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ABSTRACT 

In 1908, Henry James prepared a revised version of The Wings of 

the Dove {1902) as part of the New York Edition of his works. Despite 

the notoriety of James's habit of revision, and despite the high critical 

status of the novel as one of James's major works, no scholarly edition 

of the novel exists. This study attempts to supply such an edition by 

presenting the text of the first printing of The Wings of the Dove, 

together with a complete list of substantive variants in the two other 

editions supervised by the author. 

There are three forms in which the text of The Wings of the Dove 

is available: the first American edition (Scribner's, 1902); the first 

English edition (Constable, 1902~ and the New York Edition (Scribner's, 

1909). This study refers to these three editions as A, C and N, respec­

tively. The history of the text shows that A, while the first to be 

published, is not the first printed; moreover, it lacks some of the final 

corrections which James made in his proofsheets of C. Hence, C, the first 

text to be printed and the one which contains all of his corrections of 

1902, has been chosen as the copy-text for this edition. 

In addition to a brief discussion of the textual variants, the 

introduction to this edition presents all the available authorial aids 

to understanding the novel. A complete history of James's composition 

and publication of The Wings of the Dove, from his first Notebook entries 

of 1894 to the revision of the novel in 1908, is reconstructed here from 

published and unpublished letters of the period. A section devoted to 
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analysis of James's epistolary comments on the novel and of his one 

published critique, the Preface to the New York Edition of The Wings of 

the Dove_, reveals inconsistencies which are ultimately related to the 

long and intermittent period over which the novel was composed. Finally, 

examination of some of James's revisions leads to the conclusion that 

most of the substantive variants are stylistic in effect, but that the 

remainder clarify or add to the meaning of particular passages. 

The text of the first English edition of The Wings of the Dove 

(C) is reproduced here as this edition's reading text. The correct 

forms of misprints in C are given in the lateral margins. The substantive 

variants in A and Nare listed in the lower margins of the pages on which 

the orginal text appears. This variant edition presents, for the first 

time, and in convenient form, all the authorial versions of the text of 

The Wings of the Dove. 
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PREFATORY NOTE 

The copy-text which I have chosen for this edition of Henry 
1James's The Wings of the Dove is not the first edition but the second. 

The copy-text itself is presented as it originally appeared in 1902. The 

correct forms of misprints in the text have been indicated in the lateral 

margins and the substantive variants which occur in the first edition and 

in the revised edition of 1909 are given in the textual apparatus below 

the text. As a result, this is not a "critical edition", which, as 

defined by Fredson Bowers, "admits editorial correction, emendation, and 

even conflation (synthesis) of readings from more than one authorial 

document". 2 Rather, it is a "variant edition". The ensuing note sets 

out some of the reasons for the format of this variant edition. 

In his paper, "The Rationale of Copy-Text", W.W. Greg agrees with 

1The publication dates for the three editions which have James's 
authority are as follows: 

The first edition was issued on 29 Aug. 1902. On p. 120, item A56a, 
of A Bibliography of Henry James, Leon Edel and Dan H. Laurence give 21 Aug. 
1902 as the "formal publication date" but add that copies "actually were 
not issued until eight days after". Jacob Blanck, Bibliography of American 
Literature, V, 150, item 10647, gives 22 Aug. as the date of deposit and 
"29 Aug. 1902 (publisher's records)" as the date of publication. 

The second edition was published on 30 Aug. 1902. The two biblio­
graphies (Edel and Laurence, p. 121, item A56b; Blanck, p. 173, item 10772) 
agree on this point. Blanck, however, erroneously includes this edition 
under the heading "Reprints". 

The third edition, revised by James for the New York Edition of his 
Novels and Tales, was published on 22 April 1909 (Blanck, op. cit., p. 157, 
item 10665). 

2 see "Textual Criticism", in James Thorpe, ed., The Aims and 
Methods of Scholarship in Modern Languages and Literatures, p. 31. 
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McKerrow "that in all normal cases of correction or revision the original 

edition [of a literary work] should .. be taken as the copy-text 11 but 
3he cautions that 11 not a 11 cases are normal 11 While Greg 1 s concern is 

with works of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, 4 his warning applies 

equally to a text as recent as Henry James•s The Wings of the Dove. From 

historical evidence given in detail below, it is obvious that the first 

(or 11 original 11 
) edition of The Wings of the Dove (Scribner 1 s, 1902) was 

not the first to be printed and, while it has, to date, been taken as, in 

all respects, the first text, it is really no more than a reprint derived 

from the proofs of Constable 1 s edition of 1902. - The latter was the first 

text of the novel to be printed and should serve as the copy-text. 

It may be objected that since the two 1902 editions were simulta­

neous publications the difference in order of printing is immaterial, 

save in the matter of misprints, and that the first edition, with corrections, 

should still serve as the copy-text. However, a more serious argument 

against the immediate adoption of the first edition as the copy-text lies 

in the fact that both contain substantive variants which originate with 

the author. Before the copy-text can be selected it is necessary to 

determine why James introduced these variants. If it could be argued 

that he introduced the few changes merely from personal eccentricity, the 

editor could simply follow the first edition in accidentals and choose 

between substantive variants, 5 thus fulfilling Bowers 1 s definition of a 

3 see p. 55 of the paper as reprinted in O.M. Brack, Jr. and Warner 
Barnes, eds., Bibliography and Textual Criticism, pp. 41-58. 

4Ibid., p. 43n. 
5oefined by Greg, ibid., p. 43. 
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"critical edition". If, on the other hand, the substantive variants, 

while truly authorial, were for some reason inadvertently admitted into 

one of the texts, it would devolve on the editor to present, if possible, 

only that text which the author actually wished to publish. Conflation 

of readings from simultaneous editions would destroy the distinctiveness 

of the true copy-text. 

Furthermore, Henry James not only published The Wings of the Dove; 

he re-published it with a conscious intention of revision. There would 

be no merit in editorial conflation of later and earlier editions: the 

author himself performed that task. However, one might argue that the 

author's choice of copy-text for his revised edition indicates his original 

preference. But this cannot be the case where the differences between 

simultaneous editions were inadvertent; the author's choice of copy-text 

was just as arbitrary as that of any other person unaware of the existence 

of the substantive variants. 

James Thorpe gives further guidance, not only for the selection, 

but also for the treatment of the copy-text of a modern work in his essay, 

"The Aesthetics of Textual Criticism". He offers 

a practical (rather than an idealistic) way of separating the 
potential from the actual, the work of art which is becoming 
from the work of art which is. The distinction ... turns 
on the intentions of the artist: the work can have only such 
integrity, or completeness, as the author chooses to give it, 
and our only reasonable test of when the work has achieved 
integrity is his willingness to release it to his usual public. 
His judgment may not always be good, and he may release it too 
soon or too late or when (we think) he never should have; but 
it is his judgment not ours his intention not ours, his work

6of art which he makes ours. 

6Ibid., p. 129. 
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Here is another reason for not conflating James 1 s consciously revised 

text with his earlier editions: it is no longer the same work of art as 

the one first published. This is not to say that the artist's revisions 

may not give his public some further insight into the original work. 

As for the simultaneous but differing 1902 editions of The Wings 

of the Dove, one version must, if possible, be identified as the 11 work of 

art which is becoming 11 and the other as 11 the work of art which is 11 The• 

latter is the copy-text. 

From historical evidence it appears that the first edition of 

the novel represents it at the stage where, according to Thorpe, 11 the 

work of art 11 was still in the process of "becoming". The historical evi­

dence, which is far too abundant and complex to be summarized here, is 

presented and analysed in the section of this study called "History of 

the Text 11 The second edition, published by Constable, took fuller• 

account of James•s proof-corrections before first publication. The Con­

stable edition, the copy-text for this one, is 11 the work of art which is 11 
• 

Strictly speaking, the substantive variants introduced by James in 1908 are 

not part of that work of art at all; they are given here for the sake of 

completeness and for their value as a means by which to clarify the work 

of art. 
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A NOTE ON ABBREVIATIONS 

For the sake of brevity the symbols on the left are used through­

out this study to refer to the sources indicated in the right-hand column 

(for further details see the "Bibliography"). 

l. Published and Unpublished Letters 

B Letters of Henry James to James B. Pinker, 3 vols., and unbound, or1g1­
nal letters from publishers and others. Deposited in the Beinecke 
Library of Yale University. 

F Scribner's Archives. 
University. 

Deposited in the Firestone Library of Princeton 

H The James Family Correspondence and typed manuscripts prepared in the 
course of Percy Lubbock's edition of Henry James's letters. Deposited 
in the Houghton Library of Harvard University. 

L The Letters of Henry James. Edited by Percy Lubbock. 2 vols. 

W Letters of Henry James 
Provided by her son. 

to Mary Weld and extracts from her daily journal. 

Note: In my transcription of James's unpublished letters, I have, for the 
sake of fluency, expanded his abbreviations and ampersands, removed a few 
unnecessary italics and dashes, restored a few missing inverted commas, 
and have underlined all book titles. For the same reason, I have, in 
several places, substituted upper-case type for lower-case, or the reverse, 
for the initial letter of a word. 

2. 	 Editions of The Wings of the Dove 

A 	 First edition; first American edition; the second printing. Scrib­
ner's 1902. 

C 	 Second edition; first English edition; the first printing. Constable, 
1902. 

N 	 Revised edition. The Novels and Tales of Henry James: New York Edition. 
Vols. XIX and XX. Scribner's, 1909. 
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HISTORY OF THE TEXT 

Summary of the Course of Composition and Publication 

James began to write The Wings of the Dove as an unnamed serial 

some time before November 1899 and worked at it occasionally thereafter 

until September 1900, at which time he set it aside to write The Ambas­

sadors. Despite the lack of a title, James's references to this 1899 

project in his letters of 1899 and 1900 provide a chain of evidence which 

clearly links it with the novel published in 1902. When James resumed 

work on the novel in 1901, he had committed himself to render it in book 

form only, a change which affected his manner of composition. His secre­

tary during 1901-1902, who knew nothing of his earlier work on the novel, 

summarized James's dictation of The Wings of the Dove to herself as 

follows: "begun 1901 [sic]. July 9th-19th, 10 days. Sept. 5th-Jan. 26th 

(minus 3 weeks). April 27th-May 21st. plus fortnight in town= 6 months' 

work" (W). This total must be augmented by such periods of time as 

James devoted to the novel prior to 1901 and also between dictations to 

his typist. The sporadic nature of the author's attention to the novel, 

even within the 1901-1902 period, has a definite bearing on its length, 

style and structure, and it later exerted its influence on his critical 

opinions of the work. Aspects of simultaneous publication in London and 

New York complicated matters and delayed publication of The Wings of the 
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Dove until the end of August 1902. In 1908 James prepared a revised 

version of the novel, together with a Preface, for the collection of his 

works known as the New York Edition; these first appeared in 1909. 

Notebook Entries, 1894 

1James's manuscript notes of 3 and 7 November 1894 consist of 

formulations of the subject for a novel. Although the ideas which James 

explores flow and merge into one another, they do tend to centre round 

three distinct stages in the evolution of the story. The first formula­

tion involves a sick girl and a man who wishes to show her some kindness; 

this kindness would amount to a pretense of love and would jeopardize 

his relationship to his fiancee. The second formulation adds the element 

of money; James decided that the sick girl should be rich and the engaged 

couple poor. The engagement, moreover, had to be secret. Had James 

chosen to treat either of these formulations we would have a different 

novel. But he went on to consider possible ironic complications which 

brought his reflections to a third stage. He decided that the "other 

woman" was to evolve the plan of "kindness" in her hope that the dying 

girl would leave her money to the man. In this formulation the man does 

not initiate the deception but is himself deceived by the fiancee. 

A further note dated 14 February 1895 alludes to "the subject of 

the dying girl who wants to live" and identifies the "final sketch" of 

it as "a thing, surely, of great potential interest and beauty and of a 

1Published in F.O. Matthiessen and K.B. Murdock, eds., The Note­
books of Henry James, pp. 169-74; cf. p. 187; p. 233; hereinafter called 
Notebooks. 
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strong, firm artistic ossature". James listed the subject again on 

21 December 1895; however, he did not follow it up until 1899. Some of 

the proper names which he adopted for use in the novel appear in lists 

of names entered into the Notebooks in 1899 and 1900. 2 

Preparatory Materials, 1899 

The Notebooks which include the above plans have been published; 

however, two further items mentioned by James in a well-known letter to 

Wells--his working outline and his synopsis--appear to be no longer extant. 

From the Wells letter and other evidence we know that James possessed both 

a typed outline and a typed synopsis by November 1899. James described 

his working outline to Wells as: 

A plan for myself, as copious and developed as possible 
.... this latter voluminous effusion is, ever, so ex­
tremely familiar, confidential and intimate--in the form 
of an interminable letter addressed to my own fond fancy 
--that, though I always, for easy reference,have it care­
fully typed, it isn't a thing I would willingly expose 
to any eye but my own. And even then, sometimes, I 
shrink! [L, 15 November 1902] -­

His earliest extant reference to this synopsis occurs in a letter to 

Pinker dated 23 October 1899 (B) and another alludes to its completion 

prior to 9 November 1899 (B). James told Wells that the working outline 

pre-dated the synopsis which was "based upon, and extracted from, such 

a preliminary private outpouring". Hence the working outline from which 

James drew the synopsis was also in existence by 9 November 1899. 

2
Ibid., p. 292 (Densher and Croy); p. 298 (Murrum and Condrip); 

p. 	 302 (Strett); p. 305 (Manningham and Matcham). 
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Earliest Written Chapters; Projected Length: 1899-1900 

Early in 1899, just after publishing The Awkward Age in a serial 

version (a book version came out in April 1899), 3 James made notes for 

many new projects for short stories, and reviewed earlier Notebook en­

tries which might provide inspiration for a major production. A note 

written on 27 January 1899, just prior to James's continental journey of 

that year, expresses his desire to attempt some "big (scenic, constructive 

'architectural' effects)"; James admonished himself, "Begin i t--and it 

will grow. Put in now, some strong short novel, and come back from the 

continent, with it all figured out". James did not revisit the continent 

until 1907. Thus his evocation of Paris in The Ambassadors and of Venice 

in The vJings of the Dove drew on impressions gathered during the journey of 

1899 when he spent a month in the French capital and another in the water­

city. 4 While James was imbibing the atmosphere of Palazzo Barbaro, model 

for Palazzo Leporelli in The Wings of the Dove, he may even have had with 

him his notes for the subject. The editor of the Notebooks reports that 

the first three folios of Notebook IV, those which contain the entries of 

3 and 7 November 1894, have been torn out. However, there is no evidence 

at all that James actually wrote any of the material of the novel during 

this visit to Venice in April and May 1899. He probably did begin the 

project in earnest after his return to Rye, Sussex, on or about 8 July. 

The evidence for this is a letter of 4 October 1899 (B) to his agent, 

3Ibid., p. 193 (serial dates); Blanck, Bibliography, V, 148 
(date of publication as a book). 

4Leon Edel, The Treacherous Years, p. 385 and passim. 
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James n. Pinker, who wished to arranqe to publish a book by James. James 

told hi111, "I a111 propared to undertake to have a novel of 111oderate lenoth 

(already begun,) ready by an early date in the New Year--but it is hiqhly 

important to me--that a part of any such arranqement sho.11 be for serial 

as well as book-ri9hts" rather than book-ricihts alone. James's preference 

for prior serial publication was a matter not only of custom, (The Awkward 

~ge is an example) but of economics; the financial returns would be more 

s u b s ta n t i a 1 . 

James also indicated what he meant by "moderate length" and the 

figures he gives proJide a link between the serial and the novel he later 

narr:2d The J1_i_r1_92___9_f__t_h~__Qslve~ the serial would be ''a novel in 80,000 words, 

calculated to appear in a reputable American periodical in ten instalments 

of 8000 words each". This figure was gradually amplified in subsequent 

letters and the ensuing history of the work accounts for the manner in 

which this projected novel of moderate proportions came to contain about 

223,000 words. The actual novel retains the ten-part division, but the 

shortest of the "books", the third, consists of about 12,000 words. After 

the publication of the work,James's most frequent epithet for it was "too 

long-winded"; the implied comparison itself indicates that the completed 

work was too long in relation to an earlier "moderate" estimate of length. 

Another thread of evidence which connects the 1899 project and 

the novel of 1902 consists of the synopsis (also called variously "plan", 

"project" or "scenario") of the subject which James wrote soon after 

Pinker's proposal to find a publisher for the author's next book. 

Additional references to this early incomplete manuscript occur 
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in subsequent letters. nn 17 January 1900 (B) James exnressed to Pinker 

his desire of "qetting 9!1~ with the thing of which I sent you the synopsis". 

During the summer of 1900,he described his "scenario" to ~!illiam Dean 

Howells as a plan he had prepared in 1899 "beginning then--a year aqo--to 

do the thing 1' (L, 9 and 14 August 1900). By this time, however, James 

felt that he needed "100,000 1t1ords" to render the subject; this increased 

estimate is itself an indication that James had, in fact, been writing the 

book. A year later, when he resumed work on it (after writinq The Ambassa­

do~), James had no reason to suspect that more words would be required. 

He then told Howells that he had "written a third" of his '1new 11 novel (L, 

10 August 1901); thus, he probably meant that he had a draft of 30,000 

words, or perhaps three of his ten Books. This would constitute very rapid 

work indeed in the scant "ten days" (W) of dictation noted by his new secre­

tary if James had no chapters laid by from his earlier attempts to write 

the subject as a serial novel. But he did possess such material. Hence 

he could proceed to adapt and expand it rather quickly. He apparently 

believed himself to have established a pace which he could maintain and by 

which he would produce a novel with record speed. 

Synopsis, 1899-1900 

The synopsis for The Wings of the Dove seems to have materialized 

in response to the offer from Pinker to "treat of the matter of a book with 

Harper and Brothers" (B, 4 October 1899, James to Pinker). After an inter­

val of three weeks James apologized to his agent for having failed, as yet, 

to provide him with "the statement of the Plan of the Novel that I promised 
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you" (B, 23 October 1899); he had composed it but his copyist had not yet 

found time to type it. When James finally mailed the synopsis, he referred 

to it as "Project for a Novel, as yet unchristened" (B, 9 November 1899). 

James kept the carbon copy in reserve. Neither of these copies seems to 

have survived. James himself destroyed one before 15 November 1902 (L) 

when he confided to Wells that there was little possibility that he would 

ever again "address a manifesto to the dim editorial mind . It is 

too wantonly expensive a treat to them". In contrast to this attitude, 

James had apparently thought it worthwhile in 1899, perhaps even necessary, 

to expend valuable time on an unusual means of attracting editorial inter­

est. 

Although James's biographer, Leon Edel,5 seems to imply that James 

wrote synopses regularly for the benefit of his editors, a careful reading 

of James's many letters to Pinker during these years, together with the 

above statement to Wells, has convinced me that, in fact, with James, pre­

paring a synopsis was a rather unusual event. Again, Edel believes that 

the 1899 synopsis was a preliminary draft for James 1 s 11 Project 11 for The 

Ambassadors. However, the history which follows demonstrates conclusively 

that the 1899 synopsis is related, not to The Ambassadors, but to The Wings 

of the Dove. Circumstantial details surrounding James 1 s epistolary refer­

ences to the untitled synopsis provide a means of tracing the subject of 

the latter and of distinguishing it from his incipient plans for The Ambas­

sadors. 

5Ibid. , p. 338. 
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Although James's letters indicate his willingness to give his 

1899 serial project to Harper and Brothers, no direct record of any rele­

vant transaction between Pinker and this firm is available. However, in 

a subsequent letter James did tell his agent, "I should like the synopsis 

back [and] the matter ... , for the present, dropped . Harper and 

Brothers have within the last fortnight asked me for a serial (not that 

one--a different and special thing:) and I have said a general Yes" (B, 

11 May 1900). James's parenthetical statement is noteworthy~ it may imply 

that the editors of Harper's Monthly Magazine had seen and rejected the 

synopsis: it definitely distinguishes the subject of that synopsis from 

"the different and special thing" which Harper and Brothers eventually 

published under the title, The Ambassadors. Only one week passed by before 

James was acknowledging the return of his synopsis from Pinker. On the 

same occasion he had some rather sharp words for his agent~ James was 

annoyed with him for having approached Harper and Brothers' London agent 

prematurely on the matter of the new serial. The Harper representative, 

said James, "was to come down here [to Rye] tomorrow ... that we might 

talk more definitely of the question of a serial that he had asked me for 

by letter some time since, and that I had by letter engaged, in general 

terms, and with generality, only, as regards subject, to give him. On 

seeing him--and after we had, or l had, settled my subject, I meant to ask 

him if I might not ask you to communicate with him" (B, 18 May 1900). 

Clearly the "Project" for The Ambassadors, dated 1 September 1900, arose 

from transactions made in 1900 and not from a shorter synopsis written and 

circulated in 1899. The latter refers to The Wings of the Dove. 
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"Unhappy Adventures": An Abortive Serial 

Early in December 1899 (8) James wired Pinker to try "Mr. Bliss 

Perry of Atlantic", an instruction which seems to have reference to the 

synopsis s i nee, later during the same month, he reported to Pinker, "I 

have just had another letter (December 13th) from Mr. Bliss Perry, the 

editor of The Atlantic . What he mainly writes me about is 

to tell me that he has seen the synopsis of my novel and is much taken 

with it but is uncertain and will write you 'in a day or two'; offering, 

I infer, a price (for serialization)" (B, 26 December 1899). That this 

proposed serial is identical with the project synopsized in November can 

be inferred from James's numerical allusions, namely, "this projected 

story (80,000 words)" and "an instalment (of 8000 words)". Perry, a 

young member of a family with which James had long held acquaintance, 

had taken over the editorship of The Atlantic in August 1899. 6 While 

James awaited Perry's decision, he devoted some time to The Sense of the 

Past, a ghost-story intended for publication by Doubleday, and which he 

estimated at 50,000 words (B, 9 November 1899). By mid-January, however, 

he decided to abandon his international ghost because it had proved so 

"di abo1 i ca lly, tormentingly difficult" to treat, and because he felt that 

he should concentrate on his longer novel and on some tales; "I had 

better keep myself free for them and for getting on with the thing of 

which I sent you the synopsis" (B, 17 January 1900). 

By the end of January 1900 James was getting anxious to hear 

6Frank Luther Mott, A History of American Magazines, II, 493. 
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from Perry. He told Pinker, "I want to get at my longer novel if the 

Atlantic wants it and can whether the Atlantic wants it or not" (B, 30 

January 1900). Three weeks later James expressed downright impatience, 

saying, "Will you kindly let me know if the Atlantic does not want my 

novel. I don't think that, in all the circumstances of our past rela­

tions, the editor (especially after refusing 'The Faces') should keep 

me a longer time in suspense--or be allowed to. And if he declines 

again it is important to me to know it" (B, 22 February 1900). James 

probably suspected, and rightly so, that Perry's hesitation rested on 

a personal distaste for Jamesian composition, a distaste which Perry 

describes rather fully in his own letter to Scribner about a year later 

(F, 20 February 1901). The young editor would naturally be reluctant 

to conoounicate his real reasons for rejecting the proposed serial to 

the author himself; if Pinker had received a refusal, he would also hesi­

tate to inform James, at least until he had an alternative to propose. 

At any rate, Pinker apparently approached another publisher at 

this point. The new prospective editor was not known to James but his 

dilatoriness equalled Perry's and it eventually reinforced a rather 

stoic recognition that the story, at least as summarized in the synopsis, 

would not sell as a serial. James wrote, in a somewhat embarrassed tone, 

to Pinker on 11 May 1900 (B), "I can't help saying a word to you as a 

reminder that when you do hear at last from the Journal, 7 of New York, 

7Ibid., pp. 349-55, sketches the history of the Home Journal of 
New York.----r;fOtt notes, p. 352, that this magazine did not usually pay for 
contributions; thus it seems unlikely that James would be making refer­
ence to it. James's letter itself seems to exclude HarTer's Weekly: A 
Journal of Civilization (cf. Mott, II, 469) as a possib e identificat1on. 
The reference remains obscure. 
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as to the question of the Novel of which you sent the synopsis (and I 

am taking for granted your not hearing, as yet, indicates probably non­

acceptance,) I should like the synopsis back". At this juncture James 

was beginning to negotiate with Harper and Brothers for a "different 

and special" serial but he had not begun actual work on it. He said, 

"I have been waiting on the JoUQ!iJ.b reply to be able to go further; 

and if that reply j_s_ negative I shall do something suiting me best by 

going straight at the Harper story--in preference to at present commit­

ting myself (to some other 'party') on the subject of the synopsis ... 

perhaps by [19 May] I shall know how the case stands on the other matter, 

with the Jou ma l. I should like to see that synopsis back!" Pinker 

returned the synopsis within a week, perhaps a little too quickly for 

James's comfort. He distilled his chagrin into a single sentence, "I am 

obliged to you for my synopsis, which I am glad to recover after its 

unhappy adventures" (B, 18 May 1900). 

Perhaps James now abandoned his ambition of rendering the novel 

as a serial. His next identifiable reference to the 1899 synopsis occurred 

when he made its existence known to Howells and suggested that, except 

for its estimated length, the novel it represented might have formed a 

suitable alternative to The Sense of the Past, which was again proving 

intractable as a subject (L, 9 and 14 August 1900). James had made an­

other attempt to finish the latter when Howells asked him for a book (L, 

29 June 1900). 
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The published lette:~ of James to Howells dated 9 and 14 August 

1900 (L) contains a long passage on the subject of a novel which readers, 

following Lubbock's concomitant misidentification, have long mistaken 

for The Ambassadors. Indeed, James's oblique allusions to other projects 

may include reference to The Ambassadors, particularly since he was short­

ly to prepare a long synopsis of the latter for Harper and Brothers. But 

a closer review of James's activities of this period, together with the 

restoration of a passage omitted from the published text of the letter, 

establishes the connection between the relevant passage and the still un­

named Wings of the Dove. 

In June of 1900 James received Howells's "inspired" request for 

a 50,000-word story involving an "international ghost". He was intrigued 

at the singular co-incidence of the suggestion with details of his own 

recent "little project--intrinsically ... and most damnably difficult" 

and which he had set aside "after upwards of a month's work" (L, 29 June 

1900). Apparently, at the moment, James had no immediate literary com­

mitments of a major kind, for he stated, "It so happens that I can get at 

the book, I think almost immediately and do it within the next three or 

four months". This implies that no publisher had yet been found for the 

subject of the 1899 synopsis, nor had Harper and Brothers definitely 

accepted the "different and special thing" proposed to them during the 

previous May. James had just completed The Sacred Fount; Pinker sent a 

fair copy to Scribner's on 27 July 1900 (F). It seemed reasonable to 

make a fresh attempt to "puzzle out" The Sense of the Past; James promised 
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to "write you [Howe 11 s] again when my subject condenses". 

On 9 August 1900 (also the date of a Notebook entry on The Sense 

of the Past) James discussed the prohibitive length, for Howells's pur­

poses, of both his ghost-story and another scheme, which was the "great­

est" of his current "obsessions". He described, in glowing terms, the 

projected novel which Lubbock's headnote erroneously identifies as The 

Ambassadors: 

The scheme to which I am now alluding is lovely--human, dra­
matic, international, exquisitely 'pure', exquisitely every­
thing; only absolutely condemned, from the germ up, to be 
workable in not less than 100,000 words. If 100,000 were 
what you had asked me for, I would fall back upon it ('terror' 
failing) like a flash; and even send you, without delay, a 
detailed Scenario of it that I drew up a year ago; beginning 
then--a year ago--to do the thing--immediately afterwards; 
and then again pausin--g-for reasons extraneous and economic. 
[L, 9 August 1900] 

This scheme, which James said was the "most started" of the "two or three 

things begun" by his hand, can be distinguished from The Sense of the Past 

by reason of its "extraneous and economic" difficulties; those connected 

with the ghost-story had been "intrinsic". But difficulties associated 

with The Ambassadors, even at this early date, could also be described as 

"extraneous and economic". The ambiguity of reference in the foregoing 

passage vanishes when we restore the parenthesis which immediately follows 

it, and which Lubbock wholly omitted from his 1920 edition of the letter. 

In this parenthesis James divulged some details of the "extraneous" rea­

sons for his decision to postpone the exquisite project: "(Because--now 

that I haven't to consider my typist--there was nobody to 'take' it! The 

Atlantic declined--saying it really only wanted 'Miss Johnson [sic]'!)" 

(H, 9 and 14 August 1900). There was never any question of serializing 
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The Ambassadors in The Atlantic, but the subject of the 1899 synopsis 

had been proposed to Perry the previous winter. Apparently Perry had 

preferred Mary Johnston's To Have and to Hold; indeed, the latter had 

doubled The Atlantic's circulation. 8 For James, the popular appeal of 

a work was ever extraneous to the artistic question, even though it was 

maddeningly close to the economic one. In mid-August 1900, however, he 

felt that the economic picture was brightening for him. He confided to 

Howells that he had "now in all probability a decent outlet for his 

"obsessive hundred-thousander". On 14 August he added a long postscript 

in which he definitely shelved The Sense of the Past and spoke of "two 

begun novels" which awaited his attention; these were "biggish stuff, I 

fear, in bulk and possible unserialisability". This last statement is 

an indirect allusion to James's experienece with the 1899 synopsis. 

James went on to speak of this work as a novel "of the type of the 'seri­

ous' which I am too delighted to see you speak of as lifting again 

its downtrodden head" (the el lips is is Lubbock's). The words omitted from 

the preceding quotation are extant in a transcript of the original letter; 

they are '"Miss Johnson' permettendole" (H). They refer again to the 

offending lady-novelist who had supplanted James in the column of The At­

lantic. 

The upward adjustment, in the foregoing letter, of James's esti­

mate for the length of the novel which became The Wings of the Dove indi­

cates that he had certainly worked at it since the previous New Year's 

when he thought that it would contain 80,000 words. (It was only by working 

8 Ibid., p. 512. 
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at The Sense of the Past that he realized he needed more scope.) Again, 

James may have already decided to adopt a "more free and independent 

scale" of treatment if he should have to render the subject as a book 

rather than in serial form. Moreover, as letters quoted below will 

amply illustrate, James was seldom superstitiously exact in his use of 

numerals, whether these related to dates or to quantities of "copy" for 

the printer. 

A summary of James's output in the first eight months of 1900 

shows that he had not rested idle for lack of a publisher for his major 

projects. He had composed The Sacred Fount, arranged the short stories 

for The Soft Side (published August 1900) and had written several others 

which were not collected until The Better Sort (1903). He had negotiated 

with Harper and Brothers for a new serial and prepared a synopsis, dated 

1 September 1900, for the editor of Harper's Monthly Magazine. All this 

literary activity occurred in the context of a busy social life that 

involved visits to London and the entertainment of visitors--his niece, 

his sister-in-law and others--at Lamb House, Rye. 

Agreements with Constable and Scribner's: 1900 

When it seemed certain that Harper and Brothers would accept his 

new serial, James postponed further work on the subject of The Wings of 

the Dove until such time as the Harper project should be completed. The 

strongest motive for this decision was doubtless financial. James looked 

forward to an early receipt of the ~1000 expected for the serial rights 

to the new work. Just at this point Pinker found a publisher for the 
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earlier project; on 12 September 1900 (G) James told his agent to close 

with Archibald Constable's offer of a ~300 advance on 20% royalties, 

payable on delivery of the manuscript, for a novel of 100,000 words to 

be published, in book form only, a year later. Shortly afterwards, 

Pinker wrote to Scribner's to seek simultaneous publication in America 

(F, 15 October 1900) for this work. The firm had carried some of James's 

short fiction in its magazine, but the first of its full-length novels by 

James, The Sacred Fount, was not due to appear until February 1901. 

Charles Seri bner was wi 11 i ng to take another navel "for the Autumn of next 

year" even though he lacked experience of the "possible sale" of James's 

books. On the understanding that the new novel would make a $1.50 book, 

he offered a 20% royalty and an immediate advance off 200. He added a 

statement which implies that Pinker had intended that the editor of Scrib­

ner's Monthly should see the synopsis of the subject; but someone, perhaps 

an American agent in London, had not followed through. Scribner stated, 

"We are embarrassed also by the absence of any knowledge concerning the 

story, for Mr. Burlingame is unable to remember the scenario which you 

say was submitted to us for the Magazine and indeed thinks you are mis­

taken" (F, 31 October 1900). Pinker hastily made good this omission and 

wrote to Scribner, "I am sending you by this mail the synopsis of the 

book to which I referred in my last letter. I was under the impression 

that you had seen it" (F, 16 November 1900) . The arri va 1 of the synopsis 

was duly acknowledged by the American firm with the reminder that "When 

the title . . . is decided upon we sha11 be glad to be informed" (F, 6 

December 1900). Pinker notified Scribner's of his receipt of the f200 
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advance on 11 January 1901 (F); significantl~ the Scribner's Archives 

contain only one item of correspondence between the two parties on the 

topic of "the second book" between this date and March of 1902; the 

exception is a request for an extension of time (F, l July 1901). 

The Interim Period: 1900-1901 

James's decision to complete The Ambassadors before resuming his 

work on the subject of The Wings of the Dove did not appear inauspicious 

in September of 1900. He had prepared a working outline and a synopsis 

of each of these works and had already begun composing both (L, 9 and 14 

August 1900). Although The Wings of the Dove grew to be some 60,000 

words longer than The Ambassadors, its synopsis, according to James, was 

shorter (L, 15 November 1902). This detail suggests that James was cur­

rently estimating the length of this novel as proportionately shorter, 

and therefore as liable to demand less time for completion, than The 

Ambassadors; besides, of the two books, the earlier scheme was "the most 

started". In 1899 James had calculated that he could finish the novel 

which became The Wings of the Dove "in about four months--from a date" 

(B, 26 December 1899). From this figure he could now subtract whatever 

time he had devoted to the novel in 1900. It is not unthinkable that 

in September of 1900 he expected to have The Ambassadors ready for publi­

cation by Christmas or early January, to have time then for a brief holi­

day, after which he would still have an ample interval for completion of 

the novel contracted to Constable for the Autumn of 1901. 
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The Ambassadors, however, both as a work of art with its own 

inner law of development and also as the labour of a mortal who could 

scarcely exert rigid control over extraneous circumstances, refused to 

abide by this schedule. James did not complete the magazine text until 

May 1901. 9 Nor was he able to snatch a badly-needed holiday. The 

William Jameses arrived around Easter 1901; then Mary Weld, who became 

Henry James's new secretary, came to meet him and to begin her duties 

on 12 and 16 April respectively (W). Her first assignment involved taking 

dictation, not of The Ambassadors, but of William's first series of Gif­

ford lectures to be given in Edinburgh in May. Although the psychologist's 

health had improved somewhat in the interval since his visit of 1899, he 

scarcely provided a reassuring spectacle for his anxious brother. The 

very atmosphere must have seemed elegiac, if not depressing, during the 

early months of 1901. Victoria, symbol of national grandeur and stabil­

it~ died in January; Mrs. Bronson, a favorite Venetian hostess, died in 

February; then there was the sight of William, still in precarious health. 

Henry James completed one major project during these months, but under 

such pressures of time and emotion, he did not get far with his next one. 

He apparently tried to rest his muse by working on some articles: an essay 
10 on Rostand; and perhaps "Casa Alvisi 11 which appeared in the February 

1902 Cornhill Magazine. (The latter commemorates Mrs. Bronson's noble 

9s.P. Rosenbaum's Norton Critical Edition of the novel contains 
some of the pre-publication history of The Ambassadors, pp. 353 ff.; it 
should be supplemented with the information given by Brian Birch in 
"Henry James: Some Bibliographical and Textual Matters", LibrarJ'., XX n.s. 
(1965), 108-23. 

10Leon Edel, The Master, p. 97. 
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Venetian hospitality, a theme which James transported into his 1902 

novel.) Several letters of this period (quoted below) allude to James's 

resumption of work on the novel which became The Wings of the Dove. Yet 

he seems to have allowed Miss Weld to believe that his first stint of 

dictation of the novel to her, from 9 to 19 July (W), constituted his 

initial attempt to begin the work. Even so, he did not return to this 

project, at least as far as dictation is concerned, until 5 September (W). 

Meanwhile, he may have composed his introductory essay on Flaubert, which 

he said he sent to Edmund Gosse in September 1901 (H, 15 May 1902). 

A Missed Deadline 

James had agreed to have a novel ready for Constable for the au­

tumn of 1901; delay in finishing The Ambassadors had necessarily reduced 

the time available for attention to The Wings of the Dove. In addition, 

the effort demanded by the Harper serial, unlike the shorter pieces 

written in 1900, had drained the author of his former enthusiasm for the 

project begun in 1899. Such seems to me to be the import of his altered 

tone of reference to the scheme. In 1899 he had exclaimed to Pinker, 11 I 

could do it--only l.2.!1-.9_ to go on with it--soon 11 (B, 9 November 1899). In 

1900, he confided to Howells, 11 It really constitutes, at any rate, the 

work I intimately want actually to be getting on with" (L, 9 and 14 Au­

gust). After May 1901 he expresses no such eagerness in his letters. 

The pressures connected with the Harper serial had effectively altered 

his creative relation with the earlier work. When Mrs. Waldo Story asked 

him how soon the biography of her father-in-law would be ready, he spoke 
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of two novels which he had had to get "off [his] hands". "One of the 

novels in question~' thank heaven, finished, but I am in the midst of 

the other--though proceeding as steadily as my native meticulosity per­

mits 11 
; he could think of nothing else until "the day it is done" (H, 

13 June 1901). 

On l July 1901 (F) Pinker wrote to Scribner's (and, no doubt, 

also to Constable) to beg their 

indulgence for Mr. Henry James, as he will not have the MS. 
of his new novel ready in time for publication this autumn, 
and he asks for a delay to the end of the year, say Decem­
ber 31st. Mr. James has been finishing a novel which he 
was under contract to write for serial publication, and it 
occupied him some months longer than he expected. 

Therefore, the agent continued, James had "only recently been able to 

take up the book" promised to them. James may have begun to review his 

Notebook entries, his preliminary working outline and his synopsis, and 

he may even have prepared manuscript by hand. However, according to 

Mary Weld, he did not resume dictation of the novel until 9 July 1901. 

Nor did he complete it by the end of the calendar year. Miss Weld noted 

21 May 1902 as the date of that consummation, with only six months of 

this period devoted to dictation of The Wings of the Dove. How did James 

dispose of the other five months between 9 July 1901 and 21 May 1902? 

Why did he not spend more of this period on his overdue manuscript? Curi­

ously enough, James once told Miss Weld that, of his later novels, The 
11Wings of the Dove 11 came easiest 11 How could he apply this term to a• 

novel which he was unable to finish by either of the dates agreed upon 

with his publishers? While it is true that ordinarily James spent his 

11 H. 	 Montgomery Hyde, Henry James at Home, p. 150. 
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mornings in dictation, a number of extraordinary events took him away 

from his work altogether during this period. Moreover, even on days 

when he put in his usual hours, other events made the atmosphere rather 

hectic for him, so that completion of the novel represents something of 

a feat of determination. 

Another 	Missed Deadline 

James had barely resumed dictation of the novel when he left Rye 

for ten days. 12 If he worked at the novel at all during the remaining 

weeks of the summer, he did so in the relaxed atmosphere induced by the 

presence of close relatives and other visitors. On 5 September he re­

turned to dictation but, after fifteen days, a household crisis occurred 

which temporarily reduced his timetable to chaos. His butler and cook 

had to be dismissed and replaced. 13 After this episode James finally 

realized that "one way and another" he had lost "so much time" from his 

"woefully backward book" (L, [2 October] 1901). Taking stock of his re­

cent interruptions, he wrote to a friend that he had put in "a rather 

feverish and accidente summer: I mean through the constant presence of 

family till a month ago, and through a prolonged domestic upheaval ever 

since ... [with] futile attempts at reconstruction for which I have had 

no time, and yet which have consumed so much of it" (L, 17 October 1901). 

By early November the dust had settled and James was full of opti­

12Leon Edel and Gordon N. Ray, eds., Henry James and H.G. Wells, 
p. 	 73; letter of James to Wells, 30 July 1901. 

13Hyde, op. cit., pp. 130 ff; Edel, Master, pp. 100 ff. and (for
the happy resolution) p. 46 and p. 107. 
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mism. The "book multiplies" he told William and Alice James; and "work 

goes on with steady strides, to speak without presumption, and I should 

like to think I haven't to budge till about January 10th, when I hope 

to go to town with a book finished. But", he added, "the poor irrepress­

ible Godkins ... appeal to me so not to put off coming to them [at 

Torquay] that I expect to do so, fearfully a contrecoeur--for three or 

four days" later in the month (H, l November 1901). A few days later he 

assured Pinker, "I am happy to say that I am going very steadily and 

straight with the novel I am finishing for Constable" (B, 6 November 1901), 

and divulged a plan for a new volume of tales; these he expected to pre­

pare in town where he intended to spend three months of the winter. How­

ever, The Better Sort did not come out until 1903. James did make an 

attempt to curtail his social activities; he told Gosse, "I don't come up 

to town, alas, for more than a few necessary hours, till I've finished my 

book, and that wi 11 be when God pl eases. I pray for early in January" ( L, 

20 November 1901). But early in December he went to see Edmund Godkin, 

an old family friend and editor, who was in his last illness. He was soon 

lamenting to his brother and sister-in-law the fact that he was "condemned 

to these untimely wanderings" in spite of "extreme pressure, at home, to 

finish a book and be free by January 1st (free I mean to begin another)" 

(H, 5 December 1901). After more than a fortnight away, James returned to 

Rye; he had another guest, Jonathan Sturges, over the Christmas season, 

from 20 December until 13 January (H, 22 January 1902, to Grace Norton), 

but he resumed his almost daily dictation. 

The last day of 1901 came and went; James had failed to meet his 

commitment to Constable with literal exactitude. Nevertheless, for the 
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first weeks of the new year, he continued to feel that he might finish 

the book before his removal to London. The attempt was frustrating and 

futile. He complained to Grace Norton, "I'm in a desperate state of 

arrears over a not yet finished book--i.e. long novel--which was to 

have been finished and published in the autumn, and so abashed and dis­

graced that I can do nothing else till the incubus in question is floored"; 

at the same time he begged off writing a column about a new author 

she had "discovered" (H, 22 January 1902). By this time James knew that 

the ultimate length of his novel would exceed 100,000 words; he admitted 

to Howells that it would involve "still several weeks' work" (H, 25 Janu­

ary 1902). But even now James did not foresee the size of the novel with 

accuracy. From London he wrote to William and Alice, "I stuck on and on, 

hoping to finish my 160,000 or 170,000 word book before budging--but 

didn't, after all, couldn't, decently, in spite of extremely sustained 

application" (H, 29 January 1902). 

How much had James actually accomplished by the time Miss Weld 

saw him off to London on 27 January 1902 (W)? He had prepared 500 pages 

of typescript for Constable's printer14 and these supplied copy for 357 

pages of the first London edition. (James himself gave the figure 355 

[B, 21 March 1902] but a glance at the present [facsimile] text is enough 

to discount its literalness; his copy could hardly have ended in the 

middle of a conversation, to be picked up again later, whether at London 

in March or at Rye in April, for two additional pages.) 

James had also, at last, chosen a title. The earliest extant 

14Edel, Master, p. 109. 
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reference to it is unenthusiastic; he told Howells that his novel had 

"a prettyish title, The Wings of the Dove" (H, 25 January 1902). James 

gave no explanation for his choice, nor does the portion of text which 

was completed by this date offer a direct source. The passage in which 

Kate Croy calls Milly Theale a "dove" does indeed occur on page 233, 

but the first reference to the latter's "wings" comes on page 428, part 

of the copy which was not handed to the printer until May. The title 

was probably a stop-gap, a thing invented under pressure of the necessity 

to supply the printer with a running title. 

Although his copy for the printer was incomplete, James had men­

tally finished with the novel. He confessed to Howells that he was 

"panting (as always before the material has caught up with the mental 

finish of a book,) to get immediately next at two or three other besetting 

subjects" (H, 25 January 1902). A too lengthy and too interrupted period 

of incubation had staled if not spoiled the subject. 

A "Wretched Siege" of Illness 

When James wrote to William and Alice (H, 29 January 1902) that 

his daily three-and-a-half hour stint of dictation had left him 11 depleted 11 
, 

his reference implied chiefly a psychological strain, but he was also 

physically exhausted. He became ill in London. He had consulted with 

Pinker on his arrival and then dropped communications for three weeks. 

Subsequently he reviewed the interval for his agent and explained that: 

When I came to see you on January 27th I was very ill--so 
that I must have been queer and incoherent; at any rate I 
was much worse an hour later, and had to scramble back to 
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111y chambers [at the Reform Club] and tumble into bed with 
violent inflammation of the bowels. I had a wretched 
siege there of 6 days, and then a bad, false, unnursed 
recuperation which ended in another collapse under which 
I managed, not an hour too soon, to get back here [to Rye] 
on the 11th February.[B, 19 February 1902] 

Consistent with the attitude evinced to Howells, James here expressed 

regret, not for his failure to finish the novel, but for his inability, 

due to illness, to gather the material for the volume of tales. He did, 

however, feel that the "copy for the Wings of the Dove to be sent to 

Scribners [sic] had much best be a set of my clean Revised from Consta­

ble1s11. Instead of correcting duplicate proofs of the novel, one set for 

each of his publishers (the method he followed in preparing The Ambas­

~adors),15 James had decided to return a revised set of proofs to Con­

stable's printer, who was to correct his galleys and send clean proofs 

to Pinker, who, in turn, would dispatch them to America. Ignoring the 

fact that the manuscript was incomplete, James went on, "But my illness 

now knocks me into such pie as regards time that full postponement (of 

question of issue) till I see my way further becomes an absolute neces­

s i ty It gives me real relief to put it off; I mean while proofs 

come in" (B, 19 February 1902). These references to proofs imply that 

James was about to receive, or was already receiving and correcting, the 

proofsheets of the text submitted to Constable in January. However, his 

health was still unsettled. He wired his secretary on 22 February (W) 

that his "corner [was] turned", but a few days later he reported to 

Pinker that a relapse had forced him "to tumble into bed again and lie 

wearily, dismally, in darkness and woe" (B, 26 February 1902). 

15sirch, op. cit., p. 114. 
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On 2 March (W) James requested Miss Weld's return to her post 

only to discover that she had also been ill. He replied, "What a woe­

ful uncanny month for each of us" (W, 4 March 1902). Meanwhi 1e he had 

assured Pinker that his work was "going on so smoothly" that he would 

soon visit Torquay again for "three or four weeks" (B, 3 March 1902). 

Another small complication arose when Miss Weld's landlady gave up; his 

secretary would have to find new lodgings before she could resume her 

duties (W). In view of these circumstances, James probably worked alone 

--perhaps correcting proof--for the week prior to his visit to Torquay, 

where he stayed from 12 to 25 March. Then he went on to London, where 

he engaged a "forlorn young man and a 'Smith's Premier"' typewriter for 

the purpose of dictating "50 pages of a small job" (W, [26] March 1902), 

namely the second of his essays on French novelists. On 11 April (H) 

he sent Gosse the Balzac essay which he later termed a "very rough copy" 

(H, 15 May 1902). 

James's letters give a variety of dates for his planned return 

to Rye; he actually arrived there on 25 April (H, 28 April 1902, to Sir 

Paul Harvey); his secretary came the next day and dictation of the novel 

resumed on 27 April (W). James now had another ailment to contend with; 

he described it to Gosse as "a torment (strangely prolonged and recurrent) 

of gout (in both feet!)" (H, 13 May 1902) . 

Preliminaries to Publication 

James must have returned some of his revised proofsheets to Con­

stable's printer in Edinburgh by the beginning of March; on 6 March 1902 (F) 
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Pinker informed Scribner's that he was sending 11 revised proofs .. 

from the beginning to page 96 11 of Constable's edition of The Wings of 

the Dove. In close sequence he now sent three additional signatures (to 

page 144), and then two more (to page 176), and finally the title-page 

(F, 11, 14 and 18 March 1902) but for some reason he held back proofs of 

pages 11 177 to the end 11 until 25 April 1902 (F). Since the original type­

script, the printer's copy itself, was not finished until 21 May, 11 the 

end 11 here refers to page 357. James had corrected and returned proof­

sheets received to date very promptly; his letter to Pinker from Torquay 

on 21 March had stated, 11 They (Constable and Co.) have my corrected and, 

almost all, revised proof up to page 355 11 (B). He had probably posted 

these 357 (not 355) pages before leaving for Torquay. But he had not yet 

composed 11 the end 11 of the novel. 

By this time the question of a publication date had become prob­

lematic. As of 24 March, W.C. Brownell had received only the proofsheets 

up to page 176. He wrote on that day to ask Pinker for 11 information as 

to the number of pages the book will contain (a necessary preliminary to 

its 1 composition 1 here) and as to the date at which it is desired to pub­

it 11lish (F). He pointed out that the lack of such information had pre­

vented Scribner's from advertising the novel in their spring announce­

ments, a factor which would have a bearing on sales. In isolation, 

Brownell 1 s letter is straightforward enough but, when juxtaposed with 

others written in England during the previous week, it multiplies the 

ironies of the situation in which James had placed himself and Pinker. 

On 17 March Pinker had written to tell Brownell (but the letter had not 

yet reached America) that James had been too ill to complete the novel 
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and therefore he wished "now to postpone it until the autumn" (F). The 

agent had stated, whether from his own initiative or not is unclear, 

that Constable had suggested "early in September or August". On the 

heels of this missive from Pinker to Scribner's, Constable himself wrote 

to Pinker stressing the desirability of a July issue, especially since 

it was a coronation year; "The season would not be over, and people, as 

a matter of fact--more particularly the people to whom Mr. James appeals-­

do read books during their summer holidays in the country after the sea­

son is over" (B, 19 March 1902). From Torquay James hastened to endorse 

Constable's proposal, but he made one provision: "if they will give me 

till May 15th (not 'end of April,') to hand them the remainder of my MS. 

for Wings of the Dove". James explained, "there will be 100 pages more. 

I can do it by May 15th clear, as of those 100 pages I have already a 

portion at home prepared for delivery" (B, 21 March 1902). He hoped 

that Scribner's would "accommodate" themselves to this plan. 

Pinker had already written to New York in the rather tenuous 

hope that Scribner's had not yet decided to act on his unfortunate pro­

posal for an autumn issue. He invoked "special conditions of this year" 

as a reason for advancing the date to July; he even suggested that Scrib­

ner's might find it "possible, supposing that time were unsuitable, to 

arrange that [they] formally copyrighted, and published the book later" 

(F, 20 March 1902). The arrival of Brownell 1 s letter, about the beginning 

of April, did not alter Pinker's view of this possibility, although he 

must have realized that Scribner's could decide nothing until they had 

received complete copy for the novel. 
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The inevitable delays of contemporary transatlantic communica­

tion contributed to the confusion of this period but the crux of the 

matter lay in the fact that the novel was not yet finished. James must 

have met with Pinker when he came to London late in March 1902, but he 

stayed in town to compose Balzac instead of rushing home to finish the 

novel. Pinker's reply to Brownell, dated a full month after the latter's 

inquiry, exemplifies studied ambiguity in the statement, "The publishers 

of the English edition promise to fix a definite date for publication as 

soon as possible" (F, 25 April 1902). Pinker carefully suppressed any 

recognition that this possibility was contingent on the author's comple­

tion of the novel; on the same date he sent "pages 177 to the end" (page 

357) of the English proofsheets to Scribner's. 

Final Stages of Composition and Proofreading 

James himself must have been surprised at the way his estimated 

"100 pages more" multiplied during the weeks that followed 27 April 1902. 

He grumbled to Gosse, "Here I am in the throes of finishing--by a date, 

May 20th--a long and awfully retarded novel, which must be published by 

July lst, and the final, terminal process of which, while four-fifths, 

printed, wait for the remainder, leaves me not a little spent" (H, 13 May 

1902). Finally, on 21 May, Miss Weld could note, "Post last pages MS. 

Wings of the Dove, too late after all! 11 (W). The next day James dictated 

a letter to his brother, who was in Edinburgh for his second series of 

Gifford lectures, saying: 
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I finished my book, at last, only last night, with an un­
utterable 'Ouf! 1 of relief and an equally unutterable 
(temporary) exhaustion. My exhaustion is the reason of 
my lolling here quite limp and void and flat, and trying 
thus to make Miss Weld do my business. Now that time, for 
some days to come, will be intensely short and precious 
for receipt of proof (for there is a good bit yet to come) 
I see that I had much best keep near till I have had the 
last. [H, 22 May 1902] -­

But James promised to come to Edinburgh as soon as he was free. 

Constable's printer set up the type for pages 358 to 576 with 

very little delay. Pinker was able to send Scribner's "the last signa­

tures of the proofs", revised according to the author's corrections, on 

19 June 1902 (F). Pencilled notes on the original copies of the corre­

spondence of this month tell a tale of Pinker's pressure to secure a July 

date of issue and of Scribner's adherence to their own schedules. On 

Pinker's letter of 19 June someone at Scribner's wrote "June 30"--prob­

ably the date on which the letter (and perhaps the final proofsheets) 

arrived--and the words, "We acknowledge receipt, understand the book 

will be published simultaneously in the Fall and will suggest date as 

soon as possible". Pinker's next extant missive to Scribner's (F, 23 

June 1902) pleads again for the July date, but an uncompromising "Aug. 

29"--which became the actual date of issue in America--appears in another 

hand. 

The Simultaneous Editions of 1902 

Once his own share in the delay was over, James quickly forgot 

the inconvenience he had caused to his publishers and began to complain 

of delays on their part. One letter of early July shows him oblivious 
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of Pinker's efforts to get the novel out during that month. James asked 

him rather petulantly when Constable and Company i11tended to put forth 

their edition, and he added, 11 They have communicated nothing to me on 

the subject since Meredith adjured me almost imperatively, at the end of 

March, to finish it by May 20th that it might appear July 1st. I finished 

it to the day, but :till I wait" (B, 8 July 1902). Pinker rniJ0e another 

(his third) futile attempt to speed publication in America with his sug­

gestion that Scribner's 11 formany copyright 11 the book (F, 21 July 1902) so 

that Constable could proceed with his plans. 
' 

To make matters worse, Pinker now received a letter from Otto 

Kyllman of Constable and Company who asked him 11 to be good enough to let us 

have a date for The Uing_s of a [sic] Dove. 11 Pinker had apparently tried to 

exonerate James to his English publishers, for Kyllman v1ent on, 11 After I 

had seen you on Tuesday I made a point of inquiring as to the dates on 

which proofs were sent to Mr. Henry James, and we cannot find that there 

was any delay on our part whatever. You probably know that we were kept 

waiting a long time for copy, even after we had received some copy" (B, 

31July1902). Kyllman's oblique reference to the four months' interval 

between James' s January and May consignments of copy sho\.'JS masterly re­

straint; probably Pinker took example from it and withheld the implied 

criticism from James. The next reference to the novel in James's corre­

spondence is dated 15 August 1902 (B); James thanked Pinker for "the date 

of my novel on Scribner's part, as to which I am very, very sorry--as 

much so as helplessly so". On the same day he ordered complimentary 

copiesofscribner's edition for himself and for six persons in America (F). 
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He sturdily ignored his own determining share of the responsibility for 

his "dreadfully-delayed novel" and asserted to Mrs. W. K. Cl ifford that 

it had been "kept back these two months through backwardness of American 

publisher" (H, 27 August 1902). Scribner's issued the first edition in 

New York on 29 August 1902. Constable put out the first English edition 

(which was, in fact, the first to be printed) on 30 August 1902. 

James's resentment towards Scribner's vanished on receipt of their 

actual publication; he enthusiastically adopted the latter as a standard 

for other productions, present and to come, and immediately wrote to 

Charles Scribner, "I greatly appreciate your having brought out the book 

in two volumes, and such charming ones. I feel that I have never been so 

well presented, materially, and that my prose itself very essentially 

gains thereby .... As I compare the London edition dejectedly with yours, 

I feel yours to be, beyond comparison, the book" (F, 12 September 1902). 

James was patently unfair to Constable, who had agreed to take a novel 

of 100,000 words; who had begun to set up type when the text amounted to 

140,000 words and who could hardly be expected to change the format once 

he received the final 83,000 words. 

Conditions of publication had also played a part in determining 

the difference between the format of the two editions. Unlike the Amer­

ican publisher, who was free to print this long novel in two volumes and 

charge $2.50 for the set, the English firm would lose the custom of the 

lending libraries if it asked more than six shillings for a novel. Be­

cause of this difficulty, Constable declined to publish a novel offered 

by James in 1903 unless terms could be reduced from !300 to 1200 advance 
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on royalties. A representative of the company told Pinker that: 

in view of the fact that the Libraries refuse to take any 
fiction published at a higher price than 6/-, and as Mr. 
Henry James' books are of very considerable length, and 
the cost of production and the fact that we cannot expect 
to sell more than the copies we sold of The Wings of the 
Dove, render it impossible for us to pay more than £200 
--,--n-anticipation of royalty.... If the Libraries had 
not made a hard and fast rule to buy no works of fiction 
published at a higher price than 6/-, regardless of author, 
regardless of length, we should be most plensed to issue 
Mr. James' novels in two or three volumes at 12/- or 21/-, 
and we think such a method of publication would be re­
n1unerative and satisfactory to both author and publisher. 
[G, 13 March 1903] 

As the case stood, however, and in spite of their gratification that The 

Wings of the Dove had been "regarded in many quarters as Mr. James' mas­

terpiece", Constable and Company were unwilling to risk another unprofit­

able venture. 

Variants in the 1902 Editions 

Collation of the two 1902 editions of The Wings of the Dove re­

veals that Constable and Scribner's did not publish identical texts in 

August 1902. Categories of variation include accidental variants, mis­

prints, and substantive variants. While all the examples in the first 

two categories are simply the result of two settings of type, at least 

three dozen of the substantive variants can be explained only as author­

ial revisions. 

The historical evidence indicates that James and his publishers 

fully intended to issue identical texts in 1902. James's decision to 

send "clean Revised [proofsheets] from Constable's" (B, 19 February 1902) 
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was itself a precaution against the admission of differences into the 

text. The evidence, which is examined in more detail below, suggests 

that James read and revised Constable's first set of proofsheets; the 

printer corrected his galleys according to James's wishes and then pulled 

fresh proofs to be sent to Scribner's by Pinker. Thus the copy sent to 

America should have corresponded exactly to the text forthcoming in the 

English edition. James, it should be noted, had no opportunity to alter 

the revised proofs once more because Pinker sent them directly to New 

York; as the agent stated in a note to Scribner's, 11 I am sending you re­

vised proofs of Mr. Henry James' novel as I receive them from the printer" 

(F, 17 March 1902). 

Nor did James have an opportunity to proofread Scribner's 1902 

11edition. In March 1902 Brownell had asked for information as to the 

number of pages the book will contain (a necessary preliminary to its 

'composition' here)" (F, 24 March 1902). Pinker did not send pages 177­

357 of Constable's proof until 25 April 1902 (F). James did not even 

mail the last of his typescript of the novel to Constable until 21 May (W), 

and the proofs, relayed by Pinker on 19 June (F), probably did not reach 

New York until the end of that month. Thus, Scribner's compositors could 

not have set their type before July 1902. Although the novel was ready 

for publication by the third week of August, the period as a whole was 

too brief for both typesetting and transatlantic dispatch and return of 

proof. Moreover, had James been occupied with that task, he would no 

doubt have mentioned it in some of his letters to Pinker. On the contrary, 

his letter thanking Scribner for the 11 charming 11 two-volume edition (F, 12 

September 1902) precludes the possibility that he saw it in the form of 
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proofs. Furthermore, James had, since May 1902, been extremely touchy 

about misprints and he would have at least altered these if he had car­

rected Scribner's proof. 

Two letters to Gosse in May 1902 (H) confirm the fact of James's 

hypersensitivity to misprints just as he approached the termination of 

his novel. On 15 May he scolded Gosse with vigour (but without justifi­

cation, as it later appeared): 

I have indeed been much disconcerted at finding that though 
I gave you my Flaubert in September last, 8 months ago, it 
is now printed without a proof having been sent me .... I 
find it a refinement of torture, always, to read a thing of 
which I have seen no proof--the things one would have amend­
ed and bettered are so pilloried there in an eternal public­
ity. There are in this thing no monstrosities of error, 
though there is a distressing misprint on p. 35, toward the 
bottom, vivify for verify (please correct it in any copy 
under your hand;) but to get off simply without them isn't 
what one bargains for, and there are many things---r-5hould 
have felt happier to have slightly altered. What does Heine­
mann mean? ... Please, I beseech you ... insist on my 
seeing a proof of the Balzac .... I sent you a very rough 
copy, you will remember, on your assurance that proof was 
what I shall have; and the thing needs it more than the Flau­
bert. -­

James's retraction was written the very next day: 

I roll at your feet in the dust--crawl and grovel--an apolo­
getic worm. My memory has remained all day a blank, utter 
and complete, as to my having had Flaubert proofs, in October, 
and dealt with them: it's an extraordinary case of a perfect 
lapse and extinction ... of the impression made. But from 
the moment Heinemann has the dated and recorded fact about it 
he must be right, and I deeply regret having challenged his 
fidelity.... (There are some small stupidities in the pub­
lished pages that I can't understand my not having amended.) 
But we live in darkness--and I've not been willingly black. 
[H, 16 May 1902] 

During October 1901 James was involved in the aftermath of the "Smith 

tragedy" (W), namely the departure of his butler and cook. It is diffi­

cult to say how much bearing the revelation, in these letters, of James's 
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liability to confusion might have on the question of the variants in the 

1902 editions. But certainly, such a proofreader would not have allowed 

as many as 70-odd misprints to escape his correcting hand as he scruti­

nized Scribner's 1902 edition. No opportunity to correct it was given 

him. Therefore neither could James have introduced fresh substantive 

revisions into Scribner's text at that stage. 

According to a preliminary view of the evidence, James's instruc­

tions to send only "clean Revised from Constable's" as copy to Scribner's 

were followed. Yet, while the text of the first three signatures of the 

English edition was transmitted correctly in all substantive elements, 

the rest of the text which James corrected in proof before 21 March 1902 

(B), i.e. from pages 49 to 357 of Constable's edition, contains thirty-

five significant substantive variants; twenty of these occur in the six­

teen pages of signature D. In the portion of the text which remained, 

and which James proofread early in June 1902, only one obviously author­

ial substantive variant (page 441) occurs. 

One further item of evidence may have something to do with the 

problem. Just before he left for London in January 1902, James wrote 

Howells that he had been 

finishing a novel which should have by this time been pub­
lished--that is been ready to be--but on which, as it is 
long, I fear too long, I've still several weeks' work. It's 
to be lumped (by Constable here and Scribner in America) 
and has, I think, a prettyish title, The Wings of the Dove 
.... I pray night and day for its comparative prosperity, 
but no publishers, alas, (and they've had a mass of it for 
some time in their hands,) have told me that it has 'taken 
their fancy.' So I'm preparing for the worst. [H, 25 Janu­
ary 1902] 

James's term "no publishers" seems to have a wider application than merely 
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to the two he names. Yet specific evidence is lacking to show that other 

publishers saw "a mass of" this novel (as opposed to its synopsis) before 

January 1902. No record in Scribner's Archives indicates that James sent 

them earlier typescripts. Brownell's acknowledgement on 24 March (F) of 

proofs to page 176 of Constable's edition implies that, to date, these 

formed the only printer's copy which Scribner's had received. 

By requesting, as copy for Scribner's, "clean Revised from Con­

stable's" (B, 19 February 1902), James relieved himself of the task of 

correcting a duplicate set of proofs. If Constable's printer did indeed 

supply clean proofs to Pinker (who refers only to "revised proofs") it 

would appear that among the "clean Revised" sheets there were also some 

that were 11 clean 11 but unrevised. According to this hypothesis, Constable's 

printer forwarded some unrevised sheets, in good faith, as final copy and, 

later, brought them into line with James's final wishes. Such further 

changes may have been required for various reasons. It is just possible, 

for example, that James, due to ill-health, revised (and corrected) only 

on scattered portions of the proof (a hypothesis which would also account 

for the thirty misprints in pages 3 to 357), and that the printer missed 

some of the revisions on a cursory review of the returned proof, only to 

find them at another time. It is also possible that James had not yet 

returned each and every sheet of revised proof at the moment when Con­

stable's printer was dispatching 11 clean 11 copies to Pinker. James-'s letter 

to his agent from Torquay, 21 March 1902 (B), states somewhat ambiguously 

that Constable had 11 my corrected and, almost all, revised proof up to 

page 355 11 (my italics). He may have kept back a few sheets until May. 

But Pinker had already sent proofs "from the beginning to page 96 11 to 
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Scribner 1 s on 6 March (F) and additional copy, up to page 176, by 14 March 

(F); he sent no other proofs of these pages. Of the thirty-six obviously 

authorial substantive variants between the two 1902 editions of the novel, 

all but five are contained in pages 49 to 174 of Constable 1 s edition. 

Both external (correspondence) and internal (misprints) evidence 

give the foregoing hypothesis some support. A reverse hypothesis would 

certainly be untenable: i.e., the printer would hardly have introduced 

all of James 1 s final revisions for Scribner 1 s benefit and then removed some 

of them from his own edition. Nor does it seem very likely that, if the 

printer supplied Pinker with the very sheets revised by James, or even 

with a duplicate set incorporating James 1 s corrections in another hand 

(instead of 11 clean 11 proofsheets), he would have failed to first enter the 

corrections into his own edition. Nevertheless, such alternative specu­

lations cannot be completely ruled out. 

The complete facts are probably not recoverable now. Scribner 1 s 

Archives contain no printer 1 s copy nor any allusions to it other than 

those cited. The archives of Constable and Company are even more 11 incom­

plete, and there is nothing which relates to any book published before 

the First World War. 1116 

The available evidence seems to indicate that the first English 

edition was not only the first to be printed but also the only one which 

gives the entire text in the form which James first wished to put before 

his public. 

16constable Publishers, London, letter to Sister Stephanie Vincec, 
3 May 1971. 
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The Preface to the New York Edition of the Novel, 1908 

James prepared his "definitive" edition of The Wings of the Dove, 

and composed a Preface for it, in the context of his labours for the New 

York Edition of his collected works. At the close of 1907 James had 

already completed his revision of the material for the first ten volumes 

of the Edition and had written the seven necessary Prefaces (three of the 

novels are in two volumes each). He was at work on Volume XI, for which 

he revised What Maisie Knew and wrote his eighth Preface, when he received 

his copies of the first two volumes of the Edition (containing Roderick 

Hudson) published in December 1907. In the parcel with the books James 

found a Prospectus which moved him to write as follows to his publishers: 

I see your Prospectus ... announces the later Longer Novels 
as publishable directly after The Awkward Age--makes this 
succession, in other words, uninterrupted by any volume of 
Shorter Things. This I hadn't quite understood to be your 
view, but, on consideration, I am entirely ready to make it 
my own--! in fact seem to see it as so much better an arrange­
ment (to make a sequence of all the regular Novels together) 
that I wonder I had taken anything else for granted. I shall 
send you next at once the Preface and Text of What Maisie Knew 
and so forth, because I have them all but ready; but after 
that I shall send you straight the revised Wings of the Dove 
and its two successors. [F, 31 December 1907] 

James went on to ask them, "Will you very kindly . dispatch to me 

by book-post a copy of your two-volume Wings, and the same of the Golden 

Bowl? . the one-volume English edition is in each case much less con­

venient for revision" (F, 31 December 1907). Scribner's mailed these 

volumes on 10 January 1908 (F) but James did not acknowledge them until 

22 January (F). On 18 January he wrote that he had just completed his 

work for Volume XI and was about to make the Preface and the text of The 

Wings of the Dove "the object of [his] next dispatch 11 (F). Four days 
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later, when he acknowledged the arrival of the two-volume editions he 

had requested, he added that "the Preface to The Wings of the Dove has 

already gone to the copyist" (F, 22 January 1908). James had thus com­

pleted the Preface in less than four days and, as he was still attend­

ing to the material for Volume XI up to and until 18 January, with very 

little time to consult the text of the novel itself. If he had a copy 

of The Wings of the Dove at hand--and the Preface seems to indicate that 

he had--it must have been an English edition (F, 31 December 1907) which 

he had recently acquired. It would have been necessary to acquire one 

because the complimentary copies furnished by Constable in 1902 had soon 

been given away. James had jested to Miss Muir Mackenzie, before Christ­

mas of that year, "I am smitten with a pang when you speak to me so hand­

somely of the W. of the D.--which I didn't send you. A vast flight of 

female crows settled upon the edition directll'_ it was out, and, under 

the pretence of social relations, carried off dozens and dozens of copies 

in their long sharp beaks--so that I have had never a one left even for 

myself" ( H, l 0 December 1902). 

James mailed the fair copy of the Preface on 30 January 1908 (F); 

Brownell took notice of it in a letter of 24 April 1908 (F) and James 

himself did so on 27 October 1908 (F). The Preface to The Wings of the 

Dove was thus the ninth which James wrote for the New York Edition al­

though it appeared as the sixteenth in a series of eighteen Prefaces. 17 

17collected in R.P. Blackmur, intr~, The Art of the Novel: Cri­
tical Prefaces by Henry .James. All quotations from the Prefaces come 
from this edition. 
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Revision of the Novel for the New York Edition 

James told his publisher that his later novels, including The 

Wings of the Dove, would 11 require almost no retouching of text at all, 

only a little harmonising of punctuation, and could almost be set up 

as they stand 11 (F, 22 January 1908). He had just received Scribner's 

1902 edition of The Wings of the Dove and proceeded to make his revisions 

directly on its printed pages. At first he made rapid progress; he mailed 

the 11 first Vol. of The Wings of the Dove, revised 11 on 29 January (F) 

and the "revised copy of the first Half of the Second Volume 11 two days 

later (F, 31 January 1908). He then interrupted revision to go to town. 

Meanwhile Brownell wrote to inform James that the prospectus 

mailed with the first volumes of the Edition had misled him and to re­

assert Scribner's intention to publish James's works in a roughly chro­

nological order. Brownell wrote, 11 we trust that you will agree with us 

in this and that we may consequently proceed with the volumes, The 

Spoils of Poynton and What Maisie Knew and their successors before 

reaching The Wings of the Dove 11 (F, 29 January 1908). James replied to 

Brownell from London that he both understood and agreed, since "that, 

in truth, was the order I had originally quite taken for granted and 

had begun to conform to" (F, 12 February 1908). 

On his return to Rye James plunged into work on his "Shorter 

Things". Some time later he received a reminder from his publishers 

that they had 11 in reserve but three-fourths of the revision of The Win_gs 

of the Dove. That is to say, the second half of Volume II is missing. 

Our 'copy' ends with page 204. Are we right in supposing that you stopped 

revision at this point on turning to the work of revising the shorter 
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tales? ... We earnestly trust that the end of the book has not gone 

astray" (F, 24 April 1908). (Page 204 is the last page of Chapter XXVI 

of Scribner's 1902 edition.) James may have taken time to complete his 

revision of the novel on receipt of this letter; he wrote to Scribner 

on 20 May 1908 (F) that 11 the last portion of the revised Wings of the 

Dove" would "immediately follow". However, he did not actually post it 

until the autumn, when he noted, "I mail you herewith, in two separate 

packets, the remainder of revised Copy for The Wings of a [sic] Dove; 

all the previous part of which; with the Preface, went to you some months 

ago" (F, 27 October 1908). 

During the late winter of 1909 James told Lady Trevelyan that he 

had been "unwell this winter" (F, 16 March 1909). James probably receiv­

ed proofsheets of his revised edition of The Wings of the Dove about this 

time since it came out a month later on 22 April 1909. One aspect of 

James's illness of this period involved depression over the financial 

failure of the New York Edition. If he noticed, at this late date, the 

distorted view of the novel given by the Preface, it could not have 

seemed worthwhile to take the trouble to rectify it. 

The revised Wings of the Dove appeared as Volumes XIX and XX of 

the New York Edition with the Preface in Volume XIX. James explained 

what he meant by revision in his Preface to The Golden Bowl. "To revise 

is to see, or to look over again" so that, after the act of re-reading, 

the artist could "register so many close notes . on the particular 

vision of the matter itself that experience had at last made the only 

possible one". A re-reading under the aegis of increased experience 

alerted him to passages where expression could be improved; however, as 
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opposed to expression, the vision itself could no more be changed than 

a picture could be re-painted and yet remain the same work. (Not even 

his revision of The American, extensive as it was, could be called "re­

writing".) 18 James made about 1000 substantive revisions in The Wings 

of the Dove in 1908. They range in nature from changes in the order of 

words to the alteration of details of characterization or imagery. None 

of them change the basic meaning of the text, but all, in some way, tend 

to clarify it. James also corrected two factual errors (page 462. l) re­

lated to a detail of the Venetian setting. 

He also introduced accidental changes on most pages and corrected 

all but a few of the misprints from the 1902 editions. Only one misprint, 

a sentence incorrectly pointed (page 519. l), was retained from the first 

printed text. Three substantive misprints and a number of accidentals 

which may be misprints introduced in Scribner's 1902 edition were retained; 

in a few cases of verbal error James introduced a substantive variant in­

stead of restoring the original. I have found only eleven fresh misprints 

in the two volumes of the New York Edition; only six of these involve 

verbal error. 

Oneinteresting minor change, also found in other volumes of the 

Edition, concerns the re-numbering of chapters. The first chapter of 

each Book became Chapter I, the second, Chapter II, and so forth. The 

alteration made each Book analogous to an Act in a play. with the relevant 

chapters as so many scenes. 

Finally, James gave each volume of the New York Edition a frontis­

18Royal A. Gettman, 11 Henry James's Revisions of The American 11 
, 

American Literature, XVI (1945), 293. 
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piece. Those chosen for Volumes XIX and XX, Jhe Wings of the Dove, re­

produce photographs, taken by Alvin Langdon Coburn under James's direc­

tion, which represent and are entitled, "The Doctor's Door" and "The 

Venetian Palace". They highlight the importance of events in the novel 

which occur in these two settings. In his final Preface James described 

his frontispieces in general as "optical symbols" which "were to remain 

at the most small pictures of our 'set' stage with the actors left out". 

In Volume XIX, the symbolic value of the frontispiece is heightened by 

the fact that several substantive revisions of 1908 produce alterations 

in passages of the novel which involve metaphorical references to doors. 
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I I 

HENRY JAMES ON THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

The history of the text illuminates several of James's comments 

elsewhere on such elements of the novel as subject, structure and style. 

These contemporary authorial statements emphasize the connection between 

the circumstances and the results of composition. Other comments by 

James give his view of the relative merits of his three major works pub­

lished from 1902 to 1904. Nor did James fail to offer an evaluation 

of the powers of perception of his reading public. Finally, all of this 

material, by giving a new context to James's Preface, helps to place 

that document in its proper perspective. 

lAuthorial Comments on the Style of the Novel 

An unpublished letter of James to Mrs. W.K. Clifford (H, 8 

September 1902) makes a firm connection between events and this aspect 

of style. James replied to her criticism of The Wings of the Dove as 

follows: 

I am touched by your just discriminations about the book--of 
the truth of which I am but too conscious. I have been through 
them all myself and exhaustively read the moral (of its manner, 
size and muchness.) A special accident operated, a series of 

1 rn this section, "style" refers almost exclusively to the 
greater or lesser degree of detail in the treatment of subject matter in 
different parts of The Wings of the Dove. 
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causes conspired, to make it write itself that way--but they 
won't, absolutely they won't conspire again. I have got 
them under. This particular thing must pass for what it is 
worth, and though it won't vulgarly succeed, it will have 
done me a certain good. 

James applies this rather general criticism somewhat more specif­

ically in two published letters in which he distinguishes between degrees 

of treatment of the material in the beginning, middle and end of his novel. 

He told Mrs. Jones (L, 23 October 1902) that uncontrollable causes had led 

him to write first with inordinate expansiveness and then with inordinate 

compression, so that the total effect was one of disproportion. He said: 

The thing in question is, by a complicated accident which it 
would take too long to describe to you, too inordinately drawn 
out, and too inordinately rubbed in. The centre, moreover, 
isn't in the middle, or the middle, rather, isn't in the 
centre, but ever so much too near the end, so that what was 
to come after it is truncated. The book, in fine, has too 
big a head for its body. 

By this analogy James admits that he had grossly overtreated his subject 

in the earlier part of the novel; towards the end, he had foreshortened it. 

However, James later told Wells (L, 15 November 1902) that once 

serialization had been definitely excluded as a potential form of publica­

tion, "the thing (the book) was then written, the subject treated, on a 

more free and independent scale". His use of the comparative in this 

statement implies that his two styles were deployed in the order opposite 

to that described in the letter to Mrs. Jones. A 11 serial" style, calculated 

to economize space, had held sway in the earlier stages, while another 

more expansive style governed the final portion of the novel. 

These apparently conflicting authorial descriptions of the novel 

can be explained by reference to the focus of interest of his respective 

correspondents. James's letter to Mrs. Jones replied to her 11 interesting 
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remarks" about the completed novel; in his concern with the misplaced 

centre James thought mostly of the latter half of the novel. Wells, on 

the other hand, by asking for a sample of a synopsis, had drawn James's 

attention to the earlier stages of composition and, by association, to 

the earlier parts of the novel. James, in recalling the economical 

serial style, preferred now to consider it as a restriction from which 

he had later dispensed himself. 

The two letters are thus complementary rather than contradictory, 

and reveal that at least three modes of treatment of the subject were 

involved in James's composition of the novel. The three variations of 

style may be called: 

(l) serial 

(2) "free and independent"; or, as James so often described it 

elsewhere, "long-winded", 

and (3) "truncated". 

Traces of the first style are visible in the earlier chapters. Chapter I 

is a good example of economical treatment which, without violating verisi­

militude or interest, yet conveys an astonishing amount of information 

about character, setting and a complex situation. James's dictation in 

July 1901 seems to have begun with Chapter I (W) of which he probably had 

an earlier serial version. Since, even with an extension until the end 

of 1901, James was pressed for time, it would have been strange indeed 

for him to completely discard material prepared in 1899 and 1900; in 1901 

he probably used it, but adapted and expanded it freely. 

Another vestige of the serial style related to this earlier 
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material, inheres in the division of Books and Chapters in the first part 

of the novel. Although James had fixed the initial and final relationships 

of his characters as early as the Notebook entries, he had to invent inci­

dents, or as he ca11 ed them in the 1908 Pref ace, 11 occas ions 11 
, by which to 

dramatize the movement of the story. Normally each Book of the novel is 

built around a central incident and is presented from a single point of 

view. In the earlier part of the book James made the most of his "occasion" 

in relatively few chapters. The first three Books contain only two chap­

ters each; Book Fourth has three Chapters. Each of these Books, shorn of 

the material freely added in the 1901 dictation, could have made an in­

stalment in a magazine serial. 

The remaining Books, on the other hand, do not convey the movement 

of events with such economy as instalment publication would have demanded. 

Book Fifth, coming as it does after four Books which contain a total of 

nine chapters, is anomalous with its seven chapters. The Books from the 

Sixth to the Tenth contain from four to six chapters each. Book Seventh, 

with four chapters, makes use of no less than three incidents and two points 

of view; the first chapter of Book Seventh (XXII) belongs chronologically 

after the first Chapter of Book Sixth (XVII). James apparently let it 

stand out of order to avoid breaking the continuity of Densher 1 s point of 

view in Book Sixth; the consequences for his readers have been perennial 

confusion and misunderstanding of the contents of Books Sixth and Seventh. 

James observed rightly in his Preface that his "nearest approach to muddle­

ment is to have sometimes . to break my occasions small 11. 

The second, or 11 long-winded 11 
, style is the dominant mode of 

treatment in the novel and overrides the effect of the other two modes. 
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No doubt, after each long interruption to composition, James worked him­

self back into his subject by reviewing it from various angles; his "free 

and independent" scale of treatment allowed him to incorporate much of 

this matter into the book itself. Examples of James's long-windedness 

abound. Chapter II begins with almost a dozen pages of narrative detail 

as prelude to the dialogue between Kate and her sister; Book Third con­

tains background description of Susan, a minor character, to an extent 

out of proportion with her role in the later chapters. James used the 

general pejorative term "long-winded" in reference to this novel in 

letters of 1902 to Lady Trevelyan (F, 2 September); Mrs. W.K. Clifford 

(H, 4 September); William Dean Howells (L, 12 September); Charles Scrib­

ner (F, 12 September); Dr. Louis Waldstein (H, 7 October) and Mrs. J. 

Bancroft (H, 17 November). 

The final chapter of the novel exemplifies what James meant by 

"truncation" of the subject matter; Chapter XXXVIII contains not only the 

denouement, but also a foreshortened version of the significant events of 

two months. Densher thinks about Milly's farewell letter, about his 

correspondence with Susan, about the hollow civility of his recent outings 

with his fiancee, about her Aunt Maud's last conversation with him and 

of his foreboding about his next encounter with Kate--all during the moment 

that it takes Kate to ascend his stairs. In May 1902 James had neither 

time nor space to render each of these elements dramatically; he simply 

telescoped them into a long flashback. It is not surprising that their 

dramatic force is practically eclipsed. 

James's epistolary use of comparatives assumes the existence of 

some other term of reference. The finished novel was 11 too inordinately 
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drawn out", "too inordinately rubbed in", as opposed to the ideal work 

envisioned in preliminary schemes such as his working outline. If the 

centre was "too near the end", it was so in comparison with a blueprint 

which James had failed to follow. Preliminary plans are one matter: the 

work is another, and it must be judged on its actual contents. However, 

James's self-evaluation at least alerts the reader to the fact that the 

importance of any single section of this novel is not necessarily reflected 

in its richness of treatment. The novel "had written itself that way", 

its ideal form finally distorted by the "manner, size and muchness" of the 

actual. 

Authorial Comments on the Structure of the Novel 

Overtreatment in the early portion of the novel resulted in a 

shift of the thematic centre from its ideal position, the middle of the 

text, to a position "much too near the end". It is impossible to deter­

mine exactly how much text James intended by his terms 11 head 11 and "body", 

and, therefore, impossible to identify the precise position of the themat­

ic centre. James's comments in other letters at the time of publication 

suggest that such questions of structure are inextricably linked with that 

of subject; an important letter to Ford Madox Hueffer (H, 9 September 1902) 2 

restates the material of the Notebook entries in terms of subject. 

James's Notebook entries of 1894 had identified as the subject of 

a novel the change which a dying girl effects in the relationship of an 

2Parts of this letter are published in Leon Edel 1 s The Master, 
p. 119. 
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engaged couple. The invalid's encounter with the young man was to provide 

the source of interest, namely ''the relation that this encounter places 

him in to the woman to whom he is otherwise attached and committed". 

James's reply to Hueffer's enthusiasm about the novel included his view 

that it was "a mass of mistakes, with everything I had intended absent 

and everything present botched!" However, he conceded that it contained 

"something, I suppose, by way of 'leaven in the lump'". When James took 

up the topic of the manner in which "the mystery of one's craft" had 

operated in this work, he adopted, for his literary colleague, a tone and 

view almost opposite to the one recorded in his letter of the previous 

day to Mrs. Clifford. He told Hueffer, "The book had of course, to my 

sense, to be composed in a certain way, in order to come into being at 

all, and the lines of composition, so to speak, determined and controlled 

its parts and account for what is and what isn't there". There is here 

no implication that the book had "written itself". James proceeded to 

justify the form of the novel and simultaneously to identify the artistic 

problem which it had posed from the beginning: 

I had to make up my mind as to what was my subject and what 
wasn't, and then to illustrate and embody the same logically. 
The subject was Densher's history with Kate Croy--hers with 
him, and Milly's history was but a thing involved and em­
broiled in that. But I fear I even thus let my system betray 
me, and at any rate I feel I have welded my structure of 
rather too large and too heavy historic bricks. [H, 9 Sep­
tember 1902] 

James then dropped the topic with the words, "But we will talk of these 

things". In September 1902 James's clearest recollection of the contents 

of his novel coincided with the final portion which he had written and 

corrected late in the spring. Only two of those fifteen chapters treat 
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Milly directly. Thus, the definition of subject, as set out in the fore­

going letter, applies to that portion of the novel. However, it seems 

less than valid for the first twenty-three chapters of the novel; James 

had not read these since January (or perhaps March) when he proofread 

the typescript or the galleysheets. The definition of subject fails 

especially to apply to the first volume, where Milly dominates ten chap­

ters out of sixteen and where Densher is practically invisible. Had 

James even counted the chapters devoted to the sick girl, he would have 

seen that thirteen of these constituted more than an incidental element, 

"a thing involved and embroiled in" the history of the engaged couple. 

On the other hand, by devoting twenty-five of the novel's thirty-eight 

chapters to the direct treatment of the changing relationship of Densher 

and Kate, James indicated that this subject was central to the novel. 

Thus, in terms both of the Notebook entries and of the letters of 1902, 

the overtreatment of the history of Milly constitutes the main structural 

flaw in the novel. It destroys the balance of the subject and, by making 

the early portion of the novel "too inordinately drawn out", puts the 

thematic centre too near the end of the book. 

The first effect of having made his "historic bricks" too large 

and too heavy was to focus James's attention, in September 1902, on the 

latter part of the novel. He completely forgot Milly's prominence in the 

first volume. As the long and confusing history of composition of the 

earlier part receded into the background, so did recollection of the 

concrete results. James had time only for a vague uneasiness about his 

"system". 
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A Conflicting Authorial View of the Novel 

By January 1908 James was ready for the results of his overtreat­

ment of Milly to distort his view of the subject in the opposite direction. 

He was about to write a Preface to The Wings of the Dove but he had very 

little time to re-read the novel in its entirety. The nature of the 

material which he found in the first volume now convinced him that Milly 

was the central figure of the novel. On this premise he hastily composed 

his Preface, between 18 and 22 January 1908. During the ten days which 

followed, he re-read and revised the novel only to the end of Chapter XXVI; 

had he revised to the end of Volume II at this time, his overview of the 

novel might have countered the impression made by his survey of the first 

volume. The strange fact emerges that at no time in his life did James 

ever read The Wings of the Dove without serious interruption. 

James's purpose for adding Prefaces to the New York Edition of 

his works was, as he put it in the first of them, to give "the accessory 

facts in a given artistic case". 3 These "facts" often included the 

circumstances of composition, the artist's aim and, above all, the initial 

idea or "germ" of the story. James reveals in some Prefaces that he 

consulted his Notebooks when he found he had completely forgotten the germ 

of a particular fiction. But apparently, when he remembered, or thought 

he remembered, the relevant clue, he simply began to dictate his reflec­

tions to his typist. This seems to have been the case with The Wings of 

the Dove. Comparison of its Preface with the 1894 Notebook plans shows 

3All quotations from James's Prefaces are taken from The Art of 
the Novel, introduction by R.P. Blackmur. 
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that, while James was able to recall the initial idea for the novel, he 

had become totally oblivious of its radical differences from the ''final 

sketch" which he had adopted. Vague memories of early formulations of 

1894, of the intermittent course of composition through the years 1899 

to 1902, of the contents of the novel itself--all these revolved in a 

mind wearied by the effects of a year's work for a major Edition. It 

is not surprising that his definition of subject in the Preface conflicts 

with all his earlier pronouncements. 

Even in an earlier Preface, the fourth, James assumed that the 

record of Densher's perceptions of his history with Kate, and hers with 

him, constitutes the subject of the novel. He identified Densher as one 

of those characters who were "so far as their other passions permit, 

intense perceivers, all, of their respective predicaments"; Densher's 

apprehension of his predicament provided, for the relevant novel, "the 

most polished of possible mirrors of the subject". However, in 1908 James 

looked at the first volume and fastened on Milly as his "centre". When 

he came to the second volume, he found that it refused to fit this pro­

crustean formulation. He responded by rejecting the latter half of the 

novel rather than by reconsidering his point of departure. Since his 

"sick protagonist" was manifestly absent from the second volume, it was 

"false and deformed". James confined the rest of his discussion to a 

survey of the alternating centres of consciousness in the first volume 

of the novel. 

The fact that James himself could at different periods define 

and explicate two different subjects indicates rather dramatically that 

the novel fails to project a single coherent picture. He had actually 

1xvi 



erected two related structures and then had failed to fuse them into a 

single composition. Hence, while both sets of authorial comments on the 

novel have relevance, each set applies to only a part of it. Unfortunately, 

the Preface, as the putatively definitive authorial statement about the 

novel, has usually been the single authorial critique used by commentators, 

and its definition of the novel's subject is often taken as the principle 

of structure for the entire novel. The complete history of the novel, with 

a circumstantial account of the author's own statements about it, clarifies 

both the Preface and its relation to the novel. 

"Poor Flopping 1 Wings 111 

James contrasted The Wings of the Dove unfavourably with The Ambas­

sadors and The Golden Bowl. The instalment form in which The Ambassadors 

was to appear had the effect of curtailing its ultimate length. James was 

forced to treat his subject economically because he was restricted to a 

specific number of words for each instalment. (Even so the length became 

excessive; he had to omit some chapters from the serial version and addi­

tional short passages had to be excised from each instalment.) 4 The 

entire text of The Ambassadors totals less than 150,000 words. James's 

"free and independent" scale of treatment of The Wings of the Dove, on 

the other hand, produced a most unsatisfactory length of 223,000 words. 

When Mrs. W.K. Clifford criticized the 1902 novel, James promised her a 

copy of the forthcoming Ambassadors which, he said, was "much better and 

4Brian Birch, "Henry James: Some Bibliographical and Textual 
Matters", Library, XX, n.s. (1965), 116. 
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less long". In anticipation of his next literary effort he declared, 

of the "series of causes" which had led to overtreatment in this case, 

"they won't, absolutely they won't conspire again" (H, 8 September 1902). 

The Golden Bowl had not been accepted for serialization; the lesson of 

the 1902 novel was timely. 

By September 1902 James was already working on The Golden Bowl. 

He promised Gosse that his new novel would be "a 'literary treat' compared 

with which the poor flopping Wings will be as a Satyr to Hyperion" (H, 23 

September 1902). At first James's treatment of his subject was so rigidly 

economical that he ruefully foresaw for it "the opposite disproportion" 

to The Wings of the Dove; while the latter had a "head too big for its 

body", his novel in progress might acquire "a body too big for its head" 

(L, 23 October 1902). Some months later he exclaimed to Pinker, "The W. 

of the D. was too long!" and vowed that The Golden Bowl would contain no 

more than 125,000 words (B, 17 April 1903). Despite these resolutions, 

the length of James's new novel eventually surpassed that of his 1902 

production. However, there was a qualitative difference, based on a 

difference in method, between the two. One word,compression, identifies 

that difference. James described his method of composition, in the case 

of The Golden Bowl, to Pinker as follows: 

I have really done it fast, for what it is, and for the way I 
do it--the way I seem condemned to--which is to overtreat my 
subject by developments and amplifications that have, in large 
part, eventually to be greatly compressed, but to the prior 
operation of which the thing afterwards owes what is most 
durable in its quality. I have written, in perfection, 200,000 
words of the G.B.--with the rarest perfection!--and you can 
imagine how much of that, which has taken time, has had to 
come out. [L, 20 May 1904] 
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In JfJ()IJ ,Ja111ec; clurHJ to his 111anu<,tript. until he was satisfied that it 

w<ls thoroughly "boiled down". In 1902, no similar co111pression had been 

possible. 

When James came to discuss the topic of revision in his eighteenth 

Preface, he pointed out that the need for verbal alteration was, relatively 

speaking, "reduced to nothing ... in the presence of the altogether 

better literary manners of The Ambassadors and The Golden Bowl--a list I 

might much extend by the mention of several shorter pieces." The Wings of 

the Dove is conspicuously absent from the company of the approved works. 

"Attention of Perusal" and "The Wings of the Dove" 

In a letter to Howells dated 11 December 1902 (L), James cited a 

reason other than his own "long-windedness" for his readers' difficulties 

with the book, namely the fact that "the faculty of attention has utterly 

vanished from the general anglo-saxon mind". He exhorted Howells: "If you 

are moved to write anything anywhere about the W. of the D. do say some­

thing of that--it so awfully wants saying". 

In his article, "Mr. Henry James's Later Work, 115 Howells spoke 

instead of a related matter--obscurity. In a paragraph on James's method, 

he wrote: 

I will leave out of the question the question of obscurity; 
I will let those debate that whom it interests more than 
it interests me. For my own part I take it that a master of 
Mr. James's quality does not set out with a design whose 
significance is not clear to himself, and if others do not 

5
North American Review, CLXXVI (1903), 125-37. The passage quoted 

is on p. 134. 
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make it clear to themselves, I suspect them rather than him 
of the fault. All the same I allow that it is sometimes 
not easy to make out. 

It was left for James himself to speak of the faculty of attention; he 

did so in his Preface to The Wings of the Dove, in a long parenthesis: 

(Attention of perusal, I thus confess by the way, is what I 
at every point, as well as here, absolutely invoke and take 
for granted; a truth I avail myself of this occasion to note 
once for all--in the interest of that variety of ideal reigning, 
I gather, in the connexion. The enjoyment of a work of art, 
the acceptance of an irresistible illusion, constituting, to 
my sense, our highest experience of 'luxury,' the luxury is 
not greatest, by my consequent measure, when the work asks 
for as little attention as possible. It is greatest, it is 
delightfully, divinely great, when we feel the surface, like 
the thick ice of the skater's pond, bear without cracking 
the strongest pressure we throw on it. The sound of the crack 
one may recognise, but never surely to call it a luxury.) 

In his 1903 article, Howells's main point of reference consisted 

of The l~ings of the Dove and its delightful American 11 heroine 11 
; he also 

took the occasion to poke gentle fun at his friend's mannerisms of expres­

sion: "There they are 11 
; and such "insistent words" as "prodigious", 11 mag­

11nificent" and interlocutor 11 (together with "interlocutress--terrible 

word!"). 6 Some months later James thanked Howells profusely for his part 

in securing publication for The Ambassadors in the North American Review 

and for his "beautiful concomitant etude 11 (H, 12 June 1903). He forebore 

to say anything specific about the content. However, as the textual 

apparatus of this edition shows, in 1908 James altered the "insistent" 

words in most places where they had occurred. Whether he remembered 

Howells's observation cannot be known; it is possible that simply from 

his re-reading of so many of his own works for the New York Edition he had 

6Ibid., p. 129. 
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been struck with a general sense that he had overworked some of his 

vocabulary. 

The Story Vis-a-vis the Novel 

James's exhortations on behalf of "attention of perusal" are some­

what undercut by the evidence of his own failure to practise this virtue. 

After all,~ provided the divergent definitions of the novel's subject. 

Nevertheless, we may note that the two definitions imply that the novel 

presents somebody's story: either "Dens her' s history with Kate Croy--hers 

with him" or the story of Milly and her struggle to live. James, however, 

did not use the term "history" in the conventional sense of a continuum 

of events. 

William James may serve as spokesman for the reader with conven­

tional expectations who, having applied all the attention which Henry James 

could reasonably expect, feels that the story in the novel has eluded him. 

I have read The Wings of the Dove (for which all thanks!) but 
what shall I say of a book constructed on a method which so 
belies everything that I acknowledge as law? You've reversed 
every traditional canon-of story-telling (especially the 
fundamental one of telling the story, which you carefully 
avoid) and have created a new genre litteraire which I can't 
help thinking perverse, but 

he adds, "in which you nevertheless succeed, for I read with interest to 

the end" (25 October 1902). 7 To his brother's objections Henry James 

replied: 11 1 don't know that I can very explicitly meet them, or rather, 

really, there is too much to say. One writes as one can--and also as one 

sees, judges, feels, thinks" (H, 11 November 1902). This answer "meets" 

7Quoted in F.O. Matthiessen, The James Family, p. 338. 
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the criticism more fully than is at first apparent. The last four verbs 

indicate modes of mental apprehension; they are ways in which a human 

being becomes fully engaged with his experience. The sum of such mental 

apprehensions, whether of real or of fictional characters, constitutes, 

for Henry James, the story of a life. A character's history is not a 

mere continuum of events but rather, it is a record of how he sees, judges, 

feels and thinks when his responses are at their highest pitch of intensity. 

"Experience, as I see it, 11 wrote James in his fourth preface, "is 

our apprehension and our measure of what happens to us as social creatures-­

any intelligent report of which has to be based on that apprehension". 

The rule holds for fictional experience as well. "My report of people's 

experience--my report as a 1 story-teller 1 --is essentially my appreciation 

of it, and there is no 'interest' for me in what my hero ... does save 

through that admirable process. 11 James went on to equate his characters' 

"doing" with their 11 feeling 11 "What a man thinks and what he feels are• 

the history and the character of what he does''. James supported his view 

by a reference to the artistic practice of George Eliot; her great fic­

tional characters exemplify "the effort to show their adventures and their 

history--the author's subject-matter all--as determined by their feelings 

and the nature of the minds. Their emotions, their stirred intelligence, 

their moral consciousness, become thus ... our own very adventure". In 

his own novels, James allows the record of external events to reach the 

reader only as it affects the point of view of some particular character. 

What happens within the particular centre of consciousness constitutes 

the real adventure in the novel. 
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Earlier in the fourth Preface James had also pointed out that 

it 11 seems probable that if we were never bewildered there would never 

be a story to tell about us 11 
• In like manner, fictitious characters 

endowed with the proper 11 guality of bewildermenC were those who most 

held our interest. As he listed the names of 11 intense perceivers ... 

of their respective predicaments 11 within his own novels, James observed 

that he had made them able to perceive only 11 so far as their other 

passions permit". 

In The Wings of the Dove, James renders in succession the points 

of view of four characters. The movement of external events is narrated 

indirectly; his direct concern is the internal experience of his successive 

centres of consciousness. James uses Kate Cray's point of view in Book 

First, Merton Densher 1s in Book Second, Susan Stringham1s in Book Third 

and Milly Theale 1s (for the most part) in Books Fourth and Fifth. He 

returns to the consciousness of Densher for Book Sixth; he divides Book 

Seventh between Susan and Milly; Books Eighth to Tenth are entirely Den­

sher1s. Within the framework of the carefully determined plot, the 

criterion of 11 bewilderment 11 governs the order of treatment; once the 

character has employed all his mental resources, assessed his experience 

and decided on a firm course of action, interest in him wanes: he becomes 

predictable. At that point James moves his centre of narration to some 

other character's consciousness. 

Such a method is not incompatible with the narration of external 

events and, if used in a straightforward manner, should present little 

difficulty for the reader. James, however, is somewhat less than straight­

forward, partly because he attempts to achieve a complicated effect 
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through his shifts of point of view. When the reader enters a new centre 

of consciousness a double interest (theoretically) accrues. He shares 

the suspense of the new point of view and at the same time is able, by 

virtue of his previous intimacy, to understand the first character's 

actions. In Book Second of The Wings of the Dove, for example, the 

reader can share Densher's bewilderment and yet observe Kate with more 

insight than Densher. The reader has the advantage over the point-of­

view character because he has assisted at Kate's encounters with her poor 

relations in Book First; he can compare what she tells Densher with what 

actually took place; he can gauge the difference between his own first­

hand impression and Densher's second-hand one. When such a method is 

successful it produces dramatic irony. In Book Fifth, for example, the 

reader has the interest of directly observing Milly (the point-of-view 

character there) as she anxiously attempts to convince Kate that the 

visits to the doctor mean nothing; at the same time, from prior acquaint­

ance with Kate's abilities and ambitions, the reader can indirectly observe 

how Kate meets the temptation to take advantage of Milly's situation. He 

can understand Kate better than Milly can at this point. Whether the 

reader grasps these two levels of narration depends, in part, on his atten­

tiveness to detail. The narrator in the novel, who makes an occasional 

appearance, shares the limitations of the bewildered observer of the 

moment and scarcely ever supplies information which the point-of-view 

character happens to miss. 

James's indirect method of narrating the story is not always as 

successful as in Book Fifth because the complex inter-relations of other 

parts of the novel are not so patently clear. For example, such small 
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but vital links as time-clues are, in several cases, displaced to passages 

where their significance is attenuated if not completely lost. Here the 

reader is less liable to blame for inattention than James is implicated 

for failure to supply the necessary context for understanding the mental 

adventures of his characters. 

Ironically, James himself failed to recognize the inter-relation­

ship of various Books of the novel when he came to write his Preface. He 

summarized segments of the novel in a way which ignored the distinctions 

between the experience of individual characters as rendered by their dif­

ferent points of view. In the process, James also blurred his meaning for 

such terms as "centre" and "subject". He speaks of: 

the 'fun' ... of establishing one's successive centres--of 
fixing them so exactly that the portions of the subject com­
manded by them as by happy points of view, and accordingly 
treated from them, would constitute, so to speak, sufficiently 
solid blocks of wrought material, squared to the sharp edge, 
as to have weight and mass and carrying power; to make for 
construction, that is, to conduce to effect and to provide for 
beauty. 

Here "centres" seems to be linked with "centres of consciousness" and 

"points of view"; from these, the "subject", here apparently the external 

events of plot as well as the way the "centre" perceives them, was to be 

treated. This usage differs a little from that of the fourth Preface, 

where "subject" and the perceptions of the point-of-view character are 

equated. The stumbling block seems to be that, while the novel contains 

four points of view, James was searching for a single "subject". He 

went on to identify as his first "block" of material, "the whole prelimi­

nary presentation of Kate Croy". Instead of restricting this heading to 

Book First, where Kate provides the unifying centre, James (several 
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digressions and some pages later) states that most of Book Second belongs 

to this block. But Book Second is treated from Densher's point of view 

and therefore presents him rather than Kate. James cites the fact that 

Densher's interview with Mrs. Lowder is the only patch in the book "not 

strictly seen over Kate's shoulder" to justify this description. In her­

self, however, Kate is the observed, rather than the subjective observer. 

It is not her experience, but Densher's, which is rendered directly in 

Book Second. 

One small segment of Book Second constitutes an exception to the 

preceding statement. The Book opens with a full-length portrait of Densher; 

a backward glance at the growth of his ties with Kate is accomplished 

through the use of the narrator who, nevertheless, gives Densher's own 

thoughts and impressions in some detail. James next inserts several para­

graphs (pages 48 to 53 of this edition) which revert to a direct presenta­

tion of Kate's feelings and her sources of wonderment during the same 

period; these paragraphs render her own apprehension of her experience. 

However, the passages which follow this segment modulate, first, into the 

narrator's revelation of notions on which the couple agree or disagree 

and, then, into the presentation of Densher's own point of view. The fact 

that Densher must look at Kate's relationship with the poor members of her 

family through her own interpretation of it simply adds verisimilitude to 

his bewilderment; as for his interview with the rich Mrs. Lowder, it is 

not strictly correct to say, as James does in his Preface, that "Densher's 

direct vision of the scene at Lancaster Gate is replaced by her apprehen­

sion ... of his experience". It is not 11 replaced 11 by Kate's apprehension; 

rather, his own apprehension, his direct vision, is now focused on Kate 1 s 
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ingenious and sometimes baffling responses to what he tells her. Thus 

Book Second must be distinguished from the first block of narrative 

material even though it largely concerns Kate and Kate's opinions. The 

fact that the subjectivity of the observer constitutes "the experience" 

rendered by the novelist becomes even clearer if we consider Books Fourth 

and Fifth, which are from Milly Theale's point of view. James does not 

say that these belong to the first block of material in spite of the fact 

that most of Milly's thoughts and feelings represent responses to Kate 

and Kate's possibilities. The fact that two characters are involved in 

the same events or are looking at the same things does not alter the fact 

that only the experience of the point-of-view character can be called the 

subject of the narration. 

James was within a paragraph of the end of his Preface when he 

took up the matter of his so-called second block of material, by which he 

evidently meant Books Third and Fourth. He says: 

A new block, all of the squarest and not a little of the 
smoothest, begins with the Third [Book]--by which I mean of 
course a new mass of interest governed from a new centre. 
Here again I make prudent provision--to be sure to keep my 
centre strong. It dwells mainly, we at once see, in the 
depths of Milly Theale's 'case,' where, close beside it, how­
ever, we meet a supplementary reflector, that of the lucid 
even though so quivering spirit of her dedicated friend. 

The more or less associated consciousness of the two women 
deals thus, unequally, with the next presented face of the 
subject . . . . 

In this passage it is evident that James has altered his definition of 

"centre" from the "consciousness" of the character who supplies the point 

of view on the subject to the external situation or "case". However, except 

for the first three Books, the novel does not yield to division in these 

terms. While the first two Books treat directly, and only.of the young 
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couple's "case", and Book Third treats only Milly's "case", throughout 

the rest of the novel it is the interweaving of the two cases which is of 

interest. 

The qualifier, "more or less", in the passage "the more or less 

associated consciousness of the two women", indicates that James was 

relying on a superficial acquaintance rather than on close attention to 

the text when he made the association between "centre" and "case". He 

says very little about this block; he makes only a quick reference to 

Mrs. Stringham's impressions of Milly on the Alpine height. Then he 

passes on to Book Fifth which, he says, "is a new block mainly in its 

provision of a new set of occasions, which readopt, for their order, the 

previous centre, Milly's now almost full-blown consciousness". Here he 

invokes his other meaning for "centre". One wonders why James did not 

consider Books Fourth and Fifth, both of which narrate Milly's point of 

view, together as one block. The answer lies in the haste with which he 

composed his Preface; the novel was so complex that not even its author 

could, after an interval of six years, pick it up and see its pattern at 

a glance. 

James's closing comments on the novel again reveal the inadequacy 

of his 1908 definition of its subject and again derive from its original 

disproportions and faulty composition. He appeals to the charm of "indi­

rect presentation of his main image" in the second half of the novel 

rather than observing that the experience which this segment does present 

directly (four Books out of five narrate Densher's apprehensions of the 

situation) constitutes, by his usual rationale of composition, its subject. 

James still failed to see that his description of the novel as the report 
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of Milly's experience was too narrow; he forgot that the interest was 

centred less in her case than in the psychological and social effects of 

her case on other characters. Relatively few parts of the novel report 

directly on Milly's experience; most of the novel reports the experience 

of other characters as affected by her. It is misleading to conjoin 

sections rendered from separate points of view into arbitrary "blocks". 

Rather, each new point of view forms a new centre which governs the com­

position of a new block of material. 

The Question of "Subjective Community" 

James's 1902 definition of the subject ("Densher's history with 

Kate Croy--hers with him") had implied that the two characters had separate 

points of view. In the 1908 Preface, he falsely amalgamated their distinct 

views in order to make them fit in with his current definition of the sub­

ject; Book First, according to the Preface, presents, "the associated 

consciousness of my two prime young persons, for whom I early recognised 

that I should have to consent, under stress, to a practical fusion of 

consciousness" in the presence of Milly's case. In his comments on Book 

Second, James again alludes to the "subjective community of my young pair". 

Both these assertions are misleading. Neither one corresponds to the 

actual contents of the novel. In Book First, Densher's consciousness is 

neither "associated" nor "fused" with Kate's; and the technical overlapping 

of points of view in Book Second (when Densher views certain matters "over 

Kate's shoulder") does not at all indicate the subjective agreement of the 

two characters whatever the superficial appearance may be. 
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In the fourth Preface James had been concerned with individual 

experience when he defended the primacy of "subjective concomitants" of 

action as the proper material of a novel. In speaking of "subjective 

community" he therefore implies that such elements as the emotions, 

thoughts, conscience and values of two persons have a high degree of 

similarity. However, when we examine the experience of the novel, we 

find that Kate and Densher do not agree in their personal views, feelings 

or permanent values. The whole irony of the plot depends, in fact, on 

their lack of real unity. 

James's insight into the truth that character is composed of "sub­

jective concomitants" of action is borne out by studies in the psychology 

of personality. A recent writer in this field refers to the components 

of "person" as all those things which "I think, judge, feel, value, honor, 

esteem, love, hate, fear, desire, hope for, believe in and am committed 

8t 0 
11 

. This statement, which is simply an expanded list of the elements 

which James had pinpointed, provides a convenient checklist for the ana­

lysis of the character of Kate and of Densher. 

Book Second supplies abundant evidence, at the outset, that the 

young couple's own belief in their "subjective community" is mistaken. 

Even the way they first met and fell in love is ironically described as 

"under the protection of the famous law of contraries". Their initial 

attraction for each other (Kate admires Densher's culture, while he is 

awed by her talent for decisive action) is ultimately qualified by expe­

rience. What each experiences is the opposition of the other to the way 

8John Powell, Why Am I Afraid to Tell You Who I Am?, p. 8. 
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he uses his talent. When Kate frankly refuses to share her total view 

about her Aunt Maud (page 52.11), Densher's outlook can hardly be de­

scribed as in harmony with Kate's. According to the narrator, the two 

characters do not fully admit their most intimate self-recognitions to 

each other; but their silence seems to be the result of insecurity and 

the very elusiveness of such truth. When Kate, in Chapter III, complains 

that her relatives want her to be rich, she neglects to mention that in 

the privacy of her own thoughts, as revealed earlier in Chapter II, she 

has become aware of her own growing attachment to the luxuries of her 

aunt's home and of her own "di re accessibility to pl ea sure from such 

sources"; she only looks at Densher as if she would like to work him in 

with "other and alien things". Densher holds a silent conviction, also 

revealed in Chapter III, which amounts to "a private inability to believe 

he should ever be rich" enough to provide Kate with luxuries. 

However, it is the divergent attitude of the pair towards marriage 

which most clearly reveals their differences. Densher desires immediate 

marriage; Kate prefers delay. When Kate impresses him with her heroism 

in offering to live with her father, Densher draws the conclusion that she 

is willing to marry in spite of his lack of a fortune. But Kate refuses 

his proposal for an immediate civil marriage just as she has refused him 

on previous occasions. Her wish for delay implies that Densher, in himself, 

is not enough; if she waits and works carefully she may get something 

better--Densher and money. Densher, in his extreme self-deprecation and in 

deference to Kate, considers her above criticism. He agrees to wait rather 

than risk losing her and this gives her the upper hand. Their relationship 

is not shown as one of cooperation but of Kate's control and, until Book 
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Tenth, of Densher's rather unwilling submission. Whatever her original 

impulse towards Densher, within the action of the novel Kate uses his 

love itself as a means to make him more willing to submit to her. Aware 

that he craves for signs of her response to his feeling for her, she uses 

gestures of love to gain his consent to one, and then another, step of 

her plan. In exchange for her engagement to him he promises silence; for 

her kisses he leaves "the choice of means" (pages 266-67) towards their 

union up to her; in exchange for her physical surrender, he remains in 

Venice. With emotional gratifications to occupy him, Densher has less 

inclination than ever to take a critical view of her. When her utterances 

seem to have less than an obvious connection with his own ideals, he 

blames himself for stupidity in failing to see the connection rather than 

question the beauty of her character. 

The shock of the American girl's impending death forces Densher 

to revise his unrealistic view of Kate. He regards the death of the girl 

with deep seriousness; Kate's mixed attitude of pity and elation fills 

him with horror. He begins to understand more fully the actions in which 

he has been involved. Finally he realizes that what he esteems and 

believes in is incompatible with what Kate desires and is committed to. 

Gratification of emotional needs, even physical union, is not enough to 

confer "subjective community 11 when two people are in conflict over basic 

values. 

A "Misplaced Pivot" 

As he is about to conclude his Preface to the novel, James refers 
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briefly to the "whole actual centre of the work, resting on a misplaced 

pivot and lodged in Book Fifth". The allusion to the "centre of the work" 

is no more conclusive than any of his other hints about the structural 

centre--"too near the end" (L, 23 October 1902); "my centre, my circumfer­

ence"; "the whole Venetian climax" (Preface)--and need not detain us. 

What is interesting is the admission that Book Fifth contains a pivotal 

event which is misplaced, that is, an event which fails to display its 

proper connections with other parts of the novel. Until this pivot and 

its connections are clarified, the novel cannot be fully understood. 

I propose that this misplaced pivot is the Gallery incident in 

Chapter XVI, the last chapter of Book Fifth; two sequels, which demand 

(but do not receive) equal clarity of treatment, hinge upon the event. 

One sequel concerns the relations of Milly with Mrs. Stringham. Milly has 

gone to the National Gallery in order to facilitate a meeting between her 

companion and her doctor. The immediate results of their interview, how­

ever, are withheld until Chapter XXII, the first chapter of Book Seventh. 

The five chapters of Book Sixth intervene between the pivotal incident 

and this sequel. 

The other sequel to hinge on the Gallery incident, and which 

James follows up in Book Sixth, concerns the relations of the three main 

characters. While at the Gallery, Milly unexpectedly meets Kate with 

Densher. The meeting is unexpected because, in the first place, Milly and 

Kate had said farewell the previous night (Chapter XV) in anticipation of 

Milly's return to the Continent and they did not expect to meet again so 

soon. Kate had not spoken of her intention to visit the Gallery. The 

most startling aspect of the incident, however, is the unexpected presence 
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of Densher with Kate; Kate has never spoken of him to Milly, much less 

revealed that he has returned from America. 

There are many theoretical reasons in favour of James's decision 

to treat this sequel before the other. For example, Densher is the most 

bewildered of the three main characters at this point and thus becomes 

the likeliest depository of interesting perceptions. Moreover, after 

three books devoted to the American point of view, it is time to return 

to the relationship of the engaged couple. However, James focuses on the 

progress of this relationship in a way that advances the time-scheme an 

entire week before he picks up the neglected sequel involving Mrs. String­

ham. By then, the significance of the other line of action is almost 

completely lost upon the reader. No critic has ever, to my knowledge, 

even noticed that Chapter XXII is out of order chronologically, much less 

that it fails to display its logical connections with Book Fifth. 

To preserve these connections James might have placed the material 

of the present Chapter XXII in either of two other positions, namely, 

immediately before or i1T1T1ediately after Chapter XVII. The present Chapter 

XXII may conveniently be called 11 Susan 1 s chapter 11 since it is narrated 

from her point of view and reveals her betrayal of Milly's secrets to Mrs. 

Lowder. 11 Susan 1 s chapter 11 contains two scenes. Since the setting of the 

first of them is identical with that of the ending of Chapter XVI, the 

whole sequel could logically have preceded Chapter XVII, even though the 

incident in Chapter XVII (Densher's exchange with Kate) takes place at 

the very same moment. Milly and Susan converse inside the building; Kate 

and Densher converse outside. However, Susan's bafflement by Milly is 

only the prologue to her search for comfort from Maud; this second and 
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more important scene of the chapter is set on the day following the 

Gallery incident; from the chronology of this more important scene, 

therefore, "Susan's chapter" could easily have fo 11 owed Chapter XVI I. 

Perhaps James withheld "Susan's chapter" as long as he could in 

order to avoid marring the technical unity of Books Fifth and Sixth. 

Since the seven chapters of Book Fifth are from Milly's point of view, an 

additional chapter from Susan's would be anomalous. If he placed the 

chapter in this position but called it the first chapter of Book Sixth, it 

would similarly weaken the unity of the latter; if he placed it after 

Chapter XVII it would not only mar unity but would also interrupt Densher's 

point of view. To save his "blocks" of material, James sacrificed his 

readers' comprehension of the novel. He ended nevertheless by composing 

a Book, the Seventh, which has no pretense to unity at all. Its first chap­

ter ("Susan's chapter") begins with a flashback to Chapter XVI and an inci­

dent which chronologically belongs after Chapter XVII; its second chapter 

is set in London at an indefinite point in time; its fourth and fifth chap­

ters are set in Venice three months later. 

The textual proof for James's shift in the time sequence is abun­

dant but, like the "pivot", the clues which give details of time are 

largely misplaced. For the most part James scattered them in later parts 

of the narrative instead of attaching them to the relevant incident as it 

takes place. Chapters XIV and XV are set on the evening of the dinner held 

by Milly to say farewell to Kate and Mrs. Lowder. The day of the week is 

not mentioned; from later incidents it can be inferred as Monday. The 

Gallery incident of Chapter XVI occurs the following morning; the first 

explicit reference to this day as Tuesday occurs in Chapter XIX when Kate 
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speaks of "Milly 1 s so funnily bumping against us on Tuesday". Awareness 

of this detail allows for recognition of the disparity between Kate's two 

statements to Densher regarding her activities on the Monday. In Chapter 

XVII we learn that at five o'clock of that day, Kate had met Densher at 

the railway station. At the time, her excuse for leaving him was not the 

dinner-engagement with Milly but rather the fact that she must "show at 

Lancaster Gate by six 0 1 clock .... her reason--people to tea, eternally, 

and a promise to aunt Maud 11 In Chapter XX, however, she tells him, "We• 

bade them good-bye--or all but--aunt Maud and I, the night before Milly, 

popping so very oddly into the National Gallery ... found you and me 

together." 

Kate's next statement to Densher, 11 They were then to get off a day 

or two later", supports her deduction that Milly has stayed on only to see 

Densher. The decision to stay in London was actually taken during Susan's 

interview with Mrs. Lowder on the Wednesday (not presented until Chapter 

XXII) when Susan divulged Milly 1 s situation to Mrs. Lowder. The fact that 

this betrayal occurred before the meeting, on Thursday, of Kate and Den­

sher, throws some new light on Chapter XVIII, which records Densher's 

perception of that meeting. Kate urges him, for no reason apparent to 

him, to be attentive to Milly. She refuses to tell him the reasons until 

another time; they derive from 11 the facts 11 which Susan has related to Mrs. 

Lowder. James marks the meeting of Kate and Densher clearly as on Thursday; 

thus the time scheme of Chapters XIX to XXI is also clear. In Chapter XIX 

we learn that early the next day (therefore Friday) Densher received Mrs. 

Lowder's invitation to meet her American friends at dinner that evening 

(in accord with her plan which is not revealed until Chapter XXII). But 
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Milly absents herself from the dinner described in Chapters XIX and XX; 

Kate uses the opportunity to make sure of Densher 1s conformity to her 

wishes. Densher's subsequent visit to Milly, as described in Chapter XXI, 

takes place "on the following morning", namely Saturday. Finally, in 

Chapter XXII, James presents the flashback to Tuesday afternoon and 

Wednesday morning. Thus the full facts about the conspiracies which 

underlie Chapters XVIII to XXI are withheld from the reader until after 

the events of Thursday to Saturday have been narrated from Densher 1s 

bewildered point of view. 

There may be something to be said for having the reader share Den­

sher1 s confusion throughout Book Sixth; however, unless the reader recog­

nizes the full significance of Chapter XXII, his confusion may persist for 

the remainder of the novel. If, on the other hand, the chapter is read in 

its chronological place in the novel, a number of elements become clearer 

immediately. One of these is the manner in which Kate steers her fianc€ 

into a course of action which he fails to understand at the moment and 

which he later finds abhorrent. Several others involve the conspiracies 

among the ladies. We see the evolution of Susan's plan to foster a romance 

between Milly and Densher in order to prolong Milly's life. It is clear 

that Mrs. Lowder's cooperation is based on her wish to turn away an un­

wanted suitor (unwanted by Mrs. Lowder) from her niece. The niece cooper­

ates because she foresees a benefit not apparent to anyone else; when Den­

sher inevitably becomes a rich widower, he can marry Kate with Mrs. Lowder's 

approval. 

The exaggeration of Densher 1s devotion to Kate is also more appar­

ent when the actions he observes with bewilderment are made clear to the 
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reader. With marriage as his most pressing need, he has to accept Kate's 

terms, incomprehensible as they are, or lose her; he prefers to bear the 

frustration of delay so long as there is hope of having her. Another 

detail of the time-scheme accounts for much of his bewilderment during the 

week of encounters with Kate narrated in Book Sixth. He has just come back 

from a three-month absence in America. Another three-month absence from 

Kate follows: he remains alone in London while Kate accompanies Milly to 

the Continent. Thus when he comes to Venice, it is his personal need of 

Kate which preoccupies him in spite of any shock administered by Kate's 

clear revelation of her plan. ­

A misplaced pivot, a misplaced chapter and many misplaced details of 

setting must be fitted into their proper contexts and given their proper 

weight before the middle chapters of the novel can be understood. By his 

failure in these journeyman aspects of composition, James made it more 

difficult for the reader to appreciate the exquisite appropriateness of 

his rendering of his characters' points of view. 
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I I I 

SUBSTANTIVE VARIANTS IN THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

In the last analysis, all of James's revisions in The Wings of 

the Dove--as in the rest of the New York Edition--are stylistic in 

effect: the revised vehicle communicates the same essential meaning as 

the original but, in most cases, does so with more fluency, more clarity 

and more depth. The revisions fall into three broad categories: accidental 

variants, substantive variants which are strictly stylistic in effect, 

and substantive variants which retouch meaning on the level of detail. 

While this last category is the one most obviously of literary significance, 

we cannot lightly dismiss the importance of accidental and stylistic vari­

ants in the New York Edition. The reason is simply that James himself 

took painstaking control of these matters for this, the crowning Edition 

of his works. 

Variants Which Affect Style 

Up to this point in his career, James had usually left the treat­

ment of accidentals up to his publishers. The original publication of 

The Wings of the Dove itself offers some examples. Throughout the novel, 

C prints the name of one character as 11 aunt Maud" while A prints it as 

"Aunt Maud"; James prefers the latter for N. Several commas are removed 

in A and one is shifted (see Appendix, entry for 64.13). In A, paragraph 
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division is altered in six places. l In the early stages of his work for 

the New York Edition, however, James made it clear to Scribner's Sons 

that he wanted to "ensure that absolutely supreme impeccability that such 

an edition must have and that the Author's eye alone can finally contrib­

ute to" (F, 12 May 1906). In this case, then, he was not willing to 

entrust the fate of his punctuation to Scribner's house-style. In the 

letter quoted above, he asks for proof of Roderick Hudson, the first 

volume of the collection, as well as "the rest--which I feel I must see 

for the full security of the text". Above all, he emphasizes: 11 I beg 

compositors to adhere irremoveably to my punctuation and never to insert 

death-dealing commas". From the first two pages of C, which may here 

suffice to represent the rest of the text, he removes twenty commas, and 

changes a semi-colon (page 4.8) to a comma. 

James freely introduces or alters such other accidental variants 

as contractions, capitals, italics, parentheses and spelling. Thus "might 

not" (page 3.29) becomes "mightn't", "Was it not" (page 4.28) becomes 

"Wasn't it 11 
, and 11 He had not only never" (page 491.33) becomes 11 He hadn't 

only never". While, in the last example, the contraction is ungainly and 

actually weakens the force of the double negative, the vast majority of 

contractions in N imitate the spoken word more naturally than the original 

forms. Any contractions which occur in A are elided; in N, James always 

retains the space between the verb and the negative particle. In at least 

a dozen places in N, James substitutes round brackets for pairs of commas 

1In N, James restored the paragraph division of C in three places
(as in this edition of C, pages 295.16; 494.18 and 512.33) but allowed the 
others (divisions introduced at C, pages 386.2; 480.23 and 505.24) to stand. 
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or dashes; elsewhere he deletes or adds dashes. Throughout N, he uses 

"connexion", "reflexion", "judgement", "bl est", and "mementoes" rather 

than "connection", "reflection", "judgment", "blessed" and "mementos" 

(C and A). Where a word, which is not normally capitalized, carries the 

force of a proper name, James alters the first letter to upper-case in 

N. Thus we find: "City", "Church", "Eastern", "Southern", "Continent", 

"North Pole" and "Eve" in N, where C and A have these in lower-case. 

Half-a-dozen words italicized, in C and A, for emphasis are presented 
2in roman type in N, while in eight places, the reverse is true. James 

is inconsistent in his use of italics for foreign words. In eight places, 

C uses italics for foreign words which N presents in roman type; in other 

places the original italics are repeated. The title, '"Transcript'", 

appears in inverted commas in C and A, but is italicized in N. However, 

The Newcomes (C and A), reverts to roman type and inverted commas in N. 

Small and inconspicuous as they are, the accidental changes in the fore­

going examples subtly affect the fluency and even the emphasis in the 

text of the novel. 

Among variants which involve genuine substantive changes but 

which produce the same general stylistic effects, I include changes in 

word order and inflection, and other alterations which do not affect the 

meaning of a passage. Idiomatic changes which substitute equivalent 

meanings are also given here even though the difference between the 

2Italics were eliminated from C, pages 69.32 ( 11~11 ); 311.16 
( 11("him"); 354.24 ("she"); 405.16 ("ex lain"); 458.19 was 11 

) and 532.19 
("do") but added ate, pages 131.28 11 call 11 

); 136.28 ("IT"fier 11 
); 138.20 

("could 11
); 269.5 ( 11 this 11

); 284.35 ( 11 since 11
); 292.29 ( 11 will 11

); 304.2 
("become") and 571. 33 ( 11 that 11 

). 
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expressions used in two versions may be quite marked. Of the one thousand 

substantive variants which occur in N, approximately three-quarters are 

mainly stylistic in their effect on the text. 

A number of substantive variants which involve the change of a 

single noun, adjective or verb, seem designed to bring latent meanings 

to the surface. An examination of the context--which usually implies a 

close look at the observer or observed in the relevant passage--reveals 

that the meaning conveyed by these substantive variants is not new but, 

rather, that it is expressed with more precision. For example, Densher's 

joy, in A and N, that Kate gives him "finer things than anyone to think 

about" is well enough, but the substitution, in C, of "rarer" for "finer", 

employs the characteristic vocabulary of this connoisseur of fine things. 

Elsewhere, Densher rejoices in what the engagement "secured" (N), rather 

than in what it "protected" (C and A); in his anticipated "conquest" (N) 

of Kate, instead of "victory" (C and A); and in the fact of Sir Luke's 

friendly "fancy" (N), rather than of his friendly "whim" (C and A). Each 

of these three revisions supplies a word more appropriate to its context. 

In the first example, Oensher's own feeling of security, rather than the 

fact of protection, is at stake. In the second, the goal of his plan 

is more conventionally termed "conquest" than "victory". In the third, 

the doctor is too dignified a character to be given to whims, but he may 

nevertheless appropriately indulge a "fancy". In view of Sir Luke's 

exalted status, it is likewise more appropriate for Densher (especially 

in his forlorn state) to think that there is little "presumption" (N), 

rather than little "appearance" (C and A), of his meeting the great man. 

James also has other ways of making his text more precise. In at 
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least a dozen places, he exchanges one demonstrative pronoun for the other. 

At one point, he corrects a visible groping for emphasis in C and A--he 

to 11uses italics for "wouldn 1 t 11 --by substituting "refused (N), an equiva­

lent term with a sure grasp of meaning and tone. Changes in the form 

of adverbial expressions, of which there are more than five dozen, usually 

involve more than one word. Such examples as: "no doubt", "all the same", 

"too much", and "at any rate", all from C and A, become: "doubtless", 

"nevertheless" (or "despite everything"), "gravely" and "in any case", in 

N. The foregoing examples alter the idiom, and to that extent, the style 

of a passage, but retain the original meaning. 

A good example of a longer substantive variant which produces 

an exactly equivalent meaning is James 1 s alteration of "great national 

feminine and juvenile ease", in C and A, to "great national maidenly ease" 

in N. The revision makes use of a much more graceful term with no loss 

to James 1 s meaning. Another variant of the same type occurs when James 

changes "almost for the first time, he [Densher] was free" (C and A) to 

the more concise "almost as never yet he had licence" (N). Other examples 

of idiomatic changes, of varying length, may be cited. Milly 1 s revised 

wish, in N, that Lord Mark would "take himself off", is similar in meaning 

and tone to her wish, in C and A, that he would "get off quickly". Else­

where, in reviewing the need for kindness to Milly, Densher thinks, in 

C and A, of "the different ways of doing so" and, in N, of "several 

different ways for his doing so". The two additional words in N are not 

necessarily redundant but, strictly speaking, they are already implied 

in the version from C and A. 
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On occasion. context can illuminate a substantive variant, and 

be sharpened in turn. This is the case with the addition, in N, of 

the words "This was the way" at the beginning of the full sentence in 

the following passage: "he [Densher] might as well have praised her 

[Milly] for looking death in the face. She looked him again, for the 

moment, and it made nothing better for him that she took him up more 

gently than ever" ( C and A). Dens her' s bl under of showing pity for 

Milly has caused him to see himself, in her answering glare, as cast in 

the role of Death. The original. "looked death in the face. She looked 

him again, for the moment", does not sufficiently make this point, but 

the revised version in N, "looked death in the face. This was the way 

she just looked him again", clears away some of the obscurity. Milly, 

while observing Densher's pity, makes him feel as if she can glimpse 

Death in the offing. In the same passage, the substitution of "was of 

no attenuation" (N) for "made nothing better for him" (C and A), involves 

only an idiomatic variation of expression. 

In some cases, substantive variants seem designed to draw attention 

to a concomitant detail of the context rather than to themselves. The 

fact that James twice replaces "do" (C and A) with "take them" (N) may 

indicate his intention to make more climactic Densher's subsequent asso­

ciation of himself with Milly as Kate's "victim" (Chapter XX). Slight 

changes in C and N suggest the importance of another passage in which 

Densher momentarily equates the motives of Kate and her aunt. In A, 

Densher thinks: "Her [Mrs. Lowder's] truth, for that matter, was that she 

believed him bribeable: a belief that for his own mind as wel1, as they 

stood there, lighted up the impossible. What then in th1s light d1d 
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Kate believe him?" In C, James substitutes "equally" for 11 as well 11 
• 

In N, he alters 11 as they 11 to 11 while they 11 Neither the 1902 nor the 1908• 

variant changes meaning; both give evidence that James felt that some­

thing was needed to stress the meaning itself. 

The technical means which produce the foregoing types of sub­

stantive variants--deletion, expansion, substitution of one idiom for 

another--change the vehicle of expression without altering the underlying 

content. The same may be said of substantive variants which involve the 

rearrangement of words and associated inflectional changes. James exem­

plifies both techniques when he alters the description, in C and A, of 

Densher's smile, from 11 a trifle glassy 11 to 11 rather a glazed smile 11 in N. 

In a longer, more complex sentence, an inflectional change can improve 

fluency. Thus, the transition from Densher 1 s comparison of his own 

expertness to Kate's is achieved more naturally in N, where he thinks 

of the degree 11 of her having in Venice 11 struck him as expert, than in C 

and A, where he considers the degree 11 in which, in Venice, she had 11 proved 

her expertness. 

Wherever James merely rearranges the order of words, the substan­

tive variants themselves obviously effect no changes other than a smoother 

articulation of phrasing and the elimination of some "death-dealing 

commas 11 However, as above, they also call attention to some important• 

detail which James wished to emphasize rather than alter. For example, 

the fact that James revised 11 was living at best, he knew, in his nervous­

ness11 (C and A) to 11 knew in his nervousness that he was living at best 11 

(N), indirectly stresses Densher's increasing anxiety. James's re-shuf­

fling of 11 for six weeks, with Milly, never 11 (C and A) to 11 w1th Milly, 
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never for six weeks" similarly forces the collator to notice that the 

passage deals with the strange silence of Densher and Milly on the topic 

of Kate, and the reverse, Kate's neglect to write letters to either of 

them. 

More than six dozen substantive revisions in The Wings of the Dove 

consist of changes in the order of words. The number of such variants 

increases towards the end of each volume (Books Fourth and Fifth and 

Books Ninth and Tenth) with the greatest concentration towards the end 

of the novel. This pattern may indicate that the weary author felt that 

in these portions of the novel he had sufficiently expressed his meaning 

in the original text; on the other hand, it may tell us something about 

the labour of revision itself. 

Inflectional changes in verbs not only add to precision and 

emphasis, but can also enhance the rhythm of the prose. The repetition 

of words in parallel constructions achieves the same effect. Thus, N has 

"of individual, of personal" instead of "of individual, personal" (C and 

A); and "of the care with which she must be taken up as of the care with 

which she must be let down" (N), where the second "care" replaces "ease" 

(C and A). When James changes "anything so gregariously" (C and A) to 

"so many things so unanimously" (N) in the passage: "so many things so 

unanimously ugly--operatively, ominously so cruel 11 (N), he adds to its 

repetitions and alliteration and extends its rhythm. 

Variants Which Affect Meaning 

The highly specific nature of substantive variants which actually 
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retouch or add to the meaning of the text makes it difficult to generalize 

and, at the same time, to escape the genuine danger of oversimplification. 3 

Not every change is of equal significance, and it seems both unnecessary 

and undesirable to make an exhaustive comparison between every pair of 

readings found in the three editions. Yet, how can one assign a reading 

its proper significance without doing so? To do justice to its manifold, 

often subtle effects, each substantive variant ought to be considered as 

fully as possible in its own context, in the light of nuances proper to 

that specific context and no other, and with due weight given to the ante­

cedent and subsequent experiences of the character whose point of view 

is currently being presented. Hence, any generalization which can be 

proposed about certain classes into which the substantive variants may 

be grouped must be understood as somewhat artificial and incomplete for 

individual examples. The general characteristics identified below are 

only the starting points for a consideration of each substantive variant 

on its own merits as it is encountered in the text itself. 

With these provisos in mind, we can classify the substantive 

variants which actually alter meaning as falling into two major categories. 

The first includes those which sharpen and clarify the plot by adding new 

connotations to attitudes and actions which are conveyed through stage 

directions and narrative description. Those in the second category add 

new details to aspects of character and imagery. 4 In passing, we may note 

3charles Vandersee, in 11 James 1 s 1 Pandora 1
: The Mixed Consequences 

of Revision", Studies in Bibliography, XXI, 93, warns that "One of the 
fascinating aspects of Jamesian revisions is the fact that any general­
ization about them is suspect." 

4 some recent studies have taken notice of a few substantive vari­
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that some overlapping occurs between the two categories, and that many 

of the stylistic substantive variants are used in conjunction with those 

which add new elements. 

James's variants for "hesitated" exemplify his manner of adding 

to the connotations of a pause in dialogue. In C and A, Susan observes 

Milly's "hesitation", but in N, she carefully weighs the girl's "delay to 

answer", a delay which suggests "a fuller talk with Mrs. Condrip than 

she [Milly] inclined to report". Thus, to notice hesitation indicates a 

suspicion on the part of the observer that his interlocutor is hiding 

some fact. In C and A, Densher notices that Kate "hesitated" to give 

her answer and he says to himself, "Yes, she had hesitated. But she 

decided". In this version, Densher appears to be more aware of Kate's 

minute gestures than James found fitting in 1908. In N, Densher observes 

only that Kate "seemed to bethink herself" and he reflects only that she 

"bethought herself". The sentence, "But she decided", is altogether 

omitted in N. Three omissions, in C, of short substantive variants--"He 

stared. 11 "He thought. 11 and "Then after an instant: 11 (A and N)--similarly 

remove other stage directions which may show Densher as too aware of the 

implications of Kate's words. Another related substantive revision occurs 

ants in The Wings of the Dove. .Sister Corona Sharp, in The Confidante in 
Henry James, p. 293, n.9, gives the A and N versions of Susan's description 
of Milly's "court" (seep. 422 of this edition). Brian Birch, in "Henry 
James: Some Bibliographical and Textual Matters", Library, XX n.s. (1965), 
111-13 compares three substantive variants found in the C and N versions of 
Chapter XVII. In Strange Alloy, pp. 148, 149n. and 155, Ellen D. Leyburn 
evaluates the effect of three variants for "funny" (see pp. 7, 13, and 567 
of the edition); another occurs on p. 75. In my note, "A Significant 
Revision in The Wings of the Dove", Review of English Studies, XXIII n.s. 
(1972), 58-61, I draw attention to two factual corrections which James 
made in N (seep. 462 of this edition). 
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in a dialogue between Milly and Lord Mark. In C and A, he asks a ques­

tion 11 presently 11 
, but in N he asks "without excessive delay". The 

change presents him more clearly as an actor who measures his pauses 

as carefully as his words. To stress Milly's contrasting loss for a 

reply, James replaces "hesitated" (C and A) with "cast about" (N), which 

connotes a less deliberate pause. Elsewhere in C and A, Kate "looked 

so that one would scarcely know what to expect" in answer to Densher's 

question. In N, she more visibly calculates the effect of her reply 

when "looked" becomes "balanced". 

In a novel dealing with adventures of the mind, substantive vari­

ants which amount to changes in the psychological operations of a charac­

ter are of obvious importance. In one place, for example, "seeing" (C 

and A) becomes "believing" (N). When Oensher "judges" (N) instead of 

merely "sees" (C and A) that Milly is wearing white rather than black 

garments, James is giving preference to the mind over the eye. In N, he 

also substitutes felt emotion for mental comprehension when he changes 

"made out" (an analytical operation), in C and A, to "affected" (an 

emotional perception) in N, so that Densher feels, rather than makes 

out, Kate's evasive attitude. In another example of this type, Densher, 

in N, "felt himself incapable of promptness quite as a gentleman whose 

pocket has been picked feels incapable of purchase" rather than, as in 

C and A, "found himself ... finds himself ... ",which implies only 

mental recognition. The revision of "she didn't judge herself cheap" (A and C) 

to "she didn't hold herself cheap" changes the quality of Kate's appre­

hension in another manner. To "judge" here implies a distinct act in­

volving moral values; to "hold" connotes a less reflective, more settled 
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attitude. 

In many cases, a substantive variant lays stress on the importance 

of an emotional clue which the observer disregards. This is particularly 

so in some revised passages in which Densher, disturbed by the unexpected 

exhibition of Kate's familiarity with Milly, feels "the sense of a situa­

tion for which Kate had not wholly prepared him" and yet recognizes that 

Kate has somehow prepared herself. In C and A, 11 This [recognition] in 

fact now became for him so sharp an apprehension as to require some brushing 

away". While "apprehension" here connotes only 11 perception 11 
, the substan­

tive variant in N makes it also connote uneasiness: "That appearance in 

fact, if he dwelt on it, so ministered to apprehension .... 11 Another 

revision in the same context indicates that Densher 1 s response to Kate's 

failure in credibility involves his refusal to "dwell on it". In C and 

A, Densher "to some extent shook it off 11 but, in N, he specifically 11 shook 

off the suspicion". In view of later events, he should have resolved the 

mystery immediately: the substantive variant makes his neglect to do so 

more obvious. 

The association of both Kate and her father with materialistic 

interests and with histrionics is stressed by revision in several parts 

of the novel. Kate sees her beauty, in C and A, as a "sensible value"; 

in N, James twice substitutes "tangible" for "sensible" in this phrase, 

with the effect of adding a materialistic note. He also substitutes 11 no 

such measure" (N) for a third occurrence of 11 sensible value". An actor 1 s 

equipment includes his voice; in C and A, Kate thinks that her father's 

tone of voice suggests a 11 happy history 11 of life-long modulation; this 

becomes more mellow in N, where his tone suggests a "quiet tale 11 Kate's• 
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own elocutionary skill seems, at one point, to be directed at Densher 

and Mrs. Stringham, in C and A: 111 Ah, there you are! 1 said Kate with a 

pleasant spirit though whether for his own or for Mrs. Stringham 1 s bene­

fit he [Densher] failed ... to make out 11 
• In N, Densher is aware only 

111 Ahof his own bewilderment at Kate 1 s tone: . 1 said Kate with 

much gay expression though what it expressed he failed . . to make 

ouC. In C and A, when Mr. Croy hears of Kate 1 s charity towards her 

widowed sister, he responds: 111 0h, you weak thing! 111 her father kindly 

sighed 11 While his speech remains identical in N, his travesty of the • 

well-meaning, helpless parent is heightened by the removal of 11 kindly 11 

and the expansion of the stage direction to 11 her father sighed as from 

the depths of experience 11 . The new element of criticism censures Kate 

for her immaturity and lack of realism in a hard world. 

Details which describe the relationship of Densher and Kate also 

receive added dimensions through revision. In C and A, Densher is struck 

by Kate's sense that they will have to deal with their future in a 11 subtle 

spiriC, while in N, such action is given a distinctly pejorative connota­

tion by the substitution of 11 crafty manner 11 . A reference to Densher 1 s 

plan of seduction is made more explicit by the change of 11 So far she 

was good 11 (C and A) to 11 So far she was good for what he wanted 11 (N). In 

the description of Kate and Densher 1 s love-at-first-sight, C and A reveal 

only that: 11 within five minutes, something between them had ... come. 

It was nothing, but it was somehow everything 11 . In N, the second sentence 

makes reference to psychological reactions in place of the vague 11 every­

thing11: 11 It was nothing to look at or to handle, but was somehow every­

thing to feel and to know 11 . The couple's immediate and prolonged obser­
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vation of each other would have been a "small affair", according to 

the narrator in C and A, "if there hadn't been something else with it". 

This last clause is omitted in N, where the phenomenon is described 

much less enigmatically as a "small affair for two such handsome persons". 

Towards the end of the novel, when Kate and Densher meet in the Park, the 

setting contrasts with that of Book Second, on the long days of spring. 

Now, under the trees which "stretched bare boughs", Densher, in C and A, 

hopes that they can recover "the clearness of their beginnings". Moral 

and emotional connotations are added by James 1 s substantive variant in 

N, "the clearness of their prime". 

Mrs. Lowder's power to inspire fear is conveyed more aptly by the 

description of her furniture as "awful ornaments", in C, than by the term 

"huge, heavy objects",usedin A and N. In C and A, Densher consciously 

"flattered" himself on his disdain for them; in N, James again emphasizes 

emotion when he substitutes "felt sure" for "flattered". Milly's first 

impressions of Mrs. Lowder's social circle are summarized in the image 

of an electric bell, an image which James reinforces in N by replacing 

the first phrase in the passage, "so positive a taste and so deep an 

undertone" (C and A), with "so sharp a ring" (N). While Milly, in C and 

A, only considers Kate 11 real 11 and "everything and everybody ... real", 

in N, her awareness includes the recognition that Kate is "the amusing 

resisting ominous fact" and that "each other person and thing was just 

such a fact". Later, Milly reacts to Mrs. Lowder's request that she 

refrain from speaking of Densher to Kate by reflecting with amusement, 

in C and A, on "this rich attitude" in Kate's aunt. In N, she thinks 

of "all this might cover" in Mrs. Lowder; the substantive variant in N 
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brings out a sinister element inherent in Mrs. Lowder's attitude. Milly 

also views the "new sort of fun" to be derived from watching Kate as 

containing, in C and A, 11 a small element of anxiety". In N, James adds 

an adverb which stresses Milly's insecurity: the game now contains "mea­

surably a small element of anxiety" (N). While Milly, in A and N, views 

Mrs. Lowder's pressure on her to remain in England as the elder woman's 

attempt to "talk herself into a sublimer serenity" about her own social 

pretensions, in C, she ironically regards it as Mrs. Lowder's effort to 

"harangue herself into nobler assurances". Milly silently agrees with 

Susan's characterization of Mrs. Lowder as "a natural force" (C and A) 

which, in N, is magnified into "a grand natural force". Another sub­

stantive variant, "apron" (N) for "lap" (C and A), which occurs in the 

scene where Susan "tossed the separate truths of the matter one by one, 

into her [Mrs. Lowder's] capacious apron" (N), completes the panoply 

of Britannia of the Market Place. In C and A, Milly thinks that the 

people at Matcham have "kind, lingering eyes" but, in N, the suggestion 

of benevolence is somewhat qualified by the added statement that their 

eyes "took somehow pardonable liberties" (N). 

Densher's predicament in Venice has many facets. He has no money 

or employment but so long as Milly receives him daily to dinner, he is 

not in want. He reflects, in C and A: "He didn't want, in short, to 

give that up, and he could probably, he felt, be still enough". New de­

tails, relevant to the image of Milly as some precious thing hung on a 

wall, and a new sentence, are added in N: "He didn't want . to give 

that up, and he should probably be able, he felt, to stay his breath 

and his hand. He should be able to be still enough through everything". 
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In N, several substantive variants in Densher•s view of Sir Luke add to 

the dignity of the great doctor. Instead of referring to ''it 11 (C and 

A) when Mrs. Stringham broaches the topic of Sir Luke 1 s "professional 

propriety", he speaks of "that virtue in him 11 (only in N). While con­

sidering the suggestion that Sir Luke might want him to lie to Milly, 

Densher realizes that such action is above the doctor and hence, he 

does not "hope for a visit in that particular light". The substantive 

variant in N, by which Densher does not "invoke this violence to all 

probability 11 
, not only makes the point more strongly, butalso implies 

Sir Luke 1 s propriety with more emphasis. The fact that Densher imbibes 

a sense of realism from the doctor is described, in C and A, as a "great 

thing 11 
; in N, it has the dignity of a 11 benediction 11 In C and A, Sir• 

Luke 1 s knowledge of life is conveyed by the fact that 11 he knew what 

mattered and what didn 1 t; he distinguished between the just and the unjust 

grounds for fussing 11 In N, James inserts a third element between these• 

two: Sir Luke can also discriminate "between the essence and the shell" 

(N). 

Many of the substantive revisions which add new dimensions to 

the main characters are related to the theme of intelligence and they 

often convey the new element by their tone. For example, in C and A, 

Mr. Croy 1 s retort: " 1 We11 then, you• re a bigger foo1 than I should have 

ventured to suppose you 111 
, represents a general indictment of Kate's 

11i nte 11 i gence. However, the version in N, •We11 , then, you 1 re of feebler 

intelligence than I should have ventured to suppose you 1 
", is his subtle 

challenge for Kate to re-assess and re-direct her mental resources. In 

C and A, Kate insists to Densher 11 that if he was complicated and brilliant 
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she wouldn't for the world have had him anything less". She is more 

verbose in N but significantly less definite about Densher's intelligence. 

She drops the epithet "brilliant" and insists only that he is "various 

and complicated, complicated by wit and taste" and, curiously, that "she 

wouldn't ... have had him more helpless". Her apparent irony makes 

Densher accuse her, in C and A, of "making out how abnormal he was". 

In N, his unwitting self-censure is removed and he pictures Kate as 

voluntarily "making him out as all abnormal". 

The individual portraits of Kate and Densher receive important 

new touches through revision; these revised details ultimately throw 

more light on the couple's relationship. Early in the novel, the anomaly 

of Mrs. Lowder's mild reaction to Kate's new alliance suggests explana­

tions, in A and N, which "were all amusing--amusing, that is, in the 

line of the sombre and brooding amusement cultivated by Kate". In C, 

James lays stress, rather, on Kate's powers of analysis, by saying that 

the explanations "were all amusing--amusing, that is, in the line of the 

almost extravagant penetration cultivated by Kate". Another passage in 

A and N, "reflections made in our young woman's high retreat", places 

Kate in too meditative an attitude; the substantive variant in C, "results 

of our young woman's sweep of the horizon", clarifies Kate's active nature. 

Again, in A and N, Kate "looked it well in the face . that they were 

lovers", but in C, unable to remain merely contemplative, she "measured 

it 'every which' way ... that they were lovers". Another substantive 

variant in C provides further evidence of Kate's penchant for measuring. 

While, in A and N, Kate views Milly's predicament as the American girl •s 

desire for 111 more 111 
, in C,Kate tells Densher that Milly wants '"so much 

CV 



more'". A significant substantive variant in the scene of Milly's Vene­

tian gathering strongly implies that Kate's attitude towards persons 

differs little from her attitude towards material objects. In C and A, 

Kate, drawing Densher 1 s attention to Milly's splendid attire and her 

pearls, simply "looked at Milly from where they stood". She is far more 

brazen in the expanded revised version: 11 almost heedless of the danger 

of overt freedoms, she eyed Milly from where they stood" (N). The transi­

tive verb suggests physical handling. 

Densher is introduced in Nas a deliberately 11 civil" young man 

instead of, as in C and A, a vaguely 11 pleasant 11 one. In N, he is "more 

a prompt critic than a prompt fo 11 ower of cus tom 11 rather than, as in C 

and A, "more a respecter, in general, than a follower of custom 11 
• In A 

and N, he is "quite positive 11 that he will never be rich. In C, his 

conviction is "constitutional 11 The variant suggests the innate charac­• 

teristic which prevents him from participating in a conscious pursuit of 

wealth. Other substantive variants in N show James as mindful that his 

hero is, after all, a journalist by profession. When Densher considers 

the ways of using his cleverness with Mrs. Lowder, his assurance, in C 

and A, that "he had plenty of that" expands, in N, to: 11 he had plenty of 

that 1 factor 1 (to use one of his great newspaper words}". His observation, 

in C and A, that the vulgarity of her drawing-room does not "imply that 

aunt Maud was dull or stale" becomes, in N, an author 1 s appraisal that 

it does not "characterise the poor woman as dull or stale". The ironic 

use of 11 poor 11 aptly reveals this aesthetic young man's momentary, conscious 

feeling of superiority. 

In the second volume of the novel, James illustrates, in Densher, 
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the process of rationalization of a basically good man who finds himself 

in a false position. Important variants in the heavily-revised Chapter 

XXX clarify the complex elements which occupy Densher's consciousness at 

the moment when appearances challenge his private self-justification. 

The occasion is the mental shock administered by Milly's sudden, unexplained 

refusal to receive him. He recoils, in C and A, from the implication that 

he, who has enjoyed the freedom of the house, now has no greater privileges 

than "the receivable". His self-importance is elevated in N by the new 

disdain he evidently feels for "the mere receivable". His frustrating 

attempts to deal with the Italian servants are humorously heightened in 

N by the addition of Italian phrases. In C and A, "Pasquale was not pre­

pared to say that either [of the ladies] was not well", but in N, he re­

fuses to divulge whether "either was poco bene". In N, Eugenio's imputa­

tions against Densher include the fact that he is "tanto bello" as well 

as "clever and not rich" (C, A and N). While Eugenio's manner of meeting 

Densher's English with Italian and his Italian with English is described, 

in C and A, as a "refinement of resource" for annoyance, the reading in 

N, "a profundity, a true deviltry of resource", directly conveys the angry 

tone of Densher's thought. The young man's status as an outsider is also 

emphasized in N by reference to Milly's "palace", instead of to her 

"house", as in C and A. 

In C and A, Densher recalls that Eugenio "took a vulgar view of 

him". The notion of vulgarity is more deeply explored in N: Eugenio "took 

a view of him not 1ess finely forma 1 than es sen ti a11 y vulgar". Densher' s 

helplessness is conveyed in C and A by his reflection that "he was defi­

nitely hindered from preventing" this view. In N a mock-heroic gesture 
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is added in Densher's thought that 11 he himself couldn't raise an eyebrow 

to prevent 11 it. In C and A, Densher's phrasing for Eugenio's supposed 

view that he (Densher) is 11 after Miss Theale's fortune" involves a direct 

statement. In N, he phrases the view as "pressing Miss Theale's fortune 

hard". I think this highly affected phrasing is deliberate. Since Densher 

thinks of himself as an impeccable gentleman, he appropriately resorts 

to a queer circumlocution sooner than call a spade a spade. Densher's 

epithet for Eugenio also becomes more contemptuous in N. The servant is, 

in C and A, a 11 superficial person", but in N, only a 11 casual appendage". 

In C and A, wherever Densher ascribes the "vulgar view" to "another man", 

in the corresponding passages in N he ascribes it to an "inferior man". 

The effect is once more to stress Densher's conviction of personal superi­

ority. Finally, however, he senses the absurdity of maintaining so private 

a moral justification when the vulgar view happens 11 so incorrigibly to 

fit him". He concludes, in C and A, that he "apparently wasn't so 

different from another man as that came to 11 
, but in N, that he is just as 

fallible as "inferior men". As these substantive variants show Densher 

to be more than ever mistaken about his position, their net effect in 

the novel as a whole is to accentuate the ultimate reversal of Densher's 

attitude. Once he learns the full implication of the actions which he 

has performed out of devotion to Kate, all superiority, and all censo­

riousness, leaves him. 

Lord Mark's portrait is also retouched with respect to his in­

telligence, and in particular, to the relation of his cleverness to 

appearances. When Milly becomes intrigued by the use which Lord Mark 

seems to make of his cleverness, the substantive variant "that mystery" 
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(N) substitutes an epithet for the original "it" (C and A). In C and 

A, she observes that he "concealed his play of mind so much more than 

he showed it"; in N, James replaces "showed" with "advertised". The 

elusive quality which makes Lord Mark "so real" to Milly is described 

in C and A in neutral terms: "this was a thing he so definitely insisted 

on"; and "his type ... insisted for him; but that was all". In N, 

however, his insistent reality is called "a trick he had apparently so 

mastered", and Milly thinks that his aristocratic type "took all care 

for vividness off his hands; that was enough". When Milly questions Kate 

about Lord Mark, the latter professes to be blank. In A and N, Kate 

asserts that he is not a "humbug". In C, James replaces this term, used 

twice, by "idiot" and "failure". In C, the further substitution of "fraud" 

for "brute", in reference to Lord Mark, better signifies Kate's casual 

allowance for duplicity in fashionable society. In Book Sixth, Kate is 

quite definite to Densher when she calls Lord Mark a "genius" in social rela­

tions. However, after Lord Mark's disastrous effect on Milly is apparent 

to all, Densher asserts, in C and A, "He's [Lord Mark is] not clever", 

and with a much stronger emphasis in N, that "He's not a bit intelligent". 

His insistence that Kate's friend is stupid deliberately contradicts her 

earlier view. This last change suggests that Oensher, and James himself, 

thinks of intelligence as a positive, beneficent quality, while he rele­

gates cleverness to the realm of mere social convenience. While Mrs. 

Lowder calls Densher clever, Mrs. Stringham's description of him as 

"clever", in C and A, is changed in N to the more colloquial 111 bright 111 
• 

In C and A, Milly thinks of Mrs. Lowder's "clever high manner" with 

money, but of her "masterful high manner" in N. The many revisions dealing 
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with the theme of intelligence reveal James's concern to illustrate the 

morality of its use. 

James's substantive revisions which affect the novel's imagery 

include small touches such as the shifting of Milly's struggle from "the 

prison-cell" (C and A) to "the prison door" (N) and the statement that 

the doctor has "crossed the threshold" (N) rather than that he has "come 

in" (C and A). New details are added to other images. 5 In C and A, 

Kate thinks that Lancaster Gate is "to be reached through long, straight 

discouraging vistas, which kept lengthening and straightening". In N, 

James inserts the name of the missing optical instrument: "[vistas,] 

perfect telescopes of streets". As Kate and Milly deepen their acquaint­

ance, each regards herself as "dusty" and her friend as the "favourite of 

nature and of fortune" (C and A). In N, James completes the image by 

adding: "and covered thereby with the freshness of the morning". In C 

and A, Lord Mark observes that London has no discernible "sets" of people 

but only the "senseless shifting tumble, like that of some great greasy 

sea in mid-Channel, of an overwhelming melted mixture". James adds some 

extravagant details in N: "groping and pawing, that of the vague billows 

of some great greasy sea in mid-Channel, of masses of bewildered people 

trying to 'get' they didn't know what or where". Another substantive 

variant which enriches its context occurs in Densher's account of his 

early years to Kate. In C and A, Kate's wish to hear it "put him, for 

half an hour, on as much of the picture of his early years" as she can 

absorb. In N, the picture becomes a panorama viewed by a tourist (or 

5see Birch, lac. cit., and Sharp, loc. cit. 
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even by a bi rd). Her request "perched him there with her, for half an 

hour, like a cicerone and his victim on a tower-top, before ... the 

bird's-eye view of his early years". 

A series of substantive variants retouch important theatrical 

images and lay new stress on the theme of pretense in the novel. Kate, 

in C and A, accuses Densher of showing his love for her "too much", but 

in N her rebuke implies more stinging disdain for the love he shows "too 

much and too crudely". As a result, the next evening, when Mrs. Lowder 

speaks of a visit to America as "her favourite dream", Densher "didn't 

believe in it, but he pretended to". Mrs. Lowder recognizes his pretense 

and regards his pose as a justification for her own treatment of him as, 

in C and A, "harmless", and also, in N, as "blameless". But Densher is 

an amateur when compared with Kate, whose very manner of entering into 

the room marks her as a "distinguished actress". She has taken care, in 

C and A, that her make-up is "exact", but more elaborately in N, that is 

has 11 had the last touch 11 In N it is "the performer's", rather than• 

"Kate's" (C and A), contribution to the drama, that is flawless. In C 

and A, Densher feels sorry for the hard-working "poor actress" but, in N, 

he pities the "poor performer". One of the other guests, an "innocuous 

young man" in C and A, becomes a mere stage prop in N, where he is "the 

less expansive of the white waistcoats". When taken with James's revi­

sions in the matters of "hesitation", appearances, tone of voice, and 

gestures, these substantive variants fill out details of a theme which 

illuminates the whole novel. 
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Concluding Remarks 

The foregoing review of selected variants in The Wings of the 

Dove leads to the conclusion that James's revisions, for both C and N, 

have to do with focus. Accidentals and some substantive variants con­

tribute to fluency and other stylistic effects. Other substantive 

variants clarify the text by bringing latent meanings to the surface, 

or by adding new details which illuminate the novel. 

Of the three editions, A represents the text at an earlier 

stage than the version which James intended to give his public in 1902. 

The substantive variants between A and C have not been given separate 

treatment in this section for several reasons. C is given as the copy­

text of the edition itself, and the substantive variants from A are 

included only because James inadvertently carried them over into N. The 

substantive variants introduced in Care, like those in N, concerned 

with focus (although a greater proportion--21 out of 36--actually retouch 

meaning). They are relatively few in number. They are also deployed 

very unevenly in the text: twenty of the substantive variants introduced 

in C occur in Signature D and the remainder are scattered from page 65 

to page 441. 

In almost every case where a substantive variant in C retouches 

meaning, it corrects a weaker version in A. It is better for Kate to 

inspire "rarer" than "finer" thoughts; for Mrs. Lowder to "harangue" 

rather than 11 talk 11 herself into complacency; for Kate to say that Lord 

Mark is not an "idiot" or 11 failure 11 rather than not a 11 humbug 11 James• 

did not realize in 1908 that several better readings were extant in his 
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English edition of the novel. He used A, at that time, because he 

assumed that it was identical with C, and also because A was more "con­

venient for revision" (F, 31 December 1907) directly on the printed 

pages. Thus N actually combines the weaker readings of A with the 

better ones introduced in 1908. 

The fact that James's revisions of 1908 are largely stylistic, 

rather than structural, implies that he saw the final 1902 version of 

the novel (as he mistakenly considered A) as the work of art. Had it 

been otherwise, he would have been free to reconstruct it with a view 

to correcting the imbalance of the double subject; and he would have 

made drastic cuts in order to reduce its "long-windedness". Since these 

steps were not taken in 1902, they could not be taken in 1908. In 1908, 

the work of art was already there, although it seemed to James that it 

required some polishing up. An examination of the substantive variants in 

N inspires a regret, however, that James did not do more in this line. 

Many passages remain obscure, at least on a first reading of the novel. 

In the present edition of The Wings of the Dove, the intention 

has been to present the actual work of art, together with all available 

authorial aids to its fuller understanding. The history of the text, the 

authorial commentary on the novel, and above all, the record of substan­

tive variants, contribute to this end. 
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TEXTUAL NOTE 

The following text of The Wings of the Dove is a reproduction 

of a recent facsimile edition of C. Line numbers beside the text, 

variants in the margins, and the abbreviations C, A and N (for the Con­

stable edition, and Scribner's 1902 and 1909 editions, respectively) 

were added later by typewriter. 

Except for one word, this text conforms to the text of copies of 

C in the Rare Books Room of Mills Memorial Library at McMaster University 

and in the Thomas Fisher Rare Books Library of the University of Toronto. 

The exception, which I have treated as a misprint, is the word "herself" 

on page 58, line 10: the letter "f", while lacking in the facsimile (and 

also in the copy of C from which the facsimile was made) 1 is present in 

the McMaster and Toronto copies. 

The textual apparatus appears in the lower margin of the relevant 

pages in the following edition. The line reference and the C version of 

a substantive variant are given on the left of the square bracket; what 

appears on the right of the square bracket is either the earlier or later 

substantive variant and is, accordingly, marked A or N. Where Aand N 

contain an identical substantive variant, I follow the punctuation of A. 

have listed one accidental variant (page 13.36) along with almost one 

thousand substantive variants. 

1John Hostetter, Bibliographer, McKissick Memorial Library, 
University of South Carolina; letter to Sister Stephanie Vincec, 25 March 
1975. 
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Verbal misprints and errors in punctuation in C total forty-one. 

The corrected form for each of these appears in the lateral margin beside 

the relevant line. Four inconsistencies have been corrected in the same 

way, with the addition of a cross-reference to James 1 s usage elsewhere in 

the text. The code letter of the printing in which a misprint or incon­

sistency later appeared in correct form is also given. Inconsistencies 

in the italicization of foreign words have been allowed to stand because 

James's practice in this matter was never rigorous. 

For the convenience of readers who may wish to review as a group 

the relatively few and scattered substantive variants from A, I here 

give the pages of this edition on which they are listed: pages 49, 50, 

51, 53, 54, 58, 59, 62, 64, 65, 69, 74, 95, 148, 157' 174, 240, 291, 295, 

305' 441 . 

(By special permission of the School of Graduate Studies, McMaster University, 

the text of the novel is printed on both sides of the following pages.) 
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THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

I 

SHE waited, Kate Croy, for her father to come in, but 
he kept her unconscionably, and there were moments 
at which she showed herself, in the glass over the 
mantel, a face positively pale with the irritation that had 
brought her to the point of going away without sight of 
him. It was at this point, however, that she remained; 
changing her place, movin(~ from the shabby sofa to 
the arm-chair upholstered in a glazed cloth that gave 
at once-she had tried it-the sense of the slippery and 
of the sticky. She had looked at the sallow prints on 
the walls and at the lonely ma;.;aline, a year old, that 
combined, with a small lamp in coloured glass and a 
knitted white centre-piece wantin~; in freshness, to 
enhance the effect of the purplish cloth on the principal 
table; she had aoove all, frum time to time, taken a 
brief stand on the small balcony to which the pair of 
long windows gave access. The vulgar little street, in 
this view, offered scant relief from the vulgar little 
room ; its main office wc.s to suggest to her that the 
narrow black house-fronts, adjusted to a standard that 
would have been low even for backs, constituted quite 
the publicity implied by such privacies. One felt them 
in the room exactly as one felt the room-the hundred 
like it, or worse-in the street. Each time she turned 
in again, each time, in her impatience, she gave him up, 
it was to sound to a deeper depth, while she tasted the 
faint, flat emanation of things, the failure of fortune 
and of honour. If she continued to wait it was really, 
in a manner, that she might not add the shame of fear, 29 
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4 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

of individual, personal collapse, to all the other shames. 
To feel the street, to feel the room, to feel the table­
cloth and the centre-piece and the lamp, gave her a 
small, salutary sense, at least, of neither shirking nor 

5 lying. This whole vision was the worst thing yet-as 
including, in particular, the interview for which she had 
prepared herself; and for what had she come but for 
the worst? She tried to be sad, so as not to be angry ; 
but it made her angry that she couldn't be sad. And 

10 	yet where was misery, misery too beaten for blame and 
chalk-marked by fate like a 'lot' at a common auction, 
if not in these merciless signs of mere mean, stale 
feelings? 

Her father's life, her sister's, her own, that of her two 
15 	 lost brothers-the whole history of their house had the 

effect of some fine florid, voluminous phrase, say even 
a musical, that dropped first into words, into notes, with­
out sense, and then, hanging unfinished, into no words, no 
notes at all. Why should a set of people have been put 

20 	in motion, on such a scale and with such an air of being 
equipped for a profitable journey, only to break down 
without an accident, to stretch themselves in the way­
side dust without a reason? The answer to these 
questions was not in Chirk Street, but the questions 

25 	 themselves bristled there, and the girl's repeated pause 
before the mirror and the chimney-place might have 
represented her nearest approach to an escape from 
them. Was it not in fact the partial escape from this 
1 worst' in which she was steeped to be able to make 

30 	herself out again as agreeable to see? She stared into 
the tarnished glass too hard indeed to be staring at her 
beauty alone. She readjusted the poise of her black, 
closely-feathered hat ; retouched, beneath it, the thick 
fall of her dusky hair; kept her eyes, aslant, no less on 

35 	her beautiful averted than on her beautiful presented 
oval. She was dressed altogether in black, which gave 
an even tone, by contrast, to her clear face and made 
her hair more harmoniously dark. Outside, on the 

39 	balcony, her eyes showed as blue ; within, at the mirror, 
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they showed almost as black. She was handsome, but 
the degree of it was not sustained by items and aids; 
a circumstance moreover playing its part at almost any 
time in the impression she produced. The impression 
was one that remained, but as regards the sources of 
it no sum in addition would have made up the total. 
She had stature without height, grace without motion, 
presence without mass. Slender and simple, frequently 
soundless, she was somehow always in the lme of the 
eye-she counted singularly for its pleasure. More 
'dressed,' often, with fewer accessories, than other 
women, or less dressed, should occasion require, with 
more, she probably could not have given the key to 
these felicities. They were mysteries of which her 
friends were conscious-those friends whose general 
explanation was to say that she was cJeyer, whether or 
no it were taken by the world as the cause or as the 
effect of her charm. If she saw more things than her 
fine face in the <lull glass of her father's lodgings, she 
might have seen that, after all, she was not herself a 
fact in the collapse. She didn't judge herself cheap, 
she didn't make for misery. Personally, at least, she 
was not chalk-marked for the auction. She hadn't 
given up yet, and the broken sentence, If she was the 
last word, would end with a sort of meaning. There 
was a minute during which, though her eyes were fixed, 
she quite visibly lost herself in the thought of the way 
she might still pull things round had she only been a 
man. It was the name, above all, she would take in 
hand-the precious name she so liked and that, in spite 
of the harm her wretched father had done it, was not 
yet past praying for. She loved it in fact the more 
tenderly for that bleeding \\·ound. But what could a 
penniless ,:;irl do with it but let it go? 

\Vhen her fat.her at last appeared she became, as 
usual, instantly aware of the futility of <my effort to 
hold him to anytl1ing. He had written her that he was 
ill, too ill to leave his room, and that he must see her 
without delay ; and if this had been, as was probable, 
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the sketch of a design, he was indifferent even to the 
moderate finish required for deception. He had clearly 
wanted, for perversities that he called ~easons, to see 
her, just as she herself had sharpened for a talk ; but 

5 she now again felt, in the inevitability of the freedom 
he used with her, all the old ache, her poor mother's 
very own, that he couldn't touch you ever so lightly 
without setting up. No relation with him could be so 
short or so superficial as not to be somehow to your 

10 hurt ; and this, in the strangest way in the world, not 
because he desired it to be-feeling often, as he surely 
must, the profit for him of its not being-but because 
there was never a mistake for you that he could leave 
unmade or a conviction of his impossibility in you that 

15 he could approach you without strengthening. He might 
have awaited her on the sofa in his sitting-room, or might 
have stayed in bed and received her in that situation. 
She was glad to be spared the sight of such penetralia, 
but it would have reminded her a little less that there 

20 was no truth in him. This was the weariness of every 
fresh meeting; he dealt out lies as he might the cards 
from the greasy old pack for the game of diplomacy to 
which you were to sit down with him. The inconvenience 
-as always happens in such cases-was not that you 

25 	 minded what was false, but that you missed what was 
true. He might be ill, and it might suit you to know 
it, but no contact with him, for this, could ever be 
straight enough. Just so he even might die, but Kate 
fairly wondered on what evidence of his own she would 

30 	 some day have to believe it. 
He had not at present come down from his room, 

which she knew to be above the one they were in: he 
had already been out of the house, though he would 
either, should she challenge him, deny it or present it 

J' 	 as a proof of his extremity. She had, however, by 
this time, quite ceased to challenge him ; not only, 
face to face with him, vain irritation dropped, but he 
breathed upon the tragic consciousness in such a way 

39 	 that after a moment nothing of it was left. The diffi­

for perversities that he called reasons] for the perversities 
he called his reasons N 
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culty was not less that he breathed in the same way 
upon the comic: she almost believed that with this 
latter she might still haye found a foothold for clinging 
to him. He had ceased to be amusing-he was really 
too inhuman. IIis perfect look, which had floated him 5 
so long, was practically perfect still; but one had long 
since for every occasion taken it for granted. Nothing 
could have better shown than the actual how right one 
had been. He looked exactly as much as usual-all 
pink and silver as to skin and hair, all straitness and 10 
starch as to figure and dress-the' man in the world 
least connected with anything unpleasant. He was 
so particularly the English gentleman and the fortunate, 
settled, normal per..,on. Seen at a foreign ltlb!c d'lultc, 
he suggested but ~ne thing: 'In what perfection 15 
England produces them!' He had kind, safe eyes, 
and a voice which, for all its clean fulness, told, in a 
manner, the happy history of its having never had 
once to raise itself. Life had met him so, half-way, 
and had turned round so to walk with him, placing a 20 
hand in his arm and fondly leaving him to choose the 
pace. Those who knew him a little said, 'How he 
does dress! '-those who knew him better said,' How 
docs he?' The one stray gleam of comedy just now 
in his daughter's eyes was the funny feeling he rnomen- 25 
tarily made her have of being herself' looked up' by 
him in sordid lodgings. For a minute after he came 
in it was as if the place were her own and he the 
visitor with susceptibilities. He gave you funny feel­
ings, he had indescribable arts, that quite turned the 30 
tables: that had been al ways how he came to see her 
mother so lonr:; as her mother would see him. He 
came from places they had often not known about, but 
he patronised Lexham Gardens. Kate's only actual 
expression of impatience, however, was 'I'm glad 35 
you 're so much Letter!' 

'I'm not so much better, my dear-I'm exceedingly 
unwell; the proof of which is, precisely, that I've been 
out to the chemist's-that beastly fellow at the corner.' 39 
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So Mr. Croy showed he could qualify the humble 
hand that assuaged him. ' I'm taking something he 
has made up for me. It's just why I've sent for you 
-that you may see me as I really am.' 

'Oh papa, it's long since I 've ceased to see you 
otherwise than as you really are! I think we've all 
arrived by this time at the right word for that : 
"You 're beautiful - n'en parlons plus." You 're as 
beautiful as ever-you look lovely.' He judged mean­
while her own appearance, as she knew she could 
always trust him to do; recognising, estimating, some­
times disapproving, what she wore, showing her the 
interest he continued to take in her. He might really 
take none at all, yet she virtually knew herself the 
creature in the world to whom he was least indifferent. 
She had often enough wondered what on earth, at the 
pass he had reached, could give him pleasure, and she 
had come back, on these occasions, to that. It gave 
him pleasure that she was handsome, that she was, in 
her way, a sensible value. It was at least as marked, 
nevertheless, that he derived none from similar con­
ditions, so far as they were similar, in his other child. 
Poor Marian might be handsome, but he certainly 
didn't care. The hitch here, of course, was that, with 
whatever beauty, her sister, widowed and almost in 
want, with four bouncing children, was not a sensible 
value. She asked him, the next thing, how long he 
had been in his actual quarters, though aware of how 
little it mattered, how little any answer he might 
make would probably have in common with the truth. 
She failed in fact to notice his answer, truthful or not, 
already occupied as she was with what she had on her 
own side to say to him. This was really what had 
made her wait-what superseded the small remainder 
of her resentment at his constant practical imper­
tinence; the result of all of which was that, within a 
minute, she had brought it out. 'Yes-even now I 'm 
willing to go with you. I don't know what you may 
have wished to say to me, and even if you hadn't 

17 she] om. N 
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written you would within a day or two have heard 
from me. Things have happened, and I 'vc only 
waited, for seeing you, till I should be quite sure. I 
am quite sure. I '!I go with you.' 

It produced an effect. 'Go with me where?' 5 
'Anywhere. I '11 stay with you. Even here.' She 

had taken off her gloves and, as if she had arrived 
with her plan, she sat down. 

Lionel Croy hung about in his disengaged way-­
hovered there as if, in consequence of her words, look- 10 
ing for a pretext to back out easily: on which she 
immediately saw she had discounted, as it might be 
called, what he had himself been preparing. He 
wished her not to come to him, still less to settle with 
him, and had sent for her to give her up with some 15 
style and state; a part of the beauty of which, how­
ever, was to have been his sacrifice to her own detach­
ment. There was no style, no state, unless she wi~hed 
to forsake him. If is idea had accordinp,ly been to 
surrender her to her wish with all nobleness; it had 20 
by no means been to have positively to keep her off. 
She cared, however, not a straw for his embarrassment 
-feelint; how little, on her own part, she was moved 
by charity. She hac1 seen him, first and last, in so 
many attitudes th;:i,t she could now deprive him quite 25 
without compunction of the luxury of a new one. Yet 
she felt the di~concertcd Gasp in his tone as he said : 
'Oh my child, I can never consent to that!' 

'What then a1T you going to do?' 
'I'm turning it over,' said Lionel Croy. 'You may 30 

imagine if I'm not thin kin~.' 
'Haven't you thought then,' his <laughter asked,' of 

what I speak of? I mean of my being ready.' 
Standing before lier with his hands behind him and 

his lq;s a little apart, he swayed slif;htiy to and fro, 35 
inclined toward her as if risinl1" on his toes. It had an 
effect of conscil".ntions dclibe~~1tion. 'No. I haven't. 
I couldn't. I wouldn't.' It was so respcctable a show 
that she felt afresh, and with the memory of their old 39 

10-11 	 in consequence of her words, looking] looking in consequence 
of her words N 
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despair, the despair at home, how little his appearance 
ever by any chance told about him. His plausibility 
had been the heaviest of her mother's crosses; in­
evitably so much more present to the world than 

5 whatever it was that was horrid-thank God they 
didn't really know! - that he had done. He had 
positively been, in his way, by the force of his par­
ticular type, a terrible husband not to live with; his 
type reflecting so invidiously on the woman who had 

10 found him distasteful. Had this thereby not kept 
directly present to Kate herself that it might, on 
some sides, prove no light thing for her to leave un­
companied a parent with such a face and such a 
manner? Yet if there was much she neither knew 

15 nor dreamed of, it passed between them at this very 
moment that he was quite familiar with himself as 
the subject of such quandaries. If he recognised his 
younger daughter's happy aspect as a sensible value, 
he had from the first still more exactly appraised his 

20 own. The great wonder was not that in spite of every­
thing his own had helped him; the great wonder was 
that it hadn't helped him more. However, it was, to 
its old, eternal, recurrent tune, helping him all the 
while; her drop into patience with him showed how it 

25 	 was helping him at this moment. She saw the next 
instant precisely the line he would take. 'Do you 
really ask me to. believe you've been making up your 
mind to that?' 

She 	had to consider her own line. ' I don't think I 
30 	 care, papa, what you believe. I never, for that matter, 

think of you as believing anything ; hardly more,' she 
permitted herself to add,' than I ever think of you as 
yourself believed. I don't know you, father, you 
see.' 

3 5 'And it's your idea that you may make that up?' 
'Oh dear, no; not at all. That's no part of the 

question. If I haven't understood you by this time, 
I never shall, and it doesn't matter. It has seemed to 

39 	 me that you may be lived with, but not that you may 
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be understood. Of course I 've not the least idea how 
you get on.' 

' I don't get on,' Mr. Croy almost gaily replied. 
His daughter took in the place again, and it might 

well have seemed odd that in so littl~ to meet the eye 5 
there should be so much to show. What showed was 
the ugliness - so positive and palpable that it was 
somehow sustaining. It was a medium, a setting, and 
to that extent, after all, a dreadful sign of life; so that 
it fairly put a point into her answer. 'Oh, I beg your 10 
pardon. You flourish.' 

'Do you throw it up at me again,' he pleasantly 
inquired, 'that I 'vc not made away with my­
self?' 

She treated the question as needing no reply; she 15 
sat there for rt>al things. 'You know how all our 
anxieties, under mamma's will, have come out. She 
had still less to ieave than she feared. \Ve don't know 
how we lived. It all makes up about two hundred a 
year for l\farian, and two for me, but I give up a 20 
hundred to l\Tarian .' 

'Oh, you weak thing!' her father kindly sighed. 

'For you and me together,' she went on, 'the other 


hundred would do something.' 
'And what would do the rest?' 25 
'Can you yourself do nothing?' 
He gave her a look; then, slipping his hands into 

his pockets and turning away, stood for ;i little at the 
window she had left open. She said nothing more-
she had placed him there with that question, and the 30 
silence lasted a minute, broken by the call of an 
appealing costermonger, which came in with the mild 
March air, with the shabby sumhine, fearfully un­
becoming to the room, and with the small homely 
hum of Chirk Street. l'resently he mo·.red nearer, but 35 
as if her question had quite dropped. 'I don't see 
what has so suddenly wound you up.' 

'I should have thought you might perhaps guE>ss. 

Let me at any rate tell you. Aunt Maud has made 39 
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me a proposal. nut !>he has also made me a condition. 
She wants to keep me' 

'And what in the world else coz.ld she possibly 
want?' 

'Oh, I don't krww-many things. I'm not so 
prcci0us a capture,' the girl a little dryly txplained. 
'No one has ever wanted to keep me before.' 

Looking always what was proper, her father looked 
now still more surprised than interested. 'You've 
not had propos:ils?' He spoke as if that were in­
crerHble of I io11el Croy's daur;hter; as if indeed such 
an admis:,int1 ~~:'::i.rcc consorted, even in filial intimacy, 
with her high spirit and general form. 

'Not from rich relations. She's extremely kind to 
me, but it's time, she !:>ay!:>, that we should understand 
each other.' 

Mr. Croy fully assented. 'Of course it is-high 
time; and I can quite imagine what she means 
by it.' 

'Are you very sure?' 
'Oh, perfectly. .She means thc.t she '11 "do" for you 

handsomely if you '11 break off all relations with me. 
You speak of her condition. Her condition's of 
course that.' 

'Wdl then,' ~aid Kate,' it's\\ hat has wound me up. 
Herc I am.' 

He showed with a gesture how thoroughly he had 
taken it in; after which, within a few st>conds, he had, 
quite congruously, turned the situation about. 'Do 
you really suppose me in a position to justify your 
throwing yourself upon me?' 

She waited a little, but when she spoke it was 
clear. ' Yes.' 

'Well then, you 're a bigger fool than I should have 
ventured to suppose you.' 

'Why so? You live. You f1ouri::h. You bloom.' 
'Ah, how you've all always hated me!' he murmured 

with a pensive gaze again at the window. 
'No one could be less of a mere cherished memory,' 

34 a bigger fool] of feebler intelligence N 
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she declared as if she had not heard him. 'You 're an 
actual person, if there ever was one. \Vc agreed just 
now that you 're bca'Jtiful. You strike me, you know, 
as-in your own way-much more firm on your feet 
than I am. Don't put it to me therefore as monstrous 
that the fact that we arc, after all, parent and child 
should at present in some manner count for us. My 
idea has bt:cn that it should have some effect for each 
of us. I <lon't at .di, as I tol<l you just now,' she 
pursued, 'make ot;t your life; but whatever it is I 
hereby offer you to accept it. AnJ, on my side, I '11 
do everything I can fo; you.' 

'I see,' said Lionel Croy. Then, with the sound of 
extreme relevance, 'And what mn you?' She only, at 
this, hesitated, and he took up her silence. 'You can 
describe yoursclf-t,1 yourself-as, in a fine flight, 
giving up your aunt for me; but what good, I should 
like to know, would your fine fliGht do me?' As she 
still said nothing he developed a little. '\Ve 're not 
possessed of so much, at this charming pJ.ss, please to 
remember, as that we can affor<l not to take hold of 
any perch held out to us. I like the way you talk, my 
dear, about ";;iving up"! One doesn't give up the u~e 
of a spoon because one's reduced to livinr, on broth. 
And your spoon, that is your aunt, please consider, is 
partly mine as well.' She rnse now, as if in sight of 
the term of her effort, in sight of 1.he fut: 1ity and the 
weariness of many thin~;s, and moved back to the poor 
little glass with which she had communed before. She 
retouched here again the poise of her hat, and this 
brought to her father's lips another remark-in which 
impatience, however, had alrearly been replaced by a 
funny flare of apprcdation. ' Oh, you 're all right! 
Don't muddle yours·.''.f up with me!' 

His daughter turned round to him. 'The condition 
aunt Maud makes is that I shall ha\'e absolutely 
nothin;; to do with you; never sec you, nor speak, 
nor write to you, never go near you nor make you a 
sign, nor hold any sort of communication with you. 
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What she requires is that you shall simply cease to 
exist for me.' 

He had always seemed-it was one of the marks of 

5 
what they called the ' unspeakable' in him-to walk 
a little more on his toes, as if for jauntiness, in the 
presence of offence. Nothing, however, was more 
wonderful than what he sometimes would take for 
offence, unless it might be what he sometimes wouldn't. 
He walked at any rate on his toes now. 'A very 

10 proper requirement of your aunt Maud, my dear-I 
don't hesitate to say it!' Yet as this, much as she 
had seen, left her silent at first from what might have 
been a sense of sickness, he had time to go on : 'That's 
her condition then. But what are her promises? 

15 Just what docs she engage to do? You must work 
it, you know.' 

'You mean make her feel,' Kate asked after a 
moment,' how much I'm attached to you?' 

'Well, what a cruel, invidious treaty it is for you to 
20 sign. I 'm a poor old dad to make a stand about 

giving up-I quite agree. But I'm not, after all, 
quite the old dad not to get something for giving up.' 

'Oh, I think her idea,' said Kate almost gaily now, 
'is that I shall get a great deal.' 

25 He met her with his inimitable amenity. 'But does 
she give you the items?' 

dare say A. 
The girl went through the show. 'More or less, I 

think. But many of them are things I daresay I may 

30 
take for granted-things women can do for each other 
and that you wouldn't understand.' 

'There's nothing I understand so well, always, as 
the things I needn't I But what I want to do, you 
see,' he went on, 'is to put it to your conscience that 

35 
you've an admirable opportunity; and that it's more­
over one for which, after aH, damn you, you've really 
to thank nze.' 

'I confess I don't see,' Kate observed, 'what my 
"conscience" has to do with it.' 

39 'Then, my dear girl, you ought simply to be 
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ashamed of yourself. Do you know what you 're a 
proof of, all you hard, hollow people together?' He 
put the question with a charming air of sudden 
spiritual heat. 'Of the deplorably superficial morality 
of the age. Th<.: family sentiment, in our vulgarised, 
brutalised life, has gone utterly to pot. There was a 
day when a man like me-by which I mean a parent 
like me--would have been for a daughter like you a 
quite distinct value; what's called in the business 
world, I believe, an "asset."' He continued sociably 
to make it out. 'I 'rn not talkiii:.;· m1ly of what you 
might, with the right feeling c!o ;;J.r me, but of wh<lt 
you might-it's what I call your opportunity-do 
wz'tk me. U nlc:ss indeed,' he the next moment im­
perturbably threw off, 'they come a good deal to the 
same thing. Your duty as well as your chance, if 
you 're capable of seeing it, is to use me. Show 
family fee:ing by see in;.; what l 'm g-ood for. If you 
had it as l have it you'd "ee I'm stiil good-well, for 
a lot of things. Thcr•.: 's in fact, my dt'ar,' :\Ir. Cwy 
wound up, 'a coach-and-four to be ~nt out of ml:.' 
His drop, or rather his climax, faikd little of effect,:1 

indeed, throu;_:;-h an undue prccipit;ition (1f memory. 
Something his dau;~htcr h:i.d said c;ime back to him. 
'Yon 've settll:d to gi\·e away half your little in­
heritance?' 

Her hesitation broke into bughter. 'No-I haven't 
"settled" anything.' 

'But you mean, practically, to let Marian collar 
it?' They stood the-re face to face, but she so denied 
herself to his challenge that he could only go on. 
'You've a view of three hundred a year for her in 
addition to what her husb<>nd left her with? Is that,' 
the remote pro'.:;er.itor of o.uch wantonness audibly 
wondered, 'your morality?' 

Kate found her answer without trnuble. 'Is it your 
idea that I should give you everything?' 

The 'everything' clearly struck him-to the point 
even of determining the tone of his reply. 'Far from 
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16 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

it. How can you ask that when I refuse what you 
tell me you came to offer? Make of my idea what 
you can; I think l 've sufficiently expressed it, and 
it's at any rate to take or to kave. It's the only 
one, l may ncvcrthelt"JS add ; it's the b:isket with all 
my eggs. 1t 's my cunception, ill ~.hort, of your duty.' 

The girl's tired smile wat' hed the word as if it had 
taken on a small grotesque visibility. 'You 're wonder­
ful on such subjects! I think I should leave you in no 
doubt,' she piwmed, 'that if I were to sign my aunt's 
agrceme11t I should carry it out, in honour, to the 
letter.' 

'Rather, my own love! H's jm.t your honour that I 
appeal to. Till: only \Hl.Y tl) pLy the G<imc is to fJlay 
it. Ttwre 's nu li1nit to what yc1m ;lm:t can do for you.' 

'Do you Gl<:,tn in th•.: v:ay l•f nurrying me?' 
'What eise sho11ld l mc;1'1? f.farry properly--' 
•And tl:en?' Kate a<;kcJ a~; he bung fire. 
'And then-well, I will t,1lk with you. I'll resume 

relations.' 
She looked :1hout her c>nd piekc d up her parasol. 

'Br-c.osc you 're not .::o afr;i.id uf any one else in the 
world as y011 are of izo·? My hHsband, if l should 
man;1, \vnuld be, at the wor:ot, less nf a tc·rror? If 
that•,., what ;:ou mean, there may he something in it. 
But doe3n't it dq)(·mi a little ;,;b<> on what you mean 
by my f;eitin~; a proper one t However,' Kate a<lcfrrl 
as she picked o:: t the foli of her little umbrella, ' I 
don't suppose your idc;i. of him is quite that he should 
persuade you to live with us.' 

•Dear no--not a bit.' He s1•oke as not resenting 
either the fear or the hop~· :;he imputed; met both 
imp11tatim1:>, io far.t, with a sort of intellectual relief. 
'I pbce the c;,se fr.r ymi wL()Jl;.r in your aunt's hands. 
l t.i.ke her Vlt W, with mr '._>It'<; shut; f accept in all 
confidenc!" any mJ.'i st1<' sck• ts. 1f he's :rood enough 
for htf'--tclc:-i:-;antir.e .:rnc;1,1'i ~.he ;s--hc's rood cnouf.h 
for me; and !1uitc in .'.pite of the fact that she '11 be sure 
to sdect one who can bt: irustc•.l to be nasty to me. 
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My only interest is in your doing what she wants. 
You shan't be so beastly poor, my darling,' Mr. Croy 
declared,' if I can help it.' 

'Well then, good-bye, papa,' the girl said aftc:r a 
reflection on this that lnd perceptibly ended for her 
in a renunciation of further debate. 'Of course you 
understand that it may be for 1011g.' 

Her companion, hereupon, had one of his finest 
inspirations. '\Vhy not, frankly, for ever? You must 
do me the justice to ~ee that I don't do things, that 
I've never done them, by halves--that if I offer you to 
efface myself, it's for the final, fatal sr,onge that I ask, 
well saturated and well applied.' 

She turned her handsome, quif·t face upon him at 
such len:;i;th that it might well h;:i:, e Leen for the last 
time. 'I don't know what you 're lik-:.' 

'No more do I, my dear. I've spent my life in try­
ing, in vain, to discover. Like nothing--more 's the 
pity. If there had been many of us, and we could 
have found each other out, there's no knowi11f.>; what we 
mightn't have done. But it doesn't matter now. Good­
bye, love.' He looked even not <,lll'e oi what she woul<l 
wish him to suppose on lhe subject of a kiss, yet also 
not embarrassed by his uncertainty. 

She forbore in fact for a moment lonL;cr to clear it 
up. 'I wish there were some one here who might serve 
-for any contingency-as a witness that I lia11e put it 
to you that I'm ready to come.' 

'Would you like me,' her father asked,' to call the 
landlady?' 

'You may not believe me,' she pursued,' but I came 
really hoping you might have found some way. I 'm 
very sorry, at all events, to leave you unwell.' He 
turned away from her, on this, and, as he bJ.d done 
before, took rcfoge, by the window, in a sLue at the 
street. 'Let me put it-unfortunately without a 
witness,' she added after a moment, 'that there's only 
one word you realiy need speak.' 

When he took this up it was still with his back to 
B 

8 hereupon, had] had h,~reupon N 
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18 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

her. ' If I don't strike you as having already spoken 
it, our time has been singularly wasted.' 

'I '11 engage with you in respect to my aunt exactly 
to what she wants of me in respect to you. · She wants 

5 me to choose. Very well, I will choose. I'll wash my 
hands of her for you to just that tune.' 

He at last brought himself round. 'Do you know, 
dear, you make me sick? I 've tried to be clear, and it 
isn't fair.' 

10 But she passed this over; she was too visibly sincere. 
'Father!' 

' I don't quite see what 's the matter with you,' he 
said,' and if you can't pull yourself together I'll-upon 
my honour-take you in hand. Put you into a cab 

15 and deliver you again safe at Lancaster Gate.' 
She was really absent, distant 'Father.' 
It was too much, and he met it sharply. 'Well?' 
'Strange as it may be to you to hear me say it, 

there's a good you can do me and a help you can 
20 render.' 

'Isn't it then exactly what I've been trying to make 
you feel?' 

'Yes,' she answered patiently, 'but so in the wrong 
way. I 'm perfectly honest in what I say, and I know 

25 what I'm talking about. It isn't that I '11 pretend I 
could have believed a month ago in anything to call 
aid or support from you. The case is changed-that's 
what has happened ; my difficulty's a new one. But 
even now it's not a question of anything I should ask 

30 	you in a way to" do." It's simply a question of your 
not turning me away-taking yourself out of my life. 
It's simply a question ofyour saying: ''Yes then, since 
you will, we '11 stand together. We won't worry in 
advance about how or where; we '11 have a faith and 

3 5 find a way." That's all-t/zat would be the good you'd 
do me. I should have you, and it would be for my 
benefit. Do you see? ' 

If he didn't it was not for want of looking at her 
39 	 hard. ' The matter with you is that you 're in love, and 
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that your aunt knows and-for reasons, I'm sure, 
perfect-hates and opposes it. Well she may l It's a 
matter in which I trust her with my eyes shut. Go, 
please.' Though he spoke not in anger-rather in 
infinite sadness-he fairly turned her out. Before she 
took it up he had, as the fullest expression of what he 
felt, opened the door of the room. He had fairly, in his 
deep disapproval, a generous compassion to spare. ' I'm 
sorry for her, deluded woman, 1f she builds on you.' 

Kate stood a moment in the draught. 'She's not 
the person I pity most, for, deluded in many ways 
though she may be, she's not the person who's most so. 
I mean,' she explained,' if it's a question of what you 
call building on me.' 

He took it as if what she meant might be other than 
her description of it. 'You 're deceiving tw,1 persons 
then, Mrs. Lowdn and somebody eise?' 

She shook her head with detachment. 'I've no 
intention of that sort with respect to any one now-to 
Mrs. Lowder least of a1l. Ifyou fail mc'-shc seemed t(1 

make it out for herself-' that has the merit at least 
that it simplifies. I shall go my way-as I see my 
way.' 

'Your way, you mean then, will be to marry some 
black::;uard without a penny?' 

'You ask a great deal of satisfaction,' she observed, 
' for the little you give.' 

It brought him up again before her as with a sense 
that she was not to be hustled ; and, though he glared 
at her a little, this had long been the practical limit to 
his general power of objection. ' If you 're base enough 
to incur your aunt's disgust, you 're base enough for my 
argument. \Vhat, if you 're not thinking of an utterly 
improper person, do your speeches to me signify? 
Who is the bcgsariy sneak? ' he demanded as her re­
ponse failed. 

Her response, when it came, was cold but distinct. 
' He has every disposition to make the best of you. 
He only wants in fact to be kind to you.' 

26 ask] demand N 
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' Then he must be an ass ! And how in the world 
can you consider it to improve him for me,' her father 
pursued, 'that he's also destitute and impossible? 

5 
There are asses and asses, even-the right and the 
wrong-and you appear to have carefully picked out 
one of the wrong. Your aunt knows them, by good 
fortune; I perfectly trust, as I tell you, her judgment 
for them ; and you may take it from me once for all 
that I won't hear of any one of whom size won't.' Which 

10 led up to his last word. •If you should really defy us 
both--!' 

'Well, papa?' 
'Well, my sweet child, I think that-reduced to 

insignificance as you may fondly believe me-I should 
15 still not be quite without some way of making you 

regret it.' 
She had a pause, a grave one, but not, as appeared, 

that she might measure this danger. ' If I shouldn't 
do it, you know, it wouldn't be because I'm afraid of 

~O you.' 
'Oh, if you don't do it,' he retorted, 'you may be as 

bold as you like ! ' 
'Then you can do nothing at all for me ? ' 
He showed her, this time unmistakeably-it was 

25 	before her there on the landing, at the top of the 
tortuous stairs and in the midst of the strange smell 
that seemed to cling to them-how vain her appeal 
remained. ' I 've never pretended to do more than my 
duty; I 've given you the best and the clearest advice.' 

.30 	 And then came up the spring that moved him. 'If it 
only displeases you, you can go to Marian to be con­
soled.' What he couldn't forgive was her dividing 
with Marian her scant share of the provision their 
mother had been able to leave them. She should have 

.35 	divided it with him. 

4 asses and asse~] boobies and boobies N 
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SHE had gone to Mrs. Lowder on her mother's death­
gone with an effort the strain and pain of which made 
her at present, as she recalled them, reflect on the 
long way she had travelled since then. There had 
been nothing else to do-not a penny in the other 
house, nothing but unpaid bills that had gathered 
thick while its mistress lay mortally ill, and the 
admonition that there was nothing she must attempt 
to raise money on, since everything belonged to the 
'estate.' How the estate would turn out at best pre­
sented itself as a mystery altogether gruesome; it had 
proved, in fact, since then a residuum a trifle less 
scant than, with Marian, she had for some weeks 
feared ; but the girl had had at the beginning rather 
a wounded sense of its being watched on behalf of 
Marian and her children. What on earth was it 
supposed that she wanted to do to it? She wanted in 
truth only to give up-to abandon her own interest, 
which she, no doubt, would already have done had 
not the point been subject to aunt Maud's sharp 
intervention. Aunt Maud's intervention was all sharp 
now, and the other point, the great one, was that it was 
to be, in this light, either all put up with or all declined. 
Yet at the winter's end, nevertheless, she could scarce 
have said what stand she conceived she had taken. It 
wouldn't be the first time she had seen herself obliged 
to accept with smothered irony other people's inter­
pretation of her conduct. She often ended by giving 
up to them-it seemed really the way to live-the 
version that met their convenience. 

21 
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The tall, rich, heavy house at Lancaster Gate, on 
the other side of the Park and the long South Kensing­
ton stretches, had figured to her, through childhood, 
through girlhood, as the remotest limit of her vague

5 	young world. It was further off and more occasional 
than anything else in the comparatively compact circle 
in which she revolved, and seemed, by a rigour early 
marked, to be reached through long, straight, dis­
couraging vistas, which kept lengthening and straighten­

10 	ing, whereas almost everything else in life was either, 
at the worst, round about Cromwell Road, or, at the 
furthest, in the nearer parts of Kensington Gardens. 
Mrs. Lowder was her only' real' aunt, not the wife of 
an uncle, and had been thereby, both in ancient days

15 	 and when the greater trouble came, the person, of all 
persons, properly to make some sign ; in accord with 
which our young woman's feeling was founded on the 
impression, quite cherished for years, that the signs 
made across the interval just mentioned had never 

20 	 been really in the note of the situation. The main 
office of this relative, for the young Croys-apart from 
giving them their fixed measure of social greatness­
had struck them as being to form them to a conception 
of what they were not to expect. When Kate came 

25 	 to think matters over with the aid of knowledge, she 
failed quite to see how aunt Maud could have been 
different-she had rather perceived by this time how 
many others things might have been; yet she also 
made out that if they had all consciously lived under 

30 	 a liability to the chill breath of ultima Thule they 
couldn't, either, on the facts, very well have done less. 
What in the event appeared established was that if 
Mrs. Lowder had disliked them she had yet not dis­
liked them so much as they supposed. It had at 

3 5 	 any rate been for the purpose of showing how she 
struggled with her aversion that she sometimes came 
to see them, that she at regular periods invited them 
to her house, and in short, as it now looked, kept them 

39 	 along on the terms that would best give her sister the 

9 	 vistas, which] vistas, perfect telescopes of streets, and 
which N 

25 	 the aid of] wider N 
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perennial luxury of a grievance. This sister, poor Mrs. 
Croy, the girl knew, had always judged her rescctfully, 
and had brou~)1t them up, Marian, the boys and her­
self, to the idea of a particular attitude, for si~;11s of the 
practice of which they watched each other with awe. 
The attitude was to make plain to aunt MauJ, with 
the same regularity <>.sher invitations, that they sufficed 
-thanks a\\fully--to themselves. nut the ground of 
it, Kate lived to discern, was that this was only because 
site didn't suffice to them. The iittlc she offered was 
to be accepted llnclcr protest, yet not, really, berausc ii 
was cxce~sivc. It wounded them-there was the rub! 
-becJ.u;,,e it fell short. 

The r:umlier nf new th111~;~; our y0111;g laJy lc'"i;cd 
out on from the !tigh south \l'inc;ow th:it bung ovc1 tlw 
Pcak-thi~ n.1mber w.1s :so Great (though scme of the 
things were only old ones altered and, as the phrase 
was of r,ther matt1·1s, t~OTie up), that life at pcsC'nt 
turned to her view from We'.·\... to week more and rnure 
the face of a striking and distinguished :..tran'.;er. ~;,he 
had re:iched a i:;Teat a;,;e-fur it quit<.: sC'er:wd tc) her 
tlut at twenty·fivf' it was late- tn rccPrhickr, and IH r 
most r;encral ,;c,1C;e was a .shack of re,·rct that :,he had 
not h.~own earlier. The world v:as c.\,;ffncnt-wlwther 
for wnrse or ior better-from her rudirn(;ntary n:adin;:::-s. 
and ii gave her inc frclinZ" of a wasted p;:i.st. l f ;,,he 
had only known sooner she might have a1r&n~ed her­
self more to meet it. She made, at all events, 
discoveries every day, some of which were about her­
self and others about other persons. Two of these-­
one under eac!-1 head-more particularly engac;-ed, in 
altcrn1tion, her anxiety. She s;iw as she had never 
seen be.fore how materi,1! things :;pol... c to her. She 
s:i.w, and she blmhe.J to ·;ee, that if, in contrast with 
som-: of its 01d ; ..sn::cts, life ncHv affected her as a dress 
successfully 'done up,' this was exactly by rcascJn of 
the trimrnin;;~; ::>.nd lace, was a matter of ribb0ns and 
silk and velvet. She had ,i dire accessibility to 
pleasure from such sources. She liked the charming 
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quarters her aunt had assigned her-liked them 
literally more than she had in all her other days liked 
anything; and nothing could have been more uneasy 
than her suspicion of her relative's view of this truth. 

5 Her relative was prodigious-she had never done her 
relative justice. These larger conditions all tasted of 
her, from morning till night ; but she was a person in 
respect to whom the growth of acquaintance could 
only-strange as it might seem-keep your heart in 

10 	 your mouth. 
The girl's second great discovery was that, so far 

from having been for Mrs. Lowder a subject of super­
ficial consideration, the blighted home in Lexham 
Gardens had haunted her nights and her days. Kate 

15 	 had spent, all winter, hours of observation that were 
not less pointed for being spent alone; recent events, 
which her mourning explained, assured her a measure 
of isolation, and it was in the isolation above all that 
her neighbour's influence worked. Sitting far down­

20 	 stairs aunt Maud was yet a presence from which a 
sensitive niece could feel herself extremely under 
pressure. She knew herself now, the sensitive niece, 
as having been marked from far back. She knew more 
than she could have told you, by the upstairs fire, in 

25 	 a whole dark December afternoon. She knew so much 
that her knowledge was what fairly kept her there, 
making her at times move endlessly between the small 
silk-covered sofa that stood for her in the firelight 
and the great grey map of Middlesex spread beneath 

30 	 her lookout. To go down, to forsake her refuge, was 
to meet some of her di~coveries half-way, to have to 
face them or fly before them; whereas they were at 
such a height only like the rumble of a far-off siege 
heard in the provisioned citadel. She had almost 

3.5 	 liked, in these weeks, what had created her suspense 
and her stress: the loss of her mother, the submersion 
of her father, the discomfort of her sister, the confir­
mation of their shrunken prospects, the certainty, in 

39 	 especial, of her having to recognise that, should she 
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behave, as she called it, dect:ntly-that is still do some­
thing for others-she would be herself wholly without 
supplies. She held that she had a right to sadness and 
stillness; she nursed them for their postponing power. 
What they mainly postponed wa,; the question of a 
surrender-though she could not yet have said exactly 
of what: a r,cncral surrender of everything-that was 
at moments the way it pres<:nted itself-to aunt Maud's 
looming 'personality.' It was by her personality that 
aunt l\laud was prodigious, and the great mass of it 
loomed bt·causc, in the thick, the foglike air of her 
arranged cxisknCl:, th~:rc were parts do11btiess magni­
fied and parts certainly va;;uc. They represented at 
all events aiikc, the dim ~.nd the distinct, a strong 
will ;wJ d h1;;li h.rnJ. It was perfectly present tu 
Ka.tL: that "he mir,ht be devoured, and she likened her­
self to a trem hli11,.; !..id, kept :ipart a day or two till 
her turn should comL', but sure sooner or later to be 
introduced into the cay,c nf the lioness. 

The ca,:1· v.-:is aunt !'Jaud':.; own roum, her uffice, her 
counti11,;-hou:.;e, her lnttlcfidd, her c:;pccL-d scene, in 
fine, of acticn1, situated on the ground-fk.or, opening 
from iht: main hall anJ ll;;uring rather to our young 
woman on cxn c.nd cntr;rnce ao a r.uard-house or ;i toll­
gate. The 1:ones3 w,titcd--the i:/iJ had at least that 
con·;ciousnc.,s; w,1:.; :t\\,lft~ of trit: ne1ul1Lourhood of a 
morsc.:l she Jud :e:1~nn to :;unriosc tcn-~ler, .She would 
ha\/L' li.:cn mc:\l\whilc <t wont} .. ·, ful li\rncs:: for a show, 
an extraordinary li,-::un· ill a cage or anywhere; 
m;ijcstic, m<1k:nil1rcnt, hi:~h-coloured, all brilliant gloss, 
perpetual satin, twinlding- Lugles and fl.ishing gems, 
with a l11:;trC' <•f a~..itc t~ye:;, a ;;hecn of raven hair, a 
polish of rnmpkxio11 that \l"<l'> like that of well-kept 
china a!J(I that-as if ~he -skrn were too ti:.:;ht-told 
<·specially at curYes and corners. Her niece had a 
quiet na1r1(~ for her-she kept it quid; thinking- of her, 
with a free fancy, a~; snmehc•w typirally insular, she 
talked tc• h'.·r..;rlf of Britanni<_. of the l\Luket l'lace­
Brit:lnn;a u:1mistah.edblc, but wirn a p.;n in lier car, 39 

16 likened] compared N 

on her N 

http:ground-fk.or


26 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

and felt she should not be happy till she might on 
some occasion add to the rest of the panoply a helmet, 
a shield, a trident and a ledger. It was not in truth, 
however, that the forces with which, as Kate felt, she 

5 would have to deal were those most suggested by an 
image simple and broad; she was learning, after all, 
each day, to know her companion, and what she had 
already most perceived was the mistake of trusting to 
easy analogies. There was a whole side of Britannia, 

10 the side of her florid philistinism, her plumes and her 
train, her fantastic furniture and heaving bosom, the 
false gods of her taste and false notes of her talk, the 
sole contemplation of which would be dangerously 
misleading. She was a complex and subtle Britannia, 

15 as passionate as she was practical, with a reticule for 
her prejudices as deep as that other pocket, the pocket 
full of coins stamped in her image, that the world best 
knew her by. She carried on, in short, behind her 
aggressive and defensive front, operations determined 

20 by her wisdom. It was in fact, we have hinted, as a 
besieger that our young lady, in the provisioned 
citadel, had for the present most to think of her, and 
what made her formidable in this character was that 
she was unscrupulous and immoral. So, at all events, 

25 in silent sessions and a youthful off-hand way, Kate 
conveniently pictured her : what this sufficiently re­
presented being that her weight was in the scale of 
certain dangers-those dangers that, by our showing, 
made the younger woman linger and lurk above, while 

30 the elder, below, both militant and diplomatic, covered 
as much of the ground as possible. Yet what were 
the dangers, after all, but just the dangers of life and 
of London? Mrs. Lowder was London, was life-the 
roar of the siege and the thick of the fray. There 

35 	were some things, after all, of which Britannia was 
afraid ; but aunt Maud was afraid of nothing-not 
even, it would appear, of arduous thought. 

These impressions, none the less, Kate kept so much 
39 to herself that she scarce shared them with poor 

20-21 	 we have hinted, as a besieger] as a besieger, we have 
hinted N 
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and felt she sh1.uld n<•t lie h.1ppy till she might on 
some occasion add 10 the rest of the p.inoplr a helmet, 
a shii:1d, a trident and a lccl::::c'r. It was 1wt in truth, 
however, that the forces \\itb whi<h,asKatc felt, she 

5 would ha\·c to dcdl were those mnst sug-gcstcd by an 
image simple anci. broad; she wa<> learning, after all, 
each day, tn know her companion, and what she had 
already most perceived was the mistake of trusting to 
easy ;:;nalogics. There wa~; a \vhc_ile side of Britannia, 

10 the side of her lloricl phiJi,.tinism, her plumes and her 
train, her fantac;tic furrnturc .md heaving bns•)m, the 
false rroch of her tastt' ,~nd fa\~e n•··tc~ nf her talk, the 
sole ~ontcmphtion uf which \'.•)tdd he dangerously 
mislr:adrn ~. ,Sj,c wa~ ;i 'c·r.1p1"x 1nd Si1btlc Brit;innia,1

15 as p1~,-..ic«1atc ,b •,]w \\;1~ i•rYtical, with a reticule for 
b<.'r prejt.. ]icc,; ;i; ,i1·1 ;-1 ;c. tkil ulll<'r pocket, the pocket 
full nf L'>ins St::\ffi[>·,.:1l i11 b~:r im.t~e, thdt the world best 
knew lier by. St-tr: 1;,rri.:d on, in short, hehin<l her 
ag~;ressivr and tkknsivc front, operations determined 

20 h}' her wisdom. It wa~ in fact, we iuvc hinted, as a 
besie(;:cr that our yr.iff,l'. 1.-tdy, in the- provisioned 
citadel, had f< ·r ti,e rw:Sl'ilt 1110:..t to think of her, and 
'"'hat 1na,J.:: h•.:r l•)nnidabi<: in this character was that 
shr: wa•; uuscnqiulow~ ~.11'1 irnrn 11ral. So, at all events, 

25 in si!.':'nt sessicins ,rnd ~- \.'011thful off-h.rnrl wav, Kate 
convcnicnlly l'ictur,:d h<.;.: what this sufficie1itly re­
presented bein,:;· that her \1·ciGht was in the scale of 
certain dangers-- .Luse d<t11gers that, by our showing-, 
made the younger woman lmgcr and lurk above, while 

JO the elder, bcl\)w, both militant aii.J diplomatic, c0vered 
as much of the ground as possible. Yet what were 
the dangers, after all, hut just the d.mgers of life and 
of I .ondon? l\1r~> Lowder was London, was life--the 
roar of the siq;,; and the thic:k (Jf the fray. There 

35 wen: ~~«l!ie tl.i:1,;';, .;ftcr all, ut wl.idl Britannia was 
afraid; but amit !\Lud w"s ;;f1aid of nothing---not 
even, 1t would a;•;' ;;;r, ui ;1n!..1()t:s thought. 

These: imprc'i'.:!'111~. r;,;ne <he lcso::, l\;ite kept so much 
39 to hc1·self that sh(~ scarce shared them with poor 

20-21 	 we have hinted, a.3 a btJsieger-J as a b8sieger, we have 
hir1ted N 
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Marian, the ostensible purpose of her frequent visits 
to whom yet continued to he to talk over everything. 
One of her reasons for holding off from the last con­
cession to aunt Maud was that she might be the more 
free to commit herself to this so rnuch nearer and so 
much less fortunate relative, with whom aunt Mau<l 
would have, directly, almost nothini~ to do. The 
sharpest pinch of her state, meanwhile, was exactly 
that all intercourse with her sister had the effect of 
casting down her courage and tying her hands, adJing 
d::iily to her sense of the part, not always either up­
liftinr; or S\HTterdng, that the bond of blood might 
play in one's life. She w;is face to face with it now, 
with the Lone! of blood ; the consciousnc&s of it was 
what she seemed most clearly to have 'come into' by 
the <l<'ath of her mother, much of that consciousness 
as her mother had absorbed and carried away. Her 
hauntinr,, haras<;ing father, her menacing, uncom­
promising aunt, her p<Jrtionlcss little nephews and 
niecec;, were fir~urcs that caused the chord of natural 
piety supcrabundantly to vibrate. Iler manner of 
putting it to herself-but mort.: especially in respect to 
Marian---was that she saw what you might be brought 
to by the cul tint ion 0f consan~:uinity. She had taken, 
in tht: o!J days, a~ •;he ~.upposeJ, the measure of this 
liability; thu-;e b,-ir.g the <bys when, as the second­
born, she had th,1ught 11'1 (1ne Ill the world so pretty as 
Marian, no one so charming-, 0.0 clever, so assured, in 
advance, of happiness and success. The view was 
different now, but her attitude had been obliged, for 
many reasons, to ~:how as tl1e same. The subject of 
this estimate wa~ no longer pretty, as the reason for 
thinkin1:i: her clever was no lon1~er plain; yet, bereaved, 
disappoioted, demnrali~cd, querulous, she was all the 
more sharply and in~istently Kate'~ elder and Kate's 
own. Kate's most constant frcli1w :1bout her was that 
she would makt: her, Kate, rlo thf;g~; anrl always, in 
comfortless Chelse,1, at the door of th(' small house the 
small rent of which she couldn't help having on her 39 

7 directly, almost nothing] almost nothing direct N 
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mind, she fatalistically asked herself, before going in, 
which thing it would probably be this time. She 
noticed with profundity that disappointment made 
people selfish ; she marvelled at the serenity...:...it was 

5 the poor woman's only one-of what Marian took for 
granted : her own state of abasement as the second­
born, her life reduced to mere inexhaustible sister­
hood. She existed, in that view, wholly for the small 
house in Chelsea; the moral of which moreover, of 

10 	course, was that the more one gave oneself the less of 
one was left. There were always people to snatch at 
one, and it would never occur to them that they 
were eating one up. They did that without 
tasting.

15 There was no such misfortune, or at any rate no such 
discomfort, she further reasoned, as to be formed at 
once for being and for seeing. You always saw, in 
this case, something else than what you were, and you 
got, in consequence, none of the peace of your condi­

20 	 tion. However, as she never really let Marian see 
what she was, Marian might well not have been aware 
that she herself saw. Kate was accordingly, to her 
own vision, not a hypocrite of virtue, for she gave her­
self up; but she was a hypocrite of stupidity, for she 

25 	 kept to herself everything that was not herself. What 
she most kept was the particular sentiment with which 
she watched her sister instinctively neglect nothing 
that would make for her submission to their aunt ; a 
state of the spirit that perhaps marked most sharply 

.30 how poor you might become when you minded so 
much the absence of wealth. It was through Kate 
that aunt Maud should be worked, and nothing 
mattered less than what might become of Kate in the 
process. Kate was to burn her ships, in short, so that 

.35 	Marian should profit; and Marian's desire to profit 
was quite oblivious of a dignity that had, after all, its 
reasons-if it had only cared for them-for keeping 
itself a little stiff. Kate, to be properly stiff for both 

39 	of them, would therefore have had to be selfish, have 

10 one gave oneself] you gave yourself N 

11 one] you N 

12 one] you N 
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haci to prefer ;10 ideal of behaviour-than which no­
thing, ever, was more selfo;h-to the pn:;sibility of stray 
crumbs for the four small creatures. The tale of Mrs. 
Lowdcr's <!ic;g11c;t at her elder niece's marriLlgc to Mr. 
Condrip had lost little of its pl~int; the incredibly 
fatuous behaviour of Mr. Condrip, the parson of a duil 
suburban parish, with a saintly profile which was 
always in evidence, heing so distinctly on record to 
keep criticism consistent. He had presented his pro­
fik on system, having, goodness knew, nothing else to 
prest:nt--notliin~; at ail tn foll-face the world with, no 
imctgination of the prupriety of livinf; and rnindin;; his 
husill(''>S. Criticism had remained c,n :nrnt l\Iaucl's 
part c0nsistent cnm1t;li ; she wa':> not a l •crson to rc;~ard 
•-.uch pi•xcrdin~-; as less of a mi,take r-nr h:iving <-.c­
'}Uircd more of the privilege of pat hos. ::,he had not 
been for;~ivir;.;. and the only appwach die made to 
overLJOking tht'rn was by ovcrlnukin,::---wit:1 the o:ur­
vivin~ delinqucnt---the solid little 11!-\ahnx that now 
rrpn.senteri them. Of the tv:,> sin:stcr cncmon!t·s 
that ~he Jumped t'J-.;cthcr. the m.unat:c· and the intcr­
mt.:nt, ~•he had been pn_sent ,1t the frH 111cr, ju:.t ~s she 
had sent l\l::trian, before it, a liberal cheque; but this 
had not bct~n for her more than the sh·idow of an 
admitkd li:1l~ v. ith :\Ir.» Condri:i's cr;urse. She dis-
appro\'ed of chmorou.; chilrlren for whom there was r,o 
pro<;pect; she di~,1pprovcd of wrc pin,; widr,w:; who 
couldn't make their errors go(1rl; and she haJ thu-; put 
within Marian's reach one of the few luxuries left 
when so much else had gone, an easy pretext for ;i 

constant griev:rnu:. Kate Croy rememhered well 
what their mothn, i11 a different qu1rter, had made of 
it; and it was 1\J:ui,rn's marked failure to pliJ,;k tk: 
fruit of re ;cntinent th;it committed them, as si~,tcrs, to 
an almost e4u>l fclinw:;hip in abJectic•n. If the tLnry 
was that, yes, ala;;, one (Jf the pair had cc~sed to be 
notic·::d, b:it tliat the other was noticed enough to 
make up for it, who would fail to see that Kate 
couldn't stparate herself without a crnel pride r That 
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lesson became sharp for our young lady the day after 
her interview with her father. 

• 1 can't imagine,' Marian on this occasion said to 

5 
her,• how you can think .of anything else In the world 
but the horrid way we 're situated.' 

•And, pray, how do you know,' Kate inquired in 
reply, •anything about my thoughts? It seems to me 
I give you sufficient proof of how much I think of yoz,. 
I don't, really, my dear, know what else you've to do 

10 with!' 
Marian's retort, on this, was a stroke as to which she 

had SUEplied herself with several kinds of prepara­
tion, but there was, none the less, something of an 

15 
unexpected note in its promptitude. She had foreseen 
her sister's general fear ; but here, ominously, was the 
special one. ' Well, your own business is of course 
your own business, and you may say there's no one 
less in a position than I to preach to you. But, all the 
same, if you wash your hands of me for ever for it, I 

20 won't, for this once, keep back that I don't consider 
you 've a right, as we all stand, to throw yourself 
away.' 

It was after the children's dinner, which was also 

25 
their mother's, but which their aunt mostly contrived 
to keep from ever becoming her own luncheon; and 
the two young women were still in the presence of 
the crumpled tablecloth, the dispersed pinafores, the 
scraped dishes, the lingering odour of boiled food. 
Kate had asked, with ceremony, if she might put up a 

30 window a little, and Mrs. Condrip had replied without 
it that she might do as she liked. She often received 
such inquiries as if they reflected in a manner on the 
pure essence of her little ones. The four had retired, 
with much movement and noise, under imperfect con­

35 trol of the small Irish governess whom their aunt had 
hunted out for them and whose brooding resolve not 
to prolong so uncrowned a martyrdom she already 
more than suspected. Their mother had become for 

. 39 Kate-who took it just for the effect of being their 

19 for it] in consequence N 
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mother-quite a different thing from the mild Marian 
of the past: Mr. Condrip's widow expansively obscured 
that image. She was little more than a ragged relic, 
a plain, prosaic result of him, as ii she had somehow 
been pulled through him as through an obstinate 5 
funnel, only to be left crumplcrl and useless and with 
nothing in her but what he accounted for. She had 
grown red and almost fat, which were not happy signs 
of mourning; less and lc:1s like <iny Croy, particularly 
a Croy in trouble, and sensibly like her husband's two 10 
unmarried sisters, wh1) came to sec her, in Kate's view, 
much too often and stayed too long. with tbe con­
sequence of inroads upon the tea and bread-and-butter 
--m;i.t ters a~ to which Kate, not uncor1ccrncd with the 
trade~r.ien's bnoh.s. had frciin~;s. 1\Lc·ut them, more- 15 
over, Marian w,1S iouchy, and her nearer relative, who 
observed anll wcit;hed things, noted ;is an oddity that 
she would h"\'C taken any rcfkctinn on them as a 
reflection on herself. If that was wh;i.t 111arria1:;c ueccs­
sarily rli<l to you, Kate Croy '' <•ulri h;i.vl". f}'Jestioncd 20 
marriage. Jt w<.i.:. a grave example, :it any 1ate:, of 
what a man-and ~uch a man !--might make of a 
woman. She coul1l sec how the Cond1ip p.1ir p:es~nl 
their brother's widnw (•n lhc subj!'ct <'f ~111nt l\laud ­
who wasn't, aftn all, t/l(ir au1,t; made lwr, over thr'ir 25 
interminable cups, ch,1~1 er :-tnJ cvr·11 S\\'a.l~~;c.r al.i\1ut 
Lancaster Gate, made ht'r more vuli:;ar tlnn it had 
seemed written that any Croy could possibly become 
on such a subject They laid it down, they rubbed it 
in, that Lancaster Gate was to be kept in sight, and JO 
that she, Kate, was to keep it; so that, curiou~ly, or at 
all events sadly, our youIJg woman v;ao; :,1irc of being, in 
her own person. more permitted to them as ;{n nbjcct 
of comment tlnn they wo'!ld in turn ever be \''-'rmitkd 
to herself. Tbc Leauty n( which, tno, w1'; that ~.hri,1'.« 35 
didn't love them. But they were Cond:-ips--tlw:,; i1,ld 
grown n..::;ir the ro,;.;:; thc:1 were almost like Hertw a'1<.i 
Maudie, like Kitty and Guy. They talked of the dead 
to her, which Kate never did; it heing a relation in 39 

21 a grave example, at any rate J 
·1 
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which Kate could but mutely listen. She couldn't 
indeed too often say to herself that if that was what 
marriage did to you-- I It may easily be guessed, 
therefore, that the ironic light of such reserves fell 

5 straight across the field of Marian's warning. 'I don't 
quite see,' she answered, 'where, in particular, it strikes 
you that my danger lies. I'm not conscious, I assure 
you, of the least disposition to "throw" myself any­
where. I feel as if, for the present, I have been quite 

10 	sufficiently thrown.' 
•You don't feel '-Marian brought it all out-' as if 

you would like to marry Merton Densher?' 
Kate to)k a moment to meet this inquiry. 'Is it 

your idea that if I should feel so I would be bound to 
15 give you notice, so that you might step in and head 

me off? Is that your idea?' the girl asked. Then, 
as her sister also . had a pause, 'I don't know what 
rnakes you talk of Mr. Densher,' she observed. 

'I talk ot him just because you don't. That you 
20 never do, in spite of what I know-that's what makes 

me think of him. Or rather perhaps it's what makes 
me think ofyou. If you don't know by this time what 
I hope for you, what I dream of-my attachment being 
what it is-it's no use my attempting to tell you.' 

25 But Marian had in fact warmed to her work, and Kate 
was sure she had discussed Mr. Densher with the Miss 
Condrips. 'If I name that person I suppose it's be­
cause I'm so afraid of him. If you want really to 
know, he fills me with terror. If you want really to 

30 	 know, in fact, I dislike him as much as I dread him.' 
•And yet don't think it dangerous to abuse him to 

me?' 
'Yes,' Mrs. Condrip confessed, 'I do think it 

dangerous; but how can I speak of him otherwise? 
35 	 I dare say, I admit, that I shouldn't speak of him 

at all. Only I do want you for once, as I said just 
now, to know.' 

"To know what, my dear?' 
39 •That I should regard it,' Marian promptly returned, 
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'as far and away the worst thing that has happened to 
us yet.' 

' Do you mean because he hasn't money?' 
'Yes, for one thing. And because I don't believe 

in him.' 
Kate was civil, but perfunctory. 'What do you 

mean by not believing in him ? ' 
'Well, being sure he '11 never get it. And you must 

have it. You slzall have it.' 
•To give it to you?' 
Marian met her with a readiness that was practically 

pert. 'To lzave it, first. Not, at any rate, to go on 
not havin{; it. Then we should see.' 

'We should indeed!' said Kate Croy. It was talk 
of a kind she loathed, but if Marian chose to be vulgar 
what was one to do? It made her think of the Miss 
Condrips with renewed aversion. 'I like the way you 
arrange things-I like what you take for granted. If 
it's so easy for us to marry men who want us to scatter 
gold, I wonder we any of us do anything else. I don't 
see so many of them about, nor what interest I might 
ever have for them. You live, my dear,' she presently 
added, ' in a world of vain thoughts.' 

'Not so much as you, Kate; for I see what I see:, 
and you can't turn it off that way.' The elder sister 
paused long enough for the younger's face to show, in 
spite of superiority, an apprehension. 'I'm not talking 
of any man but aunt Maud's man, nor of any money, 
even, if you like, but aunt Maud's money. I'm not 
talking of anything but your doing what size wants. 
You 're wrong if you speak of anything that I want of 
you; I want nothing but what she does. That's good 
enough for me! '-and Marian's tone struck her com­
panion as dreadful. 'If I don't believe in Merton 
Densher, I do at least in Mrs. Lowder.' 

'Your ideas are the more striking,' Kate returned, 
'that they 're the same as papa's. I had them from 
him, you may be interested to know-and with all the 
brilliancy you may imagine-yesterday.' 

c 
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Marian clearly was interested to know. ' He has 
been to see you ? ' 

'No, I went to him.' 
' Really?' Marian wondered. 'For what purpose?'

5 	 'To tell him I'm ready to go to him.' 
Marian stared. 'To leave aunt Maud--?' 
'For my father, yes.' 
She had fairly flushed, poor Mrs. Condrip, with 

horror. 'You 're ready--?' 
10 'So I told him. I couldn't tell him less.' 

'And, pray, could you tell him more?' Marian 
gasped in her distress. ' What in the world is he 
to us? You bring out such a thing as that this 
way?' 

15 They faced each other-the tears were in Marian's 
eyes. Kate watched them there a moment and then 
said: 'I had thought it well over-over and over. 
But you needn't feel injured. I'm not going. He 
won't have me.' 

20 Her companion still panted-it took time to subside. 
'Well, I wouldn't have you-wouldn't receive you at 
all, I can assure you-if he had made you any other 
answer. I do feel injured-at your having been willing. 
If you were to go to papa, my dear, you would have to 

25 	 stop coming to me.' Marian put it thus, indefinably, 
as a picture of privation from which her companion 
might shrink. Such were the threats she could 
complacently make, couid think herself masterful for 
making. 'But if he won't take you,' she continued, 

.30 	 'he shows at least his sharpness.' 
Marian had always her views of sharpness; she was, 

as her sister privately commented, great on it. But 
Kate had her refuge from irritation. 'He won't take 
me/ she simply repeated. 'But he believes, like you, 

.3 5 	in aunt Maud. He threatens me with his curse if I 
leave her.' 

'So you won't?' As the girl at first said nothing 
her companion caught at it. 'You won't, of course? 

39 1 see you won't. But I don't see why, nevertheless. I 
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shouldn't insist to you once for all on the plain truth 
of the whole matter. The truth, my dear, of your 
duty. Do you ever think about tllat? It's the 
greatest duty of all.' 

'There you are again,' Kate laughed. 'Papa's also 5 
immense on my duty.' 

'Oh, I don't pretend to be immense, but I pretend to 
know more than you do of life; more even perhaps 
than papa.' Marian seemed to see that personage at 
this Moment, nevertheless, in the light of a kinder 10 
irony. 'Poor old papa ! ' 

She sighed it with as many condonations as her 
sister's ear had more than once caught in her 'Dear 
old aunt Maud ! ' These were things that made Kate, 
for the time, turn sharply away, and she gathered 15 
herself now to go. They were the note again of the 
abject ; it was hard to say which of the persons in 
question had most shown how little they liked her. 
The younger woman proposed, at any rate, to let 
discQssion rest, and she believed that, for herself, she 20 
had done so during the ten minutes that, thanks to 
her wish not to break off short, elapsed before s.he 
could gracefully withdraw. It then appeared, how­
ever, that Marian had been discussing still, and there 
was something that, at the last, Kate had to take 25 
up. 'Whom do you 
man?' 

mean by aunt Maud's young 

'Whom should I mean but Lord Mark?' 
And where do you pick up such vulgar twaddle?' 

Kate demanded with her clear face. ' How does such 30 
'And A 

stuff, in this hole, get to you ? ' 
She had no sooner spoken than she asked herself 

what had become of the grace to which she had 
sacrificed. Marian certainly did little to save it, and 
nothing indeed was so inconsequent as her ground of 3 5 
complaint. She desired her to' work' Lancaster Gate 
as she believed that scene of abundance could be 
worked ; but she now didn't see why advantage should 
be taken of the bloated connection to put an affront 39 

15 for the time, turn] turn for the time N 
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on her own poor home. She appeared in fact for the 
moment to take the position that Kate kept her in her 
1 hole• and then heartlessly reflected on her being in it. 
Yet she didn't explain how she had picked up the 

5 report on which her sister had challenged her-so that 
it was thus left to her sister to see in it, once more, a 
sign of the creeping curiosity of the Miss Condrips. 
They lived in a deeper hole than Marian, but they 
kept their ear to the ground, they spent their days 

10 in prowling, whereas Marian, in garments and shoes 
that seemed steadily to grow looser and larger, never 
prowled. There were times when Kate wondered if 
the Miss Condrips were offered her by fate as a warn­
ing for her own future-to be taken as showing her 

15 what she herself might become at forty if she let things 
too recklessly go. What was expected of her by others 
-and by so many of them-could, all the same, on 
occasion, present itself as beyond a joke ; and this was 
just now the aspect it particularly wore. She was not 

20 only to quarrel with Merton Densher to oblige her five 
spectators-with the Miss Condrips there were five; 
she was to set forth in pursuit of Lord Mark on some 
preposterous theory of the premium attached to success. 
Mrs. Lowder's hand had attached it, and it figured at 

25 	 the end of the course as a bell that would ring, break 
out into public clamour, as soon as touched. Kate 
reflected sharply enough on the weak points of this 
fond fiction, with the re:mlt at last of a certain chill 
for her sister's confidence; though Mrs. Condrip still 

JO 	 took refuge in the plea-which was after all the great 
point-that their aunt would be munificent when their 
aunt. should be pleased. The exact identity of her 
candidate was a detail ; what was of the essence was 
her conception of the kind of match it was open to her 

35 	 niece to make with her aid. Marian always spoke of 
marriages as 'matches,' but that was again a detail. 
Mrs. Lowder's 'aid' meanwhile awaited them-if not 
to light the way to Lord Mark, then to somebody

39 	 better. Marian would put up, in fine, with somebody 

20 to oblige] for the pleasure of N 
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'as far ;ind away the worst thing that has happened to 
\\S yet.' 

'Do you mea11 because he ha-,n't money?' 
'Yes, for one thing. And hecause I don't believe 

in him.' 5 
Kat::: was civil, hut perfunctory. '\Vhat do you 

mean by not belie•:in~ in him?' 
'Well, being- sure he'll never get it. And you nwst 

have it. You s/Vi!l have it.' 
'To 1.r,ive it to you?' 10 
:Mari<.n mC't her with a rc:adinC': s tfi,,t was pract\c.tlly 

pert 'To /l!rue it, fir<. l\ot, :d :my r.1tl', tu ::,;o un 
not h«vinr: .t. TJ:en W•.' should :.ce.' 

'\Ve shnuld indeed:' ~;,i.1 ;,~;1t1~ Cr,·1y. It was ! 1JL 
of ;i. kind :.he lo;,tlicd. but ii ~VIarian chn:.c tr' be vuL~M 15 
what was one to Jo? 1t 111.!•le h('r think c1f the l\.T iss 
Condrip<; with rcnev:cd av<. r•,ion. 'l Jil,t:: the way you 
arrange thirig-~-I Lkc wk:t ) 011 t;ih· ror p:rantnl If 
it'.; ~;0 r,, y f,,r W' 1_,, !11>t:Tv tncn \'.'11n want us to ~cctltcr 
r~old, l ·,\•\:t•kr ';\ ~ '"'''-' ."j uc ,j.i -iny1h\n;.; cbt'. f dnn't 20 
:·;cc ~,o man} <•f thr1:1 alY•Ut, nnr what i11tcrc"t 1 mi;:ht 
ever lLtv<.' f<,r the rn. \' ou liy::. 111y dear,' sh<: prl'scntly 
added,' rn :i. world of vain 1ho11rJ1ts.' 

'N·.it ~.,., m11c h :i.·; vou, Kate, for I ·cc w!nt I S"C, 
and yrrn t ,tn't rnrn it' (\ff t'nt way.' Th•: cider siskr 25 
paused long cn;-rn;.:h hr the y-,un?;r:r's face t(1 show, in 
spite of sni•erioriry, an ;inprchen'.;ion. 'I'm not talking 
of any man Lllt aunt Maud's man, nor of any money, 
even, if you like, but aunt Maud's money. I'm not 
t.ilking 0f ar.ything but your doing what sit,: want.;. 30 
You 'r~ wron6 if you speak of anything that I w.:i.nt of 
you; I want nothin::;- but what sl11~ <ke;, That's good 
en0ugh for nw ! '-·-a11<i ivraria n's tc,n~~ :·truck h<'r ('<Jm­
pa.nion .i·; dtcdfol. 'If l duri'1. bdin·e iP ;vicrtnn 
Denshcr, 1 J,1 at k;ist ;11 J\'i1'>. Lowek .. ' 35 

'Yc,11r id.~,ts :ltt' thr: l!ll)rC s~nl::nt~,' Kate returned, 
'that tr.cy 're the ~.inll' :1s papa«; I had them !run. 

him, yuu may bt- interr.>kd to know---and wilh all the 
brilliancy you m;i,y imagine-- yesterday.' 39 

c 
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2Vfarian ck;:irly was interested to know. 'He has 
been t v :o·:e you r ' 

'~'k, l went to hiin' 
' K1';,lly? · f/Lr:.111 •n:>nduc,J. 'For what purpose?' 

5 	 •Tt• tc\i him I'm ready tl• g<i tri Lirn.' 
M<1xian starld. 'To Je;,vc aunt Maud- --- ? ' 
'F11r my fatLer, yt:s' 
She h;:id fairly fL15ht:d, poor Mrs. Condrip, with 

horror. ' You 'r<'." re.id y - --- ? ' 
10 'Sn i l<•i·i htm. I 1:,-i1:1dn't td! him less.' 

'And, l'r .y, c• •U Li you t •:ll him more?' J\fa1 ian 
gasped in hc·t dio.(1c:..s. 'v\'hat in rite world is he 
/,• u.s '? Yoll !,, in,'.;· out such a thing as that thi:; 
WCij." ~'l' 

15 'fhey f:1Ct'•l c.:ch nthr:r- tlt:.· tears v:cr<' in l\bri:i.n's 
eyes. Kate watched tLc-m tb<'rc a. rnriment and the11 
~;aid: 'I had thou~;ht it Wt'll over-over and over. 
Hut you necJn't frcl irijtireJ. l 'm not going. He 
won't have rne.' 

2() Lkr rornp;irii.:,11 still panted----it tnnk time to subside. 
'\Vcl1, ! wo.mi.Jn't h,n•e _yrn1-----wonldn't rvcf'ivc you at 
;;.Ii, ! can ;-u.sure you --if ht> had m;u-k yon any other 
an~.wcr. I drJ frcl injured --at y<•nr having Leen willing 
If you were tn ;>.r:• tn 1np:1, In)-' dc.1r, yo'J would have to 
:;top comirq: r.-· 1·1c.' Jfari.1n put iL rl111·;, inddinablv, 
a:, a r,kturc of priva\{1,1[1 fr,-.m which her c11mpa11ion 
mi~~ht :..!.rink. ':.•td> ·were the thtcats 5hc could 
com;L.icently mz1l.c, cuu1d thi1tk her~clf masterful for 
making. 'But if ht won't take you,' she continued, 

30 'he shows at led.st hi:, sharpncs;;..' 
Maria..1 h,,_d always her view:, nf c,harpness; sht: was, 

;:;::. hcc -;ister privately con•nwntcd, ~-:-rcat on it. But 
K:..te ha,1 h ...'r rcf,1g1: from irrit.-,ti.irJ. 'He won't tak.' 
me,' 5he simply r,;pcakrl. 'H.it he believes, like you, 
in aunt ;\bud He tn1l'at::n-.; n.c with Lis cur~e 1f f 
leave hu' 

'Sr;, y0:1 ~i'un't?' i\ 3 lL<: ~,id at fi1 -,t saiJ noihinh' 
he.- comt,a,1ion 1...au~ht at 1t. 'Y uu wor1 't, cf course? 

39 1 se.~ yo\i 'vcn1't l'iut l d0n't s1·e why, nevertht:less. I 

32 	 it] th~L r~sourca N 
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http:Jfari.1n


ROOK Fll<.ST 35 

shouldn't insist to you once for :dl on the p;ain truth 
of the whole matter. Tlit: truth, my dear, uf your 
duty. Do you ever think about tlwt? It's the 
grc=ite:->t du:y of ctll.' 

'There you <1r..: ,t:;,!in,' Kate lau~~hed. 'Papa's also 5 
immense on my duty. 

'Oh, I don't prct!'nci io bt> immr:n:,c, but I pretend !l> 

know more than you do of life; more even perhaps 
than papa.' Marian seemed to :il'.e that pcr~onage at 
this 1•1oment, ncvcrthcks~, iri tht~ li~ht of a kinder 10 
irony. 'I'onr nld 11z1pa ! ' 

She : i;:;hccl it with :i:; many cc•ndonaticn:-; ;,; her 
si•;ter's C'ar bad r!lllfl'. tLan n.<ee cau'.Cht in Lcr 'J),,·.r 
old ~«mt l\Iaud '.' Thcs1.; \1-cr:: thingo.\h:it nnclc 2\:.ak, 
for the ! irnc, tu111 sharply aw:iy, «nd she t;a•.Jwr~'d 15 
her::.elf now tu ~o. They were tl1c no~c again of the 
abject; it was har<l tn •;ay whicl1 of the­ person::- in 
que-,tic·n ha·l most ~huwn how littk they JiJ,.ed her. 
The yrH>n~cr W• -man proposed, at any rate, t<> kc 
rli·,cu:·siori n.'.t. and ~.l;c :,,·lJcvcd that, tnr :1.:r~('Jf. :,h,_· ~O 
had done: .':>O duri11~:· th(' kn rninutc, that, thanks to 
her wish not r:-, bn::;.i k off :,hnrc, elap.,ed hdorc she 
could r:rd.ccfully withciraw. It then apl'car•;(i, how­
ever, that M.trian ktd been disrns~ing still. and thn1: 
was .':>0!11dhing thztt, at the last, 1\.;i.tc !tad lo t.tkc 25 
up. '\Vhom do you mean by aunt Maud's youu~; 
man?' 

'Whom should I mean but LorJ Mark?' 
And where do you pick up such vulgar twaddle?' 'And A 

Kate dem::i.nded with l:ci clear face. 'How does sud1 30 
stuff, in tl1i:; !toL, get to you ? ' 

She harl no sooner spoken tkrn ,_,-f:!C' asked. herself 
what had h::come of the ur<\cc to which ·;he hcid 
saciificed. l\I;;ri.rn c':rt<tinlyc'dd !itti:: tc ;;,1v,' it, a11·.1 

nCJtliing- indt1'J '.1:ic so inu)nse<r:·,:nt a-; her ~rr·u1iJ. of 15 
c0mphin1. Slw dhired her to' hOrk' J .~nca'itt'r Gat..: 
as ~he bclicv<'d tl1at .scrne of a.b·uu•L1nce r'otil'l [.. ~ 
worked; hut she now cJidn't see why ad\·antaRe shuulti 
be takt?n of the­ blo;i.teJ ronnection to put an affront 39 

15 for the time, turn] turn for t,he t'Lme N 

21-22 minutes that ••• elA.pS·Jd before] minutes elapsing ••• 
be.fore N 
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on he,· uwn 1inor h-'llH:. .')Ile ,1!'p<"arcd in fact for the 
moment tn t.ike tLc ;io«iti.m rli:it Kaet.: kept lier in her 
'h()lc' and then hc.~ilkssly rctlc•(1cd on her lJCin~; in it. 
Yd she didn't L'Xplain huvv sLc h:i.d picked up the 

5 re1)(i11: l•n wluch her ',i~tcr had 'h;;Jknr:ed h.::r -·SO that 
it. wa, th1i5 kit to .b.:r si:;t,-.; to ~cc in it, c.nce mc•rc, a 
sl,c;n (,[ the creE'pi.1:; curiosity of tLc 1\11-;s Condri1ls. 
They lived in a deeper hoL~ tl-.,rn Marian, but they 
kept :i.t"ll." car to tLc gr;i1.u11i, tLcy spent their clays 

10 in pr1)wl!1w whereas Mn.rhn, ;n rrarment:, and shoes 
that liC:C!!i~·;{ ~tcadi!y tn ·~,i< ,,., ~oc ~~r and lar~cr, never 
pi·owicrL There w-:-rc: liii1' •; wl-.c-n l(·1tc wondered if 
the Miss Condri os were ofkn;ci her bv fate as a warn­
ini:; for her cm-;; fntmL'--·L• Le L\i,c:1' a<; sl:0wing her 

15 wh,tt she lice~·( ll ruid·t h't:nmc ,<[ fl'n~· if sLr' kt thing-s 
tc.") rLLLk,;o.i;/ :~o. \\Lat V«t:-. c :·:pn.ced of her by others 
--and l,y sn many nl tlwrd --c .. ;uld, all the same, on 
o.::cao.in;;, presf'nt itsdf a<; hey<1ud a joke; and this was 
just now tiH' d.Si•C'<'t it p;uticu\arly wore. She was not 

20 	ndy 'iu •Jl•·trrd wiih :\k«L>n ]J.·n:-;bcr to oblige her five 
~p,;ct.1rors ... ·wiih ~[:,~ l>li~s C.-.1n~1ip!> thne were five; 
:,he W:1S to -,ct forth in ;·u•:.un of I .ord Mark on some 
prepo.,teroq; l!i'cl;r}· ,-1ft:1c l'I• niiurn atLtchcd t,J succes5. 
M.rs. Lc·1·;tkr\ hand hci..J ;,t1;;ch..·rl it, ;incl it fwured at 

25 	 the c:1d of 11;.~ course as a hL·ll that would ri1;g, bre.tk 
out into pul1lk c:J.i:n<,,;1, a, ~mm as touc!.ed. Kate 
reflected sh.upl:.- cnr,ug·h 0,1 the weak points of this 
fond fiction, with the r.::;ult at last of a certain chill 
for lier sister's confidence; though Mrs. Condrip still 

30 	took refuge in the plea-whirh was after all the gredt 
point-· th;_,t ti.cir aunt wonLl be munifire11t when their 
aunt should Le ~Jl•~ascd. The exact identity of her 
canrl1d,1:e w.1:, a <lda1l; wh;,t wa<> of the essence was 
her co.1<.eptir.n Jttw ki<1d ui Jl,;1t:h it w<is open to her 

35 	 niece to ni,.ke with he:- ;iic. :\'l.Hi,m alway;> :spc.ke of 
m<trr·i,,gcs as 'matches,' but tkit was ag-ain a detail. 
Mis. :Lowdcr's 'a:J' rrw·n1whitc ,1wciited th(:rn- -if not 
lo light \he way to Loni .\l;ui', then to somebody

39 	 better. Marian woui11 put llf1, i.1 fine, wirh somebody 

20 to oblige ] for Hie pleasun~ nf Jl" 

24 attached it 1 hung PtlL the premLum N 

32 µ] ea:-:.md j content N 
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better; she only wouldn't put up with somebody so 
much worse. Kate had, once more, to go through all 
this before a graceful issue was reached. It was 
reached by her paying with the sacrifice of Mr. Denshcr 
for her reduction of Lord .Mark to the absurd. So they 5 
separated softly enough. She W.1S to be let off hearing 
about Lord Mark so long as she maclc it good that she 
wasn't underhand about anybody else. She h;id denied 
everything and every one, she reflected as she went 
away-and that was a relief; but it also made rather 10 
a clean sweep of the future. The pro5pect put on a 
bareness that already gave her something in common 
with the }1iss Condrips. 13 

S anybody] any one N 
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III 

MERTON DENSHER, who passed the best hours of 
each night at the office of his newspaper, had at times, 
during the day, to make up for it, a sense, or at least 
an appearance, of leisure, in accordance with which he 
was not infrequently to be met, in different parts of 
the town, at moments when men of business are hidden 
from the public eye. More than once, during the 
present winter's end, he had deviated, toward three 
o'clock, or toward four, into Kensington Gardens, 
where he might for a while, on each occasion, have 
been observed to demean himself as a person with 
nothing to do. He made his way indeed, for the most 
part, with a certain directness, over to the north side ; 
but once that ground was reached his behaviour was 
noticeably wanting in point. He moved seemingly 
at random from alley to alley; he stopped for no 
reason and remained idly agaze ; he sat down in a 
chair and then changed to a bench ; after which he 
walked about again, only again to repeat both the 
vagueness and the vivacity. Distinctly, he was a man 
either with nothing at all to do or with ever so much 
to think about; and it was not to be denied that the 
impression he might often thus easily make had the 
effect of causing the burden of proof, in certain direc­
tions, to rest on him. It was a little the fault of his 
aspect, his personal marks, which made it almost im­
possible to name his profession. 

He was a longish, leanish, fairish young Englishman, 28 
•1 
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not unamenable, on certain sides, to classification-as 
for instance by being a gentleman, by being rather 
specifically one of the educated, one of the generally 
sound and generally pleasant ; yet, though to that 

5 degree neither extraordinary nor abnormal, he would 
have failed to play straight into an observer's hands. 
He was young for the House of Commons, he was 
loose for the army. He was refined, as might have 
been said, for the city, and, quite apart from the cut 

10 of his cloth, he was sceptical, it might have been felt, 
for the church. On the other hand he was credulous 
for diplomacy, or perhaps even for science, while he 
was perhaps at the same time too much in his mere 
senses for poetry, and yet too little in them for art. 

15 You would have got fairly near him by making out in 
his eyes the potential recognition of ideas; but you 
would have quite fallen away again on the question of 
the ideas themselves. The difficulty with Densher 
was that he looked vague without looking weak-idle 

20 without looking empty. It was the accident, possibly, 
of his long legs, which were apt to stretch themselves; 
of his straight hair and his well-shaped head, never, 
the latter, neatly smooth, and apt, into the bargain, at 
the time of quite other calls upon it, to throw itself 

25 suddenly back and, supported behind by his uplifted 
arms and interlocked hands, place him for unconscion­
able periods in communion with the ceiling, the tree­
tops, the sky. He was in short visibly absent-minded, 
irregularly clever, liable to drop what was near and 

JO to take up what was far; he was more a respecter, in 
general, than a follower of custom. He suggested 
above all, however, that wondrous state of youth in 
which the elements, the metals more or less precious, 
are so in fusion and fermentation that the question of 

35 the final stamp, the pressure that fixes the value, must 
wait for comparative coolness. And it was a mark of 
his interesting mixture that if he was irritable it was 
by a law of considerable subtlety-a law that, in 

39 intercourse with him, it might be of profit, though not 

4 pleasant] civil N 

10 he was] om. ~ 

30-31 respecter, in general, .than a follower] prompt critic 
than a prompt follower N 
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easy, to master. One of the effects of it was that he 
had for you surprises of tolerance as well as of 
temper.

He loitered, on the best of the relenting days, the 
several occasions we speak of, along the part of the 5 
Gardens nearest to Lancaster Gate, and when, always, 
in due time, Kate Croy came out of her aunt's house, 
crossed the road and arrived by the nearest entrance, 
there was a general publicity in the proceeding which 
made it slightly anomalous. If their meeting was to 10 
be bold and free it might have taken place within 
doors; if it was to be shy or secret it might have 
taken place almost anywhere better than under Mrs. 
Lowder's windows. They failed indeed to remain 
attached to that spot; they wandered and strolled, 15 
taking in the course of more than one of these inter- · 
views a considerable walk, or else picked out a couple 
of chairs under one of the great trees and sat as much 
apart-apart from every one else-as possible. But 
Kate had, each time, at first, the air of wishing to 20 
expose herself to pursuit and capture if those things 
were in question. She made the point that she was 
not underhand, any more than she was vulgar; that 
the Gardens were charming in themselves and this use 
of them a matter of taste ; and that, if her aunt chose 25 
to glare at her from the drawing-room or to cause her 
to be tracked and overtaken, she could at least make 
it convenient that this should be easily done. The 
fact was that the relation between these young persons 
abounded in such oddities as were not inaptly sym- 30 
bolised by assignations that had a good deal more 
appearance than motive. Of the strength of the tie 
that held them we shall sufficientlv take the measure; 
but it was meanwhile almost obvi~us that if the great 
possibility had come up for them it had clone so, to 35 
an exceptional degree, under the protection of the 
famous law of contraries. Any deep harmony that 
might eventually govern them would not be the 
result of their having much in common-· having any- 39 
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thing, in fact, but their affection ; and would really 
find its explanation in some sense, on the part of each, 
of being poor where the other was rich. It is nothing 
ne'w indeed that generous young persons often admire 

5 	 most what nature hasn't given them-from which it 
would appear, after all, that our friends were both 
generous. 

Merton Densher had repeatedly said to himself­
and from far back-that he should be a fob! not to 

10 marry a woman whose value would be in her differ­
ences; and Kate Croy, though without having quite 
so philosophised, had quickly recognised in the young 
man a precious unlikeness. He represented what her 
life had never given her and certainly, without some 

15 such aid as his, never would give her; all the high, 
dim things she lumped together as of the mind. It 
was on the side of the mind that Densher was rich for 
her, and mysterious and strong ; and he had rendered 
her in especial the sovereign service of making that 

20 element real. She had had, all her days, to take it 
terribly on trust; no creature she had ever encountered 
having been able in any degree to testify for it directly. 
Vague rumours of its existence had made their pre­
carious way to her ; but nothing had, on the whole, 

25 struck her as more likely than that she should live and 
die without the chance to verify them. The chance 
had come-it was an extraordinary one-on the day 
she first met Densher; and it was to the girl's lasting 
honour that she knew on the spot what she was in the 

30 	presence of. That occasion indeed, for everything 
that straightway flowered in it, would be worthy of 
high commemoration ; Densher's perception went out 
to meet the young woman's and quite kept pace with 
her own recognition. Having so often concluded on 

35 	the fact of his weakness, as he called it, for life-his 
strength merely for thought-life, he logically opined, 
was what he must somehow arrange to annex and 
possess. This was so much a necessity that thought 

39 	by itself only went on in the void; it was from the 

22 in any degree] om. N 

29 the] om. N 
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immediate air of life that it must draw its breath. So 

the young man, ingenious but large, critical but ardent 

too, made out both his case and Kate Croy's. They 

had originally met before her mother's death-an 

occasion marked for her as the last pleasure permitted 5 

by the approach of that event; after which the dark 

months had interposed a screen and, for all Kate knew, 

made the end one with the beginning. 


The beginning-to which she often went back-had 

been a scene, for our young woman, of supreme 10 

brilliancy; a party given at a ' gallery' hired by a 

hostess who fished with big nets. A Spanish dancer, 

understood to be at that moment the delight of the 

town, an American reciter, the joy of a kindred 

people, an Hungarian fiddler, the wonder of the world 15 

at large-in the name of these and other attractions 

the company in which, by a rare privilege, Kate found 

herself had been freely convoked. She lived under 

her mother's roof, as she considered, obscurely, and 

was acquainted with few persons who entertained on 20 

that scale ; but she had had dealings with two or three 

connected, as appeared, with such-two or three 

through whom the stream of hospitality, filtered or 

diffused, could thus now and then spread to outlying 

receptacles. A good-natured lady in fine, a friend of 25 

her mother and a relative of the lady of the gallery, 

had offered to take her to the party in question and 

had there fortified her, further, with two or three of 

those introductions that, at large parties, lead to other 

things-that had at any rate, on this occasion, culmin- 30 

ated for her in conversation with a tall, fair, slightly 

unbrushed and rather awkward, but on the whole not 

dreary, young man. The young man had affected her 

as detached, as-it was indeed what he called himself 

-awfully at sea, as much more distinct from what 35 

surrounded them than any one else appeared to be, 

and even as probably quite disposed to be making his 

escape when pulled up to be placed in relation with 

her. He gave her his word for it indeed, that same 39 


17 by a rare privilege, Kate] Kate, by a rare privilege N 

31 fair, slightly] fair, a slightly N 

32 whole not] whole a not N 
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evening, that only their meeting had prevented his 
flight, but that now he saw how sorry he should have 
been to miss it. This point they had reached by mid­
night, and though in respect to such remarks' everything

5 was in the tone, the tone was by midnight there too. 
She had had originally her full apprehension of his 
coerced, certainly of his vague, condition-full appre­
hensions often being with her immediate; then she 
had had her equai consciousness that, within five 

10 	 minutes, something between them had-well, she 
couldn't call it anything but cumc. It was nothing, 
but it was somehow evcrythin~1:--it was that something 
for each of them had happenl'd. 

They had found themselves lookin~~ at each other 
15 straight, and for a longer time on end than was usual 

even at parties in galleries; but that, after all, would 
.have been a small affair if there hadn't been something 
else with it. It wasn't, in a word, simply that their 
eyes had met ; other conscious organs, faculties, 

20 feelers had met as well, and when Kate afterwards· 
imaged to herself the sharp, deep fact she saw it, in 
the oddest way, as a particular performance. She had 
observed a ladder against a garden wall, and had 
trusted herself so to climb it as to be able to see 

25 over into the probable garden on the other side. On 
reaching the top ~he lud found herself face to face 
with a gentleman engaged in a like calculation at the 
same moment, anJ the two inquirers had remained 
confronted on their ladders. The great point was that 

30 for the rest of that evening they had been perched­
they had not climbed down ; and indeed, during the 
time that followed, Kate at least had had the perched 
feeling-it was as if she were there aloft without a 
retreat. A simpler expression of all this is doubtless 

3 5 but that they had tahn each other in with interest ; 
and without a happy haz.uJ six months later the 
incident would have closed in that account of it. The 
accident, meanwhile, had been as n;i.tural as anything 

39 in London ever is: Kate had one afternoon found her­

4 	 in respect to] for the value of N 

5 	 the tone was by midnight] by midnight the tone was N 

11-12 nothing, but it was somehow everytt~ng] nothing to 
look at or to handle, but was somehow everything to feel 
and to know N 

14 looking at] regarding N 

l& that, after] that in itself after N 

17-lS if there hadn't been something else with it] for two 
such handsome persons N 
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selfopposite Mr. Densher on the Underground Railway. 
She had entered the train at Sloane Square to go to 
Queen's Road, and the carriage in which she had found 
a place was all but full. Densher was already in it-
on the other bench and at the furthest an~le; she was 
sure of him before they had ag,1in started. The day 
and the hour were darkness, there were six other 
persons, and she had been busy placing herself; but 
her consciousness had gon<: to him as straight as if 
they had come togt.:ther in some bri1;ht level of the 
desert. They had on neither part a second's hesita­
tion ; lhey looked acrn~s the choked com partml'n t 
exactly as if ,.,he had known he would bL· therL· ~rncl he 
had expected her to come in; so th.it. thuugh in the 
conditions they could only exchange the gru:ting of 
movements, smiles, silence, it would have been quite 
in the key of thc.:sc passages that they should have: 
alighted for case at the very next station. Kate was 
in fact sure that the very next station was the young 
man's true goal-which made it clear that he was 
going on only from the wish to speak to her. I Tc had 
to go on, for this purpose, to High Street, Kensington, 
as it was not till then that the exit of a passenger gave 
him his chance. 

His chance put him, however, in quick possessiun of 
the seat facing her, the alertness of his capture of which 
seemed to show her his impatience. It helped them, 
moreover, with strangers on either side, little to talk ; 
though this very restriction perhaps made such a 
mark for them as nothing else could have done. If 
the fact that their opportunity had again come round 
for them could be so intensely expressed between 
them without a word. they might Yery well feel on the 
spot that it had not come round for nothing. The 
extraordinary part of the matter was that they were 
not in the least meeting where they had left off, but 
ever so much further on, and that thest: added links 
added still another between High Street and Notting 
Hill Gate, and then between the latter station and 

3 had found a] took her N 
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Queen's Road an extension really inordinate. At 
Notting Hill Gate, Kate's right-hand neighbour 
descended, whereupon Denshcr popped straight into 
that scat; only there was not much gained when a 
lady, the next instant, popped into Densher's. He 
could say almost nothing to hcr--she scarce knew, at 
least, what he said ; she was s0 occupied with a 
certainty that one of the persons opposite, a youngish 
man with a single eyeglass, which he kept constantly 
in position, had made her out from the first as visibly, 
as strangely affected. lf such a person made her out, 
what then did Dc11Shcr do?-- a quc~tion in truth suffi­
ciently answered when, on their reaching her station, 
he in-;tantly fnllowf'd hn ont of tlw train. That had 
been the recd bq.;innin~'. ---tlw bc'.:inning of everything 
else; the other time, tbt.: time at the party, had been 
but the be;:;inning of tk;t. NC'Vcr in life before had 
she so let herself g·o; for always before-so far as 
small adventures could have been in question for her­
therc had been, by the vulgar measure, more to go 
upon. He had walkeJ with her to Lancaster Gate, 
and then she had walked with him away from it-for 
all the world, she said to hcrseJ1: like the housemaid 
gigr~ling to the baker. 

This appearance', she w;ts afterwards to feel, had 
been all in order for a relation tbat mir;;ht precisely 
best be descril,,·d in the terms of the baker and the 
housemaid. She could say to herself that from that 
hour they had kept company; that had come to re­
present, technically speaking, alike the range and the 
limit of their tic. He had on the spot, naturally, asked 
leave to call upon ber---which, as a young person who 
wasn't really young, who didn't pretend to be a shel­
tered flower, ~,he as rationally gave. That--she was 
promptly clear about it---was now her only possible 
basis; she was just the contemporary London female, 
highly modern, inevitably battered, honourably free. 
She had of coursr. taken her aunt strai(rht into her 
confidence-had gone through the form of asking her 
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leave; and she subsequently remembered that though, 
on this occasion, she had left the history of her new 
alliance as scant as the facts themselves, Mrs. Lowder 
had struck her at the time surprisingly mild. It had 
been in every way, the occasion, full of the reminder 5 
that her hostess was deep: it was definitely then that 
she had begun to ask herself what aunt Maud was, in 
vulgar parlance,' up to.' 'You may receive, my dear, 
whom you like '-that was what aunt Maud, who in 
general objected to people's doing as they liked, had 10 
replied ; and it bore, this unexpectedness, a good deal 
of looking into. There were many explanations and 
they were all amusing-amusing, that is, in the line of 
the almost extravagant penetration cultivated by 
Kate in her actual high retreat. Merton Densher 15 
came the very next Sunday; but Mrs. Lowder was so 
consistently magnanimous as to make it possible to 
her niece to see him alone. She saw him, however, on 
the Sunday following, in order to invite him to dinner; 
and when, after dining, he came again-which he did 20 
three times, she found means to treat his visit as pre­
ponderantly to herself. Kate's conviction that she 
didn't like him made that remarkable ; it added to the 
evidence, by this time voluminous, that she was 
remarkable ail round. If she had been, in the way of 25 
energy, merely usual, she would have kept her dislike 
direct; whereas it was now as if she were seeking to 
know him in order to see best where to 'have' him. 
That was one of the results of our young woman's 
sweep of the horizon ; she smiled from her lookout, in 30 
the silence that was only the fact of hearing irrelevant 
sounds, as she caught the truth that you could easily 
accept people when you wanted them so to be delivered 
to you. When aunt Maud wished them despatched 
it was not to be done by deputy. It was clearly always 35 
a matter reserved for her own hand. 

But what made the girl wonder most was the 
implication of so much diplomacy in respect to her 
own value. What view might she take of her position 39 

D 
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in the light of this appearance that her companion 
feared so, as yet, to upset her? It was as if Densher 
were accepted partly under the dread that if he hadn't 
been she would act in resentment. Hadn't her aunt 
considered the danger that she would in that case have 
broken off, have seceded? The clanger was exaggerated 
-she would have done nothinG so gross; but that, it 
seemed, was the way Mrs. Lowder saw her and believed 
her to be reckoned with. What importance therefore 
did she really attach to her, what strange interest could 
she take on their keepin6 on terms? Her father and 
her sister had their answer to this-even without know­
ing how the question struck her; they saw the lady of 
Lancaster Gate as panting to make her fortune, and 
the explanation of that appetite was that, on the 
accident of a nearer view than she had before enjoyed, 
she had been charmed, been dazzled. They approved, 
they admired in her one of the belated fancies of rich, 
capricious, violent old women-the more marked, 
moreover, because the result of no plot; and they piled 
up the possible results for the person concerned. Kate 
knew what to think of her own power thus to carry by 
storm; she saw herself as handsome, no doubt, but as 
hard, and felt herself as clever but as cold; and as so 
much too imperfectly ambitious besides, that it was a 
pity, for a quiet life, she couldn't settle to be either finely 
or stupidly indifferent. Her intelligence sometimes 
kept her still-too still-but her want of it was restless ; 
so that she got the good, it seemed to her, of neither 
extreme. She saw herself at present, none the less, in 
a situation, and even her sad, disillusioned mother, 
dying, but with aunt Maud interviewing the nurse on 
the stairs, had not failed to remind her that it was of 
the essence of situations to be, under providence, 
worked. The dear woman had died in the belief that 
she was act1Jally working the one then produced. 

Kate took one of her walki with Densher just after 
her visit to Mr. Croy; but most of it went, as usual, to 
their sitting in talk. They had, under the trees, by the 
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lake, the air of old friends-phases of apparent earnest­
ness, in particular, in which they might have been 
settling every question in their vast young world ; and 
periods of silence, side by side, perhaps even more, 
when 'A long engagement!' would have been the final 5 
reading of the signs on the part of a passer struck with 
them as it was so easy to be. They would have pre­
sented themselves thus as very old friends rather than 
as young persons who had met for the first time but a 
year before and had spent most of the interval without 10 
contact. It was indeed for each, already, as if they 
were older friends; and though the :,ucccssion of their 
meetings might, between them, have been straightened 
out, they only had a confused sense of a good many. 
very much alike, and a coniused intention of a good 15 
many more, as little different as possible. The desire 
to keep them just as they were had P'~rhaps to do with 
the fact that in spite of the presumed diagnosis of the 
stranger there had been for them as yet no formal, 
no final und1.:rstanding. Densher had at the very first 20 
pressed the question, but that, it had been easy to reply, 
was too soon ; so that a singular thing had afterwards 
happened. They had accepted their acciuaintance as 
too short for an engagement, but they had treated it as 
Jong enough for almost anythin~ else. and marriage 25 
was somehow before them like a temple without an 
avenue. They belonged to the temple u1d they met 
in the grounds; they were in the stage at which 
grounds in general offered much miscellaneous re­
freshment. But Kate had meanwhile had so few JO 
confidants that she wondered at the source of her 
father's suspicions. The diffusion of rumour was of 
course, in London, remarkable, and for Marian not less 
-as aunt Maud touched neither directly-the mystery 
had worked. No doubt she had been seen. Of course 35 
she had been seen. She had taken no trouble not to 
be seen, and it was a thing, clearly, she was incapable 
of taking. But she had been seen how ?-and what 
was there to see? She was in love-she knew that : 3 9 
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but it was wholly her own business, and she had the 
sense of having conducted herself, of still so doing, with 
almost violent conformity. 

'I've an idea-in fact I feel sure-that ·aunt Maud 
means to write to you ; and I think you had better 
know it.' So much as this she said to him as soon as 
they met, but immediately adding to it: ' So as to 
make up your mind how to take her. I know pretty 
well what she'll say to you.' 

' Then will you kindly tell me ? ' 
She thought a little. 'I can't do that. I should 

spoil it. She '11 do the best for her own idea.' 
'Her idea, you mean, that I 'm a sort of a scoundrel ; 

or, at the best, not good enough for you? ' 
They were side by side again in their penny chairs, 

and Kate had another pause. 'Not good enough for Iler.' 
'Oh, I see. And that's necessary.' 
He put it as a truth rather more than as a question ; 

but there had been plenty of truths between them that 
each had contradicted. Kate, however, let this one 
sufficiently pass, only saying the next moment: ' She 
has behaved extraordinarily.' 

'And so have we,' Densher declared. ' I think, you 
know, we've been awfully decent.' 

' For ourselves, for each other, for people in general, 
yes. But not for her. For her,' said Kate, 'we've been 
monstrous. She has been giving us rope. So if she 
does send for you,' t he girl repeated, 'you must know 
where you are.' 

' That 1 always know. It's where you are that 
concerns me.' 

'Well,' said Kate after an instant, 'her idea of 
that is what you '11 have from her.' He gave her a long 
look, and whatever else people who wouldn't let her 
alone might have wished, for her advancement, his long 
looks were the thing in the world she could never have 

. enough of. What she felt was that, whatever might 
happen, she must keep them, must make them most 

39 completely her possession; and it was already strange 
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enough that she reasoned, or at all events began to act, 
as if she might work them in with other and alien 
things, privately cherish them and yet, as regards the 
rigour of it, pay no price. She measured it 'every which' 
way, took it intensely home, that they were lovers ; 
she rejoiced to herself, and frankly to him, in their 
wearing· of the name; but, distinguished creature that 
she essentially wa'.;, she took a view of this character 
that scarce squared with the conventional. The 
character itself she insisted on as their right, taking 
that so for granted that it didn't seem even bold ; but 
Densher, th0u~;h he agreed with her, found himself 
moved to wonder at hc:r simplifications, her values. 
Life might prove difficult-was evidently going to; 
but meanwhile they had each other, and that was every­
thing. This was her reasoning, but meanwhile, for 
him, each other was what they didn't have, and it was 
just the point. Repeatedly, however, it was a point 
that, in the face of strange and special things, he judged 
it rather awkwardly gross to urge. It was impo~sible 
to keep l\lrs. Lowder out of their scheme. She stood 
there too close to it and too solidly ; it had to 
open a gate, at a given point, do what they would, 
to take her in. And she came in always, while they 
sat together rather helplessly watching her, as in a 
coach-and-four; she drove round their prospect as the 
principal lady at the circus drives round the ring, and she 
stopped the coach in the middle to alight with majesty. 
It was our young man's sense that she was magnifi­
cently vulgar, but yet quite that this wasn't all. 1t 
wasn't with her vulgarity that she felt his want of 
means, though that might have helped her richly to 
embroider it; nor was it with the same infirmity that 
she was strong, original, dangerous. 

His want of me::rns--of means sufficient for any one 
but himself-was really the great uglint'SS, and was 
moreover at no time more ugly for him than when it 
rose there, as it did seem to rise shameless, face to 
face with the elements in Kate's life colloquially and 
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conveniently classed by both of them as funny. He 
sometimes indeed, for that matter, asked himself if 
these elements were as funny as the innermost fact, so 
often vivid to him, of his own consciousness -his 

5 private inability to believe he should ever be rich. 
His conviction on this head was in truth constitutional 
and a thing by itself; he failed, after analysis, to un­
derstand it, though he had naturally more lights on it 
than any one else. He knew how it subsisted in spite

10 of an equal consciousness of his being neither mentally 
nor physically quite helpless, neither a dunce nor a 
cripple ; he knew it to be absolute, though secret, and 
also, strange to say, about common undertakings, not 
discouraging, not prohibitive. Only now was he having 

15 to think if it were prohibitive in respect to marriage ; 
only now, for the first time, had he to weigh his case in 
scales. The scales, as he sat with Kate, often dangled 
in the line of his vision; he saw them, large and black, 
while he talked or listened, take, in the bright air, 

20 singular positions. Sometimes the right was down 
and sometimes the left; never a happy equipoise-one 
or the other always kicking the beam. Thus was kept 
before him the question of whether it were more ignoble 
to ask a woman to take her chance with you, or to 

25 accept it from one's conscience that her chance could 
be at the best but one of the degrees of privation; 
whether too, otherwise, marrying for money mightn't 
after all be a smaller cause of shame than the mere 
dread of marrying without. Through these variations 

JO of mood and view, all the same, the mark on his fore­
head stood clear ; he saw himself remain without 
whether he married or not. It was a line on which 
his fancy could be admirably active ; the innumerable 
ways of making money were beautifully present to 

3 5 him ; he could have handled them for his newspaper 
as easily as he handled everything. He was quite 
aware how he handled everything ; it was another 
mark on his forehead ; the pair of smudges from the 

on the A 39 thumb of fortune, the brand in the passive fleece, 
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dated from the primal hour and kept each othl'r com­
pany. He wrote, as for print, with deplorable C;tse ; 
since there had been nothing to stop him ('Ven at the 
age of ten, so there was as little at twenty ; it was part 
of his fate in the first place and part of the wretched 
public's in the second. The innurncrabie ways of 
making money were, no doubt, at all events, what his 
imagination often was busy with after he had tilted his 
chair and thrown back his head with his hands clasped 
behind it. What would most h,we prolonged that 
attitude moreover was the rclkction that the wavs 
were ways only for others. \Yitliin the minute. nc;w 
-however this might be-he was aware of a nc;ircr 
view than he had yet quite had of thlN' circurnstances 
on his companion's part th~it marlc lea~t for s1mplic1ty 
of relation. He saw above all how she saw them her­
self, for she spoke of them at present with the last 
frankness, telling him of her visit to her father and 
giving him, in an account of her subsequent scene with 
her sister, an instance of how she wao: perpctuaily re­
duced to patching up, in one way or another, that 
unfortun;:i.te woman's hopes. 

'The tune,' she exclaimed,' to which we 're a failure 
as a family ! ' \Vith which he had it a;.;ain all from 
her-and thic; time, as it ~eemcd to him, nwre than 
all: the dishonour her father ha<l bruught them, his 
folly and cruelty and wickedne~'i ; the wo·mdcd state 
of her mother, abandoned, despoiled and helpless, yet, 
for the management of such a home as remained to 
them, dreadfully unreasonable too ; the extinction of 
her two young brothers-one, at nineteen, the eldest 
of the house, by typhoid fever, contracted at a poisun­
ous little place, as they had afterwards found out, that 
they had taken for a summer; the other, the flower of 
the flock, a middy on the llntannia, dreadfully drown eel, 
and not even by an accident at sea, Lut by rramp. ur1­
rcscued, while bathing, too late in the autumn. in a 
wretched little river during a holiday visit to the home 
of a shipmate. Then Marian's unnatural marriage. in 

5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 

J 5 

39 

http:unfortun;:i.te


56 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

itself a kind of spiritless turning of the other cheek to 
fortune : her actual wretchedness and plaintiveness, 
her greasy children, her impossible claims, her odious 
visitors - these things completed the proof of the 

5 heaviness, for them all, of the hand of fate. Kate con­
fessedly described them with an excess of impatience; 
it was much of her charm for Densher that she gave in 
general that turn to her descriptions, partly as if to 
amuse him by free and humorous colour, partly-and 

10 that charm was the greatest-as if to work off, for her 
own relief, her constant perception of the incongruity 
of things. She had seen the general show too early 
and too sharply, and she was so intelligent that she 
knew it and allowed for that misfortune ; therefore 

15 when, in talk with him, she was violent and almost 
unfeminine, it was almost as if they had settled, for 
intercourse, on the short cut of the fantastic and the 
happy language of exaggeration. It had come to be 
definite betweei1 them at a primary stage that if they 

20 cou.ld have no other straight way the realm of thought 
at least was open to them. They could think what­
ever they liked about whatever they would-or in 
other words they could say it. Saying it for each 
other, for each other alon~. only of course added to the 

25 taste. The implication was thereby constant th~t 
what they said when not together had no taste for 
them at all, and nothing could have served more to 
launch them, at special hours, on their small floating 
island than such an assumption that they were only

30 making believe everywhere else. Our young man, it 
must be added, was conscious enough that it was Kate 
who profited most by this particular play of the fact 
of intimacy. It always seemed to him that she had 
more life than he to react from, and when she re­

3 5 	counted the dark disasters of her house and glanced 
at the hard, odd offset of her present exaltation-since 
as exaltation it was apparently to be considered-he 
felt his own grey domestic annals to make little show. 

39 lt was naturally, in all such reference, the question of 
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itself a kiod of sl'iritlcs·; turning of the other check to 
fortun1~: her actu;d wrdchedne'.:>s and plaintiveness, 
h!.!r greasy childrr·n, l11:r impr,ssihlc claims, her o<lious 
visitors ----the·>c thill;;·, coui:-iktcd the proof of the 

5 heaviness, for them ;di, uf tl1<· !und nt fate. Kate con­
fessedly dc..;cribcrl thu11 11 i:11 .tn 1 xcL·.:s of impatience; 
it was much of lier ch:u 1n t"1 ik11~:wr Uut she gave in 
general tl1at turn t•.1 her dcscriptiL w:, partly as if to 
amuse him by free and humorous colour, partly-and 

10 that charm \\,ts tlw !'rt:atcsl .-;is if t'> work oft: for her 
own relief, l11;r cn11st;u1t r1e1 q·pti'Jli. i:.1· the incongruity 
of thin1~s. She h.1d '.'Cui 1 :": ~: i:ner:1 I sh1 JW too early 
and too sh;,iq,ly, ,rnd si1c \\ .t'· ... o intclli1;rnt that she 
knew it and ,dlrnvc,l fnr that 1ni,i"1>rtu11c; therefore 

15 when, in t.1lk with hi1r., ~;h· w;t'> \'ll >lr~nt and ,tlmost 
unfeminine, 1t w,1~ ,dm•_hl <t'· il they had settled, for 
intcrcour'>c, 011 the :,lwrt c11t of the fantastic and the 
happy ian(;u.q~e t>f cxa~'.''.l-r:ition. It had come to be 
definite bctWC\'tl tlic·m at ~·. 11rimary stag·e that if they 

20 	could have m1 uth"r ~;tr:1i::lit way the realm of thought 
at least wa·; o[-·c·u tu them. Tiwv 'nuld think what­
ever they ;i!,,'.ti ~tl,ri11t wLatcn:r. tlKy would--or in 
olhc1 wonls tlJ< y cnuid ·,;i.y it Saying it for each 
other, for e;i.ch (11her ;i'.011'" 1•rilv nf cr111rse added to the 

2) taste. The im1,lic t! ".'n wa·., thereby cunstJ.nt that 
wh;-it they s,1id wlwn TH·t L. ,.;,'tlwr J,;1d nn t;i«t<' for 
them at all, and n"~itiur~ C(•uH kiv•.' .'>cn·ul mute to 
launch them, ;its vcial h<1111c,, •·n U1cir ;,rnall fl<Jalit1l' 
island th;rn such an as:mniption that they were only 

JO making believe ~verywhc:re else. Our young man, it 
must be added, \vas consciou:' e110ugh th<tt it wa~; Kate 
who profited nwst by thi:- JM! tini!.tr piety o( the fact 
of intim;icy. it alway:; !'''c·11wcl b him th.lt -;he hacl 
more ltfe tb.~n he tP n·;~ft f1.,in, and when .~he rc­

3 5 	counted the cfa rk di ·~a« kr:' uf hr·1 hou s...: and glanced 
at the hard, odd off:;d uf lwr present cx,1lt;1ti()n--~ince 
as exalta1 ion it w::_; :tp;>.itt't1t1:1 to be rnn;;idcn:d-- he 
felt his own ~;rey dorn 1::-.tic arrn:1b tu make little show. 

39 It was naturaily, in :111 such reference, the qHcstion oi 
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her father's character that engaged him most, but her 
picture of her adventure in Chirk Street gave him a 
sense of how little as yet that character was clear to 
him. What was it, to speak plainly, that !\Ir. Croy 
had originally done ? 5 

'I don't know-and I don't w.rnt to. I only know 
that years and years aGo--whcn [ was about fifteen­
something or other happened that made him impo~­
sible. r mean irnpo·>sible for the world at lar~e Jlr~t, 
and then, little Ly little, for mc1ther. \Ve of com:oe 10 
didn't know it at the time,' Kate rx1Jlaincd, 'Lut \\'C 

knew it later; and it wa;,, odd!) el!uu;;h, my si·;kr wlw 
first made out that he had done somcthin«. l can 
hear her now-the w.1y. one co],j bl,1ck SunJay nw111­
ing- when, on account of an extra(Jrdinary fog, we had 15 
not gone to church, she broke it to me by the school­
room fire. I was readmg a history-book by the 
lamp-when we didn't go to church we had to read 
history-books-and I suddenly hca1 d her say, out of 
the fog, which was in the room, and il/n'fos nf nothing: 20 apropos A 
"Papa has donc '.-:omcthi11;,; wicked." J\nd the curious 
thing was that I believed it on the spot and have b("­
lieve<l it ever since, though she could lell me nuthing 
more-neither what was the wickedness, nor how she 
knew, nor what would happen tu him, nor anytli[n~~ 25 
else about it. \Ve had our scme always that ali sort:. 
of things had happened, were all the wl11l•· happCllinf; 
to him; so that when l\Ianan only said she wa.'> sure, 
tremendously sure, that she had made it out for her­
self, but that that was enough, I took her word for it- JO 
it seemed somehow so natural. \\' e were not, huw­
ever, to ask nwther-which made it more natural still, 
and I said never a word. But mother, strangely 
enough, spoke of it to me, in time, of her O\\ n accord, 
very much later on. He hadn't been with us fur ever 35 
so lon;;, but we were used to that. She must have 
had some fear, some conviction th:1t I had an idea, 
some idea of her own that it was the Lest thing to 
do. She came out as abruptly as Marian had done. 39 

34-35 accord, very] accor<i-- this was very N 
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herself. c 

" If you hear anything against your father-anything 
I mean, except that he's odious and vile-remember 
it's perfectly false." That was the way I understood 
it was true, though I recall that I said to her then 

5 that I of course knew it wasn't. She might have 
told me it was true and yet have trusted me to 
contradict fiercely enough any accusation of him 
that I should meet- to contradict it much more 
fiercely and effectively, I think, than she would have 

10 done hersel . As it happens, however,' the girl went 
on, ' I 've never had occasion, and I 've been con­
scious of it with a sort of surprise. It has made the 
world at times seem more decent. No one has so 
much as breathed to me. That has been a part of the 

15 silence, the silence that surrounds him, the silence 
that for the world has washed him out. He doesn't 
exist for people. And yet I'm as sure as ever. In 
fact, though I know no more than I did then, I 'm 
more sure. And that,' she wound up, 'is what I sit 

20 here and tell you about my own father. If you don't 
call it a proof of confidence I don't know what will 
satisfy you.' 

'It satisfies me beautifully,' Densher declared,' but 
it doesn't, my dear child, very greatly enlighten me. 

25 You don't, you know, really tell me anything. It's so 
vague that what am I to think but that you may very 
well he mistaken ? What has he done if no one can 
name it?' 

' He has done everything.' 
30 'Oh-everything! Everything 's nothing.' 

'Well then,' said Kate,' he has done some particular 
thing. It's known. Only, thank God, not to us. But 
it has been the end of him. You could doubtless find 
out with a little trouble. You can ask about London.' 

35 Densher for a moment said nothing ; but the next 
moment he made it up. ' I wouldn't find out for the 
world, and I'd rather lose my tongue than put a 
question.'

39 'And yet it's a part of me,' said Kate. 
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' A part of you ? ' 
'My father's dishonour.' Then she sounded for 

him, but more deeply than ever yet, her note of proud, 
still pessimism. 'How can such a thing as that not be 
the great thing in one's life?' 5 

She had to take from him ar-ain, on this, one of his 
long looks, and she took it to i'ts deepest, its headiest 
dregs. 'I shall ask you, for the great thing in your 
life,' he said, 'to depend on me a little more.' After 
which, just hesitating, 'Doesn't he belong to some 10 
club?' he inquired. 

She had a grave headshake. 'He used to-to many.' 
'But he has dropped them?' 
'They've dropped lti111. Of that I'm sure. 1\. cJUght 

to do for you. I offered him,' the girl immediately 1.5 
continued-' and it was for that I went to him-to 
come and be with him, make a home for him so far as 
possible. But he won't hear of it.' 

Densher regarded this with visibk, yet generous, 
wonder. 'You offered him-" impossible" as you 20 
describe him to me-to live with him and share his 
disadvantages?' The youn~~ man "aw for the moment 
but the hif,'.h beauty of it. 'You ,rrc r;a1hnt'' 

'Bccau,,e it strikes you as bcirw LrLive: for him?· She 
wouldn't in the least have th<.J.L" 'It wasn't coura( c-- 25 
it was the oppo~ite. I did it to s.wc myself-to esc,~pe.' 

He had his air, so constant at this stage, as of her 
giving him rarer things than any one to think about. 
' Escape from what?' 

'From everything.' 30 
'Do you by any chance mean from me?' 
'No; I spoke to him of you, told him-or what 

amounted to it--that I would bring you, if he would 
allow it, with me.' 

'But he won't allow it,' said Densher. 35 
'Won't hear of it on any terms. He won't help me, 

won't save me, won't hold out a finger to me,' Kate 
went on. 'He simply wriggles away in his inimitable 
manner and throws me back.' 39 
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'Back then, after all, thank goodness,' Densher con­
curred, 'on me.' 

But she spoke again as with the sole vision of the 
whole scene she had evoked. 'It's a pity, because 

5 	 you'd like him. He's wonderful-he's charming.' 
Her companion gave one of the laughs that marked in 
him again his feeling in her tone, inveterately, some­
thing that banished the talk of other women, so far as 
he knew other women, to the dull desert of the con­

10 	 ventional, and she had already continued. 'He would 
make himself delightful to you.' 

'Even while objecting to me?' 
'Well, he likes to please,' the girl explained­

' personally. He would appreciate you and be clever 
15 with you. It's to me he objects-that is as to my 

liking you.' 
'Heaven be praised then,' Dcnsher exclaimed,' that 

you like me enough for the objection ! ' 
But she met it after an instant with some in­

20 	consequence. 'I don't. I offered to give you up, if 
necessary, to go to him. But it made no difference, 
and that's what I mean,' she pursued, 'by his. declining 
me on any terms. The point is, you see, that I don't 
escape.' 

Densher wondered. 'But if you didn't wish to25 
escape me ? ' 

'I wished to escape aunt Maud. But he insists that 
it's through her and through her only that I may help 
him ; just as Marian insists that it's through her and 

JO 	 through her only that I can help her. That's what I 
mean,' she again explained, 'by their turning me 
back.' 

The young man thought. 'Your sister turns you 
back too?' 

35 	 'Oh, with a push!' 
'But have you offered to live with your sister?' 
'I would in a moment if she'd have me. That's all 

my virtue-a narrow little family feeling. I've a 
39 small stupid piety-I don't know what to call it.' 

6-7 marked in him again his feeling in her tone, inveterately] 
showed again how inveterately he felt in her tone N 

14 	 personally. He] personally. I've seen it make him wonderful. 
He N 

17 	 Densher exclaimed] cried Densher N 
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Kate bravely sustained it; '>he made it out. 'Some· 
times, alone, I've to smother my shrid..s when I think 
of my poor mother. She went through things-they 
pulled her down. I know what they were now-I 
didn't then, for I was a pig; a11d my position corn- 5 
pared with hers is an insolence of ;,ucccss. That's 
what Marian keeps lx:furc me; that's what papa him­
self, as I say, so inimitably due:;. My p0sition 's a value, 
a great value, for them both '-she followed and 
followed. Lucid and ironic, she knew no mcrc-iiul 10 
muddle. 'It's tl:t valuc---thc (Inly one they han·.' 

Everything between our younl; couple muvcd 
to-day, in spite of their pauses, their margin, t() a 
quickvr measure-the quickm·s:-, and anxidy playinr~ 
!it;htnin;;-liLc in tlw :-.ultrincss. Dcnsher watched, 15 
decidedly, as he had never done before. 'And the fact 
you speak of holds you!' 

'Of course it holds me. It's a t'erpetu;i) sc.und in 
my cars. It makes me ask myself if I've any right t1) 

pcr:,onal happiness, any ri:.::;ht to anythi11::; b11t to he as 20 
rich and overflowing, as smart and shining, as I can be 
made.' 

Densher had a pause. 'Oh, you mit:;ht, with t~ood 
luck, have the per~c)n;d h<tppiness too.' 

Her immediate an·;wcr to this \\'J.-., a silence like hi<> 25 
own; after which o.hc ~::ixe him straight in the face, 
but quite simply and quietly: 'lhrlini; \' 

It took him another moment; then he was also 
quiet and simple. '\Vill you settle it by our being 
married to-morrow-as we can, with perfect ease, 30 
civilly?' 

'Let us wait to arrange it,' Kate presently replier!, 
'till after you 've seen her.' 

' Do you call that adi>rim: me?' Dcnslwr dern.rnded. 
They were talkin~~. for the time. With the strangest 35 

mixture of deliberation and directness, and nothiwr 
could have been more in the tone rA it than the: way 
she at last saiJ: 'You 're ;i.fraid of her voursclf.' 

He gave a smile a trifle glassy. 'FL•-r young persons 39 

1 sustained it] stuck to that N 

23 with] by N 

39 a smile a trifle glassyJ rather a glazEi smile N 
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of a great distinction and a very high spirit, we 're a 
caution!' 

'Yes,' she took it straight up; 'we 're hideously, 
intelligent. But there's fun in it too. We must get

5 	 our fun where we can. I think,' she added and, for that 
matter, not without courage, 'our relation's beautiful. 
It's not a bit banal. I cling to some saving romance 
in things.' 

It made him break into a laugh which had more 
10 freedom than his smile. 'How you must be afraid 

you '11 chuck me!' 
'No, no, that would be ballal. But of course I do 

see my danger,' she admitted, 'of doing something 
base.' 

15 	 'Then what can be so base as sacrificing me?' 
'I sltan't sacrifice you; don't cry out till you 're 

hurt. I shall sacrifice nobody and nothing, and that's 
just my situation, that I want and that I shall try for 
everything. That,' she wound up, 'is how I see my­

20 self, and how I see you quite as much, acting for 
them.' 

'For "them"?' The young man strongly, ex­
travagantly marked his coldness. 'Thank you! ' 

'Don't you care for them ? ' 
25 ' Why should I? What are they to me but a serious 

nuisance?' 
As soon as he had permitted himself this qualifi­

cation of the unfortunate persons she so perversely 
·cherished he repented of his roughness-and partly 

30 	 because he expected a flash from her. But it was one 
of her finest sides that she sometimes flashed with a 
mere mild glow. ' I don't see why you don't make out 
a little more that if we avoid stupidity we may do all. 
We may keep her.' 

35 	 'Make her pension us?' 
'Well, wait at least till we have seen.' 
'Seen what can be got out of her?' 
Kate for a moment said nothing. 'After all I never 

39 	 asked her; never, when our troubles were at the 

6 relation's beautiful] relation's quite beautiful N 

7 bana."1] vulgar AN 

9 	 which] that N 

12 banal] vulgar AN 
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worst, appe,ti<'d tu her nor went near her. She fixed 
upon me herself, settled on me with her wonJerful 
gilded cbws.' 

'You speak,' Dcnsher observed, 'as if she wen; a 
vulture.' 

'Call it an caglc---with a 6i1dec1 beak as well, and 
with win(;s for great 11i~;hts. If she's a thing of the 
air, in short-say at once a balloon-I never myself 
got into her car. I was her choice.' 

It had really, her sketch of the affair, a high colour 
and a great style; at all of which he r:azcd a minute 
as at a pidurc by a rnaster. 'What she must t>ee in 
you!' 

'\Vonders ! ' And, speakin::;· it loud, she c;tood 
straight up. 'Everything. There it is.' 

Yes, there it was, and as she remained befo1e him he 
continued to face it. 'So that what you mean is th.;t 
I'm to do my part in somehow squar;ng her?' 

' Sec her, set: her,' Kate said with impatience. 
' And trrovel to her?' 
'Ah, So what you like!' And she walked in her 

impatience away. 

10 

15 

20 

22 

8 a balloon] a great seamed silk balloon N 
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24 	that,; and] 
words), and 

IV 

HIS eyes had followed her at this time quite long 
enough, before he overtook her, to make out more 
than ever in the poise of her head, the pride of her 
step-he didn't know what best to call it-several at 

5 least of Mrs. Lowder's reasons. He consciously 
winced while he figured his presenting himself as a 
reason opposed to these; though at the same moment, 
with the source of aunt Maud's inspiration thus 
before him, he was prepared to co·nform, by almost 

10 any abject attitude or profitable compromise, to his 
companion's easy injunction. He would do as she 
liked-his own liking might come off as it would. He 
would help her to the utmost of his power ; for all 
the rest of his day and the next her easy injunction, 

15 tossed off that way as she turned her beautiful back, 
was like the crack of a great whip in the blue air, the 
high element in which Mrs. Lowder hung. He 
wouldn't grovel perhaps-he wasn't quite ready for 
that; but he would be patient, ridiculous, reasonable, 

20 unreasonable, and above all deeply diplomatic. He 
would be clever with all his cleverness-which he now 
shook hard, as he sometimes shook his poor, dear, 
shabby, old watch, to start it up again. It wasn't, 
thank goodness, as if there weren't plenty of that, and 

25 	with what they could muster between them it would 
be little to the credit of their star, however pale, that 
defeat and surrender-surrender so early, so immediate 
-should have to ensue. It was not indeed that he 
thought of that disaster as, at the worst, a direct 

JO 	sacrifice of their possibilities: he imaged it-which 
M 

part. A N 

that "factor" (to use one of his great newspaper 
N 
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was enough as some proved vanity, some exposed N 
fatuity, in the idea of bringing Mrs. Lowder rvund. 
When, shortly afterwards, in this lady's vast clrawini'.­
room-thc apartments at Lancaster Gate had <;truck 
him from the first a5 of prodigious extcnt--he awaited 5 
her, at her request, conveyed in 3 'reply-paid' tcic­
gram, his theory was that of their still dinging to 
their idea, though with a ~ensc of the difficulty of it 
really enlarged to the scale of the place. 

He h;id the pb.cc for a Jon~; time-it sccrnt:d to him 10 
a quarter of an hour--- to himself; and while .1un1 
Maud kept him and h·pt him, whilr. t)b~ervatiun and 
reflection cniwclcd on him, he asked him•.elf what \\;h 

to be expectt:d of ;1 pc1"<'ll whn cr•uld treat <'!W liLr; 
th;tt. The vi·;it, the~ ho\lr were of her own propo"rn1;. 15 
so that her delay, no doubt, was but part of a general 
plan of putting him to inrnnvenicnce. As he walked 
to and fro, however, taking in the message of her 
massive, florid furniture, the immense expression of 
her si~::-ns il.nd symbol'., he had ;is little donbt of the 20 
inconvenience he was prq)ar~d to ~uffrr. 1 k fou;1._l 
himself even L1ci11:_; the 1lwu:-:-ht that lie h,1d nothi11;~ 
to fall back on, anJ that that was as great an humili.<­
tion in a good cau~;c ac; a proud man could cJ,_,sire. It 
harl not vet been ~o di~tinct to him th;1t be wade 110 25 
show-literally not the smalk~,t; :~o com11letc a ~how 
seemed made then~ all about him ; so almost ab­
normally affirmative, so aggrcssin,ly erect, were the 
awful ornaments that syllabled his hostess's story. 
'When all's said and done, you know, she's colossally 30 
vulgar '--he had once all 1H1t said that of .M re;_ Lowder 
to her niece; only jt1<;t keeping it back at the last, 
keeping it to himself with all its danr,er about it. Jt 
mattered bccau"c it horc sri d1rectlv, and he ;it :tll 
event'.> quite feit it a thing- thar_ K;tc herself would J5 
some day bring out to hun_ It horc c1ircctly at 
present, ar,d really a i1 the morr' that -.omehow, 
strang-f>ly, it didn't in the least imply that aunt l\IauJ 
was dull or stale_ She was vnlgar with freshness, 39 

E 

29 awful ornaments] hugt!r heavy objects A N 

31 sai.. d _:1 noted N 
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almost with beauty, since there was beauty, to a 
degree, in the play of so big and bold a temperament. 
She was in fine quite the largest possible quantity to 
deal with; and he was in the cage of the lioness 

5 without his whip-the whip, in a word, of a supply of 
proper retorts. He had no retort but that he loved 
the girl-which in such a house as that was painfully 
cheap. Kate had mentioned to him more than once 
that her aunt was Passionate, speaking of it as a 

10 kind of offset and uttering it as with a capital P, 
marking it as something that he might, that he in 
fact ought to, turn about in some way to their advan­
tage. He wondered at this hour to what advantage 
he could turn it; but the case grew less simple the 

15 	 longer he waited. Decidedly there was something he 
hadn't enough of. He stood as on one foot. 

His slow march to and fro seemed to give him the 
very measure; as he paced and paced the distance it 
became the desert of his poverty ; at the sight of 

20 	 which expanse moreover he could pretend to himself 
as little as before that the desert looked redeemable. 
Lancaster Gate looked rich-that was all the effect ; 
which it was unthinkable that any state of his own 
should ever remotely resemble. He read more vividly, 

25 	 more critically, as has been hinted, the appearances 
about him ; and they did nothing so much as make 
him wonder at his a::sthetic reaction. He hadn't 
known-and in spite of Kate's repeated reference to 
her own rebellions of taste-that he should ' mind ' so 

JO 	 much how an independent lady might decorate her 
house. It was the language of the house itself that 
spoke to him, writing out for him, with surpassing 
breadth and freedom, the associations and conceptions, 
the ideals and possibilities of the mistress. Never,

35 	 he flattered himself, had he seen anything so gregari­
ously ugly-operatively, ominously so cruel. He was 
glad to have found this last name for the whole 
character ; 'cruel' somehow played into the subject

39 	 for an article-that his impression put straight into 

35 	 flattered himself] felt sure N 

35-36 aeything so gregariously] so many things so unanimously 
N 
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his mind. I le would write about the heavy horrors 
that could still flourish, that lifted their undiminished 
heads, in an age so proud of its short way with false 
gods; and it would be funny if what he should have got 
from l\Irs. Lowder were to prove, after all, but a small 
amount of copy. Yet the great thing, really the dark 
thing-, was that, even while he thought of the quick 
column he might add up, he felt it less easy to laugh 
at the heavy horrors than to quail before them. He 
couldn't describe and dismiss them collectively, call 
them either l\lid-\'ictorian or Early; not being at all 
sure they were Ltllbcablc under one rubric. It Wris 

only manifest they were splendid anrl were further­
more condt;sivcly British. They co1Vitituted an order 
and they abnundccJ in rare material-precious woods, 
metals, stuffs, stones. I Ic had neve1 dreamed of 
anything so fringnl and :-,ca!Jripcd, so huttotwr! 
and co1dccl, drawn e\'crywhere so tight, and curled 
evc1ywherc so thick. He had never dreamed of so 
much gilt and gla!'"• so much satin and plush, so much 
roscwocid and 111a1blc and m.tlachitr But it was, 
above all, the ~,o\id fen ms, th,· \\'.1sted finish, the mis­
guided cost, the general att('<;\ation ol rnor;dity ancl 
money, a ::;ood co:1:-:cit·ncc and ;1 bi[; balance. These 
things iirLdly rep!l''Clltl'd for him a portentous ncga­
tion of his own world of thou::;ht-of which, for that 
matter, in the presence of them, he became as for the 
first time hopdcssly aware. They revealed it to him 
by their merciless difference. 

His interview with aunt l\Iaud, none the less, took 
by no means thf' turn he had expected. Passionate 
though her nature, no doubt Mrs. Lowder, on thi.; 
occasion, neither threatened nnr appealed. l !er arms 
of aggression, her weapons of c!cfencc, were presumably 
close at hand, but she left them untouched and un­
mentioned, and was in fact so bland that he properly 
perceived only afterwards how adroit she had been. 
He properly perceived something· else as well, which 
complicated his case; he shou!Jn't kn·c known \\hat 

11-12 at all sureJ certain N 
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to call it if he hadn't called it her really impudent 
good-nature. Her blandness, in other words, was not 
mere policy-he wasn't dangerous enough for policy; 
it was the result, he could see, of her fairly liking him 
a little. From the moment she did that she herself 
became more interesting ; and who knew what might 
happen should he take to liking her? Well, it was a 
risk he naturally must face. She fought him, at any 
rate, but with one hand, with a few loose grains of 
stray powder. He recognised at the end of ten 
minutes, and even without her explaining it, that if 
she had made him wait it had not been to wound him; 
they had by that time almost directly met on the fact 
of her intention. She had wanted him to think for 
himself of what she proposed to say to him-not 
having otherwise announced it; wanted to let it come 
home to him on the spot, as she had shrewdly believed 
it would. Her first question, on appearing, had 
practically been as to whether he hadn't taken her 
hint, and this inquiry assumed so many things that it 
made discussion, immediately, frank and large. He 
knew, with the question put, that the hint was just 
what he lead taken ; knew that she had made him 
quickly forgive her the display of her power; knew 
that if he didn't take care he should understand her, 
and the strength of her purpose, to say nothing of that 
of her imagination, nothing of the length of her purse, 
only too well. Yet he pulled himself up with the 
thought, too, that he was not going to be afraid of 
understanding her; he was just going to understand 
and understand without detriment to the feeblest, . 
even, of his passions. The play of one's mind let one 
in, at the best, dreadfully, in action, in the need of 
action, where simplicity was all; but when one 
couldn't prevent it the thing was to make it complete. 
There would never be mistakes but for the original 
fun of mistakes. What he must use his fatal in­
telligence for was to resist. Mrs. Lowder, meanwhile, 
might use it for whatever she liked. 

21 made discuasion, immediately] immediately made discussion 
N 

32-33 let one in] gave one away N 
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It was after she had begun her statement of her own 
idea about Kate that he began, on his side, to reflect 
that-with her manner of offering it as fC'ally sufiicicnt 
if he would take the trouble to embrace it-she 
couldn't half hate him. That WdS all, positively, she 
seemed to show herself for the time as attempting; 
clearly, if she did her intention justice, she would havc> 
nothing more disagreeable to do. 'If I hadn't been 
ready to go very much further, you understand, I 
wouldn't have gone so far. I don't care what you 
repeat to her-the more you repeat to her, perhaps 
the better; ancl, at any rate, there's nothing ~be 
doesn't already know. I don't say it for her; I say ii 
for you-when I want to reach my niece I know how 
to do it straight.' So aunt Maud delivcrccl her:;elf­
as with homely benevolence, in the simplest, but the 
clearest terms; virtually conveying that, though a 
word to the wise wa<>, doubtless, in spite of the 
adage, 11(1! infallihly enough, a word to the good 
could never fail to be. The sense our young man 
read into her words was that "he lik('d him because he 
was good-was really, by her measure, good enour;h: 
good enough, that is, to give up her niece for her and 
go his way in peace. But 'li'as he good enough-by 
his own measure? He fairly wondered, while shl~ 
more fully cxprcsscc.1 herself, if it might be his doom 
to prove so. 'She's the finest possible cre:atu1 c-uf 
course you flatter yourself that you know it. Dut I 
know it quite as well as you possibly can-by which 
I mean a good deal better yet; and the tune to which 
I'm ready to prove my faith compares favourably 
enough, I think, with anything )Wt can do. I doll't 
say it because she's my niece-that's nothing to me: 
I might have had fifty nieces, and I wouldn't have 
brought one of them to this place if I hadn't found 
her to my taste. I don't say I wouldn't have done 
something else, but I wouldn't have put up with her 
presence. Kate's presence, by good fortune, I markt'd 
early; Kate's presence-unluckily for you-is every­

19 infallibly] always AN 
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thing I could possibly wish; Kate's presence is, in 
short, as fine as you know, and I 've been keeping it 
for the comfort of my declining years. . I 've watched 
it long; I've been saving it up and letting it, as you 
say of investments, appreciate, and you may judge 
whether, now it has begun to pay so, I'm likely to 
consent to treat for it with any but a high bidder. I 
can do the best with her, and I 've my idea of the 
best.' 

'Oh, I quite conceive,' said Densher, 'that your idea 
of the best isn't me.' 

It was an oddity of Mrs. Lowder's that her face in 
speech was like a lighted window at night, but that 
silence immediately drew the curtain. The occasion 
for reply allowed by her silence was never easy to 
take; yet she was still less easy to interrupt. The 
great glaze of her surface, at all events, gave her visitor 
no present help. 'I didn't ask you to come to hear 
what it isn't-I asked you to come to hear what it i's.' 

'Of course,' Densher laughed, 'it's very great 
indeed.' 

His hostess went on as if his contribution to the 
subject were barely relevant. ' I want to see her high, 
high up-high up and in the light.' 

'Ah, you naturally want to marry her to a duke, and 
are eager to smooth away any hitch.' · 

She gave him so, on this, the mere effect of the 
drawn blind that it quite forced him, at first, into the 
sense, possibly just, of having affected her as flippant, 
perhaps even as low. He had been looked at so, in 
blighted moments of presumptuous youth, by big cold 
public men, but never, so far as he could recall, by any 
private lady. More than anything yet it gave him the 
measure of his companion's subtlety, and thereby of 
Kate's possible career. 'Don't be too impossible!'­
he feared from his friend, for a . moment, some such 
answer as that; and then felt, as she spoke otherwise, 
as if she were letting him off easily. ' I want her to 
marry a great man.' That was all; but, more and 
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more, it was enough; and if it hadn't been her next 
words would have made it so. 'And I think of her 
what I think. There you arc.· 

They sat for a little face to face upon it, and lw wa~ 
conscious of :oomething- deeper still, of somcthint; ~;]1e 
wished him to undcr;,tand if he 011lv \\ ould. To that 
extent she did appeal- appealed to the intclli~;cnce 
she desired to show she bclievted him to pos::.css. J le 
was meanwhile, at all events, not the man wholly to 
fail of comprehension. 'Of course l 'm aware how 
little I can answer tu any fond, proud dream. You '\'C. 

a view-a ma~~nificent one; into which I perfectly 
enter. I thorou;~hly undero.tanJ what I'm not, and 
I'm much oblit•.cci to you for nut rcm111di11~ me c•f it 
in any rougher way.' ~he said nothin~',-,,hc kept that 
up; it might even have been to let him go further, if 
he was capJ.blc uf it, in the way of poornesc, of spirit. 
It was one of those ca~es in which a m.m couldn't 
show, if he showed at all, save for poor; unlc~s indeed 
he preferred to o.h0w for asinine. it was the pJ;iin 
truth: he Zi'1ts-•rn l\Tr!'. Lowder\ lia:.is, the only unc 
in quc~tior1--a very ~mall qu,111tity, and he did k11<,w, 
damnably, what m,tdc quantities large. I le dc~i1 cd 
to be perfectly simple; yr:t in the midst of that effort 
a deeper apprehcuc,i,1n thrnhlwd. f\unt l\laucl clearly 
conveyed it, thuui;h he couldn"t latc1 on ha\T said buw. 
'You don't really matter, I bdicvr. ~o mLch as you 
think, and I'm 11ot foing to make you a martyr by 
banishing you. Your performances with Kate in the 
Park are ridiculous so far a;; they 're meant as con­
sidcration for me; and I had much ratlwr see you 
myself--siuce you 're, in your w;i.y, my dear young 
man, delightful--and arrange with you, count with 
you, as I easily, as I ]'t:rfcclly c,hould. Do y<>u ~llJ'Jl<>Sl' 
me so 5tupid as to qu.trrcl with you if it\ not 1e<1llr 
necessci.ry? It won't-it would Le too ahsurJ !--1\· 
necessary. I can bite your hc,td off any clay, any dar 
I really open my m0uth; an<l I'm clcali11t: with yf•ll 
now, sec--anJ succcs5fully judge-without opening it. 3') 
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I do things handsomely all round-I place you in the 
presence of the plan with which, from the moment it's 
a case of taking you seriously, you 're incompatible. 
Come then as near it as yon like, walk all round it­
don't be afraid you '11 hurt it !-and live on with it 
before you.' 

He afterwards felt that if she hadn't absolutely 
phrased all this it was because she so soon made 
him out as going with her far enough. He was so 
pleasantly affected by her asking no promise of him, 
her not proposing he should pay for her indulgence by 
his word of honour not to interfere, that he gave her 
a kind of general assurance of esteem. Immediately 
afterwards, then, he spoke of these things to Kate, and 
what thus came back to him first of all was the way 
he had said to her-he mentioned it to the girl-very 
much as one of a pair of lovers says in a rupture by 
mutual consent: 'I hope immensely, of course, that 
you '11 always regard me as a friend.' This had perhaps 
been going far-he submitted it all to Kate; but really 
there had been so much in it that it was to be looked 
at, as they might say, wholly in its own light. Other 
things than those we have presented had come up 
before the close of his scene with aunt Maud, but this 
matter of her not treating him as a peril of the first 
order easily predominated. There was moreover plenty 
to talk about on the occasion of his subsequent passage 
with our young woman, it having been put to him 
abruptly, the night before, that he might give himself 
a lift and do his newspaper a service-so flatteringly 
was the case expressed-by going, for fifteen or twenty 
weeks, to America. The idea of a series of letters 
from the United States from the strictly social point 
of view had for some time been nursed in the inner 
sanctuary at whose door he sat, and the moment was 
now deemed happy for letting it loose. The im­
prisoned thought had, in a word, on the opening of 
the door, flown straight out into Densher's face, or 
perched at least on his shoulder, making him look 

14 spoke] was to speak N 
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up in surprise from his mere inky office-table. His 

account of the matter to Kate was that he couldn't 

refuse-not being in a position, .1s yet, to refuse any­

thing; but that his being chosen for ~uch an errand 

confounded his sense of prop01tion. He wa'> definite 

as to his scarce knowinh: how to measure the honour, 

which struck him as equivocal; he had not quite 

supposed himself the man for the cL1~s of job. This 

confused consciousness, he intimated, he had promptly 

enough betrayl:d to his manager; with the effect, how­
ever, of secin!; the question surprisin~;ly clear up. 

\Nhat it came to was that the sort of twaddle that was 

not in his chords wa~. 11ncxpectcdly, just what they 

happened this time not to want. They wanted his 

letters, for queer reasons, about as good as he could 

let tht:m come ; he was to play his own little tune and 

not Le afraid; that was the whole p0int. 


It would have been the whole, that is, had there not 
been a sharper one still in the circumstance that he 
was to start at once. His mi:,sion, ac, they callfJ it 
at the office, would probably Le over by the end of 
June, which was desirable; but to hring that about 
he must now not lose a Wl'.ck; his inquiries, he 
understood, were to cover the whok grnuncl, ;111rl then'. 
were reasons of :SL1te--1casons operating at the seat 
of empire in Fkct Street--why the nail should bl'. 

struck on the head. lknsher made no secret to Kate 
of his having asked for a day to decide; and his 
account of that mattt:r was that he frlt he owed it to 
her to speak to her first. She assurccl him on this 
that nothing so much as that scruple had yet shown 
her how they were liounJ together; !->he was clearly 
proud uf his letting a thing uf "uch importance depend 
on her; but she was clca1cr still a:, to his in"tant duty. 
She rejoiced in l1is prospect and urged him to his 
task; she should miss him intensely-of course she 
should miss him ; but she made so little of it that 
she spoke with jubilation of what he would see and 
would do. She made so much of this last quantity 39 

36 intensely] too dreadfully N 
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that he laughed at her innocence, though also with 
scarce the heart to give her the true size of his drop 
in the daily bucket. He was struck at the same time 
with her happy grasp of what had really occurred in 

5 Fleet Street-all the more that it was his own final 
reading. He was to pull the subject up-that was 
just what they wanted; and it would take more than 
all the United States to~ether, visit them each as he 
might, to let him down. It was just because he didn't 

10 	 nose about and wasn't the usual gossipmonger that 
they had picked him out; it was a branch of their 
correspondence with which they evidently wished a 
new tone associated, such a tone as, from now on, it 
would have always to take from his example. 

15 'How you ought indeed, when you understand so 
well, to be a journalist's wife!' Densher exclaimed in 
admiration, even while she struck him as fairly hurry­
ing him off. 

But she was almost impatient of the praise. 'What 
20 do you expect one not to understand when one cares 

for you?' 
'Ah then, I '11 put it otherwise and say "How tnllCh 

you care for me ! " ' 
'Ycs,' she assented ; 'it fairly redeems my stupidity. 

25 I slzall, with a chance to show it,' she added, 'have 
some imagination for you.' 

She spoke of the future this time as so little con­
tingent that he felt a queerness of conscience in 
making her the report that he presently arrived at on 

30 	 what had passed for him with the real arbiter of their 
destiny. The way for that had been briefly blocked 
by his news from Fleet Street ; but in the crucible of 
their happy discussion this element soon melted into 
the other, and in the mixture that ensued the parts

3 5 	 were not to be distinguished. The young man more­
OYer, before taking his leave, was to see why Kate had 
just spoken of the future as if they now really 
possessed it, and was to come to the vision by a 

39 	 devious way that deepened the final cheer. Their faces 

2 	 true] real A N 

10 	 and wasn't] and babble, because he wasn't N 

31-32 briefly blocked by] blocked a little by AN 

37-38 had just spoken of the future as if they now really pos­
sessed it] had spoken with a wisdom indifferent to that N 
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were turned to the illumined quarter as soon as he 
had answered her question in respect to the appearance 
of their being able to play a waiting game with success. 
It was for the possibility of that appearance that she 
had, a few days before, so earnestly pressed him to see 5 
her aunt; and if after his hour with that lady it had 
not struck Denshet that he had seen her to the 
happiest purpose the poor facts flushed with a better 
meaning as Kate, one by one, took them up. 

' If she consents to your coming, why isn't that 10 
everything ? ' 

'It t's everything; everything size thinks it. It's the 
probability-I mean as Mrs. Lowder measures pro­
bability-that I may be prevented from becoming a 
complication for her by some arrangement, any 15 
arrangement, through which you shall see me often 
and easily. She's sure of my want of money, and that 
gives her time. She believes in my having a certain 
amount of delicacy, in my wishing to better my state 
before I put the pistol to your head in respect to shar- 20 
ing it. The time that will take figures for her as the 
time that will help her if she doesn't spoil her chance 
by treating me badly. She doesn't at all wish more­
over,' Densher went on, 'to treat me badly, for I 
believe, upon my honour, funny as it may sound to you, 25 
that she personally rather likes me, and that if you 
weren't in question I might almost become her pet 
young man. She doesn't disparage intellect and 
culture-quite the contrary ; she wants them to adorn 
her board and be named in her programme; and I'm 30 
sure it has sometimes cost her a real pang that I should 
be so desirable, at once, and so impossible.' He 
paused a moment, and his companion then saw that a 
strange smile was in his face-a smile as strange even 
as the adjunct, in her own, of this informing vision. 'I 3 5 
quite suspect her of believing that, if the truth were 
known, she likes me literally better than-deep down 
-you yourself do: wherefore she does me the honour 
to think that I may be safely left to kill my own cause. 39 

2-3 in respect to the appearance of their being able to play a 
waiting game] on the score of their being to appearance able 
to play patience, a prodigious game of patience N 

4 that appearance] the appearance N 

21 that] this N 

25 funny] odd N 

30 named in her programme] associated with her name N 


33-34 that a strange] how strange a N 
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There, as I say, comes in her margin. I'm not the 
sort of stuff of romance that wears, that washes, that 
survives use, that resists familiarity. Once in any 
degree admit that, and your pride and prejudice will 
take care of the rest : the pride fed full, meanwhile, by 
the system she means to practise with you, and the 
prejudice excited by the comparison she'll enable you 
to make, from which I shall come off badly. She likes 
me, but she 'II never like me so much as when she has 
succeeded a little better in making me look wretched. 
For then you 'll like me less.' 

Kate showed for this evocation a due interest, but 
no alarm; and it was a little as if to pay his tender 
cynicism back in kind that she after an instant replied : 
' I see, I see ; what an immense affair she must think 
me I One was aware, but you deepen the impression.' 

' I think you '11 make no mistake,' said Densher, ' in 
letting it go as deep as it will.' 

He had given her indeed, she made no scruple of 
showing, plenty to consider. ' Her facing the music, 
her making you boldly as welcome as you say-that's 
an awfully big theory, you know, and worthy of all the 
other big things that, in one's acquaintance with 
people, give her a place so apart.' 

'Oh, she's grand,' the young man conceded; 'she's 
on the scale, altogether, of the car of Juggernaut­
which was a kind of image that came to me yesterday 
while I waited for her at Lancaster Gate. The things 
in your drawing-room there were like the forms of the 
strange idols, the mystic excrescences, with which one 
may suppose the front of the car to bristle.' 

'Yes, aren't they?' the girl returned; and they had, 
over all that aspect of their wonderful lady, one of 
those deep and free interchanges that made everything 
but confidence a false note for them. There were 
complications, there were questions; but they were 
so much more together than they were anything else. 
Kate uttered for a while no word of refutation of aunt 
Maud's 'big' diplomacy, and they left it there, as they. 

7 comparison] comparisons N 

20 consider] amuse herself with N 

25 conceded] allowed N 
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would have left any other fine product, for a monument 
to her powers. But, Densher related further, he had 
had in other respects too the car of Juggernaut to 
face; he omitted nothing from his account of his visit, 
least of all the way aunt Maud had frankly at last- 5 
though indeed only under artful pressure-fallen foul 
of his very type, his want of the right marks, his 
foreign accidents, his queer antecedents. She had told 
him he was but half a Briton, which, he granted Kate, 
would have been dreadful if he hadn't so let himself in 10 
for it. 

• I was really curious, you see,' he explained, 'to find 
out from her what sort of queer creature, what sort of 
social anomaly, in the light of such conventions as 
hers, such an education as mine makes one pass for.' 15 

Kate said nothing for a little; but then, 'Why should 

you care?' she asked. 


•Oh,' he laughed, •I like her so much ; and then, for 
a man of my trade, her views, her spirit, are essentially 
a thing to get hold of. They belong to the great public 20 
mind that we meet at every turn and that we must 
keep setting up "codes" with. Besides,' he added, ' I 
want to please her personally.' 

' Ah, yes, we must please her personally ! ' his com­
panion echoed ; and the words may represent all their 25 
definite recognition, at the time, of Densher's politic 
gain. They had in fact between this and his start for 
New York many matters to handle, and the question 
he now touched upon came up for Kate above all. She 
looked at him as if he had really told her aunt more 30 
of his immediate personal story than he had ever told 
herself. That, if it were so, was an accident, and it 
put him, for half an hour, on as much of the picture of 
his early years abroad, his migratory parents, his Swiss 
schools, his German university, as she had easy atten- 35 
tion for. A man, he intimated, a man of their world, 
would have spotted him straight as to many of these 
points; a man of their world, so far as they had a 
world, would have been through the English mill. But 39 

32 	 That, if it were] This, if is had been N 

33 	 put him • • • on much of the picture] perched him there with her 
• • • like a cicerone and his victim on a tower-top, before as much 
of the bird's-eye view N 
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it was none the less charming to make his confession 
to a woman ; women had, in fact, for such differences, 
so much more imagination. Kate showed at present 
all his case could require ; when she had had it from 

5 beginning to end she declared that she now made out 
more than ever yet of what she loved him for. She 
had herself, as a child, lived with some continuity in 
the world across the Channel, coming home again still 
a child ; and had participated after that, in her teens, 

10 in her mother's brief but repeated retreats to Dresden, 
to Florence, to niarritz, weak and expensive attemgts 
at economy from which there stuck to her-though 
in general coldly expressed, through the instinctive 
avoidance of cheap raptures-the religion of foreign 

15 things. When it was revealed to her how many more 
foreign things were in Merton Densher than he had 
hitherto taken the trouble to catalogue, she almost 
faced him as if he were a map of the continent or a 
handsome present of a delightful new 'Murray.' He 

20 hadn't meant to swagger, he had rather meant to 
plead, though with Mrs. Lowder he had meant also a 
little to explain. His father had been, in strange 
countries, in twenty settlements of the English, British 
chaplain, resident or occasional, and had had for years 

25 the unusual luck of never wanting a billet. His career 
abroad had therefore been unbroken, and, as his 
stipend had never been great, he had educated his 
children at the smallest cost, in the schools nearest ; 
which was also a saving of railway fares. Densher's 

30 	mother, it further appeared; had practised on her side 
a distinguished industry, to the success of which-so far 
as success ever crowned it-this period ofexile had much 
contributed : she copied, patient lady, famous pictures 
in great museums, having begun with a happy natural 

3 5 gift and taking in betimes the scale of her opportunity. 
Copyists abroad of course swarmed, but Mrs. Densher 
had had a sense and a hand of her own, had arrived at 
a perfection that persuaded, that even deceived, and 

39 	that made the disposal of her work blissfully usual. 

3 	 so much more imagination.] blessedly more im~gination 
and blessedly more sympathy. N 

4 	 all] as much of both as N 

6 	 of] om. N 

39 	 disposal] "placing" .N 
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Her son, who had lost her, held her image sacred, and 
the effect of his telling Kate all about her, as well as 
about other matters until then mixed and dim, was to 
render his history rich, his sources full, his outline any­
thing but common. He had come round, he had come 5 
back, he insisted abundantly, to being a Briton : his 
Cambridge years, his happy connection, as it had 
proved, with his father's college, amply certified to 
that, to say nothing of his subsequent plunge into 
London, which filled up the measure. But brave 10 
enough though his descent to English earth, he had 
passed, by the way, through zones of air that had left 
their ruffle on his wings, had been exposed to initia­
tions ineffaceable. Something had happened to him 
that could never be undone. 15 

When Kate Croy said to him as much he be­
sought her not to insist, declaring that this indeed was 
what was too much the matter with him, that he had 
been but too probably spoiled for native, for insular 
use. On which, not unnaturally, she insisted the more, 20 
assuring him, without mitigation, that if he was com­
plicated and brilliant she wouldn't for the world have 
had him any thing less; so that he was reduced in the 
end to accusing her of putting the dreadful truth to him 
in the hollow guise of flattery. She was making out 25 
how abnormal he was in order that she might eventu­
ally find him impossible; and, as she could fully make 
it out but with his aid, she had to bribe him by feigned 
delight to help her. If her last word for him, in the 
connection, was that the way he saw himself was just 30 
a precious proof the more of his having tasted of the 
tree and being thereby prepared to assist her to eat, this 
gives the happy tone of their whole talk, the measure 
of the flight of time in the near presence of his settled 
departure. Kate showed, however, that she was to be 35 
more literally taken when she spoke of the relief aunt 
Maud would draw from the prospect of his absence. 

'Yet one can scarcely see why,' he replied,' when 
she fears me so little.' 

39 

13 wings, bad] wings-he had N 

14 ineffaceable] indelible N 

18 too much] gravely N 
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His friend weighed his objection. 'Your idea is 
that she likes you so much that she '11 even go so far 
as to regret losing you?' 

Well, he saw it in their constant comprehensive -\VQf. 
' Since what she builds on is the gradual process of 
your alienation, she may take the view that the process 
constantly requires me. Mustn't I be there to keep it 
going? It's in my exile that it may languish.' 

He went on with that fantasy, but at this point Kate 
. ceased to attend. He saw after a little that she had 

been following some thought of her own, and he had 
been feeling the growth of something determinant 
even through the extravagance of much of the plea­
santry, the warm, transparent irony, into which their 
livelier intimacy kept plunging like a confident swim­
mer. Suddenly she said to him with extraordinary 
beauty: ' I engage myself to you for ever.' 

The beauty was in everything, and he could have 
separated nothing-couldn't have thought of her face 
as distinct from the whole joy. Yet her face had a 
new light. ' And I pledge you-I call God to witness! 
-every spark of my faith ; I give you every drop of 
my life.' That was all, for the moment, but it was 
enough, and it was almost as quiet as if it were nothing. 
They were in the open air, in an alley of the Gardens; 
the great space, which seemed to arch just then higher 
and spread wider for them, threw them back into deep 
concentration. They moved by a common instinct to 
a spot, within sight, that struck them as fairly seques­
tered, and there, before their time together was spent, 
they had extorted from concentration every advance 
it could make them. They had exchanged vows and 
tokens, sealed their rich compact, solemnized, so far as 
breathed words and murmured sounds and lighted 
eyes and clasped hands could do it, their agreement to 
belong only, and to belong tremendously, to each 
other. They were to leave the place accordingly an 
affianced couple; but before they left it other things 

39 still had passed. Densher had declared his horror of 
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bringing to a premature end her happy rl"lation with 
her aunt ; and they had worked round together to a 
high level of wisdom and patience. Kate's free pro­
fession was that she wished not to deprive lzim of I\Irs. 
Lowder's countenance, which, in the long-rnn, she was 5 
convinced he would continue to enjoy; and as, by a 
blessed turn, aunt Maud had demanded of him 110 pro­
mise that would tic his hands, they should be able to 
cultivate their destiny in their own way and yet remain 
loyal. One difficulty alone stood out, which Dcnshcr 10 
named. 

'Of course it will never do--wc musl remember that 
-from the moment you allow her to found hopes cif 
you for any one else in particular. So lon6 as hn 
view is content to remain a:; general as at present 15 
appears, I don't see that we deceive hu. At a given 
moment, you sec, sh..:: must be undeceived: the only 
thing therefore is to be ready for the nwment and to 
face it. Only, after all, in that case,' the young man 
ob.,ervcd, '()nt· doco.n't quite make 011t what we shall 20 
have r;ot from her.' 

''Vhat she 'Jl have got from 11> r' Kate inquired with 
a smile. '\Vhat .,;he 'Jl have g<Jt from us,' the girl 
went on, 'is her own affair---it 's for !lt'Y to measure. 
1 asked her fnr rn,\hing.' :;he added; ·I never put 25 
myself upon hr;r. She must take her risks, and site 
surely under~tands them. What we shall have got 
from her is what we've already spoken of,' Kate 
further explained;' it's that we shall have gained time. 
And so, for that matter, will she.' 30 

Densher gazed a little at all this clearness; his 
gaze was not at the present hour into romantic 
obscurity. 'Yes; 110 doubt, in our particular situa­
tion, time's everything. And then there's the joy 
of it.' '5 5 

She hesitated. 'Oi our :ecret?' 
'Not so much pcrh;tp'> (,f our secret in 1t'.;e]f, but nf 

what's rf'prco-,cnte.! and, as we ml!~~ -;omehow feel, p10­

tected a11J made dcepc1 and closer by it.' And his 39 
f' 
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v 
THE two ladies who, in advance of the Swiss season, 
had been warned that their design was unconsidered, 
that the passes would not be clear, nor the air mild, 
nor the inns open-the two ladies who, character­
istically, had braved a good deal of possibly interested 
remonstrance were finding themselves, as their adven­
ture turned out, wonderfully sustained. It was the judg­
ment of the head-waiters and other functionaries on 
the Italian lakes that approved itself now as interested; 
they themselves had been conscious of impatiences, 
of bolder dreams-at least the younger had; so that 
one of the things they made out together-making 
out as they did an endless variety-was that in those 
operatic palaces of the Villa d'Este, of Cadenabbia, of 
Pallanza and Stresa, lone women, however reinforced 
by a travelling-library of instructive volumes, were apt 
to be beguiled and undone. Their flights of fancy 
moreover had been modest ; they had for instance 
risked nothing vital in hoping to make their way by 
the Briinig. They were making it in fact happily 
enough as we meet them, and were only wishing that, 
for the wondrous beauty of the early high-climbing 
spring, it might have been longer and the places to 
pause and rest more numerous. 

Such at least had been the intimated attitude of 
Mrs. Stringham, the elder of the companions, who had 
her own view of the impatiences of the younger, to 
which, however, she offered an opposition but of the 28 
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most circuitous. She moved, the admirable Mrs. 
Stringham, in a fine cloud of observation and sus­
picion; she was in the position, as she believed, of 
knowing much more about Milly Theale than Milly 
herself knew, and yet of having to darken her know­
ledge as well as make it active. The woman in the 
world least formed by nat11n', a<; she was quite aware, 
for duplicities and labyrinths, she found herself dedi­
cated to personal subtlcty by a new set of circumstances, 
above all by a new personal r<'lation; had now in fact 
to recognise that an education in the occult-she could 
scarce say what to call it-had begun for her the day 
she left New York with Mildred. She had come on 
from Boston for that purpose; had seen little of the 
girl-or rather had seen her l>ut briefly, for Mrs. 
Stringham, when she saw anything at all, saw much, 
saw everything-before accepting her proposal; and 
had accordingly placed herself, by her act, in a boat 
that she more and more estimated as, humanly speak­
ing, of the biggest, though likewise, no doubt, in many 
ways, by reason of its size, of the safest. In Bo~ton, 
the winter before, the young lady in whom we are in­
terested had, on the spot, deeply, yet almost tacitl}', 
appealed to her, dropped into her mind the shy con­
ceit of some assistance, some devotion to render. Mrs. 
Stringham's little life had often been visited by shy 
conceits-secret dreams that had fluttered their hour 
between its narrow walls without, for any great part, so 
much as mustering courage to look out of its rather 
dim windows. But this imagination-the fancy of a 
possible link with the remarkable young thing from 
New York-had mustered courage: had perched, on 
the instant, at the clearest look-out it could find, and 
might be said to have remained there till, only a few 
months later, it had caught, in surprise and joy, the 
unmistakeable flash of a signal. 

Milly Theale had Boston friends, such as they were, 
and of recent making; and it was understood that her 
visit to them-a visit that was not to be meagre-had 
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been undertaken, after a series of bereavements, in the 
interest of the particular peace that New York could 
not give. It was recognised, liberally enough, that there 
were many things-perhaps even too many-New 
York could give; but this was felt to make no differ- 5 
ence in the constant fact that what you had most to 
do, under the discipline of life, or of death, was really 
to feel your situation as grave. Boston could help you 
to that as nothing else could, and it had been extended had ext ended A 
to Milly, by every presumption, some such measure of 10 
assistance. Mrs. Stringham was never to forget-for 
the moment had not faded, nor the infinitely fine vibra­
tion it set up in any degree ceased-her own first 
sight of the striking apparition, then unheralded and 
unexplained: the slim, constantly pale, delicately hag- 15 
gard, anomalously, agreeably angular young person, of 
not more than two-and-twenty in spite of her marks, 
whose hair was somehow exceptionally red even for 
the real thing, which it innocently confessed to being, 
and whose clothes were remarkably black even for 20 
robes of mourning, which was the meaning they cx­
pr("ssed. It was New York mourning, it was New 
York hair, it was a N~w York history, confused as yet, 
but multitudinous, of the loss of parents, brothers, 
sisters, almost every human appendage, all on a scale 25 
and with a sweep that had required the greater stage; 
it was a New York legend of affecting, of romantic 
isolation, and, beyond everything, it was by most 
accounts, in respect to the mass of money so piled on 
the girl's back, a set of New York possibilities. She 30 
was alone, she was stricken, she was rich, and, in par­
ticular, she was strange-a combination in itself of a 
nature to engage Mrs. Stringham's attention. But it 
was the strangeness that most determined our good 
lady's sympathy, convinced as she was that it was 3 5 
much greater than any one else-any one but the sole 
Susan Stringham-supposed. Susan privately settled 
it that Boston was not in the least seeing her, was only 
occupied with her seeing Boston, and that any assumed 39 
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affinity between the two characters was delusive and 
vaiu. Siu~ w;1-; seci11~; her-, and she had quite the 
deepest moment "f her life in now obeying the instinct 
to conceal the vi-;ion. .She couldn't explain it--no one 

5 	 would 11ndcrsta!ld. They wonld say clever Boston 
things-Mrs. Stringham was from Burlington, V cr­
mont, which she boldly upheld as the real heart of 
New England, Boston being 'too far south '-but they 
would only darken coumel. 

10 There could be no better proof. 1han this quick in­
tellectual split, oft l'c i mp1 cssion m:tdc on our friend, who 
shone, hcr'.;elf, ~he was well aware, with but the reflected 
light of the arlmirablc city. She ton li:td had her dis­
cipline, but it h:d nc.t made her striking- ; it bad been 

15 	 prosaically usnaL tltou.'.;h Jnubtkss a decent dose; 
and had only made her usual to match it-usual, that 
is, as Roston went. Shr. had lost first her husband, 
and then her mother, with whom, on her husband's 
death, she had lived again; so that now, childless, 

20 	 she was but more sharply single than before. But she 
sat rather coldly lif;ht, h:tvinr:-, as she called it, enough 
to iivc on-~so far, that is, as <;he lived by bread alone: 
how little indeed she was regularly content with that 
diet appeared from the namr she had made-Susan 

25 	 Shepherd St1 ingham-as a contrihulor to the best 
magazines. She wrc>te short .~torics, and she fondly 
believed she had her 'note.' the art of showing New 
England without showin~~ it whoily in the kitchen. 
She had not hcrseif been brought up in the kitchen; 

JO 	 she knew others who had not ; and to speak for them 
had thus become with her a literary mi~;sion. To be in 
truth literary had ever been her dearest thour;ht, the 
thought that kept her bright little nippers perpetually 
in position. There were masters, models, celebrities, 

35 	 mainly foreign, whom she finely accounted so and in 
whose light she in'.!,eniously laboured; there were 
others whom, howewr chattered .<lJout, she ranked 
with the inane, for she wa<> full of discrimination ; but 

39 	 all categories failed her-they ceased at least to signify 
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-as soon as she found herself in presence of the real 
thing, the romantic life itself. That was what she saw 
in Mildred-what positively made her hand a while 
tremble too much for the pen. She had had, it seemed 
to her, a revelation-such as even New England re­
fined and grammatical couldn't give; and, all made up 
as she was of small neat memories and ingenuities, 
little industries and ambitions, mixed with some­
thing moral, personal, that was still more intensely 
responsive, she felt her new friend would have done 
her an ill turn if their friendship shouldn't develop, and 
yet that nothing would be left of anything else if it 
should. It was for the surrender of everything else 
that she was, however, quite prepared, and while she 
went about her usual Boston business with her usual 
Boston probity she was really all the while holding 
herself. She wore her 'handsome' felt hat, so Tyro­
lese, yet somehow, though feathered from the eagle's 
.ving, so truly domestic, with the same straightness 
and security; she attached her fur boa with the same 
honest precautions ; she preserved her balance on the 
ice-slopes with the same practised skill ; she opened, 
each evening, her 'Transcript' with the same intcr­
fusion of suspense and resignation; she attended her 
almost daily concert with the same expenditure of 
patience and the same economy of passion ; she flitted 
in and out of the Public Library with the air of 
conscientiously returning or bravely carrying off in 
her pocket the key of knowledge itself; and finally 
-it was what she most did-she watched the thin 
trickle of a fictive 'love-interest' through that some­
what serpentine channel, in the magazines, which she 
mainly managed to keep clear for it. But the real 

thing, all the while, was elsewhere; the real thing had 

gone back to New York, leaving behind it the two 

unsolved questions, quite distinct, of why it was real, 

and whether she should ever be so near it again. 


For the figure to which these questions attached 
themselves she had found a convenient description- 39 
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she thought of it for hcr5clf, always, as that of a girl 
with a back[~rrimHl. The great reality was in the fact 
that, very soon, after but two or three meetings, the 
girl with the backgTound, the girl with the crown 
of old gold and the mournillg that was not as the 
mournin~ of Hoston, but at once more rebellious in its 
gloom and more frivolous in its frills, had told her she 
had never seen any one like her. They had met thus 
as opposed curiosities, and that simple remark of 
Milly's-if simple it w2s--bccame the most important 
thing that had ever happened to her; it deprived the 
love-interest, for the timr, C'f a;'luality and even of 
pertinence; it moved her fir.:;t, in .short, in a high 
degree, tn gratitud(', and then to no :;mall compassion. 
Yet in respect to this rehtion at least it was what did 
prove the key of knowledge ; it lighted up as nothing 
else could do the poor young woman's history. That 
the potential heiress of all the ages should never have 
seen any one like a mere typical subscriber, after all, to 
the 'Transcript' was a truth that-in especial as 
announced with modesty, with humility, with regret­
described a situation. It laid upon the elder woman, 
as to the voi<l to be filled, a weight of responsibility; 
but in particular it led her to ask whom poor Mildred 
!tad then seen, and what ran~~c of contacts it had taken 
to produce such queer surprises. That was really the 
inquiry that had ended by clearing the air : the key of 
knowledge was kit to click iu the lock from the 
moment it Hashed upon Mrs. Stringha.m that her friend 
had been starved for culture. Culture was what she 
herself represented for her, and it was living up to that 
principle that would surely prove the great business. 
She knew, the clever lady, what the principle itself 
represented, and the limits of her own store; and a 
certain alarm would rave grown upon her if something 
else hadn't grown faster. This was, fortunately for her 
-and we give it in her own words-the sense of a 
harrowing pathos. That, primarily, was what appealed 
to her, what seemed to open the door of romance for 
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her still wider than any, than a still more reckless, 
connection with the 'picture-papers.' For such was 
essentially the point : it was rich, romantic, abysmal, 
to have, as was evident, thousands and thousands a 
year, to have youth and intelligence and if not beauty, 
at least, in equal measure, a high, dim, charming, 
ambiguous oddity, which was even better, and then on 
top of all to enjoy boundless freedom, the freedom of 
the wind in the desert-it was unsp{'akably touching to 
be so equipped and yet to have been reduced by fortune 
to little humble-minded mistakes. 

It brought our friend's imagination back again to 
New York, where aberrations were so possible in the 
intellectual sphere, and it in fact caused a visit she 
presently paid there to overflow with interest. As 
Milly had beautifully invited her, so she would hold out 
if she could against the strain of so much confidence 
in her mind ; and the remarkable thing was that even 
at the end of three weeks she !tad held out. But by 
this time her mind had grown comparatively bold and 
free; it was dealing with new quantities, a different 
proportion altogether-and that had made for refresh­
ment: she had accordingly gone home in convenient 
possession of her subject. New York was vast, New 
York was startling, with strange histories, with wild 
cosmopolite backward generations that accounted for 
anything; and to have got nearer the luxt:riant tribe 
of which the rare creature was the final flower, the 
immense, extravagant, unregulated cluster, with free­
living ancestors, handsome dead cousins, lurid uncles, 
beautiful vanished aunts, persons all bust and curls, 
preserved, though so exposed, in the marble of famous 
French chisels-all this, to say nothing of the effect of 
closer growths of the stem, was to have had one's small 
world-space both crowded and enlarged. Our couple 
had at all events effected an exchange; the elder 
friend had been as con~ciously intellectual as possible, 
and the younger, abounding in personal revelation, had 
been as unconsciously distinguished. This was poetry 39 
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-it was also history-Mrs. Stringham thought, to a 
finer tune even than Maeterlink and Pater, than 
Marbot and Gregorovius. She appointed occasions 
for the reading of these authors with her hostess, rather 
perhaps than actually achieved great spans; but what 
they managed and what they missed speedily sank for 
her into the dim depths of the merely relative, so 
quickly, so strongly had she clutched her central clue. 
All her scruQles and hesitations, all her anxious 
enthusiasms, had reduced themselves to a single alarm 
-the fear that she really might act on her companion 
clumsily and coarsely. She was positively afraid of 
what she might do to her, and to avoid that, to avoid it 

. with piety and passion, to do, rather, nothing at all, to 
leave her untouched because no touch one could apply, 
however light, however jusL, however earnest and 
anxious, would be half good enough, would be anything 
but an ugly smutch upon perfection-this now imposed 
itself as a consistent, an inspiring thought. 

Less than a month after the event that had so deter­
mined Mrs. Stringham's attitude-close upon the heels, 
that is, of her return from New York-she was reached 
by a proposal that brought up for her the kind of 
question her delicacy might have to contend with. 
Would she start for Europe with her young friend at 
the earliest possible date, and should she be willing to 
do so without making conditions? The inquiry was 
launched by wire ; explanations, in sufficiency, were 
promised ; extreme urgency was suggested, and a 
general surrender invited. It was to the honour of her 
sincerity that she made the surrender on the spot, 
though it was not perhaps altogether to that of her 
logic. She had wanted, very consciously, from the 
first, to give something up for her new acquaintance, 
but she had now no doubt that she was practically 
giving up all. What settled this was the fulness of a 
particular impression, the impression that had through­
out more and more supported her and which she would 
have uttered so far as she might by saying that the 
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charm of the creature was positively in the creature's 
greatness. She would have been content so to leave 
it; unless indeed she had said, more familiarly, that 
Mildred was the biggest impression of her life. That 
was at all events the biggest account of her, and none 5 
but a big, clearly, would do. Her situation, as such 
things were called, was on the grand scale; but it still 
was not that. It was her nature, once for all-a nature 
that reminded Mrs. Stringham of the term always used 
in the newspapers about the great new steamers, the 10 
inordinate number of ' feet of water' they drew : so 
that if, in your little boat, you had chosen to hover and 
approach, you had but yourself to thank, when once 
motion was started, for the way the draught pulled you. 
Milly drew the feet of water, and odd though it might 15 
seem that a lonely girl, who was not robust and who 
hated sound anci show, should stir the stream like a 
leviathan, her companion floated off with the sense of 
rocking violently at her side. l\fore than prepared, 
however, for that excitement, Mrs. Stringham mainly 20 
failed of ease in respect to her own consistency. To 
attach herself for an indefinite time seemed a round­
about way of holding her hands off. If she wished to 
be sure of neither touching nor smutching, the 
straighter plan would doubtless have been not to keep 25 
her friend within reach. This in fact she fully re­
cognised, and with it the degree to which she desired 
that the girl should lead her life, a life certain to be so 
much finer than that of anybody else. The difficulty, 
by the happiest law, came to nothing as soon as she 30 
had further recognised, as she was speedily able to do, 
that she, Susan Shepherd-the name with which Milly 
for the most part amused herself-was not anybody 
else. She had renounced that character; she had now 
no life to lead ; and she honestly believed that she was 3 5 
thus supremely equipped for leading 1\1illy's own. No 
other person whatever, she was sure, had to an equal 
degree this qualification,-really to assert which she 
fondly embarked. 39 

30 	 by the happiest law, came to nothing] however, by good fortune, 
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Many things, though not in many weeks, had come 
and gone since then, and one of the best of them, 
doubtless, had been the voyage itself, by .the happy 
southern course, to the succession of Mediterranean 
ports, with the dazzled wind-up at Naples. Two or 
three others had preceded this; incidents, indeed rather 
lively marks, of their last fortnight at home, and one of 
which had determined on Mrs. Stringham's part a 
rush to New York, forty-eight breathless hours there, 
previous to her final rally. But the great sustained 
sea-light had drunk up the rest of the picture, so that 
for many days other questions and other possibilities 
sounded with as little effect as a trio of penny whistles 
might sound in a Wagner overture. It was the 
Wagner overture that practically prevailed, up through 
Italy, where Milly had already been, still further up 
and across the Alps, which were also partly known to 
Mrs. Stringham ; only perhaps 'taken' to a time not 
wholly congruous, hurried in fact on account of the 
girl's high restlessness. She had been expected, she 
had frankly promised, to be restless-that was partly 
why she was 'great'-or was a consequence, at any 
rate, if not a cause; yet she had not perhaps altogether 
announced herself as straining so hard at the cord. It 
was familiar, it was beautiful to Mrs. Stringham that 
she had arrears to make up, the chances that had lapsed 
for her through the wanton ways of forefathers fond of 
Paris, but not of its higher: sides, and fond almost of 
nothing else ; but the vagueness, the openness, the 
eagerness without point and the interest.without pause 
-all a part ofthe charm of her oddity as at first pre­
sented-had become more striking in proportion as they 
triumphed over movement and change. She had arts 
and idiosyncrasies ofwhich no great account could have 
been given, but which were.a daily grace if you lived 
with them ; such as the art of being almost tragically 
impatient and yet making it as light as air ; of being 
inexplicably sad and yet making it as clear as noon; 
of being unmistakeably gay and yet making it as soft as 
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dusk. Mrs Stringham by this time understoud C\'cry­
thing, was more than ever confirmed in wonder and 
admiration, in her view that it was life enough simply 
to feel her companion's feelings; but there were special 
keys she had not yet added to her bunch, impressions 
that, of a sudden, were apt to affect her as new. 

This particular day on the great Swiss road had 
been, for some reason, full of them, and they referred 
themselve5, provi:-,ionally, to some deeper depth than 
she h<id touched-though into two or three such 
depths, it mw;t be added, she had peeped long cnouf;h 
to find herself suddenly draw back. lt was not 1\Tilly's 
lll1JMCifted state, in short, that now troubled hcr··-­
tl10u~:h u·1 tainly, as Emope w,1s thL· ~;rcat American 
sedative, the failure was lo some extent to bi.: notcJ: 
it was the suspected presence of something behind it 
-which, however, could sca1 ccly have taken its place 
there since their departure. \Vhat any fresh motive of 
unrest could suddenly have sprung from was, in short, 
not to uc divined. It was but half an explanation to 
say that excitement, for each of them, had naturally 
dropped, and that what they had left behind, or tried 
to-the great serious facts of life, as Mrs. Stringham 
liked to call them-was once more coming into sight 
as objects loom through smoke when smoke begins to 
clear; for these were general appearances from which 
the girl's own aspect, her really larger vagueness, 
seemed rather to disconnect itself. The nearest 
approach to a personal anxiety indulged in as yet by 
the elder lady was on her taking occasion to wonder if 
what she had more than anything else got hold of 
mightn't be 011c of the finer, one of the finest, one of 
the rarest-as she called it so that she might call it 
nothin;; worse-cases of American intensity. She 
had just had a mo;ncnt of alarm--a:ikcd herself if her 
young friend were merely going to treat her to some 
complicated drama of nerves. At the end of a week, 
however, with their further progress, her young friend 
had effectively answered the question and given her 
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the impression, indistinct indeed as yet, of something 
that had a reality compared with which the nervous 
explanation would have been coarse. Mrs. Stringham 
found herself from that hour, in other words, in presence 
of an explanation that remained a muffled and in­
tangible form, but that, assuredly, should it take on 
sharpness, would explain everything and more than 
everything, would become instantly the light in which 
Milly was to be read. 

Such a matter as this may at all events speak of the 
style in which our young woman could affect those 
who were near her, may testify to the sort of interest 
she could inspire. She worked-and seemingly quite 
without design-upon the sympathy, the curiosity, the 
fancy of her associates, and we shall really ourselves 
scarce otherwise come closer to her than by feeling 
their impression and sharing, if need be, their confusion. 
She reduced them, Mrs. Stringham would have said, 
reduced them to a consenting bewilderment; which 
was precisely, for that good lady, on a last analysis, 
what was most in harmony with her greatness. She 
exceeded, escaped measure, was surprising only 
because tlzey were so far from great. Thus it was that 
on this wondrous day on the Briinig the spell of 
watching her had grown more than ever irresistible ; a 
proof of what-or of a part of what-Mrs. Stringham 
had, with all the rest, been reduced to. She had 
almost the sense of tracking her young friend as if at 
a given moment to pounce. She knew she shouldn't 
pounce, she hadn't come out to pounce; yet she felt 
her attention secretive, all the same, and her observa­
tion scientific. She struck herself as hovering like a 
spy, applying tests, laying traps, concealing signs. 
This would last, however, only till she should fairly 
know what was the matter ; and to watch was, after 
all, meanwhile, a way of clinging to the girl, not less 
than an occupation, a satisfaction in itself. The pleasure 
of watching, moreover, if a reason were needed, came 
from a sense of her beauty. Her beauty hadn't at all 

om. N 
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originally seemed a part of the situation, and Mrs. 
Stringham had, even in the first flush of friendship, not 
named it, grossly, to any one; having seen early that, 
for stupid people-and who, she sometimes secretly 
asked herself, wasn't stupid ?-it would take a great 
deal of explaining. She had learned not to mention 
it till it was mentioned first-which occasionally 
happened, but not too often ; and then she was there 
in force. Then she both warmed to the perception 
that met her own perception, and JisputeJ it, sus­
piciously, as to special items; while, in general, she 
had learned to refine even to the point of herself em­
ploying the word that most people employed. She 
employed it to pretend that she \\'as also stupid and 
so have done with the matter; spoke of her friend as 
plain, as ugly even, in a case of especially dense insist­
ence; but as, in appearance, so 'awfully full of things.' 
This was her own way of describing a face that, 
thanks, doubtless, to rather too much forehead, too 
much nose and too much mouth, together with too 
little mere conventional colour and conventional line, 
was expressive, irregular, exquisite, both for speech 
and for silence. When Milly smiled it was a public 
event-when she didn't it was a chapter of history. 
They had stopped, on the Bri.inig, for luncheon, and 
there had come up for them under the charm of the 
place the question of a longer stay. 

Mrs. Stringham was now on the ground of thrilled 
recognitions, small sharp echoes of a past which she 
kept in a well-thumbed case, but which, on pressure of a 
spring and exposure to the air, still showed itself ticking 
as hard as an honest old watch. The cmbal med' Europe' 
of her younger time had partly stood for three years 
of Switzerland, a term of continuous school at Vevey, 
with rewards of merit in the form of silver medals tied 
by blue ribbons and mild mountain-passes attacked 
with alpenstocks. It was the good girls who, in the 
holidays, were taken highest, and our friend could now 
jud~e, from what she supposed her familiarity with the 
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minor peaks, that she had been one of the best. These 
reminiscences, sacred to-day because prepared in the 
hushed chambers of the past, had been part of the 
general train laid for the pair of sisters, daughters early 
fatherless, by their brave V crmont mother, who struck 
her at present as havinl~ apparently, almost like 
Columbus, worked out, all unassisted, a conception of 
the other side of the globe. She had focussed Vevey, 
by the light of nature, and with extraordinary com­
pleteness, at Burlington; after which she had embarked, 
sailed, landed, explored and, above all, made good her 
presence. She had given her daughters the five years 
of Switzerland and Germany that were to leave them 
ever afterwards a standard of comparison for all cycles 
of Cathay, and to stamp the younger in especial­
Susan was the younger-with a character that, as Mrs. 
Stringham had often had occasion, through life, to say 
to herself, made all the difference. It made all the 
difference for Mrs. Stringham, over and over again and 
in the most remote connections, that, thanks to her 
parent's lonely, thrifty, hardy faith, she was a woman 
of the world. There were plenty of women who were 
all sorts of things that she wasn't, but who, on the 
other hand, were not that, and who didn't know site 
was (which she liked-it rclq:-ated them still further) 
and didn't know, either, how it enabled her to judge 
them. She had never seen herself so much in this 
light as during t he actual phase of her associated, if 
slightly undirected, pilgrimage ; and the consciousness 
gave perhaps to her plea for a pause more intensity 
than she knew. The irrecoverable days had come back 
to h~r from far off; they were part of the sense of the 
cool upper air and of everything else that hung like an 
indestructible scent to the torn garment of youth-the 
taste of honey and the luxury of milk, the sound of 
cattle-bells and the rush of streams, the fragrance of 
trodden balms and the dizziness of deep gorges. 

Milly clearly felt these things too, but she affected 
39 her companion at momcnts--that was quite the way 
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Mrs. Stringham would have expressed it - as the 

princess in a conventional tragedy might have affected 

the confidant if a personal emotion had ever been per· 

mitted to the latter. That a princess could only be a 

princess was a truth with which, essentially, a con· 5 

fidant, however responsive, had to live. Mrs. String­

ham was a woman of the world, but Milly Theale was 

a princess, the only one she had yet had to deal with, 

and this in its way, too, made all the difference. It 

was a perfectly definite doom for the wearer-it was 10 

for every one else a perfectly palpable quality. It 

might have been, possibly, with its involved loneliness 

and other mysteries, the weight under which she 

fancied her companion's admirable head occasionally, 

and ever so submissively, bowed. Milly had quite 15 

assented at luncheon to their staying over, and had 

left her to look at rooms, settle questions, arrange 

about their keeping on their carriage and horses ; 

cares that had now moreover fallen to Mrs. Stringham 

as a matter of course and that yet for some reason, 20 

on this occasion particularly, brought home to her-

all agreeably, richly, almost grandly-what it was 

to live with the great. Her young friend had, in a 

sublime degree, a sense closed to the general question 

of difficulty, which she got rid of, furthermore, not in 25 

the least as one had seen many charming persons do, 
by merely passing it on to others. She kept it com­
pletely at a distance: it never entered the circle; the 
most plaintive confidant couldn't have dragged it in ; 
and to tread the path of a confidant was accordingly 30 
to live exempt. Ser\'ice was in other words so easy 
to render that the whole thirig was like court life 
without the hardships. It came back of course to the 
question of money, and our observant lady had by this 
time repeatedly reflected that if one were talking of 3 5 
the 'difference,' it was just this, this incomparably and 
nothing else, that when all was said and done most 
made it. A less vulgarly, a less obviously purchasing 
or parading person she couldn't have imagined; but it 39 

11 a perfectly palpable quality] an office nobly filled N 
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was, all the same, the truth of truths that the girl 
couldn't get away from her wealth. She might leave 
her conscientious companion as freely alone with it as 
possible and never ask a question, scarce ·even tolerate 

5 a reference; but it was in the fine folds of the helplessly 
expensive little black frock that she drew over the 
grass as she now strolled vaguely off; it was in the 
curious and splendid coils of hair, 'done' with no eye 
whatever to the mode du four, that peeped from under 

10 the corresponding indifference of her hat, the merely 
personal tradition that suggested a sort of noble 
inelegance; it lurked between the leaves of the uncut 
but antiquated Tauchnitz volume of which, before 
going out, she had mechanically possessed herself. 

15 She couldn't dress it away, nor walk it away, nor read 
it away, nor think it away; she could neither smile it 
away in any dreamy absence nor blow it away in any 
softened sigh. She couldn't have lost it if she had 
tried-that was what it was to be really rich. It had 

20 to be the thing you were. When at the end of an hour 
she had not returned to the house Mrs. Stringham, 
though the bright afternoon was yet young, took, with 
precautions, the same direction, went to join her 
in case of her caring for a walk. But the purpose of 

25 joining her was in truth less distinct than that of a due 
regard for a possibly preferred detachment: so that, 
once more, the good lady proceeded with a quietness 
that made her slightly 'underhand' even in her own 
eyes. She couldn't help that, however, and she didn't 

30 care, sure as she was that what she really wanted was 
not to' overstep, but to stop in time. It was to 
be able to stop in time that she went softly, but 
she had on this occasion further to go than ever 
yet, for she followed in vain, and at last with some 

3 5 anxiety, the footpath she believed Milly to have taken. 
It wound up a hillside and into the higher Alpine 
meadows in which, all these last days, they had so 
often wanted, as they passed above or below, to stray; 

39 and then it obscured itself in a wood, but always going 
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up, up, and with a small cluster of brown old high­
pcrched chtdcts evidently for its goal. .Mrs. Stringham 
reached in rlue roursc the chalet';, and there received 
from a bewildered old woman, a vrry fearful pt;rson to 
behold, «n indication that sufficiently guided her. The 
young- lady had been seen not long before passing 
further on, over a crest and to a place where the way 
would drop ar;ain, a-: our unappeased inquirer fnunJ 
it, in fact, a quarter of an hour Lltcr, markedly 
and almo<.,l alanninf:lY to do. It kd so!llewhere, 
yet apparently quite into ~race, for the i:rcat side of 
the rnotrnLtin a1>pc;ucd. from where 5l1c pulled 1:p, to 
fall away alt(J~:cthcr, thow:;h proh:tblr hut to '>nine 
ic;suc hdow zrnd out of sight. Iler uncertainty mo1c­
over wa'i brit:f, for ~he next became aware ()f the 
presence on a frag·mcnt of rock, twenty yards off, of 
the- Tauchnitl' volume that the girl had brou~.ht out 
and that therefore pointed tn her shortly previous 
passa'._;c. She had rid herself of the book, which wa--; 
an cncurnhrancT, and me.mt of cour."c to pick it UI! 
on her rdurn; hut as ;,he h.-idn't yet picked it up wh;it 
on earth had hec1>111L' of her? l\Tr,;. Strin~;h:irn, l 
hasten tn :tdd, w;i:. \\'ithin a fc\\' murncnts to scr: hnt 
it was quite an ,1cciclent that she had not, before- they 
wcrt' (J\'t:r, lidr.1; cd hy her dl'qwr a'.:;it.1t1on the fact of 
her own 11<'arncs.., 

The wh(llc place, with the d('sccnt of tl'" path and 
as a sequel to a ">harp turn that wa;, masked by rocks 
and shrubs, appe:uL·d to fall prccipitc.uo.ly and tP 
become a 'view· pure and simple, a view of great 
extent ancl beauty, Lut thr•rn·n forward and vertiginous. 
Milly, with the promise of it from just above. hacl gone 
strai;;ht clown to it, not ~toppin::; till it was all hdorc 
her; and here, nn wh;tt 'truck he1 f1icnd a» the di1zy 
ed:::;c of it, "11C was S<~atccJ ~1t her C l'·e. 'fhc rnth 
somehow tonk c:tn~ of ihc-lf anrl its final bv:~1nc>ss, but 
the ~;irl's ;-;cat ,,·a<; a slab of rock at the end of a sh·nt 
promontory or excrescence that mere!y poin tcd oJ f tot hl' 
right into gulfs of air and that \vas so placed hy good J9 
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fortune, if not by the worst, as to be at last completely 
visible. For Mrs. Stringham stifled a cry on taking in 
what she believed to be the danger of such a perch for 
a mere maiden ; her liability to slip, to slide, to leap, to 
be precipitated by a single false movement, by a turn 
of the head-how could one tell? into whatever was 
beneath. A thousand thoughts, for the minute, roared 
in the poor lady's ears, but without reaching, as 
happened, Milly's. It was a commotion that left our 
observer intensely still and holding her breath. What 
had first been offered her was the possibility of a latent 
intention-however wild the idea-in such a posture ; 
of some betrayed accordance of Milly's caprice with 
a horrible hidden obsession. But since Mrs. Stringham 
stood as motionless as if a sound, a syllable, must have 
produced the start that would be fatal, so even the lapse 
of a few seconds had a partly reassuring effect. It 
gave her time to receive the impression which, when 
she some minutes later softly retraced her steps, was 
to be the sharpest she carried away. This was the 
impression that if the girl was deeply and recklessly 
meditating there, she was not meditating a jump; she 
was on the contrary, as she sat, much more in a state 
of uplifted and unlimited possession that had nothing 
to gain from violence. She was looking down on the 
kingdoms of the earth, and though indeed that of 
itself might well go to the brain, it wouldn't be with 
a view of renouncing them. \Vas she choosing among 
them, or did she want them all? This question, before 
Mrs. Stringham had decided what to do, made others 
vain; in accordance with which she saw, or believed 
she did, that if it might be dangerous to call out, to 
sound in any way a surprise, it would probably be safe 
enough to withdraw as she had come. She watched a 
while longer, she held her breath, and she never knew 
afterwards what time had elapsed. 

Not many minutes probably, yet they had not 
seemed few, and they had given her so much to think 
of, not only while creeping home, but while waiting 
afterwards at the inn, that she was still busy with 

partly a N 
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them when, late in the afternoon, l\lilly reappeared. 
She had stopped at the point of the rath where the 
Tauchnitz lay, had taken it up and, with the pencil 
attached to her watchguard, had scrawled a word-­
a bic11tot !-across the cover; then, C\'Cn Under t)w 5 
girl's continued delay, had measured time v;ithout a 
return of alarm. For she now saw that the great 
thing she had brought away was precisely a conviction 
that the future was not to exist for her princc~s in 
the form of any sharp or simple release from the 10 
human predicament. It wouldn't be for her a fjuestion 
of a flyin;; leap and thereby of a quick escape. It 
would be a question of taking- full in the face 1}1c 
whole assault of life, to the general mu:,ter 1,f \lhich 
indeed her face might have been directly presented as 15 
she sat there on her rock. l\Irs. Stringham was thus 
able to say to herself, even after another interval of 
some length, that if her young friend still continul'rl 
absent it wouldn't be bccau~e--whatcver the opp(•r­
tunity-shc had cut short the thread. She wouldn't 20 
have committed s11icick, she knew hnself llll!ni!:>takc­
ably reserved for some more complicated pas!:>agc; 
this was the very vision in which !:>he had, with no 
little awe, been discovered. The image that thus 
remained with the cider lady \.;('pt the char:ictcr 25 
of a revelation. During the breathless minutes of 
her watch she had seen her companion afresh; the 
latter's type, aspect, marks, her history, hee state, her 
beauty, her mystery, all unconsciously betrayed them­
selves to the Alpine air, and all had been gathered 30 
in again to fred Mrs. Stringham's flame. They arc 
things that will more distinctly appear for us, and they 
are meanwhile briefly represented by the enthusiasm 
that was stronger on our friend\ 1.urt than any d<mLt. 
It wa" a c0n,;ciuu!:>11e;;s she w.1s scarce vl't used to 3 5 
carryill::_;, but ~he h,11.l as beneath her fec.t a mine of 
somethin'." precious. .Sht> seemed to her~elf to stand 
near the ~"uouth, not yet quite cleared. The mine but 
needed working a11d would certainly yield a treasme. 
She was not thinking·, either, of Milly's gold. 40 
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THE girl said nothing, when they met, about the words 
scrawled on the Tauchnitz, and Mrs Stringham then 
noticed that she had not the book with her. She had 
left it lying and probably would never remember it at 
all. Her comrade's decision was therefore quickly made 
not to speak of having followed her; and within five 
minutes of her return, wonderfully enough, the pre­
occupation denoted by her forgetfulness further declared 
itself. 'Should you think me quite abominable if I 
were to say that after all--?' 

Mrs. Stringham had already thought, with the first 
sound of the question, everything she was capable of 
thinking, and had immediately made such a sign that 
Milly's words gave place to visible relief at her assent. 
'You don't care for our stop here- you'd rather go 
straight on? We '11 start then with the peep of to­
morrow's dawn-or as early as you like; it's only 
rather late now to take the road again.' And she 
smiled to show how she meant it for a joke that an 
instant onward rush was what the girl would have 
wished. ' I bullied you into stopping,' she added ; 'so 
it serves me right.' 

Milly made in general the most of her good friend's 
jokes ; but she humoured this one a little absently. 
'Oh yes, you do bully me.' And it was thus arranged 
between them, with no discussion at all, that they 
would resume their journey in the morning. The 
younger tourist's interest in the detail of the matter­
in spite of a declaration from the elder that she would 

JO consent to be clra~;ged anywhere-appeared almost 
108 
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immediately afterwards quite to lose itself, ~he pro­
mised, however, to think till supper of where, with the 
world all before them, they might go-,,upper havini; 
been ordered for such time as pnmittcd of lighted 
candles. It had been ar;1 ced betw~cn them that 5 
lighted candles at wayside inns, in stran~~e countric s, 
amid mountain scenery, gave the evernng meal a 
peculiar poetry-such bein[; the mild adventures, the 
refinements of impression, that they, as they would 
have said, went in for. It was rn1w as if, before thi~ 10 
repast, l\1illy had designed to 'lie down'; but at the 
end of three minutes more 'ihe wa~ not lyin,; clown, 
she was sayin[; instt.:ad, abruptl:>. with ;, tran>.ition 
that wa'..> like a jump of four thou:-,anJ miks: 'What 
was it that, in New York, on the ninth, when you saw 15 
him alone, Dr. Finch said to you?' 

It was not ti!l later that l\Irs. Stringham fuily knew 
why the question had startled her still more than its 
suddenness explained ; though the effect of it even at 
the moment was almost to frighten her into a false 20 
answer. She lucl to think, to remcm\icr the occasion, 
the 'ninth,' in New York, the time :-,he had seen Dr. 
Finch alone, and to recall what he had then said to 
her; and when everything had C('me back it wa'i 
quite, at fa·;t, fur ,1 moment, as if he had ~;aid <;Orne- 25 
thing that immensely mattered. He hadn't, however, 
in fact; it was only as if he might pe1hap;; after all 
have been going to. It was on the sixth-within ten 
days of their sailing;-thal she had hurried from Boston 
under the alarm, a small but a sufficient shock, of 30 
hearing that Mildred had suddenly been taken ill, 
had had, from <>Orne obscure cause, such an upset as 
threatened to stay their journey. The beating of the 
accident had happily soon announced itself a<> slight, 
and there had been, in the event. but a frw hours C>f 35 
anxiety; the journey had been pronounced again not 
only pos~ible, but, as representing 'change,' highly 
advisable; and if the zealous guest harl had five 
minutes by herself with the" doctor, that was, clearly, 39 
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no more at his instance than at her own. Almost 
nothing had passed between them but an easy ex­
change of enthusiasms in respect to the remedial 
properties of 'Europe' ; and this assurance, as the 

5 facts came back to her, she was now able to give. 
'Nothing whatever, on my word of honour, that you 
mayn't know or mightn't then have known. I 've no 
secret with him about you. What makes you suspect 
it? I don't quite make out how you know I did see 

10 him alone.' 
'No-you never told me,' said Milly. 'And I don't 

mean,' she went on, 'during the twenty-four hours 
while I was bad, when your putting your heads to­
gether was natural enough. I mean after I was better 

15 -the last thing before you went home.' 
Mrs. Stringham continued to wonder. 'Who told 

you I saw him then?' 
'He didn't himself-nor did you write me it after­

wards. We speak of it now for the first time. That's 
20 exactly why!' Milly declared-with something in her 

face and voice that, the next moment, betrayed for her 
companion that she had really known nothing, had 
only conjectured and, chancing her charge, made a 
hit Yet why had her mind been busy with the 

25 question? 'But if you 're not, as you now assure me, 
in his confidence,' she smiled, 'it's no matter.' 

' I'm not in his confidence, and he had nothing to 
confide. But are you feeling unwell?' 

The elder woman was earnest for the truth, though
JO the possibility she named was not at all the one that 

seemed to fit-witness the long climb Milly had just 
indulged in. The girl showed her constant white face, 
but that her friends had all learned to discount, and 
it was often brightest when superficially not bravest. 

J 5 She continued for a little mysteriously to smile. 'I 
don't know -haven't really the least idea. But it 
might be well to find out.' 

Mrs. Stringham, at this, flared into sympathy. 'Are 
39 you in trouble-in pain?' 

4 this] due N 

Z1 and] o.m. N 

33 that] this N 



BOOK THIRD 109 

'Not the least little bit. But I sometimes won­
der--!' 

'Yes '-she pressed: 'wonder what?' 
'Well, if I shall have much of it.' 
Mrs. Stringham stared. 'Much of what? Not of 

pain?' 
'Of everything. Of everything I have.' 
Anxiously again, tenderly, our friend cast about. 

'You "have" e\'erything ; so that when you say 
"much" of it--' 

'1 only mean,' the ~;id broke in,• shall I have it fnr 
long? Th.tt is if I km· got it.' 

She h,1d at pres•·nt the effect, a littk. of conL1rndin~;. 
or at lca<;t of pcrplcxin~; her com1.1dc, who wa·; touched, 
who was alw.tys touchc«l, by ,,umething helplc~;s in her 
grace and abrupt in her turns, and yet actually half 
made out in her a sort of mockinr; light. 'If you've 
got an ailment?' 

'If I've got ev~rything,' Milly laughed. 
'Ah, tlzat-likc almost nobody else.' 
'Then for how lot if~? ' 
Mrs. Strinf;h;-i.m's eye; entreated her; she had gone 

close to her, half cnclo~,cd her with nrr;cnt arms. 'Do 
you want to sec some one?' Auri then as the girl 
only met it with a slow hc:idsh«ke, though looking 
perhaps a slucle mnre conscious: '\V ~'II go straight 
to the best near doctor.' This ton, however, produced 
but a gaze of qualified assent and a silence, sweet and 
vague, that left everything open. Our friend decidedly 
lost herself. 'Tell me, for God's sake, if you 're in 
distress.' 

'I don't think I 'vc really evaytl1z'11,i;,' Milly said as 
if to explain-and as if also to put it pleasantly. 

'But what on earth can I do for you?' 
The girl hesitated, then seemed on tht• point of being 

able to say; but 5uddcnly chang·ccl and expressed herself 
otherwise. 'Dear, dear thing---I 'm only tno liappy ! ' 

It brought them closer, but it rathf'r confirmed Mrs. 
Stringharn's <louht. 'Then what's the matter?' 
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' That's the matter-that I can scarcely bear it.' 

'But what is it you think you haven't got?' 

Milly waited another moment; then she found it, 


and found for it a dim show of joy. 'The power to 
5 resist the bliss of what I !tave ! ' 

Mrs. Stringham took it in-her sense of being 'put 
off' with it, the possible, probable irony of it-and her 
tenderness renewed itself in the positive grimness of a 
long murmur. 'Whom will you see? '-for it was as 

10 if they looked down from their height at a continent of 
doctors. ' Where will you first go ? ' 

Milly had for the third time her air of considera­
tion; but she came back with it to her plea of some 
minutes before. ' I 'II tell you at supper-good-bye till 

15 	then.' And she left the room with a lightness that 
testified for her companion to something that again 
particularly pleased her in the renewed promise of 
motion. The odd passage just concluded, Mrs. String­
ham mused as she once more sat alone with a hooked 

20 	needle and a ball of silk, the 'fine' work with which 
she was always provided-this mystifying mood had 
simply been precipitated, no doubt, by their prolonged 
halt, with which the girl hadn't really been in sym­
pathy. •One had only to admit that her complaint

25 	was in fact but the excess of the joy of life, and every­
thing did then fit. She couldn't stop for the joy, but 
she could go on for it, and with the sense of going on 
she floated again, was restored to her great spaces. 
There was no evasion of any truth-so at least Sus~n 

JO Shepherd hoped - in one's sitting there while the 
twilight deepened and feeling still more finely that the 
position ofthis young lady was magnificent. The even­
ing at that height had naturally turned to cold, and the 
travellers had bespoken a fire with their meal; the great

3 5 Alpine road asserted its brave presence through the 
small panes of the low, clean windows, with incidents at 
the inn-door, the yellow diligences, the great waggons, 
the hurrying, hooded, private conveyances, reminders, 

39 for our fanciful friend, of old stories, old pictures, his­
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toric flights, escapes, pursuit", thi11~> that haJ ha1_ipcncd, 
thin§:;s indeed that by a sort of stran~~c crrngruity helped 
her to read the mea11in:;~; uf the L;reatest interest int 1 1 
the relation in which ~,lie \I-ct'> now c;o deeply invoh-ul. 
It was natural th,tt this record cif the m:ignificcncc uf 5 
her companion's po;,ition slwuld strike hn as, after all, 
the best meaning she conld e>:tract, for she her:,clf 
was seated in the ma::;nificcnce as in a court-carriage-­
she came back to that, and such a method of pru­
gression. such a view from crimsoll cu~hiuns, would 10 
evidently have a ~;rc.1t dc:d nin1T to t~iH·. By tLe tii;1c 
the candll's were Ji~;htcJ t",Jr :.UJl['':r and tlie •.ll\•l t, 
white n1rt;:i.ins were draw11, Milly had rcappc;u t·cl, 
and tl1c little scenic ruom h;;.d then all it~ rum.111ec'. 
That charm rr.urc<i\-er \\«t'• fa1 from broi,:t·n by the 15 
words in which ~he, without fu1 lhcr lo,;s of timl', sctfr.,­
ficd her patient mate. '1 waut to go straight to 
London.' 

It was une\'.pccted, corresponding \\ ith no view 
positively taken at tlwir clcpa1tnrc; when E11gl.1nd 20 
had appc.uec.l, on the contrary, rather rck~;atcd and 
postponcd----sccn f()r the moment, as who ~houlcl '-a)', 
at the end of an ;lvcnue of prqlardtiuns and intrc•duc­
tions. Loridon. in short, rnii;!it h:nT been supposed tu 
be the c1 •:J\vn, and to he acl11evccl like a siege by 25 
gradual approaches. Milly\ actual fille stride was 
thercfort.: the more exciti:1g 1 J.s any ;,1r~.plific1tion 
almost always \\·a:, to l\1rs. Stringham; who, besides, 
was afterwards to recall as the very beginning of a 
drama the terms in which, between their smoky 30 
candles, the i~irl had put her preference and in which 
still other thing:- haJ come up, come \\ hile the clank 
of wa;.;gon-chains in the sharp air reached their cars, 
with the stamp nf hoof'>, the r.1ttic nf huckets and the 
foreign quc~tinri-., f.Jrei,.;11 answers, that were all alil;e 35 
a part of the cheery coll\'ct sc nf the road. The f;irl 
brought il ciut in truth as '.,he mi.::;ht have Lrou~;ht a 
huge confesoion, something ;,he admitted herself shy 
about and that would scem to show her as frivolou~ , 39 
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it had rolled over her that what she wanted of Europe 
was ' people,' so far as they were to be had, and that if 
her friend really wished to know, the vision of this 
same equivocal quantity was what had haunted her 
during their previous days , in museums and churches, 
and what was again spoiling for her the pure taste of 
scenery. She was all for scenery-yes; but she 
wanted it human and personal, and all she could say 
was that there would be in London-wouldn't there? 
-more of that kind than anywhere else. She came 
back to her idea that if it wasn't for long-if nothing 
should happen to be so for her-why, the particular 
thing she spoke of would probably have most to give 
her in the time, would probably be less than anything 
else a waste of her remainder. She produced this last 
consideration indeed with such gaiety that Mrs. String­
ham was not again disconcerted by it, was in fact quite 
ready-if talk of early dying was in order-to match 
it from her own future. Good, then; they would eat 
and drink because of what might happen to-morrow; 
and they would direct their course from that moment 
with a view to such eating and drinking. They ate 
and drank that night, in truth, as if in the spirit of 
this decision ; whereby the air, before they separated, 
felt itself the clearer. 

It had cleared perhaps to a view only too extensive 
-extensive, that is, in proportion to the signs of life 
presented. The idea of ' people' was not so enter­
tained on Milly's part as to connect itself with parti­
cular persons, and the fact remained for each of the 
ladies that they would, completely unknown, disembark 
at Dover amid the completely unknowing. They had 
no relation already formed ; this plea Mrs. Stringham 
put forward to see what it would produce. It produced 
nothing at first but the observation on the girl's side 
that what she had in mind was no thought of society 
nor of scraping acquaintance; nothing was further 
from her than to desire the opportunities represented 
for the compatriot in general by a trunkful of ' letters.' 

23 if] om. N 
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It wasn't a quc;,t1on, in short, of the peoplt: the com­
patriot wa;, after; it was the hnman, the Englic;li 
picture itself, as they might ::.cc it in their (•\\·n w,iy~ 
the world ima~;incJ dlways in what one h:v! read and 
dreamed. l\lrs. Stringham did cn:ry JU;-,tict: tu thi;, 5 
world, but \\·hen L1ter on an occ:ision chanccJ to 
prcscnl ibclf, ;,be m.idc a µoint of not omitting to 
remark that it mir;ht be a comfort to know in advann· 
even an indi\·idu.11. This still, however, failed in 
vulgar parbncc, to 'fetch' Milly, so that ;;he had 10 
presently to ;;·u all the way. 'ILl\cn't l unL1<:r~.toc•d 
from you, f<Jr that m:ittcr, that you L;an: l'>Ir. Dcnshcr 
sorncth111g (Jf a prornioc ;i' 

The1 c \r,1:0 ,1 1nument, 1111 thi:., wlicn ;\Ti!!y\ l()uk had 
tu be taken .1:. rq>rC'l'I1l1n,~ 1111c l•f t1•.u thi11[;:,-- cillll·1 15 
that c;lH· was Clllll!Jkll'ly v;iguc abuul the prorni~l· c11 
that I\lr. 1kn..,hn', 11.tmc ihl·lf ~ta1ted 11u train. But 
she redly could1d bL: :·O l':tt;uc about the prumi,,c-, hL·t 
intcrlocutrl'.~S •1u1ckly saw, witl\llut att;1chin~: \t t11 
somcthi11;;; it h,1d t<> tw :i p1on1i'L' to "l•ll1,·b(>dy i11 20 
particular to bL· "r' 11:pudi;1lcd. In tLc L'\'cnl, ,1c.:01d­
ingly, she ach11uwlcli:;•:il l\lr. :\lc1ton 1kn,\1u, the -.(1 

unusu;tlly clcv1:r yrrnn:.~ Ent:;li~hn1an \\hr, had m;i.c!c hi:, 
appcMance in New y,,rJ..: on snnw '-'pcci:d litcr;1ry 
businc•,s-\•:a,,n't it?--- --,hortly before their dcpartur1" 25 
and \1·ho h;i.d lil'c·n thrL"C -or fu,1r tinws in her !!C'U'.il' 

during the brief period between her vi:;it- to Bn,,ton ancl 
her cornp:inion's "uh~cqucnt ~.tay with her !JUt sbc re­
quired much reminding before it came back to her that 
she had mcntio11cJ to this cornp;rni0n just ;iftcrn ard-; 30 
the confidence c xpresscd by the per S( •nage m question 
in her never doing o;o dire a thing as to come to 
London without, as the phrase was, looking a fellow 
up. Sh...: had kft him the enjoyment nf hi'> c,·,nfidencc, 
the form nf wh1c:h mi~",bt hil\C cl\1\)l'arcd a tritlr.> Cr{'C--- 35 
that she nuw rca:,·;ertcd ; ';he had done nutliin~ cithc1 
to impair or to enhance it; but slic had also left ;\Tr... 
Stringham, in the C(inncction and at the time, 1athc1 
sorry to have missed Mr. Dcnshcr. She had thout;ht 39 

H 
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of him again after that, the elder woman ; she had 
likewise gone so far as to notice that Milly appeared 
not to have done so-which the girl might easily have 
betrayed ; and, interested as she was in everything that 
concerned her, she had made out for herself, for her­
self only and rather idly, that, but for interruptions, 
the young Englishman might have become a better 
acquaintance. His being an acquaintance at all was 
one of the signs that in the first days had helped 
to place Milly, as a young person with the world 
before her, for sympathy and wonder. Isolated, un­
mothered, unguarded, but with her other strong marks, 
her big house, her big fortune, her big freedom, she had 
lately begun to ' receive,' for all her few years, as an 
older woman might have done-as was done, precisely, 
by princesses who had public considerations to obser\'e 
and who came of age very early. If it was thus dis­
tinct to Mrs. Stringham then that Mr. Densher had 
gone off somewhere else in connection with his errand 
before her visit to New York, it had been also not un­
discoverable that he had come back for a day or two 
later on, that is after her own second excursion-that 
he had in fine reappeared on a single occasion on his 
way to the West: his way from Washington as she be­
lieved, though he was out of sight at the time of her 
joining her friend for their departure. It had not 
occurred to her before to exaggerate - it had not 
occurred to her that she could ; but she seemed to be­
come aware to-night that there had been just enough 
in this relation to meet, to provoke, the free conception 
of a little more. 

She presently put it that, at any rate, promise or no 
promise, Milly would, at a pinch, be able, in London, 
to act on his permission to make him a sign ; to which 
Milly replied with readiness that her ability, though 
evident, would be none the less quite wasted, inasmuch 
as the gentleman would, to a certainty, be still in 
America. He had a great deal to do there-which he 
would scarce have begun; and in fact she might very 
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well not have thought of London at all if she hadn't 
been sure he wasn't yet near corning back. It was 
perceptible to her companion ti/at the moment our 
young woman had so far committed herself she had 
a sense of having overstepped; which was not quite 5 
patched up by her saying the next minute, possibly 
with a certain failure of presence of mind, that the 
last thing she desired was the air of running after him. 
Mrs. Stringham wondered privately what question 
there could be of any such appearance-the danger of 10 
which thus suddenly came up; but she said, for the 
time, nothing of it-she only said other things: one 
of which was, for instance, that if Mr. Dcnsher was 
1.way he was away, and that this was the encl of it; 
also that of course they must be di screet at any price. 15 
But what was the measure of discretion, and how was 
one to be sure? So it was that, as they sat there, she 
produced her own case: size had a possible tic with 
London, which she desired as little to disown as she 
might wish to risk presuming on it. She treated her 20 
companion, in short, for their evening's end, to the 
story of Maud Manningham, the odd but interesting 
English girl who had formed her special affinity in the 
old days at the Vevey school ; whom she had written 
to, after their separation, with a regularity that had at 25 
first faltered and then altogether failed, yet that had 
been for the time quite a fine case of crude constancy; 
so that it had in fact flickered up again of itself on the 
occasion of the marriage of each. They had then 
once more fondly, scrupulously written-1\'Irs. Lowder 30 
first; and even another letter or two had afterwards 
passed. This, however, had been the end-though 
with no rupture, only a gentle drop: Maud Manning­
ham had made, she believed, a great marriage, while 
she herself had made a small ; on top of which, more- 3 5 
over, distance, difference, diminished community and 
impossible reunion had done the rest of the work. It 
was but after all these years that reunion had begun 
to show as possible-if the other party to it, that is, 39 

14 and that this was the] and this the N 
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should be still in existence. That was exactly what 
it now struck our friend as interesting to ascertain, as, 
with one aid and another, she believed she might. It 
was an experiment she would at all events now make 

5 if Milly didn't object. 
Milly in general objected to nothing, and, though 

.she asked a question or two, she raised no present 
plea. Her questions-or at least her own answers to 
them-kindled, on Mrs. Stringham's part, a backward 

10 	train: she hadn't known till to-night how much she 
remembered, or how fine it might be to see what had 
become of large, high-coloured Maud, florid, exotic 
and alien-which had been just the spell-even to the 
perceptions of youth. There was the danger-she

15 	frankly touched it-that such a temperament mightn't 
have matured, with the years, all in the sense of fine­
ness; it was the sort of danger that, in renewing 
relations after long breaks, one had always to look in 
the face. To gather in strayed threads was to take a 

20 	risk-for which, however, she was prepared if Milly 
was. The possible 'fun,' she confessed, was by itself 
rather tempting; and she fairly sounded, with this­
wound up a little as she was-the note of fun as the 
harmless final right of fifty years of mere New England 

25 	virtue. Among the things she was afterwards to 
recall was the indescribable look dropped on her, at 
this, by her companion; she was still seated there 
between the candles and before the finished supper, 
while Milly moved about, and the look was long to 

30 figure for her as an inscrutable comment on her notion 
of freedom. Challenged, at any rate, as for the last 
wise word, Milly showed perhaps, musingly, charm­
ingly, that, though her attention had been mainly 
soundless, her friend's story-produced as a resource 

35 	unsuspected, a card from up the sleeve-half surprised, 
half beguiled her. Since the matter, such as it was, 
depended on that, she brought out, before she went 
to bed, an easy, a light ' Risk everything ! ' 

39 This quality in it seemed possibly a little to deny 

2 struck our frie~d as] appeared to our friend N 

12-13 exotic and alien] alien, exotic N 
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weight to :\laud Lowder's evoked prc:,cncL-as Susan 
Stringham, still sitting up, became, in excited reflec­
tion, a trifle more conscious. Something- determinant, 
when the girl hild left her, took place in her-name­
less but, as soon as she had ~~iven way, coercive. It 5 
was as if she knew again, in this fulness of time, that 
she had been, after Maud's marriage, just sensibly 
outlived or, as people nowadays said, shunted. l\Irs. 
Lowder had left her behind, and on the occasion, 
subsequently, of the corresponding date in her own 10 
life-not the second, the sad one, with its dignity of 
sadness, but the first, \Vith the meagreness of its 
supposed felicity-she had been, in the same spirit, 
almost patronizingly pitied. If that suspicion, even 
when it had ceased to matter, had never quite died 15 

patronisingly 
cf. 7 .J4 

A 

out for her, there was doubtless some oddity in its 
now offering itself as a link, rather than as another 
break, in the chain, and indeed there might well have 
been for her a mood in which the notion of the 
development of patronage in her quondam school­ 20 
mate would have settled her question in another sense. 
It was actually settled-if the case be worth our 
analysis-by the happy consummation, the poetic 
justice, the generou" revl'nge, of her having at last 
something to shuw. J\laud, on their parting company, 25 
had appeared to ha,·c so much, and would now-for 
wasn't it also, in ~~eneral, quite the rich law of English 
life ?-have, with accretions, promotions, expansions, 
ever so much 
be; she rose 

more. 
to the 

Very good; such things might 
sense of being ready for them. 30 

Whatever l\1rs. Lowder might have to show-and one 
hoped one did the presumptions all justice-she would 
have nothing like l\lilly Theale, who constituted the 
trophy producible by poor 
lingered late-till the candles 

Susan. Poor Susan 
were low, and as soon 35 

as the table was cleared she opened her neat port­
folio. She had not lost the old clue; there were 
connections she remembered, addresses she could try; 
so the thing was to begin. She wrote on the spot. 39 
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VII 

IT had all gone so fast after this that Milly uttered 
but the truth nearest to hand in saying to the gentle­
man on her right-who was, by the same token, the 
gentleman on her hostess's left-that she scarce even 
then knew where she was : the words marking her 5 
first full sense of a situation really romantic. They 
were already dining, she and her friend, at Lancaster 
Gate, and surrounded, as it seemed to her, with every 
English accessory; though her consciousness of Mrs. 
Lowder's existence, and still more of her remarkable 10 
identity, had been of so recent and so sudden a birth. 
Susie, as she was apt to call her companion for a 
lighter change, had only had to wave a neat little 
wand for the fairy-tale to begin at once; in con­
sequence of which Susie now glittered-for, with Mrs. 15 
Stringham's new sense of success, it came to that-in 
the character of a fairy godmother. Milly had almost 
insisted on dressing her, for the present occasion, as 
one; and it was no fault of the girl's if the good lady 
had not now appeared in a peaked hat, a short 20 
petticoat and diamond shoe-buckles, brandishing the 
magic crutch. The good lady, in truth, bore herself 
not less contentedly than if these insignia had marked 
her work; and Milly's observation to Lord Mark had 
just been, doubtless, the result of such a light ex- 25 
change of looks with her as even the great length of 
the table had not baffled. There were twenty persons 
between them, but this sustained passage was the 2S 

121 
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sharpest sequel yet to that other comparison of views 
during the pause on the Swiss pass. It almost 
appeared to Milly that their fortune had been unduly 
precipitated-as if, properly, they were in the position 
of having ventured on a small joke and found the 
answer out of proportion gra\·e. She could not at 
this moment, for instance, have said whether, with her 
quickened perceptions, she were more enlivened or 
oppressed ; and the case might in fact have been 
serious had she not, by good fortune, from the moment 
the picture loomed, quickly made up her mind that 
what finally most concerned her was neither to seek 
nor to shirk, was not even to wonder too much, but 
was to let things come as they would, since there was 
little enough doubt of how they would go. 

Lord Mark had been brought to her before dinner­
not by Mrs. Lowder, but by the handsome girl, that 
lady's niece, who was now at the other end and on the 
same side as Susie ; he had taken her in, and she 
meant presently to ask him about Miss Croy, the 
handsome girl, actually offered to her sig-ht-though 
now in a splendid way-but for the second time. The 
first time had been the occasion-only three days 
before-of her calling at their hotel with her aunt and 
then making, for our other two heroines, a great 
impression of beauty and eminence. This impression 
had remained so with Milly that, at present, and 
although her attention was aware at the same time of 
everything else, her eyes were mainly engaged with 
Kate Croy when not engaged with Susie. That 
wonderful creature's eyes moreover readily met them 
-she ranked now as a wonderful creature ; and it 
seemed a part of the swift prosperity of the American 
visitors that, so little in the original reckoning, she 
should yet appear conscious, charmingly, frankly con.J 
scious, of possibilities of friendship for them. Milly 
had easily and, as a guest, gracefully generalised : 
English girls had a special, strong beauty, and it 
particularly showed in evening dress-above all when, 

N 



BOOK FOURTH 123 

as was strikingly the case with this one, the dress 
itself was what it should be. That observation she 
had all ready for Lord Mark when they should, after 
a little, get round to it. She seemed even now to see 
that there might be a good deal they would get round 5 
to; the indication being that, taken up once for all 
with her other neighbour, their hostess would leave 
them much to themselves. Mrs. Lowder's other 
neighbour was the Bishop of Murrum-a real bishop, 
such as Milly had never seen, with a complicated 10 
costume, a voice like an old-fashioned wind instru­
ment, and a face all the portrait of a prelate; while 
the gentleman on our young lady's left, a gentleman 
thick-necked, large and literal, who looked straight 
before him and as if he were not to be diverted by 15 
vain words from that pursuit, clearly counted as an 
offset to the possession of Lord Mark. As Milly 
made out these things-with a shade of exhilaration 
at the way she already fell in-she saw how she was 
justified of her plea for people and her love of life. It 20 
wasn't then, as the prospect seemed to show, so 
difficult to get into the current, or to stand, at any 
rate, on the bank. It was easy to get near-if they 
were near; and yet the elements were different enough 
from any of her old elements, and positively rich and 25 
strange. 

She asked herself if her right-hand neighbour would 
understand what she meant by such a description of 
them, should she throw it off; but another of the 
things to which, precisely, her sense was awakened was JO 
that no, decidedly, he wouldn't. It was nevertheless 
by this time open to her that his line would be to be 
clever; and indeed, evidently, no little of the interest 
was going to be in the fresh reference and fresh effect 
both of people's cleverness and of their simplicity. 3 5 
She thrilled, she consciously flushed, and turned pale 
with the certitude-it had never been so present-that 
she should find herself completely involved : the very 
air of the place, the pitch of the occasion, had for her 39 

36 turned pale] all to turn pale again N 
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so positive a taste and so deep an undertone. The 
smallest things, the faces, the !~ands, the jewels of the 
women, the sound of words, especially of .names, across 

5 
the table, the shape of the forks, the arrangement of 
the flowers, the attitude of the servants, the walls of 
the room, were all touches in a picture and denote­
ments in a play; and they marked for her, moreover, 
her alertness of vision. She had never, she might 
well believe, been in such a state of vibration ; her 

10 sensibility was almost too sharp for her comfort: there 
were, for example, more indications than she could 
reduce to order in the manner of the friendly niece, 
who struck her as distinguished and interesting, as in 
fact surprisingly genial. This young woman's type 

15 had, visibly, other possibilities ; yet here, of its own 
free movement, it had already sketched a relation. 
Were they, Miss Croy and she, to take up the tale 
where their two elders had left it off so many years 
before ?-were they to find they liked each other and 

20 to try for themselves if a scheme of constancy on more 
modern lines could be worked? She had doubted, as 
they came to England, of Maud Manningham, had 
believed her a broken reed and a vague resource, had 

25 
seen their dependence on her as a state of mind that 
would have been shamefully silly-so far as it was 
dependence-had they wished to do anything so 
inane as 'get into society.' To have made their 
pilgrimage all for the sake of such society as Mrs. 

30 
Lowder might have in reserve for them-that didn't 
bear thinking of at all, and she herself had quite chosen 
her course for curiosity about other matters. She 
would have described this curiosity as a desire to see 
the places she had read about, and that description of 
her motive she was prepared to give her neighbour­

3 5 	even though, as a consequence of it, he should find how 
little she had read. It was almost at present <\S if her 
poor prevision had been rebuked by the majesty~she 
could scarcely call it less-of the event, or at all events 

39 	 by the commanding character of the two figures-she 

-
1 	 po positive a taste] both so sharp a ring N 

24 	ifJ whether N 



BOOK FOURTH 125 

could scarcely call tliat less either-mainly presented. 
Mrs. Lowder and her niece, however dissimilar, had at 
least in common that each was a great reality. That 
was true, primarily, of the aunt-so true that Milly 
wondered how her own companion had arrived, in 5 
other days, at so odd an alliance ; yet she none the less 
felt Mrs. Lowder as a person of whom the mind might 
in two or three days roughly make the circuit. She 
would sit there massive, at least, while one attempted 
it; whereas Miss Croy, the handsome girl, would in- 10 
dulge in incalculable movements that might interfere 
with one's tour. She was real, none the less, and 
everything and everybody were real; and it served 
them right, no doubt, the pair of them, for having 
rushed into their adventure. 15 

Lord Mark's intelligence meanwhile, however, had 
met her own quite sufficiently to enable him to tell her 
how little he could clear up her situat:on. He explained, 
for that matter-or at least he hinted-that there was 
no such thing, to-day in London, as saying where any 20 
one was. Every one was everywhere-nobody was 
anywhere. He should be put to it-yes, frankly-to 
give a name of any sort or kind to their hostess's ' set.' 
Was it a set at all, or wasn't it, and were there not 
really no such things as sets, in the place, any more?- 25 
was there anything but the senseless shifting tumble, 
like that of some great greasy sea in mid-Channel, of 
an overwhelming melted mixture? He threw out the 
question, which seemed large; Milly felt that at the 
end of five minutes he had thrown out a great many, JO 
though he followed none more than a step or two ; 
perhaps he would prove suggestive, but he helped her 
as yet to no discriminations: he spoke as if he had 
given them up from too much knowledge. He was 
thus at the opposite extreme from herself, but, as a 3 5 
consequence of it, also wandering and lost; and he 
was furthermore, for all his temporary incoherence, to 
which she guessed there would be some key, as great a 
reality as either Mrs. Lowder or Kate. The only light 39 

6 days] years N 


12 real] the amusing resisting ominous fact N 


13 	 everything and everybody were real] each other person and thing was 
just such a fact N 

26-28 senseless shifting tumble, like that • • • of an overwhelming mel­
ted mixture?] groping and pawing, that of the vague billows •• • or 
masses or bewildered people trying to "get" they didn't know what or 
where? N 
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in which he placed the former of these ladies was that 
of an extraordinary woman-a most extraordinary 
woman, and 'the more extraordinary the more one 
knows her,' while of the latter he said nothing, for the 

5 moment, but that she was tremendously, yes, quite 
tremendously, goodlooking. It was some time, she 
thought, before his talk showed his cleverness, and yet 
each minute she believed in it more, quite apart from 
what her hostess had told her on first naming him. 

10 Perhaps he was one of the cases she had heard bf at 
home-those characteristic cases of people in England 
who concealed their play of mind so much more than 
they showed it. Even Mr. Densher a little did that. 
And what made Lord Mark, at any rate, so real either, 

15 	 when this was a thing he so definitely insisted on ? 
His type somehow, as by a life, a need, an intention of 
its own, insisted for him ; but that was all. It was 
difficult to guess his age-whether he were a young 
man who looked old or an old man who looked young; 

20 	 it seemed to prove nothing, as against other things, 
that he was bald and, as might have been said, slightly 
stale, or, more delicately perhaps, dry: there was such 
a fine little fidget of preoccupied life in him, and his 
eyes, at moments-though it was an appearance they 

25 	 could suddenly lose-were as candid and clear as those 
of a pleasant boy. Very neat, very light, and so fair 
that there was little other indication of his moustache 
than his constantly feeling it-which was again boyish 
.:_he would have affected her as the most intellectual 

30 	 person present if he had not affected her as the most 
frivolous. The latter quality was rather in his look 
than in anything else, though he constantly wore his 
double eyeglass, which was, much more, Bostonian and 
thoughtful.

35 The idea of his frivolity had, no doubt, to do with 
his personal designation, which represented-as yet, 
for our young woman, a little confusedly-a connec­
tion with an historic patriciate, a class that, in turn, 

39 	 also confusedly, represented an affinity with a social 

8 	 it] that mystery N 

· 13 showed] advertised N 
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element that she had never heard otherwise described 
than as ' fashion.' The supreme social element in 
N cw York had never known itself but as reduced to 
that category, and though Milly was aware that, as 
applied to a territorial and political aristocracy, the 5 
label was probably too simple, she had for the time 
none other at hand. She presently, it is true, enriched 
her idea with the perception that her interlocutor was 
indifferent; yet this, indifferent as aristocracies notori­
ously w":re, saw her but little further, inasmuch as she 10 
felt that, in the first place, he would much rather get 
on with her than not, and in the second was only 
thinking of too many matters of his own. If he kept 
her in view on the one hand and kept so much else on 
the other-the way he crumbed up his bread was a 15 
proof-why did he hover before her as a potentially 
insolent noble? She couldn't have answered the 
question, and it was precisely one.: of those that 
swarmed. They were complicated, she might fairly 
have said, by his visibly knowing, having known from 20 
afar off, that she was a stranger and an American, and 
by his none the less making no more of it than if she 
and her like were the chief of his diet. He took her, 
kindly enough, but imperturbably, irreclaimably, for 
granted, and it wouldn't in the least help that she her- 25 
self knew him, as quickly, for having been in her 
country and threshed it out. There would be nothing 
for her to explain or attenuate or brag about; she 
could neither escape nor prevail by her strangeness; 
he would have, for that matter, on such a subject, more JO 
to tell her than to learn from her. She might learn 
from him why she was so different from the handsome 
girl-which she didn't know, being merely able to feel 
it; or at any rate might learn from him why the 
handsome girl was so different from her. J5 

On these lines, however, they would move later ; the 
lines immediately laid down were, in spite of his 
vagueness for his own convenience, definite enough. 
She was already, he observed to her, thinking what 39 

1 that] om. N 
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she should say on her other side-which was what 
Americans were always <loing. She needn't in con­
science say anything at all ; but Americans never 
knew that, nor ever, poor creatures, yes (site had inter­

5 posed the 'poor creatures!') what not to do. The 
burdens they took on-the things, positively, they 
made an affair of! This easy and, after all, friendly 
jibe at her race was really for her, on her new friend's 
part, the note of personal recognition so far as she re­

10 quired it; and she gave him a prompt and conscious 
example: of morbid anxiety by insisting that her desire 
to be, herself, 'lovely' all round was justly founded on 
the lovely way Mrs. Lowder had met her. He was 
directly interested in that, and it was not till after­

15 wards that she fully knew how much more information 
about their friend he had taken than given. Here 
again, for instance, was a pertinent note for her: she 
had, on the spot, with her first plunge into the obscure 
depths of a society constituted from far back, encoun­

20 tered the interesting phenomenon of complicated, of 
possibly sinister motive. However, Maud Manning­
ham (her name, even in her presence, somehow still 
fed the fancy) !tad, all the same, been lovely, and one 
was going to meet her now quite as far on as one 

25 had one's self been met. She had been with them at 
their hotel-they were a pair-before even they had 
supposed she could have got their letter. Of course 
indeed they had written in advance, but they had 
followed that up very fast. She had thus engaged

30 them to dine but two days later, and on the morrow 
again, without waiting for a return visit, waiting for 
anything, she had called with her niece. It was as if 
she really cared for them, and it was magnificent 
fidelity-fidelity to Mrs. Stringham, her own com­

35 	 panion and Mrs. Lowder's former schoolmate, the lady 
with the charming face and the rather high dress 
down there at the end. 

Lord Mark took in through his nippers these 
balanced attributes of Susie. 'But isn't Mrs. String­

40 ham's fidelity then equally magnificent?' 
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'Well, it's a beautiful sentiment; but it isn't as if 
she had anything to gz'11e.' 

'Hasn't she got you?' Lord Mark presently 
asked. 

'Me-to give Mrs. Lowder?' Milly had clearly not 5 
yet seen herself in the light of such an offering. 'Oh, 
I 'm rather a poor present; and I don't feel as if, even 
at that, I 've as yet quite been given.' 

'You've been shown, and if our friend has jumped 
at you it comes to the same thing.' He made his 10 
jokes, Lord Mark, without amusement for himself; yet 
it wasn't that he was grim. 'To be seen you must 
recognise, is, for you, to be jumped at; and, if it's a 
question of being shown, here you are again. Only it 
has now been taken out of your friend's hands ; it's 15 
Mrs. Lowder, already, who's getting the benefit. Look 
round the table and you '11 make out, I think, that 
you 're being, from top to bottom, jumped at.' 

'Well, then,' said Milly, ' I seem also to feel that I 
like it better than being made fun of.' 20 

It was one of the things she afterwards saw-Milly 
was for ever seeing things afterwards-that her com­
panion had here had some way of his own, quite unlike 
any one's else, of assuring her of his consideration. 
She wondered how he had done it, for he had neither 25 
apologised nor protested. She said to herself, at any 
rate, that he had led her on ; and what was most odd 
was the question by which he had done so. 'Does 
she know much about you?' 

'No, she just likes us.' 30 
Even for this his travelled lordship, seasoned and 

saturated, had no laugh. 'I mean you particularly. 
Has that lady with the charming face, which is charm­
ing, told her? ' 

Milly hesitated. 'Told her what?' 35 

'Everything. 

This, with the way he dropped it, again considerably 


moved her--made her feel for a moment that, as a 

matter of course, she was a subject for disclosures. 39 


I 
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But she quickly found her answer. ' Oh, as for that, 
you must ask lu·r.' 

'Your clever companion?' 
•Mrs. Lowder.' 

5 He replied to this that their hostess was a person 
with whom there were certain liberties one never took, 
but that he was none the less fairly upheld, inasmuch 
as she was for the most part kind to him and as, 
should he be very good for a while, she would probably 

10 	 herself tell him. 'And I shall have, at any rate, in the 
meantime, the interest of s~eing what she does with 
you. That will teach me more or less, you see, how 
much she knows.' 

Milly followed this-it was lucid ; but it suggested
15 something apart. ' How much does she know about 

J'OU?' 
'Nothing,' said Lord Mark serenely. 'But that 

doesn't matter-for what she does with me.' And then, 
as to anticipate Milly's question about the nature of 

20 such doing: 'This, for instance-turning me straight 
on for you.' 

The girl thought. ' And you mean she wouldn't if 
she did know--?' 

He met it as if it were really a point. 'No. I 
25 believe, to do her justice, she still would. So you can 

be easy.' 
Milly had the next instant, then, acted on the per­

mission. 'Because you 're even at the worst the best 
thing she has ? ' 

.30 With this he was at last amused. 'I was till you 
came. You 're the best now.' 

It was strange his words should have given her the 
sense of his knowing, but it was positive that they did 
so, and to the extent of making her believe them, 

35 	 though still with wonder. That, really, from this first 
of their meetings, was what was most to abide with 
her : she accepted almost helplessly, she surrendered 
to the inevitability of being the sort of thing, as he 

39 	 might have said, that he at least thoroughly believed 

.38 	 to the inevitability of being] so to the inevitable in it 
-being N 
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he had, in going about, seen enough of for all practical 
purposes. Her submission was naturally, moreover, 
not to be impaired by her learning later on that he 
had paid at short intervals, though at a time apparently 
just previous to her own emergence from the obscurity 
of extreme youth, three separate visits to New York, 
where his nam<.;able friends and his contrasted contacts 
had been uumerous. His impression, his recollection 
of the whole mixed quantity, was still visibly rich. It 
had helped him to place her, and she was more and 
more sharply conscious of having-as with the door 
sharply slammed upon her and the guard's hand 
raised in signal to the train-been popped into the 
compartment in which she was to travel for him. It 
was a use of her that many a girl would have been 
doubtless quick to resent ; and the kind of mind that 
thus, in our young lady, made a!I for mere seeing and 
taking is precisely one of the charms of our subject. 
Milly had practically just learned from him, had made 
out, as it were, from her rumbling compartment, that 
he gave her the highest place among their friend's 
actual properti<.;s. She was a success, that was what it 
came to, he presently assured her, and that was what 
it was to be a success: it always happened before one 
could know it. One's ignorance was in fact often the 
greatest part of it. 'You haven't had time yet,' he 
said; 'this is nothing. But you 'IJ see. You 'II see 
everything. You can, you know-everything you 
dream of.' 

He made her more and more wonder ; she almost 
felt as if he were showing her visions while he spoke; 
and strangely enough, though it was visions that had 
drawn her on, she hadn't seen them in connection-
that is in such preliminary and necessary connection-
with such a face as Lord l\Iark's, such eyes and such a 
voice, such a tone and such a manner. He had for an 
instant the effect of making her ask herself if she 
were after all going to be afraid ; so distinct was it for 
fifty seconds that a fear passed over her. There 
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they were again-yes, certainly : Susie's overture to 
Mrs. Lowder had been their joke, but they had pressed 
in that gaiety an electric bell that continued to sound. 
Positively, while she sat there, she had the loud rattle 
in her cars, and she wondered, during these moments, 
why the others didn't hear it They didn't stare, they 
didn't smile, and the fear in her that I speak of was 
but her own desire to stop it. That dropped, however, 
as if the alarm itself hacl ceased ; she seemed to have 
seen in a quick, though tempered glare that there were 
two courses for her, one to leave London again the first 
thing in the mornin;~. the other to do nothing at all. 
\Vell, she would rlo nothing at all; she was already 
doing it; more than th;1t, she had already done it, and 
her chance was gone. She gave herself up-she had 
the strangest sense, on the spot, of so deciding ; for she 
had turned a corner before she went on again with Lord 
Mark. Inexpressive, but intensely significant, he met 
as no one else could have done the very question she 
had suddenly put to Mrs Stringham on the Brunig. 
Should she have it, whatever she did have, that ques­
tion had been, for long? 'Ah, so possibly not,' her 
neighbour appeared to reply ; 'therefore, don't you 
see? I'm the way.' It was vivid th;:i.t he might be, in 
spite of his absence of flourish; the way being doubt­
less just in that absence. The handsome girl, whom 
she didn't lose sight of and who, she felt, kept her also 
in view-Mrs. Lowder's striking niece would perhaps 
be the way as well, for in her too was the absence of 
flourish, though she had little else, so far as one could 
tell, in common with Lord Mark. Yet how indeed 
could one tell, what did one understand, and of what 
was one, for that matter, provisionally conscious but of 
their being somehow together in what they repre­
sented? Kate Croy, fine but friendly, looked over at 
her as really with a guess at Lord Mark's effect on her. 
If she could guess this effect what then did she know 
about it and in what degree had she felt it herself? 

J9 Did that represent, as between them, anything par­
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ticular, and should she have to count with them as 
duplicating, as intensifying by a mutual intelligence, 
the relation into which she was sinking? Nothing was 
so odd as that she should have to recognise so quickly 
in each of these glimpses of an instant the various 
signs of a relation; and this anomaly itself, had she had 
more time to give to it, might well, might almost 
terribly have suggested to her that her doom was to 
live fast. It was queerly a question of the short run 
and the consciousness proportionately crowded. 

These were immense excu1sions for the spirit of a 
young person at l\Irs. Lowclcr's mere dinner-party; 
but what was so significant and so a<lmo11itory as the 
fact of their being possible? \Vhat could they have 
been but just a part, already, of the crowded con­
sciousness? And it was just a part, likewise, that 
while plates were changed and dishes presented and 
periods in the banquet marked ; while appearances 
insisted and phenomena multiplied and words reached 
her from here and there like plashes of a slow, thick 
tide; while J\Irs. Lowder grew somehow more stout 
and more instituted and Susie, at her distance and in 
comparison, more thinly improvised and more different 
-different, that is, from every one and everything: it 
was just a part that while this process went forward 
our young lady alighted, came back, taking up her 
destiny again as if she had been able by a wave or 
two of her wings to place herself briefly in sight of an 
alternative to it. Whatever it was it had showed in 
this brief interval as better th;rn the alternative; and 
it now presented itself altogether in the image and 
in the place in which she had left it. The image 
was that of her being, as Lord Mark had declared, a 
success. This depended more or less of course on his 
idea of the thing-into which at present, however, she 
wouldn't go. But, renewing soon, she had asked him 
what he meant then that l\Irs. Lowder would do with 
her, and he had replied that this might safely be left. 
'She '11 get back,' he pleasantly said, 'her money.' He 39 
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could say it too---which was singular-without affect­
ing her either as vulgar or as 'nasty' ; and he had 
soon explained himself by adding: 'Nobody here, 
you know, does anything for nothing.' 

'Ah, if you mean that we shall reward her as hard 
as ever we can, nothing is more certain. But she's an 
idealist,' Milly continued, 'and idealists, in the long 
run, I think, don't feel that they lose.' 

Lord Mark seemed, within the limits of his 
enthusiasm, to find this charming. 'Ah, she strikes 
you as an idealist?' 

'She idealises us, my friend and me, absolutely. She 
sees us in a light,' said Milly. 'That's all I've got to 
hold on by. So don't deprive me of it.' 

'I wouldn't for the world. But do you think,' he 
continued as if it were suddenly important for him­
' do you think she secs me in a light?' 

She neglected his question for a little, partly because 
her attention attached itself more and more to the 
handsome girl, partly because, placed so near their 
hostess, she wished not to show as discussing her too 
freely. Mrs. Lowder, it was true, steering in the other 
quarter a course in which she called at subjects as if 
they were islets in an archipelago, continued to allow 
them their ease, and Kate Croy, at the same time, 
steadily revealed herself as interesting. Milly in fact 
found, of a sudden, her ease-found it all-as she 
bethought herself that what Mrs. Lowder was really 
arranging for was a report on her quality and, as per­
haps might be said, her value from Lord Mark. She 
wished him, the wonderful lady, to have no pretext for 
not knowing what he thought of Miss Theale. Why 
his judgment so mattered remained to be seen ; but it 
was this divination, in any case, that now determined 
Milly's rejoinder. 'No. She knows you. She has 
probably reason to. And you all, here, know each 
other-I see that-so far as you know anything. You 
know what you 're used to, and it's your being used to 
it-,that, and that only-that makes you. But there 
are things you don't know.' 

15 wouldn't for] wouldn't think of such a thing for N 

15 think] suppose N 

17 think] suppose N 

34 in any case, that] that in any case N 
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He took it in as if it might fairly, to do him justice, 
be a point. 'Things that I don't-with all the pains l 
take and the way I've run about the world to leave 
nothing unlearned?' 

Milly thought, and it was perhaps the very truth of 5 
his claim--its not being negligible-that sharpened her 
impatience and thereby her wit. 'You 're blast, but 
you 're not enlightened. You 're familiar with every­
thing, but conscious, really of nothing. What I mean 
is that you've no imagination.' 10 

Lord l\Iark, at this, threw back his head, ranging 
with his eyes the opposite side of the room and show­
ing himself at ]ao,t so much more completely as 
diverted that it fairly attracted their hostess' notice. hostess's A 
Mrs. Lowder, however, only smiled on l\lilly for a sign 15 cf .65.29 
that something racy was what she had expected, and 
resumed, with a splash of her screw, her cruise among 
the islands. 'Oh, I 've heard that,' the young man 
replied, 'before!' 

'There it is then. You 'vc heard everything before. 20 
You've heard 111c of course before, in my country, often 
enough.' 

'Oh, never too often,' he protested : ' I'm sure I hope 
I shall still hear you ag-ain and again.' 

'But who.t r.;ood then has it clone you?' the girl 25 
went on as if now frankly lo amuse him. 

'Oh, you '11 sec when you know me.' 
' But, most assuredly, I shall ne,-er know you.' 
'Then that will be exactly,' he laughed, 'the good!' 
If it established thus that they couldn't, or wouldn't, 30 

mix, why, none the less, did 1\Iilly feel, through it, a 
perverse quickening of the relation to which she had 
been, in spite of her"clf, appointed? \\'hat queerer 
consequence of thC'ir not mixing than their talking-
for it was what they had arri,·cd at--- almost intimately? 35 
She wished to get away from him, or indeed, much 
rather, away from herself so far as she was prc,ent to 
him. She saw already-wonderful creature, after all, 
herself too-that there would be a t;ood deal more of 39 

12 completely as] flagrantly N 
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him to come fnr her, and that the special sign of their 
intercourse would lw tu Leep hcr~elf out of the ques­
tion. Everythini: else 111ii:ht c0rne in-only never 
that; ancl with ~uch a11 aT1a11~~emcnt they might even 

5 go far. This in L1ct might !}llitl' have begun, on the 
spot, with her returning z1.r;ain to tl11: topic of the hand­
some girl. If she was to keen herself out she could 
naturally best do so by puttinr:.in "omebody ebe. She 
accordingly put in Kate Cruy, being ready to that 

10 extcr1t--as she was no! at all afraid for her-to sacri­
fice her if necessary. Lord Mark himself, for that 
matter, had made it c;isy by ~Jyin~; a little while before 
that no one among them did .rnvthing for nothing. 
'\\'hat then '-she wa~ aware of Lcing abrupt-' docs 

15 Miss Crny, if she's •;o i11k1l'~11'd, do i~ fnr? \Vhat has 
she to gain hy Ito !11vcl.r wckoml'? Look at her 
now!' Milly broke out with characteristic freedom of 
praise, though pulling herself up also with a compunc­
tious 'Ohl' as the direction thus given to their eyes 

20 	 happened to coincide with a turn of Kate's face to 
them. All she hacl meant to clo was to insist that this 
face was fine; but what slw had in fact done was to 
renew again her eflt.-ct of showiug herself to its 
possessor as conjoincrl with Lord Mark for some 

25 	 interc~ted Yicw of it. Jk had, however, promptly met 
her q11cstio1L 

'To gain? \Vhy, your acriuaintance.' 
'\Veil, what'. my acquai11tancc to her? She can 

care for me-she must feel that-only by being sorry 
30 for me; and that's why she's lovely: to be already 

willing to take the trouble to be. It's the height of 
the disinterested.' 

There were more thing-sin thi5 than one that Lord 
l\Tark might have taken up; but in a minute he had 

3 5 made his choice. 'Ah thcu, I'm !lowhere, for I 'm 
afraid J'lll not sorry for you in the least. \Vhat do 
you make then.' he a';\.ed, '"f yoUt success?' 

'\Vhy, just the gn'c1t rc.1son of all. 1t 's just because 
39 	 our friend there secs it that she pities me. She under­

4 might] would perhaps N 
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stands,' Milly said; 'she's better than any of you. 
She's beautiful.' 

He appeared struck with this at last-with the point 
the girl made of it; to which she came back even 
after a diversion created by a dish presented between 5 
them. 'Beautiful in chardeter, I sec. ls she so? You 
must tell rr.e about her.' 

Milly wondered. 'But haven't you known her longer 
than I? Haven't you seen her for yourself?' 

'No-I 've failed with her. It's no use. I don't 10 
make her out. And I assure you I really should like 
to.' His assurance had in fact for his companion a 
positive sugr;•;stion of sinccritr; he affected her a& now 
saying- somethin;.; that he felt; and she was the more 
struck with it as she was still conscioU'i of the failure 15 
even of curiosity he had just shown in respect to her­
self. She had meant something-though indeed for 
herself almost only-in speaking of their friend's 
natural pity; it had been a note, doubtless, of ques­
tionable taste, but it had quavered out in spite of her; 20 
and he had not so much as cared to inquire '\Vhy 
"natural"?' Not that it wasn't really much better for 
her that he shouldn't: explanations would in truth 
have taken her much too far. Only she now perceived 
that, in comparison, her word about this other person 25 
really 'drew' him ; and there were things in that, 
probably, many thin~s, as to which she would learn 
more and which glimmered there already as part and 
parcel of that larger 'real' with which, in her new 
situation, she was to be l1q.;~1ilecl. It was in fact at 30 
the very moment. this clement, not absent from what 
Lord l\Iark was further saying-. 'So you 're wrong, 
you see, as to our knm\ ing· all about each other. There 
are cases where we brL«<k down. I at any rate give ltcr 
up-up, that is, to you. You must do her for me-tell 35 
me, I mean, when you know more. You '11 notice,' he 
pleasantly wound up,' that I've cor.fidence in you.' 

'Vvhy shouldn't you have?' l\Tilly asked, obscn·ing 
in this, as she thought, a fine, though, for such a man, 39 

14 that he felt] he did feel N 
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a surprisingly artless, fatuitv. It was as if there 
might have been a •1ucstic1n of lwr falsifying for the 
sake of her own show-that i-;, of her honesty not 
being proof against her df'sirc !.() kcr:p well with him 

5 herself. She didn't, none the ics·;, otherwise protest 
against his remark ; there was sornetltin;r, else she was 
occupied in seeing. It was the lland!->ome girl alone, 
one of his own species and his pwn soci~;ty, who had 
made him feel uncertain ; of his certJ.inties about a 

10 mere little American, a cheap exotic, imported almost 
wholesale, and wl10~c l1ahit.<t. with ib conclitions of 
climate, growth, ancl cultiv::ttion, it'.; immense profusion, 
but its few varieties and thin development, he was per­
fectly satisfied Thf' m:m·d w,ts, too, that Milly

15 understood his safr,f.1ctior1--frclirw that she expressed 
the truth in presently sJyinr•:: 'Of course; l make 
out that she must be diffirult; just as I see that I 
myself must be easy.' And that was what, for all the 
rest of this occasion, remained with her--as the most 

20 interesting thing that could remain. She was more 
and more content herself to he easy: she would have 
been resignc-d, even had it been brought straighter 
home to her, to pas5ing· for a cheap exotic. Pro­
visionally, at any rate, that protected her wish to keep 

25 herself, with Lord l\Iark, in aheyanct:. They kid all 
affected her as inevitably knl)win;:: each other, and if 
the handsome Girl'c; pl;i,ce among them was something 
even their initiation couldn't deal with-why, then, she 

29 would indeed be a quantity. 

3-4 her honesty not beingJ the failure of her honesty to be N 
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THAT sense of riuantities, separate or mixed, was 
indeed doubtks~ what most prevailed at first for our 
sligh1ly r:<t<;pinr: American pair; it found utterance 
for them in their frrquent remark to each other that 
they had no one hut themselves to thank. It dropped 
from l\lilly rn<Jre than once that if she had ever known 
it was so easy--! though her exclamation mostly 
ended without completing her idea. This, however, 
was a trif1e to Mrs. Strincrham, who cared little whether 
she meant th<l.t in thi; case she would have come 
sooner. She couldn't have come sooner, and she 
perhaps, on the contrary, meant-for it would have 
been like her-that she wouldn't have come at all; why 
it was so easy being at any rate a matter as to which 
her companion had begun quickly to pick up views. 
Susie kept some of these lig-hts for the present to her­
self, since, freely communicated, they might have been 
a little clisturbi11G; with which, moreover, the quan­
tities that we speak of as surrounding the two ladies 
were, in many cases, quantities of things-and of other 
things--to talk about. Their immediate lesson, 
accordingly, was that they just had been caught up by 
the incalcul.i.\ilc strength of a wave that was actually 
holding them ;iloft .1ncl that would naturally dash them 
wherever it liked. They meanwhile, we hasten to add, 
make the best of their precarious position, and if Milly 
had had no other help for it she would have found not 
a little in the sight of Susan Shepherd's state. The 
girl had had nothing to say to her, for three days, 
about the 'success' announced by Lord Mark-which 
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they saw, besides, otherwise established ; she was too 
taken up, too touched, by Susie's own exaltation. 
Susie glowed in the light of her justified faith; every­
thing had happened that she had been acute enough 
to think least probable; she had appealed to a possible 
delicacy in Maud Manningham-a delicacy, mind you, 
but barely possible-and her appeal had been met in a 
way that was an honour to human nature. This 
proved sensibility of the lady of Lancaster Gate per­
formed verily, for both our friends, during these first 
days, the office of a fine floating gold-dust, something 
that threw over the prospect a harmonising blur. The 
forms, the colours behind it were strong and deep 
-we have seen how they already stood out for Milly; 
but nothing, comparatively, had had so much of the 
dignity of truth as the fact of Maud's fidelity to a senti­
ment. That was what Susie was proud of, much more 
than of her great place in the world, which she was 
moreover conscious of not as yet wholly measuring. 
That was what was more vivid even than her being-in 
senses more worldly and in fact almost in the degree 
of a revelation-English and distinct and positive, with 
almost no inward, but with the finest outward 
resonance. 

Susan Shepherd's word for her, again and again, was 
that she was 'large' ; yet it was not exactly a case, as 
to the soul, of echoing chambers: she might have been 
likened rather to a capacious receptacle, originally 
perhaps loose, but now drawn as tightly as possible 
over its accumulated contents-a packed mass, for her 
American admirer, of curious detail. When the latter 
good lady, at home, had handsomely figured her friends 
as not small-which was the way she mostly figured 
them-there was a certain implication that they were 
spacious because they were empty. Mrs. Lowder, by 
a different law, was spacious because she was full, 
because she had something in common, even in repose, 
with a projectile, of great size, loaded and ready for 
use. That indeed, to Susie's romantic mind, announced 
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they saw, besides, otherwise c<>tablishcd; she was too 
taken up, too touched, by Susie's <)\vn exaltation. 
Susie glowed in the lif;ht of her justified faith; every­
thing had happened t h;-it ~;he had been acute enough 
to think least prob;-ibk; shf' had appealed to a possible 
delicacy in I\laud I\1anninr:h<i.m----a delicacy, mind you, 
but barely possible-and her apµeal had been met in a 
way that was an honour to human nature. This 
proved sensibility of the lady of Lancaster Gate per­
formed verily, for Loth our friends, during these first 
days, the office of a fine ilo:i.tim~ ~:old-dust, something 
that threw L)\'t'r the pru~pccl a harnwnisin:; blur. The 
forms, the colour-., bd1ind it wctc strung and deep 
-we have ~,ccn how they alrc;,dy stoud out for Milly; 
but nothing, comparatively, h,1d h:i.d so much of the 
dignity of truth ao. the fact of l\1 aud's fidelity to a senti­
ment. That was what Susie was proud of, much more 
than of her great place in the world, which she was 
moreover conscious of not as yet whully measuring. 
That was what was more \·ivid rvcn than her being--in 
senses more worldly a11J in fact almost in the degree 
of a revelation-English and distinct and positive, \\•ith 
almost no inward, Lut with the finest outward 
resonance. 

Susan Shepherd's w()rd for lwr, again and again, was 
that she was 'lar:;e'; yet it was not exactly a ca!>C, as 
to the soul, of ech<iin~~ chambers: ~he might have been 
likened rather t<J a c;1pacious receptacle, originally 
perhaps loose, Lut now drawn as tightly as possible 
over its accumulated contents-a packed mass, for her 
American admirer, of curious detail. \Vhcn the latter 
good lady, at home, had ha11dsurncly fi~~ured her friends 
as not small-which was the way she mostly figured 
them--thcrc was a certain implication that they were 
spacious bt:cause they were crnpty. Mrs. Lowder, by 
a different law, was spacious because she was full, 
because she had somethin~ in common, even in repose, 
with a projectile, of great silt', loaded and ready for 
use. That indeed, to Susie's romantic mind, announced 
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itself as half the charm of their renewal-a charm as of 
sitting in springtime, during a long peace, on the 
daisicd grassy bank of some great slumbering fortress. 
True to her psychological instincts, certainly, l\T rs. 
Stringham had not('d that the 'sentiment' she rejoiced 5 
in on her old ::;choulmate's part was all a matter of 
action and ffiO\'Cmcnt, was not, save for the inter­
weaving of a more frequent plump' dearest' than she 
would herself perhaps have used, a matter of much 
other embroidery. She brooded, with interest, on 10 
this further remark of race, feeling in her own mark N 
spirit a different economy. The joy, for ht::r, was 
to know It'lzy she actcd--thc reason was hzilf the 
business; whereas with l\Trs. Lowder there might ha\'e 
been no reason: 'why' was the tri\'ial scasonin~- 15 
substance, the vanilla or the nutmeg-, omittable frurn the 
nutritiw· pudclin;:; without spoiling it. l\Irs. Lowder's 
desire was clearly sharp that their young companions 
should also pro<;per tog-ether ; and l\Irs. Stringham's 
account of it all to 1\lilly, during the first days, was 20 
that when, at Lanczister Gate, she was not occupied in 
tellinr;, as it were. abuut he1, she was occupied in hear­
ing much of tlir histury of her hostcs~·s brilliant niece. 

They ktd plenty, on these lines, the two elder 
women, to h'.i\·c ;u1d to t.1kc, and it w.t:, e\en not quite 25 
clear to the pil~;rim from Hoston that what she shoulcl 
mainly have arran;;ed for in London was n•,t a series 
of thrills for herself. She had a bad conscieHce, indeed 
almost a sense of immorality, in having to recognise 
that she was, as ~he said, carried away. She laughed JO 
to Milly when she also said that she didn't know where 
it would encl; and the principle of her uneasiness was 
that l\1rs. Lowdcr's life bristled for her with clements 
that she was really having to look at [or the first time. 
They re pres en tcd, she believed, the world, the world 3 5 
that, as a con~equcnce of the cold shoulder turned to it 
by the l'ilgrim F.lthcrs, had never yet boldly crossed 
to Boston-it would surely have sunk the stoutest 
Cunarder-and she couldn't pretend that she faced the 39 
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prospect simply because !\lilly had had a caprice. She 
was in the act herself nf luvi11~-: one, Jircctccl precisely 
to their present ~pectaclc. She could but seek strength 
in the thoucrht that she had never had one-or had 
never yicld~d to one, which came to the same thing­
bcforc. The suc,taininz- s,·me ur it all, moreover, as 
literary matcrial--that quite clroppcJ from her. She 
must wait, at any rate, she should see: it struck her, 
so far as she had ~ot, a-; VG.st, obscure, lurid. She 
reflected in the watches l•f the nif;ht that she was pro­
bably just coiner to love it for itself-that is for itself 
and Milly. 

0 

Tl~~: ode! thiw.: w,1:; that she could think of 
Milly's lovin:; it without dread-- -or with dread, at least 
not on the score of conscience, only on the score of 
peace. lt wa'' a mercy, at all cv<.'nts, for the hour, that 
their fancies jumpl·d together. 

While, for this first week that followed their dinner, 
she drank deep at I .an caster Gate, her Cl)mpanion was 
no less happily, appca1 cJ to be indeed on the whole 
quite as romantically, provided for. The handsome 
Eng-Jish girl from the hcaV)' English house had been 
as a figure in a picture stepping by m;:i.gic out of its 
frame : it was a case, in truth, for which Mrs. String­
ham presently founJ the pcrft·ct inlJ.ge. She had lost 
none of her t~rasp, but quite tlw cm1trary, of that other 
conceit in virtue of which Illilly wa-; the wandering 
princess: ~o what cc,uld be mCJrc in harmony now than 
to see the princess waited upon at the city gate by the 
worthiest maiden, the chosen daughter of the burgesses? 
It was the real al.;ain, evidently, the amusement of 
the meeting for the princess too ; princesses living 
for the most p::irt, in such an appeased way, on the 
plane of mere degant representation. That was why 
they pounced, at city ,_;ates. on deruted f10wcr-strewing 
damsels; that w.is why, after cffi;;it~·;, processions and 
other stately games, frank human company was 
pleasant to them. Kate Croy re;1lly presented herself 
to Milly--thc latter abounded for Mrs. Stringham in 
accounts of it-as the wondrous London girl in person, 

spirits N 
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by what she h;td collceivc<l, from far back, of the 
London girl ; conceived from the talcs of travellers 
and the anecdotes of N cw York, from old porings over 
Pundz and a liberal acquaiPtance with the Sction of 
the <lay. The only thing wa~ that shC' was rnccr, for 5 
the creature in question had rather been, to our yuung 
woman, an image of dread. She had thought of her, 
at her bc;,t, as handsome just as Kate was, \\·ith turns 
of head and tonl'.s of voice, felicities of ;,tature and 
attitude, thin~~s 'put on' and, for that matter, put uff, 10 
all the marks of the product of a pad;cd :;ucil'ly who 
should be at the same time the hcrnine c,f a strong· 
story. Shl'. pbccrl this '.>trikin~ young· pnson from the 
first in a st()ry, saw her, by a nccc.ssity of the imagina­
tion, for a heroine, felt it the only character in which 15 
she wouldn't be wasted ; and this in spite of the 
heroine\ pleasant aLruptncss, her forbearance from 
gush, her umbrdl;,-; and j;tckets and shoe'.>-as these 
things sketched themselves to 1\1illy-and somcthin~ 
rather of a L1-cc1y boy in the carriage of her arms and 20 
the occa:,ion:ll freedom uf her slang. 

\Vhcn Milly had settled th,it the C"Xtcnt of her ~ood­
will itself made her shy, she had found for thl'. moment 
quite a sufl!l icnt key, and they wcrl'. by that time 
tho1uu~hly aJluat to;:cthcr. This mih:ht well have 25 
been the happiest hour they Wl'.re to know, attacking 
in friendly inJependt.:nce their great Ln11don-the 
London of shops and streds and suburbs oddly inter­
esting to Milly, as well as of museums, monuments, 
'sights' oddly unfamiliar to Kate, while their elders JO 
pursued a separate course, both rejoicing in their 
intimacy and each thinking the other's young woman 
a great acquisition for her own. l\Iilly expressed to 
Susan Shepherd more than once that Kate had some 
secret, some smothered trouble, besides all the rest of 35 
her history; and that if she had so good-naturedly 
helped l\Irs. Lowder to meet them this was exactly 
to create a diversion, to give hl'.rself something else to 
think about. But on the case thus postulated our 39 
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young Amt:'rican had as yet had no light: she only 
felt that when the light shr>uld curnc it would greatly 
deepen the colCJUr; anrl sht: liked to think she was 
prepared for anythin~;. 'vVhat .;he aiready knew, rnore­

5 over, was full to her vision, uf En~:lish, of eccentric, of 
Thackerayan character, Kate Croy having gradually 
become not a little explicit on the subject of her situa­
tion, her past, her present, her general predicament, 
her small success, up to the present hour, in contenting 

10 at the same time her father, ht:r :;i~ter, her aunt and 
herself. It WJ.'.i 1\'Iilly's ';ubtlr:: r,11r:ss, imparted to her 
Susie, that the ~irl had ~omcbr!dy else as well, as yet 
unnamed, lo conknt, it bcini-'. manifc:.t that such a 
creature couldn't help h;,vin:.;; a cn·atmc not perhaps, 

15 if one would, ex.1ctly formed to ill~pire passions, since 
that always implied a certain silliness, but essentially 
seen, by the admiring eye of friendship, under the clear 
shadow of some prob;1bly eminent male interest. The 
clear shadow, from whatever source projected, hung, at 

20 	 any rate, over Milly's companion the whole week, and 
Kate Cray's hanclsome face smiled out of it, under 
bland skylight->, in the presence alike of old masters 
passive in their glory and of thurnughly new ones, the 
newest, who bri~tlccl restlessly with pins and brandished 

25 	 snippi:-ir~ shcarc,, 
It was meanwhile a pretty part of the intercourse 

of these youn;~ ladies that e:1ch thought the other more 
remarkable than hr-rsclf-that each thought herself, or 
assured the other she did, a comparatively dusty object 

30 	 and the other a favourite of nature and of fortune. 
Kate was amused, amazed at the wav her friend 
insisted on 'taking' her, and l\Iilly wondered if Kate 
were sincere in finding her the most extraordinary­
quitc apart from her being the most charming-person 

3 5 	 she had come acrosc;. They had talked, in long drives, 
and quantities of history had not been '' antin1~-in the 
light of which Mrs. Lowdcr's niece might superficially 
seem to have had the best of the argument. Her 

39 	 visitor's American n·fcrcnccs, with their bewildering 
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immensities, their confounding- moneyed New York, 
their excitements of high pressure, their opportunities 
of wild freedom, their record of used-up relatives, 
parents, clever, eager, fair, slim brothers-these the 
most loved-all enga;;cd, as well as succes'iivc super- 5 
sedcd guardians, in a high extr;wagance of specula­
tion and dissipation that had left this exquisite being 
her black dress, her white face and her vivid hair as 
the mere last brokt'.n link : such a picture quite threw 
into the shade the brief biol~raphy, however sketchilylO 
amplified, of a mere rnidcllc-cbss nobody in ]~ayswatcr. 
And thou,Jh that indeed might be but a nayswatcr 
way of putting it, in addition to which l\Iilly was in 
the stage of interest in Haysw:-iter wa1 s, this critic so 
far prevailed that, like i\Irs Strint;ham hl'.rself, shcl5 
fairly got her companion to accept from her that she 
was quite the nearest approach to a practical princc~s 
Bayswater could hope ever to know. It wa" a fact-it 
became one at the end of three days-that J\Iilly actu­
ally began to borrow from the handsome girl a sort of20 
view of her state ; the hamlsome girl's imprcs'iion of it 
was clearly so sincere. This impression was a tribute, 
a tribute positively to power, power the source of which 
was the last thing Kate trl'ated as a mystery. There 
were pas;,,lgcs. u!ldcr all their skyli~hts, the succes- 25 
sion of thc:ir shops being large, in which the latter's 
easy, yet the kast bit dry manner sufficiently gave out 
that if she had had so deep a pocket--! 

It was not moreover by any means with not having 
the imagination of expenditure that she appeared toJO 
charge her friend, but with not having the imagination 
of terror, of thrift, the imagination or in any degree 
the habit of a conscious dependence on others. Such 
moments, when all \Vigmore Street, for instance, 
seemed to rustle about and the pale girl herself to be35 
facing the different rustlers, usually so undiscriminated, 
as individual Britons too, Britons personal, parties to 
a relation and perhaps even intrinsically remarkable-­
such moments in especial determined in Kate a percep-39 
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tion of the high happirwss of her companion's liberty. 
Milly's rangi.: was thtVi irnrncnc,e; she had to ask 
nobody for anythin~~. tl• refer nothin~; to any one; her 
freedom, her fortun(: and J.('r fancy were her law; an 

5 obscquiou', world c,urroundc,J hi.:r, she could sniff up at 
every step its fumcc;. ,\ml Kate, in these days, was 
altogether in the phase (1f forgiving her so much bliss; 
in the pha~c moreover of believing that, should they 
continue to go on tot;ether, she would abide in that 

10 genero:,tty. She had, at such a point as this, no sus­
picion of a rifl within trw luk--by which we mean not 
only nr;nc nf an\.·thin;:;'s comin~~ bl'twcen them, but 
none of any ckfinitc Haw in so much clearness of 
quality. Y cl, all the s,1mc, if J\i illy. at l\Irs. Lowder's 

15 banquet, had de;,criLn::J hcr:;clf to Lord l\Iark as kindly 
used by the young wom,w on the other side because 
of some faintly-felt ~;pccial propriety in it, so there 
really did match with this, privately, on the young 
woman's p;i.rl, a feeling not analysed but divided, 

20 a latent impression that Mildred Theale was not, after 
all, a person to change pl;i.cc:;, to chan(:;e even chances 
with. Kate, verily, would perhaps not quite have 
known what c,h(: meant by thi" reservation, and she 
came near naming it only when she said to herself 

25 that, rich as r.Til!y w,1',, one p1oh:lbly wouldn't-which 
wa'l singular-ever h;1tl'. lwr f1 'r it. The hand,;ome 
girl had, with hersl'lf, these iclicitics an<l crudities: it 
wasn't obscure t,, her that, without some very par­
ticular reason to help, it might have proved a test of 

30 	 one's philosophy not to be irritated by a mistress of 
millions, or whatever they were, who, as a girl, so 
easily might have been, like herself, only vague and 
fatally female. She was by no means sure of liking 
aunt l\faud as much as sit<" deservt"(i, an<l aunt l'vlaud's 

35 	 command of funds was obviou'ily inkrior to Milly's. 
There was thus clearly, as plcadin~~ for the latter, some 
influence that would iatcr on become distinct; and 
meanwhile, decidedly, it was cnou~:;h that "he was as 

39 	 charming as she was queer and as queer as she was 
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charming--all of which was a rare amusement; as 
well, for that matter, as further surlicicnt that there 
were objects of value she had already pressed on 
Kate's acceptance. A week of her society in these 
conditions-conditions that Milly chose to sum up as 5 
ministering immensely, for a Llind, vague pilgrim, to 
aid and comfort-announced itself from an early hour 
as likely to become a week of presents, acknowledg­
ments, mementos, pledges of gratitude and admira­
tion that were all on one side. Kate as promptly 10 
embraced thc propriety of making it clear that she 
must forswear shops till she "hould receive 0>omc 
guarantee that the contents of each one she entered as 
a bumble companion should not be placed .1t her feet; 
yet that was in truth not before she had found her;,clf 15 
in po;,scssion, under whatever protests, of several 
precious ornaments and other minor conveniences. 

Grt:at was thc absurdity, too, that there should have 
come a day, by the end of the week, when it appeared 
that all i\lillv wnuld h,1ve a;,,ked in definite' return,' as 20 
might be ;,ai~l, w,,,, to lx: told a liltk .1bout Lord Mark 
and to bc 1•romisC'd tbe privik,~e of a \'i;,it to l\frs. 
Conclrip. Far uthcr amw·<.:mcnls had bct:n offered 
her, but her cag,·rncss was shamclcs~ly human, and she 
seemed rc:dly tn umnt more on the rc\·elati(•ll of the 25 
anxious lady ol Chcl'.,ea than on the best nights of the 
opera. Kate admired, and showed it, such an absence 
of fear: to the fear of being bored, in such a connec­
tion, she would have been so obviously entitled. 
Milly's answer to this was the plea of her curiosities- JO 
which left her friend wondering as to their odd direc­
tion. Some among them, no doubt, were rather more 
intelligible, and Kate had heard without wonder that 
she was blank about Lord J\fark. This young lady's 
account of him, at the same time, professed itsrlf as 35 
frankly imperfect; for what they best knew him by at 
Lancaster Gate was a thing difficult to explain. One 
knew people in ;.:;encral by something they had to 
show, somcthing that, either for them or against, could 39 
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be touched or named or pruvcd ; a11d she coulcl think 
of no other ca~c of a valm: t;1kc11 as so great and yet 
flourishing untc~trd. Ifr. \.·,1lnc was his future, which 
had somt:how i~ot its<:if a<; acrcpkd by aunt l\Iaud as 
if it had been his gnod cook or his steam-launch. She,5 
Kate, didn't mean ::,he thuurrht him an idiot; he 
might do great thinr:s-but they wr:re all, as yet, so to 
speak, he hacJ done. On the other hand it was of 
course ~omething of an achievement, and not open to 

10 every one, to have i~ot Ollt''s self taken so seriously by 
aunt Maud. The best thing· about hini, doubtless, on 
the whole, w;i.~> that aunt f.Lrnd bdicvl:'d in him. She 
was often fantastic, hut ,~Jw k:1l'w a failure, and-no, 
Lord M:uk w:1sn'l thdt. He had been ...t short time in 

15 the House, on the Tory siJc, but b,Hl lost his seat on 
the first opportunity, awl this w;is all he had to point 
to. However, he pointed to nothing; which was very 
possibly jw;t a sigll of his real cleverness, one of those 
that the really clever h;:i.d in common with the really 

20 void. Even aunt J\laud freq1wntly :tdmittcd that there 
was a guod deal, f1.1r lier view of bim, to cornf' up in the 
rear. And he wac;n't meanwhile himself indifferent­
indiffercnt to him..;elf--for he v:a~. working Lancaster 
Gate for all it was worth: just as it was, no doubt, 

25 	 workinr; him, and j1ist as the working and the worked 
were in London, as one m!~ht explain, the parties to 
every relation. 

Kate did explaill, for her listening friend: every one 
who had anything to give-it was true they were the 

30 fewest-made the sharpest possible bargain for it, got 
at least its value in return. The strangest thing, 
furthermore, was that this might be, in cases, a happy 
understanding-. The worker in one connection was 
the worked in another; it wa~; as broad a5 it was 
long--with the wheels of the sy:;tcm, as might be seen,35 
wonderfully oiled. People cnnld quite ltke each other 
in the midst of it, ac: aunt l\Iaud, hy every appearance, 
quite liked Lord Mark, and as Lord I\lark, it was to be 
hoped, liked Mrs. Lowder, since if he didn't he was39 
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a greater fraud than one could believe. She, Kate, had 
not yet, it was true, made out what he was doing for 
her-besides which the dear woman needed him, even 
at the most he could do, much less than she ima:;inccl; 
so far as all of which wc>nt, moreover, there wt.:rc plenty 
of things on every side she haJ nut yet made out. She 
believed, on the whole, in any one aunt l\Iaud took 
up; and she gave it to Milly as worth thinkini; oC that, 
whatever wonderful people this young- lady mi,;ht mcc-t 
in the land, she would meet no murc extraordinary 
woman. There were greater celebrities by the million, 
and of course greater -;wells, but a lii;;gcr f't'rsl'n, by 
Kate's view, and a larger natural hand!ul every way, 
would really be far to seek. When Milly inquired 
with interest if Kate's belief in /ia· was primarily on 
the lines of what Mrs. Lowder 'took up,' her inter­
locutress could h;mdsomely say yes, since by the same 
principle she believed in herself. \Vhom but aunt 
Maud's niece, pre-eminently, haJ aunt l\Iaud taken 
up, and who w,ts thus more in the current, with her, of 
working and of being worked? 'You may ask,' Kate 
said, 'what in tht.: world I hav<.: to gi\'e; and that 
indeed is just what I'm trying to learn. There must 
be somethio:;, for her to think she can get it out of me. 
She will ~;et it--trust her; and then I shall sec what 
it is; which l beg you to believe I should ncvu have 
found out for myself.' She declined to treat any 
question of Milly's own 'paying' power as Jiscussablc; 
that Milly would pay a hundred per cent-and even 
to the encl, doubtless, through the nose-was just the 
beautiful basis on which they found themselves. 

These were fine facilities, pleasantries, ironies, all 
these luxuries of gossip and philosophies of London 
and of life, and they became quickly, between the pair, 
the common form of talk, Milly professing herself 
delighted to know that something was to be done with 
her. If the most remarkable woman in England was 
to do it, so much the better, and if the most remark­
able woman in England had them both in hand 39 
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together, why, what could be jollier for each? When 
she reflected indecJ a littk on the oddity of her want­
ing two at once, Kate had tl1c natural reply that it was 
exactly what showed her sincerity. She invariably 
gave way to fcclin~~. and fcelin:~ h;td di,;tinctly popped5 
up in her on the advent of her girlhood's friend. The 
way the cat would jump wac; always, in presence of 
anything that moved her, interesting to see ; visibly 
enough, moreover, for a long time. it hadn't jumped 
anything like so far. This, in fact, as we already know,10 
remained the marvel for !\Tilly TJw;1k, who, on sight of 
Mrs. Lowder, found lift:-• linL 1·1 r"spcct to Susie 
absent frum the chain of ass<x-iation. Slw knew so 
herself what she tbouir.ht of :-in·.ic th;it she would have 
expected the l.1dy of 1..lllet';lf:r Gat1· to think some­15 
thing- quite diffrrent; the Ltilmt· of which endlessly 
mystified her. But her my'itificatirn1 was the cause for 
her of another tillt; impre';';ion, iti-t.:;much as when she 
went so far .i.s to oh<;crvc t() Kate that Susan Shepherd 

20 -and especially S11·;an ShL·phcrd cnwrging so unin­
vitC'd from an irn·lcvant pa~t--ought, by all the 
proprieties, simply to have bnrr:d aunt Maud, her 
confidant a~:reed with her withuut a protest and 
abounded in the sC'n.-w of her wonder. Susan Shepherd 

25 at least bore1l th 1~ nie«c ···-that w.is plain ; this youn~ 
woman :,aw nutliin:; in hf'r --nothini; to account for 
anything-, not even for 1\lilly's own indulr,enr:e: which 
little fact became i11 turn to the latter's min<l a fact of 
significance. It was a light on the handsome girl­

30 represcnting more than merely showed-that poor 
Susie was simply as nought to her. This was, in a 
manner too, a :~cneral admonition to poor Susie's com­
panion, who S"\'tnC'cl to see mark rd b)' it the direction in 
which she had l}('';f mo~t l"ok pt1t. ft ju .. t faintly rankled 
in hr-r th,1t ,1 pc'r';n11 wlw wa~; ~~nod r11n1t!~h and to spareJS 
for Milly Thc.11e ';\1011ldn't hr r~n<Hl cnun~;h for another 
girl; thnu~~h. oddlv r11n11 1 :h, ~;he cuu!d 1w;ily have: for­
1~ivc11 Mrs. 1.owckr hn~;.·lf the i1t11•,lti~t1n~. Mr~. 

39 Lowder <liJn't feel it, ;u1d l\:;1k l'roy felt it with ease; 
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yet in the end, be it added, •,he grasped the reason, 
and the reason l'nriched her mind. \Ya~n't it 
sufficiently the reason that the hanchome girl was, 
with twenty other splendid qualitie:;, the k;1c;t bit 
brnt;il too, ;rnd didn't she su~;i~e'>l, a:. no one yr:t had 
ever done for her new friend, that there rni~;ht be 
a wild lw.rnty in that, and c\'cn a str;inge ~;race? 
Kate wasn't brutally liruLll---which ?\1illy had hithcrt11 
benightedly supp•N'cl the oniy way, ~lH; wa:-,n't C\'C'll 
ag-gressi\'ely so, hut rather inditfrrrntly, defensively 
and, as mii;ht be said, by the hahit of anticipatiun. 
She simplified in aclva11ce, \\'ai beforehand with her 
doubts, ;me! knew with sin;;uhr quicl>ncc;; what she 
wasn't, as they said in 0/ew York, goin[; to like. In 
that way at lcac;t people were clearly quicker in En;:­
land than at home ; ;rnd Milly could quite sec, after a 
little, how such in:-,tincts might bccom~'. usual in 
a world in which d.1ngers abounded. The1e were 
more dangers, clearly. round about Lancaster Gate 
than one snspcctcd in N cw York or could dream Clf in 
Boston. At all cn·nts, with more sense of them, there 
were more precautions, and it was a remarkable world 
alto~~cther in which there could be precautions, on 
whatever ground, against Susie. 
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SHE certainly made up with Susie directly, however, 
for any allowance she might hil.vc had privately to 
extend to tepid appreciation ; since the late and long 
talks of these two embraced not only everything offered 
and suggested by the hours they spent apart, but a 
good deal more besides. She might be as detached as 
the occasion required at four o'clock in the afternoon, 
but she used no such freedom to any one about any­
thing as she habitually used about everything to Susan 
Shepherd at midnight. All the same, it should with 
much less delay than this have been mentioned, she 
had not yet-had not, that is, at the end of six days­
produced any news for her comrade to compare with 
an announcement made her by the latter as a result 
of a drive with Mrs. Lowder, for a change, in the 
remarkable Hattersca Park. The cider friends had 
sociably revolwd tlwrc while the youni~cr ones followed 
bolder fancies in the admirable equipage appointed to 
Milly at the hotel --a heavier, mon.: emblazoned, more 
amusing chariot than she had ever, IVith 'stables' 
notoriously mismanaged, known at home; whereby, 
in the course of the circuit, more than once repeated, 
it had 'come out,' as Mrs. Stringham said, that the 
couple at Lancaster Gate were, of all people, acquainted 
with Mildred's other English friend-the gentleman, 
the one connected with the English newspaper (Susie 
hung fire a little over his name) who had been with 
her in New York so shortly pn!vious to present ad­
ventures. I Ic hnd been named of course in Battersea 
Park-else he couldn't have been identified; and Susie 

1~2 
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had naturally, before she could produce her own share 
in the matter as a kind of confession, to make it plain 
that her allusion was to Mr. Merton Densher. This 
was because Milly had at first a little air of not know­
ing whom she meant; and the girl really kept, as well, 
a certain control of herself while she remarked that the 
case was surprising, the chance one in a thousand. 
They knew him, both Maud and Miss Croy knew him, 
she gathered too, rather well, though indeed it was not 
on any show of intimacy that he had happened to he 
mentioned. It had not been-Susie made the point-
she herself who brought him in : he had in fact not 
been brought in at all, but only referred to as a young 
journalist known to Mrs. Lowder and who had lately 
gone to their wonderful country-Mrs. Lowder always 
said' your wonderful country '-on behalf of hi" journal. 
But Mrs. StrinE;ham had taken it. up-with the tips 
of her fingers indeed; and that was the confession : 
she had, without meaning any harm, recognised l\Ir. 
Densher as an acquaintance of Milly's, though she had 
also pulled herself up before getting in too far. Mrs. 
Lowder had been struck, clearly-it wasn't too much 
to say; then she also, it had rather seemed, had pulled 
herself up; and there had been a little moment <luring 
which each mi~ht h;ivc be<:>n keeping- something from 
the other. 'Only,' said Milly's mate, 'I luckily re­
membered in time that I had nothing whatever to 
keep-which was much simpler and nicer. I don't 
know what Maud has, but there it is. She was in­
terested, distinctly, m your knowing him-in his having 
met you over there with so little loss of time. But I 
ventured to tell her it hadn't been so long as to 
make you as yet great friends. I don't know if I was 
right.' 

Whatever time this explanation might have taken, 
there had been moments enough in the matter now­
before the cider woman's conscience had done itself 
justice-to enable Milly to reply that although the 
fact in question doubtless had its importance she 
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imagined they wouldn't find the importance over­
whelming. 1t was odd that their one Englishman 
should so instantly tit; it wasn't, however, miraculous­
they surely all h,1<l often seen that, as every one said, 

5 the world was extraorJinarily 'small.' Undoubtedly, 
too, Susie had done just the plain thing in not letting 
his name pass. Why in the world should there be 
a mystery ?-and what an immense one they would 
appear to have made if he should come back z.nd find 

10 they had concealed their know!edg-e of him! ' I don't 
know, Susie dear,' the girl observed, 'what you think 
I have to conceal.' 

'It doesn't matter, at a given moment,' Mrs. String­
ham returned, 'what you know or don't know as to 

15 	what I think; for you always find out the very next 
moment, and when you do find out, dearest, you never 
really care. Only,' she presently asked, 'have you 
heard of him from l\1iss Croy?' 

' Heard of Mr. Densher? Never a word. We 
20 haven't mentioned him. \Vhy should we?' 

'That you haven't, I understand; but that she 
hasn't,' Susie opined, 'may mean something.' 

'May mean what?' 
'Well,' Mrs. Stringham presently brought out,' I tell 

25 	you all when I tell you that Maud asks me to suggest 
to you that it may perhaps be better for the present 
not to speak of him: not to speak of him to her niece, 
that is, unless she herself speaks to you first. But 
Maud thinks she won't.' 

JO Milly was ready to engage for anything ; but in 
respect to the facts-as they so far possessed them 
-it all sounded a little complicated. 'Is it because 
there's anything between them?' 

'No-I gather not; but Maud's state of mind is 
3 5 precautionary. She's afraid of something. Or per­

haps it woulJ be more correct to s<1y she's afraid of 
everything.' 

'She's afraid, you mean,'. Milly asked, 'of their-a 
39 	-liking each other?' 

4-5 that, as every one said, the world was extraordinarily 
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Susie had an intense thought and then an effusion. 
'My dear chi!J, we move in a labyrinth.' 

'Of course we do. That's just the fun of it!' said 
Milly with a stran~;c gaiety. then she added : 'Don't 
tell me that-in this for instance-there arc not abysses. 5 
I want abvsses.' 

Her fri~nd looked at her-it was not unfrequrntly 
the case-a little harder than the surface of the occasion 
seemed to require; and another person present at such 
times might have wondered to what inner thought of 10 
her own the g-ood lady was tryim; to fit the speech. 
It was too much her disposition, no doubt, to treat her 
young- companion's words as symptoms of an imputed 
malady. It was none the less, however, her highest 
law to be lif;ht when the girl was light. She knew 15 
how to be quaint with the new quaintness-the great 
Boston gift; it had been, happily, her note in the 
magazines; and Maud Lowder, to whom it was new 
in<lee<l an<l who had ne\'er heard anything remotely 
like it, quite cherished her, as a social resource, for it. 20 
It should not therefore fail her now; with it in fact 
one might face most thini'>· 'Ah, then let us hope we 
shall sound the depths- [ 'm prepared for the worst-
of 50rrow and sin! But <;be would like her niece­
wc 're not i~rnor;int nf th:tt, arc we ?-to marry Lord 25 
Mark. Ha;n't she told y1.•u so?' 

'Hasn't Mrs. Lowder told me?' 
'No; hasn't Kate? It isn't, you know, that she 

doesn't know it.' 
Milly had, under her comrade's eyes, a minute of 30 

mute detachment. She had lived with Kate Croy for 
several days in a state of intimacy as deep as it had 
been sudden, and they had clearly, in talk, in many 
directions, proceeded to various extremities. Yet it 
now came over her as in a clear cold way that there 35 
was a possible account of their relations in which the 
quantity her new friend had told her might have 
figured as small, as smallest, beside the quantity she 
hadn't. She couldn't say, at any rate, whether or no 39 
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she had made the point that hc-r aunt designed her 
for Lord Mark: it had only sufficif'ntly c0me out­
which had been, moreover, eminently guessable-that 
she was involved in her auut's designs. Somehow, for 

5 Milly, brush it over m:rvously as she might and with 
whatever simplifyinz hand, this ;.ilirupt extrusion of 
Mr. lJcnshcr altcrc<l all proportions, had an effect on 
all values. It was fantastic of her to let it make a 
difference that she couldn't in the least have dcfined-­

10 and she was at least, even during these instants, 
rather proud of being able to hide, on the spot, the 
difference it di<l make. Y ct, all the same, the effect 
for her was, almo·,t violently, nf Mr. l_lcmhcr's having 
been thcn:-havinc; been where she had stood till now 

15 in her simplicity- -before hu. ft W\Jllld have taken 
but another free moment to make her see abysses­
since abysses were what <>he wanted-in the mere 
circumstance of his own sikm:e, in .\'ew York, about 
his English frie1HL There had really been in New 

20 	York little time for anythin[~; but, had she liked, 
Milly could have maclc it out for herself that he had 
avoided the subject of Miss Croy, and that Miss Croy 
was yet a subj<:ct it c0ulu never be natural to avoid. 
It was to be added ,it the :-;zirnc time that t:ven if his 

25 	 silence ha<l been bbvrinthinc---which was absurd in 
view of all the othcr- thini;.; tno lw co1ildn't pussiuly 
have spoken of--this was <'Xal·tly what must suit her, 
since it fell under , he head of the pied she had just 
uttered to Susie. These things, however, came and 

30 	went, and it set itself up between the companions, for 
the occasion, in the oddest way, both that their happen­
ing all to know Mr. Dcnsher-except indeed that Susie 
<lidn't, but probably would--wac; a fact belonging, in 
a world of rush inf: abont, to one of the cummon orders 

35 	of chance; and yet fiJrther that it was amusing-oh, 
awfully amusing !-to be able fondly to hope that there 
was 'something in' its havinr~ be<'n left to crop up 
with such suddenness. There secrnt'd somehow a 

39 	possibility that the ground or, as it were, the air 
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might, in a manner, have undergone some pleasing 
preparation; thou~;h the question of this possibility 
would probably, after all, have taken some threo,bing 
out. The truth, moreover - and there they were, 
already, our pair, talking about it, the 'truth! '-had 5 
not quite come to the surface. This, obviously, in view 
of Mrs. Lowder's request to her old friend. 

It was accordingly on Mrs. Lowder's recommenda­
tion that nothing should be said to Kate--it was on 
this rich attitude of aunt Mam.l's that the idea of an 10 
interesting complication might best hope to perch; 
and when, in fact, after the colloquy we have reporte<l 
l\Iilly saw Kak again without nwntioning any name, 
her silence succeeded in pa~sing muster with her as 
the beginning of a new sort of fun. The surt was all 15 
the newer by reason of its containing a small elC'ment 
of anxiety: when she had r:one in for fun before it had 
been with her hands a little more free. Yct it was, 
none the less, rather exciting to be conscious of a 
still sharper reason for interest in the handsome girl, 20 
as Kate continued, even now, pre-eminently to remain 
for her ; and a reason-this was the great point-of 
which the youn~; woman herself could have no sus­
picion. Twice ovl'r, thus, for two or three hours 
togdhl'r, Milly founci her~clf seeing Kate, quite fixing 25 
her, in the light of the knowledg-c that it was a face on 
which !\'Ir. Densher's eyes had more or less familiarly 
rested and which, by the same token, \;ad looked, 
rather more beautifully than less, into his own. She 
pulled herself up indeed with the thought that it had 30 
inevitably looked, as beautifully as one would, into 
thousands of faces in which one might one's self never 
trace it; but just the odd result of the thought was to 
intensify for the girl that side of her friend which she 
had doubtless already been more prepared than she 35 
quite knew to think of as the 'other,' the not wholly 
calculable. It was fantastic, and l\Iilly was aware of 
this; but the other side was what had, of a sudden, 
been turned straight towards her by the show of Mr. 39 
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Densher's propinquity. She hadn't the excuse of 
knowing it for Kate's own, since nothing whatever as 
yet proved it particularly to be such. Never mind ; 
it was with this other side now fully presented that 
Kate came and went, kissed her for greeting and for 
parting, talked, as usual, of everything but-as it had 
so abruptly become for Milly-t/ze thing. Our young 
woman, it is true, would doubtless not have tasted so 
sharply a difference in this pair of occasions had she 
not been tasting so peculiarly her own possible be­
trayals. What happened was that a.fterwards, on 
separation, she wondered if the matter had not mainly 
been that she herself was so 'other,' so takc;:n up with 
the unspoken ; the strangest thing of all being, still 
subsequently, that when she asked herself how Kate 
could have failed to feel it she became conscious of 
being here on the edge of a great darkness. She 
should never know how Kate truly felt about anything 
such a one as Milly Theale should give her to feel. 
Kate would never-and not from ill-will, nor from 
duplicity, but from a sort of failure of common terms 
-reduce it to such a one's comprehension or put it 
within her convenience. 

It was as such a one, therefore, that, for three or 
four days more, l\'lilly watched Kate as just such 
another; and it was presently as such a one that she 
threw herself into their promised visit, at last achieved, 
to Chelsea, the quarter of the famous Carlyle, the field 
of exercise of his ghost, his votaries, and the residence 
of 'poor Marian,' so often referred to and actually a 
somewhat incongruous spirit there. With our young 
woman's first view of poor Marian everything gave 
way but the sense of how, in England, apparently, the 
social situation of sisters could be opposed, how com­
mon gr.ound, for a place in the world, could quite fail 
them: a state of things sagely perceived to be in­
volved in an hierarchical, an aristocratic order. Just 
whereabouts in the order Mrs. Lowder had established 
her niece was a question not wholly void, as yet, no 
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doubt, of ambiguity---though Milly was withal sure 
Lord Mark could exactly have fixed the point if he 
would, fixin>; it at the same time for aunt Maud her­
self; but it was clear that Mrs. Condrip was, as mit;ht 
have been said, in quite anuther ~:eography. !::ihc 
would not, in short, have been to be found on the same 
social map, and it w..is as if ht.:r visitors had turned 
over page after pa~:e together before the final relief of 
their benevolent 'Herc!' The interval was bridged, 
of course, but the bridge, verily, was needed, and the 
impression left I\Iilly to wonder whether, in the general 
connection, it were of bridges or of intervals that the 
spirit not locally disciplined would find itself most 
conscious. It wa~ as if at home, by contrast, there 
were neithcr-lll·ithcr the diffncnce itself, from posi­
tion to position, nor, on either side, and JMrtic11larly <1n 
one, the awfully [;ood manner, the conscious sinking- of 
a consciousness, that made up for it. The conscious 
sinking, at all events, and the awfully good manner, 
the difference, the bridge, the inten·al, the skipped 
leave~ of the ~.ocial ailas-thcse, it was to be confessed, 
had a little, for our young lacly, ill default uf stC>utcr 
stuff, to wo1 k thcm,clvcs into the light literary legend 
-a mixed, wandering echo of Trollope, of Thackeray, 
perhaps mo,;tly of Dickens -under favour of which lll'r 
pilgrimage Ii.tel so much appealed. She could relate 
to sw.ic later on, late the !"ame evening, that the 
legend, before she had done with it, had run clear, that 
the adored author of T/11: 1Vcwcomcs, in fine, had been 
on the whole the note: the picture lacking thus more 
than she had hoped, or rather perhaps showing less 
than she had feared, a certain possibility of Pickwickian 
outline. She explained how she meant by this that 
Mrs. Condrip had not altogether proved another ~lrs. 
Nickleby, nor even-for she might have proved almost 
anything, from the way poor worried Kate had spoken 
-a widowed and aggravated Mrs. illicawber. 

Mrs. Stringham, in the midnight conference, inti­
mated rather yearningly that, however the event might 
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have turned, the side of English life such experiences 
opened to Milly were just those she herself seemed 
' booked'-as they were all, roundabout her now, 
always saying-to miss : she had begun to have a 
little, for her fellow-observer, these moments of fanciful 
reaction-reaction in which she was once more all 
Susan Shepherd-against the high sphere of colder 
conventions into which her overwhelming connection 
with Maud Manningham had rapt her. Milly never 
lost sight, for long, of the Susan Shepherd side of her, 
and was always there to meet it when it came up and 
vaguely, tenderly, impatiently to pat it, abounding in 
the assure.nee that they would still provide for it. 
They had, however, to-night, another matter in hand; 

,	 which proved to be presently, on the girl's part, in 
respect to her hour of Chclst:a, the revelation that Mrs. 
Condrip, taking a few minutes when Kate was away 
with one of the children, in bed upstairs for some small 
complaint, had suddenly, without its being in the least 
'led up to,' broken ground on the subject of Mr. 
Densher, mentioned him with impatience as a person 
in love with her sister. ' She wished me, if I cared for 
Kate, to know,' Milly said-' for it would be quite too 
dreadful, and one might do something.' 

Susie wondered. ' Prevent anything coming of it? 
That's easily said. Do what?' 

Milly had a dim smile. ' I think that what she 
would like is that I should come a good deal to see lier 
about it.' 

•And doesn't she suppose you 've anything else 
to do?' 

The girl had by this time clearly made it out. 'No­
thing but to ctdmire and make much of her sister­
whom she doesn't, however, herself in the least under­

. 	 stand-and give up one's time, and everything else, to 
it.' It struck the eltler friend that she spoke with an 
almost unprecedented approach to sharpness; as if 
Mrs. Condrip had been rather specially disconcerting. 

39 Never yet so much as just of late had Mrs. Stringham 
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seen her companion as exalted, and by the very play 
of something within, into a vague golden air that left 
irritation below. That was the great thing with Milly 
-it was her characteristic poetry; or at least it was 
Susan Shepherd's. ' But she made a point,' the former 5 
continued, 'of my keeping what she says from Kate. 
I 'm not to mention that she has spoken.' 

'And why,' Mrs. Stringham presently asked, 'is Mr. 
Densher so dreadful?' 

Milly had, she thought, an hesitation-something 10 
that suggested a fuller talk with Mrs. Condrip than she 
inclined perhaps to report. 'It isn't so much he him­
self.' Then the girl spoke a little as for the romance 
of it; one could never tell, with her, where romance 
would come in. 'It's the state of his fortunes.' 15 

' And is that very bad? ' 
'He has no" private means," and no prospect of any. 

He has no income, and no ability, according to Mrs. 
Condrip, to make one. He's as poor, she calls it, as 
"poverty," and she says she knows what that is.' 20 

Again Mrs. Stringham considered, and it presently 
produced something. 'But isn't he brilliantly clever?' 

Milly had also then an instant that was not quite 
fruitless. 'I haven't the least idea.' 

To which, for the time, Susie only answered 'Oh!' 25 
-though by the end of a minute she had followed it 
with a slightly musing' I see'; and that in turn with: 
'It's quite what Maud Lowder thinks.' 

'That he '11 never do anything ? ' 
'No-quite the contrary: that he's exceptionally 30 

able.' 
'Oh yes; I know '-Milly had again, in reference 

to what her friend had already told her of this, her 
little tone of a moment before. 'But Mrs. Condrip's 
own great point is that aunt Maud herself won't hear 3 5 
of any such person. Mr. Densher, she holds-that's 
the way, at any rate, it was explained to me-won't 
ever be either a public man or a rich man. If he were 
public she'd be willing, as I understand, to help 39 

L 
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him ; if he were rich-without being anything else­
she 'd do her best to swallow him. As it is, she taboos 
him.' 

'In short,' said Mrs. Stringham as with a private
5 purpose, 'she told you, the sister, all about it. But 

Mrs. Lowder likes him,' she added. 
'Mrs. Condrip didn't tell me that.' 
'Well, she does, all the same, my dear, extremely.' 
'Then there it is I' On which, with a drop and one 

10 of those sudden, slightly sighing surrenders to a vague 
reflux and a general fatigue that had recently more 
than once marked themselves for her companion, 
Milly turned away. Yet the matter was not left so, 
that night, between them, albeit neither perhaps could 

· 15 afterwards have said which had first come back to it. 
Milly's own nearest approach, at least, for a little, to 
doing so, was to remark that they appeared all­
every one they saw-to think tremendously of money. 
This prompted in Susie a laugh, not untender, the 

20 innocent meaning of which was that it came, as a sub­
ject for indifference, money did, easier to some people 
than to others : she made the point in fairness, how­
ever, that you couldn't have told, by any too crude 
transparency of air, what place it held for 

. 2S Manning-ham. She did her worldliness with 
Maud 
grand 

proper silences-if it mightn't better be put perhaps 
that she did her detachment with grand occasional 
pushes. However Susie put it, in truth, she was 
really, in justice to herself, thinking of the difference, 

~O as favourites of fortune, between her old friend and 
her new. Aunt Maud sat somehow in the midst of 
her money, founded on it and surrounded by it, even 
if with a clever high manner about it, her manner of 
looking, hard and bright, as if it weren't there. Milly,

.3; &bout hers, had no manner at all-which was possibly, 
from a point of view, a fault : she was at any rate far 
away on the edge of it, and you hadn't, as might be 
1 Id, In order to get t her nature, to traverse, by

39 whatever avenue, any piece of her property. It was 

. 
,33 clevor] ma1tartul N 



BOOK FOURTH 

clear, on the other hand, that Mrs. Lowder was 
keeping her wealth as for purposes, imaginations, 
ambitions, that would figure as large, as honourably 
unselfish, on the day they should take eff cct. She 
would impose her will, but her will would be only 5 
that a person or two shouldn't lose a benefit by not 
submitting if they could be made -to submit. To 
Milly, as so much younger, such far views couldn't be 
imputed: there was nobody she was supposable as 
interested for. It was too soon, since she wasn't 10 
interested for herself. Even the richest woman, at 
her age, lacked motive, and Milly's motive doubtless 
had plenty of time to arrive. She was meanwhile 
beautiful, simple, sublime \vithout it-whether missing 
it and vaguely reaching out for it or not; and with it, 15 
for that matter, in the event, would really be these 
things just as much. Only then she might very well 
have, like aunt Maud, a manner. Such were the con­
nections, at all events, in which the colloquy of our 
two ladies freshly flickered up-in which it came 20 
round that the elder asked the younger if she had 
herself, in the afternoon, named Mr. Densher as an 
acquaintance. 

'Oh no-I said nothing of having seen him. I 
remembered,' the girl explained, 'Mrs. Lowder's ·25 
wish.' 

'But that,' her friend observed after a moment, 'was 
for silence to Kate.' 

'Yes-but Mrs. Condrip would immediately have 
told Kate.' 30 

•Why so ?-since she must dislike to talk about 
him.' 

•Mrs. Condrip must?' Milly thought. 'What she 
would like most is that her sister should be brought 
to think ill of him ; and if anything she can tell her 3 5 
will help that-' But Milly dropped suddenly here, 
as if her companion would see. 

Her companion's interest, however, was all for what 
she herself saw. 'You mean she 'II immediately J9 
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speak?' Mrs. Stringham gathered that this was 
what Milly meant, but it left still a question. 'How 
will it be against him that you know him?' 

'Oh, I don't know. It won't be so much one's 
5 knowing him as one's having kept it out of sight.' 

•Ah,' said Mrs. Stringham as if for comfort, 'you 
haven't kept it out of sight. Isn't it much rather Miss 
Croy herself who has?' , 

'It isn't my acquaintance with him,' Milly smiled, 
10 'that she has dissimulated.' 

'She has dissimulated only her own? Well then, 
the respnnsibility 's hers.' 

'Ah hut,' said the girl, not perhaps with marked 
consequence, 'she ha'> a right to do as she likes.' 

15 'Then so, my Jear, have you!' smiled Susan 
Shepherd. 

Milly looked at her as if she were almost venerably 
simple, but also as if this were what one loved her 
for. • W c 're not quarrelling about it, Kate and I, 

20 yet.' 
'I only meant,' Mrs . .Stringham explained,' that I 

don't sec what Mrs. Condrip would gain.' 
'By her being able to tell Kate?' Milly thought. 

'I only meant that I don't see what I myself should 
25 gain.' 

'But it will have to come out-that he knows you 
both-some time.' 

Milly scarce assented. 'Do you mean when he 
comes back ? ' 

JO 'He'll find you both here, and he can hardly be 
looked to, I take it, to " cut" either of you for the 
sake of the other.' 

This placed the question at last on a basis more 
distinctly cheerful. 'I might get at him somehow 

35 	 bcforehan<l,' the girl suggested; 'I might i;ive him 
what they call here the tip-that he's not to know me 
when we meet. Or, better still, I mightn't be here 
at all.' 

39 •Do you want to run away from him?' 
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It was, oddly enough, an idea .Milly seemed half 
to accept. 'I don't know wlzat I want to run away 
from!' 

It dispelled, on the spol--somethinr:. to the cider 
woman's car, in the sad, sweet sound of it-any ghost 5 
of any need of explaining. The sense was constant 
for her that their relation was as if afloat, like some 
island of the south, in a great warm sea that made, 
for every conceivable chance, a margin, an outer 
sphere of general emotion ; and the effect of the 10 
occurrence of anythint;" in particular was tu nFtkc the 
sea submerg·c the island, the margin flood the text. 
The [~1-eat wave ll')W for a moment swept OH'L ' I ']] 
go anywhnc else in the world you like.' 

But l\Iilly c;:ime up through it. 'Dear old Susie--- 15 
how I do work you ! ' 

'Oh, this is nothin~ yet.' 
'No indet:d--to what it will be.' 
'You 're not-·-ancl it's Yain tu pretend,' said dear 

old Susie, who Ind been raki11g her in,' as SPund an<l 2.0 
stron~: as [ insist un h,win'.; you.' 

'Jnsi:.t, iw.ist--thc more the better. But tlic day I 
luok as sound and strun~~ a:; that, you know,' l\lilly 
went tir1 .. -·' on that (L1y l sh:dl be just sound aud 
~,tro11;: cnci11,:h tu take lt:-t\'C of p1u sweetly for ever. 25 
Th<tt 's where one is,· ;,he contin11c<l thus af;rccably to 
embroider, 'when even one's llh'St ''beaux moment!>" 
aren't such as to qualify, so far as <q..1pearancc goes, 
for anything gayer than a hLJ.ndsomc cemetery. Since 
I 'vc lived all these years as if I were dead, I shall die, 30 
no doubt, as if I were alive·-which will happen to be 
as you want me. So, you see,' she wound up,' you '11 
never really know where I am. Except indeed when 
I'm gone; and then you '11 only know where I'm not.' 

'I'd die fur you,' said Susan Shepherd after a 35 
moment. 

'"Thanks awfully"! Then stay here for me.' 
'But we can't be in London for August, nor for 

many of all these next weeks.' 39 
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•Then we 'II g-0 hack' 

Susie blenched. ' i Lie k to 1\ mcrica?' 

'No, abroad---tn ')wit :('rlarid, Italy, ;inywhcre. 


mean by your o,tayi11;: "here" for me,' Milly pursued,
5 	 'your stay inf~ with me wherever l may he, e.ven though 

we may neither of w; krww at the time where it is. 
No,' she insisted, 'I do1t't know where I am, and you 
never will, and it doesn't matter-and l dare say it's 
quite true,' she broke off, 'that everything will have 

10 	 to come out.' Her friend would have felt of her that 
she joked about it now, had not her ~c;lle from grave 
to gay been a thinr:; of such unnameable shades that 
her contrasts were never sharp. She made up for 
failures of gravity by Lulmcs of mirth; if she hadn't, 

15 	 that is, been at times as earnest as mi[;ht have been 
liked, so she was certain not to be at other times as 
easy as she would like herself. ' I must face the 
music. It isu't, at any rate, its "corning out,"' she 
added; •it's that Mrs. Condrip would put the fact 

20 	 before her to his injury.' 
Her companion wondered. 'Hut how to hz''s?' 
•Why, if he pretends to love h("r--!' 

'And docs he only "pretend"?' 

'I mean if, trusted by her in stran0:c countries, he 


25 forgets her c;1) far as tn make 11p to otlin people.' 
The amendment, however, brought Su.-;ie io, as if 

with gaiety, for a comfortable end. 'Did he make up, 
the false creature, to ;•ou?' 

'No--but the question isn't of that. 1 t 's of what 
30 Kate might be made to believe.' 

'That, given the fact that he evidently more or less 
followed up his acquaintance with you, to say nothing 
of your obvious weird charm, he must have been all 
ready if you had at all led him on?' 

35 Milly neither accepted nor quaiifie,1 thi~; she only 
said, after a mc,ment. as with a conscious cxo~ss of the 
pensive: 'No, I don't think she'd quite wish to suggest 
that I made up to him; for that I shoulcl have had to 

39 	 do so would only bring out his constancy. All I mean 
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is,' she added-and now at la~t, as with a supreme 
impatience--' that her being able to make him out 
a little a person who could give cause for jealousy 
would evidently help her, since she's afraid of him, 
to do him in her sister's mind a useful ill turn.' 5 

Susan Shepherd perceived in this explanation such 
signs of an appetite fur motive as would have sat 
gracefully even on one of her own New England 
heroines. It was seeing round several corners; but 
that was what !'<cw England heroine'; did, and it was 10 
moreover inkrestinrr for the mom~nt to 111,1ke out 
how many really hc1:"' yuunt; friend had uncll rt.iken to 
see round. Finally, too, weren't they hra\·ing the 
deeps? They got their ammement where they could. 
'Isn't it only,' she a:;ked, 'rather probable she'd sec 15 
that Kate's knowing him as (what's the pretty old 
word?) 1.1ola1;·c--?' 

''Well?' She hadn't filled out her idea, but neither, 
it seemed, could 1\1 illy. 

'\Veil, mi~ht but do what that often docs-by all 20 
our bJes•;ed little law~ and arrangements at kast: 
excite Kate's own :'cntirrn:nt instead of depressing it.' 

The idea was bright, yet the girl but bcaut1fully 
stared. 'Kate's own sentiment? Oh, she didn't speak 
of that. I don't think,' "IK added as if shl' ktd been 25 
unconsciously giving a wron;:; impression, 'I don't 
think Mrs. Condrip imagines she's in love.' 

It made l\lrs. Stringham stare in turn. 'Then 
what's her fear?' 

'Well, only the fact of Mr. Denshcr's possibly him- 30 
self keeping it up-the fear of some final result from 
that.' 

'Oh,' oaid Susie, intellectually a little disconcerted 
-'she looks f.1r ahl'aJ ! ' 

At this, however, Milly threw off another of her 35 
sudden vague' sports.' 'No-~it 'sonly we who do.' 

'\Yell, don't let us be more interested for them than 
they are for themselves ! ' 

'Certainly not '-the girl promptly assented. A 39 

12 	 many really her young friend had] many her young friend had 
actually N 
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certain interest nevertheless remained; she appeared 
to wish to be clear. 'It wasn't of anything on Kate's 
own part she spoke.' 

'You mean she thinks her sister does not care for 
5 him?' 

It was still as if, for an instant. Miliy had to be sure 
of what she meant ; but there it presently was. ' If 
she did care Mrs. Condrip woul<l h«ve told me.' 

What Susan Shepherd seemed lwreupon for a little 
10 to wonder was why then they h<i.d been talking so. 

' But did you ask her?' 
'Ah, no!' 
'Oh!' said Sus«tn Shepherd. 

15 
Milly, however, easily explained that she wouldn't 

have asked her for the world. 

4 does not] distinctly doe:m't N 



BOOK FIFTH 




5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

BOOK FIFTH 

x 

Lor.,n l\lAKK looked at her to-day in particular as if 
to wrin,; from her a conks~ion that she had originally 
done him inius1 ice; and he \vas entitled to whatc\'cr 
there mi~~ht be in it of aJ\',rntagc or merit that his in­
tention really in a manner took effect: he cared about 
something, that i~;, after all, ~ufhciently to make her 
feel absLndly as if she wer« conft>ssing-all the while 
it was quite the case that neither ju:.,tice nor injustice 
was what had been in question between them. He had 
presented him'>clf ,1t the hotel, had ft.und her and had 
found Sn'1an ~hepherd at home, had been ·civil' to Susan 
-it was ju'1t that shade, am! Su:;an's fancy ha<l fondly 
caught it ; and then had come agaifl and mis'1cd them, 
and then had cume and found them c•nce more: be­
sides letting them easily sec that if it lncln't by this 
time been the encl of everything-which they could 
feel in the exhausted air, that of the seasc,n at its last 
gasp---the places they might have liked to go to were 
such as they would have had only to mention. Their 
feeling was-or at any rate their modest general plea 
-that there was no place they would have liked to go 
to; there wc1:, only the ;,ense of finding they liked, 
wherever they were, the place to which they had been 
brought Such was highly the ca;c ;1s to their current 
consciousnc;,,;-which could be indeer:I, in an equally 
eminent des-ree, but a matter of course ; impressions 
this afternoon having by a happy turn of their wheel 
been gathered for them into a splendid clu5tcr, an 28 
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offeri~g like an armful of the rarest flowers. They 
were m presence of the offering-they had been led 
up to it ; and if it had been still their habit to look at 
each other across distances for increase of unanimity 
his hand would have been silently named between 
them as the hand applied to the wheel. He had 
administered the touch that, under light analysis, made 
the difference-the difference of their not having lost, 
as Susie on the spot and at the hour phrased it again 
and again, both for herself and for such others as the 
question might concern, so beautiful and interesting 
an experience ; the difference also, in fact, of Mrs. 
Lowder's not having lost it either, though it was with 
Mrs. Lowder, superficially, they had come, and though 
it was further with that lady that our young woman 
was directly engaged during the half-hour or so of her 
most agreeably inward response to the scene. 

The great historic house had, for Milly, beyond 
terrace and garden, as the centre of an almost extrava­
gantly grand Watteau-composition, a tone as of old 
gold kept 'down' by the quality of the air, summer 
full-flushed, but attuned to the general perfect taste. 
Much, by her measure, for the previous hour, appeared, 
in connection with this revelation of it, to have 
happened to her-a quantity expressed in introduc­
tions of charming new people, in walks through halls 
of armour, of pictures, of cabinets, of tapestry, of tea­
tables, in an assault of reminders that this large­
ness of style was the sign of appointed felicity. The 
largeness of style was the great containing vessel, 
while everything else, the pleasant personal affluence, 
the easy, murmurous welcome, the honoured age of 
illustrious host and hostess, all at once so distinguished 
and so plain, so public and so shy, became but this or 
that element of the infusion. The elements melted to­
gether and seasoned the draught, the essence of which 
might have struck the girl as distilled into the small 
cup of iced coffee she had vaguely accepted from some­
body, while a fuller flood, somehow, kept bearing her up 

13-14 with Mrs. Lowder, superficially] superficially with 
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-all the freshness of response of her young life the 
freshness of the first and only prime. What had 
perhaps brought on just now a kind of climax was the 
fact of her appearing to make out, through aunt Maud, 
what was really the matter. It couldn't be less than a 
climax for a poor shaky maiden to find it put to her of 
a sudden that she herself was the matter-for that was 
positively what, on Mrs. Lowder's part, it came to. 
Everything was great, of course, in great pictures, and 
it was doubtless precisely a part of the brilliant life-
since the brilliant life, as one had faintly figured it, 
clearly was humanly led-that all impressions within 
its area partook of its brilliancy; still, letting that pass, 
it fairly stamped an hour as with the official seal for one 
to be able to take in so comfortably one's companion's 
broad blandness. 'You must stay among us-you 
must stay ; anything else is impossible and ridiculous; 
you don't know yet, no doubt-you can't; but you will 
soon enough : you can stay in any position.' It had 
been as the murmurous consecration to follow the 
murmurous welcome; and even if it were but part of 
aunt Maud's own spiritual ebricty-for the dear woman, 
one could sec, was spiritually 'keeping' the day--it 
served to Milly, then and afterwards, as a high-water 
mark of the imagination. 

It was to be the end of the short parenthesis which 
had begun but the other day at Lancaster Gate with 
Lord Mark's informing her that she was a' success'­
the key thus again struck; and though no distinct, no 
numbered revelations had crowded in, there had, as we 
have seen, been plenty of incident for the space and 
the time. There had been thrice as much, and all 
gratuitous and genial - if, in portions, not exactly 
hitherto t!zc revelation-as three unprepared weeks 
could have been expected to produce. Mrs. Lowder 
had improvised a 'rush' for them, but out of elements, 
as Milly was now a little more freely aware, somewhat 
roughly combined. Therefore if at this very instant 
she had her reasons for thinking of the parenthesis as 39 

12 clearly] just N 
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about to close-reasons completely personal-she had 
on behalf of her companion a divination almost as 
deep. The parenthesis would close with tbis admirable 
picture, but the admirable picture still would show 

5 aunt Maud as not absolutely sure either if she herself 
were destined to remain in it. \Vhat she was doing, 
Milly might even not have escaped seeming to see, was 
to harangue herself into nobler assurances while she 
ostensibly talked Milly. It was fine, the girl fully felt, 

10 the way she did talk lier, little as, at bottom, our young 
woman needed it or found other persuasions at fault. 
It was in particular during the minutes of her grateful 
absorption of iced coffee-qualified by a sharp doubt 
of her wisdom-that she most had in view Lord Mark's 

15 relation to her being there, or at least to the question 
of her being amused at it. It wouldn't have taken 
much by the end of five minutes quite to make her 
feel that this relation was charming. It might, once 
more, simply have been that everything, anything, was 

20 charming when one was so justly and completely 
charmed; but, frankly, she had not supposed anything 
so serenely sociable could define itself between them 
as the friendly understanding that was at present 
somehow in the air. They were, many of them to­

25 gether, near the marquee that had been erected on a 
stretch of sward as a temple of refreshment and that 
happened to have the property-which was all to the 
good-of making Milly think of a 'durbar '; her iced 
coffee had been a consequence of this connection, in 

30 which, further, the bright company scattered about 
fell thoroughly into place. Certain of its members 
might have represented the contingent of 'native 
princes '-familiar, but scarce the less grandly gre­
garious term !-and Lord Mark would have done for 

35 one of these even though for choice he but presented 
himself as a supervisory friend of the family. The 
Lancaster Gate family, he clearly intended, in which 
he included its American recruits, and included 

39 above all Kate Croy-a young person blessedly easy 

8 	 harangue herself into nobler assurances] talk herself into 
a sublimer serenity A N 
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to take care of. She knew people, and people knew 
her, and she was the handsomest thing there-this last 
a declaration ma<le by Milly, in a sort of soft mid­
summer madness, a straight skylark-flight of charity, 
to aunt Maud. 

Kate had, for her new friend's eyes, the extraordinary 
and attaching property of appearing at a given 
moment to show as a beautiful stranger, to cut her 
connections and lose her identity, letting the imag-ina­
tion for the time make what it would of them-make 
her merely a person striking from afar, more and more 
pleasing as one watched, but who was above all a sub­
ject for curiosity. Nothing could have given her, as a 
party to a relation, a greater freshness than this sense 
-which ;,prang up at its own hours-of being as 
curious about her as if one hadn't known her. It had 
sprung up, we have gathered, as soon as Milly had 
seen her after hearing from Mrs. Stringham of her 
knowledge of Merton Densher; she had looked then 
other and, as Milly knew the real critical mind would 
call it, more objective ; and our young woman had 
foreseen it of her, on the spot, that she would often 
look so again. It was exactly what she was doing 
this afternoon ; and Milly, who had amusements of 
thought that were like the secrecies of a little girl 
playing with dolls when conventionally' too big,' could 
almost settle to the game of what one would suppose 
her, how one would place her, if one didn't know her. 
She became thus, intermittently, a figure conditioned 
only by the great facts of aspect, a figure to be waited 
for, named and fitted. This was doubtless but a way 
of feeling that it was of her essence to be peculiarly 
what the occasion, whatever it might be, demanded 
when its demand was highest. There were probably 
ways enough, on these lines, for such a consciousness; 
another of them would be, for instance, to say that she 
was made for great social uses. Milly was not wholly 
sure that she herself knew what great social uses might 
be-unless, as a good example, exerting just that sort 

15 of being] of one's being N 
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of glamour in just that sort of frame were one of them: 
she would have fallen back on knowing sufficiently 
that they existed at all events for her friend. It im­
puted a primness, all round, to be reduced but to saying,

5 by way of a translation of one's amusement, that she 
was always so right-since that, too often, was what 
the insupportabtes themselves were; yet it was, in over­
flow to aunt Maud, what she had to content herself 
withal-save for the lame enhancement of saying she 

10 was lovely. It served, all the same, the purpose, 
strengthened the bond that for the time heid the two 
ladies tog-ether, distilled in short it., clrnp of rosecolour 
for Mrs. Lowder's own view. That was really the view 
Milly had, for mo:;t of the rest of the occasion, to give 

15 	herself to immediately taking in ; but it didn't prevent 
the continued play of those swift cross-lights, odd 
beguilements of the mind, at which we have already 
glanced. 

Mrs. Lowder herself found it enough simply to 
20 	reply, in respect to Kate, that she was indeed a luxury 

to take about the world: she expressed no more sur­
prise than that at her' rightness' to-day. Wasn't it 
by this time sufficiently manifest tliat it was pre­
cisely as the very luxury she was proving that she 

25 	had, from far hack, been apprais"'.d and waited for? 
Crude elation, however, might be kept at bay, and the 
circumstance none the less demonstrated that they 
were all swimmin1: together in the blue. It came back 
to Lord Mark again, as he seemed slowly to pass and 

30 	repass and conveniently to linger before them; he 
was personally the note of the blue-like a suspended 
skein of silk within reach of the broiderer's hand. 
Aunt Maud's free-moving shuttle took a length of him 
at rhythmic intervals; and one of the intermixed 

35 	 truths that flickered across to Milly was that he ever 
so consentingly knew he was beinr; worked in. This 
was almost iike an unJerst.:mdinr; with her at Mrs. 
Lowder's expense, which she would have none of; she 

39 	 wouldn't for the world have had him make any such 

10 all the ::>ame] despite everything N 
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point as that he wouldn't have launched them at 
Matcham-or whatever it was he had done-only for 
aunt Maud's beaux ytu:c. What he had done, it would 
have been guessable, was something he had for some 
time been desired in vain to do; and what they were 
all now profiting by was a change comparatively 
sudden, the cessation of hope delayed. What had 
caused the cessation easily showed itself as none of 
Milly's business; and she was luckily, for that matter, 
in no real danger of hearing from him directly that her 
individual weight had been felt in the scale. Why then 
indeed was it an effect of his diffused but subdued 
participation that he might absolutely have been say­
ing to her 'Yes, let the dear woman take her own 
tone? Since she's here she may stay,' he might have 
been adding-' for whatever she can make of it. But 
you and I are different.' Milly knew she was different 
in truth-his own difference was his own affair; but 
also she knew that, after all, even at their distinctest, 
Lord Mark's 'tips' in this line would be tacit. He 
practically placed her-it came round again to that­
under no obligation whatever. It was a matter of 
equal case, moreover, her letting Mrs. Lowder take a 
tone. She might have taken twenty-they would have 
spoiled nothing. 

'You must stay on with us; you can, you know, in 
any position you like; any, any, any, my dear child'­
and her emphasis went deep. 'You must make your 
home with us ; and it's really open to you to make the 
most beautiful one in the world. You mustn't be 
under a mistake-under any of any sort; and you 
must let us all think for you a little, take care of you 
and watch over you. Above all you must help me 
with Kate, and you must stay a little for her; nothing 
for a long time has happened to me so good as that 
you and she should have become friends. It's beau ti· 
ful ; it's great; it 's everything. What makes it 
perfect is that it should have come about through our 
dear delightful Susie, restored to me, after so many 39 

M 
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years, by such a miracle. No-that's more charming 
to me than even your hitting it off with Kate. God 
has been good to one-positively; for I couldn't, at 
my age, have made a new friend-undertaken, I mean, 

5 out of whole cloth, the real thing. It's like changing 
one's bankers-after fifty: one doesn't do that. That's 
·why Susie has been kept for me, as you seem to keep 
people in your wonderful country, in lavender and 
pink paper-coming back at last as straight as out of 

10 a fairy-tale and with you as an attendant fairy.' Milly 
hereupon replied appreciatively that such a descrip­
tion of herself made her feel as if pink paper were her 
dress and lavender its trimming ; but aunt Maud was 
not to be deterred by a weak joke from keeping it up. 

15 Her interlocutress could feel besides that she kept it 
up in perfect sincerity. She was somehow at this hour 
a very happy woman, and a part of her happiness 
might precisely have been that her affections and her 
views were moving as never before in concert. Un­

20 questionably she loved Susie ; but she also loved 
Kate and loved Lord Mark, loved their funny old host 
and hostess, loved every one within range, down to the 
very servant who came to receive Milly's empty ice­
plate-down, for that matter, to Milly herself, who was, 

25 while she talked, really conscious of the enveloping 
flap of a protect~ve mantle, a shelter with the weight 
of an eastern carpet. An eastern carpet, for wishing­
purposes of one's own, was a thing to be on rather 
than under; still, however, if the girl should fail of 

30 breath it wouldn't be, she could feel, by Mrs. Lowder's 
fault. One of the last things she was afterwards to 
recall of this was aunt Maud's going on to say that 
she and Kate must stand together because together 
they could do anything. It was for Kate of course 

3 5 she was essentially planning; but the plan, enlarged 
and uplifted now, somehow required Milly's prosperity 
too for its full operation, just as Milly's prosperity at 
the same time involved Kate's. It was nebulous yet, 

39 it was slightly confused, but it was unmistakeably free 

15 Her interlocutress] The young person under her protection 
N 
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and genial, and it made our young woman understand 
things Kate had said of her aunt's possibilities as well 
as characterisations that had fallen from Susan Shep­
herd. One of the most frequent on the lips of the 
latter had been that dear Maud was a natural force. 5 

5 a natural] a grand natural N 
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A PRIME reason, we must add, why sundry impressions 
were not to be fully present to the girl till later on was 
that they yielded at this stage, with an effect of sharp 
supersession, to a detached quarter of an hour-her only 
one-with Lord Mark. 'Have you seen the picture 
in the house, the beautiful one that's so like you?' 
-he was asking that as he stood before her; having 
come up at last with his smooth intimation that any 
wire he had pulled and yet wanted not to remind her 
of wasn't quite a reason for his having no joy at all. 

' I 've been through rooms and I 've seen pictures. 
But if I 'm " like" anything so beautiful as most of 
them seemed to me-!' It needed in short for Milly 
some evidence, which he only wanted to supply. She 
was the image of the wonderful Bronzino, which she 
must have a look at on every ground. He had thus 
called her off and led her away; the more easily that 
the house within was above all what had already drawn 
round her its mystic circle. Their progress, meanwhile, 
was not of the straightest ; it was an advance, without 
haste, through innumerable natural pauses and soft 
concussions, determined for the most part by the 
appearance before them ofladies and gentlemen, singly, 
in couples, in groups, who brought them to a stand 
with an inveterate' I say, Mark.' What they said she 
never quite made out; it was their all so domestically 
knowing him, and his knowing them, that mainly struck 
her, while her impression, for the rest, was but of 
fellow-strollers more vaguely afloat than themselves, 
supernumeraries mostly a little battered, whether as 
jaunty males or as ostensibly elegant women. They 
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might have been moviug a good Jeal by a momentum 
that had began far back, but they were still brave and begun A 
personable, ~till warranted for continuance as 10111~ 
again, a11d they r,avc her, in espccial collectively, a 
sense of pleasant voices, pleasanter than those of 5 
actors, of friendly, empty words and kind, lingering 
eyes. The lingcrinp; eyes looked hC"r over, the 1111ger­
ing eyes wen' what went, in almost confcs',cd simplicity, 
with the pointless 'I say, Mark'; and what was really 
most sensible of all was that, as a pleasant matter of 10 
course, if she didn't mind, lw seemed to suggest their 
letting people, p(lor rlcar thin~:s, have the benefit nf her. 

The ocld part was that he rnaJe lier herself believe, 
for amusement, in the benefit, measurer! by him in 
mere manner-for wonderful, of a truth, was, as a 15 
means of expression, his sli~;htness of emphasis-that 
her present good-nature conferred. It was, as she 
could easily set:, a mild common carnival of goocl­
nature-a mass of London people together, of sorts 
and sorts, but who mainly knew each other and wlw, 20 
in theirw.iy. did, no doubt, confrss to curiosity. It had 
gone ro11nd that she w;is there; r1uestions about her 
would he pas<;i11~; : the ea,icst thini; ,,·as to run the 
gauntlet with /1im--just as the ea"icst thing was in 
fact to trn~t him i::encrall~.-. C0uldn't "he bww for her­ 25 
self, passi\'cly, how little harm they meant her ?-to that 
extent that it made no difference whether or not J1e 
introduced them. The strangest thing of all for Milly 
was perhaps the uplifted a<>surance and indifference 
with which she could simply ~;ivc b;ick the particular 30 
bland stare that appeared in such cases to mark 
civilisation at its highest. It was so little her fault, 
this oddity of what had' gone round' aLout her, that 
to accept it without question might be as good a way 
as another of feeling life. It was inevitable to supply 35 
the probable description-that of the awfully rich 
young American who was so queer to behold, but nice, 
by all accounts, to know; and she had really but one 
instant of speculation as to fables or fantasies perchance 39 

7 eyes. The] eyes that took somehow pardonable liberties. The N 
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originally launched. She asked herself once only if 
Susie could, inconceivably, have been blatant about 
her; for the question, on the spot, was really blown 
away for ever. She knew in fact on the spot and with 

5 sharpness just why she had 'elected' Susan Shepherd : 
she had had from the first hour the conviction of her 
being precisely the person in the world least possibly 
a trumpeter. So it wasn't their fault, it wasn't their 
fault, and anything might happen that would, and 

10 everything now again melted together, and kind eyes 
were always kind eyes-if it were never to be worse 
than that! She got with her companion into the 
house ; they brushed, beneficently, past all their 
accidents. The Bronzino was, it appeared, deep within, 

15 and the long afternoon light lingered for them on 
patches of old colour and waylaid them, as they went, 
in nooks and opening vistas. 

It was all the while for Milly as if Lord Mark had 
really had something other than this spoken pretext 

20 in view; as if there were something he wanted to say 
to her and were only-consciously yet not .awkwardly, 
just delicately-hanging fire. At the same time it was 
as if the thing had practically been said by the moment 
they came in sight of the picture; since what it 

25 appeared to amount to was 'Do let a fellow who isn't 
a fool take care of you a little.' The thing somehow, 
with the aid of the Bronzino, was done ; it hadn't 
seemed to matter to her before if he were a fool or no ; 

: ' but now, just where they were, she liked his not being ; 
30 and it was all moreover none the worse for coming 

back to something of the same sound as Mrs. Lowder's 
so recent reminder. She too wished to take care of 
her-and wasn't it, apeu pres, what all the people with 
the kind eyes were wishing? Once more things melted 

) 5 together-the beauty and the history and the facility 
and the splendid midsummer glow: it was a sort of 
magnificent maximum, the pink dawn of an apotheosis, 
coming so curiously soon. What in fact befell was

a9 that, as she afterwards made out, it was Lord Mark who 
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said nothing in particular-it was she herself who said 
all. She couldn't help that-it came ; and the reason 
it came was that she found herself, for the first moment, 
looking at the mysterious portrait through tears. 
Perhaps it was her tears that made it just then so 
strange and fair-as wonderful as he had said : the 
face of a young woman, all magnificently drawn, down 
to the hands, and magnificently dressed ; a face almost 
livid in hue, yet handsome in sadness and crowned 
with a mass of hair, rolled back and high, that must, 
before fading with time, have had a family resemblance 
to her own. The lady in qnestion, at all events, with 
her slightly Michaclangelcsque squareness, her eyes of 
other days, her full lips, her long neck, her recorded 
jewels, her brocaded and wasted reds, was a very great 
personage-only unaccompanied by a joy. And she 
was dead, dead, dead. Milly recog·nised her exactly in 
words that had nothing to do with her. ' I shall never 
be better than this.' 

He smiled for her at the portrait. 'Than she? 
You'd scarce need to be better, for surely that's well 
enough. But you are, one feels, as it happens, better ; 
because, splendid as she is, one doubts if she was good.' 

He hadn't understood. She was before the picture, 
but she had turned to him, and she didn't care if, for the 
minute, he noticeJ her tears. It was probably as good 
a moment as she should ever have with him. It was 
perhaps as good a moment as she should have with any 
one, or have in any connection whatever. ' I mean 
that everything this afternoon has been too beautiful, 
and that perhaps everything together will never be so 
right again. I 'm very glad therefore you've been a 
part of it.' 

Though he still didn't understand her he was as nice 
as if he had ; he didn't ask for insistence, and that was 
just a part of his looking after her. He simply pro­
tected her now from herself, and there was a world of 
practice in it. 'Oh, we must talk about these things l' 

Ah, they had already done that, she knew, as much 
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as she ever would ; and she was shaking her head at 
her pale sister the next moment with a world, on her 
side, of slowness. 'I wish I could see the resemblance. 
Of course her complexion 's green,' she laughed ; ' but 

5 mine 's several shades greener.' 
'It's down to the very hands,' said Lord Mark. 
'Her hands are large,' Milly went on, 'but mine are 

larger. Mine are huge.' 
'Oh, you go her, all round," one better "-which is 

10 	 just what I said. But you 're a pair. You must surely 
catch it,' he added as if it were important to his 
character as a serious man not to appear to have 
invented his plea. 

' I don't know-one never knows one's self. It's a 
15 funny fancy, and I don't imagine it would have 

occurred--' 
'I see it has occurred '-he has already taken her up. 

She had her back, as she faced the picture, to one of 
the doors of the room, which was open, and on her 

20 	 turning, as he spoke, she saw that they were in the 
presence of three other persons, also, as appeared, 
interested inquirers. Kate Croy was one of these ; 
Lord Mark had just become aware of her, and she, all 
arrested, had immediately seen, and made the best of 
it, that she was far from being first in the field. She had 
brought a lady and a gentleman to whom she wished 
to show what Lord Mark was showing Milly, and he 
took her straightway as a reinforcement. Kate herself 
had spoken, however, before he had had time to tell 
her so.39 

' You had noticed too ? '-she smiled at him without 
looking at Milly. 'Then I 'm not original-which one 
always hopes one has been. But the likeness is so 
great.' And now she looked at Milly-for whom again 

35 	 it was, all round indeed, kind, kind eyes. ' Yes, there 
you are, my dear, if you want to know. And you 're 
superb.' She took now but a glance at the picture, 
though it was enough to make her question ·to her 

39 	 friends not too straight. ' Isn't she superb?' 
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' I brought Miss Theale,' Lord Mark explained to 
the latter, 'quite off my own bat.' 

'I wanted Lady Aldershaw,' Kate continued to Milly, 
' to see for herself.' 

'Les grands esprits se rencontrent I' laughed her 5 
attendant gentleman, a high, but slightly stooping, 
shambling and wavering person, who represented 
urbanity by the liberal aid of certain prominent front 
teeth and whom Milly vaguely took for some sort of 
great man. 10 

Lady Aldershaw meanwhile looked at Milly quite as 
if Milly had been the Bronzino and the Bronzino only 
Milly. ' Superb, superb. Of course I had noticed 
you. It is wonderful,' she went on with her back to 
the picture, but with some other eagerness which Milly 15 
felt gathering, directing her motions now. It was 
enough-they were introduced, and she was saying 'I 
wonder if you could give us the pleasure of com­
ing--' She was not fresh, for she was not young, 
even though she denied at every pore that she was 20 
old ; but she was vivid and much bejewelled for the 
midsummer daylight; and she was all in the palest 
pinks and blues. She didn't think, at this pass, that 
she could 'come' anywhere-Milly didn't; and she 
already knew that somehow Lord Mark was saving 25 
her from the question. He had interposed, taking the 
words out of the lady's mouth and not caring at 
all if the lady minded. That was clearly the right 
way to treat her-at least for him ; as she had only 
dropped, smiling, and then turned away with him. JO 
She had been dealt with - it would have done an 
enemy good. The gentleman still stood, a little help­
less, addressing himself to the intention of urbanity 
as if it were a large loud whistle; he had been signing 
sympathy, in his way, while the lady made her over- 35 
ture; and Milly had, in this light, soon arrived at their 
identity. They were Lord and Lady Aldershaw, and 
the wife was the clever one. A minute or two later 
the situation had changed, and she knew it afterwards 39 
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to have been by the subtle operation of Kate. She 
was herself saying that she was afraid she must go 
now if Susie could be found; but she was sitting down 
on the nearest scat to say it. The prospect, through 
opened doors, stretched before her into other rooms, 
down the vista of which Lord Mark was strolling with 
Lady Aldershaw, who, close to him and much intent, 
seemed to show from behind as peculiarly expert. 
Lord Aldershaw, for his part, had been left in the 
middle of the room, while Kate, with her back to him, 
was standing before her with much sweetness of 
manner. The sweetness was all for her; she had the 
sense of the poor gentleman's having somehow been 
handled as Lord Mark had handled his wife. He 
dangled there, he shambled a little ; then he bethought 
himself of the Bronzino, before which, with his eye­
glass, he hovered. It drew from him an odd, vague 
sound, not wholly distinct from a grunt, and a' Humph 
-most remarkable ! ' which lighted Kate's face with 
amusement. The next moment he had creaked away, 
over polished floors, after the others, and Milly was 
feeling as if site had been rude. But Lord Aldershaw 
was in every way a detail, and Kate was saying to her 
that she hoped she wasn't ill. 

Thus it was that, aloft there in the great gilded historic 
chamber and the presence of the pale personage on 
the wall, whose eyes all the while seemed engaged 
with her own, she found herself suddenly sunk in 
something quite intimate and humble and to which 
these grandeurs were strange enough witnesses. It 
had come up, in the form in which she had had to 
accept it, all suddenly, and nothing about it, at the 
same time, was more marked than that she had in a 
manner plunged into it to escape from something else. 
Something else, from her first vision of her friend's 
appearance three minutes before, had been present to 
her even through the calJ made by the others on her 
attention; something that was perversely there, she 
was more and more uncomfortably finding, at least for 
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the first moment<; and by some spring of its own, with 
every renewal of their meeting. 'Is it the way she 
looks to hr'm?' she asked herself-the perversity being 
that she kept in remembrance how Kate was known 
to him. It wasn't a fault in Kate--nor in him as­ 5 
suredly; and she had a horror, being generous and 
tender, of treating either of them as if it had been. To 
Densher himself she couldn't make it up-he was too 
far away; but her secondary impulse was to make it 
up to Kate. She did so now with a strange soft energy 10 
-the impulse immediately acting. '\Vil! you render 
me to-morrow a great scn·icc?' 

'Any service, dear child, in the world.' 
'But it's a secret one-nobody must know. 

be wicked and false about it.' 
I must 

15 
'Then I'm your woman,' Kate smiled, 'for that's 

the kind of thing I love. ])o let us do something bad. 
You 're impossible without sin, you know.' impossibly A 

Milly's eyes, on this, remained a little with their 
companion's. 'Ah, I shan't perhaps cnme up to your 20 
idea. It's only to deceive .Sus;i.n Shepherd.' 
~Oh!' said Kate ;i.c; if this were indeed mild. 
'But thoroughly---as thoroughly as I c;i.n.' 
'And for che;i.tinr;.' Katt­

contribute? \\'ell. I'll do 
asked, 'my powers will 
my hcst for you.' In 25 

acco1 dance with which it was presently settled he­
tween them that Milly should have the aid and com­
fort of her presence for a visit to Sir Luke Strctt. 
Kate had needed a minute for enlightenment, and it 
was quite grand for her comrade that this name should 30 
have said nothing to her. To Milly herself it had for 
some days been secretly saying much. The person­
age in question was, as she explained, the greatest 
of medical lights-if she had got hold, as she believed 
(and she had used to this end the wisdom of the 3 5 
serpent) of the right, the special man. She had 
written to him three days before, and he had named 
her an hour, eleven-twenty;· only it had come to her, 
on the eve, that she couldn't go alone. Her maid, on 39 
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the other hand, wasn't good enough, and Susie was 
too good. Kate had listened, above all, with high in­
dulgence. 'And I'm betwixt and between, happy 
thought! Too good for what?' 

Milly thought. 'Why, to be worried if it's nothing. 
And to be still more worried-I mean before she need 
be-if it isn't.' 

Kate fixed her with deep eyes. 'What in the world 
is the matter with you?' It had inevitably a sound 
of impatience, as if it had been a challenge really to 
produce something; so that Milly felt her for the 
moment only as a much older person, standing above 
her a little, doubting the imagined ailments, suspect­
ing the easy complaints, of ignorant youth. It some­
what checked her, further, that the matter with her 
was what exactly as yet she wanted knowledge 
about ; and she immediately declared, for conciliation, 
that if she were merely fanciful Kate would see her 
put to shame. Kate vividly uttered, in return, the 
hope that, since she could come out and be so charm­
ing, could so universally dazzle and interest, she wasn't 
all the while in distress or in anxiety-didn't believe 
herself, in short, to be in any degree seriously menaced. 
'Well, I want to make out-to make out!' was all 
that this consistently produced. To which Kate made 
clear answer: 'Ah then, let us by all means ! ' 

' I thought,' Milly said, 'you would like to help me. 
But I must ask you, please, for the promise of abso­
lute silence.' 

'And how, if you are ill, can your friends remain in 
ignorance?' 

'Well, if I am, it must of course finally come out. 
But I can go for a long time.' Milly spoke with her 
eyes again on her painted sister's-almost as if under 
their suggestion. She still sat there before Kate, yet 
not without a light in her face. 'That will be one of 
my advantages. I think I could die without its being 
noticed.' 

'You 're an extraordinary young woman,' her friend,39 

23 in short] om. N 
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visibly held by her, declared at last. 'What a remark­
able time to talk of such things ! ' 

'Well, we won't talk, precisely'-Milly got herself 
together again. ' I only wanted to make sure of you.' 

' Here in the midst of--!' But Kate could only 5 
sigh for wonder-almost visibly too for pity. 

It made a moment during which her companion 
waited on her word; partly as if from a yearning, shy 
but deep, to have her case put to her just as Kate was 
struck by it ; partly as if the hint of pity were already 10 
giving a sense to her whimsical 'shot,' with Lord Mark, 
at Mrs. Lowdcr's first dinner. Exactly this-the hand­
some girl's compassionate manner, her friendly descent 
from her own strength-was what she had then fore­
told. She took Kate up as if positively for the deeper 15 
taste of it. ' Herc in the midst of what?' 

'Of everything. There's nothing you can't have. 
There's nothing you can't do.' 

'So Mrs. Lowder tells me.' 
It just kept Kate's• eyes fixed as possibly for more ?O 

of that ; then, however, without waiting, she went on. 
'We all adore you.' 

'You 're wonderful-you dear things!' Milly laughed. 
'No, it's you.' And Kate seemed struck with the 

real interest of it. 'In three weeks!' 25 
Milly kept it up. 'Never were people on such terms! 

All the more reason,' she added, 'that I shouldn't need­
lessly torment you.' 

' But me? what becomes of me?' said Kate. 
'Well, you-' Milly thought-' if there's anything JO 

to bear, you '11 bear it:' 

'But I won't bear it!' said Kate Croy. 

'Oh yes, you will: all the same ! You '11 pity me 


awfully, but you 'II help me very much. And I abso­
lutely trust you. So there we are.' There they were, 3 5 
then, since Kate had so to take it ; but there, Milly 
felt, she herself in particular was; for it was just the 
point at which she had wished to arrive. She had 
wanted to prove to herself that she didn't horribly 39 
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blame her friend for any reserve ; and what better 
proof could there be than this quite special con­
fidence? If she desired to show Kate that she really 
believed the latter liked her, how could she show it 

5 more than by asking her for help? 

4 the latterJ Kate N 
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WHAT it really came to, on the morrow, this first time 
-the time Kate went with her-was that the great 
man had, a little, to excuse himself; had, by a rare 
accident-for he kept his consulting-hours in general 
rigorously free-but ten minutes to give her; ten 
mere minutes which he yet placed at her service in a 
manner that she admired even more than she could 
meet it: so crystal-clean the great empty cup of 
attention that he set between them on the table. He 
was presently to jump into his carriage, but he 
promptly made the point that he must see her again, 
see her within a day or two ; and he named for her 
at once another hour-easing her off beautifully too 
even then in respect to her possibly failing of justice 
to her errand. The minutes affected her in fact as 
ebbing more swiftly than her little army of items could 
muster, and they would probably have gone without 
her doing much more than secure another hearing, 
had it not been for her sense, at the last, that she had 
gained above all an impression. The impression-all 
the sharp growth of the final few moments - was 
neither more nor less than that she might make, of a 
sudden, in quite another world, another straight friend, 
and a friend who would moreover be, wonderfully, the 
most appointed, the most thoroughly adjusted of the 
whole collection, inasmuch as he would somehow wear 
the character scientifically, ponderably, proveably­
not just loosely and sociably. Literally, furthermore, 
it wouldn't really depend on herself, Sir Luke Strett's 
friendship, in the least; perhaps what made her most JO 
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stammer and pant was its thus queerly coming over 
her that she might find she had interested him even 
beyond her intention, find she was in fact launched 
in some current that would lose itself in the sea of 
science. At the same time that she struggled, how­
ever, she also surrendered; there was a moment at 
which she almost dropped the form of stating, of ex­
plaining, and threw herself, without violence, only with 
a supreme pointless quaver that had turned, the next 
instant, to an intensity of interrogative stillness, upon 
his general goodwill. His large, settled face, though 
firm, was not, as she had thought at first, hard ; he 
looked, in the oddest manner, to her fancy, half like a 
general and half like a bishop, and she was soon sure 
that, within some such handsome range, what it woulcl 
show her would be what was good, what was best for 
her. She had established, in other words, in this time­
saving way, a relation with it; and the relation was 
the special trophy that, for the hour, she bore off. It 
was like an absolute possession, a new resource alto­
gether, something done up in the softest silk and 
tucked away under the arm of memory. She hadn't 
had it when she went in, and she had it when she 
came out; she had it there under her cloak, but dis­
simulated, invisibly carried, when smiling, smiling, she 
again faced Kate Croy. That young lady had of 
course awaited her in another room, where, as the 
great man was to absent himself, no one else was in 
attendance ; and she rose for her with such a face of 
sympathy as might have graced the vestibule of a 
dentist. 'Is it out?' she seemed to ask as if it had 
been a question of a tooth ; and Milly indeed kept her 
in no suspense at all. 

' He's a dear. I'm to come again.' 

'But what does he say?' 

Milly was almost gay. ' That I 'm not to worry 


about anything in the world, and that if I '11 be a good 
girl and do exactly what he tells me, he '11 take care of 

39 me for ever and ever.' 
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Kate wondered as if things scarce fitted. ' But does 
he allow then that you 're ill?' 

' I don't know what he allows, and I don't care. I 
s/tall know, and whatever it is it will be enough. He 
knows all about me, and I like it. I don't hate it a bit.' 5 

Still, however, Kate stared. ' But could he, in so 
few minutes, ask you enough--?' 

' He asked me scarcely anything-he doesn't need 
to do anything so stupid,' Milly said. ' He can tell. 
He knows,' she repeated; 'and when I go back_:for 10 
he '11 have thought me over a little-it will be all 
right.' 

Kate, after a moment, made the best of this. 'Then 
when arc we to come?' 

It just pulled her friend up, for even while they 15 
talked-at least it was one of the reasons-she stood 
there suddenly, irrelc\'antly, in the light of her other 
identity, the identity she would have for Mr. Densher. 
This was alway~. from one instant to another, an in­
calculable light, which, though it might go off faster 20 
than it came on, necessarily disturbed. It sprang, with a 
perversity all its own, from the fact that, with the lapse 
of hours and days, the chances themselves that made 
for his being n~med continued so oddly to fail. There 
were twenty, there were fifty, but none of them turned 25 
up. This, in particular, was of course not a juncture 
at which the least of them would naturally be present; 
but it would make, none the less, Milly saw, another 
day practically all stamped with avoidance. She saw 
in a quick glimmer, and with it all Kate's unconscious- JO 
ness ; and then she shook off the obsession. But it 
had lasted long enough to qualify her response. No, 
she had shown Kate how she trusted her; and that, 
for loyalty, would somehow do. 'Oh, dear thing, now 
that the ice is broken I shan't trouble yott again.' J 5 

'You '11 come alone?' 
'Without a scruple. Only I shall ask you, please, 

for your absolute discretion still.' 
Outside, before the door, on the wide pavement of 39 
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the great square, they had to wait again while their 
carriage, which Milly had kept, completed a further 
turn of exercise, engaged in by the coachman for 
reasons of his own. The footman was there, and had 
indicated that he was making the circuit ; so Kate 
went on while they stood. 'But don't you ask a good 
deal, darling, in proportion to what you give?' 

This pulled Milly up still shorter-so short in fact 
that she yielded as soon as she had taken it in. But 
she continued to smile. 'I see. Then you can tell.' 

'I don't want to "tell,"' said Kate. 'I'll be as silent 
as the tomb if I can only have the truth from you. 
All I want is that you shouldn't keep from me how 
you find out that you really are.' 

'\Veil then, I won't, ever. But you sec for yourself,' 
Milly went on, 'how I really am. I'm satisfied. I'm 
happy.' 

Kate looked at her long. 'I believe you like it. 
The way things turn out for you--!' 

Milly met her look now without a thought of any­
thing but the spoken. She had ceased to be Mr. 
Densher's image; she was all her own memento and 
she was none the less fine. Still, still, what had 
passed was a fair bargain, and it would do. 'Of 
course I like it. I feel-I can't otherwise describe it 
-as if I had been, on my knees, to the priest. I 'vc 
confessed and I 'vc been absolved. It has been Iifte<l 
off.' 

Kate's eyes never quitted her. ' He must have 
liked you.' 

'Oh-doctors ! ' Milly said. 'But I hope,' she added, 
'he didn't like me too much.' Then as if to escape a 
little from her friend's deeper sounding, or as impatient 
for the carriage, not yet in sight, her eyes, turning away, 
took in the great stale square. As its staleness, how­
ever, was but that of London fairly fatigued, the late 
hot London with its dance all danced and its story all 
told, the air seemed a thing of blurred pictures and 
mixed echoes, and an impression met the sense-an 

l great square] great contiguous square N 
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impression that broke, the next moment, throu gh the 
girl's tightened lips. 'Oh, it's a beautiful big world, and 
every one, yes, every one--!' It presently brought 
her back to Kate, and she hoped she didn 't actually 
look as much as if she were crying as she must have 5 
looked to Lord Mark among the portraits at Matcham. 

Kate at all events understood. ' Every one wants to 
be so nice?' 

' So nice,' said the grateful Milly. 
' Oh,' Kate laughed, 'we 'II pull you through ! And 10 

won't you now bring Mrs. Stringham? ' 
But Milly after an instant was again clear about 

that. 'Not till I've seen him once more.' 
She was to have found this preference, two days 

later, abundantly justified ; and yet when, in prompt 15 
accordance with what had passed between them, she 
reappeared before her distinguished friend-that 
character having, for him, in the interval, built itself up 
still higher-the first thing he asked her was whether 
she had been accompanied. She told him, on this, 20 
straightway, everything; completely free at present 
from her first embarrassment, disposed even-as she felt 
she might become-to undue volubility, and conscious 
moreover of no alarm from his thus perhaps wishing 
that she had not come alone. It was exactly as if, 25 
in the forty-eight hours that had passed, her acquaint­
ance with him had somehow increased, and his own 
knowledge in particular received mysterious additions. 
They had been together, before, scarce ten minutes ; 
but the relation, the one the ten minutes had so beauti- 30 
fully created, was there to take straight up: and this 
not, on his own part, from mere professional heartiness, 
mere bedside manner, which she would have disliked­
much rather from a quiet, pleasant air in him of having 
positively asked about her, asked here and there and 3 5 
found out. Of course he couldn't in the least have 
asked, or have wanted to; there was no source of 
information to his hand, and he had really needed none: 
he had found out simply by his genius-and found out, 39 
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she meant, literally everything. Now she knew not 
only that she didn't dislike this-the state of being 
found out about ; but that, on the contrary, it was 
truly what she had come for, and that, for the time at 

5 least, it would give her something firm to stand on. 
She struck herself as aware, aware as she had never 
been, of really not having had from the beginning any­
thing firm. It would be strange for the firmness to 
come, after all, from her learning in these agreeable 

10 conditions that she was in some way doomed; but 
above all it would prove how little she had hitherto had 
to hold her up. If she was now to be held up by the 
mere process-since that was perhaps on the cards-of 
being let down, this would only testify in turn to her 

15 	 queer little history. That sense of loosely rattling had 
been no process at all; and it was ridiculously true that 
her thus sitting there to see her life put into the scales 
represented her first approach to the taste of orderly 
living. Such was Milly's romantic version-that her 

20 	 life, especially by the fact of this second interview, was 
put into the scales ; and just the best part of the 
relation established might have been, for that matter, 
that the great grave charming man knew, had known 
at once, that it was romantic, and in that measure 

25 	 allowed for it. Her only doubt, her only fear, was 
whether he perhaps wouldn't even take advantage of 
her being a little romantic to treat her as romantic 
altogether. This doubtless was her danger with him; 
but she should see, and dangers in general meanwhile 

JO dropped and dropped. 
The very place, at the end of a few minutes, the 

commodious, ' handsome' room, far back in the fine 
old house, soundless from position, somewhat sallow 
with years of celebrity, somewhat sombre even at mid­

35 	 summer-the very place put on for her a look of 
custom and use, squared itself solidly round her as 
with promises and certainties. She had come forth to 
see the world, and this then was to be the world's light, 

39 	 the rich dusk of a London ' back,' these the world's 
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walls, those the world's curtains and carpet. She should 
be intimate with the great bronze clock and mantel­
ornaments, conspicuously presented in gratitude and 
long ago; she should be as one of the circle ofeminent 
contemporaries, photographed, engraved, signatured, ' 5 
and in particular framed and glazed, who made up the 
rest of the decoration, and made up as well so much of 
the human comfort ; and while she thought of all the 
clean truths, unfringed, unfingered, that the listening 
stillness, strained into pauses and waits, would again and 10 
again, for years, have kept distinct, she also wondered 
what site would eventually decide upon to present in 
gratitude. She would give something better at least 
than the brawny Victorian bronzes. This was precisely 
an instance of what she felt he knew of her before he 15 
had done with her: that she was secretly romancing 
at that rate, in the midst of so much else that was more 
urgent, all over the place. So much for her secrets 
with him, none of which really required to be phrased. It 
would have been, for example, a secret for her from any 20 
one else that without a dear lady she had picked up 
just before coming over she wouldn't have a decently 
near connection, of any sort, for such an appeal as she 
was making, to put forward: no one in the least, as it . 
were, to produce for respectability. But !tis seeing it 25 
she didn't mind a scrap, and not a scrap either his 
knowing how she had left the d·ear lady in the dark. 
She had come alone, putting her friend off with a 
fraud: giving a pretext of shops, of a whim, of she 
didn't know what-the amusement of being for once JO 
in the streets by herself. The streets by herself were 
new to her-she had always had in them a companion, 
or a maid ; and he was never to believe, moreover, that 
she couldn't take full in the face anything he might 
have to say. He was softly amused at her account of 35 
her courage; though he yet showed it somehow with­
out soothing her too grossly. Still, he did want to 
know whom she had. Hadn't there been a lady with 
her on Wednesday? 39 
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'Yes-a different one. Not the one who's travelling 
with me. I've told !ter.' 

Distinctly he was amused, and it added to his air­
the greatest charm of all-of giving her lots of time. 

5 'You've told her what?' 
'Well,' said Milly,' that I visit you in secret.' 

' And how many persons will she tell ? ' 

' Oh, she's devoted. Not one.' 

'Well, if she's devoted doesn't that make another 


10 friend for you ? ' 
It didn't take much computation, but she neverthe­

less had to think a moment, conscious as she was that 
he distinctly would want to fill out his notion of her­
even a little, as it were, to warm the air for her. That, 

15 however-and better early than late-he must accept 
as of no use; and she herself felt for an instant quite a 
competent certainty on the subject of any such warm­
ing. The air, for Milly Theale, was, from the very nature 
of the case, destined never to rid itself of a considerable 

20 chill. This she could tell him with authority, if she 
could tell him nothing else; and she seemed to see now, 
in short, that it would importantly simplify. 'Yes, it 
makes another; but they all together wouldn't make 
-well, I don't know what to call it but the difference. 

25 I mean when one is-really alone. I 've never seen 
anything like the kindness.' She pulled up a minute 
while he waited-waited again as if with his reasons for 
letting her, for almost making her, talk. What she 
herself wanted was not, for the third time, to cry, as it 

30 were, in public. She had never seen anything like the 
kindness, and she wished to do it justice; but she knew 
what she was about, and justice was not wronged by her 
being able presently to stick to her point. 'Only one's 
situation is what it is. It's me it concerns. The rest is 

3 5 delightful and useless. Nobody can really help. That's 
why I 'm by myself to-day. I want to be-in spite 
of Miss Croy, who came with me last. If you can help, 
so much the better-and also of course if one can, a 

39 little, one's sel( Except for that-you and me doing 
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our best-I like you to see me just as I am. Yes, I like 
it-and I don't exaggerate. Shouldn't one, at the start, 
show the worst-so that anything after that may be 
better 7 It wouldn't make any real difference-it won't 
make any, anything that may happen won't-to any 5 
one. Therefore I feel myself, this way, with you, just 
as I am; and-if you do in the least care to know-it 
quite positively bears me up.' 

She put it as to his caring to know, because his 
manner seemed to give her all her chance, and the im­ 10 
pression was there for her to take. It was strange and 
deep for her, this impression, and she did, accordingly, 
take it straight home. It showed him-showed him in 
spite of himself-as allowing, somewhere far within, 
things comparatively remote, things in fact quite, as 15 
she would have said, outside, delicately to weigh with 
him ; showed him as interested, on her behalf, in other 
questions beside the question of what was the matter 
with her. She accepted such an interest as regular 
in the highest type of scientific mind-his being the even 20 
highest, magnificently-because otherwise, obviously, 
it wouldn't be there ; but she could at the same time 
take it as a direct source of light upon herself, even 
though that might present her a little as pretending 
to equal him. \·Vanting to know more about a patieut 25 
than how a patient was constructed or deranged 
couldn't be, even on the part of the greatest of doctors, 
anything but some form or other of the desire to let 
the patient down easily. When that was the case the 
reason, in turn, could only be, too manifestly, pity ; 30 
and when pity held up its tell-tale face like a head on 
a pike, in a French revolution, bobbing before a window, 
what was the inference but that the patient was bad? 

• 
He might say what he would now-she would always 
have seen the head at the window ; and in fact from 3 5 
this moment she only wanted him to say what he 
would. He might say it too with the greater ease to 
himself as there wasn't one of her divinations that-as 
her own-he would in any way put himself out for. 39 
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Finally, ifhe was making her talk she was talking; and 
what it could, at any rate, come to for him was that she 
wasn't afraid. If he wanted to do the dearest thing in 
the world for her he would show her he believed she 
wasn't; which undertakin~ of hers-not to have misled 5 
him-was what she counted at the moment as her 
presumptuous little hint to him that she was as good 
as himself. It put forward the bold idea that he could 
really be misled ; and there actually passed between 

10 them for some seconds a sign, a sign of the eyes only, 
that they knew together where they were. This made, in 
their brown old temple of truth, its momentary flicker; 
then what followed it was that he had her, all the same, 
in his pocket; and the whole thing wound up, for that 

15 consummation, with his kind dim smile. Such kindness 
was wonderful with such dimness; but brightness­
that even of sharp steel-was of course for the other 
side of the business, and it would all come in for her in 
one way or another. ' Do you mean,' he asked, 'that 

20 	 you've no relations at all ?-not a parent, not a sister, 
not even a cousin nor an aunt?' 

She shook her head as with the easy habit of an 
interviewed heroine or a freak of nature at a show. 
'Nobody whatever.' But the last thing she had come 

25 	 for was to be drearv about it. 'I'm a survivor-a 
survivor of a gencr~I wreck. You see,' she added, 
'how that's to be taken into account-that every one 
else has gone. \Vhen I was ten years old there were, 
with my father and my mother, six of us. I 'm all 

30 	 that's left. But they died,' she went on, to be fair all 
round, 'of different things. Still, there it is. And, as 
I told you before, I'm American. Not that I mean 
that makes me worse. However, you '11 probably know 
what it makes me.' 

'Yes,' he discreetly indulged her; 'I know perfectly 35 
what it makes you. It makes you, to begin with, a 
capital case.' 

She sighed, though gratefully, as if again before the 
social scene. 'Ah, there you are!'39 

18-19 in one wa;Y] to one tune N 
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'Oh, no; there "we" aren't at all. There I am unly 
-but as much as you like. I've no end of American 
friends: there tltey arc, if you please, and it's a fact 
that you couldn't very well be in a better place than in 
their company. It puts you with plenty of others-and 5 
that isn't pure solitude.' Then he pursued : 'I'm sure 
you've an exceJJent spirit ; but don't try to bear more 
things than you need.' Which after an instant he 
further explained. ' Hard things have come to you in 
youth, but you mustn't think life will be for you all 10 
hard things. You've the right to be happy. You 
must make up your mind to it. You must accept any 
form in which happiness may come.' 

'Oh, I '11 accept any whatever!' she almost gaily 
returned. 'And it seems to me, for that matter, that 15 
I 'm accepting a new one every day. Now this'.' she 
smiled. 

'This is very well so far as it goes. You can depend 
on me,' the great man said, 'for unlimited interest. 
But I 'm only, after all, one element in fifty. Vlc must 20 
gather in plenty of others. Don't mind who knows. 
Knows, I mean, that you and I are friends.' 

'Ah, you do want to see some one!' she broke out. 
'You want to get at some one who cares for me.' \Vith 
which, howe\·er, as he simply met this spontaneity in a 25 
manner to show that he had often had it from young 
persons of her race, and that he was familiar even with 
the possibilities of tltcir familiarity, she felt her freedom 
rendered vain by his silence, and she immediately tried 
to think of the most reasonable thing she could say. 30 
This would be, precisely, on the subject of that 
freedom, which she now quickly spoke of as complete. 
'That's of course by itself a great boon ; so please 
don't think I don't know it. I can do exactly what I 
like-anything in all the wide world. I haven't a 3 5 
creature to ask-there's not a finger to stop me. I can 
shake about till I'm black and blue. That perhaps 
isn't all joy; but lots of people, I know, would like to 
try it.' He had appeared about to put a question, but 39 
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then had let her go on, which she promptly did, for she 
understood him the next moment as having thus taken 
it from her that her means were as great as might be. 
She had simply given it to him so, and this was all 
that would ever pass between them on the odfous 
head. Yet she couldn't help also knowing that an 
important effect, for his judgment, or at least for his 
amusement-which was his feeling, since, marvellously, 
he did have feeling-was produced by it. All her 
little pieces had now then fallen together for him like 
the morsels of coloured glass that used to make com­
binations, under the hand, in the depths of one of the 
polygonal peepshows of childhood. 'So that if it's a 
question of my doing anything under the sun that will 
help-!' 

'You'll do anything under the sun ? Good.' He 
took that beautifully, ever so pleasantly, for what it was 
worth; but time was needed-ten minutes or so were 
needed on the spot-to deal even provisionally with 
the substantive question. It was convenient, in its 
degree, that there was nothing she wouldn't do ; but it 
seemed also highly and agreeably vague that she 
should have to do anything. They thus appeared to 
be taking her, together, for the moment, and almost for 
sociability, as prepared to proceed to gratuitous ex­
tremities; the upshot of which was, in turn, that after 
much interrogation, auscultation, exploration, much 
noting of his own sequences and neglecting of hers, 
had duly kept up the vagueness, they might have struck 
themselves, or may at least strike us, as coming back 
from an undeterred but useless voyage to the north 
pole. Milly was ready, under orders, for the north 
pole; which fact was doubtless what made a blinding 
anticlimax of her friend's actual abstention from orders. 
··No,' she heard him again distinctly repeat it,' I don't 
want you for the present to do anything at all ; any­
thing, that is, but obey a small prescription or two that 
will be made clear to you, and let me within a few days

39 come to see you at home.' 
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It was at first heavenly. 'Then you 'II see Mrs. 
Stringham.' llut she didn't mind a bit now. 

'Well, I shan't be afraid of Mrs. Stringham.' And 
he said it once more as she asked once more: 'Abso­
lutely not; I "send" you nowhere. England's all 5 
right-anywhere that's pleasant, convenient, decent, 
will be all right. You say you can do exactly as you 
like. Oblige me therefore by being so good as to do 
it. There's only one thing: you ought of course, 
now, as soon as I've seen you again, to get out of 10 
London.' 

Milly thought. ' May I then go back to the con­
tinent?' 

'By all means back to the continent. Do go back 
to the continent.' 15 

' Then how will you keep seeing me? But perhaps,' 
she quickly added, 'you won't want to keep seeing me.' 

He had it all ready ; he had really everything all 
ready. 'I shall follow you up; though if you mean 
that I don't want you to keep seeing me--' 20 

' Well?' she asked. 
It was only just here that he struck her the least bit 

as stumbling. 'Well, see all you can. That's-what it 
comes to. Worry about nothing. You lta11e at least 
no worries. l t 's a great, rare chance.' 25 

She had got up, for she had had from him both that 
he would send her something and would advise her 
promptly of the date of his coming to her, by which 
she was virtually dismissed. Yet, for herself, one or 
two things kept her. 'May I come back to England 30 
too?' 

'Rather! Whenever you like. But always, when 
you do come, immediately let me know.' 

' Ah,' said Milly, 'it won't be a great going to and fro.' 
'Then if you 'II stay with us, so much the better.' 3 5 
It touched her, the way he controlled his impatience 

of her; and the fact itself affected her as so precious 
that she yielded to the wish to get more from it. 'So 
you don't think I'm out of my mind?' 39 
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'Perhaps that is,' he smiled, 'all that's the matter.' 
She looked at him longer. 'No, that's too good. 

any rate A Shall I, at anyrate, suffer?' 
'Not a bit.' 

5 'And yet then live?' 
'My dear young lady,' said hei distinguished friend, 

'isn't to "live" exactly what I 'm trying to persuade 
a you to take the trouble to do?' 
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SHE had gone out with these last words so in her ears 
that when once she was well away-back this time in 
the great square alone-it was as if some instant 
application of them had opened out there before her. 
It was positively, this effect, an excitement that carried 
her on; she went forward into space under the sense 
of an impulse received-an impulse simple and direct, 
easy above all to act upon. She was borne up for the 
hour, and now she knew why she had wanted to come 
by herself. No one in the world could have sufficiently 
entered into her state; no tie would have been close 
enough to enable a companion to walk beside her 
without some disparity. She literally felt, in this first 
flush, that her only company must be the human race 
at large, present all round her, but inspiringly imper­
sonal, and that her only field must be, then and there, 
the grey immensity of London. Grey immensity had 
somehow of a sudden become her element; grey 
immensity was what her distinguished friend had, for 
the moment, furnished her world with and what the 
question of 'living,' as he put it to her, living by 
option, by volition, inevitably took on for its immediate 
face. She went straight before her, without weakness, 
altogether with strength; and still as she went she was 
more glad to be alone, for nobody-not Kate Croy, not 
Susan Shepherd either-would have wished to rush 
with her as she rushed. She had asked him at the 
last whether, being on foot, she might go home so, or 
elsewhere, and he had replied as if almost amused 
again at her extravagance: 'You 're active, luckily, by 
nature-it's beautiful : therefore rejoice in it. Be 
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active, without folly-for you 're not foolish : be as 
active as you can a11d as you like.' That had been in 
fact the final push, as well as the touch that most made 
a mixture of her consciousness-a strange mixture 
that tasted at one and the same time of what she had 
lost and of what had been given her. It was wonder­
ful to her, while she took her random course, that these 
quantities felt so equal: she had been treated-hadn't 
she ?-as if it were in her power to live ; and yet one 
wasn't treated so-was one ?-unless it came up, quite 
as much, that one might die. The beauty of the bloom 
had gone from the small old sense of safety-that was 
distinct : she had left it behind her there forever. But 
the beauty of the idea of a great adventure, a big dim 
experiment or struggle in which she might, more 
responsibly than ever before, take a hand, had been 
offered her instead. It was as if she had had to pluck ' 
off her breast, to throw away, some friendly ornament, 
a familiar flower, a little old jewel, that was part of her 
daily dress; and to take up and shoulder as a substi­
tute some queer defensive weapon, a musket, a spear, 
a battle-axe--conducive possibly in a higher degree 
to a striking appearance, but demanding all the effort 
of the military posture. 

Slie felt this instrument, for that matter, already on 
her back, so that she proceeded now in very truth as 
a soldier on a march-proceeded as if, for her initia­
tion, the first charge had been sounded. She passed 
along unknown streets, over dusty Jittery ways, between 
long rows of fronts not enhanced .by the August light; 
she felt good for miles and only wanted to get lost; 
there were moments at corners, where she stopped and 
chose her direction, in which she quite lived up to his 
injunction to rejoice that she was active. It was like a 
new pleasure to have so new a reason ; she would 
affirm, without delay her option, her volition ; taking 
this personal possession of what surrounded her was a 
fair affirmation to start with; and she really didn't 
care if she made it at the cost of alarms for Susie. 

26 as} after the fashion of N 
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Susie would wonder in due course 'whatever,' as they 
said at the hotel, had become of her ; yet this would be 
nothing either, probably, to wonderments still in store. 
Wonderments in truth, Milly felt, even now attended 
her steps: it was quite as if she saw in people's eyes 5 
the reflection of her appearance and pace. She found 
herself moving at times in regions visibly not haunted 
by odd-looking girls from New York, duskily draped, 
sable-plumed, all but incongruously shod and gazing 
about them with extravagance; she might, from the 10 
curiosity she clearly excited in by-ways, in side-streets 
peopled with grimy children and costermongers' carts, 
which she hoped were slums, literally have had her 
musket on her shoulder, have announced herself as 
freshly on the warpath. But for the fear of overdoing 15 
this character she would here and there have begun 
conversation, have asked her way; in spite of the fact 
that, as that would help the requirements of adventure, 
her way was exactly what she wanted not to know. 
The difficulty was that she at last accidentally found 20 
it; she had come out, she presently saw, at the Regent's 
Park, round which, on two or three occasions with Kate 
Croy, her public chariot had solemnly rolled. But 
she went into it further now ; this was the real thing ; 
the real thing was to be quite away from the pompous 25 
roads, well within the centre and on the stretches of 
shabby grass. Here were benches and smutty sheep ; 
here were idle lads at games of ball, with their cries 
mild in the thick air; here were wanderers, anxious 
and tired like herself; here doubtless were hundreds 30 
of others just in the same box. Their box, their g1"eat 
common anxiety, what was it, in this grim breathing­
space, but the practical question of life? They could 
live if they would; that is, like herself, they had been 
told so; she saw them all about her, on seats, digest- 3 5 
ing the information, feeling it altered, assimilated, 
recognising it againas something, in a slightly differ- : again as A 
ent shape, familiar enough, the blessed old truth that I 

they would live if they could. All she thus shared 39 
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with them made her wish to sit in their company; 
which she so far did that she looked for a bench that 
was empty, eschewing a still emptier chair that she 
saw hard by and for which she would have paid, with 
superiority, a fee. • 

The last scrap of superiority had soon enough left 
her, if only because she before long knew herself for 
more tired than she had proposed. This and the 
charm, after a fashion, of the situation in itself made 
her linger and rest ; there was a sort of spell in the 
sense that nobody in the world knew where she was. 
It was the first time in her life that this had happened; 
somebody, every body appeared to have known before,at 
every instant of it, where she was; so that she was now 
suddenly able to put it to herself that that hadn't been 
a life. This present kind of thing therefore might be 
-which was where precisely her distinguished friend 
seemed to be wishing her to come out. He wished 
her also, it was true, not to make, as she was perhaps 
doing now, too much of her isolation ; at the same 
time however as he clearly desired to deny her no 
decent source of interest. He was interested-she 
arrived at that-in her appealing to as many sources 
as possible; and it fairly filtered into her, as she sat 
and sat, that he was essentially propping her up. Had 
she been doing it herself she would have called it 
bolstering-the bolstering that was simply for the 
weak ; and she thought and thought as sh'e put to­
gether the proofs that it was as one of the weak he 
was treating her. It was of course as one of the weak 
that she had gone to him-but, oh, with how sneaking 
a hope that he might pronounce her, as to all in­
dispensables, a veritable young lioness! What indeed 
she was really confronted with was the consciousness 
that he had not, after all, pronounced her anything: 
she nursed herself into the sense that he had beauti­
fully got out of it. Did he think, however, she 
wondered, that he could keep out of it to the end?­
though, as she weighed the question, she yet felt it a 
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little unjust. Milly weighed, in this extraordinary 
hour, questions numerous and strange; but she had, 
happily, before she moved, worked round to a simpli­
fication. Stranger than anything, for instance, was the 
effect of its rolling over her that, when one considered 
it, he might perhaps have 'got out' by one door but 
to come in with a beautiful, beneficent dishonesty by 
;inother. It kept her more intensely motionless there 
that what he might fundamentally be 'up to' was 
some disguised intention of standing by her as a 
friend. Wasn't that what women always said they 
wanted to do when they deprecated the addresses of 
gentlemen they couldn't more intimately go on with? 
It was what they, no doubt, sincerely fancied they 
could make of men of whom they couldn't make 
husbands. And she didn't even reason that it was, by 
a similar law, the expedient of doctors in general for 
the invalids of whom they couldn't make patients: she 
was somehow so sufficiently aware that lter doctor 
was-however fatuous it might sound-exceptionally 
moved. This was the damning little fact - if she 
could talk of damnation : that she could believe her­
self to have caught him in the act of irrelevantly 
liking her. She hadn't gone to him to be liked, she 
had gone to him to be judged; and he was quite a 
great enough man to be in the habit, as a rule, of 
observing the difference. She could like lzim, as she 
distinctly did-that was another matter; all the more 
that her doing so was now, so obviously for herself, 
compatible with judgment. Yet it would have been 
all portentously mixed had not, as we say, a final, 
merciful wave, chilling rather, but washing clear, come 
to her assistance. 

It came, of a sudden, when all other thought was 
spent. She had been asking herself why, if her case 
was grave-and she knew what she meant by that-
he should have talked to her at all about what she 
might with futility' do'; or why on the other hand, ifit 
were light, he should attach an importance to the office 39 

0 

31-32 final, merciful] final and merciful N 



5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 

3 5 

39 

210 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

of friendship. She had him, with her little lonely acute­
ness-as acuteness went during the dog-days in the 
Regent's Park-in a cleft stick : she either mattered, 
and then she was ill ; or she didn't matter, and then 
she was well enough. Now he was ' acting,' as they 
said at home, as if she did matter-until he should 
prove the contrary. It was too evident that a person 
at his high pressure must keep his inconsistencies, 
which were probably his highest amusements, only for 
the very greatest occasions. Her prevision, in fine, of 
just where she should catch him furnished the light of 
that judgment in which we describe her as daring to 
indulge. And the judgment it was that made her 
sensation simple. He !tad distinguished her-that was 
the chill. He hadn't known-how could he ?-that she 
was devilishly subtle, subtle exactly in the manner of 
the suspected, the suspicious, the condemned. He 
in fact confessed to it, in his way, as to an interest in 
her combinations, her funny race, her funny losses, her 
funny gains, her funny freedom, and, no doubt, above 
all, her funny manners-funny, like those of Americans 
at their best, without being vulgar, legitimating amia­
bility and helping to pass it off. In his appreciation 
of these redundancies he dressed out for her the com­
}1assion he so signally permitted himself to waste; but 
its operation for herself was as directly divesting, de­
nuding, exposing. It reduced her to her ultimate 
state, which was that of a poor girl-with her rent to 
pay for example-staring before her in a great city. 
Milly had her rent to pay, her rent for her future ; 
everything else but how to meet it fell away from her 
in pieces, in tatters. This was the sensation the great 
man had doubtless not purposed. Well, she must go 
home, like the poor girl, and see. There might after 
all be ways ; the poor girl too would be thinking. It 
came back for that matter perhaps to views already 
presented. She looked about her again, on her feet, at 
her scattered, melancholy comrades-some of them so 
melancholy as to be down on their stomachs in the 
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grass, turned away, ignoring, burrowing; she saw once 
more, with them, those two faces of the question be­
tween which there was so little to choose for inspira­
tion. It was perhaps superficially more striking that 
one could live if one would ; but it was more appeal- 5 
ing, insinuating, irresistible, in short, that one would 
live if one could. 

She found after this, for the day or two, more 
amusement than she had ventured to count on in the 
fact, if it were not a mere fancy, of deceiving Susie ; 10 
and she presently felt that what made the difference 
was the mere fancy-as this was one--0f a counter­
move to her great man. His taking on himself­
should he do so-to get at her companion made her 
suddenly, she held, irresponsible, made any notion of 15 
her own all right for her ; though indeed at the very 
moment she invited herself to enjoy this impunity she 
became aware of new matter for surprise, or at least 
for speculation. Her idea would rather have been 
that Mrs. Stringham would have looked at her hard- 20 
her sketch of the grounds of her long, independent 
excursion showing, she could feel, as almost cynically 
superficial. Yet the dear woman so failed, in the event, 
to avail herself of any right of criticism that it was 
sensibly tempting, for an hour, to woRder if Kate Croy -25 
had been playing perfectly fair. Hadn't she possibly, 
from motives of the highest benevolence, promptings 
of the finest anxiety, just given poor Susie what she 
would have called the straight tip? It must immedi­

ately be mentioned, however, that, quite apart from a 30 

remembrance of the distinctness of Kate's promise, 

Milly, the next thing, found her explanation in a truth 

that had the merit of being general. If Susie, at this 

crisis, suspiciously spared her, it was really that Susie 

was always suspiciously sparing her-yet occasionally, 35 

too, with portentous and exceptional mercies. The 

girl was conscious of how she dropped at times into 

inscrutable, impenetrable deferences- attitudes that, 

though without at all intending it, made a difference 39 
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for familiarity, for the ease of intimacy. It was as if 
she recalled herself to manners, to the law of court­
etiquette-which last note above all helped our young 
woman to a just appreciation. It was definite for her, 
even if not quite solid, that to treat her as a princess 
was a positive need of her companion's mind ; where­
fore she couldn't help it if this lady had her trans­
scendent view of the way the class in question were 
treated. Susan had read history, had read Gibbon 
and Froude and Saint-Simon ; she had high-lights as 
to the special allowances made for the class, and, since 
she saw them, when young, as effete and overtutored, 
inevitably ironic and infinitely refined, one must take 
it for amusing if she inciined to an indulgence verily 
Byzantine. If one could only be Byzantine !-wasn't 
that what she insidiously led one on to sigh? Milly 
tried to oblige her-for it really placed Susan herself 
so handsomely to be Byzantine now. The great ladies 
of that race-it would be somewhere in Gibbon­
weren't, apparently, questioned about their mysteries. 
But oh, poor Milly and hers! Susan at all events 
proved scarce more inquisitive than if she had been a 
mosaic at Ravenna. Susan was a porcelain monument 
to the odd moral that consideration might, like cyni­
cism, have abysses. Besides, the Puritan finally dis­
encumbered--! What starved generations wasn't 
Mrs. Stringham, in fancy, going to make up for? 

Kate Croy came straight to the hotel-came that 
evening shortly before dinner; specifically and publicly 
moreover, in a hansom that, driven apparently very 
fast, pulled up beneath their windows almost with the 
clatter of an accident, a 'smash.' Milly, alone, as 
happened, in the great garnished void of their sitting­
room, where, a little, really, like a caged Byzantine, 
she had been pacing through the queer, long-drawn, 
almost sinister delay of night, an effect she yet liked­
Milly, at the sound, one of the French windows stand­
ing open, passed out to the balcony that overhung, 

39 with pretensions, the general entrance, and so was in 
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time for the look that Kate, alighting, paying her 
cabman, happened to send up to the front. The 
visitor moreover had a shilling back to wait for, 
during which Milly, from the balcony, looked down at 
her, and a mute exchange, but with smiles and nods, 5 
took place between them on what had occurred in the 
morning. It was what Kate had called for, and the 
tone was thus, almost by accident, determined for 
Milly before her friend came up. What was also, how­
ever, determined for her was, again, yet irrepressibly 10 
again, that the image presented to her, the splendid 
young woman who looked so particularly handsome in 
impatience, with the fine freedom of her signal, was 
the peculiar property of somebody else's vision, that 
this fine freedom in short was the fine freedom she 15 
showed Mr. Densher. Just so was how she looked to 
him, and just so was how Milly was held by her­
held as by the strange sense of seeing through that 
distant person's eyes. It lasted, as usual, the strange 
sense, but fifty seconds; yet in so lasting it produced 20 
an effect. It produced in fact more than one, and we 
take them in their order. The first was that it struck 
our young woman as absurd to say that a girl's looking 
so to a man could possibly be without connections ; 
and the second was that by the time Kate had got into 25 
the room Milly was in mental possession of the main 
connection it must have for herself. 

She produced this commodity on the spot-produced 
it, that is, in straight response to Kate's frank 'Well, 
what?' The inquiry bore of course, with Kate's eager- JO 
ness, on the issue of the morning's scene, the great 
man's latest wisdom, and it doubtless affected Milly a 
little as the cheerful demand for news is apt to affect 
troubled spirits when news is not, in one of the neater 
forms, prepared for delivery. She couldn't have said 35 
what it was exactly that, on the instant, determined 
her; the nearest description of it would perhaps have 
been as the more vivid impression of all her friend took 
for granted. The contrast between this free quantity 39 
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and the maze of possibiliti.:::s through which, for hours, 
she had herself been picking her way, put on, in short, 
for the moment, a grossness that even friendly forms 
scarce lightened: it helped forward in fact the rcvela­

5 tion to herself that she ab'.>olutely had nothing to tell. 
Besides which, certainly, there was something else-­
an influence, at the particular juncture, still more 
obscure. Kate had lost, on the way upstairs, the look 
-the look-that made her young hostess so subtly 

10 think and one. of the si~ns of which was that she 
never kept it for many moments at once; yet she 
stood there, none the less, so in her bloom and in her 
strength. so completely again tbc • handsom<: girl' be­
yond all others, the 'handsome girl' for whom Milly

15 had at first r~ratcfully taken her, that to meet her now 
with the note of the plamtivc \vould ilmount somehow 
to a surrender, to a confession. ~\'he would never in 
her life be ill ; the g-reatest doctor would keep her, at 
the worst, the fewc5t minute's; and it was as if she had 

20 asked just witlz all this practical impeccability for all 
that was most mortal in her friend. These things, for 
Milly, inwardly danced their dance ; but the vib'ration 
produced and the- dust kicked up had lasted less than 
our account of them. Almost before she knew it she 

25 	 was answering, ;;iml answerin;:;, beautifully, with no con­
sciousness of frdud, only .is with a sudden flare of the 
famous' will-power' she had heard about, read about, 
and which was \\·hat her medical adviser had mainly 
thrown her back c ·i. ·Oh, it 's all right. He's lovely.' 

JO Kate was splendid, and it would have been clear for 
Milly now, had the further presumption been needed, 
that she had said no word to Mrs. Stringham. ' You 
mean you 've been absurd? ' 

'Absurd.' It was a s:mple word to say, but the con­
3 5 sequence of it, for our young woman, was that she felt 

it, as soon as spoken, tu have done something for her 
safety. 

And Kate really hung on her lips. 'There's no­
39 	 thing at all the matter?' 
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'Nothing to worry about. I shall take a little watch­
ing, but I shan't have to do anything dreadful, or even, 
in the least, inconvenient. I can do in fact as I like.' 
It was wonderful for Milly how just to put it so made 
all its pieces faJI at present quite properly into places. 

Yet even before the full effect came Kate had seized, 
kissed, blessed her. 'My love, you 're too sweet l It's 
too dear! But it's as I was sure.' Then she grasped 
the full beauty. 'You can do as you like ? ' 

'Quite. Isn't it charming?' 
'Ah, but catch you,' Kate triumphed with gaiety, 

'not doing--! And what sl!a!l you do?' 
'For the moment simply enjoy it. Enjoy '-Milly 

was completely luminous - 'having got out of my 
scrape.' 

'Learning, you mean, so easily, that you an well.' 
It was as if Kate had but too conveniently put the 

words into her mouth. 'Learning, I mean, so easily, 
that I am well.' 

'Only, no one's of course well enough to stay in 
London now. He can't,' Kate went on, 'want this of 
you.' 

'Mercy, no-I'm to knock about. I'm to go to 
places.' 

'But not beastly "climates "-Engadines, Rivieras, 
boredoms?' 

'No; just, as I say, where I prefer. I'm to go in 
for pleasure.' 

'Oh, the duck l '-Kate, with her own shades of 
familiarity, abounded. 'But what kind of pleasure?' 

'The highest,' Milly smiled. 
Her friend met it as nobly. 'Which is the highest?' 
'Well, it's just our chance to find out. You must 

help me.' 
'\Vhat have I wanted to do but help you,' Kate 

asked, 'from the moment I first laid eyes on you?' 
Yet with this too Kate had her wonder. 'I like your 
talking, though, about that. What help, with your 
luck all round, do you want?' 

5 into places] into their places N 
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MILLY indeed at last couldn't say; so that she had 
really for the time brought it along to the point so 
oddly marked for her by her visitor's arrival, the truth 
that she was enviably strong. She carried this out, 
from that evening, for each hour still left her, and 
the more easily perhaps that the hours were now 
narrowly numbered. All she actually waited for was 
Sir Luke Strett's promised visit ; as to her proceeding 
on which, however, her mind was quite made up. 
Since he wanted to get at Susie he should have the 
freest access, and then perhaps he would see how he 
liked it. What was between tlum they might settle 
as between them, and any pressure it should lift from 
her own spirit they were at liberty to convert to their 
use. If the dear man wished to fire Susan Shepherd 
with a still higher ideal, he would only after all, at the 
worst, have Susan on his hands. If devotion, in a 
word, was what it would come up for the interested 
pair to organise, she was herself ready to consume it 
as the dressed and served dish. He had talked to her 
of her 'appetite,' her account of which, she felt, must 
have been vague. But for devotion, she could now see, 
this appetite would be of the best. Gross, greedy, 
raveno1,1s-these were doubtless the proper names for 
her: she was at all events resigned in advance to the 
machinations of sympathy. The day that followed 
her lonely excursion was to be the last but two or 
three of their stay in London ; and the evening of that 
day practically ranked for them as, in the matter of 
outside relations, the last of all. People were by this 
time quite scattered, and many of those who had 
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so liberally manifested in calls, in cards, in evident 
sincerity about visits, later on, over the land, had 
positively passed in music out of sight; whether as 
members, these latter, more especially, of Mrs. Lowder's 
immediate circle or as members of Lord Mark's-otir 
friends being by this time able to make the distinction. 
The general pitch had thus, decidedly, dropped, and 
the occasions still to be dealt with were special and 
few. One of these, for Milly, announced itself as the 
doctor's call already mentioned, as to which she had 
now had a note from him: the single other, of im­
portance, was their appointed leave-taking-for the 
shortest separation-in respect to Mrs. Lowder and 
Kate. The aunt and the niece were to dine with them 
alone, intimately and easily-as easily as should be 
consistent with the question of their afterwards going 
on together to some absurdly belated party, at which 
they had had it from aunt l\Iaud that they would do 
well to show. Sir Luke was to make his appearance 
on the morrow of this, and in respect to that com­
plication l\Iilly had already her plan. 

The night was, at all events, hot and stale, and it 
was late enough by the time the four ladies had been 
gathered in, for their small session, at the hotel, where 
the window~ \HTe still open to the high balconies and 
the flames of the candles, behind the pink sbades­
disposed as for the vigil of watchers-were motionless 
in the air in which the season lay dead. What was 
presently settled among them was that l\Iilly, who 
betrayed on this occasion a preference more marked 
than usual, should not hold herself obliged to climb 
that evening the social stair, howe\·er it might stretch 
to meet her, and that, Mrs. Lowder and Mrs. Stringham 
facing the ordeal together, Kate Croy should remain 
with her and await their return. It was a pleasure to 
Milly, ever, to send Susan Shepherd forth; she saw 
her go with complacency, liked, as it were to put 
people off with her, and noted with satisfaction, when 
she so moved to the carriage, the further denudation- 39 
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a markedly ebbing tide-of her little benevolent back. 
If it wasn't quite aunt Maud's ideal, moreover, to take 
out the new American girl's funny friend instead of the 
new American girl herself, nothing could better indicate 
the range of that lady's merit than the spirit in which 
-as at the present hour for instance-she made the 
best of the minor advantage. And she did this with 
a broad, cheerful absence of illusion ; she did it-con­
fessing even as much to poor Susie-because, frankly, 
she was goodnatured. When Mrs. Stringham observed 
that her own light was too abjectly borrowed and that 
it was as a link alone, fortunately not missing, that she 
was valued, aunt Maud concurred to the extent of the 
remark: 'Well, my dear, you 're better than nothing.' 
To-night, furthermore, it came up for Milly that aunt 
Maud had something particular in mind. Mrs. String­
ham, before adjourning with her, had gone off for some 
shawl or other accessory, and Kate, as if a little im­
patient for their withdrawal, had wandered out to 
the balcony, where she hovered, for the time, unseen, 
though with scarce more to look at than the dim 
London stars and the cruder glow, up the street, on a 
corner, of a small public-house, in front of which a 
fagged cab-horse was thrown into relief. Mrs. Lowder 
made use of the moment: Milly felt as soon as she 
had spoken that what she was doing w;is somehow 
for use. 

'Dear Susan tells me that you saw, in America, Mr. 
Densher-whom I've never till now, as you may have 
noticed, asked you about. But do you mind at last, 
in connection with him, doing something for me?' 
She had lowered her fine voice to a depth, though 
speaking with all her rich glibness; and Milly, after 
a small sharpness of surprise, was already guessing 
the sense of her appeal. 'Will you name him, in any 
way you like, to her'-and aunt Maud gave a nod 
at the window; 'so that you may perhaps find out 
whether he's back?' 

39 Ever so many things, for Milly, fell into line at this; 
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it was a wonder, she afterwards thought, that she could 
be conscious of so many at once. She smiled hard, 
however, for them all. 'But I don't know that it's 
important to me to" find out."' The array of things 
was further swollen, however, even as she said this, by 
its striking her as too much to say. She therefore 
tried as quickly to say less. 'Except you mean, of 
course, that it's important to ; 1ou.' She fancied aunt 
Maud was looking at her almost as hard as she was 
herself smiling, and that gave her another impulse. 
'You know I never !1ac1e yet named him to her; so 
that if I should break out now---' 

'\Veil? '-l\Irs. Lowder waited. 
'\Vhy, she may wonder what I've been making a 

mystery of. She hasn't mentioned him, you know,' 
Milly went on,' herself.' 

'No'-her friend a little heavily weighed it-' she 
wouldn't. So it's she, you sec then, who has made the 
mystery.' 

Yes, Milly btit wanted to see; only there was so 
much. 'There has been of course no particular reason.' 
Yct that indeed was neither here nor there. 'Do you 
think,' she asked, 'he is back?' 

'It will be about his time, I gather, and rather a 
comfort to me definitely to know.' 

'Then can't you ask her yourself?' 
'Ah, we never speak of him 1' 
It helped l\Iilly for the moment to the c0nvenience 

of a puzzled pause. 'Do you mean he's an acquaint­
ance of whom you disapprove for her?' 

Aunt Maud, as well, just hung fire. 'I disapprove 
of her for the poor young man. She doesn't care for 
him.' 

'And lte cares so much--?' 
'Too much, too much. And my fear is,' said Mrs. 

Lowder,' that he privately besets her. She keeps it 
to herself, but I don't want her \\ orried. Neither, in 
truth,' she both generously and confidentially con­
cluded,' do I want him.' 39 
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Milly showed all her own effort to meet the case. 
'But what can f do?' 

'You can find out where they are. If I myself try,' 
Mrs. Lowder explained,' 1 'hall appear to treat them 

5 as if I supposed them dcc:civinf; me.' 
'And you don't. You don't,' Milly mused for her, 

'suppose them deceivin~ you.' 
'Well,' said aunt Maun, whose fine onyx eyes failed 

to blink, even thoug-h Milly's questions might have 
10 	 been taken as drawim• her rather further than she had 

originally meant to "go-' weli, Kate is thoroughly 
aware of my views for her. and that I tal.:e her beine 
with me, at present, in the way she is with me, if you 
know what 1 mean. as a loyal assent to them. There­

15 fore as my views don't happen to provide a place, at 
all, for l\lr. lkn:;her, much, in a manner, as I like him' 
-therefore, therefore in short she had been prompted 
to this step, though she completed her sense, but 
sketchily, with the rattle of her large fan. 

20 It assisted them perhaps. however, for the moment, 
that Milly was able to pick out of her sense what 
might serve as the clearest part of it. 'You do like 
him then?' 

'Oh dear, yes. Don't ym;?'
25 Milly hesitated, for the quc<;tion was somehow as 

the sudden point of sorneth111f~ sharp on a nerve that 
winced. She just caught ber breath, but she had 
ground for joy afterwards. she felt, in not f<"ally having 
failed to choose \"ith quickness sufficient, out of fifteen 

30 	 possible answers, the one that would best serve her. 
She was then almost proud, as well, that she had 
cheerfully smiled. 'I did-three times-in New York.' 
So came and went for her, in these simple words, the 
speech that was to fig-ure for her, later on, that night,

3 5 	 as the one she had ever uttered that C05t her most. 
She was to lie awake, at all rvents, half the night, for 
the }~ladncs'> of 11(,t havint~ !Ct.ken any line so really in­
ferior as the deni;il of a happy impression. 

39 For l\frs. Lowder .:dso, moreover, her simple words 
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were the right ones; they were at any rate, that lady's 
laugh showed, in the natural .note of the racy. 'You 
dear American thing! But people may be very good, 
and yet not good for what one wants.' 

'Yes,' the girl assented,' even I suppose when what 5 
one wants is something very good.' 

'Oh, my child, it would take too long just now to 
tell you all I want! I want everything at once and 
together-and ever so much for you too, you know. 
But you've seen us,' aunt Maud continued; 'you '11 10 
have made out.' 

'Ah,' said Milly, 'I don't make out'; for again-it 
came that way in rushes-she felt an obscurity in 
things. 'Why, if our friend here doesn't like him--' 

'Should I conceive her interested in keeping things 15 
from me?' Mrs. Lowder did justice to the question. 
' My dear, how can you ask? Put yourself in her 
place. She meets me, but on her terms. Proud young 
women are proud young women. And proud old ones 
are-well, what I am. Fond of you as we both are, 20 
you can help us.' 

Milly tried to be inspired. ' Does it come back then 
to my asking her straight? ' 

At this, however, finally, aunt Maud threw her up. 
'Oh, if you've so many reasons not--!' 25 

' I've not so many,' Milly smiled-' but I've one. If 
I break out so suddenly as knowing him, what will she 
make of my not having spoken before?' 

Mrs. Lowder looked blank at it. 'Why should you 
care what she makes? You may have only been 30 
decently discreet.' 

'Ah, I have been,' the girl made haste to say. 
' Besides,' her friend went on, ' I suggested to you, 

through Susan, your line.' 
'Yes, that reason's a reason for me.' 3 5 
' And for me,' Mrs. Lowder insisted. ' She's not 

therefore so stupid as not to do justice to grounds so 
marked. You can tell her perfectly that I had asked 
you to say nothing.' 39 
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•And may I tell her that you've asked me now to 
speak?' 

Mrs. Lowder might well have. thought, yet, oddly, 
this pulled her up. 'You can't do it withuut--?' 

Milly was almost ashamed to be raising so many 
difficulties. ' I 'II do what I can if you '11 kindly tell 
me one thing more.' She faltered a little-it was so 
prying; but she brought it out. 'Will he have been 
writing to her?' 

'It's exactly, my dear, what I should like to know.' 
Mrs. Lowder was at last impatient. 'Push in for 
yourself, and I dare say she'll tell you.' 

Even now, all the same, Milly had not quite fallen 
back. 'It will be pushing in,' she continued to smile, 
'for you.' She allowed her companion, however, no 
time to take this up. 'The point will be that if he has 
been writing she may have answered.' 

•But what point, you subtle thing, is that? ' 
'It isn't subtle, it seems to me, but quite simple,' 

Milly said, 'that if she has answered she has very 
possibly spoken of me.' 

•Very certainly indeed. But what difference will it 
make?' 

The girl had a moment, at this, of thinking it natural 
that her interlocutress herself should so fail of sublety. 
•It will make the difference that he will have written to 
her in answer that he knows me. And that, in turn,' 
our young woman explained, 'will give an oddity to 
my own silence.' 

'How so, if she's perfectly aware of having given 
you no opening? The only oddity,' aunt Maud lucidly 
professed, 'is for yourself. It's in her not having 
spoken.' 

'Ah, there we are!' said Milly. 
And she had uttered it, evidently, in a tone that 

struck her friend. •Then it has troubled you ? ' 
But ah, the inquiry had only to be made to bring 

the rare colour with fine inconsequence, to her face. 
'Not, really, the least little bit!' And, quickly feeling 
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the need to abound in this sense, she was on the poiIJt, 
to cut short, of declaring that she cared, after all, no 
scrap how much she obliged. 011ly <,he felt at this 
instant too the intervention of still other things. Mrs. 
Lowder was, in the first place, already beforehand, 5 
already affected as by the sudden vision of her having 
herself pushed too far. Milly could never judge from 
her face of her uppermost motive-it was so little, in 
its hard smooth sheen, that kind of hnman counten­
ance. She looked hard when she spoke fair; the only 10 
thing· wa~, tint when she spoke hard she likewise didn't 
look soft. Somcthinu, none the less, had arisen in her 
now--a foll appreciaLk: tide. ,:ntcrin,r, by the rupturl' 
of some bar. ~he announced that if what she had 
asked was to prove i11 the least a bure her young 15 
friend was not to dream of it; rnakil'g her young 
friend at the same time, by the change in her tone, 
dream on the spot more profu:ocly. She spoke with a 
belated light, "jlilly could appreht:nd-shc could always 
apprehcnd--from pity; and the result of that percep- 20 
tion, for the girl, \l'J.S singul.u: it proved to her as 
quickly that Kate, keeping her secret, had been straii~ht 
with her. From Kate distinctly then. as to why she 
was to be pitied, aunt l\laud knew nothing, and was 
thereby :,imply puttir1~: 111 cvidL·ncc the fi11c ;,idc of her 25 
own character. Thi-, fine sidt: was that she could 
almost at any h0ur, by a kindled prcferellce 01 a 
diverted energy. ~:low for anothe1 i11te1est than her 
own. She exclaimed as well, at this moment, that 
Milly must have been thinking, round the case, much 30 
more than she had ;,upposed ; and this remark could, at 
once, affect the girl as sharply as any other form of 
the charge of weakness. It \vas what every one, if she 
didn't look out, would soon be saying-' There's some­
thing the matter with you ! ' \Vhat one was therefore 3 5 
one's self concerned immediately to e;,t;iblish was that 
there was nothing at all. 'I shall like to help you; I 
shall like, so far as that goes, to help Kate herself,' she 
made such haste as she could to declare; her eyes 39 
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wandering meanwhile across the width of the room to 
that dusk of the balcony in which their companion 
perhaps a little unaccountably lingered. She suggested 
hereby her impatience to begin; she almost overtly 
wondered at the length of the opportunity this friend 
was giving them-referring it, however, so far as words 
went, to the other friend, breaking off with an amused : 
'How tremendously Susie must be beautifying ! ' 

It only marked aunt Maud, none the less, as too 
preoccupied for her allusion. The onyx eyes were 
fixed upon her with a polished pressure that must 
signify some enriched benevolence. 'Let it go, my 
dear. We shall, after all, soon enough see.' 

' If he luzs come back we shall certainly see,' Milly 
after a moment replied; 'for he '11 probably feel that 
he can't quite civilly not come to see me. Then tltere,' 
she remarked,' we shall be. It wouldn't then, you see, 
come through Kate at all-it would come through him. 
Except,' she wound up with a smile, 'that he won't 
find me.' 

She had the most extraordinary sense of interesting 
her interlocutress, in spite of herself, more than she 
wanted ; it was as if her doom so floated her on that 
she couldn't stop-by very much the same trick it had 
played her with her doctor. ' Shall you run away 
from him?' 

She neglected the question, wanting only now to 
get off. 'The11,' she went on,' you'll deal with Kate 
directly.' 

'Shall you run away from her?' Mrs. Lowder pro­
foundly inquired, while they became aware of Susie's 
return through the room, opening out behind them, in 
which they had dined. 

This affected Milly as giving her but an instant; 
and suddenly, with it, everything she felt in the con­
nection rose to her lips in a question that, even as she 
put it, she knew she was failing to keep colourless. 
' Is it your own belief that he ts with her?' 

Aunt Maud took it in-took in, that is, everything 

7 friend, breaking] friend and breaking . N 
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of the tone that she just wanted her not to; and the 
result for some seconds, was but to make their eyes 
meet in silence. 1\Trs. Stringham had rejoined them 
and was asking if Kate had gone-an inquiry at once 
answered by this young lady's reappearance. They 
saw her again in the open window, where, looking 
at them, she had paused-producing thus, on aunt 
Maud's part, almost too impressive a ' Hush!' l\T rs. 
Lowder indeed, without loss oi time, smothered any 
danger in a sweeping retreat with Su5ie; but Milly's 
words to her, just uttered, abt,ut dealing with her niece 
direc.tly, struck our youn~~ \\Om;in as already recoilin~; 
on herself. Directness, ho\\'cH·r e\'aclcd, would !Jc, 
fully, for /:a; nothin'.~ in fact would ever have been 
for her so direct as the evasion. Kate had remained 
in the window, very handsome and uprii.:ht, the outer 
dark framing in a highly favourable way her summery 
simplicities and lightnesses of dre;,s. Milly had, given 
the relation of :,pace, n•J real fear sbe had heard their 
talk; only she hovered there as with conscious eyes 
and some added advantage. Then indeed, with small 
delay, her friend sufficiently saw. The conscious eyes, 
the added advantage were but tho~e she had now 
always at command-those proper to the person Milly 
knew as knmvn to l\Ierton Dcrbhcr. It was for ~;eve1al 
seconds again e<.s if the total of her identity had been 
that of the person known to him-a determination 
having for result another ~harpnc~s oi i1:s own. Kate 
had positively but to Le there just as she was to tell 
her he had come back. It seemed to pass between 
them, in fine, without a worn, that he was in London, 
that he was perhaps only round the corner; and surely 
therefore no <lea ling of l\Iilly's with her would yet h~vc 
been so direct. 
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IT was doubtless because this queer form of directness 
had in itself, for the hour, seemed so sufficient that Milly 
was afterwards aware of having really, all the while 
-during the strange, indescribable session before the 
return of their companions-done nothing to intensify 
it. If she was mo;t aware only afterwards, under the 
long, discurtained ordeal of the morrow's dawn, that 
was because she had really, till their evening's end 
came, ceased, after a little, to miss anything from their 
ostensible comfort. What was behind showed but in 
gleams and glimpses; what was in front never at all 
confessed to not holding the stage. Three minutes had 
not passed before Milly quite knew she should have 
done nothing aunt Maud had just asked her. She 
knew it moreover by much the same light that had 
acted for her with that lady and with Sir Luke Strett. 
It pressed upon her then and there that she was still in 
a current determined, through her indifference, timidity, 
bravery, generosity-she scarce could say which-by 
others; that not she but the current acted, and that 
somebody else, always, was the keeper of the lock 
or the dam. Kate for exam pl<: had but to open 
the floodgate: the current moved in its mass-the 
current, as it had been, of her doing as Kate wanted. 
What, somehow, in the most extraordinary way in the 
world, had Kate wanted but to be, of a sudden, more 
interesting than she had ever been? Milly, for their 
evening then, quite held her breath with the apprecia­
tion of it. If she hadn't been sure her companion 
would have had nothing, from her moments with Mrs. 
Lowder, to go by, she would almost have seen the 
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admirable creature •cutting in' to anticipate a danger. 
This fantasy indeed, while they sat together, dropped 
after a little; even if only because other fantasies 
multiplied and clustered, making fairly, for our young 
woman, the buoyant medium in which her friend talked 
and moved. They sat together, I say, but Kate 
moved as much as she talked ; she figured there, rest­
less and charming, just perhaps a shade perfunctory, 
repeatedly quitting her place, taking slowly, to and fro, 
in the trailing folds of her light dress, the length of the 
room, and almost avowedly performing for the pleasure 
of her hostess. 

Mrs. Lowder had said to Milly at l\fatcham that she 
and her niece, as allies, could practically conquer the 
world ; but though it was a speech about which there 
had even then been a vague, grand glamour, the girl 
read into it at present more of an approach to a mean­
ing. Kate, for that matter, by herself, could conquer 
anything, and site, Milly Theale, was probably con­
cerned with the 'world' only as the small scrap of it 
that most impinged on her and that was therefore first 
to be dealt with. On this basis of being dealt with 
she would doubtless herself do her share of the con­
quering: she would have something to supply, Kate 
something to take-each of them thus, to that tune, 
something for squaring with aunt Maud's ideal. This 
in short was what it came to now-that the occasion, 
in the guiet late lamplight, had the quality of a rough 
rehearsal of the possible big drama. Milly knew her­
self dealt with-handsomely, completely: she sur­
rendered to the knowledge, for so it was, she felt, that 
she supplied her helpful force. And what Kate had to 
take Kate took as freely and, to all appearance, as 
gratefully; accepting afresh, with each of her long, 
slow walks, the relation between them so established 
and consecrating her companion's surrender simply by 
the interest she gave it. The interest to Milly herself 
we naturally mean ; the interest to Kate Milly felt 
as probably inferior. It easily and largely came, for 
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their present talk, for the quick flight of the hour 
before the breach of the spell-it all came, when con­
sidered, from the circumstance, not .in the least 
abnormal, that the handsome girl was in extraordinary 
' form.' Milly remembered her having said that she 
was at her best late at night; remembered it by its 
having, with its fine assurance, made her wonder when 
site was at her best and how happy people must be who 
had such a fixed time. She had no time at all ; she 
was never at her best-unless indeed it were exactly, 
as now, in listening, watching, admiring, collapsing. If 
Kate moreover, quite mercilessly, had never been so 
good, the beauty and the marvel of it was that she had 
never really been so frank : being a person of such a 
calibre, as Milly would have said, that, even while 
'dealing' with you and thereby, as it were, picking her 
steps, she could let herself go, could, in irony, in con­
fidence, in extravagance, tell you things she had never 
told before. That was the impression-that she was 
telling things, and quite conceivably for her own relief 
as well ; almost as if the errors of vision, the mistakes 
of proportion, the residuary innocence of spirit still to 
be remedied on the part of her auditor had their 
moments of proving too much for her nerves. She 
went at them just now, these sources of irritation, with 
an amused energy that it would have been open to 
Milly to regard as cynical and that was nevertheless 
called for-as to this the other was distinct-by the 
way that in certain connections the American mind 
broke down. It seemed at least-the American mind 
as sitting there thrilled and dazzled in Milly-not to 
understand English society without a separate con­
frontation with all the cases. It couldn't proceed by­
there was some technical term she lacked until Milly 
suggested both analogy and induction, and then, differ­
ently, instinct, none of which were right: it had to be 
led up and introduced to each aspect of the monster, 
enabled to walk all round it, whether for the consequent 

39 exaggerated ecstasy or for the still more-as appeared 
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to this critic-disproportionate shock. It might, the 
monster, Kate conceded, loom large for those born 
amid forms less developed and therefore no doubt less 
amusing ; it might on some sides be a strange and 
dreadful monster, calculated to devour the unwary, to 5 
abase the proud, to scandalise the good; but if one had 
to live with it one must, not to be for eve.r sitting up, 
learn how: which was virtually in short to-night what 
the handsome girl showed herself as teaching. 

She gave away publicly, in this process, Lancaster 10 
Gate and everything it contained; she gave away, 
hand over hand, Milly's thrill continued to note, aunt 
Maud and aunt Maud's glories and aunt Maud's com­
placencies ; she gave herself away most of all, and it 
was naturally what most contributed to her candour. 15 
She didn't speak to her friend once more, in aunt 
Maud's strain, of how they could scale the skies ; she 
spoke, by her bright, perverse preference on this occa­
sion, of the need, in the first place, of being neither 
stupid nor vulgar. It might have been a lesson, for 20 
our young American, in the art of seeing things as 
they were-a lesson so various and so sustained that 
the pupil had, as we have shown, but receptively to 
gape. The odd thing furthermore was that it could 
serve its purpose while explicitly disavowing every 25 
personal bias. It wasn't that she disliked aunt Maud, 
who was everything she had on other occasions 
declared ; but the dear woman, ineffaceably stamped 
by inscrutable nature and a dreadful art, wasn't-how 
could she be ?-what she wasn't. She wasn't any one. 30 
She wasn't anything. She wasn't anywhere. Milly 
mustn't think it-one couldn't, as a good friend, let her. 
Those hours at Matcham were incsperies, were pure 
manna from heaven ; or if not wholly that perhaps, 
with humbugging old Lord Mark as a backer, were vain 3 5 
as a ground for hopes and calculations. Lord Mark 
was very well, but he wasn't tlte cleverest creature in 
England, and even if he had been he still wouldn't 
have been the most obliging. He weighed it out in 39 
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ounces, and indeed each of the pair was really waiting 
for what the other would put down. 

'She has put down you,' said Milly, attached to the 
subject still; 'and I think what you mean is that, on 

,. 5 the counter, she still keeps hold of you.' 
' Lest '-Kate took it up-' he should suddenly grab 

me and run? Oh, as he isn't ready to run, he's much 
less ready, naturally, to grab. I am-you 're so far 
right as that-on the counter, when I 'm not in the 

10 	shop-window; in and out of which I 'm thus con­
veniently, commercially whisked: the essence, all of 
it, of my position, and the price, as properly, of my 
aunt's protection.' Lord Mark was substantially what 
she had begun with as soon as they were alone ; the 

15 	 impression was even yet with Milly of her having 
sounded his name, having imposed it, as a topic, in 
direct opposition to the other name that Mrs. Lowder 
had left in the air and that all her own look, as we have 
seen, kept there at first for her companion. The im­

20 	 mediate strange effect had been that of her consciously 
needing, as it were, an alibi-which, successfully, she 
so found. She had worked it to the end, ridden it to 
and fro across the course marked for Milly by aunt 
Maud, and now she had quite, so to speak, broken it 

25 	 in. 'The bore is that if she wants him so much­
wants him, heaven forgive her! for me-he has put us 
all out, since your arri\'al, by wanting somebody else. 
I don't mean somebody else than you.' 

Milly threw off the charm sufficiently to shake her 
30 	 head. 'Then I haven't made out who it is. If I'm 

any part of his alternative he had better stop where 
he is.' 

1 Truly, truly ?-always, always?' 
Milly tried to insist with an equal gaiety. 'Would 

3 5 you like me to swear?' 
Kate appeared for a moment-though that was 

doubtless but gaiety too-to think. 'Haven't we been 
swearing enough?' 

39 'You have perhaps, but I haven't, and I ought to 
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give you the equivalent. At any rate there it is. 
"Truly, truly" as you say-" always, always." So I'm 
not in the way.' 

'Thanks,' said Kate-' but that doesn't help me.' 
'Oh, it's as simplifying for him that I speak 5 

of it.' 
'The difficulty really is that he's a person with so 

many ideas that it's particularly hard to simplify for 
him. That's exactly of course what aunt Maud has 
been trying. He won't,' Kate firmly continued, 'make 10 
up his mind about me.' 

'Well,' Milly smiled,' give him time.' 
Her friend met it in perfection. ' One is doing that 

-one is. But one remains, all the same, but one of 
his ideas.' 15 

'There's no harm in that,' Milly returned, 'if you 
come out in the end as the best of them. What's a 
man,' she pursued,' especially an ambitious one, with­
out a variety of ideas?' 

'No doubt. The more the merrier.' And Kate 20 
looked at her grandly. ' One can but hope to come 
out, and do nothing to prevent it.' 

All of which made for the impression, fantastic or 
not, of the alibi. The splendour, the grandeur were, 
for Milly, the bold ironic spirit behind it, so interesting 25 
too in itself. \Vhat, moreover, was not less interesting 
was the fact, as our young woman noted it, that Kate 
confined her point to the difficulties, so far as she was 
concerned, raised only by Lord Mark. She referred 
now to none that her own taste might present; which 30 
circumstance again played its little part. She was 
doing what she liked in respect to another person, but 
she was in no way committed to the other person, and 
her furthermore talking of Lord Mark as not young and 
not true were only the signs of her clear self-conscious- 35 
ness, were all in the line of her slightly hard, but scarce 
the less graceful extravagance. She didn't wish to 
show too much her consent to be arranged for, but that 
was a different thing from not wishing sufficiently to 39 
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give it. There was something moreover, on it all, that 
Milly still found occasion to say. 'If your aunt has 
been, as you tell me, put out by me, I feel that she has 
remained remarkably kind.' 

'Oh, but she has-whatever might have happened in 
that respect-plenty of use for you ! You put her in, 
my dear, more than you put her out. You don't half 
see it, but she has clutched your petticoat. You can do 
anything-you can do, I mean, Jots that we can't. 
You 're an outsider, independent and standing by your­
self; you 're not hideously relative to tiers and tiers of 
others.' And Kate, facing in that direction, went 
further and further; wound up, while Milly gaped, 
with extraordinary words. '\Ve 're of no use to you 
-it's decent to tell you. You 'd be of use to us, but 
that's a different matter. My honest advice to you 
would be-' she went indeed all lengths-' to drop us 
while you can. It would be funny if you didn't soon 
see how awfully better you can do. \Ve 've not really 
done for you the least thing worth speaking of­
nothing you mightn't easily have had in some other 
way. Therefore you 're under no obligation. You 
won't want us next year; we shall only continue to 
want you. But that's no reason for you, and you 
mustn't pay too dreadfully for poor Mrs. Stringham's 
having let you in. She has the best conscience in the 
world ; she's enchanted with what she has done ; but 
you shouldn't take your people from her. It has 
been quite awful to see you do it.' 

Milly tried to be amused, so as not-it was . too 
absurd-to be fairly frightened. Strange enough 
indeed-if not natural enough-that, late at night thus, 
in a mere mercenary house, with Susie away, a want of 
confidence should possess her. She recalled, with all 
the rest of it, the next day, piecing things together in 
the dawn, that she had felt herself alone with a creature 
who paced like a panther. That was a violent image, 
but it made her a little less ashamed of having been 
scared. For all her scare, none the less, she had now39 
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the sense to find words. 'And yet without Susie I 
shouldn't have had you.' 

It had been at this point, however, that Kate 
flickered highest. 'Oh, you may very well loathe me 
yet!' 5 

Really at last, thus, it had been too much; as, with 
her own least feeble flare, after a wondering watch, 
Milly ha<l shown. She hadn't cared ; she had too much 
wanted to know ; and, though a small solemnity of 
reproach, a sombre strain, had broken into her tone, it 10 
was to figure as her nearest approach to serving Mrs. 
Lowder. 'Why do you say such things to me?' 

This unexpectedly had acted, by a sudden turn of 
Kate's attitude, as a happy speech. She had risen as 
she spoke, and Kate had stopped before her, shining 15 
at her instantly with a softer brightness. Poor Milly 
hereby enjoyed one of her views of how people, wincing 
oddly, were often touched by her. ' Because you 're a 
dove.' With which she felt herself ever so delicately, 
so considerately, embraced ; not with familiarity or as 20 
a liberty taken, but almost ceremonially and in the 
manner of an accolade; partly as if, though _a do\'e who 
could perch on a finger, one were also a princess with 
whom forms were to be observed. It even came to 
her, through the touch of her companion's lips, that 25 
this form, this cool pressure, fairly sealed the sense of 
what Kate had just said. It was moreover, for the 
girl, like an inspiration : she found herself accepting as 
the right one, while she caught her breath with relief, 
the name so given her. She met it on the instant as 30 
she would have met the revealed truth ; it lighted up 
the strange dusk in which she lately had walked. That 
was what was the matter with her. She was a dove. 
Oh, was1l't she ?-it echoed within her as she became 
aware of the sound, outside, of the return of their J 5 
friends. There was, the next thing, little enough doubt 
about it after aunt l\Taud had been two minutes in the 
room. She had come up, Mrs. Lowder, with Susan­
which she needn't have done, at that hour, instead of 39 
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letting Kate come clown to her; so that Milly could 
be quite sure it was to catch hold, in some way, of the 
loose end ther had left. Well, the way she did catch 
was simply to make the point that it didn't now in the 
least matter. She had mounted the stairs for this, and 
she had her moment again with her younger hostess 
while Kate, on the spot, as the latter at the time noted, 
gave Susan Shepherd unwonted opportunities. Kate 
was in other words, as aunt Maud engaged her friend, 
listening with the handsomest response to Mrs. String­
ham's impression of the scene they had just quitted. 
It was in the tone of the fondest indulgence--almost, 
really, that of dove cooing to dove-that Mrs. Lowder 
expressed to Milly the hope that it had all gone beauti­
fully. Her 'all' had an ample benevolence ; it soothed 
and simplified ; she spoke as if it were the two young 
women, not she and her comrade, who had been facing 
the town together. But Milly's answer had prepared 
itself while aunt Maud was on the stair; she had felt 
in a rush all the reasons that would make it the most 
dovelike; and she gave it, while she was about it, as 
earnest, as candid. 'I don't tlzink, dear lady, he's 
here.' 

It gave her straightway the measure of the success 
she could have as a dove: that was recorded in the 
long look of deep criticism, a look without a word, that 
Mrs. Lowder poured forth. And the word, presently, 
bettered it still. 'Oh, you exquisite thing! ' The 
luscious innuendo of it, almost startling, lingered in the 
room, after the visitors had gone, like an oversweet 
fragrance. But left alone with Mrs. Stringham Milly 
continued to breathe it: she studied again the dovelike 
and so set her companion to mere rich reporting that 
she averted all inquiry into her own case. 

That, with the new day, was once more her law-
though she saw before her, of course, as something of 
a complication, her need, each time, to decide. She 
should have to be clear as to how a do\'e wouldact. She 

39 settled it, she thought, well enough this morning by 
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quite readopting her plan in respect to Sir Luke Strett. 
That, she was pleased to reflect, had originally been 
pitched in the key of a merely iridescent drab; and 
although Mrs. Stringham, after breakfast, began by 
staring at it as if it had been a priceless Persian carpet 
suddenly unrolled at her feet, she had no scruple, at the 
end of five minutes, in leaving her to make the best of 
it. 'Sir Luke Strett comes, by appointment, to see me 
at eleven, but I'm going out on purpose. He's to be 
told, please, deceptively, that I'm at home, and, you, as 
my representative, when he comes up, are to see him 
instead. He will like that, this time, better. So do be 
nice to him.' It had taken, naturally, more explana­
tion, and the mention, above all, of the fact that the 
visitor was the greatest of doctors ; yet when once the 
key had been offered Susie slipped it on her bunch, 
and her young friend could again feel her lovely 
imagination operate. It operated in truth very much 
as Mrs. Lowder's, at the last, had done the night be­
fore: it made the air heavy once more with the ex­
travagance of assent. It might, afresh, almost have 
frightened our young woman to see how people rushed 
to meet her: had she then so little time to live that the 
road must always be spared her? It was as if they 
were helping her to take it out on the spot. Susie-she 
couldn't deny, and didn't pretend to-might, of a truth, 
on lier side, have treated such news as a flash merely 
lurid; as to which, to do Susie justice, the pain of it 
was all there. But, none the less, the margin always 
allowed her young friend was all there as well; and 
the proposal now made her-what was it in short but 
Byzantine? The vision of Milly's perception of the 
propriety of the matter had, at any rate, quickly 
engulfed, so far as her attitude was concerned, any 
surprise and any shock; so that she only desired, the 
next thing, perfectly to possess the facts. Milly could 
easily speak, on this, as if there were only one: she 
made nothing of such another as that she had felt her­
self menaced. The great fact, in fine, was that she 39 



236 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

knew him to desire just now, more than anything else, 
to meet, quite apart, some one interested in her. Who 
therefore so interested as her faithful Susan? The only 
other circumstance that, by the time she had quitted

5 her friend, she had treated as worth mentioning was 
the circumstance of her having at first intended to keep 
quiet. She had originally best seen herself as sweetly 
secretive. As to that she had changed, and her present 
request was the result. She didn't say why she had 

10 changed, but she trusted her faithful Susan. Their 
visitor would trust her not less, and she herself would 
adore their visitor. Moreover he wouldn't-the girl 
felt sure-tell her anything dreadful. The worst would 
be that he was in love and that he needed a confidant 

15 to work it. And now she was going to the National 
Gallery. 
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THE idea of the National Gallery had been with her 
from the moment of her hearing from Sir Luke Strett 
about his hour of corning. It had been in her mind 
as a place so meagrely visited, as one of the places 
that had seemed at home one of the attractions of 
Europe and one of its highest aids to culture, but that 
-the old story-the typical frivolous always ended by 
sacrificing to vulgar pleasures. She had had perfectly, 
at those whimsical moments on the Bri.inig, the half­
shamed sense of turning her back on such opportunities 
for real improvement as had figured to her, from of old, 
in connection with the continental tour, under the 
general head of ' pictures and things ' ; and now she 
knew for what she had done so. The plea had been 
explicit-she had done so for life, as opposed to learn­
ing; the upshot of which had been that life was now 
beautifully provided for. In spite of those few dips 
and dashes into the many-coloured stream of history 
for which of late Kate Croy had helped her to find 
time, there were possible great chances she had 
neglected, possible great moments she should, save 
for to-day, have all but missed. She might still, she 
had felt, overtake one or two of them among the Titians 
and the Turners; she had been honestly nursing the 
hour, and, once she was in the benignant halls, her 
faith knew itself justified. It was the air she wanted 
and the world she would now exclusively choose ; the 
quiet chambers, nobly overwhelming, rich but slightly 
veiled, opened out round her and made her presently 
say ' If I could lose myself lure! ' There were people, JO 

237 

13 now] at last N 



5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 

35 

39 


238 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

people in plenty, but, admirably, no personal question. 
It was immense, outside, the personal question ; but 
she had blissfully left it outside, and the nearest it 
came, for a quarter of an hour, to glimmering again 
into sight was when she watched for a little one of the 
more earnest of the lady-copyists. Two or three in 
particular, spectacled, aproned, absorbed, engaged her 
sympathy to an absurd extent, seemed to show her for 
the time the right way to live. She should have been 
a lady-copyist-it met so the case. The case was the 
case of escape, of living under water, of being at once 
impersonal and firm. There it was before one-one 
had only to stick and stick. 

Milly yielded to this charm till she was almost 
ashamed ; she watched the lady-copyists till she found 
herself wondering what would be thought by others of 
a young woman, of adequate aspect, who should ap­
pear to regard them as the pride of the place. She 
would have liked to talk to them, to get, as it figured 
to her, into their lives, and was deterred but by the 
fact that she didn't quite see herself as purchasing 
imitations and yet feared she might excite the expec­
tation of purchase. She really knew before long that 
what held her was the mere refuge, that something 
within her was after all too weak for the Turners and 
Titians. They joined hands about her in a circle too 
vast, though a circle that a year before she would 
only have desired to trace. They were truly for the 
larger, not for the smaller life, the life of which the 
actual pitch, for example, was an interest, the interest 
of compassion, in misguided efforts. She marked 
absurdly her little stations, blinking, in her shrinkage 
of curiosity, at the glorious walls, yet keeping an eye 
on vistas and approaches, so that she shouldn't be 
flagrantly caught. The vistas and approaches drew 
her in this way from room to room, and she had been 
through many parts of the show, as she supposed, when 
she sat down to rest. There were chairs in scant 
clusters, places from which one could gaze. Milly 
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indeed at present fixed her eyes more than elsewhere 
on the appearance, first, that she couldn't quite, after 
all, have accounted to an examiner for the order of 
her 'schools,' and then on that of her being more tired 
than she had meant, in spite of her having been so 5 
much less intelligent. They found, her eyes, it should 
be added, other occupation as well, which she let them 
freely follow: they rested largely, in her vagueness, on 
the vagueness of other visitors; t11ey attached them­
selves in especial, with mixed resul ts, to the surprising 10 
stream of her compatriots. She was struck with th L: 
circumstance that the great mu seum, early in August, 
was haunted with these pilgrims, as also with that uf 
her knowing them from afar, marking them easily, 
each an<l all, and recognising not less promptly tha t 15 
they had ever new lights for her-new lights on their 
own darkness. She gave herself up at last, and it was 
a consummation like another: what she should have 
come to the National Gallery for to-day would be to 
watch the copyists and reckon the Baedekers. That 20 
perhaps was the moral of a menaced state of health-
that one would sit in public places and count the 
Americans. It passed the time in a manner; but it 
seemed already the second line of defence, and this 
notwithstanding the pattern, so unmistakeable, of 25 
her country-folk. They were cut out as by scissors, 
coloured, labelled, mounted ; but their relation to her 
failed to act-they somehow did nothii.J for her. • 
Partly, no doubt, they didn't so much as notice or 
know her, didn't even recognise their community of JO 
collapse with her, the sign on her, as she sat there, 
that for her too Europe was 'tough.' It came to her 
idly thus-for her humour could still play-that she 
didn't seem then the same success with them as with 
the inhabitants of Lond on, who had taken her up on 35 
scarce more of an acquaintance. She could wonder if 
they would be different should she go back with that 
glamour attached ; and she could also wonder, if it 
came to that, whether she should ever go back. Her 39 
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friends straggled past, at any rate, in all the vividness 
of their absent criticism, and she had even at last the 
sense of taking a mean advantage. 

There was a finer instant, however, at which three 
ladies, clearly a mother and daughters, had paused 

· before her under compulsion of a comment apparently 
just uttered by one of them and referring to some 
object on the other side of the room. Milly had her 
back to the object, but her face very much to her 
young compatriot, the one who had spoken and in 
whose look she perceived a certain gloom of recogni­
tion. Recognition, for that matter, sat confessedly 
in her own eyes: she !.:new the three, generically, as 
easily as a schoolboy with a crib in his lap would know 
the answer in class ; she felt, like the schoolboy, guilty 
enough-questioned, as honour went, about her right 
so to possess, to dispossess, people who hadn't con­
sciously provoked her. She would have been able to 
say where they lived, and how, had the place and the 
way been but amenable to the positive; she bent 
tenderly, in imagination, over marital, paternal Mr. 
Whatever-he-was, at home, eternally named, with all 
the honours and placidities, but eternally unseen and 
existing only as some one who could be financially 
heard from. The mother, the puffed and composed 
whiteness of whose hair had no relation to her apparent 
age, showed a countenance almost chemically clean 
and dry ; her companions wore an air of vague resent­
ment humanised by fatigue; and the three were equally 
adorned with short cloaks of coloured cloth surmounted 
by little tartan hoods. · The tartans were doubtless 
conceivable as different, but the cloaks, curiously, only 
thinkable as one. 'Handsome? Well, if you choose 
to say so.' It was the mother who had spoken. 
who herself added, after a pause during which Milly 
took the reference as to a picture: 'In the English 
style.' The three pair of eyes had converged, and 
their possessors had for an instant rested, with the 
effect of a drop of the subject, on this last characterisa­
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tion-with that, too, of a gloom not less mute in one 
of the daughters than murmured in the other. Milly's 
heart went out to them while they turned their backs ; 
she said to herself that they ought to have known her, 
that there was something between them they might 5 
have beautifully put together. But she had lost t!tem 
also-they were cold ; they left her in her weak wonder 
as to what they had been looking at. The ' handsome' 
disposed her to turn-all the more that the ' English 
style' would be the English school, which she liked; 10 
only she saw, before moving, by the array on the side 
facing her, that she was in fact among small Dutch 
pictures. The action of this was again appreciable-
the dim surmise that it wouldn't then be by a picture 
that the spring in the three ladies had been pressed. 15 
It was at all events time she should go, and she turned 
as she got on her feet. She had had behind her one 
of the entrances and various visitors who had come in 
while she sat, visitors single and in pairs-by one of 
the former of whom she felt her eyes suddenly held. 20 

This was a gentleman in the middle of the place, a 
gentleman who had removed his hat and was for a 
moment, while he glanced, absently, as she could see, 
at the top tier of the collection, tapping his forehead 
with his pockethandkerchief. The occupation held 25 pocket-handkerchief A 
him long enough to give l\Iilly time to take for granted 
-and a few seconds sufficed-that his face was the 
object just observed by her friends. This could only 
have been because she concurred in their tribute, even 
qualified, and indeed 'the English style' of the gentle­ 30 
man-perhaps by instant contrast to the American-
was what had had the arresting power. This arresting 
power, at the same time-and that was the marvel-
had already sharpened almost to pain, for in the very 
act of judging the bared head with detachment she felt 3 5 
herself shaken by a knowledge of it. It was Merton 
Densher's own, and he was standing there, standing 
long enough unconscious for her to fix him and then 
hesitate. These successions were swift, so that she 39 
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could still ask herself in freedom if she had best let 
him see her. She could still reply to that that she 
shouldn't like him to catch her in the effort to prevent 
this; and she might further have decided that he was 
too preoccupied to see anything had not a perception 
intervened that surpassed the first in violence. She 
was unable to think afterwards how long she had 
looked at him before knowing herself as otherwise 
looked at; all she was coherently to put together was 
that she had had a second recognition without his 
having noticed her. The source of this latter shock 
was nobody less than Kate Croy-Kate Croy who was 
suddenly also in the line of vision and whose eyes met 
her eyes at their next movement. Kate was but two 
yards off- Mr. Densher wasn't alone. Kate's face 
specifically said so, for after a stare as blank at first 
as Milly's it broke into a far smile. That was what, 
wonderfully-in addition to the marvel of their meet­
ing-passed from her for Milly; the instant reduction 
to easy terms of the fact of their being there, the two 
young ~omen, together. It was perhaps only after­
wards that the girl fully felt the connection between 
this touch and her already established conviction that 
Kate was a prodigious person ; yet on the spot she 
none the less, in a degree, knew herself handled and 
again, as she had been the night before, dealt with­
absolutely even dealt with for her greater pleasure. A 
minute in fine hadn't elapsed before Kate had some­
how made her provisionally take everything as natural. 
The provisional was just the charm-acquiring that 
character from one moment to the other; it represented 
happily so much that Kate would explain on the very 
first chance. This left moreover-and that was the 
greatest wonder-all due margin for amusement at the 
way things happened, the monstrous oddity of their 
turning up in such a place on the very heels of their 
having separated without allusion to it. The hand­
some girl was thus literally in control of the scene by 
the time Merton Densher was ready to exclaim with a 
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high flush, or a vivid blush-one didn't distinguish the 
embarrassment from the joy-' Why, Miss Theale: 
fancy!' and 'Why, Miss Thealc: what luck ! ' 

Miss Theale had meanwhile the sense that for him 
too, on Kate's part, something wonderful and un­
spoken was determinant; and this although , distinctly, 
his companion had 110 more looked at him with a hint 
than he had . looked at her with a question. He had 
looked and he was looking only at Milly herself, ever 
so pleasantly and considerately-she scarce knew what 
to call it ; but without prejudice to her consciousness, 
all the same, that women got out of predicaments 
better than men. The predicament of course wasn't 
definite or phraseable - and the way they let all 
phrasing pass was presently to recur to our young 
woman as a characteristic triumph of the civilised 
state; but she took it for granted, in sistently, with a 
small private flare of passion, because the one thing 
she could think of to do for him was to show him how 
she eased him off. She would really, tired and nervous, 
have been much disconcerted, were it not that the 
opportunity in qtiestion had saved her. It was what 
had saved her most, what had made her, after the first 
few seconds, almost as brave for Kate as Kate was for 
her, had made her only ask herself what their friend 
would like of her. That he was at the end of three 
minutes, without the least complicated reference, so 
smoothly ' their' friend wa~ just the effect of their all 
being sublimely civilisecl. The flash in which he saw 
this was, for Milly, fairly inspiring-to that degree in 
fact that she was even now, on such a plane, yearning 
to be supreme. It took, no doubt, a big dose of in­
spiration to treat as not funny-or at least as not un­
pleasant-the anomaly, for Kate, that site knew their 
gentleman, and for herself, that Kate was spending the 
morning with him ; but everything continued to make 
for this after Milly had tasted of her draught. She 
was to wonder in subsequent reflection what in the 
world they had actually said, since they had made 39 
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such a success of what they didn't say; the sweetness of 
the draught for the time, at any rate, was to feel success 
assured. What depended on this for Mr. Densher was 
all obscurity to her, and she perhaps but invented the 

5 image of his need as a short cut to service. Whatever 
were the facts, their perfect manners, all round, saw 
them through. The finest part of Milly's own inspira­
tion, it may further be mentioned, was the quick per­
ception that what would be of most service was, so to 

10 speak, her own native wood-note. She had long been 
conscious with shame for her thin blood, or at least for 
her poor economy, of her unused margin as an Ameri­
can girl-closely indeed as, in English air, the text 
might appear to cover the page. She still had re­

15 serves of spontaneity, if not of comicality; so that all 
this cash in hand could now find employment. She 
became as spontaneous as possible and as American 
as it might conveniently appeal to Mr. Densher, after 
his travels, to find her. She said things in the air, and 

20 	yet flattered herself that she struck him as saying them 
not in the tone of agitation but in the tone of New 
York. Jn the tone of New York agitation was beauti­
fully discounted, and she had now a sufficient view of 
how much it might accordingly help her. 

, 25 The help was fairly rendered before they left the 
place; when her friends presently accepted her invita­
tion to adjourn with her to luncheon at her hotel, it 
was in the Fifth A venue that the meal might have 
waited. Kate had never been there so straight, but 

30 	Milly was at present taking her; and if Mr. Densher 
had been he had at least never had to come so fast. 
She proposed it as the natural thing-proposed it as 
the American girl; and she saw herself quickly justified 
by the pace at which she was followed. The beauty of 

35 	 the case was that to do it all she had only to appear 
to take Kate's hint. This had said, in its fine first 
smile, ' Oh yes, our look is queer-but give me time' ; 
and the American girl could give time as nobody else 

39 	 could. What Milly thus gave she therefore made them 
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take-even if, as they might surmise, it was rather 
more than they wanted. In the porch of the museum 
she expressed her preference for a four-wheeler; they 
would take their course in that guise precisely to multi­
ply the minutes. She was more than ever justified by 
the positive charm that her spirit imparted even to 
their use of this conveyance ; and she touched her 
highest point-that is, certainly, for herself-as she 
ushered her companions into the presence of Susie. 
Susie was there with luncheon, with her return, in 
prospect; and nothing could now have filled her own 
consciousness more to the brim than to see this good 
friend take in how little she was abjectly anxious. 
The cup itself actually offered to this good friend 
might in truth well be startling, for it was composed 
beyond question of ingredients oddly mixed. She 
caught Susie fairly looking at her as if to know 
whether she had brought in guests to hear Sir Luke 
Strett's report. Well, it was better her companion 
should have too much than too little to wonder about; 
she had come out 'anyway,' as they said at home, for 
the interest of the thing ; and interest truly sat in her 
eyes. Milly was none the Jess, at the sharpest crisis, a 
little sorry for her; she could of necessity extract 
from the odd scene so comparatively little of a sooth­
ing secret. She saw Mr. Dcnshcr suddenly popping up, 
but she saw nothing else that had happened. She saw 
in the same way her young friend indifferent to her 
young friend's doom, and she lacked what would ex­
plain it. The only thing to keep her in patience was 
the way, after luncheon, Kate almost, as might be said, 
made up to her. This was actually perhaps as well 
what most kept Milly herself in patience. It had in 
fact for our young woman a positive beauty-was so 
marked as a deviation from the handsome girl's previous 
courses. Susie had been a bore to the handsome girl, 
and the change was now suggestive. The two sat 
together, after they had risen from table, in the apart­
ment in which they had lunched, making it thus easy 39 

10 luncheon, with] luncheon as well as with N 



5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 

35 

246 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

for the other guest and his entertainer to sit in the 
room adjacent. This, for the latter personage, was the 
beauty; it was almost, on Kate's part, like a prayer to 
be relieved. If she honestly liked better to· be 'thrown 
with' Susan Shepherd than with their other friend, 
why that said practically everything. It didn't per­
haps altogether say why she had gone out with him for 
the morning, but it said, as one thought, about as much 
as she could say to his face. 

Little by little indeed, under the vividness of Kate's 
behaviour, the probabilities fell back into their order. 
Merton Densher was in love, and Kate couldn't help 
it-could only be sorry and kind: wouldn't that, with­
out wild flurries, cover everything? Milly at all events 
tried it as a cover, tried it hard, for the time ; pulled it 
over her, in the front, the larger room, drew it up to 
her chin with energy. If it didn't, so treated, do every­
thing for her, it did so much that she could herself 
supply the rest. She made that up by the interest of 
her great question, the question of whether, seeing him 
once more, with all that, as she called it to herself, 
had come and gone, her impression of him would be 
different from the impression received in New York. 
That had held her from the moment of their leaving 
the museum ; it kept her company through their drive 
and during luncheon ; and now that she was a quarter 
of an hour alone with him it became acute. She was 
to feel at this crisis that no clear, no common answer, 
no direct satisfaction on this point, was to reach her; 
she was to see her question itself simply go to pieces. 
She couldn't tell if he were different or not, and she 
didn't know nor care if size were: these things had 
ceased to matter in the light of the only thing she did 
know. This was that she liked him, as she put it to 
herself, as much as ever; and if that were to amount 
to liking a new person the amusement would be but 
the greater. She had thought him at first very quiet, 
in spite of recovery from his original confusion ; though 
even the shade of bewilderment, she yet perceived, had39 

38 of recovery] of his recovery N 
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not been <lue to such vagueness on the subject of her 
reintensificd identity as the probable sight, over there, 
of many thousands of her kind would sufficiently have 
justified. No, he was quiet, inevitably, for the first 
half of the time, because Milly's own lively line-the 
line of spontaneity-made everything else relative; 
and because too, so far as Kate was spontaneous, it 
was ever so finely in the air among them that the 
normal pitch must be kept. Afterwards, when they 
had got a little more used, as it were, to each other's 
separate felicity, he had bq:~un to talk more, clearly 
bethought himself, at a given moment, of what !tis 
natural lively line would be. It would be to take for 
granted she must wish to hear of the States, and to 
give her, in its order, everything he hacl seen and done 
there. He abounded, of a sudden- he almost in­
sisted ; he returned, after breaks, to the charge; and 
the effect was perhaps the more odd as he gave no 
clue whatever to what he had admired, as he went, or 
to what he hadn 't. Jle simply drenched her with his 
sociable story---cspccially during the time they were 
away from the others. She had stopped then being 
American-all to Jct him be English ; a permission of 
which he took, she could feel, both immense and un­
conscious advantage. She haci really never cared less 
for the 'States' than at this moment; but that had 
nothing to do with the matter. It would have been 
the occasion of her life to learn about them, for nothing 
could put him off, and he ventured on no reterence to 
what had happened for herself. It might have been 
almost as if he had known that the greatest of all these 
adventures was her doing just what she did then. 

It was at this point that she saw the smash of her 
great question as complete, saw that all she had to 
do \vith was the sense of being there with him. And 
there was no chill for this in what she also presently 
saw-that, however he had begun, he was now acting 
from a particular desire, determined either by new facts 
or new fancies, to be like every one else, simplifyingly 
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' kind' to her. He had caught on already as to 
manner-fallen into line with every one else ; and if 
his spirits verily had gone up it might well be that he 
had thus felt himself lighting on the remedy for all 
awkwardness. Whatever he did or he didn't, Milly 
knew she should still like him-there was no alternative 
to that ; but her heart could none the less sink a little 
on feeling how much his view of her was destined to 
have in common with-as she now sighed over it-the 
view. She could have dreamed of his not having the view, 
of his having something or other, ifneed be quite view­
less, of his own ; but he might have what he could with 
least trouble,and the view wouldn't be, after all, a positive 
bar to her seeing him. The defect of it in general-if 
she might so ungraciously criticise-was that, by its 
sweet universality, it made relations rather prosaically 
a matter of course. It anticipated and superseded the 
-likewise sweet-operation of real affinities. It 
was this that was doubtless marked in her power to 
keep him now-this and her glassy lustre of attention 
to his pleasantness about the scenery in the Rockies. 
She was in truth a little measuring her success in 
detaining him by Kate's success in 'standing' Susan. 
It would not be, if she could help it, Mr. Densher who 
should first break down. Such at least was one of the 
forms of the girl's inward tension ; but beneath even 
this deep reason was a motive still finer. What she 
had left at home on going out to give it a chance was 
meanwhile still, was more sharply and actively, there. 
What had been at the top of her mind about it and then 
been violently pushed down-this quantity was again 
working up. As soon as their friends should go Susie 
would break out, and what she would break ·out upon 
wouldn't be-interested in that gentleman as she had 
more than once shown herself-the personal fact of Mr. 
Densher. Milly had found in her face at luncheon a 
feverish glitter, and it told what she was full of. She 
didn't care now for Mr. Densher's personal fact. Mr. 

39 Densher had risen before her only to find his proper 
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place in her imagination already, of a sudden, occupied. 
His personal fact failed, so far as she was concerned, to 
be personal, and her companion noted the failure. This 
could only mean that she was full, to the brim, of Sir 
Luke Strett, and of what she had had from him. \Vhat 5 
!tad she had from him? It was indeed now working 
upward ag;:i.in that Milly would do well to know, though 
knowledge looked stiff in the light of Susie's glitter. 
It was therefore, on the whole, because Dcnshcr's 
young- hostess was divided from it by so thi11 a parti- 10 
tion that she continued to cling to the Rockies. 
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XVII 

'I SAY, you know, Kate-you did stay!' had been 
Merton Dcnshcr's punctual remark on their adventure 
after they had, as it were, got out of it; an observa­
tion which she not less promptly, on her side, let him 
see that she forgave in him only because he was a man. 
She had to recognise, with whatever disappointment, 
that it was doubtless the most helpful he could make 
in this character. The fact of the adventure was 
flagrant between them ; they had looked at each other, 
on gaining the street, as people look who have just 
rounded together a dangerous corner, and there was 
therefore already enough unanimity sketched out to 
have lighted, for her companion, anything equivocal in 
her action. But the amount of light men did need !­
Kate could have been eloquent at this moment about 
that. What, however, on his seeing more, struck him 
as most distinct in her was her sense that, reunited 
after his absence and having been now half the morn­
ing together, it behooved them to face without delay 
the question of handling their immediate future. That 
it would require some handling, that they should still 
have to deal, deal in a subtle spirit, with difficulties 
and delays, was the great matter he had come back to, 
greater than any but the refreshed consciousness of their 
personal need of each other. This need had had 
twenty minutes, the afternoon before, to find out where ~,; 
it stood, and the time was fully accounted for by the 
charm of the demonstration. He had arrived at 28 

253 
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Euston at five, having wired her from Liverpool the 
moment he landed, and she had quickly decided to 
meet him at the station, whatever publicity might 
attend such an act. When he had praised her for it 

5 on alighting from his train she had answered frankly 
enough that such things should be taken at a jump. 
She didn't care to-day who saw her, and she profited 
by it for her joy. To-morrow, inevitably, she should 
have time to think and then, as inevitably, would 

10 become a creature of precautions. It was none the less 
for to-morrow at an early hour that she had appointed 
their next meeting, keeping in mind for the present a 
particular obligation to show at Lancaster Gate by six 
o'clock. She had given, with imprecations, her reason 

15 -people to tea, eternally, and a promise to aunt 
Maud ; but she had been liberal enough on the spot 
and had suggested the National Gallery for the morn­
ing quite as with an idea that had ripened in expect­
ancy. They might be seen there too, but nobody 

20 would know them ; just as, for that matter, now, in the 
refreshment-room to which they had adjourned, they 
would incur the notice but, at the worst, of the un­
acquainted. They would ' have something' there for 
the facility it would give. Thus had it already come up 

25 	for them again that they had no place of convenience. 
He found himself on English soil with all sorts of 

feelings, but he had not quite faced having to reckon 
with a certain ruefulness on that subject as one of the 
strongest. He was aware later on that there were 

30 	questions his impatience had shirked ; whereby it 
actually rather smote him, for want of preparation and 
assurance, that he had nowhere to' take' his love. He 
had taken it thus, at Euston-and on Kate's own 
suggestion-into the place where people had beer and 

3 5 buns, and had ordered tea at a small table in the corner; 
which, no doubt, as they were lost in the crowd, did 
well enough for a stopgap. It perhaps did as well as 
her simply driving with him to the door of his lodging, 

39 	which had had to figure as the sole device of his own 
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wit. That wit, the truth was, had broken down a little 
at the sharp prevision that once at his door they would 
have to hang back She would have to stop there, 
wouldn't come in with him, couldn't possibly; and he 
shouldn't be able to ask her, would feel he couldn't 5 
without betraying a deficiency of what would be called, 
even at their advanced stage, respect for her : that again 
was all that was clear except the further fact that it was 
maddening. Compressed and concentrated, confined 
to a single sharp pang or two, but none the less in wait 10 
for him there on the Euston platform and lifting its 
head as that of a snake in the garden, was the discon­
certing sense that 'respect,' in their game, seemed 
somehow-he scarce knew what to call it-a fifth wheel 
to the coach. It was properly an inside thing, not an 15 
outside, a thing to make love greater, not to make 
happiness less. They had met again for happiness, 
and he distinctly felt, during his most lucid moment or 
two, how he must keep watch on anything that really 
menaced that boon. If Kate had consented to drive 20 
away with him and alight at his house, there would 
probably enough have occurred for them, at the foot of 
his steps, one of those strange instants between man 
and woman that blow upon the red spark, the spark 
of conflict, ever latent in the depths of passion. She 25 
would have shaken her head-oh sadly, divinely-on 
the question of coming in ; and he, though doing all 
justice to her refusal, would have yet felt his eyes reach 
further into her own than a possible word, at such a 
time, could reach. This would have meant the sus- 30 
picion, the dread of the shadow, of an adverse will. 
Lucky therefore, in the actual case, that the scant 
minutes took another turn and that by the half-hour 
she did in spite of everything contrive to spend with 
him Kate showed so well how she could deal with the 3 5 
maddening. She seemed to ask him, to beseech him, 
and all for his better comfort, to leave her, now and 
henceforth, to meet it in her own way. 

She had still met it in naming so promptly, for their 39 
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early convenience one of the great museums; and in­
deed with such happy art that his fully seeing where 
she had placed him had not been till after he left her. 
His absence from her for so many weeks- had had such 

5 an effect upon him that his demands, his desires had 
grown; and only the night before, as his ship steamed, 
beneath summer stars, in sight of the Irish coast, he 
had felt all the force of his particular necessity. He 
had not in other words at any point, doubted he was 

10 on his way to say to her that really their mistake must 
end. Their mistake was to have believed that they 
could hold out-hold out, that is, not against aunt 
Maud, but against an impatience that, prolonged, made 
a man ill. He had known more than ever, on their 

15 separating in the court of the station, how ill a man, 
and even a woman, could be with it; but he struck him­
self as also knowing that he had already suffered Kate 
to begin finely to manipulate it. It had a vulgar 
sound-as throughout, in love, the names of things, 

20 the verbal terms of intercourse, were, compared with 
love itself, vulgar ; but it was as if, after all, he might 
have come back to find himself ' put off,' though it 
would take him of course a day or two to see. His 
letters from the States had pleased whom it con­

25 cerned, though not so much as he had meant they 
should ; and he should be paid according to agree­
ment and would now take up his money. It was not 
in truth very much to take up, so that he hadn't in the 
least come back flourishing a cheque-book ; that new 
motive for bringing his mistress to terms he couldn't30 
therefore pretend to show. The ideal certainly would 
have been to be able to present a change of prospect 
as a warrant for the change of philosophy, and without 
it he should have to make shift but with the pretext of 

35 the lapse of time. The lapse of time-not so many 
weeks, after all, she might always of course say­
-couldn't at any rate have failed to do something for 
him ; and that consideration it was that had just now 

39 tided him over, all the more that he had his vision of 
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what it had done personally for Kate. This had come 
out for him with a splendour that almost scared him 
even in their small corner of the room at Euston­
almost scared him because it just seemed to blaze at 
him that waiting was the game of dupes. Not yet had 5 
she been so the creature he had originally seen ; not 
yet had he felt so soundly, safely sure. It was all 
there for him, playing on his pride of possession as 
a hidden master, in a great dim church, might play 
on the grandest organ. His final sense was that a 10 
woman couldn't be like that and then ask of one the 
impossible. 

She had been like that afresh on the morrow; and 
so for the hour they had been able to float in the mere 
joy 0f contact-such contact as their situation, in 15 
pictured public halls, permitted. This poor makeshift 
for closeness confessed itself in truth, by twenty small 
signs of unrest even on Kate's part inadequate; so 
little could a decent interest in the interesting place 
presume to remind them of its claims. They had met 20 
there in order not to meet in the streets and not again, 
with a want of fancy, at a railway-station; not again, 
either, in Kensington Gardens, which, they could easily 
and tacitly agree, would haw had too much of the taste 
of their old frustrations. The present taste, the taste 25 
that morning in the pictured halls, had been a varia­
tion ; yet Densher had at the end of a quarter of an 
hour fully known what to conclude from it. This 
fairly consoled him for their awkwardness, as if he 
had been watching it affect her. She might be as 30 
nobly charming as she liked, and he had seen nothing 
to touch her in the States; she couldn't pretend that 
in such conditions as those she herself bc!ie11ed it 
enough for him. She couldn't pretend she believed 
he would believe it enough for herself. It was not 3 5 
enough for herself-she showed him it was not. That 
was what he could be glad, by demonstration, to have 
brought her to. He would have said to her had he 
put it crudely and on the spot: 'Now am I to under­ 39 
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stand you that you consider this sort of thing can go 
on?' It would have been open to her, no doubt, to 
reply that to have him with her again, to have him all 
so dear and so perfectly pro\'e<l and attested as she had 

5 held him in their yearning interval, was a sort of thing 
that he must allow her to have no quarrel about; but 
that would be a mere gesture of her grace, a mere 
sport of her subtlety. She knew as well as he what 
they wanted ; in spite of which indeed he scarce could 
have said how beautifully he mightn't once more have 
named it and uq~cJ it if she hadn't, at a given moment, 
blurred, as it were, the accord. They had soon seated 
themselves for better t;1lk, and so they had remained 
awhile, intimate and superficial. The immediate 
things to say had been many, for they had not ex­
hausted them at Euston. They drew upon them 
freely now, and Kate appeared quite to forget-which 
was amazingly becoming to her-to look about for 
surprises. He was to try afterwards, and try in vain, 
to remember what speech or what silence of his own, 
what natural sign of the eyes or accidental touch of 
the hand, had precipitated for her, in, the midst of this, 
a sudden different impulse. She had got up, with in­
consequence, as if to break the charm, though he was 
not aware of what he had done at the moment to make 
the charm a danger. She had patched it up agreeably 
enough the next minute by some odd remark about 
some picture, to which he had not so much as replied; 
it being quite independently of this that he had him­
self exclaimed on the dreadful closeness of the rooms. 
He had observed that they must go out again to 
breathe; and it was as if their common conscious­
ness, while they passed into another part, was that of 
persons who, infinitely engaged together, had been 
startled and were trying to look natural. It was pro­
bably while they were so occupied-as the young man 
subsequcntlyrcconccivcd-that they had stumbled upon 
his little New York friend. He thought of her for some 
reason as little, though she was of about Kate's height, 

so dear and so perfectly proved and attested] kept and 
treasured, so still, under her grasping hand N 

18 amazingly] prodigiously N 
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to which, any more than to any other felicity in his 

mistress, he had never applied the diminutive. 


What was to be in the retrospect more distinct to 
him was the process by which he had become aware 
that Kate's acquaintance with her was greater than he 5 
had gathered. She had written of it in due course as 
a new and amusing one, and he had written back that 
he had met over there, and that he much liked, the 
young person, whereupon she had rejoined that he 
must find out about her at home. Kate, in the event, 10 
however, had not returned to that, and he had of 
course, with so many things to find out about, been 
otherwise taken up. Little Miss Thealc's history was 
not stuff for his paper; besides which, moreover, he 
was seeing but too many little Miss Theales. They 15 
even went so far as to impose themselves as one of the 
groups of social phenomena that fell into the scheme 
of his public letters. For this group in especial per­
haps-the irrepressible, the supereminent young per­
sons-his best pen was ready. Thus it was that there 20 
could come back to him in London, an hour or two 
after their luncheon with the American pair, the sense 
of a situation for which Kate had not wholly prepared 
him. Possibly indeed as marked as this was his re­
covered perception that preparations, of more than one 25 
kind, had been exactly what, both yesterday and to­
day, he felt her as having in hand. This in fact now 
became for him so sharp an apprehension as to require 
some brushing away. He to some extent shook it off, 
on their separating first from their hostesses and then 30 
from each other, by a long and rather aimless walk. 
He was to go to the office later, but he had the next 

two or three hours, and he gave himself as a pretext 

that he had eaten much too much. After Kate had 

asked him to put her into a cab - which, as an 35 

announced, a resumed policy on her part, he found 

himself deprecating-he stood awhile by a corner and 

looked vaguely forth at his London. There was always 

doubtless a moment for the absentee recaptured-t/:e 39 


9 rejoined] answered N 

13 Theale's history] Theale's individual history N 

14 paper] newspaper N 
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moment, that of the reflux of the first emotion-at 
which it was beyond disproof that one was back. His 
full parenthesis was cioscd. and he was once more but 
a sentence, of a sort, in the ~~cneral text, the text that, 

5 from his momentary strcc:t-corncr, showed as a great 
grey page of print that :oomchow managed to be 
crowded without being •fine.' The grey, however, was 
more or less the blur of a point of view not yet quite 
seized ag,1in ; and there wou lcl be colour enough to 

10 	 come out. I Tc was Lack, flatiy enough, but back to 
possibilities and pro!,[ll'Cts, and the ground ht: now 
somewhat !">i~htlcssly covered was the act of renewed 
possession. 

He 	 walked northward without a plan, without 
15 	 suspicion, quite in the direction his little New York 

friend, in hc:r rcstlc:.s ramble, had taken a day or two 
before. He reached, like Milly, the Regent's Park ; 
and though he moved further and faster he finally sat 
down, like Milly, from the force of thought. For him 

20 	 too in this position, be it added-and he might posi­
tively have occupied the same bench-various troubled 
fancies folded their wings. He had no more yet said 
what he really wanted than Kate herself had found 
time. She should hear enough of that in a couple of 

25 	 days. He had practically 11ot pressed her as to what 
most concerned them ; it had seemed so to concern 
them during these first hours but to hold each other, 
spiritually speabng, close. This at any rate was 
palpable, that there were at present more things rather 

30 	than fewer between them. The explanations about the 
two ladies would be part of the lot; these could wait 
with all the rest. They were not meanwhile, certainly, 
what most made him roam-the missing explanations 
were not. That was what she had so often said be­

3 5 	fore, and always with the effect of suddenly breaking 
off: 'Now, please, call me a good cab.' Their previous 
encounters, the times when they had reached in their 
stroll the south side of the park, had had a way of 

39 	 winding up with this special irrelevance. It was, 

30 explanations] explanation N 

31 these] yet N 
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effectively, what most divided them, for he would 
generally, but for her reasons, have been able to jump 
in with her. What did she think he wished to do to 
her ?-it was a question he had had occasion to put. 
A small matter, however, doubtlcss--sincc when it 5 
came to that they didn't depend on cabs, good or bad, 
for the sense of union : its importance was less from 
the particular loss than as a kind of irritating mark of 
her expertness. This expertness, under providence, 
had been great from the first, so far as joining him was 10 
concerned ; and he was critical only because it had 
been still greater, even from the fo~t too, in respect to 
leaving him. }Ie had reminded her of this, that after­
noon, on the repetition of her appeal-had asked her 
once more what she supposed he wished to do. He re- 15 
called, on his bench in the Regent's Park, the freedom 
of fancy, funny and pretty, with which she had answered; 
the moment itself, while the usual hansom charged 
them, during which he felt himself, disappointed as he 
was, grimacing back at the superiority of hC'f very 20 
'humour,' in its added grace of gaiety, to the celebrated 
solemn American. Their fresh appointment had been 
at all events by that time made, and he should sec 
what her choice in respect to it-a surprise as well as 
a rclicf-\\'Ot1lcl do tm\·a1d really simplifying. It meant 25 
either new help or new hindrance, though it took them 
at least out of the streets. And her naming this 
privilege had naturally made him ask if Mrs. Lowder 
knew of his return. 

'Not from me,' Kate had replied. 'But I shall speak 30 
to her now.' And she had argued, as with rather a 
quick, fresh view, that it would now be quite easy. 
'We 'vc behaved for months so properly that I've 
margin surely for my mention of you. You 'II come 
to sec lzer, and she '11 leave you with me; she'll show 3 5 
her good-nature, and her want of betrayed fear, in that. 
With her, you know, you've never broken, quite the 
contrary, and she likes you as much as ever. \Ve 're 
leaving town; it will be the end, just now ; therefore 39 

13 reminded her of this] put the question to her again N 

17-18 answered; the moment] answered; recalled the moment N 
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it's nothing to a-;k. I 'l\ ask to-night,' Kate had wound 
up, 'and if you'll leave it to me--my cleverness, I 
assure you, has i~rown inf~:rnal--1 '11 make it all right.' 

He had of cuursc Urn~ left it tc, her and he was 
5 wondering more about it now than he had wondered 

there in Brook Street. He repeated to himself that if 
it wasn't in the line of triumph it was in the line of 
muddle. This indeed, no doubt, was as a part of his 
wonder for still other question<;. Kate had really got 

10 off without meeting his little challenge about the terms 
of their intercourse with her clear 1'.lilly. Her dear 
Milly, it was sensible, 7.f'ils ~omchow in the picture. 
Her dc<lr Milly, popping up in his abc;cnce, occupied­
hc couldn't ha\T :;ai,J quite why he felt it-more of the 

15 foreground than one would have expected her in 
advance to find clc:ir. She tor,J~ up room, and it was 
almost as if room haJ been made for her. Kate had 
appeared to take for granted he would know why it 
had been made; but that was just the point. It was a 

20 	foregroun<l in which he him,,e!(, in which his connec­
tion with Kate, scarce c11j"ycrl space to turn round. 
But Mi,,s Thea!c was perhaps at thl' present juncture a 
possibility of the same sort a' the softened, if nut the 
squared, aunt Maud. It mir;ht Ix· true of her also 

25 	thatifshl:wcrr·n't .1 bnt('. she'd be :tcnmenil'ncc. It 
rolled over him ui a sudden, ,1tter he had re;,urncd his 
walk, that this mi~;ht easily be what Kate ha<l meant. 
The charmin~~ g'rl adored her--Dcnshcr had for him­
self made out that-and would protect, would lend a 

JO 	hand, to their interviews. These might take place, 
in other words, on her premises, which would remove 
them still better from the streets. That was an 
explanation which did h;i,ng together. It was impaired 
a little, of a truth, ln· this fact that their next 

35 	encounter was rather n~arl:edly not to depend upon 
her. Yet this fact in turn wuuld be accounted for by 
the need of more preliminaries. One of the things he 
conceivably shoulJ gain un Thursday at Lancaster 

39 	Gate would be a further vit?w of that propriety. 
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IT was extraordinary enough that he should actually 
be finding himself, when Tbur,day arrived, none !'iO 

wide of the mark. Kate had not come all the \vay to 
this for him, but she had come to a good deal hy the 
end of a quarter of an hour. \\"hat she had begun 
with was her surpfr;c at her appearing to have left him 
on Tuesday anything more to understand. The parts, 
as he now saw, under her hand, did fall more or less 
together, and it was not even as if she had spent the 
interval in twistini:; and fitting them. She was bright 
and handsome, not fa~ged and worn, with the general 
clearness; for it ccrt;iinly stuck out enough that if the 
American ladies themselves were not to be squared, 
which was absurd, they fairly imposed the necessity of 
trying aunt l\faud again. One couldn't say to them, 
kind as she had been to them: '\\'e '11 meet, please, 
whenever you' 11 let us, at your house ; but we count on 
you to help m to keep it secret.' They must in other 
terms inevitably speak to aunt l\Iaud-it would be of 
the last awkwardness to ask them not to: Kate had 
embraced all this in her choice of speaking first. \Vhat 
Kate embraced altogether was indeed wonderful to­
day to Den sher, thnu~h he perhaps st1 uck him;,elf 
rather as getting it out of her piece by piece than as 
receiving it in a steady light. Ife had always felt. how­
ever, that the more he asked of her the more he found 
her prepared, as he im;1gecl it, to hand out. Ile had 
said to her more than once even before bis absence : 
'You keep the key of the cupboard. anJ I foresee that 
when we 're married you 'JI dole me out my sugar by 
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lumps.' She had replied that she rejoiced in his 
assumption that sugar would be his diet, and the 
domestic arrangement so prefigured might have seemed 
already to prevail. The supply from the cupboard at 
this hour was doubtless, of a truth, not altogether cloy­
ingly sweet ; but it met, in a manner, his immediate 
requirements. If her explanations, at any rate, 
prompted questions, the questions no more exhausted 
them than they exhausted her patience. And they 
were naturally, of the series, the simpler; as for instance 
in his taking it from her that Miss Theale then could 
do nothing for them. He frankly brought out what he 
had ventured to fancy. ' If we can't meet here and 
we've really exhausted the charms of the open air and 
the crowd, some such little raft in the wreck, some 
occasional opportunity like that of Tuesday, has been 
present to me these two clays as better than nothing. 
But if our friends arc so accountable to this house of 
course there's no more to be said. And it's one more 
nail, thank God, in the coffin of our odious delay.' He 
was but too glad without more ado to point the moral. 
'Now I hope you see we can't work it anyhow.' 

If she laughed for this-and her spirits seemed really 
high-it was because of the opportunity that, at the 
hotel, he had most shown himself as enjoying. 'Your 
idea's beautiful when one remembers that you hadn't a 
word except for Milly.' But she was as beautifully 
good-humoured. 'You might of course get used to her 
-you wt"ll. You 're quite right-so long as they 're 
with us or near us.' And she put it, lucidly, that the dear 
things couldn't lte!p, simply as charming friends, giving 
them a lift. 'They 'II speak to aunt Maud, but they 
won't shut their doors to us: that would be another 
matter. A friend always helps-and she's a friend.' 
She had left l\'Irs. Stringham by this time out of the 
question ; she had reduced it to Milly. 'Besides, she 
particularly likes us. She particularly likes ;•011. I 
say, old boy, make something of that.' He felt her 

39 dodging the ultimatum he had just made sharp, his 

13 fancy] think possible N 
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definite reminder of how little, at the best, they could 

work it; but there were certain of his remarks-those 

mostly of the shat per pcnctration--that it had been 

quite her pr.1cticc from the first not formally, not rever­
ently to notice. She showed the effect of them in 

ways less trite. Thi-; was what happened now: he 

didn't thin!~ in truth that she wasn't really minding. 

She took him lip, none the ks-;, on a minor question. 

'You say we can't meet here, but you sec it's just 

what we do. \Vhat could be more lovely than this?' 10 


It wasn't tu turment him--th,1t again he didn't 

believe; but he h.td come to the hou:-,e in some dis­

comfort, so th:.t he frowned a little at her calling 

it thus a luxutY. \Vasn't there an clement in it of 

coming back i!lto bonda~e? The bondage might be 15 

veiled and varni~hcJ, but he kllcw in his bones how 

little the \'cry highest pri\·ilcges of Lancaster Gate 

could L'.vcr be a si;;n of their freedom. They \\·ere 

upstairs, in one of the smaller apartments of state, a 

room arranger! a-; a boudoir, but visibly unu~cd-it 20 

defied familiarity-and furnished in the uglicc;t (lf blues. 

He hacl immccliaklv looked with interest at the closed 

doors, and Kate ha;! met hi,, interest with the Gc;surancc 

that it was all ri:..;ht, that aunt J\1aud dicl them jll',ticl' 

-so far, th:tt 11·:h,as this patlicubr time \la.., concerned; 25 

that they -,Jiould lJL· alone and h:n-e nuthing to fear. 

But the fresh allu..,i(>!l to this that he had drawn from 

her acted on him now m1lrc directly, h1uu~ht him clo~er 


still to the questinn. They <ccrr alunc-it ·;<•rrs all 

right: he took in anew the shut doors and the per- JO 

mitted pti\'acy, the solid stillness of the great l10u.«?. 

They connected thc1mch·cc; on the spot with something 

made donb1y \'i\'icl in him by the: whole prc~ent pby of 

her charmin~; strcn1~; will. \\'hat it a1m,untcrl to \\'as 

that he couldn't ha\-c hL-r-hangccl if he could!- 35 

evasive. He couldn't and he woulcln't-\1·ouldn't ha\·e 

her elusive. He didn't want her deeper than himself, 

fine as it might be as wit or as character; he wanted 

to keep her where their communications would be 39 


37 her elusive] her inconvenient and elusive N 
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straight and easy and their intercourse independent. 
The effect of this was to make him say in a moment: . 
'\Vil! you take me just as I am?' 

She turned a little pale for the tone of truth in it­
5 	which qualified to his sense delightfully the strength 

of her will ; and the pleasure he found in this was not 
the Jess for her breaki11g out after an instant into a 
strain that stirred him more than any she had ever 
used with him. 'Ah, do let me try myself! I assure 

10 	you I see my way--so don't spoil it : wait for me and 
give me time. Dear man,' Kate said, 'only believe in 
me, and it will be beautiful.' 

He hadn't come back to hear her talk of his believing 
in her as if he didn't; but he harl come back-and it 

15 all wa5 upon him now-to seize her with a sudden 
intensity that her manner of pleading with him had 
made, as happily appeared. irresistible. He laid strong 
hands upon her to say, almost in anger,' Do you love 
me, love me, love me?' and she closed her eyes as with 

20 the sense that he might strike her but that she could 
gratefully tzike it. Her surrender wzis her response, 
her response her surrender; and, though scarce hear­
ing what she said, he so profited by these things that 
it could for the time be snlid to him that he was 

25 kcepin;::- her. The Ion::; embrzicc in which they held 
each other was the rout of evasion, and he took 
from it the certitude that what she had from him was 
real. It was st ranger than an uttered vow, and the 
name he was to give it in afterthought was that she 

JO had been sublimely sincere. T!tat was all he asked­
sincerity m:tking: a basis that woul<l bear almost any­
thing. This settled so murli, and settled it so 
thorou~hly, that there was nothing left to ask her to 
swear to. Oaths and v0ws apMt, now they could talk. 

35 It seemed in fact (Jnly now that their questions were 
put on the: t.1hle. He had taken up more expressly at 
the encl of five minutes her plea for her own plan, and 
it was marked thJ.t the difference made by the passage

39 	 just enacted was a difference in favour of her choice of 

24 solid] ever so intimately appreciable N 
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means. They had somehow suddenly become a cktail 
-her province and her care ; it had grown more 
consistently vivid that her intelligence was one with 
her passion. ' I certainly don't want,' he said-and he 
could say it with the smile of indulgence-' to be all 5 
the while bringing it up that I don't trust you.' 

' I should hope not'. vVhat do you think I want to do?' 
He had really at this to make out a little what he 

thought, and the first thing that put itself in evidence 
was of course the oddity, after all, of their game, to 10 
which he could but frankly allude. 'We 're doing, at 
the best, in trying to temporise in so special a way, a 
thing mnst people \mule! call us fools for.' But his 
visit p;issed, all the same, without his again attempting 
to make 'just as he wa<>' serve. He had no more 15 
money just as he was than he had had just as he had 
been, or than he would have, probably, when it came 
to that, just as he al ways would be; whereas she, on 
her side, in comparison with her state of some months 
before, had measurably more to relinquish. He easily 20 
saw how their meeting at Lancaster Gate gave more 
of an accent to that quantity than their meeting at 
stations or in parks; and yet, on the other hand, he 
coukln't urge this against it. If :\1rs. Lowder was 
indifferent her indi!'l\_-rcnce added in a manner to \\'hat25 
Kate's takin~ him as he was wuuld call on her to sacri­
fice. Such, in fine, was her art with him that she seemed 
to put the question of their still waiting into quite other 
terms than the terms of ugly blue, of florid Scvres. of 
complicated brass, in which their boudoir expressed it. 30 
She said almost all in fact in saying, in respect to 
aunt Maud, as to whom he had once more pressed her, 
that when he shoul<l sec her, as must inevitablv soon 
happen, he would unclc1 ::.t;rnd. 'Do you me~n,' he 
asked on this, that there's any d,fi11itc sign of her 3 5 this, 'that A 
coming round? I 'm not talking-,· he explained, 'of 
mere hypocrisies in her, or mere brave duplicities. 
Remember, after all, that supremely clever as we are, 
and as strong a team, I admit, as there is going- 39 

1 means. They] means. Means N 

17 would] should N 

31 in saying, in respect to] by saying, on this article of N 

32 as to whom] after N 
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remember that she can play with us quite as much as 
we play with her.' 

'She doesn't want to play with me, my dear,' Kate 
lucidly replied ; 'she doc:sn't want to make me suffer a 

5 bit more th<1n she need. She cares for me too much, 
and everything .~he docs, or doesn't do, has a value. 
Tlus has a va.luc--hcr being as she has been about 
to-day. I believe she's in her own room, where she's 
keeping strictly to herself while you 're here with me. 

10 But that isn't" playing "-not a bit.' 
'\Vhat i" it then,' the yonng m;m inquired-' from 

the moment it i::,n·t her blcssin~ and a cheque?' 
Kate was complete. 'It's simply her absence of 

smallness. There is something in her above trif1es. 
15 	She generally trusts us; ."he doesn't propose to hunt us 

into corners; and if we frankly ask a thinf!-why,' said 
Kate, 'she shrugs, but she lets it go. She has really 
but one fault-she's indifferent, on such ground as she 
has taken about us, to details. However,' the girl 

20 	cheerfully went on, 'it isn't in detail we fight her.' 
'It seems to me,' Denshcr said after a moment's 

thought of this,' that it's in detail we deceive her'-a 
speech that, as soon as he had uttered it, applied itself 
for him, as also visibly for his companion, to the circum­

25 	stances of their recent cmbr;ice. 
Any confusion attaching to it, however, dropped from 

Kate, whom, as he could see with sacred joy, it must 
take more than that to make compunctious. ' I don't 
say we can do it again. I mean,' ~he explained, 'meet 

30 	here.' 
Densher indeed had been wondering where they 

could do it again. If Lancaster Gate was so limited 
that issue reappeared,' I mayn't come back at all?' 

'Certainly-to sec her. It's she, really,' his com­
35 pan!on smilccl, 'who's in lrlvc with you.' 

But it made him--a trit1e more gravc-luok at her a 
moment. 'Don't make out, you know, that every one's 
in love with me.' 

39 She hesitated. ' I don't say every one.' 
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'You said just now Miss Thealc.' 
'I said she liked you-yes.' 
'Well, it comes to the same thing.' With which, 

however, he pursued. 'Of course, I ought to thank 
Mrs. Lowder in person. I mean for this-as from 
myself.' 

'Ah but, you know, not too much ! ' She had an 
ironic gaiety for the implications of his' this,' besides 
wishing to insist on a ~;eneral prudence. 'She 'II 
wonder what you 're thanking her for!' 

De11Shcr did justice to both comidcrations. 'Ycs, 1 
can't very well tell her all.' 

It was pcrhap<; bL~c;rnse he said it so gravdy that 
Kate wa<; again in a manner amused. Yet she gave 
out light. 'You can't very well "tell" her anything, 
and that doesn't matter. Only be nice to her. Please 
her; make her see how clever you arc--only without 
letting her see that you 're trying. If you 're charming 
to her you've nothing else to do.' 

But she oversimplified too. ' I can be "charming" 
to her, so far as I see, only by letting her suppose I 
give you up-which I '11 !Jc hanged if I do! It is,' he 
said with feeling, 'a game.' 

'Of course it's a game. But sh<:> 'II never suppose 
you give me up-or I give you-if you keep reminding 
her how you enjoy our interviews.' 

'Then if she has to see us as obstinate and constant,' 
Densher asked, 'what good does it do?' 

Kate was for a moment checked. ' \Vhat good does 
what--?' 

'Docs my plcasin~ her-docs anything. I mn't,' he 
impatiently cleclarccl, 'please her.' 

Kate looked at him hard again, disappointed at his 
want of consiskncy; but it appe;ircd to determine in 
her sorncthin;:; better than a mere complaint. 'Then I 
can! Leave it to me.' \\'ith which she came to him 
under the compulsion, again, that had united them 
shortly before, and took hold of him in her urgency to 
the same tender purpose. It was her form of entreaty 39 
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renewed and repeated, which made after all, as he met 
it, the;r great fact clear. And it somehow clarified all 
things so to possess each other. The effect of it ·was 
that, once more, on these terms, he could only be 
generous. He had so on the spot then left cwry­
thing to her that she came back in the course of a few 
moments to one of her previous-and as positively 
seemed-her most precious ideas. 'You accused me 
just now of saying that Milly's in love with you. 
Well, if you come to that, I do say it. So there you 
are. That',; the good she'll do us. It makes a basis 
for her scl·i11g you--so that she'll hl'!p us to go on.' 

Denshcr stared-she was wondrous all round. 'And 
what sort of a basis doc'i it ma.kc fur my seeing her?' 

'Oh, 1 dvn't mind!' Kate smiled. 
'Don't mind my leading her on?' 
She put it differently. 'Don't mind her leading you.' 
'\iVell, she won't--so it's nothing not to mind. But 

how can that "help,"' he pursued, 'with what she 
knows?' 

'What she !:nows? That needn't prevent.' 
He wonde1cd. 'Pi event her loving us?' 
'Prevent her helping you. She's li/.:e that,' Kate 

Croy explained. 
1t took indeed St)rnc under~tanJing. '~laking nothing 

of the fact that I love another?' 
'Making everything,' said Kate. 'To console you.' 
'But for what?' 
'For not getting your other.' 
He continued to stare. 'But how does she 

know--?' 
'That you uwi't get her? She doesn't; but on the 

other hand she doesn't know y1m will. Meanwhile she 
sees you baffled, for ;,he knows of aunt Maud's stand. 
That'-Kate was 111cid--'gin;s hn the chance to be 
nice to you.' 

'And wha.t docs it give JJh',' the yuung man none the 
less rationally asked, ·the cli<lnce tu be? A brute of a 

39 humbug to her?' 
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Kate so possessed her facts, as it were, that she 
smiled at his violence. ' You '11 extraordinarily like 
her. She's exquisite. And there arc reasons. I mean 
others.' 

'What others?' 
'\Veil, I '11 tell you another time. Those I give you,' 

the girl added, 'are enough to go on with.' 
'To go on to what?' 
'\Vhy, to seeing her again-say as soon as you can : 

which, moreover, on all grounds, is no more than decent 
of you.' 

He of course took in her reference, and he had fully 
in mind what h~cl passec.1 between them in New York. 
It had been no ~;rcat quantity, but it had made dis­
tinctly at the time for his pleasure; so that anything 
in the nature of an appeal in the name of it could have 
a slight kindling consequence. 'Oh, I shall naturally 
call again without delay. 'Ycs,' said Densher, 'her 
being in love with me is nonsense; but I must, quite 
independently of that, make every acknowledgment of 
favours received.' 

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

' I don't quite see,' he presently returned, 'why she 
should wish to receive J'Ozt for it.' 

'She receives me for myself-that is for /zer self. 
She thinks no end of me. That I should have to 
drum it into you!' 

Yet still he didn't take it. 'Then I confess she's 
beyond me.' 

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

'About our situation? Certainly, if you 're such 
friends as you ::;how me--;rnd if you haven't otherwise 
represented it to lier.' Slw uttered at this such a 
sound of impatience~ that lie stood artlessly vague. 
'You lta<.1e denied it to her?' 

She threw up her arms at his being so backward. 
'"Denied it?" I\Iy dear man, we've never spoken of 
you.' 

'Never, never?' 

'Straugc as it may appear to your glory-never.' 

He con!dn't piece it to~:;cther. 'But won't Mrs. 


Lowder h,1ve o-pu!,en?' 
'Very prcibalily. llut of;w1. Not of me.' 
This struck him as obscure. ' How docs she know 

me but a·; part and parcel of you?' 
' How?' Kate triumphantly asked. '\Vhy, exactly 

to make nothing of it, to have nothing to do with it, to 
stick consistently to her line about it. Aunt Maud's 
line is to keep all reality out of our relation-that is 
out of my being· in dan::;er from you-by not having so 
much ac; suspected or heard of iL She'!! get rid of it, 
as she believes, b)· ig-norin~ it and sinking- it-if she 
only docs so harJ enough. Therefore slir in her 
manner •· deni(;"" it, if you will. That's how she 
knows you otherwise than as part and parcel of me. 
She won't for a mnrnent have allowed either to Mrs. 
Stringham or to Milly that I 'vc in any way, as they 
say, distinguished you.' 

'And you don't suppose,' said Denshcr, 'that they 
must have made it out for themselves?' 

'No, my dear, I don't; not even,' Kate declared, 
'after Milly's so funnily hnmping against us on 
Tuesday.' 

'She doesn't see frum t!itit--?' 
•That. you 're, so to speak, mad about me. Yes, 

she sees, no doubt, that you regard me with a com­

39 placent cyc--for you show it, I think, always too 
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much. But nothing- beyond that. I don't show it too 
much; I don't perhaps-to please you completely 
where others arc concerned-show it enough.' 

'Can you show it or not as you like?' Densher 
demanded. 

It pulled her up a little, but she came out resplen­
dent. 'Not where J'OU are concerned. Beyond seeing 
that you 're rather gone,' she went on, 'l\Tilly only sees 
that I'm decently good to you.' 

'Very good indeed she must think it!' 
'Very good indeed then. She easily sees me,' Kate 

smiled, 'as very good indeed.' 
The youn;; man brooded. ' But in a sense to take 

some explaining.' 
'Then I expbin.' She was really fine; it came back 

to her essential plea for her freedom of action and his 
beauty of trust. 'I mean,' she added, 'I ·will explain.' 

'And what will I do?' 
'Recognise the difference it will make if she thinks.' 

But here in truth Kate faltered. It was his silence 
alone that, for the murnent, took up her apparent 
meaning; and before he a;~ain spoke she had returned 
to remembrance and prudence. They were now not 
to forget that, aunt l\Iaucl's liberality havinr:; put them 
on their honour, they mustn't spoil their ca~c hy 
abusing it. He must leave her in time; they ~hould 
probably find it would help them. But she came back 
to Milly too, 'Mind you go to sec her.' 

Denshcr still, however, took up nothing of this. 
'Then I may come again?' 

'For aunt l\Taud-as much as you like. But we 
can't again,' said Kate,' play her t!z£s trick. I can't sec 
you here alone.' 

'Then where?' 
'Go to sec J\1 illy,' she, for all satisfaction, repeated. 
'And what good will th;it do me?' 
'Try it, and you '11 sec.' 
'You mean you '11 manage to he there?' Denshcr 

asked. 'Say you arc, how will that give us pri\·acy?' 
s 

1 much. But] much and too crudely. But 
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'Try it-you 'JI see,' the girl once more returned. 
'We must manage as we can.' 

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

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

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

Kate, however, had simply, for this gross way of 
putting it, one of her more marked shows of impati­
ence; with which in fact she sharply closed their dis­
cussion. He opened the door on a sign from her, and 
she accompanied him to the top of the stairs \\'ith an 
air of having so put their possibilities before him that 
questions were idle and doubts perverse. 'I verily 
believe I s!tall hate you if you spoil for me the beauty 
of what I see!' 

5 for] om. N 
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HE was really, notwithstanding, to hear more from her 
of what she saw; and the very next occasion had for 
him still other surprises than that. He received from 
Mrs. Lowder on the morning after his visit to Kate the 
telegraphic expression of a hope that he might be free 
to dine with them that evening; and his freedom 
affected him as fortunate even though in some degree 
qualified by her missive. 'Expecting American friends, 
whom I'm so glad to find you know!' His knowledge 
of Amer_ican friends was clearly an accident of which 
he was to taste the fruit to the last bitterness. This 
apprehension, however, we hasten to add, enjoyed for 
him, in the immediate e'i;ent, a certain merciful shrink­
age; the immediate event being that, at Lancaster 
Gate, five minutes after his due arrival, prescribed him 
for eight-thirty, Mrs. Stringham came in alone. The 
long daylight, the postponed lamps, the habit of the 
hour, made dinners late and guests still later; so that, 
punctual as he was, he had found Mrs. Lowder alone, 
with Kate herself not yet in the field. He had thus 
had with her several bewildering moments- bewilder­
ing by reason, fairly, of their tacit invitation to him to 
be supernaturally simple. This was exactly, goodness 
knew, what he wanted to be ; but he had never had it 
so largciy and freely--so supernaturally simply, for 
that matter-imputed to him as of easy achievement. 
It was a particular in which aunt Maud appeared to 
offer herself as an example, appeared to say quite 
agreeably: '\Vhat I want of you, don't you see? is to 
be just exactly as I am.' The quantity of the article 
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required was what might especially have caused him to 
stagger-he liked so, in general, the quantities in which 
Mrs. Lowder dealt. He would have liked as well to 
ask her how feasible she supposed it for a poor young 
man to resemble her at any point; but he had after 
all soon enough perceived that he was doing as she 
wished by letting his wonder show just a little as silly. 
He was conscious moreover of a small strange dread 
of the results of discussion with her-strange, truly, 
because it was her good-nature, not her asperity, that 
he feared. Asperity might have made him angry-in 
which there was always a comfort; good-nature, in his 
conditions, had a tendency to make him ashamed­
which aunt Maud indeed, wonderfully, liking him for 
himself, quite struck him as havin g guessed. To spare 
him therefore she also avoided discussion; she kept 
him down by refusing to quarrel with him. This was 
what she now proposed to him to enjoy, and his secret 
discomfort was his sense that on the whoie it was what 
would best suit him. Being kept down was a bore, 
but his great dread, verily, was of being ashamed, 
which was a thing distinct ; and it mattered but little 
that he was ashamed of that too. 

It was of the essence of his position that in such a 
house as this the tables could always be turned on him. 
'\Vhat do you offer, what do you offer? '-the place, 
however muffled in convenience and decorum, con­
stantly hummed for him with that thick irony. The 
irony was a renewed reference to obvious bribes, and 
he had already seen how little aid came to him from 
denouncing the bribes as ugly in form. That was what 
the precious metals-they alone-could afford to be ; 
it was vain enough for him accordingly to try to im­
part a gloss to his own comparative brummagem. The 
humiliation of this impotence was precisely what aunt 
Maud sought to mitigate for him by keeping him 
down ; and as her effort to that end had doubtless 
never yet been so visible he had probably never felt so 

39 definitely placed in the world as while he waited with 
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her for her half-dozen other guests. She welcomed him 
genially back from the States, as to his view of which 
her few questions, though not coherent, were comp1 e­
hensive, and he haJ the amusement of seeing in bcr, 
as through a clear g\as'), the outbreak of a plan anu 5 
the sudden cunsciousuc'.->;, of a curiosity. She became 
aware of America, under his eyes, as a possible scene 
for social operations ; the idea of a visit to the won­
derful country had clearly but just occurred to her, 
yet she was talking of it, at the end of a minute, as 10 
her favourite dream. He didn't believe in it, but he 
pretended to; this helped her as well as anything ebc 
to treat him as a harmless youni; man. .She WdS so 
engaged, with the further aid of a complete absence of 
allusions, when the highest effect was given her mdhod 15 
by the beautiful entrance of Kate. The method there­
fore received support all round, for no young man could 
have been more harmless than the person to the relief 
of whose shyness her niece ostensibly came. The osten­
sible, in Kate, struck him altogether, on this occasion, 20 
as prodigious; while sc;ircely less prodigious, for that 
matter, was his own reading, on the spot, of the rela­
tion between his companions--a 1elation lighted for 
him by the straight look, not exactly loving- nor 
Jingcrinr~. yet sc~trchi11g and o,oft, that, un the 11,ut of 25 
her aunt, the girl had to reckon with as she advanced. 
It took her in from head to foot, and in doing so it 
told a story that made poor Denshcr again the least 
bit sick: it marked so something with which Kate 
habitually and consummately reckoned. 30 

That was the story-that she was always, for her 
beneficent dragon, under arms; living up, every hour, 
but especially at festal hours, to the 'value' Mrs. 
Lowder had attached to her. High and fixed, this 
estimate ruled, on each occasion, at Lancaster Gate, 3 5 
the social scene ; so that our young man now recog­
nised in it something like the artistic idea, the plastic 
substance, imposed by tradition, by genius, by criticism, 
in respect to a given character, on a distinguished 39 

13 a harmless young man] harmless and blameless N 

lg more harmless] less formidable N 

26 her aunt] their hostess N 
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actress. As such a person was to dress the part, to 
walk, to look, to speak, in every way to express, the 

I 
I 

part, so all this was what Kate was to do for the char­
acter she had undertaken, under her aunt's roof, to 

5 represent. It was made up, the character, of definite 
elements and touches-things all perfectly ponderable 
to criticism; and the way for her to meet criticism was 
evidently at the start to be sure her make-up was 
exact and that she looked at least no worse than usual. 

10 Aunt Maud's appreciation of that to-night was indeed 
managerial, and Kate's own contribution fairly that of 
the faultless soldier on parade. Densher saw himself 
for the moment as in his purchased stall at the play; 
the watchful manager was in the depths of a box and 

15 the poor actress in the glare of the footlights. But 
she passed, the poor actress-he could see how she 
always passed ; her wig, her paint, her jewels, every 
mark of her expression impeccable, and her entrance 
accordingly greeted with the proper round of applause. 

20 Such impressions as we thus note for Densher come 
and go, it must be granted, in very much less timl! 
than notation demands; but we may none the less 
make the point that therewas, still further, time among 
them for him to feel almost too scared to take part in 

25 the ovation. He struck himself as having lost, for the 
minute, his presence of mind-so that, at any rate, he 
only stared in silence at the older woman's technical 
challenge and at the younger one's disciplined face. 
It was as if the drama-it thus came to him, for the 

30 fact of a drama there was no blinking-was between 
them, them quite preponderantly ; with Merton Den­
sher relegated to mere spectatorship, a paying place in 
front, and one of the most expensive. This was why 
his appreciation had turned for the instant to fear­

35 had just turned, as we have said, to sickness; and in 
spite of the fact that the disciplined face did offer 
him over the footlights, as he believed, the small 
gleam, fine, faint, but exquisite, of a special intelli­

39 gence. So might a practised performer, even when 
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raked by double-barrelled glasses, seem to be all in her 
part and yet convey a ~;ign to the person in the house 
she loved best. 

The drama, at all events, as Dcnsher saw it, mean­
while went on--amplif1ed soon enough by the advent 5 
of two other guests, stray gentlemen both, strag~lers 
in the rout of the season, who visibly presented them­
selves to Kate, during the next moments, as subjects 
for a like impersonal treatment and sharers in a like 
usual mercy. At opposite ends of the social coursc, 10 
they displayed, in respect to the' figure' that each, in 
his way, made, one the expansi\·c, the other the con­
tractile effect of the perfect white waistcoat. A scratch 
company of two innocuous youths and a pacified 
veteran was thercfnre what now offered itself to l\1rs. 15 
Stringham, who rustlcc in a little breathless and full of 
the compunction of hc.ving had to come alone. Her 
companion, at the last moment, had been inclisposcd­
positively not well enough, and so had packed her off, 
insistently, with excuses, with wild regrets. This 20 
circumstance of their charmi11g friend's illrwss was the 
first thing Kate tonk up with Densher on their being 
able after dinner, withc,ut bravado, to have ten minutes 
'naturally,' as she called it-which wa'-n't what !Le did 
-together; but it wa~; already as if the yuung man 25 
had, by an odd impression, throu;;huut the meal, nut 
been wholly clepri\'cd of Iviiss Theak's participation. 
Mrs. Lowder haJ mac',e dear l\lilly the topic, and it 
proved, on the spot, a topic as familiar to the enthusi­
astic younger as to the sagacious older man. Any 30 
knowledge they might lack Mrs. Lowcler's niece was 
moreover alert to supply, while Dcnsher himself was 
freely appealed to as the most privileged, after all, of 
the group. \Vasn't it he who had in a manner invented 
the wonderful creature--through having seen her first, 3 5 
caught her in her native jungle? Hadn't he more or 
less paved the way for her by his prompt recognition of 
her rarity, by preceding· her, in a friendly spirit-as he 
had the' ear' of society-with a sharp flashlight or two? 39 
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He met, poor Densher, these inquiries as he could, 
listening with interest, yet with discomfort; wincing 
in particular, dry journalist as he was, to find it seem­
ingly supposed of him that he had put · his pen-oh,

5 his• pen! '-at the service of private distinction. The 
car of society ?-they were talking, or almost, as if he 
had publicly paragraphed a modest young lady. They 
dreamt dreams, in truth, he appeared to perceive, that 
fairly waked ltim up, and he settled himself in his 

10 	place both to resist his embarrassment and to catch 
the full revelation. His embarrassment came, naturally, 
from the fact that if he could claim no credit for Miss 
Theale's success, so neither could he gracefully insist 
on his not having been concerned with her. What 

15 touched him most nearly was that the occasion took 
on somehow the air of a commemorative banquet, a 
feast to celebrate a brilliant if brief career. There 
was of course more said about the heroine than if she 
had not been absent, and he found himself rather 

20 stupefied at the range of Milly's triumph. Mrs. Low­
der had wonders to tell of it ; the two wearers of the 
waistcoat, either with sincerity or with hypocrisy, pro­
fessed in the matter an equal expertness ; and Densher 
at last seemed to know himself in presence of a social 

25 'case.' It was Mrs. Stringham, obviously, whose testi­
mony would have been most invoked had she not 
been, as her friend's representative, rather confined to 
the function of inhaling the incense; so that Kate, who 
treated her beautifully, smiling at her, cheering and 

30 consoling her across the table, appeared benevolently 
both to speak and to interpret for her. Kate spoke 
as if she wouldn't perhaps understand their way of 
appreciating Milly, but would let them none the less, 
in justice to their goodwill, express it in their coarser 

3 5 fashion. Densher himself was not unconscious in 
respect to this of a certain broad brotherhood with 
Mrs. Stringham ; wondering indeed, while he followed 
the talk, how it might move American nerves. He had 

39 only heard of them before, but in his recent tour he had 
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caught them in the fact, and there was now a moment 
or two when it came to him that he had perhaps-and 
not in the way of an escape-taken a lesson from them. 

They quivered, clearly, they hummed and drummed, 
they leaped and bounded in Mrs. Stringham's typical 5 
organism-this lady striking him as before ail things 
excited, as, in the native phrase, keyed-up, to a percep­
tion of more elements in the occasion than he was 
himself able to count. She was accessible to sides of 
it, he imagined, that were as yet obscure to him; for, 10 
though she unmistakeably rejoiced and soared, he none 
the Jess saw her at moments as even more agitated 
than pleasure required. It was a state of emotion in 
her that could scarce represent simply an impatience 
to report at home. Her little dry New England bright- 15 
ness-he had 'sampled' all the shades of the American 
complexity, if complexity it were - had its actual 
reasons for finding relief most in silence; so that 
before the subject was changed he perceived-with 
surprise at the others-that they had given her enough 20 
of it. He had quite had enough of it himself 
by the time he was a~ked if it were true that their 
friend had really not made in her own country the 
mark she had chalked so large in London. It was 
Mrs. Lowder herself who addressed him that inquiry; 25 
while he scarce knew if he were the more impressed 
with her launching it under Mrs. Stringham's nose or 
with her hope that he would allow to London the 
honour of discovery. The innocuous young man pro­
pounded the theory that they saw in London-for all JO 
that was said-much further than in the States: it 
wouldn't be the first time, he urged, that they had 
taught the Americans to appreciate-especially when 
it was funny-some n2.tive product. He didn't mean 
that Miss Theale was funny-though she was weird, J5 
and this was precisely her magic ; but it might very 
well be that New York, in having her to show, hadn't 
been aware of its luck. There were plenty of people 
who were nothing over there and yet were awfully J9 

1 the fact J th1:i remarkable fact N 
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taken up in England ; just as-to make the balance 
right, thank goodness-they sometimes sent out beau­
ties and celebrities who left the Briton cold. The 
Briton's temperature in truth was not to be calculated 
-a formulation of the matter that was not reached, 
however, without producing in Mrs. Stringham a final 
feverish sally. She announced that if the point of 
view for a proper admiration of her young friend had 
seemed to fail a little in New York, there was no 
manner of doubt of her having carried Boston by 
storm. It pointed the moral that Hoston, for the finer 
taste, left New York nowhere; and the good lady, as 
the exponent of this doctrine-which she set forth at 
a certain length-made, obviously, to Densher's mind, 
her nearest approach to supplying the weirdness in 
which Milly's absence had left them deficient. She 
made it indeed effective for him by suddenly addressing 
him. 

'You know nothing, sir-but not the least little bit 
-about my friend.' 

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

'Ah, there you are l' said Kate with a pleasant 
spirit, though whether for his own or for Mrs. String­
ham's benefit he failed at the time to make out. 

'You weren't present t/zen,dearest,'l\'Irs. Lowder richly 
concurred. 'You don't know,' she continued with 
mellow gaiety, 'how far things may have gone.' 

34-36 a pleasant spirit, though whether for his own or for Mrs. 
Stringham's benefit] with much gay expression, though what 
it expressed N 
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It made the little woman, he could see, really lose 
her head. She had more things in mind than any of 
them, unless perhaps it were Kate, whom he felt as 
indirectly watching him during this foolish passage, 
though it pleased him-and because of the foolishness 5 
-not to meet her eyes. He met Mrs. Stringham's, 
which affected him: with her he could on occasion 
clear it up-a sense produced by the mute communion 
between them and really the beginning, as the event 
was to show, of something extraordinary. It was 10 
even already a little the effect of this communion that 
Mrs. Stringham perceptibly faltered in her retort to 
Mrs. Lowder's joke. 'Oh, it's precisely my point that 
Mr. Densher can't have had vast opportunities.' And 
then she smiled at him. 'I wasn't away, you know, 15 
long.' 

It made everything, in the oddest way in the world, 
immediately right for him. 'And I wasn't tltere long, 
either.' He positively saw, with it, that nothing, for 
him, so far as she was concerned, would again be 20 
wrong. ' She's beautiful, but I don't say she's easy to 
know.' 

' Ah, she's a thousand and one things!' replied the 
good lady, as if now to keep well with him. 

He asked nothing better. 'She was off with you, 25 
to these parts, before I knew it. I myself was off too 
-away off to wonderful parts, where I had endlessly 
more to see.' 

'But you didn't forget her!' aunt Maud interposed, 
with almost menacing archness. 30 

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

' She '11 thank you for that, sir,' said Mrs. Stringham 
with a flushed firmness. 3 5 

'Yet doesn't silence in such a case,' aunt Maud 
blandly inquired,' very often quite prove the depth of 
the impression?' 

He would have been amusc:d, had he not been 39 

2-3 in mind than any of them] in that head than any of them in any 
other N 
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slightly displeased, at all they seemed to Wdnt to 
fasten on him. 'Well, the impression was as deep 
as you like. But I really want Miss Thcale to know,' 
he pursued for 1\Jr:;. ::Jtriugb,un, •that I dcm't figure by

5 any cons,:;nt of my own as an authority about her.' 
Kate came to his assistan-:c-if assistance it was­

before their friend had had time to meet this charge. 
'You "re right about her not being easy to know. One 
sees her, with intensity-sees her more than one sees 

10 	 almost any one; but then one discovers that that isn't 
knowinr; her and that one may know better a person 
whom one doesn't" sec," ac; I say, half ~;o weil.' 

The discrimination wa~; interco-ting-, but it brought 
them back to tl:c fact of her success , and it was at that 

15 comparati\'cly r~ross circurnst.ance, now ~o fully placed 
before them, that l\tilly's anxious companion sat and 
looked-looked very much as some spectator in an 
old-time circus might have watched the oddity of a 
Christia11 maiden, in the arena, mildly, caressingly, 

20 martyred. It was the nosing and fumbling not of 
lions and tigers but of domestic animals let loose as 
for the joke. Even tl!e joke made Mrs. Stringham 
uneasy, and her mute communion with Denshcr, to 
which we have alluded, was more and more deter­

25 mined by it. He wondered aftcrwarLis if Kate had 
made this out; thot1g-h it wa:, not indeed till much 
later on that he found himself, in thought, dividing the 
things she might have been conscious of from the 
things she mu.:;t have misserl. If she actually missed, 

30 at any rate, Mrs. Stringham's discomfort, that but 
showed how her own idea held her. Her own idea 
was, by insisting on the fact of the girl's prominence 
as a feature of the season's end, to keep Densher in 
relation, for the rest of them, both to present and to 

35 past. •It's ever:rthir:g- that bil.:, h;ipf"2llcd since that 
makes you natur.illy c1 little .•,hy ;ibout her. You don't 
know what has hap11ened ~,ince, Lut we do; we've seen 
it and followed it ; we 'vc a little been of it.' The 

39 	 great thing for him, at this, a;, Kate: gave it, was in 

l 	 to want] desirous N 

12 	 well] much N 
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fact quite irresistibly that the case was a real one-the 
kind of thing that, when one's patience was shorter 
than one's curiosity, one had vaguely taken for poso.ible 
in London, but in which one had never been, even to 
this small extent, concerned. The little American's 5 
sudden social adventure, her happy and, no doubt, 
harmless flourish, had probably been favoured by 
several accidents, but it had been favoured above all 
by the simple spring-board of the scene, by one of 
those common caprices of the numberless foolish flock, 10 
gregarious movements as inscrutable as ocean-currents. 
The huddled herd had drifted to her blindly-it might 
as blindly have drifted away. There had hem of 
course a signal, but the great reason was probably the 
absence at the moment of a larger lion. The bigger 15 
beast would come and the sm::t!lcr would then vanish. 
It was at all evcnb characteristic, and whal was of 
the essence of it was grist to hi;. scribbling mill, m,1ttcr 
for his journalising hand. That hand already, in in­
tention, played on-r it-the 'motive,' as a sign of the 20 
season, a feature of the time, of the purely expeditious 
and rough-and-tumble nature of the social buom. The 
boom as in itsc(f required-that would be the note; 
the subject of the process a comparatively minor CJUCs­
tion. 1\nythin~ was boomablc cnou;,:h when nolhin;:; 25 
else was more so : the author of the 'rotten' book, the 
beauty who was no beauty, the heires::. who was only 
that, the stranger who was for the most part saved 
from being inconveniently strange but by being incon­
veniently familiar, the American whose Americanism 30 
had been long desperately discounted, the creature in 
fine as to whom spangles or spots of any sufficiently 
marked and applied sort could be loudly enough 
predicated. 

So he judged, at least, within his limits, and the idea 35 
that what he h;:i,d thus cauc-ht in the fact was the trick 
of fashion and the tone of society went ~o far as to 
make him take up again his sense of independence. 
He had supposed himself civilised ; but if this wac; 39 

16 then vanish] then incontinently vanish N 
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civilisation--! One could smoke one's pipe outside 
when twaddle was within. He had rather avoided, as 
we have remarked, Kate's eyes, but there came a 
moment when h~ would fairly have liked to put it, 
across the table, to her: ' I say, light of my life, is t/1is 
the great world ? ' There came another, it must be 
added-and doubtless as a result of something that, 
over the cloth, did hang between them-when she 
struck him as having quite answered: 'Dear no-for 
what do you take me? Not the least little bit: only 
a poor silly, though quite harmless, imitation.' 'What 
she might haYe passed for saying, however, was practi­
cally merged in what she did say, for she came overtly 
to his aid, very much as if guessing some of his 
thoughts. She enunciated, to relieve his bewilder­
ment, the obvious truth that you couldn't leave London 
for three months at that time of the year and come 
back to find your friends just where they were. As they 
had of course been jigging away they might well be so 
red in the face that you wouldn't know them. She 
reconciled in fine his disclaimer about Milly with that 
honour of having discovered her which it was vain for 
him modestly to shirk. He had unearthed her, but it 
was they, all of them together, who had developed her. 
She was always a charmer, one of the greatest ever 
seen, but she wasn't the person he had 'backed.' 

Densher was to feel sure afterwards that Kate had 
had in these pleasantries no conscious, above all no 
insolent purpose of making light of poor Susan 
Shepherd's property in their young friend-which pro­
perty, by such remarks, was very much pushed to the 
wall; but he was also to know that Mrs. Stringham 
had secretly resented them, Mrs. Stringham holding 
the opinion, of which he was ultimately to have a 
glimpse, that all the Kate Croys in Christendom were 
but dust for the feet of her Milly. That, it was true, 
would be what she must reveal only when driven to 
her last entrenchments and well cornered in her passion 

39 -the rare passion of friendship, the sole passion of her 
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little life save the one other, more impcrturbal>ly cere­
bral, that o.hc entertained for the art uf Guy d,· i\bu­
passant. She slipped in thc observation th.tt her ~lilly 
was incapable of change, wa'.:> ju~t cx:tctly, on the con­
trary, thc same Milly; but this made little difference 
in the drift of Kate's contention. She was perfectly 
kind to Susie: it was as if she positi\'cly knew her as 
handicapped for any disagreement by feeling that she, 
Kate, had 'type,' and by bcin;; committed to admira­
tion of type. Kate had occasion subsequently-she 
found it somehow-to mention to our youn6 man 
Milly's having spoken tr.l her of this Yicw nn the ~ood 
lady',, part. She \';oul<l like-J\Iilly had h;!d it from 
her-to put Kate Croy in a bouk and c;cc wli;tt o,hc 
could so do with her. 'Chop me up 1i11e or "erve me 
whole '---it was a way of being i~ot at that Kate pro­
fessed she dreaced. It would be Mrs. StrinFh;i,m's, 
however, she unoerstood, because I\I rs. Stri'f'ir~ham, 
oddly, felt that with such stuff as the stranf;e Ei1glish 
girl was m~tdc of, stuff that (in spite of I\Lrnd :\lanning­
ham, who was full of sentiment) ;,he hau never l,no\\'Il, 
there was none other to be employed. Thef'e thin::;s 
were of later evidence, yet Dcnshcr might cw·n then 
have felt them in the air. They were practically in it 
already wlicn Kate. wai\·in~ the que 0.ti<1n of her friend's 
chemical change, wound up with the compar.1tively 
unobjectionable proposition th;i.t he must now, having 
missed so much, take them all up, on trust, further on. 
He met it peacefully, a little perhaps as an example 
to Mrs. Stringham-' Oh, as far on as you like ! ' 
This even had its effect: Mrs. Stringham appropriated 
as much of it as might be meant for herself. The nice 
thing about her was that she could measure how mnch; 
so that by the time dinner was over they had really 
covered ground. 3 5 
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THE younger of the other men, it afterwards appeared, 
was most in his element at the piano; so that they had 
coffee and comic songs upstairs-the gentlemen, tem­
porarily relinquished, submitting easily in this interest 
to Mrs. Lowcler's parting injunction not to sit too 
tight. Our especial young man sat tighter when 
restored to the drawing-room; he made it out perfectly 
with Kate that they might, off and on, foregather with­
out offence. He had perhaps stronger needs in this 
general respect than she; but she had better names 
for the scant risks to which she consented. It was the 
blessing of a big house that intervals were large and, 
of an August night, that windows were open; where­
by, at a given moment, on the wide balcony, with the 
songs sufficiently sung, aunt Maud cmlld hold her little 
court more freshly. Densher and Kate, during these 
moments, occupied, side by side, a small sofa-a 
luxury formulated by the latter as the proof, under 
criticism, of their remarkably good conscience. 'To 
seem not to know each other-once you 're here­
w01dd be,' the girl said, 'to overdo it'; and she 
arra.nged it charmingly that they must have some pass­
age to put aunt Maud off the scent. She would be 
wondering otherwise what in the world they found 
their account in. For Densher, none the less, the 
profit of snatched moments, snatched contacts, was 
partial jiod poor; there were in particul!lr at present 
more things in his mind than he could bring out while 
watching the windows. It was true, on the other 
hand, th!lt she suddenly met most of them-and more 

188 
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than he could see on the spot-by coming out for him 
with a reference to l\Iilly that was not in the key of 
those made at dinner. 'She's not a bit right, you 
know. I mean in health. Just sec her to-night. I 
mean it looks gra\·e. For you she would ha\'e come, 5 
you know, if it had been at all possible.' 

He took this in such patience as he could muster. 
'\Vhat 's the matter with her?' 

But Kate continued without sayin;;;. 'Unless inJ<·cd 
your being here has been just a reason for her fonkin~ 10 
it.' 

'What's the matter with her?' Denslkr asLed a:;;ain. 
'\Vhy, just what I've told you-that she like,, yuu 

so much.' 
'Then why should she deny herself tbe joy of meet- 15 

ing me?' 
Kate had an hesitation-it would take so long to 

explain. 'And perhaps it's true that she is bad. She 
easily may be.' 

'Quite easily, I should say, judging by l\Irs. String- 20 
ham, who's visibly preoccupied and worried.' 

'Visibly enough. Yet it mayn't,' said Kate, 'be only 
for that.' 

'For what then?' 
But this question too, on thinking·, she neglected. 25 

'\Vhy, if it's anything real, doesn't she go home? She 
would be anxious, and she has done all she ·iced to be 
civil.' 

' I think,' Dcnsher remarked, 'she has been quite 
beautifully civil.' 30 

It made Kate, he fancied, look at him the least bit 
harder; but o,he was already, in a manner. explaining. 
'Her preoccupation is prnbably on two cliftcrcnt heads, 
One of them would make her hurry bz,ck, but the other 
makes her :;tay. She's commi:;sioned to tell ).lilly all 35 
about you.' 

'\Yell, then,' said the young man between a lau;:_;h 
and a sigh, ·I'm glad I felt, downstairs, a kind of 
"drawing" to her. \Vasn't I rather decent to her?' 39 

T 
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'Awfully nice. You 've instincts, you fiend. It's 
all,' Kate declared, 'as it should be.' 

'Except perhaps,' he after a moment cynically sug­
gested,' that she isn't getting much good of me now. 

5 Will she report to Milly on tin's?' And then as Kate 
seemed to wonder what 'this' might be, 'On our pre­
sent disregard for appearances.' 

'Ah, leave appearances to me!' She spoke in her 
high way. 'I 'II make them all right. Aunt Maud 

10 moreover,' she added, 'has her so engaged that she 
won't notice.' Densher felt, with this, that his com­
panion had indeed perceptive flights that he couldn't 
hope to match-had for instance another when she still 
subjoined: 'And Mrs. Stringham's appearing to respond

15 just in order to make that impression.' 
'Well,' Densher dropped with some humour, 'life's 

very interesting! I hope it's really as much so for 
you as you make it for others; I mean judging by 
what you make it for me. You seem to me to repre­

20 	 sent it as thrilling forces dames, and in a different way 
for each: aunt Maud, Susan Shepherd, Milly. But 
what i's,' he wound up; 'the matter? Do you mean 
she's as ill as she looks ? ' 

Kate's face struck him as replying at first that his 
25 derisive speech deserved no satisfaction ; then she 

appeared to yield to a need of her own-the need to 
make the point that 'as ill as she looked' was what 
Milly scarce could be. If she were as ill as she looked 
she could scarce be a question with them, for her end 

30 would in that case be near. She believed herself 
nevertheless-and Kate couldn't help believing her 
too-seriously menaced. There was always the fact 
that they had been on the point of leaving town, the 
two ladies, and had suddenly been pulled up. 'We 

35 bade them good-bye-or all but-aunt Maud and I, 
the night before Milly, popping so very oddly into the 
National Gallery for a farewell look, found you and me 
together. They were then to get off a day or two 

39 later. But they've not got off-they 're not getting 

12 	 that] om. N 
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off. When I sec them-and I saw them this morning 
-they have showy reasons. They do mean to go, but 
they 'vc postponed it.' With which the girl brought 
out:' They've postponed it for J'ou.' He protested so 
far as a man might without fatuity, since a protest was 5 
itself credulous; but Kate, as ever, understood her­
self. 'You've made Milly change her mind. She 
wants not to miss you-though she wants also not to 
show she wants you; which i~ why, as I hinted a 
moment azo, she may consciously have hung back to- 10 
night. She doesn't know \\'hen she may ~cc you a,~.1in 
-she doesn't know she ever may. She Joc.;n't sec the 
future. It Ii.is opened out before her in these l.t:.t 
weeks as a dark, confused thir1~:.' 

Densher wondered. ' p, ftcr the tremendous time 15 
you 'vc all been telling me she has had?' 

'That's it. There's a shadow across it.' 
'That of what you allude to as some physical 

break-up?' 
'Some physical break. down. Nothing less. She's 20 

scared. She has so much to lose. And she wants 
so much mote.' 

'Ah, well,' said Densher, with a sudden strange sense 
of rliscomfort, 'couldn't one sav to her that she can't 
have everything?' , 25 

'No-for one wouldn't want to. She really,' Kate 
went on,' has been somebody here. A.~k aunt l\laud­
you may think me prejudiced,' the girl oddly smiled. 
'Aunt l\faud will tell you-the world's before her. It 
has all come since you saw her, and it's a pity you've 30 
missed it, for it certainly would have amused you. She 
has really been a perfect success-I mean of course 
so far as possible in the scrap of timc---and !>he ha~ 
taken it like a perfect angel. If you can ima:,_;inc an 
angel with a thumpin::; bank-acrnunt you 'II have the 35 
simplest exprcs~ion of the kind of thing. Hl'r for­
tune's ab~olutely huge; aunt l\Iaud has had all the 
facts, or enough of them, in the last confidence, from 
"Susie," and Susie speaks by book. Take them then, 39 

18 That of what you allude to as] The shadow, you consider, of N 
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in the last confidence, from me. There she is.' Kate 
expressed above all what it most came to. 'It's open 
to her to make, you see, the very greatest marriage. I 
assure you we 're not vulgar about her. Her possibili­
ties are quite plain.' 

Densher showed he neither disbelieved nor grudged 
them. 'But what good then, on earth, can I do her?' 

Well, she had it ready. ' You can console her.' 
'And for what?' 
'For all that, if she's stricken, she must see swept 

away. I shouldn't care for her if she hadn't so much,' 
Kate very simply said. And then as it made him 
laugh not quite happily: 'I shouldn't trouble about 
her if there were one thing she clid have.' The 
girl spoke indeed with a noble compassion. •She has 
nothing.' 

•Not all the young dukes?' 
'Well, we must see-see if anything can come of 

them. She at any rate does love life. To have met a 
person like you,' Kate further explained, 'is to have 
felt you become, with all the other fine things, a part 
of life. Oh, she has you arranged ! ' 

'You have, it strikes me, my dear '-and he looked 
both detached and rueful. 'Pray, what am I to do 
with the dukes?' 

'Oh, the dukes will be disappointed ! ' 

'Then why shan't I be? ' 

'You '11 have expected less,' Kate wonderfully 


smiled. 'Besides, you will be. You '11 have expected 
enough for that.' 

'Yet it's what you want to let me in for?' 
'I want,' said the girl, 'to make things pleasant for 

her. I use, for the purpose, what I have. You 're 
what I have of most precious, and you 're therefore 
what I use most.' 

He looked at her long. ' I wish I could use you a 
little more.' After which, as she continued to smile at 
him, 'Is it a bad case of lungs?' he asked. 

39 Kate showed for a little as if she wished it might be. 
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'Not lungs, r think. Isn't consumption, taken in time, 
now curable? 

'People arc, no doubt, patched up.' But he won­
dered. 'Do you mean she has something that's past 
patching?' And before she could answer, ' It's really 
as if her appearance put her outside of such thin::;s­
being, in spite of her youth, that of a person who has 
been through all it's conceivable she should be exposed 
to. She affects one, I should say, as a creature saved 
from a shipwreck. Such a creature may surely, in 
these days, on the doctrine of chanci..:s, go to sea 2.gain 
with confidence. She has !tad·her wreck-she has met 
her adventure.' 

'Oh, I i;ra11t you her wreck! '-Kate was all response 
so far. 'But d() let hn have still her ad\'cnture. There 
are wrecks that are not adventures.' 

'\Veil-if there be also adventures that are not 
wrecks l' Densher in short was willing, but he came 
back to his point. 'What I mean is that she hJ.s none 
of the effect-on one's nerves or whatever--of an 
invaliJ.' 

Kate on her side did this justice. 'No-that's the 
beauty of her.' 

'The beauty--?' 
'Yes, sl1c ':.,so wonderful. She won't :.how for that, 

any more than your watch, when it's about to stop for 
want of being wound up, gives you convenient notice 
or shows as different from usual. She won't die, she 
won't live, by inches. She won't smell, as it were, of 
drugs. She won't taste, as it were, of medicine. No 
one will know.' 

'Then what,' he demanded, frankly mystified now, 
'are we talking about? In what extraordinary ;,tate 
is she?' 

Kate went on as if, at this, making it out, in a 
fashion, for her,,clf. 'I believe that if she's ill at all 
she's very ill. I believe that if she's bad she's not a 
little bad. I can't tell you why, but that':, how I St'f' 

her. She 'II really live or she '11 really not. She 'II 
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have it all or she '11 miss it all. Now I don't think 
she '11 have it all.' 

Densher had followed this, with his eye upon her­
her own having thoughtfully wandered-as if it were 
more impressive than lucid. 'You "think," and you 
"don't think," and yet you remain all the while with­
out an inkling of her complaint? ' 

'No, not without an inkling; but it's a matter in 
which I don't want knowledge. She moreover herself 
doesn't want one to want it: she has, as to what may 
be preying upon her, a kind of ferocity of modesty, a 
kind of-I don't know what to call it-intensity of 
pride. And then, and then--' Ilut with this she 
faltered. 

'And then what?' 
'I'm a brute about illness. I hate it. It's well for 

you, my dear,' Kate continued,' that you 're as sound 
as a bell.' 

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

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

'But you don't-since here you are, in spite of all 
you say, in the midst of it.' 

'Ah, I 'm only watching--!' 
'And putting me forward in your place? Thank 

you!' 
' Oh,' said Kate, ' I 'm breaking you in. Let it give 

wandered, and as N 
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you the measure of what I shall expect of you. One 
can't begin too soon.' 

She drew away, as if under the impression of a stir 
on the balcony, the hand of which he had a minute 
before possessed himself; and the warning brought 5 
him back to attention. 'You haven't even an idea if 
it's a case for surgery? ' 

' I dare say it may be; that is that if it comes to 
anything it may come to that. Of course she's in the 
highest hands.' 10 

'The doctors are after her then ? ' 
'She's after tltem-it 's the same thini;" I think I'm 

free to say it now-she secs Sir Luke Strctt.' 
It made him quickly wince. ' Ah, fifty thousand 

knives! One seems to guess.' 15 
Yes, but she waved it away. 'Don't guess. Only 

do as I tell you.' 
For a moment now, in silence, he took it all in, might 

have had it before him. 'What you want of me then 
is to make up to a sick girl.' 20 

':\h, but you admit yourself that she doesn't affect 
you as sick. You understand moreover just how much 
-and just how little.' 

' It's amazing,' he presently answered, 'what you 
think I understand.' 25 

•Well, if you 'vc brought me to it, my dear,' she 

returned,• that has been your way of breaking 111e in. 

Besides which, so far as making up to her got:s, plenty 

of others will.' 


Densher for a little, under this suggestion, might have .30 
been seeing their young friend, on a pile of cushions and 
in a perpetual tea;::-own, nmid flowers and with drawn 
blinds, surrounded by the higher nobility. • Others 
can follow their taste:;, Ik.~irlcs, others arc free.' 

'But so are you, my dear!' 35 
She had spoken with impatience, and her !Suddenly 

quitting him had sharpened it ; in spite of which 
he kept his place, only looking up at her. •You 're 
prodigious!' 39 
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'Of course I'm prodigious! '-and, as immediately 
happened, she gave a further sign of it that he fairly 
sat watching. The door from the lobby had, as she 
spoke, been thrown open for a gentleman who, immedi­
ately finding her within his view, advanced to greet5 
her before the announcement of his name could reach 
her companion. Densher none the less felt himself 
brought quickly into relation; Kate's welcome to the 
visitor became almost precipitately an appeal to her 

10 	 friend, who slowly rose to meet it. ' I don't know 
whether you know Lord Mark.' And then for the 
other party: ' Mr. Merton Densher-who has just come 
back from America.' 

'Oh!' said the other party, while Densher said 
15 	 nothing-occupied as he mainly was on the spot with 

weighing the sound in question. He recognised it in 
a moment as less imponderable than it might have 
appeared, as having indeed positive claims. It wasn't, 
that is, he knew the 'Oh ! ' of the idiot, however great 

20 	 the superficial resemblance: it was that of the clever, 
the accomplished man; it was the very specialty of the 
speaker, and a deal of expensive training and experi­
ence had gone to producing it. Densher felt somehow 
that, as a thing of value accidentally picked up, it 

25 	 would retain an interest of curiosity. The three stood 
for a little together in an awkwardness to which he was 
conscious of contributing his share; Kate failing to 
ask Lord Mark to be seated, but letting him know that 
he would find Mrs. Lowder, with some others, on the 

.30 balcony. 
'Oh, and Miss Theale I suppose ?-as I seemed to 

hear outside, from below, Mrs. Stringham's unmistake­
able voice.' 

'Yes, but Mrs. Stringham's alone. Milly's unwell,' 
.3 5 the girl explained, 'and was compelled to disappoint 

us.' 
'Ah," disappoint "-rather!' And, lingering a little, 

he had his eyes on Dcnsher while he inquired further. 
39 ' She isn't really bad, I trust?' 
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Densher, after all he had heard, easily supposed him 
interested in Milly ; but he could imagine him also 
interested in the young man with whom he had found 
Kate engaged and whom he yet considered without 
visible intelligence. Densher was sure, however, in a 5 
moment, that he was doing what he wanted, satisfying 
himself as to each. To this he was aided by Kate, who 
produced a prompt: 'Oh dear no; I think not. I've just 
been reassuring Mr. Densher,' she added-' who's as con­
cerned as the rest of us. I've been calming his fears.' 10 

'Oh!' said Lord J\Iark again--and again it was just 
as good. That was for Dcnshcr, the latter could sec, or 
think he saw. And then for the others: 'Aly fears 
would want calming. \Ve must take great care of her. 
This way?' 15 

She went with him a few steps, and while Densher, 
hanging about, gave them frank attention, presently 
paused again for some further colloquy. What passed 
between them our young man lost, but she was pre­
sently with him again, Lord r-.fark joining the rest. 20 
Densher was by this time quite ready for her. ' It's 
he who's your aunt's man?' 

'Oh, immensely.' 
' I mean for you.' 
'That's what I mean too,' Kate smiled. 'There he 25 

is. Now you can judge.' 
'Judge of what?' 
'Judge of him.' 
' Why should I judge of him?' Densher asked. ' I've 

nothing to do with him.' 30 
'Then why do you ask about him?' 
'To judge of you-which is different.' 
Kate, for a little, seemed to look at the difference. 

'To take the measure, do you mean, of my danger?' 
He hesitated; then he said: 'I'm thinking, I dare 35 

say, of Miss Theale's. How does your aunt reconcile 
his interest in her--?' 

'With his interest in me?' 
'\Vith her own interest in you,' Densher said while 39 
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she reflected. ' If that interest-Mrs. Lowder's-takes 
the form of Lord Mark, hasn't he rather to look out 
for the forms lte takes ? ' 

Kate seemed interested in the question, but 'Oh, he 
takes them easily,' she answered. 'The beauty is that 
she doesn't trust him.' 

'That Milly doesn't?' 
'Yes-Milly either. But I mean aunt Maud. Not 

really.' 
Densher gave it his wonder. 'Takes him to her 

heart and yet thinks he cheats?' 
'Yes,' said Kate-' that's the way people are. What 

they think of their cnt:mics, goodness knows, is bad 
enough; but I'm still more struck with what they 
think of their friends. Millv's own state of mind, how­
ever,' she went on, 'is lu~ky. That's aunt Maud's 
security, though she doesn't yet fully recognise it­
besides being Milly's own.' 

'You conceive it a real escape then not to care for 
him?' 

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

'Don't say too much?' 

'Don't care for Lord l\1ark.' 

'Oh ! ' Densher answered with a sound like his lord­


ship's own. To which he added: 'You absolutely hold 
that that poor girl doesn't ? ' 

'Ah, you know what I hold about that poor girl ! ' 
It had made her again impatient. 

Yet he stuck a minute to the subject. 'You scarcely 
call him, I suppose, one of the dukes.' 

' Mercy, no-far from it. He's not, compared with 
other possibilities, "in" it. Milly, it's true,' she said, 
to be exact, 'has no natural sense of social values, 
doesn't in the least understand our differences or know 
who's who or what's what.' 

' I see. That,' Denshcr laughed, 'is her reason for 
39 liking me.' 
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'Precisely. She doesn't resemble me,' said Kate, 
'who at least know what I lose.' 

Well, it had all risen for Densher to a considerable 
interest. 'And aunt Maud-why shouldn't site know? 
I mean that your friend there isn't really anything. 5 
Does she suppose him of ducal value?' 

'Scarcely ; save in the sense of being uncle to a 
duke. That's undeniably something. He's the best 
moreover we can get.' 

'Oh, oh ! ' said Densher ; and his doubt was not all 10 
derisive. 

' It isn't Lord Mark's grandeur,' she went on with­
out heeding this; 'bec:rnse perhaps in the line of that 
alone-as he has no money-more could be done. 
But she's not a bit sordid ; she only counts with the 15 
sordidness of others. Besides, he's grand enough, 
with a duke in his family and at the other end of the 
string. Tlze thing's his genius.' 

'And do you believe in that?' 
'In Lord Mark's genius?' Kate, as if for a more 20 

final opinion than had yet been asked of her, took a 
moment to think. She looked indeed so that one 
would scarce have known what to expect; but she 
came out in time with a very sufficient 'Yes!' 

'Political?' 25 
'Universal. I don't know at least,' she said,' what 

else to call it when a man is able to make himself 
without effort, without violence, without machinery of 
any sort, so intensely felt. He has somehow an effect 
without his being in any traceable way a cause.' JO 

'Ah, but if the effect,' said Densher with conscious 
superficiality, 'isn't agreeable--?' 

'Oh, but it is ! ' 
'Not, surely, for every one.' 
' If you mean not for you,' Kate returned, 'you may 3 5 

have reasons-and men don't count. vVomen don't 
know if it's agreeable or not.' 

' Then there you are ! ' 
'Yes, precisely-that takes, on his part, genius.' 39 
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Densher stood before her as if he wondered what 
everything she thus promptly, easily and, above all, 
amusingly met him with, would have been found, 
should it have come to an analysis, to' take.' Some­
thing suddenly, as if under a last determinant touch, 
welled up in him and overflowed-the sense of his good 
fortune and her variety, of the future she promised, 
the interest she supplied. 'All women but you are 
stupid. How can I look at another? You 're different 
and different-and then you 're different again. No 
marvel aunt Maud builds on you-except that you 're 
so much too good for whJ.t she builds for. Even 
"society" won't know how good for it you are; it's too 
stupid, and you 're beyond it. You'd have to pull it 
uphill-it's you yourself who are at the top. The 
women one meets-what are they but books one has 
already read? You 're a whole library of the un­
known, the uncut.' He almost moaned, he ached, from 
the depth of his content. ' Upon my word, I've a 
subscription ! ' 

She took it from him with her face again, in 
answer, giving out all it had, and they remained once 
more confronted and united in their essential wealth of 
life. 'It's you who draw me out. I exist in you. 
Not in others.' 

It had been, however, as if the thrill of their associa­
tion itself pressed in him, as great felicities do, the 
sharp spring of fear. 'See here, you know : don't, 
don't--!' 

' Don't what ? ' 
' Don't fail me. It would kill me.' 
She looked at him a minute with no response but 

her eyes. 'So you think you '11 kill me, in time, to 
prevent it?' She smiled, but he saw her the next 
instant as smiling through tears; and the instant after 
this she had got, in respect to the particular point, 
quite off. She had come back to another, which was 
one of her own; her own were so closely connected 
that Densher's were at best but parenthetic. Still, she 

21-22 in answer, giving out all it had] giving out all it had 
in answer N 
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had a distance to go. 'You do then sec your way?' 
She put it to him before they joined-as was high 
time-the others. And she made him understand 
that she meant his way with Milly. 

He had dropped a little in presence of the explana- 5 
tion; then she had brought him up to a sort of recog­
nition. He could make out by this light something 
of what he saw, but a dimness also there was, un­
dispelled since his return. 'There's something you 
must definitely tell me. If our friend knows that, all 10 
the while--?' 

She came str<.light to his aid, formulating for him his 
anxiety, thou;h quite to smooth it clown. 'All the 
while she and I, here, were growing intimate, you and 
I were in unmentioned relation? lf she knows that, 15 
yes, she knows our relation consisted in your writing 
to me.' 

'Then how could she suppose you weren't answer­
ing?' 

'She doesn't suppose it.' 20 
• How then can she imagine you never named her?' 
' She doesn't. She knows now I did name her. 

I 've told her everything. She's in possession of 
reasons which will perfectly do.' 

Still he just brooded. 'She takes things from you 25 
exactly as I do ? ' 

'Exactly as you do.' 
'She's just such another victim?' 
'Just such another. You 're a pair.' 
'Then if anything happens,' said Densher, ' we can 30 

console each other ? ' 
' Ah, something may indeed happen,' she exclaimed, 

' if you 'IJ only go straight ! ' 
He watched the others an instant through the 

window. '\Vhat do you mean by going straight?' 35 
'Not worrying. Doing as you like. Try, as I've 

told you before, and you 'II see. You '11 have me, 
perfectly, always, to refer to.' 

'Oh, rather, I hope! But if she's going away?' 39 
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It pulled Kate up but a moment. ' I'll bring her 
back. There you are. You won't be able to say that 
I've not made it smooth for you.' 

5 
He faced it all, and certainly it was queer. But it 

was not the queerness that, after another minute, was 
uppermost. He was in a wondrous silken web, and it 
was amusing. ' You spoil me ! ' 

He was not sure if Mrs. Lowder, who at this juncture 
reappeared, had caught his word as it dropped from 

10 him ; probably not, he thought, her attention being 
given to Mrs. StringhJ.m, with whom she came through 
and who was now, none too soon, taking leave of her. 
They were followed by Lord Mark and by the other 

15 
men, but two or three things happened before any 
dispersal of the company began. One of these was 
that Kate found time to say to him with furtive em­
phasis : 'You must go now ! ' Another was that she 
next addressed herself in all frankness to Lord Mark, 
drew near to him with an almost reproachful ' Come 

20 and talk to me! '-a challenge resulting after a minute 
for Densher in a consciousness of their installation 
together in an out-of-the-way corner, though not the 
same he himself had just occupied with her. Still 

25 
another was that Mrs. Stringham, in the random in­
tensity of her farewells, affected him as looking at 
him with a small grave intimation, something into 
which he afterwards read the meaning that if he had 
happened to desire a few words with her after dinner 

.30 
he would have found her ready. This impression was 
naturally light, but it just left him with the sense of 
something by his own act overlooked, unappreciated. 
It gathered perhaps a slightly sharper shade from the 
mild formality of her ' Good-night, sir ! ' as she passed 

.35 
him ; a matter as to which there was now nothing 
more to be done, thanks to the alertness of the. young 
man whom he by this time had made out as even 
more harmless than himself. This personage had 

.39 
forestalled him in opening the door for her and was 
evidently-with a view, Densher might have judged, 
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to ulterior designs 011 Milly-- proposing to attend her 
to her carriage. \Vhat further occurred was that aunt 
Maud, having released her, immediately had a word 
for himself. It was an imperative '\Vait a minute,' 
by which she both detained and dismissed him ; she 5 
was particular about her minute, but he had not yet 
given her, as happened, a sign of withdrawal. 

'Return to our little friend. You '11 find her really 
interesting.' 

'If you mean Miss Theale,' he said,' I shall certainly 10 
not forget her. But you must remember that, so far as 
her "interest" is concerned, I my~elf discovered, l­
as was said at dinner-irwentcd her.' 

'\Vell, one seemed rather to see that you hadn't 
taken out the patent. Don't, I only mean, in the press 15 
of other things, too much neglect her.' 

Affected, surprised, by the coincidence of her appeal 
with Kate's, he asked himself quickly if it mightn't 
help him with her. He at any rate could but try. 
'You 're all look in~ after my manners. That's exactly, 20 
you know, what Miss Croy has been saying· to me. 
She keeps me up-she has had so much to say about 
it.' 

He found pleasure in being able to give his hostess 
an account of his passage with Kate that, while quite 25 
veracious, might be reassuring to herself. But aunt 
Maud, wonderfully and facing him straight, took it as 
if her confidence were supplied with other props. 
If she saw his intention in it she yet blinked 
neither with doubt nor with acceptance ; she only 30 
said imperturbably: 'Yes, she 'II herself do any­
thing for her friend; so that she but preaches what 
she practises.' 

Densher really quite wondered if aunt Maud knew 
how far Kate's devotion went. Ile was moreover a 35 
little puzzled by this special harmony; in face of which 
he quickly asked himself if l\1rs. Lowder had bethought 
herself of the American girl as a distraction for him, 
and if Kate's intensity were therefore but an appear- 39 
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ance addressed to her aunt. What might really 
become, in all this, of the American girl was therefore a 
question that, on the latter contingency, would lose 
none of its sharpn ess. However, questions could wait, 
and it was easy, so far as he understood, to meet Mrs. 
Lowder. 'It isn't a bit, all the same, you know, that 
I resist. I find Miss Theale charming.' 

Well, it was all she wanted. 'Then don't miss a 
chance.' 

'The only thing is,' he went on, 'that she's­
naturally now-leaving town and, as I take it, going 
abroad.' 

Aunt Maud looked inJced an instant as if she her­
self had been dealing with this difficulty. 'She won't 
go,' she smiled in spite of it, 'till she has seen you. 
Moreover, when she does go--' She paused, leaving 
him uncertain. But the next minute he was still more 
at sea. ' We shall go too.' 

He gave a smile that he himself felt as slightly 
strange. 'And what good will that do me?' 

'We shall be near them somewhere, and you 'II come 
out to us.' 

'Oh!' he said a little awkwardly. 
' I '11 see that you do. I mean I '11 write to you.' 
'Ah, thank you, thank you! ' Merton Densher 

laughed. She was indeed putting him on his honour, 
and his honour winced a little at the use he rather 
helplessly saw himself suffering her to believe she could 
make of it. 'There are all sorts of things,' he vaguely 
remarked, 'to consider.' 

'No doubt. But there's above all the great thing.' 
'And, pray, what's that?' 
'Why, the importance of your not losing the 

occasion of your life. I'm treating you handsomely, 
I'm looking after it for you. I can-I can smooth, your 
path. She's charming, she's clever and she's good. 
And her fortune's a real fortune.' 

Ah, there she was, aunt Maud ! The pieces fell 
together for him as he felt her thus buying him off, 

19 felt as] took for N 
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15 	 go,' she smilcJ in ~[1itc <>fit, 'till shc,has seen you. 
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'\Vc shall be near them somewhere, and you 'II come 
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25 'Ah, thank you, thank you!' l\Terton Densher 
laughed. She was indceJ putting him on his honour, 
and his honom winced a little at the use he rather 
helplessly saw himself suffering her to believe she could 
make of it. 'There are all sorts of things,' he vaguely

JO remarked, 'to consider.' 
'No doubt. But there's above all the great thing.' 
'And, pray, what's that?' 
'Why, the importance 0f your not losing the 

occasion of your life. I'm treating you handsomely, 
35 	 I'm looking after it for you. I ,-an-I can smooth. your 

path. She's charming, .~he's clever and she's good. 
And her fortune's a real fortune.' 

J\h, there -;he \\as, aunt :'.\faud ! The pieces fell 
39 together for him as he felt her thus buying him off, 
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and buying him-it would have been funny if it hadn't 
been so grave-with Miss Theale's money. He 
ventured, derisive, fairly to treat it as extravagant. 
' I 'm much obliged to you for the handsome offer--' 

' Of what doesn't belong to me?' She wasn't 
abashed. 'I don't say it does-but there's no reason 
it shouldn't to J'OU. Mind you, moreover'-she kept 
it up-' I 'm not one who talks in the air. And you 
owe me something-if you want to know why.' 

Distinctly, he felt her pressure; he felt, given her 
basis, her consistency; he even felt, to a de~~n:e that 
was immediately to receive an odd confirmation, her 
truth. Her truth, for that matter, was that she belie\·ed 
him bribeable: a belief that for his mm mind equally, 
as they stood there, li~hted 11p the impossible \Yhat 
then in this light did Kate believe him? But that 
was not what he asked aloud. 'Of course I know I 
owe you thanks for a deal of kind treatment. Your 
inviting me, for instance, to-night--!' 

'Yes, my inviting you to-night is a part of it. But 
you don't know,' she added, 'how far I've gone for 
you.' 

He felt himself red, and as if his honour were 
colouring up ; but he laughed again as he could. 'I 
see how far you 're goin~;.' 

' I 'm the most honest woman in the world ; but I 've 
nevertheless done for you what was necessary.' And 
then, as her now quite sombre gravity only made him 
stare: 'To start you, it was necessary. From me it has 
the weight.' He but continued to stare, and she met his 
blankness with surprise. 'Don't you understand me? 
I've told the proper lie for you.' Still he only showed 
her his flushed, strained smile; in spite of which, 
speaking with force and as if he must with a minute's 
reflection see what she meant, she turned away from 
him. 'I depend upon you now to make me right!' 

The minute's reflection he was of course mc1re free 
to take after he had left the house. H c walked up the 
Bayswater Road, but he stopped short, under the murky 

u 
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stars, before the modern church, in the middle of the 
square that, going eastward, opened out on his left. He 
had had his brief stupidity, but now he understood. 
She had gu;:i.ranteed to lVl illy Theale through Mrs. 

5 Stringham that Kate didn't care for him. She had 
affirmed throurrh the same se>urcc that the :.i.ttachment 
was only his. ,-,He made it out, he made it out, and he 
could see what she meant by its starting him. She 
had described Kate as merely compas'iionate, so that 

10 Milly might be compa'->sionate too. 'Proper' indeed it 
was, her lie-tlie very properest pos:.ible and the most 
deeply, richly diplomatic. s!) 1\'lilly \\as successfully 

13 deceived. 
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To see her alone, the poor girl, he none the less 
promptly felt, wa<; to see her after all very much on 
the old basis, the ba'iis of his three visits in New York; 
the new clement, when once he was again face to face 
with her, not really arnountin~;· to much more tban a 
recognition, with a little surprise, of the positiYc extent 
of the old basis. Everything but that, everything 
embarrassing fell away after he had been present five 
minutes: it was in fact wonderful that their excellent, 
their pleasant, their permitted and proper and harmless 
American relation-the legitimacy of which he coulu 
thus scarce expresc; in 11;1111cs enough--shoulcl seem so 
unperturbed by other matters. They had both since 
then had great adventures-such an adventure for him 
was his menLd annexation of her country; and it was 
now, for the moment, as if the greatest of them all \\·ere 
this acquired consciousness of reasons other than those 
that had already served. Denslwr had asked for her, 
at her hotel, the day after aunt Maud's dinner, with a 
rich, that is with a highly troubled, preconception of 
the part likely to be played for him at pre~cnt, in any 
contact with her, by Kate's and Tllrs. Lowder's so oddly 
conjoined and so really superfluous attempts to make her 
interesting. She had been interesting enough without 
them-that appeared to-day to come back to him ; 
and, admirable and beautiful as was the charitable zeal 
of the two ladies, it might easily have nipped in the 
bud the germs of a friendship ine\·itahly limited but 
still perfectly workable. \\'hat had happily averted 
the need of his breaking off, what would as happily JO 
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continue to avl'rl it. w.•s his own good sense and good 
humour, .1 ce1 tai11 sprinr: of mind in him which 
ministered, im:i~;ination :,idi11;..!, to unclcr.,tandin;;s and 
allowances and which Ill' h:1d !)usitively never felt such 

5 an occasion a; jtL:it 11•)1\' tu rcy>ice in the po,session of. 
Many rncn- -he pr;1clic1llv m<ide the reflection­
wouldn't have taken the matter that way, would have 
lost pati.~nce, finJin~: the appeal in question irrational, 
exorbitant; and, thereby rnakinr, short work with it, 

10 would h:ne let it render any further acquaintance with 
Miss Tht:.·dc irnpo';,,1hlc. !Ic had talked with Kate of 
this youn:.: 11·t•rn,1n's being '.;acrificcJ,' and that would 
have b·~cn one way, so LJ.r as he was concerned, to 
sacrifice her. Smh, however, had not been the tune 

15 to which hi,; at fir-;t bcwildc1cd '.·iew had, since the 
night before, clc:uccl itself up. It wasn't so much that 
he failed of bcin:,; the kind of ma11 who 'chucked,' for 
he knew himself a·; the kind of man intelligent enough 
to recognise the cases in which chucking might be the 

20 minor evil and the least cruelty. It was that he liked 
too much every one concernerl willingly to show him­
self merely impracticable. l [c liked Kate, goodness 
knew, and he also, clearly enoui:·h, liked Mrs. Lowder. 
He liked in p:uticubr Milly h•:rself; and hadn't it come 

25 up for him the cvenin;.~ Left!JT that he quite liked even 
Susan SheµhcrJ r Ile h;id never known him:0elf so 
generally merciful. It was a footing, at all events, 
whatever accounted for it, on which he would surely be 
rather a muff not to m.rnar~c on one line or another to 

JO escape disobliging» Should he find he couldn't work 
it there would still be time enough. The idea of work­
ing it crystallised before him in such guise as not only 
to promise much intcrest--fairly, in case of success, 
much excitement; but positively to impart to failure 

35 an appearance of bat barity. 
i\rriving thus in Brook Street both with the best 

intentions and with a m~r:..;in consciously left for some 
primary awkward ms', he found his burden, to his great 

39 relief, unexpectedly light. Thl' awkwardne::.s involved 
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in the responsibility so newly and so ingcniouo.ly traccJ 
for him turned round on the spot to present him another 
face. This was simply the face of his old impression, 
which he now fully recovered-the impression that 
American girls, when, rare case, they were as charm- 5 
ing as Milly, were clearly the easiest people in the 
world. Had what had happened been that this speci­
men of the class was from the first so committed to 
ease that nothing subsequent could e\'cr make her diffi­
cult? This affected him now as still more probable 10 
than on the occasion of the hour or two lately passed 
with her in Kate's society. ;\Iilly Thea\e had recog­
nised no complication, to Den~lwr's \·iew, while bring­
ing him, with hi~ companion, from the National Gallery 
and entertaini1w them at luncheon; it need therefore 15 
scarce be suppo-~ed that complications had become ~o 
soon too much for her. His pretext for presenting 
himself was fortunately of the best and simplest; the 
least he could decently do, given their happy acquaint­
ance, was to ccdl with an inquiry after learning that 20 
she had been prevented by illness from meeting him at 
dinner. And then there was the beautiful accident 
of her other dcmomtration ; he must at any rate have 
given a sign as a sequel to the hospitality he had 
shared with Kale. \Veil, he was gi\·111g one now- 25 
such as 1t was ; he was finding her, to bc,;in with, 
accessible, and very naturally and prettily glad to see 
him. He had come, after luncheon, early, though not 
so early but that she might already be out if she were 
well enough; and she was well enough and yet was 30 
still at home. He had an inner glimpse, with this, of 
the comment Kate would have made on it: it was not 
absent from his thought that l\Iilly "oulcl have been at 
home by lier account because expecting, after a talk 
with Mrs. Stringham, that a certain person might turn 35 
up. He even-so pleasantly did things go-enjoyed 
freedom of mind to welcome, on that supposition, a 
fresh sign of the beautiful hypocrisy of women. lic 
went so far as to enjoy believing the girl might have 39 
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stayed in for him ; it helped him to enjoy her behaving 
as if she hadn't. She expressed, that is, exactly the 
right degree of surprise; she didn't a bit overdo it: 
the lesson of which was, perceptibly, that, so far as his 
late lights had opened the door to any want of the 
natural in their meetings, he might trust her to take 
care of it for him as well as for herself. 

She had begun this, admirably, on his entrance, with 
her turning away from the table at which she had 
apparently been engaged in letter-writing; it was the 
very possibility of his betraying a concern for her as 
one of the afflicted that she had within the first minute 
conjured away. She was never, never-did he under­
stand ?-to be one of the afflicted for him ; and the 
manner in which he understood it, something of the 
answering pleasure that he .couldn't help knowing he 
showed, constituted, he was very soon after to acknow­
ledge, something like a start for intimacy. When 
things like that could pass, people had in truth to 
be equally conscious of a relation. It soon made one, 
at all events, when it didn't find one made. She had 
let him ask-there had been time for that, his allusion 
to her friend's explanatory arrival at Lancaster Gate 
without her being inevitable; but she had blown away, 
and quite as much with the look in her eyes as with 
the smile on her lips, every ground for anxiety and 
every chance for insistence. How was she ?-why, she 
was as he thus saw her ctnd as she had reasons of 
her own, the business of nobody else, for desiring to 
appear. Kate's account of her as too proud for pity, 
as fiercely shy about so personal a secret, came back to 
him; so that he rejoiced he could take a hint, especi­
ally when he wanted to. The question the girl had 
quickly disposed of-' Oh, it was nothing: I'm all 
right, thank you! '-was one he was glad enough to be 
able to banish. It was not at all, in spite of the appeal 
Kate had made to him on it, his affair; for his interest 
had b:!en invoked in the name of compassion, and the 

39 name of compassion was exactly what he felt himself 

29 the business of nobody else] nobody else's business N 
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at the end of two minutes forbidden so much as to 
whisper. He had been sent to see her in order to 
be sorry for her, and how sorry he might be, quite 
privately, he was yet to make out. Didn't that signify, 
however, almost not at all ?-inasmuch as, whatever his 5 
upshot, he was never to let her know it. Thus the 
ground was unexpectedly cleared; though it was not 
till a slightly longer time had passed that he made 
sure, at first with amusement and then with a sort of 
respect, of what had most operated. Extraordinarily, 10 
quite amazingly, he began to see that if his pity hadn't 
had to yield to still other things it would ha\'e had to 
yield quite definitely to her own. That was the way 
the case had turned round : he had made his vi:o.it to 
be sorry for her, but he would repeat it-if he did 15 
repeat it-in order that she might be sorry for ltilli. His 
situation made him, she judged-when once one liked 
him-a subject for that tenderness: he felt this judg­
ment in her, and felt it as something he should really, 
in decency, in dignity, in common honesty, have very 20 
soon to reckon with. 

Odd enough was it certainly that the question origin­
ally before him, the que·;tion placecl there by Kate, 
should so of a sudden find itself quite dislod'.-;cd by 
another. This other, it was easy to 5cC, came slrai~J1t 25 
up with the fact of her beautiful deluc;ion and her 
wasted charity; the whole thing prep.:i.ring for him as 
pretty a case of conscience as bl: could ha\·~ desired, 
and one at the prospect of which he was already 
wincing. If he was interesting it was because he was 30 
unhappy; and if he was unhappy, it was because his 
passion for Kate had spent itself in vain ; and if Kate 
was indifferent, inexorable, it \\'as because she had left 
Milly in no doubt of it. That, above all, was what 
came up for him-how clear an impression of this 3 5 
attitude, how definite an account of his own failure, 
Kate must have given her friend. His immediate 
quarter of an hour there with the girl lighted up for 
him almost luridly such an inference; it was almost 39 

6 let her know] give her a glimpse of N 
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as if the other party to their remarkable understanding 
had been with them as they talked, had been hovering 
about, had dropped in, to look after her work. The 
value of the work affected him as different from the 
moment he saw it so expressed in poor Milly. Since 
it was false that he wasn't loved, so his right was quite 
quenched to figure on that ground as important; and 
if he didn't look out he would find himself liking in a 
way quite at odds with straightness the good faith of 
Milly's benevolence. 1'/zere was the place for scruples ; 
there the need, absolutely, to mind what he was about. 
If it wasn't proper for him to enjoy consideration on a 
perfectly false footing, where was the guarantee that, 
if he kept on, he wouldn't himself pretend to the 
grievance in order not to miss the sweet? Considera­
tion-from a charming girl-was soothing on whatever 
theory; and it didn't take him far to remember that 
he had himself as yet done nothing deceptive. It was 
Kate's description of him, his defeated state, it was 
none of his own ; his responsibility would begin, as he 
might say, only with acting · it out. The sharp point 
was, however, in the difference between acting and not 
acting ; this difference in fact it was that made the 
case of conscience. He saw it with a certain alarm 
rise before him that everything was acting that was not 
speaking the particular word. ' If you like me because 
you think size doesn't, it isn't a bit true: she does like 
me, awfully! '-that would have been the particular 
word; which, at the same time, but too palpably, there 
were difficulties about one's uttering. Wouldn't it be 
as indelicate, in a way, to challenge her as to leave her 
deluded ?-and this quite apart from the exposure, so 
to speak, of Kate, as to whom it would constitute a 
kind of betrayal. Kate's design was something so 
extraordinarily special to Kate that he felt himself 
shrink from the complications involved in judging it. 
Not to give away the woman one loved, but to back 
her up in her mistakes-once they had gone a certain 
length-·-that was perhaps chief among the inevita­

8 would • • • liking] should • • • appreciating N 

14 wouldn't] mightn~t soon N 

29-30 at the same time, but too palpably, there were difficul­
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bilities of the abjection of love. Loyalty was, of 
course, sovereignty pre~cribecl in pre:,cncc of any dcsi~~n 
on her part, however roundabout, to do one nothing 
but good. 

Densher had quite to steady himself not to be awe­
struck at the immensity of the good his own friend 
must on all this evidence have wanted to do him. Of 
one thing indeed meanwhile he was sure: Milly Theale 
wouldn't herself precipitate his nece!>sity of interven­
tion. She would absolutely never say to him: 'ls it 
so impossible she shall ever care for you seriously?'­
without which nothing could well be Jess delicate than 
for him aggressively to set her right. Kate would be 
free to do that if Kate, in some prudence, some con­
trition, for some better reason in fine, !:>hould revise her 
plan; but he asked himself what, failing this, lie could 
do that wouldn't be, after all, more gross than doing 
nothing. This brought him round again to the accept­
ance of the fact that the poor girl liked him. She put 
it, for reasons of her own, cm a simple, a beautiful 
ground, a ground that already supplied her with the 
pretext she required. The ground was there, th;-it i~. 
in the imprcssiull she had received, retained, cheri!:>hc:d; 
the pretext, over and abo\'e it, \\',ts the pretext for act­
ing on it. That she now believed ao, she clid made her 
sure at last that "lie might act; so that what Denshcr 
therefore would have struck at would be the root, in 
her soul, of a pure pleasure. It positively lifted its 
head and flowered, this pure pleasure, while the young 
man now sat with her, and there \Vere things she 
seemed to say that took the words out of his mcuth. 
These were not all the things she did say ; they were 
rather what such things meant in the light of what he 
knew. Her warning him for instrtnce off the question 
of how she was, the quick, brave little art with which 
she did that, represented to his fancy a truth she didn't 
utter. 'I'm well for ;·ou-that 's all you have to do 
with or need trouble about: I shall never be anything 
so horrid as ill for you. So there you are ; worry 39 
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about me, spare me, please, as little as you can. Don't 
be afraid, in short, to ignore my" interesting" side. It 
isn't, you see, even now while you sit here, that there are 
not lots of others. Only do tltem justice and we shall 

5 get on beautifully.' This was what was folded finely 
up in her talk-all quite ostensibly about her im­
pressions and her intentions. She tried to put Densher 
again on his American doings, but he wouldn't have 
that to-day. As he thought of the way in which, the 

10 other afternoon, before Kate, he had sat complacently 
'jawing,' he accused himself of excess, of having over­
done it, made-at least apparently-more of a 'set' at 
his interlocutress than he was at all events then in­
tending. He turned the tables, drawing her out about 

15 London, about her vision of iife there, and only too 
glad to treat her as a person with whom he could 
easily have other topics than her aches and pains. 
He spoke to her, above all, of the evidence offered him 
at Lancaster Gate that she had come but to conquer; 

20 	and when she had met this with full and gay assent­
' How could I help being the feature of the season, the 
what-do-you-call-it, the theme of every tongue?'­
they fraternised freely over all that had come and 
gone for each since their interrupted encounter in New 

25 York. 
At the same time, while many things, in quick 

succession, came up for them, came up in particular for 
Densher, nothing perhaps was just so sharp as the odd 
influence of their present conditions on their view of 

30 	their past ones. It was as if they hadn't known how 
1 thick' they had originally become, as if, in a manner, 
they had really fallen to remembering more passages 
ofintimacy than there had in fact at the time quite been 
room for. They were in a relation now, whether from 

35 	 what they said or from what they didn't say, so 
complicated that it might have been seeking to justify 
its speedy growth by reaching back to one of those 
fabulous periods in which prosperous states place their 

39 	 beginnings. He recalled what had been said at Mrs. 

12 made] having made N 
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Lowder's about the steps and stages, in people's 
careers, that absence caused one to miss, and about the 
resulting frequent sense of meeting them further on; 
which, with some other matters also recalled, he took 
occasion to communicate to Milly. The matters he 
couldn't mention mingled themselves with those he did ; 
so that it would doubtless have been hard tosaywhichof 
the two groups now played most of a part. He was kept 
face to face with this young lady by a force absolutely 
resident in their situation and operating, for his ncncs, 
with the swiftness (lf the forces commonly regardcrl liy 
sensitive persons as beyond their control. The current 
thus determined had positively berume for him, by the 
time he had been ten minutes in the room, something 
that, bnt for the absurdity of comp<1ri11:.~· the very small 
with the very great, he would freely have likened to 
the rapids of Niagara. An uncriticisc<l acquaintance 
between a clever young man and a responsive young 
woman could do nothing more, at the most, than go, 
and his actual experiment went and went and went. 
Nothing probably so conduced to makc it go as the 
marked circum~tancc that they had spoken all the 
while not a word about Kate; and this in spite of the 
fact that, if it were a question for them of what had 
occurrcu in the past weeks, nothing- had occurred com­
parable to Kate's predominance. Dcnsher ha<l but the 
night bc.:fore appealed to her for instruction as to what 
he mu~t do abllut her; but he fairly winced to find how 
little this came to. She had told him of comse how 
little; but it was a truth that looked different when 
shown him by Milly. It proved to him that the latter 
had in fact be,~11 dealt with, but it produced in him the 
thought that Kate mig-ht perhaps again conveniently 
be questioned. I fe would have liked to speak to her 
before ~~oin~~ furthcr---to makt• sure she rcally meant 
him to succcC'd ttuitc su much. With all the difference 
that, as we sa)', came up for him, it came up afresh, 
naturally, that he mil,!ht make his visit brief and never 
renew it; yet the strangest thing of all was that the 
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argument against that issue would have sprung pre­
cisely from the bc-autiful little eloquence involved in 
Milly's avoidance:,_ 

Precipitate these W('ll might bc,sincc they emphasised
5 	the fact that she was proceeding in the sense of the 

assurances she had taten. Over the latter she had 
visibly not hesitated, for hadn't they had the merit of 
giving her a chance? Dcnshcr quite saw her, felt her 
take it; the chance, neither more nor less, of helping 

10 	him according to her freedom. It was what Kate had 
left her with: 'Listen to him, I? Never! So do as 
you like.' What Milly 'liked' was to do, it thus 
appeared, as she was doing: our young man's glimpse 
of which was just what wo1dd have been for him not 

15 	 less a glimpse of the pernliar brutality of shaking her 
off. The choice exhaled its shy fragrance of heroism, 
for it was not aided by any question of parting with 
Kate. She would be charmini:; to Kate as well as to 
Kate's adorer; she would incur whatever pain could 

20 	dwell for her in the sight-slrnuld she continue to be 
exposed to the si~ht-of the adurcr thrown with the 
adored. It wouldn't really h.1ve taken much more to 
make him wonder if he hadn't before him one of those 
rare cases of exal tation---fc1rld for fiction, food for 

25 	 poetry-in which a man\ fortune with the woman who 
doesn't care for him is pu.;itin.:ly promutcd by the 
woman who does. lt was as if I\•Iilly had said to her­
self: 'Well, he can at least meet her in my society, if 
that's anything ·.o him ; so that my line can only be 

JO 	 to make my society attractive.' .She certainly couldn't 
have made a different impression if she lzad so 
reasoned. All of which, none the less, didn't prevent 
his soon enough saying to her, quite as if she were to 
be whirled into space: 'And now, tht:n, what becomes 

35 	 of you? Do you begin to rush about on visits to 
country-houses ? ' 

She disowned the idea with a head shake that, put on 
what face she would, couldn't hcip betrayiug to him 

39 something of ht:r suppressed view of the possibility­

9 	 helping] help rendered N 
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ever, ever perhaps-of any such proceedings. They 
weren't, at any rate, for her now. ' Dear no-we go 
abroad-for a few weeks, somewhere, of high air. 
That has been before us for many days; we've only 
been kept on by last necessities here. However, every­
thing's done, and the wind's in our sails.' 

'May you scud then happily before it! But when,' 
he asked, 'do you come back?' 

She looked ever so vague; then as if to correct it: 
'Oh, when the wind turns. And what do you do with 
your summer?' 

'Ah, I spend it in sordid toil. I drench it with 
mercenary ink. My work in your country counts for 
play as well. You see what's thought of the pleasure 
your country can give. l\Ty holiday's over.' 

'I'm sorry you had to take it,' said l\lilly, 'at such 
a different time from ours. If you could but have 
worked while we've been working--' 

' I might be playing while you play? Oh, the dis­
tinction isn't so great with me. There's a little of each 
for me, of work and of play, in either. But you and 
Mrs. Stringham, with Miss Croy and Mrs. Lowder-­
you all,' he went on, 'have been given up, like navvies 
or niggers, to real physical toil. Your rest is some-
thin::; you 'vc earned and you need. My labour's 
comparatively light.' 

'Very true,' she smiled ; 'but, all the same, I like 
mine.' 

'It doesn't leave you spent?' 
' Not a bit. I don't get tired when I 'm interested. 

Oh, I could go far.' 
He bethought himself. 'Then why don't you?­

since you've got here, as I learn, the whole place in 
your pocket.' 

'Well, it's a kind of economy-I'm saving things up. 
I've enjoyed so what you speak of-though your 
account of it's fantastic -that I 'm watching over its 
future, that I can't help being anxious and careful. I 
want-in the interest itself of what I've had, and 39 
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may still have--· not to make any mistakes. The way 
not to make thrm i'> to pct off air;un to a distance and 
sec the situation from \hue. 'j shall keep it fresh,' 
she wound up as if herself rather pleased with the 

5 ingenuity of her ~,tatcme11t-- '1 shall keep it fre~h, by 
that prudence, for my return.' 

'Ah, then, you wit! return ? Can you µromise one 
that?' 

Her face fairly lighted at his asking for a promise ; 
10 but she made as if bar~aining a little. 'Isn't London 

rather awful in winter?' 
He had been goin~ to a:ok lwr if she meant for the 

invalid; but he checked the infelicity of this and took 
the inquiry as referring to social life. 'No-I like it, 

15 	 with one thinf~ and another; it's kss of a mob than 
later on ; and it would have for us the merit-should 
you come here then--that we shou!J probably sec 
more of you. So do reapµear for us-if it isn't a 
question of climate.' 

20 She looked, at that, a little graver. ' If what isn't a 
question--? ' 

'\Vhy, the determinati0n of your movements. You 
spoke just now of going somewhc1 c for that.' 

' For better air?'-- she n:mcrn bcn:d. 'Oh yes, one 
25 certainly \\'ants to get out of London in .Aur;ust.' 

'Rather, of cou1sc ! '-he fully u11dcr:,t"od. 'Though 
I'm glad you 'vc hung on lons enou;:;h for me to catch 
you. Try us, at any rate,' he continued, 'once more.' 

'Whom do you mean by "us"?' she presently 
30 asked. 

It pulled him up an instant.---rcpresenting, as he saw 
it might have seemed, an allusion to himself as con­
joined with Kate, whom he was proposing not to 
mention any more than hie; hostess did. Hut the issue 

3 5 was easy. ' I mean all of us together, every one you '11 
find ready to surround you with sympathy.' 

It made her, none the less, in her odd, charm­
ing way, challenge him afresh. ' Why do you say 

39 sympathy?' 
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'\Veil, it is, <loubtkss, a pale word. \\'hat we .1/111// 
feel for you will be much nearer worship.' 

'As near then as yon like!' \Vith \\'hich at last 
Kate's name was sounded. 'The people I'd most come 
back for are the people you know. I 'd do it for Mrs. 
Lowder, who has bcl'n beautifully kind tu me.' 

'So she has to me,' said Dcnsher. ' l feel,' he added 
as she at first answered nothing,' that, quite contrary 
to anything I originally expected, I've made a good 
friend of her.' 

'I didn't expect it either-its turnin~ out as it has. 
But I did,' said Milly,' with Kate. I shall come back 
for hc:r too. I '<l do anythin;; '-she h.ept it up-' for 
Kate.' 

LookinC" at him as with conscious clearness while 
she spok~: she mi~ht for the moment have effectively 
laid a trap for whatc\'cr remains of the ideal straight­
ness in him were still able to pull themselves together 
and operate. He was afterwards to say to himself that 
something had at that moment hun~ for him by a 
hair. 'Oh, I know what one would do for Kate ! '­
it had hung· for him by a hair to break out with that, 
which he fdt he had really been kept from by an 
element in his consciousness stwng-cr still. The uroof 
of the truth in qucstiun was precisL:ly in his silence; 
resisting the impulse to break out was what he 7!'11S 

doing for Kate. This at the time moreover came and 
went quickly enough; he was trying the next minute 
but to make Milly's allusion easy for herself. 'Of 
course I know what friends you are-antl of course I 
understand,' he permitted himself to add, 'any amount 
of devotion to a person so charming. That's the good 
turn then she '11 do us all-I mean her working for 
your return.' 

'Oh, you don't know,' said Milly,' how much I'm 
really on her hands.' 

He could but accept the appearance of wondering 
how much he might show he knew. 'Ah, she 's very 
masterful.' 39 
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'She's great. Y ct I don't say she bullies me.' 
'No-that's not the way. At any rate it isn't hers,' 

he smiled. He rcmcmbcrL·d, however, then that an 
undue acquaintance with Kate's ways was just what 

5 	 he mustn't show; aml he pursued the subject no further 
than to remark with a ~;· iud intention that had the 
further merit of representmg a truth : ' I don't feel as 
if I knew her-really to call know.' 

'Well, if you come to tha1, I don't either!' she 
10 	 laughed. The words gave him, as soon as they were 

uttered, a sense of rc-sponsibility for his own ; though 
during a silence that cw ned for a minute he had time 
to recognise that his O\n1 cuntaincd, after all, no 
element of Ldsity. Stran;:;c' cnour:h therefore was it 

15 	 that he could go too far--if it ·;Ms too far-without 
being false. II is obscn .1tion was one he would per­
fectly have made tu Kate herself. And before he 
again spoke, and before l\lilly did, he took time for 
more still----for feclinp; that just here it was that he 

20 	 must break short off if his min<l was really made up 
not to go further. l t was as if he had been at a corner 
-and fairly put there by his last speech ; so that it 
depended on him whether or no to turn it. The 
silence if prolong<:d but an instant might even have 

25 	 given him a sense of her Wditint; to see what he would 
do. It was filled fc.r them, the next thing, by the 
sound, rather \'oluminouo; for the August afternoon, of 
the approach, iP the street below them, of heavy 
carriage-wheels and of horses trained to 'step.' A 

30 	 rumble, a great shake, a considerable effective clatter, 
had been apparently succeeded by a pause at the door 
of the hotel, which was in turn accompanied by a 
due proportion of diminished prancing and stamping. 
' You've a visitor,' Densher laughed, ' and it must be 

3 5 at least an ambassador.' 
'It's only my own carriage; it does that-isn't it 

wonderful? - -every day. Hut we find it, Mrs. String­
ham and I, in the innocence of our hearts, very 

39 	 amusing.' She had got up, as she spoke, to assure 

19 that] how N 
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herself of what she said ; and at the end of a few steps 
they were together on the balcony and looking down 
at her waiting chariot, which made indeed a brave 
show. 'Is it very awful?' 

It was to Densher's eyes-save for its absurd heavi- 5 
ness-only pleasantly pompous. ' It seems to me 
delightfully rococo. But how do I know? You 're 
mistress of these things, in contact with the highest 
wisdom. You occupy a position, moreover, thanks to 
which your carriage-well, by this time, in the eye of 10 
London, abo occupies one.' But she was going nut, 
and he mustn't sLrncl in her way. \Vhat h;id happened 
the next minute was, first, that she had denied shf' wa<; 
going out, so that he might prolong hi<; <;tay ; and 
second, that she had said she would go out with 15 
pleasure if he would like to drive-that in fact there 
were always things to do, that there had been a 
question for her to-clay of several in particular, and 
that this, in short, was why the carriage had been 
ordered ~,o early. They perceived, as she said thc0-e 20 
things, that an inquirer had presented himself, and, 
coming back, they found :\Iilly's servant announcing 
the carriage and prepared to accompany her. They 
appeared to have for her the effect of settling the 
matter - on the basis, that is, of Dcnshcr's happy 25 
response. Densher's happy response, however, had as 
yet hung fire, the process we have dcscrib1~d in him 
operating by this time with extreme intensity. The 
system of not pulling up, not breaking off, had already 
brought him headlong, he seemed to feel, to where JO 
they actually stood ; and just now it was, with a 
vengeance, that he must do either one thing or the 
other. He had been waiting for some moment~. which 
probably seemed tn him longer than they were ; this 
was because he was anxiously watching himself wait. 35 
He couldn't keep that up for ever; and since one thing 
or the other was what he must do, it was for the other 
that he presently became conscious of having decided. 
If he had been drifting it settled itself in the manner J9 
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of a bump, of considerable violence, against a firm 
object in the stream. 'Oh yes; I '!I go with you with 
pleasure. It's,\ charming idea.' 

She gave no look to thank him-she rather looked 
away; she only ~aid at once to ber servant, ' In ten 
minutes'; and then to her visitor, as the man went 
out, •We '11 go somewhere--! shall like that. But I 
must ask of you time-as little as possible-to get 
ready.' She looked over the room to provide for him, 
keep him there. ' There are books and things-plenty; 
and I dress very quickly.' He caught her eyes only 
as she went, on which he thou~ht them pretty and 
touching. 

Why especially touching ;i.t th:it instant he could 
certainly .scarce han~ SJ.id: it was involved, it was lost 
in the sense of her wishing to oblige him. Clearly what 
had occurred was her having wished it so that she had 
made him simply wish, in civil acknowledgment, to 
oblige !ur; which he had now fully done by turning 
his corner. He was quite round it. his corner, by the 
time the door had closed upon her and he stood there 
alone. Alone he remained for thr1..:c minutes more­
remained with several very living little matters to 
think about. One of these was the phenomenon­
typical, highly American, he would have said - of 
Milly's extreme spontaneity. It \V,l,, perhaps rather 
as if he had sought rcfuge-refu~;c from another 
question--in the almost cxclusi\'e c0ntcmplation of 
this. Yet this, in its way, led him nowhere; not even 
to a sound generalisation about American girls. It 
was spontaneous for his young friend to have asked 
him to drive with her alone - since she hadn't 
mentioned her companion; but she struck him, after 
all, as no more advanced in doing it than Kate, for 
instance, who was not an American girl, might have 
struck him in not. doing it. Beside5, Kate would have 
done it, though Kate wasn't at all. in the same sense 
as Milly, spontaneous. And then, in addition, Kate 

39 had done it-or things very much like it. Further­
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more, he was engaged to Kate-even if his ostensibly 
not being put her public frc.:eclom on other grounds. 
On all grounds, at any rate, the relation between Kate 
and freedom, between freedom and Kate, \\·as a differ­
ent one from any he could associate, as to anything, 5 
with the girl who had just left him to prepare to gin: 
herself up to him. It had never struck him before, 
and he moved about the room while he thought of it, 
touchin~ none of the books placed at his disposal. 
Milly was forward, as might be said, but not ach·anccd; 10 
whereas Kate was backwarcl-bacl;1\ ard still, com­
paratively, as an En(::lish :=;irl-and yet ach-ancct1. in a 
high de~rcc. I-Im1·c\-cr-though this didn't straighten 
it out-Kate wa,.., of course, two or three year:-. 
older; which at thei1 time of life considerably 15 
counted. 

Thus ingeniously discriminating, Densher continued 
slowly to wander; yet without keeping at bay for long 
the sense again that his corner was trnned. It was so 
turned that he felt himself to have lost c\"cn tlw option 20 
of taking advantage of Milly's absence to retrace his 
steps. 1f he rnir.;ht have turned tail, vulgarly :-peak­
ing, five minutes before, he couldn't turn tail now; he 
must simply wait there with his consciou.,ness charf..,ed 
to the brim. Quickly enough, moreover, that issue 25 
was closed from without; in the course of three 
minutes more l\Iiss Thcale's servant had returned. 
He preceded a visitor, whom he had met, obviously, 
at the foot of the stairs, and whom, throwing open the 
door, he loudly announced as Miss Croy. Kate, on 30 
following hirn in, stopped short at sight of Densher­
only after an instant, as the young man saw, with free 
amusement, not from surprise, and still less from dis­
comfiture. Densher immediately gave his explanation 
- Miss Thea le had gone to prepare to drive - on 3 5 
receipt of which the servant effaced himself. 

'And you 're going with her?' Kate asked. 
'Yes-with your approval ; which 1 've taken, as 

you sec, for granted.' 39 

5 associate, as] associate or cultivate, as N 

19-20 again that his corner was turned. It was so turned that he felt 
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'Oh,' she laughed,' my approval is complete l' She 
was thoroughly consi<;tcnt and handsome about it. 

' \Vhat I mean is of course,' he went on-for he was 
sensibly affected by her gaiety-' at your so lively 
instigation.' 

She had looked about the room-she might have 
been vaguely looking· for sit:;ns of the duration, of the 
character, of his visit, a momentary aid in taking a 
decision. 'Well, instigation then, :ts much as you like.' 
She treated it as pleasant, th~~ success of her plea with 
him ; she made a frc,;h joke of 1his Jircct impre:osion of 
it. •So much so ac, that? Do you know I think I 
won't wait?' 

• Not to sec lwr---aftcr cuming?' 
'\Vell, with you ir. the field---! I c.m1e for news of 

her, but she must be all rid1t. If ::chc is--' 
But he took her straight' up. ' Ah, how do I know?' 

He was moved to :;av more. •It's not I who am 
responsible for her, my dear. It .'ieems to me it's you.' 
She struck him :i.s making light of a matter that had 
been costing him sundry qualms; so that they 
couldn't both be quite just. Either she was too easy 
or he had been too auxious. He didn't \Vant, at all 
events, to feel a fool for that. 'I'm doing nothing-­
and shall not, I assure you, do anything but what I'm 
told.' 

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

' She assures me she's in perfect health.' 
Kate's interest pew. ' J knew she would.' On 

which she added: 'lt won't have been really for illness 
that she stayed away last nig-ht.' 

' For what then? ' 
'Well-for nervou:::.t1css.' 

39 'Nervousness about what?' 
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'Oh, you know!' She spoke with a hint of im­
patience, smiling, however, the next moment. ' I 've 
told you that.' 

He looked at her to recover in her face what she had 
told him; then it was as if what he saw there prompted 5 
him to say: 'What have you told lier?' 

She gave him her controlled smile, and it was all as 
if they rcmem bered wherc they were, liable to surprise, 
talking with softened voices, even stretching their 
opportunity, by such talk, beyond~ quite right ft.:elin~;. 10 
Milly's ronm would bL: cl<i"c at hand, :tncl yet they 
were say1n;-: thinl"'>---' For a moment, none the !cs~, 
they kept it up. 'Ask lier, if yuu like; you 're f1cc-­
she '11 tell ymL J\ct as you think !JL:st; don't trouble 
about what you think 1 may, or mayn't, have told. 15 
I'm all right with her,' said Kate. 'So there you arc.' 

'Ifyou mean lure 1 am,' he answercu, 'it's unmistake­
able. If you also mean that her believing in you is 
all I have to do with, you 're so far right as that she 
certainly does believe in you ' 20 

'\Vell, then, take example by her.' 
'She's really <loin~ it for you,' Dcnsher continued. 

'She's driving me out for you.' 
'\Veil, then,' said Kate, with her soft tranquillity, 

'you can do it a little for lzer. I 'm not afraid,' she 25 
smiled. 

He stood before her a moment, taking in again the 
face she put on it and affected again, as he hcid already 
so often been, by more things in this face, and in her 
whole person and presence, than he was, to his relief, 30 
obliged to find words for. It wasn't, under such 
impressions, a question of words. 'I do nothing for 
any one in the world but you. But for you I '11 do 
anything.' 

'Good, good,' said Kate. 'That's how I like you.' 35 
He waited again an instant. 'Then you swear to 

it?' 
'To" it"? To what?' 
'Why, that you do "like" me. For it's only for 39 

24 Well, then] In that case N 

39 For it's only] Since it's all N 
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that, you know, that I'm letting you do-well, God 
knows what with me.' 

She gave at this, with a stare, a disheartened gesture 
-the sense of which she immediately further ex­

5 pressed. 'If you don't believe in me then, after all, 
hadn't you better break off, before you've gone 
further?· 

'Break off with you ? · 
'Break off with !\'filly. You might go now,' she said, 

10 'and I 'II stay and t:xplain to her why it is.' 
He wondcred--as if it struck him 'What would you 

say?' 
'Why, that you find you can't :;tand her, and that 

there's nothing for me but to bear with you as I best 
15 may.' 

He considered of this. 'How much do you abuse 
me to her?' 

'Exactly enough. As much as you see by her 
attitude.' 

20 Again he thought. ·It doesn't seem to me I ought 
to mind her attitude.· 

'Well, then, just as you like. I 'II stay and do my 
best for you.' 

He saw she was sincere, was really giving him a 
25 	chance; and that of itself m;:i.d<: thin>;s clearer. The 

feeling of how far he had gone came back to him not 
in repentance, but in this \·cry vi~ion of an escape; 
and it was not of what he had done, but of what Kate 
offered, that he now weighed the consequence. \Von't'Won't A 

JO 	it make her-her not finding me here-be rather 
more sure there's something between us?' 

Kate thought. 'Oh, I don't know. It will of course 
greatly upset her. But you needn't trouble about that. 
She won't die of it.' 

35 'Do you mean she zvi!fr' Densher presently asked. 
'Don't put me questions when you don't believe what 

I say. You make too many conditions.' 
She spoke now with a sort of r.1tional weariness that 

39 made the want of pliancy, the failure to oblige her, 

38 sort] shade N 
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look poor and ugly; so that what it suddenly came back 
to for him was his deficiency in the things a man of 
any taste, so engaged, so enlisted, would have liked to 
make sure of being able: to show-imagination, tact, 
positively even humour. The circumstance is doubt- 5 
less odd, but the truth is none the less that the 
speculation uppermost with him at this juncture was: 
' What if I should begin to bore this creature?' And 
that, within a few seconds, had translated itself. ' If 
you '11 swear again you love me--!' 10 

She looked about, at door and window, as if he were 
asking for more than he said. 'Herc? There's 
nothing between us here,' Kate smiled. 

'Oh, isn't there?' Her smile itself, with this, had so 
settled something for him that he had come to her 15 
pleadingly and holding out his hands, which she 
immediately seized with her own, as if both to check 
him and to keep him. It was by keeping him thus for 
a minute that she did check him ; she held him long 
enough ; while, with their eyes deeply meeting, they 20 
waited in silence for him to recover himself and renew 
his discretion. He coloured, as with a return of the 
sense of where they were, and that g,we her precisely 
one of her usuCJ.l victories, which immediately took 
further form. lly the time he had dropped her hand-; 25 
he had again taken hold, as it were, of :'dilly's. It \\',ls 
not, at any rate, with l\Iilly he had broken. ' I 'II do 
all you wish,' he declared as if to acknO\\ ledge the 
acceptance of his condition that he had, practically, 
after all, drawn from her-a declaration on which she JO 
then, recurring to her first idea, promptlv acted. 

' If you arc as good as that, I go. You 'II tell her 
that, finJing you with her, I wouldn't wait. Say that, 
you know, from yourself. She '11 understand.' 

She had reached the door with it-she was full of 3 5 
decision ; but he had, before she left him. one more 
doubt. 'I don't see how she can understand enough, 
you know, \\'ithout understanding too much.' 

'You don't need to see.' 39 
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He required then a last injunction. 'I must simply 
go it blind? 

'You must simnlv lw !:ind to her.' 
'And leave th1." ,;,.,t h you?' 
'Leave the re•,t to lzrr,' ~aid K<itC disappearing.5 
It came back then afresL to that, as it had come 

before. Milly, three minute" aftt:r Kate had gone, 
returned in her array--her big black hat, so little 
superstitiously in the fa ~hion, her fine black garments 

10 	throughout, the swathir:i:'. of her throat, which Densher 
vaguely tonk for an infinite number of yards of price­
less lace, anc which, its folded fal.irir: kept in place by 
heavy rows of pearls, hung down l·:i her feet like the 
stole of a priestess. He :opokc to her at once of their 

15 friend's visit and flight. 'She hadn't known she would 
find me,' he said---am1 sa.id a: present without difficulty. 
His corner was 50 turned that it wa"n't a question of a 
word more or !cs·'· 

She took this account of the matter as quite 
20 	 sufficient; she ~~los~cd over \Vhatc\'cr might be awk­

ward. 'I ':-n 'iony-·--but J. of r·rJur:,e, often sec lu:r.' He 
frlt the di'.crim1n«tion in his favour. and how it 
justified Kate. Thi·; \\'cts !:'.filly's lone when the matter 
was left to her. \Vcll, it should now be wholly left. 

17 His corner was so turned] He had so rounded his corner N 
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XXII 

WHEN Kate an<l Dcnsher abandoned her to l\1rs. 
Stringham on the day of her meeting them together 
and bringing them into luncheon, J\Iilly, face to face 
with that companion, had had one of those moments 
in which the warned, the anxious fighter of the battle 
of life, as if once again feeling for the sword at his side. 
carries his hand straight to the quarter of his courage. 
She laid hers firmly on her heart, and the two women 
stood there showing each other a strange face. Susan 
Shepherd had received their great doctor's visit, which 
had been clearly no small affair for her; but Milly 
had since then, with insistence, kept standing, as 
against communication and betrayal, as she now 
practically confessed, the barrier of their invited 
guests. 'You've been too dear. With what I sec 
you 're full of, you treated them beautifuily. Isn't 
Kate charming when she wants to be?' 

Poor Susie's expression, contrnding at first. as in a 
high, fine spasm, with different dangers, had now quite 
let itself go. She had to make an effort to reach a 
point in space already so remote. 'Miss Croy? Oh, 
she was pleasant and clever. She knew,' Mrs. String-
ham added. ' She knew.' 

Milly braced herself-but conscious, above all, for 
the moment. of a high compassion for her mate. She 
made her out as struggling-struggling in all her 
nature against the betrayal of pity, which in itself, 
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given her nature, could only be a torment. Milly 
gathered from the struggle how much there was of 
the pity, and how therefore it was both in her tender­
ness and in her consci('.nce that Mrs. Stringham

5 suffered. \Vonde;rful and beautiful it was that this 
impression instantly steadied the girl. Ruefully ask­
ing hei;self on what ba::,is of ea->e, with the drop of 
their barrier, they were to find themselves together, 
she felt the question met with a relief that was almost 

10 joy. The basis, the inevitable b~v;is. was that she was 
going ~o be ·-;orry fur Su·;ic, who, to all appearance, 
had been condt.:mnccl, in ~''much 111ore uncomfortable 
a manner, to be sorry for lffr. l\I rs. Stringham's sorrow 
woulJ hurt l\Irs. Strin~~·b.tm ; but huw could her own 

15 ever hurt? She h,td, the pol)r ~~irl, at all events, on 
the spot, five minutes oi cxalt;1ticm in which she turned 
the tables on her friend with a pass of the hand, a 
gesture of an energy that made a wind in the air. 
'Kate knew,' she asked. 'that you were foll of Sir 

20 Luke Strett?' 
'She spoke of nothing-, hut she was gentle and nice; 

she seemed to want to help me through.' \i\'hich the 
good lady had no sooner said, however, than she 
almo5t tragically gasped at herself. She glared at Milly 

25 with a pretenclccl l'\uck. · \Vhat I mean is th;:i,t she saw 
one had been taken up with ;;orrn.:thin~. \Vhen l say she 
knows I should qy she's a persrm who guesses.' And 
her grimace wa·. also, on its side, heroic. ·But she 
doesn't matter, l\Jilly.' 

JO The girl felt she by this time could face anything. 
' Nobody matters, Susie-nobody.' \Vhich her next 
words, however, r.ather rnntradictccl. 'Did he take it 
ill that I wasn't here to ~ce him? Wasn't it really 
just what he wanted-to have it out, so much more 

35 simply, with_vou?' 
'We didn't have anything "out," Milly,' Mr~. String­

ham delicately quavered. 
'Didn't he awfully like yon,' !\I illy went on, 'and 

didn't he think you the most charming person I could39 

http:Strin~~�b.tm
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possibly have referred him to for an account of me? 
Didn't you hit it off tremendously together and in 
fact fall quite in love, so that it will really be a great 
advantage for you to have me as a common ground? 
You 're going to make, I can sec, no end of a good 5 
thing of me.' 

'My own child, my own child ! ' Mrs. Stringham 
pleadingly murmured ; yet showing as she did so that 
she feared the effect even of deprecation. 

'Isn't he beautiful and good too himsclf?-alto- 10 
gether, whatever he may say, a lovely acquaintance to 
have made? You 're just the right people for mc---I 
see it now ; and do you know what, bctv,;ccn you, you 
must do?' Then as Susie still but stared, wondcr­
struck and holding herself: ' You must simply see me 15 
through. Any way you choose. Make it out together. 
I, on my side, will be beautiful too, and we'll be-the 
three of us, with whatever others, oh, as many as the 
case requires, any one you like !-a sight for the gods. 
I '11 be as easy for you as carrying a feather.' Susie 20 
took it for a moment in such silence that her young 
friend almost saw her - and scarcely withheld the 
observation-as taking it for 'a part of the disease.' 
This accordinf:'."ly helped Milly to be, as she judged, 
definite and wise. 'He is, at any rate, awfully interest- 25 
ing, isn't he ?-which is so much to the good. \Ve 
haven't at least-as we might have, with the way we 
tumbled into it-got hold of one of the dreary.' 

'Interesting, dearest?'-Mrs. Stringham felt her feet 
firmer. ' I don't know if he's interesting or not: but 30 
I do know, my own,' she continued to qua\'er, 'that 
he's just as much interested as you could possibly 
desire.' 

'Certainly-that's it. Like all the world.' 
' No, my precious, not like all the world. Very 3 5 

much more deeply and intelligently.' 
'Ah, there you are ! ' Milly laughed. 'That's the 

way, Susie, I want you. So "buck" up, my dear. 
We'll have beautiful times with him. Don't worry.' 39 
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' I'm not worrying, Milly.' And poor Susie's face 
registered the sublimity of her lie. 

It was at this that, too sharply penetrated, her com­
panion went to her, met by her with an embrace in 
which things were said that exceeded speech. Each 
held and clasped the other as if to console her for this 
unnamed woe, the woe for Mrs. Stringham of learn­
ing the torment of helplessness, the woe for Milly 
of having her, at such a time, to think of. Milly's 
assumption was immense, and the difficulty for her 
friend was that of not being able to gainsay it with­
out bringing it more to the proof than tenderness and 
vagueness could permit. Nothing in fact came to the 
proof between them but that they could thus cling to-
gether-except indeed that, as we have indicated, the 
pledge of protection and support was all the younger 
woman's own. ' I don't ask you,' she presently said, 
'what he told you for yourself, nor what he told you 
to tell me, nor how he took it, really, that I had left 
him to you, nor what passed between you about me in 
any way. It wasn't to get that out of you that I took 
my means to make sure of your meeting freely-for 
there are things I don't want to know. I shall see him 
again and again, and I shall know more than enough. 
All I do want is that you shall see me through on his 
basis, whatever it is; which it's enough-for the pur­
pose-that you yourself should know: that is with 
him to show you how. I '11 make it charming for you 
-that's what I mean ; I '11 keep you up to it in such 
a way that half the time you won't know you 're doing 
it. And for that you 're to rest upon me. There. 
It's understood. We keep each other going, and you 
may absolutely feel of me that I shan't break down. 
So, with the way you haven't so much as a dig of the 
elbow to fear, how could you be safer?' _ 

'He told me I can help you--of course, he told me 
that,' Susie, on her side, eagerly contended. 'Why 
shouldn't he, and for what else have I come·out with 

39 you? But he told me nothing dreadful-nothing, 
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nothing, nothing,' the poor lady passionately pro­
tested. 'Only that you must do as you like and as he 
tells you-which is just simply to do as you like.' 

'I must keep in sight of him. I must from time to 
time go to him. But that 's of course doing as I like. 
It's lucky,' Milly smilt:d, 'that I like going to him.' 

Mrs. Stringham was here in agreement; she gave a 
clutch at the account of their situation that most showed 
it as workable. 'That's what will be charming for me, 
and what I 'm sure he really wants of me-to help 
you to do as you like.' 

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

' Oh, I think you '11 find some,' Mrs. Stringham more 
bravely said. 'I think there arc some-as for instance 
just this one. I mean,' she explained, 'really having 
us so.' 

Milly thought. '] ust as I wanted you, comfortable 
about !tim, and him the same about you? Yes-I 
shall get the good of it.' 

Susan Shepherd appeared to wander from this into 
a slight confusion. '\~'hich of them are you talking 
of? I 

Milly wondered an instant-then had a light. ' I'm 
not talking of 1\'Ir. Dcnsher.' \Vith which moreover 
she showed amusement. 'Though if you can be com­
fortable about l\Ir. Densher too, so much the Detter.' 

'Oh, you meant Sir Luke Strett? Certainly, he's 
a fine type. Do you know,' Susie continued, 'whom 
he reminds me of? Of our great man-Dr. Buttrick 
of Boston.' 

Milly recognised Di-. Buttrick of Boston, but she 
dropped him after a tributary pause. '\Vhat do you 
think, now that you've seen him, of Mr. Densher?' 

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

Milly remained smiling at her, though putting on a 39 
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little the manner of a k:11hcr with a pupil. 'Well, 
that will do for the iii st ti1n<~. J l1twt! done,' she went 
on, 'what I wanted.' 

'Then that's all we wan·. Yo11 ~ee there are plenty 
of things.' 

Milly shook her head for the ·plenty.' 'The best is 
not to know-that includes them all. I don't-I don't 
know. Nothing about anyth;ng--except that you 're 
with me. Remember that, please. There won't be 
anything that, on my side, for you, I shall forget. So 
it's all right.' 

The effect of it by this time: w t:; fairly, as intended, 
to sustain Susie who dropiJ(«1 in c0 pite of her:iclf into 
the reassurincr. 'l\Iu~;l LTrtainh· it's all rir1 ht. I think 
you ought to~unclcrsl,rnd th~'t l;e secs no ;~ason--' 

'Why I shouldn't lian: ,, grand long life?' Milly 
had taken it strai~ht up as if to undcr,~tand it and for a 
moment consider it. But sht~ rli:-ipt1s1.;d of it otherwise. 
'Oh, of course, I know !llrlt.' Sbc: spoke as if her 
friend's point were small. 

Mrs. Stringham tri·.·<l to rnlarge it. 'Well, what I 
mean is that he didn't say to me anything that he 
hasn't said to vour.oclf.' 

'Really?- f would in hi~: place.' She might have 
been di-.,,1ppc•intcc1, but '"ht~ h:1d her !.;uoci humour. 'Ile 
tells me to liue ·-and :ohc odJlv limited the word. 

It left Susie a little at sc,1: 'Then what <lo you 
want more?' 

'My dear,' the girl presently said, ' I don't "want," as 
I assure you, anything. Still,' she added,' I am living. 
Oh yes, I'm living.' 

It put them again face t0 face, but it had wound 
Mrs. Stringham up. 'So am [ then, you '11 see!'­
she spoke with the nok of her recovery. Yet it was 
her wisdom now-1:1~:.rni:w bv it as much as she did 
--not to say more th~m tii:;t. ·she 11ad risen by Milly's 
aid to a certain CL1mmand of what wac; before them ; 
the ten minute,; of their t,dk had, in fact, made her 
more distinctly aware of the presence in her mind of a 
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new idea. It was really perhaps an old idea with a 
new value ; it had at all events begun during the last 
hour, though at first but feebly, to shine with a special 
light. That was because, in the morning, darkness had 
so suddenly descended-a sufficient shade of night to 
bring out the power of a star. The dusk might be 
thick yet, but the sky had comparatively cleared ; and 
Susan Shepherd's star, from this time on, continued to 
twinkle for her. It was for the moment, after her 
passage with Milly, the one spark left in the heavens. 
She recognised, as she continued to watch it, that it 
had really been set there by Sir Luke Strett's vi~it and 
that the impressions immediately following had Jone 
no more than fix it. :Milly's reappearance with Mr. 
Densher at her heels--or, so oddly perhaps, at Miss 
Croy's heels, Miss Croy being at Milly's-had con­
tributed to this effect, though it was only with the 
lapse of the grcJter obscurity that Susie made that out. 
The obscurity had reigned during the hour of their 
friends' visit, faintly clearing indeed while, in one of 
the rooms, Kate Croy's remarkable advance to her 
intensified the fact that Milly and the young man were 
conjoined in the other. If it hadn't acquired on the 
spot all the intensity of which it was capable, this was 
because the p0or lady still sat in her primary gloom, 
the gloom the great benignant doctor had practicalJy 
left behind him. 

The intensity the circumstance in ques~ion mig!zt 
wear to the informed imagination would have been 
sufficiently revealed for us, no doubt-and with other 
things to our purpose-in two or three of those 
confidential passages with Mrs. Lowder that she now 
permitted herself. She had not yet been so glad that 
she believed in her old friend ; for if she had not had, at 
such a pass, somebody or other to believe in she would 
certainly have stumbled by the way. Discretion had 
ceased to consist of silence ; silence was gross and 
thick; whereas wisdom should taper, however tremu­
lously, to a point. She betook herself to Lancaster Gate 
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the morning- afrcr the colloquy just noted ; and there, 
in Maud Manning-ham's own sanctum, sht; gradually 
found relief in giving an account of herself. An 
account of herself was one· of the things that she had 

5 long been in the ha.Lit of cxp~·ctmg herself regularly to 
give-the regularity depend in:;· •J( course much on such 
tests of merit as mi~ht, by iaws beyond her control, 
rise in her path. She never spared herself in short a 
proper sharpncs-s of conception of how she had behaved, 

10 and it was a statement that she for the most part found 
herself able to make. \\"hat :1..i.d happened at present 
was that nothing, as she fdt, was left of her to report 
to; she was ..i.ll too sunk in the inevitable and the abys­
mal. To gin:- .111 account of hcr:;elf ~he rnu~,t give it to 

15 somebody else, and her first in•;talmcnt of it to her 
hostess Wil:> that ~he mu·.;t pkase Jct her cry. She 
couldn't cry, with Milly in observation, at the hotel, 
which she h,td accord 1nGIY ld"t for that purpo~e; and the 
power happily came to her with the good opportunity. 

20 She cried and cried at first-she confined herself to 
that; it was for the time the best statement of her 
business. :Mrs. Lowder morr~over intelligently took it 
as such, thout;h knocking off a note or two more, as she 
said, while Susie sat near her table. She could resist 

25 the cont.igion of tears, but her patience did justice 
to her visitor's mo5t vivid plea for it. ' I shall never 
be able, you know, to cry <lgain--at least not ever with 
her; so I must tikc it out when l can. Even if she 
does herself, it won't be for me to ~ive way; for what 

30 	would that be but a confession of despair? I'm 
not with her for that-I'm with her to be regularly 
sublime. Besides, Milly won't cry herself.' 

'I'm sure I hope,' said Mrs.\Lowder,' that she won't 
have occasion to.' 

3 5 'She won't even if she does h;,ve occasion. She 
won't own't shed a tear. There's something that will preventA 

her.' 
'Oh!' said Mrs. Lowder. 

39 •Yes, her pride,' Mrs. Stringham explained in spite 
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of her friend's doubt, a!id it was with this that her 
communication tock consistent form. It .hz,d never 
been pride, Maud Manningham had hinted, that kept 
her from crying when other things m,:dc for it; it had 
only be('l1 tint these same thin[J"s, at such times, made 
still rnoic fo: b1.1~ine~s, arra.nge~ent.;, correspondence, 
the rin:;ing of bells, the marshalling uf servants, the 
takiug cf de._ ·,ions. 'I might be crying now,' she said, 
'if 1 wcrcn\ writing· letters '-and this quite without 
harshnc-;s for her anxious companion, to whom she 
allowed just the administrative margin for differer.c,~. 
She had interrupted her no more than she would have 
interrupted ilit.: piano-tuner. It gave pooi Susie time; 
and when J\I r:;_ Lowder, to ;;a\·e appear,rnccs and catch 
the po;,t, haJ, with her addressed and ;,tamped notes, 
met at the dCJor of the room the footman summoned 
by the pressure of a knob, the facts of the case were 
sufficiently ready for her. It took but two or three, 
however, given their importance, to lay the ground for 
the great onc--l\Trs. Stringham's interview of the day 
before with Sir Luke, who had wished to see her about 
Milly. 

'He had wished it himself?' 
'I think he was glad of it. Clearly indeed he was. 

He stayed a quarter of an hour. I could see that for 
ltim it was long. He's interested,' said Mrs. Stringham. 

'Do you mean in her case?' 
'He says it isn't a case.' 
'What then is it?' 
'It isn't, at least,' Mrs. Stringham explained, 'the 

case she believed it to be-thought it at any rate m(P;ilt 
be-when, without my knowledge, she went to see him. 
She went because there was something she was afraid 
of, and he exrtmincd her thoroughly-he has made sure. 
She's wrong-she hasn't what she thought.' 

'And what did she think?' Mrs. Lowder demanded. 

'He didn't tell me.' 

' And you didn't ask?' 

'I asked nothing,' said poor Susie-' I only took 
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what he gave me. He gave me no more than he had 
to-he was beautiful,' she went on. 'He is, thank God, 
interested.' 

' He must have been interested in you, dear,' Maud 
Manningham observed with l::ndness. 

Her visitor met it with c.rndour. ' Yes, love, I think 
he £s. I mean that he see.;; wh::i.t he can do with me.' 

Mrs. Lowder took it rightly. 'For lzer.' 
'For her. Anytbi11g in the world he will or he must. 

He can use me to the last bone, and he likes at least 
that. He s.1ys the zrcat thing for her is to be happy.' 

'It's surely the great thing for every one. \Vhy, 
therefore,' l\Irs. Lowder handsomely asked, 'should we 
cry so hard about it ? ' 

'Only,' poor Susie wailed,' that it's so strange, so 
beyond us I mean if she can't be.' 

'She must be.' Mrs. Lowder knew no impossibles. 
' She sltall be.' 

'Well-if you 'I! help. He thinks, you know, we can 
help.' 

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

'That she must be made so-that's the point. It 
seemed enough, as he told me,' Mrs. Stringham went 
on; 'he makes it, somehow, such a grand, possible affair.' 

'Ah, well, if he makes it possible!' 

'I mean especially he makes it grand. He gave it 


to me, that is, as my part. The rest's his own.' 
'And what is the rest?' Mrs. Lowder asked. 
' I don't know. His business. He means to keep 

hold of her.' 
'Then why do you say it isn't a "case?" It must 

39 be very much of one.' 

26 lap] apron N 



BOOK SEVENTH 341 

Everything in Mrs. Stringham confessed to the 
extent of it. ' It's only that it isn't the case she herself 
supposed.' 

'It's another?' 
' It's another.' 5 
'Examining her for what she supposed, he finds 

something else ? ' 
'Something else.' 
' And what does he find ? ' 
'Ah,' Mrs. Stringham cried, ' God keep me from 10 

knowing!' 
' He didn't tell you that?' 
But poor Susie had recovered herself. 'What I 

mean is that if it's there I shall know in time. He's 
considering, but I can trust him for it-because he 15 
does, I feel, trust me. He's considering,' she repeated. 

' He's, in other words, not sure?' 
'Well, he's watching. I think that's what he 

means. She's to get away now, but to come back to 
him in three months.' 15 

'Then I think,' said Maud Lowder, 'that he oughtn't 
meanwhile to scare us.' 

It roused Susie a little, Susie being already enrolled 
in the great doctor's cause. This came out at least in 
her glimmer of reproach. 'Does it scare us to enlist 25 
us for her happiness ? ' 

Mrs. Lowder was rather stiff for it. 'Yes ; it scares 
me. I'm always scared-I may call it so-till I under­
stand. What happiness is he talking about?' 

Mrs. Stringham at this came straight. ' Oh, you 25 
know!' 

She had really said it so that her friend had to take 
it; which the latter in fact, after a moment, showed 
herself as having done. A strange light humour in 
the matter even perhaps suddenly aiding, she met it 35 
with a certain accommodation. ' Well, say one seems 
to see. The point is--' But, fairly too full now of 
her question, she dropped. 

'The point is will it cure?' 39 
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'Precisely. Is it absolutely a remedy-the specific?' 
'Well, I should think we might know!' Mrs. String­

ham delicately declareJ. 
'Ah, but we haven't the complaint.' 
'Have you ne\·cr, dearest, been in love?' Susan 

Shepherd inquired. 
'Yes, my child; hul. not by the doctor's direction.' 
Maud Manninghd.m had spoken perforce with a 

break into momentary mirth, which operated - and 
happily too-as a challenge to her visitor's spirit. 
'Oh, of course we don't ask his leave to fall. But it's 
somethinf~ to know he thinks il good for u~.' 

'My dear woman,' Mrs. Lowder cried, 'it strikes me 
we know it without him. So that when tltat 's all he 
has to tell us---!' 

'Ah,' Mrs. Stringham interposed, 'it isn't all. I feel 
Sir Luke will have more; he won't have put me off 
with anythinr; inadequate. I 'm to see him again ; he 
as good as told me that he 'II wish it. So it won't be 
for nothing.' 

'Then what will it be for? Do you mean he has 
somebody of his own to propose? Do you mean you 
told him nothing?' 

Mrs. Stringham dealt with these questions. ' I 
showed him I understood him. That was all I could 
do. I didn't feel at liberty to be explicit; but I felt, 
even though his visit so upset me, the comfort of what 
I had from you night before last.' 

'What I spoke to you of in the carriage when we 
had left her with Kate?' 

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

' Of course I've been magnificent. When,' asked 
Maud Manningharn, 'was I anything else? But 
Milly won't be, you know, if she marries Merton 
Densher.' 

'Oh, it's always magnificent to marry the man one39 
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loves. But we 're gl)ing fast ! ' Mrs. Stringham woe­
fully smiled. 

' The thing is to go fast if I sec the case right. 
What had I, after all, but my instinct of that on coming 
back with you, night before last, to pick up Kate? I 5 
felt what I felt-I knew in my bones the man had 
returned.' 

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

' I shall sec him immediately '-Mrs. Lowder took it 10 
up with decision. 'What is then,' she asked, 'your 
impression ? ' 

Mrs. Stringham's irnpression seemed lost in her 
doubts. 'How can he ever care for her?' 

Her companion, in her companion's heavy manner, 15 
sat on it. 'By being put in the way of it.' 

' For God's sake then,' Mrs. Stringham wailed, 'put 
him in the way. You have him, one feels, in your 
hand.' 

Maud Lowder's eyes at this rested on her friend's. 20 
'Is that your impression of him?' 

'It's my impression, dearest, of you. You handle 
every one.' 

Mrs. Lowder's eyes still rested, and Susan Shepherd 
now felt, for a wonder, not less sincere by seeing that 25 
she pleased her. But there was a great limitation. 'I 
don't handle Kate.' 

It suggested something that her visitor had not yet 
had from her-something the sense of which made 
Mrs. Stringham gasp. 'Do you mean Kate cares for 30 
lzim?' 

That fact the lady of Lancaster Gate had up to this 
moment, as we know, enshrouded, and her friend's 
quick question had produced a change in her face. 
She blinked-then looked at the question hard ; after 3 5 
which, whether she had inadvertently betrayed herself 
or had only taken a decision and then been affected by 
the quality of Mrs. Stringham's surprise, she accepted 
all results. What took place in her for Susan Shepherd 39 
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was not simply that she made the best of them, but 
that she suddenly saw more in them to her purpose 
than she could have imagined. A certain impatience 
in fact marked in her this transition : she had been 

5 keeping back, very hard, an important truth, and 
wouldn't have liked to hear that she had not concealed 
it cleverly. Susie nevertheless felt herself passing as 
something of a fool with her for not having thought of 
it. What Susie indeed, however, most thought of at 

10 	present, in the quick, new light of it, was the wonder 
of Kate's dissimulation. She had time for that view <­
while she waited for an answer to her cry. ' Kate 
thinks she cares. But she's mistaken. And no one 
knows it.' These things, distinct and responsible, were 

15 	 Mrs. Lowder's retort. Yet they were not all of it. 
' You don't know it-that must be your line. Or 
rather your line must be that you deny it utterly.' 

'Deny that she cares for him?' 
'Deny that she so much as thinks that she does. 

20 Positively and absolutely. Deny that you've so much 
as heard of it. 

Susie faced this new duty. 'To Milly, you mean­
if she asks?' 

'To Milly, naturally..No one else will ask.' 
25 'Well,' said Mrs. Stringham after a moment,' Milly 

won't.' 
Mrs. Lowder wondered. ' Are you sure? ' 
'Yes, the more I think of it. And luckily for me. I 

lie badly.' 
JO 'I lie well, thank God,' Mrs. Lowder almost snorted, 

'when, as sometimes will happen, there's nothing else 
so good. One must always do the best. But without 
lies then,' she went on, 'perhaps we can work it out.' 
Her interest had risen ; her friend saw her as, within 

35 some minutes, more enrolled and inflamed-presently 
felt in her what had made the difference. Mrs. 
Stringham, it was true, descried this at the time but 
dimly; she only made out at first that Maud had found 

39 	a reason for helping her. The reason was that, 

7-8 passing as something] pass as not a little N 
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strangely, she might help Maud too, for which she i1uw 

desired to profess herself ready even to lying. \Vhat 
really perhaps most came out for her w;\s that her 
hostess was a little dic,appointed at her doubt of the 
social solidity of this appliance; and that in turn was 5 
to become a steadier light. The truth about Kate's 
delusion, as her aunt presented it, the delu:-,ion about 
the state of her affections, which might be removed-
this was apparently the ground on which they now 
might more intimately meet. Mrs. Stringham saw 10 
herself recruited for the removal of Kate's delusion-by 
arts, however, in truth, that she as yet quite failed to 
compass. Or was it perhaps to be only for the removal 
of Mr. Dcnsher's ?--success in which indeed might 
entail other successes. Before that job, unfortunately, 15 
her heart had already failed. She felt that she believed 
in her bones what Miily believed, and what would now 
make working for Milly such a dreadful upward tug. 
All this, within her, was confusedly present-a cloud 
of questions out of which Maud l\1anningham's large 20 
seated self loomed, however, as a mass more and more 
definite, taking in fact for the consultative relation 
something of the form of an oracle. From the oracle 
the sound die! come--or at any rate the sense did, a 
sense all acconhnt with the insufl1ation she l1ad just 25 
seen working. •Y cs,' 1.hc sense was, ' I 'II help you for 
Milly because if that comes off I shall be helped, by 
its doing so, for Kate '-a view into which Mrs. 
Stringham could now sufficiently enter. She found 
herself of a sudden, strange to say, quite willing to 30 
operate to Kate's harm, or at least to Kate's good as Mrs. 
Lowder with a noble anxiety measured it. She found 
herself in short not caring what became of Kate-only 
convinced at bottom of the predominance of Kate's 
star. Kate wasn't in danger, Kate wasn't pathetic ; 3 5 
Kate Croy, whatever happened, would take care of 
Kate Croy. She saw moreover by this time that her 
friend was travelling even beyond her own speed. Mrs. 
Lowder had already, in mind, drafted a rough plan of 39 
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action, a plan vividly enough thrown off, as she said : 
'You must stay on a few days, and you must immedi­
ately, both of you, meet him at dinner.' In addition 
to which Maud claimed the merit of having by an 

. instinct of pity, of prescient wisdom, done much, two 
nights before, to prepare that ground. 'The poor child, 
when I was with her there while you were getting 
your shawl, quite gave herself away to me.' 

' Oh, I remember how you afterwards put it to me. 
Though it \vas nothing more,' Susie did herself the 
justice to observe, 'than what I too had quite felt.' 

But Mrs. Lowder fronted her so on this that she 
wondered what she had said. ' I suppose I ought to be 
edified at what yon can so beautifully give up.' 

'Give;! up?' Mrs Stringham echoed. 'Why, I give 
up nothing-I cling.' 

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

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

Mrs. Stringham's tone in these last words gave so 
fully her meaning that Mrs. Lowder could but show 
herself as taking it in. They sat a moment longer 
confronted on it. ' Her having what she does want? ' 

' If it will do anything for her.' 
Mrs. Lowder seemed to think what it might do; but 

she spoke for the instant of something else. 'It does 
provoke me a bit, you know-for of course I'm a brute. 
And I had thought of all sorts of things. Yet it 

39 doesn't prevent the fact that we must be decent.' 
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'We must take her '-Mrs. Stringham carried that 
out-' as she is.' 

'And we must take Mr. Densher as he is.' \Vith 
which Mrs. Lowder gave a sombre laugh. ' It's a 
pity he isn't better!' 

''Nell, if he were better,' her friend rejoined, 'you 
would have liked him for your niece; and in that case 
Milly would interfere. l mean,' Susie added,' interfere 
with )'OU.' 

'She interferes with me as it is-not that it matters 
now. But I saw Kate and hcr--rcally ,1s soon as you 
came to me-~ct up side hy side. I c:aw your girl---I 
don't mind tcllinf; y011---hdpi11~~ my ~;irl; and when I 
say that,' l\l r:-.. Lowder continuccl, 'you '11 probably put 
in for yourself that it was p,1rt of tlw reason of my 
welcome to you. So you sec what I give up. l do 
give it up: But when I take that line,' she further set 
forth, 'l take it handsomely. So good-bye to it all. 
Good-day to Mrs. Densher ! Heavens!' she growled. 

Susie held li.erself a minute. ' Even as Mrs. Densher 
my girl will be somebody.' 

'Yes, she won't be nobody. Besides,' said Mrs. 
Lowder, 'we 're talking in the air.' 

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

'It's nevertheless interesting.' And Mrs. Lowder 
had another thought. 'He's not quite nobody either.' 
It brought her back to the question she had already 
put and which her friend had not at the time met. 
' What, in fact, do you make of him ? ' 

Susan Shepherd, at this, for reasons not clear even 
to hei;self, was moved a little to caution. So she 
remained general. 'Ik 's charming.' 

She had met l\lrs. Lowder's eyes with that extreme 
pointedness in her own to which people resort when 
they arc not quite candid-a circumstance tliat had its 
effect. ' Yes ; he's charming.' 

The effect of the words, however, was equally 
marked; they almost determined in l\Irs. Stringham a 39 
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return of amusement. ' I thought you didn't like 
him!' 

' I don't like him for Kate.' 

5 
•But you don't like him for Milly either.' 
Mrs. Stringham rose as• she spoke, and her friend also 

got up. ' I like him, my dear, for myself.' 
'Then that's the best way of all.' 
''\Veil, it's one way. He's not good enough for my 

niece, and he's not good enough for you. One's an 
10 aunt, one's a wretch and one's a fool.' 

'Oh, I'm not-not either,' Susie declared. 
But her companion kept on. 'One lives for others. 

You do that. If I were living for myself I shouldn't at 
all mind him.' 

15 But Mrs. Stringham was sturdier. 'Ah, if I find him 
charming it's however I 'm living.' 

Well, it broke Mrs. Lowder down. She hung fire 
but an instant, giving herself away with a laugh. 'Of 
course he's all right in himself.' 

z:> 'That's all I contend,' Susie said with more reserve: 
and the note in question-what Merton Densher was 

23 
'in himself '-closed practically, with some inconse­
quence, this first of their councils. 
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IT had at least made the difference for them, they 
could feel, of an informed state in respect to the great 
doctor, whom they were now to take as watching, 
waiting, studyin:;;, or at ;my rak as proposing to him­
self some such process before he should make up 
his mind. i\T rs. Strin~ham undL:rstood him as con­
sidering the matlcr meeinwhile in a spirit that, on this 
same occa-.;ion, at Lancaster Gate, she had come back 
to a rough notation of before retiring. She followed 
the course of his reckoning. If what they had talked 
of could happen-if i\Tilly, that is, could have her 
thoughts taken off herself-it wouldn't do any harm 
and might cottce;\·ably do much :.;;ood. If it couldn't 
happen-if, anxiously, though tactfully working, they 
themselves, conjoined, could do nothing to contribute 
to it-they would be in no worse a box than before. 
Only in this bttcr case the f;irl would have had her 
free range for the summer, for the autumn ; she would 
have done her best in the sense enjoined on her, and, 
coming back at the end to her eminent man, would­
besides having more to show him-find him more ready 
to go on with her. It was visible further to Susan 
Shepherd-as well as being ground for a second report 
to her old fricnd--that Milly did her part for a 
working view of the general case, inasmuch as she 
mentioned frankly and promptly that she meant to go 
and say good-bye <:o Sir Luke Strett and thank him. 
She even specified what she was to thank him for, his 
having been so easy about her behaviour. 

'You sec I didn't know that-for the liberty I took 
-I shouldn't aftcrn·ards get a stiff note from him.' .30 

340 
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So much Milly had said to her, and it had made her 
a trifle rash. ' Oh, you 'II never get a stiff note from 
him in your life.' 

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

'Well, because he doesn't regard it as a trick. He 
could understand your action. It's all right, you see.' 

'Yes-I do see. It t's all right. He's easier with 
me than with any one else, because that's the way to 
let me down. He's only making believe, and I 'm not 
worth hauling up.' 

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

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

'He doesn't pity you,' Susie earnestly reasoned. 
' He just-the same as any one else-likes you.' 

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

'Why not, if he wants to work for you?' 
Milly gave her another look, but this time a 

wonderful smile. 'Ah, there you are ! ' Mrs. String­
ham coloured, for there indeed she was again. But 
Milly let her off. 'Work for me, all the same-work 
.for me! It is of course what I want.' Then, as usual, 
she embraced her friend. 'I'm not going to be as nasty 
as this to ht'm.' 

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

Milly's assent to which, after an instant, gave her 
the last word. 'No, so that people can take any­
thing from me.' And what Mrs. Stringham did indeed 
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resignedly take after this was the absence, on her 
part, of any account of :.he visit then p<iid. It was 
the beginning in fact, between them, of an odd inde­
pendence-an independence positively of action and 
custom-on the subject of Milly's future. They went 5 
their separate ways, with the girl's intense assent; 
this being really nothing but what she had so wonder­
fully put in her plea for after Mrs. String·ham's first 
encounter with Sir Luke. She fairly favoured the idea 
that Susie had or was to have other encounters- 10 
private, pointed, personal ; she favoured every idea, 
but most of all the idea that she herself \\'as to go on 
as if nothing were the matter. Since she was to be 
worked for, that would be her way; and though her 
companion learned from herself nothing of it, that 15 
was in the event her way with her medical adviser. 
She put her visit to him on the simplest ground ; she 
had just come to tell him how touched she had been 
by his goodnature. This required little explaining, 
for, as Mrs. Stringham had said, he quite understood, 20 
he could but reply that it was all right. 

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

'So each one of them thinks-of all the others. 
But so I also think,' l\Iilly went on, 'of all of them 25 
together. You 're excellent for each other. And it's 
in that way, I dare say, that you 're best for me.' 

There came to her on this occasion one of the 
strangest of her impressions, which was at the same 
time one of the finest of her alarms--the glimmer of a 30 
vision that if she should go, as it were, too far, she 
might perhap~ deprive their relation of facility if not 
of value. Going too far was failing to try at least to 
remain simple. He would be quite ready to hate her 
if she did, by heading him off at every point, embarrass 35 
his exercise of a kindness that, no doubt, in a way, 
constituted for him a high method. Susie wouldn't 
hate her because Susie positively wanted to suffer for 
her; Susie had a noble idea that she might somehow 39 
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so do her good. Such, however, was not the way in 
which the greatest of London doctors was to be 
expected to wish to do it. He wouldn't have time 
even if he should wish ; whereby, in a word, Milly felt 

5 herself intimately warned. Face to face there with 
her smooth, strong director, she enjoyed at a given 
moment quite such another lift of feeling as she had 
known in her crucial talk with Susie. It came round 
to the same thing ; him too she would help to help her 

10 if that could possibly be ; but if it couldn't possibly 
be she would assist also to make this right. It wouldn't 
have taken many minutes more, on the basis in ques­
tion, almcst to reverse for her their characters of 
patient and physician. What was he, in fact, but 

15 patient, what was she but physician, from the moment 
she embraced once for all th~ necessity, adopted once 
for all the policy, of saving him alarms about her 
subtlety? She would leave the subtlety to him; he 
would enjoy his use of it; and she herself, no doubt, 

20 would in time enjoy his enjoyment. She went so far 
as to imagine that the inward success of these reflec­
tions flushed her for the minute, to his eyes, with a 
certain bloom, a comparative appearance of health; 
and what verily next occurred was that he gave colour 

25 	 to the presumption. 'Every little helps, no doubt!'­
he noticed good-humouredly her harmless sally. 'But, 
help or no help, you 're looking, you know, remarkably 
well.' 

'Oh, I thought I was,' she answered; and it was as 
30 	 if already she saw his line. Only she wondered what 

he would have guessed. If he had guessed anything 
at all it would be rather remarkable of him. As for 
what there was to guess, he couldn't-if this was pre­
sent to him'-have arrived at it save by his own acute­

35 	 ness. This acuteness was therefore immense; and if it 
supplied the subtlety she thought of leaving him to, 
his portion would be none so bad. Neither, for that 
matter, would hers be-which she was even actually 

39 	 enjoying. She wondered if really then there mightn't 

4 	 even if he should] even should he N 
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be something for her. She hadn't been sure in coming-
to him that she was 'better,' and he hadn't used, he 
would be awfully careful not to u,c, that comp rornisin'._; 
term about her ; in spite of all of which she would 
have been ready to say, for the amiable sympathy of 
it, 'Yes, I must be,' for he had this unaided scnse of 
something that had happened to her. It was a sense 
unaided, because who could have told him of any­
thing? Susie, she was certain, hacl not yet seen hi"rn 
again, and there were things it \\'as impossible she 
could have tolcl him the first time. Since such Wcl.S his 
penetration, therefore, why shouldn't she gracefully, in 
recognition of it, accept the new circumstance, the one 
he was clearly wanting to congratulate her on, as a 
sufficient came? If one nursed a cause tenderly 
enough it might produce an effect; and this, to begin 
with, would lie a way of nursing. 'You gave me the 
other day,' she went on, 'plenty to think over, and 
I've been doing that-thinking it over-quite as 
you'll have probably w:shed me. I think I must be 
pretty easy to treat,' she smiled, 'since you've already 
done me so much good.' 

The only obstacle to reciprocity with him was that 
he looked in advance so closely related to all one's 
possibilities that one missed the pleasure of really 
improving it. 'Oh no, you 're extremely difficult to 
treat. I 've need with you, I assure you, of all my 
wit.' 

'Well, I mean, I do come up.' She hadn't mean­
while a bit believed in his answer, convinced as she 
was that if she fwd been difficult it would be the last 
thing he would have told her. 'I 'm doing,' she said, 
'as I like.' 

'Then it's as I like. But you must really, though 
we 're having such a decent month, get straight away.' 
In pursuance of which, when she had replied with 
promptitude that her departure-for the Tyrol and 
then for Venice-was quite fixed for the fourteenth, 
he took her up with alacrity. 'For Venice? That's 39 
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perfect, for we shall meet there. I 've a dream of it for 
October, when I 'm hoping for three weeks off; three 
weeks during which, if I can get them clear, my niece, 
a young person who has quite the whip hand of me, is 
to take me where she prefers. I heard from her only 
yesterday that she expects to prefer Venice.' 

'That's lovely then. I shall expect you there. And 
anything that, in advance or in any way, I can do for 
you--!' 

'Oh, thank you. My niece, I seem to feel, does for 
me. But it will be capital to find you there.' 

'I think it ought to make you feel,' she said after a 
moment, ' that I am easy to treat.' 

But he shook his head again; he wouldn't have it. 
'You've not come to that yet.' 

'One has to be so bad for it?' 
'Well, I don't think I've ever come to it-to "ease" 

of treatment. I doubt if it's possible. I 've not, if it 
is, found any one bad enough. The ease, you see, is 
for you.' 

'I see-I see.' 
They had an odd, friendly but perhaps the least bit 

awkward pause on it; after which Sir Luke asked: 
'And that clever lady-she goes with you?' 

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

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

'Well-of everything.' 
'Ah then,' he laughed, 'you 're in luck. The end of 

everything is far off. This, you know, I 'm hoping,' 
said Sir Luke, 'is only the beginning.' And the next 
question he risked might have been a part of his hope. 
'Just you and she together?' 

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

He thought a moment. ' You 'II be four women 
together then ? ' 
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'Ah,' said :'1lilly, 'we 're widows and orphans. But I 
think,' she added as if to say ;:lut she :;aw would 
reassure him, 'that we shall not be unattractin:, as we 
move, to ~;<.:ntlernen. \\'hen you talk of "life" I 
suppose yuu mean, mainly, gentlemen.' 

' \Vhen I talk of "life,"' he made answer after a 
moment during which he might have been appreciating 
her raciness-·' when I talk of life I think I mean more 
than anything else the beautiful show of it, in its 
freshness, made by youn~ persons of your age. So go 
on a·; you arc. I see more and more /1o~u you are. 
You can't,' he went so far as to say for pleasantness, 
' better it.· 

Sh<.: took it from him with a great show of peace. 
'One of our companions will be l\liss Croy, who came 
with me here first. It 's in lier that life is splcndicl ; 
and a part of that is e\·en that she's devoted to me. 
But she's, above all, ma~nificent in herself. So that if 
you'd like,' she freely th,;cw out, 'to sec her--' 

'Oh, I shall like to o;cc any one who's devoted to 
you, for, clearly, it will be jolly to be" in" it. So that 
if she 's to be at Ven ice I sl1all sec her?' 

'\Ve must arrange it-I shan't fail. She moreover 
has a frie:1d who may also be there '-!\lilly found 
herself goinfc; on to this. 'He's likely to come, I 
believe, for he always follows her.' 

Sir Luke wondered. ·You mean they 're lovers?' 
'He is,' Milly smiled ; ·but not she. She doesn't 

care for him.' 
Sir Luke took an interest. ' What's the matter with 

him?' 
'Nothing but that she doesn't like him.' 
Sir Luke kept it up. 'Is he all right?' 
'Oh, he's very nice. Indeed he's remarkably so.' 
'And he's to be in Venice)' 
' So she tells me she fears. For if he is there he ']] 

be constantly about with her.' 
'And she '11 be constantly about with you?' 
'As we 're great friends-yes.' 39 
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' Well, then,' said Sir Luke, 'you won't be four 
women alone.' 

'Oh, no; I recognise the chance of gentlemen. But 
he won't,' Milly pursued in the same wondrous way, 
' have come, you see, for me.' 

'No-I see. But can't you help him?' 
'Can't you?' Milly after a moment quaintly asked. 

Then for the joke of it she explained. ' I'm putting 
you, you see, in relation with my entourage.' 

It might have been for the joke of it too, by this 
time, that her eminent friend fell in. ' But if this 
gentleman isn't of your entourage? I mean if he's 
of- what do you call her?- Miss Cray's. Unless 
indeed you also take a11 interest in him.' 

'Oh, certainly I take an interest in him ! ' 
' You think there may be then some chance for 

him?' 
' I like him,' said Milly, 'enough to hope so.' 
'Then that's all right. But what, pray,' Sir Luke 

next asked, 'have I to do with him?' 
'Nothing,' said Milly, 'except that if you 're to be 

there, so may he be. And also that we shan't in that 
case be simply four dreary women.' 

He considered her as if at this point she a little 
tried his patience. ' You 're the least "dreary" woman 
I 've ever, ever seen. Ever, do you know? There's 
no reason why you shouldn't have a really splendid 
life.' 

'So every one tells me,' she promptly returned. 
'The conviction-strong already when I had seen 

you once-is strengthened in me by having seen 
your friend. There's no doubt about it. The world's 
before you.' 

'What did my friend tell you ? ' Milly asked. 
'Nothing that wouldn't have given you pleasure. 

We talked about you-and freely. I don't deny that. 
But it shows me I don't require of you the impossible.' 

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

3 I recognise] I quite recognise N 
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'Nothing, for you,' he went on,· is impossible. So 
go on.' He repeated it again-wanting her so to feel 
that to-day ht:: saw it. 'You 're all right.' 

'Well,' she smiled-' keep me so.' 
'Oh, you '11 get away from me.' 
'Keep me, keep me,' she simply continued with her 

gentle eyes on him. 
She had given him her hand for good-bye, and he 

thus for a moment did keep her. Something then, 
while he seemed to think if there were anything more, 
came back to him; though something of which there 
was not too much to be made. 'Of course if there's 
anything- l cm: do for your friend : I mean the gentle­
man yon spcal: of--' He gave out in short that he 
was ready. 

'Oh, Mr. Dcnshcr?' It was as if she had forgotten. 
'Mr. Densher-is that his name?' 
'Yes-but his case isn't so dreadful.' She had 

within a minute got away from that. 
'No doubt-if J'Ozt tal~e an interest.' She had got 

away, but it was as if be made out in her eyes­
though they also had rather got away-a reason for 
calling her back. 'Still, if there's anything one can 
do--?' 

She looked at him while she thought. while she 
smiled. ' I'm afraid there's really nothing one can 
d~ ~ 
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NOT yet so much as thi:; morning had she felt her­
self ~ink in~o possession; ~~ratt:ful!y glad that the 
warmth of the southern summer was still in the 
high, fl.arid room,,, f;.tlati,d chambers where hard, cool 
pavement.; to.:i]; r<-1lcctions in their Jifeloug polish, and 
where the ~,un (>11 thL'. stirred sea-water, flickering up 
through open winc'.uw", pLyL:u o\·cr the painteu 'sub­
j.::cts' in the spknd:c1 cc·ii111~~s--mcdallions of purple 
and brown, ot hraH: old melancholy colour, medals as 
of old rl.'.ddrned Lold, em\wssccl and beribboned, all 
toned with time and all flourished and scolloped and 
gilded about, set in their great moulded and figured 
concavity (a nest ,,f white cherubs, friendly creatures 
of the air), and ap1 •recici.ted by the aid of that second 
tier of smaller lights, ~tr;iight openings to the front, 
which did everything, even with the Baedekers and 
photographs of l\'Iilly',.; party drcadfully meeting the 
eye, to make of tlic pl:J.cl.'. an apartment of state. This 
at last only, though she had enjoyed the palace for 
three weeks, seerm:d to count as effective occupation; 
perhaps because it was the first time she had been 
alone-really to cali alone-since she had left London, 
her first full and unembarrassed sense of what the 
great Eugenio had done for her. The great Eugenio, 
recommended by grand-dukes a!ld Americans, had 
entered her service during the last hours of all-had 
crµsscd from Pafr;, aitu multiplied pourparlcrs with 
Mrs. Strinzham, tc-J wliom :;he had allowed more than 
ever a free hand, on purpose to escort her to the con­
tinent and encomp.1ss her <.here, ~ind had dedicated to 
her, from the moment of their meeting, all the treasures 
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of his experience. She h.1d jud~~nl hi111 in adv:u1cc, 
polyglot and universal, vny clear and vc1y clcq•, ac, 
probably but a swindler li11i;,hed to the fingn-tip;,; fl,r 
he was forcvn carryini; one wc11-kq•t l tali.ui hand tc1 
his heart a"nd plunging the other ;;t1 aight int<J her 
pocket, which, as ~he had instantly oho,cn cJ him to 
recognise, fitted it like a glove. The remarkable thing 
was that thc,,c clements of their common conscious­
ness had rapidly gathered into an indestructible link, 
formed the ground of a happy 1cla ti1)ll ; being by this 
time, stran~;ely, grotesquely, delightfu:ly, what most 
kept up conflclcnce between them .rnJ what most 
cxp1es"cd it. 

She had seen quickly enough wh:i.t w:1;; h;1;ipcning­
the usual thin;; again, yet once again. Eugenio had, 
in an interview of five minutes, understood her, had 
got hold, like all the world, of the idea not ~o much of 
the care with "·hich she must be taken up as of the 
ease with which she must be let down. All the world 
understood her, all the world had ~ot hold; uut for 
nobody yet, shL· felt, would the idea have been so close 
a tie or won from herself so patient a surrender. Grace­
fully, respectfully, cousumrnately cnuu~h-ahva} s with 
hands in positi,)n ;md the louk, in his thick, neat, white 
hair, smooth, 1.tt Ltcc a11d bL1ck, prnfc.;~io11:il, almo;,t 
theatrical eyes, as of ;,ome famous tenor gro\\"n too old 
to make love, but with an art still to make moncy­
did he, on occasion, convey to her that ~he \ms, of all 
the clients of his gloriouc; career, the one in whom his 
interest was most personal and paternal. The others 
had come in the way of business, but for her his senti­
ment was special. Confidence rested thus on her 
completely belie,·ing- that: there was nothing- of which 
she fcl t more sure. It passed be~ \\"ccn them en ry 
time they conversed ; he was abysmal, but this intimacy 
lived on the surface. He had taken his place already 
for her amon::; those who were to see her throu:..;h, and 
meditation ranked him, in the constant perspective, for 
the final function, side by side with poor Susie·-- whom 
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she was now pityinr: more than ever for having to be 
herself so sorry and to say so little about it. Eugenio 
had the gencrJ.l Ltd of a rc:,iduary legatee-which was 
a character that could be definitely worn; whereas she 

5 could see Smic, in the: event of her death, in no character 
at all, Susie being in::.istcntly, exclusively concerned in 
her mere make-shift duration. This principle, for that 
matter, Milly at present, with a renewed flare of fancy, 
felt that she should herself have liked to believe in. 

10 Eugenio h;:id really done for her more than he probably 
knew-he didn't after all know everything-in having, 
for the wind-up of the autumn, on a weak word from 
her, so admirably, so pc:rfcctly established her. Her 
weak word, as a zcneral hint, had been: 'At Venice, 

15 pkasc, if possihk, no drt'adfnl, no vulgar hotel; but, if 
it can he ~!t all 1n.1r«1~~cd-- you know what I mean­
somc fine old rooms, wholly inckpcndent, for a series 
of months. l'lcntr of them, too, and the more interest­
ing the bc:tter: part of a paL1ce, historic and picturesque, 

20 	but strictly irwclorous, where we shall be to ourselves, 
with a couk, don't you kno'v ?-with servants, frescoes, 
tapestries, antiquities, the thorough make-believe of 
a settlement.' 

The proof of how he better and better understood 
25 	her was in all the place ; as to his masterly acquisition 

of which she had from the first asked no questions. 
She had shown him enoug-h what she thought of it, 
and her forbearance pleased him ; with the part of the 
transaction that mainly concerned her she would soon 

JO enough become acquainted, and his connection with 
such values as she would then find noted could scarce 
help growing, as it were, still more residuary. Charm­
ing people, conscious Ven ice-lovers, evidently, had 
given up their house to her, and had tled to a distance, 

35 to other countries, to hide their blushes alike over 
what they had, howcvl.'.r briefly, alienated, and over 
what they had, however durably, gained. They had 
preserved and consecrated, and she now-her part of 

39 it was shamclcss-appropri,lted and enjoyed. Palazzo 
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Leporelli held its history still in its great lap, even like 
a painted idol, a solemn puppet hung about with 
decorations. Hung about with pictures and relics, the 
rich Venetian past, the ineffaceable character, was here 
the presence revered and served : which brings us 
back to our truth of a moment ago-the fact that, 
more than ever, this October morning, awkward novice 
though she might be, Milly moved slowly to and fro 
as the priestess of the worship. Certainly it came 
from the sweet taste of solitude, caught again and 
cherished for the hour; always a need of her nature, 
moreover, when things spoke to her with penetration. 
It was mostly in stillness that they spoke to her best; 
amid voices she lost the sense. Voices had surrounded 
her for weeks, and she had tried to listen, had culti­
vated them and had answered back ; these had been 
weeks in which there were other things they might 
well prevent her from hearing. More than the prospect 
had at first promised or threatened, she had felt her­
self going on in a crowd and with a multiplied escort; 
the four ladies pictured by her to Sir Luke Strett as a 
phalanx comparatively closed and detached had in 
fact proved a rolling snowball, condemned from day 
to day to cover more ground. Susan Shepherd had 
compared this portion of the girl's excursion to the 
Empress Catherine's famous progress across the steppes 
of Russia; improvised settlements appeared at each 
turn of the road, villagers waiting with addresses 
drawn up in the language of London. Old friends, in 
fine, were in ambush, Mrs. Lowder's, Kate Croy's, her 
own ; when the addresses were not in the language 
of London they were in the more insistent idioms of 
the American centres. The current was swollen even 
by Susie's social connections; so that there were days, 
at hotels, at Dolomite picnics, on lake steamers, when 
she could almost repay to aunt Maud and Kate, with 
interest, the debt contracted by the London 'success' 
to which they had opened the door. 

Mrs. Lowder's success and Kate's, amid the shock 
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of Milly's and Mrs. Stringham's compatriots, failed but 
little, really, of the concert-pitch; it had gone almost 
as fast as the boom, over the sea, of the last great 
native novel. Those ladies were 'so different'­
different, observably enough, from the ladies so 
appraising them ; it being, throughout, a case mainly 
of ladies, of a dozen at once, sometimes, in Milly's 
apartment, pointing, also at once, that moral and many 
others. Milly's companions were acclaimed not only 
as perfectly fascinating in themselves, the nicest people 
yet known to the acclaimers, but as obvious helping 
hands, socially speaking, for the eccentric young 
woman, evident initiators and smoothers of her path, 
possible subduers of her eccentricity. Short intervals, 
to her own sense, stood now for great differences, and 
this renewed inhalation of her native air had somehow 
left her to feel that she already, that she mainly, struck 
the compatriot as queer and dissociated. She moved 
such a critic, it woul_d appear, as to rather an odd 
suspicion, a benevolence induced by a want of com­
plete trust: all of which showed her in the light of a 
person too plain and too ill-clothed for a thorough 
good time, and yet too rich and too befriended-an 
intuitive cunning within her managing this last-for a 
thorough bad one. The compatriots, in short, by what 
she made out, approved her friends for their expert 
wisdom with her; in spite of which judicial sagacity 
it was the compatriots who recorded themselves as the 
innocent parties. She saw things in these days that 
she had never seen before, and she couldn't have said 
why save on a principle too terrible to name; whereby 
she saw that neither Lancaster Gate was what New 
York took it for, nor New York what Lancaster Gate 
fondly fancied it in coquetting with the plan of a series 
of American visits. The plan might have been, humor­
ously, on Mrs. Lowder's part, for the improvement ofher 
social position-and it had verily, in that direction, 
lights that were perhaps but half-a-century too prompt; 
at all of which Kate Croy assisted with the cool, con­
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trolled facility that went so well, as the others said, 
with her particular kind of good looks, the kind that 
led you to expect the person enjoying them would 
dispose of disputations, speculations, aspirations, in a 
few very neatly and brightly uttered words, so simpli­
fied in sense, however, that they sounded, even when 
guiltless, like rather aggravated slang. It wasn't that 
Kate hadn't pretended too that sire would like to go to 
America; it was only that with this young woman 
Milly had constantly proceeded, and more than ever of 
late, on the theory of intimate confessions, private, frank 
ironies that made up for their public grimaces and 
amid which, face to face, they wearily put off the 
mask. 

These puttings-off of the mask had finally quite 
become the form taken by their moments together, 
moments indeed not increasingly frequent and not 
prolonged, thanks to the consciousness of fatigue on 
Milly's side whenever, as she herself expressed it, she 
got out of harness. They flourished their masks, the 
independent pair, as they might have flourished Spanish 
fans; they smiled and sighed on removing them ; but the 
gesture, the smiles, the sighs, strangely enough, might 
have been suspected the greatest reality in the business. 
Strangely enough, we say, for the volume of effusion in 
general would have been found by either, on measure­
ment, to be scarce proportional to the paraphernalia of 
relief. It was when they called each other's attention 
to their ceasing to pretend, it was then that what they 
were keeping back was most in the air. There was a 
difference, no doubt, anti mainly -to Kate's advantage: 
Milly didn't quite sec what her friend could keep back, 
was possessed of, in fine, that would be so subject to 
retention; whereas it was comparatively plain sailing 
for Kate that poor Milly had a treasure to hide. This 
was not the treasure of a shy, abject affection-con­
cealment, on that head, belonging to quite another 
phase of such states ; it was much rather a principle of 
pride relatively bold and hard, a principle that played 39 
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up like a fine steel spring at the lightest pressure of 
too near a footfall. Thus insuperably guarded was the 
truth about the girl's own conception of her validity ; 
thus was a wondering, pitying sister condemned wist­
fully to look at her from the far side of the moat she 
had dug round her tower. Certain aspects of the 
connection of these young women show for us, such is 
the twilight that gathers about them, in the likeness 
of some dim scene in a Maeterlinck play; we have 
positively the image, in the delicate dusk, of the figures 
so associated and yet so opposed, so mutually watch­
ful : that of the angular, pale princess, ostrich-plumed, 
black-robed, hung about with amulets, reminders, relics, 
mainly seated, mainly still, and that of the upright, 
restless, slow-circling lady of her court, who exchanges 
with her, across the black water streaked with evening 
gleams, fitful questions and answers. The upright 
lady, with thick, dark braids down her back, drawing 
over the grass a more embroidered train, makes the 
whole circuit, and makes it again, and the broken talk, 
brief and sparingly allusive, seems more to cover than 
to free their sense. This is because, when it fairly 
comes to not having others to consider, they meet in 
an air that appears rather anxiously to wait for their 
words. Such an impression as that was in fact grave, 
and might be tragic ; so that, plainly enough, system­
atically at last, they settled to a care of what they 
said. 

There could be no gross phrasing to Milly, in par­
ticular, of the probability that if she wasn't so proud 
she might be pitied with more comfort-more to the 
person pitying ; there could be no spoken proof, no 
sharper demonstration than the consistently considerate 
attitude, that this marvellous mixture of her weakness 
and of her strength, her peril, if such it were, and her 
option, made her, kept her, irresistibly interesting. 
Kate's predicament in the matter was, after all, very 
much Mrs. Stringham's own, and Susan Shepherd 
herself indeed, in our Maeterlinck picture, might well 
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have hovered in the gloaming by the moat. It may be 
declared for I.Cate, at all events, that her sincerity about 
her friend, through this time, was deep, her compas­
sionate imagination strong ; and that these things gave 
her a virtue, a good conscience, a credibility for herself, 5 
so to speak, that were later to be precious to her. She 
grasped with her keen intelligence the logic of their 
common duplicity, went unassisted through the same 
ordeal as Milly's other hushed follower, easily saw that 
for the girl to be explicit was to betray divinations, 10 
gratitudes, glimpses of the felt contrast between her 
fortune and her fear-all of which would llave contra­
dicted her systematic bravado. That was it, Kate 
wonderingly, saw: to recognise was to bring clown the 
avalanche-the avalanche Milly lived so in watch for 15 
and that might be started by the lightest of breaths; 
though less. possibly the breath of her own stifled 
plaint than that of the vain sympathy, the mere 
helpless, gaping inference of others. With so many 
suppressions as these, therefore, between them, their 20 
withdrawal together to unmask had to fall back, as we 
have hinted, on a nominal motive-which was decently 
represented by a joy at the drop of chatter. Chatter 
had in truth all along attended their steps, but they 
took the despairing view of it on purpose to have 25 
ready, when face to face, some view or other of some­
thing. The relief of getting out of harness-that was 
the moral of their meetings; but the moral of this, 
in turn, was that they couldn't so much as ask each 
other why harness need be worn. Milly wore it as 30 
a general armour. 

She was out of it at present, for some reason, as 
she had not been for weeks ; she was always out 
of it, that is, when alone, and her companions had 
never yet so much as just now affected her as dis- 3 5 
persed and suppressed. It was as if still again, still 
more tacitly and wonderfully, Eugenio had understood 
her, taking it from her without a word, and just 
bravely and brilliantly in the name, for instance, of 39 
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the beautiful day: 'Yes, get me an hour alone; take 
them off-I don't care where; absorb, amuse, detain 
them ; drown them, kill them if you will : so that I 
may just a little, all by myself, see where I am.' 
She was conscious of the dire impatience of it, for 
she gave up Susie as well as the others to him-Susie 
who would have drowned her very self for her; gave 
her up to a mercenary monster through whom she 
thus purchased respites. Strange were the turns of 
life and the moods of weakness ; strange the flickers 
of fancy and the cheats of hope; yet lawful, all the 
same-weren't they ?-those experiments tried with the 
truth that consisted, at the worst, but in practising on 
one's self. She was now playing with the thought that 
Eugenio might inclusively assist her: he had brought 
home to her, and always by remarks that were really 
quite soundless, the conception, hitherto ungrasped, of 
some complete use of her wealth itself, some use of it 
as a counter-move to fate. It had passed between 
them as preposterous that with so much money she 
should just stupidly an<l awkwardly want-any more 
want a life, a career, a consciousness, than want a 
house, a carriage, or a cook. It was as if she had 
had from him a kind of expert professional measure 
of what he was in a position, at a stretch, to under­
take for her; the thoroughness of which, for that 
matter, she could closely compare with a looseness 
on Sir Luke Strett's part that-at least in Palazzo 
Leporelli, when mornings were fine-showed as almost 
amateurish. Sir Luke hadn't said to her 'Pay enough 
money and leave the rest to me '-which was distinctly 
what Eugenio did say. Sir Luke had appeared indeed 
to speak of purchase and payment, but in reference to 
a different sort of cash. Those were amounts not to 
be named nor reckoned, and such moreover as she 
wasn't sure of having at her command. Eugenio-this 
was the difference-could name, could reckon, and 
prices of his kind were things she had never suffered 

39 to scare her. She had been willing, goodness knew, 
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to pay enough for anything, for everything, and here 
was simply a new view of the sufficient quantity. She 
amused herself-for it came to that, since Eugenio was 
there to sign the receipt-with possibilities of meeting 
the bill. She was more prepared than ever to pay 5 
enough, and quite as much as ever to pay too much. 
What else-if such were points at which your most 
trusted servant failed-was the use of being, as the 
dear Susies of earth called you, a princess in a palace? 

She made now, alone, the full circuit of the place, 10 
noble and peaceful \\'hile the summer sea, stirring here 
and there a curtain or an outer blind, breathed into its 
veiled spaces. She had a vision of clinging to it; that 
perhaps Eugenio could manage. She was in it, as 
in the ark of her deluge, and filled with such a tender- 15 
ness for it that why shouldn't this, in common mercy, 
be warrant enough? She would never, never leave it-
she would engage to that; would ask nothing more 
than to sit tight in it and float on and on. The beauty 
and intensity, the real momentary relief of this conceit, 2Q 
reached their climax in the positive purpose to put the 
question to Eugenio on his return as she had not yet 
put it; though the design, it must be added, dropped 
a little when, coming bai:k to the great saloon from 
which she had started on her pensi\'e progress, she 25 
found Lord Mark, of whose arrival in Venice she had 
been unaware, and who had now-while a servant was 
following her through empty rooms-been asked, in 
her absence, to wait. He had waited then, Lord Mark, 
he was waiting-oh, unmistakeably; never before had JO 
he so much struck her as the man to do that on 
occasion with patience, to do it indeed almost as with 
gratitude for the chance, though at the same time with 
a sort of notifying · firmness. The odd thing, as she 
was afterwards to recall, was that her wonder for what 35 
had brought him was not immediate, but ha~ come at 
the end of five minutes; and also, quite incoherently, 
that she felt almost as glad to see him, and almost 
as forgiving of his interruption of her solitude, as 39 
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if he had already been in her thought or acting at 
her suggestion. He was somehow; at the best, the 
end of a respite; one might like him very much, 
and yet feel that his presence tempered precious 

5 solitude more than any other known to one: in spite 
of all of which, as he was neither dear Susie, nor dear 
Kate, nor dear aunt Maud, nor even, for the least, dear 
Eugenio in person, the sight of him did no damage to 
her sense of the dispersal of her friends. She had not 

10 been so thoroughly alone with him since those moments 
of his showing her the great portrait at Matcham, the 
moments that had exactly made the high-water-mark 
of her security, the moments during which her tears 
themselves, those she had been ashamed of, were 

15 the sign of her consciously rounding her protective 
promontory, quitting the blue gulf of comparative 
ignorance and reaching her view of the troubled sea. 
His presence now referred itself to his presence then, 
reminding her how kind he had been, altogether, at 

20 Matcham, and telling her, unexpectedly, at a time 
when she could particularly feel it, that, for such kind­
ness, and for the beauty of what they remembered 
together, she hadn't lost him-quite the contrary. 
To receive him handsomely, to receive him there, to 

25 	 see him interested and charmed, as well, clearly, as 
delighted to have found her without some other person 
to spoil it-these things were so pleasant, for the first 
minutes, that they might have represented on her 
part some happy foreknowledge. 

30 She gave an account of her companions, while he, on 
his side, failed to press her about them, even though 
describing his appearance, so unheralded, as the result 
of an impulse obeyed on the spot. He had been 
shivering at Carlsbad, belated there and blue, when 

35 	 taken by it ; so that, knowing where they all were, 
he had simply caught the first train. He explained 
how he had known where they were ; he had heard­
what more natural ?-from their friends, Milly's and 

39 	 his. He mentioned this betimes, but it was with his 
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mention, singularly, that the girl became conscious of 
her inner question about his reason. She noticed his 
plural, which added to Mrs. Lowder, or added to Kate; 
but she presently noticed also that it didn't affect her 
as explaining. Aunt Maud had written to him ; Kate 5 
apparently-and this was interesting-had written to 
him; but their design presumably hadn't been that he 
should come and sit there as if rather relieved, so far 
as they were concerned, at postponements. He only 
said 'Oh!' and again ' Oh ! ' when she sketched their 10 
probable morning for him, under Eugenio's care and 
Mrs. Stringham's-sounding it quite as if any sugges­
tion that he should overtake them at the Rialto or the 
Bridge of Sighs would leave him temporarily cold. 
This precisely it was that, after a little, operated for 15 
Milly as an obscure but still fairly direct check to 
confidence. He had known where they all were from 
the others, but it was not for the others that, in his 
actual dispositions, he had come. That, strange to 
say, was a pity; for, stranger still to say, she could 20 
have shown him more confidence if he himself had 
had less intention. His intention so chilled her, from 
the moment she found herself divining it, that, just 
for the pleasure of going on with him fairly, just 
for the pleasure of their remembrance together of 25 
Matcham and the Bronzino, the climax of her fortune, 
she could have fallen to pleading with him and to 
reasoning, to undeceiving him in time. There had been, 
for ten minutes, with the directness of her welcome 
to him and the way this clearly pleased him, some- 30 
thing of the grace of amends made, even though he 
couldn't know it-amends for her not having been 
originally sure, for instance at that first dinner of aunt 
Maud's, that he was adequately human. That first 
dinner of aunt Maud's added itself to the hour at 3 5 
Matcham, added itself to other things, to consolidate, 
for her present benevolence, the ease of their relation, 
making it suddenly delightful that he had thus turned 
up. He exclaimed, as he looked about, on the charm 39 

2A 
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of the place: 'What a temple to taste and an expres­
sion of the pride of life, yet, with all that, what a jolly 
lwme ! '-so that, for his entertainment, she could offer 
to walk him about, though she mentioned that she 

5 had just been, for her own purposes, in a general 
prowl, taking everything in more susceptibly than 
before. He embraced her offer without a scruple and 

8 seemed to rejoice that he was to find her susceptible. 
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SHE couldn't have said what it w.:is, in the conclitions, 
that renewed the whole solemnity, but by the end of 
twenty minutes a kind cf wistful hush had fallen upon 
them, as if before something po1~~11:cnt in which her 
visitor also participc1ted. That \l-<ts nothin~, ncrily, 
but the perfection (Jf the ch::urn--or nothin~. rather, 
but their excluded, cli'."inhcritccl "Lttc· in the p1esence 
of it. The charm turned 011 them a f.:ce that was cold 
in its beauty, that wa~ full of a poetry never to be 
theirs, that spoke, with an ironic smile, of a possible 
but forbidden life. It all rolled afresh over l\lilly: 
'Oh, the impossible romance--!' The romance for 
her, yet oncl'. more, would be to sit there for ever, 
through all her time, as in a fortress; and the idea 
became an image of never :-:;oing clown, of remaining 
aloft in the divine, dustless air, where she would hear 
but the plash of the water against stone. The gre;ct 
floor on which they moved was at an ;iltitude, and this 
prompted the rueful fancy. 'Ah, not to go down­
never, never to go down ! ' she strangdy sighed to her 
friend. 

'But why shouldn't you,' he asked, 'with that tre­

mendous old staircase in your court? There ought of 

course always to be people at top and bottom, in 

Veronese costumes, to watch you do it.' 


She shook her head both lightly and mournfully 
enough at his not understanding. 'Not even for 
people in \'nonese costumes. I mean that the 
positive beauty is that one needn't go clown. I 
don't move in fact,' she added-' now. I've not been 
out, you know. I stay up. That's how you happily 
found me.' 32 
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Lord Mark wondered-he was, oh yes, adequately 
human. 'You don't go about?' 

She looked over the place, the storey above the 
apartments in which she had received him, the sala 
corresponding to the sala below and fronting the great 
canal with its gothic arches. The casements between 
the arches were open, the ledge of the balcony broad, 
the sweep of the canal, so overhung, admirable, and 
the flutter toward them of the loose white curtain 
an invitation to she scarce could have said what. But 
there was no mystery, after a moment ; she had never 
felt so invited to anything as to make that, and that 
only, just where she was, her adventure. It would be 
-to this it kept coming back-the adventure of not 
stirring. ' I go about just here.' 

'Do you mean,' Lord Mark presently asked, 'that 
you 're really not well? ' 

They were at the window, pausing, lingering, with 
the fine old faded palaces opposite and the slow 
Adriatic tide beneath ; but after a minute, and 
before she answered, she had closed her eyes to what 
she saw and, unresistingly, dropped her face into her 
arms, which rested on the coping. She had fallen 
to her knees on the cushion of the window-place, 
and she l"eaned there, in a long silence, with her fore­
head down. She knew that her silence was itself too 
straight an answer, but it was beyond her now to say 
that she saw her way. She would have made the 
question itself impossible to others-impossible, for 
example, to such a man as Merton Densher; and she 
could wonder even on the spot what it was a sign 
of in her feeling for Lord Mark that, from his lips, it 
almost tempted her to break down. This was doubt­
less really because she cared for him so little ; to let 
herself go with him thus, suffer his touch to make her 
cup overflow, would be the relief-since it was actually, 
for her nerves, a question of relief-that would cost 
her least. If he had come to her moreover with the 

39 intention she believed, or even if this intention had but 
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b<:.en determined in him by the spell of their situation, 
he mustn't be mistaken about her value-for what 
value did she now have? It throbbed within her as 
she knelt there that she had none at all ; though, 
holding herself, not yet speaking, she tried, even in 
the act, to recover what might be possible of it. With 
that there came to her a light: wouldn't her value, for 
the man who should marry her, be precisely in the 
ravage of her disease? Size mightn't last, but her 
money would. For a man in whom the vision of her 
money should be intense, in whom it should be most 
of the ground for 'making up' to her, any prospective 
failure on her part to be long for this world might 
easily count as a positive attraction. Such a man, 
proposing to please, persuade, secure her, appropriate 
her for such a time, shorter or longer, as nature and 
the doctors should allow, would make the best of her, 
ill, damaged, disagreeable though she might be, for the 
sake of eventual benefits: she being- clearly a person of 
the sort esteemed likely to do the handsome thing by 
a stricken and sorrowing husband. 

She had said to herself betimes, in a general way, that 
whatever habits her youth might form, that of seeing 
an interested suitor in every bush should certainly 
never grow to be one of them-an attitude she had 
early judged as ignoble, as poisonous. She had had 
accordingly, in fact, as little to do with it as possible, 
and she scarce knew why, at the present moment, she 
should have had to catch herself in the act of imputing 
an ugly motive. .It didn't sit, the ugly motive, in Lord 
Mark's cool English eyes; the darker side of it, at any 
rate, showed, to her imagination, but briefly. Suspi­
cion moreover, with this, simplified itself: there was a 
beautiful reason-indeed there were two-why her 
companion's mothre shouldn't matter. One was that 
even should he desire her without a penny she wouldn't 
marry him for the world ; the other was that she felt 
him, after all, perceptively, kindly, very pleasantly and 
humanly, concerned for her. They were also two 39 
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things, his wishing to be well, to be very well, with 
her, and his beginning to feel her as threatened, 
haunted, blighted ; but they were melting together for 
him, making him, by their combination, only the more 

5 sure that, as he probably called it to himself, he liked 
her. That was presently what remained with her-his 
really doing it; and with the natural and proper 
incident of being conciliated by her weakness. Would 

10 
she really have had him-she could ask herself that­
disconcerted or disgusted by it? If he could only be 
touched enough to do what she preferred, not to raise, 
not to press any question, he might render her amuch 

·• 
better service than by merely enabling her to refuse 
him. Again, again it was strange, but he figured to 

15 her for the moment as the one safe sympathiser. It 
would have made her worse to talk to others, but she 
wasn't afraid with him of how he might wince and look 
pale. She would keep him, that is, her one easy 
relation-in the sense of easy for himself. Their 

20 actual outlook had meanwhile such charm, what sur­
rounded them within and without did so much toward 
making appreciative stillness as natural as at the 
opera, that she could consider she had not made him 
hang on her lips when at last, instead of saying if she 

25 were well or ill, she repeated: 'I go about here. I 
don't get tired of it. I never should-it suits me so. 
I adore the place,' she went on, 'and I don't want in 
the least to give it up.' 

.30 
'Neither should I, if I had your luck. Still, with 

that luck, for one's all-! Should you positively 
like to live here?' 

'I think I should like,' said poor Milly after an 
instant, 'to die here.' 

Which made him, precisely, laugh. That was what 
.3 5 she wanted-when a 

pleasant human way, 
person did care: it was the 
without depths of darkness. 

'Oh, it's not good enough for that! That requires 
picking. But can't you keep it? It is, you know, the 

.39 sort of place to see you in ; you carry out the note, fill 
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it, people it, quite by yourself, and you might do 
much worse-I mean for your friends-than show 
yourself here a while, three or four months, every year. 
But it's not my notion for the rest of the time. One 
has quite other uses for you.' 

'What sort of a use for me is it,' she smilingly 
inquired, 'to kill me?' 

'Do you mean we should kill you in England?' 
'Well, I 've seen you, and I 'm afraid. You 're too 

much for me-too many. England bristles with 
questions. This is more, as you say there, my form.' 

'Oho, oho! '-he laughed again as if to humour her. 
'Can't you then buy it-for a price ? Depend upon 
it that they 'II treat, for money. That is, for money 
enough.' 

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

'Ah then, you w ill be alive,' said Lord Mark. 
'Well, not quite extinct perhaps, but shrunken, 

wasted, wizened ; rattling about here like the dried 
kernel of a nut.' 

'Oh,' Lord Mark returned,' we, much as you mis­
trust us, can do better for you than that.' 

'In the sense that you 'II feel it better for me really 
to have it over?' 

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

'Oh yes, I remember everything at Match am. It's 
another life.' 

'Certainly it will be-I mean the kind of thing: 39 
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what I then wanted it to represent for you. Matcham, 
you know,' he continued, 'is symbolic. I think I tried 
to rub that into you a little.' 

She met him with the full memory of what he had 
5 	tried-not an inch, not an ounce of which was lost to 

her. 'What I meant is that it seems a hundred years 
ago.' 

'Oh, for me it comes in lidter. Perhaps a part of 
what make'; me rl"mc•mber it,' he pursued, 'is that I 

10 	was quite aware of what might have been said about 
what I wa~ d"inr,. I wanted you to take it from me 
that I shcrnlcl perhaps be able to look after you­
well, rather bdtcr. Rather better, of course, than 
certain other persons in particular.'

15 'Precisely-than l\Irs. Lowder, than Miss Croy, even 
than Mrs. .Stringham.' 

'Oh, Mrs. Stringham 's all right!' Lord Mark 
promptly amended. 

It amused her, even with what she had else to think 
20 	of; and she could show him, at all events, how little, 

in spite of the hundred years, she had lost what he 
alluded to. The way he was with her at this moment. 
made in fact the other moment so vivid as almost to· 
start again the tears it had started at the time. 'You 

25 	 could do so much for me, yes. I perkctly understood 
you.' 

'I wanted, you sec,' he all the same explained,' to fix 
your confidence; I mean, you know, in the right place.' 

'\Vell, Lord Mark, you did-it's just exactly now, 
JO 	 my confidence, where you put it then. The only 

difference,' said Milly, 'is that I seem now to have no 
use for it. Besides,' she then went on, 'I do seem to 
feel you disµosed to act in a way that would under­
mine it a little.' 

3 5 He took no more notice of these last words than if 
she had not said th.::m, only watching her at present 
as with a gradual new light. 'Are you really in any 
trouble?' 

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

He looked straight at it and then straight over it. 
'It's too monstrous that one can't ask you as a friend 
what one wants so to know.' 

'\Vhat is it you want to know?' She spoke, as by 
a sudden turn, with a slight hardness. 'Do you want 
to know if I'm baJly ill?' 

The sound of it in truth, though from no raising of 
her voice, invc';tcd the idea with a kind of terror, but a 
terror all for othc'rs. Lord Mark winced anrl flushcd­
clcarly couJJ11't help it; but he kept his attitude 
together and spoke with even unwonted vivacity. 'Do 
you imagine I can see you suffer and not say a 
word?' 

'You won't sec me suffer-don't be afraid. I shan't 
be a public nuisance. That's why I should ha\'e liked 
tliis: it's so beautiful in itself, and yet it's out of the 
gangway. You won't know anything about anything,' 
she added ; and then, as if to make with decision an 
end,' And you do•t't ! No, not even you.' He faced 
her through it with the remains of his expression, and 
she saw him as clearly--for hz'm-bewildered ; which 
made her wi~l1 to be sure not to have been unkind. 
She would be kind once for all ; that would be the 
end. 'I'm very badly ill.' 

'And you don't do anything?' 
'I do everything. Everything 's thz's,' she smiled; 

' I'm doing it now. One can't do more than live.' 
'Ah, than live in the right way, no. But is that 

what you do? Why haven't you advice?' 
He had looked about at the rococo elegance as if 

there were fifty things it dirln't give h<'r, so that he 
suggested with urgency the most ab;,cnt. But she 
met his remeclv with a smile. 'I've the best advice in 
the world. I ·;n acting under it now. I act upon it in 
receiving you, in talking with you thus. One can't, as 
I tell you, do more than live.' 39 
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'Oh, live!' Lord Mark ejaculated. 
'Well, it's immense for me.' She finally spoke as if 

for amusement; now that she had uttered her truth, 
that he had learnt it from herself as no· one had yet

5 	 done, her emotion had, by the fact, dried up. There 
she was; but it was as if she would never speak again. 
' I shan't,' she added, 'have missed everything.' 

'Why should you have missed anyt/1ing-?' She felt, 
as he sounded this, to what, within the minute, he had 

10 made up his mind. 'You 're the person in the world 
for whom that's least necessary; for whom one would 
call it in fact most impossible; for whom "missing" 
at all will surely require an extraordinary amount of 
misplaced goodwill. Since you believe in advice, for 

15 God's sake take mine. l know what you want.' 
Oh, she knew he would know it. But she had 

brought it on herself-or almost. Yet she spoke with 
kindness. 'I think I want not to be too much worried.' 

'You want to be adored.' It came at last straight. 
20 	 'Nothing would worry you less. I mean as I shall do 

it. It is so '-he firmly kept it up. 'You 're not loved 
enough.' 

' Enough for what, Lord Mark ? ' 
'Why, to get the full good of it.' 

25 Well, she didn't after all mock at h1m. 'I see what 
you mean. That full good of it which consists in 
finding one's self forced to love in return.' She had 
grasped it, but she hesitated. 'Your idea is that I 
might find myself forced to love you?' _ 

JO 'Oh, "forced"-- ! ' He was so fine and so expert, 
so awake to anything the least ridiculous, and of a 
type with which the preaching of passion somehow so 
ill consorted-he was so much all these things that he 
had absolutely to take account of them himself. And 

35 he did so, in a single intonation, beautifully. Milly 
liked him again, liked him for such shades as that, 
liked him so that it was woeful to see him spoiling 
it, and still more woeful to have to rank him among 

39 those minor charms of existence that she gasped, at 
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moments, to remember she must give up. 'Is it 111­

conceivablc to you that you might try?' 
'To be so favourably affected by you--?' 
'To believe in me. To believe in me,' Lord Mark 

repeated. 5 
Again she hesitated. 'To "try'' in return for your 

trying?' 
'Oh, I shouldn't have to!' he quickly declared. 

The prompt, neat accent, however, his manner of dis­
posing of her question, failed of real expression, as 10 
he himself, the next moment, intelligently, helplessly, 
almost comically saw-a failure pointed moreover by 
the laugh into which Milly was immediately startled. 
As a suggestion to her of a healing and uplifting 
passion it was in truth deficient; it wouldn't do as 15 
the communication of a force that should sweep them 
both away. And the beauty of him was that he too, 
even in the act of persuasion, of self-persuasion, could 
understand that, and could thereby show but the 
better as fitting- into the pleasant commerce of pro- 20 
sperity. The way she let him see that she looked at 
him was a thing to shut him out, of itself, from services 
of danger, a thing that made a discrimination against 
him never yet made-made at least to any conscious­
ness of his own. Born to float in a sustaining air, this 25 
would be his first encounter with a judgment formed 
in the sinister light of tragedy. The gathering dusk 
of her personal world presented itself to him, in her 
eyes, as an element in which it was vain for him to 
pretend he could find himself at home, since it was 30 
charged with depressions and with dooms, with the 
chill of the losing game. Almost without her needing 
to speak, and simply by the fact that there could be, 
in such a case, no decent substitute for a felt intensity, 
he had to take it from her that practically he was 3 5 
afraid-whether afraid to protest falsely enough, or 
only afraid of what might be eventually disagreeable 
in a compromised alliance, being a minor question. 
She believed she made out besides, wonderiul girl, 39 
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that he had never quite expected to have to protest, 
about anything, beyond his natural convenience­
more, in fine, than his disposition and habits, his edu­
cation as well, his personal vwycns in short, permitted. 
His predicament was therefore one he couldn't like, 
and also one she willingly would have spared him had 
he not brought it on himself. No man, she was quite 
aware, could enjoy thus having it from her that he was 
not good for what she would have called her reality. 
It wouldn't have taken much more to enable her posi­
tively to make out in him that he was virtually capable 
of hinting-had his innermost feeling spoken-at the 
propriety rather, in his interest, of some cutting down, 
some dressing up, of the offensive real. He would 
meet that half-\\"ay, but the real must also meet lzim. 
Milly's sense of it for herself, which was so conspicu­
ously, so financially supported, couldn't, or wouldn't, 
so accommodate him, and the perception of that fairly 
showed in his face, after a moment, like the smart of 
a blow. It had marked the one minute during which 
he could again be touching to her. By the time he had 
tried once more, after all, to insist, he had quite ceased 
to be so. 

By this time she had turned from their window to 
make a diversion, had walked him through other 
rooms, appealing again to the inner charm of the 
place, going even so far for that purpose as to point 
afresh her independent moral, to repeat that if one 
only had such a house for one's own and loved it and 
cherished it enough, it would pay one back in kind, 
would close one in from harm. He quite grasped for 
the quarter of an hour the perch she held out to him­
grasped it with one hand, that is, while she felt him 
attached to his own clue with the other; he was by no 
means either so sore or so stupid, to do him all justice, 
as not to be able to behave more or less as if nothing 
had happened. It was one of his merits, to which she 
did justice too, that both his native and his acquired 

39 notion of behaviour rested on the general assumption 
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that nothing-nothing to make a deadly difference for 
him-ever could happen. It was, socially, a working 
view like another, and it saw them easily enough 
through the greater part of the rest of their adventure. 
Downstairs, again, however, with the limit of his stay 
in sight, the sign of his smarting, when all was said, 
reappeared for her, breaking out moreover, with an 
effect of strangeness, in another quite possibly sincere 
allusion to her state of health. He might, for that 
matter, have been seeing what he could do in the way 
of making it a grievance that she should snub him for 
a charity, on his own pa1t, exquisitely roused. 'It's 
true, you know, all the same, and I don't care a straw 
for your trying to freeze one up.' He seemed to show 
her, poor man, bravely, how little he cared. 'Every­
body knows affection often makes things out when 
indifference doesn't notice. And that's why 1 know 
that I notice.' 

'Are you sure you've got it right?' the girl smiled. 
'I thought rather that affection was supposed to be 
blind.' 

'Blind to faults, not to beauties,' Lord Mark 
promptly rejoined. 

'And are my extremely private worries, my entirely 
domestic complications, which I'm ashamed to have 
given you a glimpse of-are they beauties?' 

'Yes, for those who care for you-as every one does. 
Everything about you is a beauty. Besides which I 
don't believe,' he declared, 'in the seriousness of what 
you tell me. It's too absurd you should have any 
trouble about which something can't be done. If you 
can't get the right thing-, who can, in all the world, I 
should like to know? You 're the first young woman 
of your time. I mean what I say.' He looked, to do 
him justice, quite as if he did; not ardent, but clear-
simply so competent, in such a position, to compare, 
that his quiet assertion had the force not so much 
perhaps of a tribute as of a warrant. 'Vle 're all in 
love with you. I'll put it that way, dropping any 39 
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claim of my own, if you can bear it better. I speak as 
one of the lot. You weren't born simply to torment 
us-you were born to make us happy. Therefore you 
must listen to us.' 

5 She shook her head with her slowness, but this time 
with all her mildness. 'No, I mustn't listen to you­
that 's just what I mustn't do. The reason is, please, 
that it simply kills me. I must be as attached to 
you as you will, since you give that lovely account of 

10 yourselves. I give you in return the fullest possible 
belief of what it would be--' And she pulled up 
a little. ' I give and give and give-there you are ; 
stick to me as close as you like, and see if I don't. 
Only I can't listen or receive or accept-I can't agree. 

15 I can't make a bargain. I can't really. You must 
believe that from me. It's all I 've wanted to say to 
you, and why should it spoil anything?' 

He let her question fall-though clearly, it might 
have seemed, because, for reasons or for none, there 

20 was so much that was spoiled. 'You want somebody 
of your own.' He came back, whether in good faith 
or in bad, to that; and it made her repeat her head­
shake. He kept it up as if h;s faith were of the best. 
'You want somebody, you want somebody.'

25 She was to wonder afterwards if she had not been, 
at this juncture, on the point of saying something 
emphatic and vulgar-' Well, I don't at all events 
want you!' What somehow happened, however, the 
pity of it being greater than the irritation-the sad­

30 ness, to her vivid sense, of his being so painfully 
astray, wandering in a desert in which there was 
nothing to nourish him-was that his error amounted 
to positive wrongdoing. She was moreover so ac­
quainted with quite another sphere of usefulness for 

3 5 him that her having suffered him to insist almost con­
victed her of indelicacy. Why hadn't she stopped him 
off with her first impression of his purpose? She 
could do so now only by the allusion she had been 

39 wishing not to make. 'Do you know I don't think 
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that you 're doing very right ?-and as a thing quite 
apart, I mean, from my li.~tcning to you. That's not 
right either-except that I'm ll(I/ listening. You 
oughtn't to have come to Venice to ~cc 1111'--and in 
fact you've not come, aml yuu m11;,t11't behave as if 
you had. You 'vc much older friend~ than I, ;u1d c\'er 
so much better. Really, if you 'vl~ come at all, you 
can only luvc come-properly, .rnd 1f I may say ~o 
honourably-for the best one, as I believe her to Le, 
that you have in the world.' 

\Vhen once she had said it he took it, oddly cnou~,h, 
as if he h:id been more or lc5.s cxpeclint:- it. .Still, he 
looked at her very hard, and they had a moment of 
this during which neither pronounced a name, each 
apparently determined that the other should. It \\·as 
Milly's fine coercion, in the event, that was the stronger. 
'Miss Croy?' Lord Mark asked. 

It might have been difficult to make out that she 
smiled. 'l\Irs. Lowder.' He did make out something, 
and then fairly coloured for its attestation of his com­
parativc simplicity. 'I c11l lier on the whole the best. 
I can't ima~ine a man's having a better.' 

Still with his eyes on her he turned it over. 'Do 
you want me to marry l\lrs. Lowder?' 

At which it seemed to her that it was he who was 
almost vulgar! Hut she wouldn't in any w,iy have 
that. 'You know, Lord Mark, what I mean. One 
isn't in the least turning you out into the cold world. 
There's no cold world for you at all, I think,' she went 
on; 'nothing but a very warm and watchful and ex­
pectant worlcl that's waiting for you at any moment 
you choose to take it up.' 

He never budged, but they were standing on the 
polished concrete and he had \\·ithi11 a few minutes 
possessed himself a~ain of his hat. 'Do you want me 
to marry Kate Croy?' 

'Mrs. Lo11·dcr wants it-I do no wrong, I think, in 
saying that; and she understands moreover that you 
know she docs.' 39 
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Well, he showed how beautifully he could take it ; 
and it was not obscure to her, on her side, that it was 
a comfort to deal with a gentleman. 'It's ever so 
kind of you to see such opportunities for me. But 
what's the use of my tackling Miss Croy?' 

Milly rejoiced on the spot to be so able to demon­
strate. 'Because she's the handsomest and cleverest 
and most charming creature I ever saw, and because if 
I were a man I should simply adore her. In fact I do 
as it is.' It was a luxury of response. 

"Oh, my dear lady, plenty of people adore her. But 
that can't further the case of all.' 

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

So she said, but she was aware the next moment of 
what he was making of what she didn't see. 'Is it 
your idea-since we 're talking of these things in these 
ways-that the young lady you describe in such super­
lative terms is to be had for the asking?' 

'Well, Lord Mark, try. She z"s a great person. But 
don't be humble.' She was almost gay. 

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

As a challenge, practically, to the commonest intelli­
gence she could pretend to, it made her of course wish 
to be fair. ' I "know," yes, that a particular person 
is very much in love with her.' 

'Then you must know, by the same token, that 
she's very much in love with a particular person.' 

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

'It's not true?' 
'It's not true.' 
His stare became a smile. 'Are you very, very 

sure?' 
'As sure as one can be'-and Milly's manner could 
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match it-' when one has every assurance. I speak on 
the best authority.' · 

He hesitated. 'Mrs. Lowder's?' 
' No. I don't call Mrs. Lowder's the best.' 
'Oh, I thought you were just now saying,' he 

laughed, 'that everything about her is so good.' 
'Good for you '-she was perfectly clear. 'For you,' 

she went on, 'let her authority be the best. She 
doesn't believe what you mention, and you must know 
yourself how little she makes of it. So you can take 
it from her. I take it--' But Milly, with the 
positive tremor of her emphasis, pulled up. 

'You take it from Kate?' 
'From Kate herself.' · 
'That she's thinking of no one at all?' 
'Of no one at all.' Then, with her intensity, she 

went on. 'She has given me her word for it.' 
'Oh!' said Lord Mark. To which he next added: 

'And what do you call her word?' 
It made Milly, on her side, stare-though perhaps 

partly but with the instinct of gaining time for the 
consciousness that she was already a little further 'in' 
than she had designed. 'Why, Lord Mark, what 
should ; 1011 call her word?' 

'Ah, I'm not obliged to say. I've not asked her. 
You apparently have.' 

Well, it threw her on her defence-a defence that 
she felt, however, as especially of Kate. "We 're very 
intimate,' she said in a moment ; 'so that, without 
prying into each other's affairs, she naturally tells me 
things.' 

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

Milly thought again, though with hindrance rather 
than help in her sense of the way their eyes now 
met-me_t as for their each seeing in the other more 
than either said. What she most felt that she herself 
saw was the strange disposition on her companion's 39 
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part to disparage Kate's v~racity. She could be only 
concerned to 'stand up' for that. ' I mean what I 
say: that when she spoke of her having no private 
interest--' 

5 	 'She took her oath to you?' Lord Mark interrupted. 
Milly didn't quite see why he should so catechise 

her; but she met it again for Kate. 'She left me in 
no doubt whatever of her being free.' 

At this Lord Mark did look at her, though he 
10 	 continued to smile. 'And thereby in no doubt ofyour 

being too?' It was as if as soon as he had said it, 
however, he felt it as something of a mistake, and she 
couldn't herself have told by what queer glare at him 
she had instantly signified that. He at any rate 

15 	 gave her glare no time to act further; he fell back, on 
the spot and with a light enough movement, within his 
rights. ' That's all very well, but why in the world, 
dear lady, should she be swearing to you?' 

She 	had to take this 'dear lady' as applying to 
20 	 herself; which disconcerted her when he might now, 

so gracefully, have used it for the aspersed Kate. 
Once more it came to her that she must claim her 
own part of the aspersion. ' Because, as I 've told 
you, we 're such tremendous friends.' 

25 'Oh,' said Lord Mark, who for the moment looked 
as if that might have stood rather for an absence of 
such rigours. He was going, however, as if he had, in 
a manner, at the last, got more or less what he wanted. 
Milly felt, while he addressed his next few words to Jeave­

30 	 taking, that she had given rather more than she intended 
or than she should be able, when once more getting her­
self into hand, theoretically to defend. Strange enough 
in fact that he had had from her, about herself-and, 
under the searching spell of the place, infinitely straight

3 5 	 -what no one else had had: neither Kate, nor aunt 
Maud, nor Merton Densher, nor Susan Shepherd. He 
had made her within a minute, in particular, she was 
aware, lose her presence of mind, and she now wished 

39 	 that he would get off quickly, so that she might either 
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recover it or bear the loss better in solitude. If he 
paused, however, she almost at the same time saw, it 
was because of his watching the approach, from the 
end of the sala, of one of the ~ondolicrs, who, what­
ever excursions were appointed for the pa1 ty with 
the attendance of the others, always, as the most 
decorative, most besashed and bestarchecl, remained 
at the palace on the theory that she might whimsically 
want him-which she never, in her caged freedom, had 
yet done. Brown Pasquale, slipping in white shoes 
over the marble and suggesting to her perpetually 
charmed vision she could scarce s:iy what, either a 
mild Jfincloo, too noiseless almo~t for her ncJTcs, or 
simply a bare-footed seaman on the deck of a ship­
l'asquale offered to ~i~;l1t a small salver, \d1ich he 
obsequiously held out to her with its burden of a 
visiting-card. Lord Mark-and as if also for admira­
tion of him--dclayc·d his departure to let her receive 
it; on which she read it with the instant effect of 
another blow to her presence of mind. This precarious 
quantity was indeed now so gone that even for dealing 
with l'asqualc she hacl to do her best to conceal its 
disappearance. The effort was made, none the less, by 
the time she had asked if the gentleman were below 
ancl had taken in the fact that he had come up. He 
had followed the gondolier and was waiting at the top 
of the staircase. 

'I '11 sec him with pleasure.' To which she added, 
for her companion, while Pasquale went off: 'Mr. 
Merton Dcnsher.' 

'Oh!' said Lord Mark-in a manner that, making it 
resound through the great, cool hall, might have 
carried it even to Denshcr's ear as a judgment of his 
identity heard and noted once before. 34 
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DENSITER became aware, afresh, that he disliked his 
hotel-and all the more promptly that he bad had 
occasion of old to make the same discriminatinn. 
The cstahlislimcnt, choked at that :;cason with the 
polyglot herd, cockneys of all climes, mainly German, 
mainly American, mainly English, it appeared as the 
corrcsponclinr; sensitive nerve was touched, !'ounclecl 
loud and not sweet, sounded anything and everything 
but Italian, but Venrtian. The Venetian \\'as all a 
cliakct, be k1;cw; yet it 11'.1.S pure Attic beside some of 
the dialects at the bustling inn. It made, 'abroad,' 
both for his plca-.urc and his pain that he had to feel 
at almost any point how he hzi.d been throu[:;h every­
thing before. l Ic hild Leen three or four times, in 
Ven ice, in tbe other years, through this pleasant irri­
tation of pacldlin-;; away-away from the concert of 
false notes in the vulgarised hall, away from the 
amiable American families and overfed German 
porters. He had in each case made terms for a lodg­
ing more private and not more costly, and he recalled 
with tenderness these shabby but friendly asylums, 
the windows of which he should easily know ag,1in in 
passing on c:unl or throu::;h c:unpo. The ~habbicst 
now failed of a:1 appeal to hi!ll, but he found himself 
at the end of forty-eight hours formin:; viewc~ in re­
spect to a sm<l.11 inclependL'nt '1·:1ar!i'o-<", far down the 
Grand Canal, which he had once occupied for a month 
with a sense of pomp and circumst:rncl', and yet aL;o 28 
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with a sense of initiation into the homelier Venetian 
mysteries. The humour of those days came back to 
him for an hour, and what further befell in this inter­
val, to he brief, was that, cmcrginz- on a traghetto in 
sight of the holl'iL" in question, he rccogni:,ed on the 
green shuttC"rs of his old, of his young windows the 
strips of white p.1'-.ll'd [Mpt-r that figure in Venice as 
an invitation to tC"n:rnts. This was in the course of 
his very first walk ap:nt, a w.llk replete with impres­
sions to which he rc.;pon<lcc! with force. He had been 
almost withnut cc,;;;;1tion, since his arrival, at Palazzo 
Leporelli, wlwrc, as h<tppcncd, a turn of bad weather, 
on the second day, had kept the whole party continu­
ously at home. The episode had passed for him like 
a s~ries of hours in a museum, though without the 
fatigue of that; and it had also resembled something 
that he was still, with a stirred imagination, to find a 
name for. He might have been looking for the name 
while he gave himself up, subsequently, to the ramble 
-he saw that even after years he couldn't lose his 
way-crowned with his stare across the water at the 
little white papers. 

He was to dine at the palace in an hour or two, 
and he had lunched there, at an early luncheon, that 
morning. He had then been out with the three ladies, 
the three being ~\Irs. Lowder, ?ITrs. Stringham and 
Kate, and had kept a.float with them, under a sufficient 
Venetian spell, until aunt Maud had directed him to 
leave them and return to Miss Thealc. Of two cir­
cumstances connected with this disposition of his 
person he was even now not unmindful ; the first being 
that the lady of Lancaster Gate had addressed him 
with high publicity and as if expressing equally the 
sense of her companions, who had not spoken, but 
who might have been taken-yes, Susan Shepherd 
quite equally with Kate-for inscrutable parties to her 
plan. What he could as little contrive to forget was 
that he had, before the two olhers, as it struck him­
that was to say especially before Kate-done exactly 
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ac; he was bidden ; gathered himself up without a 
protest and retraced his way to the palace. Present 
with him still was the 'luestion of whether he looked 
like a fool for it, of whether the awkwarclnc:;s he felt as 
the gondola rocked with the busincc;s ()f his lc:iving it 
-they could but m:ikc, in submis~.ion, for a !.tncling­
place that was none of tht: best- -had furni,hed his 
friends with such entertainment as was to c;111't: them, 
behind his hack, to cxck111~;t: intc:lligcnt smiles. Ik 
had found l\1il!y Thcdle twenty minutL'S Jat('r alone, 
and he had sat with her till the others returned to tea. 
The strange part of this was that it had been \'cry 
easy, extraordinarily easy. He knew it for strange 
only when he was away from her, because when he 
was away from het he was in cont::ict with p:irticular 
things that made it so. At the time, in her presence, 
it was as simple as sitting with his sister might have 
been, and not, if the point were urged, very much 
more thrilling. He continued to scC' her as he had 
first seen her-that remained ineffaccably behind. 
Mrs. Lowder, Susan Shepherd, his own Kate, might, 
each in proportion, sec her as a princess, as an angel, 
as a star, but for himself, luckily, she hadn't as yet 
complications to any point of discomfort: the princess, 
the angel, the star \n:re muffled over, c\·cr so lightly 
and brir,htly. with the little .American girl who had 
been kind to him in N cw York and to \\'horn, certainly 
-though without making too much of it for either of 
them--he was perfectly willing to be kind in return. 
She appreciated his coming- in on purpose, but there 
was nothing in that--from the moment she was always 
at home-th::it tl.ey couldn't easily keep up. The 
only note the least bit hi;..;h that had even yet _,ouncled 
between them \'.'J.S this ;idmis~ion on her part th:it she 
found it b<:'t to remain within. She wouldn't kt him 
call it keeping quiet. for she insisted that her p:ilace-­
with all its romance and art and hiotory---had set 
up round her a whirlwiml of suggestion th,tt never 
dropped for an hour. It wasn't, therefore, within such 39 
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walls, confinement, it was the freedom of all the cen­
turies: in respect to which Den"sher granted good­
humouredly that they were then blown together, she 
and he, as much as she liked, through space. 

Kate had found on the present occasion a moment 
to say to him that he suggested a clever cousin calling 
on a cousin afflicted, and bored for his pains ; and 
though he denied on the spot the ' bored,' he could so 
far see it as an impression he might make that he 
wondered if the same image wouldn't have occurred to 
Milly. As soon as Kate appeared again the difference 
came up-the oddity, as he then instantly felt it, of his 
having sunk so deep. It was sinking because it was 
all doing what Kate had conceived for him ; it was 
not in the least doing-and that had been his notion 
of his life-anything he himself had conceived. The 
difference, accordingly, renewed, sharp, sore, was the 
irritant under which he had quitted the palace and 
under which he was to make the best of the business 
of again dining there. He said to himself that he 
must make the best of everything ; that was in his 
mind, at the traghetto, even while, with his preoccupa­
tion about changing quarters, he studied, across the 
canal, the look of his former abode. It had done for 
the past, would it do for the present? would it play in 
any manner into the general necessity of which he was 
conscious? That necessity of making the best was 
the instinct-as he indeed himself knew-of a man 
somehow aware that if he let go at one place he should 
let go everywhere. If he took off his hand, the hand 
that at least helped to hold it together, the whole 
queer fabric that built him in would fall away in a 
minute and admit the light. It was really a matter of 
nerves; it was exactly because he was nervous that he 
could go straight; yet if that condition should increase 
he must surely go wild. He was walking, in short, on 
a high ridge, steep down on either side, where the 
proprieties-once he could face at all remaining there 

39 -reduced themselves to his keeping his head. It was 
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Kate who had so perched him, and there came up for 
him at moments, as he found himself planting one foot 
exactly before another, a sensible sharpness of irony 
as to her management of him. It \\'asn't that she had 
put him in danscr-to be in real clant;er with her 5 
would have had another quality. There glowed for 
him in fact a kind of rage for what he was not ha\-inr; .: 
an exasperation, a resentment, bc;~ottcn truly by the 
very impatience of desire, in reopen t\l hi:i po.~tpu1wd 
and relegated, his so ex ti cmcly ma;1ip:1latcd :-1 dtc. It 10 
was beautifully clone of her, but whztt wa.o the real 
meanin;; of it unless th,1t he was pe1 pctu:dly l;cnt to 
her will? Hi·; idea from the first, frurn the 1·cry fir:-ot 
of his knowirw her, had been to bl·, as tlw French 
called it, bon pn'1;0· with her, mindful of the good 15 
humour and generosity, the contemµt, in the matter of 
confidence, for small outlays and small savings, that 
belonged to the man who wasn't generally afraid. 
There Wt'rc thini;s enough, goodness knew---for it was 
the moral of hi" pli:.:;ht-that he couldn't afford; but 20 
what had had a charm for him if not the notion of 
living handsomely, to rnakc up for it, in another way? 
of not at all cve;nts reading the romance of his exist­
ence in a cheap edition. All he had origin;illy felt 
in her came bacl~ to him, was indeed actually as pre- 25 
sent ac, evcr--how he had admired and envied what 
he called to himself her direct talent for life, as distin­
guishccl from his own, a poor weak thing of the occa­
sion, amateurishly patched up; only it irritated him 
the more that this was exactly what was now, ever so 30 
characteristically, standing out in her. 

It was thanks to her direct taknt for life, verily, that 
he was just where he was, and that he wa:; above all 
just /wze he\\' is. ThL: proof of a decent rc::icticm in 
him afainst ,,o much p;i,ssivitv \\',\5, with no ~·rc:at 35 
richnes's, that he at least kncw___:_-knt'w, that i'. ho~.' he 
was, and how little he lil~ccl it ,\s ;1 thing accepted in 
mere hclples,nes;.,. l Ic \LlS, fur the momu1t, wi~tftd 
-that above all described it; that was so brgc a part 39 
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of the force that, as the autumn afternoon closed in, 
kept him, on his traghetto, positively throbbing with 
his question . His question connected itself, even while 
he stood, with his special smothered soreness, 

5 sense almost of shame; and the soreness and 
his 
the 

shame were less as he let himself, with the help of the 
conditions about him, regard it as serious. It was 
born, for that matter, partly of the conditions, those 
conditions that Kate had so almost insolently braved, 

10 had been willing, without a pang, to see him ridicu­
lously-ridiculously so far as just complacently­
exposed to. How little it could be complacently he 
was to feel with the last thoroughness before he had 

15 
moved from his point of vantage. . His question, as 
we have called it, was the interesting question of 
whether he had really no will left. How could he 
know-that was the point-without putting the matter 
to the test? It had been right to be bon prince, and 
the joy, something of the pride, of having lived, fo 

20 spirit, handsomely was even now compatible with the 
impulse to look into their account; but he held his 
breath a little as it came home to him with supreme 
sharpness that, whereas he had done absolutely every­
thing that Kate had wanted, she had done nothing 

25 whatever that he ha<l. So it was, in fine, that his idea 
of the test by which he must try that possibility kept 
referring itself, in the warm, early dusk, the approach 
of the southern night-' conditions' these, such as we 

30 
just spoke of-to the glimmer, more and more ghostly 
as the light failed, of the little white papers on his old 
green shutters. By the time he looked at his watch 
he had been for a quarter-of-an-hour at this post of 
observation and reflection; but by the time he walked 

35 
away again he had found his answer to the idea that 
had grown so importunate. Since a proof of his will 
was wanted it was indeed very exactly in wait for him, 
lurking there on the other side of the Canal. A ferry­

39 
man at the little pier had from time to time accosted 
him ; but it was a part of the play of his nervousness 

-
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to turn his · back on that facility. He would go over, 
but he walked, very quickly, round and round, crossing 
finally by the Rialto. The rooms, in the event, were 
unoccupied; the ancient padrona was there, with her 
smile all a light, but her recognition all a fable; the 5 
ancient rickety objects too, refined in their shabbi­
ness, amiable in their decay, as to which, on his side, 
demonstrations were tenderly veracious ; so that, 
before he took his way again, he had arranged to come 
in on the morrow. 10 

He was amusing about it that evening at dinner-in 
spite of an odJ first impulse, which at the palace quite 
melted away, to treat it merely as matter for his own 
satisfaction. This need, this propriety, he had taken 
for granted even up to the moment of suddenly per- · 15 
ceiving, in the course of talk, that the incident would 
minister to innocent gaiety. Such was quite its effect, 
with the aid of his picture--an evocation of the quaint, 
of the humblest rococo, of a Venetian interior in the 
true old note. He made the point for his hostess that 15 
her own high chambers, though they were a thousand 
grand things, weren't really this; made it in fact with 
such success that she presently declared it his plain 
duty to invite her, on some near day, to tea. She 
had expressed as yet-he could feel it as felt among 25 
them all-no such clear wish to go anywhere, not even 
to make an effort for a parish feast, or an autumn 
sunset, nor to descend her staircase for Titian or Gian­
bellini. It was constantly Dcnsher's view that, as 
between himself and Kate, things were understood 25 
without saying, so that he could catch in her, as she 
but too freely could in him, innumerable signs of it, 
the whole soft breath of consciousness meeting and 
promoting consciousness. This view was so far justi­
fied to-night as that Milly's offer to him of her 35 
company was, to his sense, taken up by Kate in spite 
of her doing nothing to show it. It fell in so perfectly 
with what she had desired and foretold that she was 
-and this was what most struck him-sufficiently 39 
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gratified and blinded by it not to know, from the 
false quality of his response, from his tone and his 
very look, which for an instant instinctively sought 
her own, that he had answered, inevitably, almost 

5 shamelessly, in a mere time-gaining sense. lt gave 
him on the spot, her failure of perception, almost a 
beginning of the advantage he had been planning for 
-that is, at least, if she too were not darkly dishonest. 
She might, he was not unaware, have made out, from 

10 some deep part of her, the bearing, in respect to herself, 
of the little fact he had announced ; for she was after 
all capable of that, capable of guessing and yet ofsimul­
taneously hiding her guess. It wound him up a turn 
or two further, none the less, to impute to her now 

15 a weakness of vision by which he could himself feel 
the stronger. Whatever apprehension of his motive 
in shifting his abode might have brushed her with 
its wings, she at all events certainly didn't guess 
that he was giving their friend a hollow promise. 

20 	 That was what she had herself imposed on him ; 
there had been from the first, in the prospect, a definite 
particular point at which hollowness, to call it by 
its least compromising name, would have to begin. 
Therefore its hour had now charmingly sounded. 

25 Whatever in life he had recovered his old rooms 
for, he had not recovered them to receive Milly 
Theale: which made no more difference in his expres­
sion of happy readiness than if he had been-just 
what he was trying not to be-fully hardened and 

.30 	 fully base. So rapid in fact was the rhythm of his 
inward drama that the quick vision of impossibility

hostess's N produced in him by his hostess' direct and unex­
cf. 65.29 pected appeal had the effect, slightly sinister, of 

positively scaring him. It gave him a measure of 
.35 	 the intensity, the reality of his now mature motive. 

It prompted in him certainly no quarrel with these 
things, but it made them as vivid as if they already 
flushed with success. It was before the flush of Sllccess 

.39 	 that his heart beat almost to dread. The dread was 

21 from the first, in the prospect] in the prospect from the 
first N 
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but the dread of the happiness to be compassed; only 
that was in itself a symptom. That a visit from Milly 
should, in this projection of necessities, strike him as 
of the last incongruity, quite as a hateful idea, and 
above all as spoiling, should one put it grossly, his 
game-the adoption of such a view might of course 
have an identity with one of those numerous ways of 
being a fool that seemed so to abound for him. It 
would remain, none the less, the way to which he 
should be in advance most reconciled. His mature 
motive, as to which he allowed himself no grain of 
illusion, had thus in an hour taken imaginative posses­
sion of the place: that precisely was how he saw it 
seated there, already unpacked and settled, for Milly's 
innocence, for Milly's beauty, no matter how short a 
time, to be housed with. There were things she would 
never recognise, never feel, never catch in the air ; but 
this made no difference in the fact that her brushing 
against them would do nobody any good. The dis­
crimination and the scruple were for /zim. So he felt 
all the parts of the case together, while Kate showed, 
admirably, as feeling none of them. Of course, how­
ever-when hadn't it to be his last word ?-Kate was 
always sublime. 

That came up in all connections during the rest of 
these first days ; came up in especial under pressure of 
the fact that each time our plighted pair snatched, in 
its passage, at the good fortune of half-an-hour to­
gether, they were doomed-though Densher felt it as 
all by /tis act-to spend a part of the rare occasion in 
wonder at their luck and iri study of its queer character. 
This was the case after he might be supposed to have 
got, in a manner, used to it; it was the case even after 
the girl-ready always, as we say, with the last word 
-had given him the benefit of her righting of every 
wrong appearance, a support familiar to him now 
in reference to other phases. It was still the case 
after he possibly might, with a little imagination, as 
she freely insisted, have made out, by the visible 
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working of the crisis, what idea, on Mrs. Lowder's 
part, had dckrmincd it. Such as the idea was-and 
that it suited Kate 's own book she openly professed 
-he had only to sec how things were turning out to 

5 feel it strikingly justified . Densher's reply to all this 
vividness was that of course aunt Maud's intervention 
had not been occult, even for his vividness, from the 
moment she had written him, with characteristic 
concentration, that if he should see his way to come 

10 to Venice for a fortnight she should engage he would 
find it no blunder. It took aunt Maud, really, to do 
such things in such ways; just as it took him, he was 
ready to confess, to do such others as he must now 
strike them all-didn't he ?-as committed to. Mrs. 

15 Lowder's admonition had been of course a direct 
reference to what she had said to him at Lancaster 
Gate, on his withdrawing, the night Milly had failed 
them through illness ; only it had at least matched 
that remarkable outbreak in respect to the quantity of 

20 good nature it attributed to him. The young man's 
discussions of his situation-which were confined to 
Kate; he had none with aunt Maud herself-suffered 
a little, it may be divined, by the sense that he couldn't 
put everything off, as he privately expressed it, on 

25 other people. His cars, in solitude, were apt to burn 
with the reflection that Mrs. Lowder had simply 
sounded him, seen him as he was and made out what 
could be done with him. She had had but to whistle 
for him and he had come. If she had taken for 

30 granted his good nature she was as justified as Kate 
declared. This awkwardness of his conscience, both 
in respect to his general plasticity, the fruit of his 
feeling plasticity, within limits, to be a mode of life 
like another-certainly better than some, and particu­

3 5 larly in respect to such confusion as might reign about 
what he had really come for-this inward ache was not 
wholly dispelled by the style, charming as that .was, of 
Kate's poetic versions. Even the high wonder and 

39 delight of Kate couldn't set him right with himself 

17 on his withdrawing] before his departure N 
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when there was something quite distinct from these 
things that kept him wrong. 

In default of .being right with himself he had mean­
while, for one thing, the interest of seeing-and quite 
for the first time in his life-whether, on a given occa­ 5 
sion, that might be quite so necessary to happiness as 
was commonly assumed and as he had up to this 
moment never doubted. He was engaged distinctly in 
an adventure-he who had never thought himself cut out 
for them, and it fairly helped him that he was able at 10 
moments to say to himself that he mustn't fall below it. 
At his hotel, alone, at night, or in the course of the few 
late strolls he was finding time to take through dusky 
labyrinthine alleys and empty campi, overhung with 
mouldering palaces, where he paused in disgust at his 15 
want of ease and where the sound of a rare footstep on 
the enclosed pavement was like that of a retarded 
dancer in a banquet-hall deserted-during these in­
terludes he entertained cold views, even to the point, 
at moments, on the principle that the shortest follies 20 
are the best, of thinking of immediate departure as 
not only possible but as indicated. He had, how­
ever, only to cross again the threshold of Palazzo 
Leporelli to see all the elements of the business com­
pose, as painters called it, differently. It began to 25 
strike him then that departure wouldn't curtail, but 
would signally coarsen his folly, and that, above all, 
as he hadn't really 'begun' anything-, had only sub­
mitted, consented, but too generously indulged and 
condoned the beginnings of others, he had no call to 30 
treat himself with superstitious rigour. The single 
thing that was clear, in complications, was that, what­
ever happened, one was to behave as a gentleman-
to which was added indeed the perhaps slightly less 
shining truth that complications might sometimes 3 5 
have their tedium beguiled by a study of the question 
how a gentleman would behave. This question, I 
hasten to add, was not in the last resort Densher's 
greatest worry. Three women were looking to him at 39 
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once, and, though such a predicament could never be, 
from the point of view of facility, quite the ideal, it yet 
had, thank goodness, its immediate workable law. The 
law was not to be a brute-in return for amiabilities. 
He hadn't come all the way out from England to be a 
brute. He hadn't thought of what it might give him 
to have a fortnight, however handicapped, with Kate 
in Venice, to be a brute. He hadn't treated Mrs. 
Lowder as if in responding to her suggestion he had 
understood her-he hadn't done that either to be a 
brute. And what he had prepared least of all for 
such an anti-climax was the prompt and inevitable, the 
achieved surrender-as a gentleman, oh that indu­
bitably !-to the u11expected impression made by poor 
pale exquisite Milly as the mistress of a grand old 
palace and the dispenser of an hospitality more irre­
sistible, thanks to all the conditions, than any ever 
known to him. 

This spectacle had for him an eloquence, an author­
ity, a felicity- he scarce knew by what strange 
name to call it~ for which he said to himself that 
he had not consciously bargained. Her welcome, her 
frankness, sweetness, sadness, brightness, her discon­
certing poetry, as he made shift at moments to 
call it, helped as it was by the beauty of her whole 
setting and by the perception, at the same time, on 
the observer's part, that this element gained from her, 
in a manner, for effect and harmony, as much as it 
gave-her whole attitude had, to his imagination, 
meanings that hung about it, waiting upon her, 
hovering, dropping and quavering forth again, like 
vague, faint snatches, mere ghosts of sound, of old­
fashioned melancholy music. It was positively well 
for him, he had his times of reflecting, that he couldn't 
put it off on Kate and Mrs. Lowder, as a gentleman so 
conspicuously wouldn't, that-well, that he had been 
rather taken in by not having known in advance! 
There had been now five days of it all without his 

39 risking even to Kate alone any hint of what he ought 
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to have known and of what in particular therefore had 
taken him in. The truth was doubtless that really, 
when it came to any free handling and naming of 
things, they were living together, the five of them, in 
an air in which an ugly effect of 'blurting out' might 5 
easily be produced. He came back with his friend on 
each occasion to the blessed miracle of renewed pro­
pinquity, which had a double virtue in that favouring 
air. He breathed on it as if he could scarcely believe 
it, yet the time had passed, in spite of this privilege, 10 
without his quite committing himself, for her ear, to any 
such comment on Milly's high style and state as would 
have corresponded with the amount of recognition it 
had produced in him. Behind everything, for him, 
was his renewed remembrance, which had fairly become 15 
a habit, that he had been the first to know her. This 
was what they had all insisted on, in her absence, that 
day at Mrs. Lowdcr's; and this was in especial what 
had made him feel its influence on his immediately 
paying her a second visit. Its influence was all there, 20 
was in the high-hung, rumbling carriage with them, 
from the moment she took him to drive, covering them 
in together as if it had been a rug of softest silk. It 
had worked as a clear connection with something 
lodged in the past, something already their own. He 25 
had more than once recalled how he had said to himself 
even at that moment, at some point in the drive, that 
he was not tltere, not just as he was in so doing it, 
through Kate and Kate's idea, but through Milly and 
Milly's own, and through himself and his own, ttnmis- 30 
takeably, as well as through the little facts, whatever 
they had amounted to, of his time in New York. 32 
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THERE was at last, with everything that made for it, 
an occasion when he got from Kate, on what she now 
spoke of as his eternal refrain, an answer of which he 
was to measure afterwards the precipitating effect. His 
eternal refrain was the way he came back to the riddle 
of Mrs. Lowder's view of her profit-a view so hard to 
reconcile with the chances she gave them to meet. Im­
patiently, at this, the girl denied the chances, wanting 
to know from him, with a fine irony that smote him 
rather straight, whether he felt their opportunities as 
anything so grand. He looked at her deep in the eyes 
when she had sounded this note ; it was the least he 
could let her off with for having made him visibly flush. 
For some reason then, with it, the sharpness dropped 
out of her tone, which became sweet and sincere. 
' " Meet," my dear man,' she expressively echoed; 'does 
it strike you that we get, after all, so very much out of 
our meetings?' 

'On the contrary-they 're starvation diet. All I 
mean is-and all I have meant from the day I came­
that we at least get more than aunt Maud.' 

' Ah, but you see,' Kate replied, 'you don't under­
stand what aunt Maud gets.' 

' Exactly so-and it's what I don't understand that 
keeps me so fascinated with the question. She gives 
me no light; she's prodigious. She takes everything 
as of a natural-- I ' 

' She takes it as "of a natural" that, at this rate, I 
shall be making my reflections about you. There's 

.30 every appearance for her,' Kate went on, 'that what 
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she had made up her mind to as po.,c,ible is possiolc ; 
that wh:it she haJ thought murc likely than not to 
happen zs liappenin::;. The very csse1:ce of her, as you 
surely by this time hav\' made out fur yourself, i!, that, 
when she adopts a view, shc--well, to her own sense, 
really brin~;, the thing about, fairly terrorises, with lier 
view, any other, any opposite view, and those with it 
who represent it. I 'vc often thcught success comes 
to her'-Kak continued to sludy the phenomenon­
' by the spirit in her that dares and ckfic:s her idea 
not to prove the right one. One has seen it sri :lf~din 
and again, in the LlcL· of everything, btcom<' the rizht 
one.' 

Denshcr h:td for this, as lw liskncJ, a smile of the 
largest rc:;pr1ri:;L. 'Ah, my dc;ir child, i( you can 
explain, I of cciurse: needn't not ''understand." I'm 
condemned to that,' he on his side presently explained, 
'only when understanding fails.' Ile took a mPrncnt; 
then he pursued: 'Docs she think she terrorises uo?' 
To which he :i.dded while, without immediate speech, 
Kate but looked over the pbcc: 'Docs she believe 
anything so stiff as that you 'ye really ch;in~;ed about 
me?' He knnv now that he was probin~~ the girl deep-­
something told him so; but that w;is a reason the more. 
'Has she got it i:1to her head that vou dislike me?' 

To thi~, of a sudden, Kate's ~nswcr was stron;:;. 
'You could yourself ea~ily put it there!' 

He wondered. 'By telling her so?' 
'No,' said Kate as with amusement at his simplicity; 

' I don't ask that of you.' 
'Oh, my dear,' Densher laughed,' when you ask, you 

know, so little--!' 
There was a full irony in this, on his own p:lrt, that he 

saw her rcsi~,t the impulse to t:lkc up. 'I'm perfectly 
justified in w:iat l \·c a'kcd,' ~he quie:tly returned. 
'It's doing beautifully for you.' Their eyes again 
intimately met. and the effect was to make her proceed. 
'You 're not a bit unhappy.' 

'Oh, ain't I?' he brought out very roundly. 
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'It doesn't practically show-which is enough for 
aunt Maud. You 're wonderful, you 're beautiful,' 
Kate said; 'and if you really want to know whether I 
believe you 're doing it, you may take from me, per­
fectly, that I see it coming.' With which, by a quick 
transition, as if she had settled the case, she asked him 
the hour. 

'Oh, only twelve-ten '-he had looked at his watch. 
'We've taken but thirteen minutes; we've time yet.' 

'Then we must walk. We must go toward them.' 
Densher, from where they had been standing, 

measured the long reach of the Square. 'They 're still 
in 	their shop. They 're safe for half-an-hour.' 

'That shows then, that shows!' said Kate. 
This colloquy had taken place in the middle of 

Piazza San Marco, always, as a great social saloon, 
a smooth-floored, blue-roofed chamber of amenity, 
favourable to talk ; or rather, to be exact, not in the 
middle, but at the point where our pair had paused by 
a common impulse after leaving the great mosque-like 
church. It rose now, domed and pinnacled, but a little 
way behind them, and they had in front the vast empty 
space, enclosed by its arcades, to which at that hour 
movement and traffic were mostly confined. Venice 
was at breakfast, the Venice of the visitor and the 
possible acquaintance, and, except for the parties of 
importunate pigeons picking up the crumbs of per­
petual feasts, their prospect was clear and they could 
see their companions had not yet been, and were not 
for a while longer likely to be, disgorged by the lace­
shop, in one of the logg£e, where, shortly before, they 
had left them for a look-in-the expression was artfully 
Densher's-at St. Mark. Their morning had happened 
to take such a turn as brought this chance to the sur­
face; yet his allusion, just made to Kate, had not been 
an overstatement of their general opportunity. The 
worst that could be said of their general opportunity 
was that it was essentially in presence-in presence of 

39 every one; every one consisting at this juncture, in a 
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peopled world, of Susan Shepherd, aunt Maud and 
Milly. llut the proof how, even in presence, the 
opportunity could become special was furnished pre­
cisely by this view of the compatibility of their comfort 
with a certain amount of lingering. The others had 5 
assented to their not waiting in the shop; it was the 
least, of course, the others could do. 'What had really 
helped them this morning was the fact that, on his turn­
ing up, as he always called it, at the palace, Milly had 
not, as before, been able to present herself. Custom 10 
and use had hitherto seemed fairly established; on his 
coming round, day after day-eight days had been 
now so conveniently marked-their friends, Milly's 
and his, conveniently dispersed and left him to si~ 
with her till luncheon. Such was the perfect operation 15 
of the scheme on which he had been, as he phrased it 
to himself, had out; so that certainly there was that 
amount of justification for Kate's vision of success. 
He lzad, for Mrs. Lowder-he couldn't help having, 
while sitting there-the air, which was the thing to be 20 
desired, of no absorption in Kate sufficiently deep to be 
alarming. He had failed their young hostess, each 
morning, as little as she had failed him i it was only 
to-day that she hadn't been well enough to see him. 

That had made a mark, all round ; the mark was in 25 
the way in which, gathered in the room of state, with 
the place, from the right time, all bright and cool and 
beflowered, as always, to receive her descent, they-
the rest of them-simply looked at each other. It 
was lurid-lurid, in all probability, for each of them 30 
privately-that they had uttered no common regrets. 
It was strange for our young man above all that, if the 
poor girl was indisposed to tluzt degree, the hush of 
gravity, of apprehension, of significance of some sort, 
should be the most the case-that of the guests-could 35 
permit itself. The hush, for that matter, continued 
after the party of four had gone down to the gondola 
and taken their places in it. Milly had sent them 
word that she hoped they would go out and enjoy 39 
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themselves, and this indeed had produced a second 
remarkable look, a look as of their knowing, one quite 
as well as the other, what such a message meant as 
provision for the alternative beguilement of Denshcr. 
She wished not to have spoiled his morning, and he 
had therefore, in civility, to take it as pleasantly 
patched up. Mrs. Stringham had helped the affair 
out, Mrs. Stringham who, when it came to that, knew 
their friend better than any of them. She knew her 
so well that she knew herself as acting in exquisite 
compliance with conditions comparatively obscure, 
approximately awful to them, by not thinking it 
necessary to stay at home. She had corrected that 
element of the perfunctory which was the slight fault, 
for all of them, of the occasion ; she had invented a 
preference for Mrs. Lowder and herself; she had 
remembered the fond dreams of the visitation of lace 
that had hitherto always been brushed away by 
accidents, and it had come up as well for her that 
Kate had, the day before, spoken of the part played 
by fatality in her own failure of real acquaintance 
with the inside of St. Mark's. Densher's sense of 
Susan Shepherd's conscious intervention had by this 
time a corner of his mind all to itself; something that 
had begun for them at Lancaster Gate was now a 
sentiment clothed in a shape; her action, ineffably 
discreet, had at all events a way of affecting him as 
for the most part subtly, even when not superficially, 
in his own interest. They were not, as a pair, as a 
'team,' really united ; there were too many persons, at 
least three, and too many things, between them ; but 
meanwhile something was preparing that would draw 
the closer. He scarce knew what: probably nothing 
but his finding, at some hour when it would be a 
service to do so, that she had all the while understood 
him. He even had a presentiment of a juncture at 
which the understanding of every one else would fail 
and this deep little person's alone survive. 

39 Such was to-day, in its freshness, the moral air, as we 
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may say, that hung about our young friends; these 
had been the small accidents and quiet forces to which 
they owed the advantage we have seen them in some 
sort enjoying. It seemed in fact fairly to deepen for 
them as they stayed their course again ; the splendid 5 
Square, which had so notoriously, in all the years, 
witnessed more of the joy of life than any equal area 
in Europe, furnished them, in their remoteness from 
earshot, with solitude and security. It was as if, being 
in possession, they could say what th ey liked ; and it 10 
was also as if, in consequence of that, each had an 
apprehension of what the other wanted t o say. It 
was most of all, for them, moreover, as if this very 
quantity, seated on their lips in the bright, historic air, 
where the only sign for their ears was the flutter of the 1-5 
doves, begot in the heart of each a fear. There might 
have been a betrayal of that in the way Densher broke 
the silence that had followed her last words. 'What 
did you mean just now that I can do to make Mrs. 
Lowder believe? For myself, stupidly, if you will, I 20 
don't see, from the moment I can't lie to her, what else 
there is but lying.' 

Well, she could tell him. 'You can say something 
both handsome and sincere to her about Milly-whom 
you honestly like so much. That wouldn't be lying; 25 
and, coming from you, it would have an effect. You 
don't, you know, say much about her.' And Kate put 
before him the fruit of observation. 'You don't, you 
know, speak of her at all.' 

'And has aunt Maud,' Densher asked,' told you so?' 30 
Then as the girl, for answer, only hesitated,' You must 
have extraordinary conversations!' he exclaimed. 

Yes, she had hesitated. But she decided. 'We 
have extraordinary conversations.' 

His look, while their eyes met, marked him as 35 
disposed to hear more about them ; but there was 
something in her own, apparently, that defeated the 
opportunity. He asked in a moment for something 
else instead, something that had been in his mind for 39 
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33 >hesitated] bethought herself N 

33 But she decided.] om. N 
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a week, yet in respect to which he had had no chance 
so good as this. 'Do you happen to know then, as 
such wonderful things pass between you, what she 
makes of the incident, the other day, of Lord Mark's 
so very superficial visit ?-his having spent here, as I 
gather, but the two or three hours necessary for seeing 
our friend and yet taken no time at all, since he went 
off by the same night's train, for seeing any one else? 
What can she make of his not having waited to see 
you, or to see herself-with all he owes her?' 

'Oh, of course,' said Kate, 'she understands. He 
came to make Milly his offer of marriage-he came for 
nothing but that. As Milly wholly declined it his 
business was for the time at an end. He couldn't quite 
on the spot turn round to make up to us.' 

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

. But Densher was lost in another thought. 'Do you 
mean that when, turning up myself, I found him 
leaving her, that was what had been taking place 
between them ? ' . 

'Didn't you make it out, my dear?' Kate inquired. 
'What sort of a blundering weathercock then is he?' 

the young man went on in his wonder. 
'Oh, don't make too little of him ! ' Kate smiled. 

'Do you pretend that Milly didn't tell you?' 
'How great an ass he had made of himself?' 
Kate continued to smile. 'You are in love with her, 

you know.' 
He gave her another long look. 'Why, since she 

has refused him, should my opinion of Lord Mark show 
it? I'm not obliged, however, to think well of him for 
such treatment of the other persons I've mentioned, 
and I feel I don't understand from you why Mrs. 
Lowder should.' 

'She doesn't-but she doesn't care,' Kate explained. 
'You know perfectly the terms on which lots of London 
people live together even when they are supposed to 
live very well. He's not committed to us-he was39 
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having his try. Mayn't an unsatisfied man,' she asked, 
'always have his try?' 

'And come back afterwards, with confidence in a 
welcome, to the victim of his inconstancy?' 

Kate consented, as for argument, to be thought of 5 
as a victim. 'Oh, but he has lzad his try at me. So 
it's all right.' 

'Through your also having, you mean, refused him?' 
She balanced an instant during which Densher 

might have just wondered if pure historic truth were 10 
to suffer a slight strain. But she dropped on the right 
side. 'I haven't let it come to that. I've been too 
discouraging. Aunt Maud,' she went on-now as 
lucid as ever-' considers, no doubt, that she has a 
pledge from him in respect to me; a pledge that would 15 
have been broken if Milly had accepted him. As the 
case stands, that makes no difference.' 

Densher laughed out. 'It isn't lzis merit that he has 
failed.' 

'It's still his merit, my dear, that he's Lord Marl<. 20 
He's just what he was, and what he knew he was. It's 

• not for me either to reflect on him after I've so treated 
him.' 

'Oh,' said Denshcr impatiently, 'you've treated him 
beautifully.' 2$ 

'I'm glad,' she smiled, 'that you can still be jealous.' 
But before he could take it up she had more to say. 'I 
don't see why it need puzzle you that Milly's so marked 
line gratifies aunt Maud more than anything else can 
displease her. What does she see but that Milly her­ 30' 
self recognises her situation with you as too precious 
to be spoiled? Such a recognition as that can't but 
seem to her to involve in some degree your own 
recognition. Out of which she therefore gets it that 
the more you have for Milly the less you have for me.' 35 

There were moments again-we know that from the 
first they had been numerous-when he felt with a 
strange mixed passion the mastery of her mere way of 
putting things. There was something in it that bent 39 
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him at once to conviction and to reaction. And this I 


effect, however it be named, now broke into his tone. 

'Oh, if she began to know what I have for you--1' 


It was not ambiguous, but Kate stood up to it. 
'Luckily for us we may really consider that she 
doesn't. So successful have we been.' 

'Well,' he presently said,' I take from you what you 
give me, and I suppose that, to be consistent-to stand 
on my feet where I do stand at all-I ought to thank 
you. Only, you know, what you give me seems to me, 
more than anything else, the larger and larger size of 
my job. It seems to me more than anything else 
what you expect of me. It never seems to me, some­
how, what I may expect of you. There's so much you 
don't give me.' 

'And pray what is it?' 
'I give you proof,' said Densher. 'You give me 

none.' 
'What then do you call proof? ' she after a moment 

ventured to ask. 
'Your doing something for me.' 
She considered with surprise. 'Am I not doing t!tis 

for you? Do you call this nothing?' 
'Nothing at all.' 
'Ah, I risk, my dear, everything for it.' 
They had strolled slowly further, but he was brought 

up short. 'I thought you exactly contend that, with 
your aunt so beguiled, you risk nothing ! ' 

It was the first time since the launching of her 
wonderful idea that he had seen her at a loss. He 
judged the next instant moreover that she didn't like 
it-either the being so or the being seen, for she soon 
spoke with an impatience that showed her as wounded ; 
an appearance that produced in himself, he no less 
quickly felt, a sharp pang of indulgence. 'What then 
do you wish me to risk ? ' 

The appeal from danger touched him, but all to 
make him, as he would have said, worse. 'What I 
wish is to be loved. How can I feel at this rate that I 

5 that] om. N 

15-16 me.' •And] me~· " She appeared to wonder. "And N 

16 it?•] it I don't-?" N 
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am?' Oh, she understood him, for all she might so 
bravely disguise it, and that made him feel straighter 
than if she hadn't. Deep, always, was his sense of life 
with her-deep as it had been from the moment of 
those signs of life that in the dusky London of two -5 
winters ago they had originally exchanged. He had 
never taken her for unguarded, ignorant, weak ; and if 
he put to her a claim for some intenser faith between 
them it was because he believed it could reach her and 
she could meet it. 'I can go on perhaps,' he said, 10 
'with help. But I can't go on without.' 

She lookc:d away from him now, and it showed him 
how she understood. 'vVe ought to be there-I mean 
when they come out.' 

'They won't come out-not yet. i\nd I don't care 15 
if they do.' To which he straightway added, as if to 
deal with the charge of selfishness that his words, 
sounding for himself, struck him as enabling her to 
make: ' Why not have done with all and face the 
music as we are?' It broke from him in perfect 20 
sincerity. 'Good God, if you'd only take me!' 

It brought her eyes round to him again, and he could 
see how, after all, somewhere deep within, she tasted 
his rebellion as more sweet than bitter. Its effect on 
her spirit and her sense was visibly to hold her for an 25 
instant. 'We've gone too far,' she none the less 
pulled herself together to reply. ' Do you want to kill 
her?' 

He had an hesitation that was not all candid. 'Kill, 
you mean, aunt Maud ? ' 30 

'You know whom I mean. We've told too many 
lies.' 

Oh, at this his head went up. 'I, my dear, have told 
none!' 

He had brought it out with a sharpness that did him 35 
good, but he had naturally, none the less, to take the 
look it made her give him. 'Thank you very much.' 

Her expression, however, failed to check the words 
that had already risen to his lips. 'Rather than lay 39 
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myself open to the least appearance of it J'll go this 
very nigh!.' 

'Then ~;n,' said Kate Croy. 
He knew after a little, while they walked on 

5 	 again together, that what w:1s in the air for him, and 
disconccrtiw'.ly, wao. Jl(lt the violc11cc, but much rather 
the c<.Jld q11ietness, ()f t\i,~ way this had come from her. 
They walked on to~;cther, and it was quite, for a 
minute, as if their difference had become, of a sudden, 

10 	 in all truth, a split--as if the basis of his departure 
had been settled. Then, incoherently and still more 
suddenly, recklessly moreover, since they now might 
easily, from under the :ucac!t.:s, be observed, he passed 
his hand intc) her :um with a force that produced for 

15 	 them another pause. ' I '11 tell any lie you want, 
any your idea. requires, if yon 'll only come to me.' 

' Come to you ? ' She spoke low. 
'Come to me.' 
' How? \Vherc? ' 

20 She spoke low, but there was somehow, for his 
uncertainty, a wonder in her being so equal to him. 
'To my rooms, which arc perfectly possible, and in 
taking which, the other day, I had you, as you must 
have felt, in view. \Ve can arrange it-with two grains 

25 	 of courage. People in our case always arrange it.' 
She listened a,; fnr the :;ood information, and there 
was support for him-since it was a question of his 
going step by step-in the way she took no refuge in 
showing herself shocked. He had in truth not 

30 	 expected of her that particular vulgarity but the 
absence of it only added the thrill of a deeper reason 
to his sense of possibilities. For the knowledge of 
what she was he hacl absolutely to see her now, in­
capable of refuge. stand there for him in all the light of 

35 	 the day and of his cidmirable, merciless meaning. Her 
mere listenin'.; in fact made him eYen understand him­
self as he had not yet done. Idea for idea, his own 
was thus already, and in the germ, beautiful. 'There's 

39 	 nothing for me possible but to feel that I 'm not a fool. 

8 	 quite] om. N 
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It's ;~ll I h;~yc tn ':lV, but vnu must know \\'hat it 
means. H'1t/' p>u I ~an dn .it-1 'll ~;o a~ Lir as yoll 
demand, or a:. you will your,;df. \\'ithout yon-I'll be 
hanged! l\nd I mu"t lw sure.' 

She listened .so well that ::!1C' was really listenin~; 
after he had ccd",cd t() S! J('ak. I fr had kq ·t his gra,·p 
of her, drawin:~ her clu"(" and thcu~h they h;1d again, 
for the time, -,toppcd l\'<iii-;ing, his t.dk--fo1 other:; at ,1 
distance-might ha\'l' been, in tl1c matdilcss plan:, 
that of any impn:sscd tourist to any sli;.;htly more 
detached companion. On possessin;r himst'!f of her 
arm he h:irl nnclc hC'r turn, so th;i.1 they faced afresh to 
St. J\1.:irk':,, over the '.;':re;,t prest:nc•.' o{ which hi' eye': 
moved while sLe twiddled lwr paracoJ. .She now, 
howew:r, i11a·lt.. <t rnr •tion that confronted them finally 
with the opuo-;ite c11d. Then unly slw spoke--' Plea~c 
take your hand out of my arm.' He under::;tood at 
once: she had made out in the shade of the ~zdlery the 
issue of the others from their plzice of purchase. So 
they went tr• them ~ick by side, and it wac; all right. 
The others had ~cc·n them ~1s well ;rnd waikd fer them, 
complacent enough, under one of the arclws. They 
themselves tno-lw ar~:ut~d that Kate would argue-­
looked perfectly n·:~dy, dc-ccnliy patient, properly 
accomn~orht;;i:;. They ~u~c;estcd nothin~ wor'.'C-­
always by J\.;.te'~ system-than a pair of the children 
of a superciviliscd age makin::; the best of an 
awkwardness. They didn't nevertheless hurry-that 
would overdo it; so he had time to feel. as it were, 
what he felt. He felt, ever so distinctly-it was with 
this he faced l\Irs. Lowdcr--that he \\'as already, in a 
sense, possessed of what he wanted. There was more 
to come-everything ; he had by no means, with his 
comp:wion, had it 0.ll out. Yet whztt he wao: possess':cl 
of Wac; rcJ.l-the fact that ,,he hacin't thrown oyer his 
lucidity the ho:ricl shadow of cheap reproLation. Of 
this he had had so sore a frar that its bein~: dispelled 
was in it5·.:lf of the nature of bli-;s The danger had 
dropped-it wa~ behind him there in the greztt sunny 
space. So far she was good. 

25 They suggested] They themselves suggested N 

40 good.] good for what he wanted N 
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SHE was good enough, as it proved, for him to put 
to her that evening, and with further ground for it, the 
next sharpest question that had been on his lips in the 
morning-which his other preoccupation had then, to 

5 his consciousness, crowded out. His opportunity was 
again made, as befell, by his learning from Mrs. 
Stringham, on arriving, as usual, with the close of day, 
at the palace, that Milly must fail them again at 
dinner, but would to all appearance be able to come 

10 down later. He had found Susan Shepherd alone 
in the great saloon, where even more candles than 
their friend's large common allowance-she grew daily 
more splendid ; they were all struck with it and chaffed 

15 
her about it-lighted up the pervasive mystery of 
Style. He had thus five minutes with the good lady 
before Mrs. Lowder and Kate appeared-minutes 
illumined indeed to a longer reach than by the 
number of Milly's candles. 

'May she c~me down-ought she if she isn't really 
20 up to it?' 

He had asked that in the wonderment that was 
always with him before glimpses-rare as were these 
-of the inner truth about the girl. There was of course 

25 
a question of health-it was in the air, it was in the 
ground he trod, in the food he tasted, in the sotinds he 
heard, it was everywhere. But it was everywhere with 
the effect of a request to him-to his very delicacy, to 
the common discretion of others as well as himself­

29-.30 There had that no allusion to it should be made. There had 
practically N 30 had practically been none, that morning, on her ex­

416 
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plained non-aprearance-the ahsence of it, as we know, 
quite unnatur.11; and this pasqge with J\frs Stringham Mrs. A 
offered him his first licence to open his eye:,, He had 
gladly cnou;:li hr Jd them closed; ,dl the fll('re that his 
doing so performed for hi~; own spirit a useful function. 5 
If he po';itin-ly wanted not to be brought up with his 
nose ag-ainst _:I.lilly':; facts, wh;.;.t better proof could he 
have that his conduct was marked by straightness? 
It was perhaps p:i~hetic for her, ::rnd for himsdf it was 
perhaps cn·n ridiculous; bnt he i:zidn't even the 10 
amount of rnrio~ity tb.t he would h;l\c had about an 
ordinary fril·nd. l Ic mi~;bt h;Wt' :oh~tken himself at 
moments to try, for a o.ort of drr decc·ncy, 1n ha\'c it; 
but that tc)(i, it :ippr-:,reJ, woulr~n't cc"nc. \\'llL·rc, then·­
fore, was the du[~licity? He wa;, at 11'.'.'ast ,.un: al:Jout 15 
his fcelinc1 s--it bri1w so e';tablishcd that he had no11e 
at all. The:y were ·;11 for Kate, without a feather's 
weight to spare. He was acting for Kate, and not, by 
the devizitic>n of ;-,n inch, for her friend. He was accord­
ingly not inten:stcd, for had he been interested he 20 
would have cared. and had he cared he \rnuld have 
wanted to know. Had ht wanted to know he wouldn't 
have been purely pao:sivc, and it was his pure passivity 
that had to rqm'sent his honour. His honour, at the 
same time, kt us add, fortunately fell sho1 t, to-night, 25 
of spoiling his little talk with Susan Shepherd. One 
glimpse-it was as if she had wished to gi\·e him that; 
and it was as if, for himsdf, on current terms, he could 
oblige. She not only permitted, she fairly invited him 
to open his eyes. 'I'm so glad you 're here.' It was 30 
no answer to his question, but it had, for the moment, 
to do. Anrl the rest was fully to come. 

He smiled at her, and he presently found himself, as 
a kind of con,cqucncc of communion with lier, talkin;; 
her own lan~;u:i~:c. 'It's a Vt.'ry wonderful cxpcricncc.' 3 5 

'\Nell '-and her rai;;ed face shone up at him-' thzi.t 's 
all I wo.nt you to feel about it. If I '\ crcn't afraid,' 
she added, 'there ar): things I should like to say tu 
you.' 39 

2D 
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'And what are you afraid of, please?' he encourag­
ingly asked. 

'Of other 1.hinf;s that I may possibly spoil. Besides, 
I don't, you know, seem tu have the chance. You 're 
always, you know, wi!IL her.' 

He was str.rngcly supported, it struck him, in his 
fixed smile ; which was the more fixed as he felt in 
these last words an exact description of his course. 
It was an odd thing to have come to, but he was 
always with her. ' Ah,' he none the -less smiled, ' I'm 
not with her now.' 

'No-and I'm so glad, since I get this from it. She's 
ever so much Getter.' 

'Better? Then she has been worse?' 
Mrs. Stringham waited. 'She has been marvellous­

that 's what she has been. She is marvellous. But 
she's really better.' 

better-!' A 'Oh then, if she's really better--! But he checked 
himself, wanting only to be easy about it and above 
all not to show as engaged to the point of mystification. 
' \Ve shall miss her the more at dinner.' 

Susan Sh~pherd, however, was all there for him. 
'She's keeping herself. You '11 sec. You'll not really 
need to miss anything. There's to be a little party.' 

'Ah, I do sec-by this ar:.;gravated grandeur.' 
'\Vell, it is lovely, isn't it? I want the whole thing. 

She's lodged for the first time as she ought, from her 
type, to be; and doing it-I mean bringing out all the 
glory of the place-makes her really happy. It's a 
Veronese picture, as near as can be-with me as the 
inevitable dwarf, the small blackamoor, put into a 
corner of the foreground for effect. If I only had a 
hawk or a hound or something of that sort I should 
do the scene more honour. The old housekeeper, the 
woman in charge here, has a big red cockatoo that I 
might borrow and perch on my thumb for the evening.' 
These explanations and sundry others Mrs. Stringham 
gave, though not all with the result of making him feel 

39 that the picture closed him in. What part was there 

20 show as] appear N 
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for hlm, with his attitude that lacked the highest style, 
in a composition in which everything else would have 
it? ' They won't, however, be at dinner, the few people 
she expects; they come round afterwards, from their 
respective hotels; and Sir Luke Strett and his niece, 
the principal ones, will have arrived in London but an 

5 
from London N 

hour or two ago. It's for him she has wanted to do 
something-just, this evening, to begin. We shall see 
more of him, because she likes him; and I 'm so glad-
she 'II be glad too-that you 're to see him.' The good 10 
lady, in connection with it, was urgent, was almost 
unnaturally bright. • So I greatly hope--!' But her 
hope fairly lost itself in the wide light of her cheer. 

He considered a little this appearance, while she let 
him, he thought, into still more knowledge than she 15 
uttered. 'What is it you hope?' 

'Well, that you 'II stay on.' 
' Do you mean after dinner?' She meant, he seemed 

to feel, so much that he could scarce tell where it ended 
or began. 20 

'Oh that, of course. Why, we 're to have music­
beautiful instruments and songs; and not Tasso de­
claimed as in the guide-books either. She has arranged 
it-or at least I have. That is Eugenio has. Besides, 
you 're in the picture.' 25 

'Oh-I ! ' said Densher almost with the gravity of a 
real protest. 

'You 'II be the grand young man who surpasses the 
others and holds up his head and the wine-cup. What 
we hope,' Mrs. Stringham pursued, 'is that you 'II be 30 
faithful to us-that you've not come for a mere foolish 
few days.' 

Densher's more private and particular shabby realities 
turned, without comfort, he was conscious, at this touch, 
in the artificial repose he had but half managed to 3 5 
induce. The way smooth ladies, travelling for their 
pleasure and housed in Veronese pictures, talked to 
plain, embarrassed working-men, engaged in an un­
precedented sacrifice of time and of the opportunity 39 

8 just, ·this evening, to begin] to lat it begin at once N 
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of modc~t acqui .. ition ! The things they took for 
granted and tlw r:cnual misery of explaining! He 
couldn't tell them Lnw he had tried to work, how it was 
partly wh:i.t he had moved into rooms for, only to find 

5 himself, ;llmcist for the first time in his life, stricken and 
sterile ; bccau-;e that would give them a false view of 
the source of his restlessness, if not of the degree of it. 
It would opC'ratc indirectly perhaps, but infallibly, to 
add to that weight, on his heart, of conscious respon­

10 sibility which these very moments with Mrs. Stringham 
caused mo:-e and more to settle. He had incurred it, 
conscious responsi\Jility; the thing was done, and there 
was no use talking ; again, a~~ain the cold breath of it 
was in the air. So there he: was. And at best he 

15 	 fiound<..:rcd. ' I'm <1.fraid vou won't understand when I 
say I've very tiresome things to consider. Bothera­
tions, necessities at home. The pinch, the pressure in 
London.' 

But she understood in perfection ; she rose to the 
20 	 pinch and the pre~·mre and showed how they had been 

her own very eiemcnt. 'Oh, the daily task and the 
daily wage, the golden guerJon or reward? No one 
knows better than I how they haunt one in the flight 
of the precious, deceiving days. Aren't they just what 

25 	 I myself have given up ? I've given up all to follow 
her. I wish you could feel a:; I do. And can't you,' 
she inquired, 'write about Venice?' 

He very nearly wished, for the minute, that he could 
feel as she did; and he smiled for her kindly. 'Doyou 

30 write about Venice?' 
'No; 	but I would-oh, wouldn't I ?-if I hadn't so 

completely given up. She's, you know, my princess, 
and to one's princess--' 


'One makes the whole sacrifice?' 

35 'Precisely. Tht>re you are I' 

It pressed on him with this that never had a man 
been in so many places at once. · I quite understand 
that she's yours. Only, you ~ee, she's not mine.' He 

39 	 felt he could somehow, for honesty, risk that, as he had 
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the moral certainty that she wouldn't repeat it, least of 
all to Mrs. Lowder, who would find in it a disturbing 
implication. This was part of what he liked in the 
good lady, that she didn't repeat, and that she gave 
him moreover a delicate sense of her shyly wishing 
him to know it. That was in itself a hint of possibili­
ties between them, of a relation, beneficent and elastic 
for him, which wouldn't engage him further than he 
could see. Yet even as he afresh made this out he felt 
how strange it all was. She wanted, Susan Shepherd 
then, as appeared, the same thing that Kate wanted, 
only she wanted it, as still further appeared, in so 
different a way and from a motive so different, even 
though scarce less deep. Then Mrs. Lowder wanted, 
by so odd an evolution of her exuberance, exactly what 
each of the others did ; and he was between them all, 
he was in the midst. Such perceptions made occasions 
-well, occasions for fairly wondering if it mightn't be 
best just to consent, luxuriously, to be the ass the whole 
thing involved. Trying not to be and yet keeping in 
it was of the two things the more asinine. He was 
glad there was no male witness; it was a circle of 
petticoats; he shouldn't have liked a man to see him. 
He only had for a moment a sharp thought of Sir Luke 
Strett, the great master of the knife whom Kate in 
London had spoken of Milly as in commerce with, and 
whose renewed intervention, at such a distance, just 
announced to him, required some accounting for. He 
had a vision of great London surgeons-if this one was 
a surgeon-as incisive all round; so that he should 
perhaps after all not wholly escape the ironic attention 
of his own sex. The most he might be able to do was 
not to care; while he was trying not to he could take that 
in. It was;:;. train, however, that brought up the vision 
of Lord Mark as well. Lord Mark had caught him 
twice in the fact-the fact of his absurd posture; and 
that made a second m~!.le. But it was comparatively 
easy not to mind Lord Mark. 

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

Densher gave it his thou;;ht. 'Wouldn't it be rather 
Jhe who must?'5 

It had more than he intended the effect of bringing 
her to a stand. ' l s.-·e. ::\o doubt, if one takes it so.' 
Her cheer was for the time in eclipse, and she looked 
over the place, avoiding his eyes, as if in the wonder 

10 	 of what Milly could do. ' And yet she has wanted to 
be kind.' 

It made him feel on the spot like a brute. 'Of 
course she ha::>. No one could be more charming. She 
has treated me as if I were somebody. Call her my 

15 	 hostess as I\·e never had nor ima;:;ined a hostess, and 
I'm with you altogether. Of course,' he added in the 
right spirit for her, 'I do see that it's quite court 
life.' 

She 	promptly showed that this was almost all she 
20 	 wanted of him. 'That's all I mean, if you understand 

it of such a court as never was: one of the courts of 
heaven, the court of an angel. That will do perfectly.' 

'Oh well then, I grant it. Only court life as a 
general thing, you know,' he observed,' isn't supposed 

25 to pay.' 
'Ycs, one has read ; but this is beyond any book. 

That's just the beauty here; it's why she's the great 
and only princess. With her, at her court,' said Mrs. 
Stringham, 'it does pay.' Then as if she had quite 
settled it for him : 'You 'II see for yourself.' 30 

He waited a moment, but said nothing to discourage 
her. 'I think you were right just now. One must do 
something first.' 

'\Veil, you 'n:- done something.' 
35 'No-l don't s:-c that. I can do more.' 

Oh, well, she sc··:ncd to say,_ if he would have it so! 
'You can do ever-.•thin-7, vou know.' 

'Everythinr~' \\~"-s rathr~: tc;o much for him to take 
up gravely, and he modestly let it alone, speaking the39 
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next moment, to avert fatuity, of a different but a 
related matter. 'Why has she sent for Sir Luke 
Strett if, as you tell me, she's so much better?' 

'She hasn't sent. He has come of himself,' Mrs. 
Stringham explained. ' He has wanted to come.' 

'Isn't that rather worse then-if it shows him as not 
easy?' 

'He was coming, from the first, for his holiday. She 
has known that these several weeks.' After which 
Mrs. Stringham added : 'You can make him easy.' 

'I can?' he candidly wondered. It was truly the 
circle of petticoats. 'What have I to do with it for a 
man like that?' 

' How do you know,' said his friend, 'what he's like? 
He's not like any one you've ever s.cen. He's a great 
beneficent being.' 

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

'Tell him, all the same,' Mrs. Stringham urged, 
'what you think.' 

'What I think of l\Iiss Thcale?' Densher stared. 
It was, as they said, a large order. But he found the 
right note. ' It's none of his business.' 

It did seem a moment, for Mrs. Stringham too, the 
right note. She fixed him at least with an expression 
still bright, but searching, that showed almost to excess 
what she saw in it; thou~h what this might be he 
was not to make out till afterwards. 'Say t!tat to him 
then. Anything will do for him as a means of getting 
at you.' 

'And why should he get at me? ' 
'Give him a chance to. Let him talk to you. Then 

you '11 see.' 
All of which, on Mrs. Stringham's part, sharpened 

his sense of immersion in an element rather more 
strangely than agreeably warm-a sense that was more­
over, during the next two or three hours, to be fed to 
satiety by several other impressions. Milly came down 
after dinner, half-a-dozen friends-objects of interest 39 
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mainly, it appeared, to the ladies of Lancaster Gate­
having by that time arrived; and with this call on her 
attention, the further call of her musicians ushered by 
Eugenio, but personally and separately welcomed, and 
the supreme opportunity offered in the arrival of the 
great doctor, who CJ.me last of all, he felt her as 
diffusing, in wide warm waves, the spell of a general, a 
kind of beatific mildness. There was a deeper depth 
of it, doubtless, for some than for others; what he, at 
any rate, in particular knew of it was that he seemed to 
stand in it up to his neck. He moved about in it, and 
it made no plash ; he floateJ, he noiselessly swam in it; 
and they were all together, for that matter, like fishes in 
a crystal pool. The effect of the place, the beauty of 
the scene, had µrobubly much to do with it; the golden 
grace of the high rooms, chambers of art in themselves, 
took care, as an inflnence, of the general manner, and 
made people bland without making them solemn. 
They were only people, as Mrs. Stringham had said, 
staying for the week or two at the inns, people who 
during the day had fin~ered their Baedekers, gaped at 
their frescoes and differed, over fractions of francs, with 
their gondofiers. But Milly, let loose among them in 
a wonderful white dress, brought them somehow into 
relation with something that made them more finely 
genial ; so that if the Veronese picture of which he had 
talked with Mrs. Stringham was not quite constituted, 
the comparative prose of the previous hours, the traces 
of insensibility qualified by 'beating down,' were at last 
almost nobly disowned. There was perhaps something 
for him in the accident of his seeing her for the first 
time in white, but she had not yet had occasion­
circulating with a clearness intensified-to strike him 
as so happily pervasive. She was different, younger, 
fairer, with the colour of her braided hair more than 
ever a not altogether lucky challenge to attention ; yet 
he was loth wholly to expL:iin it by her having quitted 
this once, for some obscure, yet doubtless charming 
reason, her almost monastic, her hitherto inveterate 
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black. Much as the change did for the \'alue of her 
presence, she had never yet, when all was said, made it 
for him; and he was not to fail of the further amuse­
ment of seeing her as determined in the matter by Sir 
Luke Strctt's visit. If he could in this connection have 5 
felt jealous of Sir Luke Strett, whose strong face and 
type, less assimilated by the scene perhaps than any 
others, he was anon to study from the other side of the 
saloon, that would doubtless have been most amusing 
of all. But he couldn't be invidious, even to profit by 10 
so high a tide; he felt himself too much 'in' it, as he 
might have said: a moment's reflection put him more 
in than any one. The way Milly rwglectcd him for 
other cares while Kate and J\I rs. Lowder, without so 
much as the attenuation of a joke, introduced him to 15 
English ladies-that was itself a proof; for nothing 
really of so close a communion had up to this time 
passed between them as the single bright look and the 
three gay words-all ostensibly of the last Iis-htncss­
with which her confessed consciousne~.s bru:-,hcd by him. 20 

She was acrj11itting herself to-night as hostess, he 
could see, under some supr'-'.me iclc;<, an i11spiration 
which was half her nerves and half an inevitable 
harmony; but what he especially recognised was the 
character that had already several times br ol;cn out in 25 
her and that she so oddly appeared able by choice or by 
instinctive affinity, to keep down or to display. She 
was the American girl as he had originally found her 
-found her at certain moments, it was true, in New 
York, more than at certain others; she was the American 30 
girl as, still more than then, he had seen her on the day 
of her meeting him, in London, in Kate's company. It 
affected him as a large though queer social resource in 
her-such as a man.for instance. to his diminution, would 
never in the world be able to command; and he 35 
wouldn't have known whether to see it in an extension 
or a contraction of 'personality,' taking it as he did 
most directly for a confounding extension of surface. 
Clearly too it was the tight thing, this evening, all 39 

4 seeing her as J judging her N 

32 London, in] London and in N 

http:supr'-'.me


426 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

round : that came out for him in a word from Kate as 
she approached him to wreak on him a second intro­
duction. He had, under cover of the music, melted 
away from the lady toward whom she had first pushed

5 him; and there was something in her that he mac!e out 
as telling, evasively, a tale of their talk in the Piazza. 
To what did she want to coerce him as a form of pay­
ment for what he had Jone to her there? It was thus, 
in contact, uppermost for him that be had done some­

10 thing; not only caused her perfect intelligence to act 
in his interc::,t, but left her unable to get away, by any 
mere private effort, from his inattackablc logic. With 
him thus in prcsl'ncc, and ne.:ir him-and it had been 
so unmistakeably through dinner--there was no getting

15 away for hc1 at all, there was less of it than ever: so 
that sh...: could only either deal with the question 
straight, either fr.wkly yield or ineffectually struggle 
or insincerely argue, or else merely express herself by 
following up the advantage she did possess. It was 

20 part of that advantage, for the hour-a brief, fallacious 
makeweight to h10, 1,ressure-that there were plenty of 
things left in which he must feel her will. They only 
told him, these indications, how much she was, in such 
close quarters, feeling his; and it was enough for him 

25 again that her very aspect, as great a variation, in its 
way, as l\Iilly's own, gave him back the sense of his 
action. It had never yet in life been granted him to 
know, almost materially to taste, as he could do in 
these minutes, the state of what was vulgarly called 

30 victory. He had lived long enough to have been on 
occasion ' liked,' but it had never begun to be allowed 
him to be liked to any such tune in any such quarter. 
It was a liking gffatcr than Milly's-or it would be: 
he fdt it in him t" answer for that. So at all events 

35 he read the ca:;e \\·hile he noted that Kate was some­
how----for Kate--\\';rntinl:' in lustre. As a striking 
young presence she ~a,s practically superseded; 
of the mildness that :\Iilly diffused she had assimi­

39 lated all her sh~ire; she might fairly have been 

5-6 that he made out] to affect him N 

7-8 payment] penalty N 

14 so unmistakeably] as unmistakeable N 

16 that] om. N 

30 victoryJ conquest N 



BOOK EIGHTH 


dressed to-night in the little black frock, super­
ficially indistinguishable, that f\Jilly had laid a.·;ide. 
This represented, he perceived, the opposite pole from 
such an effect as that of her wondedul entrance, unJcr 
her aunt's eyes--hc had never forgotten it--thc day of 5 
their youn~cr friend's failure at Lancaster Gate. She 
was, in her accepted cffaccm<.:nt--it was actually lier 
acceptance that made the beauty and repaired the 
damage-under her aunt's C)TS now; but who~e eyes 
were not etkctually preoccupied? It struck him, none 10 
the less, certainly, that almost the fa:,t thing- she ~aid 
to him showed an exquisite attempt to appear if not 
unconvinced, at kast self-posscssccl. 

'Don't you think her good enough nc:c?' 
She look,~d at ~lilly from where they stood, noted 15 

her in renewed talk, over her further wishes, with her 
little orchestra, who had approached her with demon­
strations of deference enlivened by native freedoms 
that were quite in the note of old Venetian comedy. 
The girl's idea of music had been happy-a real solvent 20 
of shyness, yet not drastic; thanks to the intermissions, 
discretions, a ~;eneral habit of mercy to gathered bar­
barians, that retkctcd the good manners of its inter­
preters, representatives though these might be but of 
the order in which taste wa'> natural and mebdy rank. 25 
It was easy, at all events, to answer Kate. 'Ah, my 
dear, you know how good I think her!' 

' But she's IN• nice,' Kate returned with appreciation. 
'Everythin~ suits her so-especially her pearls. They 
go so with her old lace. I '11 trouble you really to JO 
look at them.' Densher, though aware he had seen 
them before, had perhaps not 'really' looked at them, 
and had thus not done justice to the embodied poetry 
-his mind, fnr :\Iilly's aspects, kept coming- back to 
that-which owed them part of its style. Kate's face, 35 
as she considered them, struck him; the long, priceless 
chain, wound twice round the neck, hung, heavy and 
pure, down the front of the wearer's breast-so far 
down that Milly's trick, evidently unconscious, of 39 
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holding and vaguely fingwing and entwining a part of 
it, conduced presumably to convenience. 'She's a 
dove,' Kate went on, 'and one somehow doesn't think 
of doves as bejewelled. Yct they suit her down to the 

5 ground.' 
'Yes--<lown h) the 1:r1>Und is the word.' Densher saw 

now how they ~uitcd her, liut was perhaps still more 
aware of somethin~~ intense in his companion's feeling 
about them. Milly wa,, indeed a dove; this was the 

10 figure, thou~;h it most applied to her spirit. But he 
knew in a m0mcnt t!iat Katt.; w;ls just now, for reasons 
hidden from him, exceptionally under the impressioH 
of that element of wealth in her which was a power, 
which wac; a r,1cat power, and which was dove-like 

15 only so far as one remembered that doves have wings 
and wondrous flights, have them as well as tender tints 
and soft sounds. It even came to Densher dimly that 
such wings could in a given case-had, in fact, in the 
case in which he was concerned-spread themselves for 

20 protection. Hadn't they, for that matter, lately taken 
an inordinate reach, and weren't Kate and Mrs. 
Lowder, weren't Susan Shepherd and he, wasn't lie in 
particular, nestling under them to a great increase of 
immediate ease? All this was a brighter blur in the 

25 general light, out oi which he heard Kate presently 
going on. 

'Pearls have such a magk that they suit every one.' 
' They would uncommonly suit you,' he frankly re­

turned. 
30 ' Oh yes, I see myself!' 

As she saw herself, suddenly, he saw her-she would 
have been splendid; and with it he felt more what she 
was thinking of. Milly's royal ornament had-under 
pressure now not wholly occult--taken on the character 

35 of a symbol of differences, differences of which the 
vision was actually ;n Kate's face. It might have been 
in her face too that, well as she certainly would look 
in pearls, pearls were exa1tly what Merton Densher 

39 would never be able to give her Vv'asn't tltat the great 
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difference that l\1illy to-night symbolised? She un­
consciously r~presentcd to Kate, and Kate took it in 
at every pore, that there was nobody with whom she 
had less in common than a remarkably handsome girl 
married to a man unable to make her on any such lines 5 
as that the least little present. Of these absurdities, 
however, it was not till afterwards that DL:nsher 
thought. He could think now, to any purpose, only 
of what Mrs. Stringham had said to him before dinner. 
He could hut come back to his friend's question c'f a 10 
minute ago. 'She's certainly good enouzh, as you 
call it, in the sense that I'm as·mrcd she's better. Mrs. 
String-ham, an hour or two since, \\'~s gay to me about 
it. She evidently believes her better.' 

'Well, if they choose to call it so--!' 15 

' And what do ;•ou call it-as against them?' 

' I don't call it anything to any one but you. I'm 


not" against" them! Kate added as with juc;t a fresh them!' A 
breath of impatience for all he had to be taur,ht. 

'That's what I'm talking about,' he said. · What do 20 
you call it to me?' 

It made her wait a little. 'She isn't better. She's 
worse. But that has nothing to do with it.' 

' Nothing to do?' He wondered. 
But she was clear. 'Nothing to do with us. Except 25 

of course that we 're doing our best for her. \Ve' re 
making her want to live.' And Kate again watched 
her. 'To-night she does want to live.' She spoke 
with a kindness that had the strange property of 
striking him as inconsequent-so much, and doubtless JO 
so unjustly, had all her clearness been an implication 
of the hard. ' It's wonderful. It's beautiful.' 

'It's beautiful indeed.' 
He hated somehow the helplcs."ness of his own note; 

but she had given it no heed. 'She's doing it for /1fr:' 35 
-and she nodded in the direction of Milly's medical 
visitor. 'She wants to be for him at her best. But she 
can't deceive him.' 

Densher had been looking too; which mac.le him say 39 

13 gay] in great feather N 



430 TIIE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

in a mom<'nt: ':\nd do you think ; 1011 can? 1 mean, 
if he's to Le wil11 u-; hete, about your sentiments. 
If aunt Maud's so thick with him---!' 

Aunt Maud now occupied in fact a place at his side, 
5 and was vi~ibly doing- her best to entertain him, though 

this failed to prevent such a direction of his own eyes 
-determined, in the way such things happen, precisely 
by the attention of the others-as Densher became 
aware of and as Kate promptly noted. ' He's looking 

10 at you. He wants to speak to you.' 
'So Mrs. Strinf_;ham,' the young man laughed, 

'advised me he would.' 
' Then let him. lk right with him. I don't need,' 

Kate went on in an~wer to the previous question, 'to 
15 deceive him. Aunt I1Iaud, if it's necessary, will do 

that. I mean that, knowing nothing about me, he can 
see me only as she sees me. She sees me now so well. 
He has nothing to do with me.' 

'Except to reprobate you,' Densher suggested. 
20 'For not caring for )'(!ll? Perfectly. As a brilliant 

young man driven by it into your relation with Milly­
as all tliat I leave you to him.' 

'Well,' said Denshcr sincerely enough, 'I think I 
can thank you for leaving- me to some one easier 

25 perhaps with me than yourself.' 
She had been looking about again meanwhile, the 

lady having changed her place, for the friend of Mrs. 
Lowder's to whom she had spoken of introducing 
him. 'All the more reason why I should commit you 

30 then to Lady Mills.' 
'Oh, but wait.' It was not only that he distinguished 

Lady Mills from afar, that she inspired him with no 
eagerness, and that, somewhere at the back of his 
head, he was fairly aware of the question, in germ, of 

3 5 whether this was the kind of person he should be 
involved with when they were married. It was further­
more that the consciousness of something he had not 
got from Kate in the morning, and that logically much 

39 concerned him, had been made more keen by these 
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very moments-to say nothing of the consciousness 
that, with their general smallness of opportunity, he 
must squeeze each stray instant hard. If aunt Maud, 
over there with Sir Luke, noted him as a little 
' attentive,' that might pass for a futile demonstration 5 
on the part of a gentleman who had to confess to 
having, not very gracefully, changed his mind. Be­
sides, just now, he didn't care for aunt Maud except 
in so far as he was immediately to show. 'How can 
Mrs. Lowder think me disposed of, with any finality, 10 
if I'm disposed of only to a girl who's dying? If 
you 're right about that-about the true state of the 
case, you 're wrong about Mrs. Lowder's being squared. 
If Milly, as you say,' he lucidly pursued, 'can't deceive 
a great surgeon, or whatever, the great surgeon won't 15 
deceive other people-not those, that is, who are 
closely concerned. He won't at any rate deceive 
Mrs. Stringham, who's Milly's greatest friend ; and it 
will be very odd if Mrs. Stringham deceives aunt 
Maud, who's her own.' 20 

Kate showed him at this the cold glow of an idea 
that really was worth his having kept her for. 'Why 
will it be odd? I marvel at how little you see your 
way.' 

Mere curiosity, even, about his companion had now 25 
for him its quick, its slightly quaking intensities. He 
had compared her once, we know, to a 'new book,' an 
uncut volume of the highest, the rarest quality; and 
his emotion, to justify that, was again and again like 
the thrill of turning the page. 'Well, you know how 30 
deeply I marvel at the way you see it!' 

'It doesn't in the least follow,' Kate went on, 'that 
anything in the nature of what you call deception on 
Mrs Stringham's part will be what you call odd. Why 
shouldn't she hide the truth?' 3 5 

'From Mrs. Lowder?' Densher stared. 'Why 
should she? ' 

'To please you.' 
'And how in the world can it please me?' 39 
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Kate turned her head away as if really at last almost 
tired of his density. But she looked at him again as 
she spoke. 'Well then, to please Milly.' And before 
he could question: 'Don't you feel by this time that 
there's nothing Susan Shepherd won't do for you?' 

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

'How can it be anything different if it's the view of 
serving you ? ' 

Densher for an instant, but only for an instant, hung 
fire. 'Oh, the difficulty is that I don't, upon my 
honour, even yet, quite make out how yours does serve 
me.' 

'It helps you-put it then,' said Kate very simply 
-'to serve me. It gains you time.' 

'Time for what?' 
'For everything ! ' She spoke at first, once more, 

with impatience ; then, as usual, she qualified. 'For 
anything that may happen.' 

Densher had a smile, but he felt it himself as strained. 
'You 're cryptic, my love!' 

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

Oh, it went home, making him flush for it; yet he 
soon enough felt his reply on his lips. 'Well, isn't my 
whole insistence to you now that I can conjure trouble 
away?' And he let it, his insistence, come out again ; 
it had so constantly had, all the week, but its step or 
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two to make. 'There 11ced be none whatever between 
us. There need be nothing but our sense of each other.' 

It had only the effect, at first, that her eyes grew 
dry while she took up again one of the so numerous 
links in her close chain. ' You can tell her anything 
you like, anything whatever.' 

'Mrs. Stringham? I have nothing to tell her.' 
'You can tell her about us. I mean,' she wonderfully 

pursued, 'that you do still like me.' 
It was indeed so wonderful that it amused him. 

'Only not that you still 'like me.' 
She let his amusement pass. 'I'm absolutely certain 

she wouldn't repeat it.' 
' I see. To aurit Maud.' 
'You don't quite see. Neither to aunt Maud nor to 

any one else.' Kate then, he saw, was always seeing 
Milly much more, after all, than he was ; and she 
showed it again as she went on. ' Tlzcre, accordingly, 
is your time.' 

She did at last make him think, and it was fairly as 
if light broke, though not quite all at once. 'You must 
let me say I do see. Time for something in particular 
that, I understand, you regard as possible. Time too 
that, I further understand, is time for you as well.' 

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

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

It struck him even at the moment as fine in her that 
she met it with no wincing nor mincing. She might, 
for the grace of silence, for favour to their conditions, 
have only answered him with her eyes. But her lips 
bravely moved. 'To marry her.' 39 
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'So that when her death has taken place I shall in 
the natural course have money?' 

It was before him enough now, and he had nothing 
more to ask ; he had only to turn, on the spot, con­
siderably cold with the thought that all along-to his 
stupidity, his timidity-it had been, it had been only 
what she meant. Now that he was in possession, 
moreover, she couldn't forbear, strangely enough, to 
pronounce the words she had not pronounced : they 
broke through her controlled and colourless voice as 
if she should be ashamed, to the very end, to have 
flinched. 'You '11 in the natural course have money. 
We shall in the natural course be free.' 

'Oh, oh, oh!' Densher softly murmured. 
'Yes, yes, yes.' But she broke off. 'Come to Lady 

Mills.' 
He never budged-there was too much else. 'I 'm 

to propose it then, marriage, on the spot?' 
There was no ironic sound he needed to give it; the 

more simply he spoke the more he seemed ironic. But 
she remained consummately proof. 'Oh, I can't go 
into that with you, and from the moment you don't 
wash your hands of me I don't think you ought to ask 
me. You must act as you like and as you can.' 

He thought again. ' I 'm far-as I sufficiently showed 
you this morning-from washing my hands of you.' 

'Then,' said Kate, 'it's all right.' 
'All right?' His eagerness flamed. 'You 'II come?' 
But he had had to see in a moment that it wasn't what 

she meant. 'You 'II have a free hand, a clear field, a 
chance-well, quite ideal.' 

•Your descriptions '-her' ideal' was such a touch!­
'are prodigious. And what I don't make out is how, 
caring for me, you can like it.' 

' I don't like it, but I'm a person, thank goodness, 
who can do what I don't like.' 

It was not till afterwards that, going back to it, he 
was to read into this speech a kind of heroic ring, a 
note of character that belittled his own incapacity for 39 
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action. Yet he saw indeed even at the time the great­
ness of knowing so well what one wanted. At the 
time, too, moreover, he next reflected that he after all 
knew what he did. But something else, on his lips, was 
uppermost. ' What I don't make out then is how you " 
can even bear it.' 

'Well, when you know me better you '11 find out how 
much I can bear.' And she went on before he could 
take up, as it were, her too many implications. That 
it was left to him to know her, spiritually, 'better' after 
his long sacrifice to knowledge-this, for instance, was a 
truth he hadn't been ready to receive so full in the 
face. She had mystified him enough, heaven knew, 
but that was rather by his own generosity than by 
hers. And what, with it, did she seem to suggest she 
might incur at his hands? In spite of these questions 
she was carrying him on. ' All you '11 have to do will 
be to stay.' 

'And proceed to my business under your eyes?' 
'Oh dear, no-we shall go.' 
'"Go"?' he wondered. 'Go when, go where?' 
'In a day or two-straight home. Aunt Maud 

wishes it now.' 
It gave him all. he could take in to think of. 'Then 

what becomes of Miss Theale?' 
'What I tell you. She stays on, and you stay with 

her.' 
He stared. 'All alone?' 
She had a smile that was apparently for his tone. 

'You 're old enough-with plenty of Mrs. Stringham.' 
Nothing might have been so odd for him now, could 

he have measured it, as his being able to feel, quite 
while he drew from her these successive cues, that he 
was essentially 'seeing what she would say'-an 
instinct compatible for him therefore with that 
absence of a need to know her better to which she 
had a moment before done injustice. If it hadn't been 
appearing to him in gleams that she would somewhere 
break down, he probably couldn't have gone on. Still, 39 
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as she wasn't breaking down there was nothing for him 
but to continue. ' Is your going Mrs. Lowder's idea?' 

'Very much inclcecJ. Of course again you see what 
it does for us. And I don 't,' she added, "refer only to 
our going, but to aunt Maud's view of the general 
propriety of it.' 

' I see again, as you say,' Densher said after a 
moment. 'It makes everything fit.' 

'Everything.' 
The word, for a little, held the air, and he might have 

seemed the while to be looking, by no means dimly 
now, at all it stood for. But he had in fact been look­
ing at something else. 'You leave her here then to 
die?' 

'Ah, she believes she won't die. Not if you stay. 
mean,' Kate explained,' aunt Maud believes.' 

'And that's all that's necessary? ' 
Still, indeed, she didn't break down. 'Didn't we 

long ago agree that what she believes is the principal 
thing for us ? ' 

He recalled it, under her eyes, but it came as from 
long ago. 'Oh yes. I can't deny it.' Then he 
added : 'So that if I stay--' 

' It won't'-she was prompt-' be our fault.' 
'If Mrs. Lowder still, you mean, suspects us?' 
' If she still suspects us. But she won't.' 
Kate gave it an emphasis that might have appeared 

to leave him nothing more; and he might in fact well 
have found nothing if he had not presently found: 
'But what if she doesn't accept me?' 

It produced in her a look of weariness that made 
the patience of her tone the next moment touch him. 
'You can but try.' 

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

'She isn't for you as if she's dying.' It had deter­
mined in Kate the flash of ;itstesse that he could 
perhaps most, on consideration, have admired, for her 
retort touched the truth. There before him was the 
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fact of how Milly to-night impressed him, and his 
companion, with her eyes in his own anc} pursuing his 
impression to the depths of them, literally now perched 
on the fact in triumph. She turned her head to where 
their friend was again in range, and it made him turn 5 
his, so that they watched a minute in concert. Milly, 
from the other side, happened at the moment to notice 
them, and she sent across toward them in response all 
the candour of her smile, the lustre of her pearls, the 
value of her life, the essence of her wealth. It brought 10 
them, with faces made fairly grave hy the reality she 
put into their plan , together again ; Kate herself grew 
a little pale for it, and they had for a time only a 
silence. The music, however, gay and vociferous, had 
broken out afresh and protected more than interrupted 15 
them. When Densher at last spoke it was under cover. 

'I might stay, you know, without trying.' 

'Oh, to stay is to try.' 

'To have for herself, you mean, the appearance of it?' 

'I don't see how you can have the appearance more.' 20 

Densher waited. 'You think it then possible she 


may u.ffcr marriag-e? ' 
'I can't think-if you really want to know-what 

she may not offer!' 
'In the manner of princesses, who do such things?' 25 
'In any manner you like. So be prepared.' 
Well, he looked as if he almost were. 'It will be for 

me then to accept. But that's the way it must come.' 
Kate's silence, so far, let it pass; but she presently 

said: 'You 'II, on your honour, stay then?' 30 
His answer made her wait, but when it came it was 

distinct. ' \Vithout you, you mean?' 
'Without us.' 
'And you go yourselves, at latest--?' 
'Not later than Thursday.' 35 
It made three days. '\Yell,' he said, 'I '11 stay, on 

my honour, if you '11 come to me. On J'Our honour.' 
Again, as before, this made her momentarily rigid, 

with a rigour out of which, at a loss, she vaguely cast 39 
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about her. Her rigour was more to him, nevertheless, 
than all her readiness ; for her readiness was the 
woman herself, and this other thing was a mask, a 
'dodge.' She cast about, however, as happened, not, 

5 	for the instant, in vain. Her eyes, turned over the 
room, caught at a pretext. ' Lady Mills is tired of 
waiting: she 's coming-see-to us.' 

Densher saw in fact, but there was a distance for 
their visitor to cross, and he still had time. 'If you 

10 decline to understand me I wholly decline to under­
stand you. I 'II do nothing.' 

'Nothing?' It was as if she tried for the minute to 
plead. 

' I 'II do nothing. I 'II leave before you. I 'll leave 
15 to-morrow.' 

He was to have afterwards the sense of her having 
then, as the phrase was-and for vulgar triumphs too 
-seen he meant it. She looked again at Lady Mills, 
who was nearer, but she quickly came back. 'And if I 

20 	do understand ? ' 
' I 'II do everything.' 
She found anew a pretext in her approaching friend : 

he was fairly playing with her pride. He had never, 
he then knew, tasted, in all his relation with her, of 

25 	anything so sharp-too sharp for mere sweetness-as 
the vividness with which he saw himself master in the 
conflict. 'Well, I understand.' 

'On your honour?' 
'On my honour.' 

30 'You '11 come?' 
'I '11 come.' 
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XXIX 

IT was after they had gone that he truly felt the 
difference, which was most to be felt moreoYcr in his 
faded old rooms. He ha<l recovered from the first a 
part of his attachment to this scene of contemplation, 
within sight, as it was, of the Rialto bridge, on the 5 
hither side of that arch of associations and the left 
going up the Canal ; he had seen it in a particular 
light, to which, more and more, his mind and his hands 
adjusted it; but the interest the place now wore for 
him had risen at a bound, becoming a force that, on 10 
the spot, completely engaged and absorbed him, and 
relief from which-if relief was the name-he could 
find only by getting away and out of reach. What 
had come to pass within his walls lingered there as an 
obsession importunate to all his senses; it lived again, 15 
all melted memories and harmonies, at every hour and 
in every object ; it made everything but itself irrelevant 
and tasteless. It remained, in a word, a conscious, 
watchful presence, active on its own side, forever to 
be reckoned with, in face of which the effort at detach- 20 
ment was scarcely icss futile than frivolous. Kate had 
come to him; it was only once-and this not from any 
failure of their need, but from such impossibilities, for 
bravery alike and for subtlety, as there was at the last 
no blinking; yet she had come, that once, to stay, 25 
as people called it; and what survived of her, what 
reminded and insisted, was something he couldn't have 
banished if he had wished. Luckily he didn't wish, 28 

4H 

16 	 all melted memories and harmonies] as a cluster of pleasant memo­
ries 1 N 



5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 

35 

39 

442 THE WINGS OF TIIE DOVE 


even though there might be for a man almost a shade 
of the awful in so unqualified a consequence of his act. 
It had simply worked, his idea, the idea he had made 
her accept ; and all erect before him, really covering 
the ground as far as he could see, was the fact of the 
gained success that this represented. It was, otherwise, 
but the fact of the idea as directly applied, as con­
verted from a luminous conception into an historic 
truth. He had known it before but as desired and 
urged, as convincingly insisted on for the help it would 
render; so that at present, witlt the help rendered, it 
seemed to acknowledge its office and to set up, for 
memory and faith, an insistence of its own. He had, 
in fine, judged his friend's pledge in advance as an 
inestimable value, and what he must now know his 
case for was that of a possession of the value to the full. 
Wasn't it perhaps even rather the value that possessed 
him, kept him thinking of it and waiting on it, turning 
round and round it and making sure of it again from 
this side and that? · 

It played for him-certainly in this prime afterglow 
-the part of a treasure kept, at home, in safety and 
sanctity, something he was sure of finding in its place 
when, with each return, he worked his heavy old key 
in the lock. The door had but to open for him to be 
with it again and for it to be all there; so intensely 
there that, as we say, no other act was possible to him 
than the renewed act, almost the hullucination, of 
intimacy. Wherever he looked or sat or stood, to 
whatever aspect he gave for the instant the advantage, 
it was in view as nothing of the moment, nothing 
begotten of time or of chance could be, or ever would; 
it was in view as, when the curtain has risen, the play 
on the stage is in view, night after night, for the 
fiddlers. He remained thus, in his own theatre, in 
his single person, perpetual orchestra to the ordered 
drama, the confirmed 'run'; playing low and slow, 
moreover, in the regular way, for the situations of most 
importance. No other visitor was to come to him; he 
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met, he bumped occasionally, in the Piazza or in his 
walks, against claimants to acquaintance, remembered 
or forgotten, at present mostly effusive, sometimes even 
inquisitive; but he gave no address and encouraged no 
approach; he couldn't, for his life, he felt, have opened 
his door to a third person. Such a person would have 
interrupted him, would have profaned his secret or 
perhaps have guessed it; would at any rate have 
broken the spell of what he conceived himself-in the 
absence of anything ' to show '-to be inwardly doing. 
He was giving himself up-that was quite enough-to 
the general feeling of his renewed engagement to 
fidelity. The force of the engagement, the quantity 
of the article to be supplied, the special solidity of the 
contract, the way, above all, as a service for which the 
price named by him had been magnificently paid, his 
equivalent office was to take effect-such items might 
well fill his consciousness when there was nothing from 
outside to interfere. Never was a consciousness more 
rounded and fastened down over what filled it ; which 
is precisely what we have spoken of as, in its degree, 
the oppression of success, the somewhat chilled state 
-tending to the solitary-of supreme recognition. If 
it was slightly awful to feel so justified, this was by the 
loss of the warmth of the element of mystery. The 
lucid reigned instead of it, and it was into the lucid 
that he sat and stared. He shook himself out of it a 
dozen times a day, tried to break by his own act his con­
stant still communion. It wasn't still communion she 
had meant to bequeath him; it was the very different 
business of that kind of fidelity of which the other name 
was careful action. 

Nothing, he perfectly knew, was less like careful 
action than the immersion he enjoyed at home. The 
actual grand queerness was that to be faithful to Kate 
he had positively to take his eyes, his arms, his lips 
straight off her-he had to let her alone. He had to 
remember it was time to go to the palace-which, in 
truth, was a mercy, since the check was imperative. 39 
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What it came to, fortunately, as yet, was that when he 
closed the door behind him for an absence he always 
shut her in. Shut her out-it came to that, rather, 
when once he had got a little away; ai1d before he 
reached the palace, much more after hearing at his 
heels the bang of the greater portonc, he felt free 
enough not to know his position as oppressively false. 
As Kate was all !n his poor rooms, and not a ghost of 
her left for the grander, it was only on reflection that 
the falseness came out ; so long 'as he left it to the 
mercy of beneficent chance it offered him no face and 
made of him no claim that he couldn't meet without 
aggravation of his inward sense. This aggravation had 
been his original horror; yet what-in Milly's presence, 
each day-was horror doing with him but virtually let­
ting him off? He shouldn't perhaps get off to the end ; 
there was time enough still for the possibility of shame 
to pounce. Still, however, he did constantly a little 
more what he liked best, and that kept him, for the 
time, more safe. ·what he liked best was, in any case, 
to know why things were as he felt them ; and he knew 
it pretty well, in this case, ten days after the retreat of 
his other friends. He then fairly perceived that-even 
putting their purity of motive at its highest-it was 
neither Kate nor he who made his strange relation to 
Milly, who ma<le her own, so far as it might be, 
innocent ; it was neither of them who practically 
purged it-if practically purged it was. Milly herself 
did everything-so far at least as he was concerned­
Milly herself, and Milly's house, and Milly's hospitality, 
and Milly's manner, and Milly's character, and, perhaps 
still more than anything else, Milly's imagination, Mrs. 
Stringham and Sir Luke indeed a little aiding: whereby 
he knew the blessing of a fair pretext to ask himself 
what more he had to do. Something incalculable 
wrought for them-for him and Kate ; something out­
side, beyond, above themselves, and doubtless ever so 
much better, than they: which wasn't a reason, how­
ever-its being so much better-for them not to profit 
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by it. Not to profit by it, so far as profit could be 
reckoned, would have been to go directly against it; 
and the spirit of generosity at present engendered in 
Densher could have felt no greater pang than by his 
having to go directly against Milly. 5 

To go wz"tlt her was the thing, so far hs she could 
herself go; which, from the moment her tenure of her 
loved palace was prolonged, was only possible by his 
remaining near her. This remaining was of course, on 
the face of it, the most 'marked' of demonstrations- 10 
which was exactly why Kate had required it: it was 
so marked that on the very evening of the day it had 
taken effect Milly herself had not been able not to 
reach out to him , with an exquisite awkwardness, for 
some account of it. It was as if she had wanted from 15 
him some name that, now they were to be almost alone 
together, they could, for their further ease, know it and 
call it by-it being, after all, almost rudimentary that 
his presence, of which the absence of the others made 
quite a different thing, couldn't but have for himself 20 
some definite basis. She only wondered about the 
basis it would have for himself, and how he would 
describe it; that would quite do for her-it e\·en would 
have done for her, he could see, had he produced some 
reason merely common, had he said he was waiting 25 
for money, or for clothes, or for letters, or for orders 
from Fleet Street, without which, as she might have 
heard, newspaper-men never took a step. Ile hadn't, 
in the event, quite sunk to that; but he had none the 
less had thus with her, that night, on Mrs. String- 30 
ham's leaving them alone-Mrs. Stringham proved 
really prodigious-his acquaintance with a shade of 
awkwardness darker than any Milly could know. He 
had supposed himself, beforehand, on the question of 
what he was doing or pretending, in possession of some 3 5 
tone that would serve; but there were three minutes 
in which he found himself incapable of promptness 
quite as a ~entleman whose pocket has been picked 
finds himself incapable of purchase. It even didn't 39 
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help him, oddly, that he was sure Kate would in some 
way have spoken for him-or, rather, not so much in 
some way as in one very particular way. He hadn't 
asked her, at the last, what she might, in the connec­
tion, have said; nothing would have induced him to 
ask after she had been to see him : his lips were so 
sealed by that passage, his spirit in fact so hushed, in 
respect to any charge upon her freedom. There was 
something he could only therefore read back into the 
probabilities, and when he left the palace, an hour 
afterwards, it was with a sense of having breathed 
there, in the very air, the truth he imagined. 

Just this perception it was, however, that had made 
him, for the time, ugly to himself in his awkwardness. 
It was horrible, with this creature, to be awkward ; it 
was odious to be seeking excuses for the relation that 
involved it. Any relation that involved it was by the 
very fact as much discredited as a dish would be at 
dinner if one had to take medicine as a sauce. What 
Kate would have said in one of the young women's 
last talks was that-if Milly absolutely must have the 
truth about it-Mr. Densher was staying because she 
had really seen no way but to require it of him. If he 
stayed he didn't follow her-or didn't appear to her aunt 
to be doing so ; and when she kept him from following 
her Mrs. Lowder couldn't pretend, in scenes the renewal 
of which at this time of day was painful, that she after 
all didn't snub him as she might. She did nothing in 
fact but snub him-wouldn't that have been part of the 
story ?-only aunt Maud's suspicions were of the sort 
that had repeatedly to be dealt with. He had been, by 
the same token, reasonable enough-as he now, for that 
matter, well might: he had consented to oblige them, 
aunt and niece, by giving the plainest sign possible 
that he could exist away from London. To exist away 
from London was to exist away from Kate Croy­
which was a gain, much appreciated, to the latter's 
comfort. There was a minute, at this hour, out of 
Densher's three, during which he knew the terror of 
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Milly's bringing out some such allusion to their friend's 
explanation as he must meet with words that wouldn't 
destroy it. To destroy it was to destroy everything, to 
destroy probably Kate herself, to destroy in particular 
by a breach of faith still uglier than anything else the 
beauty of their own last passage. I le had given her 
his word of honour that if she would come to him he 
would act absolutely in her sense, and he had done so 
with a full enough vision of what her sense implied. 
What it implied, for one thing, was that, to-night, in 10 
the great saloon, noble in its half-li ~;hted beauty, and 
straight in the white face of his young hostess, divine in 
her trust, or at any rate inscrutable in her mercy-what 
it implied was that he should lie with his lips. The 
single thing, of a ll things, that could save him from it 15 
would be Milly's letting him off after having thus 
scared him. \Vhat made her mercy inscrutable was 
that if she had already more than once saved him it 
was yet apparently without knowing how nearly he 
was lost. 20 

These were transcendent motions, not the less blessed 
for being obscure; whereby, yet once more, he was to 
feel the pressure lighten. He was kept on his feet, in 
short, by the felicity of her not presenting him with 
Kate's version as a version to adopt. He couldn't 25 
stand up to lie-he felt as if he would have to go down 
on his knees. As it was he just sat there shaking a 
little for nervousness the leg he had crossed over the 
other. She was sorry for his snub, but he had nothing 
more to subscribe to, to perjure himself about, than the JO 
three or four inanities he had, on his own side, feebly 
prepared for the crisis. Ile scrambled a little higher 
than the reference to money and clothes, letters and 
directions from his manager; but he brought out the 
beauty of the chance for him-there before him like a 35 
temptress painted by Titian-to do a little quiet 
writing. He was vivid, for a moment, on the diffi­
culty of writing quietly in London; and he was pre­
cipitate, almost explosive, on his idea, long cherished, 
of a book. 40 
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The explosion lighted her face. 'You' 11 do your 
book here?' 

' I hope to begin it.' 
' It's something you haven't begun?' 
'Well, only just.' 
'And since you came?' 
She was so full of interest that he shouldn't perhaps 

after all be too easily let off. ' I tried to think a few 
days ago that I had broken ground.' 

Scarcely anything, it was indeed clear, could have let 
him in deeper. ' I 'm afraid we've made an awful mess 
of your time.' 

'Of course you have. But what I'm hanging on for 
now is precisely to repair that ravage.' 

' Then you mustn't mind me, you know.' 
'You '11 sec,' he tried to say with ease, 'how little I 

shall mind anything.' 
'You '11 want '-Milly had thrown herself into it­

' the best part of your days.' 
He thought a moment; he did what he could to 

wreathe it in smiles. ' Oh, I shall make shift with the 
worst part. The best will be for you.' And he wished 
Kate could hear him. It didn't help him moreover 
that he visibly, even pathetically, imaged to her by 
such touches his quest for comfort against discipline. 
He was to sink Kate's snub, and also the hard law she 
had now laid on him, in a high intellectual effort. This 
at least was his crucifixion-that Milly was so interested. 
She was so interested that she presently asked him if 
he found his rooms propitious, while he felt that in just 
decently answering her he put on a brazen mask. He 
should need one quite particularly were she to express 
again her imagination of coming to tea with him-an 
extremity that he saw he was not to be spared. 'We 
depend on you, Susie and I, you know, not to forget 
we 're coming '-the extremity was but to face that 
remainder, yet it demanded all his tact. Facing their 
visit itself-to this, no matter what he might have to 
do, he would never consent, as we know, to be pushed ; 
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and that even though it might be exactly such a 
demonstration as would figure for him at the top of 
Kate's list of his proprieties. He could wonder freely 
enough, deep within, if Kate's view of that especial pro­
priety had not been modified by a subsequent occur­
rence; but his deciding that it was quite likely not to 
have been had no effect on his own preference for tact. 
It pleased him to think of 'tact' as his present prop 
in doubt; that glossed his predicament over, for it was 
of application among the sensitive and the kind. He 
wasn't inhuman, in fine, so iong as it would serve. It 
had to serve now, accordingly, to help him not to 
sweeten.Milly's hopes. He didn't want to be rude to 
them, but he still less wanted them to flower again in 
the particular connection; so that, casting about him, 
in his anxiety, for a middle way to meet her, he put 
his foot, with unhappy effect, just in the wrong place. 
'Will it be safe for you to break into your custom of 
not leaving the house?' 

'"Safe"--?' She had for twenty seconds an ex­
quisitc pale glare. Oh, but he didn't need it, by that 
time, to wince; he had winced, for himself, as soon as 
he had made his mistake. He had done what, so unfor­
gettably, she had asked him in London not to do; he 
had touched, all alone with her here, the supersensitive 
nerve of which she had warned him. He had not, 
since the occasion in London, touched it again till 
now; but he saw himself freshly warned that it was 
able to bear still less. So for the moment he knew as 
little what to do as he had ever known it in his life. 
He couldn't emphasise that he thought of her as dying, 
yet he couldn't pretend he thought of her as indifferent 
to precautions. Meanwhile too she had narrowed his 
choice. 'You suppose me so awfully bad?' 

He turned, in his pain, within himself; but by the 
time the colour had mounted to the roots of his hair he 
had found what he wanted. ' I 'II believe whatever you 
tell me.' 

'Well then, I'm splendid.' 
2F 
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'Oh, I don't need you to tell me that.' 

' I mean I'm capable of life.' 

'I've never doubted it .' 

'I mean,' she went on, 'that I want so to live--!' 


5 'Well? ' he asked while she paused with the intensity 
of it. 

'Well, that I know I can.' 
' Whatever you do? ' He shrank from solemnity 

about it. 
10 	 ' Whatever I do. If I want to.' 

' If you want to do it?' 
' If I want to live. I can,' Milly repeated. 
He had clumsily brought it on himself, but he hesi­

tated with all the pity of it. 'Ah then, tlzat I believe.' 
15 ' I will, I will,' she declared ; yet with the weight of 

it somehow turned for him to mere light and sound. 
He felt himself smiling through a mist. 'You 

simply must!' 
It brought her straight again to the fact. 'Well 

20 then, if you say it, why mayn't we pay you our visit?' 
'Will it help you to live?' 
'Every little helps,' she laughed; 'and it's very little 

for me, in general, to stay at home. Only I shan't 
want to miss it--!' 

25 	 'Yes?'-she had dropped again. 
'\Veil, on the day you give us a chance.' 
It was amazing what this brief exchange had at this 

point done with him. His great scruple suddenly 
broke, giving way to something inordinately strange, 

30 something of a nature clear to him only when he had 
left her. 'You can come,' he said,' when you like.' 

What had taken place for him, however-the drop, 
almost with violence, of everything but a sense of her 
own reality-apparently showed in his face or his 

35 manner, and even so vividly that she could take it for
I 	

something else. 'I see how you feel-that I'm an 
awful bore about it and that, sooner than have any 
such upset, you 'II go. So it's no matter.' 

39 	 'No matter? Oh! '-he quite protested now. 

/ 

'Z1 this brief] so brief an N 

30 nature clear] nature to become clear N 
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'If it drives you away to escape us. We want you 
not to go.' 

It was beautiful how slic srokc for l\1is. Stringham. 
\Vhatevcr it w,1s, at any r .tte, he shook his head. 'l 
won't go.' 5 

'Then I won't!' ~he briLhtly declared. 
'You mean you won·t cvme tv me?' 
'No-never now. It's over. But it's all right 

mean, apart from that,' she went on,' that l won't do 
anything that I oughtn't, or that I 'rn not f01u~d to.' 10 

'Oh, who can ever force you?' he a:-.kcd with his 
hand-to-mouth way, at all times, of speakin;: for her 
cncourafc:cmcnt. 'You 're the least coercible of 
creature:-..' 

'Because, you think, I'm so free?' 15 
'The freest person probably now in the world. 

You've got everything.' 
'Well,' she smiled,' call it so. I don't complain.' 
On which ag.1in, in spite of himself, it let him m. 

'No, I know you don't complain.' 20 
As soon as he had said it he had himsdf heard the 

pity in it. His telling her she had 'everything' was 
extravagant kind humour, whereas his knc.wtng so 
tenderly that she didn't compb.in was ten iblc kind 
gravity. Milly frlt, he could sec, the difference; he 25 
might as well have praised her outright for looking 
death in the f,tcc. She lookcJ lzilll again, for the 
moment, and it made nothing better for him that she 
took him up more gently than ever. 'It isn't a merit 
-when one secs one's way.' 30 

'To peace and plenty? \Vell, I dare say not.' 
'I mean to keeping what one has.' 
'Oh, th;it 's success. If what one has is good,' 

Densher said at random, 'it's enough to try for.' 
'Well, it's fTlY limit. I'm not trying for more.' To 3 5 

which then she added with a change: ·And now about 
your book.' 

'My book--?' He had got, in a moment, far from 
it. 39 

better27-28 She looked him again, for the moment, and it ma~e nothir:1g 
was offor him] This was the way she just looked ~ again, and it 

no attenuation N 

38 moment, far] moment so far N 
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'The one you 're now to understand that nothing 
will induce either Susie or me to run the risk of 
spoiling.' 

He hesitated, but he made up his mind. 'I'm not 
doing a book.' 

'Not what you said?' she asked in a wonder. 
' You 're not writing?' 

He already felt relieved. 'I don't know, upon my 
honour, what I'm doing.' 

It made her visibly grave; so that, disconcerted in 
another way, he was afraid of what she would see in it. 
She saw in fact exactly what he feared, but again his 
honour, as he called it, was saved even while she didn't 
know she had threatened it. Taking his words for a 
betrayal of the sense that he, on his side, 11tiglzt complain, 
what she clearly wanted was to urge on him some such 
patience as he should be perhaps able to arrive at with 
her indirect help. Still more clearly, however, she 
wanted to be sure of how far she might venture; and 
he could see her make out in a moment that she had 
a sort of test. 'Then if it's not for your book--?' 

'What am I staying for?' 
' I mean with your London work-with all you have 

to do. Isn't it rather empty for you?' 
'Empty for me?' He remembered how Kate had 

said that she might propose marriage, and he wondered 
if this were the way she would naturally begin it. It 
would !~ave him, such an incident, he already felt, at a 
loss, and the note of his finest anxiety might have been 
in the vagueness of his reply. 'Oh, well--!' 

' I ask too many questions?' She settled it for her­
self before he could protest. 'You stay because you've 
got to.' 

He grasped at it. ' I stay because I 've got to.' And 
he couldn't have said when he had uttered it if it were 
loyal to Kate or disloyal. It gave her, in a manner, 
away; it showed the tip of the ear of her plan. Yet 
Milly took it, he perceived, but as a plain statement of 
his truth. He was waiting for what Kate would have 

4 hesitated] cast about N 

26 said] held N 
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told her of--the permission, from Lancaster Gate, to 
come any nearer. To remain friends with either niece 
or aunt he mustn't stir without it. All this Denshcr 
read in the girl's sense of the spirit of his reply ; so that 
it made him feel he was lying, an'd he had to think of 5 
something to correct it. What he thought of was, in 
an instant, 'Isn't it enough, whatever may be one's 
other complications, to stay, after all, fur ) 'Ott?' 

'Oh, you must judge.' 
He was on his feet, by this time, to take leave, and 10 

also because he was at last too restless. The speech 
in question, at least, "·asn't disloyal to Kate; that was 
the very tone of their bargain. So was it, by being 
loyal, another kind of lie, the lie of the uncandid pro­
fession of a motive. He was staying so little 'for' 15 
Milly that he was staying positively against her. He 
didn't, none the less, know, and at last, thank goodness, 
he didn't care. The only thing he could say might 
make it either better or worse. '\Vcll then, so long as 
I don't go, you must think of me all as judging!' 20 

6 it] that N 

10 on his fee~, by this time] by this time on his feet N 

11 also because he was] was also N 

18 he] om. N 



xxx 
HE didn't go home, on leaving her-he didn't want to; 
he walked, instead, through his narrow ways and his 
campi with gothic arches, to a small and comparatively 
sequestered cafe where he had already more than once 
found refreshment and comparative repose, together5 
with solutions that consisted, mainly and pleasantly, 
of further indecisions. It was a literal fact that those 
awaiting him there to-night, while he leaned back on 
his velvet bench with his head against a florid mirror 

10 and his eyes not looking further than the fumes of his 
tobacco, might have been regarded by him as a little 
less limp than usual. This was not because, before he 
had got to his feet again, there was a step he had seen 
his way to; it was simply because the acceptance of 

15 his position took sharper effect from his sense of what 
he had just had to deal with. When he had turned 
about, to Milly, at the palace, half-an-hour before, on 
the question of the impossibility he had so strongly 
felt, turned about on the spot and under her eyes, he 

20 had acted, of a sudden, as a consequence of seeing 
much further, seeing how little, how not at all, im­
possibilities mattered. It wasn't a case for pedantry; 
when people were at her pass everything was allowed. 
And her pass was now, as by the sharp click of a 

25 spring, just completely his own- to the extent, as he 
felt, of her deep dependence on him. Anything he 
should do, or he shouldn't, would have reference, 
directly, to her life, which was thus absolutely in his 
hands-and ought never to have reference to anything 

30 else. It was on the cards for him that he might kill 
4M 
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her-that was the way he 1ead the cards as he sat in 
his customary corner. The frar in this thou;:;ht mark 
him let cverytliinr,- go, kept him there, actually, 
motionless, for three hours on <'ncl. I Ie rcucwecl his 
consumption ;111cl c;mukt:d more rigardtcs than he had 5 
ever done in tlil' time. \\'hat had cunw out for him 
had come out, with thi:~ first intensity, as a terror; so 
that action it -;elf, of any sort, the ri;;ht as well as the 
wrong-if the difference even survived-had heard in 
it a vivid' Hush!' the injunction, from that moment, to 10 
keep intensely still. He thou:..;ht. in fact, \\'hi1c~ his vi,-_;il 
lasted, of the diffcru1t ways of clciin;!; :o, and the hour 
might ha\·c scn·cd him as a lesson in ~ciinr; on tip-toe. 

\Vhat he finallv took home. \\'hen !'e \·cntured to 
leave the place, w~:. the perceived truth that he- might 15 
on any other srtcm ~~o straight to destruction. 
Destruction wa'' rc?resentcd for him by the idea of his 
really bringing to a point, on l\1 illy's side, anything what­
ever. Nothing so 'brought,' he easily argued, but must 
be in one way or another a catastrophe. 1Je w;is mixed 20 
up in her fate, or her fate, if that were better, was mixed 
up in ltim, so th:.it a single false motion might, either 
way, snap the coil. They helped him, it was true, thc:.c 
considerations, to a ckgree of eventual pcacc, for wh;i.t 
they luminou·.!y amounted to w.ts that he wa" to cJ,i 25 
nothing, and that fell in, after all, with the burden laid 
on him by Kate. H c was only not to budge without 
the girl's lcavc-11ot, oddly enough, at the last, to move 
without it, whether further or nearer, any more than 
without Kate's. It was to this his wisdom reduced 30 
itself-to the need again simply to be kincl. That was 
the same as being still-as creating. studiously, the 
minimum of vibration. He felt himself, as he smoked, 
shut up to a room, on the wall of which s0mctl:ing 
precious was too precariously hung. 1\ falst: step 3 5 
would bring it down, and it must hang as lnng as 
possible. He was aware when he walked :iway again 
that even Fleet Street, at this juncture, wouldn't 
successfully touch him. His manager might wire th;it 39 

3-4 actually, motionless] actually, all motionless N 

10-11 from that moment, to keep] to keep from that moment N 

12 the different ways of] several different ways for his N 

21 were] should be N 

32 creating, studiously] studying to create N 

38 at this juncture, wouldn't] wouldn't at this juncture N 
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he 	was wanted, but he could easily be deaf to his 
manager. His money, for the idle life, might be none 
too much; happily, however, Venice was cheap, and it 
was 	moreover the queer fact that Milly in a manner 

5 	 supported him. The greatest of his expenses really 
was to walk to the palace to dinner. He didn't want, 
in short, to give that up, and he could probably, he 
felt, be still enough. 

He tried it then for three weeks, and with the sense, 
10 	 after a little, of not having failed. There had to be a 

delicate art in it, for he was not trying-quite the con­
trary-to be either distant or dull. That would not 
have been befog 'nice' ; which, in its own form, was 
the real law. That too might just have produced the 

15 	 vibration he desired to avert ; so that he best kept 
everything in place by not hesitating or fearing, as 
it were, to let himself go-go in the direction, that is 
to say, of staying. It depended on where he went; 
which was what he meant by taking care. When one 

20 	 went on tip-toe one could turn off for retreat without 
betraying the rnana!uvre. Perfect tact-the necessity 
for which he had from the first, as we know, happily 
recognised-was to keep all intercourse in the key of 
the absolutely settled. It was settled thus, for instance, 

25 	 that they were indissoluhle good friends, and settled as 
well that her being the American girl was, just in time, 
and for the relation with which they found themselves 
concerned, a boon inappreciable. If, at least, as the 
days went on, she was to fall short of her prerogative 

30 	of the great national feminine and juvenile ease, if she 
didn't, diviningly, responsively, desire and labour to 
record herself as possessed of it, this would not have 
been for want of Densher's keeping her, with his idea, 
well up to it, for want, in fine, of his encouragement and 

3 5 	reminder. He didn't perhaps in so many words speak 
to her of the quantity itself as of the thing she was 
least to intermit ; but he talked of it, freely, in what 
he flattered himself was an impersonal way, and this 

39 	held it there before her-since he was careful also to 

could probably, he felt, be still enough.] should probably 
be able, 
be able t

he felt, 
o be sti

to stay his breath and his hand. 
ll enough through everything. N 
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9 it then] that N 
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31 ·diviningly, responsively] diviningly and responsively N 
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talk pleasantly. It was at once their idea, \I lic11 all 
was said, and the mn~t marked of their con\"cnicrl\·cs. 
The type wa:; ~o elastic that it couid bL· st:l'tchL·d to 
almost anythin~:·; and yet, not stretched, it kelit down, 
remained normal, remained rropcr!y within bounds. 5 
And he fwd meanwhile, thank goodness, without beins 
too much disconcerted, the sense, for the gid's part of 
the business, of the quecrec;t conscious compliance, of 
her doing very much what he wanted, even thou;;h 
without her quite seeing why. She fairly touched this 10 
once in sayin,.;: 'Oh yr:s. you like us to be a:~ we <lre 
because it's a kind of facility to you that we don't 
quite mea5urc: I think one would han· to he Eu~;1ish 
to measure it! '-and that too, strangely enou~h. with­
out prejudice to her ;:;ood nature. .She might have 15 
been conceived as doing-that is of \icing-what he 
liked, if only to judge where it would take them. They 
really, as it went on, saw each other at the game; she 
knowing he tried to keep her in tune with his notion, 
and he knowing she thus knew it. Add that he, again, 20 
knew she knew, and yet that nothing was spoiled by 
it, and we g-ct a fair impression of their most completely 
workable line. The strangest fact of all for us must 
be that the success he himself thus promoted was pre­
cisely what fit>;urecl, to his gratitude, as the something 25 
above and beyond him, above and beyond Kate, that 
made for daily decency. There would scarce have 
been felicity-certainly too little of the right lubricant 
-had not the national character so invoked been, not 
less inscrutably than completely, in 1\Iilly's chords. It JO 
made her unity and was the one thing he could 
unlimitedly take for gr:i.nted in her. 

He did so then, daily, for twenty days, without 
deepened fear of the undue vibration that was keeping 
him watchful. He was living at best, he knew, in his 35 
nervousness, from d;i.y to day, and from hand to mouth; 
but he had succeeded, he bclin·ed, in aL•idi11~ a mi.s­
take. All women h<ld alternatives, :ind :\1illv's would 
doubtless be shaky too; but the national cha1:acler was 39 

12 facility] facilitation N 
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firm in her, whether as all of her, practically, by this 
time, or a:. but a part; the national character that, in 
a woman who was young, made of the air breathed a 
virtual non-conductor. It was not till a certain 

5 ncca~.ion whr:n the twenty days had passed that, going 
to the palace at tea-time, he was met by the informa­
tion that the signorina padrona was not 'receiving.' 
The announcement was made him, in the court, by one 
of the gondoliers, and made, he thought, with such a 

10 conscious eye as the knowledge of his freedoms ofaccess, 
hitherto con'..pirn., 11siy shown, could scarce fail to 
beget. Dc-nshcr Jic,d not been, at Palazzo Leporelli, 
among the rccei·;:c\_,:e, Gut had taken his place once for 
all amon,~ the im·,);·.-cd ~rnc! illcluclcJ, so that on being 

15 so fla~r;mtly braye·,i he n::co~ni~ccl after a moment the 
propriety of a further appeal. X either of the two 
ladies, it appeared, received, and yet Pasquale was not 
prepared to say th;c,t either was not well. He was yet 
not prepared t,) say that either 7i'as well, and he would 

20 have been bbnk, Densher mentally observed, if the 
term could cn:r :.i.pply to members of a race in whom 
vacancy was but a nest of darknesses-not a vain surface, 
but a place of withdrawal in which something obscure, 
something always ominous, indistinguishably lived. 

25 He felt afre~h indeed, at this hour, the force of the 
veto laid, in the house, on any mention, any cognition, 
of the liabilities of its mistress. Her health, or her ill­
ness, was not confessed to there as a reason. Whether 
it was inwardly known as one was another matter; of 

JO which he grew fully aware on carrying his inquiry 
further. His appeal was to his friend Eugenio, whom 
he immediately sent for, with whom, for three rich 
minutes, protected from the weather, he was confronted 
in the galler_>' th;i.t led frc:m the water-steps to the 

35 court, arid whom h'. alwap called, in meditation, his 
frienJ because it w.:ts unmi,,takeablc that he would 
have put an end to him if he could. That produced 
a relation which required a name of its own, an 
intimacy of consciousness, in truth, for each-an in­39 ) 
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timacy of eye, of car, of general sen"ibility, of C\'ery­
thing but ton~~ue. It had been, in other words, for the 
five weeks, far from occult to our youn>; man that 
Eugenio took a vulg-ar view of him, which was at the 
same time a view he was definitely hindered fwm pre­
venting. It wa:o all in the air now a~;ain ; it was a;; 
much between them as ever while Eugenio waited on 
him in the court. 

The we:-ither, from early mornin'.'· hacl turned to 
storm, the fir~t sea-storm of the autumn, :tnd Densher 
had almost invidi011-;!y lirou::ht him dnl':n the outer 
staircast>--tlw rna•,,,in~ ;hcent, tlw ;~rt·at fc,tturc of the 
court, to :\liliy\ t1«n1n 11obi!r. Tl1;~ wa~ t•> riay him-
it was the one chanrc---for the nil:;>;.n \·icw ; the view 
that, ckvcr and ll1Jl rich, the youn,_; man f1<,lll London 
was-by the obvioth way-after llliss Thcalc's fortune. 
It was to pay him for the further implication that he 
must take the young lady's mc•st dc\·(Jtcd servant 
(interested scarcely less in the high attraction) for a 
strangely supnficial person if he CC•tmtecl, in such a 
connection, on impunity and prosperity. The view 
was a ,·ultTar one for Densher because it was but the 
view that~'might have Leen taken of another man, and 
three things alone, accordingly, had kept him from 
righting himself. One of these was that his critic 
sought expression only in an impersonality, a positive 
inhumanity, of politeness; the second was that refine­
ments of expression in a friend's servant were not a 
thing a visitor could take action on ; and the third was 
the fact that the particular attribution of motive did 
him, after all, no wrong. It was his own fault if the 
vulgar view and the view that might have been taken 
of another man happened so incorri;;ibly to fit him. 
He apparently wasn't so different from another man as 
that came to. If therefore, in fine, Eugenio figured to 
him as 'my friend' because he was conscious of his 
seeing so much in him, what he made him sec, on the 
same lines, in the course of their present interview was 
ever so much more. Densher felt that he marked him- 39 
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self, no doubt, as insisting, by <li:,satisfaction \\·ilh the 
gondolier's :rnswer, on the pursuit imputed to him ; 
and yet felt it only in the augmented, the exalted dis­
tance that wa-> by this time established between them. 
Eugenio had of cour.'e rcfkctecl that a word to Miss 
Thcalc, from such a pair of lips, would cost him his 
place; but he could also bethink himself that, so long 
as the word never came-and it was, on the basis he 
had arranged, impossiblc--he enjoyed the imagination 
of mounting gu;-ird. He h<.id ne\·er so mounted guard, 
Densher C!Ju]d ',L l', :l.'; during- these minutes in the 
damp /{lg:..;i11. ''here the storm-'."_;usb were strong; and 
there came in L:ct f.,r our ynung man, as a result of his 
presence, a .-·wldc;; :;harp sc n<e th;i!. everything had 
turned to the dismal. Something had happened-he 
didn't knO\v what; ;md it \\"asn't Eugenio who would 
tell him. \Vhat Eug-cnio told him was that he thought 
the ladies-;is if thl'ir liability had been equal-were a 
'lcctle' fatigued, ju:oL a' leetle lcetle,' and without any 
cause n.1med for i~. It was one of the signs of what 
Densher felt in him that, b~· a refinement of resource, 
he always mt:t the latter's I Ldi::rn with English and his 
English with Italian. He now, as usual, slightly smiled 
at him in the process-but ever so slightly, this time, 
his manner also Ol:ing attunc·d. our young man made 
out, to the thing, whatever it was, that constituted the 
rupture of peace. 

This manner, while they stood for a long minute facing 
each other over all they didn't say, played a part as 
well in the sudden jar to Densher's protected state. It 
was a Venice all of evil that had broken out for them 
alike, so that they were together in their anxiety, if 
they really could ha\·e met on it ; a \; enice of cold, 
lashing rain from a low black sky, of wicked wind 
ra?"i!1f; throuci-h n.ci :·ow passes, of general arrest and 
ini'erruption, ;~·ith t'.k peopk engaged in all the water­
lifc huddled, stranckd and wageless, bored and cynical, 
under archways and bridges. Our young man's mute 
exchange with his friend contained meanwhile such 

taken for granted in N 
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a depth of reference that, had the pressure been but 
slightly prolonged, they might have reached a point at 
which they were equally weak. Each had verily some­
thing in mind that would have made a hash of mutual 
suspicion and in the presence of which, as a possibility, 5 
they were more united than disjoined. But it was to 
have been a moment, for Densher, that nothing could 
ease off-not even the formal propriety with which his 
interlocutor finally attended him to the portonc and 
bowed upon his retreat. Nothing had passed about 10 
his coming back, and the air had made itself felt as a 
non-conductor of messages. Densher knew of course, 
as he took his way again, that Eugenio's invitation to 
return was not what he missed ; yet he knew at the 
same time that what had happened to him was part of 15 
his punishment. Out in the square beyond the.fonda­
menta that gave access to the landgate of the palace, 
out where the wind was higher, he fairly, with the 
thought of it, pulled his umbrella closer down. It 
couldn't be, his consciousness, unseen enough by 20 
others-the base predicament of having, by a con­
catenation, just to take such things: such things as the 
fact that one very acute person in the world, whom he 
couldn't dispose of as an interested scoundrel, enjoyed 
an opinion of him that there was no attacking, no dis- 25 
proving, no-what was worst of all-even noticing. 
One had come to a queer pass when a servant's opinion 
mattered. Eugenio's would have mattered even if, as 
founded on a low vision of appearances, it had been 
quite wrong. It was the more disagreeable, accord- JO 
ingly, that the vision of appearances was quite right, 
and yet was scarcely less low. 

Such as it was, at any rate, Den sher shook it off with 
the more impatience that he was independently rest­
less. He had to walk in spite of weather, and he took 35 
his course, through crooked ways, to the Piazza, where 
he should have the shelter of the galleries. Here, in 
the high arcade, half Venice was crowded close, while, 
on the Molo, at the limit of the expanse, the old 39 
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a depth of reference that, had the pt cssurc been but 
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which they were equally \\'cak. Each Jud verily some­
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suspicion and in the presence of which, :is a po~cibility, 5 
they were more united than cl1sjoined. B11t it was to 
have been a moment, for Denshcr, that notbin:;; could 
case off-not even the formal propriety with which his 
interlocutor finally attender! him to the jw·/(!11c and 
bowed upon hi-; retreat. Nolhi11g had passed about 10 
his coming back, anr1 the air hail made itself felt as a 
non-conductor of !lh' s,t'.~'.es. I )r'11c;lll'1 ];new nf course, 
as he tool.: his way d·:.1i11, tl1at Eu~;('niu\ i11\'itation to 
return wa~ not wh:u 1i,: rni~~cd; vet lw knew at the 
same time that what had happcm·;l lo him w:,s p.ut of 15 
his punishment. Out in the ;;quare beyond thef(!11dr1­
mmta that gave access to the lancigatc of the palace, 
out where the wind was higher, he fairly, with the 
thought of it, pulled his umbrella closer down. It 
coulcin't be, his consciousness, unseen enou,::h by 20 
others-the base prc<licament of having, by a con­
catenation, just to tal.:c such things: such things as the 
fact that one very acute person in the world, whom he 
couldn't dispose of as an interested scoundrel, enjoyed 
an opinion of him that there was no attackin,;, no dis- 25 
proving, no-what was worst of all-even noticing. 
One had come to a queer pass when a servant's opinion 
mattered. Euf:;enio's would have mattered even if, as 

founded on a low vision of appearances, it had been 

quite wrong. It was the more disagreeable, accord- JO 

ingly, that the vision of appearances was quite right, 

and yet was scarcely less low, 


Such as it was, at any r;1te, Den sher shook it off with 

the more imp.1tiencc th;1t he w.1s inder•~·ndcntly rcst­

kss. Ile had Lo wall: in spite of weather, and he took 35 

his course, through crooked ways, to the Piaua, where 

he should have the shelter of the r,;i',Jcric~. Here, in 

the high arcade, half Venice was crowdc;I cJo,,c, while, 

on the Molo, at the limit of the expanse, the old 39 
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columns of St. Mark and of the Lion were like the 
lintels of a door wide open to the storm. It was odd 
for him, as he moved, that it should have made such a 
difference-if th·..: difference wasn't only that the palace 
had for the first time failed of a \velcome. There was 
more, but it came from that; that gave the harsh note 
and broke the spell. The wet and the cold were now 
to reckon with, and it was precisely, to Densher, as if 
he had seen the obliteration, at a stroke, of the margin 
on a faith in which they were all living. The margin 
had been his name for it--- for the thing that, though it 
had held out, could bear no shock. The shock, in some 
form, had come, and he wondered about it while, thread­
ing his way amow; loungers as vague as himself, he 
dropped his eyes si;-;htiessly on the rubbish in shops. 
There were stretche,; of the gallery paved with squares 
of red marble, greasy now with the salt spray ; and the 
whole place, in its huge elegance, the grace of its con­
ception and the beauty of its detail, was more than 
ever like a great drawing-room, the drawing-room of 
Europe, profaned and bewildered by some reverse of 
fortune. He brushed shoulders with brown men whose 
hats askew, and the loose sleeves of whose pendent 
jackets, made them resemble melancholy maskers. The 
tables and chairs that overflowed from the cafes were 
gathered, still with a pretence of service, into the arcade, 
and here and there a spectacled German, with his coat­
collar up, partook publicly of food and philosophy. 
These were impressions for Densher too, but he had 
made the whole circuit thrice before he stopped short, 
in front of Florian's, with the force of his sharpest. His 
eye had caught a face within the cafe-he had spotted 
an acquaintance behind the glass. The person he had 
thus paused Ion~ enough to look at twice was seated, 
well within range, at a small table on which a tumbler, 
half emptied and evidently neglected, still remained ; 
and though he had on his knee, as he leaned back, a 
copy of a French newspaper-the heading of the Figaro 
was visible-he stared straight before him at the little 

1-2 of St. Mark ••• were like the lintels] of the Saint
Theodore • • • were the frame N 

precisely, to Densher] to Densher precisely N 



BOOK NINTII 

opposite rococo wall. Dcnshcr had him for a minute 
in profile, had him for a time during which his identity 
produced, however quickly, all the effect of establish­
ing connections-connections startling and direct; and 
then, as if it were the one thing more needed, took in 
the look, determined by a turn of the head, that might 
have been a prompt result of the sense of be;ng noticed. 
This wider view showed him all Lor<l Iviark-Lord 
Mark as encountered, several weeks before, the day of 
the first visit of each to Palazzo Lepcrclli. For it had 
been all Lord I\lark that was going out, on that 
occasion, as he came in-he had felt it, in the hall, at 
the time; and he wa:. accordingly the less at a loss to 
recognise in a few seconds, as renewed meeting brought 
it to the surface, the same potential quantity. 

It was a matter, the whole passage-it could only be 
-but of a few seconds; for as he could neither stand 
there to stare nor on the other hand make any advance 
from it, he had presently resumed his walk--and this 
time to another pace. It had been, for all the world, 
during his pause, as if he had caught his answer to the 
riddle of the clay. Lord Mark had simply faced him 
-as he had faced lti1Jt, not placed by him, not at first 
-as one of the clamp, shufiling crowd. Recognition, 
though hanging fire, had then clearly come ; yet no 
light ofsalutation had been struck from these certainties. 
Acquaintance between them was scant enough for 
neither to take it up. That neither had done so was 
not, however, what now mattered, but that the gentle­
man at Florian's was in the place at all. He couldn't 
have been in it long; Densher, as inevitably a haunter 
of the great meetin;;-ground, would in that case have 
seen him before. He paid short visits; he was on the 
wing; the question for him even as he sat there was of 
his train or of his boat. He had come back for some­
thing-as a sequel to his earlier visit; and whatever 
he had come back for it had had time to be done. He 
might have arrived but last night or that morning; he 
had already made the difference. It was a great thing 
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for Densher to get this answer. He held it close, he 
hugged it, quite leaned on it as he continued to circu­
late. It kept him going and going-it made him no 
less restless. But it explained-and that was much, 
for with explanations he might somehow deal. The 
vice in the air, otherwise, was too much like the breath 
of fate. The weather had changed, the rain was ugly, 
the wind wicked, the sea impossible, because of Lord 
Mark. It was because of him, a fortz"ori, that the 
palace was closed. Densher went round again twice, 
and found the visitor each time as he had found him 
first. Once, that is, he was staring before him ; the 
next time he was looking over his Figaro, which he had 
opened out. Dcnshcr didn't again stop, but he left 
him apparently unconscious of his passage-on another 
repetition of which Lord l\Iark had disappeared. He 
had spent but the day; he would be off that night; he 
had now gone to his hotel for arrangements. These 
things were as plain to Densher as if he had had them 
in words. The obscure had cleared for him-if cleared 
it was; there was something he didn't see, the great 
thing; but he saw so round it and so close to it that this 
was almost as good. He had been looking at a man 
who had done wh<l.t he had come for, and for whom, 
as done, it temporarily sufficed. The man had come 
again to sec Milly, and J\Tilly had received him. His 
visit would have taken place just before or just after 
luncheon, and it was the reason why he himself had 
found her door shut. 

He said to himself that evening, he still said even on 
the morrow, that he only wanted a reason, and that 
with this perception of one he could now mind, as he 
called it, his business. His business, he had settled, as 
we know, was to keep thoroug-hly still; and he asked 
himself why it should prevent this that he could feel, 
in connection with the crisis, so remarkably blameless. 
He gave the appearances before him all the benefit of 
being critical, so that if blame were to accrue he 
shouldn't feel he had dodged it. But it wasn't a bit 
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he who, that day, had touched her, and if she was upset 
it wasn't a bit his act. The ability so to think about it 
amounted for Dcnsher, during several hours, to a kind 
of exhilaration. The exhilaration was heightened fairly, 
besides, by the visible conditions-sharp, striking, ugly 5 
to him-of Lord Mark's return. His constant view of 
it, for all the next hours, of which there were many, 
was as a demonstration on the face of it sinister even 
to his own actual ignorance. He didn't need, for seeing 
it as evil, seeing it as, to a certainty, in a high degree 10 
'nasty,' to know more about it than he had so easily 
and so wonderfully picked up. You couldn't drop on 
the poor girl that way without, by the fact, being 
brutal. Such a visit was a descent, an invasion, an 
aggression, constituting precisely one or other of the 15 
stupid shocks that he himself had so decently sought 
to spare her. Densher had indeed drifted, by the next 
morning, to the reflection-which, positively, with the 
occasion, he might have brought straight out-that 
the only delicate and honourable way of treating a 20 
person in such a state was to treat her as ilr, Merton 
Densher, did. With time, actually-for the impression 
but deepened-this sense of the contrast, to the advan­
tage of Merton Densher, became a sense of relief, and 
that, in turn, a sense of escape. It was for all the 25 
world-and lw drew a long breath on it-as if a special 
dani:;er for him had passed. Lord l\fark had, without 
in the least intending such a service, got it straight out 
of the way. It was lte, the brute, who had stumbled 
into just the wrong inspiration, and who had therefore JO 
produced, for the very person he had wished to hurt, 
an impunity that was comparative innocence, that was 
almost like purification. The person he had wished to 
hurt could only be the person so unaccountably hanging 
about. To keep still, meanwhile, was, for this person, 35 
more comprehensively, to keep it all up; and to keep 
it all up was, if that seemed on consideration best, not, 
for the day or two, to go back to the palace. 

The day or two passed-stretched to three days ; 39 
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and with the effect extraordinarily, that Densher felt 
himself, in the course of them, washed but the more 
clean. Some sign would come if his presence there 
were better; and he was at all events, in absence, 

5 without the particular scruple. It wouldn't have been 
meant for him by either of the women that he was to 
return but to face Eugenio. That was impossible-the 
being again denied; for it made him, practically, 
answerable, and answerable was what he was not. 

10 There was no neglect, either, in absence, inasmuch 
as, from the moment he didn't get in, the one message 
he could send up would be some hope on the score of 
health. Since, accordingly, that sort of expression 
was definitely forbidden him he had only to wait­

15 which he was actually helped to do by his feeiing, with 
the lapse of each day, more and more wound up to it. 
The days in themselves '"'ere anything but sweet; the 
wind and the weather lasted, the fireless cold hinted at 
worse; the broken charm of the world about was broken 

20 	into smaller pieces. He walked up and down his rooms 
and listened to the wind-listened also to tinkles of 
bells and watched for some servant of the palace. He 
might get a note, but the note never came; there were 
hours when he stayed at home not to miss it. When 

25 	 he was not at home he was in circulation again as he 
had been at the hour of his seeing Lord Mark. He 
strolled about the Square with the herd of refugees : 
he raked the approaches and the cafes on the chance 
the brute, as he now regularly imaged him, migltt be 

30 	still there. He could only be there, he knew, to be 
received afresh; and that-one had but to think of it 
-would be indeed stiff. He had gone, however-it 
was proved; though Densher's care for the question, 
either way, only added to what was of least savour 

35 	 in the taste of his present ordeal. It all came round 
to what he was doing for Milly-spending days that 
neither relief nor escape could purge of a smack of the 
abject. What was it but abject for a man of his parts 

39 	 to be reduced to such pastimes? What was it but 

3-4 presence there were better] return ,should have the bet­
ter effect N 
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sordid for him, shuffling about in the rain, to haYe to 
peep into shops and to consider possible meetings? 
What was it but odious to find himself wondering 
what, as between him and another man, a possible 
meeting would produce? There recurred moments 
when, in spite of everything, he felt no straighter than 
another man. And yet even on the third day, when 
still nothing had come, he more than ever knew that 
he wouldn'.t have budged for the world. 

He thought of the two women, in their silence, at 
last-he at all events thought of Milly-as probably, 
for her reasons, now intensely wishin g him to go. The 
cold breath of her reasons was, with everything else, 
in the air; but he didn't care for them any more than 
for her wish itself, and he would stay in spite of her, 
stay in spite of odium, stay in spite perhaps of some 
final experience that would be, for the pain of it, all 
but unbearable. That would be his one way, purified 
though he was, to mark his virtue beyond any mistake. 
It would be accepting the disagreeable, and the dis­
agreeable would be a proof; a proof of his not having 
stayed for the thing-the agreeable, as it were-that 
Kate had named. The thing Kate had named was not 
to have been the odium of staying in spite of hints. 
It was part of the odium, as actual, too, that Kate was, 
for her comfort, just now well aloof. These were the 
first hours, since her flight, in which his sense of what 
she had done for him on the eve of that event was to 
incur a qualification. It was strange, it was perhaps 
base, to be thinking such things so soon; but one of 
the intimations of his solitude was that she had pro­
vided for herself. She was out of it all, by her act, as 
much as he was in it; and this difference grew, posi­
tively, as his own intensity increased. She had said in 
their last sharp snatch of talk-sharp though thickly 
muffled, and with every word in it final and deep, 
unlike even the deepest words they had ever yet 
spoken: 'Letters? Never-now. Think of it. Im­
possible.' So that as he had sufficiently caught her 
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sense-into which he read, all the same, a strange 
inconsequence-they had practically wrapped their 
understanding in the breach of their correspondence. 
He had moreover, on losing her, done justice to her 
law of silence ; for there was doubtless a finer delicacy 
in his not writing to her than in his writing as he 
must have written had he spoken of themselves. That 
would have been a turbid strain, and her idea had been 
to be noble; which, in a degree, was a manner. Only 
it left her, for the pinch, comparatively at ease. And 
it left ltim, in the conditions, peculiarly alone. He was 
alone, that is, till, on the afternoon of his third day, in 
gathering dusk and renewed rain, with his shabby 
rooms looking, doubtless, in their confirmed dreari­
ness, for the mere eyes of others, at their worst, the 
grinning padrona threw open the door and introduced 
Mrs. Stringham. That made, at a bound, a difference, 
especially when he saw that his visitor was weighted. 
It appeared a part of her weight that she was in a 
wet waterproof, that she allowed her umbrella to be 
taken from her by the good woman without con­
sciousness or care, and that her face, under her veil, 
richly rosy with the driving wind, was-and the veil 
too-as splashed as if the rain were her tears. 



XXXI 

THEY came to it almost immediately ; he was to 
wonder afterwards at the fewness of their steps. 'She 
has turned her face to the wall.' 

' You mean she's worse?' 
The poor lady stood there as she had stopped ; 

Dcnsher had, in the instant flare of his ea~crnes~. hit. 
curiosity, all responsive at sight of her, waved away, 
on the spot, the padron,1, who had offered to relieve 
her of her mackmtosh. She looked vaguely about 
through her wet veil, intensely conscious now of the 
step she had taken and wit.bing it not to ha\'e been in 
the dark, but clearly, as yet, seeing nothing. 'I don't 
know /tow t.he is-and it's why I \T come to you.' 

'I'm glad enough you've come,' he said, 'and it\ 
quite-you make me feel-as if I had been wretchedly 
waiting for you.' 

She showed him again her blurred eyes-.shc had 
caught at hit. word. ' Have you been wretched?' 

Now, however, on his lips, the word expired. It 
would have sounded for him like a complaint, and 
before something he already made out in his visitor 
he knew his own trouble as small. Hers, under 
her damp draperies, which shamed his lack of a. fire, 
was great, and he felt she had brought it all with her. 
He answered that he had been patient and above all 
that he had been still. 'As still as a mouo;e-you '11 
have seen it for yourself. Stiller, for three days 
together, than I've ever been in my life. It has seemeJ 
to me the only thing.' 

This qualification of it as a policy or a remedy was 
straightway, for his friend, plainly, a light that her own 

40~ 
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light could answer. ' It has been best. I 've wondered 
for you. But it has been best,' she said again. 

'Yet it has done no good?' 
'I don't know. I've been afraid you were gone.'

5 Then as he gave a headshake which, though slow, was 
deeply mature: 'You won't go?' 

'Is to "go,"' he asked, ' to be still?' 
'Oh, I mean if you '11 stay for me.' 
' I '11 do anything for you. Isn't it for you alone 

10 	 now I can ? ' 
She thought of it, and he could see even more of the 

relief she was taking from him. His presence, his face, 
his voice, the old rooms themselves, so meagre yet so 
charged, where Kate had admirably been to him-these 

15 	 things counted for her, now she had them, as the help 
she had been wanting: so that she still only stood 
there taking them all in. With it, however, character­
istically, popped up a throb of her conscience. What 
she thus tasted was almost a personal joy. It told 

20 	 Densher of the three days she on her side had spent. 
'\Veil, anything you do for me-is for her too. Only, 
only--!' 

'Only nothing now matters?' 

She looked at him a minute as if he were the fact 


25 itself that he expressed. 'Then you know?' 
'Is she dying?' he asked for all answer. 
Mrs. Stringham waited-her face seemed to sound 

him. Then her own reply was strange. 'She hasn't 
so much as named you. We haven't spoken.'

30 'Not for three days?' 
'No more,' she simply went on, 'than if it were all 

over. Not even by the faintest allusion.' 
'Oh,' said Densher with more light, 'you mean you 

haven't spoken about me.' 
35 	 'About what else? No more than if you were dead.' 

'Well,' he answered after a moment,' I am dead.' 
'Then I am,' said Susan Shepherd with a drop of her 

arms on her waterproof. 
39 It was a tone that, for the minute, imposed itself in 

17-lS characteristically, popped up] popped up characteris­
tically N 
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its dry de:opair; it represented, in the bleak phcc, which 
had no life of its own, none but the ,ifc Kate had icft 
-the sense of which, for that matter, by mystic 
channels, mi~ht fairly be 1-c?.chin; thl· vioitor--tbc very 
impotence of their extinction. ,\nd Dcnshcr lnd 
nothing to oppose it, nothin~ but af:ain: 'h she 
dying?' 

It made her, however, as if these \\ere crudities, 
almost material p,1ngs, only say as before: 'Then you 
know?' 

'Yes,' he at last returned,' I know But the maivel 
to me is that _rr ii do. I've nu right ll1 fact to imagine, 
or to as-;urnc, that you do.' 

'You m:iy,' said- Susan Shepherd, 'all the same. 
know.' 

'Everythin;:?' 
Her eye:-;, throur~·h her veil, kept prcsc,ing him. 

'No-not everything. That's why I 'vc come.' 
'Th:it I ~h;tll re<1liy tell ynu)' \\'ith which, <1S she 

hesitated, and it affl·ctecl him, he brought out. in a 
groan, a doubting- 'Oh, oh!' It turned him from her 
to the place ibclf, which wa-; a part of what \QS in him, 
was the abode, the worn shrine more than ever, of the 
fact in poo;;~ession, the fact, now an association, for 
which he: harl hired it. T/1at was not for tellinf;, but 
Susan .Shepherd was, none the less, so decidedly 
wonderful that the sense of it might really have begun, 
by an effect already operating, to be a part of her 
knowledge. He saw, and it stirred him, that she 
hadn't come to judge him; had come rather, so far as 
she might dare, to pity. This showed him her own 
abasement-that, at any rate, of grief; and made him 
feel with a rush of friendliness that he liked to be 
with her. The ruo;;h had quickened when she met his 
groan with an attenuation. 

'We shall at all events-if that's anything--be 
together.' 

It was hio. nwn good impuls~' in hcr;:,clf. 'It'.-; what 
I've ventured to feel. It's much.' She replied in 
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effect, silently, that it was whatever he liked; on which, 
so far as he had been afraid for anything, he knew his 
fear had dropped. The comfort was huge, for it gave 
back to him something precious, over which, in the 

5 effort of recovery, his own hand had too imperfectly 
closed. Kate, he remembered, had said to him, with 
her sole and single boldness-and also on grounds he 
hadn't then mea.sured-that Mrs. Stringham was a 
person who wouldn't, at a pinch, in a stretch of con­

10 fidence, wince. It was but another of the cases in 
which Kate was which was Kate showing. 'You don't think then very 

horridly of me?' 
And her answer was the more valuable that it came 

without nervous effusion-quite as if she understood 
15 	 what he might conceivably have believed. She turned 

over in fact what she thought, and that was what 
helped him. 'Oh, you've been extraordinary!' 

It made him aware the next moment of how they 
had been planted there. She took off her cloak with 

20 his aid, though when she had also, accepting a seat, 
removed her veil, he recogni~ed in her personal ravage 
that the words she had just uttered to him were the 
one flower she had to throw. They were all her con­
solation for him, and the consolation, even, still de­

25 	 pended on the event. She sat with him, at any rate, 
in the grey clearance-as sad as a winter dawn-made 
by their meeting. The image she again evoked for 
him loomed in it but the larger. 'She has turned her 
face to the wall.' .. 	 30 He saw, with the last vividness, and it was as if, in _ . 
their silences, they were simply so leaving what he saw. 
'She doesn't speak at all? I don't mean not of me.' 

'Of nothing-of no one.' And she went on, Susan 
Shepherd, giving it out as she had had to take it. 'She 

3 5 	doesn't want to die. Think of her age. Think of her 
goodness. Think of her beauty. Think of all she is. 
Think of all she has. She lies there stiffening herself 
and clinging to it. So I thank God--!' the poor lady 

39 	wound up with a kind of wan inconsequence. 
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He wondered. 'You thank God--?' 
'That she's so quiet.' 
He continued to wonder. 'Is she so quiet?' 
'She's more than quiet. She's ~rim. It's what 

she has never been. So you see-all these days. 
can't tell you-but it's better so. It would kill me if 
she were to tell me.' 

'To tell you?' He was still at :.1 loss. 
'How she feels. How she clin~~s. Bow she doesn't 

want it.' 
'How she doesn't want to die? Of course she 

doesn't w:rnt it.' I Jc had a long p.tu~,c, and they mi;;ht 
have been thinking tugcthcr of \I Ji;,t they CCiuld c\·cn 
now do to prevent it. Thi~,, ho1n·vc1, was nut wh.:it he 
brought out. :\lilly's 'grinrnes.,,' and the great huEhed 
palace, were pre!:>ent to him; p1c:.ent with the little 
woman before him a:. she must have been waiting there 
and listening. 'Only, what harm ha\'C )'OU done her?' 

Mrs. Stringham looked about in her darkness. 'I 
don't know. I come and talk of her here with you.' 

It made him again hesitate. 'Docs :;he utterly hate 
me?' 

' I don't know. }Iow can I? ~o one ever will.' 
'She 'JI never tell?' 
'She '11 never tell.' 
Once more he thought. 'She must be magnificent.' 
'She is magnificent.' 
His friend, after all, helped him, and he turned it, so 

far as he could, all over. '\Vould she sec me again?' 
It made his companion stare. 'Should you like to 

see her?' 
'You mean as vou describe her?' Ile saw her 

surprise, ancl it tool~ him some time. 'No.' 
'Ah then!' l\Irs Strin;;ham sighed. 
'But if she could tiear it I'd do anything.' 
She had for the moment her vision of this, but it 

collapsed. 'I don't sec what you can do.' 
'I don't, either. But size might.' 
Mrs. Stringham continued to think. 'It',., too late.' 
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'Too late for her to see--?' 

'Too late.' 

The very decision of her despair-it was after all so 


lucid-kindled in him a heat. 'But the doctor, all the 
while--?' 

'Tacchini? Oh, he's kind. He comes. He's proud 
of having been approved and coached by a great 
London man.. He hardly in fact goes away; so that 
I scarce know what becomes of his other patients. 
He thinks her, justly enough, a great personage; he 
treats her like royalty ; he's waiting on events. But 
she has barely consented to see him, and, though she 
has told him, generously-for she thinks of me, dear 
creature-that he may come, that he may stay, for my 
sake, he spends most of his time only hovering at her 
door, prowling through the rooms, trying to entertain 
me, in that ghastly saloon, with the gossip of Venice, 
and meeting me, in doorways, in the sala, on the 
staircase, with an agreeable, intolerable smile. W c 
don't,' said Susan Shepherd, 'talk of her.' 

'By her request?' 

'Absolutely. I don't do what she doesn't wish. 


We talk of the price of provisions.' 
' By her request too? ' 
'Absolutely. She named it to me as a subject when 

she said, the first time, that if it would be any comfort 
to me he might stay as much as we liked.' 

Densher took it all in. 'But he isn't any comfort to 
you!' . 

'None whatever. That, however,' she added, 'is not 
his fault. Nothing 's any comfort.' 

'Certainly,' Densher observed, 'as I but too horribly 
feel, I'm not.' 

'No. But I didn't come for that.' 
'You came for me.' 
'Well, then, call it that.' But she looked at him a 

moment with eyes filled full, and something came up in 
her, the next instant, from deeper still. ' I came at 

39 bottom of course--' 
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'You came at bottom of course for our friend hcrsdf. 
But if it's, as you say, too late for me to do any­
thing?' 

She continued to look at him, and with an imraticncc. 
which he saw ~rowing in her, of the ti ;1th itsci1·. 'So [ 
did say. But, with you herL '--and she turned he: 
vision again strangely about lier---' with you here, ;rnd 
with everything, I feel that we mustn't abanrion her.' 

'God forbid we should abandon her.' 
'Then you won't?' His tone haci made her Ou:,h 

again. 
'How do you mean I "won't," if she abanclons me? 

What can l do if she won't ~cc mr?' 
'But you said ju~t now you wouldn't like it.' 
'I said I shouldn't like it in the li~'ht of what you 

tell me. I shouldn't like it only to" see her as you 
make me. I should like it if I could help her. But 
even then,' Densher pursued without faith, 'she would 
have to want it first herself. And there,' he continued 
to make out, 'is the devil of it. She -Zt'o1/t want it 
herself. She can't!' 

He had got up in his impatience of it. and she 
watched him while he helplessly moved. 'There's one 
thing you can do. There's only that, and even for 
that there arc difficulties. But there 1·.1 that.' He stood 
before her with his hands in his pockets, and he had 
soon enough, from her eyes, seen what was coming. 
She paused as if waiting for his leave to utter it, 
and, as he only let her wait, they heard, in the silence, 
on the canal, the renewed downpour of rain. She 
had at last to speak, but, as if still with her fear, 
she only half spoke. ' I think you really know your­
self what it is.' 

He did know what it was, and with il e\·en, as :ohc 
said-rather !-there were difficulties. He tt;rned av;ay 
on them, on everything, for a moment; he moved to 
the other window and looked at the sheeted channei, 
wider, like a river, where the houses opposite, blurreo 
and belittled, stood at twice their dista;1ce. Mrs. 
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Stringham said o-Jthiug, was as mute, in fa:: t. hr the 
minute as if she had 'had' him, and he was th<? first 
again to speak. \Yhc:1i he <lid so, however, it was r:ot 
in strai;:;ht answer to her last rcmark---hc only started 

5 from that He Sc<i:J, ;:is h·.· c;;me baci·; to her,' Let me, 
you know, stc-On(· rnu·;t understand,' almost as if, for 
the time, he had acccr:itcd it And what he wished to 
understand was where: o:-: the essence of the question, 
was the voice of Sir Luke Strett. If they talked of 

10 not giving her ui,. should:i't lze be the one least of all 
to do it? ' Aren't we, 'lt foe worst, in the dark without 
him?' 

'Oh,' said l\lrs. Strir~ghz.;n, 'it's he who has kept me 
going. I wired th:· first 11ih'ht, and he answered like 

15 an angel. He ·;1 c.,1; 0 1· ld:c one. Only he can't arrive, 
at the nearest, till Thc:r:;d.ty afternoon.' 

'\Vell then, that's something.' 
She hesitated. 'Somctl:in;;-ycs. She likes him.' 
'Rather! I can sc,· it still, the face with which, 

2D when he was her.: in Octobe-r-that night when she 
was in white, whc•i sLe had people there and those 
musicians-she committed him to my care. It was 
beautiful for both of us-she put us in relation. She 
asked me, for the tim2, to t~.ke him about; I did so, 

25 and we quite hit it off. Th.1t proved,' Densher said 
with a quick sacJ smile, 'tk;.t she liked him.' 

'He liked you,' Susan Shepherd presently risked. 
'Ah, I know nothing about that.' 
'You ought to then. He went with you to galleries 

30 	 and churches; you saved his time for him, showed 
him the choicest things, and you perhaps will remember 
telling me, myself, that if he hadn't been a great surgeon 
he might really have been a great judge. I mean of 
the beautiful.' 

35 'Well,' the y0•m:· ma.n :,dmitted, 'that's what he is 
-in ha\·ing jud~;c.u iu:r. He hasn't,' he went on, 
•judged her for no:hing. Hi:::. int~rest in her-which 
we must make the most of--can only be supremely 

39 beneficent.' 
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He still roamed, while he spoke, with his hands in 
his pockets, and she saw him, on this, as her eyes 
sufficiently betrayed, trying to keep his distance from 
the recognition he had a few moments before partly 
confessed to. 'I'm glad,' she dropped, 'you like 
him!' 

There was something for him in the sound of it. 
'Well, I do no more, dear lady, than you do yourself. 
Surely you like him. Surely, when he was here, we all 
liked him.' 

'Yes, but I seem to feel I know what he thinks. 
And I should think, with all the time you spent with 
him, yo~1 would know it,' she- said, 'yoursdf.' 

Densher stopped short, though at first without a 
word. '\Ve never spoke of hl'r. N cit her of us men­
tioned her, even to sound her name, and nothing 
whatever, in connection with her, passed between us.' 

Mrs. Stringham stared up at him, surprised at 
this picture. But she had plainly an idea that, after 
an instant, resisted it. 'That was his professional 
propriety.' 

'Precisely. But it was also my sense of that, and it 
was something more besides.' And he spoke with 
sudden intensity. ' I couldn't talk to him about her l' 

'Oh!' said Susan Shepherd. 
' I can't talk to any one about her.' 
'Except to me,' his friend continued. 
' Except to you.' The ghost of her smile, a gleam 

of significance, had waited on her words, and it kept 
him, for honesty, looking at her. For honesty too-
that is for his own words-he had quickly coloured: 
he was sinking so, at a stroke, the burden of his dis­
course with Kate. His visitor, for the minute, while 
their eyes met, might have been watching him hold it 
down. And he !tad to hold it down-the effort of 
which, precisely, made him red. He couldn't let it 
come up; at least not yet. She might make what she 
would of it. He attempted to repeat his statement, 
but he really modified it. 'Sir Luke, at all events, had 39 

22 that, and] that virtue in him, and N 
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nothing to tdl ml', and I had nothing to tell him. 
Makc-bclicvc talk w.t•, impossible for us, and--' 

'And rca/'----she haJ takl'n him rig-ht up with a huge 
emphasi'i---'was nwrc itnp<•ss1blc still.' No doubt­

5 	 he didn't deny il; and she h.td straightway drawn her 
conclusion. ' Then that proves what I say-that there 
were immensities between you. Otherwise you'd have 
chattered.' 

' I dare say,' Densher granted,' we were both thinking 
10 ofher.' 

'You were neither of you thinking of any one else. 
That's why you kept together.' 

Well, tha~ too, if she desired, he admitted; but he 
came straight back to what he had originally said. 

15 	 'I haven't a notion, all the ;,ame, of what he thinks.' 
She faced him. \'i~ibly, with the question into which he 
had already observed that her special shade of earnest­
ness was perpetually, right and left, flowering-' Are 
you very sure? '--and he could only note her apparent 

20 difference from himself. 'You, I judge, believe that 
he thinks she's gone.' 

She took it, but she bore up. 'It doesn't matter 
what I believe.' 

'Well, we shall sec '---and he felt almost basely
25 	 superficial. More and more, for the last five minutes, 

had he known she had brought something with her, 
and never, in respect to anything, had he had such a 
wish to postpone. He would have liked to put every­
thing off till Thursday; he was sorry it was now 

30 	 Tuesday ; he wondered if he were afraid. Yet it 
wasn't of Sir Luke, who was coming; nor of Milly, 
who was dying; nor of Mrs. Stringham, who was 
sitting there. It wasn't, strange to say, of Kate either, 
for Kate's presence affected him suddenly as having 

35 	 swooned or trembled away. Susan Shepherd's, thus 
prolonged, had suffused it with some influence under 
which it had ceased to act She was as absent to his 
sensibility as she had constantly been, since her depar­

39 	 ture, absent, as an echo or a reference, from the palace; 

13 	 admitted] took from her N 

18 	 right and left, flowering] flowering, right and left N 
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BOOK NINTH 479 

and it was the first time, among the objects now 
surrounding him, that his st.:nsibility so noted her. 
He knew soon enough that it was of him:;elf he \\'as 
afraid, and that even, if he didn't takr: cz;rc, he 
should infallibly be more so. 'J\Ieanwhile," lie added 5 
for his companion, 'it has been cvcr.i thing for me to 
see you.' 

She slowly rose, at the words, which might. almost 
have conveyed to her the hint of his taking care. She 
stood there as if, in fact, she had sc ..:n him a hrnptly 10 
moved to dismiss her. But the a.bruplncs" \rnuld have 
been in this case so marh.ed as fairly t,1 oil.er ground 
for insistence to her imagination of hi~ :;LHe. It would 
take her moreover, »he clearly shuwcd him she was 
thinking, bLlt a minute or two to ino,i;,t. lk:-:ides, ~;he 15 
had already said it. '\Vill you Jo it if ltc asb you? 
I mean if Sir Luke himself puts it to you. 1\nd will 
you giv1.: him '-oh, she was earnest now!-' the 
opportunity to put it to you?' 

'The opportunity to put what?' 20 
'That if you deny it to her, that may still do some­

thing.' 
Densher felt himself-as had already once befallen 

him in the quarter-of-an-hour-turn red to the top of 
his forehead. Turning red had, howc\'er, for him, as 25 
a sign of shame, been, so to speak, discounted; his 
consciousness of it at the present moment was rather 
as a sign of his fear. It showed him sharply enough 
of what he was afraid. 'If I deny what to her?' 

Hesitation, on the demand, revived in her. for hadn't 30 
he all along, been letting her sec that he knew? 
'Why, what Lord Mark told her?' her. N

'And what did Lord l\Iark tell her?' 
Mrs. Stringham had a look of bewilderme-nt-of see 

ing him as suddenly perverse. 'I've been judging th:tt 3 5 
you yourself know.' And it was she who now blushed 
deep. 

It quickened his pity for her, but he w;is beset too 
by other things. 'Then )'<'It know----' 39 

10 in fact, she had] she had in fact N 
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'Of his dreadful visit?' She stared. 'Why, it's 
what has done it.' 

'Yes-I understand that. But you also know---' 
He had faltered a.gain, but all she knew :,he now 

wanted to say. 'I'm spc«king,' :,he .,aid soothingly, 
'of what he told her. It 's titat that I 'vc taken you 
as knowing.' 

'Oh!' he sounded in spite of himself. 
It appeared to have for her, he saw the next moment, 

the quality of relief, as if he had supposed her think­
ing of something else. Thereupon, straightway, that 
lightened it. 'Oh, you thought I've known it for 
true!' 

Her light had hcight~ned her flush, and he saw 
that he had betrayed himself. Not, however, that it 
mattered, as he immediately saw still better. There 
it was now, all of it, at last, and this at least there was 
no postponing. They were left there with her idea­
the one she was wishing to make him recognise. He 
had expressed ten minutes before his need to under­
stand, and she was acting-, after ali, out on that. Only 
what he was to understand was no small matter; it 
might be larger even than ac; yet appeared. He took 
again one of his turns, not meeting what she had last 
said ; he mooned a minute, as he would have called it, 
at a window; and of course she could see that she had 
driven him to the wall. She did clearly, without delay, 
see it; on wl-iich her sense of having 'caught' him 
became, as promptly, a scruple, and she spoke as if 
not to press it. 'What I mean is that he told her 
you've been all the while engaged to Miss Croy.' 

He gave a jerk round ; it was almost-to hear it­
the touch of a lash; and he said-idiotically, as he 
afterwards knew-the first thing that came into his 
head. 'All wlwt while?' 

'Oh, it's not I who say it.' She spoke in gentleness. 
'I only repeat to you what he told her.' 

Densher, from whom an impatience had escaped, 
had already caught himself up. 'Pardon my brutality. 

N 
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Of course I know what you 're talking about. I saw 
him, toward the evening,' he further expla in ed, ' in the 
Piazza; only just saw him-through the glass at 
Florian's-without any words. In fact I scarcely kn ow 
him, and there wouldn't have been occasion. It was 
but once, moreover- he must have gone that night. 
But I knew he wouldn't have come for nothing, and I 
turned it over-what he would ha\'e come for.' 

Oh, so had Mrs. Stringham. 'He came for exaspera­
tion.' 

Densher approved. 'He came to Jct her kn ow th at 
he kno\\'s better than she for whom it was she had a 
couple of months before, in her fool's paradise, refused 
him.' 

'How you do know! '-and Mrs. Stringham almost 
smiled. 

' I know that- but I don't know the good it docs 
him.' 

'The good, he thinks, if he has patience-not too 
much-may be to come. He doesn't know what he 
has done to her. Only we, you see, do that.' 

He saw, but he wondered. 'She kept from him­
what she felt?' 

'She was able-I'm sure of it-not to show anything. 
He dealt her his blow, and she took it without a si gn.' 
Mrs. Stringham, it was plain, spoke by book, and it 
brought into play again her appreciation of what she 
related. 'She's magnificent.' 

Densher again gravely assented. 'Magnificent!' 
'And lu:,' she went on,' is an idiot of idiots.' 
'An idiot of idiots.' For a moment, on it all, on the 

stupid doom in it, they looked at each other. 'Yet 
he's thought so awfully clever.' 

'So awfully-it's Maud Lowder's own view. And 
he was nice, in London,' said Mrs. Stringham,' to m e. 
One could almost pity him-he has had such a good 
conscience.' 

'That's exactly the inevitable ass.' 
'Yes, but it wasn't-I could see from the only few 39 
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things she first told me-that he meant her the least 
harm. He intended none whatever. 

'That's always the ass at his worst,' Densher replied. 
'He only of course meant harm to me.' 

5 'And good to himself-he thought that would come. 
He had been unable to swallow,' Mrs. Stringham 
pursued, 'what had happened on his other visit. He 
had been then too sharply humiliated.' 

'Oh, I saw that.' 
10 'Yes, and he also saw you. He saw you received, 

as it were, while he was turned away.' 
'Perfectly,' Densher said-' I've filled it out. And 

also that he has known meanwhile for what I was then 
received. For a stay of all these weeks. He had had 

15 it to think of.' 
'Precisely-it was more than he could bear. But 

he has it,' said Mrs. Stringham, 'to think of still.' 
'Only, after all,' asked Dcnsher, who himself, some­

how, at this point, was having more to think of even 
20 than he had yet had-' only, after all, how has he 

happened to know? That is, to know enough.' 
•What do you call enough?' Mrs. Stringham in­

quired. 
'He can only have acted-it would have been his 

25 only safety-from full knowledge.' 
lie had gone on without heeding her question ; but, 

face to face as they were, something had none the 
less passed between them. It was this that, after an 
instant, made her again interrogative. 'What do you

30 mean by full knowledge?' 
Densher met it indirectly. 'Where has he been 

since October ? ' 
' I think he has been back to England. He came, in 

fact, I've reason to believe, straight from there.' 
35 'Straight to do this job? All the way for his half-

hour?' 
'Well, to try again-with the help perhaps of a new 

fact. To make himself right with her, possibly-a 
39 different attempt from the other. He had at any rate 
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something to tell her, and he didn't know his oppor­
tunity would reduce itself to half-an-hour. Or perhaps 
indeed half-an-hour would be just wl1at was most 
effective. It has been!' said Susan Shepherd. 

Her companion took it in, understanding but too 5 
well; yet as she lighted the matter for him more, 
really, than his own courage had quite dared-putting 
the absent dots on several i's-he saw new questions 
swarm. They had been till now in a bunch, entangled 
and confused; and they fell apart, each showing for 10 
itself. The first he put to her was at any rate abrupt. 
'Have you heard of late from Mrs. Lowder?' 

'Oh yes, two or three times. She depends, naturally, 
upon news of Milly.' 

He hesitated. 'And does she depend, naturally, 15 
upon news of me?' 

His friend matched for an instant his deliberation. 
'I've given her none that hasn't been decently good. 
This will have been the first.' 

'"This?"' Densher was thinking. 20 
'Lord Mark's having been here, and her being as 

she is.' 
He thought a moment longer. 'What has she 

written about him? Has she written that he has been 
with them?' 25 

'She has mentioned him but once-it was in her 
letter before the last. Then she said something.' 

'And what did she say?' 
Mrs. Stringham produced it with an effort. 'Well, 

.it was in reference to Miss Croy. That she thought 30 
Kate was thinking of him. Or perhaps I should say, 
rather, that he was thinking of her-only, it seemed 
this time to have struck Mrs. Lowder, because of 
his seeing the way more open to him.' 

Densher listened with his eyes on the ground, but he 35 
presently raised them to speak, and there was that in 
his face which proved him aware of a queerness in his 
question. ' Does she mean he has been encouraged to 
propose to her niece?' 39 
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'I don't know what she means.' 
'Of course not '-he recovered himself; ' and 

oughtn't to seem to trouble you to piece together what 
I can't piece myself. Only, I think,' he added, 'I can 

5 piece it.' 
She spoke a little timidly, but she risked it. 'I dare 

say I can piece it too.' . 
It was one of the things in her-and his conscious 

face took it from her as such-that, from the moment 
10 	 of her corning in, had seemed to mark for him, as to 

what concerned him, the long jump of her perception. 
They had parted four days earlier with many things, 
between them, deep down. But these things were now 
on their troubled surface, and it wasn't he who had 

15 	 brought them so quickly up. Women were wonderful 
-at least this one was. But so, not less, was Milly, 
was aunt Maud ; so, most of all, was his very Kate. 
Well, he already knew what he had been feeling about 
the circle of petticoats. They were all such petticoats ! 

20 	 It was just the fineness of his tangle. The sense of 
that, in its turn, for us too, might have been not un­
connected with his making an inquiry of his visitor 
that quite passed over her remark. ' Has Miss Croy 
meanwhile written to our friend?' 

25 'Oh,' Mrs. Stringham amended, 'her friend also. 
But not a single word that I know of.' 

He had taken it for certain she hadn't-the thing 
being, after all, but a shade more strange than his 
having himself, for six weeks, with Milly, never rnen­

30 	 tioned the young lady in question. It was, for that 
matter, but a shade more strange than Milly's not 
having mentioned her. In spite of which, and however 
inconsequently, he blushed, once more, for Kate's 
silence. He got away from it in fact as quickly as 

35 	 possible, and the furthest he could get was by revert­
ing for a minute to the man they had been judging. 
'How did he manage to get at her? She had only­
with what had passed between them before-to say

39 	 she couldn't see him.' 

4 	 think] 'guess' N 
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'Oh, she was disposed to kindness. She was easier,' 
the good lady explained with a slight embarrassment, 
'than at the other time.' 

'Easier?' 
'She was off her guard. There was a difference.' 
'Yes. But exactly not t!te difference.' 
'Exactly not the difference of her having to be 

harsh. Perfectly. She could afford to be the opposite.' 
With which, as he said noth:ng, she just impatiently 
completed her sense. 'She had had you here for six 
weeks.' 

'Oh,' Densher softly groaned. 
'Besides, I think he must have written her first 

-written, I mean, in a tone to smooth his way. 
That it would be a kindness to himself. Then on 
the spot--' 

'On the spot,' Densher broke in, 'he unmasked? 
The horrid little beast!' 

It made Susan Shepherd turn slightly pale, though 
quickened, as for hope, the intensity of her look at 
him. 'Oh. he went off without an alarm.' 

'And he. must have gone off also without a hope.' 
'Ah that, certainly.' 
'Then it was mere base revenge. Ha,:n't he known 

her, into the bargain,' the young man asked-' didn't 
he, weeks before, sec her, judge her, feel her, as having, 
for such a suit as his, not more perhaps than a few 
months to live?' 

Mrs. Stringham at first, for reply, but looked at him 
in silence; and it gave more force to what she then 
remarkably added. 'He has doubtless been aware of 
what you speak of, just as you have yourself been 
aware.' 

'He has w?.nted her, you mean, just because--?' 
'Just because,' said Susan Shepherd. 
'The hound ! ' Merton Densher brought out. He 

moved off, however, with a hot face, as soon as he had 
spoken, conscious again of an intention in his visitor's 
reserve. Dusk was now deeper, and after he had once 39 

20 quickened] quickening N 
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more taken counsel of the dreariness without he turned 
to his companion. 'Shall we have lights-a lamp or 
the candles?' 

' Not for me.' 
5 	 'Nothing?' 

'Not for me.' 
He waited at the window another moment; then he 

faced his friend with a thought. ' He will have pro­
posed to Miss Croy. That's what has happened.' 

10 Her reserve continued. 'It's you who must judge.' 
'Well, I do judge. Mrs. Lowder will have done so 

too-only she, poor lady, wrong. Miss Cray's refusal 
of him will have struck him '-Densher continued to 
make it out-' as a phenomenon requiring a reason.' 

15 'And you've been clear to him as the reason?' 
'Not too clear-since I'm sticking here, and since 

that has been a fact to make his descent upon Miss 
Theale relevant. But clear enough. He has believed,' 
said Densher bravely, 'that I may have been a reason 

20 at Lancaster Gate, and yet at the same time have been 
up to something in Venice.' 

Mrs. Stringham took her courage from his own. 
'"Up to" something? Up to what?' 

'God knows. To some" game," as they say. To 
25 some deviltry. To some duplicity.' 

'Which of course,' Mrs. Stringham observed, 'is a 
monstrous supposition.' Her companion, after a stiff 
minute-long, sensibly, for each-fell away from her 
again, and then added to it another minute, which he 

30 	 spent once more looking out with his hands in his 
pockets. This was no answer, he perfectly knew, to 
what she had dropped, and it even seemed to state, for 
his own ears, that no answer was possible. She left 
him to himself, and he was glad she had declined, for 

35 	 their further colloquy, the advantage of lights. These 
would have been an advantage mainly to herself. Yet 
she got her benefit, too, e\·en from the absence of them. 
It came out in her very tone;: when at last she addressed 

39 	 him-so differently, for confidence-in words she had 
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already used. 'If Sir Luke himself asks it of you as 
something you can do for lzi111, will you deny to 
Milly herself what she has been made so dreadfully to 
believe?' 

Oh, how he knew he hung back! But at last he said: 
'You 're absolutely certain then that she does believe 
it?' 

'Certain?' She appealed to their whole situation. 
'Judge!' 

He took his time again to judge. 'Do you believe
it?' 

He was conscious that his own appeal pressed her 
hard; it cased him a little that her answer must lie a 
pain to her discretion. She ans\\'crccl, none the less, 
and he was truly the harder pressed. 'What I believe 
will inevitably depend more or iess on your action. 
You can perfectly settle it-if you care. I promise 
to believe you down to the ground if, to save her life, 
you consent to a denial.' 

'But a denial, when it comes to that-confound the 
whole thing, don't you see !-of exactly what?' 

It was as if he were hoping she would narrow; but 
in fact she enlarged. 'Of everything.' 

Everything had never even yet seemed to him so 
incalculably much. 'Oh!' he simply moaned into the 
gloom. 
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THE near Thursday, coming nearer and bringing Sir 
Luke Strett, brought also blessedly an abatement of 
other rigours. Thi! weather changed, the stubborn 
storm yielded, and the autumn sunshine, baffled for 
many days, but now hot and almost vindictive, came 
into its own again and, with an almost audible pa:an, 
a suffusion of bright sound that was one with the 
bright colour, took large possession. Venice glowed 
and plashed and called and chimed again ; the air 
was like a clap of hands, and the scattered pinks, 
yellows, blues, sea-greens, were like a hanging-out of 
vivid stuffs, a laying down of fine carpets. Densher 
rejoiced in this on the occasion of his going to the 
station to meet the great doctor. He went after con­
sideration, which, as he was constantly aware, was at 
present his imposed, his only, way of doing anything. 
That was where the event had landed him-where no 
event in his life had landed him before. He had 
thought, no doubt, from the day he was born, much 
more than he had acted; except indeed that he 
remembered thoughts-a few of them-which at the 
moment of their coming to him had thrilled him 
almost like adventures. But anything like his actual 
state he had not, as to the prohibition of impulse, 
accident, range-the prohibition, in other words, of 
freedom-hitherto known. The great oddity was that 
if he had felt his arrival, so few weeks back, especially 
as an adventure, nothing could now less resemble one 
than the fact of his staying. It would be an adventure 
to break away, to depart, to go back, above all, to 
London, and tell Kate Croy he had done so ; but there 
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was something of the merely, the almost meanly, 
obliged and involved sort in his going on as he was. 
That was the effect in particular of Mrs. Stringham's 
visit, which had left him as with such a taste in his 
mouth of what he couldn't do. It had made this 5 
quantity clear to hi·m, and yet had depri\'ed him of the 
sense, the other sense, of what, for a refuge, he possibly 
could. 

It was but a small make-believe of freedom, he 
knew, to go to the station for Sir Luke. Nothing 10 
equally frc::c, at all events, had he yet turned over so 
long. What then was his odious position but that, 
again and again, he was afraid? He stiffened himself 
under this consciousness as if it had been a tax levied 
by a tyrant. He had not at any time proposed to 15 
himself to live long enough for fear to preponderate 
in his life. Such was simply the advantage it had 
actually got of him. He was afraid, for instance, that 
an advance to his distinguished friend might prove for 
him somehow a pledge or a committal. He was 20 
afraid of it as a current that would draw him too far; 
yet he thought with an equal shrinking of being 
shabby, being poor, through fear. What finally pre­
vailed with him was the reflection that, whatever 
might happen, the great man had, after that occasion 25 
at the palace, their friend 's brief sacrifice to society­
and the hour of Mrs. Stringham's appeal had brought 
it well to the surface-shown him marked benevolence. 
Mrs. Stringham's comments on the relation in which 
Milly had placed them made him-it was unmistake- 30 
able-feel things he perhaps hadn't felt. It was in 
fact in the spirit of seeking a chance to feel again 
adequately whatever it was he had missed-it \\"as, no 
doubt, in that spirit, so far as it went a stroke for 
freedom, that Densher, arriving betimes, paced the 35 
platform before the train came in. Only, after it had 
come and he had presented himself at the door of Sir 
Luke's compartment with everything that fol lowed­
only, as the situation developed, the sense of an 39 
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anticlimax to so many intensities deprived his appre­
hensions and hesitations even of the scant dignity 
they might claim. He could scarce have said if the 
visitor's manner less showed the remembrance that 
might have suggested expectation, or made shorter 
work of surprise in the presence of the fact. 

Sir Luke had clean forf!otten-so Densher read­
the rather remarkable young man he had formerly gone 
about with, though he picked him up again, on the spot, 
with one large quiet look. The young man felt himselfso 
picke<l, and the thing itllrnediately affected him as the 
proof of a splendid economy. In presence of all the 
waste with which he was now connected, the exhibition 
was of a nature quite nobly to admonish him. The 
eminent pilg-rim, in the train, all the way, had used the 
hours as he ha<l needed, thinking not a moment in 
advance of what finally a\\'aitcd him. An exquisite 
case awaited him-of which, in this queer way, the 
remarkable young man was an outlying part; but the 
single motion ofhis face, the motion into which Densher, 
on the platform, lightly stirred its stillness, was his 
first renewed cognition. If, however, he had sup­
pressed the matter by leaving Victoria he would sup- · 
press now, in a minute, instead, whatever else suited. 
The percept ion of this became as a symbol for 
Denshcr of the whole pitch, so far as Densher himself 
might be concerned, of his visit. One saw, our friend 
further meditated, everything that, in contact, he 
appeared to accept-if only, for much, not to trouble 
to sink it : what one didn't see was the inward use 
he made of it. Densher began wondering, at the great 
water-steps outside, what use he would make of the 
anomaly of their having there to separate. Eugenio 
had been on the platform, in the respectful rear, and 
the gondola from the palace, under his direction, 
bestirred itself, with its attaching mixture of alacrity 
and dignity, on their coming out of the station 
together. Densher didn't at all mind now that, he 
himself of necessity refusing a seat, on the deep 
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black cushions, beside the guest of the palace, he had 
Milly's three emissaries for spectators ; and this, sus­ this sus­
ceptibility, he also knew, it was something to have left 
behind. He only, vaguely, smiled down from the steps 
-they could see him, the donkeys, as shut out as they 5 

eeptibility N 

would. 'I don't,' he said with a sad headshake, 'go 
there now.' 

'Oh!' Sir Luke Strett returned, and made no more 
of it; so that the thing was splendid, Densher fairly 
thought, as an inscrutability quite inevitable and un­ 10 
conscious. His friend appeared not c\·en to make 
of it that he supposed that it might be for respect to 
the crisis. He didn't moreover aftcr\\'ards make much 
more of anything-after the classic craft, that is, obey­
ing in the main Pasquale's inimitable stroke from the 15 
poop, had performed the manceuvre by which it pre­
sented, receding, a back, so to speak, rendered positively 
graceful by the high black hump of itsfelze. Densher 
watched the gondola out of sight-he heard Pasquale's 
cry, borne to him across the water, for the sharp, firm 20 
swerve into a side-canal, a short cut to the palace. He 
had no gondola of his own ; it was his habit never to 
take one; and he humbly-as in Venice it is humble 
-walked away, though not without having, for some 
time longer, stood, as if fixed, where the guest of the 25 
palace had left him. It was strange enough, but he 
found himself, as never yet, and as he couldn't have 
reckoned, in presence of the truth that was the truest 
about Milly. He couldn't have reckoned on the force 
of the difference instantly made-for it was all in the 30 
air as he heard Pasquale's cry and saw the boat dis­
appear-by the mere visibility, on the spot, of the 
personage summoned to her aid. He had not only never 
been near the facts of her condition-which had been 
such a blessing for him; he had not only, with all the 35 
world, hovered outside an impenetrable ring fence, 
within which there reigned a kind of expensive vague­
ness, made up of smiles an<l silences and beautiful 
fictions and priceless arrangements, all strained to 39 
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breaking ; but he had also, with every one else, as he 
now felt, actively fostered SU]Jpressions which were in 
the direct interest of every one's goo<l manner, every 
one's pity, every one's really quite generous ideal. It 

5 was a conspiracy of silence, as the cNclti went, to which 
no one had made an exception, the great smudge of 
mortality across the picture, the shadow of pain and 
horror, finding in no quarter a surface of spirit or of 
speech that consented to reflect it. 'The mere 

10 cesthetic instinct of mankind--!' our young man 
had more than once, in the connection, said to him­
self; letting the rest of the proposition drop, but 
touching again thus sufficiently on the outrage even 
to taste involved in one's having to see. So then it 

15 had been-a general conscious fool's paradise, from 
which the specifie<l had been chased lil;e a dangerous 
animal. vVhat therefore had at present b1.:fallen was 
that the specified, standing all the while at the gate, 
had now come in, as in Sir Luke Strett's person, and 

20 	quik on such a scale as to fill out the whole of the 
space. Dcnshcr's nerves, absolutely his heart-beats 
too, had measured the change before he, on this 
occasion, moved away. 

The facts of physical suffering, of incurable pain, of 
25 	 the chance grimly narrowed, had been made, at a 

stroke, intense, and this was to be the way he \Vas 
now to feel them. The clearance of the air, in short, 
making vision not only possible but inevitable, the one 
thing left to be thankful for was the breadth of Sir 

30 	Luke's shoulders, which, should one be able to keep in 
line with them, might in some degree interpose. It was, 
however, far from plain to Densher for the first day or 
two that he was again to see his distinguished friend 
at all. That he could not, on any basis actually serv­

35 	 ing, return to the palace-that was as solid to him, 
every whit, as the other feature of his case, the fact of 
the publicity attaching to his proscription through his 
not having taken himself off. He had been seen often 

39 	 enough in the Leporelli gondola. As, accordingly, he 
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was not, to any appearance, destined to meet Sir Luke 
about the town, where the latter would have neither 
time nor taste to lounge, nothing more would occur 
between them unless the great man should surpris­
ingly wait upon him. His doing that, Denshcr further 5 
reflected, wouldn't even simply depend on Mrs. String­
ham's having decided to-as they might say-turn 
him on. ft would depend as well-for there would be 
practically some difference to her-on her actually 
attempting it; and it would depend above all on what 10 
Sir Luke \\"Ould make of such an overture. Densher 
had, for that matter, his own view of the amount, 
to say nothing of the particular sort, of response 
it might expect from him. He had his own view of 
the ability of such a 1wrsonagc evi.:n to understand 15 
such an appeal. To what extent could he be pre­
pared, and what importance, in fine, could he attach? 
Densher a~ked himself these questions, in truth, to put 
his own position at the worst. He should miss the 
great man completely unless the great man should come 20 
to see him, and the great man could only come to 
see him for a purpose unsupposable. Therefore he 
wouldn't come at all, and therefore there was nothing 
to hope. 

It wasn't in the least that Densher hoped for a visit 25 
in that particular light; but it pressed on him that 
there were few possible diversions he could afford now 
to miss. Nothin'Z in his predicament was so odd as 
that, incontestably afraid of himself, he was not afraid 
of Sir Luke. He had an impression, which he clung 30 
to, based on a previous taste of his company, that lte 
would somehow let him off. The truth about Milly 
perched 011 his shoulders and sounded in his tread, 
became hy the fact of his presence the name and the 
form, for the time, of c\·erything in the place; but it 35 
didn't, for the difference, sit in his face, the face so 
squarely and easily turned to Densher at the earlier 
season. His presence nn the first occasion, not as the 
result of a summons, but as a friendly fancy of his own, 39 
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had had quite another value; and though our young 
man could scarce regard that value as recoverable, he 
yet reached out in imagination to a renewal of the old 
contact. He didn't propose, as he privately and forcibly 
phrased the matter, to be a hog; but there was some­
thing, after all, he did want for himself. It was some­
thing-this stuck to him-that Sir Luke would have 
had for him if it hadn't been impossible. These were 
his worst days, the two or three; those on which even 
the sense of the tension at the palace didn't much help 
him not to feel that his destiny made but light of him. 
He had never been, as he judged it, so down. Jn mean 
conditions, without books, without society, almost with­
out money, he had nothing to do but to wait. His main 
support really was his original idea, which didn't leave 
him, of waiting for the deepest depth his predicament 
could sink him to. Fate would invent, if he but 
gave it time, some refinement of the horrible. It was 
just inventing meanwhile this suppression of Sir Luke. 
When the third day came without a sign he knew what 
to think. He had given Mrs. Stringham, during her 
call on him, no such answer as would have armed her 
faith, and the ultimatum she had described as ready 
for him when he should be ready was therefore-if on 
no other ground than her want of this power to 
answer for him-not to be presented. The presenta­
tion, heaven knew, was not what he desired. 

That was not, either, we hasten to declare-as 
Densher then soon enough saw-the idea with which 
Sir Luke finally stood before him again. For stand 
before him again he finally did ; just when our friend 
had gloomily embraced the belief that the limit of his 
power to absent himself from London obligations 
would have been reached. Four or five days, exclu­
sive of journeys, represented the largest supposable 
sacrifice-to a head not crowned-on the part of one 
of the highest medical lights in the world ; so that, 
really, when the personage in question, following up a 
tinkle of the bell, solidly rose in the doorway, it was 

6 after all, he] he after all N 
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to impose on Densher a vision that for the instant cut 
like a knife. It spoke, the fact, in a single dreadful 
word, of the magnitude-he shrank from calling it 
anything else-of Milly's case. The great man had 
not gone then, and an immense surrender to her im- 5 
mense need was so expressed in it that some effect, 
some help, some hope, were, flagrantly, part of the 
expression. It was for Densher, with his reaction 
from disappointment, as if he were conscious of ten 
things at once-the foremost being that, just con- 10 
ceivably, since Sir Luke was still there, she had been 
saved. Close upon its heels, however, and quite as 
sharply came the sense that the crisis-plainly, even . 
now, to be prolonged for him-was to have none cif 
that sound simplicity. Not only had his visitor not 15 
dropped in to gossip about Milly, he had not dropped 
in to mention her at all; he had dropped in fairly to 
show that during the brief remainder of his stay, the 
end of which was now in sight, as little as possible of 
that was to be looked for. The demonstration, such 20 
as it was, was in the key of their previous acquaintance, 
and it was their previous acquaintance that had ma<le 
him come. He was not to stop longer than the 
Saturday next at hand, but there were things of in­
terest he should like to see again meanwhile. It was 25 
for these things of interest, for Venice and the oppor­
tunity of Venice, for a prowl or two, as he called it, 
and a turn about, that he had looked his young man 
up--producing on the latter's part, as soon as the case 
had, with the lapse of a further twenty-four hours, so JO 
defined itself, the most incongruous, yet most bene­
ficent revulsion. Nothing could in fact have been 
more monstrous on the surface-and Densher was well 
aware of it-than the relief he found, during this 
short period, in the tacit drop of all reference to the J 5 
palace, in neither hearing news nor asking for it. 
That was what had come out for him, on his visitor's 
entrance, even in the very seconds of suspense that 
were connecting the fact also directly and intensely 39 
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with Milly's state. He had come to say he had saved 
her-he had come, as from Mrs. Stringham, to say 
how she might be saved-he had come, in spite of Mrs. 
Stringham, to say she was lost: the distinct throbs of 

5 	 hope, of fear, simultaneous for all their distinctness, 
merged their identity in a bound of the heart just as 
immediate and which remained after they had passed. 
It simply did wonders for him-that was the truth­
that Sir Luke was, as he would have said, quiet. 

10 The result of it was the oddest consciousness as of a 
blessed calm after a storm. He had been trying, for 
weeks, as we know, to keep superlatively still, and 
trying it largely in solitude and silence; but he looked 
back on it now as on the heat of fever. The real, the 

15 	 right stillness was this particular form of society. They 
walked together and they talked, looked up pictures 
again and recovered impressions-Sir Luke knew just 
what he wanted; haunted a little the dealers in old 
wares ; sat down at Florian's for rest and mild drinks; 

20 	 blessed, above all, the grand weather, a bath of warm 
air, a pageant of autumn light. Once or twice, while 
they rested, the great man closed his eyes-keeping 
them so for some minutes while his companion, the 
more easily watching his face for it, made private

25 	 reflections on the subject of lost sleep. He had been 
up at night with her-he in person, for hours; but 
this was all he showed of it, and this was apparently 
to remain his nearest approach to an allusion. The 
extraordinary thing was that Densher could take it in 

30 	 perfectly as evidence, could turn cold at the image 
looking out of it ; and yet that he could at the same 
time not intermit a throb of his response to accepted 
liberation. The liberation was an experience that held 
its own, and he continued to know why, in spite of his 

35 	 deserts, in spite of his folly, in spite of everything, he 
had so fondly hoped for it. He had hoped for it, had 
sat in his room there waiting for it, because he had 
thus divined in it, should it come, some power to let 

39 	 him off. He was being let off; dealt with in the only 
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way that didn't aggravate his responsibility. The 
beauty was, too, that this wasn't on system or on any 
basis of intimate knowledge; it was just by being a 
man of the world and by knowing life, by feeling the 
real, that Sir Luke did him good. There had been, in 5 
all the case, too many women. A man's sense of it, 
another man's, changed the air; and he wondered 
what man, had he chosen, would have been more to 
his purpose than this one. He was large and easy­
that was the great thing ; he knew what mattered and 10 
what didn't; he distinguished between the just grounds 
and the unjust for fussing. One was thus-if one were 
concerned with him or exposed to him at all-in his 
hands for whatever he should do, and not much less 
affected by his mercy than one might have been by his 15 
rigour. The beautiful thing-it did come to that­
was the way he carried off, as one might fairly call 
it, the business of making odd things natural. Nothing, 
if they hadn't taken it so, could have exceeded the 
unexplained oddity, between them, of Densher's now 20 
complete detachment from the poor ladies at the 
palace; nothing could have exceeded the no less 
marked anomaly of the great man's own abstentions 
of speech. He made, as he had done when they had 
met at the station, nothing whatever of anything; and 25 
the effect of it, Dcnsher would have said, was a relation 
with him quite resembling that of doctor and patient. 
One took the cue from him as one might have taken a 
dose-except that the cue was pleasant in the taking. 

That was why one could leave it to his tacit dis- 30 
cretion, why, for the three or four days, again and 
again, Densher did so leave it ; merely wondering 
a little, at the most, on the eve of Saturday, the 
announced term of the episode. vVaiting once more, 
on this latter occasion, the Saturday morning, for Sir 3 5 
Luke's reappearance at the station, our friend had to 
recognise the drop of his own borrowed ease, the result, 
naturally enough, of the"Prospect of losing a support. 
The difficulty was that, on such lines as had served 39 
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them, the support was Sir Luke's personal presence. 
Would he go without leaving some substitute for that? 
-and without breaking, either, his silence in respect to 
his errand ? Dcnsher was in still deeper ignorance

5 than at the hour of his call, and what was truly pro­
digious at :>o supreme a moment was th~t-as was 
immediately to appear-no gleam of light on what he 
had been living with for a week found its way out of 
him. What he had been doing was proof of a huge 

10 interest as well as of a huge fee; yet when the 
Leporelli gondola again, and somewhat tardily, ap­
proached, his companion, watching from the water­
steps, studied his fine closed face as much as ever in 
vain. It was like a lesson, from the highest authority,

15 on the subject of the relevant, so that its blankness 
affected Densher, of a sudden,• almost as a cruelty, 
feeling it quite awfully oompatible, as he did, with 
Milly's having ceased to exist. And the suspense 
continued after they had passed together, as time was 

20 short, directly into the station, where Eugenio, in the 
field early, was mounting guard over the compartment 
he had secured. The strain, though probably lasting, 
at the carriage-door, but a couple of minutes, prolonged 
itself so for Densher's nerves that he involuntarily

25 directed a long look at Eugenio, who met it, how­
ever, as only Eugenio could. Sir Luke's attention 
was given for the time to the right bestowal of his 
numerous effects, about which he was particular, and 
Densher fairly found himself, so far as silence could 

: 30 go, questioning the representative of the palace. It 
didn't humiliate him now; it didn't humiliate him 
even to feel that that personage exactly knew how 
little he satisfied him. Eugenio resembled to that 
extent Sir Luke-to the extent of the extraordinary

35 things with which his facial habit was compatible. By 
the time, however, that Densher had taken from it all 
its possessor intended Sir Luke was free and with 
a hand out for farewell. He offered the hand at first 

39 without speech; only on meeting his eyes could our 
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young man see that they had never yet so completely 
looked at him. It was never, with Sir Luke, that they 
looked harder at one time than at another; but they 
looked longer, and this, even a shade of it, might mean, 
in him, everything. It meant, Densher for ten seconds 5 
believed, that Milly Theale was dead ; so that the 
word at last spoken made him start. 

'l shall come back.' 
'Then she's better?' 
'I shall come back within the month,' Sir Luke 10 

repeated without heeding the question. He had 
dropped Densher's hand, but he held him otherwi se 
still. 'I bring you a message from l\l iss Theale,' he 
said as if they had not spoken of her. ' I'm corn- . 
missioned to ask you from her to [;o and sec her.' 15 

Densher's rebound from his supposition had a 
violence that his stare betrayed. ' Site asks me?' 

Sir Luke had got into the carriage, the door of which 
the guard had closed ; but he spoke again as he stood 
at the window, bending a little but not leaning out. 20 
'She told me she would like it, and I promised that, 
as I expected to find you here, I would let you know.' 

Densher, on the platform, took it from him, but 
what he took brought the blood into his face quite as 
what he had had to take from Mrs. Stringham. And 25 
he was also bewildered. 'Then she can receive--?' 

'She can receive you.' 
'And you 're coming back--?' 
'Oh, because I must. She's not to move. She's 

to stay. I come to her.' 30 
' I see, I see,' said Densher, who indeed did see­

saw the sense of his friend's words and saw beyond it 
as well. \Vhat Mrs. Stringham had announced, and 
what he had yet expected not to have to face , had 
then come. Sir Luke had kept it for the last, but there 3 5 
it was, and the colourless, compact form it was now 
taking-the tone of one man of the world to another, 
who, after what had happened, would understand- was 
but the characteristic manner of his appeal. Densher 39 
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was to understand remarkably much; and the great 
thing, certainly, was to show that he did. 'I'm parti­
cularly obliged. I 'II go to-day. ' He brought that 
out, but in his pause, while they continued to look at 

5 	 each other, the train had slowly creaked into motion. 
There was time but for one more word, and the young 
man chose it, out of twenty, with intense concentration. 
'Then she's better?' 

Sir 	Luke's face was wonderful. 'Yes, she's better.' 
10 	 And he kept it at the window while the train receded, 

holding him with it still. It was to be his nearest 
approach to the uttered reference they had hitherto so 
successfully avoided. If it stood for everything, never 
had a face had to stand for more. So Densher, held 

15 	 after the train had gone, sharply reflected; so he 
reflected, asking himself into what abyss it pushed him, 
even while conscious of retreating under the sustained 

18 	 observation of Eugenio. 
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'THEN it has been-what do you say? a whole 
fortnight ?-without your making a sign?' 

Kate put that to him distinctly, in the December 
dusk of Lancaster Gate, and on the matter of the time 
he had been back; , but he saw with it, straightway, 
that she was as admirably true as ever to her instinct 
-which was a 'system as well-of not admitting the 
possibility between them of small resentments, of trifles 
to trip up their general trust. That by itself, the 
renewed beauty of it, would, at this fresh sight of her, 
have stirred him to his depths if something else, some­
thing no less vivid, but quite separate, hadn't stirred 
him still more. It was in seeing her that he felt what 
their interruption had been, and that they met across 
it even as persons whose adventures, on either side, in 
time and space, of the nature of perils and exiles, had 
had a peculiar strangeness. He wondered if he were 
as different for her as she herself had immediately 
appeared : which was but his way indeed of taking it 
in, with his thrill, that-even going by the mere first 
look-she had never been so handsome. That fact 
bloomed for him, in the firelight and lamplight that 
glowed their welcome through the London fog, as the 
flower of her difference; just as her difference itself-
part of which was her striking him as older in a degree 
for which no mere couple of months could account-
was the fruit of their intimate relation. If she was 
different it was because they had chosen together that 28 
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she should be, and she might now, as a proof of their 
wisdom, their success, of the reality of what had 
happened-of what in fact, for the spirit of each, was 
still happening-been showing it to him for pride. His 
having returned and yet kept, for numbered days, so 
still, had been, he was quite aware, the first point he 
should have to tackle ; with which consciousness indeed 
he had made a clean breast of it in finally addressing 
Mr:>. Lowder the note that had led to his present visit. 
He had written to aunt Maud, as the finer way; and 
it would doubtless have been to be noted that he 
needed no effort not to write to Kate. Venice was 
three weeks behind him-he had come up slowly; but 
it was still as if even in London he must conform to 
her law. That was exactly how he was able, with his 
faith in her steadiness, to appeal to her feeling for the 
situation and explain his stretched delicacy. He had 
come to tell her everything, so far as occasion would 
serve them; and if nothing was more distinct than that 
his slow journey, his waits, his delay to reopen com­
munication had kept pace with this resolve, so the in­
consequence was doubtless at bottom but one of the 
accidents of intensity. He was gathering everything 
up, everything he should tell her. That took time, 
and the proof was that, as he felt on the spot, he 
couldn't have brought it all with him before this after­
noon. He had brought it, to the last syllable, and, 
out of the quantity it wouldn't be hard-as he in fact 
found-to produce, for Kate's understanding, his first 
reason. 

'A fortnight, yes-it was a fortnight Friday ; but 
I 've only been keeping in, you see, with our wonderful 
system.' He was so easily justified as that this of 
itself plainly enough prevented her saying she didn't 
see. Their wonderful system was accordingly still 
vivid for her; and such a gage of its equal vividness 
for himself was precisely what she must have asked. 
He hadn't even to dot his i's beyond the remark that, 
on the very face of it, she would remember, their 
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wonderful system attached no premium to rapi,lities of 

transition. ' I couldn't quite-don't you know ?-take 

my rebound with a rush; and I suppose I've been 

instinctively hanging off to minimise, for you as well 

as for myself, the appearnnce of rushing. There's a 5 

sort of fitness. But I knew you'd understand.' It was 

presently as if she really understood so well that she 

almost appealed from his insistence-yet looking at 

him too, he was not unconscious, as if this mastery of 

fitnesses was a strong sign for her of what she had 10 

done to him. He might have struck her as expert for 

contingencies in the very degree in which, in Venice, 

she had strnck lu'm as expert. He smiled over his 

plea for a renewal with stages and steps, a thing shaded, 

as they might say, and graduated; though-finely as 15 

she must respond-she met the smile but as she had 

met his entrance five minutes before. Her soft gravity 

at that moment-which was yet not solemnity, but the 

look of a consciousness charged with life to the brim 

and wishing not to overflow-had not qualified her 20 

welcome; what had done this being much more the 

presence in the room, for a couple of minutes, of the 

footman who had introduced him and who had been 

interrupted in preparing the tea-table. Mrs. Lowder's 

reply to Densher's note had been to appoint the tea- 25 

hour, five o'clock on Sunday, for his seeing them. Kate 

had thereafter wired him, without a signature, 'Come 

on Sunday before time-about a quarter-of-an-hour, 

which will help us' ; and he had arrived therefore, 

scrupulously, at twenty minutes to five. Kate was 30 

alone in the room, and she had not delayed to tell him 

that aunt l\Taud, as she had happily gathered, was to 

be, for the interval-not long, but precious-engaged 

with an old servant, retired and pensioned, who had 

been paying her a visit and who was, within the hour, 35 

to depart again for the suburbs. They were to have 

the scrap of time, after the withdrawal of the footman, 

to themselves, and there was a moment when, in spite 

of their wonderful system, in spite of the proscription 39 


12-13 in which, in Venice, she had] of her having in Venice N 
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of rushes and the propriety of shades, it proclaimed 
itself indeed precious. And all without prejudice­
that was what kept it noble-to Kate's high sobriety 
and her beautiful self-command. If he had his dis­

5 cretion she had her perfect manner, which was lier 
decorum. Mrs. Stringham, he had, to finish with the 
question of his delay, furthermore observed, would 
have written to Mrs. Lowder of his having quitted 
the place; so that it wasn't as if he were hoping to 

10 cheat them. They would know he was no longer 
there. 

'Yes, we've known it.' 
' And you continue to hear?' 
'From Mrs. Stringham? Certainly. By which I 

15 mean aunt Maud does.' 
'Then you 've recent news ? ' 
Her face showed a wonder. ' Up to within a day or 

two I believe. But haven't;·ou?' 
'No-I've heard nothing.' And it was now that he 

20 	 felt how much he had to tell her. 'I don't get letters. 
But I've been sure Mrs. Lowder does.' With which 
he added : ' Then of course you know.' He waited 
as if she would show what she knew; but she onlv 
showed, in silence, the dawn of a surprise that sh'e 

25 	 couldn't control. There was nothing but for him to 
ask what he wanted. ' Is Miss Theale alive?' 

Kate's look, at this, was large. ' Don't you know?' 
'How should I, my dear-in the absence of every­

thing?' And he himself stared as for light. 'She's 
.30 dead ? ' Then as, with her eyes on him, she slowlr 

shook her head, he uttered a strange 'Not yet?' 
It came out in Kate's face that there were several 

questions on her lips, but the one she presently put 
was: ' Is it very terrible?' 

.35 'The manner of her so consciously and helplessly 
dying?' He had to think a moment. 'Well, yes­
since you ask me: very terrible to me-so far as, 
before I came away, I had any sight of it. But I 

.39 	 don't think,' he went on,' that-though I '11 try-I can 

7 observed, would] observed, Mrs. Stringham would N 
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quite tell you what it was, what it is, for nw. That's 

why I probably just sounded to you,' he explained,' as 

if I hoped it might be O\"C'r.' 


She gave him her quietest attention, but be by this 

time saw that, so far as telling her all was concerned, 5 

she would be divided between the wish and the reluct­

ance to hear it; between the curiosity that, not un­

naturally, would consume her and the opposing scruple 

of a respect for misfortune. The more she studied 

him too-and he had newr so felt her closely attached 10 

to his face-the more the choice of an attitude would 

become impossible to her. There would be a feeling, 

simply, uppermost, and the feeling wouldn't be eager­

ness. This perception grew in him fast, and he even, 

with his ima;:;ination, had for a moment the quick 15 

forecast of her possibly breaking out at him, should he 

go too far, with a wonderful : '\Vhat horrors are you 

telling me?' It would have the sound-wouldn't it 

be open to him fairly to bring that out himself?-of a 

repudiation, for pity and almost for shame, of every- 20 

thing that, in Venice, had passed between them. Not 

that she would confess to any return upon herself; not 

that <;he woul<l let compunction or horror give her 

away; but it was in the air for him-yes-that she 

wouldn't want details, that she po~itively wouldn't take25 

them, and that, if he would generously understand it 

from her, she would prefer to keep him down. No­

thing, however, was more definite for him than that he, 

at the same time, must remain down hut so far as it 

suited him. Something rose strong within him against30 

his not being free with her. She had been free 

enough, about it all, three months before, with him. 

That was what she was at present only in the sense of 

treating him handsome1y. 'I can believe,' she said 

with perfect consideration,' how dreadful for you much 35 

of it must have been.' 


He didn't, however, take this up; there were things 

about which he wished first to be clear. 'There's no 

other possibility, by what you now know? I mean 39 


11-12 be a feeling simply] simply be a feeling N 
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for her life.' And he had just to insist-she would say 
as tittle as she cnu id. '5-ihc 1:r dying-?' 

'She's dyin;:;-.' 
It was strange to him. in the matter of Milly, that 

Lancaster Gate cot.:ld n:~1kc him any surer; yet what 
in the world, in the matter of Milly, was not strange? 
Nothing was so much so as his own behaviour-his 
present as well as his past. He could but do as he 
must. 'Has Sir Luke Strett,' he asked,' gone back to 
her?' 

'I believe he's there now.' 

'Then,' said Densher, 'it's the end.' 

She took it in silence ior whatever he deemed it to 


be ; but she ;,poke othcrwbe after a minute. 'You 
won't know, unless you \·e perhaps seen him yourself, 
that aunt Maud has been to him.' 

'Oh! ' Densher exclaimed, with nothing to add to it. 

'For real news,' Kate herself after an instant added. 

'She hasn't thought Mrs. Stringham's real?' 

'It's perhaps only I who haven't. It was on aunt 


Maud's trying again, three d<tys ago, to see him, that 
she heard, at his house, of his having gone. He had 
started, I believe, some days before.' 

'And won't then by this time be back?' 

Kate shook her head. ' She sent yesterday to know.' 

' He won't leave ber then '-Densher had turned it 


over-' while she lives. He 'II stay to the end. He's 
magnificent.' 

' I think she is,' said Kate. 
It had made them again look at each other long ; 

and what it drew from him, rather oddly, was: 'Oh, 
you don't know!' 

'\Vell, she's after ali my friend.' 
It was somehow, with her handsome demur, the 

answer he had least expected of her; and it fanned 
with its breath, for a brief instant, his old sense of her 
variety. ' I see. You would have been sure of it. 
You were sure of it.' 

39 'Of course I wa5 sure of it.' 
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And a pause again, with this, fell upon them; which 
Densher, however, presently broke. 'If you <lon't 
think Mrs. Stringham's news "real," what do you think 
of Lord Mark's?' 

She didn't think anything. 'Lord l\Iark's?' 
'You haven't seen him ? ' 
'Not since he saw her.' 
'You've known then of his seeing her? ' 
'Certainly. From Mrs. Stringham.' 
'And have you known,' Densher went on 'the rest?' 
Kate wondered. ' What rest?' 
'Why, everything. It was his visit that she couldn't 

stand-it was what then took place that simply killed 
her.' 

'Oh!' Kate seriously breathed. But she had turned 
pale, and he saw that, whatever her deguee of ignorance 
of these connections, it was not put on. 'l\Irs. String-
ham hasn't said tltat.' 

He observed, none the Jess, that she didn't ask what 
had then taken place; and he went on with his con­
tribution to her knowledge. 'The way it affected her 
was that it made her give up. She has given up 
beyond all power to care again, and that's why she's 
dying.' 

'Oh! ' Kate once more slowly sighed, but with a 
vagueness that made him pursue. 

'One can see now that she was living by will-which 
was very much what you originally told me of her.' 

'I remember. That was it.' 
'Well then, her will, at a given moment, broke 

down, and the collapse was determined by that fellow's 
dastardly stroke. He told her, the scoundrel, that you 
and I are secretly engaged.' 

Kate gave a quick glare. 'But he doesn't know it!' 
'That doesn't matter. Siu did, when he had left 

her. Besides,' Densher added, 'he docs know it. 
When,' he continued, 'did you last sec him?' 

But she was lost now in the picture before her. 
' That was what made her worse?' 

)5 when] by the time N 
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He watched her take it in-it so added to her sombre 
beauty. Then he spoke as Mrs. Stringham had 
spoken. 'She turned her face to the wall. ' 

'Poor Milly ! ' said Kate. 
Slight as it was, her beauty somehow gave it style ; 

so that he continued consistently: 'She learned it, 
you see, too soon-since of course one's idea had 
been that she might never even learn it at all. And 
she had felt sure-through everything we had done 
-of there not being, between us, so far at least as 
you were concerned, anything she need regard as a 
warning.' 

She took another moment for thought. 'It wasn't 
through anything you did-whatever that may have 
been-that she gained her certainty. It was by the 
conviction she got from me.' 

' Oh, it's very handsome,' Densher said, ' for you to 
take your share ! ' 

'Do you suppose,' Kate asked,' I think of denying it?' 
Her look and her tone made him, for the instant, 

regret his comment, which indeed had been the first 
that rose to his lips as an effect, absolutely, of what 
they would have called between them her straightness. 
Her straightness, visibly, was all his own loyalty could 
ask. Still, that was comparatively beside the mark. 
'Of course I don't suppose anything but that we 're 
together in our recognitions, our responsibilities­
whatever we choose to call them. It isn't a question 
for us of apportioning shares or distinguishing in­
vidiously among such impressions as it was our idea 
to give.' 

•It wasn't your idea to give impressions,' said Kate. 
He met this with a smile that he himself felt, in its 

strained character, as queer. 'Don't go into that!! 
It was perhaps not as going into it then that she had 

another idea-an idea born, as she showed, of the vision 
he had just evoked. 'Wouldn't it have been possible 
then to deny the truth bf the information? I mean of 
Lord Mark's.' 
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Densher wondered. 'Possible for whom?' 
' Why, for you.' 
'To tell her that he lied?' 
'To tell her he's mistaken.' 
Densher stared-he was stupefied ; the 'possible ' 

thus glanced at by Kate being exactly the alternative 
he had had to face in Venice, and to put utterly away 
from him. I\othing was stranger than such a difference 
in their view of it. 'And to lie myself, you mean, to 
do it? We are, my dear child,' he said, 'I suppose, 
still engaged.' 

'Of course \\·e 're still engaged. But to save her 
life--!' 

He took in for a little the way she talked of it. Of 
course, it was to be remembered, she had always sim­
plified, and it brought back his sense of the degree in 
which, to her energy as compared with his own, many 
things were easy; the very sense that so often before 
had moved him to admiration. '\Veil, if you must 
know-and I want you to be clear about it-I didn't 
even seriously think of a denial to her face. The 
question of it-as possibly saving her-was put to me 
definitely enough ; but to turn it over \\'as only to 
dismiss it. Besides,' he added,' it wouldn't have done 
any good.' 

'You mean she would have had no faith in your 
correction?' She had spoken with a promptitude that 
affected him of a sudden as almost glib; but he him­
self paused with the overweight of all he meant, and 
she meanwhile went on. ' Did you try?' 

' I hadn't even the chance.' 
Kate maintained her wonderful manner, the manner 

of at once having it all before her and yet keeping it 
all at its distance. 'She wouldn't sec you?' 

' Not after your friend had been with her.' 
She hesitated. 'Couldn't you write?' 
It made him also think, but with a difference. 'She 

had turned her face to the wall.' 
This again for a moment hushed her, and they were 

31 the] a N 

5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 

35 

39 



5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 

35 

512 THE WINGS OF THE DOVE 

b.:>th too grave now for parenthetic pity. But her 
interest came cut fur at least the minimum of light. 
' She refused eve11 to let you ;.peak to her?' 

'My dear girl,' Dr-n::;hcr returned,' she was miserably, 
prohibitively ill.' , 

'Well, that was what she had been before.' 
' And it didn't prL·vent? No,' Densher admitted, 'it 

didn't; and I don't pretend that she's not magnificent.' 
'She's prodigious,' said KatC' Croy. 
He looked at her a moment. 'So are you, my dear. 

But so it is,' he wound up; 'and there we are.' 
His idea had been, in advance, that she would 

perhaps sound him much more deeply, asking him, 
above all, two or thrt:e specific things. He had fairly 
fancied her even wanting to know and trying to find 
out how far, as the odious phrase was, he and Milly 
had gone, and how near, by the same token, they had 
come. He had asked himself if he were prepared to 
hear her do that, and had had to take for answer that 
he was prepared of course for everything. Wasn't he 
prepared for her ascertaining if her two or three pro­
phecies had found time to be made true? He had 
fairly believed himself ready to say whether or no the 
overture on Milly's part, promised according to the 
boldest of them, had taken place. But what was in 
fact blessedly coming to him was that, so far as such 
things were concerned, his readiness wouldn't be taxed. 
Kate's pressure on the question of what had taken 
place remained so admirably general that even her 
present inquiry kept itself free of sharpness. 'So then 
that after Lord l\Iark's interference you never again 
met?' 

It was what he had been all the while coming to. 
'No ; we met once-so far as it could be called a 
meeting. I had stayed-I didn't come away.' 

'That,' said Kate, 'was no more than decent.' 
'Precisely'-he felt himself wonderful; 'and 

wanted to be no less. She sent for me, I went to her, 
39 and that night I left Venice.' 

11 so] that's how N 
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His companion waited. 'Wouldn't that then have 
been your chance?' 

'To rc:=fute Lord Mark's story? No, not even if, 
before her there, I had wanted to. What did it matter, 
either? She was dying.' 

Well, Kate in a manner persisted. 'Why not just 
because she was dying?' She had, however, all her 
discretion. 'But of course, I know, seeing her, you 
could judge.' 

' Of course, seeing her, I could judge. And I did 
see her! If I had denied you, moreover,' Densher 
said with his eyes on her,' I would have stuck to it.' 

She took for a moment the intention of his face. 
'You mean that, to convince her, you would have 
insisted or somehow proved--?' 

'I mean that, to convince J'Ou, I would have in­
sisted or somehow proved-- ! ' 

Kate looked for her moment at a loss. 'To con­
vince "me" ? ' 

'I wouldn't have made my denial, in such conditions, 
only to take it back afterwards.' 

With this quickly light came for her, and with it 
also her colour flamed. 'Oh, you would have broken 
with me to make your denial a truth? You would 
have "chucked" me '-she embraced it perfectly-' to 
save your conscience?' 

' I couldn't have done anything else,' said Merton 
Denshcr. 'So you see how right I was not to commit 
myself, and how little I could dream of it. If it ever 
again appears to you that I might have done so, 
remember what I say.' 

Kate again considered, but not with the effect at 
once to which he pointed. 'You've fallen in love 
with her.' 

'Well then, say so-with a dying woman. Why 
need you mind, and what does it matter?' 

It came from him, the question, straight out of the 
intensity of relation and the face-to-face necessity into 
which, from the first, from his entering the room, they 
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had found themselves thrown; but it gave them their 
most extraordinary moment. 'Wait till she £s dead! 
Mrs. Stringham,' Kate added, ' is to telegraph.' After 
which, in a tone still different, 'For what then,' she 

5 asked, 'did Milly send for you?' 
'It was what I tried to make out before I went. 

l must tell you moreover that I had no doubt of its 
really being to give me, as you say, a chance. She 
believed, I supposed, that I migltt deny; and what, to 

10 	 my own mind, was before me in going to her was the 
certainty that she would put me to my test. She 
wanted from my own lips-so I saw it-the truth. 
But I was with her for twenty minutes, and she never 
asked me for it.' 

15 'She never wanted the truth '-Kate had a high 
headshake. 'She wanted you. She would have taken 
from you what you could give her, and been glad of it 
even if she had known it false. You might have lied 
to her from pity, and she have seen you and felt you 

20 lie, and yet-since it was all for tenderness-she would 
have thanked you and blessed you and clung to you 
but the more. For that was your strength, my dear 
man-that she loves you with passion.' 

' Oh, my "strength! "' Densher coldly murmured. 
45 'What then, at least, since she had sent for you, was 

it to ask of you?' And then-quite without irony­
as he waited a moment to say: 'vVas it just once more 
to look at you?' 

'She had nothing to ask of me-nothing, that is, but 
30 not to stay any longer. She did, to that extent, want 

to see me. She had supposed, at first-after he had 
been with her-that I had seen the propriety of taking 
myself off. Then, since I hadn't-seeing my propriety 
as I did in another way-she found, days later, that I 

35 was still there. This,' said Densher, 'affected her.' 
'Of course it affected her.' 
Again she struck him, for all her dignity, as glib. 

' If it was, somehow, for her I was still staying, she 
39 wished that to end, she wished me to know how little 

25 What then, at least ••• you, was] Otherwise ••• you, 
what was N 
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there was need of it. And, as a manner of farewell, 
she wished herself to tell me so.' 

' And she did tell you so?' 
'Face-to-face, yes. Personally, as she desired.' 
'And as you of course did.' 5 
'No, Kate,' he returned with all their mutual con­

sideration; 'not as I did. I hadn't desired it in the 
least.' 

'You only went to oblige her?' 
'To oblige her. And of course also to oblige you.' 10 
'Oh, for myself, certainly, I'm glad.' 
"'Glad?'" He echoed vaguely the way it rang out. '"Glad"?' N 
•I mean you did quite the right thing. You did it 

especially in having stayed. But that was all?' Kate 
went on. 'That you mustn't wait? ' 15 

'That was really all-and in perfect kindness.' 
'Ah, kindness naturally: from the moment she asked 

of you such a-well, such an effort. That you mustn't 
wait-that was the point,' Kate added-' to see her 
d~ ~ 

'That was the point, my dear,' Densher said. 
'And it took twenty minutes to make it?' 
He thought a little. 'I didn't time it to a second. 

I paid her the visit-just like another.' 
'Like another person?' 25 
'Like another visit.' 
'Oh! ' said Kate. Which had apparently the effect 

of slightly arresting his speech-an arrest she took 
advantage of to continue; making with it indeed her 
nearest approach to an inquiry of the kind against JO 
which he had braced himself. 'Did she receive you-
in her condition-in her room?' 

'Not she,' said Merton Densher. 'She received me 
just as usual: in that glorious great salone, in the 
dress she always wears, from her inveterate corner of 35 
her sofa.' And his face, for the moment, conveyed 
the scene, just as hers, equally, embraced it. 'Do you 
remember what you originally said to me of her?' 

'Ah, I've said so many things.' 39 
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'That she wouldn't smell of drugs, that she wouldn't 
taste of medicine. Well, she didn't.' 

'So that it was really almost happy? ' 
It took him a long time to answer, occupied as he 

partly was in feeling how nobody but Kate could have 
invested such a question with the tone that was per­
fectly right. She meanwhile, however, patiently waited. 
'I don't think I can attempt to say now what it was. 
Some day-perhaps. For it would be worth it for us.' 

'Some day--certainly.' She took it as a generous 
promise. Yet she spoke again abruptly. ' She 'II 
recover.' 

'Well,' said Densher, 'you'll see.' 
She had the air an instant of trying to. 'Did she 

show anything of her feeling? I mean,' Kate ex­
plained, 'of her feeling of having been misled.' 

She didn't press hard, surely; but he had just 
mentioned that he would have rather to glide. 'She 
showed nothing but her beauty and her strength.' 

'Then,' his companion asked,' what's the use of her 
strength?' 

He seemed to look about for a use he could name ; 
but he had soon given it up. 'She must die, my dear, 
in her own extraordinary way.' 

'Naturally. But I don't see then what proof you 
have that she was ever alienated.' 

'I have the proof that she ref used for days and days 
to see me.' 

'But she was ill.' 
'That hadn't prevented her-as you yourself a 

moment ago said-during the previous time. If it 
had been only illness it would have made no difference 
with her.' 

'She would still have received you?' 

'She would still have received me.' 

'Oh, well,' said Kate, 'if you kno\1'-- ! ' 

'Of course I know. I know moreover, as well, from 


Mrs. Stringham.' 
.39 'And what does Mrs. Stringham know?' 
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'Everything.' 
She looked at him longer. 'Everything?' 
'Everything.' 
' Because you've told her? ' 
• Because she has seen for herself. I 've told her 

nothing. She's a person who does see.' 
Kate thought. 'That's by her liking you too. 

She, as well, is prodigious. You see what interest in 
a man does. It does it all round. So you needn't be 
afraid.' 

' I'm not afraid,' said Densher. 
Kate moved from her place then, looking at the 

clock, which marked five. She gave her attention to 
the tea-table, where aunt l\Iaud's huge silver kettle, 
which had been exposed to its lamp and which she 
had not soon enough noticecl, was hissing too hard. 
'Well, it's all most wonderful!' she exclaimed as she 
rather too profusely-a sign her friend noticed-ladled 
tea into the pot. He watched her a moment at this 
occupation, coming nearer the table while she put in 
the steaming water. 'You'll have some?' 

He hesitated. 'Hadn't we better wait--?' 
'For aunt Maud?' She saw what he meant-the 

deprecation, by their old law, of betrayals of the 
intimate note. 'Oh, you needn't mind now. vVe've 
done it!' 

'Humbugged her?' 
'Squared her. You've pleased her.' 
Densher mechanically accepted his tea. He was 

thinking of something else, and his thought in a 
moment came out. '\Vhat a brute then I must be!' 

' A brute--? ' 
'To have pleased so many people.' 
'Ah,' said Kate with a gleam of gaiety, 'you've 

done it to please 111i:.' 13ut she was already, with her 
gleam, reverting a little. '\Vhat I don't understand is 
-won't you have any sugar?' 

'Yes, please.' 

'What I don't understand,' she went on when she 39 
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had helped him, 'is what it was that had occurred to 
bring her round again. If she gave you up for days 
and days, what brought her back to you?' . 

She asked the question with her own cup in her 
5 	hand, but it found him ready enough, in spite of his 

sense of the ironic oddity of their going into it over 
the tea-table. 'It was Sir Luke Strett who brought 
her back. His visit, his presence there did it.' 

'He brought her back then to life.' 

'Well, to what I saw.' 

'And by interceding for you?' 

'I don't think he interceded. I don't in<leed know 


what he did. 
Kate wondered. ' Didn't he tell you?' 
' I didn't ask him. I met him again, but we practi­

cally didn't speak of her.' 
Kate stared. 'Then how do you know?' 
'I see. I feel. I was with him again as I had been 

before--' 
'Oh, and you pleased him too? That was it?' 
' He understooci,' said Densher. 
'But understood what?' 
He waited a moment. 'That I had meant awfully 

well.' 
'Ah, and made her understand ? I see,' she went 

on as he said nothing. ' But how did he convince 
her?' 

Densher put down his cup and turned away. 'You 
must ask Sir Luke.' 

He stood looking at the fire, and there was a time 
without sound. 'The great thing,' Kate then resumed, 
'is that's she's satisfied. Which,' she continued, look­
ing across at him, 'is what I 've worked for.' 

'Satisfied to die in the flower of her youth?' 

'Well, at peace with you.' 

'Oh, "peace"!' he murmured with his eyes on the 


fire. 

'The peace of having loved.' 

He raised his eyes to her. 'Is that peace?' 
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'Of having been loved,' she went on. 'That is. Of 
having,' she wound up, 'realised her passion. She 
wanted nothing more. She has had all she wanted.' 

Lucid and always grave, she gave this out with a 
beautiful authority that he could for the time meet 5 
with no words. He could only again look at her, 
though with the sense, in so doing, that he made her, 
more than he intended, take his silence for assent. 
Quite indeed as if she did so take it she quitted the 
table and came to the fire. 'You may think it hideous 10 
that I should now, that I should ;·et '-she made a point 
of the word-' pretend to draw conclusions. l3ut we've 
not failed.' 

'Oh!' he only again murmured. 
She was once more close to him, close as she had 15 

been the day she came to him in Venice, the quickly­
returning memory of which intensified and enriched 
the fact. He could practically deny in such conditions 
nothing that she said, and what she said was, with it, 
visibly, a fruit of that knowledge. 'We've succeeded.' 20 
She spoke with her eyes deep in his own. 'She won't 
have loved you for nothing.' It made him wince, but 
she insisted. ' And you won't have loved me.' 23 

' 
,!is, of 
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HE was to remain for several days under the im­
pression of this inconclusive passage, so luckily pro­
longed from moment to moment, but interrupted, at 
its climax, as may be said, by the entrance of aunt 
Maud, who found them standing together near the 
fire. The bearings of the colloquy, however, sharp as 
they were, were less sharp to hi:; intelligence, strangely 
enough, than those of a talk with Mrs. Lowder alone 
for which she soon gave him-or for which perhaps 
rather Kate gave him-full occasion. What had 
happened on her at last joining them was to con­
duce, he could immediately see, to her desiring to have 
him to herself. Kate and he, no doubt, at the opening 
of the door, had fallen apart with a certain suddenness, 
so that she had turned her hard fine eyes from one to 
the other; but the effect of this lost itself, to his mind, 
the next minute, in the effect of his companion's rare 
alertness. She instantly spoke to her aunt of what 
had at first been uppermost for herself, inviting her 
thereby intimat.ely to join them, and doing it the more 
happily also, no doubt, because the fact that she 
resentfully named gave. her ample support. ' Had 
you quite understood, my dear, that it's full three 
weeks--?' And she effaced herself as if to leave 
Mrs. Lowder to deal from her own point of view with 
this extravagance. Densher of course straightway 
noted that his cue for the protection of Kate was to 
make, no less, all of it he could ; and their tracks, as 
he might have said, were fairly covered by the time 
their hostess had taken afresh, on his renewed admis­
sion, the measure of his scant eagerness. Kate had 

520 
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moved away as if no great showing were needed for 
her personal situation to be seen as delicate. She had 
been entertaining their visitor on her aunt's behalf-a 
visitor she had been at one time suspected of favouring 
too much and who had now come back to them as the 
stricken suitor of another person. It wasn't that the 
fate of the other person, her exquisite friend, didn't, in 
its tragic turn, also concern herself: it was only that 
her acceptance of Mr. Densher as a source of infor­
mation could scarcely help having an awkwardness. 
She invented the awkwardness under Densher's eyes, 
and he marvelled on his side at the instant creation. It 
served her as the fine cloud that hangs about a goddess 
in an epic, and the young man was but vaguely to 
know at what point of the rest of hi s visit she had, 
for consideration, melted into it and out of sight. 

He was taken up promptly with another matter­
the truth of the remarkable difference, neither more 
nor less, that the events of Venice had introduced into 
his relation with aunt Maud and that these weeks of 
their separation had caused quite richly to ripen for 
him. She had not sat down to her tea-table before he 
felt himself on terms with her that were absolutely 
new, nor could she press on him a second cup without 
her seeming herself, and quite wittingly, so to define 
and establish them. She regretted, but she quite 
understood, that what was taking place had obliged 
him to hang off; they had-after hearing of him from 
poor Susan as gone-been hoping for an early sight 
of him; they would have been interested, naturally, in 
his arriving straight from the scene. Yet she needed 
no reminder that the scene precisely-by which she 
meant the tragedy that had so detainee! and absorbed 
him, the memory, the shadow, the sorrow of it-was 
what marked him for unsociability. She thus pre­
sented him to himself, as it were, in the gui~c in which 
she had now adopted him, and it was the element of 
truth in the character that he found himself, for his 
own part, adopting. She treated him as blighted and .39 
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ravaged, as frustrate and already bereft; and for him 
to feel that this opened for him a new chapter of 
frankness with her he scarce had also to perceive how 
it smoothed his approaches to Kate. It made the latter 
accessible as she had not yet begun to be; it set up5 
for him at Lancaster Gate an association positively 
hostile to any other legend. It was quickly vivid to 
him that, were he minded, he could 'work' this asso­
ciation ; he had btit to U!:ie the house freely for his 

10 prescribed attitude and he need hardly ever be out of 
it. Stranger than anything moreover was to be the 
way that by the end of a week he stood convicted to 
his own sense of a surrender to Mrs. Lowder's view. 
He had somehow met it at a point that had brought 

15 him on-brought him on a distance that he couldn't 
a.gain retrace. He had private hours of wondering 
what had become of his sincerity ; he had others of 
simply reflecting that he had it all in use. His only 
want of candour was aunt Maud's wealth of sentiment. 

20 	 She was hugely sentimental, and the worst he did was 
to take it from her. He wasn't so himself-everything 
was too real ; but it was none the less not false that 
he had been through a mill. 

It was in particular not false, for instance, that when 
25 	 she had said to him, on the Sunday, almost cosily, from 

her sofa behind the tea, ' I want you not to doubt, you 
poor dear, that I'm witlt you to the end!' his meetiug 
her half way had been the only course open to him. 
She was with him to the end-or she might be-in a 

30 	 way Kate wasn't; and even if it literally made ht·r 
society meanwhile more soothing, he must just brush 
away the question of why it shouldn't. Was he pro­
fessing to her in any degree the possession of an after­
sense that wasn't real? How in the world could he, 

35 	 when his aftersense, day by day, was his gn:atest 
reality? That was at bottom all that there was 
between them, and two or three times over it made 
the hour pass. These were occasions-two and a 

39 	 scrap-on which he had come and gone without 

36 	 That was at bottom all that] Such only was at bottom what 
N 
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mention of Kate. Now that, almost for the first 

time, he was free to ask for her, the queer turn of 

their affair made it a false note. It was another queer 

turn that when he talked with aunt Maud about Milly 

nothing else seemed to come up. He called upon her 5 

almost avowedly for that purpose, and it was the 

queerest turn of all that the state of his nerves should 

require it. He liked her better; he was really behaving, 

he had occasion to say to himself, as if he liked her 

best. The thing was, absolutely, that she met him 10 

half way. Nothing could have been broader than her 

vision, than her loquacity, than her sympathy. It 

appeared to gratify, to satisfy her to sec him as he 

was; that too had its effect. 1t was all of course the 

last thing that could have seemed on the cards, a 15 

change by which he was completely free with this lady ; 

and it wouldn't indeed have come about if-for another 

monstrosity-he hadn't ceased to be free with Kate. 

Thus it was that, on the third time, in especial, of 

being alone with her, he found himself uttering to the 20 

elder woman what had been impossible of utterance 

to the younger. Mrs. Lowder gave him in fact, in 

respect to what he must keep from her, but one 

uneasy moment. That was when, on the first Sunday, . 

after Kate had suppressed herself, she referred to her 25 

regret that he mightn't have stayed to the end. He .--~ 


found his reason difficult to give her, but she came, 
after all, to his help. 


'You simply couldn't stand it?' 

' I simply couldn't stand it. Besides you see--' .30 


Rut he paused. 
' Besides what?' He had been going to say rnore­


then he saw clangers; luckily, however, she had again 

assisted him. 'Besides-oh, I know !-men haven't, 

in many relations, the courage of women.' .35 


'They haven't the courage of women.' ,._ 
'Kate or I would have stayed,' she declared-' if we 


hadn't come away for the special reason that you so 

frankly appreciated.' .39 


1-2 for the first time, he was free] as never yet he had licence N 

22-2.3 in respect .to] on the ground of N 
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Densher said nothing about his appreciation: hadn't 
his behaviour since the hour itself sufficiently shown 
it? But he presently said-he couldn't help going so 
far: ' I don't doubt, certainly, that Miss Croy would 

5 	have stayed.' And he saw again, into the bargain, 
what a marvel was Susan Shepherd. She did nothing 
but protect him-she had done nothing but keep it 
up. In copious communication with the friend of her 
youth, she had yet, it was plain, favoured this lady 

10 	with nothing that compromised him. Milly's act of 
renouncement she had described but as a change for 
the worse ; she had mentioned Lord Mark's descent, 
as even without her it might be known, so that she 
mustn't appear to conceal it; but she had suppressed 

15 	 explanations and connections, and indeed, for all he 
knew, blessed Puritan soul, had invented commendable 
fictions. Thus it was absolutely that he was at his 
ease. Thus it was that, shaking for ever, in the unrest 
that didn't drop, his crossed leg, he leaned back in 

20 	 deep yellow-satin chairs and took such comfort as 
came. She asked, it was true, aunt Maud, questions 
that Kate hadn't; but this was just the difference, that 
from her he positively liked them. He had taken with 
himself, on leaving Venice, the resolution to regard

25 	 Milly as already dead to him-that being, for his 
spirit, the only thinkable way to pass the time of 
waiting. He had left her because it was what suited 
her, and it wasn't for him to go, as they said in 
America, behind this ; which imposed on him but the 

30 	 sharper need to arrange himself with his interval. 
Suspense was the ugliest ache to him, and he would 
have nothing to do with it ; the last thing he wished 
was to be unconscious of her-what he wished to 
ignore was her own consciousness, tortured, for all he 

35 	 knew, crucified by its pain. Knowingly to hang about 
in London while the pain went on-what would that 
do but make his days impossible? His scheme was 
accordingly to convince himself-and by some art 

39 	 about which he was vague-that the sense of waiting 
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had passed. 'What in fact,' he restlessly reflected, 
'have I, any further, to do with it? Let me assume 
the thing actually over-as it at any moment may be 
-and I become good again for something at least to 
somebody. I 'm good, as it is, for nothing to anybody, 
least of all to her.' He consequently tried, so far as 
shutting his eyes and stalking grimly about was a 
trial; but his plan was carried out, it may well be 
guessed, neither with marked success nor with marked 
consistency. The days, whether lapsing or lingering, 
were a stiff reality ; the suppression of anxiety was a 
thin idea; the taste of life itself was the taste of sus­
pense. That he was waiting was in short at the bottom 
of everything; and it required no great sifting presently 
to feel that, if he took so much more, as he called it to 
Mrs. Lowder, this was just for that reason. 

She helped him to hold out, all the while that she 
was subtle enough-and he could see her divine it as 
what he wanted-not to insist on the actuality of their 
tension. His nearest approach to success was thus in 
being good for something to aunt Maud, in default of 
any one better; her company eased his nerves even 
while they pretended together that they had seen their 
tragedy out. They spoke of the dying girl in the past 
tense; they said no \Vorse of her than that she had 
been stupendous. On the other hand, however-and 
this was what wasn't, for Densher, pure peace-they 
insisted enough that stupendous was the word. 1t 
was the thing, this recognition, that kept him most 
quiet; he came to it with her repeatedly ; talking 
about it against time and, in particular, we have noted, 
speaking of his supreme personal impression as he had 
not spoken to Kate. It was almost as if she herself 
enjoyed the perfection of the pathos; she sat there 
before the scene, as he couldn't help giving it out to 
her, very much as a stout citizen's wife might have sat, 
during a play that made people cry, in the pit or the 
family-circle. What most deeply stirred her was the 
way the poor girl must have wanted to live. 39 
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'Ah, yes indeed- she did, she did : why in pity 
shouldn't she, with everything to fill her world? The 
mere money of her, the darling, if it isn't too disgusting 
at such a time to mention that--!' 

Aunt Maud mentioned it-and Densher quite under-
stood-but as fairly giving poetry to the life Milly 
clung to: a view of the • might have been' before 
which the good lady was hushed anew to tears. She 
had had her own vision of these possibilities, and her 
own social use for them, and since Milly's spirit had 
been after all so at one with her about them, what was 
the cruelty of the event but a cruelty, of a sort, to 
herself? That came out when he named, as the 
horrible thing to know, the fact of their young friend's 
unapproachable terror of the end, keep it down though 
she would; coming out therefore often, since in so 
naming it he found the strangest of reliefs. He 
allowed it all its vividness, as if on the principle of 
his not at least spiritually shirking. Milly had held 
with passion to her dream of a future, and she was 
separated from it, not shrieking indeed, but grimly, 
awfully silent, as one might imagine some noble 
young victim of the scaffold, in the French Revolu­
tion, separated, in the prison-cell, from some object 
clutched for resistance. Densher, in a cold moment, 
so pictured the case for Mrs. Lowder, but no moment 
cold enough had yet come to make him so picture it 
to Kate. And it was the front so presented that had 
been, in Milly, heroic; presented with the highest 
heroism, aunt Maud by this time knew, on the occa­
sion of his taking leave of her. He had let her know, 
absolutely for the girl's glory, how he had been 
received on that occasion with a positive effect-since 
she was indeed so perfectly the princess that Mrs. 
Stringham always called her-of princely state. 

Before the fire in the great room that was all 
arabesques and cherubs, all gaiety and gilt, and that 
was warm at that hour too with a wealth of autumn 

39 sun, the state in question had been maintained and 

24 in the prison-cell] at the prison-door N 
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the situation-wdl, lJensher said for the convenience 
of exquisite London gossip, sublime. The gossip­
for it came to as much at Lancaster Gate-was not 
the less exquisite for his use of the silver veil, nor, 
on the other hand, was the veil, so touched, too much 5, 
drawn aside. He himself, for that matter, at moments, 
took in the scene again as from the page of a book. 
He saw a young man, far off, in a relation inconceiv­
able, saw him hushed, passive, staying his breath, but 
half understanding, yet dimly conscious of something 10 
immense and holding himself, not to lose it, painfully 
together. The young man, at these moments, so seen, 
was too distant and too strange for the right identity; 
and yet outside, afterwards, it was his own face Den-
sher had known. He had known then, at the same 15 
time, of what the young man had been conscious, and 
he was to measure, after that, day by day, how little 
he had lost. At present there, with l\Irs. Lowder, he 
knew he had gathered all : that passed between them 
mutely as, in the intervals of their associated ·gaze, 20 
they exchanged looks of intelligence. This was as far 
as association could go; but it was far enough when 
she knew the essence. The essence was that some­
thing had happened to him too beautiful and too 
sacred to describe. He had been, to his recovered 25 
sense, forgiven, dedicated, bless{ cl; but this he couldn't 
coherently express. It would have required an ex­
planation-fatal to Mrs. Lowder's faith in him-of the 
nature of Milly's wrong. So, as to the wonderful 
scene, they just stood at the door. They had the 30 
sense of the presence within-they felt the charged 
stillness; after which, with their association deepened 
by it, they turned together away. 

That itself indeed, for our restless friend, became by 
the end of a week the very principle of reaction: so 3 5 
that he woke up one morning with such a sense of 
having played a part as he needed, for self-respect, to 
gainsay. He had not in the least stated at Lancaster 
Gate that, as a haunted man-a man haunted with a 39 

6-7 at moments took in the scene again] took in the scene again at 
moments N 
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memory-he was harmless; but the degree to which 
Mrs. Lowder accepted, admired and explained his 
new aspect laid upon him practically the weight of a 
declaration. What he hadn't in the least stated her 

5 own manner was perpetually stating; it was as haunted 
and harmless that she was constantly putting him 
down. There offered itself, however, to his purpose, 
such an element as plain honesty, and he had embraced, 
by the time he dressed, his proper corrective. They 

10 were on the edge of Christmas, but Christmas this year 
was, as, in London, in so many other years, disconcert· 
ingly mild; the still air was soft, the thick light was 
grey, the great town looked empty, and in the Park, 
where the grass was green, where the sheep browsed, 

15 where the birds multitudinously twittered, the straight 
walks lent themselves to slowness and the dim vistas 
to privacy. He held it fast this morning till he had 
got out, his sacrifice to honour, and then went with it 
to the nearest post-office and fixed it fast in a tele­

20 gram; thinking of it moreover as a sacrifice only 
because he had, for reasons, felt it as an effort. Its 
character of effort it would owe to Kate's expected 
resistance, not less probable than on the occasion of 
past appeals; which was precisely why he-perhaps

25 innocently-made his telegram persuasive. It had, as 
a recall of tender hours, to be, for the young woman at 
the counter, a trifle cryptic ; but there was a good deal 
of it, in one way and another, representing it as did a 
rich impulse, and it cost him a couple of shillings. 

30 There was also a moment later on, that day, when, in 
the Park, as he measured watchfully one of their old 
alleys, he might have been supposed by a cynical 
critic to be reckoning his chance of getting his money 
back. He was waiting-but he had waited of old ; 

35 Lancaster Gate, as a danger, was practically at hand 
-but she had risked that danger before. Besides, it 
was smaller now, with the queer turn of their affair ; 
in spite of which indeed he was graver as he lingered 

39 and looked out. 
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Kate came at last by the way he had thought least 
likely-came as if she had started from the Marble 
Arch; but her advent was response-that was the 
great matter; response marked in her face and agree­
able to him, even after aunt Maud's responses, as 5 
nothing had been since his return to London. She 
had not, it was true, answered his wire, and he had 
begun to fear, as she was late, that with the instinct of 
what he might be again intending to press upon her, 
she had decided-though not with ease-to deprive 10 
him of his chance. He would have of course, she 
knew, other chances, but she perhaps saw this one as 
offering her special danger. That, in fact, Densher 
could himself feel, was exactly why he had so prepared 
it, and he had rejoiced, e\•en while he waited, in all 15 
that the conditions had to say to him of their simpler 
and better time. The shortest day of the year though 
it might be, it was, in the same place, by a whim of the 
weather, almost as much to their purpose as the days 
of sunny afternoons when they had taken their first 20 
trysts. This and that tree, within sight, on the grass, 
stretched bare boughs over the couple of chairs in 
which they had sat of old and in which-for they 
really could sit down .again-they might recover the 
clearness of their beginnings. It was to all intents, 25 
however, this very reference that showed itself in 
Kate's face as, with her quick walk, she came toward 
him. It helped him, her quick walk, when it finally 
brought her nearer; helped him, for that matter, at 
first, if only by showing him afresh how terribly well 30 
she looked. It had been all along, he certainly 
remembered, a phenomenon of no rarity that he had 
felt her, at particular moments, handsomer than ever 
before; one of these, for instance, being still present 
to him as her entrance, under her aunt's eyes, at 35 
Lancaster Gate, the day of his dinner there after his 
return from America; and another her aspect, on the 
same spot, two Sundays ago-the light in which she 
struck the eyes he had brought back from Venice. In 39 
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the 	course of a minute or two now he got, as he had 
got 	it the other times, his impression of the special 
stamp of the fortune of the moment. . 

Whatever it had been determined by as the different 
5 	hours recurred to him, it took on at present a prompt 

connection with an effect produced for him, in truth, 
more than once during the past week, only now much 
intensified. This effect he had already noted and 
named : it was that of the attitude assumed by his 

10 	friend in the presence of the degree of response, on 
his part, to Mrs. Lowder's welcome which she couldn't 
possibly have failed to notice. She lzad noticed it, and 
she had beautifully shown him so ; wearing in its honour 
the finest shade of studied serenity, a shade almost of 

15 	gaiety over the workings of time. Everything of 
course was relative, with the shadow they were living 
under; but her condonation of the way in which he 
now, for confidence, distinguished aunt Maud had 
almost the note of cheer. She had so consecrated, by 

20 	her own air, the distinction, invidious in respect to 
herself though it might be ; and nothing, really, more 
than this demonstration, could have given him, had he 
still wanted it, the measure of her superiority. It was 
doubtless, for that matter, this superiority simply that, 

25 	 on the winter noon, gave smooth decision to her step 
and charming courage to her eyes-a courage that 
deepened in them when he had got, after a little, to 
what he wanted. He had delayed after she had joined 
him not much more than long enough for him to say

30 	 to her, drawing her hand into his arm and turning off 
where they had turned of old, that he wouldn't pre­
tend he hadn't lately had moments of not quite 
believing he should ever again be so happy. She 
answered, passing over the reasons, whatever they had 

35 	 been, of his doubt, that her own belief was in high 
happiness for them if they would only have patience; 
though nothing, at the same time, could be dearer than 
his idea for their walk. It was only make-believe, of 

39 	 course, with what had taken place for them, that they 
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couldn't meet at home ; she spoke of their oppor­
tunities as suffering at no point. He had at any rate 
soon let her know that he wishl!d the present one to 
suffer at none, and in a quiet spot, beneath a great 
wintry tree, he let his entreaty come sharp. 5 

'We've played our dreadful game, and we've lost. 
We owe it to ourselves, we owe it to our feeling/or 
ourselves and for each other, not to wait another day. 
Our marriage will-fundamentally, somehow, don't 
you see?- right everything that's wrong, and I can't 10 
express to you my impatience. W c 've only to announce 
it-and it takes off the weight.' 

'To" announce" it?' Kate asked. She spoke as if 
not understanding, though she had listened to him 
without confusion. 15 

'To accomplish it then-to-morrow if you will; do 
it and announce it as done. That's the least part of 
it-after it nothing will matter. We shall be so 
right,' he said, 'that we shall be strong; we shall only 
wonder at our past fear. It will seem an ugly mad- 20 
ness. It will seem a bad dream.' 

She looked at him without flinching-with the look 
she had brought at his call; but he felt° now the strange 
chill of her brightness. 'My dear man, what has hap­
pened to you?' 25 

'Well, that I can bear it no longer. That's simply 
what has happened. Something has snapped, has 
broken in me, and here I am. It's as I am that you 
must have me.' 

He saw her try, for a time, to appear to consider it; 30 
but he saw her also not consider it. Yet he saw her, 
felt her, further-he heard her, with her clear voice-
try to be intensely kind with him. ' I don't see, you 
know, what has changed.' She had a large, strange 
smile. 'We've been going on together so well, and 3 5 
you suddenly desert me?' 

It made him helplessly gaze. 'You call it so" well"? 
You've touches, upon my soul-- ! ' 

'I call it perfect-from my original pnint of view. 39 
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I'm just where I was ; and you must give me some 
better reason than you do, my dear, for your not being. 
It seems to me,' she continued, 'that we 're only right, 
as to what has been between us, so long as we do wait. 
I don't think we wish to have behaved like fools.' He 
took in, while she talked, her imperturbable consistency ; 
which it was quietly, queerly hopeless to see her stand 
there and breathe into their mild, remembering air. 
He had brought her there to be moved, and she was 
only immoveable-which was not moreover, either, 
because she didn't understand. She understood every­
thing-and things he wouldn't; and she had reasons, 
deep down, the sense of which nearly sickened him. 
She had too again, most of all, her strange, significant 
smile. 'Of course, if it is that you really know some­
thing--?' It was quite conceivable and possible to 
her, he could see, that he did. But he didn't even know 
what she meant, and he only looked at her in gloom. 
His gloom, however, didn't upset her. 'You do, I 
believe, only you've a delicacy about saying it. Your 
delicacy to me, my dear, is a scruple too much. I 
should have no delicacy in hearing it, so that if you 
can tell me you know--' 

'Well?' he asked as she still kept what depended 
on it. 

'Why then, I '11 do what you want. We needn't, I 
grant you, in that case wait; and I can see what you 
mean by thinking it nicer of us not to. I don't even 
ask you,' she continued, 'for a proof. I'm content 
with your moral certainty.' 

By this time it had come over him-it had the force 
of a rush. The point she made was clear, as clear, 
as that the blood, while he recognised it, mantled in 
his face. ' I know nothing whatever.' 

'You've not an idea?' 
' I 've not an idea.' 
'I'd consent,' she said-' I'd announce it to-morrow, 

to-day, I'd go home this moment and announce it to 
39 aunt Maud, for an idea: I mean an idea straight from 
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HE had said to her in the Park, when challenged on it, 
that nothing had 'happened' to him as a cause for the 
demand he there made of her-happened, he meant, 
since the account he had given, after his return, of his 
recent experience. But in the course of a few days­
they had brought him to Christmas morning-he was 
conscious enough, in preparing again to seek her out, 
of a difference on that score. Something had in this 
case happened to him, and, after his taking the night 
to think of it, he felt that what it most, if not absolutely 
first, involved was his immediately again putting him­
self in relation with her. The fact itself had met him 
there-in his own small quarters -on Christmas eve, 
and had not then indeed instantly affected him as 
implying that consequence. So far as he on the spot 
and for the next hours took its measure-a process 
that made his night mercilessly wakeful-the conse­
quences possibly implied were numerous to distraction. 
His spirit dealt with them, in the darkness, as the slow 
hours passed ; his intelligence and his imagination, his 
soul and his sense had never, on the whole, been so 
intensely engaged. It was his difficulty for the 
moment that he was face to face with alternatives, 
and that it was scarce even a question of turning from 
one to the other. They were not in a perspective in 
which they might be compared and considered ; they 
were, by a strange effect, as close as a pair of monsters 
of whom he might have felt on either cheek the hot 
breath and the huge eyes. He saw them at once and 
but by looking straight before him ; he wouldn't, for 
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that matter, in his cold apprehension, have turned his 
head by an inch. So it was that his agitation was 
still-was not, for the slow hours, a matter of restless 
motion. He lay long, after the event, on the sofa on 
which, extinguishing at a touch the white light of con­
venience that he hated, he had thrown himself without 
undressing. He stared at the buried day and wore 
out the time; with the arrival of the Christmas dawn, 
moreover, late and grey, he felt himself somehow 
determined. The common wisdom had had its say to 
him-that safety, in doubt, was not action; and 
perhaps what most helped him was this very common­
ness. In his case there was nothing of tlzat-in no 
case in his life had there ever been less: which associ a­
tion, from one thing to another, now worked for him 
as a choice. He acted, after his bath and his break­
fast, in the sense of that marked element of the rare 
which he felt to be the sign of his crisis. And that is 
why, dressed with more state than usual and quite as 
if for church, he went out into the soft Christmas day. 

Action, for him, on coming to the point, it appeared, 
carried with it a certain complexity. We should have 
known, walking by his side, that his final prime decision 
had not been to call at the door of Sir Luke Strett, 
and yet that this st11p, though subordinate, was none 
the less urgent. His prime decision was for another 
matter, to which impatience, once he was on the way, 
had now added itself; but he remained sufficiently 
aware that he must compromise with the perhaps 
excessive earliness. This, and the ferment set up 
within him, were, together, a reason for not driving; 
to say nothing of the absence of cabs in the dusky 
festal desert. Sir Luke's great square was not near, 
but he walked the distance without seeing a hansom. 
He had his interval thus to turn over his view-the 
view to which what had happened the night before 
had now sharply reduced itself; but the complexity 
just mentioned was to be offered, within the next few 
minutes, another item to assimilate. Before Sir Luke's 39 
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house, when he reached it, a brougham was drawn up 
-at the sight of which his heart had a lift that brought 
him, for the instant, to a stand. This pause was not 
long, but it was Ion~ enough to flash upon him a 
revelation in the light of which he caught his breath. 
The carriage, so possibly at such an hour and on such 
a day Sir Luke's own, had struck him as a sign that 
the great doctor was back. This would prove some­
thing else, in turn, still more intensely, and it was in 
the act of the double apprehension that Densher felt 
himself turn pale. His mind rebounded for the 
moment like a projectile that has suddenly been met 
by another: he stared at the strange truth that what 
he wanted more than to see Kate Croy was to see the 
witness who had just arrived from Venice. He wanted 
positively to be in his presence and to hear his voice­
which was the spasm of his consciousness that pro­
duced the flash. Fortunately for Mm, on the spot, 
there supervened something in which the flash went 
out. He became aware within his minute that the 
coachman on the box of the brougham had a face 
known to him, whereas he had never seen before, to 
his knowledge, the great doctor's carriage. The car­
riage, as he came nearer, was simply Mrs. Lowder's; 
the face on the box was just the face that, in coming 
and going at Lancaster Gate, he would vaguely have 
noticed, outside, in attendance. With this the rest 
came: the lady of Lancaster Gate had, on a promp­
ting not wholly remote from his own, presented herself 
for news ; and news, in the house, she was clearly 
getting, since her brougham had stayed. Sir Luke 
was then back-only Mrs. Lowder was with him. 

It was under the influence of this last reflection that 
Densher again delayed; and it was while he delayed 
that something else occurred to him. It was all round, 
visibly-given his own new contribution-a case of 
pi:essure ; and in a case of pressure Kate, for quicker 
knowledge, might have come out with her aunt. The 

39 possibility that in this event she might be sitting in 
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the carriage-the thing most likely-had had the 
effect, before he could check it, of bringing him within 
range of the window. It wasn't there he had wished 'i 
to see her ; yet if she was there he couldn't pretend 
not to. What he had, however, the next moment 5 
made out was that if some one was there it wasn't Kate 
Croy. It was, with a sensible shock from him, the 
person who had last offered him a conscious face from 
behind the clear plate of a cafc in Venice. The great 
glass at Florian's was a medium less obscure, eveq 10 
with the window down, than the air of the London 
Christmas; yet at present also, none the less, between 
the two men, an exchange of recognitions could occur. 
Densher felt his own look a gaping arrest-which, he 
disgustedly remembered, his back as quickly turned, 15 
appeared to repeat itself as his special privilege. He 
mounted the steps of the house and touched the bell 
with a keen consciousness of being habitually looked 
at by Kate's friend from positions of almost insolent 
vantage. He forgot, for the time, the moment when, 20 
in Venice, at the palace, the encouraged young man 
had in a manner assisted at the departure of the 
disconcerted, since Lord Mark was not looking dis­
concerted now any more than he had looked from his 
bench at his cafe. Densher was thinking that he 25 
seemed to show as vagrant while another was en­
sconced. He was thinking of the other as-in spite 
of the difference of situation-more ensconced than 
ever; he was thinking of him above all as the friend 
of the person with whom his recognition had, the 30 
minute previous, associated him. The man was seated 
in the very place in which, beside Mrs. Lowder's, he 
had looked to find Kate, and that was a sufficient 
identity. Meanwhile, at any rate, the door of the 
house had opened and Mrs. Lowder stood before him. 3 5 
It was something at least that slie wasn't Kate. She 
was herself, on the spot, in all her affluence; with 
presence of mind both to decide at once that Lord 
Mark, in the brougham, didn't matter and to prevent 39 
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Sir Luke's butler, by a firm word thrown over her 
shoulder, from standing there to listen to her passage 
with the gentleman who had rung. 'I'll tell Mr. 
Densher ; you needn't wait!' And the passage, 
promptly and richly, took place on the steps.5 

' He arrives, travelling straight, to-morrow early. J 
couldn't not come to learn.' 

'No more,' said Densher simply,' could I. On my 
way,' he yet added, 'to Lancaster Gate.' 

'Sweet of you.' She beamed on him dimly, and he10 
saw her face was attuned. It made him, with what she 
had just before said, know all, and he took the thing 
in while he met the air of portentous, of almost 
functional, sympathy that had settled itself as her 

15 	 medium with him and that yet had now a fresh glow. 
'·So you have had your message?' 

He knew so well what she meant, and so equally 
with it what he 'had had,' no less than what he hadn't, 
that, with but the smallest hesitation, he strained the 

20 point. 'Yes-my message.' 

' 
'Our dear dove then, as Kate calls her, has folded 

1· her wonderful wings.' 
'Yes-folded them.' 

It rather racked him, but he tried to receive it as she 


25 	 intended, and she evidently took his formal assent for 
self-control. 'Unless it's more true,' she accordingly 
added, 'that she has spread them the wider.' 

He again but formally assented, though, strangely 
enough, the words fitted an image deep in his own 

30 consciousness. 'Rather, yes-spread them the wider.' 
•For a flight, I trust, to some happiness greater--' 
'Exactly. Greater,' Densher broke in; but now 

with a look, he feared, that did, a little, warn her off. 
'You were certainly,' she went on with more rese1:ye, 

35 	 'entitled to direct news. Ours came, last night, late : 
I 'm not sure, otherwise, I shouldn't have gone to you. 
But you 're coming,' she asked, 'to me?' 

He had had a minute, by this time, to think further; 
39 and the window of the brougham was still within range. 

29 an image] a figure N 

JO consciousness] imagination N 

35 last night, late] late last night N 
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Her rich 'me,' reaching him, moreover, through the 
mild damp, had the effect of a thump on his chest. 
'Squared,' aunt Maud? She was indeed squared, and 
the extent of it, just now, perversely enough, took away 
his breath. His look, from where they stood, embraced 5 
the aperture at which the person sitting in the carriage 
might have shown, and he saw his interlocutress, on 
her side, understand the question in it, which he more­
over then uttered. ' Shall you be alone?' It was, as 
an immediate instinctive parley with the image of his 10 
condition that now flourished in her, almost hypocritical. 
It sounded as if he wished to come and overflow to 
her, yet this was exactly what he didn't. The need to 
overflow had suddenly-since the night before-dried 
up in him, and he had never been conscious of a deeper 15 
reserve. 

But she had meanwhile largely responded. 'Com­
pletely alone. I should otherwise never have dreamed ; 
feeling, dear friend, but too much!' What she felt, 
failing on her lips, came out for him in the offered hand 20 
with which, the next moment, she had condolingly 
pressed his own. 'Dear friend, dear friend! '-she was 
deeply' with' him, and she wished to be still more so: 
which was what made her immediately continue. 'Or 
wouldn't you, this evening, for the sad Christmas it 25 
makes us, dine with me ttte-a-tete?' 

It put the thing off, the question of a talk with her­
making the difference, to his relief, of several hours; 
but it also rather mystified him. This, however, didn't 
diminish his need of caution. ' Shall you mind if I 30 
don't tell you at once? ' 

'Not in the least-leave it open: it shall be as you 
may feel, and you needn't even send me word. I only 
will mention that to-day, of all days, I shall otherwise 
sit there alone.' 3 5 

Now at least he could ask. 'Without Miss Croy?' 
'Without Miss Croy. Miss Croy,' said Mrs Lowder, 

'is spending her Christmas in the bosom of her more 
immediate family.' 39 

15 conscious] aware ~ 

19-20 What she felt, failing on her lips] Failing on her lips what 
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He was afraiJ, even while he spoke, of what his face 
might show. 'You mean she has left you?' 

Aunt Maud's own face, for that matter, met the 
inquiry with a consciousness in which he saw a reflec­

5 tion of events. He perceived from it, even at the 
moment and as he had never done before, that, since 
he had known these two women, no confessed nor 
commented tension, no crisis of the cruder sort, would 
really have taken form between them : which was 

10 	precisely a high proof of how Kate had steered her 
boat. The situation exposed in Mrs. Lowder's present 
expression lighted up by contrast that superficial 
smoothness ; which afterwards, with his time to think 
of it, was to put before him again the art, the particular

15 	 gift, in the girl, now so placed and classed, so intimately 
familiar for him, as her talent for life. The peace, 
clearly, within a day or two-since his seeing her last 
-had been broken; differences, deep down, kept there 
by a diplomacy, on Kate's part, as deep, had been 

20 	 shaken to the surface by some exceptional jar; with 
which, in addition , he felt Lord Mark's odd attendance 
at such an hour and season vaguely associated. The 
talent for life indeed, it at the same time struck him, 
would probably have shown equally in the breach, or 

25 	 whatever had occurred ; aunt Maud having suffered, 
he judged, a strain rather than a stroke. With these 
quick thoughts, at all events, that lady was already 
abreast. 'She went yesterday morning-and not with 
my approval, I don't mind telling you-to her sister: 

30 	 Mrs. Condrip, if you know who I mean, who lives 
somewhere in Chelsea. ·My other niece and her affairs 
-that I should have to say such things to-day !-are a 
constant worry; so that Kate, in consequence-well, 
of events !-has simply been called in. My own idea, 

35 	 I'm bound to say, was that with Slfclt events she need 
have, in her situation, next to nothing to do.' 

'But she differed with you?' 
'She differed with me. And when Kate differs with 

39 	 you--!' 
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'Oh, I can imagine.' He had reached the point, in 
the matter of hypocrisy, at which he could ask himself 
why a little more or less should signify. Besides, with 
the intention he had had, he must know. Kate's move, 
if he didn't know, might simply disconcert him ; and 
of being disconcerted his horror was by this time fairly 
superstitious. 'I hope you don't allude to events at 
all calamitous.' 

'No-only horrid and vulgar.' 
'Oh ! ' said Merton Densher. 
Mrs. Lowder's soreness, it was still not obscure, had 

discovered in free speech to him a momentary balm, 
'They've the misfortune to have, I suppose you know, 
a dreadful, horrible father.' 

'Oh!' said Densher again. 
' He's too bad almost to name, but h~ has come upon 

Marian, and Marian has shrieked for help.' 
Densher wondered, at this, with intensity ; and his 

curiosity compromised for an instant with his discretion. 
'Come upon her-for money?' 

'Oh, for that, of course, always. But, at this blessed 
season, for refuge, for safety; for God knows what. 
He's tltere, the brute. And Kate's with them. And 
that,' Mrs. Lowder wound up, going down the steps, 
'is her Christmas.' 

She had stopped again at the bottom, while he 
thought of an answer. 'Yours then is after all rather 
better.' 

'It's at least more decent.' And her hand, once 
more, came out. 'But why do I talk of our troubles? 
Come if you can.' 

He showed a faint smile. 'Thanks. If I can.' 
'And now-I dare say-you '11 go to church?' 
She had asked it, with her good intention, rather in 

the air and by way of sketching for him, in the line of '­
support, something a little more to the purpose than 
what she had been giving him. He felt it as finishing 
off their intensities of expression that he found himself, 
to all appearance, receiving her hint as happy. 'Why, 
yes-I think I will': after which, as the door of the 
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6 

542 THE WI NGS OF THE DOVE 

brougham, at her approach, had opened from within, 
he was free to turn his back. He heard the door, 
behind him, sharply close again and the vehicle move 
off in another direction than his own. · 

He had in fact , for the time, no direction ; in spite 5 
of which indeed, at the end of ten minutes, he was 
aware of having walked straight to the south. That, 
he afterwards recognised, was, very sufficiently, because 
there had formed itself in his mind, even while aunt 

10 Maud finally talked, an instant recognition of his 
necessary course. Nothing was open to him but to 
follow Kate, nor was anything more marked than the 
influence of the step she had taken on the emotion 
itself that possessed him. Her complications, which 

15 had fairly, with everything else, an awful sound-what 
were they, a thousand times over, but his own? His 
present business was to see that they didn't escape an 
hour longer taking their proper place in his life. He 
accordingly would have held his course had it not 

20 suddenly come over him that he had just lied to Mrs. 
Lowder-a term it perversely eased him to keep using 
-even more than was necessary. To what church 
was he going, to what church, in such a state of his 
nerves, could he go ?-he pulled up short again, as he 

25 had pulled up in sight of Mrs. Lowder's carriage, to 
ask it. And yet the desire queerly stirred in him not 
to have wasted his word. He was just then, however, 
by a happy chance, in the Brampton Road, and he 
bethought himself, with a sudden light, that the Oratory 

30 was at hand. He had but to turn the other way and 
he should find himself soon before it. At the door 
then, in a few minutes, his idea was really-as it struck 
him-consecrated: he was, pushing in, on the edge of 
a splendid service-the flocking crowd told of it­

JS which glittered and resounded, from distant depths, in 
the blaze of altar-lights and the swell of organ and 
choir. It didn't match his own day, but it was much 
less of a discord than some other things actual and 
possible. The Oratory, in short, to make him right, 

40 would do. 

at the end of ten minutes, he was] he was at the end of ten 
minutes N 



I 

I 
I 

I. 
I 

XXXVI 

THE difference was thus that the dusk of afternoon­
dusk thick from an early hour-had gathered when he 
knocked at Mrs. Condrip's door. He had gone from 
the church to his club, wishing not to present himself 
in Chelsea at luncheon-time, and also remembering 5 
that he must attempt independently to make a meal. 
This, in the event, he but imperfectly achieved: he 
dropped into a chair in the great dim void of the club 
library, with nobody, up or down, to be seen, and there 
after a while, closing his eyes, recovered an hour of 10 
the sleep that he had lost during the night. Before 
doing this indeed he had written-it was the first 
thing he did-a short note, which, in the Christmas 
desolation of the place, he had managed only with 
difficulty and doubt to commit to a messenger. He 15 
wished it carried by hand, and he was obliged, rather 
blindly, to trust the hand, as the messenger, for some 
reason, was unable to return with a gage of delivery. 
When, at four o'clock, he was face to face with Kate 
in Mrs. Condrip's small drawing-room, he found, to his 20 
relief, that his notification had reached her. She was 
expectant, and to that extent prepared ; which simpli­
fied a little-if a little, at the present pass, counted. 
Her conditions were vaguely vivid to him from the 
moment of his coming in, and vivid partly by their 25 
difference, a difference sharp and suggestive, from , 
those in which he had hitherto constantly seen her. 
He had seen her but in places comparatively great-
in her aunt's pompous house, under the high trees of 
Kensington and the storied ceilings of Venice. He JO 
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had seen her, in Venice, on a great occasion, as the 
centre itself of the splendid Piazza : he had seen her 
there, on a still greater one, in his own poor rooms, 
which yet had consorted with her, having state and 
ancientry even in their poorness; but Mrs. Condrip's 
interior, even by this best view of it and though not 
flagrantly mean, showed itself as a setting almost 
grotesquely inapt. Pale, grave and charming, she 
affected him at once as a distinguished stranger-a 
stranger to the little Chelsea street-who was making 
the best of a queer episode and a place of exile. The 
extraordinary thing was that at the end of three 
minutes he felt himself less appointedly a stranger in 
it than she. 

A part of the queerness-this was to come to him 
in glimpses-sprang from the air as of a general large 
misfit imposed on the narrow room by the scale and 
mass of its furniture. The objects, the ornaments 
were, for the sisters, clearly relics and survivals of 
what would, in the case of Mrs. Condrip at least, have 
been called better days. The curtains that over­
draped the windows, the sofas and tables that stayed 
circulation, the chimney-ornaments that reached to 
the ceiling and the florid chandelier that almost 
dropped to the floor, were so many mementos of 
earlier homes and so many links with their unhappy 
mother. Whatever might have been in itself the 
quality of these elements, Den sher could feel the effect 
proceeding from them, as; they lumpishly blocked out 
the decline of the dim day, to be ugly almost to the 
point of the sinister. They failed to accommodate or 
to compromise; they asserted their differences without 
tact and without taste. It was truly having a sense 
of Kate's own quality thus promptly to see them in 
reference to it. But that Densher had this sense was 
no new thing to him, nor did he in strictness need, for 
the hour, to be reminded of it. He only knew, by one 
of the tricks his imagination so constantly played 

39 him, that he wa~, so far as her present tension went, 
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very specially "orry for her-which was not the view 
that had determined his start in the morning; yet also 
that he himself would havt: taken it all, as he might 
say, less hard. He could have li\·ecl in such a place; 
but it was not giyen to those of his complexion, so to 5 
speak, to be exiles anywhere. It was by their com­
parative grossness that they could somehow make 
shift. His natural, his inevitable, bis ultimate home­
left, that is, to itself-wasn't at all unlikely to be as 
queer and impossible as what was just round them, 10 
though doubtlcs5' in less ample masses. As he took 
in moreover how Kate wouldn't have lwcn in the least 
the c1eature o,he was if what was ju~t round them 
hadn't mi,;matched her, hadn't madl· fer hn a medium 
involving compunction in the spectator, su, by the 15 
same stroke, that became the very fal t of hc1 1 el.ttion 
with her companions there, such a fact ;i.., filled him at 
once, oddly, both with certainty and with ~u;,pcnse. 
If he himself, on this brief vision, felt her as alien and 
as, ever so unwittingly, ironic, how must they not feel 20 
her, and how, above all, must she not feel them? 

Densher could ask himself that even after she had 
presently lighted the tall candles on the mantelshelf. 
This was all their illumination but the fire, and she 
had proceeded to it with a quiet dryncsc; that yet left 25 
play, visibly, to her implication, between them, in their 
trouble, and in default of anything better, of the pre­
sumably genial Christmas hearth. So far as the 
genial went thio, had, in strictness, givrn their condi­
tions, to be all their geniality. He had told her in his 30 
note nothing bu1 that he must promptly see her and 
that he hoped she might be able to make it possible; 
but he understood, from the first louk at her, that his 
promptitude wa~ already having fo1 her its p1 incipal 
reference. 'I 11a~; prevented, this rno111i11g, 111 the few 35 
minutes,' he l x plained' ' a~king 1\1 r:-. ] ,(l\\ dcr ir ~he had 
let you know, though I rather g<lthncd ~he h.td; and 
it's what I 'vc been in fact, since thl'n, as~uming. It 
was because I was so struck at the moment with 39 
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your having, as she did tell ine, so suddenly come 
here.' 

•Yes, it was sudden enough.' Very neat and fine in 
the contracted firelight, ,,·ith her hands in her lap, 

5 	 Kate considered \\hat he h.1d said. He had spoken 
immediately of what had happened at Sir Luke 
Strett's door. ' She has let me know nothing. But 
that doesn't matter--if it's what you mean.' 

'It's part of what I mean,' Densher said; but what 
10 	he went on with, after a pause during which she 

waited, was apparently not the rest of that. 'She had 
had, from i\irs. Stringham, her telegram; late last 
night. But to me the poor lady has not wired. The 
event,' he added, 'will ha\·e taken place yesterday, and 

15 	 Sir Luke, :-tarting immediately, one can see, and 
travelling straight, will get back to-morrow morning. 
So that Mrs. Stringham, I judge, is left to face in 
some solitude the situation bequeathed to her. But 
of course,' he wound up, 'Sir Luke couldn't stay.' 

20 Her look at him might have had in it a vague 
betrayal of the sense that he was g-aining time. 'Was 
your telegram from Sir Luke?' 

'No-I 'vc had no telegram.' 
She wondered. 'But not a letter--?' 

25 'Not from l\Irs. Stringham-no.' He failed again, 
however, to develop this-for which her forbearance 
from another question gave him occasion. From whom 
then had he heard? He might, at last confronted 
with her, really have been gaining time; and as if to 

30 	 show that she respected this impulse she made her 
inquiry different. 'Should you like to go out to her 
-to Mrs. Stringham?' 

About that at least he was clear. 'Not at all. She's 
alone, but she's very capable and very courageous. 

35 Besides--' He had been going on, but he dropped. 
'Besides,' she said, 'there's Eugenio? Yes, of 

course one remembers Eugenio.' 
She had uttered the words as definitely to show 

39 them for not untender; and he showed, equally, every 

12 had, from Mrs. Stringham, her telegram] had her telegram 
from Mrs. Stringham N 
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reason to assent. 'One remembers him indeed, and 
with every ground for it. He 'II be of the highest 
value to her-he's capable of anything. \Vhat I was 
going to say,' he went on, 'is that some of their people, 
from America, must quickly arrive.' 5 

On this, as happened, Kate was able at once to 
satisfy him. 'Mr. Someone - or - other, the person 
principally in charge of Milly's affairs-her first 
trustee, I suppose-had just got there at Mrs. String-
ham's last writing.' 10 

'Ah, that then was after your aunt last spoke to me 
-I mean the last time before this morning. I'm re­
lieved to hear it. So,' he said,' they '11 do.' 

'Oh, they 'II do.' And it came from each, still, as if 
it were not what each was most thinking of. Kate 15 
presently got, however, a step nearer to that. 'But if 
you had been wired to by nobody, what then this 
morning had taken you to Sir Luke?' 

'Oh, something else-which I '11 presently tell you. 
It's what made me in,;tantly need to see you; it's 20 
what I've come to speak to you of But in a minute. 
I feel too many things,' he went on, 'at seeing you 
in this place.' He got up as he spoke; she herself 
remained perfectly still. His movement had been 
to the fire, and, leaning a little, with his back to it, to 25 
look down on her from where he stood, he confined 
himself to his point. 'Is it anything very bad that 
has brought you?' 

He bad now, however, said enough to justify her 
wish for more; so that, passing this matter by, she 30 
pressed her own challenge. 'Do you mean, if I may 
ask, that size, dying--?' Her face, wondering, pressed 
it more than her words. 

'Certainly you may ask,' he after a moment said. 
'What has come to me is what, as I say, I came ex- 35 
pressly to tell you. I don't mind letting you know,' 
he went on, 'that my decision to do this took for me, 
last night and this morning, a great deal of thinking 
of. But here I am.' And he indulged in a smile 39 

15 were not] wasn't N 

29 however] in any case N 
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that couldn't, he was well aware, but strike her as 
mechanical. 

She went straighter with him, she seemed to show, 
than he really went with her. 'You didn't want to 

5 come?' 
'It would have been simple, my dear '-and he con­

tinued to smile-' if it had been, one way or the other, 
only a question of" wanting." It took, I admit it, the 
idea of what I had best do, all sorts of difficult and 

10 portentous forms. It came up for me, really-well, 
not at all to my happiness.' 

This word apparently puzzled her-shs..studied him 
in the light of it. 'You look upset-you've certainly 
been tormented. You 're not well.' 

15 ' Oh-well enough! ' 
But she continued without heeding. 'You hate 

what you 're doing.' 
' My dear girl, you simplify '-and he was now 

serious enough. 'It isn't so simple even as that.' 
20 She had the air 6f thinking what it then might be. 

' I of course can't, with no clue, know what it is.' She 
remained, however, patient and still. ' If at such a 
moment she could write you, one is inevitably quite at 
sea. One doesn't, with the best will in the world, 

25 understand.' And then as Denslier had a pause which 
might have stood for all the involved explanation that, 
to his discouragement, loomed before him: 'You 
haven't decided what to do.' 

She had said it very gently, almost sweetly, and he 
30 didn't instantly say otherwise. But he said so after 

a look at her. 'Oh yes, I have. Only with this sight 
of you here and what I seem to see in it for you--!' 
And his eyes, as at suggestions that pressed, turned 
from one part of the room to another. 

3 5 'Horrible place, isn't it?' said Kate. 
It brought him straight back to his inquiry. ' Is it 

for anything awful you've had to come?' 
'Oh, that will take as long to tell you as anything 

39 you may have. Don't mind,' she continued,' the" sight 

11 to] for N 
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of me here," nor whatever-which is more than I yet 
know myself- may be" in it" for me. And kindly 
consider too that I, after all, if you 're in trouble, can a 
little wish to help you. Perhaps I can absolutely even 
do it.' 5 

'My dear child, it's just because of the sense of your 
wish--! I suppose I am in trouble-I suppose 
that's it.' He said this with so odd a suddenness of 
simplicity that she could only stare for it- which he as 
promptly saw. So he turned off as he could his vague- 10 
ness. ' And yet I oughtn't to be.' Which sounded 
indeed vaguer still. 

She waited a moment. 'Is it, as you say for my 
own business, anything very awful?' 

'Well,' he slowly replied,' you'll tell me if you find 15 
it so. I mean if you find my idea--' 

He was so slow that she took him up. 'Awful?' 
A sound of impatience-the form of a laugh-at last 
escaped her. 'I can't find it anything at all till I 
know what you 're talking about.' 20 

It brought him then more to the point, though it did 
so at first but by making him, on the hearthrug before 
her, with his hands in his pockets, turn awhile to and 
fro. There rose in him even with this movement a 
recall of another time-the hour, in Ven ice, the hour 25 
of gloom and storm, when Susan Shepherd had sat in 
his quarters there very much as Kate was sitting now, 
and he had wondered, in pain even as now, what he 
might say and might not. Yet the present occasion, 
after all, was somehow the easier. He tried at any 30 
rate to attach that feeling to it while he stopped before 
his companion. 'The communication I speak of can't 
possibly belong-so far as its date is concerned-to 
these last days. The postmark, which is legible, does ; 
but it isn't thinkable, for anything else, that she 35 
wrote--' He dropped, looking at her as if she 
would understand. 

It was easy to understand. 'On her death-bed?' 
But Kate took an instant's thought. 'Aren't we 39 

I, after all, if you're in trouble] after all, if you're in trouble 
I N 
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agreed that there was never any one in the world like 
her?' 

'Ycs.' And looking over her head he spoke clearly 
enough. 'There was never any one in the world like her.' 

Kate from her chair, always without a movement, 
raised her eyes to the unconscious reach of his own. 
Then, when the latter again dropped to her, she added 
a question. 'And won't it, further, depend a little on 
what the communication t's?' 

'A little perhaps-but not much. It's a communi­
cation,' said Densher. 

' Do you mean a letter?' 
'Yes, a letter. Addressed to me in her hand--in 

hers unmistakeably.' 
Kate thought. 'Do you know her hand very well?' 
' Oh, perfectly;' ' 
It was as if his tone for this prompted-with a 

slight strangeness-her next demand. 'Have you 
had many letters from her ? ' , 

'No. Only three notes.' He spoke looking straight 
at her. 'And very, very short ones.' 

'Ah,' said Kate,' the number doesn't matter. Three 
lines would be enough if you 're sure you remember.' 

' I'm sure I remember. Besides,' Densher con­
tinued,' I've seen her hand in other ways. I seem to 
recall how you once, before she went to Venice, showed 
me one of her notes precisely for that. And then she 
once copied me something.' 

'Oh,' said Kate, almost with a smile, 'I don't ask 
you for the detail of your reasons. One good one 's 
enough.' To which, however, she added, as if pre­
cisely not to speak with impatience or with anything 
like irony: ' And the writing has its usual look?' 

Densher answered as if even to better that descrip­
tion of it. 'It's beautiful.' 

'Yes-it was beautiful. Well,' Kate, to defer to him 
still, further remarked, 'it's not news to us now that 
she was stupendous. Anything 's possible.' 

'Yes, anything 's possible '-he appeared oddly to 
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catch at it. 'That's what J say to myself. It's what 
l 've been seeing you,' he a trifle vaguely explained, 
'as still more certain to feel.' 

She waited for him to say more, but he only, with 
his hands in his pockets, turned again away, going this 
time to the single window of the room, where, in the 
absl!nce of lamplight, the blind had not been drawn. 
He looked out into the lamplit fog, lost himself in the 
small sordid London street-for as sordid, with his 
other association, he saw it-as he had lost himself, 
with Mrs. Stringham's eyes on him, in the vista of the 
Grand Canal. It was present then to his recording 
consciousness that when he had last been driven to 
such an attitude the very depth of his resistance to the 
opportunity to give Kate away was what had so driven 
him. His waiting companion had on that occasion 
waited for him to say he would; and what he had 
meantime glowered forth at was the inanity of such a 
hope. Kate's attention, on her side, during these 
minutes, rested on the back and shoulders he thus 
familiarly presented-rested as with a view of their 
expression, a reference to things unimparted, links still 
missing and that she must ever miss, try to make them 
out as she would. The result of her tension was that 
she again took him up. 'You received-what .you 
spoke of-last night?' 

It made him turn round. 'Coming in from Fleet 
Street-earlier by an hour than usual-I found it with 
some other letters on my table. But my eyes went 
straight to it, in an extraordinary way, from the door. 
I recognised it, knew what it was, without touching it.' 

'One can understand.' She listened with respect. 
His tone, however, was so singular that she presently 
added: 'You speak as if, all this while, you hadn't 
touched it.' 

'Oh yes, I 've touched it. I feel as if, ever since, 
I'd been touching nothing else. I quite firmly,' he 
pursued as if to be plainer, 'took hold of it.' 

'Then where is it?' 

2 seeing] believing N 
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'Oh, I have it here.' 

'And you've brought it to show me?' 

'I 've brought it to show you.' 

So he said with a distinctness that had, among his 


5 	other oddities, almost a sound of cheer, yet making no 
movement that matched his words. She could accord­
ingly but show again her expectant face, while his own, 
to her impatience, seemed to fill, perversely, with still 
another thought. 'But now that you 've done so you 

10 feel you don't want to.' 
'I want to immensely,' he said, 'but you tell me 

nothing.' 
She smiled at him, with this, finally, as if he were an 

unreasonable child . 'It seems to me I tell you quite
15 	 as much as you tell me. You haven't yet even tol<l 

me how it is that such explanations as you require 
don't come from your document itself.' Then, as he 
answered nothing, she had a flash. 'You mean you 
haven't read it?' 

20 	 'I haven't read it.' 
She stared. 'Then how am I to help you with it?' 
Again leaving her while she ne\·er budged he paced 

five strides and again he was before her. 'By telling 
me this. It's something, you know, that you wouldn't 

25 tell me the other day.' 
She was vague. 'The other day?' 
'The first time after my return-the Sunday I came 

to you. \Vhat is he doing,' Densher went on, 'at that 
hour of the morning with her? What does his having

JO been with her there mean?' 
'Of whom are you talking?' 
'Of that man-Lord Mark of course. What does it 

represent?' 
'Oh, with aunt Maud?' 

35 'Yes, my dear-and with you. It comes more or 
less to the same thing; and it 's what you didn't tell 
me, the other day, when I put you the 4ucstion.' 

Kate tried to remember. 'You asked me nothing 
39 about any hour.' 

7 show] offer N 
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'I asked you when it was you last saw him­

prcvious, I mean, to his second descent at Venice. 
You wouldn't say, and as we were talking of a matler 
comparatively more important, I let it pass. But the 
fact 

J 
remains you know, my clear, that you haven't told 5 

me. 
Two things, in this speech, appc;ired to have reached 

Kate more distinctly than the others. .'I "wouldn't 
say" ?-and you" let it pass"?' She looked just coldly 
blank. 'You really speak as if I were keeping some- 10 
thing back.' 

'\Veil, you sec,' Densher persisted, 'you 're not even 
telling me now. All I want to know,' he, howe\·er, 
explained,' is if there was a connection bet\\·een that 
proceeding, on his part, which was practically-oh, 15 
beyond all doubt !-the shock precipitating for her 
what has now happened, and anything that had 
occurred with him previously for yourself. How in 
the world did he know we 're engaged?' 19 

13 however] nevertheless N 
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KATE slowly rose; it was, since she had lighted the 
candles and sat down, the first movement she had 
made. 'Are you trying to fix it on me that I must 
have told him?' 

She spoke not so much in resentment as in pale 
dismay-which he showed that he immediately took 
in. 'My dear child, I'm not trying to" fix" anything; 
but I'm extremely tormented and I seem not to under­
stand. \Vhat has the brute to do with us any way?' 

'What has he indeed? ' Kate asked. 
She shook her head as if in recovery, within the 

minute, of some mild allowance for his unreason. 
There was in it-and for his reason really-one of 
those half-inconsequent sweetnesses by which she had 
often before made, over some point of difference, her 
own terms with him. Practic:i.lly she was making them 
now, and essentially he was knowing it; yet, inevitably, 
all the same, he was accepting it. She stood there close 
to him, with something in her patience that suggested 
her having supposed, when he spoke more appealingly, 
that he was going to kiss her. He had not been, it 
appeared; but his continued appeal was none the less 
the quieter. 'What's he doing, frotn ten o'clock on 
Christmas morning, with Mrs. Lowde•?' 

Kate looked surprised. 'Didn't she tell you he's 
staying there? ' 

'At Lancaster Gate?' Dcnsher's surprise met it. 
'"Staying" ?-since when?' 

'Since day before yesterday. He was there before 
I came away.' And then she explained-confessing it 

554 
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in fact anomalous. 'It's an accident-like aunt Maud's 
having herself remained in town for Christmas, but 
it isn't after all so monstrous. We stayed-and, with 
my having come here, she's sorry now-because we 
neither of us, waiting from day to day for the news you 5 
brought, seemed to want to be with a lot of people.' 

' You stayed for thinking of-Venice?' 
'Of course we did. For what else? And even a 

little,' Kate wonderfully added-' it's true at least of 
aunt Maud-for thinking of you.' 10 

He appreciated. 'I see. Nice of you every way. 
But whom,' he inquired, 'has Lord Mark stayed for 
thinking of?' 

'His being in London, I believe, is a very common­
place matter. He has some rooms which he has had, 15 
suddenly, some rather advantageous chance to let­
such as, with his confessed, his decidedly proclaimed 
want of money, he hasn't had it in him, in spite of 
everything, not to jump at.' · 

Denshcr's attention was entire. ' In spite of every- 20 
thing? In spite of what?' 

'Well, I don't know. In spite, say, of his being 
scarcely supposed to do that sort of thing.' 
~To try to get money?' 
'To try, at any rate, in little thrifty ways. Apparently, 25 

however, he has had, for some reason, to do what he 
can. He turned, at a couple of days' notice, out of his 
place, making it over to his tenant; and aunt Maud, 
who is deeply in his confidence a bout all such matters, 
said: "Come then to Lancaster Gate-to sleep at least 30 
-till, like all the world, you go to the country." He 
was to have gone to the country-I think to Matcham­
ycsterday afternoon: aunt Maud, that is, told me he was.' 

Kate had been, somehow, for her companion, through 
this statement, beautifully, quite soothingly, suggestive. 3 5 
'Told you, you mean, so that you needn't leave the 
house?' 

'Yes-so far as she had taken it into her head that 
his being there was part of my reason.' 39 
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'And was it part of your reason?' 
'A little, if you like. Yct there's plenty here-as I 

knew there would be-without it. So that,' she said 
candidly, 'doesn't matter. I'm glad I am here: even 
if for all the good I do--!' She implied, however, 
that that didn't matter either. ' He didn't, as you tell 
me, get off then to Matcham ; though he may possibly, 
if it is possible, be going this afternoon. But what 
strikes me as most probable-and it's really, I 'rn 
bound to say, quite amiable of him-is that he has 
declined to leave aunt Maud, as I 've been so ready to 
do, to spend her Christmas alone. If, moreover, he 
has given up Matcham for her, it's a proclde that won't 
please her less. It's small wonder therefore that she 
insists, on a dull day, in driving him about. I don't 
pretend to know,' she wound up, 'what may happen 
between them; but that's all I see in it.' 

'You see in everything, and you always did,' Densher 
returned, 'something that, while I'm with you at least, 
I always take from you as the truth itself.' 

She looked at him as if consciously and even care­
fully extracting the sting of his reservation ; then she 
spoke with a quiet gravity that seemed to show how 
fine she found it. 'Thank you.' It had for him, like 
everything else, its effect. They were still closely face 
to face, and, yielding to the impulse to which he had 
not yielded just before, he laid his hands on her 
shoulders, held her hard a minute and shook her a 
little, far from untenderly, as if in expression of more 
mingled things, all difficult, than he could speak. 
Then, bending, he applied his lips to her cheek. He 
fell, after this, away for an instant, resuming his 
unrest, while she kept the position in which, all 
passive and as a statue, she had taken his demon­
stration. It didn't prevent her, however, from offering 
him, as if what she had had was enough for the 

· moment, a further indulgence. She made a quiet, lucid 
connection and, as she made it, sat down again. ' I've 
been trying to place exactly, as to its date, something 

31 bending, he] bending his head he N 
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that did happen to me while you were in Venice. I 
mean a talk with him. He spoke to me-spoke out.' 

'Ah, there you are!' said Dcnshcr who had wheeled 
round. 

'Well, if I'm "there," as you so gracefully call it, 5 
by having refused to me<.:t him as he wanted-as he 
pressed-I plead guilty to being so. Would you have 
liked me,' she went on, 'to give him an answer that 
would have kept him from going?' 

It made him, a little awkwardly, think. 'Did you 10 
know he was going?' 

'Never for a moment; but I'm a(raid that-even if 
it doesn't fit your strange suppositions-I should have 
given him just the same answer if I had known. If 
it's a matter I haven't, since your return, thrust upon 15 
you, that's simply because it's not a matter in the 
memory of which I find a particular joy. I hope that 
if I've satisfied you about it,' she coiltinued, 'it's not 
too much to ask of you to let it rest.' 

'Certainly,' said Densher kindly, 'I '11 let it rest.' 20 
But the next moment he pursued: 'He saw something. 
He guessed.' 

' If you mean,' she presently returned, 'that he \t>as 
unfortunately the one person we hadn't deceived, I 
can't contradict you.' 25 

' No-of course not. But w/ty,' Densher still risked, 
' was he unforlunately the one person--? He's not 
clever.' 

' He's clever enough, apparently, to have seen a 
mystery, a ritldle, in anything so unnatural as-all 30 
things considered, and when it came to the point-
my attitude. So he gouged out his conviction, and on 
his conviction he acted.' 

Densher seemed, for a little, to look at Lord Mark's 
conviction as if it were a blot on the face of nature. 35 
' Do you mean because you had appeared to him to 
have encouraged him?' . 

' Of course I had been decent to him. Otherwise 
where were we?' 39 

clever] really a bit intelligent N
28 

29 He's clever] Intelligent N 
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'"Where"--?' 
'You and I. What I appeared to him, however, 

hadn't mattered. What mattered was how I appeared 
to aunt Maud. Besides, you must remember that he 
has had all along his impress ion of you. You can't 
help it,' she said, 'but you 're after all-well, yourself.' 

' As much myself as you please. But when I took 
myself to Venice and kept myself there-what,' 
Densher asked,' did he make of that?' 

' Your being in V cnice and liking to be-which is 
never on any one's part a monstrosity-was explicable 
for him in other ways. He was quite capable more­
over of seeing it as dissimulation.' 

' In spite of Mrs. Lowder?' 

'No,' said Kate,' not in spite of Mrs. Lowd(!r now. 
. 

Aunt Maud, before what you call his second descent, 
hadn't convinced him-all the more that my refusal of 
him didn't help. But he came back convinced.' And 
then as her companion still showed a face at a loss: 
' I mean after he had seen Milly, spoken to her and 
left her. Milly convinced him.' 

'Milly?' Densher again but vaguely echoed. 
'That you were sincere. That it was lier you loved.' 

It came to him from her in such a way that he instantly, 
once more, turned, found himself yet again at his 
window. 'Aunt 1v1aud, on his return here,' she mean­
while continued, ' had it from him. And that's why 
you' re now so well with aunt Maud.' 

He only, for a minute, looked out in silence-after 
which he came away. 'And why J'OU are.' It was 
almost, in its extremely affirmative effect between 
them, the note of recrimination; or it would have 
been perhaps rather if it hadn't been so much more 
the note of truth. It was sharp because it was true, 
but its truth appeared to impose it as an argument so 
conclusive as to permit on neither side a sequel. That 
made, while they faced each other over it without 
speech, the gravity of everything. It was as if there 
were almost danger, which the wrong word might start. 
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Densher accordingly, at last, acted to better purpose: 
he drew, standing there before her, a pocketbook from · 
the breast of his waistcoat and he drew from the pocket­
book a folded letter, to which her eyes attached them­
selves. He restored then the receptacle to its place, 
and, with a movement not the less odd for being visibly 
instinctive and unconscious, carried the hand containing 
his letter behind him. What he thus finally spoke of 
was a different matter. 'Did I understand from Mrs. 
Lowder that your father's in the house?' 

If it never had taken her long, in such excur­
sions, to meet him, it was not to take her so now. 
'In the house, yes. But we needn't fear his interrup­
tion '-she spoke as if he had thou~ht of that. 'He's 
in bed.' 

'Do you mean with illness?' 
She sadly shook her head. 'Father's never ill. 

He's a marvel. He's only-endless.' 
Densher thought. 'Can I, in any way, help you 

with him ? ' 
'Yes.' She perfectly, wearily, almost serenely, had 

it all. 'By our making your visit as little of an affair 
as possible for him-and for Marian too.' 

' I see. They hate so your seeing me. Yet I couldn't 
-could I ?-not have come.' 

'No, you couldn't not have come.' 
'But I can only, on the other hand, go as soon as 

possible?' 
Quickly, it almost upset her. 'Ah, don't, to-day, 

put ugly words into my mouth. I've enough of my
trouble without it.' 

' I know-I know!' He spoke in instant pleading. 
'It's all, only, that I'm as troubled for you. When 
did he come?' 

'Three days ago-after he had not been near her for 
more than a year, after he had apparently, and not 
regrettably, ceased to remember her existence; and 
in a state which made it impossible not to take 
him in.' 39 
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Densher hesitated. 'Do you mean in such want--?' 
'No, not of food, c.f necessary things-not even, so 

far as his appearance went, of money. He looked as 
wonderful as ever. Rut he was-well, in terror.' 

5 'In terror of what?' 
'I don't know. Of somebody-of something. He 

wants, he says, to be quiet. But his quietness is awful.' 
She suffered, but he couldn't not question. 'What 

does he do?' 
10 It made Kate herself hesitate. 'He cries.' 

Again for a moment he hung fire, but he risked it. 
'What has he done?' 

It made her slowly rise, and they were fully, once 
more, face to face. Her eyes held his own, and she 

15 was paler than she had been. ' If you love me-now 
-don't ask me about father.' 

He waited again a moment. ' I love you. It's 
because I love you that I 'm here. It's because I love 
you that I've brought you this.' And he drew from 

20 behind him the letter that had remained in his hand. 
But her eyes only-though he held it out-met the 

offer. 'Why, you've not broken the seal ! ' 
'If I had broken the seal-exactly-I should know 

what's within. It's for you to break the seal that I 
25 bring it.' 

She looked-still not touching the thing-inordinately 
grave. 'To break the seal of something to you from 
her?' 

•Ah, precisely because it's from her. I'll abide by
JO whatever you think of it.' 

•I don't understand,' said Kate. 'What do you 
yourself think?' And then as he didn't answer: ' It 
seems to me I think you know. You have your instinct. 
You don't need to read. It 's the proof.'

35 Densher faced her words like an accusation, but like 
an accusation for which he had been prepared and 
which there was but one way to face. ' I have indeed 
my instinct. It came to me, while I worried it out, last 

39 night. It came to me as an effect of the hour.' He 

13-14 fully, once more] once more fully N 
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held up his letter, and seemed now to insist more than 
to confess. 'This thing had been timed.' 

'For Christmas eve?' 
'For Christmas eve.' 
Kate had suddenly a strange smile. 'The season of 

gifts!' After which, as he said nothing, she went on: 
'And had been written, you mean, while she could 
write, and kept to be so timed?' 

Only meeting her eyes while he thought, he again 
didn't reply. 'What do yott mean by the proof?' 

'Why, of the beauty with which you've been loved. 
But I won't,' she said,' break your seal.' 

'You positively decline?' 
'Positively. Never.' To which she added oddly: 

'I know without.' 
He had another pause. 'And what is it you know?' 
'That she announces to you she has made you rich.' 
His pause this time was longer. 'Left me her 

fortune?' 
'Not all of it, no doubt, for it's immense. But 

money to a large amount. I don't care,' Kate went 
on, 'to know how much.' And her strange smile 
recurred. ' I trust her.' 

' Did she tell you?' Densher asked. 
'Never!' Kate visibly flushecl at the thought. 'That 

wouldn't, on my part, have been playing fair with her. 
A11d I did,' she added,' play fair.' 

Densher, who had believed her-he couldn't help it 
-continued, holding his Jetter, to face her. He was 
much quieter now, as if his torment had somehow 
passed. 'You played fair with me, Kate; and that's 
why-since we talk of proofs-I want to give you one. 
I've wanted to let you see-and in preference even to 
myself-something I feel as sacred.' 

She frowned a little. 'I don't understand.' 
' I 've asked myself for a tribute, for a sacrifice by 

which I can specially recognise--' 
'Specially recognise what?' she demanded as he 

dropped. 
2N 
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'The admirable nature of your own sacrifice. You 
were capable in Venice of an act of splendid generosity.' 

'And the privilege you offer me with that document 
is my reward?' 

5 He made a movement. 'It's all I can do as a symbol 
of my attitude.' 

She looked at him long. 'Your attitude, my dear, 
is that you 're afraid of yourself. You've had to take 
yourself in hand. You've had to do yourself violence.' 

10 'So it is then you meet me?' 
She bent her eyes hard a moment to the letter, from 

which her hand still stayed itself. 'You absolutely 
desire me to take it?' 

'I absolutely desire you to take it.' 
15 'To do what I like with it?' 

'Short, of course, of making known its terms. It 
must remain-pardon my making the point-between 
you and me.' 

She had a last hesitation, but she presently broke it. 
20 'Trust me.' Taking from him the sacred script, she 

held it a little, while her eyes again rested on those 
fine characters of Milly's which they had shortly before 
discussed. 'To hold it,' she brought out,' is to know.' 

'Oh, I know!' said Merton Densher. 
25 'Well then, if we both do--!' She had already 

turned to the fire, nearer to which she had moved, and, 
with a quick gesture, had jerked the thing into the 
flame. He started-but only half-as if to undo her 
action: his arrest was as prompt as the latter had 

30 	 been decisive. He only watched, with her, the paper 
burn; after which their eyes again met. 'You '11 have 
it all,' Kate said, 'from New York.' 32 

22 which] that N 
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IT was after he had in fact, two months later, heard 
from New York that she paid him a visit one morn­
ing in his own quarters-coming not as she had come 
in Venice, under his extreme solicitation, but as a need 
recognised in the first instance by herself, even though 
also as the prompt result of a missive delivered to her. 
This had consisted of a note from Densher, accompany­
ing a letter, 'just to hand,' addressed to him by an 
eminent American legal firm, a firm of whose high 
character he had become conscious while in New York 
as of a thing in the air itself, and whose head and front, 
the principal executor of Milly Theale's copious will, 
had been duly identified at Lancaster Gate as the 
gentleman hurrying out, by the straight southern 
course, before the girl's death, to the support of Mrs. 
Stringham. DP-nsher's act on receipt of the document 
in question-an act as to which, and the bearings of 
which, his resolve had had time to mature-constituted, 
in strictness, singularly enough, the first reference to 
Milly, or to what Milly might or might not have done, 
that had passed between our pair since they had stood 
together watching the destruction, in the little vulgar 
grate at Chelsea, of the unrevealed work of her hand. 
They had, at the time, and in due deference now, on 
his part, to Kate's mention of her responsibility for 
his call, immediately separated, and when they met 
again the subject was made present to them-at all 
events till some flare of new light-only by the 
intensity with which it mutely expressed its absence. 
They were not moreover in these weeks to meet 
often, in spite of the fact that this had, during January 
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and a part of February, actually become for them a 
comparatively easy matter. Kate's stay at Mrs. 
Condrip's prolonged itself under allowances from her 
aunt which would have been a mystery to Densher 

5 had he not been admitted, at Lancaster Gate, really 
in spite of himself, to the esoteric view of them. 'It's 
her idea,' Mrs. Lowder had there said to him as if she 
really despised ideas-which she didn't; 'and I've 
taken up with my own, which is to give her, till she 

' 10 has had enough of it, her head. She has had enough 
of it-she had that soon enough ; but as she's as 
proud as the deuce she '11 come back when she has 
found some reason-having nothing in common with 
her disgust-of which she can make a show. She calls 

15 it her holiday, which she's spending in her own way­
the holiday to which, once a year or so, as she says, 
the very maids in the scullery have a right. So we 're 
taking it on that basis. But we shall not soon, I think, 
take another of the same sort. Besides, she's quite 

20 decent; she comes often-whenever I make her a 
sign ; and she has been good, on the whole, this year 
or two, so that, to be decent myself, I don't complain. 
She has really been, poor dear, very much what one 
hoped ; though I needn 't, you know,' aunt Maud 

25 	 wound up, 'tell you, after all, you clever creature, what 
that was.' 

It had been partly, in truth, to keep down the 
opportunity for this that Densher's appearances under 
the good lady's roof markedly, after Christmas, inter­

30 	 spaced themselves. The phase of his situation that, 
on his return from Venice, had made them for a short 
time almost frequent was at present quite obscured, 
and with it the impulse that had then acted. Another 
phase had taken its place, which he would have been pain­

35 	 fully at a loss as yet to name or otherwise set on its feet, 
but of which the steadily rising tide left Mrs. Lowder, 
for his desire, quite high and dry. There had been a 
moment when it seemed possible that Mrs. Stringham, 

39 	 returning to America under convoy, would pause in 

9-10 till she has had enough of it, her head] her head till 
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London on her way and be housed with her old friend; 
in which case he was prepared for some apparent zeal 
of attendance. But this dani:cr passed-he had felt it 
a danger, and the person in the world whom he 
would just now have most valued seeing on his own 
terms sailed away westward from Genoa. He thereby 
only wrote to her, having broken, in this respect, after 
Milly's death, the silence as to the sense of which, 
before that event, their agreement had been so deep. 
She had answered him from Venice twice and had 
had time to answer him twice again from New York. 
The last letter of her four had come by the same post 
as the document he sent on to Kate, but he had not 
gone into the question of also enclosing that. His 
correspondence with Milly's companion \\as somehow 
already presenting itself to him as a feature-as a 
factor, he would have said in his newspaper-of the 
time, whatever it might be, long or Short, in store for 
him ; but one of his acutest current thoughts was apt 
to be devoted to his not having yet mentioned it to 
Kate. She had put him no question, no 'Don't you 
ever hear? '-so that he had not been brought to the 
point. This he described to himself as a mercy, for he 
liked his secret. It was as a secret that, in the same 
personal privacy, he described his transatlantic com­
merce, scarce even wincing while he recognised it as 
the one connection in which he wasn't straight. He 
had in fact for this connection a vivid mental image-­
he saw it as a small einergent rock in the waste of 
waters, the bottomless grey expanse of straightness. 
The fact that he had now, on several occasions, taken 
with Kate an out-of-the-way walk that had, each time, 
defined itself as more remarkable for what they didn't 
say than for what they did-this fact failed somehow 
to mitigate for him a strange consciousness of ex­
posure. There was something deep within him that 
he had absolutely shown to no one-to the companion 
of these walks in particular not a bit more than he 
could help; but he was none the less haunted, under 
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its shadow, with a dire apprehension of publicity. It 
was as if he had invoked that ugliness in some stupid 
good faith ; and it wa~ queer enough that on his 
emergent rock, clinging to it and to Susan Shepherd,

5 he should figure himself as hidden from view. That 
represented, no doubt, his belief in her power, or in 
her delicate disposition, to protect him. Only Kate, 
at all events, knew-what Kate did know, and she was 
also the last person interested to tell it ; in spite of 

10 which it was as if his act, so deeply associated with her 
and never to be recalled nor recovered, was abroad on 
the winds of the world. His honesty, as he viewed it, 
with Kate, ,vas the very element of that menace: to 
the degree that he saw at moments, as to their final 

15 	 impulse or their final remedy, the need to bury in the 
dark blindness of each other's arms the knowledge of 
each other that they couldn't undo. 

Save indeed that the sense in which it was in these 
days a question of arms was limited, this might have 

20 been the intimate expedient to which they were 
actually resorting. It had its value, in conditions 
that made everything count, that thrice over, in 
Battersea Park-where Mrs. Lowder now never drove 
-he had adopted the usual means, in sequestered 

25 alleys, of holding her close to his side. She could 
make absences, on her present footing, without having 
too inordinately to account for them at home-which 
was exactly what, for the first time, gave them an 
appreciable margin. He supposed she could always

JO say in Chelsea-though he didn't press it-that she 
had been across the town, in decency, for a look at her 
aunt ; whereas there had always been reasons at 
Lancaster Gate for her not being able to plead the 
look at her other relatives. It was therefore between 

35 them a freedom of a purity as yet untasted; which, 
for that matter, also, they made, in various ways, no 
little show of cherishing as such. They made the 
show indeed in every way but the way of a large use­
an inconsequence that they almost equally gave time 

40 to helping each other to regard as natural. He put it 

28 	 for the first time, gave them] gave them for the first 
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to his companion that the kind of favour he now 
enjoyed at Lancaster Gate, the wonderful warmth of 
his reception there, cut, in a manner, the ground from 
under their feet. He was too horribly trusted-they 
had succeeded too well. He couldn't in short make 
appointments with her without abusing aunt Maud, 
and he couldn't on the other hand haunt that lady 
without tying his hands. Kate saw what he meant 
just as he saw what she did when she admitted that 
she was herself, to a degree scarce less embarrassing, in 
the enjoyment of aunt Maud's confidence. It was 
special at present-she was handsomely used ; she 
confessed accordingly to a scruple about mi sapplying 
her licence. Mrs. Lowder then finally had found­
and all unconsciously now-the way to baffle them. 
It was not, however, that they didn't meet a little, 
none the less, in the southern quarter, to point, for 
their common benefit, the moral of their defeat. They 
crossed the river; they wandered in neighbourhoods 
sordid and safe; the winter was mild, so that, mounting 
to the top of trams, they could rum hie together to 
Clapham or to Greenwich. If at the same time their 
minutes had never been so counted it struck Densher 
that, by a singular law, their tone-he scarce knew what 
to call it-had never been so bland. Not to talk of 
what they might have talked of drove them to other 
ground ; it was as if they used a perverse insistence to 
make up what they ignored. They concealed their 
pursuit of the irrelevant by the charm of their manner; 
they took precautions for a courtesy that they had 
formerly left to come of itself ; often, when he had 
quitted her, he stopped short, walking off, with the 
aftersense of their change. He would have described 
their change--had he so far faced it as to describe it-
by their being so damned civil. That had even, with 
the intimate, the familiar at the point to which they 
had brought them, a touch almost of the funny. What 
danger had there ever been of their becoming rude­
after eai:h had, long since, made the other so tre­
mendously tender? Such were the things he asked 

30 a courtesy that they] the courtesy they N 
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himself. when he wondered what in particular he most 
feared. 

Yet all the while too the tension had its charm­
such being the interest of a creature who could bring 
one back to her by such different roads. It was her 
talent for life again ; which found in her a difference 
for the differing time. She didn't give their tradition 
up; she but made of it something new. Frankly, 
moreover, she had never been more agreeable nor, in 
a way-to put it prosaically-better company: he felt 
almost as if he were knowing her on that defined basis 
-which he even hesitated whether to measure as 
reduced or as extended; as if at all events he were 
admiring her as she was probably admired by people 
she met 'out.' He hadn't, in fine, reckoned that 
she would still have something fresh for him ; yet 
this was what she had-that on the top of a tram 
in the Borough he felt as if he were next her at 
dinner. What a person she would be if they had 
been rich-with what a genius for the so-called great 
life, what a presence for the so-called great house, what 
a grace for the so-called great positions! He might 
regret at once, while he was about it, that they 
weren't princes or billionaires. She had treated him 
on their Christmas to a softness that had struck him 
at the time as of the quality of fine velvet, meant to 
fold thick, but stretched a little thin ; at present, how­
ev~r, she gave him the impression of a contact multi­
tudinous as only the superficial can be. Moreover, 
throughout, she had nothing to say of what went on at 
home. She came out of that, and she returned to it, 
but her nearest reference was the look with which, 
each time, she bade him good-bye. The look was her 
repeated prohibition: 'It's what I have to see and to 
know-so don't touch it. That but wakes up the old 
evil, which I keep still, in my way, by sitting by it. I 
go now-leave me alone !-to sit by it again. The 
way to pity me-if that's what you want-is to believe 
in me. If we could really do anything it would be 
another matter.' 

29-30 Moreover, throughout, she had nothing to say of] She 
had throughout never a word for N 
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He watched her, when she went her way, with the 
vision of what she thus a little stiffly carried. It was 
confused and obscure, but how, with her head high, 
it made her hold herself! He in truth, in his own 
person, might at these moments have been swaying a 5 
little, aloft, as one of the objects in her poised basket. 
It was doubtless thanks to some such consciousness as 
this that he felt the lapse of the weeks, before the day 
of Kate's mounting of his stair, almost swingingly 
rapid. They contained for him the contradiction that, 10 
whereas periods of waiting are supposed in general to 
keep the time slow, it was the wait, actually, that 
made the pace trouble him. The secret of that 
anomaly, to be plain, was that he was aware of how, 
while the days melted, something rare went with 15 
them. This something was only a thought, but a 
thought precisely of that freshness and that delicacy 
that made the precious, of whatever sort, most subject 
to the hunger of time. The thought was all his own, 
and his intimate companion was the last person he 20 
might have shared it with. He kept it back like a 
favourite pang; left it behind him, so to say, when he 
went out, but came home again the sooner for the 
certainty of finding it there. Then he took it out of its 
sacred corner ancl its soft wrappings; he undid them 25 
one by one, handling them, handling i't, as a father, 
baffied and tender, might handle a maimed child. But 
so it was before him-in his dread of who else might 
see it. Then he took to himself at such hours, in 
other words, that he should never, never know what 30 
had been in Milly's letter. The intention announced in 
it he should but too probably know; but that would 
have been, for the depths of his spirit, the least part of 
it. The part of it missed for ever was the turn she 
would have given her act. That turn had possibilities 35 
that, somehow, by wondering about them, his imagina­
tion had extraordinarily filled out and refined. It had 
made of them a revelation the loss of which was like 
the sight of a priceless pearl cast before his eyes-his 
pledge given not to save it-into the fathomless sea, 40 
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or .rather even it was like the sacrifice of something 
sentient and throbbing, something that, for the spiritual 
ear, might have been audible as a faint, far wail. This 
was the sound that he cherished, when alone, in the 
stillness of his rooms. He sought and guarded the 
stillness, so that it might prevail there till the inevit­
able sounds of life, once more, comparatively coarse 
and harsh, should smother and deaden it-doubtless 
by the same process with which they would officiously 
heal the ache, in his soul, that was somehow one with it. 
It deepened moreover the sacred hush that he couldn't 
complain. He had gfren poor Kate her freedom. 

The great and obvious thing, as soon as she stood 
there on the occasion we have already named, was 
that she was now in high possession of it. This would 
have marked immediately the difference-had there 
been nothing else to do it-between their actual terms 
and their other terms, the character of their last 
encounter in Venice. That had been his idea, whereas 
her present step was her own ; the few marks they 
had in common were, from the first moment, to his 
conscious vision, almost pathetically plain. She was 
as grave now as before; she looked around her, to hide 
it, as before ; she pretended, as before, in an air in 
which her words at the moment itself fell flat, to an 
interest in the place and a curiosity about his 'things'; 
there was a recall, in short, in the way in which, 
after she had failed, a little, to push up her veil sym­
metrically and he had said she had better take it off 
altogether, she had acceded to his suggestion before 
the glass. It was just these things that were vain ; 
and what was real was that his fancy figured her after 
the first few minutes as literally now providing the 
element of reassurance which had previously been 
his care. It was she, supremely, who had the presence 
of mind. · She made indeed, for that matter, very 
prompt use of it. 'You see I've not hesitated this 
time to break your seal.' 

She had laid on the table from the moment of her 
coming in the long envelope, substantially filled, which 
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he had sent her enclosed in another of still ampler 
make. He had, however, not looked at it-his belief 
being that he wished never again to do so ; besides 
which it had happened to rest with its addressed side 
up. So he 'saw' nothing, and it was only into her 
eyes that her remark made him look, without an 
approach to the object indicated. ' It's not" my" seal, 
my dear; and my intention-which my note tried to 
express-was all to treat it to you as not mine.' 

' Do you mean that it's to that extent mine then?' 
'Well, Jet us call it, if we like, theirs-that of the 

good people in New York, the authors of our com­
munication. If the seal is broken well and good; but 
we might, you know,' he presently added, 'ha\•e sent it 
back to them intact and inviolate. Only accompanied,' 
he smiled with his heart in his mouth, ' by an absolutely 
kind letter.' 

Kate took it with the mere brave blink with which a 
patient of courage signifies to the exploring medical 
hand that the tender place is touched. He saw on the 
spot that she was prepared, and with this signal sign 
that she was too intelligent not to be came a flicker of 
possibilities. She was-merely to put it at that­
intelligent enough for anything. 'Is it what you 're 
proposing we should do?' 

'Ah it's too late to do it-well, ideally. Now, with 
that sign that we hzow-- ! ' 

'But you don't know,' she said very gently. 
' I refer,' he went on without noticing it, 'to what 

would have been the handsome way. Its being de­
spatched again, with no cognisance taken but one's 
assurance of the highest consideration, and the proof 
of this in the state of the envelope-that would have 
been really satisfying.' 

She thought an instant. 'The state of the envelope 
proving refusal, you mean, not to be based on the 
insufficiency of the sum?' 

Densher smiled again as for the play, however 
whimsical, of her humour. 'Well yes-something of 
that sort.' 
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'So that if cognisance has been taken-so far as I'm 
concerned-it spoils the beauty?' 

·,It makes the difference that I'm disappointed in 
the hope-which I confess I entertained-that you'd 
bring the thing back to me as you had received it.' 

'You didn't express that hope in your letter.' 
' I didn't want to. I wanted to leave it to yourself. 

I wanted-oh yes, if that's what you wish to ask me­
to see what you'd do.' 

'You wanted to measure the possibilities of my 
departure from delicacy?' 

He continued steady now; a kind of ease-in the 
presence, as in the air, of something he couldn't as yet 
have named-had come to him. 'Well, I wanted-in 
so good a case-to test you.' 

She was struck-it showed in her face-by his 
expression. 'It is a good case. I doubt if a better,' 
she said with her eyes on him, 'has ever been known.' 

'The better the case then the better the test!' 
'How do you know,' she asked in reply to this, 

'what I'm capable of?' 
'I don't, my dear! Only, with the seal unbroken, I 

should have known sooner.' 
'I see'-she took it in. 'But I myself shouldn't 

have known at all. And you wouldn't have known, 
either, what I do know.' 

'Let me tell you at once,' he returned, 'that if 
·you've been moved to correct my ignorance I very 
particularly request you not to.' 

She just hesitated. ' Are you afraid of the effect of 
the correction? Can you only do it by doing it 
blindly?' 

He waited a moment. 'What is it that you speak 
of my doing?' 

'Why, the only thing in the world that I take you 
as thinking of. Not accepting-what she has done. 
Isn't there some regular name in such cases? Not 
taking up the bequest.' 

'There's something you forget in it,' he said after a 
moment. 'My asking you to join with me in doing so.' 

couldn't yet N 
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Her wonder but made her softer, yet didn't, at the 
same time, ma 1;e her less firm. 'How can I "join" in a 
matter with which I've nothing to do?' 

' How? By a single word.' 
'And what word?' 5 
'Your consent to my giving up.' 
'My consent has no meaning when I can't prevent you.' 
'You can perfectly prevent me. Understand that 

well,' he said. 
She seemed to face a threat in it. 'You mean you 10 

won't give up if I don't consent?' 
' Yes. I do nothing.' 
'That, as I understand, is accepting.' 
Densher paused. ' I do nothing formal.' 
'You won't, I su pposc you mean, touch the money.' 15 
' I won't touch the money.' 
It had a sound-though he had been coming to it­

that made for gravity. ' vVho then, in such an event, 
will?' 

'Any one who wants or who can.' 20 
Again, a little, she said nothing: she might say too 

much. Dut by the time she spoke she had covered 
ground. 'How can I touch it but tltro11gli you?' 

' You can't. Any more,' he added, ' than I can 
renounce it except through you.' 25 

•Oh, ever so much less! There's nothing,' she said, 
'in my power.' 

'I'm in your power,' Merton Densher returned. 
' In what way?' 
'In the way I show-and the way I've always 30 

shown. \Vhen have I shown,' he asked as with a 
sudden cold impatience, ' anything else? You surely 
must feel-so that you needn't wish to appear to spare 
me in it-how you "have" me.' 

' It's very good of you, my dear,' she nervously 35 
laughed,' to put me so thoro\lghly up to it!' 

'I put you up to nothing. I didn't even put you up 

to the chance that, as I said a few moments ago, I saw 

for you in forwarding that thing. Your liberty is 

therefore in every way complete.' 40 


1-2 didn't, at the same time] at the same time didn't N 

26 said] explained N 

28 returned] said N 
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from] om. N 

immediatelyJ 

all the same] 
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It had come to the point, really, that they showed 
each other pale faces, and that all the unspoken 
between them looked out of their eyes in a dim terror 
of their further conflict. Something even rose between 
them in one of their short silences-something that 
was like an appeal from each to the other not to be 
too true. Their necessity was somehow before them, 
but which of them must meet it first? 'Thank you!' 
Kate said for his word about her freedom, but taking 
for the minute no further action on it. It was blessed 
at least that all ironies failed them, and during another 
slow moment their very sense of it cleared the air. 

There was an effect of this in the way he soon went 
on. 'You must intensely feel that it's the thing for 
which we worked together.' 

She took up the remark, however, no more than if it 
were commonplace; she was already again occupied 
with a point of her own. 'Is it absolutely true-for if 
it is, you know, it's tremendously interesting-that 
you haven't so much as a curiosity as to what she has 
done for you?' 

'Would you like,' he asked,' my formal oath on it?' 
'No-but I don't understand. It seems to me in 

your place--' 
'Ah,' he couldn't help from breaking in, 'what do 

you know of my place? Pardon me,' he immediately 
added; ' my preference is the one I express.' 

She had in an instant, all the same, a curious thought. 
'But won't the facts be published?' 

'"Published"? '-he winced. 
'I mean won't you see them in the papers?' 
' Ah, never! I shall know how to escape that.' 
It seemed to settle the subject, but she had, the 

next minute, another insistence. 'Your desire is to 
escape everything?' 

' Everything.' 
'And do you need no more definite sense of \vhat it 

is that you ask me to help you to renounce?' 
' My sense is sufficient without being definite. I 'm 

willing to believe that the amount of money's not small. 

N 

at once N 

nevertheless N 



BOOK TENTH 575 

'Ah, there you are!' she exclaimed. 
' If she was to leave me a rcmcm l.mrnce,' he quietly 

pursued, 'it would inevitably not be meagre.' 
Kate waited as for how to say it. ' l t 's worthy of 

her. It's what she was herself-if you remember 5 
what we once said that was.' 

He hesitated, as if there had been many things. 
But he remembered one of them. 'Stupendous?' 

'Stupendous.' A faint smile for it - ever so 
small-had flickered in her face, but had vanished 10 
before the omen of tears, a little less uncertain, had 
shown themselves in his own. His eyes filled-but 
that made her continue. She continued gently. ' I 
think that what it really is must be that you 're afraid. 
I mean,' she explained, 'that you 're afraid of all the 15 
truth. If you 're in love with her without it, what 
indeed can you be more. And you 're afraid-it's more? N 
wonderful !-to be in love with her.' 

' I never was in love with her,' said Densher. 
She took it, but after a little she met it. ' I believe 20 

that now-for the time she lived. I believe it at 
least for the time you were there. But your change 
came-as it might well-the day you last saw her: 
she died for you then that you might understand her. 
From that hour you did.' With which Kate slowly 25 
rose. ' And I do now. She did it for us.' Densher 
rose to face her, and she went on with hc1· thought. 
' I used to call her, in my stupidity-for want of any­
thing better-a dove. Well, she stretched out her 
wings, and it was to tlzat they reached. They cover us.' 30 

'They cover us,' Densher said. 
'That's what I give you,' Kate gravely wound up. 

'That's what I 've done for you.' 
His look at her had a slow strangeness that had 


dried, on the moment, his tears. ' Do I understand 3 5 

then--?' 


'That I do consent?' She gravely shook her head. 

'No-for I see. You'll marry me without the money; 

you won't marry me with it. If I don't consent, you 

don't.' 40 
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'You lose me?' He showed,though naming it frankly, 
a sort of awe of her high grasp. 'Well, you lose nothing 
else: I make over to you every penny.' 

Prompt was his own clearness, but she had no smile, 
5 this time, to spare. 'Precisely-so that I must choose.' 

' You must choose.' 
Strange it was for him then that she stood in his own 

rooms doing it, while, with an intensity now beyond 
any that had ever made his breath come slow to him, 

10 he waited for her act. 'There's but one thing that 
can save you from my choice.' 

'From your choice of my surrender to you?' 
'Yes '-and she gave a nod at the long envelope on 

the table-' your surrender of that.' 
15 'What is it then?' 

'Your word of honour that you 're not in love with 
her memory.' 

' Oh-her memory ! ' 
'Ah '-she made a high gesture-' don't speak of it 

20 as if you couldn't be. I could, in your place; and 
you 're one for whom it will do. Her memory's your 
love. You want no other.' 

He heard her out in stillness, watching her face, but 
not moving. Then he only said: ' I '11 marry you, 

25 mind you, in an hour.' 
'As we were ? ' 
'As we were.' 
But she turned to the door, and her headshake was 

29 now the end. 'We shall never be again as we were!' 

THE END 

Printed by T. and A. C o:<STABLR, (late) Printers to Her Majesty 
at the Edin burgh University Press 

9 to him] om. N 



APPENDIX 

A Note on Misprints in A and N 

A and N, the American texts of The Wings of the Dove, are often 

used as the copy-texts for reprintings of the novel. Therefore, it seems 

worthwhile to list the misprinted words which they contain and to comment 

on those which could be mistaken for authorial substantive variants. 

The fresh misprints in N are very few in number; they are listed 

below to the right of the square brackets; the original forms are given 

to the left of the square brackets together with the page and line numbers 

where they appear in this edition. 

Misprints Introduced in N 

202. 18 ten] the N 

248.38 fact] facts N 

500 .12 uttered] utter N 

505.5 appearance] appearances N 

535.37 now] not N 

573.22 she had] he had N 

These forms in N are not authorial substantive variants but misprints; 

they can easily be identified as erroneous from their incompatibility with 

the contexts in which they occur. The original printed text provides the 

correct form. 
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A far greater number of misprints was introduced into A. Some of 

these are not readily distinguishable from some of the genuine authorial 

substantive variants and the reader may wonder why they are listed here 

rather than in the textual apparatus. Some misprints are obvious because 

they are essentially erroneous forms; some substantive variants are ob­

viously Jamesian from their characteristic "flavour"--no compositor could 

have substituted "results of our young woman's sweep of the horizon" (page 

49.29-30) for "reflections made in our young woman's high retreat". But 

there are other substantive variants which are neither essentially incor­

rect nor obviously authorial and these raise issues bearing on editorial 

policy. Why, for example, should the substantive variant on page 59.25, 

"that] this", be listed as a genuine authorial revision but the one on 

page 267.5, "the] a", be considered a compositorial error? The reasons 

involve collateral evidence of the prevailing influence, within a given 

series of pages, of either James or the compositor. In the first case 

(page 59.25) the editorial decision to include the substantive variant in 

the textual apparatus rested on the proximity and frequency of other 

authorial substantive variants; since pages 49 to 62 contain fifteen other 

substantive variants which, for the most part, are obviously Jamesian, the 

change of "that" to "this" is more likely to reveal the hand of James than 

of the compositor. In the same compass there are but four misprints, which 

were corrected in N, and six accidental changes which were allowed to stand 

in N. The substantive variant on page 267.5, on the other hand, is the 

only one to appear in the text from pages 266 to 291; that is to say, other 

definite indications of James's attention to these pages in 1902 are 

lacking. Between the same points there are three examples of the composi­
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tor's interference in the text, all of them corrected by James in N. 

Thus the substitution of "a" for "the" on page 267.5 appears to me to 

be a compositorial error rather than a genuine authorial revision. 

The textual apparatus itself provides all the substantive evi­

dence of the presence of James's revising hand and should clarify, at 

least in some degree, the editorial decision to regard certain substan­

tive variants as genuine authorial revisions even though they lack a 

specifically Jamesian character. But the evidence of compositorial in­

fluence is necessarily excluded from the textual apparatus. This evi­

dence is gathered in the following list; for the sake of completeness I 

include not only obvious misprints but also every word which bears evi­

dence of compositorial tampering in such accidental changes as upper-case 

type, italic type, hyphens, pluralization and so forth. Some of these 

examples involve changes in punctuation; a few additional examples of 

changes in punctuation alone are added, either because they alter the 

sense of the passage in which they occur, or because they were transmitted 

to N, or both. 

Each entry in the following list also indicates James's treatment 

of the particular variant when he prepared the revised edition of the 

novel in 1908. The fact that James allowed many of the readings of the 

relatively corrupt A text to stand simply corroborates the epistolary 

evidence (F, 31 December 1907) that he used A as his copy-text in 1908. 

Their transmission to N perpetuates inferior readings but, in most cases, 

their effect on the text is negligible. However, at least three spelling 

errors transmitted from A to N should be corrected to conform to C. The 

incorrect forms "imprudent", "certainty" and "inclusive" seriously distort 
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the sense of the passages in which they occur; the original forms (68.l) 

"impudent", (256.31) "certainly" and (520.2) "inconclusive" should be 

restored. 

The following list of misprints in A is keyed to this edition in 

the sa111e way as the preceding list of misprints in N. In the entry for 

page 66.16, "om." indicates that James deleted the sentence altogether in 

his 1908 revision. 

Misprints Introduced in A: Authorial 

Treatment of the Latter in N 

24.27 	 times move endlessly] times more endlessly A] times circulate 
more endlessly N 

27.18 harassing] harrassing A] harassing N 

30.27 tablecloth] table-cloth A N 

45.2 ingenious] ingenius A] ingenious N 

7 'I'm] 'I'm A] "I'm N 

49. 35 deputy. It] deputy; it A N 

38 implication] implications A] implication N 

50.34 providence] Providence A N 

51 .5 A long] a long A] A long N 

52.26 her] her A N 

30 you] ~ A N 

53.26 coach-and-four] coach-in-four A] coach-and-four N 

58.32 known. Only] known--only A N 

59.38 on. 'He] on; "he A] on. "He N 

62.12 that] that A N 
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64.13-14 for all the rest of his day and the next her] for, all the rest 
of that day and the next, her A] for, all the rest of this day 
and the next, her N 

65.29 hostess's] hostess' A] hostess's N 

66.16 He stood as on one foot.] He stood as one fast. A] om. N 

68. l impudent] imprudent A N 

69.19 adage] advantage A] adage N 

72.15 what thus came] what then came A] what by that time came N 

76.5 	 rest: the] rest! the A] rest!--the N 

9-10 she has succeeded] she succeeded A] she has succeeded N 

77 .20 of. They] of; they A] of: they N 

81. 5 long-run] long run A N 

93. 31 bust] busts A N 

95. 11 drew:] drew; A N 

100. 13 of] in A N 

105.26 of a revelation] of revelation A] of a revelation N 

110. 37 diligences] diligence A] diligence N 

126.6 goodlooking] good-looking A N 

131. 1 	 seen enough] seen here enough A] seen enough N 

7 nameable] namble A] nameable N 

141 . 32 principle] principal A] principle N 

156.25 been labyrinthine] been labyrinthe A] been a labyrinth N 

166. 12 unnameable] unnamable A] unnameable N 

167.21 least:] least; A] least: N 

175.3-4 midsummer] mid-summer A] midsummer N 

183. 13 Michaelangelesque] Michael-angelesque A N 

187 .4 that . . how] that . . that A] how . . that N 
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200.15 	 his] its A] his N 


218.10 	 goodnatured] good-natured A N 


226.23 	 floodgate] flood-gate A N 


230.21 	 alibi] al i bi A] alibi N 


232.2 say. 'If] say, "If A] say. "If N 


244.37-8 time'; and] ti me;" and A] time"; and N 


256. 31 	 certainly] certainty A N 

258.9 	 indeed] ideed A] indeed N 


260.39 	 this] his A] this N 


262.21 	 enjoyed space] enjoyed a space A N 


265. 12 	 had come] had to come A N 

266.8 	 had] has A] had N 


267.5 	 the] a A N 


282.29 	 newly-landed] newly landed A] newly-landed N 


285.34 	 predicated] predictated A] predicated N 


292.8 	 Well, she had it ready. 'You] "Well . You A] Well 

. . . . "You N 


305.3-4 extravagant. 'I'm] extravagant. I'm A] extravagant. "I'm N 


336.19 	 Just as I wanted you, comfortable] Just as I wanted you comfortable 

A] Just as if I wanted you comfortable N 


343.1-2 woefully] wofully A] woefully N 


364. 13 	 black-robed] black robed A] b 1 ack-robed N 

368.6 	 was] had A] was N 


384.12 	 a 11] all A N 


16 me] me A N 


403.23 	 if it had] if had A] if it had N 


424.37 	 lath] loath A] 1 oth N 
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433.7 	 have] have A N 

22 do] do A N 

434.37 	 he] I A] he N 

442. 15 now] not A] now N 

20 that?] that. A] that? N 

443.24 	 slightly] 1 i ghtly A] slightly N 

445. 11 it: it] it; it A N 

28 newspaper-men] newspaper men A N 

30 thus] three A] there N 

448.32 	 one] it A N 

456.3 	 too] to A] too N 

27 	 relation with which they found themselves concerned] relation 
which they found themselves concerned A] relation they found 
themselves concerned in N 

472.23 	 flower] flowers A] flower N 

475.30 	 canal] Canal A N 

482.34 I've] I have A] I've N 

491 .31-2 boat disappear] boat to disappear A] boat disappear N 

500. 3 	 ob1 i ged. I '11] ob1 i ged, I '11 A N 

504.9 	 the] a A N 

513.6 	 We 11 , Kate . . . persisted. 'Why] "Well," Kate ... persisted.
"Why A] "Well," Kate . persisted, "why N 

30 might] might A N 


33 You've] You have A] You've N 


515.12 	 '"Glad?'" He] "'Glad?'" he A] "'Glad'?"--he N 

520.1-2 	 the impression] the deep impression A N 

2 inconclusive] inclusive A N 
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520. 19 had at first] had first A N 

521 . 19 that] than A] that N 

524. 1 Dens her said] Dens her had said A N 

531 .26 That 1 s] That 1 s A N 

532. 10 immoveable] immovable A] immoveable N 

536.20 his] this A N 

538.7 couldn 1 t not come] could not come A] couldn 1 t not come N 

9 he yet added ] he added A N 

541 .22 safety; for] safety: for A N 

546.34-5 courageous. Besides] courageous. 11 Besides A] courageous. 
Besides N 

560.8 but he couldn 1 t] but she couldn 1 t A] but he couldn 1 t N 

563.11-12 front, the] front, to the A] front, the N 

569.33 	 but that would have been, for] but that would have been, but 
for A] only that would have been, but for N 

571 .6 	 made] make A] made N 

572.31 	 correction] corrections A N 
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