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				Preface

				On principle it would seem futile as well as egotistical for an author to ex-plain himself and tell the public what they ought to think of him. He has once for all surrendered his work to their jurisdiction, and even surrendered his own per-son and private history, which they are now at liberty, if they choose, to make an object of investigation or conjecture: and he cannot be sure, when he thinks their praise or censure to be ill grounded, that after all they may not be right: for who is man, especially histrionic rhetorical man, to see the truth of his own doings? 

				Nevertheless, in respect to The Last Puritan I have been asked for explana-tions; and in the Prologue and Epilogue I have already given the critics some hints: rashly, perhaps, since sometimes they have taken advantage of my frank-ness to exaggerate my limitations. For instance, when I say that my characters all speak my language and are in some sense masks for my own spirit, that is no reason for assuming without examination that they must be a philosopher’s puppets and not “living.” On the contrary, if these characters are expressions of actual experience, and only dressed, like an actor on the stage, for their several parts, they ought to be all the more profoundly alive, being impersonations of the soul and not sketches taken by a social tourist. When a man has lived as long as I have with his characters—forty-five years—they seem to him to speak and act of their own free will, and without prompting. No doubt this only hap-pens because they are parts of himself; yet these parts were originally contrasted and spontaneous potentialities within him, and by no means vehicles for his own later conventional personality or approved thoughts. If the book is something of a monologue, it is nevertheless acted throughout. The Prologue and Epilogue (and also Oliver’s college essay, which has deceived some people) are integral parts of the fable, and written in character, even when, for a moment, that character is a stage-presentation of myself. Indeed, what I am now adding in this Preface, though an afterthought and spoken 
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				before the curtain, is also composed for the public, and is no innocent aside. This commentary therefore remains, like the rest of the book, subject to re-valuation and suspicion on the critic’s part. In fact, I am more confident of uttering sincerely the sentiments of my characters than of describing justly their place in my own mind. Self-criticism and autobiography, no matter how sincere, are far from be-ing naturally truthful. They belong to a peculiarly treacherous and double-dyed species of the subjective. Perhaps if, as Aristotle tells us, poetry is essentially truer than history, one reason may be that fiction, by an avowed artifice, redresses the balance of selfish illusion, and satirically exposes the dark labyrinths of self-deception to the light of day. 

				People ask: How much in the story of your Last Puritan have you drawn from real life, and how much is invented? I reply: Nothing is wholly historical, noth-ing is wholly imaginary. In the first page of the Prologue I have taken pains to establish my privilege of hopelessly mixing the two: many of the threads are real but the tapestry is a dream. I actually lived in Paris at the place and time indicated, and in that half scholastic, half cosmopolitan atmosphere. More than one young friend of my Harvard days has rung the bell of that apartment in the Avenue de l’Observatoire, and come to dine with me at a restaurant. Howard Sturgis, too, was really a cousin of my family’s, and lived at Windsor, as I describe him: but his halcyon days fell in the 1890’s, a little earlier than the events of my story. I laugh at anachronisms, when they are not incongruities. All these real details, however, are transfigured in my fancy and made to dance as they never danced in reality by the imaginary presence of Mario Van de Weyer. Oliver and Mario are the original personages of my fable. In them converge sundry potentialities which from my earliest youth I felt in myself or divined in other people: potentialities not realis-able together in a single person, nor perhaps realisable at all in the modern world. Both these figures were self-composed, by an accumulation of kindred traits, as legendary figures take shape in tradition. They were not psychological manikins, contrived intentionally, but true heroes, imposing themselves upon me with the authority of a moral force. 

				I call this book A Memoir in the Form of a Novel, because it was never planned as a story with an artificial dramatic unity, but was meant from the beginning to be the chronicle, half satirical, half poetic, of a sentimental education. In the early 1890’s, when I had returned to Harvard to teach but still lived among undergradu-ates, it occurred 
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				to me to contrast the moral development of two friends, one gay and the other demure, who should be drawn in opposite directions, such as to test their mutual affection and lend it a tragic touch. But I soon found that college life hardly af-forded occasions even for the slightest comedy. The canvas would have to be filled in with humorous details about the boys’ background and families. How They Lived was indeed the title which I gave to my first sketches; but the original moral theme tended to be submerged in those miscellaneous episodes, my domi-nant interest turned to other projects, and the novel lay dormant for years, until the war of 1914, and fresh contacts with university life, now at Oxford, suggested to me how the whole story might be unified and brought to a head. 

				 Meantime a tragic circumstance in the American scene had aroused my spe-cial attention: the early death of five or six young Harvard poets in the 1880’s and 1890’s, all more or less friends of mine, whose unanimous collapse I could not attribute to accident. To what insoluble conflict between the world and the spirit could such failure be due? As I revolved this doubt, the whole nature and history of Oliver began to grow clearer in my mind. My dead friends had all had philo-sophic keenness and moral fervour; they had all been fearless and independent in mind; but none of them seemed to have found matter fitted for his energies, or to have had the intellectual power requisite to dominate his circumstances and turn what might be unfavourable in them into a triumph of expression. Here, then, was the essential tragedy of the late-born Puritan, made concrete in several instances and illustrated before my eyes. This, added to a certain aridity, difficulty, and con-fusion which I could feel in the spirits of the elder New England worthies, and in my remarkable teachers and colleagues at Harvard, supplied moral substance for those sketches of manners and types which I could draw from observation. 

				Old Bostonians will recognise the originals of my Nathaniel Alden and Caleb Wetherbee: yet even these figures have not been copied literally from nature, but caricatured and recomposed with an eye to the general theme of my story. More-over the original of Nathaniel had no younger half-brother; and the mania for collecting bad paintings belonged not to him but to a different and more amiable old gentleman. Caleb also had not one original but two; and the one who changed his religion had not turned Catholic but Buddhist. For Peter Alden and his wife the models were legion, like those for the Van de Weyer family in New York. Even in the case of Oliver, originals might 
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				be found for some of his personal traits or family circumstances. But I paint no full-length portraits from life: I fuse as many sympathetic intuitions as possible into a fiction which might have been actualised as easily as any actual experience, and perhaps more tellingly. My sources for this whole American scene—Oliver’s inner life excepted—were diffused widely and observed somewhat externally; for though I was perfectly at home in that life and immensely interested in it, hav-ing lived and gone to school in Boston through all the most important years of boyhood and youth, yet I found myself in that world by force of peculiar circum-stances of which I felt the strangeness. It always seemed to me a strained, kindly, humorous, somehow fleshless world. Spain, of which I say nothing in this book, was after all my real country: when I went back there, or came across stray Span-ish people, I was not happier or better pleased, but decidedly less comfortable physically and morally: yet that old passive passionate way of living, that religion, those very faults and disillusions seemed to me somehow more human, more clas-sical, than all this slavish diligence in modern duties. I could not help feeling that what dominated America was a passing fever, a heresy, a forced enthusiasm, not really satisfying the heart and destined to end in emptiness. 

				Entirely different was my sentiment towards England and the genesis of my English characters. In England I have never had any home or legitimate stamping-ground, such as my mother’s connections through her first marriage had given me in Boston. Perhaps for that very reason my affection for England has always been romantic. From my first prolonged visit in 1887 to the outbreak of the war, when I lived there for five consecutive years, England was the Mecca of my yearly pilgrimage. Physically and morally, I found myself there even more comfortable than in America; all strain was relaxed; the eye and the ear were softly flattered; the imagination was stirred by living remnants of mediaeval Christendom; and something wholesome and Spartan in the air seemed to neutralise the affectations and crotchets of the inhabitants. I could wander about the country in leisurely enchantment. I could live with my scattered but familiar friends in perfect half-silent sympathy. My English characters in this book—I don’t know with what success—are therefore evoked poetically. Except Jim Darnley—who though en-tirely transformed in externals has been recognised by those who knew him most intimately—they are not so much drawn from particular persons as created for me by the landscape, by the voices, by the atmosphere of cool domesticity and 
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				indomitable private religion. There was something primitive and sacred here, for instance in the sentiment of my friend Robert Bridges, that escaped me, but that I revered: something at once Spartan, Christian, and feudal, yet merged in the English mist with a profound naturalism, as if the Druid also had survived in the modern man of letters. Was not this the fulness and the happy decline and self-transformation of that very spirit which in my American friends died so hard, or was so cruelly dispersed amongst irrelevant cares? 

				This brings us back to my hero, who is the hero and martyr of a spiritual crisis. Not all my readers have understood that what we may call Oliver’s failures were due to his superiority, not to his inferiority. In the first place, he did not fail altogether, but without breaking away from a social order which violated all his instincts he succeeded in maintaining a perfect integrity and sweetness. He never sought praise, pleasure, or riches. He was faithful in everything and cherished ev-erybody, even his mother, as much as was humanly possible. Charity and insight in him entirely killed personal resentment and even tamed his instinctive moral ferocity. False comforts and false loves never deceived him, so profound was his allegiance to a chivalrous sincerity. Yet he was not perfect; his capacity for perfection was moral only. One is not with impunity an heir to all the Puritans. A certain hardness and egotism limited his comprehension even of the people and things that attracted him most; and with the clearest theoretical intelligence he could sometimes act stupidly. If a thing seemed to him right, he could not ad-mit that other people would perhaps object to it. And in himself he could not be happy. Natural perfection, the witchery of the moment, the irresponsible courage of young life, though he felt their charm, could never win him over to complete acquiescence and inward peace. He had been hamstrung by circumstances. Natu-rally a spiritual man, he had neither the force nor the time to break through and live victoriously in the spirit. 

				Satirical reasons are given in the Prologue, from Mario’s point of view, for calling Oliver the last Puritan, but I had other reasons also in mind. In him puri-tanism was exhausted, and on the other hand it was surpassed. It was exhausted as a reforming political force, with a secret aggressive worldliness inspiring its iconoclasms. Oliver was “the third sloppy wash in the family teapot”, and had neither the robustness to militate in that dubious cause nor the coarseness of fibre to live happy under that domination. But spiritually he was a 
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				born puritan, and more thoroughly distilled and refined than his ancestors. If in him the metaphysical austerity of the seventeenth century reappeared atavisti-cally, his late birth relieved him of any horrid uncertainty about the truth of tra-ditional myths and dogmas. Like the Stoics and like Spinoza he found his moral demands face to face with a universe that inspired but did not sanction them. The sea, the stars, the heathen, his own father and his dearest friends set up no such standards as were imposed on him by his sovereign conscience: sovereign over him, not over them. And though this diversity of allegiance condemned him to a secret solitude, he was too rational and generous to blame them, or to think them wrong. If anything, he envied them a little; sighed, like a young heir to a throne, at the limitations imposed on him by privilege: and he admired the grace and alacrity with which Mario, for instance, could rise, without asking questions, to the crest of each successive wave. 

				Yet Mario, too, like Oliver, was late-born. The two were differently aristo-cratic, and belonged to the past rather than to the future. Only Mario, being less serious and more adaptable, could make the best of his good luck, and sail before the wind without pretending to have any firm hold on reality. He was healthy and therefore bold, humble and therefore facile. His ability to laugh at everything, including himself, made it easy for him to put up with the mixed loose world in which he lived, and positively to enjoy it: easier, too, than for Oliver, much easier, to put up with himself. People may lead cheerful and prosperous lives, and make wonderful companions, if they can put up with everything. 

				Oliver was neither humble nor facile; but was he healthy? I have given vari-ous indications to the contrary, on which the discerning reader will not ask me to insist. I am willing that amateur pathologists should call Oliver degenerate. But that is not the end of the story. He was a spiritual man, with a divine vocation. On different occasions, Irma, Caleb Wetherbee, and the Vicar compare him with Christ. Now a divine vocation is a devastating thing; and it makes no ultimate dif-ference whether you attribute poetically the mortification and withering up of the flesh to a touch of celestial fire, or cynically regard a high spiritual temperature as an effect of disease. Either way, the spirit burns unquenchably: and the secret of Oliver’s tragedy is missed by those amiable critics who write to me that their own sons were just like him, but turned out splendidly; or that if only he had noticed how much nicer Maud was than Edith, or if Rose had only 
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				been less offish and wilful, all would have been well, and Oliver might have spent a gloriously useful life in the service of humanity. That is what his mother would have said. I know how readily many young men with Puritan traditions can be harnessed to the public coach; and perhaps their hereditary uprightness helps to leaven business, and to make them personally nicer than other Babbitts. But this solution, which Oliver in his helplessness actually foresaw and was willing sadly to accept as his human duty, could never have satisfied him, as it satisfies the nor-mal fleshly and worldly man, who cares for nothing beyond. For in Oliver there was something else: an inner inhibition intercepted and waylaid him, as it were, in all his actions, without availing to redirect his life. He proved inapt, not only in love-making, but even in those studies, sports, and friendships on which he had prided himself most. His great error was that he tried to be commonplace. His vocation remained vague: he had not the insight or the courage to make it definite. In vain the Vicar reminded him that Christ had not been a soldier or an athlete or a lover of women or a merchant or a statesman or even (though the Vicar did not say so) a professor of philosophy or a believing Christian. All these sweets are at last bitter to the spirit. Buddha, at the first glimpse of the truth of life, had abandoned his throne and his young wife and child, to meditate on the fourfold root of suffer-ing and preach the way of salvation. Poor Oliver too was ready for every sacrifice: he was what the rich young man in the Gospel would have been if he had offered to sell his goods and give to the poor, but then had found no cross to take up, no Jesus to follow, and no way of salvation to preach. 

				It is thought sad to come to an end early, or to come to an end at all; but such sadness is only the foiled sympathy of body with body, when motion ceases, and the flesh that was warm and living has grown stiff and cold. To the spirit, on the contrary, it is glorious to have finished all there was to do. It would be distressing rather to be tossed about perpetually from impulse to impulse, where nothing defi-nite could ever be accomplished, nothing achieved. What was sad about Oliver was not that he died young or was stopped by accident, but that he stopped him-self, not trusting his inspiration: so that he knew “the pity, not the joy, of love,” the severity of intellect and not its glory. 
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				Prologue

				In the first years after the war Mario Van de Weyer was almost my neighbour in Paris, for he lived just where the Left Bank ceases to be the Latin Quarter and I where it is not yet the Faubourg Saint Germain. This trifling interval, with the much greater one between our ages, was easily bridged by his bubbling good na-ture; and sometimes when in the evening twilight I was putting away my papers and preparing to sally forth to a solitary dinner, the bell would ring with a certain unmistakable decision and confidence, and almost before I had opened the door I was already saying, “Ah, Vanny” (for so his English friends called him), “how nice this is! It seems an age since we dined together.” And for the rest of the evening our talk would run for the tenth time over the reminiscences which my old friendship with his family, long antedating his birth, furnished in abundance. Ours was hardly conversation; it was musing aloud; and repetitions troubled us as little in our talk as they did in our memories. Often we would recall the summer day at Windsor on which I had first spied him, still in jackets, gorging strawberry-mess in the garden of my inimitable friend and quasi-cousin, Howard Sturgis, host and hostess in one, who held court in a soft nest of cushions, of wit, and of tenderness, surrounded by a menagerie of outcast dogs, a swarm of friends and relations, and all the luxuries of life. Nor did I forget the reply which the youthful Vanny had made on that occa-sion to our compliments on the particularly nice curves of his hat. “Prettiest and cheapest topper in Eton; Busby’s in the Arlington Mews, ‘Whips, ‘Ats, & Liver-ies’; eighteen pence off the price if cockade not required. Groom’s hat, that’s all.” 

				Then Mario would pick up his thread in our recollections. 

				“Old Busby looked like Mr. Pickwick; had the breast of a pigeon, and would cock his head behind it to catch the effect of a new hat on the customer. ‘Parfect fit, sir; you couldn’t do better, sir; thenk you, sir.’ We were fast friends from the first day I got a hat there. He was showing me to the door, when I stopped him short. ‘I say, Mr. Busby: suppose my people are ruined and I have to look for a job. Do you think I’d do for a small footman?’ ‘Footman, sir? You, sir? ‘Ope not, indeed—I mean, of course you would, sir; the prettiest young groom as you would make; none smarter in London, to jump off the 
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				box monkeylike—I beg pardon, sir, I mean, nimbly—and hold the door open for her ladyship.’ ‘Yes, Mr. Busby, but will you recommend me? She must be a countess at least,’ I added with a wink, ‘and young.’ And I suddenly grew rigid and blank-faced, touched my hat with one wooden finger, and left him muttering. ‘I’m blowed if a spry young gentleman like you wouldn’t pretty well find a situation without a character.’ But that’s all a thing of the past. Old Busby’s gone. Nobody wants whips, ‘ats, or grooms any more; and where there’s still a footman, he wears an absurd little motoring cap with a vizor. And even the Arlington Mews has disap-peared.” 

				“Never mind,” I would answer, “perhaps when the common people set the fashions, men’s clothes may recover their old rakishness. Grooms used to be more pleasantly dressed than gentlemen, because good form for gentlemen nowadays is simply to be scrupulously clean, correct, and inconspicuous. Even your military men hate anything that savours of swagger or aggressive virility, are uncomfort-able in scarlet and gold braid, and take refuge whenever possible in the blessed obscurity of mufti. Not that the uniform of industrialism absolves the rest of us drab creatures from self-consciousness or from taking pains. We mustn’t fall short of the right standard or overdo anything; but we compose our social figures sadly, with fear and trembling, and more in the dread of damnation than in the hope of glory.” 

				“Not in my case,” Mario said, smiling broadly and straightening his shoul-ders. “I rather fancy dressing up and giving people something to stare at.” 

				“I know; but you’re a rare exception, a professional lady-killer, a popinjay amid the millions of crows. You have the courage of your full human nature, as your father had the courage of his delicate tastes. To have been emancipated otherwise, in his day, would have seemed vicious and unkind; and he remained innocence it-self in his person and affections, although his mental enthusiasms were boundless. That is why we all called him ‘dear Harold’. You lost him when you were too young to appreciate his gifts or his weaknesses. How old were you exactly?” 

				“About seven.” 

				“When to you he was simply papa, who drew amusing pictures and read Ste-venson’s stories aloud, to improve your English. There were many such Americans de luxe in my generation who prolonged their youth at the École des Beaux-Arts or at Julian’s, confident of personally restoring the age of Pericles. Even in our Harvard days, I remember how he would burst into the Lampoon sanctum, flushed with the project of some comic illustration that had just occurred to him; but the joke could never be brought to have a point, and the drawing, twice begun, would end in the wastepaper-basket. Later, whenever he despaired of becoming a great painter—as he did every other year—
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				he would remember his enthusiasm for the science of genealogy, and would rush to Holland in quest of his ancestors. In that very garden at Windsor where we admired your hat, he had once discovered that in that neighbourhood there lived a well-known family of English Van de Weyers; and nothing would do but he must be taken at once to call on the old Colonel, and be informed about his family tree. But no researches availed to unearth the least connection between that family and the Van de Weyers of New York. Baffled in private genealogy, he would rebound to heraldry in general and to the monumental work which he was always about to compose on heraldic ornament in architecture. His great ambition, he used to say, was to devote his whole life to a very small subject, and heraldry held in a nutshell the secret of all the arts, which were nothing but self-exhibition upon the shield of self-defence. But once having laid down this brilliant first principle, he had noth-ing more to say on the subject; and the stream of his enthusiasm, rebuffed by that stone wall, gurgled back to the happiness of collecting bookplates.” 

				“No harm,” Mario would say, a cloud of gravity passing over his face, “no harm in amusing himself as he chose; only he was a brute to marry my mother and keep her from being the greatest prima donna of the age.”

				“But if your father hadn’t married your mother, where would you be? Dear Harold would have loved nothing better than to see his beautiful wife a glorious diva, treading the boards with all the authority of genius, and borne along from ovation to ovation on an ocean of floral offerings. But she herself and her sensible Italian relations wouldn’t hear of such a thing, once her respectable future was assured. In their view the rich young American, proposing just in time, had saved the situation.” 

				So our talk would ramble on amongst memories that seemed pleasantest when they were most remote; yet sooner or later recent events would intrude, and Mario would tell me of one or another of his friends who had fallen in the war or who were blankly surviving, at a loss what to do with themselves. One evening—when the party of New York ladies at the other table had risen in a flurry fearing to miss the new curtain-raiser at Le Vieux Colombier; when Mario had seen them to their taxi and had promised to show them Montmartre on the following night after the Opera; and when quiet was restored in the little room at Lapérouse where we re-mained alone—our talk reverted, as it often did, to the young Oliver Alden, who of all the victims of the war was nearest to us both. He had been Mario’s cousin and bosom friend and the most gifted of my pupils in my last days at Harvard. 

				“You know what I’ve been thinking,” Mario said after a pause. “You ought to write Oliver’s Life. Nobody else could do it.” 
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				“Oliver’s Life? Had he a life to be written with a big L? And why should I, of all people, abandon philosophy in my old age and take to composing history, even supposing that in Oliver’s history there were any actions to record?” 

				“No actions, but something you might take a wicked pleasure in describing: Puritanism Self-condemned. Oliver was the last puritan.” 

				“I am afraid,” I answered with a melancholy which was only half feigned, “I am afraid there will always be puritans in this mad world. Puritanism is a natural reaction against nature.” 

				“I don’t mean that puritanism has died out everywhere. There may always be fresh people to take the thing up. But in Oliver puritanism worked itself out to its logical end. He convinced himself, on puritan grounds, that it was wrong to be a puritan.” 

				“And he remained a puritan notwithstanding?” 

				“Exactly. That was the tragedy of it. Thought it his clear duty to give puritan-ism up, but couldn’t.”

				“Then the case,” I said laughing, “is like that of Miss Pickleworth of Boston who declared she envied me for not having a conscience, which I thought rather insolent of her, until she went on to explain, gasping with earnestness, that she was sure people were far too conscientious and self-critical; that it was so wrong and cruel to stunt oneself; so cowardly to avoid the greatest possible wealth of expe-rience; and that every night before she went to bed she made a point of thinking over all she had said and done during the day, for fear she might have been too particular.” 

				“Good Lord! That’s not like Oliver at all. He wasn’t one of those romantic cads who want to experience everything. He kept himself for what was best. That’s why he was a true puritan after all.” 

				“Quite so. His puritanism had never been mere timidity or fanaticism or cal-culated hardness: it was a deep and speculative thing: hatred of all shams, scorn of all mummeries, a bitter merciless pleasure in the hard facts. And that passion for reality was beautiful in him, because there was so much in his gifts and in his surroundings to allure him and muffle up his mind in worldly conventions. He was a millionaire, and yet scrupulously simple and silently heroic. For that reason you and I loved him so much. You and I are not puritans; and by contrast with our natural looseness, we can’t help admiring people purer than ourselves, more will-ing to pluck out the eye that offends them, even if it be the eye for beauty, and to enter halt and lame into the kingdom of singlemindedness. I don’t prefer austerity for myself as against abundance, against intelligence, against the irony of ultimate truth. But I see 
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				that in itself, as a statuesque object, austerity is more beautiful, and I like it in others.” 

				“I always knew that you thought more of Oliver than of me.” Mario had been his mother’s darling, and was so accustomed to having women make love to him that he sometimes turned his extreme manliness into coquetry. He liked flattery, he liked presents, and he liked the best cigarettes. 

				“Certainly I thought more of him as an experiment in virtue. But I prefer your conversation.” 

				“At Oxford, when he had his nursing home, you used to talk with him for ever.” 

				“Yes: but those were philosophical discussions, which are never very satisfy-ing. Have you ever talked with monks and nuns? You may admit that some of these good souls may be saints, but their conversation, even on spiritual subjects, very soon becomes arid and stereotyped, always revolving round a few dulcet incor-rigible maxims. Well, Oliver would have been a monk, if he had been a Catholic.” 

				“Yes, and I think he would surely have become a Catholic if he had lived long enough.” 

				“Do you really think so? He, so Nordic, leave the monorail of sheer will for the old Roman road of tradition? I grant you this road is just as straight on the map, or much straighter: but it dips down and soars up so unconcernedly with the lay of the land, like a small boat over great seas; and while the middle way is regularly paved for the militant faithful, there are such broad grassy alleys on ei-ther side for the sheep and the goats, and so many an attractive halting-place, and habitable terminus. You might forget you were on a mission, and think life a free tour, or even a picnic.—How Oliver hated picnics, with the messy food and waste paper and empty bottles and loud merriment and tussling and amorous episodes improvised on the grass! Yet, when necessary, he put up with it all gallantly and silently. There was his duty to democracy. No: not a Catholic. His imagination wasn’t lordly and firm enough to set up a second world over against this one, and positively believe in it. He distrusted doubleness, but he couldn’t admit chaos: and in order to escape chaos, without imposing any fictions or any false hopes upon mankind, he would have been capable of imposing no matter what regimen on us by force. Yes, free, rare and delicate soul as he was, he would have accepted for himself this red communist tyranny that puts a grimy revolver to our noses and growls: ‘Be like me, or die.’” 

				“He wouldn’t have found much puritanism among the Bolshies,” said Mario, thinking of free love. 
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				“It’s a popular error to suppose that puritanism has anything to do with pu-rity. The old Puritans were legally strict, they were righteous, but they were not particularly chaste. They had the virtues and vices of old age. An old man may be lecherous: but that vice in him, like avarice, gluttony, despotism, or the love of strong drink, soon becomes monotonous and sordid, and is easy to cover up hypo-critically under his daily routine. The Bolshies have the one element of puritanism which was the most important, at least for Oliver: integrity of purpose and scorn of all compromises, practical or theoretical.” 

				 “I don’t believe Oliver was ever really in love,” Mario interposed, not having listened to my last speech, and evidently reviewing in his mind various incidents which he preferred to pass over in silence. “Women were rather a difficulty to him. He thought he liked them and they thought they liked him; but there was always something wanting. He regarded all women as ladies, more or less beautiful, kind, privileged, and troublesome. He never discovered that all ladies are women.” 

				“Yes, and that is the side of them you see; but you forget that many of the ladies whom Oliver knew suffered from the same impediment as himself: it comes from being over-protected in one region and over-developed in another. Sex for them becomes simply a nuisance, and they can’t connect it pleasantly with their feeling for the people they love. Therefore sensuality for them remains disgusting, and tenderness incomplete.” 

				“Poor things!” Mario cried, full of genuine commiseration. “I suppose that’s what I never could make out about Oliver, and then his philosophy. Certainly it’s you that ought to write his Life. You understood him thoroughly, knew his people and his background, and can toy with all those German philosophers that he was always quoting.”

				“I’m not so sure of that. You and I have an immense advantage in belonging to the Catholic tradition. We were born clear, and don’t have to achieve clearness. But the light of common day to which we are accustomed may blind us to what is going on in the dark, and the roots of everything are underground. We may be eas-ily dupes of the blue sky and but foolish daylight astronomers.” 

				“Well then, here’s your chance of focussing your telescope upon the depths of poor Oliver, until you’re used to the darkness and find that there’s nothing there. Or rather, you’ll find something perfectly commonplace. There’s nothing less mar-vellous than what most mysterious people, especially women, think their secret: only they keep it shut up in a painted casket with seven keys, so that nobody may see what it is.” 

				“To be frank,” I replied, “I think I know what Oliver’s secret was—common enough, if you like, and even universal, since it was simply the tragedy of the 
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				spirit when it’s not content to understand but wishes to govern. The old Calvinists cut the Gordian knot by asserting that since the Fall, the spirit had ceased to rule over the world and over their own passions, but that nevertheless it was secretly omnipotent, and would burn up the world and their passions at the last day. Oliver suffered from no such delusion. The holocaust was real enough: it was the endless fire of irrational life always devouring itself: yet somehow the spirit rose from that flame, and surveyed the spectacle with some tears, certainly, but with no little curiosity and satisfaction. Oliver hardly got so far as to feel at home in this absurd world: I could never convince him that reason and goodness are necessarily sec-ondary and incidental. His absolutist conscience remained a pretender, asserting in exile its divine right to the crown. I confess it would interest me to trace in Oliver this purification of puritanism, and this obstinacy in it. But where are the materi-als? I should have to invent half the story, and I’m no novelist.” 

				 “Oliver always kept a diary, and there are a lot of letters. He left me all his father’s papers, as well as his own, which I can pass over to you, and we can ask his old German governess for her records, which are surely voluminous and more sentimental than any decent novel would dare to be nowadays. Of course, his mother might help, only she won’t. We can’t look for anything in that quarter.” 

				“Nor is it necessary. I can easily imagine what she would say. Yet with all the documents in the world, I should have to fill many a gap and compose all the dialogues. I could never do that properly. And how, my dear Vanny, how am I to manage the love scenes?” 

				“Bah, there are love stories enough in the bookstalls for those who like them. But what is love in a book! This is to be a tale of sad life.” 

				“Think, I shall have to draw the portrait of a lot of living people, and first and foremost of yourself.” 

				“I trust you.” 

				“It will be a delicate task, and perhaps impossible, to find words for tenderer feelings and more varied thoughts than my own. But I will make the attempt. They say we all have a fund of predispositions which circumstances have never devel-oped, but which may be tapped under hypnotic influence. When my intuition gives out, I will summon you to renew the spell, and perhaps I may be able to recover as much of Oliver’s thoughts, and of those of all of you, as the world might overhear without indiscretion.” 

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

	
		
			
				PART I: 

				Ancestry

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

	
		
			
				21

			

		

		
			
				I

				A little below the State House in Boston, where Beacon Street consents to bend slightly and begins to run down hill, and where across the Mall the grassy shoulder of the Common slopes most steeply down to the Frog Pond, there stood about the year 1870—and for all I know there may still stand—a pair of old brick houses, flatter and plainer than the rest. They were evidently twins and had been identical at birth, but life had developed them in different directions. The one sister was doing her old-maidenly best to follow the fashions, and had arrayed herself in clean paint, a bright brass knocker, flowering window-boxes, and frilled muslin curtains; whereas the aged Cinderella next door had become more ashen every day. She had long since buried her Prince Charming, and nun-like had hid-den her hands in her sleeves and shut her eyes on the world. The wooden blinds were always closed, and the narrow black door, between dusty glass panels, seemed invincibly locked, like the lid of a coffin. A shallow iron verandah, on which only ghosts could step out, since it had no floor, made a sort of grim garland for the first storey, and gave an air of flimsiness to the general decay. You would have thought the place was uninhabited, unless by chance you saw a whistling butcher’s boy with a full basket jump from his cart and rattle down the side steps to the basement, whence a moment later he would emerge with the empty basket hooked over his shoulder and rush to overtake his horse and cart that, knowing time to be money, had already started. It was evident that where provisions were consumed there must be human mouths to consume them; the probable rats alone wouldn’t have paid the butcher and baker. This inference might indeed have been confirmed by ocular proof, if you had watched long enough. Every Tuesday and Friday at half past eleven the front door opened and gave exit to a lank and rigid gentleman in black, with a small head and pinched features and little steel-blue eyes, blinking. He was young, but had put on old age in his youth, was cautious and nervous in his movements and made sure 
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				from time to time that his hat was firm on his head, his scarf pinned, his gloves buttoned, and his umbrella tightly rolled. He always turned to the left, for never, except to funerals, did Mr. Nathaniel Alden walk down Beacon Hill. He didn’t go out for exercise. The need of exercise, he said, was a modern superstition, invented by people who ate too much, and had nothing to think about. Athletics didn’t make anybody either long-lived or useful. An abstemious man could take plenty of sunshine and fresh air by his chamber window, while engaged in reading or writing. And if some impertinent relative wondered how he could take the sun in his house, with the blinds closed, he begged you to observe that all the slats in his blinds were moveable, and that by inclining them inwards, or making them level, he could let in all the light and air desired, without exposing himself to pub-lic view. If he went out at all it was to perform some duty, such as to ascertain the state of his financial affairs. An agent collected his rents, but it would have been negligent in himself not to direct his agent’s policy, or to be ignorant of the general course of trade and prices. A good citizen must follow the movement of public affairs, so as to cast his vote intelligently, and know whether the party in power deserved his support. If business was good, it did: if business was bad, it didn’t. 

				On Sundays also, weather permitting, Mr. Alden might be seen at church-time issuing from his mansion, but this time not unaccompanied. An awkward youth, evidently uncomfortable in his best clothes, tried unsuccessfully to keep in step with him: Mr. Nathaniel, especially when the brick side-walk was icy, was prudence itself, while his long-legged half-brother Peter was careless and spas-modic. He couldn’t resist sliding where there was a clear run of ice in the gutter: and this deportment, undignified for so big a boy on weekdays, was positively improper on Sundays. His eyes, too, even when he tried to mince his steps by his brother’s side, would wander absentmindedly to watch the sparrows in the Mall, or to gaze at the familiar fronts of the State House, the Ticknor House, or the Bos-ton Athenaeum. He felt a canine impulse to run down the side alleys, and explore the unsavoury recesses hidden there behind corners. This was hardly a moment when he could indulge so irrational a craving. Yet dogs loved those smells prob-ably very much as respectable people loved hob-nobbing and criticising; and it amused him to imagine the unseemly chalk drawings and inscriptions which he might have found scrawled on those dingy brick walls. Sometimes the demure white shadows in King’s Chapel, or the drawling articulation of the minister, 
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				shaped themselves in his fancy into the most mocking combinations. Was every-thing in this world like a puzzle-picture which seen right side up was the lovely Ti-tania and turned upside down became a donkey’s head? Perhaps in these musings Peter wouldn’t notice, until too late, that his elder brother was bowing and had hurriedly pulled off one glove, before extending his thin hand to a friend—prob-ably a relation—and asking: “May I inquire into the state of your health?” And when in turn he had assured his interlocutor that he was “pretty well, thank you,” and both had agreed that it was a beautiful or a windy day, the cold hand—now even colder—was outstretched a second time, the forced smile and stiff bow were repeated, and the social strain relieved. Talk, Mr. Nathaniel Alden had discovered, was chiefly gossip, and gossip encouraged a morbid interest in matters that didn’t concern one. Funerals he found the most satisfactory of social occasions, because there you expressed your human attachments without unnecessary chatter. He sometimes went also to weddings and afternoon family parties. He suffered at them, because the tragedy that had darkened his family history, though of course never mentioned, was so public and so painful that it must have been present to the thought of everybody who spoke to him. Why had his father been murdered? Nathaniel Alden knew how deep a lie it was to protest, as everybody did, that the old gentleman had been an innocent victim, who had simply shown firmness in exercising his indubitable right to collect his rents, and had been struck down by a moneyless tenant in a sudden explosion of hatred and despair. Such might well be the literal material truth; yet what were the roots of that violence? That his father had always been a hard landlord and a miser, grown rich on uncertain and miserable payments wrung from the poor. That ultimate outburst of wrath, that one hand raised to smite, had been only a symbol, the fatal overflow, as it were, of all the silent curses and sullen bitterness gathering for years above his head. And the worst of it was, for Nathaniel, that those roots of wrong and vengeance had not been extirpated. He himself was still drawing from them the sap of his own character and position. Yet he couldn’t help it: he couldn’t abandon his trust and his responsibilities. Unless all his fortune was to be dissipated, tenants must occa-sionally be evicted and mortgages foreclosed. How horrible that in fulfilling as he must the evident duties of his station, he should never be at ease in his conscience! A scar of horror, if not of guilt, lay consciously on his breast, like the scarlet letter. 
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				In speaking to others, or even to himself, he never came closer to the dread-ful facts than to say enigmatically “Under the circumstances,” or “After what has happened.” But vagueness in apprehension didn’t remove his inward unrest; especially as there were other misfortunes besides that major curse in his life: and he trembled at the possibility that some well-meaning aunt or insinuating cousin, perhaps a special friend of his mad sister, might draw him into a corner and whis-per affectionately, “Tell me, how is poor Julia?” He would wince: and before he could compose an answer, the lady would kindly render it needless by more inter-rogations. “No change, I suppose? And, at least physically, she’s quite strong?” And then perhaps he would find himself saying, “Yes, quite strong physically: even in that direction, at present, there seems to be no hope.” The kind relative would now wince in her turn. To think the death of a sufferer a blessing might be comforting after the event, but was shocking before. 

				In this very walk to King’s Chapel, Mr. Alden was exposed to indiscretions. Fortunately on Sundays the sanctity of the place seemed to extend throughout the sunken area within the railings, and under the squat granite columns; if ac-quaintances met there they could decently ignore each other, or at most pass with a mute bow. The blessed silence of the Sabbath saved one, at least there, from the plague of social jabbering. Nevertheless he couldn’t help noticing sometimes how, at the church door, some sharp-eyed wife would whisper to her aged hus-band, or some daughter to her mother, “There goes Mr. Nathaniel Alden with his young brother”: and the tremulous lips of the old creature would visibly mumble: “How dreadful that was! What a burden for them always to carry!” 

				After these ordeals, which duty compelled him to face, it was a relief to be safe within the high enclosure of the family pew, huddled in his cushioned cor-ner (the very one where his father had sat) out of sight of everyone, even of the minister still hidden behind his lofty pulpit, while the organ softly played a few quavering arpeggios. The music was classical and soothing, the service High Church Unitarian, with nothing in it either to discourage a believer or to annoy an unbeliever. What did doctrines matter? The lessons were chosen for their magical archaic English and were mouthed in a tone of emotional mystery and unction. With the superior knowledge and finer feelings of to-day might we not find in such words far deeper meanings than the original speakers intended? The sermon was sure to be 
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				pleasantly congratulatory and pleasantly short: even if it began by describing graphically the landscape of Sinai or of Galilee—for the Rev. Mr. Hart had trav-elled—it would soon return to matters of living interest, would praise the virtues and flatter the vanity of the congregation, only slightly heightening the picture by contrast with the sad vices and errors of former times or of other nations. After church Mr. Alden could enjoy the mid-day sunshine as he walked home to his Sun-day roast beef and apple dumpling, confirmed in all his previous ways of thinking. Of course he couldn’t deny that he was intellectually more than the equal of his minister. People wouldn’t become ministers unless they had rather second-hand minds. Yet a mediocre professional moralist might repeat things which you had never stopped to put into words before. There was plenty of time afterwards for dotting his i’s and crossing his t’s to your own satisfaction. An Easter sermon on the Resurrection might prudently avoid all mention of Christ or of the Trump of Doom startling the Dead—as Nathaniel Alden didn’t wish to be startled—out of the grave. Instead the preacher might blandly describe the resurrection of nature in the Spring, the resurrection of science in the modern world, and the resurrec-tion of heroic freedom in the American character. All that, Mr. Alden thought, was highly suitable in the pulpit: yet he shrewdly added, for his own benefit, that Spring was a dangerous season for catching colds: that ideas revived from time to time in the world were chiefly fallacies, since sound notions, such as that 2 + 2 = 4, never died out; and that the best people in America were not heroes—all more or less spectacular madmen, leading the people astray—but thrifty respectable citizens of the old British stock. 

				It was a mystery to the town how Mr. Nathaniel Alden spent his time when it was not Sunday morning. Novels he had been heard to condemn as lacerating to the feelings, and he could never bring himself to go to a theatre, even to one disguised under the decent name of the Boston Museum: that, he declared, would be to expose the most sacred part of one’s being to artificial emotion. One weak-ness—or was it his one charity?—Mr. Alden was known to have. He was an untir-ing patron of all the local painters, old and young. Not that he liked pictures or frequented the society of artists: but once a month he would go into Doll & Rich-ards’ shop in Park Street, and inquire if they had anything new. It was a public duty, he declared, for those who could afford it to encourage art in a new country. They shouldn’t ask whether a struggling painter deserved encourage-
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				ment, but whether he needed it. Selfish and worldly people, who considered only their pleasure or vanity, would be quick to buy the good pictures, or those which were called good: an unselfish and public spirited citizen would rather buy the others, which the artist at least probably thought worth preserving. Nobody really knew what good art was; critics and public opinion were helpless shams; the only right course was to aid all devoted artists to paint whatever they chose. In con-sequence, his house was plastered with canvasses. Even the dark corners of the staircase were packed up to the ceiling with a mosaic of deep gilt frames, each en-closing some sort of painting—landscapes, marine views, studies of heads, happy domestic scenes, and even romantic Shakesperian episodes—everything, in fact, that the ambition of an amateur in those days might attempt except, of course, nudities. The overflow, and especially any large patriotic canvas or battle-piece, which Mr. Alden disliked because (he said) patriotism distorted history, he gener-ously presented to town-halls, schools or museums. The public, he added, likes its history distorted. He kept the official letters of thanks on file, to refute any pos-sible insinuation that he was a miser. On this subject Mr. Tom Appleton, then the unofficial Boston wit—the accredited jester being Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes—proposed a conundrum: Why can’t Mr. Nathaniel Alden open the blinds or light the gas in his house? To which the answer was: Because he might see the pictures. 
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				II

				One day in June, after his Sunday dinner, Mr. Alden folded his napkin with more than usual precision, as if this time he were not only doing a Duty but doing it under Difficulties. Instead of walking austerely upstairs to enjoy the respect-ability and privacy of his own chamber, he stood uneasily by the dining-room window, now looking through the upper slats of the blind at the blue sky, and now through the lower ones at the rare passers-by along the brick side-walk of Beacon Street. 

				“Going out?” his brother Peter inquired, noticing these unusual signs of rest-lessness and indecision. 

				“I was thinking of it. It’s a beautiful afternoon, and Cousin Sarah Quincy’s funeral is at three o’clock.” 

				“But it’s in Roxbury.” 

				“I know: a considerable distance and an unsavoury neighbourhood. Cousin Sarah Quincy was in reduced circumstances. We can hardly blame her for dying in Roxbury if she was compelled to live there. Of late I have so far acknowledged our relationship as repeatedly to befriend her financially; I feel that one’s conduct ought always to be consistent to the last, and that I ought to attend her funeral.” 

				“How much did you give her?” the boy inquired in a tone between incredulity and congratulation. 

				“If I remember rightly, ten dollars at Christmas, and this on two successive years.” 

				Peter whistled; and since his brother showed such signs of becoming extrava-gant, he asked: “Are you going in a hack?” 

				“I was considering that point, but a hack might seem ostentatious. Besides, they might think that, having taken a hack I might as well go on to the cemetery; and that would be too much. She was only a first cousin once removed.” 

				“Can’t be removed again,” Peter murmured with a slight chuckle. 

				“Funeral services,” his brother continued, disdaining to take notice of rib-aldry, “funeral services are elevating, but actually to witness a 
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				burial in the ground can only be distressing to a person of feeling. That mate-rial duty should be left to the undertaker, who is hardened to it by custom, and comforted by fees. The bereaved family shouldn’t expose themselves to being morbidly harrowed by the ghastliness of physical death. Physical death is too unimportant. All a dead man’s unselfish interests survive in the living. We throw into the dust-heap only some outworn soiled copy of the classic text.” 

				Peter was silent for a moment. He had never before quite understood that his brother didn’t believe in immortality. Perhaps the other good people at King’s Chapel, who said they did, really didn’t. Perhaps immortality in any case was only a figure of speech. What a relief! It would be so awkward in heaven, after all one had discovered, to have to put on a perfect innocence. 

				“Cousin Hannah isn’t going with you?” 

				“No indeed. Hannah is no relation of poor Cousin Sarah’s at all. For a Ban-croft to go to a Quincy funeral in that small house would look like prying.” 

				“Then it’s not to be in Church?” 

				“No, in her own parlour. That’s a further reason why I wish to be there. If I ever go to funerals in church, it’s from a sense of duty, but I don’t truly enjoy them. The poignancy of your feelings is dissipated in so large a place. The public are admitted merely to crane their necks and to stare: the family marches in the procession, with everyone tittering about who is present and who absent, and who is giving his arm to whom, and whether the ladies’ veils are long enough and their moist pocket handkerchiefs bordered or not with black. And then the expensive coffin and the showy bier and the display of flowers—how unnecessary and how sensational! In that theatrical atmosphere you can hardly feel that the deceased belonged to this every-day world, and was plain Joseph Smith or Betsy Jones. The corpse might as well be the remains of man in general. Man in general, Peter, never existed, and therefore never died, and I see no particular use in pretending to bury him. In a private parlour, on the contrary, with a simple casket on the centre table, you know that the bolt has fallen in your private circle, and you have the satisfaction of realising keenly which of your particular acquaintance has passed away. Your feelings aren’t wasted in vapid emotion, but you readjust yourself si-lently to this changing world. Every death loosens a little the crust of habit, and is a step forward in life. Besides, in this particular case, by going to Sarah Quincy’s funeral I shall be showing 
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				an attention which will be appreciated. Her family and friends will say to them-selves: ‘Here is one of Boston’s first tax-payers’—as a matter of fact I am quite the first for real estate—’and not a very near relation, who has come all this way, out of pure kindness. Probably he was very generous to her during her lifetime.’ It will please them: and it won’t pledge me to anything for the future. That’s an advantage of honouring the dead.” 

				“You aren’t going to walk three miles?” 

				“I had thought of crossing the Common to the Tremont House—the path looks quite dry—and then taking a horse-car; but I hardly know which.” 

				“The yellow one, for the Norfolk House, stops just at the foot of Cousin Sarah’s street. I’ll go with you, if you’ll pay my fare.” 

				“On this occasion I have no objection, since you’ll be earning it as a guide.” And Mr. Alden almost smiled, walked with unusual briskness into the passage, scrupulously brushed his hat and coat, opened the door, and seeing it was such a glorious day, rolled up his umbrella a little tighter. 

				The yellow Norfolk House car was already rather crowded, and Mr. Alden was constrained to elbow his way through a group of persons on the back plat-form, before he could reach the interior. As he brushed past the conductor, he heard that functionary cry behind him in a jovial voice, “Hello, Pete. Going to Casey’s Corner?” The words were most distinct, but in the desire to pass on and to find a seat, Mr. Nathaniel was too preoccupied for the moment to take in their meaning. But at once, slowly, deliberately, he heard his brother’s voice answer-ing, “No, Mike: I’m going to a funeral with my brother Nathaniel.” 

				It sounded almost like an introduction, and Mr. Alden couldn’t help looking round. He saw, under a conductor’s cap, some red hair, two impudent laughing eyes, and a grinning mouth; and he saw Peter blushing crimson but bravely cling-ing to his shame and trying to smile back. Had not the car started and had not Mr. Alden lost his balance and been compelled to seize a strap and hasten to the seat which seemed available at the upper end of the vehicle, Mr. Nathaniel Alden might have found himself “meeting” a horse-car conductor. The fact that there was no room for Peter to sit down beside his brother enabled them to digest their respective feelings for a while in silence. Peter felt the awful nature of his predica-ment, but he felt the humour of it even more: and it was habitual with him 
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				to think himself a hopeless failure, with whom nothing ever went right; in a crisis he was apt to become reckless and to bear down his natural timidity with a mild bravado. He would gladly have hung back and remained with his genial friend on the platform, but to-day duty forbade; and besides in that case his brother might have forgotten to pay his fare; while to have jumped off and run home as he felt inwardly prompted to do, would only have caused the storm to break heavier over his head later. It was the dreadful nature of life, he felt, that if you avoided doing one thing because it wasn’t worth while you were thereby caught doing another, which wasn’t worth while either. You might as well hold on where you found yourself, and let things rain down upon you as they would. So now he hung to his strap sheepishly, and dangled (he thought) like a man who had been hanged, before his silent brother, who sat on the edge of the bench, looking fixedly be-fore him, with his hands crossed over the handle of his umbrella and his knees pressed closely together in the vain effort to avoid contact with his neighbours. Beside him was a fussy woman with a baby and a large bundle, which—contrary to the principles of a just democracy—kept rolling about and trespassing on his narrow slice of the public space; but unpleasant as intrusion might be from that quarter, the motionless bulk that pressed against him on his other side was even more objectionable. There a huge red-faced Irish priest sat with one enormous paw spread on each knee; he positively exuded animal heat, and a sort of satis-fied determination clinched his brutal jaw. What business, thought Mr. Alden, what business have these gross foreigners among us? Didn’t we choose distance to avoid contagion and hard work to escape poverty and superstition? He had never, to his knowledge, actually touched a Catholic before. Probably there was little risk for the moment of moral infection, but who could tell what loathsome diseases this fleshly monster might conceal under an appearance of robust health? The man looked like a butcher. Hadn’t all priests been butchers originally? What evil omens lay in that word! Yet the public danger of Popery and the Inquisition was perhaps a little distant: more immediate was Mr. Alden’s apprehension that the poor woman’s baby was about to cry, that it might have some scrofulous ail-ment, and needed a change of diapers. 

				“Norfolk House. End of the rout. All out!” the cheery conductor shouted at last; and as Peter passed him—while the pushing passengers, in as great a hurry as if they were escaping from a fire, or going 
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				to see one, separated the brothers a little—Mike whispered, with a poke in the ribs, “Guess that old brother of yours is a stiff all right.” 

				“Not yet,” Peter retorted, grimly thinking of Cousin Sarah. 

				Meantime in Mr. Alden’s mind, the indignity of being so rudely commanded by such a low person, and the irritation at hearing a word mispronounced, as it were by authority, and the reversion of his thoughts to the dark problem of Peter’s iniquities, all were submerged in a feeling of immense relief. He was now again in the open air, on his feet, and free from personal contact with anybody. And it was almost with relish, as he might have executed the difficult task of carving a duck or exposing a fallacy, that he began the painful investigation which it was now his duty to make. 

				“May I ask how you came to know this young man, the horse-car conductor? You seem to be on remarkably friendly terms with him.” 

				“Playing base-ball together.” 

				“But how came you to play together, and where?”

				“Just by chance, in Boston Common.” 

				“Do you mean that your Headmaster allows the Latin School nine to play on the Common against grown-up working men? That’s impossible.” 

				“Oh, I don’t play in the School nine. I’m not good enough. Only in scratch games with anyone that turns up. We play just for fun.” 

				“And what is Casey’s Corner?” 

				“Only Casey’s Corner Drug Store on Washington Street. There’s a soda-foun-tain, and it’s not closed on Sundays like—like other places.” 

				“What other places?” 

				“All other places, except churches.” Peter, in saying this felt that he was be-ing flippant and cowardly. It was too late to escape, and he added desperately, “I mean the South End base-ball grounds, and the billiard rooms.” 

				“Billiard rooms,” Mr. Alden repeated, as if making up an account, “billiard rooms, soda-fountains, and drugs. Is there nothing else?” 

				“There’s a lamp-post at the corner, and we stand round it. That’s all.” 

				“And who are we, if you please?” 

				“I and whoever else wants to stand there. Admission free.” 

				Peter, in his discomfiture, rather enjoyed seeing himself caught, and com-pelled at last to stick up for his convictions. He hadn’t meant to air them, but he wasn’t going to give them up. For the moment, he didn’t need to explain that, after taking a glass of ice-cream soda, 

			

		

	
		
			
				The Last Puritan

			

		

		
			
				32

			

		

		
			
				the habitués of Casey’s Corner could pass on a plausible pretext through the back-yard into the adjoining billiard room, and that this billiard room was also a bar room where, though the door and shutters might be religiously closed towards the street, drinks could be served even on Sundays. 

				The brothers had reached the door of the late Sarah Quincy’s little wooden house, and Peter already had his hand on the unpleasant encumbrance of crêpe that enveloped the bell; but to brother Nathaniel the investigation of wickedness was even more absorbing than the presence of death, and more deeply satisfying. He stopped, before entering, to have a last word. 

				“I should like to know,” he said icily, “what you can possibly do, standing round a lamp-post with strange youths in a disreputable quarter of the city.” 

				“Nothing, only loafing and joking and smoking cigarettes and watching the people—the girls—going in or out of church, because Casey’s Corner is opposite the Cathedral. We’d rather play ball, only we can’t on Sunday.” 

				“So there are cigarettes also and you smoke them. I didn’t know you had already secretly acquired that habit. But if your time must be ill spent, why must it be ill spent in such a place and with such people?” And Mr. Alden, who read solid books, remembered how a great orator, by a rhetorical exaggeration perhaps excusable under the circumstances, had declared that vice lost half its evil by los-ing all its grossness. 

				“I don’t know why,” Peter rejoined, growing impatient and gradually raising his voice. “It just happens. I suppose I like it. It’s easier. It’s more fun.” 

				He hadn’t rung the bell, but the door had been silently opened behind him, while he was speaking, and his last words loudly resounded through the narrow passage, and the adjoining little parlour, darkened and heavy with a religious hush and a strong scent of roses, where the mourners sat waiting in a tense discomfort. Everyone was startled, pained, indignant. Everybody glanced at everybody else, and at the two brothers, Nathaniel very white and Peter very red, as they fumbled in the dark into the two last shaky little chairs that remained near the door. Ev-eryone had also glanced at the coffin, but as no protest seemed to come from that quarter, they all gradually resumed their demure attitudes. Everyone knew that everybody else was trying to pretend that nothing had happened. Yet the muted accents of the 
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				minister, after that incongruous shock, sounded more affected than ever, and even Mr. Nathaniel Alden hardly enjoyed that funeral. His dominant feeling, all through the service, was that he wished he had come in a hack. Ostentation would have been better than disgrace. Tragedy, criticism, perhaps punishment had fallen before on other members of his family; but he had always had a premonition that this half-brother of his, whose mother had been a Lanier, and a stranger in Bos-ton, would bring disgrace on it for the first time. Even as a small boy Peter had shown a carelessness, a defiance, a secret perversity which marked him out for a black sheep. How often, after being called in the morning, wouldn’t he go to sleep again, and come down half awake, half washed and half combed to a cold break-fast! True his mother set him a bad example by not coming down to breakfast at all. Breakfast, with its solemnity, ill humour, and unappetising profusion of food, seemed to cast a moralising and steadying influence over the whole day: it was the improved Unitarian substitute for morning prayers. It incapacitated you, during that day, for doing anything unconventional. Yet in his sleepiness and his hurry, knowing that he would be “tardy” for school, little Peter seemed not to profit by that admirable institution. He would bolt a mouthful or two of oatmeal and, pick-ing up his cap and perhaps upsetting the umbrella-stand, he would run from the house, leaving the front door open, or slamming it, jarring the whole house and sending a dangerous draught of cold air round his brother’s thin ankles. How often had the boy been warned that, if he couldn’t be punctual, breakfast would be set for half past seven instead of eight o’clock? And when this was actually done, Nathaniel generously sacrificing his own comfort for his young brother’s spiritual good, how ingeniously little Peter had perverted that austere measure to evil uses! He had taken to loitering on his way to school, to “cutting” on the sleighs coming down Beacon Street, or to running at full speed down the slope of the Common to the pond, quite out of the direct plank walk that would have so easily taken him towards Bedford Street in time for school. How often had Nathaniel had reason to observe that those who run down hill find some difficulty in stopping half-way. Some day the unhappy child would roll into the pond, and what was the Frog Pond but a symbol for the pit of perdition? Not, of course, that Mr. Alden could entertain any longer the shocking idea of hell; but relief from religious terrors had merely brought the fatal conse-
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				quences of evil-doing nearer home, and distributed them, most annoyingly, among the relations of the culprit. 

				He wished he had come in a hack: but how, on a Sunday afternoon, almost in the country, was he to find a hack in which to return? They would all be already engaged for Irish funerals; the poor, in the matter of funerals, were so foolishly extravagant. He didn’t need to say to himself that never, never, would he again enter a horse-car: that determination was too deeply set in his soul to require ut-terance. He would walk home, since there was nothing else to be done: and if the effort proved injurious to his frail health, at least he would have learned the lesson of not frequenting poor relations, even when they were dead; or if you must go to their funerals, at least to go alone. He would walk home through those three long miles of slums, most unpleasantly conscious of the silence and of the hang-ing head of his brother walking beside him: he would be rescuing Peter, if only for the moment, from contamination with evil. Little did he know how far that contamination had already gone. 

				All the way home, the sense that they were doing severe penance kept them from speech. Nathaniel hated to walk, and his brother hated to walk with him. 

				Explanations were not resumed until after their cold Sunday supper, when by a sort of instinct their Cousin Hannah left them alone in the dining-room. Not that there were ever wine and cigars for the gentlemen: but that evening she felt that somehow there would be wine and cigars in their conversation, and she prudently vanished to her own room. 

				Brother Nathaniel, having re-composed himself in his chair (for he always rose with his fair housekeeper, while Peter opened the door for her) and having repeatedly swallowed much saliva, then said: “I think I ought to tell you, Peter, that I don’t approve of your intimacy with persons of inferior education and a lower station in life. Of course, we all believe in democracy, and wish all classes to enjoy the greatest possible advantages: but we shall never help the less fortu-nate to rise to our own level, if we sink away from it ourselves. Your undesirable friendships have already affected your language and manners: I had observed a change, without knowing its exact cause. The same influence in time might affect your morals, not to speak of your prospects in College and later in the business world. Nothing makes a more favourable impression on responsible persons than becoming speech and bearing in a young man. The best nowadays, 
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				I am sorry to say, are none too good. I hope you will promise me to give up all your South End acquaintance.” 

				“No,” Peter said sullenly, without looking at his brother, “I won’t promise.” 

				There was a long pause. 

				“If you will not promise, it will become my duty to protect you as far as I can: although I know how little any external protection can help, when the will to do right is lacking. I will consult with the other executors of our father’s estate, who are in some sense also your guardians, and if they approve, we will send you away to a distance, where you will be shielded from the worst influences of a large city. I am well aware that no human society is so thoroughly purified that bad company may not be found in it by those who seek it; and I confess I don’t nourish much hope of your thorough amendment.” 

				“You’d better not. I like muckers. I like them better than nice people, in many ways, because they are more natural.” 

				“We should not consider what is natural, but what is best.” 

				“One reason,” Peter went on, pursuing his own thoughts intrepidly, as if his brother had not spoken, “one reason why a mucker is more natural than a nice fellow is that he can have his best girl.” 

				“At your age any engagement, even a tacit one, would be regrettable. Cir-cumstances will have changed so much by the time you are old enough to marry, that a childish attachment would have become unsuitable and only a cause of embarrassment. I know, of course, boys sometimes have fancies. … At Mr. Pa-panti’s dancing class you find yourself surrounded every Friday afternoon by a bevy of sweet young ladies, and if you happen to feel a decided preference for one of them, and fix your thoughts upon her—though the thing is premature—I see no reason why you shouldn’t say you have a ‘best girl’ without becoming—what horrible words you do use!—a ‘mucker.’” 

				“I don’t mean mooning or fixing one’s thoughts or feeling a preference. I mean that when a mucker has a best girl, without ever marrying her, it’s very likely that he can have her.” 

				This time brother Nathaniel understood. He opened his mouth wide, as if about to draw some awful imprecation from the depths of his being. But his pale lips closed tight again without uttering a word, and he walked out of the room. In his whole long life he never saw his brother Peter again. 

				All the next day Mr. Nathaniel Alden in his slippers and wadded silk dress-ing-gown remained in the little study adjoining his bedroom. 
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				Cousin Hannah reported that he was busy writing letters, and declared himself sadly upset, and had even asked for a glass of her medicinal sherry to quiet his nerves, though his appetite seemed little impaired. Indeed the crisis had brought unwonted colour into his cheeks, and a sense of great responsibilities unflinch-ingly accepted and thoroughly discharged, caused him to spend one of the busi-est and happiest days of his life. On the third morning Peter found the following epistle on his plate at breakfast. 

				My Younger Brother, 

				 After what has occurred you will not be surprised to hear that your guardians have been in consultation, and have decided to send you for the sum-mer to the Rev. Mark Lowe’s Camp for Backward Lads at Slump, Wyoming. Mr. Lowe will arrive in Boston to-morrow. He will immediately take charge of you and conduct you with his other pupils to his mountain Camp. 

				In the autumn, if your behaviour meantime has been exemplary, you will go to school at Exeter in preparation for Harvard. Although we foresee the dangers of the liberty you will eventually enjoy there, we think it is right not to cut you off from any Avenue of Repentance, or to deprive you of any reasonable opportunity to retrieve your Character. 

				Should we find, however, that you do not profit by this indulgence, we have decided to place you for the next three years, while our responsibility for your welfare continues, in the office of the cotton mills at Pepperel, Maine, where if you cannot correct your life at least you will be earning your living. 

				 Your grieved but dutiful brother, 

				 Nathaniel Alden. 
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				III

				The corner of Beacon and Charles Streets was central and respectable. Indeed it formed a sort of isthmus, leaving the flood of niggerdom to the north and of paddydom to the south, and connecting Beacon Hill with the Back Bay—the two islands of respectability composing socially habitable Boston. Yet the occasional jingling horse-car passing in either vulgar direction rendered that corner a little agitating. Elderly persons would step from one island to the other somewhat hur-riedly, and would be careful to pause a moment on the kerb and look sharply both ways before venturing to set foot on the bridge of flagstones that marked off the proper crossing from the mud of the road. By crossing only with the right-minded file of pedestrians at the rectangular corners, you might pass unobserved; while if anywhere in Boston you scurried across a street at an unmarked place and at a rash angle, like a dog or a child chasing a stray ball, you would set all the heads in all the windows wondering why you did it: and the inference could hardly be favourable to your character. Even if you were doing nothing morally wrong, to be unobserved was always reassuring. It restored to you half of that negative blessedness which you would have enjoyed if you had been non-existent. 

				In the clear dry sunshine of the next Tuesday morning, in that sparkling month of June, the Reverend Mr. Hart, minister of King’s Chapel, was seen pois-ing his slender form at that very corner. It was not for him to plunge blindly even into an empty road, without pausing for a moment to drink in the warm air, admire the blue sky, and thank God for the green trees. What a privilege to look on these ancient elms, their drooping branches swaying like hung garlands in the light summer breeze! He was consecrated to the thought of living up to his surround-ings and of worthily interpreting the refined feelings of his flock. King’s Chapel, in its granite simplicity, half hidden by foliage in its railed nook, amid the already overtopping Babel of business, seemed to him a symbol of that invisible goodness of heart 
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				and integrity of purpose which would always stand unassailable amid the ruin of creeds. There was inspiration for him in the Georgian elegance of the interior, all white plaster, shining mahogany, and crimson damask. In those high-walled pews, with their locked doors, every worshipper might pray in secret, as if in his own closet; and he took care that his own words should never intrude rudely into the privacy of their sacred convictions. What if, behind those reverently closed eyelids, recollection sometimes passed into drowsiness? Was not rest, rest to the body and the soul, one of the first fruits of purity of spirit? The great error of our forefathers had been to make religion a subject of wrangling. Controversy might be inevitable in science, when points of fact were not clearly determined by the evidence available: but why dispute about faith, about hope, about love? Why shouldn’t each man form his conception of God and of heaven—if he needed such conceptions at all—according to the promptings of his own breast? 

				An earthly voice interrupted these meditations. “How do you do, Mr. Hart,” said an affable gentleman, squeezing the minister’s hand so hard that the pain was excruciating. 

				“How do you do, Mr. Head,” the sufferer replied, trying playfully to conceal his emotion. “Am I wrong in thinking that you are not crossing the Common as usual this morning, but going up the hill? A little bird has told me the reason.” 

				“You are not wrong, Mr. Hart, you are never wrong. You are guided by Rev-elation.” 

				“As you by the Law. But allow me to point out the advantage which you en-joy. The Law lies printed in books, you can quote it in Court, and the judge must bow to it. Revelation, on the contrary, comes only to the heart: and those palpitat-ing tablets are in danger of confusing the divine characters impressed upon them.” 

				“Luckily this time your heart and my eyes agree in leading us to Mr. Nathan-iel Alden’s.” 

				“Yes; and on a most important and delicate errand. Isn’t that Dr. Hand puffing up the hill in front of us? I wager he is bound to the same consultation. He will be the devil’s advocate at our council, as they call it in Rome when they canonise one of their useless saints. But Dr. Hand’s function won’t be to point out the imperfec-tions of our young scapegrace: it will be, I fear, to excuse and almost to approve them. Medical men take too indulgent a view of human weakness. If we let them have their way, we might as well expunge 
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				the words right and wrong from the dictionary, and talk only physiology.” 

				“Would that, I wonder, cause more persons to break the law?” 

				“No,” said Dr. Hand, whom they had overtaken, “but it would cause you to expunge more than half the criminal law from your statute-book, so that honest men might obey the remainder.” 

				“Ah, Dr. Hand, I rejoice to see that, although you would throw right and wrong in the dustheap, you would still keep the honest man on his pedestal,” and Mr. Hart, conscious of a dialectical triumph, led the others into the Aldens’ house. 

				They were received in the back-parlour, sometimes called the library, because there were two tall bookcases in it with their glass doors locked, and green cam-bric curtains behind the glass. The books and reviews which Mr. Nathaniel Alden actually read were in his bedroom, and the newspaper never appeared except on a little table by the dining-room window where, after breakfast, he perused it with one eye, while through the gaps in the blind his other eye observed the state of the weather, and satirically compared it with the “probabilities” in the paper, or even took note of the rare passers-by, and judged most of them, alas! to be va-grants unknown, and probably not respectable. It was a sad thought, daily borne in upon him afresh, how seldom in this world anything either great or small, was exactly right. Even his own desire to elevate his fellow-creatures had been cruelly hampered by ill-health and horrible accidents. And now there came this new inter-ruption, this almost public scandal caused by the vicious tendencies and unruly mind of his young brother. The back-parlour, which was always used for funerals, would be the right place for the meeting that morning. Its name made it seem more private and retired, although in fact it was overlooked by three neighbours in the backyard, whereas the front parlour windows, opening on the skeleton ve-randah, could have been overlooked at most by the Mall sparrows. Moreover, in the back-parlour there was a large desk, supporting an iron strongbox filled with old letters and documents—how thin, and yellow and meaningless now!—which had once belonged to his lamented father; and also a bronze crocodile for a paper-weight, which in his own childish mind had somehow been associated with Satan, and which now seemed to fall in appropriately into the picture. Sitting at that desk he could preside with more dignity over the momentous deliberations; its protec-tive expanse would conceal his feet and legs, of which otherwise he might have 
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				been painfully conscious. Three arm-chairs had been disposed in a semicircle for the other gentlemen. They were co-trustees with himself for the boy’s property; and since one’s property, in Nathaniel’s estimation, formed the chief and fun-damental part of one’s moral personality, it had been imperative to consult the trustees about the education and control of the young man through whom that par-ticular property was destined to exercise its influence for good or for evil. Their approval, in any case, would buttress his own responsibility, and relieve him of any personal qualms when the ultimate disaster occurred. He didn’t hope to save his brother, contrary to the evident designs of Providence: but he wished to prove to himself and to all men that he had done his full duty by the unfortunate boy, who should be alone guilty of his own ruin. 

				All this Mr. Nathaniel Alden did not mention in his opening remarks: it could be presupposed; and besides there was something indelicate, if not impossible, to his mind in formulating anything ultimate. He only cleared his throat, and in a voice somewhat unsteady at first, regretted to trouble his friends about so pain-ful a matter, yet desired to have the benefit of their judgment and experience in determining the course to pursue. Peter had fallen into low company. Evidently, he must be temporarily removed from Boston and from the strange circles which he unblushingly said he frequented and positively preferred to the natural friends of his family. 

				“Lucky boy,” sighed Dr. Hand, as if thinking aloud, “most of us would prefer circles we can’t frequent, and must frequent circles we never chose.” 

				The Reverend Mr. Hart felt the unpleasant and unseasonable character of this cynicism, and the duty of smoothing it over. “Our witty medical friend,” he observed archly, “likes to throw a gleam of satire into the deepest gloom. Even the chamber of death, when he presides over it, ceases to be wholly mournful.” 

				“I preside over it only before the death. It’s your business, Mr. Hart, to bright-en it afterwards.” 

				Mr. Nathaniel Alden coughed, as if to call the meeting to order. “It is also clear,” he said, “that my young brother must not continue at the Boston Latin School. I see now what an error it was to have sent him there at all. In the fifteen years since my own time its character, I am sorry to say, seems to have profoundly altered. Our democracy has ceased to be ours: it has become more than half alien. Only a private education can preserve for us the noble traditions 
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				which were once those of our whole community. Next winter, for his final prepara-tion for College, he must go to some boarding-school; we can consider later which of them may be the least open to objection on theological and moral grounds. Meantime, it is impossible for me to keep him with me at Newport during the summer, where he would be free to range all day——” 

				“And all night,” chirped the wicked Doctor. 

				“All day,” the other repeated, “without supervision, in a town full of the friv-olous rich, and of their hangers-on of all degrees, even the lowest. It is a seaport: and I am sorry to observe that my brother’s mind has been poisoned with that strange and false fascination, which the notion of sea-faring exerts upon some boys. Boating and sailing are grave dangers, not only to life, but to decent speech and behaviour. Where, then, could we arrange that Peter should spend the sum-mer?” 

				“You might,” said Mr. Hart with an eloquent gesture which indicated infinite and sacred distances, “you might send him to travel abroad with a tutor.” 

				“That,” Mr. Alden retorted sharply, “might be possible if we knew of any respectable person to whom we could entrust so difficult a charge: but even then, would it be desirable? Why travel, and why abroad? Is there no suitable retreat in this country, remote from the perils of the sea and the city? Travelling for two persons, besides the tutor’s salary, would be a serious expense. I should not con-sider it, if it were to be at my own cost; but of course the expenses of my brother’s education must be charged to his account; and I hesitate to make large inroads into an income which was intended to accumulate during his minority, in order that later, on the assumption that his character was fundamentally honourable, he might be of greater service to the community.” 

				Here Mr. Nathaniel Alden became conscious that he was making a speech, lost the thread of it, and coughed again. 

				“Do you remember the Reverend Mark Lowe?” Mr. Head asked, apparently changing the subject. “That tall vigorous parson with a red face and light hair, who was assistant for a time at Trinity Church? He had been previously a mis-sionary in India, but now carries on city missions at home. Last summer he also established a camp for boys among the mountains of Wyoming. He has sent me the prospectus for his second season, with photographs of the settlement. I should think it might be just the place for our young friend.” 
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				“I too,” said the Doctor, “have received that prospectus, and I see it’s a church camp for backward lads. Is Peter backward, or would churchiness be likely to do him any good?” 

				 “A young man, however intelligent, may be backward in some respects just because he has pushed forward too far in others,” Mr. Hart observed, a little nettled, “and spiritual influences are never more needful than when we are strug-gling, as every young man must, against the lower impulses of our nature.” 

				“Ah,” sighed Mr. Alden sceptically, “but what spiritual influences? Lofty principles or foolish mummeries? Mr. Lowe is an Episcopalian.” 

				“As to religion,” Dr. Hand interposed, “it seems that instead of converting the Indians to Christianity he was himself converted by them to Buddhism or Yoga or some other creed which I understand is very hygienic. He is a vegetarian in the tropics, but approves of beef for a cold climate. A sensible fellow. I’m sure his case of religion is mild, and wouldn’t be catching.” 

				“My dear Doctor,” the clergyman said, conscious that the power of love is ir-resistible in the end, “you attempt in vain to hide a warm heart under light words, and pretend to be a scoffer; but we know you, and you can’t frighten us. As to our friend Mr. Mark Lowe, he has discerned the soul of Christian truth even in those older religions in which so many millions have found comfort. I knew him at the Associated Charities. He may be a little too much of a leveller, but there is something frank and manly about him that must appeal to the young; and slight differences of creed, which he himself ignores, should not stand in the way of our confidence in his good work. He is a thorough modern, full of the spirit of democ-racy, optimism and service.” 

				Mr. Nathaniel Alden coughed for the third time. Cant, even in his own mouth, made him secretly uncomfortable: it annoyed him, in spite of habit, when he sud-denly became aware of it in the mouth of others. Yet he was far too timid to quar-rel with the consecrated modes of speech among people of his own circle. When wounded, he shrank: and he had a feeling that this Mr. Mark Lowe, in his own sphere, was also a sufferer. He had not been able to sail before the blast of Phillips Brooks. He had preferred by-ways and obscurity to trumpet calls and dulcifica-tion. Perhaps he was, as Mr. Alden imagined himself to be, a deep solitary thinker. All these submerged musings brought to the surface nothing but the question: “Is he not a Canadian?” 
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				“Yes,” Mr. Head replied, “by birth: but I’m not sure that he hasn’t been natu-ralised. In any case, there is little difference between Canadians and Americans in the Wild West. His camp is in the United States, and he is quite one of us in heart.” 

				Mr. Alden was far from confident that they were one in heart among them-selves. He had certain secret convictions, one of which was this: that human be-ings could be united only in the common sphere of their actions; they remained for ever separate and solitary in their thoughts—when, indeed, they had any. “It had occurred to me,” he said quietly, “that there might be more intellectual refine-ments in such a place as Concord, or in the home of some professor in a New England College in the country, which in the absence of the students might be an unobjectionable place. The remoteness of Wyoming seems to me unfortunate.” 

				“Unfortunate for us, certainly,” said the Doctor, “if we wish to go there and can’t afford the trip. But remoteness from the South End is just what Peter re-quires, and also a change of air from Beacon Street. The farther the better. Young-sters need to have their minds occupied with healthy excitements. Drabness is favourable to vice; and I think a mountain camp, even under a mad parson, better for a boy like Peter than loafing in a sickly New England village biting his nails, and playing billiards in the local bar-rooms.” 

				“You do paint a horrid picture,” Mr. Hart protested, shuddering, half smiling, and instinctively withdrawing his hands so that the nails should not be visible. “Your love of picturesque language leads you to exaggerate. Yet the winds of Wyoming, which I am sorry to say have never blown upon me, must certainly be more exhilarating.” 

				At this point the conversation reverted to the weather, and wandered into questions of drainage and vital statistics. Mr. Nathaniel Alden gradually became apprehensive that his friends might remain chatting until it was time for lunch, when at last a higher power would force them to quit. Mr. Head had told a legal funny story: and when Dr. Hand prophesied that before long some Irish Catholic might be mayor of Boston, their poor host’s discomfort became intolerable; he coughed for the last time; and as nevertheless nobody moved, he assumed the royal privilege of dismissing his visitors. 

				“I am much obliged to you,” he said, his eyes intently fixed on the bronze crocodile, “for the kind suggestions which you have made, and I will carefully consider them. Should you have any others to offer, or should you learn anything further about this school camp, 
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				you would do me a favour by letting me know of it in writing.” And he removed his chair slightly from the desk, with a movement which, though it left him still seated, caused the others to rise in their places by the delicate power of sugges-tion. 

				Mr. Head left the prospectus on the table, which, as Mr. Alden politely held the door open for his guests to march out, blew away and had to be secured under the bronze crocodile. It displayed a view of some rambling log cabins between a pond and a wood, with some suggestion of mountains in the background; also a time table for the boys’ daily occupations: 6 a.m., bugle call and first plunge in the Lake; 6.30, the Lord’s prayer and breakfast; and so on through a day of which excursions and wood-chopping occupied the greater part. Mr. Hart and Mr. Head walked first down the stairs, already remarking on the fine weather before they got out of the front door, where they smilingly took opposite directions. But Dr. Hand, instead of following them down the steps, turned to his host—who had ac-companied them to the street door—with a certain formal air which was not in his customary jovial key. “May I have one word with you? When I received your note yesterday it occurred to me that my advice on this matter might be more useful if I first subjected our young Peter to a medical examination. I therefore sent word to him to call at my office, telling him that I took this step on my own initiative and without your knowledge. He came, and I looked him over thoroughly. He is pale and lanky, like so many of our youths, and his whole organism seems a bit languid, although his muscles are strong enough; but the vital organs are normal, and he is not suffering from any particular ailment whatsoever. What he lacks is spontaneity and a brisk circulation: that would of itself give him confidence and a heartier interest in whatever he may be doing. My advice morally as well as medically, is to give him plenty of rope: he would have a good mind if he found something important to apply it to: but good minds among us, as you know, are apt to remain playful. Our dominant affairs don’t require much mind, only sharp-ness and diligence. Now sharpness and diligence are precisely what Peter lacks: if he is put into the business or professional mill, he will be a failure. To make some-thing out of him you must leave him free to follow his bent; for the moment his tastes seem to be for literature and yachting; by encouraging him there, you may save him from listlessness and dissipation. You have a sloop laid up at Newport, I believe: why not have her put in commission, with a reliable skipper, and let Peter 
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				have her to sail in during the summer, with liberty, of course, to take a friend or two with him? The experience would wake him up, I believe, physically and so-cially. It might help to restore that self-respect which seems to be rather mortified in him, and might set him up like a man on his two legs. We must remember,” the Doctor went on, as Mr. Nathaniel Alden frigidly compressed his lips and kept a severe silence, “we must remember that in a few years Peter will have a consider-able income at his command. It would be a safe-guard that he should already have been trained in taking care of himself and of his money.” 

				“I quite understand the danger,” Mr. Alden said at last, “but if we teach him to squander his money now, how would that help him to use it well later? If we cannot rely on his sense of duty, I am afraid we can do nothing for him. We must allow the laws of life to take their divine course.” 

				Dr. Hand, rebuked, bowed his way out, and Mr. Alden, victorious, closed the funereal front door after him with a certain silent but excessive application of force, which expressed his intense satisfaction; partly at shutting that lewd fellow out and partly at remaining safely locked and solitary within. 

			

		

	
		
			
				46

			

		

		
			
				IV

				If the expedition to Wyoming had been designed for any other purpose than moral reform, it would have been a great success. First, the prolonged journey over the prairies by the new Pacific Railroad, and then another prolonged jour-ney by stagecoach and cart to the shores of a clear lake, at the foot of pine-clad mountains: all with the charm of novelty, of small unforeseen adventures, and of ingenious methods of being civilised beyond civilisation. The camp life to Peter was a godsend: the wholesome mixture of cleanliness and roughness: the cooking, which the boys did for themselves: the few holiday school books, all redolent of the simple life, all breezy and full of adventure: a little of the Old Testament, a lit-tle Xenophon or bits of the Georgics, with tales of Drake and Nelson and Captain Cook: miscellaneous talks about India, where Mr. Lowe had learned—admirable missionary—more than others had gone to teach; and above all the curious com-pany of the Backward Lads themselves, odds and ends of maladjusted humanity, especially the son of an Indian Rajah, who surpassed all the other members of the party both in backwardness in learning and advancement in experience. “Don’t be ashamed,” Mr. Lowe would say in his five-minute sermons before supper, “don’t be ashamed of being Backward Lads. We are all backward lads in God’s sight. Be good fools, and brave enough to be humble, and you will be wiser than most learned men. Put away human respect. Man is only one of God’s many creatures; here in the wilds you see how little the pride or the welfare of man count in the universe. Just as a woman is quite as good as a man, if she doesn’t try to be like him, so a Backward Lad is quite as good as a Forward Lad, or even better, if his backwardness convinces him that a man can be as near to God in the last and hind-ermost pew in church, as in the first stall in the choir. Therefore don’t be offended if this camp is called the Backward Lads’ Camp: it is a term of affection, and there is a sacred text which I rejoice to repeat in secret: ‘The last shall be first.’” 
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				This doctrine made a deep impression on Peter. He felt slack and weak, and knew that under the mask of stiffness his Boston friends were weak also. Shams were everywhere: and it filled him with a curious sense of humorous profundity, a sort of charity in sarcasm, to think that perhaps it was the ultimate function of mankind to be a set of ne’er-do-wells in the universe. So, at heart, were these enormous pines, these shaggy bisons, these ferrets and beavers, these trout and these leaping salmon: all making a brave show and just keeping alive, but each of them doubtless a ne’er-do-well like himself in its private destiny. A Rajah was a lord of the earth, and probably quite dazzling on his gilded throne; but look at him here in his little person: unspeakably helpless, amiable only in being shamelessly devoid of any pretence to dignity. Peter was almost reconciled to falseness in oth-ers and to helplessness in himself. Circumstances had let him off easily; he was able to be merely helpless, and not false and murderous as well. These Backward Lads were a rum lot, yet he had never felt so free and happy as in their company. The Rajah’s son in particular. Peter helped him in his lessons, and learned from him in turn a new theory of morals, with vivid illustrations of how to put it in prac-tice. The scene was not commonly laid in any Oriental paradise, but in Leicester Square. Pagan vices to this dusky youth were splendid virtues; and he confessed to no weakness except that of being incapable of going it strong in all the vices at once. Peter laughed: he was sorry for rich lame ducks, such as the Rajah’s son and himself. It was hard lines to be pushed into high places, and have great things expected of you, when by nature you were poor, dingy little mice, only desirous of scampering about and nibbling, and busying yourself in a corner. And were these little hidden pleasures really so little? Where else was there any poetry, any justice, any truth? Was the great public honourable world anything really but pasteboard and trombones? 

				Genuine cow-boys would sometimes ride into the camp, for a halt or a meal, or for some fresh medicine, of which Mr. Lowe kept a well-stocked chest. News-papers and magazines were exchanged habitually with two young Englishmen who had a ranch in the upper valley. The cow-boys, and more especially the Eng-lishmen, gave Peter hints which he relished, hints that Beacon Street was not the whole world. It was possible not to have heard of that place, or not to be im-pressed by it, as the Englishmen were not, even though they had heard of it. Peter had been restless at home without knowing what 
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				else to wish for. Sometimes he had ingeniously found his way to India Wharf—you may live in Boston all your life without coming on visible evidence that it is a seaport—and he had wondered what would happen if he should run away before the mast, like Richard Dana. But he was too young and too undecided: and his loose day-dreams had ended in sneaking home again with a vague sense of guiltiness and impotence. Now among the Rockies the map of the world began to take colour in his fancy: the impulse to travel became definite. He devoured Mr. Lowe’s Library of adventure: he remembered everything about persons and places that Mr. Lowe himself or the boys, or the visiting neighbours, happened to mention. He remained languid physically, but his eyes and his fancy were bright-ened: he became, in a quiet way, the wit of the camp, and Mr. Lowe’s right hand man; and the report that went home at the end of the summer was so favourable, that the promise to send him to Exeter and Harvard had to be fulfilled. 

				His brother Nathaniel, after the manner of merchant families, was scrupu-lously formal in all matters of contracts and promises: on the other hand Peter’s good conduct didn’t in the least reassure him: the boy was born a black sheep; his mother—their father’s second wife—had come from Baltimore, almost a South-erner; and could anything good come out of the South? Therefore Nathaniel in-stinctively looked about for some honourable means of getting rid of Peter. Peter reformed and conventional would trouble him even more than Peter frankly gone to the dogs; he would have to see him, perhaps to live with him. He would thus himself be a sort of accomplice in the catastrophe which would befall in any case. How much more safely his conscience could watch that vindication of the moral law from a distance! And a means of escape was indeed at hand, no less honour-able than convenient. Peter had another relative quite as close as himself, and no less competent to take charge of him: his half-sister Caroline, married long since to a prosperous banker, Mr. Erasmus Van de Weyer. Nathaniel did not visit her, although both families spent the summer at Newport; but there was no quarrel: simply a suspension of intimacy, which was also a suspension of hostilities. He and this lady were no blood-relations whatever. His widowed father had married her widowed mother when the two children were old enough to feel the oddity of suddenly acquiring a new parent and a new brother or sister, almost grown up; and they had always called each other brother Nathaniel and sister Caroline with an air of mockery. 
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				They were exactly the same age, which made the boy feel inferior; and the girl’s capacity for mischief and freedom of speech profoundly grieved his Boston con-science. She put grasshoppers and caterpillars into his bed and tacks in his chair; to which he could only retaliate by severely calling her minx. Luckily she had married very young and had gone to live in distant New York: but now Providence seemed at last to justify her existence in his eyes. For what could be more suitable and satisfactory than that she and her respectable husband should relieve him of the Ishmael? 

				Prudently, through Cousin Hannah Bancroft, who did visit the Van de Wey-ers once a year, negotiations were opened. Caroline had received the suggestion with enthusiasm. The family lawyers had arranged the details, and nothing any longer prevented the effective guardianship of this sorry lad, deceptively promis-ing to turn out well after all, from being transferred to the other side of his family. Nathaniel would thus be spared any further immediate contact with evil; while the Van de Weyers, worldly, frivolous, and morally callous as they were, would prob-ably shrug their shoulders when (as would happen) Peter petered out. This was the only pun Mr. Nathaniel Alden was ever known to make, but he repeated it often. 

				When the return of the prodigal was imminent, Mr. Alden, by appointment, paid a formal call on his step-sister, to make, as it were, an official transmission of the charge. 

				He was received in a large airy drawing-room, with French windows on three sides, through which the sunlight and sea-breeze, on that warm September after-noon, streamed in only a little softened by wire screens and lace curtains. Beyond, all was green lawn and blue ocean, without a neighbour in sight: and the good gentleman couldn’t help breathing a slight sigh, as if all this openness, in filling his narrow lungs, found there some painful obstruction. How different was his own Newport dwelling in the older part of the town, scarcely separated from the main street by a wooden fence and a dusty row of lilac bushes, while behind the house a strip of rough ground sloped shabbily down to the harbour, between a second class hotel and an old lumber yard. For a moment he almost was envi-ous, almost ashamed: yet a second look round the room restored that sense of superiority which was necessary to his moral being. Whatever he had and was must be right, whatever he hadn’t and wasn’t must be wrong: else how should he face the universe? This first axiom of his American ethics was at once verified by observation. His own so-
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				called country-house, viewed from outside, might seem a little smothered, like his life: but what rightness, what austere elegance, what quietness within! Whereas this wide-open, glaring ostentatious place was essentially vulgar. The room was littered with little sofas, little arm-chairs, little tables, with plants flowering in por-celain jars, and flowers flaunting in cut-glass bowls, photographs in silver frames, work-baskets, cushions, foot-stools, books, and magazines, while the walls were a mosaic of trivial decorations, (not the work of deserving artists, like those in his own house), but étagères with nick-nacks and bric-a-brac, feeble water-colours, sentimental engravings, and slanting mirrors in showy frames. Could the mistress of such a house be the daughter—to be sure, only the step-daughter—of his own father, so single-minded, so strict, so horribly murdered? But here at last was the lady herself, who had evidently been prinking. He rose stiffly, and what was his surprise, when before he had had time to observe her, she seized him by both arms and gave him a warm, soft, frank kiss on the cheek, with an audible smack to it. 

				“Nathaniel dear,” she cried, “do sit down here beside me, and let us talk. Now we are more brother and sister than ever. How really beautiful of you to give me back my young brother! It was almost as if I had lost him. I feel like Elsa in the Opera, and you are like Lohengrin or the lieber Schwan. You don’t look like Lo-hengrin,” she added laughing merrily, till her eyes sparkled with tears, “nor like the swan; but you are behaving like an angel, and that’s enough. You are bring-ing me back my dear little Peter out of nowhere. Don’t you remember, when he was a baby, how I used to take him in my lap, better than any doll, and work his arms and legs to make sure that he had joints? And he liked it. It was the greatest amusement of his young life. So it’s going to be again now. Erasmus—my hus-band, you know—Erasmus and I will limber him up. We’ll make him dance and play croquet and polo and run after the young girls, till he forgets all about that low company which you say he has been keeping. What has he really done? Out with it! It wouldn’t be fair to Rasmy and me not to let us know the worst, if we are to look after the child sensibly. Was it gambling, or drinking or women? All three, perhaps. Some of these boys re so rapid. …” 

				Nathaniel, in his nervous embarrassment, had no time to frame an answer to one question before she had rattled on to another. He saw before him a bloom-ing young matron, dazzling in the multitude of her gauze flounces, all frilled and edged with lavender satin, her 
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				enormous chignon, for which several good chestnut heads of hair and a horse’s tail must have furnished the materials, her diamonds and laces, and her bunch of pink roses, nestling in a bosom so thinly veiled, as altogether to eclipse them in tender attraction. Surely this spurious sister of his was a dreadful woman. Could any true lady be so bold and outspoken? She wasn’t like the gentlewomen of his family, but rather like some bar-maid out of Dickens, or some wicked Duchess in eighteenth century memoirs. Was he possibly placing his unhappy brother among fast, spendthrift, unprincipled people? Meantime Mrs. Van de Weyer was insist-ing on an answer. No, he didn’t think it had been gambling; he couldn’t say it had been drink: he wasn’t absolutely sure that it had even been—been anything immoral—but … 

				 “Then I see. It’s been nothing. He went on some lark in the South End. Of course. How old is he? Eighteen? Just the age to be foolish. Young boys un-derestimate their powers of being agreeable, and look for some easy conquest among maidservants or country wenches. It’s their inexperience. I daresay you can remember when you were like that, only you draw a long face now and try to forget it.” 

				“I?” Nathaniel gasped in astonishment. Caroline had a warm temperament, and she was accustomed to gallantry, real or assumed, among her masculine ac-quaintance. She didn’t suspect that it would have required more heroism for Na-thaniel to yield to temptation than ever for St. Anthony to resist it. 

				“No? Were you always absolutely faithful to your young love for me in those old days? How touching! Even after I had left you and married somebody else? How romantic!” 

				“My—my love for you?” 

				“Of course. You don’t mean to say that you didn’t know that we were in love with each other? Of course we teased and were both insufferable: that’s how chil-dren show they are in love when they haven’t been brought up nicely. Poor mama was so beautiful that she had to neglect us: all very beautiful women are slaves to their looking-glass. But the occasion for you and me was irresistible. No girl of thirteen could possibly have missed it. Two children, utter strangers, becoming suddenly brother and sister in the same house. How prevent an embarrassing pas-sion from springing up? Especially when the hopeless, romantic, illicit attachment could so easily end happily, since after all we were no relations whatever! Nathan-iel, why didn’t we have our own way and make a match of it? Why didn’t we? I’m 
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				sure it would have been much better for you. As for me, we mustn’t say it would have been better, because of poor dear Rasmy, who makes such a good husband. Yet who knows?” 

				Nathaniel, slowly deciding that it was all a joke, a very bad joke, tried to smile a little, and changed the subject. Being one of Peter’s trustees, he wished to ask what allowance she thought Peter ought to receive while under her care. 

				“How much has he got?” 

				Nathaniel never could bring himself to mention, and even tried to forget, the total value of his fortune or that of his brother. It would have sounded so large, and yet, as they made use of it, nothing could have been more moderate and simply decent. “Really,” he said, “I don’t dare trust my memory of the figures, but if all goes well he will some day have a good income, a handsome income. That is not the question now. With his school or college expenses paid, how much should we allow him for clothes, travelling, and charity? Would ten dollars a month be too much?” 

				“Ten dollars! That’s not enough for his washing. I’ll ask Erasmus, and we’ll let you know. But he must have enough to be well dressed. I don’t allow shabby clothes in my house. No: don’t become self-conscious and look at your old black suit. It’s not shabby, only old-fashioned: in fact rather distinguished. I tell Rasmy his clothes always look too new, as if he hadn’t got used to them. You have better taste in old Boston. Only”—and she leaned over confidentially towards his corner of the sofa—”you might have a fresh pair of gloves. Wash-gloves, soft cham-ois, are better in summer, cooler, looser, cleaner, better for the health, and”—she added in a stage whisper, coming so close to his ear that her scented curls tickled his cheek—”and cheaper.” 

				He rose and extended a horizontal hand. 

				“Now, dear Nathaniel, you must come to see us often, especially when Peter is here. To lunch every Sunday, if you will. Let’s call it that.” 

				“I thank you, indeed; you are most kind; but my health is delicate, and I never go out to meals. And when Peter is with you, I think it would be wiser for me not to come at all. One can hardly bear to speak of such things, but you know what has happened: the dark shadow that hangs over the recent past, for me and even for him, though at his age such trials are lighter. Our family life has become sombre. With you Peter will start afresh. Let us hope the end may 
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				be happy. In any case, for the present, I’m sure his surroundings will be most agreeable, and I should be sorry to cloud them with an incongruous presence.” 

				Mrs. Van de Weyer said good-bye to her step-brother without rising from the sofa, and without again offering to kiss him. 
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				V

				For two years—at Exeter, at Harvard, during his holidays at his fashionable sister’s, shyly but observantly, playing with her young children, and being humor-ously civil to her guests—Peter decidedly bloomed. He didn’t study very much; a little, with his intelligence, was more than sufficient for the tasks assigned; but he acted in the school theatricals, wrote for the School or the College paper, became the wit of his class, and even played a little base-ball. His languid figure grew somewhat better knit, and his rather pale countenance and irregular features as-sumed a pleasing expression. To his surprise and positive incredulity, everybody seemed to like him. He in his turn began to cherish certain affections; not so much for people—with all people he was vaguely tolerant and amused—as for books and certain aspects of nature. He went for solitary walks; he read the minor Eng-lish poets, Thackeray, Montaigne, Don Quixote. In his Freshman year he drifted into the company of those precocious rakes who frequented the front row at mu-sical comedies, and the stage door; but he took these pleasures sadly, and in his tipsy moments would call a friend aside to observe that his only real desire was to fade into the midnight with no pain, and that now more than ever seemed it rich to die. Yet on the morrow, looking perhaps a little thin and sallow, he would escape into the country, go canoeing on some sluggish river or deserted pond, and feel that in his heart he was a second Thoreau. So he might have drifted, sentimental and futile until youth was gone, had not a tragic incident befallen. 

				There was a Secret Society at Harvard to which everybody of consequence belonged; the rites of initiation were prolonged and terrifying, and often included some prank to be performed in public or at the public expense. When Peter was “running”—for the neophytes were forbidden to walk—he was commanded to break one night into the Chapel and purloin the College Bible. The pulpit, where the sacred volume rested on a red velvet cushion, was perched at a great height, and approached by two steep flights of steps with 
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				brass railings. In the dark, Peter had felt his way to the summit, and already held the ponderous tome in both hands, when sudden calls from his friends and tor-mentors posted outside warned him of danger. He listened for a moment: they seemed to be dispersing at full speed; he was being abandoned: should he leave the Bible and try to slip out, or should he carry it away to be hidden in the base-ment according to plan? At that moment he felt a rough hand seizing him, and in-stinctively, like a staunch Israelite, he brought down the whole weight of the Holy Scriptures upon his adversary’s head. The hand let go; there was some movement, a heavy thud muffled by the carpeted stairs, and then silence. Peter put the book back on its cushion, felt his way unmolested down the steps on the other side, and climbed out of the open window through which he had entered. Outside, in the rarefied wintry night, the coast seemed clear; and he went home to bed. 

				The next few days were full of summonses, interviews, and secret negotia-tions. Mr. Nathaniel Alden was again compelled to confer with Mr. Head, Dr. Hand and the Rev. Mr. Hart. Even Mr. Erasmus Van de Weyer appeared on the scene, having actually made the journey from New York to Boston in order to advise Peter, and to exert a friendly influence in the inner circles; for he too was a Harvard man and had belonged to that Secret Society. So, very fortunately, had the local magistrate. The upshot was that at the inquest the night watchman, who was not a member of the town police, was declared to have met death by misad-venture. In the opinion of the medical examiners it could not have been a blow on the head given with a soft flat instrument such as a book, that could really have been fatal, but rather an accidental fall against the sharp edge of the brass railings, which had dislocated the vertebral column at the neck. No evidence was available against Peter except his own confession, attenuated as much as possible by the lawyers: of course honour forbade the members of the Society to remember who had received the order to enter the Chapel, or who had given it. The public part of the initiation was suppressed for a year or two: a fund was provided for the widow, and anonymously bestowed; and since many a false or true rumour was current concerning the event, it was thought best that Peter should temporarily disappear, not only from the College but from the country. A tutor was found to take him abroad, and in the first Cunarder that sailed from East Boston, the modest Samaria of 3,000 tons, the crestfallen young man, feeling 
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				himself a criminal, slipped away unnoticed and began his long wanderings. 

				A few months later he reached the age of twenty-one, and came into his money. Wealth didn’t ruin him. The only charm of money for him was liberty; he hated worse than poverty all the constraints to which your conventional rich man was subjected: pompous business, pompous society, pompous speeches, and a gold watch-chain heavily festooning a big paunch. Peter’s impulse was to ramble, to observe, to follow up, not too hopefully, little casual adventures and acquain-tances. But how justify such a life of idleness? His liberty dragged the lengthening chain of a bad conscience. In vain he alleged to himself that his health was frail, and rather cultivated frailness. In vain he made some attempt to serve the sacred cause of science as an explorer or a collector. He could explore only what others had discovered, and collect what they had thrown away. His modesty disinclined him to that voluminous nullity which fills so many books of travel: yet the side-lights of any undertaking interested him more than its alleged purpose. He veg-etated, physically lazy and mentally restless; grew stale while still half-baked; heard something of everything and learned nothing well. It was universally agreed among his Boston friends, whenever they still mentioned him, that he had turned out badly. Only one circumstance preserved him from complete condemnation: his life in remote parts and even his most ambitious journeys absorbed only a frac-tion of his income. He was growing richer and richer; and his brother Nathaniel, beneath the dead silence which separated them, couldn’t help warming a little towards him on that score. Even the idle rich, if they saved money, were useful members of society. They were the camel’s hump in the body politic: their func-tion was to repair the waste of a spendthrift democracy. This public utility might even, in time, restore the truant to his self-respect; and the most wind-blown char-acter might ultimately reach port if only it had a golden ballast. 

				Sometimes, at table, on a day when a favourite dish or a rise in stocks or a crushing defeat of the Democratic party had brought a glow of suppressed satis-faction into Nathaniel’s face, Cousin Hannah would venture timidly on the dan-gerous subject, and perhaps she would say: “This week I have had a letter from Peter. He is in Japan.” And then, if a loud “Hmph” of pretended indifference, ill concealing a natural curiosity, encouraged her to go on, she would report how enchantingly childlike and exquisitely sufficient everything seemed 
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				to him in that country; how he had taken a house all made of paper, with little servants who waited on him with the most picturesque ceremony at the lowest imaginable wages; how he slowly boiled himself in his bath, out of doors, during half the day, and spent the other half taking painting lessons or picking up curios in the shops; and how—but here Cousin Hannah would drop her voice, hesitate, and blush a little—how he had married, temporarily married, a little Japanese lady, with her parents’ approval. 

				“Hmph,” Nathaniel would mutter again. “Unprincipled people never remem-ber that it’s not only on themselves that they bring trouble. Suppose there was a child to this marriage—a coloured child. Could Peter decently abandon it? Could we decently recognise it? And what sort of place could the spurious brat ever find for himself in the world? How often have you heard me warn Peter, when he was a small boy, that crooked ways are always longer than straight ways, and that wan-derings, physically, morally, and etymologically, are errors? He may now think it a fine thing to be a planet; but a planet never shines by its own light; and it’s very little light, and very pale, that it can ever reflect.” 

				“And yet Venus, Cousin Nathaniel—isn’t Venus the evening star?—is so beautiful!” 

				“Hmph,” he repeated, “no metaphor goes on all fours. Peter was never beau-tiful, and you’ll see what he looks like—a wreck—when he comes home.” 

				Six months would pass, or a year, and Cousin Hannah would seize another favourable moment to say quietly, “There is fresh news from Peter. He has left Japan: his mock marriage is safely dissolved, his little wife and her family show-ering blessings and multiplying kow-tows on him at his departure. He is in China: has chartered a junk in which to sail up those great rivers far into the interior, while living all the time, so to speak, in his own house. He is seriously studying the language, which he says is not so very difficult if you approach it in the right way, without our prejudices: and he underlines that this time he has no wife but only native men-servants.” 

				“They have told me at the office that he’s in China; also that he has been drawing out unusually large sums of money. I suppose it was to pay for those kow-tows and for that junk. Let us hope he won’t be wrecked in it, or robbed, or—or worse.” 

				Cousin Hannah knew the fatal word he had in mind, now doubly tabooed in that household, and hastened to change the subject to 
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				something pleasant and unimportant. “He writes also that he is collecting ivory carvings, the best of which he means to bring home for the Museum of Fine Arts. Such things are expensive.” 

				“Undoubtedly he will be paying many times what they are worth. I know what it is to buy works of art. It would be safer to ask Doll & Richards to send out an expert to buy them for him.” 

				“But, Cousin Nathaniel, think of the pleasure of choosing them himself! Very likely by this time he too is an expert, and with more taste than a dealer.” 

				“I daresay. But they’ll cheat him.” 

				The news which poor Cousin Hannah had to repeat was not always pleasant. Expurgate it as she might, she couldn’t conceal the fact that Peter was often ill: now fever, now dysentery, often simply restlessness, tedium, melancholia. He had left China for India, and visited the native court where his old friend of the Back-ward Lads’ Camp was now Maharajah: but there the gramophone, the cinema, and the new-art furniture from Tottenham Court Road somewhat dashed his dream of Oriental loveliness. Moreover, the heat was deadly, the food indigestible, and only the religion—Mohammedan—appealing. In search of a dry climate, the simple life, and Islam in all its purity, he had passed over to Arabia: was living at Mus-cat—said to be the hottest place in the world—in an upper chamber in a great brick tower: was learning Arabic, was being instructed in the true faith, and riding at dawn or sunset over the limitless sands, or skimming in a pink-sailed dhow over the dancing waves of the Gulf of Oman. 

				But all was in vain. That very tedium, that hunger for something less discon-solate, which had driven him to such places drove him away from them. Every country no doubt had its charm, its rightness, its friendliness to the native mind; yet everywhere the natives suffered and grumbled, everywhere the ruling system was hated and threatened, while everywhere the solitary foreigner was suspect, inferior, useless, and ridiculous. The East had really little to teach us which we could profit by learning, and we had nothing good to teach the East, except indeed hygiene. All the rest which in fact we were teaching, or attempting to contami-nate them with—our industry, politics, religion, or philosophy—besides being grotesque for them and unnecessary, was all infected among us at its source, and thoroughly rotten before we exported it. Their own curious tenets and practices, after the romance of novelty had worn off, he found unspeakably tiresome and foolish, except one only, which rendered all 
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				further religion and philosophy superfluous: namely that there is no power save Unsearchable Power, and that what will be will be. Melancholy gained on him from day to day: any relief to be found in travel or drink or drugs only intensi-fied the gloom and the hopelessness of the next attack. He might as well return home. It was useless for the leopard, or for the piebald cat, to dream of changing his spots, or to prowl elsewhere than in its home jungle. At least the hospitals and insane asylums in America were the best in the world. He would go home and study medicine. But the climate, the voices, the rush, the hypocrisy, would he now be able to stand all that? His courage gave out; he started, but stopped half way. Wasn’t Europe “home” relatively? Wasn’t the Mediterranean the “home” of our civilisation? And in the next years, if the reports which Cousin Hannah made to Mr. Alden over his beef-steak and boiled potatoes had less romantic interest, there ran through them a certain hopeful trepidation. Slowly, fatally, the truant was coming homewards, the culprit was preparing to reform. 

				“I have splendid news from Peter,” she said one day, “he is settled at Vienna, and studying medicine. He finds it all so interesting, so absorbing, so gemütlich! He is going to make a speciality of mental diseases. Think how useful that will be for him when he comes home.” 

				“Eh?” Nathaniel replied, smoothing his thin hair which was now fading from sandy to greenish white. “He will have some difficulty in beating our own alien-ists. I have just been reading a new book by Dr. Bumstead, Head of the Great Falls Asylum. It is a store-house of profound knowledge. We sane people little know what astounding depths would appear in us if we allowed ourselves to go mad.” 

				“Not really?” 

				“Yes. Evil depths.” 

				“Then,” Cousin Hannah gasped, chilled in her enthusiasm, “let us hope Peter will turn to some other branch of medicine. There is such a crying need, for in-stance, of investigating cancer.” 

				“I am afraid cancer is an evil too.” 

				“But so differently!” And the good lady put off further communications about Peter until a more auspicious occasion. Indeed, what further news she received was seldom cheering. There were long silences, when Peter had been ill, or resting torpidly in his yacht in some remote corner of the Mediterranean. Once he wrote: “I am at Nauplia. Near by are the ruins of Tiryns and Mycenae; a castle overhangs the port where was the ancient acropolis; and round the 
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				point is Epidaurus, with a steep cockpit of an ancient theatre, between the moun-tains and the purple sea. How forlorn is all that greatness! How squalid what re-mains! The sturdy fishing-boats, streaked with blue paint and daubed with ikons, creak against the stone pier; probably not unlike the ships of Homer, even if not wholly ‘black.’ They may even be called ‘swift,’ because when you sail in them with a fair breeze, the waves rush by the side with a hurrying music; and swift-ness is not a question of miles an hour to a poet, but of quick gain and quick loss. Above all it is this sense of being borne along resistlessly, but insecurely, through a multitude of ephemeral scenes, none very new, some beautiful, many distress-ing, and all irrevocable.” 

				A year or two would elapse, and he might write from Paris: “Am sitting here by an insufficient wood fire, that is always dying down. I am making vain efforts to forget whether I am cold or not, and to fix my thoughts on the big book before me, and on the sesquipedalian medical terms which adorn it. I long for my boat Calypso and the sunshine of the south. Living in houses with a spying concierge and two talkative families on each of the six storeys is distracting to me after the seclusion and discipline of a ship, and the breadth of the desert. Excellent as Charcot’s lectures are on insanity, his spirit and outlook are foreign. It is curious natural history to him, not souls undone. I am getting too old to accustom myself to new moral climates. It would be a pity, too, after pottering for so many years over medicine and psychology, to let my studies drop without having an official stamp set upon them, so that at least I may prescribe quinine for my own fevers without committing a felony. Yes, this time I’m really coming home. Don’t be alarmed. I shan’t invade you in Beacon Street. Doesn’t Mr. Morgan in New York live in his yacht moored off the Battery? So I mean to lie at anchor off South Bos-ton or Nahant, and by assiduous attendance to duty, persuade the Harvard Medical School to make me a doctor.” 

				Thus at last, as the rolling ball at a gambling-table runs at first briskly round the outer rim of the fenced circle, and gradually reduces its speed and its courage, until after one or two false rests, it settles definitely into the predestined concav-ity, so the erring Peter reverted irresolutely to his native shores, turned up his coat collar against the freezing east wind, frequented autopsies and corridors strongly smelling of disinfectants, dined on off nights at the Tavern Club with two musi-cians, a poet, and some occasional foreigner, and at the belated age of thirty-five received from his old Alma Mater, as 
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				it were sub rosa, a higher but imperfect degree, which enabled him to appear in the Harvard Catalogue and in the Boston Blue Book as Peter Alden, M.D. He was rehabilitated, re-christened, almost forgiven; but he didn’t feel at home. 

				He never practised medicine, only put to the proof that misleading adage: Physician, heal thyself. Without being exactly hypochondriacal or imagining symptoms of strange diseases from which he was happily free, he aggravated his real weaknesses by continually dwelling on them. He dosed himself cautiously, but indulgently, drank a good deal, and dismissed, one after another, various sorts of food as dangerous. He even experimented on his own person with certain poi-sons and antidotes, infections and antitoxins, half in mild scientific earnest, half in an idle craving for some new sensation, some enormous dream, which he might laugh at the more sarcastically afterwards, the more overwhelmingly real and enlightening the vision had seemed. He cared little for his life: if things ever went seriously wrong, he could always put an end to it. Meantime, so long as he was tolerably comfortable, a certain amused curiosity kept him studying the world and his own carcase. He picked up a few old acquaintances and even made a few new ones; sailed to Florida or the Bahamas in winter, to Mt. Desert or the Saint Lawrence in summer. The Atlantic Yacht Club elected him a member, and he ceased to be black-balled at the Somerset Club. His brother Nathaniel, who of course belonged and lived almost next door, luckily never went there. Peter instinctively avoided passing in front of his father’s house. He would turn by pref-erence into Mt. Vernon Street, because—as a kind female relation interpreted his action, when one day she found him there standing almost still and looking about him—because that upper part of Mt. Vernon Street (said she) was so pleasant and distinguished, with its great elms and its deep gardenlike grass plots before the quiet sunny old houses; and a pensive and travelled person like Dr. Alden couldn’t help loving that spot, and walking more slowly when he passed through it. Yet it was not in fact the trees or the grass plots that had preoccupied him, but rather this very trick of his in avoiding Beacon Street and making aimlessly this particu-lar circuit. Was he morbid? Was he neurasthenic? Was he abnormal? Were there twisted nerve-fibres and criss-cross sensory-motor arcs in his brain, that caused him to act like a fool and to feel like a child, and might any day turn him into an idiot? Hadn’t he better consult a specialist, and protect himself from himself before it was too late? 
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				VI

				“Yes,” said Dr. Bumstead to his daughter, on an evening when anxious talk had kept them up for a full hour beyond their customary bed-time, “that’s how matters stand. Luckily both the boys are doing well; they can almost support themselves on scholarships and odd jobs; yet at a pinch it would be cruel to refuse them a little assistance. There are not many people in Great Falls, Connecticut, who can afford to consult a specialist in their mental troubles. Days and weeks pass without anybody calling at my office. This one private patient from Boston—a millionaire—has been a godsend. For his own good (I say it in all conscience) the treatment should continue. And now that summer is over he oughtn’t to go on living in his yacht at New London. It’s bleak and lonely, riding at anchor in that broad river, swept by cold winds and rain; and the trip up here twice a week in an open launch involves too much exposure. Besides there are psychological rea-sons. As a physician, I must dissuade him from staying always on board his own boat, isolated and surrounded only by men, and men who are his dependents. It’s one thing to go sailing amid all the variety and excitements of a rough voyage: it’s quite another to lie idle and moping in port, without change of scene and without society. Such a life favours regrettable inclinations and morbid thoughts. Once Dr. Alden comes to live with us, I shall be able to treat him daily, watch all his habits, and exert a much more efficacious influence for good. He will be able to take long walks—the best form of exercise for a man of his age with his thoughtful temperament. We have those two lovely wood roads, round the Asylum grounds and over Cemetery Hill. Good heavens: to think that not so many years ago, in my father’s time, all that land was ours! And now I’ve had to sell even our own front-age on Bumstead Avenue. What else can we do? The new edition of my book has had a good press, but the sale is disappointing.—You needn’t call him a boarder, except in the census returns. He will be a paying guest, a friend, a colleague, an invalid needing quiet and care; all the more 
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				as his residence here won’t be permanent—renewed often, I hope, but intermit-tent. These eccentric private patients require a light hand. They’re not like your common run of crazy old dolts huddled in the wards. If you pull such a knowing man up sharp—himself a doctor—he bolts; and it would be a sad thing if Dr. Alden bolted. I must urge him to go this winter on his usual cruise to the West Indies. Then in the spring he will be all the more willing to return to us, feeling that he isn’t going to be hoodwinked or confined or hypnotised into giving up his favourite pleasures. Confidence is essential: we can’t do anything in such ticklish cases without confidence. You’ll see, he is very modest, unassuming, consider-ate; not forward to criticise anybody; used to all sorts of food and all degrees of discomfort; yet quite familiar also with the best of everything, and withering you with the most merciless underhand sarcasm, if you dare to conceive that your way of thinking or living is better than his. That’s the difficulty in curing him. He doesn’t love what we call health. He scorns it. …” 

				The next Spring was singularly balmy. Crocuses and snowball blossoms were out in April. New sap seemed to be mounting also into Dr. Bumstead’s powerful but battered frame: his affairs seemed less benumbed; in May Peter Alden had returned and established himself in the family: and in September matters had gone so swimmingly that Dr. Bumstead could say to his daughter: 

				“Look here, Harriet. An idea has occurred to me. It may startle you; but why shouldn’t you marry Dr. Alden?” 

				“That idea doesn’t startle me at all.” 

				“What? You’d thought of it yourself? The plan doesn’t displease you?” 

				“Why should it displease me? Did you think I was dying to marry some long-haired musician or vulgar commercial traveller? At least Dr. Alden is a gentle-man.” 

				“Very much, very much of a gentleman. He’s a bit rickety in body and mind; there have been times when he has drunk too much, and indulged in a little co-caine or opium or both; but he’s not to be regarded as a reformed dipsomaniac or victim of the drug-habit. It has been simply a little deliberate weakness in prescribing for himself what was most agreeable at the moment, without caring for the remoter consequences. He recognises this himself: and his health could be rendered excellent by a regular regimen and by home life. 
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				He’s still youngish, hardly forty. A good-looking, strapping young woman like you would be the saving of him.” 

				“You mustn’t think that I haven’t observed him for myself,” Harriet an-swered. “He is a man of refined temperament who has been unfortunate in his associations, and who under better influences could retrieve himself. A family life is the only healthy one for any of us, as Dr. Alden would have done well, for his own good, to have remembered earlier. My own fault, perhaps, has been to be too much absorbed in the care of others and to forget my own future, when I might remain alone in the world and homeless in my own home. In the end too much sacrifice of oneself empoverishes the character, and diminishes one’s power of service. I have no doubt that both Dr. Alden’s life and mine would be fuller and richer if we were united. Duty seems to point that way.” 

				“Capital, capital,” her father cried. “I’m delighted that you take that sound view of the matter. I will drop a hint to him, and I’m confident that he will end by recognising how much such a solution is in his own interests. But there is one point—a delicate point—that we ought to be clear about before we proceed any further. Dr. Alden—of course partly in fun—often says that he is a woman-hater. His experiences with the fair sex—and he has had them in plenty—have not al-ways been fortunate. He’s a little blasé. Besides, he has lived so much apart from women, that he is more at home in men’s society, and prefers it. A club man, a confirmed old bachelor, and one physically in any case not very vigorous, not very enthusiastic. You, on the other hand, are naturally full blooded; and when it comes to married life, I ask myself whether you would be well matched; whether, to be frank, he could satisfy you.” 

				“Father,” Harriet cried, red with indignation, “how can you, how can you say such a thing? Do you take me for a nymphomaniac? If Dr. Alden prefers the so-ciety of men, it’s probably because he hasn’t ever met any decent women. I don’t blame him: how could he find them in those outlandish places where he has al-ways been travelling? And besides, I can return the compliment. As far as society is concerned and affection and true personal spiritual love, I infinitely prefer my own sex. Who could be dearer and nobler and sweeter and more intelligent than Letitia Lamb? With whom could I ever have a closer union of heart and mind, and one more lasting, and superior to all accidents or moods or conflicts of interest? Only, for family life, such personal friendship and intellectual love are not 
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				sufficient. There must be children. But if there are children, do you suppose any woman who respects herself would demand a—a—a useless assiduity in her hus-band, as if she had married him for pleasure? It’s an insult to me and to every good woman.” 

				“All right, all right,” Dr. Bumstead said, shrugging his shoulders, and won-dering if the course so grandly charted would prove navigable without accident. “I spoke only to make sure. If you are going ahead, I wanted you to go ahead with your eyes open.” 

				“So that’s what they’re after,” Peter Alden said to himself not many days lat-er, after his host and medical adviser had popped the question in the simple words: ‘Why shouldn’t you marry Harriet?’ “The scheme, I must say, is the old man’s rather than his daughter’s. Harriet hasn’t much initiative: which in my view is one of her good points. She merely avails herself of the circumstances; keeps her bal-ance like a stout ship steady on her keel. She would be a fool not to profit by this occasion. And I should be a fool too, if I ran away out of pique, just because they are planning to catch me, when to be caught is perhaps to my own advantage. I have sought everywhere for the kind of life that might really please me: I haven’t found it; it doesn’t exist; and I might as well accept anything decent that presents itself. If I didn’t marry this young woman, probably some day, in a moment of weakness, I should marry another, older, uglier, and less respectable. I don’t need women at all sentimentally, to pet and to be petted, and socially they bore me to death; but physically and by a sort of reviving boyish curiosity, I still sometimes fall a prey to them; and I try to make a joke of what is hardly a pleasure. Ar-rested at adolescence, they call it nowadays; or an old head on young shoulders, as people used to say. Some day, if a fair female—my landlady, perhaps, or my laun-dress—burst into tears, clung to me as to her saviour, declared that she was about to become a mother, or that without me she would die or starve—I should very likely find myself drying her tears, and leading her to the registry office. Such a marriage might be sordid, but it wouldn’t be troublesome; less of a burden for a man of my sort than to set up housekeeping with one of Caroline’s lovely young creatures, or with one of my Boston relations, who would require me to preside with her over two great establishments at least, with punctual engagements for every hour of the day and every day of the year, dinners and theatres and concerts and guests and garden-parties and—worst of all—yachting as the gay world un-derstands yachting; or else for a change to be lugged from 

			

		

	
		
			
				The Last Puritan

			

		

		
			
				66

			

		

		
			
				one European Palace Hotel to another, that she might make a nuisance of herself everywhere and a fool of me. And if, thinking to avoid that predicament, I married a woman of the soulful sympathetic kind, professorial, emancipated, or religious, who would think herself superior to women of the world but in fact would be des-perately inferior—then, with her pretensions to understanding and forgiving and directing me, she would drive me mad. I shouldn’t be suffered to draw a breath save in subjection and hypocrisy, and no refuge would be left to me but suicide. No: Harriet at least is a happy mean; a point of indifference, a point of rest. I don’t ask to be happy; I want to be at peace. If I must let some Juggernaut car crush my bones, let it be the old homely steam-roller of traditional Puritanism. From earliest childhood I know its crunching sound. Conformity to it is easier, and the necessary lies come almost of themselves to the lips. Indeed, lying in this case is rarely necessary, since silence may be plausibly taken for consent. Perhaps I could never be altogether at home with a wife who didn’t remind me a little of good Cousin Hannah and of Brother Nathaniel. Harriet is so completely immersed in her local existence, that she hardly knows there are, or ever have been, any other standards; her proud ignorance of history and of the world keeps her content with her one-horse town, her vaporised religion, and her sham mansion. She will never wish to desert them. Her highest ambition is to be the universally recognised first lady of Great Falls, Connecticut: and with a little money, that ambition will be at once realised. 

				“And this place suits me: remote enough for troublesome friends not to look me up, and near enough for me to reach anybody that I care to see. I am comfort-able in this house. The old man, with his professional apparatus and his profes-sional hypocrisy, will quit, and will leave us alone in it. It can be made to look again rather stately. This false classicism pleases me: it is a touching homage to the impossible. If anybody gave out such architecture for a success, it would be ludicrous; but regarded as an intentional failure, as an act of allegiance to a lost cause, it’s honourable enough: an aspiration to nobleness. It marks the modern man’s hopeless assumption that he is still a gentleman. These lofty square rooms are still inhabitable: we can conceal the radiators, and keep great logs smoulder-ing in the fire. This hall, intended to be monumental, is really commodious; the fountain and marble statue in the hollow of the staircase are at least not an eleva-tor. We can restore the ground floor in the style of 
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				the period, and wallow upstairs higgledy-piggledy among our old duds. I will in-sist on a Chinese room for myself, and Harriet can arrange all the other rooms as she likes them. In walking up and down these dignified stairs, we shall have time to recompose ourselves for the change of atmosphere, in passing from solitude to society, or vice versa; I don’t mean from sincerity to pretense but only from the il-lusions with which each probably cheats himself, to the deceptions with which he probably doesn’t deceive other people. Let us endeavour to preserve our genteel traditions for one generation more. If I have a son, I should like him to start from there. God knows where he will end. 

				“As for Harriet herself, she’s a first-rate woman: if I tried to fare better I should fare worse. She is good-looking, in perfect health, thoroughly a lady in her punctilious provincial fashion, reposeful yet a good manager, observant yet never nervous, fussy, or meddlesome. Really, for a sad chap like me, there’s nobody better. I can stand her mind, or lack of it, because really it makes no difference to me what a woman thinks. I can hold my tongue. God knows I’m weak enough, but somehow I’ve escaped a weakness which seems to attach to the strongest charac-ters, in that they can’t bear it if anybody is not of their own opinion. She may think anything she likes; I shan’t mind; especially as I know very well beforehand the sort of thing it will be. I believe I get the best of this bargain. 

				“As to actual love, and all that, she’s a fine female; a little passive, a little sad; somewhat like a blond athlete past his prime, and grown a bit fat, soft, slack, and sleepy. Will she be too much for me? No: a sleepy Juno has always attracted me more and disgusted me less than your frisky flirtatious pouting young thing, or your elderly vampire. She will be indifferent, or will pretend to be so; that tone, at our time of life, is more becoming for both of us. If we have children they will profit by her strong constitution. Her eye is blank and a little cowlike, but her fea-tures are noble, and the mouth pure and firm. She hasn’t a sense of humour? What does that matter, when what I need and look for is not companionship but peace—something to decide me, to attach me, to render extravagant impulses impossible? Her queenliness is an asset: battered as I am, though only a few years older than she, I feel as if she were the patron goddess who was to receive the defeated hero, and welcome him home from his wanderings. She has consciously undertaken to heal me, to do the mother in the wife. I have never really known a mother, never enjoyed the voluminous 
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				soft protection of a wise woman. Caroline was merry and kind, but at bottom too contemptuous. She hated sick children. A boy, especially, must look after himself. She just laughed at me, pushed me into the water, and told me to swim. I didn’t quite drown, for here I am; but I swallowed a lot of salt water. A stricter and more prudent woman, a sort of priestess, might have sent me on my voyage better pro-vided: and my boat needn’t so often have capsized. With Harriet and the children at home—if we have children—I shall be more safely ballasted. If I still venture sometimes to spread my sails—and why shouldn’t I?—I shan’t put to sea like the Flying Dutchman, plying from nowhere to nowhere. I shall hail from a recognised respectable port, being duly registered and legally owned, in a word, married; and all the customary currents and trade-winds of the watery globe will lead me round again here. I’ll break up The Old Junk with her exotic ornaments, and build a clean new yacht to be called Hesperus. Hesperus, the poetess of Lesbos says, brings all things home: wine to the lip, the goat to the fold, the child to the mother.” 
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				VII

				Many a time in later years the rich organ of Harriet’s imagination, always softly playing, would change its stops, and from the somewhat shrill key of apol-ogy and self-justification would drop into the basso profondo of an assured hap-piness. She would cease rocking her rocking-chair, let the magazine she had been holding fall on her lap, draw the folds of her handsome dressing-gown about her large person, and close her eyes, the more luxuriously to re-live the scene which in all her uneventful existence had remained most vividly and most satisfactorily im-printed on her memory. How often she had rehearsed it, how perfectly she knew it by heart, how completely the kindly conspiracy of forgetfulness here and revision and expansion there, had transformed it into a perfect picture of her masterful good sense, her true kindness, her high principles! Again she saw herself sitting idly by the long west window in the front parlour, where Letitia and she always went to admire the sunset: it was rather lurid that afternoon, and the October blast was driving the red and brown leaves rather rudely over the rough grass—not yet that well-mown and well-watered lawn that it had since become. Letitia would soon be there: she said it was so bracing to walk up the long hill after working for two hours in the Public Library: and the sunset hour was such a sacred time. 

				“There she was,” Mrs. Alden’s lips repeated, inaudibly, “I knew her step—and besides no one else would come in without ringing. ‘My dear,’ Letitia panted, sinking into her chair, ‘what a heavenly day: almost wintry. And see what a beau-tiful book, on the English Cathedrals, the superintendent has allowed me to take out, although it’s starred. Such exquisite engravings!’ 

				“‘Put it away,’ I said severely, ‘and listen to me. We have something impor-tant to talk about. Dr. Alden has proposed, and we are engaged to be married.’ 

				“‘Harriet Bumstead,’ she cried, ‘you don’t mean it?’ 

				“‘Yes, Letitia Lamb, I do. It will be for the best.’ 
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				“‘Ah,’ she murmured, ‘but a man! And how old is he?’ 

				“‘Not old at all, for a man,’ I replied impressively, ‘and we mustn’t forget that we’re not in our teens ourselves. Of course, Letty dear, if a man had proposed to you, I shouldn’t have expected you to accept him. But you’re so exceptional: you can’t eat bread and butter without a fork. And a husband—well, my dear, I know what you are feeling. Men are necessarily coarser than women, and for you to have a man near you, even the gentlest, would be distressing. You have so many resources in yourself, read so many languages, know so much about art, and can feel so deeply about Shelley and Botticelli. Besides you are independent. Remem-ber that I haven’t been brought up like you in a young ladies’ aviary, flitting about as light and free as a canary bird. One grows fond of one’s burdens and home has always been everything to me. For years I have had to keep house for my father, and to look after my young brothers, hearing men’s talk, and what’s more, doc-tors’ talk from morning till night, about all sorts of ghastly diseases. Doctors are always aware of all those horrible organs which we have inside of us, and they must be ready to touch even the commonest people without a shudder. It hardens, but it prepares for life. And after all the life of a married woman is fuller, it brings one so much closer to others, with so many fresh opportunities of doing good.’ 

				“‘Ah,’ Letitia said pensively, and apparently more reconciled to the idea, ‘wealth does make everything easier—even, I suppose, marriage.’ 

				“‘Yes, my dear. And wealth is such a power.’ 

				“‘And such a responsibility.’ 

				“‘Of course, but I fully realise it. And in any case I have a sacred charge committed to me already—this wonderful old house, one of the most beautiful in the world, what would become of it if I don’t preserve it? It’s fast getting out of repair. The paint and even the wood is peeling off on the weather side of our magnificent front columns. The carpets are faded and threadbare, the furniture shabby. My brothers can’t live here, there’s nothing for them to do at Great Falls. My father has reached the age-limit and must resign; he can be only consulting physician at the Asylum on half salary. We should have had to sell the rest of the land; the trees would have been cut down, the view shut off, and soon the house itself would have to go, for you know it’s mortgaged. What would become of us? Poor father would die of it, and I should have to be a school-teacher and live in a boarding-house.’ 
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				“‘Don’t, Harriet, you hurt me. If the worst came to the worst you could live with us. Miss Doe’s is not a boarding-house. She admits no gentlemen and no strangers; has simply gathered a few old friends into her quiet home.’ 

				“‘You know you never set eyes on her before you went there to board.’ 

				“‘But Miss Doe had been a school friend of Miss Swan’s, and Miss Swan is most intimate with Susie Bird, so that there was nothing Miss Doe and I didn’t know about each other. You’d love the place, and we’d love to have you. But, of course, now, it can never be.’ 

				“‘Not now: but don’t think I’m making the thing up. We have actually had an offer for the house, nine thousand dollars, for this historic treasure! And that’s not the worst of the insult. Mr. Bangs of Bangs’ Hotel wants it for a wayside inn for commercial travellers on Sundays, where liquor might be sold after hours and where, as my father says, fat newly-married couples in buggies, and without bag-gage, might flock to take rooms on a summer evening! What a tragedy! What a desecration!’ 

				“Poor Letty felt the full horror of it. She can’t bear to have the truth told plainly. She fell upon my neck sobbing, and we had a good cry together. 

				“Being the first to recover I said, ‘Letitia, don’t let’s be weak. It’s not going to happen. Dr. Alden even intends to buy back the last lot we had sold, and turn that new brick house into a gardener’s cottage and stables; and the whole place is to be fenced in and restored in the original style, which is Revolutionary, because of these big white columns like Washington’s Tomb at Mt. Vernon; but Dr. Al-den calls it Empire, pronouncing it Ompeer, because he rather likes to be French sometimes; and the summer house is to be rebuilt in real marble, just like the one he says it’s copied from.’ 

				“‘Rome, Villa Borghese, Temple of Diana,’ Letitia murmured almost in a trance, ‘how well I know it all! How beautifully it will shine on the very summit of High Bluff, among the pines, even if yours are not umbrella pines! How clas-sical, how silvan, how Bacchic! What a pity that you’ll hardly be able to enjoy it all. You’ll have to live in Boston.’ 

				“‘I in Boston? What are you thinking of? If I were willing to live in Boston, aren’t there scores of other men I might have married? The providential thing about Dr. Alden is precisely that he must live just here, can’t bear to go away from this very house where his health 
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				has improved so wonderfully under Father’s care, and where everything is as he likes it to be. Boston, indeed! What on earth should I be doing in Boston?’ 

				“‘Oh,’ Letitia whispered dreamily, gazing hard into the sunset, ‘perhaps I hadn’t understood. Dr. Alden has so much delicacy of feeling. Perhaps he is only asking to become one of the family in order to live here always as a friend. He means that you’re to be like brother and sister. Has he positively declared that he loves you? Has he kissed you?’ 

				“‘Letitia,’ I replied crushingly, ‘don’t be a fool. What do you know about such matters?’ Really, I already pitied her from the bottom of my heart. I had almost been an old maid myself. I could make the comparison without prejudice. I could feel beforehand all that a married woman gains in patience and sweetness and dignity, and above all in knowledge of human nature, so that she needn’t all the time be talking nonsense. ‘Marriage,’ I went on, ‘marriage in real life, espe-cially between old friends who are no longer very young, isn’t like love making in a cheap novel. Did you expect Dr. Alden and me to be spoony? What if he didn’t kiss me, provided he gave me a ring like this?’ And I showed her the splendid diamond which I’d purposely turned inwards toward the palm of my hand, so that she shouldn’t catch sight of it prematurely. 

				“‘Oh!’ she cried, positively speechless with admiration. 

				“‘No, Letty dear, men don’t give diamonds like this to their sisters. And they don’t set out to spend tens of thousands, perhaps hundreds of thousands of dollars in restoring an old place, just to secure a good housekeeper to look after it—for that’s all I should be, if I wasn’t really his wife. He hopes we may have children—has actually wondered which room would make the best nursery—and of course I hope so too. Think what that will mean to both of us!’ 

				“I saw tears in poor Letitia’s eyes, and I took her hand. ‘No, dear, don’t think that whatever happens you will be less to me than before. On the contrary. As time goes on, if ever you should feel lonely or poor—and I may very likely feel lonely myself some day in this great house—I shall now be able to ask you to come and live with me: or if that didn’t seem best as yet, at least I should be able to help you and comfort you much better than before. And you know you have always a home in my heart.’ 

				“And the poor thing kissed me, and wiped her eyes, and hugged her precious library book under her cloak—for lap-dogs weren’t 
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				allowed at Miss Doe’s—and without saying a word began her trudge home in the twilight. It was so delightfully easy, she always said, going down hill: and she loved to feel the first wandering flakes of the winter’s snow strike and melt against her hot cheeks. I love Letitia; she’s a superior person; but she’s hopelessly soft!” 

				Thus triumphantly the scene faded from Mrs. Alden’s inner vision. She had once more viewed the perspective of her life as she liked to view it. As she opened her eyes, and ran again mentally over the years that had elapsed since her mar-riage, she couldn’t help congratulating herself afresh on her wisdom. How much her influence for good had increased! The Browning Society having become so large and unmanageable, with the Baptist minister and those positively vulgar new women, she had been able to form a select Shakespeare Society to meet in her own house, and have only really nice lecturers: Dr. Alden, indeed, didn’t seem to think Browning a great poet at all. And didn’t the house and grounds at-tract visitors even from abroad to admire them, which never had happened in the old days? And didn’t the portraits of four generations of Bumsteads—clergymen, lawyers, merchants and physicians—one of them by Stuart—look down from the dining-room walls, three times each day on little Oliver? What a privilege that was! Such noble surroundings must be a daily inspiration to the boy, even if he seemed for the moment unconscious of it: and she must admit without boasting that her own character had greatly developed, and that she could exert a double moral influence on the boy, to make up for the fact that physically and morally his father was not more vigorous. Not that anyone could call him effeminate—an inveterate yachtsman, they said an excellent sea captain, a doctor looking at everything in the cold light of science; but at the same time so quiet, so silent, so secretly sarcastic. It almost seemed that he had a debased side, as if nothing could shock him; his smile was like a surgical instrument, half hidden away, not intended to hurt, but yet terrible. He respected nothing; and if he wasn’t gross, it was only because he couldn’t be. When he pulled the bow of his evening tie—be-cause he always dressed for dinner, even when alone, and there was something uncanny about that, like dressing up for one’s own funeral—when he tied that neat bow he would laugh at himself in the glass, thinking, she was sure, of all the filthy savages that he had seen running naked, and all the unspeakable practices of the heathen Chinee—and she believed he positively liked those abominations, would enjoy defying all Christian 
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				decency, if only it wasn’t too much trouble. “He longs to escape from us, from everything, from me! Only he is too much of a gentleman to show it, when he is here, except by running away as soon as ever he can. What a blessing, in those first days, that we had the house to talk about. In that first winter in California it was the great bond between us; wherever we went we looked in all the antiquity shops for Ompeer treasures; we picked up a lot of beautiful things. They seemed to me extravagant then, I had been so cramped for money. Now I understand that they were good investments, and that we could sell them to-day for twice the cost.” 

				Money was such a comfort. What would have become of the house without money, or of herself, or of little Oliver? Would the child ever have had the energy to push his way undefended through a hard world? And as for Dr. Alden, but for his money he would now be rolling in the gutter. 

				This sad fact seemed sometimes to cast a shadow on the little boy and to make him melancholy. Yet how could it? Whatever might be said of Dr. Alden (she always thought of her husband as ‘Dr. Alden’) at least he never interfered with the child’s education. In fact the Doctor was seldom at home, and Oliver knew him only as a sort of Saint Nicholas in plain clothes, or a tame pirate out of the works of his namesake Oliver Optic, who turned up occasionally from parts unknown, brought him beautiful presents, pinched his ear, called him ‘Sir,’ and asked him quizzical questions to which there was no answer. Evidently no de-pressing influence could flow upon the boy from that quarter. And as to heredity, wasn’t she herself the daughter of a physician, a renowned specialist in nervous and mental diseases, and didn’t she know perfectly that according to the latest scientific opinion acquired characters couldn’t be inherited? Now if Dr. Alden had regrettable traits, they were all due to his own choosing and doing: his family and his inheritance were unimpeachable. And indeed the boy’s faults didn’t in the least resemble his father’s. Oliver wasn’t lazy, nor feebly tolerant, nor provok-ingly humorous. Fortunately he harked back to his remoter ancestors, and took everything seriously. He gave intense attention, understood at once, and never forgot what he had learned: yet he had an odd way of looking at you sometimes as if to say: “And is that all you have to teach me?” She couldn’t conceive what was the matter with the child. His little heart always seemed to be set on something else, which nobody showed him. 
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				In any case, it wasn’t her fault. She couldn’t have been Oliver’s only parent, though certainly, if nature could have managed it, that would have been the best arrangement. Nothing would have been wrong with him then. But since he had to have some father, what better father could she have provided for him? None: because until Dr. Alden came to stay as a private patient in their house, there had never been any man in Great Falls, Connecticut, that a truly refined and cultivated person could think of marrying. The clergymen all had wives, except that sinister curate at St. Barnabas’ who believed in celibacy. The young doctors at the Insane Asylum were poor Jews or Irish, and the travelling lecturers never stayed long enough to take notice. Even Letitia Lamb, who travelled so much abroad, and had actually met both Mr. Bernard Shaw and Mr. Bernard Berenson, had remained single. Of course Mrs. Alden might have done so herself, and been proud to be Miss Harriet Bumstead for better or for worse: but in her it would have been self-ish. It was imperative not to let the really good old families die out, especially now that the country was being swamped by inferior races. A Daughter of the American Revolution could not prefer her own comfort to the claims of posterity. Posterity was Oliver: and though he might suffer in some oblique way because of his father’s weak health and over-refinement, after all he was her son: that marked his true place. And indeed he was a good boy, tall and strong for his age (as she had always been) and nice looking, though perhaps a little pale and with grey eyes open very wide that seemed to see nothing. Yet in time—for he had a good mind also—he would realise what rare advantages, what splendid opportu-nities, he enjoyed, and how happy he ought to be. Even on his father’s side there was much that was favourable. If the Aldens in recent times had been less pleas-antly distinguished than the Bumsteads—with her father’s work on Psychiatry world-famous, and so much sounder and more decent than Krafft-Ebing’s—yet the Aldens had genuinely come over in the Mayflower, and Oliver had the inex-pressible privilege of being descended from those famous Pilgrims, Priscilla and John Alden, immortalised by Longfellow in his household classic The Courtship of Miles Standish. 

				Such were the reflections which often passed through Mrs. Alden’s mind as she reclined after lunch in her room, and rested from having done nothing all the morning. Merely to exist and to possess an exacting body that must be washed and clothed and fed with anxious attention is an exhausting occupation enough for a lady in middle 
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				life: and Mrs. Alden’s happiest days were those on which she had no engagements and could devote her leisure to judicious self-congratulation on her past actions and her present position. In a qualified way she might then congratulate herself also on her young son, and even on her husband. But why couldn’t her satisfac-tion in the latter ever be complete, and why must her reflections always end by confessing that Oliver had been rather unfortunate in his father? 
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				I

				The child had been born punctually. This first grave and alarming duty of entering into the world was performed not only unflinchingly but with a flourish: for this thoroughly satisfactory child was a boy. His little organism, long before birth, had put aside the soft and drowsy temptation to be a female. It would have been so simple for the last pair of chromosomes to have doubled up like the rest, and turned out every cell in the future body complete, well-balanced, serene, and feminine. Instead, one intrepid particle decided to live alone, unmated, unsatis-fied, restless, and masculine; and it imposed this unstable romantic equilibrium on every atom of the man-child’s flesh, and of the man-child’s sinews. To be a male means to have chosen the more arduous, though perhaps the less painful adventure, more remote from home, less deeply rooted in one soil and one moral-ity. It means to be pledged to a certain courage, to a certain recklessness about the future: and if these risks are to be run without disaster, there should be also a greater buoyancy, less sensitiveness, less capacity for utter misery than women commonly show. Yet this compensation is sometimes lacking. Mysterious influ-ences may cross and pervade the system, and send through it, as it were, a nostal-gia for femininity, for that placid, motherly, comfortable fulness of life proper to the generous female. 

				Had the unborn Oliver decided to be a girl, he—or rather she—could hardly have been blamed. Such a result would have been equally involuntary, equally normal, equally useful; yet somehow it would have been disappointing. Our ad-mirably gentle and admirably stern Oliver Alden, always choosing the darker and the ruder duty, would have missed existence. Or he would have begun—and how wrong that would have been!—by cheating his mother’s hopes. Because while Mrs. Alden always declared that women were intellectually the equals of men and morally their superiors, yet she would have felt that a little girl was only a second-best baby: and how ill that would have gone with her settled determination that everything 
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				in her new life—except perhaps her husband—should be absolutely first rate! No: Providence was rewarding her for aiming high. 

				The child was a fine boy, full weight, perfectly formed, fair-skinned with large grey eyes, and a little fuzz of limp, yellow hair. At the first contact with freedom he wagged his arms and legs about vigorously, experimentally, silently: he seemed ready for everything, anxious for nothing, willing to wait and see. Philosophy possessed the soul of this child from his first breath: inarticulately, of course, as it was destined, at bottom, to remain always; because the words which his education supplied were not capable of uttering it truly. But in action, in determination, and by a sort of inner blind fortitude, his faith was distinctly in him from the beginning. There were good things and there were bad things, and there was an equal duty to pull through both and come out somehow on the further side of all trouble. At least, so I venture to put it into words for him, words which wouldn’t have satisfied him; but at this first moment of his existence I may presume to understand him better than he understood himself. 

				The wisdom of these dumb principles was at once confirmed by the min-istrations of doctors, nurses, parents, and officious friends. They all helped him to attain good and avoid evil and to endure beyond, in a slumber full of seeth-ing possibilities. The gentle Letitia Lamb was one of the first to take him in her arms, admire his completeness, and sigh a little at the tender, the tragic mystery of life. An experienced nurse, almost a lady-doctor, at once took him in charge. An old iron-handed eight-day clock in a white apron and cap could not have been more punctual. The bath, the bottle, the change of linen, the way of being vigor-ously tucked into his cot, or strapped into his perambulator, seemed to have been decreed by the Medes and Persians. Experience, duty, and science left little to chance. And life, at least physical life, in the model infant responded perfectly to each appointed stimulus. It was seldom necessary to cry; it was never appropriate to laugh. 

				His education, in spite of such excellent diligent masters, was carried on ex-clusively by himself. It consisted in learning the places of goods and evils, and the way they followed one another. That wagging of arms and legs, together with the habit of staring and following the light with his eyes, proved to be very useful for this ethical purpose. Goods and evils turned out to be arranged in a circle or sphere, in what Nurse called his skin, or a little under this, in what she called his tummy; but there were some goods and evils that 
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				escaped beyond or came from beyond, such as the bottle when it was not yet or no longer in his mouth; and these potential goods and evils, which Nurse called things, extended very far and had a tremendously complicated life of their own, which Oliver himself afterwards called the world. Even that was not all: for deep-er down and higher up than his tummy, there were a lot of other goods and evils, not traceable by the eye, nor possible to run after and take hold of with the hand, when they showed a tendency to run away: and these were himself, his mind, or soul. The mind was the most entertaining and satisfactory region of all in which to keep your goods and evils: nobody else could get at them: and provided the evils were not too violent, like being carried away from what you wanted to do to what you didn’t want to do, it was most amusing to have that private world of your own, and talk to yourself about it. 

				Every day accentuated the difference between himself and what happened to him. Living, real, and self-justified was only his own will, the inner spring of his being, the centre and judge of all that unaccountably went on. The world might sometimes seem obsequious and willing to be commanded: but presently it became tiresome, did what it shouldn’t do, and showed itself to be cruelly alien, besetting, and unavoidable. This inexplicable wrongness in the world extended inwards sometimes into his own person, when his hands and feet wouldn’t do things properly, or he choked or sneezed; all such interference of himself with himself was most ignominious and discouraging. Yes, and something even worse could happen. Fatality, or alien accident, could invade that secret self of his which nobody else could see, and where at least he ought to have been able to play as he chose. But no: things would sometimes go wrong or run thin even there. The interest would die out, the pictures would fade or become ugly and frightening, and you couldn’t stop the silly old words repeating and repeating themselves. 

				These were private hidden troubles, not frequent or serious: they could be dismissed when you were really awake and doing anything important, such as filling your pail with gravel. Little Oliver escaped almost all the ills of childhood: he was never really hungry or furious, never very ill or much hurt. But when he was hurt at all, he was deeply injured, because his feelings were hurt also. He ought not to have been hurt: why then, was he? Even when he grew old enough to understand that sometimes it was his own fault and sometimes other people’s and sometimes nobody’s fault, but just chance, he was 
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				far from reconciled to any of these sources of evil: and he stored up his resentment or his discouragement. Even when things went well, he couldn’t be really joyful. They had gone wrong so often, they would probably go wrong again soon. Why make such a show of gladness? All explanations and apologies, all invitations to see how pretty things were, and what fun it would be to play at this or that—though he listened quietly and looked attentively and played as he was told—left quite undiminished and unreconciled the deep displeasure that had sunk into his little heart. It was a proud displeasure, firmly condemning and rejecting every-thing that was wrong: but though almost everything might be wrong, the inner oracle that condemned and rejected was sure of being itself right, and was not in the least dismayed. Round this coral island, just risen above the sea but invisibly planted on the rock-bottom, the strongest waves were compelled to break: and not only could this young microcosm turn them into a fringe of foam following its own contours, but it could surround itself, within that outer reef, with a belt of calm ancillary lagoons, round which the surf of persistent circumstance might pound all day quite harmlessly, and be muffled by distance when, prophetically, it sounded through the impenetrable night. 

				Miss Tirkettle—such was the nurse’s name—was admirably fitted to look after the baby before he could walk or talk, the first of which he did long before the second: action for him was the simpler, the quicker way of escaping and find-ing new ground. Yet even action had its difficulties. The first and most serious in his case was to find something to do. There were no other children to play with. The nearest neighbours were not friends of Mrs. Alden’s, and their children would not have been well-behaved or well-spoken, and probably rough and dirty. There was Fuzzy-Wuzzy, the gardener’s dog: it was Letitia Lamb that had given him that nice name—and nevertheless Fuzzy-Wuzzy would always be running away after the more exciting society of other dogs: because, as Mrs. Alden explained, Letitia Lamb was poor, and though she might give a dog a nice name she couldn’t give him any biscuits. Why shouldn’t Nurse, then, who evidently wasn’t poor, as she always had biscuits in her cupboard, give Fuzzy-Wuzzy a few, so that he might play with Oliver? Because, Mrs. Alden replied (changing, as she often did, the ground of her argument), it was very bad indeed for dogs to have anything between meals. Fuzzy-Wuzzy, however, as far as Oliver could see, never had any square meals, but only bones and rats and rubbish that he could pick up in 
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				the stable-yard: and if you never had any meals why should it be so bad for you to have something between them? But Mrs. Alden and Nurse were adamant on the subject of biscuits. They couldn’t pronounce the horrid word, but they looked at each other significantly. The dog had fleas. He must be severely encouraged to go and scratch himself elsewhere, in the loose company of other measly dogs, or of the gardener’s big noisy children, who were too ignorant to know that Fuzzy-Wuzzy was the right name for him, and always called him Yep. 

				In the absence of a dog, sometimes a sparrow or a butterfly would come hop-ping or fluttering over the lawn, in that beautifully levelled, watered and mown part of it where Oliver could be taken out of his baby-carriage and allowed to run about free, or even to sit and crawl, after a rug had been spread under him to keep out the dampness. The butterfly or the sparrow might tempt his toddling steps and his top-heavy precipitate little runs: but the naughty creatures would always escape, and sometimes leave him unexpectedly and ignominiously sitting on the ground. 

				Miss Tirkettle was scientifically trained; she knew no songs, no stories, and no prayers; and Mrs. Alden, if she had ever known any, found them tedious and uncanny to recall nowadays. They were lost in thin ghostly memories of her moth-er’s time; the masculine medical atmosphere of her father’s day, and of her own housekeeping, had completely banished them. She had realised how futile and dangerous it was to impress misleading vacuous emotions upon a tender mind. Poetry and mythology and religion and remote history had nothing to do with life. Later, when Oliver was older, he might some day come upon songs or stories or prayers in books or theatrical ritualistic performances: and then he might form his own judgment about them, if they interested him at all. His education mustn’t begin by stuffing him with nonsense. It must be a direct preparation for right liv-ing in the modern world. 

				All this Mrs. Alden very pointedly observed to her husband. “I don’t agree at all,” she added, “if you think Miss Tirkettle too old, and want the baby to be handed over to some chit of a silly nurse-maid who would tell him ghost-stories. And next, perhaps, you will be wanting somebody to teach him his prayers. Why should the poor child be made to recite meaningless language like a parrot, and be filled with false religious emotions? In order that some day, I suppose, he may be able to understand better why, in the Middle Ages, they 
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				burnt people at the stake. Science has shown how vital these first years are, and how such early morbid impressions warp the mind and weaken the character. The child will have enough to struggle against, with his burdened nervous inheritance. At least, let us not begin by making him superstitious.” 

				“No, no,” Peter replied patiently, accustomed as he was to having his wife put words in his mouth which he never uttered, and impute feelings which he never felt. “Prayers and ghost-stories are not what I had in mind; not even fairy-tales. And I particularly don’t want a common nurse-maid, quite the opposite. I should like his English to be fundamentally pure: then all the abominable speech he will have to hear will seem to him absurd and amusing. He needn’t be troubled by it, and won’t imitate it. Did it ever strike you how little we are affected by the servants’ way of talking, though we hear it every day of our lives? It’s because we recognise it for a dialect apart, which is not our own. That’s the way anyone to whom good English is natural must regard the common speech of the day. I suppose it’s more important to have the feelings of a gentleman than the speech of a gentleman: but the things are closely allied. No: I want a lady-nurse, a good governess for Oliver, who will play with him and inspire him with good manners and good feelings, not by precept only, but by attraction, so that he may disdain the opposite vices. I want a lively person who will wake up his wits and chase him about and help him build his castles of blocks so high that he will laugh when they topple over. And why should Moses in the bulrushes or Noah’s Ark or Jonah or David and Goliath be a whit more religious to a child’s feeling than Gulliver or Sinbad the Sailor? They won’t be: they will simply fill his fancy pleasantly, and accustom him to enjoy intellectually what is enjoyable in this world—which is mighty little.” 

				“Useless!” Mrs. Alden replied, with an air of settling the business. “I have tried reading to him out of that Mother Goose book that Letitia gave him. He wouldn’t listen, wouldn’t look at the pictures, and was peevish; he wanted to get down on his legs and run after his ball. He seems to be happiest and strongest on the physical side.” 

				“Luckily he has your physique: he is very fortunate there.” Peter said this with a little bow. He liked to pay his wife compliments with a sort of playful gallantry. It was an apology, in his mind, for not really loving her: and yet he genuinely admired her in a certain way. She might have been Juno, she might have been Ceres, if she hadn’t been Harriet Bumstead of Great Falls, Connecticut. 
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				On that warm September evening they were sitting in the western portico, admiring the after-glow of the sunset between the huge white wooden columns, fluted and without a base, like those of the Parthenon. Here he was allowed to smoke, and he relighted his cigarette before continuing. There was a project he had long meditated, without ever daring to propose it. Why should Harriet disap-prove of it, as he felt in his bones she would, when it was so clearly in her interest, in the baby’s, and in that of Letitia Lamb, her oldest and dearest friend? 

				“You mention Letitia. How would it do to ask her to look after Oliver? She isn’t too young, she is not superstitious, and she’s a lady. We might invite her to live with us, and pay her a nice little salary besides, so that she would be laying by a penny against a rainy day. She is fond of the child, and he of her. She could very easily teach him his letters, until we find a good school for him.” 

				“How unperceptive you men are,” Mrs. Alden replied in a tone of superior but good-humoured competence. “How could I ask Letitia Lamb to give up her life-work, and her yearly trips abroad?—You know this year she is again chaper-oning the Toot girls; such a treat for her, actually taking them to Greece and even to Crete, to see those wonderful excavations! How should she dream of stopping her lectures on Renaissance Sculpture when they have proved such a success, and when she has just discovered how much better a subject for lectures sculpture is than painting, because in showing paintings on the screen the colour is lost and so much detail confuses the audience, while photographs of statuary are perfectly adequate, in fact thrilling and better than if you were looking yourself at the origi-nals in a casual way, as one does in tiresome museums and dark cold churches? You have no idea how hard she works, actually wearing out her eyes, and how she positively delights in the history of art. She cries over it. Her lantern-lectures, for a city like Great Falls, are very well attended. Last year she cleared nearly a hun-dred dollars. And with such a success and such a vocation, how do you expect her to sink into a common governess? It would be an insult to propose it. You forget that she’s my very best friend.” 

				Somewhat unperceptive, in fact, Peter Alden had been, as he now perceived. If the mysteries of life-long friendship excluded Letitia, what other governess could they find? 

				“I only wish,” Mrs. Alden went on, “that there were a suitable Kindergarten in the neighbourhood. Miss Bibb’s is not properly 
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				equipped and too far away. I should have to send the child every morning in the coupé with Nannie. That would involve Patrick to drive, and both of them again in the afternoon to bring the baby home. Two servants’ time almost swallowed up just in taking a little boy to and from school! I couldn’t bear to have such a thing going on under my eyes. It’s immoral. Besides there’s the horse completely tired out, coming twice up this long hill with that heavy carriage. What’s the good of keeping a carriage at all if I can never drive out? You will say: Get another horse! You are so extravagant and thoughtless about money. Letitia wouldn’t tell me how much you sent her for Christmas, but I’m sure it was far too much. Very well: suppose I buy a second horse. Then Patrick will complain of overwork and ask for another man to help in the stable. Endless trouble and waste. Children are a terrible puzzle.” 

				Things were in this pass when an unexpected incident gave a Providential turn to Oliver’s future.
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				II

				Mrs. Alden’s younger brother Harry was at that time pursuing his theological studies at Göttingen, where tepid philosophical currents, set up by the eloquence of Lotze, continued to temper truth to the shorn lamb. Among those red-tiled roofs and modest gardens, he lodged in the house of the widowed Frau Pastor Schlote, whose elder daughter gave German lessons to the foreign boarders. There was also a much younger daughter, Irma, who had recently returned from England, where for some years she had been a teaching pupil at St. Felix’s School for young ladies at Southwold in Suffolk. Irma, too, sometimes gave German lessons: but her chief employment was to help in the household. Sometimes she even waited at table; and then, flushed with the heat of the kitchen and the pride of making herself useful, she would sit down at her place at the foot of the board, and enthu-siastically and accurately impart all the miscellaneous information which travel and foreign residence had given her. She was just as happy in knowing how to make perfect Eierkuchen or to carve a goose, as in knowing the beauties of Eng-lish literature and even the splendours of English society. A certain sympathy soon established itself between the ardent Irma and young Harry Bumstead, and one holiday, on an excursion to the heaven-piercing ruins of Schloss Hochstein, things came to a head. The two young people, alone of the party, had ventured to climb up into the highest restored turret and most thrilling Aussichtspunkt of all, when Fräulein Irma suddenly felt dizzy, fainted or threatened to faint, with imminent danger of falling into the ravine, hundreds of feet below, where a torrent romanti-cally boiled among the wildest of rocks and bushes. It became necessary for her gallant escort, who was a strapping fellow, to detain her in a strong embrace, and help and almost carry her down from that eagle’s nest, as the guide book called it; and the expression of trust and rapture with which, feeling herself restored to safety, she slowly reopened her eyes, while her head continued to recline on the shoulder of her protector, left little doubt in his honest mind about the state of her affections. He himself was far from 
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				indifferent. Irma, if not conventionally pretty, seemed to him angelic in soul and in body; and with his Christian-socialist leanings he particularly admired her joy in work and her abilities as a Hausfrau: while the tenderness of her heart went with a well-informed mind, vibrating to every political and poetical enthusiasm and scrupulously faithful to all the science of all the text-books. What an ideal helpmate for a future liberal clergyman or professor! But alas! it was incumbent on him as an honourable man, to beg Irma the next morning for a private inter-view. She knew at once by his stunned expression and funereal tone that she mustn’t expect, this time, a proposal of marriage. And indeed he began by telling her that his future was not free. Before leaving America he had become engaged to the young lady who gave out the books in the Williams College library. It had been an attachment of long standing, ever since his Freshman year; and on his departure the lady had promised to wait for him as many more years as might be necessary; and meantime she was religiously saving every penny she could spare from her modest salary, in order to help one day to set up their house-keeping. They wrote each other weekly letters, artless and rambling, full of the interests of the moment, and of complete confidence in a boundless and mutual sympathy: more already like the letters of a happy married pair than of separated and pining lovers. It was a sacred engagement. However warm and deep might be the friend-ship and sympathy which he might find elsewhere, he could offer marriage to no one else. 

				Fräulein Irma was wonderfully calm, calmer and calmer the further her friend proceeded with his explanations. She felt that she was living through a tragic hour, like the Lotte of Werthers Leiden, and that, cruel as this sudden blow might be, it was lifting her to a higher plane of heroic life and giving her a deeper, broader, truer spiritual insight. How much better she would plumb henceforth all the wis-dom of that great saying of Goethe’s Entbehren sollst Du, sollst entbehren! And with what a doubly heart-rending but yet nobler note would she sing hereafter Es war ein Traum and Behüt’ dich Gott, es hat nicht sollen sein! She bit her lips for a moment and then said quietly that she thanked him for confiding his secret to her; understood his feelings; and hoped that their earnest true friendship would always continue as before: and she didn’t break down until safely locked in her own little attic, where she could prudently smother her sobs in her virgin pillow. In half an hour she was almost herself again. Her amativeness was generic, and she could easily turn her innocent 
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				thoughts upon some ruddy young officer, bursting in his corsets, or some pale po-et-like student, in a great slouch hat and goggles, after twice encountering either of them walking round the pleasant circuit of the old town walls. Life was still so rich, so full, so wonderful: and the world was, ach! so beautiful! 

				Young Harry Bumstead, on the contrary, was hard hit. The blooming Irma seemed by contrast to cast a drab and melancholy shadow over the prospect of keeping house for ever with the worthy but not very young librarian of Williams College. Well, that couldn’t be helped. He would find courage and happiness now in his work, and later in his home. Yet his inexperience and his vanity, working on a morbid conscience, reproached him with having thoughtlessly caused the lifelong misery of this tender and innocent creature. Would she die of love? Would she ever bring herself to marry anyone else? He wished he could make some repa-ration—though he had done no harm—and find something substantial to offer to Irma in lieu of marriage. And a postscript to one of his father’s letters opportunely suggested what that substantial something might be. 

				“Harriet,” Dr. Bumstead wrote, “asks to be excused for never writing to you. She says she is too busy with the baby. The fact is she is rather troubled about nurses, etc. Mothering is not her element. She is better at introducing a lecturer or presiding at a ladies’ meeting to protest against organ-grinders. Even when the child was smaller and couldn’t ask questions, it annoyed her if the nurse left him with her for a moment, and she had to pick up his rattle for the third time. Yet in theory nothing is good enough for the kid. They are at their wits’ ends to find anybody worthy of bringing him up. They won’t put him to school here, because Alden thinks us poor folks too common; and they can’t send him to a boarding school, because Harriet says boarding schools deaden the mind and stereotype the character.” 

				Just the thing for Irma: to take charge of a rich little boy’s education. The thought no sooner struck the young man’s mind than he set himself to realise it. Letters, photographs, proposals, difficulties, finally cablegrams of acceptance passed in breathless succession. It was well, Mrs. Alden had written, that Fräu-lein Schlote should be young, with experience of teaching, and knowledge of so many languages, and of music and history and science: but wouldn’t a clergy-man’s daughter tend to be bigoted and narrow? However, her brother reassured her, explaining how far Fräulein Schlote, though 
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				deeply religious in her feelings, was from forming any abstract notion of religion, or seeing God anywhere but in Nature and Society and the conscience of man. In fact, if anything Harriet would find her too liberal, too pagan, because she was a great admirer of Goethe, and felt how beautiful a healthy sensuality was to round out the character, and how important it is to develop harmoniously every side of our nature. 

				“Very well,” Mrs. Alden replied. “Let her come on trial. But as to sensuality, healthy or not, let her clearly understand that she won’t have occasion to develop it in my house.” 

				Fräulein Irma herself was no less pleasurably excited than if her marvellous new life had included the prospect of a husband. In planning and in action, she and her dear friend Harry became comrades once more, and all sentimentality was forgotten in the excitement of adventure. Harry met every objection, got round every difficulty; and when from the deck of the great steamer at Bremerhafen she waved a last adieu to her sister and to her friend, who might so easily have been her bridegroom, her tears were tears of happiness. Alone, yes; but travelling first class—Dr. Alden had arranged all that—and especially recommended to the Captain, by whose side she would sit at the principal table: such a fine old grizzly German officer, portly but vigorous. She was Eva in the care of Hans Sachs. Leav-ing her Fatherland, yes: but not for the first time. She knew well already, young as she was—only just twenty!—what it meant to live alone in a vast foreign world. Going to live among utter strangers, certainly; but only for six months, unless ev-erything turned out happily. And the little boy she was to educate—here she took his photograph out of her bag and contemplated it for the hundredth time—what a beautiful refined head he had—so Nordic—and what a sweet, serious expression. If she had been engaged as governess to a genuine German Serene Highness—who might have had nasty troublesome older sisters to make faces at her—she couldn’t have had a more distinguished-looking pupil. Of course there were no titles in America, so you never could be quite sure that you got people just in the order of their real importance. But at least her patron was a Herr Doktor; and what was more, and rare among doctors, a very, very rich man, which nowadays was an equivalent for everything else. And after all little Oliver—what could be more natural?—would one day be President of the United States; and she would go down in history as surely and gloriously as if she had been the beloved teacher 
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				and guide of some young Grand Duke or even of some Imperial and Royal High-ness.—But she must now go down to her cabin and take her medicine, so as not to be sea-sick; and on the way down she observed that, although all the German passengers she came across seemed to be Jews, one or two of the ship’s officers were just as good-looking as the Captain, and younger. 
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				III

				The advent of Fräulein Schlote was a blessing all round. Mrs. Alden, on whom everything depended, smiled on the newcomer from the beginning. The first glimpse of her had been a great relief. A foreign governess had suggested so many unpleasant possibilities, even crimes: mightn’t she steal Mrs. Alden’s jewels, or have some secret paramour, or set fire to the house, out of sheer wick-edness? But no: this was no tall, thin, dark, severely critical foreign woman, with aristocratic pretensions; no embittered grand lady, compelled by adversity to be-come a dependent in a family of rich barbarians, whom she despised. This Irma was all smiling deference and unfeigned admiration; such a little blonde thing, too, looking very young for her twenty years, a mere child, yet not too pretty or well-dressed; not a possible rival or critic at all, but more like a loving pupil or a grateful poor relation. She could be trusted to take entire charge of the baby, without becoming a worse encumbrance herself. 

				Mrs. Alden liked to be waited on and obeyed, but she hated servants. Servants were alien presences that made her nervous, like a strange cat in the room. She was unpleasantly aware of them passing behind her back, or prowling stealthily about the doors. It was a strain to feel oneself observed by creatures who, however dull they might be and given to routine, were morally independent and probably hostile: automatic creatures that had to be watched, to see if they continued to work normally, and did what was expected of them. The relation between masters and servants seemed to her profoundly inhuman, profoundly immoral: she wel-comed every mechanical device, every social arrangement that might eliminate servants. Her tribe had lost, if it ever had possessed, the charitable principle of Christian society, which made possible a familiar union, devoted and merry, be-tween high and low, and freed a motley world from competition and envy. She could never have been with any grace the mistress of a great household, in some castle or palace filled with wayfarers and men-at-arms, craftsmen hammering, old women spinning, fools fooling, maids sweeping and singing, young men carous-
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				ing, and monks begging. She froze at the touch of difference. Superior power and distinction were insufferable: if she could not imitate them she denied them. And the least degree of coarseness or simplicity beneath her own offended her also. Her moral ideal was democracy, but a democracy of the elect. There could be no oppression in imposing uniformity on people who were really all alike; and such a society exacted from its members only what, if they were honourable, they would exact from themselves. She couldn’t conceive life except in a clan, where all the peers should have equal rights and similar virtues. Beyond the pale there could be nothing but outer darkness—an alien, heathen, unintelligible world, to be kept as remote as possible. If they couldn’t grow tea at home, she supposed they must get it from China or Ceylon. And she supposed that if occasionally that dreadful outer world became troublesome, it would be necessary to make war on it and teach it a lesson: but by far the best thing was to ignore it altogether. It ought never to have existed. 

				Luckily in America the immigrant working classes lived apart in their own districts and tenements, like Jews in a Ghetto. One need have no personal contact with them; and as far as she was concerned—for she wasn’t meddlesome—they were welcome to keep up their own ways and religion among themselves, and even their language, if they could preserve it: but as servants in her house they were a dreadful intrusion. This Fräulein was not a servant, but a clergyman’s daughter who might have been Mrs. Alden’s sister-in-law, but for a lucky ac-cident: lucky, because a foreign sister-in-law would have been rather a trial. As a dependent, however, Irma would do nicely, loved the kitchen, which Mrs. Alden abhorred and never visited; loved the pantry and the closets and the trunk-room and the attics; knew very soon where everything was, and how to distribute the clean linen, count and lock up the silver and the good china, and generally so or-der the business of house-keeping that servants hardly seemed to exist, and when seen looked actually friendly and happy. It was a vast relief to the mistress of the house, a revelation of what comfort meant; her reward for thinking so unselfishly only of what would be best for Oliver, and having consented to admit a strange woman into the home; but providentially this strange woman relieved Mrs. Alden of petty cares, and left her free to devote herself to higher public duties. 

				Besides, after Oliver had been put to bed, Fräulein could come down again and, sitting on a low stool between the lamp and the fire, 
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				could read to her for half an hour—such a rest for the eyes: or could even slip into her room and brush her hair very gently and very assiduously—which was not only pleasant (Mrs. Alden wouldn’t have cared much for that) but excellent for the scalp, where the hair was getting rather thin, and to keep away her neu-ralgia. It was most important to preserve her health for the sake of her work. One husband and one child were not enough to fill her life; and she had decided to have no more children. Of course, as a rule, and especially for people of good old American stock, she believed in large families: but in this special case she was sure it wouldn’t be scientifically safe. Oliver himself seemed the child of an old man; she had read of grave dangers in that direction—for her, too, child-bearing would be too great a strain. Any woman might bear children; a person who had a mind should be left free to improve it. It was a blessing that Fräulein could be trusted to interview the cook and keep an eye on the gardener and see that the right rooms were swept and thoroughly cleaned on each day of the week: this enabled Mrs. Alden herself, after breakfast, when her own room had been done, to retire there and rest a little—somehow one didn’t feel so strong nowadays in the morn-ing—with the Boston Transcript or Littell’s Living Age or the Atlantic Monthly lying open but unread on her lap—for she thought the illustrated magazines rather vulgar; and as she was sure to hear of any new event or idea of importance at the meetings of the Associated Charities and the Art Club and the Browning Society, not to mention Letitia Lamb who brought all the gossip on the other afternoons fresh from the city, she had really no need to do more than look at the headings in the paper, and at the list of deaths, to know everything that was going on. While she improved her mind in this way and by being well-rested kept her interest in everything from flagging, she had the satisfaction of knowing that little Oliver, in the model schoolroom and sun-parlour especially built for him at the other end of the house, was being admirably brought up: better, in fact, than if she had insisted on bringing him up herself. It was simply a fact that young children, however gift-ed they might turn out to be afterwards, got on better at first with commonplace artless souls like Fräulein, and ran after them as they run after animals, while the ways of serious highly cultivated people put children off. When Oliver was older he would see the difference and learn to rely always on his mother, as was natural, for guidance and affection. But he wasn’t ready to appreciate the deeper qualities yet, and he actually 
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				profited more by being with Fräulein. “If my friends heard me say this,” thought Mrs. Alden, “they would protest that I am far too modest: but all really superior people are modest.” 

				Peter Alden, too, who was fond of chuckling in solitude, chuckled at the happy chance that had introduced into the household a person so much to his own liking, and this quite on his wife’s responsibility and at the instigation of her favourite brother. Ideally he might have preferred an English or even a French governess, for the sake of a certain refinement and soberness not to be expected of Germans: but Oliver was refined and sober by nature, and perhaps needed more the stimulus of an unfeigned enthusiasm. Enthusiasm Fräulein had, as well as an unusual command of languages: when complimented on her excellent English she would say: “I speak also French perfectly.” Her English was British—musi-cal, colloquial, and pure; yet it escaped the hostility which would have pursued it if she had been an Englishwoman: it was set down merely to foreignness. Peter was delighted to see contraband smuggled in this way into his family with the ap-proval of the customs house; sometimes the absurdity of life was its own excuse for being. Perhaps, too, a little Teutonic and Lutheran enlightenment might be more successfully grafted on to the Alden stock than any more delicately shaded or exclusive sentiment: and how stout and self-confident that German culture was, compared with the pale native tradition! Fräulein was a treasure; but Peter from the first carefully avoided any too warm expression of his satisfaction. He was vaguely civil to the young person; and he rather hinted to his wife that he thought German methods and German emotions ridiculous. “If Harriet only knew,” he said to himself, “what a balm this Fräulein is to my conscience as a parent, she would send her packing at once.” Irma herself thought the Herr Doktor rather cold and sphinx-like, and was afraid he disliked her; until on the first Christmas she received a generous present with a card (from Havana) inscribed to Fräulein Schlote, with thanks for all her skill and devotion. On a separate slip of paper was written: “You may show this Christmas card to Mrs. Alden, but please don’t men-tion the cheque. That must be a little secret between us.” The secret, however, was instantly divulged in a letter of sixteen pages to her sister in Göttingen, spotted with joyful tears. 

				As for the child himself, neither the disappearance of his old nurse nor the appearance of the new Fräulein seemed to impress his young mind. He was ac-customed to strangers, and not afraid of them; they 
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				all behaved in much the same way; or rather, to his transcendental consciousness, all these bulks moving and doing things, his nurse, his mother, and the rest, were alike strangers, though familiar and harmless, like the elephants in the picture-book: and for some time Irma too was only a different bulk, slighter and moving in a nimbler way. Gradually, however, he became aware of something else in her: her movements were not just motions, more or less necessary and expected, like those of Miss Tirkettle; there was sympathy in them, there was playfulness: Irma was affectionate. Her personality began to percolate, as it were, into his own. Discipline was relaxed: it was no longer imperative to play only with clean gravel especially poured out for him: he might now run and dig up his own gravel from the path: but while he readily availed himself of this privilege, he was not par-ticularly happy over it, or grateful to Irma: he simply forgot that the privilege was new, and took it for granted. The routine of life might have become more plastic, making a little room for caprice; but was caprice less tiresome than law? Both seemed to be imposed by some mysterious fatality, or by some contagious will which he made his own without really understanding what he was doing, or desir-ing it. Yet, though he might sigh a little, sometimes, at the tedium of existence, he would never have dreamt of complaining or resisting. Such was the order of the universe; and his mother said he was much more fortunate than other little boys who were poor and had nothing to keep them busy but must waste all their time playing in the gutter and becoming wicked. 

				It was a distinct relief to discard the perambulator and to trudge along with Fräulein for a country walk. The confinement of that baby-carriage, and the stuffy luxury of it, had become exasperating. Now at least he was a small man on two legs: yet all was not liberty. Sometimes she insisted on holding him by the hand. In the first enthusiasm of her apostleship she was eager to discover or invent grounds of sympathy with her little pupil. Every pretty flower, every lovely but-terfly, every darling bird had to be pointed to, described, and admired. It was good training for Oliver’s ear in the German language, and some initiation into the wealth of nature: but he took all this fervid instruction a little sullenly: he would not have been bored running about silently by himself. And sometimes Fräulein lengthened these rambles more than was pleasant for him. He was no baby, to say he was tired, or hot, or wished to be carried: the old perambulator, even if thought of at such a moment, was not to be 
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				mentioned. He would rather bear the ills he had, than fly back to others that he knew too well. If a pebble got into his shoe, it might be unpleasant, but he said nothing. Pebbles were not official reasons for stopping or for turning back and going home, as if it had been time to do so. Time, the right time for each thing, was the most sacred of the standards one had to live up to. Pebbles were insig-nificant accidents, like certain needs of the body: and if Fräulein, gasping with intentional enjoyment, said they must get to the top of the hill, the view would be so wunderschön, the hill must be stoically climbed. The view was nothing to him: but by the time he had plodded bravely to the top, he had forgotten the pebble; and when later, after running down the hill, he felt it again in a different place, he knew that they were going home and that it didn’t matter. Such was the nature of country walks; and when he changed his shoes and stockings before dinner, he would shake the pebble out. And if it had really hurt his foot very much—the pain, he knew, didn’t matter if there was no physical harm done—he would wash it and put a patch on it, as his father had taught him to do; and the next time he would remember to lace both his shoes equally tight, so that pebbles shouldn’t get into either of them. 

				So the young philosopher was educating himself in the essentials: but as to the frills, Fräulein was not remiss in her duty. What better foundation for deep and true learning than a knowledge of the German language? She knew that this was not one of those artificial and accidental languages like French and English, that have grown out of the corruption and mixture of several ancient tongues. It was an original language, a language of the heart: and to teach it the more feelingly and maternally, she would take little Oliver in her lap, and talk to him about the ob-jects to be seen out of the window or in the picture-book lying open on the table. It was not long before he knew the name of everything in German, as well as in English, or better; and what was more, he could recite German verses and prayers (though he wasn’t taught to pray them) and even to sing little German songs. These last were his favourite amusement, because Fräulein beat the measure like a Kapellmeister, and he did the same: and she said that some day he might be the leader of a great orchestra, and instead of only himself singing in time, he would make sixty or a hundred violins and flutes and trombones keep time with him. This was a great thought, immensely invigorating: for Oliver’s mind was less perceptive than digestive: contact was nothing to it, incor-
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				poration was everything. Anything merely seen or heard remained a picture or a story: that external force, that foreign rhythm, must first pass into him, become a part of his rhythm and of his bent, if ever he was to conceive it clearly or think it important. Once incorporated, once digested, once moralised, the orange was squeezed: its virtue had gone out of it and passed into him: and what the rejected rind or pips or deflated pulp might do or become in that rubbish heap of non-moral abstractions which seems to surround us, left him quite cold. Everything was re-ally only what it was to him and in him; what it was when digested. 

				Not that his organs of perception were not accurate or retentive: on the con-trary, they had all the automatic precision of first-rate machinery, and in later years he was always at the head of the class in school, and the best player, as far as per-sonal skill went, in the field. His senses, his reactions, his memory did everything perfectly for him if he only let them alone. The routine liturgy of knowledge, dates and conjugations, and demonstrations, registered itself early in the passionless up-per regions of his brain, to be rehearsed on occasion almost unerringly. Meantime the heart within was asleep, or dreaming of something else. It remained immature even in his manhood. Yet in the midst of that profound indifference, the eye and hand could attend all the more miraculously to the stops and levers of the public world, as if lightly playing a game without a purpose. Material objects were clear enough, and material problems, when once set, were just as clear as the objects: yet everything in that sphere was, as it were, made of glass, perfectly definite, and perfectly indigestible. His masters and friends often wondered how so much com-petence could exist in one so passive and so little curious. They had not pursued the methods of Fräulein Schlote. How plastic, how digestible, how easily filtered into the heart, were those German words and verses and prayers! How readily they became a part of his rhythms and of his bent, when he sat in Fräulein’s lap, and beat time to the measure, like a master-musician leading a choir! Once Fräu-lein even rumpled up his hair, which was naturally quite smooth and unobtrusive, so that he might look more like a genius. And sometimes, when he was reading or reciting and came to a hard place, she would stroke his bare legs, to help him over the difficulty, and to show that he was getting it right. 
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				One day, without any reason, he climbed up from her knee and put both arms round her neck, holding on very softly and very tight for what seemed to her a long time. 

				“But darling,” she said, smothering her emotions, “why do you do that?” 

				His German, and even his English, was inadequate to frame an answer, and he merely held on. 

				“But do you ever hug your mother like that? And of course it would be very wrong not to love her ever so much more than you love me, because she is your mother.” 

				Somewhat slowly and absent-mindedly Oliver let go: he certainly never hugged his mother like that. It was all rather discouraging. Irma felt this too, and never stroked his legs again, and gradually ceased to take him on her lap. “You are such a big boy now,” she would say. “You must sit up in your high chair,” and she would lock him into it with the oval shelf attached on hinges to the back, which could be swung over his head to form a table in front of him. On this she would lay his brightly illustrated Animal Alphabet from Ant to Zebra, like an open Bible. “There you are, a little angel in a pulpit! If ever you become a pastor—you know my dear father was a pastor—that’s what you will look like preaching in a church.” 

				A vague apprehension remained in Oliver’s mind that he was destined to be a pastor, and to be locked into a pulpit with a big book open in front of him. A pastor would always look like that and would always feel like that: because the persons he ought to love best, like his mother and God, would always be impossible to hug and it would always be wrong to hug the others. 

				The high chair was not without a charm of its own, like walking on stilts: and confinement to that pulpit was rather cosy, so long as one’s mind was really on the book. Yet after a while for some hidden reason, that perch became uncomfortable. The lesson went on to the end; never did it cross Oliver’s dutiful mind to fret or to break off. Life was essentially something to be endured, something grim. There was no reasonableness in rebelling simply because for the moment things might be unpleasant. The digestive mind went on digesting, perhaps rather slowly: and the undigested objects and words would continue to stream by, strangely precise in their strangeness. And when presently the page was finished, the shelf lifted over his head, and he could climb down to terra firma, he did so without hurry, as if exercising the established rights of a freeman. One day his pencil, 
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				which he prized because it was blue at one end and red at the other, had happened to roll under the table: and as he crawled after it on all fours, what was Fräulein’s astonishment when she beheld the perfect geometrical pattern of the straw seat printed in pink on his little bottom. “What,” she cried, “has this wicked chair been hurting my little darling? And why hasn’t he told his good Fräulein, who would have made him such a nice soft cushion to sit on? So she shall, this very day.” 

				But it happened to be time for luncheon, and Fräulein, still full of the subject, unsuspectingly mentioned at table the urgent need of a cushion for Oliver’s chair, and babbled on about an odd piece of pretty chintz and nice wadding from an old winter jacket with which she would manufacture it that evening, to be ready for pulpit-time the next morning. Mrs. Alden let her talk on; but after a little pause pursed her lips and said: “I don’t think little boys ought to be brought up to sit on cushions. It is effeminate. The chair comes from the very best makers in Great Falls. I paid a particularly high price for it, and I’m sure it must be quite right as it is—much cooler and healthier in summer than sitting on a stuffy cushion, which is always slipping about and getting tumbled and making one restless. If only Oliver wouldn’t fidget, but keep his clothes properly pulled down under him, he would be perfectly comfortable, and wouldn’t need to find fault with what is provided for him.” 

				Fräulein, intimidated, didn’t dare to observe that Oliver didn’t fidget and hadn’t found fault with anything. Mrs. Alden being a woman of independent and intuitive mind, unhesitatingly invented the thoughts and actions to be attributed to others: and she was so confident in the truth of her divinations that she didn’t hesitate to proclaim them as facts even in the presence of the persons concerned. Sometimes she hit the mark and impressed everybody: and even when she was wrong she made her assaults in so cordial and optimistic a tone, as if what she said was an acknowledged fact, which she generously accepted, that most people hesitated to take offence, or to contradict her. Self-knowledge after all is fallible, and the position of the insulted party is weak, defending himself against cool and smiling injustice. So Fräulein on this occasion dumbly gave up her case: didn’t even protest that her cushion wouldn’t have slipped about, because she had meant to tie down the four corners to the legs of the chair with four sweet blue bows. But her firmly set little jaw under her snub nose told of an underlying determination to 
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				circumvent the tyrant, and spare somehow the tender skin of that innocent heroic child. And indeed before the next lesson she had bound together four thicknesses of blotting-paper with red tape, and attached them firmly to the offending seat. Red tape and blotting-paper surely were not effeminate: they suggested the fu-ture statesman and scholar. Mrs. Alden never went into the schoolroom, and need never discover the subterfuge: and in any case it would pass until the cold weather came, with Oliver’s fifth birthday, and he attained the dignity and the protection of breeches. 

			

		

	
		
			
				102

			

		

		
			
				IV

				It was on a first day of October, under the sign, as it were, of autumnal tem-perance, that Oliver had been born: at that turn of the year when the climate of New England, after stimulating the native optimist with one or two blizzards, and trying him with some sudden thaw and spasmodic tropical heats, at last confirms his systematic cheerfulness by settling down to a spell of cool clear weather. Then the sun rides low in the sky, veiled and coloured by exhalations from the damp woods, the sea, and the smoke of cities; while some early touch of frost turns the still vigorous foliage from a harsh green to patches of crimson and russet and glossy yellow. A fresher air fills the human lungs, and the jaded summer boarder returns from weary holiday-making to hopeful business. 

				It was also during this benign interval that Peter Alden was accustomed to revisit his family. He came usually for Oliver’s birthday, bearing some gift; and he departed after Thanksgiving Day, before there was occasion to retract his thank-fulness. In the year of Oliver’s first cloth breeches the birthday present from his father was particularly impressive, and appropriate to that manly garment: it was a pony to ride. The boy had had no pets: pigeons, and white mice and guinea-pigs, and the rest, his mother said, were so messy: dogs and cats were a nuisance, not to be allowed beyond the servants’ quarters; and the horses in the stable were too big and too formidable—A boy at the age of five has a twentieth-century mind: he wants only machines expertly workable; or else living creatures as machine-like as possible, with statistical habits, to be trained and organised to team-work: something with springs and stops of its own, and immense force in reserve, but stops and springs to be controlled by his little master-ego, so that the immense foreign force may seem all his own, and may carry him sky-high. For such a child, or such an adventurous mechanic, a mere shape or material fetish, like a doll, will never do: his pets and toys must be living things, obedient, responsive forces to be coaxed and led, and to offer a constant challenge to a constant victory. His instinct is masculine, perhaps a premonition of woman: 
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				yet he is not thinking of woman. Indeed, his women may refuse to satisfy his instinct for domination, because they share it; machines can be more exactly and more prodigiously obedient. Nor will a parent, a leader, an irresponsible power or sovereign God engage the respect of such a free agent. He wishes to be the centre of direction, if not the source of material power. Anything not exactly controllable he will despise and ignore. The great achievement will be to harness forces that seemed intractable, and to identify the good with his own material ascendency. 

				Oliver, at the age of five, had not yet discovered the tragic error in such a philosophy, and the arrival of a pony was an excellent occasion to put the mat-ter to a first test. Fräulein had sometimes taken him to the stable where he had respectfully admired the carriage horse in the box stall, and the cart horse loosely attached by a halter to his manger: but he had been rather frightened at their wish-ing tails and mouths grotesquely moving, and had been distinctly unresponsive to Fräulein’s enthusiasm about the clean stalls, the neat blankets, the hanging har-ness, and the wholesome natural smells. But to receive for his own a live pony, not higher than his rocking-horse, but with a mane like a lion, was quite another matter: and when, full to the brim already of a silent intensity, he was suddenly seized by his father and planted on the pony’s back, the experience was a revela-tion. Now he was not in the least afraid. Even the pleasure of sitting aloft was lost in the impulse to act. His look became earnest, he grasped the reins tightly with both fists and pressed his knees manfully against the saddle. Never had he felt such a sense of responsibility. Of course he wasn’t going to fall off: but the important point was not to pull the bridle too tight, so as to hurt Dumpy, and yet to pull it hard enough to make him mind. It soon became evident that the secret of control was not so much force as suggestion: and for suggestion to succeed the possibilities of Dumpy must first be consulted. His dumb soul must be solicited and not outraged; and on this sympathetic basis a firm and thoroughly responsible government was soon established by the child over the beast, to the latter’s appar-ent satisfaction, and to the very serious realisation on Oliver’s part that it was his duty to rule and that he knew how to do it. 

				Dumpy became the symbol of worlds to conquer. It was now Fräulein’s turn to find their expeditions too ambitious and to think it always time to go home. As the interest in managing Dumpy sub-
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				sided—the lazy thing never would trot more than a few yards at a time—his value grew as a seat for placid observation. They could now wander far beyond the Cemetery and the Asylum, down the gentler inland slopes of High Bluff, to the farmers’ houses and bits of remaining wood, or even to the babbling upper river and the small ponds. There were cows, there were squirrels, there were ants, there were crows: far from home, indeed, what sights and transformations might not the world afford? Home life, on the contrary, as its circle widened materially, seemed only to extend and intensify its dull tyranny. Sometimes Fräulein would take him to town in the brougham to have his hair cut or get new shoes or try on new clothes at the tailor’s. These, too, were festive excursions, because at least he might stand up in the carriage and run from one window to the other and see what was going on in the street. When they got out, he could stop to look into shop windows; and while Fräulein was intent on choosing exactly the right articles, or taking out her purse, opening it, and paying—which always took a long time and much knitting of her brows, with hardly any eyebrows to them—he could notice other children, so oddly teasing, prodding, and chasing one another, and the fat policeman standing in the middle of the street, and the oranges and peanuts for sale at every corner. 

				Sometimes, more rarely, he drove to town in this same carriage with his mother, always to the dentist’s. It was not for nothing that Mrs. Alden was the daughter and the wife of doctors; and while she might wisely or lazily delegate her authority to Fräulein in almost everything else, when it came to matters of health and medical regimen, she resolutely assumed direction in person. A foreign governess couldn’t be trusted to feel the immense importance of physical care. Foreigners might never have heard of sleeping-porches, and might even retain a sneaking tendency to close bedroom windows at night. The first time that Fräulein knew that her pupil was being taken to the dentist’s, though he had only his first teeth and apparently nothing the matter with them, she had innocently blurted out her surprise: as if it wasn’t every civilised person’s duty to have his teeth cleaned and examined every six months. For Oliver himself these visits to the dentist were solemn occasions: not only were the operations longer and more distressing than at the barber’s, but there was a grim array of trays and drawers full of steel hooks, chisels, and lancets, and there were monstrous whirling instruments like the enor-mously magnified legs of a spider. But first of all there was the 
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				depressing sensation of sitting still at his mother’s side in the carriage—the very sensation he had in later years when he sat beside her in church: for she hated rest-lessness and vain curiosity and wouldn’t let him stand up and look out of the win-dow. She said there was nothing to see. There was indeed nothing very instructive in the long round-about drive down the hill to the city; yet there were images, there were sensations; and sensations and images were what that young sensorium craved, without asking whether they were instructive or even beautiful. Merely to watch things flow by was excitement enough. First there were the two granite posts and the two great elms that marked the turn from their own avenue into the public road: then you passed the Cemetery gate and the Asylum gate, where the trolley stopped; and probably there was an empty car there, screeching round the curves and crashing over the switches as it turned tail and with much stamping on the gong prepared to start on the downward trip to the city. Then there were empty building lots, with great white and black signboards, announcing that they were desirable and cheap: for the hope that High Bluff would become a favourite place of residence had not outlived the last building boom, and population had spread into other suburbs. Then you were at the bottom of the hill and Patrick would loosen the brake, and begin to trot faster and more securely; unless he had to stop at the level crossing, where the road was spanned by a long overhead sign: Look out for the Engine. 

				Here a negro barber-shop stood on one side and a liquor saloon on the other: you were nearing civilisation: and from here on the road was lined with hoard-ings, vast but a little broken and shaky, from which, gigantic in size and violent in colour, Corn Flakes, Paper Collars, Sweet Caporals, and Rubber Heels demanded that you should buy them. Behind these enormous hoardings you could in places catch glimpses of lacerated fragments of a scrubby wood, littered with tin cans, torn paper, broken bottles, and an occasional old shoe. This was some day to be the Riverside Park: for the road, on the other side, now skirted the river, reflecting the huge mills and factories on the opposite bank; and the high smoking chimneys attested how enterprise here had outgrown the water-power which had first at-tracted it. 

				At all this Oliver stared stolidly, without understanding; but his imagina-tion awoke when they reached the bridge, especially that shaky middle part of it, which could be lifted to let by the river traffic; 
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				and here, as he grew taller, by craning his neck a little, he could just see the spar-kling mill-ponds and canals, and the water gushing from under the mill-wheels, and a bit beyond, the row-boats and canoes moored in front of Murphy’s boat-house. What is there in the universe more fascinating than running water, and the possibility of moving over it? What better image of existence and of possible triumph? But that bright vision gone, Oliver would sink again into his corner: the rest, as his mother truly said, was not worth looking at. At the dentist’s, however, there were at least steps to climb, bells to ring, a queer chair to sit in, and those great spiders’ legs with their quick nerves visible, whirring and whirring. 

				These drives seemed dull to Mrs. Alden also; for the great transformations which Great Falls had undergone in her time, though interesting to the census-taker or the real estate agent, were matters of course to her: even a little sad and discomforting, as they flooded her little world with an alien population, that did not share her traditions and did not recognise her eminence. Yet a philosopher might gladly have loitered among those scenes, to saturate his mind with the con-trasts and superpositions which they contained. Below those new factories and that rickety bridge, which marked the foot of the ancient rapids, now canalised and hidden by buildings, the river widened into a great pool called South Pond; and from this the old village green still rose pleasantly in undulating slopes, tra-versed in all directions by diagonal paths under the shadow of scattered elms, with a Soldiers’ Monument in the middle. This Common was fringed by a semicircle of nondescript buildings: two or three comfortable wooden mansions of an earlier age, painted white or light yellow: two churches, one of red brick with a little domed belfry in the style of Wren, the other Gothic with a great sloping roof and a grey stone spire; the old Town Hall, now a public library; the old Court House, now a second-hand furniture store; and newest and freshest of all, the model High School, with a vast expanse of glass windows and a forest of ventilators on the roof: a place destined to be, a few years later, the goal of Oliver’s daily pilgrim-age. In the midst of these accretions, the green shaded spaces of the Common retained an air of repose, refreshment and gentility. Here and there a shabby old person was sitting on a bench, apparently willing to do nothing. There were spar-rows hopping and twittering. There were dead leaves whirled about, quite as in Homer’s time, by some gust of wind; or being swept up into heaps by an aged gardener. After all, 
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				here was the heart of that noisy and restless organism which extraordinary cir-cumstances had caused this quiet village to put forth, and clothe itself with, almost to the point of stifling and extinction; yet, here the old simplicity survived, under a crust of bustle and business, of bitter enterprise and bitter commitments. The new world began at the corner, where Main Street and Chestnut Street parted, and divided between them the banks and shops and clanging electric cars of a thriving provincial city. From the same ancient centre a long tentacle had also stretched to High Bluff and to the Bumstead mansion, where three or four generations had already struggled with good and evil fortune, and with a good and bad conscience. 

				“Mother,” Oliver said one day as they were passing the bridge and the boat-house, in front of which Mrs. Murphy was sitting sewing, and holding her young-est sprawling offspring somewhat inconveniently in her lap, “why doesn’t she make the baby sit on the bench?” 

				“I don’t know,” Mrs. Alden answered without looking. “I suppose the child is too young and can’t sit up yet.” 

				“Oh, no; he’s almost as big as I am.” 

				Mrs. Alden now involuntarily looked up, a little irritated. But it was a settled principle with her never to show impatience. “Perhaps,” she said as if she were speculating on her own account, “he may be sleepy, and she’s afraid he might drop off and fall into the water.” 

				While her lips were uttering these words mechanically, Mrs. Alden couldn’t help becoming aware that they were nonsense; for that hypothetically sleepy boy would have had to roll twenty feet on a level before reaching the river. Would Oli-ver notice? For fear he might, she instantly raised the argument to a higher plane, and turned from physical to moral considerations; a great resource when the facts contradict one’s convictions. “Very likely,” said Mrs. Alden, a little sadly, “very likely it’s mere stupidity. Probably that woman can’t afford to have a separate chair at home for her little boy, such as you have in the school-room: and so the poor creature has got used to holding him in her lap, even when they are out of doors, and there’s plenty of room on the bench beside her. They get almost to like huddling together. It’s repulsive, and so bad for the little one’s health, and so uncomfortable. But ignorant people are like that.” 

				Far, far in a dim past, as if it had been in another world or in a pre-natal condi-tion, Oliver remembered the long-denied privilege of sitting in his mother’s lap. It had been such a refuge of safety, of softness, of vantage: you were carried and you were enveloped in an 
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				amplitude of sure protection, like a king on his throne, with his faithful bodyguard many ranks deep about him: and the landscape beyond, with its messengers and its motley episodes became the most entertaining of spectacles, where everything was unexpected and exciting yet where nothing could go wrong; as if your mother herself had been telling you a story, and these pictures were only the illustrations to it which painted themselves in your listening mind. But now, in the real world, where you sat alone and were going to the dentist’s, the centre seemed to be cold and only the circumference friendly and congenial: an untouchable world where rivers sparkled and flowed, and tugs whistled, and bright brown boats and canoes were moored together to the landing-stage, like bunches of bananas, and Mrs. Murphy sat sewing in the sunshine, and pressing her child to her broad bosom. 
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				V

				The Old Bumstead House, 

				Great Falls, Connecticut, 

				Thanksgiving Day, 1896.

				My dearest Little Sister! 

				 These last days here have been glorious—I don’t mean the weather but the Eating! The Doctor, my little Oliver’s Father, has been making us a visit. It is better after all that a man should be at the head of a household. You know that for the most part the Doctor sits in his yacht, the Hesperus, which they say is very beautiful. How I long to see it! Although formerly he had one even more magnifi-cent; only with that strange love of belittling everything which all English-speak-ing people have—they call it humour—he had named his superb pleasure-ship The Old Junk, because I believe he had fitted it up as much as possible like a boat he once sailed in up and down the Chinese rivers. What must his life have been, a young man then, alone and rich, in that far country where all morality is so strange and heathen? I dream of it for long, long hours, but I shall never know. He is most reticent; and if I ask him something he puts me off with that cold tiresome Ameri-can thing, a joke! Why can’t the men here be serious sometimes and tell us, thirst-ing souls, the truth about something? Lieschen dear, I think I see the reason. It is that they hate to think! They are too busy, too tired; or if they half form an opinion in spite of themselves, they won’t take the trouble to express it accurately, or to defend it. They laugh at what people think, even at what they think themselves, and respect only what people do. Yes, my dear, and beneath that horrid cynical scepticism, there is something deeper still. They are afraid of the truth! Isn’t it dreadful! I want to teach my little Oliver—he is such a brave child, with his silent grey eyes so clear and wide open—not to be afraid of the truth. Of course they are all strictly truthful here about trifles: no little lies, no fibs, no positive deceit. Just icy reticence, and hypocrisy acted out with a life-long reserve. But I don’t mean that. I mean loving the face of nature, and preferring to live in harmony with the truth, rather than with what people about you think it proper to say. 

				But I am wandering from the important point, which is the lovely food! You know how dry and tasteless I usually find it in this house. For two years always insipid chicken and half-raw beefsteak. Seldom veal, seldom ham, and never deli-cious roast pork. But oh, the change, when the Doctor is here! He 
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				is very considerate, and never wants to interfere with Frau Alden’s arrangements; but he brings things up from the yacht, or orders them from a caterer’s in Boston, as if they were presents. This year he has actually brought his black cook—a na-tive of India, my dear, I have seen him!—not to the house, where the servants might object, but to a gentlemen’s club in town where they have coloured wait-ers; and he cooks there, and brings the dishes all covered up in a basket for us at meal-times. It’s half an hour in the electric car, and of course the hot things get cold; and Mrs. Alden says it is all useless and troublesome and unnecessary, and that things luke-warm or re-warmed are not appetising. But the Doctor, in his quiet way, laughs it off. “You needn’t eat them, my dear,” he says, “they are little extras for me, because my stomach is so diseased that it can digest nothing but poisons.” But she eats them nevertheless, and sometimes is quite mollified, laughs at herself a little, and confesses that they are excellent. The Doctor has a theory about hot and cold things which he calls his Greek philosophy, that people who require things either very hot or very cold have no palate, but only blood-vessels: they want to be cooled when they are warm and warmed when they are cold, but can’t taste anything. And he won’t have ice in his water or wine, as they have here, and lets his soup and his tea get tepid before he will drink them, because, he says, he wants to know what sort of tea or soup he is taking. Mrs. Alden shrugs her shoulders and thinks he is a little mad, and he takes advantage of being odd (like Hamlet in Shakespeare) in order to laugh at people, and especially at his wife, without offending her too much. You know she is very proud of her fam-ily; and though the Bumsteads themselves are not very distinguished, she says her maternal grandmother was an Adams; not one of the Adams’s of Quincy, but belonging to a branch of the family joining the Quincy branch earlier. “Yes,” the Doctor will say under his breath, “a little earlier: before Adams was spelt with an S.” This is an American joke; at first these things had to be explained to me but now I can understand them almost unaided. And although it is a very old joke between them, Mrs. Alden always smiles a little when it comes up again. The Doctor cracks so many jokes at his own expense that he has to be forgiven. And he has such tact! He wished our cook to learn how to boil rice as he likes it, quite dry and soft and not stuck together; so he called on her in the kitchen—I was in the pantry and heard it all unobserved: what luck!—and said that he was never able to get buckwheat cakes except at home, as she made them; but that he liked them so much, with the superior refined maple syrup with which she served them, that he was going to ask her as a favour that she should teach his cook, although he was a Hindu and a little dusky, to make them as she did. One lesson would do, these Eastern people are so intelligent. And Mrs. Mullins, though she thinks it beneath her to talk to coloured people, couldn’t help being flattered; and when the sly young Indian came—for he is not more than thirty, very thin with great black and 
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				white eyes, enough to scare anybody—she said he was no black man, but more like an Italian, and that she wouldn’t have minded actually sitting down with him to a cup of tea. And as he talked very magnificently all the time in excellent Eng-lish—better than Mrs. Mullins’ own—and deftly manipulated the long spoon and the dishes of various sizes, as if he were a magician—she was quite mollified and bewildered; and when he said: “Now, Mrs. Mullins, wouldn’t you like to give the Doctor a surprise? Suppose to-day for luncheon you give him some Indian curry such as he never tasted out of India?” And then he proceeded to prepare every-thing himself, and fetched from a bag he had brought with him, the chutney and saffron and special pepper that were required. And you may be sure the way of steaming that rice remained fixed in Mrs. Mullins’ subconsciousness as if by hyp-notism; and now she couldn’t do it wrong even if she tried: one little heap of rice quite white, one pink, and one yellow; thick curry saturating the bits of mutton cut in cubes; and a generous portion of chutney sauce, to go with it. How it tastes! 

				But that was only one day for luncheon: the chief feast was to-day at dinner. I didn’t know at all what we were to have, because the Doctor had taken charge, saying it was a New England feast and mere Europeans couldn’t understand the secret of it. That was also a joke, because he said at the same time that he would take Oliver out on Dumpy, so that I might have the whole afternoon free: and you may imagine that I improved the occasion to go and have a good talk and a glass of beer, with Frau Müller. Well, dinner was served half an hour earlier, now that the days are short, so that little Oliver might come to the table, although he is only six years old. Oysters! You will say, loathsome, slimy, slippery, cold things to swallow raw and almost alive. But wait. Imagine first a plate full of cracked ice; lovely small silver forks like tridents to eat them with; each oyster of the six lying in its delicately shaded mother-of-pearl shell, and not just crudely raw, as you think, but dressed with lemon juice, and a little parsley: and then, entirely to remove that horrid feeling, the Doctor will pass you a beautiful little flask, cut-glass and silver, with a liquid red pepper in it called Tabasco sauce: and two drops of it on each oyster will produce the most delicious contrast between the cold watery substance and the sharp peppery condiment. Then just a sip of old pale sherry—this of course also from the yacht, for at home we keep no wines—and then comes the hot clear mock-turtle soup, with bits of jelly-like meats and slices of hard-boiled egg: so stimulating, so varied: and with it no ordinary soggy bread, but cheese-sticks, and fluffy, puffy biscuits like pommes soufflées, and salted al-monds. Then another sip of the sherry, or your whole glassful, if you please, be-cause you know there is champagne coming. And now the real surprise of the feast. No boiled meats, no roast joint: instead, on each person’s plate, my dear, one entire whole canvas-back duck, larger than a pigeon. You begin to cut it, and to the eye it may seem a little raw; the blood oozes out; but if you take courage and taste it—how marvellous! 
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				And such accompaniments, too; fried crisp bread-crumbs and sweet soothing cur-rant jelly; and fresh cool celery-salad with slightly pungent radishes mixed in! When I exclaimed and clapped my hands, as of course I did, on seeing an entire duck served on my plate, just for me alone, Frau Alden looked at me severely: I mustn’t teach Oliver to make gestures or show his feelings: gentlemen are not monkeys. But the Doctor smiled at me, I think he was really pleased, and said: “Take care, Fräulein, you may find little lead bullets in these birds. Bits of metal are rather unpleasant to the teeth, at least at my age, and anyhow not nutritious. Don’t think these little duck come from some pond in a farm yard; they are sea-birds bred in the salt marshes which abound along our Atlantic coast: men have to go far out in flat-bottomed boats, and hide behind the cover of rocks or tufts of scrub and tall weeds, so as to shoot them as they fly past: and the fine spreading shot which they use isn’t always easy to find or to extract afterwards. When I was younger I used to shoot them myself sometimes for sport: it was a broad primitive life, solitary yet occupied. There is something poetical about those vast expanses of calm water and cloudy skies, and the wild life in them. But it involved getting up before dawn, with poor food and much exposure to cold and damp; and my rheumatism protested. I daresay the young bloods are still at it; but for the most part it has become a business like everything else, and helps the poor whites in the shore villages to eke out a living, at least at this season. Heaven knows what they do for a livelihood all the rest of the year. Probably they are politicians and distil whiskey.” 

				Dearest Lieschen, how wonderful, in the midst of luxury and refinement, with all that beautiful silver and glass on the table, and flowers and lights, and a Venetian lace table-cloth—for Mrs. Alden is very proud of her mahogany table-top, and never lets it be wholly covered, because it belonged to her family, and not to the Doctor—how wonderful to be carried away suddenly into the wild, wild world! I seemed to feel the salt wind blowing, and the birds rising and screech-ing and spreading their broad hard wings! And then the thought of those dreary back-waters of American life, those ramshackle wooden houses, those gaunt joy-less women, those bitter, swearing, hard drinking men! It is not as in our simple countryside, where there is hardship and sorrow enough, God knows, but where everything is well-ordered and healthy and beautiful, and even festive at certain seasons, in the old human pagan and Christian way. Here all is dismal, difficult, ugly, and desolate for the poor. You must be rich here, or your humanity is frozen stiff. 

				“And how do you like the duck, Fräulein?” 

				“Oh, very much; but why is there almost nothing to eat in the wings and legs? It seems to be all breast.” 

				“The breast,” the Doctor replied, “is the wing-muscle; he more a bird lives on the wing, the more its breast develops. The same thing happens to wild 
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				duck naturally which happens to those tame youths who swing clubs at the Young Men’s Christian Association: the breast-muscles develop enormously and leave them with spindle legs. You must remember that birds are not mammals, and the breast hasn’t the same function in them as in the cow.” 

				Here Frau Alden, who has an ample bosom, blushed a little and said in a sort of whisper: “Really! Isn’t this conversation becoming rather physical?” The Doctor glanced at me, to see if I had any cause to blush, and saw at once that I hadn’t. It was the first time he had looked at me as if I were a woman and not just a governess. He went on quickly. 

				“Fräulein won’t mind. She belongs to a scientific nation, and knows that sci-ence is elevating.” 

				“Yes,” I cried, “elevating and thrilling! I hope Oliver will love science.” 

				“How is that, Oliver,” said his father, turning to the little boy who had already finished his milked toast and was looking rather sleepy. “Do you know what a quadruped is?” 

				No answer. 

				“You know what a bird is, don’t you? It hops on two legs.” 

				“Yes,” said Oliver, still a little sullen, “it hops away.” 

				“But a horse or a dog or a cat or Dumpy, if he were livelier, would run away on four legs, wouldn’t he?” 

				“Oh, yes,” Oliver replied, now almost wide awake. 

				“Well, that’s why a cat or a dog or a horse is called a quadruped, because it runs away on four legs and not on two, like a bird or like a man. In a bird the front legs have become wings, and in us they have become arms and hands.” 

				By this time Oliver’s eyes had become round and he was quite serious and silent, already feeling, I am sure, the grandeur of science. But at that moment the ice-cream was brought, and a beautiful portion, complete in its caramel basket, was put before him, as before the rest of us; and the ice-cream, for the time be-ing, became more interesting than science. Such lovely ices, too, with green and yellow and red leaves made of candied fruit, and spun sugar to rest in instead of cotton wool—for you know that really good fruit here comes packed in cotton wool, as if it were a doll or a jewel. And the buds were confitures-à-surprise, my dear, so that when the thin caramel shell burst in your mouth, it startled and elec-trified you by suddenly discharging its secret drop of the sweetest and strongest cordial! I haven’t time—it is 1 a.m.!—to tell you of the mince-pies, always made for Thanksgiving; but ours were quite special little ones, one for each person, and served with rum flaming all round them, as in an English plum-pudding. We shall have plum-pudding of course for Christmas, and I am already enjoying the taste of it in anticipation, with its rich solid sugar sauce! But those unexpected drops of liqueur, what a pleasure! Not even Goethe when his soul cried, Verweile doch … But I can’t possibly leave out the champagne which, alas! we sha’n’t 
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				have for Christmas because the Doctor will then be far away, basking in the tropi-cal sun. I think you once did taste Sekt at our Herr Bürgermeister’s son’s wedding; but this is French champagne, much more delicate and potent and transporting: a sip or two quite enough to lift you into the sphere of the Ideal, with all lovers and poets and mystics like Goethe and Dante and Omar Khayyám and Solomon—only of course it wasn’t Solomon—in his passionate Song of Songs, with its depths of marvellous meanings. How miraculously the spirit is freed from the body and the whole negative, cruel, earthly side of things melts away, and the wonders of the Arabian Nights seem after all the most natural, innocent, glorious of realities! 

				But I am leaving you open-mouthed, Lieschen dear, waiting for the last course. It was nuts and dates and figs and raisins and pears and oranges and hot-house grapes. Of course I couldn’t taste everything, but I never can let dates go by, because I think of the Bedouins in the deserts of Arabia, who eat almost nothing else; and it seems to me, as the thick luscious substance dissolves in my mouth, that I share that simple, intense, religious life of theirs, all endless jour-neys through the wide burning sands, and love under the full moon. I am going to say something dreadful, dearest sister, but I feel it, and though it be blasphemy one should always say what one feels. I can no longer cry with Goethe, Verweile doch. No: such loitering is unworthy of the German spirit! We must not cling to anything achieved, but stretch out our eager hands for ever to the Beyond. And I won’t say, towards “Something Higher.” I won’t climb up any ladder set up for me beforehand, with rungs all numbered higher and higher, like degrees in the thermometer! What is that but a remnant of petrified metaphysics? The free, bold, pure German genius cannot be confined to such a single narrow path. It will forge its way out of Itself in any direction, in all directions, into the infinite, scorning all law save that which It imposes on Itself at each moment by living, molested by no facts, recognising no conditions, but creating always the next step by Its untrammelled sudden inspiration. Nature is a prison. As for me, give me Chaos! 

				Oh, I must stop. It is two in the morning. How sleepy and seedy I shall be to-morrow! Perhaps that last too beautiful green mint in cracked ice, with its ex-quisite little glass, cut like an emerald of a thousand facets, was too much for my sober judgment and I have been writing Unsinn! How rich is experience in this wonderful world of ours, even if experience for you and me is not always so over-whelming as it has been to-day for your ever loving and still hopeful 

				Irma.

				P.S. There is no one at present, but I am only twenty-two. 
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				VI

				The golden age of Dumpy, alas, could not last for ever. Oliver’s legs grew longer; he began to love speed, and preferred his bicycle; and he was also a bit concerned about his personal dignity. He felt much too tall now for that low fat lazy little beast; it was like riding a toy elephant on wheels. The demon of self-consciousness had got into Oliver early, never to be exorcised. Dumpy was a nice old thing, but he couldn’t be allowed to make his master ridiculous. One was responsible, in the first place, for oneself, and must always choose what was best, even at the cost of outgrowing one’s old feelings and one’s old friends. Thus without knowing it—although Fräulein may have dropped some hints to that ef-fect—Oliver anticipated the maxims of Goethe, and sacrificed his heart to his self-development. Dumpy on his side, as if consenting to the sacrifice, opportunely went lame, and finally had to be shot; and Mrs. Alden, who never spoke of death, said it had been thought wiser for Dumpy not to remain with them. 

				In spite of the coldness and distance between Peter Alden and his wife, with deep distrust on her part and perfect indifference on his, they agreed in many matters of policy, and especially in regard to the education of Oliver. At first, during his early boyhood, he should be brought up at home, like a young prince, though without courtiers. In this way he could be thoroughly well-grounded in his studies-something impossible in a modern school—and could acquire the speech and manners of a gentleman. But later on he must be sent to school; not for the sake of his lessons, but for moral and social reasons. The social reason plainly could not be snobbery: there was no older family in America and few richer than the Aldens, and even the Bumsteads were leading people in their own estimation. On the contrary, social relations were necessary in order to obliterate as far as possible the sense and the appearance of this immense superiority. It was impera-tive that Oliver should learn to live and to think democratically; that he should discover what American life was, not by inspection from his own point of view, like a supercilious foreigner, 
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				but by participation in it during his boyhood, and without criticism. He must feel at home in his country. He must begin by sharing spontaneously the habits and enthusiasms of his generation; otherwise he would never be able to influence them for the better. According to his mother’s maxims it was only in order to contrib-ute to the national life—of course by elevating it—that Oliver existed at all. His father was less certain about the purposes of existence, either in Oliver or in man-kind; but he agreed that anyone destined to live in America needed to acquire the protective colouring that would enable him to move confidently in that medium and escape destruction or at least unmitigated misery. Peter Alden himself, in spite of the humour which covered for him a multitude of sins, both in himself and in others, and in spite of having been thoroughly initiated in his youth into a particular native circle, had found himself nevertheless a waif in his own country as well as in the rest of the world. That particular circle had been too narrow and old-fashioned; and in slipping out of it, he had also missed the general movement of national events and national sentiment. Not, as he said to himself, with a sort of mocking modesty, that either he or his country had lost much by that divorce: but Oliver being also his mother’s son, might be expected to have more stamina, greater gifts, a more aggressive conscience, and a thicker skin. 

				Someday, therefore, Oliver must be sent to school; but the day was put off as long as possible, for the sake of his studies. He was a remarkably good pupil, somewhat calm, as if he had heard all these things before, but evenly absorbent, and evenly retentive. Irma, all love and zeal, had no difficulty in emptying into him her store of knowledge in German and English literature, in history and even in the classics. When it came to the natural sciences and mathematics the little lady was hard pressed to keep a bit ahead of her ward and appear to know what she was expected to teach him; and indeed, after a time, all pretence was tacitly dropped, and he systematically took the lead, while she became simply a pace-maker and sympathetic comrade in his career of discovery. 

				Oliver soon found, as he afterward used to put it, that there was a sunny and a shady side to the road of knowledge. The sunny side was the study of nature, where all exploration was joyful, and free from evil passion and prejudice. The same was true of mathematics which, if not so sunny as geography or astronomy or natural history, at least was pure from human taint. You were honestly chal-lenged 
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				by your problem, and could work your way honestly forward until you came to an honest solution or an honest difficulty. Only non-human subjects were fit for the human mind. They alone were open, friendly and rewarding. Unfortunately the human subjects had to be studied too: and here—in history, languages, lit-erature, not to speak of religion—all was accidental and perverse. Perhaps story-telling, just for amusement, might be very well for the theatrical sort of people who liked it; although Oliver himself had never cared much for tales and poetry and things supposed to be funny: he had been less bored than most children when let alone, and less pleased when prodded. But to tell stories and pass them off for the truth—what an extraordinary outrage! The histories and theories which people had composed in their heads did not appeal to him as visions, as incitements to the imagination, which is the way in which they really appeal to the humanists who cultivate them: and not caring for them as fictions, it never crossed his mind to mistake them for truths. On the contrary, he instinctively hated them for tres-passing on that ground; they were counterfeits; they were rendered malignant by the very fact that they had a subject-matter more or less real, which they dared to caricature and diminish and dress up in the motley of particular minds. Yet this subject-matter itself was a sorry affair: a chaos of barbarous and ignorant nations, struggling for a wretched existence and rendering existence doubly wretched for one another. The human world was so horrible to the human mind, that it could be made to look at all decent and interesting only by ignoring one half the facts, and putting a false front on the other half. Hence all that brood of fables. But this flattering office of poetry and elegance did not redeem them in Oliver’s eyes: they were only “frills”; and all such beautifications belonged to the shady side of knowledge. 

				In his boyhood, though words and ideas were lacking to express it, this puri-tan disdain of human weakness and of human genius was at work silently within him. It caused him to do his languages and history in a perfunctory way, with a certain inward and growing estrangement. He remembered the facts in the books easily, and the meanings of words, and the rules of grammar; but his mastery of these matters was a little sardonic, as if he resented that such things should have to be remembered at all. He found escape from that absurdity not only in those other purer studies, showing the sunny side of the world, but above all in bodily exer-cise. This was destined to be his sovereign medicine and sheet-anchor throughout his short 
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				life. A fit body might not make a fit mind, might even induce a certain mental sleepiness; but at least it would keep the mind sane. In a world where so little was sure, there was comfort in feeling sure of your nerves, your muscles, and your di-gestion. Moreover, exercise in the open brought Oliver into a genuine communion with nature, such as he never found either in religion or in poetry: the confident active sympathy of man with things larger than himself, and with a universal rep-tilian intelligence which was not thought, but adaptation, unison, and momentum. That groping labour which had produced the trees, the rivers, the meadows, which was piling up and dissolving the clouds, seemed then to engage his inmost being in its meshes and to turn him for the moment into the gladdest, the most perfect, yet the most dependent of creatures. And he could accept joyfully this dependence and this fugitive strength, feeling at the same time the immense promise of a thou-sand other perfections sleeping in the womb of nature, into which the strong soul of this moment must presently return. 

				Nevertheless, this escape, this private wordless religion, soon bred its own conventions and became compulsory and imprisoning in its turn. To go for a single day without two hours of vigorous out-door exercise was now out of the question. That would have been as improper and shameful as to lie in bed all the morning out of laziness, or to go unwashed, or to wear soiled linen. It would have meant physical restlessness and discomfort indoors, and the most horrible sensual moodiness in the inner man. Yet in the nondescript changeful weather of New England it was only occasionally possible to play lawn tennis with Fräulein, and seldom tempting, in that seared suburban landscape, to take long walks like an old man merely for the sake of walking. Nor was it often steadily cold enough for much skating or tobogganing. A sandy golf-links indeed existed, but at some dis-tance, and unattractive; and the country was too hilly for bicycling with patience and a sense of freedom. 

				What better, thought Dr. Alden, when all these difficulties were set before him by the combined eloquence of his family, what better than that Dumpy should have a successor? Wasn’t Mr. Charley Deboyse with whom he sometimes quaffed drinks and exchanged stories at the Somerset Club, on the point of selling his polo-ponies, some of which, like their master, were no longer quite keen and lim-ber enough for so brisk a sport? And wouldn’t one of these ponies, well-trained, light-footed, but not too frisky, be just the thing for Oliver? 
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				“Polo!” cried Mrs. Alden. “Oh!” and her tone expressed the extreme of pain and of disapproval. Polo was an extravagant, dangerous, foreign game, fit only for desperately idle rich people, trying to be fashionable. Besides, Mr. Charley Deboyse drank; and she wouldn’t like Oliver to have a horse that had belonged to him, or had been a polo-pony. However, she did approve of what she called horseback riding; and it was true that Oliver wasn’t to play polo himself, or drink, or ever see Mr. Charley Deboyse. In the end, the shock having passed, she con-sented broad-mindedly to waive her objections and her misgivings: only stipulat-ing that polo should never be mentioned in connection with the new pony, and that it should not be Oliver’s pony exclusively but simply an extra horse in the stable, which might be put into a light cart, as well as ridden. A pony-cart, she instantly perceived, would be a real convenience. It would relieve Patrick and leave him more time for useful work; because in good weather she might drive herself in to town in the cart instead of going in the heavy coupé or the pretentious victoria, both of which involved a coachman. Hating the presence of servants in general, she particularly suffered at the thought of coachmen, and of those dirty, idle, smoking, sauntering, and surely ribald, profane, and socialistic cab-drivers who spent their lives waiting and waiting in the cab-stands of cities. What could one expect of such men’s morals whose very business was to do nothing most of the time? Without Patrick, it would be much nicer going shopping, or to the post-office; and by taking Irma she wouldn’t even have to get out at the shops; and she would be breathing the wholesome morning air, and at the same time accomplishing so much that had to be done in such a great household as hers. That trip to town in the morning, which wouldn’t come every day, wouldn’t give nearly enough exercise to a well-fed horse, used to hard work: for she confessed that from the point of view of the ponies alone, polo might be a good thing. Oliver might therefore perfectly well take the pony out again in the afternoon for a short ride. But it was most important that the boy should not get into the habit of think-ing that everything in this world was provided exclusively for him and for his pleasure. Selfishness and self-indulgence were such a danger for young people, especially for an only child, with the example of his father too, who lived so much aloof, and wasn’t really so ill as never to be able to do anything for other people. She was thankful that, as a girl, she had had so much responsibility thrown upon her, in having to provide everything for her father and 
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				her young brothers: she might not otherwise have learned to be thoroughly public spirited and unselfish, and to find a rich life in the Service of Others. Oliver too, if possible, must be made to feel that, if he was given the opportunity to ride, it was not for his idle pleasure, or for show, but only for his health, so that he might be able later to carry on his life-work better, and to have a greater influence for good in the world. 

				Young Oliver accepted the new pony—which was a beautiful creature—with a momentary flush of pleasure, yet silently, as if he felt a certain increment of dignity and responsibility. He must prove that he was getting only what he de-served to possess. Everything kept challenging him, as it were, to walk on higher and higher stilts, and forcing him to make a success of a ticklish and, at bottom, a needless business. There was satisfaction of course, in doing the job handsomely, and he was not in the least afraid: he knew he could do it: he was proud of the pony and of himself mounted on it so airily, and he was almost grateful—vaguely, to circumstances, to God, hardly definitely to his father; but at the same time in a not unpleasant way he was sobered, he was deepened. There was a quiet mel-ancholy in privilege. One must accept privilege, because it brought a chance of greater achievements: but happiness, pure joy, would have come rather in having no privilege and being lost in the moving crowd. When a flock of birds took the air in a great wheeling caravan, only the birds in the middle were living normally: the leader was not enviable. He might be asked why he chose that particular direction, or veered as he did, and why he startled and summoned and hypnotised the rest to follow. What answers could that bird give? There must be leaders, or there would be no grandeur in life; but there was something tragic, something ominous, in be-ing chosen to lead. Could that leading bird be said to be living for others? Was he not rather imposing himself upon them, and thereby turning what might have been his free life into a responsible thing? Was it their fault if they made a guide of him and blindly followed wherever he seemed so impetuously bent on going? And if he misled them, weren’t his native innocence and courage turned into guilt? 

				As for those others, for whose sake the strange burdens of existence were apparently to be borne, they were principally his mother, Fräulein, and the occa-sional apparition of Miss Letitia Lamb or his father in the offing. These eminent full-grown persons were all his mentors, elders, and official protectors: none of them were in need of his 
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				assistance; he wasn’t doing his lessons or taking his exercise for their supposed benefit. They all seemed to think, on the contrary, that they were continually and unselfishly benefiting him, and living for his sake. It was later, and to the world in general, that he was expected to repay all these attentions. Others meant that whole quarrelsome kettle of human beings in the distance, and their unknown posterity. How was he, poor child, to discover what he ought to help those unborn multitudes to become? Was he to trust the prophetic sympathy of his mother and the Unitarian minister as to what the good of others would be? Would those oth-ers like it any better than he liked what his mother and the Unitarian minister said would be good for him? He felt in his growing bones that he was being oppressed, that there was something horribly unnecessary and unrighteous in the arrange-ments of this world. He was often told that he had been particularly favoured, and was doubly responsible. Very well: and how was he to discharge that respon-sibility? By endeavouring to lift Others to his own level, so that they might be as responsible and as unhappy as himself? All those preachments, coupled as he could feel with a profound helplessness in the preachers, or with a satisfied igno-rance and desperate bluff, fell upon his ears like so much rain beating against the window-panes. One mustn’t quarrel with the weather; one must be cheerful and go out and take one’s exercise just the same: one must grow strong and tolerant and indomitable within oneself, and let the winds and the people bluster. 

				His true counsellors spoke to him without words. They were the woods through which he rode alone, letting his horse pick his way through the unkempt scrubby undergrowth, and amusing himself by dodging or whipping aside the twigs and the hanging branches. Not one tree here lived for Others: not one in-sect, not one crawling thing, questioned its native impulse to thrive. Wasn’t the only good anyone could do in this world simply to keep himself as undefiled and determined and complete as possible, and to let Others too live as they liked? He wouldn’t crush them, he wouldn’t torture them, he would even help them out of a trap into which they might have fallen, if their distress was obvious, and he could befriend them without compromising his own integrity. He could succour; but he couldn’t abet or instigate all this swarming blindness of existence. Once in the race, you had to take your chances, and nobody could make you run faster than your legs would carry you. Nor could everybody win. He would win, because he could: yet it was curious how little pleasure he found 
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				in the foretaste of victory. In the woods even the tallest trees, that had fought their way victoriously to the upper light and air, were cramped and distorted; and their meagre crowns were often half-withered and bald. Was he to be like that? No: he could get out of the woods, into the open. And as he actually came out again on to the main road, he would pat the strong curved neck of his pony, or the smooth flank; and he would catch an understanding answer to his congratulations in the lighter step of the beast, or in his quivering nostrils. How pleasant and how vari-ous were the allies which a truly clear and masterful will could find in the world, and marshal against one’s inevitable enemies! To surrender to those enemies, or to compromise with them, was not only to tarnish one’s own soul, but to create new and more intimate conflicts and hasten towards dissolution. Never mind enemies. Rider and horse could strengthen and gladden each other in their spontaneous common career, forgetting who was servant and who was master, disdaining en-emies, and disdaining death. 

				And there were other amenities in his boyish life, and other silent communi-cations. He had learned to ride: he must also learn to swim and to row. And who more fitted to initiate him into these midsummer sports than Mr. Denis Murphy, who kept that boat-house by the mill-pond? Murphy’s great days were over, but he had had them, and for those in the know he remained a distinguished person-age. Fifteen years earlier he had been sculling champion of the world. Such fame, though it may lead in the end to but a humble place in human society, never quite loses its glamour in the imagination of contemporary sportsmen: and the presence of that superannuated hero in the neighbourhood had not escaped Peter Alden. Whenever he came up from his yacht in the launch it was at Murphy’s landing stage that he put in; and for years the Doctor and the boatman had exchanged prognostications about the weather, or on the prospects of elections: and many a little bill had been paid and many a good cigar given, to predispose Mr. Murphy in the rich man’s favour. When the proposal finally was made, to take young Oliver out on the water, and give him a hint or two about rowing, no business, however important, was allowed to stand in the way: and Oliver soon had his boating and his bathing togs at the boat-house, and ultimately his own shell and oars. Many an afternoon in summer, during his teens, was spent under Mr. Murphy’s protec-tion: for it became a matter not merely of barely learning to row or to swim, but of expertness in 
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				these arts, and even a little practice in boxing was thrown into the bargain. Mr. Murphy was proud of his young pupil: and Oliver not only applied himself dili-gently to doing well—which for him was a matter of course—but he felt a sort of confidence in this simple man, such as people of his own class didn’t inspire. Bodily skill was something unmistakable: the proofs of it were material, and so were the forces with which you had to count material and sure; and even your own conceit or shyness could be easily corrected by the event. You were classed by your performance, not by your opinion or by anybody else’s. That was such a relief. At home all was a matter of discussing opinions, and feeling bitterly how superior your own opinion was. But Mr. Murphy seemed to have no opinions. If you asked him what he thought of this, or thought of that, he simply grinned, and changed the subject. But he could tell you how things were made, and how things were done, and why things happened—that is, within the boatman’s sphere. He was the first master Oliver had known. 

				Often the man and the boy would make long excursions together, for the most part in silence. It was not only possible to take a dip from the landing-stage at the boat-house, but it was possible to row, or even to sail, up to the northern end of the Mill Pond, a great artificial widening of the river above Great Falls, produced by the mill-dams; and there, in the silvan seclusion and silence of a sheltered cove, a lesson in swimming had a special charm. Mr. Murphy was a native of Ireland, where he had spent his youth: he felt that his pupil was a young gentleman, some-times even called him sir; and he instinctively abstained from irrelevant talk in the boy’s presence. Perhaps he felt also the greenness and coolness and glassiness of the scene, as somehow haunted by higher powers, and sacred to youth. Oliver by that time had become an idyllic stripling, slender in body and tender in mind, quiet, attentive, and courageous; always careful to swim or to row correctly, as Mr. Murphy had explained scientifically that one should row or swim, even if the oars sometimes grew rather heavy and the water rather cold. Yet the arts learned so scrupulously seemed somehow sad arts: they scarcely penetrated to the dumb potentialities of Oliver’s being, which remained unmoved, as if waiting for some-thing wholly different to call them forth. And the quietness of the boy, beneath all his dutiful diligence and evident powers, induced silence in the good man also: as if Chiron, the 
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				Centaur, in the presence of the young Achilles, had refrained from snorting. Af-terwards Denis Murphy would say to his wife, “That young kid of Dr. Alden’s is a deep one. He won’t live to be old. The likes of him isn’t made for this world. Pity he’s being brought up a heathen.” 
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				VII

				Meantime, on the completion of Oliver’s fifteenth year, it had been agreed that he should go to school. In any other household equally fastidious the choice of a school might have been a terrible problem; but in this case the question solved itself without difficulty. There was only one school that Oliver could go to. For Mrs. Alden disapproved of all boarding-schools on principle: they removed boys at the most critical age from the sacred influences of home and mother, and they were hot-beds of snobbery, rowdiness, cruelty, and immorality. To make up for this real wickedness they dressed up those young ruffians on Sunday in white surplices and made them file two by two with joined hands into choir, and sing sentimental anthems; so that their only idea of something better than brutality might be to become little angels in a perpetual choral service in heaven. And what was the result? That those silly boys in after life were at best nonentities, copied the fashion-plates in tailors’ windows, married rich women, and were null intel-lectually, null morally, and null politically. 

				“Hurray, hurray,” Peter would murmur admiring the conviction with which his wife could turn into virtuous invectives that secret jealousy which she felt towards people more fashionable than herself. And he concurred in the issue. Boarding-schools being excluded, Oliver must be sent to the Great Falls High School, which was the only day school within reach. Certainly Peter felt some regret that his exceptional son should have to be educated in an obscure provin-cial establishment, among common boys, and under mediocre teachers: yet was any alternative really more attractive? Were not all schools provincial in spirit, and all schoolboys barbarians, and all schoolmasters mediocre? Or if there were exceptions might they not be found at Great Falls as well as elsewhere? In his own boyhood the influence of Mr. Mark Lowe had been a happy accident. The crucial turn in everything must be left to chance. Oliver was well grounded already; he was only going to school in order to learn to live among strangers, to play games, to have comrades, and to find his own level in a 
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				nondescript world. For this purpose—the only use of schools—any school would do. In any school Oliver might acquire knowledge of men and boys, and test and develop his character. 

				 In this way Peter Alden, who laughed at his wife’s unconscious hypocrisy, succeeded in deceiving himself a little about his own motives. He had abdicated all formal responsibility for Oliver’s education, and let his wife bring the boy up as she chose. It had been a kind of sarcastic gallantry towards her superior intel-ligence and knowledge of life; and it had relieved him of the enormous difficulty of making up his own mind. Yet his conscience, at bottom, remained uneasy. Wouldn’t something entirely different have been infinitely better? 

				In reality, as schools go, the High School at Great Falls, Connecticut, had much to recommend it. The building was new, clean, heated and ventilated auto-matically, according to the latest and most expensive contrivances. Prosperity in this corner of New England had not banished conservatism; the Demos aspired to be cultured and refined. There was an Art Museum, and the Public Library, though the gift of Carnegie, was handsomely supported by the city council. Yet all these great opportunities (as they were styled) for self-education went with a certain survival of restraint. This model schoolhouse, ultra-modern in every other respect, had two separate entrances and two school yards, for boys and for girls, on strictly opposite sides of the edifice; and a severe brick wall, running like a vast bulk-head through the whole height and breadth of it, separated the two sexes; nor was it rumoured that any Pyramus and Thisbe had ever pierced a hole in it for exchanging kisses. Moreover, there was a special classical division reserved for boys intending to go to college: and all the teachers in this division, as well as the Headmaster, were men: a lucky circumstance, as Peter thought, because Oliver, except for Denis Murphy, had lived too long under the exclusive influence of women. Refinement, sentiment, moral intensity were all very well, but they should not be made the fulcrum of your universe, or that universe would come toppling down on your head. The great, the trusty educator of mankind was mat-ter: and matter, in ladies’ minds, was entirely veiled in a mist of words. And not in ladies’ minds only. Most schoolmasters were people who had failed in the world, or who feared to fail in it: they knew matter only by the terror which they felt of it: yet even that indirect acknowledgment was better than a bland innocence and an unchecked indulgence in fabulation. Oliver would 

			

		

	
		
			
				127

			

		

		
			
				Boyhood

			

		

		
			
				feel, however lop-sided his new masters might be, that they had one foot on terra firma. 

				To sit in front of a yellow wooden desk, screwed to the floor, in a yellow wooden chair, screwed to the floor likewise and scientifically hollowed out to fit one’s standardised person, was a new sensation, and not unpleasant; the fact that there were eight such chairs and eight such desks in a row, and five or six rows of them, all alike, was somehow reassuring. Nothing was likely to happen anywhere in this new world except that which happened regularly everywhere and to every-body. Alden being alphabetically the first name in the class list, Oliver was placed in a corner seat in the back row, between two large windows; and without turning round or showing any undue curiosity, he could see most of the boys’ faces, with the full sunlight upon them. They looked to him at first like so many small edi-tions of Mr. Denis Murphy, and he rather liked them for that: not as if they were real people, such as the people at home, but boys in some picture-book or tale of adventure: simple, rough, gleeful, and together producing a certain rumble and vibration of herded life, like horses in their stalls or pigeons in a dovecot. He soon found, when it came to standing about in the School yard during the recess, or playing tag—which seemed to him a very small boys’ game—that he had noth-ing in particular to say to them, or they to him. Their brogue too was something like Mr. Murphy’s, only shriller, uglier, and more aggressive. He soon learned their dialect and slang, but it always remained a foreign language to him, as did common American speech in general. He didn’t hate it; sometimes it made him laugh; it all seemed to him like a turn on the variety stage, meant to be funny, and really droll, though it might become too constant and tiresome. His own natural speech was that of ladies and clergymen. His mother, Fräulein Schlote, and Miss Letitia Lamb each had her own accent and intonation; but they had much the same vocabulary and were all equally punctilious and self-conscious in their way of speaking. They were always asking how this or that word ought to be pronounced, or whether this or that phrase was good English. Fräulein’s Anglo-German stan-dards could not always be accepted, but they counted with Oliver and accustomed him, from childhood up, to certain polite and idiomatic British phrases, of which he felt the rich savour; and then there was the authority of his father, to whom the three women would appeal in their grammatical perplexities, because after all he was a Bostonian, had spent his life travelling, and knew so many other 

			

		

	
		
			
				The Last Puritan

			

		

		
			
				128

			

		

		
			
				languages. Oliver, in spite of his tendency to believe that whatever was natural in himself was right, was rather disturbed and uncertain on this subject. He couldn’t be content, in speech any more than in anything else, with what was wrong or in-ferior or second best: yet it was most puzzling to decide what the absolutely best was, and so hard, even then, to live up to it. Language, for him, didn’t belong to the sunny side of life. It was one of those human troubles in which the curse of original sin, and of Babel, most surely appeared. 

				It would be too much to affirm that in his three years at school Oliver learned absolutely nothing. In some subjects, indeed, his accomplishments already went beyond the demands of his new teachers; but he was beginning Greek and French; and even in other matters the authors read or the methods of treatment were often new to him, and enlightening. Moreover, there was the schoolroom atmosphere of laziness, mischief, mockery, and howlers: it supplied a fresh and crude human setting for all this imposed learning. Above all, there was the personality of the teachers. The school mind seemed to regard them as a sort of policemen to be circumvented as much as possible, and jeered at: but to Oliver they looked rather like poor monsters embarrassed by their pachyderms, with perhaps a spark of natural boyish soul still smouldering within. Particularly was this the case with the sarcastic wizened little man who taught American history and literature in a high quavering voice, with a bitter incisive emphasis on one or two words in every sentence as if he were driving a long hard nail into the coffin of some detested fallacy. Cyrus Paul Whittle might have made his way as a preacher or politician in his native Vermont, had his opinions been less trenchant and unpopular; and even as a school-teacher his position would not have been secure, if the Head-master and the City Council had heard all the asides and all the comments with which he peppered his instruction. His joy, as far as he dared, was to vilify all distinguished men. Franklin had written indecent verses: Washington—who had enormous hands and feet—had married Dame Martha for her money; Emerson served up Goethe’s philosophy in ice-water. Not that Mr. Cyrus P. Whittle was without enthusiasm and a secret religious zeal. Not only was America the big-gest thing on earth, but it was soon going to wipe out everything else: and in the delirious dazzling joy of that consummation, he forgot to ask what would happen afterwards. He gloried in the momentum of sheer process, in the mounting wave of events; but minds and their purposes were only the foam of the breaking crest; 
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				and he took an ironical pleasure in showing how all that happened, and was cred-ited to the efforts of great and good men, really happened against their will and expectation. The great and good men were in themselves no better or wiser than the failures: they merely happened to be on the winning side. They had done something that survived and counted, whereas the failures—and Cyrus Paul Whit-tle thought of himself—had done just as much, only it disappeared and didn’t count. Nevertheless—and here the dry flame of Calvinistic illumination would light up the man’s eyes for a moment—you were not to be discouraged. Provi-dence did wonderful things through unworthy instruments. You might be fearless and shrewd and without an atom of deference for anybody on God’s earth, and yet you might be full of faith, hope and charity. 

				These sentiments sank imperceptibly into Oliver’s mind, without awakening his attention; they were not incongruous with his own temperament; and they merged also with that herd-instinct, that sense that you must swim with the stream and do what is expected of you, which now became dominant in him. It was not Living for Others; it was not Doing Good. Those were just words to cover the desire of busy-bodies to manage other people, and make the world over according to their own fancy. This was something natural, genuine, spontaneous, like sym-pathy with nature at large. It was that very sympathy concentrated and intensified within the human circle. It was living with others, letting others live in you, being carried along by their impulse, adopting their interests; and all this not because you found their ways right or reasonable or beautiful or congenial, but just be-cause those ways, here and now, were the ways of life and the actions afoot; and there was no real choice open to you to live otherwise or to live better. 

				So with the same docility, the same pluck, and the same sadness with which he had done his lessons at home, and taken his exercise, he now began to do at school everything that the school spirit demanded: which first and foremost, in the autumn term, was to play football. Eleven boys, with some substitutes, were to be chosen out of a class of forty; and it was evident that Oliver must offer to play, being the tallest and, as it soon appeared, the strongest and quickest of the lot. But he was new to the game and had to endure at first the mortifications of a beginner. All was not pleasure in the first scrimmages, being pushed and hustled and crushed and sworn at: but Oliver was long-suffering, not afraid of pain, reso-lute, and attentive; 
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				and his pride was concerned to seem hardier than he was, and not to mind bruises and dirt. He continued to hate these things, but he learned to endure them. The tactics of the game were soon mastered: the worst of it was the malodorous rough crowding and fighting. He had to force himself to “scrap”; those boxing lessons of Mr. Murphy’s were a help in many an extremity; only he should have learned to wrestle as well as to spar; and also the art—impossible to Oliver—of oppor-tunely breaking as well as invoking the rules. However, with a little practice, the air gradually cleared. Opportunities came of showing his special abilities. Soon, in spite of his weight, he was removed from the line, and placed at half and finally at full back, which remained his normal position so long as he played football. It was a vast relief to find himself in most of the action, and in all the intervals and breathing spaces, whenever the whistle sounded, well out in the open, alone, with a wide field of vision to watch and to traverse. Refreshed and masterful at that point of vantage, he could easily nerve himself to buck the line and fight hard at close quarters, when that was required; and when the ball came to him in a comparatively clear field, he was entirely in his element running and kicking. His long legs, his clear eye, a sort of self-possession which was almost indifference, served him to perfection in a long run, or in a drop-kick; and in these respects he established at once a local reputation. Indeed, before the end of his first season he was moved from his class team to the School Eleven, where he was the young-est boy: and this unprecedented honour established him at once as a school hero. Murmurs that might otherwise have gathered force, to the effect that he was a sissy or a snob or a coward, were entirely silenced: the more that in a first encoun-ter with the rowdy gang—which he soon learned to distinguish from the decent and neutral elements—his unexpected quickness in the manly art had discouraged open hostility. His contemporaries continued to eye him askance, as a swell and a highbrow—the juster word prig was not in their dictionary; but they suspended their ill-will, and waited for developments. The leaders of the school, with whom he now associated, approved of him, and the teachers also: and as in his studies he was invariably at the head of his class, it became gradually clear that opposi-tion was useless and that he was heir-apparent to all the honours of the school. In his last year he would have to be elected captain in football and field sports: only base-ball, which he didn’t play, would remain open to his rivals. His looks and manners came to be generally admired: he was the 
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				hero of all the smaller boys in the school: and the whispering groups pocketed their jealousy and democratic intolerance and decided to back him up. There was something diffident and apologetic about him which, at close quarters, turned away wrath. He was fair and civil to everybody, had no favourites, no clique, and indeed seemed to make no friends. At times the curve of his mouth grew serious and almost bitter; and a certain listlessness appeared in his attitude when he was not engaged in making some express effort. All his lessons and sports seemed to be taken up as duties, and executed unswervingly, as if to get rid of them as quickly and thoroughly as possible. True, other tasks at once took their place; his life now had absolutely no leisure in it; but at least there was a silent moment of peace as each duty—each enemy—was despatched in turn. 

				Perhaps in that flight of birds which Oliver had watched and wondered at in other days, the leader was not really a bold spirit, trusting to his own initiative and hypnotising the flock to follow him in his deliberate gyrations. Perhaps the leader was the blindest, the most dependent of the swarm, pecked into taking wing before the others, and then pressed and chased and driven by a thousand hissing cries and fierce glances whipping him on. Perhaps those majestic sweeps of his, and those sudden drops and turns which seemed so joyously capricious, were really helpless effects, desperate escapes, in an induced somnambulism and a universal persecution. Well, this sort of servitude was envied by all the world: at least it was a crowned slavery, and not intolerable. Why not be gladly the creature of a universal will, and taste in oneself the quintessence of a general life? After all, there might be nothing to choose between seeming to command and seeming to obey. If others envied him, he secretly envied them; would have liked to be simple like them, spontaneous and unhampered. Against cheating, dirt, and foul language he maintained his prejudices, and did not hesitate to show them; but in other respects his ambition was to be like everybody else. Externals were burdens: the fewer and plainer the better. He had a gold watch, one of his father’s presents, and was willing to carry it, because it kept good time and allowed him to be al-ways punctual; but he discarded the gold chain, and tied the watch to the lapel of his coat with a black thong intended for a bootlace. He noticed that many of the boys wore no shirt but only a sweater, perhaps with a jacket over it. He would have loved to imitate them: collars were such a hindrance and cuffs such a bother. His negative temperament, his impatient young reason kept asking: 
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				What’s the use of frills? He couldn’t very well appear suddenly at home without a shirt. Even a tie was imperative: yet what an absurdity that was! A strip of flimsy silk, gaudily coloured, throttling you all your life for no reason. He always dressed for dinner, in grey trousers with pumps and a black coat: and his clean starched shirt and his black tie seemed to him appropriate then, because there couldn’t help being something stiff about a family dinner: it was a good deal like going to church. But when it was a question of doing something, and doing it well, why dress up inconveniently? He would make a shy beginning of reform, as far as he thought he could stick to it. 

				“But Oliver!” cried his mother one morning at breakfast, “where is your waistcoat?” 

				“Upstairs. Hanging in the closet.” 

				“Why haven’t you put it on?” 

				“Nobody at school wears a vest—they call it a vest—except the teachers. It’s a nuisance.” 

				“But it’s not respectable to go about like that. Your father always wears a waistcoat, and so did your uncles when they were boys. In the heat of summer, I could understand it: but now, in October, you’ll catch your death of cold.” 

				“When it gets cold I’ll wear a pull-over.” 

				“Besides, you will need the pockets.” 

				Oliver smiled. His mother had twice shifted her ground, from respectability to health, and from health to convenience. He felt that his case was won; but he couldn’t resist the temptation to rub it in a little. 

				“I have four outside pockets in my jacket and three inside; three in my trou-sers; and six more in bad weather when I’m obliged to wear an overcoat. Sixteen pockets. Isn’t that enough?” 

				Mrs. Alden was silent. Didn’t she manage with a single pocket, or rather with none, but only a portable reticule, to be forgotten on every table and every chair? But Oliver was warned. He must not press his advantage. Asceticism offended the polite world, and wearing a sweater instead of a shirt, except in sporting hours, was a privilege allowed only to the poor. 
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				VIII

				“I can’t make out,” observed Mrs. Alden, as she and Fräulein Irma sat fan-ning themselves in the north porch, “what is the matter with Oliver. Not a word has he uttered all through lunch. He’s so strong physically, why should he be so terribly bitter and languid? I’m afraid it’s something inherited from his father: weakness of moral fibre and a tendency to melancholia. These two years at school have been so splendid for him, keeping his mind occupied, and giving him plenty of out-door exercise in their school games: and with always keeping at the head of his class and winning all those prizes, one would think he ought to be more cheer-ful and lively, and more like other boys of his age. When my brothers went to that same school—and it was much shabbier in those days, in the old wooden school-house—they were perfectly irrepressible. They would come home to snatch a meal, and rush off at once on all their silly schoolboy affairs. And in summer they would go camping in the woods: but Oliver absolutely refuses to go again to Mr. Brown’s camp at Skeater’s Pond: calls it godforsaken—what a word to use about his own minister’s summer home, and Mr. Brown so liberal and hearty and broad-minded, nobody would take him for a clergyman at all! Yet instead of that happy wild life with other boys, Oliver insists on staying at home all summer and read-ing. I’m sure it may be very good for his mind, but is it wise? His uncles may have made more noise, and been less considerate, but at least they never moped. Oliver is so critical of everything, so dissatisfied and disdainful. One would think he had been crushed by some terrible disappointment. I suppose the doctors would say he was passing a climacteric—trying to become a young man. Yet the worst of that should have been over two or three years ago. Isn’t he almost seventeen? What a loss for us all that my dear father couldn’t have been spared a little longer. He would have helped so much in this matter. He had made a specialty of such cases for years, and was so wise, so charitable, so scientific. You don’t know how splendidly he pulled Dr. Alden himself out of all his difficulties 
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				and completely cured him—at least as far as a man of that age could be cured at all.” 

				“But who better,” Irma cried full of innocent conviction, “who better to ad-vise Oliver than his own father? If Dr. Alden only knew, wouldn’t he come at once and tell us what had better be done?” 

				“It isn’t as if Oliver were really ill,” Mrs. Alden retorted. “It’s only moodi-ness.” 

				“I know he feels the heat terribly,” Irma went on, “he is tired. Think how hard he has worked, besides his regular lessons, with all the effort and responsibility about athletics, because he felt it would be such a disappointment for the school if at the interscholastic games he didn’t win the two hundred and forty yards dash, and the hurdles and——” 

				“How can you remember those silly words? It does all seem so childish!” and Mrs. Alden rocked herself in her chair, half amused, half impatient. 

				“But it’s his life, Mrs. Alden. I try to follow his life, to share it, to understand what makes him happy or unhappy. And I know the trouble he took, training for all the sports in which he thought he had a fair chance of winning, although some of them were new to him, or he didn’t like them particularly. And how wonder-ful that he should win in them, just as he had foreseen! Not a touch of conceit or even of pleasure in it all, just firmness. ‘If I can do it,’ he says to himself, ‘I sup-pose I must.’ It’s no use trying to think of amusements for him: they don’t amuse him. Only when we read something very very beautiful, a very high thought, he seems at last to come to life, as if that were what he had always been waiting to hear, and had never heard. Not poetry that is merely beautiful: he doesn’t care for Schiller or Heine or for Shakespeare or Shelley. It mustn’t be beauty of words or of enthusiasm: it must be pure truth, even if sometimes sad. I was reading Scho-penhauer to him yesterday—you know Schopenhauer is a most wonderful idealist and lovely writer, only, alas, a confirmed pessimist and horrid about women—but of course in reading to Oliver I skip all those wicked Mephisto passages, which I have marked beforehand with a cross. Well, when I read how everything becomes beautiful and as it were enchanted when we suspend our Will and see the whole world merely as an Idea, Oliver stopped me, made me reread that paragraph, and wouldn’t let me go on until he had repeated it himself three times in the eloquent German, and knew it perfectly by heart. He is starving for great thoughts, Mrs. 
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				Alden, his soul can’t live without great thoughts. We poor imperfect people, and all our muddled human affairs, are a great burden to him, a foreign world. Not that he is in the least arrogant or unkind, or dislikes humble people. On the contrary, it’s people with pretensions that he can’t endure. Didn’t he want to ask Tom Piper, the apothecary’s son, to lunch the other day, not at all because he cares particularly for the boy, but just out of kindness? And didn’t you notice how flushed and dis-gusted he was, though he said nothing, when he found that it couldn’t be, because the Pipers are shopkeepers? No: it’s rather a trial to poor Oliver to be pursued by affection. I can see how I annoy him sometimes by being too emotional or, as he calls it, too German. And only just now, when Tom Piper came up to ask for Oli-ver and invite him to a picnic, and I said that Oliver was out, probably gone in his canoe to lie under the trees in the Upper Mill-Pond, I couldn’t help adding quite frankly that Tom had better not ask Oliver to the picnic. Oliver was very tired, quite worn out by hard work and the heat, and it was better for him to have a com-plete rest, yet I knew that if asked he might feel that he ought to accept, so as not to seem sulky, or ill-natured, although it couldn’t at present be really a pleasure or at all good for him. I could see that Tom Piper, who seems to be a nice modest lad, was terribly disappointed, having come up the long hill for nothing in this dread-ful heat, pushing his bicycle; and it’s evident that he adores Oliver; yet he thanked me in a hesitating way for telling him the truth and said that indeed he didn’t want to disturb Oliver or to intrude, but had hoped they might go canoeing sometimes during the vacation, because in the School terms Oliver was always too busy to see much of any of the boys. It’s a strange puzzle, because Oliver needs more friends, more sympathy, and yet the friends he makes and all their attentions seem to mean little to him, except more weight of obligation.—Perhaps some great change would set him right. What a pity that we can’t consult Dr. Alden.” 

				“It wouldn’t be impossible to consult him,” said Mrs. Alden, a little im-pressed by the earnestness with which the good Irma considered the matter. “He happens to be in Boston, kept there by delays in getting his yacht ready—brand new, and already in need of expensive repairs. His summer’s trip has been spoilt: all because of that foolish insistence on building a new yacht when the Hesperus was quite good enough until last year: and why not now? Because he is being governed by designing wicked people: and it’s no use warning him. He 
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				knows he is a victim, and he laughs at it! It amuses him to see all those idle men in the yacht making merry with his money, and he is almost grateful to them for letting him peep in and have some of the fun. Heaven knows if the new boat is at all seaworthy—they say it’s a fancy ship and not like anyone else’s—and likely to sink with them all one of these days in mid-ocean. But it’s his folly: and if I asked him to come and see Oliver, and he found that the boy is merely out of sorts and overgrown and has nothing really to complain of, he might blame me for making a fuss and interfering with his liberty.” 

				“But I have heard him so often praising you for not making a fuss and for not interfering!” 

				“Write to him yourself then, if you like—I have no objection—and tell him why we are worried, perhaps foolishly, by Oliver’s condition. That won’t oblige Dr. Alden to come or to do anything unless he chooses.” 

				Peter Alden disliked writing letters. One had so often to invent the sentiments one was obliged to express: and those conventional beginnings and endings an-noyed him, and made him feel like a fool. He answered, whenever possible, by telegraph: and the next day Irma received a long despatch, suggesting that she and Oliver should join him in Boston. A few days’ cruise in Massachusetts Bay, while they tried the new engines, might do Oliver good. 
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				IX

				hotel victoria, boston, 

				July 10, 1907. 

				dearest little lieschen! 

				How surprised you must be to see your dear exiled sister dating her letter from Boston! Yes, I am freed! The poor lonely little bird has escaped from her gilded cage! I am alone in this world-city! ! ! How did it happen? Have I quarrelled with Frau Alden and am I an outcast beggar? Have I eloped with my young lover—alas, who should he be?—and am I secretly married? No: nothing so upsetting. The Herr Doktor has simply asked my Oliver to join him in his pleasure-yacht, and as Oliver—so his father and mother think—is too young to travel alone, I have come to Boston with my dear pupil. Of course nominally he isn’t my pupil any longer, since for two years he has been going to school; but in fact we study and read together just as in the old happy days, especially during his vacations. At first the thought that he was to be sent to school was terrible, and I had to offer to leave and go back to Germany, or perhaps to Milwaukee or Chicago or some strange place, and try to become an ordinary German schoolteacher. But they said no: they needed me; and I wasn’t to be Fräulein or a governess any more, but Irma and one of the family. How the tears ran down my cheeks, and how I had to kiss Frau Alden, and Oliver too, though I had never kissed either of them before, nor have I since. What? Never kissed your little Oliver even at first, when he was four years old? No: it was forbidden. In this country it is wrong to kiss your children! Yet you see they don’t grow up quite heartless on that account; perhaps quite the contrary. 

				You have read in the papers about our terrible heat-wave. In New York people are sleeping half-naked on the roofs or in the parks, workmen are collapsing and children dying. Even at High Bluff the thin shade of the pines gave little shelter: the sand and the dust of pine-needles under foot radiated heat like an oven. Oliver could go swimming: but it isn’t possible to keep one’s head always under water: he said his eyes ached with the glare, and the dusty trip to the river and back more than cancelled any relief he might have got from the bath. Here in Boston too, it is oppressively warm; but yesterday there was a whiff of east wind, and we breathed again for a moment. 
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				You may ask, why didn’t Frau Alden come with her son herself? Ah, that is a strange mania of hers: leaving home, for her, is out of the question. How often I suggested, in the first years, that we might go for a few weeks to the seaside or in the winter to Washington or to New York. Oliver could still have had his lessons with me as usual in the morning; in the afternoon we could have seen the sights, and in the evening, after putting him to bed, we could have gone to the Opera! But no, Frau Alden wouldn’t hear of it. The journey would be so fatiguing, the hotels so crowded and noisy, the strange hired beds so creepy and unpleasant, the food so messy, too rich, perhaps poisonous, and the other people so loud and vulgar. In summer the heat everywhere was as bad as at home, where we had greater comfort and more space, and Great Falls was really not far from the sea—the salt winds might blow up the river for many miles—and the Bumstead House was on such a high hill that really it wasn’t worth while to go to the mountains. That is what she says: but I know that she thinks also that, at a fashionable watering-place, or in a great city, she mightn’t seem very well dressed, and might be taken for my mother. For—would you believe it?—though she has so much money, she hates shopping! She gets on with one or two old frocks, always black or navy blue, that can be covered up almost completely, when she goes out, with a “hand-some” tailor-made coat and furs, or a silk mantel in summer: and once she has on her pearl earrings and necklace with those fine lace ruffles that are now worn down the front with an open neck, she feels that she is well enough dressed to impress Great Falls, where everybody knows she is rich and above criticism. In the evening at home she always wears the same dove-coloured gown, with white lace, until it is in shreds, and then she has another made as much like the old one as possible. This Priscilla costume she says is right for the wife of an Alden: and it keeps her from having to think, like a foolish Backfisch, what she shall put on. Oliver is just like his mother in this respect. He never wants more than just enough clothes for use, and always the same things in the same colours. What a wicked malicious goddess Fortune is, that cruelly gives the money to the wrong people! If you and I were only rich, how happy we should be! And here are these very rich people—they don’t know themselves how rich, because the Herr Doktor will never tell, and perhaps is a bit vague about it in his own mind—people who ought to have everything, and they have nothing! A handsome woman, little past fifty, who doesn’t mind looking old, will never travel or go to a theatre or an evening party or deck herself out in splendid clothes, but wants simply to sit at home, quiet and stately, and to feel perfect! A Quaker queen, her husband once called her, and she was frightfully pleased. They both like retirement and monotony as if they were ninety. Is it because they feel if they tried to do anything else, they wouldn’t do it very well? So they simply exchange a few stupid commonplaces at home over their roast chicken and bread pudding, and sit for an hour afterwards in the drawing-room pre-
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				tending to read, looking every few minutes at the clock and suppressing a yawn, because Frau Alden doesn’t think it right to go to bed before half past nine. 

				You ought, though, to see my evening house-dresses! One is skyblue and the other peach-colour. I cut and sewed them both myself on the sewing machine, and you can’t imagine how sweet I look in them! The blue one has black velvet bows, and I wear a red rose with it, or some geraniums from our flower bed (we haven’t a real garden, only grass and the pine-woods beyond) for the sake of the aesthetic colour-harmony. The peach-coloured dress is all trimmed with autumn leaves ap-pliqué, which I cut out of remnants of rich brocade, left over from making a work-bag for Frau Alden’s Christmas present; and the stitching all round each leaf, and the stems, are in real gold thread! It is much admired; and with this gown, when I can get them, I wear white flowers. 

				I still play my old Chopin pieces sometimes, or sing one of my old dear Schumann songs, but I haven’t any time for practice. Lately, however, I have made a great discovery. Oliver has a beautiful tenor voice! I am giving him sing-ing lessons; but he doesn’t like singing, as he says, “to show off.” Only once in church, where the congregation is supposed to join in singing the hymn, he let out his voice a little. I think it was because he liked the melody—the Adeste Fideles, but to such poor English words—and he could easily run up and down those scales in his full natural note, without either thinning out and squealing at the top or gasping and becoming voiceless at the bottom, as happens to most of us. People at once began to look round slyly, and then glance at one another with a benevo-lent smile, so that I could almost hear them thinking—”What a fine voice that young Oliver Alden has, and how enthusiastically he joins in the singing. Is he go-ing to be a clergyman?” Because you know, except the paid quartet, nobody here more than hums the psalm-tunes. Naturally, as soon as Oliver noticed that he was attracting attention, he stopped, and has never sung in church since. Sometimes, when we are in the marble summerhouse at the very top of the Bluff, he will really sing something: but there we haven’t a piano, and we can’t make much progress. I am sending you his latest photograph, which doesn’t do him justice, because there is a sweetness and manliness in his ways which can’t be photographed, but you will see how distinguished he looks with his large clear eyes and pale hair, so tall and slender and unassuming. The young sons of the Grand Duke of Weimar, whom we once saw, you remember, at the railway station, looked a little like him. 

				But what am I writing about? I have such a garrulous mind, and you want to hear about my wonderful journey. Yet it doesn’t matter if I have been reminiscing a bit, because I have the whole evening before me, and nothing to do, alone in this strange city! Why didn’t it occur to them that I too might be too young to travel alone? I am scarcely yet thirty-four and people take 
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				me for twenty-five. From behind, they say I look eighteen. Yet they leave me unprotected, as if there was no danger, in a hotel full of men! But why, oh why, couldn’t I have sailed with them in that splendid yacht, out in the great wild ocean? How happy and thrilled I should have been, the only woman on board! I hinted, but it was no use. Nobody wanted me. 

				Well, on arriving in Boston, Oliver and I went to the hotel on Beacon Hill, where the Herr Doktor always stays. He lived very near there when a boy, with a mysterious older brother who leads a hermit life there still, but whom the Doc-tor never sees. Yet in an uncanny way he loves to haunt the old places, turn the familiar corners, and go to the same long-established shops, though now the best hotels are in quite a different quarter. So when the Doctor and Oliver left and went to the yacht, I moved here, where the waiters are white—they were black at that other hotel, which takes away my appetite for a moment, though it soon comes back again. The Victoria is in the residential region, more suitable for a young lady travelling alone. And what have I seen? Oh, so many things: the Pub-lic Library, and the Ludovisi Throne, and Mrs. Gardner’s Venetian palace; and I might have gone also to Faneuil Hall and the Old North Church and the Bunker Hill Monument; but it’s so warm, and my time has all been taken up shopping. I haven’t bought very much, but oh, the gorgeous things I have looked at! With these new loose fashions, home-made dresses will fit perfectly; but I have got a winter coat—half price on account of the heat—and two new hats, and some lovely linen. You will say where are all my savings going and what shall I live on when I am an old maid? But no: my savings are intact, because the Herr Doktor gave me a cheque for 200 dollars, and my travelling expenses will hardly be more than 50; so I have a little margin for pins! I have also been to the dentist because while the one at Great Falls does very well, he is old, and the one here is young and a German and nice-looking and doesn’t hurt so much. But he is married. Un-fortunately at this season there are no great artists playing at the theatres, and no good concerts: but of course I go every day to the cinema, and gloat on it. Love at such close quarters! It almost seems as if it were myself that is being kissed. Too much of this, I feel, might not be good for me; but Oliver is returning in a few days, and then all your dear sister’s Erlebnisse will have become, alas, but an Erinnerung! 
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				Cities, for Oliver, were not a part of nature. He could hardly feel, he could hardly admit even when it was pointed out to him, that cities are a second body for the human mind, a second organism, more rational, permanent and decorative than the animal organism of flesh and bone: a work of natural yet moral art, where the soul sets up all her trophies of action and instruments of pleasure. No: for him cities were congested spots, ugly, troublesome and sad. Boston, when he first passed through it, seemed to him nothing but Great Falls multiplied. True, he was not expected on this occasion to look at anything: and he became spontaneously attentive only when the cab dropped him and his father before a large wooden shed, labelled in great letters: East Boston Ferry. The covered pier was built out over the water on slimy piles, which looked rather rotten: and the green sea-water itself was stained in livid metallic colours and meandering curves by the refuse from local drains, or from tugs, coal-barges, and idle steamers. The ferry-boat arrived, creaking against the loose walls of piles that pressed it into position; the crowd pushed ashore over the draw-bridge, adjustable according to the height of the tide: and the embarking crowd pushed no less impatiently aboard. Presently the great steel lever, shaped like a cocked hat, that surmounted the ungainly craft, began to oscillate, beating like the heart of some monster in agony. The paddle-wheels began to slap the water with increasing fury, and the big raft-like ferry-boat, each rounded end indifferently bow and stern, carried them in precisely seven minutes across the channel to the deeper side of the harbour. The crowd, pushing hard once more, bore them by main force into an unpaved road, through which trains ran. Long rows of freight-cars stood in a siding, profusely painted, pasted, and inscribed with all sorts of labels. Smoke stacks of different heights and colours were visible above the sheds and shanties lining the road: masts also, here and there. There was a liquor-saloon at every corner and often a fruit-stand, with a little oven beside it, hissing steam and roasting 
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				peanuts. Presently they turned down a muddy lane; on one side invisible machin-ery was thumping loudly behind a brick wall; and at the end they emerged upon a wooden pier, which trembled, but didn’t quite give way under their prudent tread. A gangway led them into what seemed a large excursion steamer under repair; and from there they slipped down on to another deck, which somewhat to Oli-ver’s surprise, proved to be that of his father’s new yacht, the Black Swan. In the confusion of sheds, hulks, piers, and overtopping steamers, her lines were hardly distinguishable to an unpractised eye. Moreover, his father had stopped to talk to a stranger: an affable young man, broad-shouldered and ruddy-faced, in a white-topped yachting cap cocked very much over one ear. He wore a double-breasted blue coat with brass buttons, most brightly polished, duck trousers freshly ironed, and spotless white shoes. Half a word on this or that seemed to suffice for his father and this florid young man to understand each other perfectly: they spoke in a low voice, briskly; the stranger had an air of smiling confidence as if to say: I have done thus and so, I knew it would be all right; and this assumption seemed to be confirmed at once by a little nod from the Doctor, signifying, Quite right; just what I wanted. 

				“Oliver, this is Mr. Darnley, our Captain. He tells me he is putting you in the Poop, which is our state apartment. Perhaps you’d like to see your quarters.” 

				The Captain first touched his cap, and then proffered a broad and muscu-lar hand, clean and well-shaped, but bearing evident signs of having done rough work. In that frank grasp, though it was gentle enough, Oliver’s unprepared fin-gers felt a bit thin and hesitant. But how could a sea-captain look so very fresh and youthful and sportsmanlike? And when he said How do you do? how could his voice and air be so singularly engaging and unembarrassed? Ah, he was English. That fact might explain his being so different from all known people, and combin-ing qualities which, according to Oliver’s preconceptions, were incompatible. He seemed more of a gentleman than one’s own friends, and more at one’s service than one’s own servants, so ornamental and yet so simple, perfectly boyish and perfectly manly. That he was English was evident in his speech, for though he used some Americanisms and consented to call things by their American names, yet some of his phrases were innocently British, and he spoke glibly, without jok-ing or forced excitement, in a voice that was pure and low, with airy modulations. That a bluff sailor, talking 
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				business, a person who surely hadn’t been to College like Miss Letitia Lamb and wouldn’t insist that the early bird had come earlily, should yet utter common-places, and even swear, in such a cultivated way-that was the paradox. 

				The cabin boy was now taking their bags below, and Oliver followed his father down into the bowels of the Black Swan, like a young Jonah exploring the Whale. At first to the bewildered passenger the entrails of any marine monster are a puzzling labyrinth: descents precipitous, walls curved, passages devious, famil-iar furniture dwarfed, distorted, compressed for the uses of a life not normally hu-man. Having no points of comparison in his previous experience, and no eye for peculiarities in naval architecture, Oliver hardly noticed the unusual disposition and ornaments of the cabin. “This is the Poop,” said his father, opening a last stout narrow door. “It is our library and museum, and from these old-fashioned ports you may survey the sea in a semicircle. My yachting friends laugh at me for trying to build myself a junk or a frigate and say I shall be smashed to smithereens one of these days in my Poop by a following sea: but we have taken every precaution: resistance and buoyancy are exactly calculated: we are never in a hurry, and can always heave to: and I am not going to sacrifice my preferences to the tyranny of fashion. I like to feel here like some old admiral bringing home the spoils of the Indies. My spoils are only a few Chinese knick-knacks, collected in my younger days, and a few sour-sweet memories of adventure, nothing out of the ordinary: and I am not conveying them anywhere—certainly not carrying them home—but simply ruminating on them uselessly in my old age. It is unfortunate to have been born at a time when the force of human character was ebbing, while the tide of material activity and material knowledge was rising so high as to drown all moral independence. I have been a victim of my environment: but I have not surrendered to it. I have surrendered only to my own limitations. This Poop is my throne of retrospection: it shows me the wake of my ship. From here you may watch the receding water, not from a great height—I am no philosopher—but from a cockle-shell life-boat, sufficient to keep you for the moment afloat and dry. You rise and sink with the waves—I hope you won’t mind the motion. When not too violent, I find it soothing and symbolical. The sea carries us like a nurse in her arms, not with the unsympathetic fixity of the dry land, which never yields in the least to our childish pressure. Here you feel the whole buoyancy of the vessel, 
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				the elastic strength with which she rides the sea. It was in ships of this size, or not much smaller, that the ancients sailed when they conceived the horses of Posei-don, prancing and plunging, yet carrying the seated god victoriously forward. You who are fond of riding ought to enjoy sailing.” 

				With this, Peter Alden, whose eyes had been measuring abstractedly the stretch of water that already separated them from the shore, turned again to his son, whose presence he had almost forgotten. “You are expected to sleep on this couch. It is only a mat stretched on a frame and covered with a cushion which for coolness I should advise you to remove. A mat on the ground in the East is thought sufficient to sleep on, and this is softer, being suspended in mid-air. In the evening pillow-cases will be supplied for these pillows, and even sheets, if you absolutely insist upon them. I, for my part, have discarded Christian beds. I know that people nowadays put brass bedsteads into ships, to avoid the damp and ver-min of the old-fashioned bunks; but those cumbersome standardised modern beds are neither nautical nor rational. They disfigure a cabin, which to my mind should be like a sort of hermitage, a workroom and oratory for the sailor’s inner man. We are so much in the open at sea, conscious of vast distances around and above, and of inhuman forces, that we need to huddle and curl ourselves up in a private corner, to knit our poor humanity together again. You shouldn’t feel in your cabin that you are in a grand hotel. As to beds, they belong to the peasant civilisation of Europe. Our barbarous ancestors were afraid of being cold, and their pride was to heap up as many mattresses as they could afford, filled with lumpy sheep’s wool, and to sink into the middle of them, heaping on top of themselves any quantity of blankets, coverlets, and quilts, and a great feather balloon almost touching the dais suspended above; and then to draw close on all sides thick and magnificent bed-curtains, for protection from air, light, or indiscreet glances. Smothered in such a dark nest, your overfed half-drunken gentleman was invited to snore: and love in such a smelly breeding-hole was ignobly deprived of sight, which might have inspired love and touched it with laughter and wonder. They do these things better in the East. They make love when they feel love, and lie down to sleep when they are sleepy, and nature irresistibly closes the eyes. You will say that there are beds in Homer; but they were thrones, the thrones of matrimony: and I grant that even our northern farmer’s beds acquired a certain dignity, when 
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				kings and great ladies held court in them; as society people in our time find them convenient in the morning for breakfasting and telephoning. But in these cases the bed returns to the character of a divan, which is what I should like to substitute for it. Here is yours, equally useful by day or night; and as at least we have learnt to wear pyjamas and not to go to bed in our day underclothes, like our malodor-ous elders, you have only to lie down and, if you are cold, cover yourself with a rug, and sleep the sleep of nature. To-day we have a smooth sea and light breezes. Nevertheless, when you unpack, don’t leave anything lying loose. Everything in lockers or drawers, ship-shape and tight. Here is the bathroom. Perfectly modern, you see. I have no prejudice against modern improvements when they simplify life. We three have to share this bathroom; but as you take only shower-baths, and don’t have to shave, you won’t have any difficulty in arranging with Lord Jim for your turn. As for me, my hours are so much later that I shan’t interfere with your morning ablutions, however prolonged. I am going to turn in until lunch-time. You can go on deck and amuse yourself as you like. I see we are making way, and shall soon be out of the harbour.” 

				A slight tremor and rumble had indeed been sensible for some time under foot, in proof that the new engines were performing their office. Left alone, Oli-ver’s first impulse was to look out of the window. He felt cooped, magnificently spacious as his cage was supposed to be. He could touch the ceiling with his hand. The two gilded Buddhas in the corners smiled at him in a heathen fashion, as if they were at home here and he wasn’t. He needed to make sure that the familiar natural world still spread around him, and to take his bearings in it. And indeed through the open ports he could see a stretch of sparkling water, with the two spreading and fading lines of foam made by their gentle passage. Beyond ap-peared the confused shipping and huddled roofs of the harbour frontage; and in the distance, above a bank of smoke shrouding the city, a single glittering speck shone through the haze—the gilded dome of the State House. Who could “Lord Jim” be? The young officer was Mr. Darnley. Could he be a lord masquerading as a sailor? And why was his father suddenly so different, so talkative, airing his views, and making long speeches as if to himself? But what was the use of conjec-tures? He would unpack. He would go on deck. He would see what was going on. All vibration and whirring had now ceased, yet the ship continued to move. The sunlight shifted its place rhythmically across the lacquer panels, the 
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				deck was perceptibly tilted to starboard, and now much further off in that quarter a little wave broke every few seconds into white foam. They were under sail. They were really at sea. 

				On deck, to Oliver’s eyes, the spectacle was overwhelming. Some untapped reservoir of emotion seemed suddenly to burst within him and flood his whole being. But why? A ship under full sail in halcyon weather, how often has it been praised and painted and photo graphed? Beautiful, certainly, but hackneyed, like the daisy and the rose and the lark and the nightingale, and all the other com-monplaces of popular poetry. And Oliver cared little for poetry: to his adolescent mind raptures over the beautiful were simply silly. Had he never, perhaps, felt the beautiful until now? The spread of canvas, unexpectedly enormous, at first alarmed his instinct by its aerial incalculable boldness: if the gods suddenly blew a little harder what would become of all these vast gossamer wings? Yet at once the sense of security was restored and heightened into a sense of power, by the evident steadiness and friendliness of that harnessed force. The gods had made a covenant, a conditional covenant, with man, and promised, if he obeyed, to carry him on their shoulders. Everything trembled and everything held; each part was alive and self-propelling, yet all moved together slightly swaying and justly bal-anced in a firm advance. The wildness of a topsail or a flying jib was like the treble voices of choir boys in a glorious anthem; while the taut sheets and halyards, the yards and booms, were like manly baritones and basses, holding the ground note and sustaining the harmony. And the background to this choral beauty was hardly less wonderful. An archipelago of summer clouds floated lightly in the sky, and the long almost imperceptible swell of the Atlantic was ruffled pleasantly by a multitude of little sunlit waves. The islands, the lighthouse, slowly shifted their perspectives, and here and there a distant steamer, or a coasting schooner, her deck piled high with lumber, seemed to encourage them in their own idle voyage by testifying that there were havens and rewards for vagrance beyond the unbro-ken emptiness of the sea. 

				Oliver spent a long time in the bows, watching the sails and the water: he peeped wonderingly into the forecastle, the galley, the officers’ quarters, the en-gine room, and even the hold. Here and there a knot of sailors, like a troop of stout monkeys, barefoot but spotlessly dressed in white, would make way for him, or seeing how young and green he was, would offer a word of explanation, before 
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				they pattered down a hatch or clambered up the rigging. It was only his own cabin, which had seemed merely luxurious, that he was disinclined to explore. 

				“Not bored, I hope,” said his father, as Oliver finally came aft again. 

				“Bored! It’s the grandest sight I have ever seen. If only Fräulein were here, how she would cry wundervoll! wunderschön! herrlich! and grossartig!” 

				“Look out. The sea when you like it too much swallows up all your intel-ligence, before gulping you down in person.—Well, it’s almost time for lunch, and later Lord Jim—I mean the Captain—will take you in hand and teach you the names of everything. It’s a chief part of seamanship, as of science, to know how things are called.” 

				“But why do you call him Lord Jim if he’s a plain Mr.?” 

				“It’s a trick I’ve fallen into, a mere nickname. His Christian name is really Jim—James—but I glorify it into Lord Jim after the hero of Joseph Conrad’s story. You’ve read it?” 

				“Oh, yes: but did Mr. Darnley ever leave his ship to sink with all the passen-gers, while he slipped away himself in the only boat?” 

				“Not that: but long ago he got a black mark against him of another sort—was dismissed from the British Navy when he was a midshipman—and he took to a wandering life, only going westward instead of eastward, and sank for a time rather below his station. He is a clergyman’s son, like the Lord Jim in the novel, and a first-rate sailor.” 

				“The only trouble with Lord Jim,” said Oliver, who had given much thought to this point and discussed it at length with his mother and Irma, “was that he dropped off into a dream at critical moments-very bad for a man in authority—as if he had taken some drug. Does Mr. Darnley do that?” 

				Oliver did not particularly notice that his father looked up, as if surprised, and said rather hastily: “Just the opposite. This Lord Jim drops off into a dream, as you say, only on shore, in lax moments, when some chance acquaintance cracks up a gold mine, or a horse sure to win the Derby. At sea, and in a crisis, he is won-derfully alert, and sees at once what is happening or is likely to happen. He has the true military gift, and would have made an excellent fighter, if he could have stayed in the Navy.” 

				“Then why do you call him Lord Jim at all? Has he been King in some sav-age island?” 
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				“Only king in this boat. He lords it over me here; but I confess he does it very well, and to my advantage, just as your mother does at home. He saves me a lot of trouble and, I believe, a lot of expense. I should have had to give up the sea by this time, if I didn’t have him to look after me. Besides, if two or three living per-sons should die without male issue, he might really be a lord some day, because on his father’s side he comes of an aristocratic family; only I understand they are uncomfortably poor. Nothing to live on but a vicar’s stipend.” 

				At this moment the Captain himself appeared at the cabin hatchway, hatless and smiling: but he perceived that he was the subject of conversation and stopped short. 

				“Lunch!” cried Peter, as if reviving at the thought: and then, as he joined the Captain, he added: “Oliver was asking me whether you were the son of a duke or only of a marquis.” 

				Lord Jim grinned broadly, and with an affectionate gesture made Oliver pass before him down the ladder, saying confidentially in his ear: 

				“I am only the son of a poor parson, but your father likes to have his little joke.” 

				The business of sitting down at table and ordering drinks now covered up the slight awkwardness of the previous moment: but for Oliver the matter of food and drink and the novel arrangements of the cabin, and the officiousness of the steward all passed half-realised, as in a dream. What could have induced his father to invent something so absurd as that he, Oliver, should have asked such a ques-tion? Nothing indeed could be more remote from his sphere than knowing or car-ing whose younger sons might have the title of lord prefixed by courtesy to their Christian names. Why was his father so different here from what he was at home? At home, like the rest of the family, he was always scrupulously truthful; a little ironical, perhaps, at times, at being obliged to be so accurate, but never fibbing, or joking, or inventing impossible things, and mystifications of this whimsical sort. Nor did he ever expatiate at home on his personal feelings and opinions: you could only guess what they were by his quizzical way of describing his earlier ad-ventures, or the course of public events. Yet that morning in the Poop he had been holding forth in a visionary fashion which Oliver didn’t quite understand. Perhaps it was here that his father felt really at home, and showed his true colours. Here he seemed to be surrounded by deference and smiling affection; 
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				here he could tell playful lies without fear of anyone calling him to book. But why this particular lie? Why insist so much on this odd fancy, this nickname for his captain? Wasn’t it rather in bad taste, and likely to give offence? The Lord Jim of Conrad’s story was a nice fellow; but the point of resemblance being that both young men were sailors in disgrace, wasn’t it cruel continually to remind Mr. Darnley of this circumstance? Yet Mr. Darnley didn’t seem to mind: liked it, ap-parently, as if being called Lord Jim really ennobled him or at least smartened him up. Or was he only pretending not to mind? Oliver, being sensitive and isolated, was a good observer, and he watched the young captain closely, more closely than ever in his life he had watched anyone before. This young man was most deferen-tial in manner, as towards a superior military officer or a constitutional monarch; yet he seemed to be sure of his ground, and capable of becoming familiar and cheeky, like a prime minister who really held the reins of power. The Doctor for his part appeared to regard Mr. Darnley with a sort of affectionate pride of pos-session, as one might a big dog, whose fine aspect and vigorous antics are made doubly engaging by his quick obedience. And Jim Darnley seemed to accept this ambiguous position with an air of polite gratitude, even at the mockery of being called a lord when he wasn’t a lord. Was he silly enough to be actually flattered and glad to carry on the farce? Or was he so much at home in humiliation that he didn’t mind it, as when the big dog, after being detected in evil doing, feels he is forgiven, and comes fawning up with his tail between his legs, but the tip wagging? Might it all be an act of subtle kindness on his father’s part, meant to compensate young Darnley as much as possible for his disgrace, and to rehabili-tate him in his own eyes? Could it conceivably amount to saying: “You are really a first rate fellow, like the Lord Jim in the story, and we needn’t pretend to forget the past. I accept it. Let us build openly on that basis.” What was that past? Why had Jim Darnley been expelled from the Navy? Of course Oliver wasn’t going to ask. Not only would the question be impertinent, but it might suggest that Oliver himself took a special interest in the matter, when he didn’t and couldn’t, because it was none of his business. No doubt some day, without asking, he would be told. 

				The conversation at lunch was chiefly about the new engines, and the cruise they were to take later; and when the very obsequious steward—also an English-man: in fact everybody seemed to be English 
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				on board—had removed the cloth and served the coffee, the captain said he would fetch the blue-prints, and disappeared. 

				“You see what a capital captain I’ve got,” Peter Alden observed, as he blew rings with the smoke of his pipe. “I found him by the merest chance in Vancouver, four or five years ago. That season when I went salmon fishing with Jack Flem-ming. He seemed a mere boy. He was then clerk or cashier at Shepherd’s Hotel, which is the head-quarters for that sport; but I gathered at once by his talk that he was a sailor and a sort of young gentleman who had run away before the mast, like Dick Dana. Not two years before the mast, because he had good naval train-ing, but on all sorts of odd jobs: and when the rush came to the Klondike he had been in command of a tug and of various other vessels, and had already a master’s certificate, not only for steamboats, but for sailing vessels, both fore-and-aft and square-rigged. For the moment the Alaska trade had died down, and left him with-out a ship. It then occurred to me that I might try him as mate in the Hesperus—I was my own captain in those days—and he jumped at the chance: and ever since he has been my right-hand man, and a great comfort to me.” 

				Talk was interrupted by the subject of it returning and spreading out three or four great sheets of blue paper with diagrams in white. They were not very intel-ligible to Oliver: but he noticed that as Lord Jim, pencil in hand, pointed out and explained the various details to the Doctor, he had hooked his other arm familiarly round the Doctor’s shoulder. What impudence! A stranger taking liberties with Oliver’s father before Oliver’s eyes—liberties which Oliver himself would never dream of taking or, to be frank, would ever like to take. True, he had never had blue-prints to explain to his father, or anything in common with him except his meals. This outsider was behaving more like a son, and the old gentleman more like a father, than Oliver had ever seen anyone behave before. Was such familiar-ity odious? Or were the reserve and cramp odious which had always prevented such familiarity at home? Was this interloper offensive, or was Oliver himself cold, shrivelled, heartless, and unacquainted with the feelings of a son? However that might be, it was evident that his father led a double life, and had a double character. In his second, newly discovered capacity, he could cease to be silent, retiring, and perpetually ironical; he could unbosom himself; he could feel and accept affection; and he could grow eloquent and play with fantastic 
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				similitudes, for his own subtle amusement, like a sort of poet in life, to whom nothing was quite real. 

				How many problems in one brain, in one ship, in any smallest fragment of the world! They were sailing, under full canvas, before a very gentle breeze: for a while, in the summer haze, they were out of sight of land. Something of the leisurely spirit of a long voyage seemed to have descended upon them, when for days or months you are content to wait on the good will of the winds to hasten or to relax your progress. Here they were, calmly wafted from the invisible to the invisible, with no other ocular evidence of human existence or habitation than this one ship and her crew. At length something in the horizon, hardly distinguishable from a bank of cloud or a streak of shadow in the water, was pointed out to Oliver. Then a white light-house became visible, then the low-lying shore of Cape Cod, a few rocks among sand, and the lazy waves breaking upon them. Nature here seemed to breathe very slowly, and to have fallen asleep. The Black Swan, as if obeying the genius of the place, dropped her anchor, and furled her sails one after another: and a primeval torpor descended upon her, as if the sea-bird had reverted to the water-lizard, basking in suspended animation and existing—as perhaps all slumbering substance exists—merely by floating and waiting for nothing in par-ticular. Yet something in particular will some day happen. Nothing is more treach-erous than the peace of nature, when we fancy that the mountains were compacted to endure and to sleep for ever. Such material peace is a surface phenomenon, a mask for internal and incessant war. Matter is full of hidden springs and unex-pressed affinities; some furtive influence here, some secret impulse there, will presently set in motion an insidious drift, destined to disrupt that equilibrium. A curious evolution will follow, or a sudden explosion.
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				Since there was nothing doing and the flat shore was not very interesting, Oli-ver had stretched himself, with his hands behind his head, on a bench that partly surrounded what in a small yacht would have been the cockpit and in a great ship the quarter deck. In the Black Swan it was something betwixt and between: a part of the after-deck, between the Poop and the cabin skylight, over which when they were in port an awning could be spread, and even a rug with some wicker chairs and a table; for this boat was no racing toy, but a floating bungalow, or houseboat, yet not meant to lie half hidden under the willow branches of some inland back-water; rather to sail sturdily from sea to sea, and be a home for the hermit at the ends of the earth. In that recumbent position Oliver could study the intricate con-nections of the rigging, admire the enormous masts, booms, and spars, all tightly swathed like well-folded white umbrellas; and he could watch the uncertain but always graceful gyrations of the long club pennant floating from the mast-head. In him this mood and this posture were alike unprecedented. He felt lazy, placid, free from responsibility. Euphoria had seldom reached in him such conscious perfec-tion. Evidently the change of air was having an effect. 

				The captain was walking about the deck, smoking. In one of his turns, as if by chance, he sauntered up to Oliver, stopped square in front of him, took the pipe out of his mouth, and said a little gravely: 

				“Your father is not feeling quite fit. He has turned in and won’t leave his cabin this evening. He hopes you won’t mind dining with me alone. That deuced hot weather ashore has upset him a bit: you know—his old dysentery. It will be noth-ing. He knows what to take for it: has had a jolly lot of experience doctoring him-self. To-morrow what with the salt air and a good rest, he will be all right again.” 

				Jim Darnley re-lighted his pipe and continued his walk; but after another turn or two he stopped before Oliver again. 

				“I say, how would you like a dip in the sea before dinner? More than an hour and a half till sunset.” 
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				Oliver sat up, but looked a little doubtful. 

				“You can swim, can’t you?” Jim asked, with the slightest hint of a sneer, as if there was no knowing of how many things an American Mother’s darling might be incapable. 

				“Oh, yes: but I’m afraid I haven’t brought a bathing suit.” 

				“Good Lord, you don’t want a bathing suit here. This isn’t one of your damned watering-places with a crowd of old maids parading along the front; and if there’s anyone in the village with a spy-glass, that’s their own affair. Just throw your things anywhere. The boy will look after them.” 

				Oliver said nothing, but the problem for him was far from solved. Shyness, he knew, was a stupid irrational feeling, to be lived down. He had heard that other boys at school, in midsummer, sometimes sported naked in the lower river, behind the lumber sheds: but he had never joined them. His swimming had been only with Mr. Denis Murphy, an instinctively modest man, who even in dressing and undressing preserved all the scrupulous precautions of a monastic decency. Whatever the old oarsman may have seen and done in his salad days, he could conceive no other standard of propriety in the presence of his betters, especially of so young a boy put in his charge. At home, too, Oliver was accustomed to ignore and conceal everything indecorous: yet in theory, and when speaking of Greek statues, his mother and Fräulein always asserted that there was nothing improper in simple nakedness. And just as a boy would be a coward if, having had only hot baths at home, he was afraid of plunging into cold water, so he himself would be a coward if because in the past and at Great Falls (which was a frequented place) he and Mr. Murphy (who was a middle-aged man and fat) had worn one-piece suits when bathing, therefore he should be ashamed all his life of being seen stripped anywhere and by anybody. Besides, it was a maxim dear to his pride that to the pure all things are pure: you could do in a high-minded way the very things—like going to church or playing games-which some people do superstitiously or low-mindedly. Consequently, to feel any nervousness on this occasion would have been absurd, and he was going to be perfectly calm and unconcerned about the whole matter. Nevertheless his shoe-laces somehow got into a knot, and his gold collar-button fell and rolled into the water. 

				Meantime Lord Jim had called a sailor and given some orders; had touched the cabin bell; had himself unhooked a span of the deck rail, had undressed in an instant—for to Oliver’s surprise he wore 
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				no underclothes—and was vigorously swinging his arms and expanding his chest, evidently in preparation for diving. What a chest, and what arms! While in his clothes he looked like any ordinary young man of medium height, only rather broad-shouldered, stripped he resembled, if not a professional strong man, at least a middle-weight prize-fighter in tip-top condition, with a deep line down the middle of his chest and back, and every muscle showing under the tight skin. By contrast, Oliver felt very slim, rather awkward, and a trifle unsteady on his long colt-like legs and bare feet, unused to the smooth hard contact of a sloping deck, strangely warm in the sun. Was he expected to dive too? The height seemed rather formidable. But at that moment the gallant tar, who in spite of his bluff manner and affectation of indifference, felt his responsibilities and was watching the lad out of the corner of his eye, relieved Oliver of all anxiety, by saying over his shoulder, in a civil voice: 

				“You’d better not dive from here if you aren’t used to deep water: and mind, it’s salt. Run down to the foot of the ladder, and jump in from there.” With that he took a last long breath, and dived, describing a magnificent parabola and striking the water with a hard sound and a clean splash, like a porpoise. Oliver watching intently, lost his self-consciousness. In an instant he was at the bottom of the gangway, holding on to the ropes by which it was suspended, and waiting for Lord Jim to reappear. 

				A long time passed. Where was he? He couldn’t have slipped under the yacht and come up on the other side, in order to fool Oliver? A shark? A cramp? A sunken rock that had stunned him? Oliver wanted to run up on deck, but what was the sense of that? He wanted to call, but he hadn’t a voice to call with. The suspense was becoming agonising when at last, a long way off, the surface of the sea broke, a dripping round head, puffing and spluttering and snorting shook itself out of the spray; first one arm and then another began angrily beating the water. It was all right. There was Lord Jim, slowly forging his way back, hand over hand. Oliver was glad of a long moment in which to recover his equanimity. He mustn’t seem to have been horribly frightened. He mustn’t seem to know too little or to care too much. His dignity assured him that he wasn’t really green or silly: it was Lord Jim who was an anomaly, a sort of conjuror to perplex anybody. Yet never in his life had Oliver felt such an awful stoppage, such a ghastly drag and emptiness within him. Was that what people called terror? A dip in the cold water would restore his nerve. He 

			

		

	