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For all the pastors, priests, ministers, and rabbis who all my life comforted, counseled and encouraged me.


PROLOGUE

It was generally agreed, and with indignation by a few, that it had been a great scandal. Cornelia deWitt Marshall had not only insulted herself, but all her friends, and the company which her grandfather had founded.

The banquet honoring her and the one hundredth anniversary of the mighty Interstate Railroad Company was given in the main dining room of Philadelphia’s oldest and most aristocratic private club. Scores of the largest stockholders, including the younger Jay Regan of New York and one or two of the Vanderbilts, not to mention all the directors and officers of the company, were present. At the head of the table, with his mother at his right hand, sat DeWitt Marshall, president of the company, his son Rufus next to him. (Rufus was only twenty-one, but as he would one day be president himself, it was considered proper that he sit beside his father.) It was well known that Cornelia deWitt Marshall had been, and still was, “the guiding genius of the company.” The gentlemen present (and there were only gentlemen in deference to Cornelia’s aversion to women) regarded this seventy-year-old woman fondly as she sat there at the immense table in the glitter and glow of the crystal chandeliers.

Some of the expressions of fondness might be artificial, but the respect was real enough. She was called in private “the old red hellion.” However, no one underestimated Cornelia. A masterful and powerful woman, a vindictive and humorous enemy—Cornelia.

There she sat in her thronelike gilt chair, and she was impressive. Even sitting, she towered over her neighbors. Some of the older men, Jay Regan among them, thought of an ancient phrase: “A fine figure of a woman.” When she stood, she was five feet eight inches tall, and her figure might have been that of a woman forty years her junior. Her waist was slim, her breast full and white, though the neck above it was raddled. She could stride like a young woman, and her gestures were quick and dominant. She could ride a horse like a young man, and she often drove her own car, and engaged, at intervals, in an excellent game of tennis and golf. When she sailed on her enormous yacht, Rufus, she would often take the wheel, to the awed admiration of the captain. She could swim like a vigorous child, swear like a New York policeman, outshout anyone at a football game, and dance like an adolescent. She also had an original and very large fund of ribald stories and could outdrink almost any man. She smoked constantly.

Seventy years old, and still full of immense vitality—Cornelia. It was amazing, thought her older male friends, some of whom tottered when they walked, and had rheumy eyes. Cornelia never forgot anything, either. Her memory was a complete library of the whole railroad business.

The banquet was very good indeed. The chief and his assistants had outdone themselves on this occasion. Cornelia had eaten twice as much as anyone present. However, she did not appear satiated or sluggish, and she had drunk quantities of bourbon, her favorite beverage, not only before the banquet, but all through it.

So, there she sat, smiling, tall and stately in her chair, emanating energy and liveliness. She wore a silver gown, closely fashioned in order to show off her youthful figure and splendid white shoulders. A cascade of small white orchids flowed over her breast. A diamond necklace blazed about her throat; diamonds glittered in her ears, in her hair and on her fingers, and all up and down both long white arms. It was a crude display, and the more tasteful of the guests commented on this to themselves. But then, Cornelia had never pretended to have taste. She was vulgar and raucous and coarse, and gloried in it all. She displayed her vulgarity as she displayed her diamonds: proudly, and with wicked humor.

DeWitt, and his son Rufus, looked at Cornelia tonight with polite expressions, and murmured at her shouted remarks, which could be heard all through the banquet hall. They looked at her face; in contrast with the rest of her body it was showing her age to some extent. It was not the face of a seventy-year-old woman, but still it was a haggard face, overrouged, the red lips tight and thin, the large curved nose very conspicuous, the hazel eyes shadowed too much with gleaming lavender, the eyelashes coated and stiff. She was at the best when she smiled or laughed, for her big white teeth were her own, and perfect, and shone like polished porcelain. Then her eyes would dance, the wrinkles almost disappear, and her humor and animal roughness and vitality would accomplish the miracle of making her seem at least thirty years younger.

Above this amazing face was an even more amazing pile of waved and shining red hair, interwoven with diamonds. It was not an auburn red, or a sandy red, or a golden red. It was, frankly and simply, violently red. It was the color of her youth. She had portraits to prove it. For the past thirty years, however, her hair had really been white. She did not care who knew that this redness she now displayed was only a dye. It was a work of art, and it was abundant and vigorous.

It was almost impossible to escape the sound of that booming voice; the waiters smiled discreetly, and chuckled to themselves when they caught some of her favorite and more indelicate jokes. There was a magnetism about Cornelia to which only her son DeWitt was immune. He would sometimes condescend to explain this thoughtfully: “I suppose it’s because she’s never cared about a living thing but herself. If you love yourself sufficiently everyone else will love you. They’ll believe you must have some perfectly good reason for your opinion.”

Father and son studied Cornelia tonight, seeing the rapt faces about her, watching her gay gestures, her swift and glittering smile, hearing her uproarious laughter and the laughter which joined hers. Rufus shifted uneasily in his seat and after a moment’s hesitation whispered, “Have you noticed, Father? There’s something diabolical about Grandmother tonight. …”

“Nonsense,” said DeWitt with disapproval. His son, whom he considered a rather hulking masculine edition of his mother—without Cornelia’s brains, of course—subsided, and a sulky expression settled on the big mouth so like his grandmother’s. As if he felt his son’s resentment, DeWitt shifted in his seat and played with his cane. Rufus annoyed him; everybody annoyed him, except Tony, and Tony was not here. For an instant, DeWitt, to his own disgust, felt the old familiar pang of desolation.

Old George Hill, one of the directors of the company, was lighting Cornelia’s gold-tipped cigarette. His hand shook with age. He was cackling at her last joke. Then he became sober. He was to make the speech and the presentation of the medal. He rose slowly to his feet and leaned on the table, a fat old man with glaucous eyes and a thick pink double chin. The waiters scurried from the room and closed the doors. A silence fell, and everyone waited. Cornelia blew a cloud of smoke before her face, and then another. The February night was unusually mild, and the air conditioning roared in the sudden quiet.

Mr. Hill glanced portentously about him. “Dear friends,” he rumbled, “we’re here on a very special occasion. Such an occasion might call for long speeches. But Cornelia—Mrs. Marshall—has asked for no speech at all! Isn’t that so, my dear?” he asked, turning to Cornelia and gazing down at her affectionately.

Cornelia waved away the smoke, nodded, laughed exuberantly. “Even a railroad must be embarrassed to be one hundred years old,” she said. Her eyes sparkled on each face, and there was something of reflection in them. Her stare came at last to her son and grandson, and her grin widened. DeWitt drew his black brows together and involuntarily stiffened. Rufus felt a curious thrill of alarm. He did not like his grandmother; he had always considered her intensely ugly, and sometimes hated his own appearance which was so like hers. His hand moved without volition, as if to touch his father’s thin arm, then dropped on the table.

He thought: There is no denying that the old red devil has a mind, perhaps a better mind than all of us put together. But there’s also no denying she’s a witch. He reached absently for a cigarette in a crystal box and began to puff amateurishly. There was something in the air, centered in “that old woman,” which made him angrily apprehensive. For Cornelia’s eyes had taken on a queer fixed brightness, a kind of glare, as she looked at her son, and her smile, to Rufus, was the ugliest smile in the world. The blinding light of the chandeliers shone on Mr. Hill’s bald rosy head, and Cornelia’s diamonds stunned the eye. She was one shimmer, like electricity. To Rufus she gave the impression of new balefulness, all of which was directed at DeWitt, his father.

Then, while old Mr. Hill rumbled on with his eulogies, her gaze shifted to her grandson Rufus. He watched her; she was laughing soundlessly, he could see. Yet there was an odd sort of triumph in her eyes now. Rufus was puzzled. He was no favorite of Cornelia’s, but still there was that triumph, that assurance, in her eyes. What the hell is she up to, and how does it concern me? Rufus asked himself.

“We all know,” said Mr. Hill, his voice trembling with emotion, “that it was Rufus deWitt, father of Mrs. Marshall, whose enterprise, vision, and determined courage—inherited from his own father, Mr. Aaron—set the Interstate Railroad Company on its path to huge success. But we also know that it was Mrs. Marshall’s genius and ambition which caused our company to assume such gigantic proportions and importance. Always, she was her father’s ‘right-hand man.’ She was the light that never dimmed; her ideas, her enthusiasms, her plannings, are unique in the history of American railroading.”

Rufus suddenly thought of his dead grandfather, Allan Marshall. He had known little of Allan. The family did not speak of him since his death; he was a man to be forgotten as quickly as possible. But no one can forget him, commented Rufus to himself. He is here, like a ghost, forceful and passionate, and listening. Nobody can escape him.

“I wonder what my grandfather would have thought of all this?” Rufus asked his father. But DeWitt lifted a shoulder against his son, in contempt. Rufus lit another cigarette; his red brows drew together and he bent his head.

Mr. Hill had come to the conclusion of his rhapsodies. Everyone waited. Mr. Hill was holding a white satin box in his hand, worshipfully, as a priest would hold a chalice. Something shone in it: a big gold medal. Mr. Hill bowed, and laid the box before Cornelia, who glanced down at it with smiling tolerance. Then she looked up, and this time she did not direct her eyes to her son or grandson. She was looking at one of the sons of her cousin Laura, Miles Peale, executive vicepresident of the company. Miles returned the look with the utmost gravity, and there was no expression on his face. Cornelia smiled, and chuckled. She removed the medal and examined it critically.

“Well, well,” she said, holding up the medal. “Look at it, everybody! It’s beautiful. On one side is our old wood-burning engine and on the other side is our latest locomotive. With cars, rounding a magnificent curve in the mountains. Wonderful. 1835 to 1935. One hundred years!”

The banquet hall thundered with applause and loving laughter. Cornelia passed the medal to her neighbor, who passed it on. It went from reverent hand to reverent hand, and Cornelia watched its passage. She was smoking rapidly, and through the smoke her sparkling eyes were full of evil mirth.

The medal reached young Rufus. The thing was cold and big and heavy in his hand. It represented incredible power. He passed it on to his father, who studied it closely and then seemed reluctant to pass it on. It reached Cornelia again, and her smile was very wide, as if she had noticed her son’s desire to retain the medal.

It was then that the scandalous incident began. For Cornelia began to toss the medal in her hands, throwing it higher and higher each time. And as she did so she laughed, the laugh becoming more ribald, harsher, louder, with each burst. No one moved; no one spoke. All smiles had gone. Everyone watched the coin shining in the air, and they saw it fall, saw it rise again. They could not move even when Cornelia abruptly thrust back her chair and got to her feet, still tossing the coin, still shouting out her laughter, which now had a jeering note. A few started to rise, then froze in a half-sitting position, hypnotized by the extraordinary actions of that extraordinary woman.

Now the medal was whirling higher in the air so that it was a yellow blur of light under the chandeliers. Mr. Hill sat in his chair, paralyzed, his mouth dropping open. Some of the men gripped the edge of the flowered table, leaning forward. DeWitt’s hands, on the table, were like clenched and fleshless bones.

Nothing could have been more malefic or more appalling than Cornelia’s hard and blatant face, the open mouth roaring with laughter. She rocked on her high silver heels, a silver-flaming and diamond-shining figure topped by a mound of vivid red hair.

Then, without a word, without a glance, she moved toward the door, still throwing the medal, and whooping at each rise and drop. She walked unsteadily, like one intoxicated. No one stood up, even now. No one followed her. She reached the door, flung it open as the medal spun in the air; she caught it, and passed out of the hall.

They could hear her laughter as she retreated.


PART ONE


1

For three days there had been the typical January thaw so that one might have thought spring had come.

Each day everybody prophesied snow for the morrow. But the snow did not come. Instead, the grass turned bright green, and the perennials in the gardens were brilliant with life against the wet black ground. The snow retreated like a white wave against walls and huddled in the hollows in the woods. A pale bright sun burnished the naked limbs of trees and struck the sides of houses with a glow. The river swelled darkly, and mists rolled down the mountains at sunset, and the sky became a soft and tender blue.

It might have been spring except that the earth gave out no scent and the balmy air and winds were sterile of all sweetness, and though the grass was green it had an artificial quality. No tree toads sang at twilight; no bird-song struck the ear. People looked uneasily at the sky or watched the rising river which threatened the valley.

On the fourth night rain began to fall, and there was an ashen look in the sky which slowly took on a pinkish color. Black clouds began to drift rapidly against this eerie background, and suddenly vivid lightning slashed through them. A burst of thunder followed. The storm broke furiously over the countryside, and the bare trees lashed the roaring air, and mountain and valley quivered in the wild blazes of light and seemed to shake in the thunder. The river, illuminated with white flame one moment, then dark the next, tumbled in flight between the hills. It was eleven o’clock, and in the midst of the storm, when Lydia deWitt rose slowly through the oblivion which had engulfed her for hours. Her dazed ears became aware of the battering against the windows, and then her eyes, feeble and still dim, caught the glare of the lightning between the folds of the red velvet curtains. She was very confused. She could not remember where she was. She heard the thunder and asked herself weakly: Is it summer? What has happened to me? The gutter streamed with water, and she could hear it, like a small cataract. Then she saw the lamplight in the room and tried to raise her head.

“Well!” exclaimed a hearty male voice. “She’s awake at last! Our Liddie’s awake!” The solid floor, heavily carpeted, shook slightly under someone’s footsteps. The lamplight flickered before Lydia’s vision, and she closed her eyes again. A woman was speaking now, in soft and servile tones: “She’s all right now, Mr. deWitt. Our lady is all right. Aren’t you, Mrs. deWitt?”

Lydia kept her eyes closed and swallowed against her nausea. She shivered when a violent peal of thunder exploded over the house. It was a great and sturdy house, but it trembled under that assault.

“A wonderful baby, Liddie!” said the male voice. “Won’t you open your eyes again, and the nurse will bring her in.”

Lydia sighed. Her lashes fluttered open. “A girl?” she whispered.

“A lovely girl,” said the voice exuberantly. “Bright red hair. Cornelia! Yes, that’s what we’ll call her.”

Cornelia. A hard and rocky name. Lydia lay flat in the huge bed and looked at her husband. She looked at him, and hated him, and turned aside her head. But he continued to stand near her, smiling, tall, wide, and strong, his red and waving hair afire in the lamplight. She could see him as he stood there, though her head was averted. She could see the massiveness of him, and his fine black broadcloth suit, and his black cravat with the pearl pin. She could see his large and ruddy face, his beaming hazel eyes, his thick lips parting widely over big white teeth. His hands were large and white and soft, and he wore a fine signet ring.

She could feel the magnetism that crackled about him, and his health and vitality. She knew he was still broadly smiling. She knew many more things about him, and her loathing mounted in her until she was afraid she would shriek. Her flesh turned hot and she clenched her hands. Her eyes fixed themselves intensely on the fire which spluttered and rose in golden sparks in the throat of the chimney. Then a stiff white skirt and apron intervened between her and the fire, and the voice of Mrs. Brunt, her nurse, spoke again: “I’ll bring in the sweet baby for you to see, Mrs. deWitt. Such a beautiful baby girl!”

No, thought Lydia. I don’t want it. I don’t want to see it. A hand touched the long sweep of her dark hair which coiled on the pillows, and she winced.

“Such a hard time our girl had,” said her husband murmurously, continuing to stroke her hair. “But everything’s well now. Did you have a good sleep, darling?”

Lydia drew in an exhausted breath. She wondered if she could not throw herself back into that darkness forever. Someone kissed her cheek, and she shrank away. The presence of her husband overpowered her, and her flesh prickled. “Don’t,” she muttered. “Please don’t, Rufus.”

Rufus began to laugh. His hand touched her wet throat solicitously. “I don’t mind that it’s a girl, dearest,” he said. “I wanted a boy, yes. But this baby is even better. She looks just like me, Dr. Worth said.” His voice, always rich, became richer with pride. Lydia knew his chest was swelling. Red Rufus! she thought with bitter contempt.

She turned her head abruptly and looked at him, wanting him to see the hatred that boiled in her, and which had begun to boil in her less than three months after their marriage. She could not help herself now. Her large dark eyes brimmed with the fire of her hatred, and her pale mouth opened, involuntarily. She stared at her husband, her white face shining with the passion of detestation she had concealed for over two years. She did not care if he saw it; she willed him to see it.

Rufus stepped back. His reddish brows drew together as if he were bewildered. His face took on that anxious young look which was so appealing to women. Mrs. Brunt saw it, and clucked. “Sometimes ladies are disturbed at a time like this,” she said consolingly. “Perhaps I’d better not bring in the baby yet. Mrs. deWitt ought to sleep some more.”

But husband and wife regarded each other fixedly, and in silence. Then Lydia, looking only at Rufus, said slowly and clearly, “I don’t want to see the baby.”

“Of course not; not yet,” said Mrs. Brunt soothingly. “We must sleep a little more. …”

Lydia said, “I want to see Alice and Stephen.”

Rufus glanced away, and after a moment he said jovially, “Why, of course, my darling! They’re still here. They never went away. And Mama and Papa are waiting up.”

He took a step toward the fire, and Lydia could see the strong muscles of his back and shoulders. He began to stir up the coals; they shattered and filled the big warm room with yellow light. He stood there then and stared into the fire. He said softly, “What’s the matter, Liddie?” He looked at the closed door through which Mrs. Brunt had vanished.

Lydia became aware for the first time of the huge pain in her body. She writhed with it, gripping the sheets. Sweat burst out over her face. The hatred in her mind and the pain in her flesh were too much to be borne. She cried out, suffocatingly. Rufus did not turn. He pushed a fallen coal back onto the hearth. His red hair was lighted up by the firelight, and it was like a nimbus over and around his large head.

“I’ll never have another child!” exclaimed Lydia, and she writhed again in her agony. “Not ever by you, Rufus!”

He came to her now, apprehensive and genuinely concerned. He did not touch her. He began to frown, and he bit his underlip thoughtfully. He was uncertain and baffled. It could not be possible that Lydia hated him, he thought. It was just imagination, or the lamplight, or the suffering she had endured, which had given such a fierceness to her eyes.

“Why, Liddie,” he said. “I don’t understand. Of course, you’ve had a dreadful time, and women—”

Lydia lay on her pillows, panting, looking up at him, her hands tense and white as they pulled the sheet over her in a self-protective and instinctive gesture. She had no more words. The emotion that surged in her was too powerful for speech. It had been there, held down, kept in control, for over two years. Now it rose to her lips in a flood of cold rage and loathing. The habits of twenty-four years of gentle breeding could not be overcome, however, so she was silent.

Rufus spoke again, almost inaudibly, and as if to himself: “You look at me as if you hate me, Liddie. Why? What have I done? Have I hurt you in any way, my darling? You know how much I love you, don’t you, Liddie? Was the pain too much for you?”

Lydia said through the hard muscles in her throat, “Yes.”

He was satisfied, and relieved. Ladies like Lydia, who had always been protected and sheltered, sometimes became emotional after childbirth. Dr. Worth had warned him of this. There might even be a period of “depression” and “melancholy.” It was quite usual. He looked down into Lydia’s eyes, and saw the bright and staring fever of them, the furious concentration. He put his hands in his pockets and rocked on his heels, frowning again.

The firelight leaped and fell over the white walls, touched the crimson velvet curtains to a brighter color, stretched in shadows over the white ceiling with its gold molding. At Lydia’s feet, the carved bedposts with their pineapple-shaped tops rose like the slender trunks of trees. Two blue velvet chairs were drawn near the fire, and there was a gold silk sofa near the windows matching the soft gold of the carpet. A mirror over the fireplace reflected the room and its fine furnishings and the lamp which stood on a distant table.

“There’s been a storm while you slept, dearest,” said Rufus. “Thunder and lightning. Like summer.” His voice was tentative and troubled.

Lydia turned away her head again and closed her eyes. Oh, God! she thought. If I never had to see him again! She did not think of her child at all.

The door opened and Mrs. Brunt appeared. She was a short stout woman with a coarse and friendly face, though her small eyes were fawning and obsequious. She smiled at Rufus archly, and lifted a fat finger in coy warning. “Mr. and Mrs. deWitt, sir. But only for a moment. Please. We must sleep, you know.”

Lydia turned on her pillows eagerly. There was her sister, her dear sister Alice, and Stephen. They were coming toward her, walking gently. She held out her hand to Alice, and her fingers closed tightly about her sister’s fingers.

“She’s very tired. It’s been hard,” said Rufus. The handsome and ruddy face had turned cold, though it still smiled. It was impossible for Rufus not to smile. “She mustn’t be disturbed too much.”

Alice bent over Lydia and her pretty, light blue eyes filled with tears and sympathy. One of her long pale curls touched Lydia’s cheek. She whispered, “Dear Lydia. I’m so glad it’s over. And such a beautiful baby. Hush, dear. Hush, hush.” Lydia was trembling violently, and her fingers clutched Alice’s hand in a kind of desperation.

“Don’t leave me, Alice, don’t leave me!”

Alice was alarmed. She stroked her sister’s damp forehead and tried to understand the frantic expression in her eyes. This was not like Lydia, the quiet, the humorous, the steadfast and poised. She had never seen Lydia like this, not even when their parents had died after a long struggle against “lung fever.” There was something frightfully wrong with Lydia. Was it so awful, then, to have a child? With apprehension, she thought of her own child, who would be born in three months.

Even in her suffering, Lydia at last saw the fear in her gentle sister’s eyes. Alice was only twenty-one, three years younger than herself, and she had always protected her, for Alice was frail. She told herself sternly that she was frightening this young creature, and she despised herself for her emotionalism. She held her body stiff against her trembling, and tried to smile.

“Don’t mind me,” she said in a stifled voice. “I’m just tired, Alice.” She pressed Alice’s fingers lovingly against her cheek in an old gesture of affectionate protection. Nothing must hurt Alice, who had never known hatred and anger and who had never felt an overpowering detestation for anybody, and who had lived always in trust and under the shelter of the love of parents and sister. Nothing must disturb Alice’s dream of life, in which all mankind was good and heroic, all things lovely and tender, with God in His heaven and war a nightmare which did not exist in reality. The dream had been so strong in this young woman, who in so many ways was only a child, that the war which had ended less than a year ago had not really touched her consciousness. She had been horrified at Mr. Lincoln’s assassination, and had cried a little, and had been comforted by her husband, and everyone had conspired to drive the event from her mind. Within a few weeks she had forgotten. No one spoke of that death in her presence again.

“You are so white, Lydia,” said Alice, and her voice shook.

Lydia called on her strength, and patted her sister’s cheek. “It was nothing, dear. Nothing. I’ll be well very shortly. You’ll see.”

There was no comfort anywhere for her, no consolation, no courage, no friend. All her life she had had to be the strong one in a family which never faced reality. She thought of her parents, so like Alice, so small and fragile and touching. As a sturdy child, she had known all about them, and had defended them against all ugliness and truth. She could not remember when she had first appointed herself as their protector; to her, it seemed that it had been forever.

She thought now of that gracious and charming home in which she had been born, and in which her parents had died. She saw the timeless gardens with the fountainlike willows and the white beeches and the tall elm trees which massed their branches together in dark enchantment. She saw the lilacs and the rose gardens, the dial and the moss-covered flagstones; she heard the cheeping and the songs of birds in the misty sunlight. The very mountains which rose far beyond had a purple unreality about them, and even the storms and the winters were dreams.

The rooms of the house never echoed; the windows always seemed to shine softly. The fires never roared. Even the winds were quiet here, never once drowning out the sound of tinkling teacups, sweet low laughter, and gliding footsteps. Life had muted itself around that house. Nothing had ever caused a book to be dropped abruptly, nor had a voice ever been raised in annoyance or anger. When death came, it came noiselessly, without pain and without distress. Lydia remembered now, and the strange suffocating sensation which she had known for so many years in her parents’ home returned to her overwhelmingly.

Recalling all this, and seeing her sister’s lovely young face, Lydia demanded more and more of her strength. She kissed Alice’s hand, and weakly tried to laugh.

“I’m almost well, now, dear Alice,” she said. The sickness in her heart, the pain in her body, the wild hatred in her mind, must not be revealed to her sister again. She murmured lovingly when Alice bent over her even farther and pressed her soft cheek against her own. The pale curls lay across Lydia’s lips, and she kissed them remorsefully. Alice’s scent, as tenuous and as light as herself, filled Lydia’s nostrils. She put her arms about the girl’s shoulders, for Alice had begun to cry.

Someone was lifting Alice away from her. It was Stephen, brother of Rufus. Lydia looked up at him gratefully. He held Alice to him, while she wept gently, and smiled down at Lydia. She lifted a hand to him and he caught it and held it kindly and warmly. She did not see Rufus standing at a little distance with that cold smirk on his face.

Stephen deWitt was a tall, thin, and unprepossessing man of thirty-two, his brother’s elder by two years. Nothing glowed or brightened about him. He gave an impression of muted brownness, of faded insignificance. His body was narrow, his face was narrow and without virility, and his eyes were small and light brown. He had a long and crooked nose, a quiet mouth under a large brown mustache, big ears and scanty brownish hair. He was like a shadow beside his brother’s blazing color; when Rufus was present he appeared to retreat, to become entirely inconspicuous, even absent. People always forgot him immediately. If they spoke of him at all they invariably remarked that he was repellent, uninteresting, without conversation or wit or charm, and that he had not much intelligence. It was “well known” that without Rufus’s quick intellect and strength and tireless vitality Stephen would be “nothing.”

Lydia had often overheard these remarks, and she had burned with anger. What did these fools know about Stephen? If he did not speak, she knew why he did not. If he drifted away from others, his head bent as if in apology, she understood. She was well aware of the contempt in which he was held; she knew of the sneers at his expense. His parents had not discouraged popular depreciation of their older son; in fact, they had encouraged it. Rufus, who might have turned more favor in his brother’s direction, was careful only to hold him up to ridicule, to joke affectionately at his expense, to slap him too solidly on his thin shoulders, to laugh heartily as he rallied him. And this, too, Lydia understood. It was partly because of Stephen, and all that she had learned about the two brothers, that she had come to hate her husband.

“How are you, Lydia?” Stephen was asking, as he fondled his young wife’s curls and pretty shoulders. His hand tightened on Lydia’s, and his little eyes were shy and sympathetic. He had a hesitating, almost a stammering, way of speaking, as if he were doubtful that his words would be comprehended by others. “Was it—very bad?”

“No,” Lydia said. The bitterness and hatred subsided in her. Involuntarily she moved a little closer to Stephen and her sister. The tears still shone on Alice’s face, but the girl was smiling like a young child and dabbing at her eyes. Her dark blue velvet dress was molded over her lovely figure, swelling out in deep folds at her hips. She wore a white lace collar about her throat, and white lace cuffs on her sleeves. She looked defenseless and fragile as she stood, one arm about her husband’s shoulder.

“She mustn’t be tired,” said Rufus, and now he came closer to the bed. Immediately all of them lost color in the fire of his own color. Alice was a puppet, Stephen a vagueness, and Lydia herself a figure in black and white.

“Why, why, of course,” muttered Stephen. “Mustn’t tire Lydia, must we?” He paused. “A nice baby, Lydia. She looks just like Rufus.”

Lydia lost control of herself for the last time. “Don’t leave me, please,” she said, her voice breaking.

Rufus laughed richly and clapped his brother on the shoulder. “They’re staying overnight, dearest. It’s too far for them to go home now. Mama and Papa have insisted that they stay.”

“Oh, we wouldn’t leave Lydia tonight,” said Alice in her child’s tone, so high and clear. She did not look at Rufus directly, for she was instinctively afraid of him.

“No, no, not at all,” said Stephen hurriedly.

“And now,” said Rufus in his loud and jubilant voice, “suppose we leave poor Liddie alone, to sleep and rest?” He bent over Lydia. She did not stir or glance at him. She suffered his warm kiss, the pressure of his lips on hers. She did not even wince now, when he stroked her hair and murmured fondly. She held to her self-control, for Alice was watching them and smiling with innocent tenderness.

Then she was alone, except for Mrs. Brunt, who officiously straightened the sheets and the quilts and talked inconsequentially and with enthusiasm about the baby. Lydia heard her, but cared nothing for what she said. The nightmare was on her again, and the hatred and rage and pain. She closed her eyes and pretended to sleep, and Mrs. Brunt retreated to the fire.

The thunder and the lightning had gone, but a savage wind rushed against the windows. The fire leaped in answer. The yellow shadows jumped on the walls and ceilings. Mrs. Brunt snored in her chair.
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They went down the white and gracefully curving stairway, with its deep crimson carpeting, Rufus gallantly assisting Alice, who shrank timidly and unconsciously from his strong grip, and Stephen following.

Stephen, as usual, was bemused by the charm and beauty of his father’s house. As he walked slowly behind Rufus and Alice, he looked at the gracious paneling of the wall to his left. Gold-colored panels were set into creamy molded wood, and where the staircase curved, there was an arched and leaded window looking out onto the dark and wintry garden. From the high white ceiling fell a magnificent chandelier blazing with candles, throwing its prismed light down onto the wide hall with its polished floor, its scattered Aubusson carpets, its cream-colored sofa and delicate gold, blue, and rose damask chairs and fragile tables. Here, too, were paneled walls and gold wall brackets flickering with candles, and flowers from Aaron deWitt’s conservatory, and a small white fireplace dancing with burning apple-wood logs. Warmth, the scent of the flowers, the odor of wax and fire, filled the quiet midnight air.

“Careful, my dear,” said Rufus affectionately to Alice, as they neared the end of the stairway. His gestures were exaggeratedly solicitous. He knew that Alice was afraid of him and disliked him in her dreamlike way, and it amused him. Once he had seriously considered marrying Alice, having become fascinated by her pale gold and blue beauty, but Alice, always so gentle, always so considerate, had shown her guileless horror of him unmistakably. This had not angered or insulted him. He had immediately dismissed her from his mind as a woman without intelligence or discrimination, and had turned his attention to the dark and smiling Lydia who apparently appreciated him.

At the foot of the stairs Alice shook off his hand, and looked up pleadingly at her absorbed husband, who was trailing behind them. Stephen stopped on the fourth stair and surveyed the hall below as if he had never seen it before, and was enchanted. Alice uncertainly smoothed the flaring folds of her blue gown, and waited for him. He became aware of her then, and the anxious expression in her large eyes, and he hurried down the remaining stairs and took her hand. She smiled as if rescued, and moved closer to him.

He knew that she was afraid of Rufus and his parents, but he thought this was because she was still only a child in many ways. He, who was so perceptive, was often not very perceptive with regard to Alice, possibly for the reason that she never spoke of his family except with kindness and never criticized any of them, or possibly because his love for her was composed of deep protectiveness and paternal tenderness.

He held her hand tightly as the three of them moved toward the great drawing room where his parents were waiting to hear the news that Lydia had recovered consciousness. Inwardly, he began to shrink, and the old familiar coldness and aversion returned to him. He knew so much about his parents, as he knew so much about Rufus, but though he had such objective knowledge and clarity of understanding, he could not prevent the vague sense of tiredness and sickness which came to him when about to encounter his father and mother. They despised him, as nearly everyone despised him, and in spite of his intelligence it would come to him that perhaps, in many ways, he deserved it.

“Don’t be so humble; don’t have such a low opinion of yourself, Stephen!” Lydia had once exclaimed to him with unusual sharpness.

He was baffled and surprised, and had answered her uncertainly: “But I’m not in the least humble, nor do I have a low opinion of myself.” He had reflected a moment, then had added, “However, how is it possible to know anything about yourself without humiliation? Complete self-knowledge, I think, would lead to suicide.”

They entered the drawing room, and now the energetic Rufus was crying out buoyantly, “Lydia is quite well! She awoke, and now she is sleeping again! Mrs. Brunt is very capable, and the baby is asleep, too. What a night this has been! And listen to that wind. Like a tiger at the windows.”

His parents were sitting near the fire, and he went to them in his exuberant way and kissed them heartily. His mother smiled at him with deep devotion, but his father, curiously, and for the first time in Rufus’s memory, looked beyond himat Stephen.

Stephen was hesitating on the threshold as he always did, as if he were an intruder in the house where he had spent the greater portion of his life. The room was of majestic proportions, and had been exquisitely furnished, not by Aaron deWitt, but by a famous artist who had died on the very day he had entered the completed house. The walls of the room were paneled in white, with occasional panels of deep blue silk on which hung a few of the artist’s smaller but finer paintings of mountain and river and forests. A dim heliotrope rug covered the floor, and upon this were scattered Aubusson carpets like oblongs of faded flowers. An enormous white fireplace, beautifully carved and fluted, dominated almost one entire wall, and the fire on its white hearth fluttered and flamed in gold. Silver, bronze, and gilt lamps lighted up the room, and a curved sofa covered with a delicate rose and blue tapestry stood on one side of the fireplace. A large blue satin chair was drawn up opposite. Gilt cabinets occupied two distant corners, and on their crystal shelves were arranged wonderful statuettes of ivory and Dresden, little gold snuffboxes, tiny dolls’ mirrors, and other objets d’art at which no one except Lydia and Alice and Stephen so much as glanced.

Aaron deWitt sat, slight and stiff, and in his red velvet dressing gown, on the soft-hued sofa, and his wife, Sophia, sat opposite him in the blue satin chair. He had a short, pointed white beard, as stiff as his body, and a sunken, sallow face in which his small black eyes looked at the world with cold derision and ruthlessness. His bony nose jutted far out from his face like a sharp-edged stone, and. under his thick white hair his forehead was rutted like old granite. He was much slighter than his sons, and his little feet, encased in warm carpet slippers, barely touched the floor. He gave the impression of complete and indomitable hardness, and there was an inexorable quality about him which intimidated everyone except his wife.

Sophia, his wife, was his own age, sixty-five. They had been married a long time before Sophia had borne her two sons. Unlike Aaron, she was tall. Where he was inflexible, she was arrogant, and this revealed itself in the haughty way she held her head, and the manner in which she preened. Her father had been the proprietor of an ill-paying general store in the village in the valley, and since her husband had become wealthy she had felt the necessity to assume a grandeur and pretentiousness not hers by birth. Her figure was still good, in spite of her age, and she wore, tonight, a rather old-fashioned if very rich black gown with immense hoops.

It was from Sophia that Rufus had inherited his flaming red hair, and though Sophia’s hair, dressed very severely, was now almost entirely gray, threads of fire still ran through it. He had also inherited her eyes, her formerly ruddy complexion. She had once been a high-spirited woman, as he was now high-spirited, but as her earlier heartiness and joviality, her exuberance and gregariousness, her gaiety and boldness, had later taken on an aspect of “vulgarity” in her mind, she had repressed them.

“Well, come in, come in!” she shouted at Stephen and Alice as they still wavered on the threshold, uneasily. Then she lowered her voice and said, “Alice, sit by Papa, and Stephen. …” She did not care where Stephen sat, so long as it was not near her; so Stephen wandered vaguely to a chair at some distance, sat down, and fumbled for his pipe. His chair was not near a lamp; he began to blend with the shadows, as he always did.

Rufus stood behind the sofa on which sat Alice and his father. He was too restless and too vital for much sitting. He put one hand on his father’s shoulder, and his other hand was spread wide near Alice’s young back. He beamed at his mother and said, “Everything is splendid now. Dear Liddie is resting. Isn’t the baby beautiful? She looks like us, Ma.”

Sophia smiled at him, and when she smiled the former spectacular color which she had possessed seemed to envelop her in spite of her gray hair and lost complexion. Her small hazel eyes glowed with pride. She had kept her big white teeth, and they shone between her pale lips. She said, “Well, but it’s a pity she isn’t a boy.”

Aaron deWitt spoke for the first time, and he had a singularly neutral and uninterested voice: “I’m glad it’s a girl. No danger to Rufus, then.”

Rufus laughed boisterously and patted his father on the shoulder. “Now, what do you mean by that, Pa?”

Aaron shrugged, coughed, and drew the folds of his dressing gown closer over his sunken chest.

“Your Pa doesn’t mean anything, dear,” said Sophia, frowning briefly at her husband. “He’s teasing you. But we’ll have a boy next time, eh?”

Rufus began to smile and nod, then stopped. He thought of Lydia’s outburst against him, and his red brows drew together in a puzzled frown. “Liddie was a little hysterical,” he commented. He straightened up, began to walk up and down behind the sofa.

“Was she?” asked Aaron, with the first interest he had shown. “Now I wonder why? What did she say?”

“Lydia is never hysterical, under normal circumstances,” reproved Sophia. “Ladies after childbirth are often unstrung. One doesn’t give any weight to what they say.”

“What did she say?” repeated Aaron. He smiled coldly, and his yellow teeth glimmered in the firelight. “And stop walking up and down behind me, Rufe.”

Rufus obeyed at once. “Frankly,” he said, “I don’t quite remember. She seemed overwrought. But then, she’s had so much pain today, and it was difficult. …”

His mother regarded him shrewdly. She did not like Lydia, but she remembered that it was Lydia’s and Alice’s money which had extricated her husband from a particularly perilous situation. She could command almost everybody, but she could not command Lydia, with her cool smile, her hidden amusements, her lack of illusion. She would have liked to question Rufus also, but she knew, as he knew, that it was much more convenient, and safer, never to discuss or notice anything which might threaten one’s personal comfort. If Lydia had been elliptical, and inscrutable, in her tiresome way, then it was best to ignore it. So Sophia said, with a twitch of her hoops, “It can’t be important. Having a child makes a woman very nervous.” She turned her head and looked at Stephen, and said with offended irritation, “Stephen! Are you smoking that abominable pipe? You know I don’t like smoking in the house, and it is very bad for your father’s lungs. Please stop it immediately.”

Starting apologetically, Stephen began to knock the ashes from his pipe. It was then that Aaron said, “Let him smoke. Smoke, Steve, if you want to. Who cares?”

This was so extraordinary, and so without precedent, that both Rufus and Sophia stared blankly at Aaron, who was grinning wryly. They knew that Aaron had as low an opinion of Stephen as they had, and that it delighted him to discomfit his son, and to ridicule his diffidence, and to harass him.

“But Pa, your lungs,” said Rufus.

“The devil with my lungs,” replied Aaron. His wizened face sharpened, and he shrugged again. Stephen, as much surprised as his mother and brother, held his pipe in his hand as if he did not know what to do with it. Then, as he caught his father’s derisive eye, he put the pipe back in his mouth. “This is an unusual occasion, isn’t it?” added Aaron. Something seemed to be pleasing him, for he gave a low and bitter chuckle. “I think we should celebrate. Are the servants still up?” He tugged at a brocaded bellpull near him. “Whisky, Steve? Rufe? And what will you have, my dears?” he demanded of Sophia and Alice.

“A little hot milk,” replied Sophia. Her withered cheeks were flushed; she tossed her head with suppressed anger and gave Stephen a glance of intense dislike.

“A little hot milk,” said Aaron contemptuously. “For you, then, Sophie, if you will. But what of you, Alice?”

Alice had been sitting silently beside him all this time, shrinking, and looking only at the fire. She jumped nervously at this direct address, and blinked, and tried to smile. “Why, a little hot milk—” she almost whispered.

“Nonsense!” said Aaron. “You won’t have whisky, of course, but sherry or port. Aren’t you going to drink to your niece?” He watched her keenly. He thought her a pretty young thing, but without importance, and not very bright.

Alice was so afraid of him that she stammered incoherently, “I’m thinking of Lydia. She was so strange. It—it isn’t like Lydia to be strange, or to cry.”

“You’ll discover it quite natural to be ‘strange’ when your own time arrives,” interrupted Sophia, annoyed. This little mewling thing, this little white kitten! Only her money had made her tolerable to the strong Sophia. She dismissed Alice, and said righteously, “A cup of hot milk, Aaron, if you please.”

“Whisky, of course, for me,” said Rufus. He was leaning on the back of the sofa directly behind his father. He radiated pleasure and affection at everybody, including Stephen.

“Well,” said Aaron impatiently to his older son. “Can’t you speak up, Steve?”

As Stephen never “spoke up,” this highly amused Rufus and Sophia, who laughed heartily. Alice looked slowly at them both, and something began to kindle in her sweet and gentle face, something like the shine of steel. She said clearly, “I think Stephen distinctly said ‘whisky,’ Papa deWitt!”

Sophia and Rufus gaped at her with unaffected astonishment. Alice, who was so quiet, so shrinking, so like a small and timid mouse, had actually “spoken up,” herself, for the first time to anyone’s knowledge. There was a valiant look about her, and a breathlessness.

“Why, so Steve did,” said Aaron, and chuckled again. Something had happened to make this child courageous, to reveal emotions no one had known she possessed.

A sleepy butler answered the summons, and Aaron gave his orders. There was a prolonged silence in the room. A plane had shifted; there was a different aspect to everything, queer and out of focus. Everyone was aware of it, especially the observant Aaron.

“Well!” exploded the confounded Sophia at last.

“Well, what?” asked her husband, as if interested.

Rufus and Sophia exchanged a glance. Rufus smiled easily, and Sophia stretched her neck high. “It seems we’re all a little—high-strung tonight,” she said. “It’s so very late.” She added, to Stephen, without turning to him, “The south bedroom is ready for you both, and I’m sure we’ll all be glad to be in bed very soon.”

Alice spoke again quickly. “I hope there’ll be a fire for us. There wasn’t the last time, and I took a chill, and so did Stephen.”

“It doesn’t matter,” began Stephen, smiling tenderly at his wife. She turned rapidly on the sofa and exclaimed, “Indeed it does, Stephen! You have weak lungs, too, you know, and you shall not, you shall not enter a room where there is no fire!”

So, the whimpering kitten had claws, had she? thought Sophia. This thought did not give her more respect for Alice; rather, it increased her contempt. These weak and vapid creatures sometimes flared up incontinently, and in desperation, but it was easy to subdue them. Sophia stared at Alice haughtily, and said in most repressive voice, “It was an oversight. Besides, you don’t intend to sit up all night in your room, do you, Alice? Or do you like a warm and uncomfortable room?”

But Alice was not subdued. “I like a warm room,” she said, and her voice, though light and childish, had become inflexible. “I want a fire.”

Aaron laughed his thin and acidulous laugh. He was more and more delighted. “A fire it will be, then,” he said.

The butler returned to the drawing room with the whisky, the hot milk, and the sherry. He was a short, stout man of forty, with hard and bulbous blue eyes, a milk-white bald head with a thin tuft of yellow hair curling over each extended ear. He placed the tray on the table before Aaron and smothered a sulky yawn. He looked up, and Rufus, still standing behind his father, winked at him. Immediately, he smirked.

“Seth,” said Aaron abruptly, “is there a fire in the south bedroom?”

“No, sir,” answered the man, his smirk disappearing. “It wasn’t ordered.”

“No?” Aaron raised his thick white brows. “Well, it is now. Make one immediately, for Mr. and Mrs. Stephen.”

“At this hour, sir?” asked the butler incredulously. “It’s almost one in the morning!”

Aaron played with the tassels of his robe and contemplated his servant. “Did I ask you the time, Seth?” He fixed his cold and implacable eyes on the other, and Seth stepped back. “Yes, sir,” he muttered, and left the room hastily, his fat buttocks rocking under his long coat.

“You ought not to have bothered, Pa,” Stephen began in his halting voice.

“Why not? Isn’t this my house? Isn’t he my servant?” Aaron began to pour the whisky from the crystal bottle. “Aren’t you my guest, as well as my son?”

No one answered him. The queer silence returned to the room, and Rufus lifted himself from the protective pose he had assumed over his father and this time, when his eyes met his mother’s, there was consternation in them. Aaron extended a glass in Stephen’s direction, and Stephen rose in long sections and went to take it. He stood there, like a stranger, between his father and mother, and could only look down at the whisky. He could not remember when his father had ever shown him any consideration; he could not remember when he had last said, “my son.” But Alice’s eyes gleamed at him with gallant love, and her chin tilted. Sophia sat upright in affront, and with an expression that resembled fear about her mouth. “Have you forgotten me, Aaron?” she demanded loudly. “I was under the impression that ladies were to be served first.” Her voice shook with her anger and bafflement.

“The hot milk is as near to you, my dear Sophia, as it is to me,” Aaron remarked indifferently. And then he lifted the glass of sherry and put it into Alice’s hand. Again Rufus and his mother exchanged glances, and Sophia’s face turned grim.

Rufus began to laugh easily, came from behind the sofa, and took his own glass of whisky. He said, “I can’t last recall when we were all up to such an hour. Strange to say, I am not in the least tired.”

Alice rarely, if ever, spoke to anyone but Stephen and Lydia without being addressed first, but now she turned impetuously to Rufus and cried, “It was not you who had the baby! It was not you who suffered! Why should you be tired?” The sherry splashed over her agitated fingers. Her eyes were too brilliant, as though she were feverish. She went on: “I must know what has hurt Lydia. I must know!”

Stephen looked down at her compassionately, tried to smile his usual painful smile, then said nothing. Sophia clattered her teaspoon on her saucer and said, “Good heavens! What is wrong with you, Alice? You’re quite a spitfire tonight, aren’t you?”

“Shall we drink to the baby?” asked Aaron in a very mild voice. His evil smile made his eyes dance.

Stephen abstractedly put the glass to his lips, and the three men drank. Rufus’s ruddy complexion became even ruddier. But Alice put down her sherry and sat again in rigid silence, looking beyond Aaron at the fire.

“Our heiress,” said Aaron contemplatively, as he licked the last drops of whisky from the glass. He held up the glass and examined it with regret. Sophia had begun to smile and to nod her head with satisfaction. Rufus laughed aloud with pleasure, seated himself on the arm of the sofa, and flung his arm about his father’s bony shoulders. Now the swift glance between mother and son was triumphant. It was always understood that though Stephen was vice-president of the State Railroad Company, and Rufus only superintendent, Rufus, the younger son, would inherit the presidency after his father’s death. It was only right, Rufus and his mother had told each other. It was he, Rufus, who was the farsighted member of the company, the intelligent one, the daring and the ambitious one. “Gray Stephen” was only the plodder, the conservative moderator, the dusty handler of papers, the silent guardian of files and books. Was it not Stephen who had said it would be almost impossible to secure that 999-year lease, and was it not Rufus, assisting his father, who had actually secured it? Had not Aaron, himself, declared that without Rufus this could not have been done?

Rufus and his mother had forgotten, though the event was very recent, that for months before, Stephen had prosaically, quietly, and with that colorless obstinacy of his, presented all the facts and the solid dull figures and the duller but insistent arguments to the men of power who had the authority to grant such a lease. Each time Stephen would go to Philadelphia, with his old-fashioned carpetbag, Rufus and his mother would laugh happily at “our bookkeeper,” and amused themselves endlessly with speculations as to how Stephen would conduct himself in grand houses and great offices among sophisticated men. It never occurred to Sophia to question Aaron why he had sent Stephen to Philadelphia; she had assumed that there was not much importance in dry papers, and Stephen, “the paper man,” was good only to marshal the routine facts before the real force of the family, Rufus, descended on Philadelphia with imaginative intelligence and eloquent persuasion.

No one ever knew what Aaron was thinking, but Rufus and his mother did not care, and Sophia did not even frown when Aaron, after his toast, poured himself another glass of whisky and tossed it down his shriveled throat. It was only Stephen who said in his toneless voice, “Pa, do you think, after your illness, that you ought to be drinking whisky? Your stomach, you know …” and the voice trailed off, as it always did, into uncertainty.

“It isn’t every night we have an heiress born to us,” said Aaron. He gave Alice a long and speculative glance. Then he yawned, suddenly and abruptly, and announced, “I’m going to bed. Sophie, are my pills on my dresser?”

“You’re in pain, Aaron?” she asked, but only abstractedly, for she was still richly contemplating what Aaron had said about Rufus’s child. Aaron stood up and studied them all, his eyes darting from face to face. He did not answer his wife, but as he smiled his yellowish smile, a spasm drew together the papery grayness of his facial muscles. He nodded, but as if to himself.

Without another word he walked out of the room. He had always walked quickly and lightly, as he was a small man. But lately he had been walking with feebleness, and slowly. Only Stephen remarked this, following his father with a long, concerned look.

Sophia rose with the fluid motions of a young woman, extended her hand to Rufus and said grandly, “My darling, I must have one last look at my first grandchild. Come, let us go.” Rufus took her hand, but as he led his mother from the room, he turned his head to wink in a brotherly and conspiratorial fashion at his brother. It meant nothing; it was part of his good-humored attitude toward everyone, and was almost automatic. Stephen did not see it, nor did Alice. They were standing close together on the hearth, and Alice’s head was on Stephen’s shoulder.	

Sophia’s hoops swayed lightly up the stairway, and the diamonds in her ears sparkled in the light of the chandelier. When she and Rufus had reached the head of the stairs she kissed Rufus warmly, and suddenly, from behind the masquerade of her gray hair and faded cheeks and slightly purplish lips, blazed again the color which she had once possessed, and which she had given to her second son. “You heard what Papa said!” she whispered exultantly. “You heard what he said!”
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Slowly, Alice and Stephen followed the others, but not for some little time.

The south bedroom was the smallest of all the bedrooms in the house, and was reserved for the least important guests, or their servants. However, it was pleasant with bright chintzes, and had three windows facing south, and white woodwork and a little black marble fireplace. None of the luxury of the other rooms was here, but yet it was friendly and charming.

It had been taken for granted that when Rufus married Lydia they would live with Aaron and Sophia. And it had been taken equally for granted that when Stephen married Alice they would not live in this house. Instead, Aaron, with a mocking gesture of magnanimity, had given Stephen the old home in which both sons had been born, a dark, small-roomed, uncomfortable, and old-fashioned place with a brickwalled kitchen, tiny entries, a stark narrow parlor, a lightless dining room, miniature bedrooms, and a dolorous and very dank garden. Alice, with her delicacy, had lightened the house with pale colors, had given warmth where there had been only chill, had set out a garden with burning flowers and bushes which mitigated the looming darkness of many trees. She had thrown away much of the heavy and ponderous furniture and had brought to the rooms considerable of the elegant and airy and discriminating pieces which had been saved from her parents’ home. What had once been ugly and repellent was now lovely and attractive.

A fire had been grudgingly lit in the south bedroom at Aaron’s direction, but had not burned long enough to dispel the fierce cold. The lamps had been lighted and the rosechintz curtains drawn. Alice shivered when she and Stephen entered, and clasped her arms with her hands. Stephen noticed this and said, “Let us go to bed at once. It is so cheerful to watch the fire when one is in bed.”

But Alice, always the complaisant and softly agreeable, went to the big poster bed, threw back the covers, and exclaimed, “There are no warming pans!” She turned to Stephen, her face unusually excited. He put his long thin arms about her. “What does it matter, dearest? I’ll warm you. I’ll hold you close.”

He was astounded when she pulled away from him, ran to the bell rope, and jerked it violently. She was breathing fast; her eyes were vivid. Stephen could not understand, and when he attempted to take her in his arms again she thrust him from her. “Stephen!” she cried. “They shall not do this to you any longer!” She stamped her foot and burst into tears.

Stephen was greatly alarmed. “Don’t disturb yourself so, darling,” he said with anxiety. “What does it matter?”

A robe-clad and yawning maid, resentful and sullen-eyed, answered the bell. “Where are the warming pans?” demanded Alice, her little white fists clenched at her sides. “Mr. Stephen has not been well, and he shall not get into that cold damp bed. Bring the warming pans at once, without any delay!”

The maid, who knew Alice very well, saw the tears of anger and mistook them for signs of helpless frustration. She said, with grumbling contempt, “There aren’t any coals for the pans, Mrs. deWitt.”

“Alice,” began Stephen, but Alice, to his increasing astonishment, gestured at him fiercely.

“Be quiet, Stephen. Edith, there are coals in the drawing room. Fill the pans there. Two of them.”

The maid, now wide awake and as astonished as Stephen, retreated as if in flight. Alice, full of an unprecedented energy, tore the yellow quilt from the bed, flung it about Stephen’s shoulders, and pushed him into a chair near the fire. Then she sat on his knees, put her arms about his neck, and held him with unexpected and ferocious strength, her tears running down his neck. Stephen, petrified, could only sit in confounded silence while she wept.

“They shall not do this to you any longer!” she cried over and over. “All the insults, while you do the work! All the laughter and the jeers and the scorn, when they’d be nothing without you! Always ‘gray Stephen,’ while Rufus gets the credit! I can’t stand it any longer, Stephen. Sometimes I hate you when you let them use you so disdainfully.” She beat on his shoulders with her fists. “Let us go away, a long way, far off, where you’ll be appreciated!”

Now Stephen was greatly frightened. He kissed her wet cheeks and tried to calm her awful trembling. “I don’t know what’s wrong with you, Alice. What does it matter what they think? I know what I am. It’s enough for me.” He was quiet a moment, while sharp scenes from his whole somber life ran before his eyes. “Life is so short,” he commented, half inaudibly. “One does one’s work, to the best of one’s ability. It’s of no consequence if no one else appreciates it.”

“It is, to a man’s wife, to her sense of her husband’s importance!” Alice was still trembling. Her soft hair was disordered, and stood about her wet and passionate face in a mass of gilt ringlets.

Stephen was silent. He smoothed Alice’s hair, and he sighed, over and over. Then he tried to smile, that painfully uncertain smile of his. “It’s been too much for you today, my Alice.” But he was heavy with his memories. He was not angered by them, but only bewildered. It was true that Rufus was the one who had the brilliant appearance, strong imagination, and boldness. What was it in him, Stephen, that made others despise him, and hold him in low esteem? This thought had dogged all his unobtrusive and conscientious life.

Stephen had not yet reached the point in his thoughts when he could come to believe that mankind is entranced by pyrotechnic superficialities, by gay lies and a handsome exterior, by hypocritical grace and false good-fellowship, by a magnetism that was utterly selfish and so superbly self-centered that it excited adoration in others. It was necessary to believe in something. He believed in mankind with a kind of desperation, and if mankind despised him, it was because in some way he was wrong. He also believed in God.

The maid returned, full of umbrage, and dumped the filled pans on the bed. She was about to stamp out of the room when Alice called, “Put them between the sheets, Edith.” Alice rose from her husband’s knee and confronted the maid. Edith glared at her. For a hard moment or two Alice and the maid confronted each other in a test of will. Then Edith, muttering under her breath, wrenched apart the bedclothes and thrust the pans between them. It was as though she were handling weapons which she ached to employ. Then she went from the room, slamming the door noisily behind her. Alice began to laugh shakily. “I never knew,” she said in wonder. “I never knew. And it’s so very easy. I always hated to put people ‘in their places,’ as they say. But now I know. You must do it, pleasantly when you can, or in a callous way, if necessary, but you must do it when it has to be done.”

Stephen said, speaking despondently, “I suppose I have no character.”

Alice was quite intoxicated with her new discoveries. “You have a lot of character, Stephen! But you put on no airs, make no pretentions, demand nothing of anyone, treat everyone with consideration and gentleness. That is not wrong—at times. But those times come so very seldom. Self-abnegation and service inspire contempt. … Why, how awful!” Appalled, she clapped her cold little hands to her cheeks and looked at Stephen in horror. “What a frightful world!”

Stephen, very disturbed, got to his feet, the quilt hanging from his shoulders. He took the girl in his arms, pressed her face to his breast as if to hide from her the terrible thing she had seen in a moment of woeful revelation. He murmured over and over, as he smoothed her hair, “No, dear, you’re wrong. It’s all right. Edith was just tired and sleepy, and that’s why she was so uncivil. How agitated you are. Let me help you to bed. My dearest, my dearest.”

Alice cried silently as she undressed. When they were in bed he held her closely, her head on his shoulder, and he looked sadly into the darkness of the room. Between the slightly parted draperies he could see the icy glimmer of the moon. The wind had fallen, and there was no sound at all but the slow dropping of the coals in the fireplace.

Alice curled closer to him, and her soft hand found his cheek. She made herself laugh a little. “It’s so late, and we ought to be asleep,” she said murmurously, clinging to him.

“Yes, yes,” he said.

“I found out something else,” said Alice, again with that note of wonder in her voice. “He hates everybody—but you.”

“Who?” asked Stephen, confused.

“Your father.” And then, incredibly, and after this incredible statement, she fell asleep.

Stephen lay beside her, staring dry-eyed at the slit of moon showing between the draperies. He had immediately forgotten Alice’s words. They were words of a beloved child, who knew nothing. He would often lie like this, lately, unable to sleep, and without warning, without his will, scenes from his past life would come to him, overwhelming in their clarity, crushing in their half-revealed significance.

Twenty years ago he had had but one desire. He was a young boy, lonely, forgotten, not considered by his parents, who were so engrossed by the lively and lovable Rufus. He had no friends, for even boys his own age avoided him at his school. He had nothing to say to them, and what he overheard them saying to each other seemed so empty and so trivial, so without content or meaning, that it seemed impossible to him that they were interested in their own conversation. His teachers overlooked him completely, and were never conscious that he was there. He moved like a shadow through his childhood.

When he was ten years old he had wanted a dog to mitigate his loneliness. The dogs of his schoolmates raced after him, fawning, looking at him with strange and fathomless eyes. There was something in their brief presence which comforted him; they licked his hands, even when their masters called them impatiently, and they pressed against his knees. They filled him with warmth, made him feel at one with the world in which he lived, and in which he usually felt such a griefstricken stranger. For just that little time when they leaped upon him, and tried to speak to him, he was no longer an alien, but was accepted into the universal brotherhood.

So Stephen had wanted a dog of his own. He never asked his parents for anything. It took him months to ask his father for a dog. Aaron had looked at him speechlessly. “It won’t eat much,” Stephen had pleaded. “I’ll take care of it.”

Aaron, at that time, was just beginning to acquire some wealth. He was crafty and noncommunicative about his new money. He considered Stephen, whom he was always forgetting, then said coldly, “A dog? What for? We can’t have pets around here. I don’t like them.”

A few months later he bought Rufus a pony.

Stephen, lying beside his wife, was suddenly convulsed with the agony he had felt when his father had brought the pony home for Rufus, a pony jingling with bells, and with a saddle and harness of red leather and silver. Again, he heard Rufus’s joyful cries, the loud and loving laughter of Sophia, the pleased chuckling of Aaron. He stood apart from them all and watched, as he watched now, with the anguish in his heart fresh and keen. He had not been envious or angered. There had been no resentment in him, no indignation. Only pain.

He had crept away, unseen, unnoticed. He had not hated his father for this betrayal; even then, he had believed it inevitable that his own desires should be disregarded. He had walked for a long time, up a hill, and then had sat on a stone, not grieving, only very still, and very cold. He had watched the round crimson sun go down beyond the distant mountains, and he was conscious only of his suffering.

He had never bought himself a dog when he had married and had gone away from his parents. He no longer wanted a dog. The dog he had desired was dead.

The maple clock on the mantelpiece chimed half-past two. Alice was breathing deeply beside Stephen. He touched her hair. He thought: why do I remember these things? What does it matter now? Why should they torment me, when they were so long ago?
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Portersville stood on both sides of a narrow river that was spanned by a slender bridge, one side reserved for foot passengers and the other for vehicles.

It was a small and quiet town of some fifteen thousand people, and unusually sophisticated. It was not uncommon for the more affluent to go frequently to Philadelphia, which the State Railroad Company had made only forty-five minutes away. There they would attend the opera, the theater, and social gatherings, for many had close friends and relatives in the big city to the east. They regretted that Philadelphia probably would never engulf them in its prophesied growth, for here the mountains rose abruptly and the hills were too steep. However, they happily believed that some day they would regard themselves as a suburb of the beloved city. Some of them had homes high in the hills, similar to that of the deWitts’, and it was a local amusement to turn spyglasses in the direction of Philadelphia and declare that the smoke was quite visible.

Portersville had always, in a way, considered itself a suburb of Philadelphia, and there was little local industry. Before the advent of the State Railroad Company there had been much water traffic on the river between the various communities. This traffic had practically disappeared. The labor which supported the State Railroad Company lived in either Pittsburgh or Philadelphia, the two connecting cities, though the largest office force was in Portersville. The State Railroad Company had recently set up a small office in Philadelphia, which was being used more and more by Rufus deWitt, but most of the executive work was accomplished in Portersville.

It was a pleasant town, if rather quiet in coloring. The streets were as broad as possible, considering the shouldering hills and mountains. Many of the wealthier people owned hilly farms in the vicinity, and culled their farm labor from the East Town, as it was called, which was a section of threestoried, narrow houses of fieldstone or brick, with winding streets suggestive of European hamlets. The white steeples of churches pierced the prevailing gray and brown and dark red of the section. There was a small sawmill here, cutting lumber for almost exclusively local use, and a few granaries and a flour mill. Three streets of shops, occupying three sides of the public square, serviced the modest needs of the working and lower-middle-class people. Here lived the little merchants, the butchers, the harness and saddle makers, the laborers, and the domestic servants who worked in the fine, great houses of West Town. Portersville was proud that it had few, if any, slums, and it prided itself on the fact that its “stock” was German and English and Scotch. Here, as yet, there was no struggle between race and race, no antagonisms except that vaguely and good-humoredly felt for the very small Catholic population.

West Town was completely occupied by families of means, who drew most of their wealth from enterprises near Scranton, Pittsburgh, or Philadelphia. The majority of them had been born in Portersville, and nothing could induce them to leave for larger cities and more excitement. Their homes lay near the river, and for some distance beyond it, homes of the same fieldstone and brick which housed their employees. Some few, like the deWitts, had built their homes in the style of Southern residences, with white pillars and pediments, and arched first stories, but in the main the houses, though large, suggested conservative quietness and solidity. A number of the people in this section had migrated, after acquiring considerable money, from East Town, but never did they refer to their former section with contempt or aversion. In fact, many wistfully remembered the more active community life, the bustle about the square on Saturday nights, the rumors and the laughter, and the naїve neighborly friendships.

Very few despised their origin in East Town. The deWitts, with the exception of Stephen, did. It had been quite “a feather in their caps” when the two sons had married the Fielding daughters, whose father and grandfathers had never engaged in “trade,” but had drawn their money from England and from immense farms in the center of the state. Again, with the exception of Stephen, the deWitts had nothing to do with their old neighbors in East Town, who were not angered at this snobbery but found it immensely amusing.

Portersville’s one bank was the Portersville National, on the east side of the river. It occupied a third of one of the streets of the little public square, and was its most imposing building, built of gray stone with wide polished windows and smooth granite steps. It was the center of much activity, for the bank occupied only two stories, the other two being rented as offices for local lawyers, prosperous businessmen, two or three doctors, town administrators who could not be accommodated in the little town hall, and the State Railroad Company. If one could afford to rent “front” offices, one had definitely arrived. The rear offices, though not as large as the front ones, were as well lighted and as clean and busy. Sometimes, when fortunes changed decidedly, the gentlemen in the rear would take over the front offices, and the “front gentlemen” would move “temporarily” to the rear. It became quite an occasion for gossip and excitement when these changes took place, and so it was somewhat of a game, good-natured and happily competitive.

The State Railroad Company occupied three of the large front offices. One of the rooms was Stephen’s, with gold lettering on the door: “Aaron deWitt, President,” and contained two desks, Stephen’s and his father’s. Rufus, the superintendent, had a smaller room to himself. The other room was occupied by four bookkeepers, five clerks, and an office boy.

The deWitts had another large and grimy office at the local railroad station, and Rufus was more often in this than in the one at the Portersville Bank building. His was the more active part in the running of the railroad, which had suited him splendidly until lately. His father had been ill for nearly a year, and had visited the offices only four times in eight months.

The offices looked down, from the third story, on the busy little square with its statue of Benjamin Franklin (very green and vague) in the center. One had an excellent view of the square, its trees and winding paths, the opposite streets, the adjacent river, and the dark and imminent mountains rising beyond the town.

As the deWitts were disliked, with the exception of the colorful Rufus (who had conveyed the impression that he still loved East Town and was apologetic over his family’s snobbery), there was little traffic between the private offices above the bank and the offices of the State Railroad Company. What traffic there was occurred when Rufus was present, and then there would be much backslapping, much laughter, much smoke, and many stories, with Rufus perched in all his informal splendor on the edge of his desk and his laughter louder than that of the others. They assured Rufus privately, and over and over, that he was being unjustly treated by his father, and that he, not Stephen, should be vice-president in spite of his age. To which Rufus would reply in smiling mock horror, “I? All that damned paper work? God save the thought! I’d rather be out where people live, and in here, where my friends are welcome.”

The war had been able to create little bitterness in Portersville. There were a few who had dared to assert that the Southern states were within their rights to secede, and produced copies of the Constitution to prove it. These arguments had not been pushed aside, angrily and with patriotic vehemence; they had been soberly considered, and even opponents had agreed with much of the contentions. No lasting enmities had resulted from the arguments; it was granted that one had a right to his opinions, and even those most passionately devoted to Mr. Lincoln had expressed their doubts of some of his unconstitutional actions and had declared that they regarded his inclination toward centralized government with considerable apprehension. Slavery was morally wrong, but everyone knew that slavery was not the issue. Had not Mr. Lincoln reiterated that over and over in his speeches? The issue was secession, which was constitutionally legal, but dangerous with Europe so watchful and so lustful across the Atlantic.

Even when some placards had appeared at night on the streets, with a caricature of Mr. Lincoln on them, and bearing the words: “Down with the Dictator!” no fierce rage or resentment had been engendered in the townsfolk. No windows had been broken; friends had not become enemies. But all this, too, would come later, much later.

When Gettysburg became the scene of a most terrible battle, Portersville was filled with the wildest excitement. Thousands gathered at the railroad station to mourn over the wounded, whether friend or “enemy.” Women entered the coaches to minister to the soldiers, regardless of the uniforms, and came out bloodstained and weeping, in bombazine and silk and woolen skirts, in velvet bonnets or with shawls over their heads, empty baskets, which had contained food and drink and bandages, in their hands. The doctors of Portersville had rushed to the assistance of their exhausted colleagues on the trains, and had not noticed whether these colleagues wore gray or blue. They had talked with their brothers, had shaken their heads over the war, had sighed, had even let the unashamed tears roll down their bearded cheeks. When the coaches went on, to the hospitals, they went accompanied by prayers.

When Mr. Lincoln was assassinated, he was mourned conservatively, and none of his former enemies in Portersville were looked at bitterly or condemningly. It was bad, very bad. But there was a Vice-President, and one must look to the future and help the South with her terrible problems and her awful wounds. No people were more aghast, more indignant, more enraged against the “carpetbaggers” than the people of Portersville; and if any of the men of the town were involved in this shameless plunder of the defeated states, they kept it a dark and fearful secret.

Portersville had its own wounded, its own dead. The people of both sections mourned them, side by side, in the cemeteries. There were no social distinctions in the graveyards. This, too, would come later.

It was a good place to live, Portersville, in the sixties, in the noble Commonwealth of Pennsylvania.

Pigeons caught the lead-colored light of the March morning on their wings, as they flew from window to window.

March was the hiatus between seasons, unsoftened by snow, a bare grayness, a dun neutrality, a somber hollowness. The square below was mud, with patches of brown and sodden grass; the black trees tangled their branches together like the bare scaffolding of a ruined cathedral. Sometimes gales convulsed them under a livid sky in which the misty sun was only a blur of paler lividity. The dank coldness of the air penetrated clothing, and carriages moving along the streets of the square seemed to have become smaller, the horses languid with misery. The people walked as fast as they could, huddling themselves in their capes and shawls and greatcoats, their faces bent, the wind catching at skirts and whirling hats off unprotected heads. The gray light was reflected back from the polished windows of shops.

Beyond Portersville, from this view from the offices of the State Railroad Company, rose the sharp outlines of Knife Mountain. However, it resembled an enormous razor rather than a knife, a razor held horizontally and its handle dropping a little lower than the blade. Purple and clearly defined, it contrasted acutely against the cold and colorless sky, and added gloom to the general scene.

Stephen, since his father’s illness, had occupied Aaron’s desk near the window, a large square desk with a leather top. His own desk was bare, and smaller than Aaron’s, and stood near a wall at right angles. The office was large and light; a crimson carpet covered the parquetry floor, and there were vivid hunting prints on the white walls. Leather chairs, in red and green, and ornamented with brass nailheads, were scattered neatly throughout the room, and a comfortable fire roared and leaped in a black marble fireplace. On the mantel stood a mahogany clock with pleasant chimes, and against another wall personal and secret filing cabinets of mahogany, always locked, contained documents pertinent to the company. In one corner lurked a small iron safe, the only ugly note in the office.

Stephen’s brief case lay on his desk before him. He had withdrawn a few documents of considerable thickness, and he held them in his hand. But he was not looking at them now; his eyes were moving slowly and abstractedly over the square, and the gigantic razorlike mountain beyond the little city.

Alone, he could relax, and his natural melancholy lay like a dark shadow over his nondescript features and brown eyes and thin brown hair. His subdued clothing, not excellently tailored, bunched on his shoulders and arms.

Yet, in spite of the melancholy and the stillness of his attitude, and the arms bent awkwardly on the desk, his face revealed his sad intellectuality, his deep thoughtfulness and introspection. These traits, painfully hidden when he was in the company of others, gave him a look of quiet nobleness and dignified withdrawal.

He lifted his right hand and reflectively smoothed his mustache. When his hands moved at all, it was to be seen that they were thin and elegant, the hands of a philosopher and thinker. No one noticed this, of course, except Alice and Lydia, just as only they had ever seen him so contained and preoccupied with thought, and contemplative without fear or shrinking.

The scene outside the windows seemed part of him, part of his static despondency. He watched the pigeons flutter from window to window. For a few moments he fixed his unremarkable eyes on the mountain, and now they were no longer unremarkable. They were alive, not with vividness, but with resolution.

He did not hear the knock on his paneled door, and so he started quite noticeably when he heard Rufus’s cheerful voice. “Plotting, Steve?” asked Rufus laughingly. It was a joke between him and his mother about Stephen’s “plotting.” It was understood between them that Stephen had too little intelligence for this.

Stephen, his back still to his brother, hastily caught up the documents before him and thrust them quickly into the brief case. Then he turned and gave Rufus his uncertain smile. His eyes were dull again, and lightless, and betrayed nothing of his thoughts. “Not exactly,” he answered. The clock on the mantelpiece struck nine. Stephen was always the first at the offices, and since his father’s illness he had taken to arriving as early as half-past seven. He lived closer to the town than did Rufus, who usually arrived later.

The gray light in the office was dissipated by the entrance of Rufus; it retreated to the corners of the room, as shadows retreat before the burst of the sun in the morning. Rufus seated himself on the edge of Stephen’s desk, and his handsome face glowed with friendliness and good will. This expression was so natural for him, so automatic, that he could expend it as freely on his brother as on his many friends, and so, in spite of his many long thoughts on the subject of Rufus, and his instinctive, sick knowledge, Stephen felt himself beguiled and confused, as usual.

A few weeks ago his best friend, Joseph Baynes, had said to him bitterly of Rufus, “‘He hath a person and a smooth dispose, to be suspected.’”

To which Stephen, faintly smiling, had murmured, “Yes, I know, Iago. But I think you wrong Rufus—in a way.”

Mr. Baynes had thought this very naїve, and in spite of his affection for Stephen, he could not help thinking with a little contempt: “… Thinks men honest that but seem to be so.”

Stephen studied Rufus’s symmetrical and powerful body, his artless beaming face, his affectionate smile. The old aching bewilderment came to him. If Rufus was completely evil he would be universally avoided, unless—and for an instant the clue glimmered before Stephen’s inner eye—there were some men who did not believe that what they did was evil, and were incapable of considering any of their actions evil. … The clue winked out, and Stephen shook his head slightly.

“What’s the matter?” asked Rufus, interested. “Headache, Steve? By the way, nothing has happened as yet, has it?”

“No. But Dr. Worth thinks the child will be born any day now. Alice is very well, and we don’t expect any trouble. I hope she won’t have so hard a time as Lydia did.”

For only a moment there was a tightening about Rufus’s beaming eyes, and a little puckering about his smile. It was not a gentle expression, in spite of the bluff and engaging smile which remained fixed on his face. He lit a cigar, and the sulfur smell of the lucifer with which he had lighted it lingered acridly in the air.

“Yes, Liddie did have a hard time. Let’s hope Alice has a better one. By the way, you and Alice haven’t been up to the house for nearly a month, and Pa is asking for you.”

Stephen, as usual, was quick to apologize, even when no apology was necessary. This fault came from his aversion for inflicting even unintentional slights or hurts on others. “But you bring me messages from him every day, Rufus, and instructions—”

“In a sealed envelope,” interrupted Rufus, grinning wryly.

Stephen’s thin cheeks took on color. “Pa doesn’t mean any offense to you. It’s just his way; he always seals everything, even of the most insignificant importance. The habit of a lifetime. You mustn’t feel offended. After all, I show you the papers after I have opened them, Rufus.”

“So you do.” Rufus leaned toward his brother and put his hand affectionately on that meager shoulder. “I’m not blaming you, not for a second.”

Stephen was silent in his distress, and humbled. Rufus had not blamed him, but he felt a twinge of guilt. Perhaps he should write his father and ask him not to seal the envelopes. It was hardly fair to Rufus. Again, Stephen was betrayed by his abnormal compassion and consideration for others.

Rufus watched the wretched struggle in this “gray fish,” and was pleased. His was a mind so acute that it could follow almost every thought in the minds of others, and this in itself was partly the secret of his popularity. He waited. However, Stephen, always sparing of words, was keeping silent too long, and Rufus’s instincts stirred.

Now Stephen began to speak slowly: “Pa must understand that Alice can’t ride any distance now, and I dislike leaving her even for a short time. Besides, for some reason, she has taken to crying at night, the poor child.”

“Why, of course, of course,” said Rufus in his rich voice of intimate understanding. “Liddie did that too.”

“Did she?” Stephen was relieved. Then he stopped. Rufus had lied. Lydia was always serene; she had been especially serene, if a little too quiet, during the time she had been carrying Cornelia.

He looked up at Rufus, sitting there on his desk, smoking, all his glory of body and face artlessly and completely evident, all his friendliness and sympathy shining from his bright hazel eyes. Rufus said, “Any messages to our friends in Philadelphia? I’m going again tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow? You go very often now, don’t you, Rufus?” The words were sincere and contained no undertone, but Rufus studied his brother with narrowed concentration. Sometimes he suspected that this shadowy and humble and gentle man had “depths” which were dangerous.

“Why, so I do,” he said in that open and boyish way of his. He laughed. “More and more to do in our office in Philadelphia. And very convenient for our friends. No long letterwriting. Dispatch.”

He stood up and stretched, and he was like a fine tawny lion in his color and motions. He wandered to the window and looked at the square below. “Terrible day. Everyone hurrying. I don’t like the idea, but I have to go down to the station.” He began to hum musically to himself in a rich baritone. The smoke rose from his cigar. Finally he returned to Stephen, and again perched on the desk.

“Pa’s very excited about our decision to run a line from Philadelphia to Washington, in competition with the Capital Railway.” He spoke negligently, and implied that this was all Stephen’s energetic idea. He admired Stephen with his eyes, and Stephen blushed. “Rufus, you know it was your thought, more than mine,” he said.

“No, no, I won’t hear that! You have so much self-depreciation, Steve. I only concurred in your suggestion.” This had been quite true, but Rufus was so enthusiastic, so admiring, that Stephen was touched by a sense of guilt again, a guilt without reason.

Rufus exhaled blue smoke rings and watched them happily. “But I’m not without ideas of my own, Steve. Those small railroads running between Philadelphia and Washington: useless little affairs, just connecting odd communities, when they ought to be linked to the main railway—ours, and owned by us. …”

Stephen was alerted. He had heard these hints from Rufus before. He protested, saying, “But these ‘useless little affairs’ are run by other families, and bring income to them. Why should we deprive others of income?”

Rufus laughed boisterously, and regarded his brother with a twinkle. “Why? Because we want to grow. Expand! That’s the watchword since the war. Besides, these little railroads are practically bankrupt now. The banks in Philadelphia hold their bonds, and I hear the railroads can’t even pay the interest, in many cases. If, for instance, we bought the bonds, we’d have these feeders to our line. We’d better think about it, before long. The Capital is thinking of it, I assure you!”

Stephen was now as cold as winter ice. He tapped his brief case with one lean finger. He murmured, “We talked this over and over—”

“I know, I know!” Rufus was all glowing and laughing sincerity. “But you’ve always opposed it, Steve, and Pa, for some strange reason, has upheld you. What’s the matter with the two of you? You, I know, are conservative, but Pa was always an entrepreneur. Is he in his dotage or something? Where is his old imagination, his old plotting and boldness? Not that I’m belittling you, Steve. Not at all! Your work didn’t include planning at any time. However, I do think that you, as Pa’s deputy now, should pull yourself away from your everlasting papers and think about us, and the future.”

Stephen was silent. He looked down at his brief case, and to him, it seemed to contain a high explosive. He put his hand on it, as if to protect it from Rufus. Rufus saw the gesture, and his ruddy brows lifted.

Then Stephen said, “Over half the feeders and little railroads running from community to community are owned by Joseph Baynes, who is a friend of ours.”

Rufus laughed this off lightly. “Joseph Baynes, you know very well, Steve, is a stick-in-the-mud. He made money only during the war, carrying ammunition and soldiers and such to our main line. He never made a go of his business before the war, and hardly could pay his running expenses. The war saved him. But he isn’t being saved now. Our good friend, Alex Peale, president of the Philadelphia Savings Bank, holds almost all of Joe’s bonds. We could buy them up for a song.”

Rufus had long hinted about this and had discussed Joseph Baynes’s feeders and little local railroads with his father, and Stephen had listened. There had been hints, too, of the bonds. Stephen had paid all this little attention, until lately. His undistinguished face became closed and expressionless.

“We’ve talked of this before,” added Rufus.

“I know.” Stephen’s voice was hardly audible.

“Well, why not think of it, fast! Alex’s brother is Senator George Peale, and he’s an even better friend of ours than Alex himself. We can spare the money for the bonds. And look what our income will be! We have ideas; we have imagination, a forward look.”

Stephen’s hands rested on the brief case. Of course, he had always known. But, in his belief that mankind was really inherently decent and honorable, he had not believed anything would come of discussions. Aaron often loved to speculate, just for the pleasure of speculation.

“What does Pa now say about your idea?” asked Stephen, keeping his head averted. He knew, even before Rufus answered with enthusiasm.

“Well, Pa’s now come to my way of thinking, after all this time.”

Stephen’s bones were cold and felt stiff in his thin body. He said, “What will become of Joe? He owns the biggest block of stock in his feeders and railroads, and he is a director.”

Rufus, though he knew Stephen, was taken aback by this puerility. “Joe? He’ll be glad he doesn’t have to wear himself out trying to borrow money to pay the interest on his bonds. It’s too big a strain on a man his age.”

“I happen to know he hasn’t any reserves,” said Stephen in his dull and abstracted voice. “What will he live on? How will he support his family?”

Rufus snapped his fingers. “Oh, Joe’s an old friend. We can be generous.” He was full of triumph. “Joe’s a good railroader. We can even put him in charge of running the feeders, and connecting up the little railroads with our main line.”

“You mean, he’d be working for us, as our employee?” Stephen showed no indignation, only a faint interest, and Rufus became excited.

“Why not? It would be a big relief for him. A good salary, no responsibilities. And, in a way, he’d be proud to see the expansion of what was once his own property. In himself, he has no progressive ideas.”

Stephen leaned his elbows on his desk and cupped his narrow chin in his hands and stared out the window. “Joe,” he said, “is a proud man. I don’t think he’d survive what would practically be confiscation of his property. I don’t think he’d work for us.”

Rufus became affectionately impatient. “Steve! Joe’s a practical man.”

Stephen did not appear to have heard him. He went on: “If we buy up Joe’s notes, his stock will become worthless. He’ll have nothing to leave his family.”

“Must we always consider others at our own expense?” Rufus was honestly outraged.

“Did we ever?” asked Stephen drearily.

This made Rufus laugh once more. He slapped Stephen on the shoulder again with rollicking amusement. “No, we didn’t How would we ever have made money if we had?”

“There’s such a thing as principle,” said Stephen hopelessly.

Rufus gaped. “In business? What are you talking about, Steve?” He was utterly sincere, and utterly aghast at his brother’s childishness. “Where would anyone get if one constantly thought about ‘principles’? Why, nowhere, except to the poor farm. But, of course, you aren’t serious.”

Stephen said nothing.

“One must expand, or decline and go out of business,” Rufus went on, encouraged by Stephen’s silence. “One must be progressive. …”

Stephen stirred out of his apathy and lifted his small brown eyes to Rufus contemplatively. “Progressive? To where?”

Rufus stood up and began to walk up and down the room rapidly. “Steve, you surely know that we are on the brink of the age of expansion and progress! The whole damned country! The territories! Why, it’s not a dream, linking the east coast to the west! Big railroaders are already talking about it, and it’ll soon be a fact! There’s no end to expansion. Progressive? Why not?”

Stephen said, “Can’t there ever be progress without misery and despair and bankruptcy and exploitation—and betrayal?”

“No, there can’t!” replied Rufus with annoyed vehemence. “And you know that, too.”

“Yes,” mused Stephen. “I know. Or at least I know that’s what many men think. Look here, Rufus, this country’s big enough for all of us, without cutting throats. It might take a little longer, but there would be national peace and confidence and cooperation, and more certainty in human lives. A man wouldn’t need to be watching all the time, afraid of his competitors and his ‘friends.’”

“Now you’re really hidebound,” said Rufus indulgently. “You know the idea is fantastic.”

“Yes, of course I know,” said Stephen. “I know it only too well.”

Rufus was exultant. He stood behind Stephen and pressed his hands warmly on his brother’s shoulders. “Competition is the life of all progress,” he said. “You do believe that, don’t you?”

“Certainly,” Stephen’s hands lay flexed on his brief case. “But can’t it be honest competition?”

“No, it can’t. It can only be dog eat dog. As for myself, I don’t want to be a little dog. I want to be a big one,” and he made an amusing sound as he clicked his teeth together.

“Even though Joe Baynes would be eaten up in the process?”

“Oh, Joe.” Rufus removed his hands. “Joe’s a businessman himself. He wouldn’t hold it against us. He’d do the same to us, you can be sure, if he had the opportunity.”

“No, he wouldn’t,” said Stephen without emphasis. “I know him too well. He’s twenty-two years older than you are, and twenty years older than I. I’ve been his closest friend for many years, and I’ve always admired him, and I know everything about him.”

Rufus withdrew to the fire. He kicked at a coal thoughtfully. He said, “If we don’t take over his bonds, the Capital will. That’s certain. And the Capital won’t give him a job, and so he’ll have nothing. He’s sensible. He’ll accept half a loaf.”

The Capital Railroad. Stephen wrinkled his dry brow. Rufus was right, of course. Stephen sighed, and the sigh was audible in the room. He snapped the lock of the brief case shut and straightened his shoulders.

“You think Alex Peale will sell the bonds to the Capital?”

“Why, unquestionably, Steve! In fact—” Rufus paused, then continued after his hesitation—“Alex as much as offered the bonds to us last week, when I saw him. He’d rather we’d have them, instead of Capital. But the bank can’t go on, not collecting interest. Alex has to do something. Good God, he’s a banker! Do you expect him to lose money?”

“No, I certainly don’t.”

“Well, then?”

“If Joe can continue paying the interest, if he can pay the interest now—”

“But he can’t.”

Stephen made no reply. His gaunt body was bent against the livid light that poured through the windows.

“Even if he could,” said Rufus with sudden hard impatience, “as of today, he wouldn’t be able to go on. He hasn’t the imagination, the foresight, the daring. He’d be in trouble again, in a year, two years, three years. His properties don’t pay their way, and you know it.”

“We could help, by putting links between his little railroads and our line,” said Stephen.

Rufus was shocked. “You don’t mean it!” he cried. “It’d cost us too much money, and the returns would not come in in any quantity for a long time. Why should we make him such a gift, friend or no friend? And what would our own stockholders say? They’re all for rapid expansion. One has to consider one’s stockholders.” He waited; then, as Stephen did not speak, he went on in a louder and more incredulous voice: “But, of course, you aren’t serious! Pa would never agree to it, and you know it.”

“No, he wouldn’t,” assented Stephen sadly.

“There you are! And now Pa’s all for buying up the bonds.” Rufus added, “I wish you wouldn’t talk so idly, Steve. It’s time-wasting. You know that we don’t have the time for mere fruitless conversation. What shall I tell Alex tomorrow? Of course, Pa and I have made up our minds, but we’d like your formal assent, as vice-president.” He could not keep the edge of contempt out of his voice.

“Let me think about it for a few hours,” replied Stephen. He stood up, and held his brief case in his hand. “In the meantime, I have to go out for a while.”

“I’m going to the station,” said Rufus, again the amiable brother. “Let me drive you.” He had accomplished what he had come to accomplish, and was jubilant.

Stephen looked at him, his face grayer than ever in the gray light. “No, I have only to go to the bank downstairs, and then I must go on a little private business of my own.”
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Rufus looked through the window, waiting for Stephen to emerge from the building. But some time passed. So, he had gone to the bank first, as he had said. Rufus had never had occasion to doubt Stephen’s word, nor had he ever caught him in a lie; however, falsehood was so much a part of his own nature that he still could not believe that the truth lived in any man.

Stephen finally emerged from the general front door that led to the bank and all the offices. His greatcoat was buttoned high on his neck; he wore that “damned old-fashioned tall hat” of his. It was like him never to know when a style passed and became ridiculous. The wind caught the “stovepipe,” and Stephen, staggering a little under the assault of the gale, clutched wildly at the hat, his brief case abruptly swinging outward and catching the hat of a passer-by. Rufus could not hear what went on, but he saw that Stephen, very flustered and almost servile, was apologizing, and the passer-by was glaring. The more Stephen explained and apologized, the more outraged was the other man, straightening himself up so that he towered over Stephen.

Rufus laughed boisterously, shook his head, and went back to Stephen’s desk, which had been his father’s. He sat down in Stephen’s chair and methodically went through all the drawers and read all the papers. He was disappointed again. Then his eye lit on the files, and he went to them briskly. But they were locked. Aha! Rufus regarded the files with cunning satisfaction. So, he was hiding something, was he, the gray fish? He was so pleased to discover that the files were locked that he never bothered to consider that perhaps Stephen, who locked the files at night, had as yet had no occasion to unlock them this morning.

He sat on Stephen’s desk for a few moments, gleefully reflecting on his triumph over Stephen this morning. It had been absurdly easy. He and his father would laugh at it tonight, and tomorrow he, Rufus, would have a fine dinner with his dear friend, Mr. Alex Peale, in Mr. Peale’s splendid home, and all arrangements would be made to buy up old Joe Baynes’s bonds. Perhaps the senator would be there, too. Certainly he would be there! He was in Portersville at this very moment, in his old home, mending his political fences and solicitously, and with tenderness, interviewing his constituents.

And then, after the dinner, after cigars and port and conversation, he, Rufus, would go to a discreet “little place” with which he had become well acquainted the last month or two. His expression of anticipation and enjoyment slowly began to fade, and now a vicious look glinted in his eyes. Damn Lydia. It was all her fault. Sometimes he wanted to throw the obscene fact into her cold dark face, but after all there were some things a man did not say to his wife, even if she had taken another bedroom for herself and had left her husband’s bed. Rufus had never asked why. So far, he contented himself by looking wounded and sorrowful in Lydia’s presence, and very stately, in his hurt. He would not answer his mother’s pertinent questions; even with her he occasionally acted, for he was born theatrical and it gave him some satisfaction to exercise his natural histrionic gifts.

The strange thing was that he was truly hurt and wounded, and deeply puzzled. He loved his wife. There was a mystery about Lydia, an elusiveness, which had captivated him even when he had first been attracted to her sister. She was so complete, so composed; she was a lady as his mother would never be a lady. There was such a depthless enigma in her lovely dark eyes, such a perfect contour to her slim cheeks, such an exciting dark fire in her masses of hair. Her tall figure was excellent, and her taste could not be surpassed. She carried herself like a queen, serenely, without imperiousness, yet with soft and sure command. She did not sway languidly, as other women swayed, but walked smoothly and assuredly. Rufus, brooding over her and his baffling wrongs, thought of her long white throat, her long white arms and beautiful hands, her mouth that was strong and pink and firm. Lydia had “character.” She was also amusing, as well as composed and equal to any contingency. She had loved him.

I love her, not just for her appearance, and her manners, and the fact that she is a lady, but because I can trust her. Rufus looked up, astonished. It was true. He trusted Lydia, he who had never trusted anyone else, not even his mother. Now his pain became a live and twisting thing in him. He remembered the earlier months of his marriage, and Lydia’s passion for him, her joy in him, her infinite tenderness, her reciprocating love. Things had begun to go wrong only after her conception of Cornelia. Lydia had avoided him, averted her eyes from him, seldom spoke to him, answered him coolly when he insisted. He had attributed this to her pregnancy and had waited with eagerness for her to be delivered. But things had become untenable after the birth, rather than better.

Of course, he thought tentatively, he could demand his rights as a husband. But he, who shrank from nothing else, shrank from this. He knew that Lydia would submit if he insisted, but the submission would be loathsome to him who had known her responses. She must be won back from that strange and inimical world to which she had retreated, and from which she would not emerge even to nurse her child. This retreat had occasioned the immediate necessity and trouble of finding a wet nurse. Lydia, apparently, did not care. Sophia, outraged, reported that Lydia rarely went into the nursery.

Stephen walked some distance after leaving the bank, keeping his eyes down in his usual way and so avoiding the necessity for greeting any acquaintance. He knew in what derisive repute he was held by almost everyone, rich or poor or middle class, and it hurt him less to see no one than to catch the sliding eyes of mockery in otherwise friendly faces.

In his childhood and boyhood he had accepted all this, but now there was growing in him a bitter doubt and resentment. It was slowly becoming obvious to him—though he sternly tried to subdue the knowledge—that he knew too much about mankind, and had always known, that he saw mankind naked, not clothed in civilization and restrained by Christianity, and what he saw was not good.

It was not awkwardness, shyness, and inadequacy, as most people believed, that made him drift away from groups and suffer agonies at social dinners, and so “make a spectacle of himself” in the opinion of others. It was fear. Fear of men filled him with an icy panic, a desperate if secret desire for immediate flight. It was complete understanding that made him apologetic in his manner toward those he encountered; he was so remorseful that he knew all about them!

Those small eyes, disconcerted, would move away from a direct look, so that he got the reputation of being furtive; but sometimes, when off guard, he would fix them on others with a curiously intent and penetrating expression, so that even passers-by, or those near at hand, became uneasy.

The wind tore at him as he raced on his long legs through the streets toward the river; several people smiled maliciously at the sight of him, at the ridiculous appearance he presented with his flapping coattails and flapping brief case. He did not see the smiles; he knew they were there, but in his compassion he refused to look. He reached the river street and found a hack. He directed that he be driven to 46 Elm Road.

The hack rumbled with a hollow sound over the bridge; the gray light in the sky darkened before a coming storm. Then Stephen was being driven down the finest and most exclusive street in West Town, a street which faced the river across long sweeps of lawn. Even on this March day the houses seemed warm and imposing on their wide grounds, and the empty trees had a kind of stark grandeur about them. The cold gray and purplish river rushed rapidly along before these pleasant homes, and a livid light flowed over the wet roofs. Here the mountains were more emphatic in their nearness, roll and line and folds of them, a darker purple than the river, rising up in petrified chaos behind the city.

Rain suddenly lashed out of the sky and struck at the dirty windows of the hack. Almost immediately the windows clouded over from the slight warmth inside the vehicle, and Stephen rubbed one in order to peer out. Just then the hack came to a broad driveway of gravel, and turned in on its winding surface toward a house of gray stone with a steeply pitched roof, squat gray chimneys, and high leaded windows shrouded in silk. Even in this drear March weather the house stood in admirable proportions at the end of the drive.

The hack drew up under the porte-cochere, and Stephen, struggling with his long legs, alighted. The wind seized him, and between his attempts to hold onto his hat, retain his brief case, which he clutched as though it held the secrets of a great empire, and keep his coat from being torn from his body while he fished for change in his pocket, he was a somewhat ludicrous figure. “Looks somethin’ like old Abe Lincoln, with a mustache,” thought the hack driver, watching Stephen calmly from his perch without offering any assistance at all, as he would have done with a more prepossessing man. It was his opinion that here was someone quite unimportant, a poor lawyer or something, or a half-starved constituent of the gentleman who lived in this house.

The gale had taken Stephen’s breath, and there was a painful stabbing in his chest. Panting a little, he sounded the knocker, not in the bluff and confident manner of his brother, but tentatively, as if apologizing for his intrusion. The door opened, and a portly butler faced him. The man frowned at this rather bedraggled man on the doorstep, with his old-fashioned hat and outmoded greatcoat, his red nose, wet shoes, and the big bushy mustache which was the only definite accent in his face.

“Well?” said the servant sharply, beginning to shut the door against one whom he suspected of being only a shabby opportunist or political beggar.

Stephen gathered himself together, pushed his hat at a less incongruous angle on his head, wiped his feet on the doormat. He said to himself, as he was beginning to do lately: Now. Just look him steady in the eye. Damn it, it hurts me to look at him like this; it hurts me to force myself to a pretentious dignity and make my voice cold. Why the hell can’t people be decent? Why must a man act with his fellows as though they were at the best slightly contemptible and impertinent? He said, and his voice was a trifle stronger in tone than it had been some months earlier, “Please inform Senator Peale that Mr. Stephen deWitt is here.”

The servant stepped back precipitously, his mouth falling open. He bowed so that his head was almost level with his knees. He began to stammer, “Why—why, sir, I didn’t recognize you! I’m very sorry, indeed, sir, I’m very—”

Stephen, half-envious, half-condemning, had watched other men confronting a presumptuous servant and stopping their speech with a harsh glance, a gesture of lordly disdain. Stephen knew he should do this, he half desired to; and then, seeing the butler’s frantic apprehension at his mistake, his heart melted in spite of all his efforts. No one should be so frightened by another man, he thought; no one should be forced to suffer so in his inner security, even if it is his own fault.

He said, “It doesn’t matter. I’ve never been here before, so why should you know me? Thank you, thank you. I won’t be long, I think. Just lay my coat and hat anywhere.”

The servant, enormously relieved, was also taken aback. Stephen, with the old sinking feeling, saw the white face regain its color and take on its original look of arrogance, though it was somewhat muted and secret. He knew exactly what the man was thinking: Is this Stephen deWitt, actually Stephen deWitt? What a miserable and inconsequential creature! If he were half a man he would knock me down.

The fact that Stephen neither physically nor by implication “knocked him down” lowered him in the servant’s estimation. Stephen thought, as usual, that it was best not to notice too many things which wounded, and so he followed the man down a long, wide, and gloomy hall with polished floors, darkly paneled walls, heavy and gloomy furniture and big mirrors, and a pitched, beamed ceiling. He decided he did not like this great house, and he thought all that wood and all that unrelieved and crepuscular dimness was very depressing. Probably wants to chill constituents, he thought, and was pleased at his unkind thought.

He tasted it on his tongue, and its acrid sting was like an intoxicant. He needed this feeling, he remembered, and so it was a taller and straighter and less awkward Stephen who was ushered into a library immense as a meeting hall, full of brown and red and blue books, dim Oriental rugs, and furniture made for a giant. A wall of gray, silk-covered windows faced what was probably a very desolate garden. But a good and roaring fire crackled on a hearth and shimmered on brass fenders, and two lamps were lit. Even at this distance the sound of the river could be heard plainly, like a thunderous counterpoint.

A man was reading before the fire, and comfortably smoking a pipe. He looked up alertly as Stephen was announced, and he rose at once, his short plump arms and hands extended, his smoking jacket falling open to show a flowered waistcoat which stretched over a big round belly. He was a completely bald man, and he had a good, kindly, and common face, full of open honesty and warmth, a broad coarse nose, and a happy smile. He exuded an odor of smoke and lemon-scented cologne, and his handclasp was cordial and sincere. Seeing this lavish greeting of the “miserable creature,” the butler was more disconcerted than before, and hastily retreated.

“My dear, dear Stephen!” cried Senator George Peale with paternal fondness. “How delighted I am that you finally visited me! I’ve asked you so often, you shrinking violet, but you never came until today. Well, is this a dragon’s nest? Come, come, sit by the fire! Let us have a long visit. Wine? Whisky? Sherry? How damp you are; what a pity. So good to see you, you rascal! Whisky? Now then, now then; is that comfortable? How is your dear father, and our delightful Rufus, the scoundrel?”

Stephen was befuddled by all this cordiality and kindness and obvious pleasure. No one had received him like this before. He had to control his bemused enchantment and gratitude, and he clenched his hands on his brief case lest he forget.

He therefore sat stiffly on the edge of the comfortable chair, his legs spread ungracefully, the knees sticking uncompromisingly against the stuff of his pantaloons. He clutched the brief case. He said, “My father is still an invalid, and Rufus is well. Whisky, please, Senator. I hope I haven’t taken another chill.”

The senator, standing over him, was concerned, and this made Stephen feel guilty. “It’s nothing at all, nothing, Senator. I shouldn’t have mentioned it.” The senator was only forty-five, but Stephen treacherously thought of him as an affectionate uncle. He pulled his thoughts away from this beguiling picture and suddenly, unknown even to himself, his mouth tightened grimly under the mustache and his small eyes retreated in reserve. He must remember his errand, he said inwardly, with cold anger directed only against himself, and nothing must shake him. Too much was at stake.

The senator pulled the bell rope near the fireplace, and directed all the tender solicitude he could summon at his “dear, dear Stephen.” He sat down near Stephen, and nothing could have been more intimate and familiar than his smile. He cocked his head and regarded Stephen with humorous doting. “What a strange person you are, Steve. A strange, strange person. But I like you; I’ve always liked you better than our Rufus, and no words of mine can express how much I do like Rufus. He’s like the sun, my dear wife says. But you, but you—” All at once the senator saw he had made a mistake, which could become offensive if tact were not immediately used. But who the devil was there with whom to compare Stephen deWitt? “Why, dammit!” he cried. “You look something like old Abe, of blessed memory.”

That he had made an error he immediately saw, but why he did not know. For Stephen was saying with unfamiliar coldness, “I suppose you mean that as a compliment, Senator, and thank you. However, I don’t think I resemble Mr. Lincoln in the slightest.”

“Well, well,” said the senator, nonplused, wondering why anyone should resent being compared with Mr. Lincoln. Then he remembered Stephen’s modesty and thought he had offered too extravagant a compliment. He smiled tenderly. “Of course, Mr. Lincoln had such a mop of hair, and there was a wart on his cheek, and he had a lantern chin. But, who cared? Such a spirit, such a nobility, such an inner glory!” He sighed. “You remind me of him in those ways.”

Stephen was silent.

“When I received your note yesterday, I was too happy for speech,” said Senator Peale, spreading his plump knees and resting a hand on each, and regarding Stephen with a benign expression. “I said to my dear wife, ‘Anna, Stephen deWitt has finally consented to visit us!’ She has always liked you extremely, you know, Stephen.”

Stephen doubted this very much, but he remembered that Mrs. Peale was a very nice and gentle soul, and he winced. He wished this man were a villain, a big and thumping villain, or at least a hypocrite or possessed of narrow meannesses. It was so hard to feel bitter against this kind of man, who did not consider what he had ever done was villainous. He doubtlessly believed that he had lived a fine and Christian life, had done his duty as a representative of the people, had made a fortune as legitimately as possible, and was a good husband and father. And no doubt, reflected Stephen despondently, most people are heartily in agreement with him. He felt the damp leather of the brief case under his hands, and again his treacherous kindness almost overcame him.

He became conscious that Senator Peale had been talking on and on, with laughter and pleasure, and that he himself had been nodding without having heard a single word. The senator handed him a glass of whisky. The storm had darkened so steadily over the city that it might have been night instead of hardly noon. Stephen caught a word “—weather.”

He assented, nodding his head again: “Yes, very bad, isn’t it? I think we’ll have snow.”

Silence followed his remark, and he glanced up to see Senator Peale staring at him in perplexity. The senator looked down at his glass, a smile fixed on his kindly face, and Stephen knew, once more, that he had committed his too-familiar faux pas. He had, on the basis of a mere word, thought that he could come into a conversation that had left him far behind, and completely bereft of any idea about it.

“Your boy, Patrick, must be at least eleven years old now, mustn’t he?” His voice wavered hopefully.

The senator looked up, smiled in a peculiar fashion, and said, “Yes. Yes, he is eleven now, Steve. More whisky?” asked the senator, rising with the agile air of a pleased host. Stephen held out his glass at the end of a stiff arm. Then the senator pulled the bell rope again and said, in too loud a voice, “He’s right here at home, now! The climate in Washington doesn’t suit the little fellow or his mother, and they’ve both had chills. They prefer Portersville, where we were all born, and they don’t even care much for our home in Philadelphia. Nice little place, Portersville! Always delighted when I can come home.”

The butler returned, carefully avoiding looking at Stephen, and the senator asked that Master Patrick be called to the library. Stephen was at once sickened with distress. To see the child, whom he remembered as a handsome, grave little boy, would make his work the harder. But there was no escape, and when Patrick entered the room, smiling at his father with his serious eyes, and then bowing to Stephen, it was almost more than the latter could endure. He addressed a few halting remarks to the child, which were politely answered. Then Patrick withdrew, and his father followed him with a long and moving look. When he turned to Stephen, his voice was more than a trifle shaken: “Our only child. But I feel that in Patrick heaven has blessed me. …”

A thousand small black faces rose up like an accusing chorus before Stephen’s inner eye, and his shivering pity for the senator departed, leaving him cold and very still.

The senator, more disposed than ever to be kind to Stephen, whom he privately considered very queer, remarked, “But you’ll be having one of your own very soon, my boy! Rufus has his girl; perhaps you’ll have a son.”

“Yes,” said Stephen. He began to unfasten his brief case.

Oh, my God, thought the senator, sighing patiently. A petition or something! Well, that was one of the prices of being a senator. But it was odd that Stephen deWitt should be the one bringing a petition, signed, no doubt, by at least two thousand people. What did they want now, here in Portersville? Then he was electrified, for just as he was composing his features into the accepted fatherly expression and senatorial interest, he saw Stephen’s eyes. Small and sunken behind his high cheekbones though they were, they were now the eyes of an enemy, not vindictive, but stern beyond the power of softening.

Stephen was holding a bound sheaf of papers in his hands, and he was extending the sheaf to the senator. “I have been gathering this information, and paying for the gathering, over a period of seven years, Senator,” he was saying. “I thought you ought to see these copies. The other copies are in a safe place, in Philadelphia. You are running for the Senate again this year, are you not?”

Stunned, the senator took the papers, but he could not withdraw his attention from Stephen for several long moments. He began to shake his head, as though pestered by a strange sound. “Why, yes,” he said at last, in a slow voice, “I am running again this year. I believe the people want me. …” Still gazing at Stephen, he asked, “Is this a petition, Steve?” He tried to smile, to change those inexorable eyes.

“Not a petition, Senator. Only a confidential résumé of your career while in the Senate.”

The senator could not believe that he had heard what he had heard. He held the sheaf of papers in his hands, and now they began to tremble slightly and make a fluttering sound.

“I want you to understand, Senator, that no personal animosity brings me here today,” Stephen was saying. He wanted to avert his head, but he refused to permit himself to do this. It was almost the most untenable moment of his life, for he knew that he was about to strike at this man, perhaps mortally, this man who had been one of the closest friends of the deWitt family for many years, and had given, and received, advantages during the relationship. So Stephen, not turning away his eyes, went on: “But I have thought, over all these years, that you ought not to be a senator of this Commonwealth, that you ought not to be elected.”

“What are you saying, Steve?” whispered the senator disbelievingly. The papers fluttered louder in his hands. The rain beat wildly against the windows, and the red fire hissed and cracked. He must be mad, thought Senator Peale. He was always peculiar; yes, he must be mad. He cleared his throat, said weakly, “What do you mean? Your family has always supported me. Your father. …” He had to swallow. “I’m sorry, Steve, if I have done anything in Washington that didn’t meet with your approval, but—”

“You voted for a stronger, more centralized government, Senator, not only for the war period, but as a permanent thing.” Stephen’s voice rose clearly and incisively, for now he had his compassion under control, and could remember. “You voted for a measure that would have destroyed all that George Washington and Thomas Jefferson fought for, and prayed for, and lived for: the right of the states and the commonwealths to their own sovereignty. You did that, Senator, not for any evil reason, I am sure; you said, if I remember correctly, ‘It’s the trend of the times.’”

He shook his head. “No, Senator, it isn’t the ‘trend of the times.’ It’s the trend of tyranny. Washington knew that men would always rise up who would attempt to abrogate the rights of the States and the Commonwealths and centralize government and make it all-powerful. The men who framed the Constitution knew it, too. That is why we have a system of checks and balances. But the men who want power hate those checks and balances, and I suppose, through all the generations of America, they will attempt to overthrow them.” He paused, and then continued: “I don’t believe you want power more than does any other man. I know that the urge for power is strong in most people. I don’t think you were plotting against America deliberately. But still, men like you are dangerous. Yes, I know all the arguments for centralized government: economy, more efficiency, quicker results by directives, more mobility during emergencies of any kind. Perhaps they’re valid arguments in a way. However, they would lead to despotism, the kind of despotism that is crushing Europe today and has been crushing her for centuries.”

It was the longest speech he had ever made in his life, and he poured it out on long breaths of powerful indignation. He could summon up this indignation when protecting a principle or a friend, or against injustice, where he could not do it for himself. His neutral-colored face had flashed into life and strength. It was no longer a man of meekness and humility who sat opposite the stupefied senator, but a man who, in spite of his lean and lanky awkwardness, his clumsy gestures, his battered clothing, was a force. The senator was as much paralyzed by this change in a man he had always considered a mere cipher as by his words.

Stephen was speaking again, more moderately, but still with anger: “You also voted in behalf of the bill to bring tens of thousands of hapless and starving Europeans to this country, Senator. On the surface, it is a charitable and Christian and worthy bill, and I would approve of it also, except for a very pertinent thing.

“We are expanding industrially. We need labor. So, again on the surface, all that you have voted for in that bill is excellent and praiseworthy. But let us think of our own native labor, and let us think of those Europeans, too. Let us, indeed, think of the Europeans first of all. Was there any strong provision made in that bill to protect European labor from the rapacity of our own people, our own employers? Was there any provision that these people be sheltered adequately, given the same rate of pay as our native labor receives? Were there any provisions for their health and safety? No, there were not. So now they are coming in by the shiploads, the endless thousands of them in the stinking holds of vessels, dirty, diseased, hungering. Where are they going? To the cities, to displace our native workers, to work for much less money, and to be bound for a whole year to the masters to whom they will be consigned, to be victimized by mills and factories and machines, virtual slaves who will never dare move until their period of serfdom is over. And this thing was done to despairing creatures by wicked men who are taking advantage of their despair.”

The senator put his hand to his cheek. His pleasant color had faded. He was very pale. “Steve,” he said, “please listen. Isn’t it better for these men to be consigned to employers for a year, while they pay off their passage, than to starve to death in Europe or die in Europe’s endless wars? They have their families with them. Within a generation they will be part of America. We need the labor, if we are to expand. …”

Stephen smiled sadly. “Yes, we are a rapidly growing country, a pioneering country, and we will now begin to push back frontiers in earnest. But it could have been done a little more slowly; the influx of Europeans could have been more carefully controlled, so that when they arrived there would be some respectable shelter for them, some provision. It could have been a slow process, with the help of our own native labor. I dislike prophecy, but now I shall predict the future: for many decades, because of this uncontrolled influx of people into a country not yet prepared to take care of them, there will be bloody riots, hatreds, and racial antagonisms which will last, perhaps, for decades.

“Those who voted for that bill, without any restrictions to amount to anything, without any normal and judicious control, are not good Americans. You were one who voted for it, Senator. And that is why I determined to help prevent you from returning to Washington this year.”

The senator gazed at Stephen earnestly, and the shadow of his bewilderment was still in his eyes. He considered what Stephen had said, and when he spoke, his voice was no longer good and round, like a ripe plum. It was low and thoughtful.

“You are a fine and idealistic man, Steve. I honor you for it. But there are exigencies. …”

Stephen smiled mournfully. “Yes, there are always exigencies, Senator.”

“However, Stephen, I don’t think the people of Pennsylvania will refuse to reelect me again to the Senate because of these two actions of mine, which were done with the utmost sincerity and in my firm belief they were best for America.” He looked regretfully at the other man. “I hope this doesn’t spoil our friendship, my boy.”

Stephen pointed to the sheaf of papers in the senator’s hands. “I brought those copies for you to read, sir.”

The senator pulled his hypnotized eyes away from Stephen and began to read. The lamps in the room brightened as the day darkened outside; the fire was sinking into red embers; the rain hammered at the windows. Stephen lay back in his chair, utterly exhausted and dejected. Now his compassion returned to him, tearing at his unprotected heart. He could not look at the senator as he read. He might betray all his work if he did. He stared at the ceiling blindly, and his mouth was dry and there was a nauseous taste in it.

The senator, well accustomed to read rapidly, to skim, to gather all the information on a sheet of paper in one tight nut of facts almost at a glance, made no exclamation as he read the papers Stephen had given him. Stephen could hear the papers turning with monotonous swiftness. Ten, eleven, twelve. The senator had finished. Stephen turned his stare down from the ceiling. The senator was sitting in silence, his head bent, his eyes fixed on the floor between his knees. The papers were gripped in his hands. His face was gray and had fallen into folds which made him appear much older than he was.

Feeling that Stephen was looking at him, he raised his own eyes. There was a sick expression in them. “You did this—to me—Steve, to hurt me. …”

Stephen clenched his hands to hold back that hateful compassion. “No, not to hurt you, Senator. Believe me. Just to keep you from going to Washington again.”

The senator spoke with difficulty: “You’ve had me spied upon, for years. To destroy me. Steve, you know your father was in this—this—‘blackbirding’ too? You know that it was he who invited me to invest. … My brother Alex always had the money. I didn’t. I wanted it. It’s normal to want it, so I borrowed what I could, and I invested. …”

Stephen spoke gently but inflexibly: “You invested it in ships and in men to kidnap black men and women and children from Africa and to spirit them into the Southern states. You invested it in agony and suffering and slavery. You didn’t think it was wrong; you never thought it was wrong; you don’t, even now, think it was wrong. You were very patriotic during the war to free your victims, Senator, but then, you, like Mr. Lincoln, always said it was really a war to preserve the Union, and so it was.” He stopped for a moment. “I was informed, as you see, that you were one of only three senators whom Mr. Lincoln called to the White House to read the Emancipation Proclamation before it was issued. And I think you were the only one who told him it was ‘ill-advised.’ At least you had the honesty of your opinions, Senator, and I never condemn an honest opinion.”

He pulled himself stiffly upright in his chair. “You made a lot of money, Senator, and according to your lights it was not an evil thing to acquire it as you did. It helped you to get elected the first time. It helped you to invest in a number of things which are paying you handsomely. But, Senator, you have forgotten one thing: there are, in this state, tens of thousands of fathers and brothers and sons and mothers who are grieving for their dead killed in the war. There is a battleground, Gettysburg, which the people will not forget just as they will not forget their dead. They remember that those soldiers died because of men like you. They won’t reelect you, Senator, when they know.” Pain was in his face. “They will hate you until you die, yourself, Senator.”

Senator Peale rubbed his damp forehead with the back of his hand. He spoke dully: “So, you gathered all this blackmail so I wouldn’t dare run for the Senate again. You are threatening to expose me because I believe in a strong, centralized government, and I approved of bringing Europeans to this country as fast as possible.”

“Yes,” said Stephen, and he could not help the note of pleading in his voice. “I believe you are dangerous in the Senate, sir. In a way, you could call it blackmail. Perhaps others would think it patriotism.”

The senator lifted his head and smiled drearily at Stephen. “I mentioned before that your father invited me to go into that—that thing. Steve, if you ‘expose’ me, I’ll bring your father into it also. He won’t like that, ill as he is, and he won’t like the son who did it.”

“He’ll laugh,” said Stephen contemplatively. “He has a great sense of humor. It’ll amuse him inordinately. He’ll laugh at you, Senator, and enjoy the laughing. He’ll just remember that even if people are disgusted with him, and loathe him, they can’t possibly refuse to ride on our trains. But they won’t forget you, Senator. Senators are expendable.”

The senator stood up, thrust his plump hands in his pockets, and looked at the embers of his fire. There was a slack and weary air about him, and Stephen had to remember so that he would not melt with sympathy.

“What you are trying to tell me, Stephen, is that I must not run for the Senate this year?”

Very gradually, Stephen got to his feet, “unfolding” himself as Rufus often said. He put his elbow on the mantelpiece and covered his face with his long fingers. He spoke from behind them:

“That was my original intention, Senator. It isn’t now.”

The senator continued to look at the fire; then, with infinite slowness, he turned to Stephen, unable to speak.

Stephen’s voice came muffled and mortally tired from its shelter behind his hand: “I’m here to make a bargain with you, Senator. This morning it was still the original bargain: your retirement, and my silence. But things changed in little more than an hour. I’ll be brief: I want you to telegraph your brother Alex, in Philadelphia, not to sell Joseph Baynes’s bonds to my brother Rufus tomorrow. I want you to telegraph him never to sell them without due notice to you, which you will pass on to me, secretly. I want you to get his promise not to sell those bonds under any circumstances to the Capital Railroad Company.”

The senator was amazed, and with his amazement came a deep and confused respect. He tried to smile. “Oh. You want them yourself, is that it, Steve?”

Stephen dropped his hand and showed his haggard face. “No,” he said. “I just want Joe Baynes to have them. You see, I’m going to lend—give—him the money to pay the outstanding interest.”

The senator was amazed. He could not speak. He pulled at his fleshy face; he rubbed his chin. He reached out for a poker and stirred up the dying fire. He sucked in his lips, folded his arms on his knees, and regarded the embers in a long silence.

Then he spoke as if speaking aloud to himself: “I never considered myself a venal man.”

“I know,” said Stephen gently.

The senator put his hands over his face. “I never knew a good man before, Steve.”

“I’m not”—and Stephen smiled involuntarily—“Joe Baynes is just my friend.”

The senator dropped his hands and looked up at Stephen with deep penetration. Twice he started to speak, but stopped himself. Then he laughed without real mirth. “And you would sacrifice even your principles, for a friend—just one man?”

The great pain stood on Stephen’s face, so great a pain that it was really anguish. “I’m afraid I would.” He added, “You see, I’m not a good man at all, Senator.”

Senator Peale took the copies and threw them into the fire. The two men watched the brief blaze. Senator Peale said, when the papers were ashes, “I’m getting much the better bargain. You’re not getting anything, Steve, not anything at all. You confuse me.”

“You find it very strange?”

The senator considered this. It was some time before he spoke again, and it was in a low tone: “Not for you, Steve. No, it’s not strange for you.”

When he looked up again, Stephen was gone.
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The wind and the rain blended together in one vast and rumbling maelstrom as Stephen emerged from the senator’s house. The butler looked out and said dubiously, eyeing Stephen the while with surly resentment that he had been so deceived, “Very bad, sir. Your hack has gone.” He implied that a man who had no carriage, or who had not arranged for one of his own, was a man of very low degree. Stephen, vexed with himself for not having made some provision for the hack owner to wait for him, or at least call for him, contemplated the dark gray weather with consternation.

“I’ll call a carriage for you, sir,” said the butler, and by this offer he tendered forgiveness to Stephen and felt uplifted in consequence. “One of the senator’s.”

“Oh, please don’t bother,” Stephen began, with his customary dislike of inconveniencing anyone, but the butler had already disappeared. Within a few minutes a small carriage drew up with smartness before Stephen, who looked at it gratefully. Should he tip the butler? But the man was smiling at him in a very kindly, if superior, fashion, and in some way Stephen caught the diffused idea that the servant had conferred some mysterious favor upon him, Stephen, which would be nullified by a tip. So he merely smiled, crawled into the carriage, and was driven away.

He had succeeded. He had known that he would not fail. But such a depression fell on him now that his body collapsed against the smooth leather cushions of the carriage. For one man, one friend, he had betrayed his country. It was useless to tell himself that Senator Peale was no worse than any other politician and perhaps even better than any man who might replace him. The fact remained that he, Stephen, had lost a measure of his own integrity, had failed to do what he had set out to do originally. He remembered what the senator had said: “I’m not really a venal man.” No, he was not. Unscrupulous slave dealers had demanded slaves, in spite of all the rigorous laws passed by the Southern states to prohibit the importation of the wretched black man.

“Blackbirding” was a crime in which Northerners had engaged to their own vast profit, and among the most vociferous of the Northerners demanding that the South be crushed had been men like Senator Peale. It was they, now, who were sending their hordes of hired “carpetbaggers” into the ruined South, and Senator Peale had his own agents among them. The weight on Stephen’s concave chest became like iron.

Stephen had given the coachman his directions, and in an effort to forget his depression he looked through the polished glass windows. The carriage was moving steadily through the streets of East Town, after having crossed the bridge, and now it was approaching the railroad tracks. Stephen heard a dolorous howling in the distance. Old Sixty-three, he thought, glancing at his silver watch. Right on time, too. The carriage crossed the tracks hastily, and the howling filled the watery air, and a single glaring eye pierced through the ghostly gloom of wind and rain. You could always depend on old Sixty-three, for the engineer, Bill Laufer, was proud of his record, and was the State Railroad Company’s oldest employee. He had lost three fingers of his right hand when he had been a “coupler,” some fifteen years ago, and to him the loss was his prideful badge of service. Stephen understood the love of railroad men for the railroads, for he shared it himself.

The carriage was now rolling along a rather bleak street of warehouses and shabby offices. Stephen tapped on the glass and called out, “At the corner. Let me out, please.” He fastened his coat, gripped his brief case again, settled his hat firmly, and untangled his legs. He emerged into the rain and ran into a doorway. No one moved along the street, except for a lumbering wagon or two, and the narrow brick walks glimmered wetly in the gray half-light. The windows of all these offices ran with grimy water; the doors were old and splintered. Stephen entered a small and gritty hallway and approached a door on which was printed in faded letters, “Baynes Locals.” He tapped, then entered.

The door opened on a small office furnished simply with a table, a roll-top desk, a black leather chair which was peeling, a bookkeeper’s desk with a stool, and a small and frugal fire. The windows looked out on the dreary street, and had not been washed for a long time. The bare floor gritted under Stephen’s boots, and he put on his usual gentle and diffident smile.

The man sitting at the desk was very small, even smaller than Aaron deWitt, and he turned eagerly at Stephen’s entrance; his tired, thin face lit up. He was a man in his early fifties, but he was so drawn and worn, so weighted with chronic worry and anxiety, that he appeared much older. In spite of his carefully pressed old clothing, his patched boots, and neatly mended cravat, it was evident that he was a gentleman, for his blue eyes were quick and intelligent, his features finely etched and clear. His thin hair had turned white during the past year, and was fastidiously combed and arranged to the best advantage.

“Steve!” he exclaimed, rising and holding out his hands, and looking up at Stephen with genuine pleasure and affection.

“You seem surprised to see me. Had you forgotten that I was coming?”

“No! Of course not. But Steve, it’s always so good to see you. It’s like a new gratification whenever you appear. How are you? Sit down in that damned chair. It’s the best I have, as you know. Wait a minute; I’ll stir up the fire and toss in some coals.”

Stephen watched him. “I bought some more land near Scranton. Everybody laughs at me, but I think it’ll be the best coal field we’ve ever discovered.”

“It was you who told them all that the iron was about played out and they’d better concentrate on coal,” said Mr. Baynes, looking over his shoulder at his friend as he stirred up the fire. “Are you going to start digging soon?”

Stephen hesitated. He glanced at his brief case. “No, not yet. There’s plenty of time.”

The office might be small, dirty, and full of dreariness, the one kerosene lamp flickering on the brown walls, but Stephen felt peace and contentment. He laid his hat on the table, stretched out his legs to the fire, and pulled his pipe from his pocket. He filled it slowly, lit it carefully. Mr. Baynes perched himself on the chair of his desk and regarded Stephen with deep attachment.

“I’ve just remembered,” said Stephen. “I’m hungry, and I’ve had no luncheon. Have you an extra sandwich, Joe?”

“I forgot to eat, and I’m glad, now,” replied the other man. He pulled open a drawer of his battered desk and brought out a small basket. He opened it, folded back the white napkin, and revealed buttered bread, some slices of ham, mustard, and two pieces of cake. He spread the napkin on the table and laid the food upon it. Stephen looked at it with satisfaction. He picked up two pieces of bread, laid a slice of ham upon it, and made a sandwich. “Joe,” he said, “don’t worry any more. I’ve brought some money for you, to pay the interest on your bonds.”

Mr. Baynes turned in his chair and stared wretchedly at the windows. “I made a mistake, Steve, just as I always make mistakes. I thought the interest was due next week. It’s today. I just went through my books. So you see, it’s too late. I wrote Alex Peale today, begging for more time, because you had promised to help me. I sent the letter by special messenger on one of your trains. But tonight my bonds will be sold. There’s somebody after them. Perhaps the Capital. …” His dry eyes did not turn toward Stephen, and he had spoken quietly, though his hands had been twisting together all the time in a gesture of despair.

Stephen bit a large piece from his sandwich and chewed it. He looked at his friend compassionately and swallowed. “You’re wrong, Joe. Alex won’t sell out your bonds, to anybody. I can promise you that on my word of honor.” He laid down the sandwich and pulled his brief case to him. Slowly, unbelievingly, Mr. Baynes swung to face him. Stephen was piling bank notes on the table in precise heaps. “Five thousand dollars, Joe. That’s your interest to date.”

Dazed, Joseph touched one of the heaps with the tip of a finger, but he stared at Stephen. “I don’t understand,” he said, and his voice shook. “What do you mean? How could you, how did you, stop him from selling me out? How do you know?”

“It’s too complicated to tell you. You’ve just got to trust me, Joe.”

“Trust you,” repeated Joseph. And then he put his hands over his face and his shoulders heaved, and then he laid down his arms on the table and bent his head on them.

The dirty office was very still. Once or twice Stephen reached out to touch his friend, then drew back his hand, embarrassed. But his little eyes were bright with pity and sympathetic understanding. He picked up his sandwich and continued to eat it, and then he talked gently.

“It’s all right, Joe. Did you think I wouldn’t help you to the best of my ability? It wasn’t important about the interest. Even if you didn’t pay it, Alex Peale wouldn’t sell you out. He never will, now. You see, I talked with his brother, the senator, today.”

Joseph lifted his head quickly from his arms. His face was stained with fatigue and emotion. “But I went to see the senator yesterday, Steve! I talked with him, asked him to intervene for me with his brother. And he said, very regretfully, that he could do nothing. And I’ve known George Peale since we were boys together, and we attended the same university and the same church!”

“You didn’t use the right arguments, apparently,” replied Stephen, hesitating over another piece of ham. “I can be very persuasive on occasion.”

Joseph Baynes could not help his involuntary smile. Then he laughed a little, and Stephen joined him dryly. “Of course,” Joseph said, blowing his nose, “he’s always been such a good friend of your family’s, though you haven’t known him as long as I have. We lived next door to each other. Your father? Is it possible your father … ?”

Stephen stopped chewing. “My father? Good God, Joe! And that reminds me. You’re not to tell anyone about all this, not even Elsa.”

“You haven’t even told me,” suggested Joseph hopefully.

Stephen thought about his interview with the senator, and lost his appetite. He leaned back in his chair and regarded the fire somberly. “There’s nothing to tell,” he said. “Nothing at all.”

Now that the full awareness of his reprieve came to Joseph Baynes, tears gathered in the corners of his eyes.

“Steve, Steve! Do you know what I was thinking before you came? I had decided to kill myself. There was nothing else to do.”

“That would be very helpful for Elsa and your children,” replied Stephen calmly.

“It would. She would have gone home to her brothers and sisters in Philadelphia. I quarreled with them all, years ago.”

Stephen thought this over, then he said, “It’s been my observation that no widow is welcome among brothers and sisters, especially if they have money, as I know Elsa’s relatives have.” Stephen was concerned, for the flush of joy had gone from Joseph Baynes’s face; it was pale and exhausted again. His right hand, on the table, kept jumping as if pulled by strings.

“I suppose I’m a failure, Steve. I thought I had founded something completely sound and profitable. After all, as they say, we’re expanding, and there’s no limit to the expansion. And I do serve communities where your company, and the Capital’s, don’t go; I have my franchise, and no one can take it away from me unless I go bankrupt. And then I discover that I’m a miserable businessman. I’m not going to plead hard luck; that’s the coward’s way. Well, maybe I am a coward just the same.

“My lines aren’t paying, Steve. And I don’t know how to make them pay. I can’t charge higher fares; the farmers, and the people in poor circumstances in the villages and in country employment—”

“You certainly can charge higher prices! Don’t be a fool, Joe. The farmers? The people in the villages? Why, Joe, they’ve been coining money during the war! They always do. It’s the so-called little people who make the cash during wars in fistfuls. They know how; a dollar here, a dollar there, new money coming in all the time. Perhaps the towns and the cities didn’t do so well, except for the larger manufacturers who made things for the army. But the little fellows, in the out-of-the-way places—their expenses don’t increase, they have nothing on which to spend money, and what comes to them they keep in iron fingers. They live on a patch of land or a farm, and they eat as usual, buy nothing, and hide it all away in local banks or in mattresses and teapots. And, of course, they whine if anyone raises necessary prices on them! Aren’t they the unimportant folk, hidden away, living their ‘modest’ little lives? Who are the big men who would want to make them pay adequately for what is offered them? It’s a sin; it’s a crime! It’s the same old human story, Joe, my friend.”

Joseph listened with some surprise. “Steve, I never heard you talk this way before.”

“I’m learning. I’m learning!” said Stephen grimly. “I learn every day. So, my friend, you are going to raise your fares immediately. You are going to balance your books properly. You are going to make a decent profit. I’m not suggesting you gouge, but you have as much a right to make a living as any farmer or villager on your lines. More so, in fact. You’ve supplied the brains and the equipment and the hardest work. They won’t boycott you! How could they? They haven’t any alternative means of transportation. Go over your books all the rest of today, Joe, and all tonight. Consider what would be just and fair profit to you. And then arrange your fares accordingly.”

He waited. Joseph was frowning, and his eyes were glittering with excitement.

“As we expand, Joe, your lines will become more and more traveled, and important. There’ll be traveling all the time. People move in an air of prosperity, even if they just move in the accustomed places. It’s a kind of ferment.”

Joseph picked up one of the piles of bills. “I’ll pay you back, Steve. It may take some time, but I’ll pay you back. And I'll get those bonds. Why, damn it, you’ve put fire into me! I’m a new man, Steve. God bless you.”

Steve, disconcerted as always when thanked for anything, looked at his watch. “It’s half-past two. I must get back to the office. Joe, give my love to Elsa and the children.”

“You still haven’t told me what you said to Senator Peale.”

Stephen bent his head. “Well, among other things, I told him that I did not believe he should be returned to Washington. As you know, you and I have discussed this innumerable times. …”

“You told him that?” cried Joseph incredulously.

“I did.”

Joseph, staring at Stephen as at a madman, scratched his head. “And he promised to intervene for me with his brother, at your request?”

“He did. By telegraph.”

Joseph’s face became very thoughtful. “There’s something you haven’t told me, Steve. You’re a secretive rascal. You never tell anyone anything, if you can help it. But it doesn’t matter. There isn’t a man in Portersville who has done as much good as you have, anonymously. The packets of money to war widows and orphans, the foodstuffs you bought for the sick and indigent in the towns and villages—which I moved on my own railroads, the nameless contributions to the soldiers’ hospitals, the orphan asylum, the poorhouse, the churches. Don’t look so startled. You didn’t even tell me about them, but I have ways of knowing. Gossip gets around, and sometimes, in spite of your unobtrusiveness, people remember. And”—Joseph’s voice dropped—“you’re the best friend a man ever had.”

“Ridiculous,” said Stephen. “You would do the same for me, wouldn’t you?”

“Of course.” Joseph could not look away from him, and his eyes were strange.

“Well, then?”

“I haven’t asked you about Alice,” said Joseph in a preoccupied voice.

“She’s splendid. It will be any day now.”

“If it is not tomorrow, will you come to our house for dinner? Elsa is much attached to you, Steve. And the children always enjoy your visits.”

It was true about Elsa Baynes, thought Stephen. Such a pretty, gay little woman, with rumpled brown hair and vivid eyes. But the children did not like him, and this was odd, for he loved children, especially those who were very young. He frequently brought them gifts and tried to talk to them, for he was unique in his respect for youthful minds, but they would merely take his gifts, grin at him slyly, and let their eyes slide away to their corners. Well, well, thought Stephen, regretfully, it’s not the children’s fault if they do not like me. He said, “I never leave Alice alone at night, Joe. And after today, I’m not going to leave her alone for more than three hours in the morning, until the child is born.”

He left his friend and went out into the cold storm. The rain had stopped, but the wind roared through the streets like a cataract. Bending his head, huddling himself together, Stephen began to walk back to his offices.

Joseph Baynes looked at the closed door for several minutes after Stephen left, then he slowly walked back to the table. He counted the money. Five thousand dollars. More than enough for the present interest. He dropped one heap upon another, and his expression became very odd, dark and sick and full of self-hatred.
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That leaves me very little in my personal account now, thought Stephen, but without regret, as he approached the bank building somewhat out of breath. He had hoped to be able to start digging in the coal fields near Scranton this spring. He had hoped to be able to buy Alice a sable coat next winter. He thought of the “Fielding money” which had been invested in the State Railroad Company, and which had enabled the company to extend its lines and to contemplate extending them again. Alice did not have much of her dower left at the present time; her husband had hoped to restore it. But there were so many desperate calls on his charity, which he answered anonymously. Rufus, he knew, was much more “sensible” than he. In fact, Rufus, who contributed meagerly to any request for aid, received enormous praise for what he did give, for he bestowed it with an air, an attitude of immense generosity and an implication of remorse that he could not do much more at the present time.

Stephen knew all this, but it meant nothing to him. Rufus’s dazzling glory did not arouse his envy. It was enough for him that through his charity there was somewhat less suffering in Portersville. He had explained it all to young Alice, and she had agreed with him eagerly, not questioning him, but believing that whatever Stephen did was the wisest thing possible. Stephen, trudging into the bank building, thought: At any rate, we didn’t take the money Alice will have when she is thirty-five. There is always that for her.

He started up the stairway, remembering Joseph Baynes’s joy, and smiling in the remembrance. He was already building up a wall against the depression he felt when thinking of Senator Peale, and how, for the sake of his friend, he had betrayed his deepest principles. He reached his offices and was met by a circle of white-faced clerks and the bookkeeper.

“Mr. Stephen!” one exclaimed. “We’ve been trying to find you! Everybody has been trying to find you! Mr. Rufus said to go home immediately after you returned here! He is with Mrs. Stephen, and the whole family, he said.”

Stephen stood and looked at them. “What?” he muttered. “What? What?”

“It’s Mrs. Stephen,” said the bookkeeper with a tragic look, and with obvious relish in the dramatic news he was imparting.

So, it had happened while he was away. There had been no way by which he could have been reached. He had not expected it, God forgive him, not this morning when he had left Alice smiling and serene in her bed, with her tray beside her. Would Alice forgive him for not being available in her extreme hour of suffering? He would tell her. … He stood there, his grayish face twitching—idiotically, in the opinion of his employees. “I think you’d better go home, sir,” said the bookkeeper. It had been too much to expect that this absurd and stupid employer of theirs should show any emotion or alarm. “Shall I call you a hack at once?”

“Yes,” said Stephen in a dull voice. He was suddenly very faint. He sat down on the bookkeeper’s stool, and his hat toppled from his head. He looked at it emptily; wisps of his thin brown hair stood up all over his skull; his cravat was pulled to one side; his legs, like stilts, hardly seemed part of him but more like lathes of lumber. He had to clutch the side of the bookkeeper’s high desk to keep from falling.

I’ve got to be calm and intelligent about this, he thought. I couldn’t help being away. Alice isn’t alone; the family is with her. Her sister, and Rufus, and probably my mother. Besides, babies aren’t born that fast. I’ll get to her in time. He said to the clerks, “How long ago was I called?”

“At ten o’clock, sir. It was very urgent. Your housekeeper sent the boy for Dr. Worth at once, and then he came here for you, in your carriage.”

Ten o’clock. He was talking with Senator Peale at that very time. It was now half-past three. Stephen, with a strangled cry, got to his feet. “Has there been any more news?” he asked. Rufus had gone! Rufus had gone in his place! Why? Why? The child of Stephen and Alice would not seem important to Rufus, whose daughter had already been named “heiress” by her grandfather. Rufus would have waited until the evening, and then would have paid a casual brotherly visit. But Rufus had gone, Rufus who never cared for anyone.

Small pits of darker gray appeared in Stephen’s gaunt face. Not bothering about his hat, and dropping his brief case where he had been sitting, he stumbled from the room. He flew down the stairway, passing acquaintances who looked after him with amazement. There was no end to the stairs; they went down eternally into nightmare. His heart was one hollow of agony and fear. Five and a half hours ago, Rufus had gone, precipitously, leaving everything! Rufus had gone—gone—gone—It was a clanging in Stephen’s head, an uproar which rose to a tumultuous thunder as he burst into the street.

The bookkeeper was hastening toward him. “I can’t find a hack, sir!” he cried desperately. “It’s the weather. They’re all being used. But wait—”

But Stephen, with a wild face and mad eyes, had charged past him, and was running like a tall scarecrow down the street. He flew across intersections, his coat sailing out behind him, his bare head streaming with water, for it had begun to rain again. He charged up hilly streets, his breath tearing in his throat. He collided with hurrying pedestrians and with umbrellas, rebounded from them, staggered, and then resumed his frantic speed.

Shadows of affronted faces flashed up before him. As in a nightmare, he heard offended exclamations, saw angry glares. He slipped on muddy cobblestones, leaped across rushing gutters, was conscious of the clamoring river in the distance. His legs flailed and lifted his bounding body. His arms jerked back and forth, the elbows lifted high. The walls of buildings tilted toward him, tilted back; the sky flew up, flew down. Children coming home from school saw him and ran out of his way, or pursued him for a few feet, jeering and screaming. Once or twice he fell against passing carriages and hacks and even horses, and raucous shouts followed him, cursing. No one recognized him in that dimness and in that rain; he blew along like the wind. There was nothing in him but the dreadful necessity to get to Alice, and nothing but his terror. He was caught up in a spinning eternity, and though he did not utter a word he thought he could hear himself shrieking his wife’s name.

Now he was on the steep rise of the road which led to his home. A trundling wagon with a farmer huddled on the seat was ahead of him. His strength was failing; his knees were swinging from side to side; the agony in his chest had become a boiling pool of blood which was strangling him. He yelled, and the sound seemed to come from the whole of his sweating body. The wagon rumbled to a halt, and the stout farmer turned as Stephen came alongside.

“Well, it warn’t my fault,” the farmer grumbled later to spellbound friends. “How’d I know it was Mr. Stephen? There it was, raining like the flood, and it was dark as seven o’clock, and the wind was somethin’ to feel! And then this fellow lopes up, without a hat, and streamin’ with water, and a face like I wouldn’t want any of you to see. I tell you, it was a sight! His face a-pullin’ like mad, like he had the fits or somethin’, and the most God-awful noises you ever heerd comin’ out of his mouth. What would a man think? That he’d got a loony on his hands, and there on the road without no house in sight, and everything mud, and the horses jumping up and down at the sight of him. And him holdin’ onto the side of the wagon, makin’ them sounds, and not even talkin’ sensible, but just lookin’ at me walleyed, and lookin’ as if he’d been fished out of the river. What was I to do? Did he say, ‘Look, my man, I’m Mr. Stephen deWitt. I must get home.’? Well, then, wouldn’t a fellow do anything for the deWitts, seein’ they’re so important? But what does he say?” The farmer rubbed his beard, in defiant bafflement. “He don’t say nothin’ for a moment, just jabbering and growling-like in his throat, and I got scared, I tell you. I lifted my whip and hit him across the shoulders, and then when that didn’t do no good, I took the butt and hit it sharp across his hands. Brought him to his senses a little. He squeaked, ‘My wife. I’ll give you five dollars, now, but take me home. I can’t run any longer.’ And then, bejabbers, if he don’t start to sob, just like a woman, and groan.

“Well, five dollars is five dollars, even for a loony, and then he fished out the gold-back, and I snapped it away from him, and he clambered up beside me and kept on makin’ those damn sounds. I don’t wonder now, but I did then, and am I to blame? I hit up the horses, wantin’ to get rid of him fast; no telling what loonies will do in lonesome places. And there he sat, a-clutchin’ his knees, and there was blood on his knuckles where I’d hit him, and it ran down with the rain, and he kept heavin’ and lookin’ ahead and a-moanin’, ‘Can’t you go faster, faster?’ ‘Look, mister,’ I says, ‘my horses are doin’ the best they can, and it’s better than walkin’, though you can try it again if you want to.’ And he don’t answer, but looks at the backs of the horses, and horses are nervous critters and they felt him lookin’, and they begin to tear along like crazy, and I kept holdin’ back on the reins. Frightened? I thought the devil had got in the wagon with me!

“Five dollars. That was a lot of money for a ride of less than two miles, and I got my suspicions it was stolen money, or maybe that Confederate money, and the fellow’d murder me up the road. And so I sneaked a look at it, and it was all right, and then I said, ‘Shut up makin’ those damned noises. What’s the matter with you? Are you crazy, or somethin’? Somebody after you? It ain’t my business, but—’

“And then he only says, and now he got a voice like a thread, like a baby’s, kind of weak and broke off, ‘I’m Stephen deWitt, and I’m afraid my wife is dying.’

“Well, now,” the farmer related, “you could’ve pushed me off the seat with one finger! I took a hard look at him in that damned funny light, and sure enough it was Mr. Stephen deWitt! Seen him hundreds of times on the street, but never rightly remembered him. Always skulkin’ along, near the sides of buildings, and never noticin’ anybody, and sidlin’ away like a gun-shy dog. You had to see him a hundred times before you’d remember him, and me, my eyes ain’t what they was. But it was Stephen deWitt all right, and I got to shiverin’, and reached behind me for a blanket to cover him, him all wet the way he was. But he just kept on sayin’, ‘Hurry, hurry.’ And I said, ‘Mr. deWitt, sir, I didn’t know you at all, and I’m sorry, damned sorry! and tried to give him back the gold note, but he pushed it away with his elbow, and said, like he was prayin’, ‘Faster, faster.’

“‘It was the damn storm, and the dark, sir,’ I said, rememberin’ that the bank holds my notes, and old Aaron deWitt’s alius buyin’ up notes and foreclosin’ on the side—buying future right of way, he says. And my farm’s right on his damn railway. So I whipped those damn horses to a gallop, and by and by we come to his house, all dark except for a couple of windows, and two carriages outside, and Mr. Stephen jumped from my wagon and was gone before you could draw your breath! Never saw legs go so fast—like a grasshopper’s. Didn’t seem to touch ground.”

“Well, it sure was bad,” said one of his listeners.

The farmer looked at him belligerently, even though he was ashamed. “ ’Twaren’t my fault, I keep tellin’ you. And he’s got lots of money. They made lots during the war, on their railway.” He added surlily: “Anyways, though I’m sorry, he don’t have no use for the little folks around here. Don’t even notice ’em. It’s Mr. Rufus that’s our friend, not him.”

The chorus of assent reassured him, and the listeners’ resentment vaguely began to extend itself to Stephen for no logical reason at all.

Stephen never remembered that awful running through the streets of Portersville, nor did he ever recall the farmer. He knew that in someway he must have gotten home, but the details were forever hidden from him, and he never tried to remember. After all, that had been nothing. The only thing that he could recollect was racing desperately up the walk toward the tall, narrow house which had been his father’s, and straining his frantic eyes at the two windows which were lighted, one his own and Alice’s, and one the long living room which Alice had transformed from bleakness into charm.

His hair plastered to his skull, his eyes distracted, his clothing sodden and muddy, his boots pouring water, he flung himself into the small hallway and began to cry out in a cracked voice, “Alice! Alice! Where is Alice?” He had to lean against the wall, for his breath was suddenly gone, and he had no more strength.

For he knew. He had known it all for what seemed like black and timeless hours. When Lydia and his mother and his brother ran out to him, and he saw their faces, he could make no outcry; he could just look at them dumbly, his breath harsh and fast and moaning. Even when they surrounded him, he could not speak or ask a single question; and when his mother, by the light of the small chandelier which hung from the high ceiling, saw his face, she burst into wails and covered her eyes with her hands. Lydia was weeping, her pale and slender cheeks raw with tears, and even Rufus was red and wet of eye.

It was Lydia who came to him and took his hand speechlessly. He could direct all the wild intensity of his regard only upon her. He did not know that his brother was supporting him; he did not hear his brother’s voice. Something was happening to him internally; something was bleeding, pouring out all his life, something was twisting his heart in iron. He ought to have known! He ought to have known that he could never keep anything.

“Oh, Stephen, poor Stephen,” Lydia was saying, and she reached up and kissed his collapsed face. “My poor Stephen. Rufus, he must sit down. He seems as if he is dying.” A chair was forced behind Stephen’s knees, and he sat down obediently, without removing his eyes from Lydia’s face. She knelt beside him and put her arms about him, and her pretty mauve foulard dress was stained with his wetness and his mud. But his own arms hung slackly from his shoulders, and his breath was still a terrible thing to hear.

Sophia and Rufus stood near him, and Sophia sobbed loudly. Her crimson velvet dress had been put on hastily over her handsome figure, the lace collar awry, the pearl brooch at a sharp angle, and her gray hair was disordered. “My poor boy!” she moaned, and wrung her hands.

Rufus said, and his rich voice was queerly low and sustained, “Stephen, it couldn’t be helped. She fell down the stairs about half-past nine, and at ten the boy went for you and the doctor. It was no one’s fault; she tripped, poor Alice.”

Poor Alice, poor Alice, poor Alice! There was a jangling in Stephen’s ears, like a screaming of insane bells. Poor Alice, who had fallen, whose husband ought to have been with her, at home, helping her. But her husband was away, far away from her, helping a stranger, a friend. There was all that assistance for a friend, but none for Alice. The horrible refrain began once more: Alice! Poor Alice, poor Alice! Poor child, poor little one, poor bright blue eyes, poor happy voice, poor laughter, poor singing. Poor child, who was all he had.

Now he could speak, and only one word, very rustily, “Alice?”

Lydia tried to pull his head to her breast, but he put her aside with a gesture which could be gentle even now. He spoke only to her: “Alice—the baby—they are dead?” His voice seemed to come back to him from a far place, hollow and echoing.

Lydia could not reply, and all at once he remembered, even in that agony which could not possibly be real, that Lydia was Alice’s sister. He, with an effort so immense that it took his final strength, put his wet arm about her shoulders, and she fell against him, broken with anguish.

There was nothing inside him now but an empty place howling with exquisite torture. His blood and his organs had gone, and he was untenanted except for his suffering.

“I was away,” he muttered. “I was far away, and I didn’t know.” He looked up at his brother, and his eyes were blank pits. “I shouldn’t have been away. I didn’t know.”

Rufus put his hand on his brother’s soaking head, and he was shaken. “You couldn’t have helped. It happened too fast. Your idiot housekeeper was up the road buying eggs, and found Alice when she came back. She shouldn’t have left her. Steve, don’t look like that. It would have happened anyway. She was—she was—almost gone when she was found.”

He could not tell Stephen that Alice’s neck had been broken, and that she had lived only an hour after her fall, and had died even while her child was being delivered hastily, on this very hall floor, by Dr. Worth. A rug had been thrown over the bloody pool which had stained the light carpet. There she had lain in her deathly ignominy, in her red-stained white morning robe, while the doctor wrestled and struggled to bring forth the child before it, too, died. No, Rufus could not tell him this. He had seen it, himself, for he had arrived with the doctor. He would never tell poor Steve of the tumbled mass of pale hair which had lain on the floor, or the white still face, the glaring eyes upturned, the slack mouth open and emitting the gurgling sounds of death, and the pretty white arms and legs thrown wide in the last agonies. Rufus, who was rarely moved by anything, had been unbearably moved by this. The housekeeper had been useless, screaming in the background; but Rufus, in all his ruddy splendor, had knelt by the doctor and had assisted him. His own hands had been covered by gushing blood, and his own hands had touched the baby being wrested from the moribund body.

He could not tell Stephen, not so long as either of them lived, that at the final moment, before Alice died, her glazed eyes had taken on a gleam of consciousness, and that she had whimpered one lost and seeking question:	“Stephen? Stephen?”

“She never recovered consciousness; she never knew,” lied Rufus. “She never suffered. Even if you had been here, she would never have looked at you or known you.”

Rufus rubbed his brother’s head clumsily, and Lydia, unable even to weep now, pressed her body against Stephen’s wet coat and could hear the slow thick beating of his heart under her ear.

“It’s a girl; a very nice little girl,” said Rufus, and his voice was changed and hushed. “Wouldn’t you like to see—to see—”

“I want to see Alice,” said Stephen faintly. He put aside Lydia, and Rufus helped him to his feet. The brothers moved slowly to the stairs, and step by step, held strongly by Rufus, Stephen climbed them, sagging and reeling. Lydia followed; she saw Stephen’s slipping and fumbling boots. The water and the mud ran over the light blue carpeting, leaving footmarks that resembled dark blood. She did not know the truth, either, and Rufus had resolved that he would never tell her. She had accepted his lies, without question, and had arrived a considerable time after Alice had died and had been taken to her bedroom. Even she did not know what the small carpet covered in the hall below. But it was she, and not the shrieking Sophia, who had taken off that beautiful white velvet morning gown, and who had washed and dressed the young and little sister who had always been in her care and under her protection. She had done this alone, in tearless and stony silence, for, until it was done, she dared not let her grief overpower her. It had seemed, while she worked, that she was washing and dressing the small Alice of their childhood, and she had combed the bright pale hair neatly and had folded the colorless hands on that childish breast.

A dim light burned in the bedroom which Alice had made so attractive with the light and airy furniture of her parents’ home. She lay in hers and Stephen’s bed, her head turned slightly toward the door as if she waited for her husband, not in eagerness but with sleeping, smiling patience. Lydia had dressed her in her cherished bridal nightgown of white satin and lace. Her closed eyelids, veined and rounded, were like marble; her lips, too, were marble.

Stephen staggered to the bedside, held by his brother, and he looked down at his wife. He stood like that for a long time, then his knees bent and he laid his head beside Alice’s on the same pillow, and he closed his eyes. The tears ran down Lydia’s face, and Rufus made a move as if to put his arms about her, then did not. There was such a bitter coldness on Lydia’s face, such a stiffness, such an anger.

Stephen’s breath, inaudible now, flowed over Alice’s serene and silent face. Rufus thought that he had fainted.

All that I had, all that had ever loved me, in all the world, Stephen was thinking. There is nothing now, just as there was nothing before I knew her. But it is worse than before; I have had her, and I’ve known what it is to have her, this dear thing, this loving thing, this sweetest of all things.

How could a man live when his darling was gone, when the voice that had coaxed, soothed, and comforted him, would never be heard again? What was there in life that could numb this desolation, take away this anguish, fill up the emptiness that had been full? She had been alone; he had not been with her; he had not been able to help her. She had died alone, and she had taken with her all the meaning of his existence and left him bereft. She had died while he was helping a friend, and with her had gone the sun and the warmth, the joy and the faith, the fire and the love.

He had not expected any reward for anything he had done, or for any suffering he had alleviated. It would never have occurred to him that he should have a reward. No, he had expected nothing.

But he had not expected to be punished because he had fed others and had consoled others. His punishment was too much, for what he had done.
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The great wide window of what Sophia elegantly called “the large guest chamber” looked down precipitously upon a view which was conceded to be “one of the best in the state.” The artist who had built this house had originally intended it for an upstairs study, but it had been later converted into a bedroom for the more honored guests of the deWitts. The high white walls, the carved white ceilings, the magnificent white fireplace, were backgrounds for the dimmest of blue and rose and gold Aubusson rugs, massive cherry furniture, gold-threaded rosy draperies, and gilt lamps.

For six months Stephen had occupied that big postered bed and this velvet chair by the window. For six months he had lived silently in the room, never reading, very rarely speaking, and looking down emptily at the magnificent scene far below him. For two of those six months his life had been in danger from “the lung fever” which he had hoped would kill him. For another two months he had fought his return to health, and had almost won. For the past two months his still-young body had begun to win the struggle, against all his desires, all his anguished desires. He still had a passionate will to die, and sometimes, as now on this late October afternoon, the will gained temporary ascendency over the fighting flesh.

There he sat now, in the blue velvet chair, wrapped in shawls and blankets from which his narrow head and long gray face, so emaciated and so sunken, emerged like the head of a turtle from a large shell. His skeletonlike hands lay listlessly, palms upward, on the arms of the chair. The early twilight filled the room with a cold, wan light, like the reflection of snow, and the firelight raced over the white walls and ceiling in a dance of scarlet ghosts. Near the fire, as still as Stephen himself, sat Aaron deWitt in his dressing gown, his pipe held reflectively in his hand, his eyes fixed on his son, who seemed totally unaware of his presence.

Stephen gazed down through the window, but he saw nothing. The panorama of gray and purple hills, tumbling in silent chaos in the distance, evoked no interest in him. The mountains circled toward the house and enclosed a narrow river, glinting in dull silver under a dull silver sky, which wound away mysteriously into mists toward the farther mountains. The wild autumnal color, which had earlier fired the mountains into explosions of gold and crimson and unearthly greens, had subsided into the immense grandeur of cold lavenders and mauves and cobalt blues, retreating and unreal as a dream.

It was too early for sunset; the mountains beyond had not brightened as yet. The sky above them remained silvery. The fire crackled and spluttered; Aaron smoked thoughtfully; Stephen looked down vacantly at the ghostly river between the hills. The carved marble clock ticked on the mantelpiece, but this, and the snapping of the fire, were the only sounds in the wide room. They had been the only sounds for at least two hours. No other member of the family had entered the room, and no servant. Father and son sat alone, the father watchful, the son oblivious.

The will to die became stronger in Stephen, and as if he felt that desolate urging himself, Aaron stood up. He moved quietly and slowly to the small table near Stephen and carefully mixed some medicine into a glass of port wine. Then he touched Stephen’s shoulder, and Stephen started violently.

“Your tonic, Steve,” said Aaron, and his yellow teeth gleamed between his bearded lips. Then an involuntary grimace ran over his face, and he bent a little in a kind of uncontrollable convulsion. He gave a sharp small cough, straightened, and again said, “Your tonic. Drink it down, my boy. It’s time.”

Stephen’s lassitude was too enormous for ready responsiveness of movement. His left hand rose painful inch by inch, and he took the glass. It was heavy for him, in his weakness, and so it shook in his fingers. He did not want the “tonic” and the wine; if he drank it he would feel returning strength. He let his hand droop toward the table. Aaron grinned, took the glass, and held it to Stephen’s lips. “Come on, now; let’s not be a baby,” he said, with good humor. Stephen’s mouth, cold and dry, resisted for a moment; then, without looking at his father, he drank the liquid. Aaron nodded, as if with satisfaction. He went back to his chair, refilled his pipe, and began to smoke again. Occasionally he grimaced, as he had done before, and once or twice he pressed his hand against his stomach. He had grown older and thinner and smaller these past months, to Sophia’s dismay. She had attributed this to the grief Aaron had felt for the death of Alice and the collapse and suffering of his son.

Stephen’s thoughts, as always, were vague and confused cloud-shapes in his mind. He could not follow a thought through; it ran from him like a dissolving dream. He could think only of Alice with any clarity, and then the thought was an exquisite agony. Over and over he would say to himself: I didn’t know. I left her. I was helping. … There was the rain, and the river, and there wasn’t a hack—just the wind. I couldn’t run. But then, she was already dead. She was lying there, waiting for me. Alice.

He knew that he had been unconscious in that bed yonder when his wife had been buried. He had not as yet seen her grave. He had no desire to see it. Alice had gone; she was nowhere in the world. She would never enter through that door, nor stand beside him looking down at the river. She no longer existed. She had left him as if she had never known him. There was only an emptiness left, filled with unbearable pain. The pain did not lessen as the months went by; there was no dulling of the torture, no surcease. There was no consolation. His body might have grown stronger but his spirit lay in him bleeding and stricken to the death.

“He is making no real effort. I’m very disappointed,” the doctor had confided to Aaron and Sophia. “If he goes on this way—and I had hopes for him a few weeks ago—he will die. That’s what he wants. Medicine can only give him temporary strength, which he fights.”

Sophia, whose sympathy and imagination were so small, had become impatient. After all, she would say to Aaron, Stephen was still a young man. There were other nice young women in the world. And there was work to do. It was really dreadful that poor Rufus should be so burdened, now that he had to do his own work and Stephen’s. Had Aaron noticed how tired the boy seemed these days? It was a pity. Stephen should have some understanding of the hardship his brother was enduring. He should make an effort, especially since he knew very well that his father was still unable to return to his offices.

Lydia had given the baby her mother’s name, Laura. Did Aaron remember the embarrassing day when friends had called upon Stephen, and had mentioned the child by name? He had looked at them vacantly, and had murmured, “Laura? Who is Laura?” Truly, Stephen was inflicting too much on his family.

Aaron had looked at her with his quick and evil smile. “Truly,” he had repeated solemnly. Sophia had colored angrily, then wondered if indeed Aaron was mocking her, and if so, why? He, who had always so derided Stephen and his tiresome gray ways, who had overlooked him in his childhood and his youth, and who had laughed at him so openly, could not possibly be mocking his wife when she had made a sensible complaint against their son.

Aaron had added no other comment to his single word, but had gone upstairs as usual to sit with Stephen. This baffled Sophia. It was so unlike Aaron. A few times she had crept to the door of the “guest chamber” and had listened. However, she never heard either man speak. Hours later, Aaron would emerge, go downstairs for a glass of whisky, or retire to his own room. Many times Sophia would desire to ask her husband why he stayed with Stephen for so long, but something prevented her from speaking. It was part of the tedious pattern of these months, and Sophia’s impatience became mixed with sullen anger against her stricken son. A nebulous uneasiness began to pervade the days for her, a kind of foreboding of some danger.

Today, Sophia, who was in her bed with a “chill,” was again uneasy. Aaron had not come into her room to enquire as to her state of health. He was with Stephen again, in the fine chamber which he had insisted Stephen occupy, though the south bedroom was quite adequate. Were father and son speaking at last? She listened intently. Once she thought she had heard Aaron murmur something. She sat up in bed and listened intensely. If Aaron had spoken, Stephen had not replied. Sighing with vexation, Sophia lay down again. Why wasn’t it obvious to everyone as well as herself that Stephen was just indulging in self-pity?

The medicine and the tonic slowly relaxed Stephen’s cramped and aching body. He saw the faint pink flush over the mountains deepen into a brighter rose, cold and without warmth. The mountains turned a darker purple, came into sharper focus. The river took on clearer tints of silver and scarlet. Mists began to rise on the narrow and hurrying waters, and they reflected the sunset in their passage through the close blue chasm.

The sleepless agony quickened in Stephen. He turned his head in a spasm of suffering. His eyes inadvertently fell on his father, sitting so quietly smoking by the fire. For the first time Stephen’s absent gaze did not move away from Aaron. Reluctantly, he continued to observe his father, and now there was the dimmest stirring of anxious curiosity in him. Why was Aaron here? Why did he come, day after day, to remain hour after hour, rarely speaking, not reading, not moving?

Aaron suddenly turned his head and the two men looked at each other in a long silence. The room was darkening, though the sky outside was a flow of brilliant magenta over the mountains. The window flamed in it; red shadows struck the white ceiling, so that it seemed afire. Across the breadth of the room Aaron and Stephen gazed at each other through the dusk, and did not speak.

Then Aaron got to his feet and deliberately put down his pipe. He thrust his little hands in his pockets, teetered on his heels, and regarded the window reflectively. Stephen might not have been in the room at all. Aaron began to hum, hoarsely, a mannerism he had when he was alone. Then he pursed up his lips and whistled softly, a wandering tune such as a man makes when his mind is deeply occupied. He started to walk up and down the room, his head bent, his steps short and slow and feeble. His pointed beard caught the firelight as he passed to and fro before it. There were gray hollows in his face, but Stephen could see the alert gleam of his eyes as the firelight struck them.

Then he felt his father beside him. Aaron stood near his son’s shoulder and looked at the sky also, rocking on his heels, his mouth pursed up soundlessly. Stephen wanted to ask about his health, with awkward uncertainty, but he was too tired. However, some discomfort came to him as his father continued to stand so near him in the thickening twilight.

There was a sound of carriage wheels outside, and Aaron shrugged. He said casually, “Well, Job, I see your three comforters have arrived again for their weekly visit.” He laughed shortly, and then chuckled to himself. He went back to his chair, dipped a lucifer into the fire and relit his pipe. He had crossed his small legs, and he swayed one of them up and down. He appeared deeply amused. Stephen’s hands moved restlessly on the arms of his chair. He wondered why his father often remained when Jim Purcell, Joseph Baynes, and Tom Orville visited him. He would not comment, or speak, unless appealed to directly, but he listened, and he would laugh soundlessly, to Stephen’s embarrassed discomfiture.

Job. Aaron had called him Job. Was not Job the man of many afflictions, whom God and Satan had tested, and who had triumphed over his sufferings and his disasters? Why had Aaron spoken so jocularly of Job? What had Job to do with him, Stephen deWitt? Had there been cruelty, as usual, in Aaron’s remark, or mockery? Stephen knew that his friends were not at ease in Aaron’s company, or at least, Tom and Joseph were not. It was impossible to know what Jim Purcell thought, and it was even more impossible to know why he came to see Stephen at all. What few words he grunted added nothing to the general talk; he would sit, thought Stephen, startled into opening his eyes, as Aaron sat: listening, sometimes oblivious, and swinging one big leg as Aaron was swinging his small one now.

They were coming down the long wide corridor now, three dissimilar men. Tom Orville and Joseph Baynes were old friends and, with Stephen, they formed a close companionship. Like Stephen, they had known Jim Purcell all their lives, and they did not like him. He had been a big lump of a boy, and he was a huge lump of a man now, very rich, unmarried, coarse in his manners, grotesque in appearance, and in so far as his acquaintances knew, he had little wit and no subtlety. His life was restricted to the one urge of becoming the wealthiest man in the community. He had attached himself to Stephen when Stephen had been only nine years old, and he twelve. Even the very young Stephen had wondered why, and he still wondered.

There was a discreet knock on the door, and Aaron said jovially, “Come in, gentlemen, come in.” The door opened, and the three men filed soberly into the room, glancing at Aaron with strained politeness, and, in the case of two of them, with constraint and fear. Aaron nodded at chairs; his yellow teeth glistened in the firelight.

“Welcome, good comforters,” he said serenely. He settled himself deeper into his chair, with an expression of anticipatory enjoyment. He pulled the bell rope. “Whisky again, no doubt?” he remarked affably.


9

Uncomfortable under the dancing eyes of Aaron, Joseph Baynes and Tom Orville seated themselves awkwardly, and glanced furtively at each other as if to say: Why does he have to be here? But Jim Purcell gave Aaron a long look and nodded slightly. His large and misshapen face resembled a mass of formless and colorless dough, all protuberances, swellings, and circular pits, in which his eyes were mere small lozenges of mud, so lightless were they, so without sparkle or expression. His lumpy nose was greasy, and seemed to have been stuck at a haphazard angle in the center of his face, and his mouth was a mere crease in the general doughiness. Above a very low forehead rose a thin but tough layer of coarse brown hair, which apparently was never combed or brushed, and his large ears flew out from the sides of his big head like crudely fashioned wax. He gave an unperturbed impression of absolute and deliberate coarseness, and his rumpled clothing, his badly tied black cravat, revealed his calm scorn for the niceties, as did his dark and enormous hands with their carelessly cleaned nails. His great boots were stained and coated with old mud, the color of his eyes. There was a quality of brutality about him, a nonchalant contempt.

In contrast with him, the fastidious Joseph Baynes appeared a little too delicate, small, and fragile. Tom Orville, a middle-sized man in his late thirties, shrank before this giant of a man, and his candid, fresh-colored face and eager eyes became the face and eyes of a schoolboy. Jim Purcell drained maturity from the other two visitors. And though Baynes and Orville were men of presentable and pleasing appearance, it was paradoxical that this huge and ugly man could make them seem puerile and insignificant and without vitality in comparison.

Once Tom Orville, a good-natured and kindhearted man usually, had remarked to Stephen that Jim Purcell was a “true prehistoric man,” both in appearance and in his blunted nature. Stephen, always uneasy when a depreciating remark was made about anyone, had found himself involuntarily laughing. He was sorry for the laughter later, though he had admitted that there was some truth in Orville’s flippant remark. But his perplexity over Purcell’s silent attachment to him, the seeking out of him by this dull-eyed and expressionless giant from their earliest childhood, increased rather than decreased.

There was another bewildering circumstance which had occurred in 1863. Tom Orville possessed a modest but flourishing lumber business. In 1860, in anticipation of large war orders, Orville had taken widespread options on local timber tracts. Larger lumber companies in the vicinity, anxious to remove this small competitor, and enraged that he had outmatched them in his foresight, persuaded the bank in Portersville, and banks in other nearby towns, not to advance him any money when the options came due. Purcell, himself, was invested in two of the larger lumber companies, and his word was law among the bankers. He had given his orders: Orville, the presumptuous, was to be eliminated, forced into bankruptcy.

Orville had come to his friend, Stephen deWitt, as Joseph Baynes had come to him later, in despair and frantic helplessness, threatening suicide, weeping for his wife and children. Stephen had anxiously searched his own financial resources, but saw that they were inadequate. He had pleaded with the president of the Portersville bank; he had visited other bankers in other towns. He had even gone to Philadelphia, and had offered the bankers there his collateral in behalf of Orville. He had been received with warm, if sheepish, courtesy. It did not occur to him that his request would be refused, for was he not the son of Aaron deWitt, and was not Aaron the close friend and associate of these men? But the request was refused, with inadequate excuses; and Stephen, sensing the acute embarrassment of the bankers, had had mercy on them, in spite of his own heartsickness.

He had then gone to Purcell, as a last resort, Purcell who was his mysterious familiar. He had gone with the deepest shrinking and reluctance, practically assured in himself that he would, of course, fail. He had sat in Purcell’s dusty, untidy, if luxurious, home, and he had advanced all the humanitarian and Christian arguments at his disposal, all the pleas for justice which could make his drab face so eloquent on occasion. And Purcell had listened patiently, but without expression. He had waited while Stephen made his promises to mortgage his future in behalf of his friend. He showed no quickening until this, and then he had fixed those lightless eyes upon Stephen with profound curiosity.

After all his pleas had been made, Stephen had sat exhausted, waiting for the inevitable refusal. And then Purcell had said, in his hoarse voice, “You want him to get the money from the banks? All right.”

They all sat about Stephen now. Purcell, after his first grunt of greeting, and his first muddy contemplation of Stephen, seated himself, swinging his great leg, and smoking an excessively foul pipe. He regarded space without expression, while Joseph and Tom asked Stephen about his health, and Aaron listened, silently chuckling.

Stephen tried to arouse himself from his lethargy. Not to speak, not to show some interest, would have seemed an unpardonable discourtesy to these kind and anxious friends of his. So he replied that he was improving; his voice was very weak and dwindled.

Joseph and Tom smiled at him with encouragement, but there was a crease of good-tempered impatience on Joseph’s forehead.

“This has been a fine day,” he remarked. “You ought to have aroused yourself and taken a drive, Steve.”

He and Tom exchanged one of their mutually supporting glances, and Tom nodded. In their opinion “Steve” was making a fool of himself by his prolonged sorrow over his wife. True, Alice had been a “nice” young thing in her way, and it was all very tragic. But a man couldn’t die because his wife had died, especially not a man Stephen’s age.

“The doctor,” Aaron placidly remarked from the fireplace, “said today that Steve’s not even well enough to sit out on that balcony yet.” He waved in the direction of the western window where a small terrace, guarded by wrought iron, jutted out over the abyss.

Joseph moved uncomfortably on his chair. Like Orville, he was afraid of Aaron. He said, with almost too eager an attempt at placating, “Well, perhaps the doctor is right. But all these months. … Poor Steve. Never knew lung fever to last so long. Three months at the most. He should be getting his strength back now.”

Jim Purcell said hoarsely, “Maybe he doesn’t want it back. Maybe he’s got reasons for not wanting it back.”

This seemed utterly ridiculous to the other two men, who, howeyer, dared not argue for fear of Purcell. Joseph leaned toward Stephen, trying to capture that sick and wandering eye, and he said with gentle earnestness, “Steve. What has happened is the will of God. Who are we to quarrel with Him? It’s an affront to Him to question His decrees.”

“Who says so?” Purcell asked. He turned in his chair and looked Joseph up and down with brutish dismissal.

“The Bible says so,” Tom replied uncertainly. “Our churches teach so.”

Joseph, who was superintendent of the First Methodist Church of Portersville, and who had long ago forgotten his own despair from which Stephen had saved him, said in a deepened and solemn voice, “‘Behold, happy is the man whom God correcteth: therefore despise not thou the chastening of the Almighty.’”	

“Job,” said Aaron, nodding in his glee. “It was one of Job’s comforters who said that, didn’t he? Eliphaz.”

Joseph was astonished that one such as Aaron could know the Bible. He stammered, “You’re quite correct, Mr. deWitt.”

Jim Purcell nonchalantly emptied the contents of his odoriferous pipe in his hand, then tossed the brown mess into the fireplace. He very seldom remarked on anything, but now he quoted: “And Job replied, I kind of remember, ‘What is my strength, that I should hope? And what is mine end, that I should prolong my life?’ And if I remember rightly, it wasn’t Eliphaz who spoke in the name of God, who heard God. It was Job. Funny, isn’t it?”

Stephen moved his head in pain. The voices came to him from a gathering of shadows, and he could not distinguish one from the other. But an echo repeated itself over and over in the desolate and hollow places in his mind: “What is my strength, that I should hope? And what is mine end, that I should prolong my life?”

The others were too amazed at Purcell’s rumbling quotation of the Bible to do anything but stare at him blankly, with the exception of Aaron. How dared this powerful rascal, this lumpish giant and brute, quote Holy Writ? It was blasphemy. Joseph ducked his head with apprehensive politeness toward Purcell, but had the courage to say, “Job said that when he was in the very pit of his lost faith in God. Later, he understood.”

“You’re wrong, Baynes. He never lost faith in God. It’s just you mealymouths who never had faith in Him, and that’s why you can quote Him so readily.”

Purcell swung his huge body cumbrously toward Stephen, whose head was bent on his chest. “Steve,” he called roughly. He waited. Stephen did not look up; he had not heard. Then Purcell lumbered to his feet, walked to the sick man, and pushed his shoulder none too gently. Stephen raised his head and tried to fix his glazed eyes on that doughlike face. “Steve,” repeated Purcell, and his voice was almost a roar. “Listen to me. Grieve yourself out. If you find it’s too hard goin’, do somethin’ about it. You hear? A man don’t have to stand more than he can. It ain’t expected of him. But don’t linger on, tryin’ to make up your mind. You got a kid here. Is she worth livin’ for? Is she, Steve?”

That harsh and compelling voice caught Stephen’s attention, and he heard every word. “My child?” he muttered. “Yes, my child.”

“Well, then, is she worth livin’ for, that young’un? She’s all you’ve got, from Alice. Who’s goin’ to take care of her? Want her out on the street, Steve? Want her left alone—Alice’s kid? Goin’ to desert her? Make up your mind, once and for all.” He waited, then went on, more roughly than before, “You got an idea, way back in that soft skull of yourn, about what the world’s really like, though you won’t admit it to yourself. Want your kid to face the world alone, knowin’ what it is? Like you faced it? Got no mercy on Alice, eh, or Alice’s baby?”

Tears filled Stephen’s eyes. The room was utterly silent. Aaron leaned forward in the dusk, intently watching, but Joseph and Tom were looking at each other with carefully concealed and superior scorn.

“Make up your mind, Steve,” said Purcell. “You’re the one to decide. If livin’s too much for you, do somethin’ about it. If the kid’s somethin’ to you, make up your mind about that. That’s what you’re tryin’ to do, isn’t it? Make up your mind?”

Joseph was moved to say, “Jim, are you trying to tell Stephen that he’s deliberately—”

Purcell turned his mammoth head and surveyed Joseph with contempt. “Yes. And what about it? It takes a brave man to die, not a coward, like you church folk are always sayin’.”

He came back to Stephen. “What about it, feller? Goin’ to stay around and protect that kid from you-know-who, or goin’ to shuffle off? I’d kind of like to know, so I can select the flowers.”

“I think,” said Aaron blandly, “that he’s made his choice. He’s moving away. Perhaps a good idea, considering everything. And Jim,” he added, laughing, “you know the child won’t be ‘out on the street.’ She’s got a very loving family left, her grandpa and grandma, and her Uncle Rufus. And her cousin, too. We’ll all take care of Laura. Steve, you can rely on that.”

The world had come back to Stephen with awful clarity, for the first time since Alice died. Alice. Alice’s child, and his, left to this world, this terrible and pain-filled world of loneliness and cruelty and hate! He had never thought of.it before. He could not remember the face of his child; he could not remember if she had ever been brought to him. He stirred in his chair, and the movement was like a convulsion. He lifted up his wasted hands and cried out feebly, “The baby! I must see the baby!”

Purcell and Aaron exchanged a curious glance, then Aaron nodded and pulled the bell rope again. “Why do you torment him so, Jim?” asked Joseph, gaining courage in his concern for Stephen, so mercilessly attacked by this beast. “Let him rest.”

“He’s been too long tryin’ to make up his silly mind,” Purcell answered. “If he’s got a mind at all, and not porridge in his skull.”

Joseph hesitated. “Steve,” he said, with kind urgency, “you must get well; we miss you, boy. It’s been bad; but you still have your friends. …”

“Why, yes,” grunted Purcell. “He still has his friends, don’t he?” He left Stephen and went to the wide western window and looked out indifferently. His big fingers filled his pipe with remarkable precision and economy of movement. He struck a lucifer on the heel of his dirty boot, lit the pipe. He leaned against the side of the window. The stark mountains bulked in black and purple against the brilliant gold and scarlet sky, and the narrow river between the clefts of them ran in fire.

Tom joined Joseph. They stood on each side of Stephen, forgetting, in their distress for their friend, the two other inimical personalities in the room. They pleaded with Stephen; they exhorted, made small rallying jokes, laughed a little. They did not know that he did not really hear them at all. When they paused for a moment, he repeated in a thin, intense voice, “I want to see my child.”

A servant entered the room, and Aaron said, “Ask Mrs. Rufus to bring in Mr. Steve’s baby. She’ll be in the nursery now.” He carried a large glass of whisky to Stephen and pushed it into his hand. “Come on, drink. No more tonics. Throw this down like a man.”

Joseph straightened, and said anxiously, “Do you think it’s best, Mr. deWitt? I’ve heard that whisky is very bad for men who are recovering from lung fever.”

Purcell, without turning, remarked to no one in particular, “When a man’s got to make a decision, he’d better take the edge off himself. Hell. He never had lung fever anyway. Go on, Steve; drink it.”

Stephen, finding a glass in his hand, automatically lifted it to his lips. Even in his anguish he was unable to offend anyone.

“That’s right, throw it down,” Aaron repeated. The fumes and the taste of the liquor revolted Stephen, and he made an instinctive gesture of repudiation. But when he looked up he saw, not the faces of Joseph and Tom, silently protesting, but the grinning face of his father and the doughy mass which was the face of Jim Purcell.

Lydia deWitt entered the room carrying Stephen’s child in a blue shawl. Her concerned eyes went to Stephen immediately, and she approached him at once. Joseph and Tom greeted her; Aaron ignored her, but Jim Purcell, leaning against the wall near the window, studied her with coarse openness. She saw this and smiled, and for a moment the protuberances and pits which formed the man’s face moved into the formation of a smile also.

“I think,” said Aaron, “that we’d better take our whisky downstairs and finish it. Rufe’s due home any minute now, and we can sit by the fire and have another drink with him.”

The three men followed him, Joseph and Tom keeping well together, Jim Purcell following. The door closed behind them, and Stephen, darkly flushed and sweating with weakness, sank back in his chair and closed his eyes. Lydia drew a small chair close to him and sat down, and then she waited. The child whimpered, and she began to sing to it softly, in her strong yet gentle voice, holding it close to her breast. The room filled with the sound of the fire, the crying of the wind, and Lydia’s soothing lullaby. The dusk made everything shadowy in the room while the conflagration darkened beyond the window.

Finally Stephen said faintly, “Lydia.” She raised her head and regarded him with grave attention. “Lydia,” he repeated.

“Yes, Stephen?” The child lay on her knees, and she did not move. Stephen lifted his hand as though it was an enormous weight and indicated the baby with it. “I haven’t seen—her, I don’t believe,” he whispered.

Lydia rose at once and went to him. She folded back the shawl, and he saw the face of his child for the first time. The baby lay in Lydia’s protecting arms, a very small creature with thin little hands and a pale and pointed face in which the eyes were questioning gray circles. The last crimson light of the sunset illuminated the child, and Stephen, pulling himself away from the back of the chair with an effort that brought moisture visibly to his forehead, leaned forward, and father and daughter stared at each other mutely, each somber and motionless.

Then Stephen’s hand, moving like the hand of a blind man, fumblingly stretched itself out, hovered over the child. The hand sank, rose, hovered again. Finally it took the little hand of the baby, and held it. The fingers were as cold and as lifeless as his, and as still.	

“It—she—is cold,” said Stephen painfully.

“Yes,” said Lydia, with softness and compassion. “She always is. Babies need love. And I’m afraid there isn’t much love in this house for her. I do what I can. But children, even as young as this, seem to know.”

There was no color on the small cheeks or on the little mouth. There was a seeking and lost expression in the gray eyes which had fastened themselves unsmilingly on Stephen. He could not bear it; tears began to run down his cheeks, tears of grief and remorse and deathly illness. He said, his voice breaking, “Put her in my arms, Lydia.”

He held his child to him, and kissed her, and she moved in his arms with a nestling movement, so that her small head was on his breast. Then Stephen cried out, “Look, Lydia! She is smiling!”
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Rufus was just entering the large and stately drawing room and a maid was just lighting the lamps, when Aaron, Joseph, Tom and Jim Purcell entered through another door. A huge fire rioted in the great white fireplace and threw its amber shadows on the white and blue panels of the walls and on the carved ceiling. Now the lamps began to glow, silver and gilt, in the heavy dusk, and all the fine rugs and furniture took on identity.

Rufus was surprised that the weekly guests had not already departed, and for an instant his tired face changed. Then, very buoyantly, he greeted them. He could be unaffectedly friendly with Joseph and Tom, whom he good-temperedly despised as harmless failures and not likely to get into his way to any serious extent. Jim Purcell was another matter. Rufus was more effusively cordial with him, and was not concerned that Purcell merely grunted in reply to his greeting, and, without waiting for others to be seated, sat down on the rose and blue tapestry sofa near the fire. “How is poor Steve?” Rufus asked of Aaron, who seated himself next to Purcell. “I see you’ve all got whisky. Mind if I order some for myself?” He pulled the bell rope, beamed down at his father genially.

“Poor Steve,” replied Aaron, “has had a jolt. He’s coming out of things now. Thanks to Jim, here.”

Rufus raised his ruddy eyebrows quizzically. He, like Aaron, knew quite well why Jim “haunted” Stephen. It was a standing joke between them, a comprehending but not ridiculing one. “What did you do, Jim?” he asked, seating himself in his mother’s blue satin chair and giving himself over to be charming in spite of his fatigue. His intensely colored face was overlaid with weariness, like dust, and his red hair did not flare up from his head as usual in its customary lionlike strength.

Jim did not answer his question, but Aaron chuckled thinly. “Oh, he recalled to Steve’s mind what might happen to the baby in this den of wolves. That did it. Steve’s got a lot of imagination, though you don’t credit him with it, Rufe.”

“Now what in hell do you mean by that, Pa?” asked Rufus, laughing. But he was not particularly amused.

The whisky, having been brought, was placed before Aaron, who poured a glass for his son, and refilled Purcell’s glass and his own. Joseph and Tom refused, partly out of principle and partly because they wished to leave as soon as possible. However, like all good men, they were natural gossips, and they hoped to acquire a few scandalous little morsels to relate privately to their friends, morsels which would raise them in their friends’ esteem as being intimate with the deWitts in spite of their fear of the family.

“I hope Steve does come out of it,” Rufus remarked, after a long and grateful drink. “Frankly, I’m no man for details and papers; and my clerk, and Steve’s too, are much too rabbitty to make the smallest decisions for themselves. And though I can usually make friends with everybody, and can understand almost any man, I don’t understand these Irish fellows we put on a few months ago. Wild. The farmers along our right of way are complaining. The boys have a habit of stealing apples and chickens, and romping, and raising hell generally.”

“Steve, for some peculiar reason beyond my understanding, could always manage them,” remarked Aaron, wiping his beard with the back of his sallow hand. “You wouldn’t have thought it. He could reason with them.” He shook his head. “The most unlikely people take to Steve.”

“You could, of course, give the Cork boys as much money for equal work as you do our native Americans,” said Purcell in his rumbling voice. “But that wouldn’t be good business.”

There was no irony in his voice, and Rufus and Aaron understood this. “What they don’t get from us they make up in what they get from the farmers,” Rufus answered. “That doesn’t bother me; it never did. But we’re extending our line and we need some strips of land along the right of way. The farmers are rearing up; they were all for the extension, especially when they found out it would open new markets for them. They’re willing to accept the benefits, but they’re demanding ungodly prices for those worthless strips, and they want guarantees that we won’t employ the Irish lads as gandy-dancers. We’ll have to do what we’ve always done: promise them the earth with the moon thrown in, and let them try to do anything about it after the rails are laid.”

Joseph Baynes, who had been listening intently, could not restrain his indignation: “It was all wrong, in the very beginning, to import those people. We have enough workmen of our own, but our workmen demand at least a semblance of livelihood.” He paused; they were all looking at him, and he was vaguely frightened in spite of the apparently friendly interest. “These Irish fellows are always fighting, too. Remember those brawls last month? One of them was killed, and over a dozen others were badly injured. Similar riots, I’ve heard, are occurring wherever the Irish are employed on other railroads. Very odd and barbaric people.”

“Steve understood them,” said Aaron mildly. “He managed to keep apart what he called the ‘Far-downers’ and the ‘Corkonians.’ Whatever they mean. And if, by any chance, these mysterious mobs got into fights Steve would go right down to them, even if it was in the middle of the night, and with a little abracadabra, which I never comprehended, would settle the whole matter.”

“Why do they come here? Why don’t they stay where they belong?” asked Tom in a tone of dissatisfaction. His round full face, so jejune and so fresh, was profiled by the fire, and it fully revealed his pudgy, uptilted nose. It was an artless face, even a naive one, and Rufus studied it smilingly, but with inner irritation.

Purcell was answering Tom: “For the same reason your ancestors came here, Orville. Why didn’t they stay ‘where they belonged’?” His dull voice, so without emphasis, was like a thud in the room.

Tom was affronted. “My ancestors, Jim, were English gentlemen. …”

“Funny,” ruminated Purcell. “All ancestors were. Not a word about the bond servants, and the sweepin’s of the gutters of London, and the deported criminals, and the fellers who couldn’t get along with their neighbors and had to be kicked out. Oh, those poor fellers called it ‘freedom of religion,’ but they were just cantankerous Puritans who wanted lots of space where they could hang their religious opponents and burn those they called ‘heretics’ and ‘witches.’” He slumped deeper into his chair.

Aaron and Rufus burst out laughing, but Tom Orville was angered. “My grandfather often told me that his ancestors left England because of Bloody Mary. Their property was confiscated, their lives threatened, and they had to flee on the first clipper out of Liverpool.”

“Wonderful how our ancestors always had manor houses,” rumbled Purcell. “Mine lived in English slums, and when they got here they did good work.”

“My ancestors went to Maryland, under a special grant from the king,” said Joseph Baynes.

Purcell gave him one of his long and muddy and contemptuous stares. “Well, all I can say, Baynes, is that the Romans, who really got that grant, were mighty tolerant. Mighty tolerant. And it seems to me that I heard you once say that you didn’t like Romans. That,” he added, looking at Aaron, “sounds to me like ingratitude.”

“More whisky, gentlemen!” cried Aaron with glee, and this time the angered Tom and Joseph forgot their principles in their agitation, and allowed their glasses to be refilled. The night had definitely settled down outside, and the lamps were reflected in the black windows.

Tom and Joseph exchanged one of their mutually comforting glances. Then Joseph said, “You employ Germans, too, Mr. deWitt. The Irishmen hate them worse than they hate each other. There’s something about the Germans which maddens them, possibly because the Germans are so industrious and reliable, and will work for almost anything. You never hear a dependable German workman singing on the job, or making jokes. Work is a serious matter to a German.”

“Then why don’t you employ some Dutch on your damned local wrecks?” asked Purcell. “Failin’ apart, every man jack of them. Need some new capital and such, and new enterprise. Or, perhaps, new management. I’ve watched them stagger along, and expected every minute to see them collapse.”

A sick sinking came to Joseph, and now he vaguely understood why he had been pressed to stay longer tonight, an invitation never extended before. He was a subtle man, and Tom, his friend, sensed his fear.

Joseph tried to ward off what he felt was coming. “Mr. deWitt,” he said, and his voice was tight with apprehension, “one of these days there’s going to be grave trouble between the Irish and the Germans most of the railroads hereabouts are now employing. I’ve already heard of massacres, elsewhere, and murders. …”

“Massacre and murder entered very largely into the building of America, and I seriously doubt if they won’t enter again,” interposed Rufus. He, too, knew what was coming, and a large part of his weariness went away and all his senses became alerted. He folded his fingers lovingly about his whisky glass and, leaning his elbows on his knees, bent forward, his handsome and massive legs spread, his boots glimmering richly in the firelight. “Despite what Steve is always pleading, it still happens, and happens regularly, that wherever the wilderness is hacked down, man hacks down his neighbors, too, in a general blood-letting of trees and men.”

“Are you advocating murder, Rufe, as the price of advancing civilization?” asked Joseph, aghast.

“I’m advocating nothing,” said Rufus with good-natured impatience. “I’m just stating a fact. I suppose facts must sustain individual prejudices, to be accepted by a lot of people.”

“I love whisky, and I love facts,” said Aaron happily. Now his shrunken face was no longer wizened and drawn; vitality temporarily replaced the brownish-gray of his complexion. He turned on the sofa, looked past Purcell, and addressed Joseph in the frankest manner and with the friendliest and most reasonable of smiles:

“How are your Locals doing, Joe? Getting enough business to make them profitable?”

Joseph was not deceived. He thought bitterly: As if you don’t know all about it, you vicious little rascal! “I’m getting enough,” he answered, with tightness and reserve. “I don’t believe in gouging. I took Steve’s advice, and raised the passenger and freight rates. …”

Aaron arched his pointed eyebrows diabolically. “Steve told you that? Well, well. Unlike him, isn’t it? But good advice. You were undercutting us, in a way, and our customers were pointing you out to us as an excellent example of selfless business. What the hell do they want? Business run for the benefit of their own greed and interests? But, go on. You took Steve’s advice and you raised the rates. So you have a profit, and aren’t worried any longer.”

Joseph’s delicate face sharpened. Who told you I was worried? he asked inwardly. He said, “I’m not worried, sir. I treat my customers fairly.” His eyes retreated, and darkened, and he bit his lip.

“Fair from your standpoint, or fair from theirs?” asked Rufus with his affectionate display of interest.

Joseph did not answer, but Purcell lifted himself from his Gargantuan slump. “I often wondered how you squeezed out from under the Capital, Joe. You didn’t have no money, but you raised the interest, and you kept old Alex Peale from pullin’ you in. Miracle, eh, Joe?”

Joseph, who had forgotten Stephen’s part in his salvation, moved suddenly in his chair, pricked by the discomfort of his memory and a dim resentment of it, and by a sense of danger. “Miracle,” he answered, looking into those lightless slits of eyes, and hating the man who possessed them. He glanced openly at his watch, looked at Tom, who nodded. Aaron lifted his hand. “Now, don’t hurry, Joe. I wanted to talk business with you. Tell me, are you getting enough new ties at a reasonable price? Jim, here, said you weren’t doing business with any of the lumber companies in which he is invested.”

“I get my ties, when I need them, from Tom, who gives me a reasonable quotation.”

“I treat all my customers reasonably,” said Tom with tense defiance. He drew a deep breath, and his fresh color brightened almost to a blush. “And if anyone wants to know, I am doing well, myself.”

“As Tom and I are ethical men, and believe there is a place in America for both large and small business, we are always at a loss to explain the unethical practices of expedient and avaricious men,” Joseph interposed, and his anger made him somewhat breathless. “They haven’t hurt us so far, for which we thank God.”

“It never is out of place to thank God,” said Aaron seriously, but his eyes danced. “Now I’m going to tell you boys something we intend to do, ourselves, as part of the program of an expanding America. We are looking over plans to run our road to Baltimore and Washington. Jim is interested in investing in this venture.” He paused.

Rufus played his part well. “Do you think it wise to discuss these plans as yet, with those not directly involved, Pa?” he asked gravely.

Aaron waved him away, with smiling indulgence. “Shut up, Rufe. Why shouldn’t Joe know, who is a railroader himself? Just a friendly discussion.”

Is it possible that he is suggesting that I invest in this big venture? Joseph asked himself incredulously, and with excitement. Visions rushed before him of such magnitude that he could hardly breathe comfortably. Where could he borrow the money? Old Steve, of course. He never failed a friend. Then the disquieting thought came to him that Stephen had already lent him five thousand dollars, none of which he had as yet repaid, for the simple reason that he could not repay it. His resentment quickened; it was unfair that such an astounding opportunity should be offered him when he had no money at all. Now Steve was a rich man, wasn’t he, or how could he have given five thousand dollars in cash so casually?

Purcell, who always knew so much, was watching Joseph narrowly, and now he muttered “humph” and spat into the fire.

“I’m being candid with you, Joe, as a friend of Steve’s,” said Aaron, smiling at the younger man so that his feline teeth were widely displayed through his bearded lips. “Got any money you can invest with us? A wonderful opportunity. You’ll never have such an opportunity again.”

I must talk with Steve! thought Joseph desperately, and with an obscure anger. He said, with eagerness, “Give me a little time, Mr. deWitt. I’ll try to raise the money somehow, very soon. …” The Fielding money! Old Steve was hoarding that. But surely he wouldn’t desert a friend in this emergency!

Then Purcell said with loud and deliberate coarseness, “He’s thinkin’ of Steve, Aaron. He’s thinkin’ of borrowing from Steve again. Don’t anybody ask me how I know, but he owes Steve nearly nine thousand dollars: four thousand borrowed four years ago, and five thousand borrowed—if you want to call it ‘borrowed’—about six months ago. For interest on the bonds Alex Peale holds.”

“What!” cried Aaron, with great and mendacious astonishment. “Well, well, I didn’t know. But it’s just like Steve, isn’t it?”

Rufus suppressed a smile and turned to Joseph, who had become crimson. “Honestly, Joe? But good, if it is. You’re paying interest to Steve on your notes, of course, and the principle, too, and that should impress the banks so that they’d lend you a reasonable sum of money to invest with us.”

Joseph felt faint. He had no statements; he had no checks. He had not even made a record of the loans from Stephen. But it’s an honorable debt! he cried to himself. Why should he refuse to help me again; surely he isn’t a stone, and will understand why I need money now? Involuntarily he began to rise; he must force Stephen to come out of that ridiculous lethargy and listen to him.

He did not know that Purcell, Aaron, and Rufus were watching him with devilish and hidden glee. Then Aaron said, “It’s too bad it can’t be arranged as a friendly matter, between you and Steve again, Joe. But Steve’s in no condition to be harassed just now; I wouldn’t permit it. Besides”—and he studied the paling Joseph blandly—“Steve hasn’t any loose cash. But that doesn’t matter, does it?” he added cheerily. “You’ve got a good credit rating with the banks, no doubt. Incidentally, Tom, how about you investing, too?”

Joseph fell back into his chair. It was Tom’s turn to color. He said without hesitation, however, “I haven’t the money, Mr. deWitt. I couldn’t raise it. I already owe the banks as much as I can carry. I don’t believe in expanding beyond my reasonable capacity to repay promptly.” He was genuinely astonished at hearing the news that Joseph had borrowed nine thousand dollars from Stephen deWitt, and he looked at his friend with mingled curiosity and interest.

Aaron shrugged regretfully. “Well, I’m sorry, Tom.” Then he had an inspiration. “You’ve just bought up some new good tracts of lumber. Look here, Tom, we’ll give you a first mortgage on those tracts, at six per cent, and you can invest the money with us! How about it? You’ll never have such an opportunity again.”

Tom was astute; he had some idea that all this was not being offered on the basis of a friendship which did not exist. But his eyes closed cunningly; did they think he wouldn’t be able to repay the debt? He said, “Thank you. Suppose you let me think it over for a day or two, Mr. deWitt. But I think your offer is most generous, and I think I’ll take it. I’ll just have to look over my books.” He glanced at Joseph speculatively. He said to himself: Why is old Joe so white? He looks as though he’s been kicked in the stomach by a mule.

Aaron and Rufus were obviously pleased at Tom’s implied promise to invest in the State Railroad Company. “That deserves another drink,” said Rufus smoothly, and he refilled Tom’s glass. Tom drank; his hands were shaking with his excitement.

“But Joe hasn’t said whether or not he’ll invest,” said Aaron archly. “Don’t you believe in us, Joe? How about it?”

Joseph’s extremity was so great that he blurted out, to his horror, “I can’t. I haven’t the money.”

Aaron sighed, shook his head, planted his hands on his small and bony knees, and appeared to meditate. He sucked his lips in and out, blinked his eyes. Then he looked up and gazed at Joseph thoughtfully. “Joe,” he said, “I’ve known you all your life. You’ve worked very hard. How old are you? Fifty-two? That’s a hard age for anybody. You’re running your locals practically singlehanded, and you married late and your boys won’t be able to take over for many years. It’ll get harder and harder for you all the time. A one-man company is very hazardous, especially for a man your age who has no one to whom to delegate details and authority and responsibility. You are either at work, or you’re not. Too big a load for you, Joe.”

He waited a moment and surveyed Joseph with increasing sympathy. Joseph opened and shut his eyes and turned paler than ever.

“So,” said Aaron kindly, “speaking as an old friend, and with no other motive in mind, don’t you think it would be a good idea if you would relinquish your controlling interest in your locals to the State Railroad Company, so as to relieve you of responsibility, worry over financial matters, and constantly increasing labor troubles? Not to speak of the constant obsolescence of old equipment, such as yours. You’d be on a good salary, as manager of the locals—a permanent income without the anxiety—and you would have a much easier existence.”

Joseph could not find his voice for a few moments; his heart was beating too painfully. When he could speak, it was almost inaudibly: “No. Thank you, Mr. deWitt.”

Aaron was all sympathy, but he became very serious. “Joe, I don’t believe your locals are fully serving the community. A larger road, such as ours, can best serve it. We would expand your locals to our own lines. Think of what that would mean to the people you serve. No carrying and hauling of freight, no transfer of passengers by hack or carriage or wagon to make connections with our lines.”

“Even by hauling, and the extra expense of transfer to the passengers, the cost is still cheaper than it would be if the locals were connected with State,” said Joseph. His heart was slowing; he was breathing easier, though there was still a hunted look in his eyes, a dark shadow of fear. “The little people depend on me, sir.”

Aaron shrugged, spread out his hands resignedly. “We all have our own opinions, Joe. I take it, then, that you aren’t interested. Another drink?”

“No, sir.” Joseph edged forward in his chair, signaling to Tom Orville, who, however, was staring at Aaron with a fascinated frown. But Aaron, as if the whole matter was now off his mind, and of no further interest to him, remarked, “By the way, while we are now extending to Pittsburgh, the Chicago Railroad System is projecting lines from Chicago, Fort Wayne, and Columbus to Pittsburgh. That will give us the traffic from the west, and the other companies will get it from the east.” He smiled at Purcell. “Capital should be doing very well, then! And you’re invested in it heavily, aren’t you, Jim? The Chicago Railroad System is owned by scoundrels.” He cackled affectionately. “But brilliant entrepreneurs. One of these days they’ll be approaching us on a matter of business, and then—then we’re ready for them.”

“Charming people, some of them,” said Rufus, smiling.

The clock struck half-past six, and now Joseph, smothered in the presence of men who talked of large affairs, and remembering his small locals and their desperate state, got to his feet. Tom Orville rose with him, and the two men, as if they were escaping, left a hurried message for Stephen, and departed. Orville’s carriage was brought around to the entrance, and a sudden cataract of rain fell as the two men seated themselves.

“I’m afraid of those scoundrels,” said Joseph after a few minutes, as the carriage rolled down the long and winding road toward the valley. “They’re up to something.”

“They can’t touch either of us so long as we’re solvent,” replied Tom sturdily. His words struck on Joseph’s ear as the most puerile and threatening he had heard this evening. Solvent! It was all right for young Tom to talk of solvency.

Jim Purcell, leaving shortly after Tom Orville and Joseph Baynes, could see their carriage lights winking far down on the narrow road to the city. He glanced back at the great house on the hill, wiping away the moisture of his own breath on the glass. There it stood, resembling a Southern house rather than a Northern one, with its enormous slender white pillars, its white walls and balcony, its white brick arches beneath the first floor. Every window glowed with soft gold; lavender mist drifted from its many chimneys and mingled with the rain. Jim Purcell sat back on his seat and somberly pulled at his thick lower lip.
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Sophia deWitt was guilty of what was almost her first lapse into maudlin sentimentality when, on January 2, 1867, she remarked to her sons, “It is just as if he had planned it, and perhaps he did. He left this world as a new year was being born, to begin a new life.”

Stephen had been acutely embarrassed, and Lydia had averted her long dark eyes, but Rufus, after the first awkward moment when he had had difficulty in restraining a hysterical burst of laughter, gravely nodded his head at his mother. I can laugh later at the idea of Pa’s beginning a “new life” anywhere, he thought, but it would certainly be out of place now. He thought of his father, lying in state in the enormous room which Sophia called the “drawing room,” and he reflected, with a sad amusement, that if Aaron was anywhere at all, it was in hell having a convivial drink with Satan himself. And probably plotting to take over the realm, too, he added.

Sophia, as “the Widow,” moved about her dolorous duties with lofty stateliness, her head held high in the manner of a great lady, bearing her sorrow with dignity and importance. Her friends, including Senator Peale and his wife, and very distinguished people from Philadelphia, came in long carriagestreams up the mountain. The peak of her gratification and pride, however, was reached when Guy Gunther, the New York financier and broker of railroad stocks, arrived in Portersville for the funeral of Aaron deWitt. So overwhelmed was Sophia that she almost forgot her sincere grief for her husband, and she would remark to her friends in a broken voice, “Mr. Gunther is here; you know of Mr. Gunther, the famous financier? He was such a dear friend of Aaron’s. Ah, there he is now, speaking with Rufus; he has always been like a second father to Rufus.”

“Ma is bearing up well,” Stephen remarked hesitantly to his brother, the day of the funeral.

“But she always did,” replied Rufus in surprise. “Ma needs only to be the focus of attention to be contented, even on such an occasion as this. She is what they used to call a ‘lusty’ woman. Didn’t you know?”

But Stephen, wandering about like a dazed gray shadow, did not know. He suffered no sorrow. He had known grief too great to be borne, and had endured too much; so even if he had loved his father he could not have been stricken too deeply. As usual, he was overlooked by the crowds who came to stare soberly at Aaron, to console Sophia, and to peep at the gentlemen from Philadelphia and the fabulous man from New York. The rooms rustled with ladies’ black dresses; the hall was full of canes and gloves and hats; the scent of flowers choked the warm air. A subdued murmur filled the house, and doors were constantly being opened and shut. Outside, the bitter white January day stormed against windows, and the hearths roared in answer.

Lydia, tall and thin in her black dress, attended to details which Sophia had delegated to her. Stephen thought, with dim admiration, that she was everywhere, tactful, kind, doing everything with grace and poise. Sometimes she would run upstairs to the nursery for a look at the children, and then she would be downstairs again, greeting new callers, leading them to Sophia who sat in state near Aaron’s casket. The servants, properly sniffling and overpowered, were almost inaudibly directed by her, receiving flowers still fresh and damp from hothouses, accepting cards, and divesting the ladies and gentlemen of their furs and coats. Lydia’s face became dulled with fatigue, but her step did not slow. Her husband watched her with pride and love and desolation, and would sometimes wander toward her for the pleasure of meeting her eyes.

It seemed to the sons of Aaron deWitt and to Lydia that time had stopped entirely, and that for months they had not left these rooms, that Aaron had been dead for uncounted days, and that the hour of the funeral would never arrive. But eventually it was over, and then, to their exhausted amazement, it was the afternoon of the funeral and they were home again, numbed with cold; Aaron was in his grave, and the lawyers waited to read the will.

The short January day was ending, and every window was draped in snow. Sophia, Lydia, Rufus, and Stephen sat in the library, which was never used, and from whose wood and leathery walls there emanated a chill and musty smell. The fire on the black marble hearth had been lit for days, but still that pervasive odor persisted like a tangible presence. The crimson draperies were looped back from the tall and narrow windows, showing a view of black trees plastered with blobs of snow and shrouded gardens and distant white mountains. The furniture of red and black morocco leather loomed in the dusk, and the lamps could not lighten the gloom of the corners. Sophia, wrapped in a black shawl, shivered, and for the first time in these last days she seemed to shrink, to realize for the first time that her husband was dead. Rufus sat near her, his hand on her shoulder, and Lydia sat beside himgazing emptily through the nearest window. Stephen sat by the fire, unobtrusive as always, and wishing, with intense tiredness, that the portentous lawyers would speak and be gone.

But the lawyers, two old friends of Aaron’s, were not going to be deprived of their own special hour and importance. They unfolded the long sheets of Aaron’s will, coughed, delicately wiped their glasses, glanced with commiseration at the widow and the sons, consulted in murmurs with each other, verified each page, nodded severely. Then, one of them stood up and began to read, measuring each word. And as he read a stupefied incredulity fell on the bereaved family.

For Aaron had bequeathed to his son Stephen the controlling interest in the State Railroad Company. He had directed that Stephen assume the presidency of the company, and that Rufus be the executive vice-president. He had directed that Stephen pay “my beloved wife, Sophia,” an annual income “to maintain her in her accustomed manner.” “My house, upon my death, shall become the possession of my son, Stephen deWitt, and his heirs, and it is my desire that he and they reside therein.”

There was much more, including provision for Rufus’s salary, and minor bequests to charities and institutions. Lydia was not mentioned. And the child, Cornelia, Rufus’s daughter, was omitted also. But there was a codicil. “To my beloved granddaughter, Laura Fielding deWitt, I bequeath the sum of twenty-five thousand dollars, to be placed in trust for her until she is twenty-one years of age.”

The lawyer’s voice ended on an unctuous echo. He sat down beside his partner, and with impersonal malice and satisfaction they surveyed the four stunned and disbelieving faces before them. It was nothing to these men how Aaron deWitt had disposed of his holdings and his fortune, and whom he had made his heir. They personally disliked Stephen and derided him, and they admired Sophia and Lydia and were even fond of Rufus. But, as human beings engaged in an unusually dry and routine profession, they found a deep pleasure in the rare occasions when they could be part of an emotional disruption and violence, and when they could look, unconcerned, at the agitation and consternation of others. It gave a spirit to their methodical days, a winey glow to their desiccated lives.

Stephen’s voice was a dry rustle: “But why, why? He hated me. He—he despised me. It isn’t possible!”

The lawyer who had sat in silence cleared his throat: “My dear Stephen, I’m sure your father cared a great deal for you to entrust such an important post to you, and to make you his chief heir.”

No one else stirred or spoke; no face changed from its rigid mask of repudiation and incredulity, but Stephen got to his feet and fumbled for the back of his chair. So lately delivered from death, himself, so lately rescued, he had to fight for breath, for the power to speak. “No,” he whispered. “No. I can’t take it.”

It was then that Sophia gave a hoarse cry that was almost a scream. She threw her hands over her face and began to moan. “Aaron! My husband. To do this to me, to my son, to my Rufus, and his child! He must have been mad. Mad, mad!”

All Rufus’s color had gone completely. His large and handsome face fell into flabby folds, and turned bluish. “I don’t understand,” he stammered, and he looked ill. “I always thought—Why, when my child was born he spoke of her as his ‘heiress.’” He swallowed painfully. “It was always understood—I was his favorite.”

One of the lawyers, delighting in all this drama, spoke soothingly: “I’m sure your father did what he thought was best. It was perhaps his opinion that his older son was best qualified. …”

“Rufus was, he is,” said Stephen, still fighting for breath, still denying. He turned to his brother, and then stopped, for Rufus was regarding him starkly, without his chronic amusement and tolerance, but only with the most desperate hatred and loathing. Stephen’s hand, held out in pleading, dropped heavily to his side.

“I—” faltered Stephen, held in utter horror at what he was seeing on his brother’s face, “am not capable. …”

Sophia was sobbing in complete abandonment, and Rufus sat beside her like a stone, still regarding Stephen with that undisguised, that complete and open hatred. “Undue influence,” he muttered.

One of the lawyers cackled. “I hardly think so,” he said, and sat back to enjoy to the fullest the debacle the will had created.

Stephen could not believe what he was seeing. Everyone vanished for him, except his brother. He tried again. “Rufus,” he said, and his voice dwindled in his throat.

Rufus smiled then, an ugly and brutal smile. “It seems I’m at your mercy, old Steve,” he said, in a slow and insulting voice loaded with his savage rage and disgust. This papiermache man, this drab, stringy creature, this imbecile rustler of files and foolscap, this inglorious clown with the sallow face and squeezed eyes and ink-stained fingers! The rage increased in Rufus to such a pitch that his head whirled and his ears rang. There must be a way to take revenge for his awful mortification, for the destruction of all his hopes. The bestial fury turned his face into a, distortion, and suddenly he struck his knee with his clenched fist.

It was then that Stephen moved away from them all and left the room, and another part of him died, as it had died with Alice’s death.

Slowly and wearily he climbed the stairs to the “guest chamber.” The house was ominously silent about him, his father gone, the friends departed, the flowers vanished with only a ghost of their lost presence permeating the empty rooms. Not even a servant was about; no lamps had as yet been lighted. Stephen walked down the long hall, which fled with mysterious shadows. He entered the chamber where he had spent so many tortured months, and the low fire on the hearth threw coppery reflections of itself over the walls and ceiling. Here he could hear the wind that blew up from the low chasm below the room; it battered on the windows in a long curtain of snow. He did not light a lamp, but stood by the window which showed him the ranks of white mountains and the black slow river between them.

There was heat in his forehead, and he leaned it against the cold glass. He tried to think, to understand, but his mind was deeply confused and wretched. Part of him still denied what he had heard in the library, but now a bitter hardness like the stone in a withered fruit thrust itself into his thoughts. He could taste that bitterness, feel that jagged hardness; and it seemed to him that he had changed very much this past year and that something had become wizened in him, something which had been whole and sound. I did not know; I did not want it, he said to himself. Why did my father do this?

Now the fever in him became stronger, and he suddenly tore at the windows and opened them and stepped out upon the narrow iron balcony which leaned over the turbulent abyss falling down to the stones and river below. The wind assaulted him; the snow blinded him. He stood there, shivering but hot, feeling the hostility and rejection of the big house behind him, and unwilling to enter it again and see the inimical faces, the averted eyes, the scorn and detestation and suspiciousness. How was he going to live with his mother and his brother in this house, which had been given to him outright?

Then he knew that this was exactly what Aaron desired: that Stephen would find the presence of his mother and brother intolerable in this house, or that they would, if he offered them shelter here, contemptuously refuse.

He stepped out into the hall again, resolute. But for some reason obscure to him, the darkness and the flitting of pale shadows in the corridor made him hesitate, confused him again. He thought to himself vaguely: I must see the child. So, instead of turning toward the great staircase, he went to the nursery. He opened the door to firelit warmth and peace. The nurse was drowsing by the window, but she had not as yet lighted a lamp. Stephen crept soundlessly toward the two cribs where the babies lay, side by side, near the fire. Little Cornelia, a year old, was awake, and sitting up playing with her small rosy hands. She was a beautiful child, all amber and burnish and dimples, and she gave her uncle a gay smile and a chuckle. She was always ready to play, for she was full of health and vitality, like her father, and for some inexplicable reason she had taken an immense fancy to Stephen. Looking at that lovely baby now, her red hair a mass of bright curls over her head, Stephen was intensely struck by renewed anger and indignation against his father. Aaron had dispossessed this laughing little one; he had humiliated and almost destroyed her father; he had shamed her mother. She laughed aloud, pulled on his hand and tried to get to her plump feet. It was then that Lydia, unseen by Stephen in the shadows on the other side of the fireplace, stood up and approached him.

Of course, she can’t bear to have me touch her child, thought Stephen humbly. He shrank away from the crib, and just stood there, his shoulders bent, his hands hanging at his side. Now mingled pity and scorn shone in Lydia’s eyes, and she said quietly, “Did you come to see little Laura, Stephen? She is asleep.” Lydia went to the other crib, bent over it, and regarded the child there with a strange and brooding expression. Stephen fumbled his way to the crib. There lay his daughter, small and slender and almost colorless in contrast with the flaming beauty of her cousin. For the first time Stephen thought with surprise: Why, she looks like Lydia! Tentatively, he touched his child’s face with his forefinger, and a deep and intolerable yearning overwhelmed him again for Alice.

He muttered urgently to Lydia, “I’m sorry; I’m terribly sorry. …”

Still regarding little Laura, Lydia did not move. Her hands were clenched rigidly on the side of the crib. “For what?” she asked. He stammered: “For my father’s will. I didn’t know, believe me.”

The nurse was rousing and getting to her feet sheepishly. Lydia turned her fine dark head and asked her to leave the room for a few moments. She waited until the woman had gone, then straightened up and stared contemplatively at Stephen. She said, “Of course you didn’t know. Did I say that you did, Stephen?”

“But my mother, and Rufus—” Stephen began in his halting voice.

Lydia was silent. It was as if she were seeing him for the first time, and was not particularly pleased at what she saw. Finally she spoke, and there was an edge to her voice: “Stephen, I once thought I knew why Alice loved and married you. I’m not sure but what she was mistaken after all.”

Stephen looked at her dumbly, and each of the cruel words seemed to crash not only against his ears but his heart. “What—what are you saying, Lydia? How can you speak so? Do you know what I am going to do? I am going to ask my mother and my brother to remain in this house, with me and my child. I am going to consult with Rufus about breaking our father’s will. I am going to try to rectify this incredible wrong. What more can I do?”

Now the scorn in Lydia’s eyes was an icy blaze. She tried to speak, then compressed her lips. She moved a few paces away from him and stood with her back to him, looking at the fire. He could see that her hands were gripped together as if she were fighting for control. Her tall thin figure was outlined by the fire, and the black silk glistened softly as it fell in folds from the tight bodice, and her black hair was outlined with an umber shadow. Never before had Lydia seemed formidable to the distressed Stephen, but now she was like a stranger. Then he heard her speaking: “I had hoped you were beginning to learn, to see a little. There is a difference between an utterly amoral man and a complete fool.”

He could not understand her. He could only stand there, and she saw his gentle, haggard face, the suffering in his eyes, and the bewilderment. Her shoulders dropped as if in resignation, and her face softened as she sighed. She came to him and took his arm. “Stephen, try to see. Try not to be so enslaved to emotions. Come downstairs with me now, and talk with your mother and brother.”

Grasping Stephen as if he were a prisoner who might try to escape, she led him from the room. In silence, they went down the stairs together. Lydia did not speak until they had reached the hall, and then she said in a low and peremptory voice, “Try to remember something, Stephen. Your father left you what he did; he had a reason. It is too much to expect that you might understand that reason, but at least you can put out of your mind that it was a malevolent one,”

“What else?” he muttered, but she gave his arm a strong pull and he went with her into the drawing room where his mother and brother were sitting in a bleak and violent silence, not looking at each other. When Lydia and Stephen entered they started, exchanged charged glances, then turned away. Lydia said in a slow and distinct tone, “Stephen has something to say to you, I believe.” She dropped his arm, moved to the fireplace, and yet confronted him in upright challenge. Her eyes commanded him, gave him a warning he could not comprehend.

Sophia sat in her mound of rustling black silk, a commanding and dominant woman, her gray hair a little disheveled, her large, strong-featured face full of bitter hatred and aversion. She was ashen-pale; her hazel eyes blazed at Stephen as if all her long repudiation of him had come to a focus which would hurl him out of her sight. Rufus only sat there as if his brother were not present at all, one of his clenched fists ground into his ruddy cheek, his sleek legs coiled as though to spring and attack.

“What can he say?” cried Sophia harshly. “After what he has done?” She moved her body as if to start back from a repulsive presence, and she flung up one hand, glittering with diamonds, in a somewhat histrionic gesture.

Stephen, confronted by all this savage rage and disgust for him, could not speak. What have I done to deserve this? he thought. They have always hated me. …

“I have been thinking. This is your home, Ma, and it is your home, Rufus. Rufus, your child was born here, and you have lived here with your wife. I lived here but a short time, and then when Alice and I were married, Pa gave us our old house.”

He paused, and a most shattering thought came to him: Why were Alice and I not invited to remain here? Why was it understood that we should understand that we’d not be welcome? Why did they despise Alice? Because she was good and innocent and gentle? Or because she was my wife?

Sophia and Rufus, though manifesting complete contempt, and pretense that they had not heard Stephen, had become very stiff and still in their chairs. Lydia said sharply, “Stephen! Why have you stopped talking? They are waiting to hear what you have to say.”

Alice, thought Stephen. She was exiled with disdain from this house. When she came, she came on sneering sufferance, and she was rallied and badgered. I used to see tears in her dear eyes. My little Alice. He straightened and involuntarily glanced at Lydia, and her pale face was very set and intent upon him. His voice was stronger when he went on: “It is my intention to ask you to remain in—in our—home. It is impossible that you, Ma, and you, Rufus, leave. In spite of the terms of Pa’s will, this is your home. You can’t leave.”

Sophia exclaimed with loud loathing, “Indeed, sir! Do you think for a moment that I intend to remain in a house,my house, from which I have been dispossessed? I don’t know what you did to your father, or how you cajoled him all the months you were whining and sickening after Alice died, or how you persuaded him, when he was so ill and you lured him into the guest chamber so you could pervert his mind and turn his natural affections away from his wife and his son! But you did it! How could he know, ill as he was, and not in his right and legal mind, what you were doing to him, under your hypocritical pretending that you were grieving for your wife!”

Stephen listened to this with horror. He stepped back into the shadows. For almost the first time in his life his hands turned into fists. They believe this! he said inwardly. Revulsion so tremendous rushed into every part of his body that he began to tremble and his sallow face glimmered as if with lightning.

“‘Not in his right and legal mind,’” repeated Rufus, as if struck. He sat up in his chair and his hazel eyes, so like his mother’s, began to sparkle savagely. “Of course! He had been ill for long over a year, and had no control over his senses. Undue influence, as I said before.”

Then Lydia spoke, and her voice was as clear and sharp as an icicle: “The will was made on February 15, 1865—two years ago. Have you forgotten?”

Sophia swung around in her chair and looked at Lydia with outraged violence. Her mouth opened to shout, and then the impact of what Lydia had said came to her, and her face collapsed into deep folds and wrinkles. Rufus fell back in his chair, and his features tightened.

“You have only one quarrel, if there is a quarrel, with the codicil, leaving little Laura that twenty-five thousand dollars,” Lydia continued. “However, it can be proved that though Rufus and I have had returned to us my parents’ money, none of Alice’s share was so returned. And it was much more than twenty-five thousand dollars. It was nearly fifty.”

She swung to Stephen, who stood in shadow, and she made an eloquent gesture with her hands to him as if saying: You see how it is.

“What have I done, Lydia, to turn you against me like this?” asked Rufus of his wife, and his voice was genuinely broken and husky. “Is it too much of a man to expect that his wife be loyal to him, at least?”

“Oh, my God!” exclaimed Lydia with impatient vehemence. “Rufus, you aren’t a fool. I was just stating a truth which you apparently were attempting to ignore.”

Rufus considered this, and turned a deep red. “Yes, you are right, of course, Liddie. But somehow, the influence occurred. It was always understood—”

“By whom?” demanded Lydia. She came closer into the wide circle of firelight. “By you? By your mother?” Her face flamed with scorn.

“Pa spoke of Cornelia as his ‘heiress,’” said Rufus, and it seemed from his tone that he was pleading with his wife. “It was in this very room, on the night our child was born.”

Lydia laughed drearily. “Did it ever come to you that perhaps he was mocking you? You know how he was. He was an evil man—”

“How dare you, you wretch?” screamed Sophia, starting to her feet. “How dare you speak so of my husband?”

Now Rufus, angered, got up. “Ma! What are you calling Lydia, my wife?”

Lydia flashed him a wry but gentle look. “Never mind, Rufus. One must remember the circumstances. But I haven’t finished. I repeat that Aaron deWitt was an evil man, and he knew it, and enjoyed being evil. However, he wasn’t stupid; he had a most excellent mind, astute and comprehending. And he made Stephen his heir for what seemed to him good and sufficient reasons. I don’t intend to discuss those reasons, which are very obvious to unprejudiced people such as myself. Don’t look at me so uncomprehendingly, Rufus; don’t look so. amazed. And your father didn’t leave you penniless. We have a great deal of money, and you have a lot of stock in the company, and you are to be executive vice-president. It is your pride that has been attacked, and I sympathize though I don’t agree.”

All this time Stephen had not moved. He was lost in the shadows, his head bent. But he was thinking, and his bitterness was a deathly taste in his mouth. He said to himself: I’ve been a fool. I don’t know just how, but I have. His sorrow for Alice was like a freshly bleeding wound in him. He forgot what he had been about to offer his brother.

Sophia had fallen back into her chair, and she was sobbing desperately. “An evil man—my husband!” she cried. “My husband, my poor, betrayed husband, dying alone in his bed only three days ago! My husband, lied to, cajoled, tormented out of his wits by a thief and a rascal who used his wife’s death to gain his ends!”

Stephen stirred from the shadow and came into the firelight. He looked only at his mother and his small brown eyes were like circles of phosphorescence. “Don’t, Ma,” he said in a very strange voice. “Don’t lie any longer. And don’t ever mention Alice’s name again, ever. If you do, I shall ask you to leave this house and never put foot into it again.”

Sophia dropped her hands from her wet face and stared at him with complete amazement. Rufus, standing beside his wife, was also astonished.

“What are you saying? Are you mad? You never talked like this before,” said Rufus in a hushed tone.

“No, I never did,” said Stephen. “Because, you see, though it has always been there for anyone to observe, I was blind, and a fool.”

Sophia was enormously shaken. She still could not believe that this unobtrusive and gentle son of hers, this hesitant and retreating son who was the object of the derision of a whole city, could speak as he had done. He had dared to put on the stature of a man, and this outraged her more than anything else.

She rose dramatically, and pointed her finger at him, but she looked at Rufus. “He dares to speak so to your mother, and you do not knock him down!”

Rufus smiled, and said dryly, “You are also his mother. And his objections are only just.”

He bowed ironically at Stephen. “We accept your kind offer to remain in the house. Your hourse. And I must say, Steve, that had I been in your place, I wouldn’t have made that offer.”


12

Rufus sat alone in his bedroom before the fire, wrapped in his dark blue dressing gown and smoking a cheroot. He was lonely; it was midnight. The house lay about him in ponderous silence, an island cut off from the world by wind and snow and storm. He was thinking, and his thoughts were heavy and despondent and still black with rage. He no longer blamed Stephen for his father’s will, but thinking of Aaron, consigned to his grave that day, his hatred became a violent thing in him. He glanced about his room, tenantless except for himself, and his hatred spread to everything and everybody. He ran his hands distractedly through his red hair, threw the cheroot into the fire, and cursed aloud. He had humor of an exceptional kind, but he could find nothing humorous in his present situation, the end of his hopes and plans. He got to his feet and began to pace the carpet, up and down, back and forth, rubbing his chin, clenching his hands, muttering under his breath.

He was, by nature, exuberant and immediate, and so, at first, his plans were all urgent and active. One by one, he discarded them regretfully. Intuitive and full of perception, he had known that when Stephen had accompanied Lydia down the stairs and into the drawing room a few hours ago, Stephen had been prepared not only to offer his mother and brother a home for life in this house, but to offer to help break the will or rectify its provisions. If only Sophia had been more intelligent and less coarse and stupid! In less than ten minutes she had destroyed her favorite son’s hopes and had set him here, plotting unnecessarily and almost futilely. But what, Rufus allowed himself to think in the midst of his searching, had come over old Steve, that he had not gone on with his offer? What had turned that undistinguished face into stone?

The time had gone, perhaps, when one could strike at Stephen through his absurd emotions, his reasonless and self-imposed guilts, his humility, his inability to wound others and to protect himself, his enormous lack of self-esteem, his conviction of his worthlessness. Someway, Stephen had mysteriously glimpsed a little of the truth which Rufus had always known: that he had intrinsic power and ability and keenness, and that without his really great mentality and planning and acumen the State Railroad Company might be less than it was. Aaron had known; it was unpardonable that, after his death, he had not let the comfortable deception persist.

Stephen had, in some way, caught a glimmering of the truth. Sophia had presented him with that glimmering. Yet, something else had also happened in that room in the space of a few moments, something which Rufus could not grasp. He did not waste time in attempting to grasp it; it was powerful, but it was intangible too. He had to reckon with it, and so quell any immediacy.

Rufus’s door opened; he heard it and started. Lydia was entering, closing the door behind her. She was dressed in a soft rose peignoir, and her long black hair fell to her waist. Rufus stared at her disbelievingly. He looked at her pale face and large dark eyes, and he saw that she was both sad and resolute. She had never entered this room since he had taken up occupancy, and she had never permitted him to enter her own bedroom from the time of Cornelia’s birth. Rufus, his heart suddenly racing, his face flushing and his eyes brightening, got to his feet speechlessly.

She came up to him and looked into his eyes gravely. “I’m terribly sorry about the will, Rufus,” she said in a low voice. “It must be dreadful for you.”

She pitied him, he understood. He drew out a chair for her, and she sat down, clasping her hands on her knees. His breath was coming fast, and he knew that his features were thickening with desire for her, with love and passion for her. He sat near her and waited, and let his face become despondent and withdrawn.

“But nothing can be done, and it’s best to go on in the most sensible way,” Lydia continued. There was no uneasiness about her, no coldness, and Rufus’s ears began to sing with joy and exultation. She was gazing at him so sympathetically, so kindly.

“Dear Lydia,” he said softly. With genuine shyness, he reached out his hand and took one of her own. She did not resist, though she did not respond with any pressure. However, she leaned toward him, and her face softened almost to tenderness.

His first impulse was to speak with intimate contempt of Stephen, and to express bitterness against his father and his own “wrongs.” But his perceptiveness held the impulse back. Lydia was not a woman of petty character or feeble mind. So he said, very carefully and quietly, “Don’t be too sorry, Lydia, my darling. Perhaps my father thought he was doing what was best.”

He knew he had been right, for Lydia’s face took on color and more gentleness. Now she actually pressed his fingers. He became a little dejected, and somewhat angry. If he had hoped that her sympathy was tinged with indignation and scorn for Stephen, he was disillusioned. She was nodding her head. “You are perfectly right, Rufus.” She smiled at him, and he was mortified that she so easily accepted the premise of the “value” of his brother as opposed to the lesser value of himself.

As if she understood what he was thinking, she said quickly, “I did not mean to appear disloyal to you today, Rufus. I was merely calling your attention to facts. Of course, I know that in your first shock you had forgotten that the will was made two years ago.”

Rufus nodded. “But I still don’t understand,” he said. He held tighter to her hand, and she let it remain.

“It doesn’t matter, after all,” said Lydia. “We have a great deal, Rufus. I should like to leave this house with you and Cornelia, and have a home of our own. Your mother can remain with Stephen, of course.”

He forgot all his distraction, momentarily, in his joy and relief. “You would honestly prefer that, Liddie? The three of us, alone?”

“I’d honestly prefer it.”

Rufus considered. Apparently Lydia was offering her husband a normal family life again, and if this was so, then she loved him in spite of the coldly violent conversations they had had over the past months. This was enough to give him delight. He looked into her eyes and asked, “You do love me, don’t you, darling?”

She was silent, and the color left her face, and she gently withdrew her hand. But she did not look away from him. “I still love what I thought you were, up to six months after I married you, Rufus.”

He stood up, his florid face darkening. “One of your serpentine remarks, Lydia. You’ve told me a dozen times this past year that what you thought I was, and what I really am, are two irreconcilable things. Therefore, you have said, it was impossible to love the reality which is me. Are you still of that opinion?”

She waited a moment, then said with remorse, “Yes, I am.”

He did not want to lose the joy and delight he had felt. He stood beside her and put his hand on her shoulder. “Lydia, let us be reasonable. Was it my fault that you had some impossible image of me in your mind? Was it my fault that you were deceiving yourself?”

“No.”

“Then why should you punish me because I am not the man you thought I was? Did I ever deceive you about my character?”

She bent her head and began to cry silently. “What can I say, Rufus? It isn’t my intention to ‘punish’ you for my own ignorance and stupidity. I am punishing myself, and if you are hurt by it, I can only say I am sorry, and please forgive me. No, you never deceived me about your character. I was the one who was blind, and unable to see. But what you are, Rufus, completely and happily amoral, completely expedient and ruthless, is repulsive to me.”

She lifted her wet face and gazed at him with real anguish. “Forgive me, Rufus, for my stupidity, and for the misery I must have caused you all this time.”

He saw he had some strong advantage. He let his face express grim wretchedness and affront. “I find it hard to forgive you, Lydia. You’ve made my life almost impossible.”

“I know.” She thought of the poisonous little rumors she had overheard about Rufus’s attachment to some easy lady in Portersville, the wealthy widow of a land speculator. She felt no humiliation or anger. It was her own doing, she told herself. She was too conscience-stricken to remark that it was a little absurd for Rufus to say that his “life had been made impossible.”

She said falteringly, “Rufus, if you want me to, I’ll stay here with you tonight, and any other night.”

His first impulse was to take her in his arms with relief and happiness. He thought to himself: Perhaps I can overcome her distrust of me, and get her to abandon her foolish ideas. And, even if I can’t, I’ll at least have her, and perhaps that will be enough.

And then he knew it would not be enough. He loved her too much to take what she was offering in mortifying sympathy.

He was sickened with his desolation, but he said, “I’m not quite so ‘amoral’ as you think, Liddie. For, you see, I don’t want you in my room and in my bed if you don’t love me. I could take advantage of this sympathy of yours, but I won’t.”

He sat down again, heavily, and stared at the fire. She watched him with grief for a while, then exclaimed, “Rufus, there must be some way to help you! It isn’t fair for me to treat you like this, but I can’t help it.”

“Are you suggesting a divorce, Lydia?” he asked incredulously. “And on what grounds?”

Her whole face trembled, but she answered courageously, “I am sure you can get a divorce from me, Rufus. On the grounds of—desertion.”

“And expose you, and me, to notoriety? And jeers? No, Lydia. I, perhaps, as a man, would escape a lot of that. But not you.” He added, “And there is the child to be considered.”

But he was also thinking of the laughter of his “friends” at his desertion by Lydia. He was also thinking that he would have to return the “Fielding money” to Lydia in the event of a divorce.

“I’m not afraid of any notoriety or jeers, Rufus. For, you see, I don’t like people, and I’ve come to know what they are, and never in my life have I considered the opinions of others if those opinions were trivial or impudent or none of their affair. Perhaps that was selfish, in a way, for loneliness breeds selfishness, but it also made me indifferent to the passing views of strangers who are nothing to me.”

Rufus, who had always lived by and depended upon the good and admiring judgments of his fellows, and who could not endure life unless he was applauded, envied, and courted, felt that he was listening to an esoteric philosophy expressed in an alien language he only partly understood. He thought Lydia extremely peculiar and unfathomable, and then he did not entirely believe her.

“Divorce is out of the question,” he said flatly. “I am surprised you ever thought of such a disgusting thing.” He stood up again and began to walk up and down the room, frowning. He was angry, and humiliated. He said, “No, I don’t want you, Lydia, except on my own terms, and you know what they are. And we can’t possibly leave this house.”

“Why not, Rufus?” she asked pleadingly. “I never quarrel with your mother, and we are on more or less amiable terms, but still I’d like a home of my own. I never considered this my home, and now, by the terms of your father’s will, it isn’t your home, either.”

He was so stung at this, and so enraged, that he shouted, “But it will be, and perhaps not so long in the future, either!”

She stood up abruptly and her face whitened. “What are you talking about, Rufus? You can’t overthrow your father’s will; the lawyers said as much.”

He stopped near her and they looked at each other, Lydia taut and shaken, Rufus red and swollen of face, his hazel eyes on fire. He told himself, in his fury, that he hated her, hated her shallow and narrow principles, her smug judgment of him, her self-assurance that dared her to judge him at all and believe that she was right. What if he said to her that he had no intention of letting Stephen keep what he had, that he would endlessly plot, day and night, to deprive that fool of what should be his, Rufus’s, and that he would use every idiot weakness of character which his brother possessed to ruin him?

But it was his native caution, his mistrust of everybody, that held back what he wished to say. Lydia had become his enemy not only by her rejection of him but by her insistence that he abide by the terms of his father’s evil will. She was no longer to be trusted; perhaps, he thought, he had never had any real reason to trust her.

He forced himself to relax. He made himself smile, as if with amusement. “Why are you so disturbed, Liddie?” he asked softly. “I was merely saying that I regard this house as my home, and that I have already accepted Steve’s invitation to remain here. After all, I have lived in this house longer than he, and morally—you like that term, don’t you?—it is my house as well as his.”

There is something dangerous here, thought Lydia, with fearful anxiety. She regarded Rufus searchingly, but his smile was so open, so full of incipient laughter at her, that she began to feel foolish. Besides, what could Rufus do to Stephen? There was nothing he could do. She sighed. She began to move toward the door, her rosy gown trailing behind her. She hesitated on the threshold, then said gently, “Good night, Rufus,” and closed the door behind her.

Then it seemed to Rufus incredible that he had let her go, and that he had not accepted her in her gesture of consoling sympathy, and that without her there was nothing of real substance in his existence. He ran to the door, opened it, and called her name. The hall was empty. He stood there deeply shaken, and said to himself: I would have had to give up all my life, if she had heard me, and if a man gives up his life, what else is there? He shut the door.
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Portersville was deeply shocked and incredulous when it was learned that “gray Stephen” had become Aaron deWitt’s heir, and was now president of the State Railroad Company. No one could quite believe it, and for some time many persons were furiously skeptical. There had not been so much excitement in the city since the assassination of Mr. Lincoln, and vehement arguments went on in almost every house, particularly in the homes of those who personally knew the deWitts. Rufus’s friends, for a long time, made it a point of gathering together in groups and marching on the Portersville National Bank building, climbing the stairs with considerable racket to the offices of the State Railroad Company, passing the president’s shut door with even more racket, and then entering Rufus’s offices with outraged faces and loud expressions of indignation. For a few weeks Rufus permitted this, to assuage his own human bitterness, then his common sense intervened. These sympathizing sorties, while consoling, would soon make him ridiculous, he saw, for he knew that eventually mankind comes to despise the man who has lost, or been victimized.

The board of directors of the State Railroad Company almost worked themselves up to a state of joint apoplexy, and had gloomy private talks in their lumber or steel or banking offices. The State Railroad Company, they darkly and gloomily hinted, would “come to an end” with such as Stephen as the head of it. What did the “gentlemen in Philadelphia” think of all this? they would ask themselves. The gentlemen in Philadelphia displayed a most reassuring lack of dismay, and the directors relaxed, still angered, but relieved. Jim Purcell, also a director of the company said, in his uncouth manner, and after an obscene remark, “You’re a lot of fools. The evidence was right there for you to see all the time, about Steve, but you’ve been bedazzled by the antics of Red Rufe. Forget his posturin’s and his grinnin’s. Look beyond them, at Steve, you fools.”

When Portersville finally had to accept the fact that Stephen was president of the company, its resentment grew rather than lessened. Hundreds felt personally insulted, even those who had no direct connection with the State Railroad Company. Emotion ran high for Rufus as wrath increased against Stephen and the dead Aaron. It was impossible for Stephen, even in his deepest retreats, to be unaware of the feeling against him in the city. He condoned it for a long time, and in his compassion for Rufus, he blamed no one. Eventually, however, he could no longer avoid the recognition of the malice that is part of all human character, and he came to see that affection for Rufus was less the motivating power of the malevolence he encountered than aversion for himself.

But a strange thing happened to him. In the past he had accepted this aversion with humility, more than half believing that in some way he deserved it. Slowly, now, he began to question his humility, and something like the still anger he had experienced on the day of his father’s funeral moved in him.

His face, diffident, shrinking, and gentle, began to take on an aspect of sternness and cold quiet. As time went on, his brown mustache became sprinkled with gray, as did his sparse brown hair. His mouth stiffened; his eyes forgot the habit of shyly sidling away and acquired remote directness which often disconcerted his enemies while it deepened their hatred for him.

Aaron’s plan for the extension of the railroad to Baltimore and Washington was carried through, and after a meeting of the board of directors, at which Stephen presided in an almost total silence, and at which Rufus was at his most charming and enthusiastic, it was decided to rename the company the Interstate Railroad Company. One of the happy directors, not famous for tact, ended the discussion with a vibrant remark: “In a way, we should call it Rufus’s Road!” Swamped by embarrassment, and after a slinking glance at Stephen’s haggard and expressionless face, the directors began, very hastily, to speak of something else. They were still outraged, after four years, that Stephen should be their president; and they refused to admit, even to each other, that he was a most competent one. They declared that it was “all Rufus’s doing, anyway,” for where would Stephen acquire the intelligence, strength, and imagination which had resulted in the expansion of the road so successfully, especially in a time of increasing national insecurity?

The charitable organizations to which Stephen gave so generously were not permitted by him to make known his deep charity. This provision was not hard to enforce, for many of the directors of the charities were Rufus’s friends; and they persuaded themselves that in some way Stephen “ought” to be contrite for what he had done to his brother, and that he was only making just “amends” to his conscience, if he had such a thing. So even his contributions were received with surliness and ingratitude. The fact that Rufus gave little or nothing was entirely overlooked, or explained away in terms that implied that he had been “robbed” and could temporarily give no more than he did. In the meantime, he had to conserve his resources for the coming “day.”

There was no reason in all this, Lydia would say to herself. But then, she would add, there is very little logic in mankind. Even when her bitterness against her husband had been at its strongest, she had felt nothing more inimical than dislike for him. Now she began to hate him for his smiles and his silences, his pregnant implications, when, after so long a time, his friends tendered sympathy to him. But she never spoke of this. She merely avoided Rufus for days on end, and when forced to speak at all it was in monosyllables and of the most inconsequential social or household matters.

Sophia, too, added to the hatred directed against her older son. Though warned by Rufus not to employ such ludicrous terms as “undue influence” or “injustice done to my son Rufus,” she nevertheless was able to convey to her eager friends that Stephen had “plotted” against his brother while his father was susceptible to such suggestions. It was argued among these friends that a mother would not be capable of falsehoods or acid bitternesses against one of her own children unless there was reason for it.

As if he were totally blind and deaf to all the local turmoil about him, Stephen worked endlessly, methodically, and tirelessly. He often drove down to the offices at dawn, and was there after Rufus left. But Rufus did not regularly leave his brother alone. His study of Stephen, and Stephen’s methods, went on with the deepest of concentration. He knew, now, that he had been the colorful façade, the final verve, which had decorated the edifice already carefully and tediously built by Stephen. He himself had always had the knowledge, but the details, the hard driving work, the persistence, had bored him He did not underestimate his own accomplishments, for he understood that even prosaic business must have its flare, its drama, and that businessmen, however dull-headed, appreciated a little life and excitement and the histrionic illusion that their affairs were not entirely a matter of cold figures. If he could achieve the potency of Stephen’s management and clever planning, and combine it with his own characteristics, he believed, and rightly, that he would be irresistible. Hence, in his study of his brother, he never became bored since he had everything to gain.

He would say to himself: I am now thirty-two, thirty-three, thirty-four. I am moving along where I wish to go, and it is only a matter of time. I can wait.

He thought himself alone in his admiration for Stephen’s real genius, for he almost always forgot Jim Purcell. He saw that Stephen was heavily, and constantly, investing in the coal mines around Scranton, to the extent of his financial ability. Only recently, in April, 1871, Stephen had bought more undeveloped acreage, though Wall Street was uneasily aware of the growing depression throughout the country. On the Monday following Black Friday, on September 24, 1869 (when there had been a “corner” on gold), Stephen had quietly bought up huge tracts at an unbelievably low price. He had, two years later, been offered twice what he had paid for the land, though there was a feeling in the nation that a terrible panic was developing. Rufus, who had smiled contemptuously at Stephen’s purchase, now, in November, 1871, cursed himself for his blindness. It takes time to understand everything about a man you intend to ruin, he would say to himself.

One of Rufus’s plans was to eliminate any antagonism which existed between him and his brother, for he alone knew that Stephen had a latent tendency toward suspicion which was only recently becoming evident in small ways. This suspiciousness had formerly been sternly repressed by Stephen, who believed all men to be intrinsically good. Now he was exhibiting some disturbing discretion, if only spasmodically and at very infrequent intervals. Rufus went to the most delicate and strenuous extremes to destroy any possible distrust Stephen might have of him. He never made the smallest decision alone; he consulted Stephen at all times. He was open in his real admiration for his brother; he laughed at his own errors when he talked with Stephen and confessed to impulsiveness. When “troublemakers” on the road cried for an increase in wages, while wages were falling all over the country, and it was only sensible to deny the increases, Rufus upheld Stephen in his decision to accede to the demands in the face of the vehement protests of the board of directors. “Stephen knows what he is doing,” said Rufus seriously. “Look at the trouble the other roads are having.”

Slowly, by the most careful and subtle efforts, Rufus built up a solidarity between Stephen and himself.

There were only two people who dreaded, and suspected, this growing friendship and confidence between the two brothers, and these two were Lydia and Jim Purcell. Lydia dared say nothing to Stephen, for an inexplicable coldness had inserted itself in their formerly profound trust of each other. But Purcell shouldered his rough and massive way into Stephen’s office one afternoon and said in his grating voice, “What is all this between you and Red Rufe? The whole town is talkin’ about you two being so lovey-dovey, and cleavin’ to each other. Are you a fool, eh, Steve? Don’t guess for a minute what he’s up to? Plain as the nose on your damn silly face. He’s out to ruin you, like the spider and fly business.”

Stephen, who had always passively accepted Purcell’s “haunting” as one of the mysteries of life, and as of no particular importance, had risen to a rare anger. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Jim. Rufus ruin me? How? I am the president; I have fifty-one per cent of the stock. How could he take all this away from me? It’s ridiculous. You never liked him; there has always been animosity between you two. …”	

“Never asked yourself why, did you, Steve?”

“No. I never thought it was important.” Stephen’s pale face flushed.

Purcell pointed a big thick finger almost into his face. “It’s because we’re both scoundrels, Steve, and we both want the same thing: to be the most powerful and richest man in this city, and maybe in the state, sometime. We know all about each other. D’ye think for a minute Rufe’s given up his idea, any more than I’ve given up mine? If you think so, you’re an imbecile. And you’re in danger.”

“Rufus and I are friends,” said Stephen stiffly.

Purcell nodded his huge and shapeless head, and the bulges and pits of his face expressed disgust at this childishness. “I know. He figured it this way. Smart feller, our Rufe. And you’re failin’ right into the pit he’s diggin’ for you. I’m tryin’ to warn you, is all.”

“Why? Why should it matter to you, Jim?”

Purcell was silent. He stood beside Stephen’s desk and pulled at one of his loose and flabby lips. He stared at Stephen intently, then shook his head as if he had been arguing with himself over a hopeless matter. “You’ll never know,” he said at last.

Stephen did not see him again for six months.

Stephen tried to forget Purcell’s warning, but it hovered uneasily in his mind as a kind of betrayal of Rufus. One time he tentatively tried to talk about the matter with his brother, and he said haltingly, “I haven’t seen Jim Purcell lately. Is he out of town? No? He came in to see me one day, and. …”

“And what?” Rufus asked the question smilingly.

But Stephen could not go on. It would be mortally humiliating to Rufus. So he stammered, “It was really nothing. Just a small matter; he’s one of the directors, you know.”

Rufus studied that distressed face, the shifting eyes, the expression of pain, and he knew at once. Rufus was amused, but also alarmed. He watched for any meeting between Stephen and Purcell, and as the months went by and there was no meeting, he was relieved.

One day Rufus and Purcell came face to face on the street. Rufus would have been content to smile and bow, and pass on, but right there, in the center of Portersville, Purcell caught his arm and said loudly, “Look here, Rufe. I’m watchin’ you. Any funny business, and I’ll make you remember I’m one of the directors. Understand?”

Rufus laughed a little. “Why all this drama, Jim? No, I don’t understand you. Why don’t you visit us up on the hill and we’ll all have a little talk about it—Steve, you, and I? And now, please excuse me.”

Purcell, of course, did not come. There were many things happening in the country this November of 1871. The prophesied panic was showing every sign of materializing.
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The War Between the States had brought great industrial expansion to the North, even during the years of the war. Far behind British industrialization, which was superb, complete, and universal, the Union, discreetly headed by the new buccaneers, had a vision of the United States becoming the industrial empire of the world. Unperturbed, during the war, at the prospect of defeat at the hands of the Southern Confederacy, they were equally unperturbed at the collapse of government credit, for it brought debasement of the currency and a consequent inflation. The prices of all goods leaped upward. Northern citizens, however, paid but vague attention to this, for they were engaged in the immense business of war, consuming and destroying, and over the North a bogus prosperity burgeoned which was enthusiastically proclaimed to be the beginning of “a new era of industrial expansion and limitless wealth and opportunity for all citizens.”

Bankers and investors were able to raise a million dollars a day to pursue the conflict against the South. Meat had poured from Chicago in unbelievable quantities for the military and the people; the production of iron became mountainous; railroads expanded enormously; oil wells spouted in various sections; machines were rapidly invented for farm use in order that farm workers could be drawn off into the Union army. The factories making war goods bulged incredibly. The protective tariffs against foreign goods had operated to the advantage of native manufacturers in the throes of a delirious war prosperity. America, whose industrial growth had been sluggish, now found herself hurling madly into the industrial revolution. All this was regarded joyously by a heedless citizenry who never even dimly perceived that a prosperity created by a war must end in chaos at the end of a war.

Only the farmers were adversely affected. Believing, like their city brethren, that the golden tide of industrial expansion would pour over them also, they had incontinently expanded, and ran into debt. The western farmers particularly suffered. The Hessian fly destroyed crops; the elevators offered but fifteen cents for corn; the farmers signed more notes at as much as fifteen or twenty per cent. Only the middleman of the cities prospered on the growing misery of the farmer, who had to pay excessive prices for necessary city-made goods during the war. The custom duties and the internal-revenue taxes were particularly oppressive to the farmer. While the buccaneers of the cities and other prosperous men engaging in the manufacture and sale of war goods to the government nimbly evaded taxes, the farmer could not escape the tax collector and his peering surveillance.

By 1871 the people of America became aware of a frightful breakdown in the morals of their government. Had the war prosperity continued, the citizens would not have cared that corruption extended from Washington into every city and hamlet. But the sudden decline of a war-fevered delirium in the cities, with desperate unemployment, gave the people leisure to observe what had happened and was still happening. There were countless instances of wholesale robbery, including the losses of the insurance companies. Business ethics were completely abandoned in the mad rush to acquire such properties as the railroads, oil wells, and mines, and speculation remained uncontrolled and unchecked. The wounded and exploited South continued to be victimized and made desperate by Northern robbers and swindlers, with the blessing of a supine and corrupt government whose members desired nothing but personal power and gain.

As the American people’s faith declined in their government, their faith declined in themselves and the whole govern mental and business structure. They did not hold themselves guilty of their misery and despair. They thronged the streets vainly looking for employment, while their families starved or became homeless. In the meantime, the banks uneasily remained on the alert, fearful of a run, which, however, was not to materialize for a few months.

The utter collapse of the American economy had been delayed for a short time after the War Between the States by the outbreak of the Franco-Prussian War. English and American industrialists, already disturbed over a threatened economic debacle in 1869, felt reprieved. They competed furiously with each other for the markets supplying France and Germany with war materials, and bad feeling, already very intense between the British and American governments and people, grew to dangerous proportions. England believed the European continent to be her God-endowed source of industrial markets, but now, to her indignation, this new barbarian country, vastly growing and expanding in both cultivated territory and industry, was becoming a sinister threat to the British industrial empire. Britain had hoped that a divided America, still staggering bloodily after a terrible civil war, would be removed from competition in markets for a long time. But, on the contrary, the war had so expanded industry in the United States, and had revealed so many enormously rich natural resources, that for the first time in the nineteenth century Britain had occasion to pause and to fear.

Only a few men anywhere, among them Stephen deWitt, had begun to observe an ominous phenomenon in the world. In past centuries wars had occurred for territory, or by reason of private quarrels between royalty, or as a result of racial antagonisms. Never before had wars deliberately or inadvertently burst out for the control of industrial markets.

And now these few alarmed men began to suspect, without any other evidence but their intuition, that an industrial economy might have to be supported by future wars. As industry expanded, and more and more goods were available in a market bound to contract, or remain the same, or fail to keep up with production, wars would be necessary to produce national prosperity or to eliminate competitors. To these few men this was the utmost in human degradation and infamy.

A crisis had come upon the world, though few realized it. Stephen often thought to himself with consternation: No one has studied the possibility of creating new markets through aid to countries too poor to buy our immensely increasing goods. No one has lifted his voice to insist that progress does not necessarily mean steel mills and endless smoking factories where goods are produced which people cannot buy. There must be a healthy balance between agriculture and industry, or the warehouses of nations will be heaped high with unsold goods while the cities starve for want of food. The rise of great cities will see the decline of agricultural acreage, and while we in America still have more than a safe margin between agriculture and industry, there may very well come a time when that margin is fatally narrowed.

In that event, we shall be forced to engage in wars to consume our goods and to compete for world markets. There is another alternative, and that is less emphasis on the mere possession of goods and more emphasis on spiritual values and the land. Food had always been the answer to men’s problems, and it would remain the answer.

For the first time in the history of the world, men were confusing materialism with progress and civilization. Out of that confusion catastrophe and war would leap from a million open hearts in hundreds of Pittsburghs. The roar of the catastrophe was already gathering sound in every corner of the Western world.

The industrial revolution might very well produce not only a revolution in man’s physical existence but in his moral and spiritual life as well—to his desperate peril.

On November 11, 1871, Stephen deWitt received a letter from Mr. Guy Gunther, senior member of The Gunther Company of New York, financiers and brokers of railroad stocks and bonds. The firm consisted of four brothers, all astute, genial, and rapacious. Guy had been Aaron deWitt’s friend, and between them there had been a guarded respect for each other’s entrepreneur qualities. Friendship, however, had not stood in the way of one or two attempts on Guy’s part to secure the controlling stock of the Interstate Railroad Company on a certain occasion of crisis, some years ago, before the Fielding money had come to the rescue. Nor had Aaron held this against his friend. It was all business.

Rufus had understood this completely, and had never borne any resentment against the powerful New York financier. Only Stephen, the impractical and honorable, had been angered and disgusted. He had hardly acknowledged the presence of Mr. Gunther at his father’s funeral, to the intense if hidden amusement of Rufus and the other man. “Stephen is—incomprehensible,” Guy had murmured to Rufus on one occasion, keeping his face solemn. “He is an idiot,” Rufus had replied, equally as solemnly. Mr. Gunther had smiled, just a little, and had moved away, and Rufus had wondered, with discomfiture, if he had said something ridiculous.

The letter to Stephen was a masterpiece of discreet flattery, admiration, and kindness, and Stephen, to whom hypocrisy was an esoteric language, felt some of the hard affront in him soften. Mr. Gunther was to be in Philadelphia for a few days, “visiting some old friends.” He and Stephen and Rufus had not met for quite a few years, and Mr. Gunther “wondered” if the two brothers would be in “the city” during his, Gunther’s, visit. “It would be refreshing to see you both again, and talk about my dear friend Aaron,” he added.

Stephen read and reread the letter several times. It was after the sixth reading that he became uneasy. He asked his clerk to get him “Mr. Guy Gunther’s file.”

Rufus had read some of the “dossiers” on businessmen and even on casual acquaintances. Nothing was too small for Stephen to note, whether it was to the effect that a local banker had recently bought a new and more elaborate home, or that a lumberman had married off his daughter to a member of a Philadelphia Main Line clan, or a notation that a certain coalmine operator near Scranton was “drinking too much, according to reports.” He has the instincts of a small-town gossip, Rufus would think, enjoying himself.

The Gunther secret file was one of the thickest and heaviest, and Stephen devoted over two silent hours to the study of it.

A few weeks ago Mr. Gunther had “visited” in Chicago, where his wife had some distant American relatives. This interesting fact had been mentioned proudly in the Portersville evening paper, for had not Mr. Gunther been Mr. Aaron deWitt’s friend, and had he not attended Mr. deWitt’s funeral? It was over this last item that Stephen spent at least twenty brooding minutes. Then he asked his clerk to bring him the dossier of the Chicago Railroad System.

The Chicago Railroad System, though not as old and established as the Interstate Railroad Company, was considered as “sound” as such a railroad could be. “Railroading” was still a precarious business, dependent upon crops and conditions in the nation generally. But precarious as it was, a decline in railroad stocks could bring the threatened “panic” closer, could aggravate it enormously. Stephen knew the officers of the company, and admired them as men of integrity. The Interstate Railroad Company had considerable stock in the System. Stephen’s last notation was to the effect that the System, manned by ambitious men, was planning to build an independent line from the Pittsburgh terminal to Philadelphia, thus carrying all traffic direct from Chicago to Philadelphia and possibly New York. However, Stephen had jotted down with relief, “They are not in a financial condition to do this, thus competing with us, possibly to a disastrous extent. Must watch carefully. Gunther might finance them? In spite of a feud between the company and Gunther? Hardly think so; they despise him.” Another notation: “Who would finance them?”

Stephen read on. The System had “passed” its last dividend. Was this report of their “plans” merely an attempt to bolster faith in themselves in the eyes of the public? Of course, other railroads had “passed” not one but several dividends over the past three years, because of national conditions. The Interstate Railroad Company and the Chicago Railroad System had been almost alone in paying dividends recently.

Stephen read on, his thin brown brows knotted together. Was there a connection between Gunther’s visit to Chicago and the Chicago Railroad System, and another connection with his desire to see the sons of his “dear old friend,” Aaron deWitt? Stephen had had Chicago papers sent to him, and had studied them for any hints that Gunther had met the men from the System. There had been nothing at all. But Stephen continued to frown. Something was moving, somewhere. The Gunthers produced nothing except overextended markets for railroad stock, or panics. It was a horrible thing, to Stephen, that financial pirates were able to create panics at will, for their own profit. He believed there was something terribly wrong in the structure of an economy if the food and wages and shelter of a whole people were at the mercy of the Gunthers and their kind.

Stephen put aside the file and stared through the window at the ashy November sky. A few ruffled pigeons fluttered against it. The knifelike mountain lifted itself in a dark blur over the city. A few flakes of snow brushed the windows. Behind Stephen the fire blustered on the hearth. The afternoon began to darken rapidly.

Stephen’s first impulse was to call his brother into consultation, and to speculate with him on the whole matter. He kept nothing from Rufus now, as he had done before Aaron’s death. His hand kept creeping to his bell, which would summon his clerk, and inexplicably his hand kept withdrawing. Why should he not call Rufus? Why should he not tell Rufus that he, Stephen, must go at once to Chicago with a set plan which entailed a bold movement? He told himself that it was because matters were still too vague.

He began to go over in his mind all that he intended to do. A sense of increasing and powerful danger came to him. If it were not for Gunther, thought Stephen. Then he confessed to himself that Gunther was just the precipitating element, though an unknown one. Something, eventually, would have to be done about the Chicago Railroad System. He had known this, and had shrunk from it, hoping constantly that the inevitable might be delayed or eliminated. Now the time had come.

At length he did ring his bell. His clerk, a quiet young man of the utmost discretion, entered, and Stephen said in a low voice, “I am leaving the city for a few days. Please go down to the station and arrange passage for me to Chicago, in the name of—let me see—a Mr. Dawson. I don’t want to use our private car. For reasons known only to myself.”

“Yes, Mr. deWitt,” said the young man respectfully. “But when you are on the train, the crew will know you are there.”

Stephen smiled a little. “Yes, of course. But the train will be pulling out then, and news of where I am going won’t be back in the city for several days. After that, it won’t matter.” He paused. “Naturally no one—and I mean no one at all—must know where I am when I am absent You understand that, Gruger?”

“Yes, sir,” said Gruger gravely.

“The twelve-thirty-two, tonight, then. Hardly anyone will be about.” He drummed his fingers rigidly on the desk. “And now, will you ask Mr. Rufus to come in for a few moments, please?”

When Rufus entered, smiling, he was struck by his brother’s face and expression. Stephen was extremely pale; his eyes were fixed and still. He watched Rufus as the latter moved across the big warm room, and he thought: This is a stealthy and insulting thing I am doing, and I don’t know what impels me. He said, “Rufus, I am leaving tonight on the twelve-twenty for Scranton. I have an opportunity to buy up some more potential coal acreage.”

Rufus seated himself on the edge of his brother’s desk and he turned his head alertly. “Anything I should invest in?” he asked with interest.

Stephen was silent. He was himself concerned with negotiations for what seemed to be a very promising two hundred acres. He sighed. He must give Rufus this opportunity. It was only fair, he considered regretfully. In some way he must atone to his conscience for this mysterious deceit he was practicing on his brother. He said, “Yes, I think so. Of course, it won’t be developed for some years, but I can tell you that I’ve seen no better possibilities anywhere. Have I your permission to place an option on it in your name? You could give me a small check. …”

If “gray Stephen” thought the possibilities were excellent, then they must be so, thought Rufus with excitement. He expressed his gratitude, made out a check, and gave it to his brother. After he had left the office, Stephen called his clerk and dictated a letter to his attorney in Scranton, and enclosed Rufus’s check. He reflected that the attorney would be considerably surprised.

Rufus, back in his own office, did not go on with his work for some time. He remembered Stephen’s face. Something was going on, about which Stephen had not told him. But what? While Stephen was absent, he intended to inspect the files secretly.

Stephen was about to put Guy Gunther’s letter in the latter’s file, when he stopped, again assailed by that sense of danger. He finally folded the letter in his pocket. He called his clerk and dictated a letter to Mr. Gunther. He expressed his hope that Mr. Gunther would visit Portersville the next week end, after he, Stephen, returned from some pressing business in Fort Wayne. Mr. Gruger took the letter with no change of expression, and made no comment when Stephen asked him not to place the copy in Mr. Gunther’s file.

What they have done to me, thought Stephen with weariness. I am no man for chicanery and deceit, and it is thrust upon me.
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For the second time Rufus read the letter addressed to him from Mr. Guy Gunther.

“I am writing this to you, dear Rufus, as Stephen has informed me he will be in Fort Wayne for a few days. He did not mention the date of his return to Portersville. He kindly invited me to spend next week end with you both, as I had written him on a matter of importance. I find next week end will be impossible for me, as I will be moving about among friends until next Thursday, and cannot go to Portersville until then. Will you please inform Stephen of this on his return home? I hope my change in plans will not discommode the family.”

Rufus thoughtfully laid aside the letter and scowled. So the “gray weasel” had deliberately deceived him. Why had Stephen not only deceived him but Guy Gunther in the bargain? Such deceit meant something of enormous import, something connected with Guy Gunther. Rufus, who had full access to all the files now, brought out the Gunther “dossier,” and having learned Stephen’s method of close study, however he derided it, he sat down in his office and minutely went over every item in the file. The first thing he noticed was that Guy Gunther’s letter was not in the file. This was of such significance that Rufus fastened all his attention on every item, looking for a clue. His alertness became acute when he saw that there was no copy of Stephen’s alleged letter to Gunther. The dog had secreted not only Gunther’s letter to him but his answer.

There was nothing in the file to arouse Rufus’s new suspicions to a higher level. Idiotic clippings of Gunther’s recent sojourn in Chicago among friends! Of what importance was that? Rufus noted the names of these friends, and not one of them concerned the Interstate Railroad Company at all.

Then Rufus caught his breath. The Chicago Railway System! The Interstate Railroad Company was invested, in a measure, in that concern. Feverishly now, Rufus reexamined all the notations about Gunther. There was no mention that Gunther owned any stock in the Chicago company, not even the slightest hint. If he did own any stock, Stephen would have known of it, and written it down. Rufus sat back in his chair. The Chicago Railroad System had “passed” only one dividend. It was a good company; it was planning to expand. Stephen had explained all this to his brother only recently, and had remarked on the threat to the Interstate Railroad Company. Had the threat become more imminent?

Of course! And Stephen had gone to Chicago. Why had he not told his brother? Why had he distrusted him? Rufus’s face flushed with rage. Was he not executive vice-president of this damned company? What had occurred, what slip had he made, that had aroused that ugly and latent suspicion in Stephen’s mind? Was all the slow and tedious work of years lost, then? For a few minutes Rufus was more disturbed over this than the deception practiced on him by Stephen.

Rufus had the sort of mind that made lightning deductions and came to swift conclusions. But he had learned from his brother the art of verifying everything. So he shrugged on his greatcoat and put his hard hat on his head and left the office. He went at once to the railroad station, and sought out the superintendent, who adored him.

George Hassen firmly believed, as did all other employees of the company, that if it were not for Mr. Rufus there would be no railroad. He also believed that Mr. Rufus had been “done wrong.” He was an old and precise man, who had loved Aaron and who despised, and had always despised, the silent and reserved Stephen. “If that one’s a railroader, then I’m a coal miner!” he would say contemptuously. “It’s a shame, a rotten shame, that old Aaron could’ve done that to Mr. Rufus, who’s a born railroader, and got idees.”

He received Rufus with flattered delight, and led him at once into his hot and gritty office overlooking the rails. Rufus sat down in his jovial, democratic way and offered the old man one of the cheroots in his silver case. An engine was letting off noisy jets of steam just under the dirty window, and so neither man could speak, but just sat there smiling affectionately at each other. At length, with much clanging and grinding, the engine moved off down to the switchyard. Now only large wet flakes of snow splashed themselves against the window.

“Ain’t seen you lately, Mr. Rufus,” said Hassen, pulling on the cheroot with pleasure after Rufus had lighted it for him. “We miss you down here.”

“Too much work at the office, George,” Rufus replied in a tone of apology. “You know how I like to visit you boys. How is Jed Thompson’s hand, by the way?”

“Well, the couplin’ pin lost him two fingers, sir, but that’s the way it is. The boys kind of expect it; it’s a sort of badge of railroadin’. I gave him your fifty dollars, and he sure was pleased. Set him right up. ‘Knew Mr. Rufe wouldn’t forget me,’ he said.”

Rufus, with amusement, reflected that Stephen had sent five hundred dollars to Jed Thompson, had paid his medical expenses, and had ordered his pay to go on after the accident. But the superintendent, and doubtless Jed Thompson, too, had either overlooked this generosity, or had suspected, wrongly, that Mr. Rufus was “behind it.” Rufus leaned to the latter conclusion, in which he was quite correct. “I never forget any of our boys,” said Rufus in a deep tone, which so moved Mr. Hassen that his cloudy eyes moistened.

It did not need money, it did not demand compassion or mercy or gentleness, to make these dogs lick your hand, thought Rufus. All that was necessary was an engaging smile, a lying word or two, a rollicking laugh. Stephen was a fool, a stupid fool. His dollars and his pity and his great love for humanity could elicit nothing more than hatred and contempt.

“How are things here, and in the roundhouse, George?” Rufus asked. “Everybody satisfied and comfortable?”

“Yes sir, yes sir!” exclaimed the old man enthusiastically. “You won’t have strikes here, Mr. Rufe. No labor trouble long’s you’re here! The boys know you’re their friend, yes sir!” He scowled and leaned forward. “Long’s you’re here, Mr. Rufe,” he added significantly.

The two men smoked in an atmosphere of affection and mutual esteem. Then Rufus said, “By the way, did Steve leave a brief case on the train a few days ago—when he left for Chicago?” It was part of his spurious democracy that he always referred to his brother and to the directors of the company by their first names, when speaking to even the humblest of employees.

“A brief case? No, Mr. Rufe. Did he lose one?”

Rufus shook his head, smiling. He said evasively, “Well, he didn’t say he would take it, though it contained valuable papers. But I haven’t seen it around the office, and I was worried. Did he take the nine-thirty-five, so he’d have to change in Philadelphia, or the twelve-thirty-two? Maybe the brief case was on the other train.”

“Mr. Stephen took the twelve-thirty-two,” said Hassen. “I didn’t know about it, though I was here then. But one of the boys told me. He was surprised; there wasn’t no reservation for Mr. Stephen, and he didn’t ask for the private car.” He added, “There wasn’t any brief case, Mr. Rufe. It’s probably home somewheres.”

Rufus looked impatient. “I’ll have to search again.”

He held out his hand in his bluff and friendly way, sent a message to Mollie, Hassen’s wife, and left the station.

So, he had been right. Stephen was in Chicago. And it all concerned the Chicago Railroad System, and Guy Gunther.

Was there a clue here for him? Had the time arrived for action? Guy Gunther had been deceived by Stephen, so Gunther was a formidable threat in Stephen’s mind. Suppose he, Rufus, sent a telegram to Gunther, a friendly telegram, expressing his pleasure at the coming visit, and then casually mentioning that Stephen was in Chicago, and not in Fort Wayne. Would that bring Gunther immediately to Portersville, appreciative of the subtle hint? Could he and Gunther then conclude something of tremendous advantage to Rufus deWitt? It was an exciting idea, and had its drama and color.

But Rufus had painfully learned from Stephen that effervescent ideas, based on nothing but intuition and a desire for flamboyant action, were not only foolish but sometimes dangerous. Rufus also reflected that Gunther was a very astute man, and that he would soon learn, from a few artful questions, that Rufus was ignorant of Stephen’s purpose in going to Chicago. Gunther, like Stephen, dealt in drab hard facts. His opinion of Rufus would not be enhanced by his becoming aware that Stephen had kept his brother in ignorance.

Seated now in his carriage, Rufus again became anxious about some possible slip he must have made that had inspired the sleeping mistrust of his brother. He went over and over, in his mind, all occasions where there had been a little danger. He could not remember that he had ever been indiscreet. But men like Stephen had a nose for duplicity, even though it was an unconscious sense.

The snow had come early this year. Rufus could not see through the carriage windows, which had become plastered heavily with a wet whiteness. Ahead, the carriage lights poured in an uncertain golden tunnel through the howling and swirling flakes. Rufus could feel the coldness of the night through the windows of his vehicle and through the fur robe which covered his knees. Fires would be welcome, and a glass of whisky near the hearth, and the excellent meal which his brother’s new cook was now preparing. Then, of course, there were the children, the two little five-year-old girls who would cling to him, Cornelia shouting and demanding to be the first in his arms, and Laura waiting with her gray eyes shining in her wan face. Rufus sincerely loved children, and his bitterness against his wife invariably increased to a cold rage when he considered how she had deprived him of more daughters, and sons. There were occasions when he regretted that he had not accepted her suggestion for a divorce.

Stephen was due home tonight, or the next night. If this snow keeps up the trains will be very late, Rufus reflected impatiently. He could feel the lurching of the carriage, the pounding of the wind at the windows. His feet were becoming cold, and he did not like this riding through nothingness. He took a cigar from his pocket and lit it; the rich aroma comforted him, and the tiny coal lightened the darkness.

He continued, at intervals, to peer through the windows at the raging night, and it was with a profound sensation of relief that he finally caught a glimpse of the house high on its mountainside, its great yellow lights streaming out into the night. In a few minutes the carriage swung into the circle of the driveway, and the exhausted horses quickened their trot. Rufus, not waiting for the coachman, opened the carriage door himself, so eager was he to be inside the house, and safe from the blackness and the nothingness.

It was part of his theatrical instinct that had made him ceremoniously deliver up his keys to his brother shortly after Aaron’s death. It had embarrassed and distressed Stephen, and Rufus had watched him with malicious pleasure. “Frankly,” Rufus had said, knowing that Stephen would detect the “brave” lie, “I prefer to have the door opened for me. More dignity, you know. Besides, what are servants for?” So, Rufus, tonight, rang the bell as usual, and waited. The door opened almost at once, and Seth, the butler, admitted him with a smile of concern. “You were late, Mr. Rufus, and we were all worried.”

Rufus glanced about the beautiful hall with satisfaction. For a man who loved change and movement and mobility, he was singularly susceptible to the changeless. In the business of running a railroad, he was “progressive.” In the business of living, he was happily conservative. There were people who were changing candlelighted chandeliers into flaring gas globes, but Rufus preferred the chandelier in this white-and-gold paneled hall with its aureate flames. He loved the pale and delicate furniture, the fire on the small white hearth, the Aubusson rugs, the scent of flowers, burning apple wood and wax.

Seth relieved him of his bowler and his fur-collared coat and gloves. He paused for a moment to rub his hands near the fire; then, smiling, he entered the drawing room and looked about him expectantly. As he had hoped, there was a rush of young footsteps toward him, and the hoarse, childish shout of Cornelia. Two little girls, Cornelia leading, raced in his direction, with outflung arms, Cornelia all red-gold and brilliance, pink-dimpled and laughing, and Laura, small and pale and gently smiling, with dark ringlets on her blue-velvet shoulders. It was Laura whom Rufus caught up first, though she reached him last, and he held her to him tightly, feeling the frail bones through the velvet, the thin and clinging arms. Perhaps he loved her almost as much as he did his daughter because he had saved her life, or perhaps in so many ways she resembled Lydia in her gravity, in her smile, in the large and quiet shining of her eyes. He kissed her tenderly, set her down, and then he picked up his tall and heavy little daughter who bussed him heartily. The thick curls almost smothered him, the strong arms choked off his breath. Crying out in laughing protest, he held her away from him, looking fondly into that round and highly colored infantile face with its radiant hazel eyes and big scarlet mouth. A beauty, his daughter, a robust, warm beauty, already charming and magnetic and spoiled, but delightful!

He put down Cornelia, took each little girl by the hand, and advanced into the room. Sophia was grimly sewing by the fire, and Lydia was reading. Both women glanced up at him, Sophia with a visible softening of her harsh face, and Lydia with her elliptical smile. Both presented a cheek for his kiss; Sophia clung to his arm for a moment, pressing it. “You’re late, son,” she remarked in her rough voice.

Rufus sat down on the yellow sofa near the fire, and the two little girls sat near him, as close as possible, Cornelia almost sprawling across his knees, Laura content to lie against his shoulder. He patted each head contentedly, and then talked of the storm to the women. Sophia listened to his pleasant comments as though each word was of absorbing importance; Lydia gave him her attention politely. The butler brought wine for the ladies and whisky for Rufus. The great fire blustered on the hearth, and the wind blustered at the windows. Lamplight threw golden pools and shadows on carpet, walls, and ceiling. Rufus felt almost at peace. Now, if only Lydia were truly his wife, and there were more children whose faces reflected the firelight and candlelight, safe here within these strong and beautiful walls from the night outside! Rufus was not one to be satisfied with half a loaf; he had too much vitality for compromise. Slowly, though he smiled at Cornelia and Laura, and talked with his mother and wife, his eyes became brooding. Once or twice they touched Lydia, and he thought: I should have let her divorce me.

As if she felt his thought, Lydia looked up, and her face was clouded with compassion and sadness. She turned to the fire and said to herself: Poor Rufus. He has so much life and power, and he has expressed it here only in one little daughter. I ought to have gone away; he would have forgotten me and there would be another woman in this house now, a woman as strong and as full of gusto as himself, who would have given him a home full of children, a woman all gaiety and as completely conscienceless as he is.

Why did I stay? I could have returned to my parents’ house, and have spent my life under those dreaming trees and in that timeless enchantment. Perhaps I stayed because I could not have taken Cornelia with me. Perhaps it was because of Laura, who would have been as lost here as her father. Or, perhaps—and this made her start a little with profound wonder—I stayed to help Rufus himself.

“What can Stephen be doing so long in Scranton?” Sophia was asking with contempt. “He is always buying up worthless land there, and talking of coal. In the meantime, the land isn’t being developed, and he pays taxes on it. He never did understand such things.”

Rufus laughed shortly. “Don’t underestimate old Steve. One of these days those acres of coal will be profitable. It’s just a matter of time.”

“If it weren’t for you, son, ‘time’ would eat up all our profits and the railroad would be in bankruptcy!” exclaimed Sophia with a toss of her head.

Rufus was bored; his mother’s comments never varied. He had grown tired of tedious complaints against his brother, and had tired of fending them off with artificial laughter. He sipped his whisky, played with the strong red curls of his clamorous little daughter, smiled down at the quiet Laura. He frequently found adults tiresome; children always charmed him. He wished his mother would be quiet.

Lydia was unobtrusively studying her husband. He might yawn, might be genuinely bored with his mother, but there was something hidden and alert about him. Underneath his yawns, his tenderness with the children, his relaxation, something was moving restlessly. A faint but familiar sensation of alarm came to her.

Rufus was throwing back his leonine head in laughter at some remark of Cornelia’s. As the child had not intended to be amusing at that moment, her pretty face changed into an expression of ferocity, and she began to beat on her father’s chest with her pink fists. This further amused Rufus, and he swung her up high into the air where she kicked and punched impotently, and then dissolved into a shout of mirth. He let her down and hugged her, and smiled over the seething curls at his mother. “The little rascal,” he said with fondness. “She makes up the most lovable lies, and when I catch her in them she is furious. But only for a moment or so.”

There was sharpness in Lydia’s voice. “Cornelia, stop laughing so madly. You’ll be ill.”

The child was instantly quiet, but she grinned affectionately at her mother, and Lydia could not help smiling in return. Cornelia then bounded off her father’s knees and ran to Lydia, where she swarmed up on her lap. Lydia kissed her admonishingly. They were a charming sight, the dark thin woman in her maroon-velvet dress, and the sturdy little girl, all burnish and crimson silk, their faces pressed together, one slim and pale, the other blazing with life. Rufus, without jealousy watched them in content. But Sophia cried, “Cornelia! Come to Grandma.”

Cornelia, even at five and a half, was too much of a diplomat to disobey. She might have a secret aversion for her grandmother, and resent the touch of her hard hands, but she immediately slid from her mother’s knees and ran at once to Sophia, who gathered her up hungrily in her bony arms. Cornelia never forgot the scent of her grandmother, a scent compounded of camphor and peppermint and old flesh.

There was the sound of the hall door opening to the turn of a key, and then a gush of cold air raced into the living room. Rufus straightened alertly. “It must be Steve,” he said, and now he forgot both the children and stood up. Cornelia bounced from the arms of Sophia and cried shrilly, “Uncle Stevie!” and darted into the hall like a small image of flame. Laura, with a slight smile, climbed down from the sofa and followed Cornelia sedately and in silence.

A cold film flowed over Lydia’s face, and she picked up her book again. Sophia and Rufus exchanged glances that were automatically significant, as they always did when Stephen was about to join them.

Stephen, drawn and gray, smiled at the little girls approaching him, one with a loud, bold demand for an immediate kiss, and one with a small hand held out. He came into the drawing room, haggard and worn and stooped. His mother regarded him militantly, muttered a greeting; Lydia murmured courteously. But Rufus approached with a broad smile and held out his large warm hand, which Stephen shook lifelessly. The children hovered at Stephen’s knees, looking up at him with eager attention.

“Welcome home,” said Rufus amiably. “And how was Scranton? Did you buy that property for me?”

Stephen’s tired features became more tired. But he fixed his eyes somberly on his brother. “I sent your check to my agent in Scranton, Rufus. You now have the option.”

Rufus raised his tawny eyebrows and waited.

Stephen sighed. “You see, I didn’t go to Scranton after all. I went to Chicago. There was no sense in telling you before, because what I suspected might have been a delusion. It wasn’t It is a fact. After dinner, Rufus, we must go to the library for a long talk.”

Rufus did not know whether to be profoundly relieved or disappointed now that his brother had told him of his true destination. So, he merely smiled. Stephen smiled also, a rueful ghost of a smile. “I didn’t leave my brief case on the train, Rufus,” he said; and now, to Rufus’s mortified confusion, Stephen’s eyes actually danced a little as if with sad mirth and understanding.

The lamps burned yellow in the library until long after midnight. Stephen had stopped talking; he was running his hands wearily over his drained face. “So, that is how it is,” he said lifelessly. Rufus, who had listened without a word, stared at the fire. He was conscious of profound satisfaction and excitement. Then he thought: I’ve underestimated him, all these years. He is going to be very hard to overthrow.
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Rufus, who had learned much from Stephen, sometimes found his self-restraint frustrating. The bold stroke, the flair, the quicksilver drama, of which he was so fond, and which were part of his nature, must sometimes be subordinated to figures and quiet statements which were not only safe but profitable. Adventure had its place; but facts were insurmountable if tedious. Yet Rufus had to admit that when Stephen did move there was more weight and power behind his quietness, and even more drama, than in histrionic fanfares propelled by wind.

So Rufus, always ready with the flamboyant word, the eloquent gesture, remained almost silent during much of the conversation between Stephen and Guy Gunther.

The financier had arrived on a November day of bright snow and brilliant gales, and he said, when received at home by the two brothers, “I congratulate you for your decision to live here rather than in Philadelphia or New York. I never saw such glorious weather.” He smiled approvingly at Stephen, gave a more cordial smile to Rufus. He went to one of the windows of the drawing room and silently admired the blue mountains, the shining skies and the white earth, and the turquoise river under its shell of ice. Privately, he told himself that this static quiet and immobility would drive him mad.

“Shall we have luncheon, sir?” asked Stephen in his low and unemphatic voice.

Mr. Gunther turned from the window, but he looked at Rufus, and what he saw pleased him. A few years ago Rufus would have joined him at the window and would have described the scene fully for him, in extravagant words. The new Rufus merely waited at his brother’s side, smiling agreeably; yet he was watchful. Ever watchful, thought Mr. Gunther with admiration. He’s learned very fast, and that shows a mobility of mind. He is becoming a very dangerous young man, and I need, and can use, dangerous men who are not all pyrotechnics and rainbow bubbles. Mr. Gunther went to the two brothers, linked his arms in theirs, smiled up at them, and said graciously, “Luncheon, of course.”

He was a short and rotund man, with a full and benevolent face. Though he was only forty-eight, his head was almost completely bald. The remaining fringe of his hair was light brown. His really fine eyes were an innocent blue, without craftiness or guile, and below them were set a wide, pudgy nose and a full smiling mouth. His whole appearance, in spite of the fine black broadcloth of his clothing, the black silk cravat anchored with a conservative gold lover’s-knot pin, and his plain white linen, suggested the unworldly cherub. He had a modestly charming manner, carefully cultivated, of spontaneous openheartedness and candor, and he conducted his sometimes deadly affairs with humor and a mendacious air of frank reasonableness.

At the luncheon table, seated between Rufus and Stephen (the ladies were not present), Mr. Gunther chatted pleasantly about his wife and family, told anecdotes that were so subtly ribald that even the haggard Stephen smiled, and related tales of Aaron that made Rufus shout with laughter. It was all part of Mr. Gunther’s stage setting of prediscussion agreeableness, and it was so skillfully done that few ever suspected its deliberateness. Stephen was one of the few, and Mr. Gunther knew it, and admired him for it.

After the very excellent luncheon, which Mr. Gunther enjoyed fully, the three gentlemen went into the library. Stephen had brightened the gloomy room with rose-velvet draperies and fires and a few pieces of attractive furniture, and as he used it often, it was no longer musty and dreary. The high wide windows were like pictures set into the book-lined walls, all vivid with wintry landscapes. Brandy had been set out, and the butler, Seth, was waiting to serve the gentlemen. A lusty fire roared on the hearth. Mr. Gunther, honestly appreciative at having been served exquisitely in this “Godforsaken outland,” settled himself near the hearth and sipped at the excellent brandy and beamed on his hosts. Very good, he thought; we’re mellow. He liked mellowness, for business conducted in such an atmosphere rarely became raucous or angry.

He noticed that Stephen had only a little brandy, and he remembered that Stephen had drunk no whisky before the luncheon and had barely touched the wine at the table. Rufus was slightly watery of eye, but Gunther was pleased to see that the younger brother had not become confidential or indiscreet, as he had once done under the influence of alcohol. Definitely, I shall be able to use him to our mutual advantage in the future, thought Gunther.

“How was Fort Wayne, Steve?” asked Mr. Gunther. He puffed at a fine cigar which Rufus had given him. His small black boots glittered in the mingled sunshine and firelight.

Rufus watched his brother. Without coloring or flinching, Stephen said softly and calmly, “I’m sorry, Mr. Gunther. I changed my mind.” He looked at the brandy in his glass. “I went, instead, to Chicago.”

That was the way to do it, thought Rufus. No dramatic announcement. It is really effective, then. Mr. Gunther was carefully putting down his brandy glass; his every motion was slow and thoughtful. And now he was regarding Stephen with mild surprise. The intensely blue eyes had become slightly narrowed and the smile that remained in them was the reflection of sunlight on mountain ice.

“Chicago? Well. And how was the weather there?”

“Very bad.” Stephen gave a rather banal description. He spoke listlessly and without apparent interest. But Mr. Gunther’s round and pudgy body had tensed. Stephen continued: “While there, I visited my friends at the Chicago Railroad System.”

“A very ambitious concern,” remarked Mr. Gunther. He chuckled. “Did they mention to you, by any chance, their still nebulous plans to build an independent line from the Pitts burgh terminal to Philadelphia, which will carry all traffic direct from Chicago to Philadelphia and probably New York?”

“Yes,” said Stephen quietly, “they did.”

Mr. Gunther smiled tolerantly. “And did they reveal to you how that would be almost ruinous to your own road?”

Stephen sighed. “I didn’t need their revelation; I knew.”

Silence engulfed the library. During it, Mr. Gunther turned to Rufus, who was very serious, and whose hazel eyes refused to meet the eyes of the other.

Mr. Gunther was always delicate in his approach. He finally echoed Stephen’s sigh. This amused Rufus, but he kept his face straight. “I shoud hate to see my old friend’s company—injured,” murmured Mr. Gunther in a distressful tone. “Is there anything I can do, Stephen?”

Stephen did not speak for a moment or two. Now there was a flush on his sunken cheeks. He gazed at Mr. Gunther coldly and steadily. “No, sir,” he said, and all his words were evenly spaced, “there is nothing you can do. Now.”

Excellent, thought Rufus. Mr. Gunther had lost a little of his infantile coloring; the pleasant expression was a little too fixed.

“Well,” said Mr. Gunther, spreading out his fat pink hands, “I’m glad you don’t need my help, Steve.” He waited tentatively, but Stephen did not reply.

Old Steve’s left the way open to him to reveal himself, thought Rufus. If he does not, this will end with Guy in the extreme dark, and his visit will resolve into nothing. The next move is up to him; he can take it or leave it; and he knows.

Mr. Gunther was making up his mind rapidly. He disliked “coming to the point,” himself. He preferred, by indirection, by suggestion, to force others into that position. But Stephen, apparently, was not going to be forced.

So Mr. Gunther said, with an open and blunt kindness, “You were always friendly with the fellers of the Chicago Railroad System, Steve. Can you tell me—confidentially, of course—if they are going to carry out their plans?”

“They are, Mr. Gunther,” replied Stephen with some stiffness.

Rufus began to enjoy himself; he was not going to be completely deprived of drama after all. The financier leaned forward on the mound of his belly, and the cherubic features hardened and all his voracity stood avidly in his eyes.

“And—Steve—you can’t stop them?”

“No. I cannot.” Stephen was beginning to show uneasiness, and Mr. Gunther contemplated him in shrewd silence. Have I underestimated him? he thought. Is he as intelligent and farsighted as I believed? Mr. Gunther slowly turned his head toward Rufus, who had assumed a sober expression. Cautiously, Mr. Gunther extended that sixth sense of his into the atmosphere; something was happening, and he did not like it though he did not know what it was.

He sat back in his chair and looked reflective. He smoked calmly. Stephen was studying his boots as if completely uninterested. Then Mr. Gunther began to chuckle richly: “We can stop them, or at least delay them, if you wish, Steve,” he said in a voice that almost purred. “And make ourselves considerable money in the process.”

“How?” asked Stephen. His flush had returned. He was not a man for this cat-and-mouse game, even with Gunther. The sick softening with which he was so familiar began to gnaw at the edges of his ancient dislike of the financier. He could never learn to enjoy outwitting other men, liked or disliked; it gave him no exultation to demolish even an enemy. Always there was that damnable compassion of his, pouring like warm sirup over his sternest resolutions, blurring the stonelike edges of them in nauseous stickiness.

Before Mr. Gunther could answer his short question, Stephen put down his brandy glass so hastily that the liquid tilted and ran over his hand. He wiped his hand, and his voice was unusually quick and tremulous:

“Mr. Gunther, you, like so many others, play games. You do business, but you like the sharp pounce, the pleasure of the hunt, the stunning manipulation. I’m not like that. So, in my own fashion, which no doubt you consider drab, I’ll tell you all you are angling to know.”

Mr. Gunther was not taken aback, for he knew Stephen very well. But he was amused at what he saw in those hunted eyes now turned so desperately upon him. It was compassion for him, Guy Gunther, because he, Stephen deWitt, was about to “hurt” him. “What do I want to know, Steve? I confess I don’t understand you.”

“You do understand, Mr. Gunther, and that is why you are here,” said Stephen. He was angered at what he had seen in Mr. Gunther’s face, and wounded. It was the old, old story; he extended compassion, or mercy, and it was received with ridicule and disdain. I never learn, he thought

“You went to Chicago some time ago, Mr. Gunther,” Stephen continued, speaking monotonously so that no emotion would betray him in his voice. “You went for one purpose: to discover all you could about the Chicago Railway System, and talk with your friends about that System, and to lay a plot against an honorable group of men. And then you saw that you needed us, the Interstate Railroad Company. You realized that we had an interest in the System, because you knew that we had some plans to lay a parallel line from Pittsburgh to Chicago, which would compete with the Chicago System. You knew that we were in a much better position, financially, than our Chicago friends.”

Very slowly, as Stephen was speaking, Mr. Gunther forced himself to relax in his chair, though rage and consternation were gathering blackly in his mind. He managed one of his angelic smiles, allowing it to spread in tender light over his round face. Then it stood in his eyes, which sparkled.

“Assuming all this is true, Steve,” he said gently, “how did you know?”

“I keep a dossier on everybody, Mr. Gunther.” Stephen’s voice was full of hard distress, and now he looked at the other man. “Your dossier is very detailed and extensive. I’ve never trusted you.”

“I’m sorry, Steve,” and Mr. Gunther’s tone was deeply regretful. “You never understood about your father and me. I thought you had finally realized, but it seems that I was mistaken.”

He’s putting Steve on the defensive, thought the inwardly laughing Rufus. He saw that Stephen’s fingers were clenched together, and that he was sweating with misery over what he was doing to Mr. Gunther. But Stephen, when he spoke again, spoke with quiet compactness: “You can’t deceive me, Mr. Gunther. You can’t make me feel guilty. I’m sorry you are forcing me to talk like this.”

Mr. Gunther sipped at his brandy. Over the rim of his glass, his eyes were thoughtful. “Do go on with your—explanation,” he suggested kindly.

“I am not ‘explaining,’ sir. I am merely trying to save you time, so you won’t make the mistake of stalking me. You needed us; you knew we had an interest in the System; you knew that the projected new line of the System would injure us. So you and your firm thought we would accede to your carefully laid plan of depressing the stock of the System, and then buying it up and gaining control of that road. And then, in talking with your friends in Chicago, you discussed financing an independent line from Pittsburgh east. By that time, you considered, the System would be in the hands of your company, and the independent line would ruin our company. Perhaps you even contemplated seizing control of us. I am sure you did.”

If Mr. Gunther felt horror, dismay, fury, and defeat, he did not reveal them. He continued to smile at Stephen as at a precocious younger brother who had aroused his admiration by a particularly magical trick. “I am not admitting anything, dear boy,” he said. “I am only interested in your speculations.”

‘They are not speculations, sir.” In spite of himself, Stephen’s voice was becoming a trifle high and vehement. “They are facts, and you know it. Shall I go on?

“I went to Chicago to see if I could avert what you had in mind. I was not trying to ‘outwit’ you at your own game. I was concerned with keeping the System out of your hands, to the ruin of the stockholders, who never concern you at any time. I was concerned with keeping the company solvent, for they are friends of mine; and their projected line, though it would compete with ours, was not planned out of greed but only out of honest competition. Naturally, I was alarmed about the threat to the prosperity of our own company, and so I made a very advantageous agreement with the System.”

“Did you?” asked Mr. Gunther softly.

“I did, sir. Confronted with the fact that the System was planning to compete with us, openly and honestly, but to our disadvantage, I brought to their attention how you were plotting to ruin them, and I asked the president to call his board of directors. I put the matter up to them frankly. I asked them to give us a 999-year lease on their right of way, guaranteed to pay the indebtedness on the line and a rental fee. If they did not accede, and remained blind to your plot, we would have to build a parallel line from Pittsburgh to Chicago, in sheer self-defense.” He paused. “I have the lease, and all agreements, in my brief case.”

He leaned back, sickened and exhausted, and began to stare through one of the library windows. A new snowstorm was gathering; dark clouds massed themselves over the mountains. The earth became stark and flat under a lemon-colored sky.

Mr. Gunther was silent. He had had some few defeats before, but never one so final, so complete, so humiliating. This yokel had manipulated matters with pure genius, which Mr. Gunther knew involved not only imagination and daring, but extraordinary power. How much had Rufus to do with this?

The astute Mr. Gunther said to himself: Rufus didn’t know. He would have been all for my idea; he would have seen the immediate mutual advantage of an alliance with me. The long-range view is not his. It was done by Steve, and only by Steve.

His wrath and mortification were beginning to give him a violent headache, and he was vaguely concerned. The luncheon he had eaten was a mass of stones in his belly. But his face remained kind and open, and his eyes continued to smile.

“Your thesis about my devilishness is very interesting, Steve. I like the way you develop ‘plots.’ Naturally, I shall not either admit or deny the whole fabric. I’m a little flattered, though, about your belief in my omniscience. Let me congratulate you on a very fine piece of business. Your father could not have done better.”

Stephen stood up abruptly. “I am afraid that I am going to make a rude request. I don’t sleep well on trains. I am very tired. I must lie down for a while, so I beg you to excuse me, sir. Shall we meet at dinner?”

“Indeed, yes, my boy,” replied Mr. Gunther solicitously. He stood up, and smiled at Stephen with creamy affection. “Have you a headache? I have some tablets. These business affairs are sometimes tiring, I know. Sleep well. And tonight I shall enjoy a pleasant dinner with your ladies.”

He and Rufus watched in silence as Stephen went out of the room with his ambling and awkward walk. Then Mr. Gunther sat down again in his chair and resumed his smoking. Rufus stood before the fire and appeared to be very interested in it. Long moments passed. Wind rumbled at the windows.

Then Mr. Gunther spoke in the softest of voices: “Rufe, you and I, someday, must have a long conference. A very long conference.”

Rufus turned slowly and looked down at his guest. Mr. Gunther was smiling, and there was a cunning twinkle in his eyes. Rufus smoothed down his mane of fiery hair, and smiled in return. “I am hoping for that,” he said gravely. “Yes, I am hoping for that.”
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The relationship of Lydia and Sophia had, over the years, congealed into polite hostility. Even when Lydia had come as a bride to the house on the mountain there had never been too much friendliness between the two women, but Sophia had respected Lydia’s dignity and had never attempted any intimacy. The respect had grown over a period of ten years, so that now Sophia was sometimes afraid of her daughter-in-law, whom she intensely disliked. There was something else about Lydia, and that was the art of noncommunication, a repelling of any warmth or human approach. It is because she feels so secure as one of the “Fielding girls,” Sophia thought with anger. She preens herself without reason. She is contented with the illusion that she is important, and probably does not know that some people laugh at her.

No one laughed at Lydia deWitt, in spite of Sophia’s malicious belief. Like Sophia, they were afraid of this disinterested and beautiful woman, who courteously refused to become embroiled in social affairs except on rare occasions. They might whisper to themselves about Rufus’s justifiable “indiscretions,” but when they were with Lydia they fawned upon her and were eagerly grateful for her company.

During the past two years Lydia had demonstrated, to Sophia’s satisfaction at least, that her “queerness” was increasing. She had taken to long and lonely walks on the mountain roads at night. She would be gone as much as three hours at a time, and when she returned her face would be flushed, or very pale, and her eyes would either be too strained and bright, or brooding. Sophia noticed that these walks occurred only when Rufus was away from Portersville. When Rufus was home, Lydia dutifully remained there, the quiet but friendly wife. Once Sophia had mentioned those walks to Rufus, but he only smiled and shrugged.

Lydia’s walks invariably ended in a spot she considered peculiarly her own. She returned always to the place which she had loved as a child, and which she would always love.

One approached it by leaving the mountain road, turning past a distant wood of ancient elms, climbing a knoll where dark spruces stood tall and thick against the sky, descending to a tiny valley where a stream flowed toward the river, then pushing through a thicket of wild honeysuckle and blackberry bushes. One emerged onto a hidden glade of thick soft grass in the center of which was a mound shaded by silver-birch trees. No one came to this spot, where, in spring, it was sweet with dogwood and wild lilacs, and golden with forsythia, all forming a towering hedge about it. A thin arm of the stream ran along one side of it until the hottest part of summer. Lydia would eat of the wild strawberries which lay in the grass like rubies, and would break off the branches of the lilacs which seemed to her more intoxicating than those in the garden of Stephen’s house. Wild roses grew in the thicket, and tawny field lilies, and tangles of black-eyed daisies. No cattle could wander here, and in so far as Lydia ever knew, no one ever visited its isolation.

Since her marriage she had rarely gone to the glade during the day. During her girlhood it had been her fortress in the hot summer noons, for the trees, shrubs, and thicket kept it always in blue shade. As she had grown older, and before her marriage, she had taken to visiting it at night, when, lying on her back on the low mound, she could fancy herself in an enchanted fairy ring, safe from any intruder, safe from any voice or laughter. She would look up at the sailing moon, or at the cool blaze of stars, and a sense of security would come to her which no house could ever give, and no walls could offer.

Sometimes, during the warm nights, she would fall asleep to the murmur of the little stream, the air scented all about her, the wind in the birches. She would awaken refreshed and renewed, able to resume the burden of a life daily growing more barren and dusty. She was never lonely here, as she was when at home, or among guests. Everything comforted her, the trees, the flowers, the trickle of bright water in the grass, the secret sky, the humming of insects, the quiet breezes. When autumn came, and the glade turned bronze and scarlet and gold, she would feel an intense sadness, a warning of banishment. If she looked toward spring impatiently, it was for the protection of her glade, her flight into herself. Hardly had the snows melted, and the ice thinned on the mountains, when she returned, careless of wet boots and skirts, and looking eagerly for the first blaze of the forsythia, the first violets in the grass.

It was two years ago that her shelter had been invaded.

She never forgot that night of leaping moon and scent and silence. She had gone there, and had seated herself on the mound with a sigh of deep content, the thicket walls closing behind her. A few dark clouds moved across the sky. The crescent moon, abnormally large and radiant, had suddenly plunged like a saber into a cloud, only its shining upper edge visible. Lydia had watched, fascinated. Then, to her great alarm, she had heard the thicket snapping and crackling, and the shadowy figure of a very tall man had appeared, faceless in the quick gloom. She could see his mighty shoulders, his large bare head. He said nothing. He only stood there in silence. The moon withdrew its sword from the cloud and threw down a shower of pale light into the glade. Now everything turned a ghostly silver, trees, shrubs, grass, distant mountains, and the woman sitting in affronted and dismayed silence on the mound. The billows of her smoke-gray muslin dress foamed about her, and her bare shoulders glimmered like white stone in the spectral rays of brilliant moonlight.

She could feel the affrightened quickening of her heart, and she finally said sharply, “Who is it? What do you want?”

“Hello, Lydia,” replied the man in a rough and grating voice. He advanced toward her, his great body lumbering and slow like the body of a beast.

She recognized him now, for the moonlight revealed his face. “Jim,” she said. “Jim Purcell.”

Her heart, instead of quieting, began to race harder. He sat down on the mound beside her, and folded his big arms around his knees. He stared at the thicket through which he had come, and said nothing. Lydia had always believed that if she ever discovered that someone else had found this place it would lose its enchantment for her, that she would feel it had been desecrated and that she could come here no more. But no sense of outrage struck her now, no stir of disappointment or depression.

Crickets clattered loudly in the silence; there was a shrilling of insects in the woods beyond the glade. Now the fragrance of a disturbed earth, fecund, warm, and mysterious, rose up about the woman and the man who sat there so still together. The moonlight struck on the distant mountain peak and turned it into a cone of pale fire.

“How did you find this place, Jim?” asked Lydia, and her voice was gentle.

“Why, Lydia,” he answered, “I always knew you came here. Since you were a kid. Remember? I used to follow you around, since we were knee-high to ducks.” He reached in his pocket for a pipe, struck a lucifer. The orange glow illuminated his gross and pitted face, and Lydia saw it was full of gravity and contentment. She did not find him repellent; she had never found him so.

She could hear the sweet tinkle of her mother’s voice: “But my darling, such a brute! So stupid, my love, and so poor. He shambles, love, and his boots are muddy, and he stares at you like an idiot, truly. How can you endure him?” Her father had said in his frail and patrician voice, “But my pet, Lydia cannot endure him at all. She is only sorry for the poor creature. He has trailed her for years, and she gives him a kind glance occasionally, as one would give a lost and mongrel dog.”

I never wanted to hurt them, thought Lydia. I did not know, then, that it is sometimes necessary to hurt others if you are to save your own soul. She had told Jim Purcell not to come again, that her parents did not like him, and that she would never wound them. Now something began to ache in her like a desolation and an unbearable sadness.

“Guess you always did like me, Lydia, at that,” Purcell rumbled. “Even now. It kind of gives me a comfort when you look at me across a room.”

Lydia’s eyes began to smart. She said, and her voice trembled, “How long ago did you find out that I came here, Jim?”

“Why, Lydia”—and his tone, though harshly accented, was almost gentle—“I’ve known all the time. I would be sittin’ here, thinkin’, and then I’d hear you rustlin’, and I’d dive out the other side, and you’d sit down on this mound. For hours. And I’d be watchin’ you.” He turned to her, and the pits and swollen masses of his face became illuminated with a smile in the moonlight. “But I never let you know it was my place, as well as yours.”

There was a tightness in Lydia’s throat, and a tightness in her heart. The glade swam in dim shadow about her. “Why did you let me know—tonight, Jim?” she asked.

“Well, Lydia, I’ve come to the conclusion that things are gettin’ out of hand with you. Thought you ought to know you have a friend. Don’t know, yet, just what I can do for you, but I’m here, Lydia, any time you need me.” His huge hands touched hers for a single moment, then withdrew. “A rude, uncultured man,” he was privately called. “A dolt. How did he ever get so rich? But, of course, he’s absolutely ruthless and without conscience. And viciously greedy and merciless.”

Lydia knew that he was not “uncultured.” If he spoke “rudely,” it was because of the contempt in which he held the delicate mountebanks and polite buccaneers. If he was ruthless, and Lydia knew he was, it was an open ruthlessness, unlike that of her husband’s. That was why she had never held Jim Purcell in aversion during these later years when he had plunged doggedly, and like an elemental force, toward wealth and power. If he was guilty of unethical machinations, and if he crushed weaker men in his primeval passage, he did it with a contemptuous and potent honesty, with no feeble justifications, with no pious homilies and pretensions.

He was smoking placidly; the little red fire of his pipe waned and glowed. She could see his big shapeless mouth, the crudely fashioned nose, the small lightless eyes. An ugly man, a monstrous man, in a way. Yet, all at once, to the sudden racing of her heart, he appeared to her to be all strength and command.

“I think I always knew you were my friend,” she said. Without volition, her hand lifted and touched his arm timidly. He did not move. His bulky legs were splayed without grace in the light of the moon; his shoulders were mountainous. The pipe continued to wane and glow tranquilly.

“How long are you going to stand it, Lydia?” he asked, not looking at her.

She folded her hands in her soft muslin-draped lap. Her honesty rose to meet his, with all simplicity. “I don’t know,” she answered. “I offered Rufus a divorce years ago. I have been thinking, lately, of going to live in my own house.” She paused.

“Well, why don’t you?”

“Because he would never allow me to take Cornelia with me. And I must be with her, to do what I can.”

He chuckled roughly. “Lydia, you’ll never be able to do anythin’ for that little girl, and you know it. She’s just like her dad.”

“But she’s also a female,” said Lydia, and her voice thickened with pain. “And women aren’t usually as conscienceless as men. She’s a very reasonable child, at times, and I love her dearly, and she loves me. I must do what I can for her.”

“Umph.” He withdrew the pipe from his mouth and the smoke curled up, caught in a silver mist in the moonlight. “Yes, I suppose the kid does love you. I’ve seen you both, in your carriage, when you didn’t see me. But you’ve got to remember that love doesn’t change people’s fundamental character, Lydia.”

“I don’t want her to grow up knowing her mother deserted her,” said Lydia pleadingly. “Later on, many years later, she may use that as a hypocritical defense of any wickedness she does.”

“And maybe she’ll grow up despisin’ a mother who didn’t have the guts to save her own soul,” said Purcell.

Lydia did not speak for a few moments. Her face had grown hot, and there were tears in her eyes. Then she said, “Cornelia’s only seven years old. I must stay awhile.”

He knocked his pipe on a stone. He turned toward her, and she saw his enormous face and the piercing scrutiny of his tiny eyes. “That isn’t the only reason, Lydia. There’s old Steve. You’re watchin’ to see that Red Rufe doesn’t do him in? Right, old girl?”

“Yes,” she answered.

“H’m. But Rufe will do it, y’know. Maybe any day. He’s a clever one, that Rufe. The panic’s on, and it doesn’t seem to be passin’, and Rufe’s busy. I’ve been watchin’ him, myself, trying to guess what he’s up to. But he’s like a fast and expert dancer, and I just lumber a few feet behind. Well, anyway, he’s movin’ fast, now. He’s not sayin’ anythin’; didn’t say anythin’ even when old Steve went right on payin’ the workers’ wages when there isn’t much movin’ on the railroads these days. But there he is, smilin’ like a cat what’s got its paws into the cream, and he’s lickin’ them.” He added reflectively, “Interstate passed the last three dividends, and Rufe just goes on smilin’. He’s been down to New York six times in the past two months, talkin’ to Gunther.”

“Why?” cried Lydia in desperate alarm.

Purcell shrugged. “Now, Lydia, that’s somethin’ I’d like to know, too. But Gunther’s a big feller; he’s not tellin’ anybody anythin’.”

Lydia wrung her hands together. “What can we do, Jim? Tell me what we can do?”

He put his hand on her bare shoulder, and in spite of her fear she could feel fire running down her arm, striking at her heart. “Lydia, old girl, you can’t do anythin’ for Steve. What could you do? And me? I can only wait around to pick up the pieces. You know old Steve. He wouldn’t listen to anybody. He trusts Red Rufus, and that’s like trustin’ a tiger. I’ve tried to warn him, and he looked at me like I was dirt. Haven’t seen him for weeks; he won’t speak to me.”

He lifted his hand from Lydia’s shoulder, and studied the palm as if in wonder.

“You could talk with Mr. Gunther,” suggested Lydia in her despair.

He laughed loudly and hoarsely. “Gunther? He knows what I’d be tryin’ to do. He’s with Rufe in this. Besides, Gunther’s got an old score to settle with me. I can’t get anythin’ on him, if you know what I mean. Besides, it would do no good. Old Steve’s the problem. You can’t get around him. He’s just got a conscience.”

Lydia could only wring her hands over and over. Her beautiful profile was tense and wretched in the frail light.

“Steve, because he’s Steve, and things in this country are too big for him, and he’s got too many bad enemies, is going to be hurt, hurt bad, Lydia. So we just stand by when the inevitable happens. You can’t help him by stayin’ in that house. You might as well leave.”

But she cried, “Jim! You can do something, I know you can!” She turned to him and the moonlight struck her face.

“Thanks, Lydia, for believin’ that. I told you I’m tryin’ somethin’. It’s indirect. Look, old girl, I never asked nobody to trust me before. Never did care a damn, because, perhaps, nobody could trust me. But I’m askin’ you to trust me now.”

“Oh, I do, I do, Jim!” She spoke passionately. “I always did. I think I never trusted anyone at all, except you.”

Purcell watched her in a deep silence, and an odd expression touched his muddy eyes so that they quickened with a stern tenderness. Lydia ran distracted hands through the masses of her black hair, and thick tendrils spilled over her cheeks and neck. Purcell picked up one of the tendrils and rubbed it slowly and strongly through his fingers. She became quiet then, her hands dropping to her knees.

He spoke as if nothing had happened, and dully, “It may take Rufe a longer time than he expects. Impatient feller, but somehow he’s learned how to wait. And I’ve got to wait until he makes a move. Doubt if I’ll be able to do anythin’ then. But I’ll do what I can.”

Lydia spoke in the loud but toneless voice of a sleepwalker: “I’ve come to hate Rufus, because of Stephen, and because of all that he is.”

“Well, now, Lydia, that’s bein’ kind of extravagant. That’s the woman’s way of talking. Rufe and I and Gunther would just call it all ‘business.’ Rufe’s getting to be the better man, better than old Steve. Don’t hold it against him. But Steve’s not suited to the tear-and-eat school, though he’s been doin’ fine in an honorable kind of way. He’s, well, I think they’d call him an ‘anachronism’ these days.”

Lydia began to cry silently, and then in the most natural way possible Purcell took his handkerchief, dabbed at her cheeks gently, then put the handkerchief in her hand. “Stephen’s such a fool!” she wept. “Such a fool.”

Purcell became very grave. “People think I haven’t had much schoolin’, but I have, in an uneven sort of way. I remember something that Pliny the Elder said, and I’ve always remembered it: ‘I have studied much the philosophies of the old sages, and their dream of Demos and universal liberty and the brotherhood of man. But still, laboring wearily in my mind, I am not convinced that such a dream shall ever emerge from the darkness of men’s souls. Rather would I believe it possible that the sun should rise in the West, contrary to his custom, than that ever a single man should extend into reality a philosophy so at variance with all his instincts.’

”Lydia had hardly listened at the beginning, but as Purcell had gone on quoting she had straightened, listening intently, and a bitter look had hardened the contours of her face.

“The old feller was very bright, Lydia. You can’t make the sun rise west. People bein’ what they are, and what they’ll always be. Got to deal with things as they are.”

Lydia sighed. “How terrible it all is, Jim. It isn’t only Rufus and Stephen. Portersville is changing, too. There’s something ugly in the air, for the first time.”

“Guess I can’t be too romantic about that either, Lydia. Let’s say that Portersville was a sort of friendly and pleasant place, up to the last few years, because it was small-townish, and it was kind of in the family. Now there’s all these immigrants comin’ in, and nobody knows them, and they’re queer to the folks in town, and the town’s drawn together against them. Old human nature, to hate the stranger. That’s how social castes are built up. What would you want to do, Lydia? Remake the whole damned world and damned human nature? You can just save yourself.”

“I can’t leave,” replied Lydia. “There is Cornelia, and there is Stephen. And Laura, too. Too many to desert.”

“H’m,” commented Purcell. He examined one of his great boots in the diminishing moonlight. “Quixotic.”

“And you despise me for it?” cried Lydia with some anger.

Purcell rubbed the mud from his boots. “No, ma’am, can’t say that I do.” He picked up his pipe. “I like to know it’s there, though it seems damn foolishness to me. You don’t understand me, eh?”

“Yes,” said Lydia almost inaudibly. “I think I do, Jim.”

He gave her his hand and helped her to her feet, and had stood looking down at her, smiling.

“You’ll come again to this place, won’t you, Lydia? I haven’t frightened you away?”

She tried to smile in answer. “I’ll come, Jim. I’ll come.”

Since that time they had met often, these past two years, from the first of spring until autumn. They had met casually and distantly in the homes of acquaintances. The fact that Jim Purcell was almost invariably present on these occasions was not even commented upon as coincidental, and no one noticed the sudden swift exchange of glances between him and Lydia or the sudden touch of hands in passing.

When spring would return, Lydia would come to the glade. She did not always meet Jim Purcell there, nor did he meet her. There was never, between them, any appointment for any particular night, never a promise given or received. There was never any love-making, except for a light pressure of hands, though at rare intervals Lydia would lay her head on Purcell’s shoulder in a gesture of exhaustion or in seeking for wordless consolation. More often than not, they would just sit side by side, listening to the cries of the night birds, watching the drifting of clouds over moon or stars, and sometimes they would part from each other after an hour or two with only a few words spoken.

It was in the early spring of 1876, when the tragic panic was developing into acute and bloody violence all over America, that Purcell suggested to Lydia that she obtain a divorce from Rufus.

“I can’t, dearest,” said Lydia, with misery. “You know I can’t leave Cornelia and Stephen and Laura. I know, as you have said, that there is nothing I can really do to protect any of them, but I’m like someone watching a man painting a steeple. You have the feeling that if you look away the man will fall.” She continued faintly: “And in a way, I remain because of Rufus, vaguely believing that he needs me, too, and that but for me he might be worse.”

Purcell considered this with some wryness. Red Rufus was fast coming to his planned climax, and bringing those associated with him into tragedy and despair. But Purcell, after some thought, decided not to tell Lydia.

He said, “You think you’ll have to leave your girl. But you won’t. You can get a divorce, and her custody.” He pulled a sheaf of papers from his pocket, and by straining her eyes in the spring darkness and star-shine, Lydia could see that the sheaf was corded and sealed. “I’ve been havin’ Red Rufe investigated—quietly, of course—over the past two years. Here are the names of all his lady friends, and their addresses, and where they meet. We can bring the whole business into court.”

She said, “Oh, yes, I’ve known all about this for a long time. But it isn’t Rufus’s fault, entirely. He isn’t guilty because he isn’t what I thought he was when I married him. The delusion was mine, and I made him suffer for it.”

“So you want to make him keep on sufferin’, eh, Lydia? You won’t let him go, and let him marry another woman who’ll give him children? You won’t marry me?”

Lydia moved a little from him, and half turned her back. “It’s also Rufus,” she murmured. “Perhaps I’m a fool, but I think he refrains from some things because of me.”

Purcell put his enormous hands on her shoulders and swung her fiercely toward him. “Lydia! You are a fool. He isn’t ‘refraining’ from a damn thing, as you’ll find out soon. What then, Lydia? Don’t you think I’m a man? Think I’m satisfied just sittin’ here, year after year, holdin’ hands with you like a kid at school? I want you in my house, in my bed. How old are you, Lydia? You’re thirty-four, aren’t you? Not too old for children. I want our children, Lydia.”

But Lydia had caught only a few terrifying words from this rough diatribe. “What do you mean, Jim? Is Rufus—”

“I can’t tell you things you wouldn’t understand. And I can’t stop them, either. But the day’s almost here when Rufus will have the damned railroad in his hands. And the house, too, which Steve owns. And every goddamned cent. What then, Lydia? What then?”

“Stephen? Stephen?” Lydia’s cry deepened to a groan. Purcell nodded grimly. “It’ll be all up with him, Lydia. He’ll find out, and it may kill him, findin’ out. Steve’s been ruined because he trusted; you’d call it bein’ victimized, and maybe it is. Well. There it is. What I could do now would be throwin’ good money after bad. Besides, Steve doesn’t know that the walls are about to fall on him.”

Lydia seized his arm. “Jim, why don’t you tell him?”

“He wouldn’t believe it. He won’t believe it until he sees it for himself. That’s the kind of a fool he is. And you know it.”

Lydia began to tremble, and after a moment’s resistance, Purcell put his arms about her and held her against his giant’s chest. He kissed her hair and her cheek and finally her cold lips. She clung to him and cried helplessly. “There, there, love,” he mumbled. “Sweet love. My Lydia. There’s some things you can’t help; men kind of bring their destiny on themselves.”

When she could speak, out of her pain and despair, she said, “If it happens, then I’ll divorce Rufus. If I didn’t, I think I should kill him.”
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It is not true that one forgets sorrow, Stephen would think. No, there was no surcease of sorrow for him. The day of Alice’s death ten years ago was as vivid and as terrible as though it had occurred only today. Her face and her voice, her sweet childish smiles, her gestures and her pretty figure and tender actions, never faded or blurred in his memory. They were always there immediately remembered. To this day, if a door opened into his room, he turned expectantly. At night, he reached for her in his lonely bed. Sometimes, in his anguish, he pressed the knuckles of his hand tightly against his teeth and endured the waves of grief as a man, committing suicide, endures the waves of the sea into which he has deliberately walked. All the joy of the hours had gone for him, all the dreams he had ever had. He sometimes told himself that he lived for his little daughter Laura, now ten years old, but in truth he lived only for the day when she would no longer need him and he could die.

He did not believe that he would ever “meet” Alice again after death. The sorrow of his existence, and the blows which had been inflicted upon him by man, had obliterated any faith he had had in God and immortality. Despair had come to abide with him as a black presence which colored all his days and his nights, and there was no hope to take its place and oust it from the stark and empty caverns of his soul.

The love he felt for his young daughter was, in truth, mostly constant anxiety for her welfare. He worked to conserve her holdings and her fortune in order to buy security for her, to make her safe from a ravening world. There was nothing in the child which reminded him of Alice. He never regarded her as needing him for any other reason except worldly security, and though he was invariably tender with her—for tenderness was part of his nature—and though he held her on his knees lovingly and stroked her dusky ringlets with a gentle hand, he never approached the farthest outskirts of her spirit.

There was only one member of his household who could provoke his rare smile or faint laughter, and that was Cornelia, his niece. Pert, saucy, and witty, and instinctively amiable toward everyone, she would climb unasked on his knee, as little Laura never did. She would smack him heartily, and then immediately ask him for some money. It gave him pleasure to put gold certificates in her grasping little hands, though Lydia objected. Her burnished young beauty, her consuming zest for life, her unabashed passion for living, warmed his cold hands and sometimes halted the constant chill shivering of his soul. Reticent himself, respecting all individual privacy, and bewildered, as always, by the mystery of other human beings, he never speculated on Cornelia’s character or busied himself, with monkey curiosity, as to what lay behind her loud and husky voice, her boisterous and demanding, if endearing, ways.

Sorrow and misery did not, however, free Stephen from his conviction that he was morally bound to relieve the sorrow and misery of others. In fact, his own despair drove him to excesses which ten years ago would have been unthinkable or which would have sensibly given him pause. His charities had risen to enormous heights, arousing both the wonder and the derision of the recipients, whether individuals or organizations. Stephen gradually came to be suspected of siphoning off money, in reality belonging to his “wronged” brother, for his own uses, and his charities seemed only a small sop to whatever meager conscience he possessed. As an evidence of this, they pointed to Rufus’s insignificant donations to local charities. A man so warm, so kind, so amiable and sympathetic as Rufus deWitt, would have been only too delighted to contribute largely—had he the means.

No one but Rufus and the directors of the board knew that Stephen drew no more from the Interstate Railroad Company than his very respectable salary, and it was to their interest that this matter not be given publicity. His coal acreage near Scranton was adding, as yet, little to his income. He could have developed it had he not invested the greater part of his money in trust funds for Laura, and in charities. The trust funds were irrevocable, and no one spoke of the charities. Of course, he retained the fifty-one per cent of the railroad stocks and bonds, but he hardly regarded them as his own property. And he had not received any dividends from them for over two years.

So it was that on a hot August Sunday, as he went over his accounts, the first stirrings of anxiety for himself came to him.

The panic, which had begun in 1873, and which showed, in 1876, little signs of vanishing, had hit the Baynes Locals very severely. Joseph Baynes now owed Stephen deWitt twenty four thousand dollars. Virtuously, Joseph had insisted upon giving Stephen notes for this large sum of money. Once the notes had been given to the “affluent” Stephen, Joseph was rarely disturbed by the memory of them. He felt completely safe. Tom Orville, running into difficulty during the panic, might have lost his lumber business to the Interstate Railroad Company, had not Stephen given him ten thousand dollars, also secured by notes righteously thrust upon Stephen.

Stephen sat at his desk in the library, his haggard face sweating and gray with mingled heat and fear. His personal bank balance was less than twelve thousand dollars in cash. Rufus and Sophia did not contribute any money whatever to the upkeep of the great white mansion on the mountain. Stephen had refused Rufus’s casual offer; it was all he, Stephen, could do, “under the circumstances.” It never occurred to Sophia to suggest an equitable sum out of her own sound income, and it never occurred to Stephen either. Servants, food, household expenses, upkeep, and the support of the family came to at least seven hundred dollars a month. Stephen footed the bills for all the elaborate entertainment on which Sophia insisted. His mother had no intention of spending a penny of her own—all of which was bequeathed in her will to Rufus and Cornelia—even for her personal expenses and grand wardrobe. She would say to herself grimly: He’s got to pay for what he did. Never a particularly extravagant woman while Aaron was building up his fortune, nor until the time of his death, she now was a prodigal. All bills coming to the house were addressed exclusively to “Stephen deWitt, Esquire,” whether the bills were for the music lessons given to both Cornelia and Laura, medical bills for the entire family, or bills for clothing, coal, wood, or carriages. No bill was too small or too large to be placed on Stephen’s desk.

It did not occur to Stephen that there was anything incongruous in Rufus refusing to accept a house key of his own, and Rufus’s bills for himself and his daughter and his mother.

Twelve thousand dollars in cash, and six thousand dollars in bills since April! Of course, thought Stephen, rubbing his wet forehead, there was his salary. But he was committed to give twelve thousand dollars in September, November, and December to the Portersville Home for the Aged, the Portersville Home for Abandoned Children, the Retired Veterans of the Civil War, and the local hospital.

He thought: I could go to Philadelphia and borrow on my stocks and bonds. But how would I repay the loan, if things don’t improve rapidly? Besides, his fifty-one per cent was a sacred trust, and he could not convince himself that in reality it honorably belonged to him. If there was only some way I could cut down, thought Stephen desperately. He went over the list of servants, and shrank. Sophia might not contribute a penny to their pay, but she regarded the servants as almost entirely her own and herself as the head of the household. She would have a fit, thought poor Stephen, and abandoned the matter. The carriages? There were eight vehicles altogether, and a corresponding company of grooms and coachmen. They could be eliminated to a great extent, but what would the poor wretches do at a time when employment was still rapidly declining?

There was no way out, except by borrowing. For a moment Stephen thought of bringing his financial troubles to Rufus, not to ask his brother to help with expenses (that would be unthinkable under “the circumstances”), but simply for consolation and advice about the mountainous dilemma. No, it would be wrong to force Rufus to share his anxieties. He must borrow the money very soon, giving a certain amount of his stocks and bonds as collateral. He reflected that the Chicago Railroad System was costing the Interstate Railroad Company an enormous sum of money these last few years, because it, like all other railroads, was suffering from the panic.

Stephen believed that his mounting troubles were unknown to anyone but himself. But Rufus knew; the bankers in Portersville were his friends. As he had suspected, Stephen’s “weaknesses” of character were hurrying him into ruin.

It was not possible for Stephen to know that he was under any surveillance, nor would he have suspected it. He was on the best of terms with Rufus, and he constantly used the memory of Rufus’s support of him in dealings with the board of directors as consolation when his personal troubles seemed to him insurmountable. Yet, during the past two years, some sixth sense had made him uneasy. He was like a man caught in a fog in a strange and dangerous country, not knowing from whence a deadly enemy might emerge. Lately his instinct would not be quieted; he would awake in the night, trembling and undone.

Now the periods during which his logic could drive off his nameless and faceless fear became shorter and shorter. On this hot August afternoon it seized him like the teeth of a great beast, and he got to his feet, looking about him in dread. He went to the western windows of the library, which looked out upon the gardens slowly dropping in terraces over the side of the mountain. Upon the upper terraces grew tiers of mighty pines and elms, one above the other, sheltering the bluish-green grass which sloped below them. Here the shade, so clustering and cool, would permit no flower beds. But the terraces beneath exploded in scarlet, yellow, blue, white, rose, and purple, interspersed with winding stone paths, little brilliant fountains, and only an occasional tree. Three willows trailed their long green hair in the blazing wind, and caught pure glitter on their thin and delicate leaves. A group of birches turned copper under a sky of blue flame. A low white stone wall followed the garden down the mountainside, covered with interlaced rosebushes, dark green and thorny, with here and there a last late scarlet flower bursting forth from the mass like a rosette of fire. The far mountains loomed in mauve clouds in the distance, blending into the sky. Stephen, as he stood on the threshold of the windows, could feel the burning breeze on his face and could hear the raucous shrilling of the locusts. There was no other sound in the incandescent silence of the Sunday afternoon, no voice from the stables beyond the house, no movement of a servant or a member of the family through the corridors or in the rooms.

The garden usually brought a dim sense of peace to Stephen, but it brought no peace today. He stepped feebly out onto the grass, began to wander distractedly along the narrow paths between the flower beds. He came to a tiny grotto surrounded by the willows. Now the wind was cooler here, and he sat on a marble bench, hidden from the house. Bees accentuated the stillness with their busy comings and goings. He heard the prism-tinkle of a fountain, the slumbrous chant of the locusts. A squirrel ran across the hot grass near his feet. Stephen felt for his pipe and lighted it, and sighed. The willows, which he loved, bowed and lifted, but they were no longer comforters. An evil enchantment had moved over the whole illuminated scene.

Without warning, a thought came to him: It appears hostile and removed from me because I fear it is no longer mine.

Stunned and distraught, he pulled the pipe from his mouth. Who could take his home from him? Rufus!

But Rufus was his brother, his reconciled and admiring brother. How could Rufus take from him what was his? I must talk with somebody, he thought desperately, someone who will ridicule my terror. But who?

Stephen got rapidly and involuntarily to his feet, as if impelled by an irresistible urgency stronger than logic. It was then that he heard the voices of his daughter Laura, and Cornelia, and he was stopped in his flight.

Cornelia’s young voice was loud, laughing, and boisterous, but Laura’s voice was soft and slow.

“Of course Papa said I mustn’t tell anybody where we were, when we were in New York,” Cornelia was saying, and her voice came in jerks because she was jumping up and down in the excess of her ruddy energy. “Look, Laura, all those awful ants; they eat the flowers. Stamp on them. Here’s another anthill just for you.”

“No,” said Laura. “Please stop, Cornelia.”

“But they eat the flowers,” protested Cornelia. “Do you want them to eat the flowers? They’re harmful, the gardeners say.”

“Harmful to whom?” asked Laura, with real wonder. “Do you think the world was just made for us? It wasn’t; it was made for ants, too, and caterpillars, and crows and skunks and mice, and moths and butterflies and horses and trees. If any of them are harmful to us, we’re harmful to them.”

“Who cares? You’ve got only yourself to think of,” said Cornelia. “How tiresome you are, Laura. You talk like Mama, sometimes. You even look like Mama. Never mind. I was telling you about New York. It was so exciting—”

“If Uncle Rufus told you not to tell anyone where you went to in New York, then you shouldn’t,” Laura admonished with what Lydia would have thought an unnecessary righteousness.

“Phoo! I guess Papa thought it might make all of you jealous. What does it signify? You aren’t going to run and tell Uncle Steve, are you, or Grandma, or Mama?”

Stephen, halted in his rush from the grotto, sat down again. He had no desire, in his agony of mind, to encounter the two little girls hardly twenty feet from him.

“Well,” said Laura, trying not to sound too eager, “let’s sit down on the grass, and you tell me.”

“Not until I stamp on this anthill, which I saved for you,” replied Cornelia in a hurt tone. There were renewed sounds of vigorous jumping. “There. Pushed it right in. Look at the horrible little things running!” More stamping. “That will teach them not to eat our flowers, the horrid creatures.” Stephen heard Cornelia throw herself down on the grass beside her cousin. He heard her draw a husky and reminiscent breath of delight. “It was wonderful in New York. Not like this awful Portersville, where nothing happens, and people just eat big dinners and go to bed. Why, it was lit up all night. I went to the windows, over and over, and there were the gaslights, and the carriages rolling on the cobblestones, and people coming and going, and laughing, and all the ladies in their wonderful gowns. With bare shoulders! And you never saw such jewels. And you could hear the horsecars going right up to three o’clock in the morning. I just couldn’t sleep. I didn’t sleep a wink all the time we were there, and that was nearly a week. Papa didn’t mind; he said I ought to see what would one day be my world.” The child sighed blissfully. “Of course, I love our home here, and I’ll always keep it, and never sell it, and I’ll let you and dear Uncle Steve live here all the time and come back to visit you.”

“But the house belongs to my papa,” said Laura with perplexity.

Stephen became cold and rigid in the sunlit glade.

Cornelia’s common voice was affectionate and pitying. “But it won’t be, when I grow up. Papa said so. He said it to Mr. Gunther. It’ll soon be his house, and then he’ll leave it to me. Never mind, Laura. I love you and Uncle Steve so much. You can live here all your lives, and never pay me a single cent of money, and it’ll be such fun coming home in the summer and on the holidays to see you.”

Laura was touched by this generosity, though she was still perplexed. “Is my papa going to sell our house to your papa?”

“How can you be so ridiculous, Laura? Papa told Mr. Gunther that your papa couldn’t keep the house, and so, as Papa is your papa’s brother, Papa will have it. Don’t ask me so many questions. Anyway, I wasn’t supposed to hear these things, and don’t you dare tell anybody, hear? I was listening, sitting on the marble stairway in Mr. Gunther’s house.”

“Why, didn’t you stay in the hotel in Murray Hill?” asked Laura.

“No. That’s another secret. Papa had his post sent there, and telegrams from Portersville. But we stayed with Mr. Gunther, in his wonderful house on the corner of Thirtyfourth Street and Fifth Avenue. You think our house is fine? You should see Mr. Gunther’s! It cost millions, simply millions, Papa said. It is all white marble, and it has pillars. He bought it from the Stewart family, when Mr. Stewart died. Marble bathrooms. And big marble fireplaces, though they have what they call central heating, too. And servants! Why, Mr. Gunther gave me a maid all for my own, and she combed my hair and drew me my baths, and helped me dress. Did I feel fine and royal! Like a princess. I bet Queen Victoria doesn’t live in a palace like that, and have so many servants. It was the most wonderful house, better than Mr. Astor’s and Mr. Gould’s, and even better than Mr. Vanderbilt’s. They have brownstone houses, and they’re dull and dark, though big, too. And Mr. Gunther has such extraordinary furniture. Treasures, Papa said. From all over the world. Gilded chairs and tapestries, and rich paintings, and forks and spoons of solid gold!”

“Now, Cornelia, do you expect me to believe that?” asked Laura incredulously. “Solid gold spoons and forks! How you exaggerate.”

Cornelia was outraged. “Do you think I tell lies, Laura deWitt?”

Laura’s sweet voice was tinged with amusement. “You quite often do,” she observed.

Cornelia shrieked with good-natured and wicked laughter. “Well, the truth is usually dull. But I’m telling you the truth now, you picky thing. I haven’t finished telling you about New York. We rode on the Pullman Elevated, and the floor had carpets on it, and the poor people rode in horrid coaches, and we just streamed over the city! And we went to the afternoon parade in Central Park, all down Fifth Avenue, in Mr. Gunther’s grand carriage, which had two footmen as well as a coachman, all in red and silver uniforms. I tell you, I felt like a princess, or maybe a queen. And such ladies, all in bright colors, with bonnets with big plumes on them, and parasols just like flowers, all bowing to each other and laughing, and the horses prancing on the cobblestones and the silver harness shining. Such excitement. There was a band playing in the Park, and there was a pavilion, and you could be served China tea and little sandwiches with caviar and French cakes, and people would be out on boats on the lake.

“And then we went to Coney Island. We took a steamboat at the Battery and we sailed down the harbor. It was all so splendid. And people bathing in the sea. We even went to the amusement park, though Papa laughed. You’d love New York, Laura. Maybe your papa will take you there some day, too.”

Cornelia’s voice became even more blissful. “Maybe, when I have a big house like Mr. Gunther’s in New York, you’ll visit me.”

“I like my own home best,” remarked Laura without envy. “I think I’ll stay here with Papa.”

“Well, you can, though it’ll belong to me, then. But I’ve told you I want you and Uncle Steve to live here all your lives. Of course, you’ll never marry,” Cornelia went on with pitying confidence. “You aren’t pretty, like me. Grandma calls you a mouse. You’re a very sweet mouse. But you’ll stay and take care of Uncle Steve until he’s a very old, old man. And read all the books. I—” Cornelia continued happily—“am going to marry Patrick Peale. We saw him in Philadelphia, working with his uncle, Mr. Alex Peale. You never saw such a handsome man as Patrick Peale!”

“I saw him a year ago,” said Laura with laughing tolerance. “Anyway, you’re only ten years old, and Patrick’s a grown man. I expect he’ll be marrying any day now.”

Cornelia’s voice took on shrill indignation. “That’s not so! I asked him, and he promised to wait for me, so there.” Her breath was loud in the hot silence. “And Mr. Alex Peale reminded Patrick, right there in their offices in the big bank, that he mustn’t forget he was going to marry me, maybe in about seven years.”

“There’s Aunt Lydia, looking for us,” said Laura.

Cornelia jumped to her feet. “Look at the grass on me! Remember, now, Laura, you aren’t to tell a single living soul what I’ve told you. Papa didn’t say why, but he was stern about it, and if he knew I even told you I’d never go with him to New York again. Cross your heart!”

“Very well,” said Laura patiently. “There, I’ve crossed it. But you know I never tell anyone what you say.”

Young feet pounded on the grass, away from the grotto, and Cornelia shouted, “Mama, Mama! I’ve just been telling Laura the fairy tale you told me last night!”

Stephen had not moved during this innocent recital. Now he was conscious that he was covered with cold sweat. Guy Gunther. Alex Peale. Astor, Gould, Vanderbilt. Secrecy. Rufus had returned only two days ago with Cornelia. Before leaving Portersville he had idly mentioned that he wished Cornelia to see New York, and that he might “drop in on a few old friends, if they aren’t out of town.” Nothing had been said about Philadelphia. When Rufus had returned he had remarked that New York was dull and empty. Everyone had gone to Newport. He had seen no one of importance, or interest.

Shall I confront him? Stephen asked himself in the extremity of his terror. But what shall I say? If I mention this conversation, between the children, he will laugh it off, attempt to make me see it was nothing at all. And I’ll finally believe him.

Stephen fell back on the marble bench. But what can any of them do? The fact remains that I own fifty-one per cent of the stock and the bonds, and I own this house, which my father left me.

Though the Interstate Railroad Company had passed many dividends, it was more solvent than its competitors, and no one could seize it, or force it into bankruptcy. Logic’s voice became stronger in Stephen’s mind. Now his cold trembling subsided. But though he could think more clearly now, he was aware of an overpowering sickness of both soul and body. His brother, whom he had trusted, was a sleepless plotter against him. This, finally, was the most awful thing to Stephen.

Lydia was sitting under a large elm near the house. Her light lavender silk dress, simply draped but exquisite, set off her slender figure. Her dark head and lovely strange face were bent over the two pretty little girls seated at her feet. She looked up, to see Stephen moving slowly and heavily over the grass. Cornelia uttered a scream of joy, jumped up, and raced toward her uncle. Her verve and vivacious beauty were like a sunburst in the brilliant light. Her red curls, set off with long blue ribbons, streamed behind her, and her white lawn dress, sashed in blue, fluttered in the hot wind. Scarlet mouth was open, teeth glittering, hazel eyes full of vigorous radiance. Laura, also clad in white lawn, but with pink ribbons, came to her father more sedately, her dusky ringlets a cloud down her thin back, her small pale face smiling shyly, her remarkable gray eyes shining.

Cornelia hugged her uncle vehemently, but Laura held up her cool little cheek for his kiss. She had a cleft white chin, a white arched nose, and brows like black and tilted streaks over her eyes. Stephen, still shaking and almost mortally ill, could control himself enough to kiss Cornelia briefly, and then Laura. For the first time he saw Laura fully and completely. His daughter. His threatened child, with the elusive innocence on her face, her delicacy, her mysterious, withdrawn quality! She was his charge, he, her protector. He lifted her in his weak arms and held her to him almost passionately, while Cornelia, a trifle puzzled, watched.

Still carrying Laura, and followed by the offended Cornelia, Stephen went toward Lydia. She waited, and when he was closer, and she saw his face, she uttered an exclamation and got to her feet with a silken rustle. She rarely spoke to Stephen, but now she cried out sharply, “Stephen! What is wrong? Are you ill?”

He forgot his own knowledge that his sister-in-law despised him—for some unknown reason—and he said, “It is the heat, Lydia. I—I just came from the house, for some air.”

They stood looking at each other, and Lydia thought: He seems to be dying. He is holding Laura as if he is protecting her. Her heart began to beat with compassion and alarm. But before she could speak again he was gone from her, carrying Laura.

“You are not coming down to tea?” asked Rufus solicitously. His brother lay on the bed, drained and exhausted. “There are about ten people here now.”

“No. No, thank you,” said Stephen in a low voice. “I have a headache. Please ask them to excuse me.”

He looked at Rufus, and his small, unassuming eyes became fixed and piercing, and there was a desperate quality of supplication in them. Rufus was smiling at him with sympathy, and his thick red hair was a glow in the twilight gloom. To himself, Stephen was thinking: If only I could be sure! Is it really possible that he is trying to betray me? His collapsed body yearned for reassurance, for a desire to know that he was wrong in order that he might be comforted and he might be enabled, through faith in at least one person, to go on living.

Rufus went down the stairs, whistling softly and reflectively. It wasn’t possible for the poor fool to know anything. He, Rufus, had too much imagination. He chuckled richly at this self-flattery, and humming, reentered the drawing room, where Lydia was at the piano, entertaining guests.

Rufus smiled and twiddled his watch chain, and was tolerant. As he studied his beautiful wife at the piano, a burning attacked his heart. He could not get her out of his flesh; she was like a barbed and poisoned spearhead which never left him painless. Yet, he hated her for wounding his life. But she had been kinder to him lately, and her eyes sometimes regarded him with a sad pain of her own, as if she was infinitely sorry for him. She was almost thirty-five; she was more lovely and elusive than ever, more mysterious, and there was a sheen like a pearl over her face, a glisten on her lips, which reminded him of a Lydia of eleven years ago. She looked like a woman in love—A woman in love!
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Like a man dying of cold loneliness and starvation, Stephen began to visit his friend Joseph Baynes with desperate regularity. He wanted nothing from him but a sense that he was loyal to him, and had affection for him, and would comfort him in the unknowable and ominous future.

Joseph Baynes, now a man in his early sixties, had changed little in ten years. He was still neat and graceful; his delicate features had not lost their sharp etching in the blur of time. He and his wife and three children lived in an old stone house in the “wrong” section of Portersville. They had practically no friends except Stephen and the Orvilles, and desired none, for they were a suspicious and envious little clan. Stephen, in his innocence, thought them “discriminating,” and in fact Joseph had often loftily remarked that he was “particular” about friendship.

Joseph always seemed to be delighted at Stephen’s visits, as did his blowsy pink-cheeked little wife, Elsa. They would stir up the fire in the tiny dank living room, seat Stephen with solicitude, and offer him sherry. It was a very bad cheap sherry, but as Stephen sat by the fire with his friends and sipped at his glass, the wine became to him the liquid of consolation and Lethe. He did not notice that lately Joseph had assumed a too obvious and false hospitality, and that Elsa, as she pushed back the untidy masses of her light brown hair, would give him sly glances. The children, more outright, were scornful of their parents’ hypocrisy. The girl, Flora, a pretty seventeen-year-old, and the boys, Duncan, twenty-two, and his brother, Shaun, nineteen, would hardly glance at Stephen when he entered, nor would they rise. This made Stephen feel very humble and distressed. He gave the ancient excuse for them that they did not “understand,” or that, naturally, they were bored with older people.

On a night in October, Stephen felt particularly beset. Uneasiness had become a restless fever in him. He walked down the mountain into the city, crossed the bridge over the black river, and entered East Town. The streets grew narrower and narrower, wound up and down small hills, descended into miniature valleys filled with a cool mist. Here the street lights were few, and reeked of oil. Above, a huge moon like a bronze plate stood in the sky of dark stone. The odor of smoke became thicker in the motionless autumn air, and dry leaves scuttled ahead of Stephen’s hurrying feet, whispered on the cobbles. Occasionally a cricket shrilled insistently.

The Baynes’s house lay on poorly tended lawns in a snarl of huge but half-dead trees. Stephen walked up the narrow grass-grown path toward the house, which showed only one yellow light. He lifted the stained knocker and struck it hesitantly. When Joseph opened the door and saw his visitor, he smiled happily, called out: “It’s Steve!” He took Stephen’s cold hand and pulled him into the house. Then, as Joseph divested Stephen of his greatcoat, Elsa entered the miniature hall, beaming. “Dear Stephen,” she said, in her high and tinkling voice. “What a surprise.” She stood on the tips of her pointed little boots and bestowed a sisterly kiss on his gray cheek. She was all curves and shapelessness and bulges, but Stephen thought her fat indicated a cheery and affectionate disposition.

A more cynical eye than Stephen’s would have detected the falseness under the emphasized cordiality. But he was too hungry for kindness to look under the surface. He entered the untidy and shabby living room and saw nothing but the fire. The children were there, glowering at their books, and did not glance up. This was nothing unusual. When Stephen greeted them timidly, they muttered something. Then, even before Stephen could take his customary seat by the fire in a battered wing chair, Shaun and his sister Flora jumped to their feet and went rapidly out of the room as if Stephen were not present at all. But Duncan remained.

Duncan, the oldest of the three children, laid his book down on his knees, folded his arms on it, and stared furiously and silently at the fire. He was a short and stocky young man with a dark, alert face in which all the sharp features expressed an immovable sullenness. His black hair had been cropped closely, revealing a round hard head.

A glass of sherry was pressed into Stephen’s hand by Joseph, who kept up a rapid and sprightly conversation. Stephen, who rarely noticed anything, saw, for the first time, that the glass was coarse and sticky and none too clean. The fire did not give out its accustomed warmth. There was wariness in the atmosphere, and in spite of Joseph’s strong assertions that Stephen looked well, very well, indeed, and in spite of Elsa’s loving expressions, Stephen became colder than ever. Perhaps it was that young man, Duncan, sitting there so unfriendly, so engrossed in hard concentration on the fire.

Joseph, sitting opposite his friend to whom he owed so much, thought: He’s only forty-two or so, but he looks over fifty. He’s gone gray and sunken. He said, “I’ve never seen you looking so well, Steve. There’s quite a color in your face. Did you walk over?”

“Yes,” said Stephen, trying to rouse himself from his uneasy contemplation of Duncan. “It’s a nice night.” He sipped at his sherry, and it nauseated him. He was suddenly obsessed with a desire for flight. He tried to control the desire; he had come to his friends for consolation. They would be hurt if he inexplicably ran away. He smiled at them feebly. Elsa had taken up her everlasting darning, but her plump face retained its automatic brightness and look of pleasure. She started to chatter about nothing at all, except that she occasionally mentioned the name of a neighbor. Then her laughing voice took on a high spitefulness and derision. Stephen began to wonder if she had always spoken so; he could not remember.

“Of course,” Elsa was saying, “we never have anything to do with these vulgar people.” She put down a thick sock and stared at Stephen with a blank brilliance in her brown eyes. “If only Joseph had been as successful as you, Stephen dear. If only he had had the opportunities! But Joseph is so upright and honorable. Joseph is a man of principle.” She sighed, picked up the sock again and attacked it vehemently.

Joseph said with gentle admonition, “But Elsa, my love, Stephen never had anything to do with Mr. Aaron’s machinations. Stephen, too, is a man of principle. And if Steve has had wonderful opportunities, well then, it is just a matter of luck and the mysterious dispensations of the Almighty. We must not complain.” He sighed, and gave Stephen a patient smile.

“But Rufus is not a man of principle,” said Elsa. She threaded her needle with black wool. “As you said, my dear, we must not complain. We are content with what we have.”

She lifted her eyes to Stephen again, and there was a cold bright accusation in them. He was alarmed, and suddenly overcome with guilt. Yes, it was dreadful for poor Joseph and Elsa. He wondered, desperately, what else he could do for them to relieve his guiltiness at owning a splendid home. If only I had a huge private fortune, I could do something for my poor friends, he thought unhappily. But Joseph has been so unlucky with the Locals, and he is not a businessman at all. The Panic has hit him almost mortally, even with my help.

A painful color came into his cheeks as his certainty of guilt increased. If he could obtain a sizable loan on his stocks and bonds there was a possibility that he could indeed help Joseph and Elsa and their children. He began to smile. “I have some small ideas,” he said gently. “Let me think them over for a little.”

Duncan got to his feet clumsily but forcefully. He regarded Stephen with something like hatred. “You’ll do nothing more,” he said. “You’ve done enough to my poor father. Aren’t you satisfied that you’ve kept him in a state of chronic ruin all these years, when he might have been retired, now, on a decent income? Or earning an excellent salary in payment for his knowledge and ability?” He approached Stephen as if to strike him. “Why did you prevent him from selling out years ago to your company, and accepting a salary? I know all about that twenty-four thousand dollars you claim he owes you. Owes you! Payment for a kind of blackmail, I call it! Biding your time until you can swallow the Locals whole, and keeping that loan as a club over his head! If you were a man of any feeling you would detest yourself.” He knotted his fists. “My father ‘owes’ you nothing, and if he had any guts he would tell you so.”

Joseph and Elsa listened to this outburst in a state of appalled paralysis and horror. It was one thing for them to deceive their children; it was another thing for Stephen to learn of their treachery. Joseph cursed his son to himself in his frantic fear; Elsa turned white and her large full mouth dropped open on a gasp of terror.

Stephen could not speak; he could only regard the young man, aghast and stricken to the heart. A sudden awful silence fell over the room.

Yes, thought Stephen with almost overpowering compassion and sorrow, Joe told the boy that to preserve his pride in the eyes of his son, to keep his self-respect, to shelve up the crumbling walls of his ego.

His pity was like a crushing wound in his chest. He wished to say something to this angry and outraged young man, not in explanation, but in an attempt to keep his respect for his father intact. However, he could find no words, for he had no eloquence, and none of the oratory of deceit.

Joseph Baynes began to speak in the high and squeaking voice of demoralized panic: “Duncan, you don’t know what you’re saying! Old Steve here is my best friend—”

“Your best friend!” cried Duncan passionately. “The man who has kept you grinding away for years, paying illegal interest on his ‘loan,’ depriving you of the comfort and security you should have at your age!”

Joseph turned to Stephen pleadingly, his face silvery with sweat. “Steve, the boy doesn’t—You must forgive him, Steve.”

Stephen lifted his tired eyes to the other man, his mouth already forming words of comfort, his one desire to alleviate Joseph’s distress. And then his vision cleared, and his compassion faded away and bitterness came to him. It was all very well for a man to excuse himself to his son with face-saving lies. But there was a limit to falsehood. Stephen heard himself saying in a stifled voice, “Joe, do you remember a time when you told me that you thought suicide was the only way out for you, and I—”

“You what?” exclaimed Duncan with a fresh access of rage. “Did you drive my poor father that far?” He clenched his young and meaty fists; his black eyes glared at Stephen murderously. “Why, you contemptible wretch!” he shouted. “I ought to kill you! If it weren’t for the law … my God, Pa”—and he swung to the quaking Joseph—“you aren’t going to keep this quiet any longer! This usurer and thief you’ve called your friend all these years, this man you’ve been telling us about since we were children. …”

Usurer! Thief! Stephen thought of the noninterest-bearing notes Joseph had virtuously thrust upon him against his protest. He thought of the day—the day that Alice had died alone because of Joseph’s pressing problems—when Joseph had told him somberly that death was the only possible solution for him, and he, Stephen, had rescued him. He thought of his honor that he had sacrificed for Joseph Baynes, when he had dealt with Senator Peale. And such a sickness came to Stephen that it seemed to him that he was drowning in black vomit.

Elsa had become frenzied; she began to weep convulsively. Joseph could only stand between his son and his friend, swallowing the salt water that kept rushing into his mouth. Then he stammered desperately, “Steve, Steve, don’t blame the boy…”

“I don’t,” replied Stephen gently. He looked at Duncan, and his huge compassion returned to him in a flood. “Tell me, Duncan, what you meant by what your father has told you ever since you were a child.”

Duncan was silent, caught by the strange look on that gray face below him, that mournful and uncondemning smile. He was somewhat shaken. He glanced swiftly at his father, and now a horrible uncertainty came to the young man.

Torn between his fear and his shame, tears began to water Joseph’s eyes. “You must forgive, you mustn’t think, Steve—” he said piteously.

Stephen got slowly to his feet. He turned to the weeping Elsa; he glanced at Duncan, with his averted face; he looked at Joseph. “I know, I know,” he murmured. “It’s all right I understand.”

He went toward the hall and Joseph followed him. Once in the hall Joseph pleaded again, “Steve, you are my friend. Tell me you’ll always be my friend. The boy is confused; he did not know what he was saying. I never—”

Stephen, in his mercy, lifted his hand. He could not endure it that Joseph should lie to him, should imply that his son was a liar. “It’s all right, Joe,” he repeated.

He touched Joseph on the shoulder, and the other man bowed his head and his whole body shook. Then Stephen went away, walking like an old man. Joseph watched him until he had disappeared up the street. Then he returned to his sobbing wife and harsh-faced son. He cried out in a tormented and womanish anguish, “Why did you tell him those things? What are you trying to do to me; ruin me? He was my guest, my friend, in this house, and you—”

Duncan stood up, and his strong limbs took on the contours of iron. An enormous loathing glittered in his eyes. “Why,” he said, in a wondering tight voice, “you are a liar, aren’t you? You lied all the time to us, didn’t you? Why?”

Elsa broke in: “Speak to him, Joseph. Tell him you just tried to spare Stephen, though he doesn’t deserve it.”

Duncan waited, and then as his father did not answer, he smiled somberly. “No, don’t speak, Pa. I’ll think better of you if you don’t.”

There is no place for me to go, thought Stephen, plodding weakly up and down the cobbled streets. No place to go. No surcease for a man. No comfort, no kindness. It was all lies; he had lied to himself all his life. No one ever had a friend. It was so plain now, the awful treachery that lived in every man’s heart, the eager betrayal, the ravening envy, the greed, the pitilessness, the gloating joy at another’s pain.

Step by step he passed under the high and lonely lamps, and his footsteps rang back dully to him. The houses had turned dark, had retreated into the night. Mists floated up from the damp cobblestones, twirled about the lamps, drifted off over silent lawns. Even the crickets were silent. The moon had dwindled to a round white ball, hard and compact as snow, rolling through streamers of black cloud.

All at once Stephen felt he could not take another step. He came to a horse trough and leaned against it, panting. He tried to call up some strength. He said to himself: I mustn’t blame old Joe. What else could he do but lie to his children? But the agony would not release Stephen.

He did not even start when he felt someone grasp his arm strongly and roughly. It took all his strength to lift his head. Someone towered over him like a crudely fashioned dark statue in a bulky coat. “Saw you leave Baynes’s house,” said Jim Purcell. “Followed you to see if you might want a lift. Got my buggy here. Hop in, Steve.” But Stephen had to be half-lifted into the scratched and battered buggy. He found himself lolling on the broken leather cushions. The buggy moved on and Purcell smoked silently. Then he said, “Cold out tonight. Why didn’t you take one of those damn fancy gigs or carriages of yours? What you need is a drink. Lots of it. We’ll go to my house.”

The buggy rattled and squeaked through the streets, the mists rolling about it. Stephen could make no sound; profound exhaustion kept him silent. It did not matter where he went now. He was only faintly aware of rumbling across the river. He had begun to shiver and his teeth were chattering. Purcell did not look at him; he drove his ancient horse, flapping the reins on its back, and clucking.

Purcell’s house in West Town was as large a mansion as that of the Assistant Secretary of State’s (formerly Senator Peale), and it was on River Road. But it was an ugly square house of yellow brick, the top story jutting out over those below in a curving ridge. Thin slits of windows with oval tops pierced it, the draperies invisible from the outside. So close together were all these windows, four stories of them, that they imparted a barrackslike look to the house, a staring, bleak, and contemptuous look. No trees softened the outline of the unprepossessing building, and no shrubbery gentled it with surrounding masses. It stood on its wide cropped lawns, and there was something stark about it, something implacable.

Stephen had entered this house a few times before, reluctantly. It revolted him, its enormous rooms badly furnished with mammoth mahogany furniture covered with dark tapestry or horsehair, its glaring mirrors hung without taste, its sprawling rugs of Brussels roses and green leaves, its marbletopped tables, its badly hung draperies of crimson or blue velvet, its velvet-draped fireplaces, its narrow halls and heavy doors and eternally burning great lamps. Purcell, who noticed nothing except human beings, and his business, was indifferent to any dust that gathered, and his servants took advantage of this.

Stephen did not notice the repellent furnishings of the library tonight Purcell led him in there. He had the largest library in Portersville, and he had read almost all the books. A big fire fluttered on the hearth; it was very warm in the room, in spite of its vastness, its crowding windows, its walls of leather bindings. Purcell, above all things, insisted upon heat

He pushed Stephen into a chair, opened a towering cabinet, and brought out two large glasses. He half-filled one for Stephen. “Here, drink,” he said. “You need it.” Stephen stared at the glass dully, and then his empty eyes wandered blindly about the room. He’s had a shock, thought Purcell. I have some idea. He’s found out something about that pious weasel, Baynes. Well, there was no warning him, the poor goddamn fool. “Come on, Steve,” he said in his harsh voice. “Pour it down.”

Obediently, Stephen’s trembling hand lifted the glass to his lips. He suddenly thought of the antic Aaron, who had forced medicine upon him ten years ago. He said faintly, hardly knowing where he was or to whom he was speaking, “You remind me of my father. …”

“Good,” said Purcell, throwing his bulky body into a chair opposite, and beginning to drink. “Your dad and I had a lot in common. Well? Are you going to drink or not?”

“It’s a great deal,” said Stephen in his sick, courteous way. He drank the whisky suddenly, with deep thirsty swallows, while Purcell watched him out of the corners of his eyes. Stephen put the glass down. His long shivering began to lessen. He leaned toward the fire and stared at it with that blind and seeking gaze. Purcell drank placidly. He finally lit his pipe. He waited. From the hall came the loud and discordant clanging of a clock.

Purcell waited a long time, while Stephen’s gaunt features remained fixed and expressionless in the firelight. Purcell said to himself: The world’s too much for him, it’s always too much for his kind. It gets them in the end. They get killed just as surely and ruthlessly as if a dagger was stuck in their backs. And you can never help them.

The whisky was taking effect on Stephen. He had never drunk so much before at one time, and in his weakened condition he was affected overwhelmingly. His pain receded; the fire enlarged before his eyes, became a conflagration. His body warmed, tingled; sensation receded from his feet and hands. His vision blurred, and he relaxed. He sighed over and over, and the piteous sound was loud in the bleak stillness.

“I don’t remember coming here, Jim,” he said, his tongue a trifle thick. He leaned back, very slowly, in his chair, and caught the arms, because he was swaying. “I’m very grateful. I—I was cold.”

Purcell’s grotesque face loomed closer and closer to him, and Stephen lifted his hand as if to ward off that impelling presence. Purcell merely sat and smoked. “I think,” said Stephen, with a weak laugh, “that you gave me too much, Jim.”

“I’ll drive you home. Don’t worry.”

Stephen stared at him, glazed and confused. “Jim,” he said falteringly. “Why did you bring me here? Why are you around me so often? When we were children—I don’t know. I can’t think clearly. You never said—say—anything very much. We—we don’t have anything in common. I’m grateful. But I never understood.”

“Maybe I just like to know there are people in the world like you,” said Purcell, with one of his ugly smiles. “I don’t know why, myself. Maybe your dad liked to know it, too. Comforting.”

Stephen attempted to focus; he frowned vaguely. “Comfort?” he repeated. “What comfort can I offer you? You are self—self-sufficient.”

“Maybe,” replied Purcell. “By the way, anythin’ on your mind, Steve, that you want to tell me?”

Stephen’s hands fumbled together; he wrung them again. “I think,” he stammered, “that I’m afraid.”

“Of what?” asked Purcell easily.

Stephen put one of his hands to his forehead. He was drunk now, but his nature halted any confidences. “I’m not sure. Perhaps I’m imagining things. A man does that, sometimes.”

“We’re all afraid of somethin’, every damned mother’s son of us,” said Purcell. “If it isn’t one—thing, it’s another. Think you’re the only one in the world with troubles? Look at me; I’m hounded by ’em. Can’t sleep sometimes.” He smiled at Stephen with gross humor. “That’s why I drink whisky all the time; positively reek. You should take it up, Steve.” He paused. “Want to tell me about it?”

But Stephen was mumbling incoherently: “My father—just like you. He would sit in the room—. He never liked me. And I only wanted a dog. I never had one. I don’t want any now. The dog I wanted is dead a long time now. He was a pretty little fellow; he followed me around.”

Purcell was silent. He took the pipe from his mouth and stared at it, glowering. Then he said, “What happened between you and Baynes?’

“Nothing,” murmured Stephen. “It was the. boy, Duncan. He didn’t understand.”

“Quite a lot of people don’t understand, according to you, Steve. Kind of: ‘Forgive them, Father, for they know not what they do,’ eh? Well.”

The words roared over and over in Stephen’s drugged brain: Forgive them, Father, for they know not what they do. Father—forgive—forgive—forgive. …

“Yes, yes,” said Stephen. “Forgive. I always keep forgetting that,” he added apologetically. “I should remember.” He drew a deep breath, and for a few moments his reticence was overcome. “The boy—thought—that his father was paying me interest. Twenty-four thousand dollars. You see, Joe needed the money for the Locals—there was the Capital, trying to get them, and I think Rufus. … Duncan was very angry. Joe must have—must have—let him misunderstand. It was natural, of course; Joe had his pride. Poor Joe.”

Purcell said, “I see. The world’s full of ‘poor Joes.’ And they always get more ‘poor Joes’ to help them. Never mind. It’s too late to tell you anything, Steve. There’s somethin’ from the Bible, I think: ‘He that is surety for a stranger shall smart for it.’ Proverbs.”

“You think I am a fool?” asked Stephen with bemused pain.

“Well, naturally. But you can’t help it; you’re made that way. Goethe: ‘So must thou be—thou canst not self escape.’ Good things in those books yonder. If there’s a God, I sometimes wonder why He made people like you. Like to think it over, myself, sittin’ here by the fire alone. Almost came on the answer once—a damn fool answer that wasn’t sensible. Look at you, Steve: you’ve been payin’ all those railroad workers yourself, out of your own. pocket. Been going on for a year, eh? Drainin’ yourself. And who gets the credit? Red Rufe, the bleeder for his fellow man. The workers hate you because they don’t have work, when the whole cursed country is out of work. They never think.”

The roaring in Stephen’s head was so violent that he put his hands to it; he sank deeper and deeper into his chair. He muttered, “It doesn’t matter who gets credit for it. It’s enough for me to know they aren’t starving. The directors wouldn’t let me pay the workers out of railroad funds; I suggested it once and they laughed as if I were insane. So, it had to come out of my personal funds. I haven’t any money,” he added, with broken simplicity. “The house costs me a great deal. I’ve got to borrow on my stocks and bonds just to live and keep going on. I’m going to New York.”

Purcell slowly raised himself in his chair and watched Stephen intently.

“It’s the Chicago Railroad System, too—a great drain,” Stephen whispered. “I could keep our workers on my salary—but there are too many other things. Sometimes it all seems too much for me.” Now his agony of mind gushed over the dam of his normal caution. “When things get better, I’ll be able to redeem the stocks and bonds. They’re bound to get better—”

“They’re going to get worse before they get better,” said Purcell raucously. “The Panic isn’t over yet. And so, what will you do?”

Stephen rubbed his cheeks until they were burning. “I don’t know.”

“How much do you need, Steve, to go on living a while in the damn-fool way you are?”

Stephen murmured, “Forty thousand dollars, I think. I can’t use what I’ll borrow from New York on my stocks and bonds for purely personal expenses—and the workers. It wouldn’t be right; the stocks and bonds are a trust; they belong to the road. So, what I borrow on them will be for the good of the company. But that forty thousand dollars. …”

“I’ll let you have that forty thousand right now, my own check,” said Purcell.

Stephen dropped his hands and stared at the other man incredulously. A slow light began to shimmer on his face. He cried out, “My personal note—!”

Purcell shook his head and replied with slow brutality, “Not good enough for me, Steve. I want your coal acreage—your real estate around Wilkes-Barre and Scranton. Outright sale, to me.”

All light, all alcoholic color, faded from Stephen’s face. Inch by inch, he pushed himself up from his chair. He caught the back of the chair in his sweating hands as he retreated behind it. Purcell watched him, unmoved and smoking, with interest and detachment. His pulpy features took on the contours of hardened concrete which had been discarded and left to dry without form.

“You got there first, Steve; one of the few bright things you’ve ever done. And I want that land. I’ll develop it; you’ll never have the money. What do you say?” His voice was loud and strident and beat implacably on Stephen’s ears.

Stephen whispered, “I can’t. I have to protect Laura. You brought me here, and gave me too much whisky, so you could ruin me, steal from my daughter. …”

Purcell shrugged. “Think what you want, Steve. I can’t control your thoughts. You need forty thousand dollars. That’s ten thousand more than you paid for that real estate. You’re gettin’ a bargain. I think you’d better take it. What else can you do?”

Stephen could make no sound; he could only crouch behind his chair like a desperate animal driven to a last cover. His breath came faster and faster, until he was panting. Then he said in a stifled and shaking voice, “I was told, often, that you were a wicked man. Joe and Tom told me. I’ve heard many stories—exploitation—mercilessness—cruelty.”

Purcell raised his eyebrows. “Don’t waste your time talkin’, Steve. Do I get the land or not? Forty thousand dollars. Think of all the wages you can pay your fellers, even though there’s no work for them. Goin’ to let ’em starve, Steve?” He waited, watching those distended eyes, that open mouth, that gaping, stricken face. “Of course, you can stop payin’, Steve. No weekly checks, signed by Rufus, your executive vice-president, after you deposited your own funds in the railroad accounts. For the men. Evicted, that’s what they’ll be. Huntin’ in the refuse for food. Kids not havin’ any bread. Think it over.”

Stephen looked up, his face aged and haggard. Purcell was sitting at his secretary, and the scratch of his pen was loud in the silence. He got up, waved the check before the fire for a moment, then extended it to Stephen. “I’ve written on the back of it: ‘Received payment for real-estate acreage located in the vicinity of Wilkes-Barre and Scranton. Contract to be drawn within thirty days.’ Put it in your personal account, Steve, so there won’t be any gossipin’ around. Then you can draw on it to be earmarked for your workers. The way you’ve been doin’. Puttin’ it in the railroad accounts.”

Stephen did not move. Purcell went to him, pushed the check in his hand. He thrust his hands in his untidy pockets, rocked back on his heels. “You’re tired, Steve. Better go home and sleep. The whisky will help. I’m kind of tired, myself. I’ll rouse up one of my boys and he’ll drive you home. I’m goin’ to bed.”

Stephen glanced dumbly at the check. Then he raised his shattered face and looked at Purcell with agonized accusation. Purcell was apparently unmoved. He shrugged again.

“Rufe won’t lend you the forty thousand, Steve. But he might offer to buy your land for about fifteen thousand. I’m bein’ your friend, Steve.”

“Friend, friend,” Stephen repeated. His eyes dimmed. He turned away.

Stephen sat in a state of paralysis at his desk the next morning. He had just deposited the forty thousand dollars in his personal account, and then had immediately transferred twenty thousand of it to the railroad accounts in the bank. His workers would live again, in some sort of security, until the Panic passed. But Stephen could feel only anguish and hopelessness. The fire burned strongly behind him; it could not warm his flesh.

His desk was piled high with the bills he had brought from his home that morning. They were like an inexorable demand, which must be met. He took up his pen, but it was a heavy rod of iron in his hand. His clerk entered, cleared his throat, and said, “Mr. Stephen, there is a young man here to see you. A Mr. Duncan Baynes.”

Stephen shrank. His first impulse was to refuse to see young Duncan. Then he said feebly, “Send him in.” He leaned back in his chair, bracing himself for further insults and upbraidings. He was certain of only one thing: he would not betray Joseph. Far back in his mind a voice was mocking him: “Poor Joe—poor Joe—poor Joe. …”

Duncan Baynes, half-belligerent, half-sheepish, came in, holding his hat in his hand. His round hard head stuck above his broad shoulders like a superimposed ball, and his strong features were grim. He said at once, “Mr. deWitt, I didn’t know last night. I’ve come to apologize, and ask you not to blame my father too much. He didn’t sleep; I heard him walking the floor. He’s afraid you won’t be his friend any longer.”

Stephen tried to speak, out of his renewed pain, but could not. Duncan resumed: “I suppose you are holding it against my father. I wouldn’t blame you, in a way. But my father is really your friend; he only lied to us to save his own pride. He’s not much of a man, I’m afraid; he’s weak.”

Stephen’s betraying compassion made him close his eyes with suffering and sympathy. “You mustn’t blame your father,” he said gently. “It isn’t his fault there is a panic. He will soon be able to recover himself. He mustn’t worry about that money. I—I am not worrying. He’ll pay it back one of these days. You must have confidence in him.”

Duncan scrutinized that sunken face and closed eyes. He thought: By God, a good man! I never met one before. He said, “If my father can’t pay you back, Mr. deWitt, we will.”

Stephen opened his eyes. Some of the gaunt misery was gone from his face. He could even smile a little, and he said, in a stronger voice, “I understand all about it. Did your father tell you the truth about the whole matter, Duncan?”

Duncan hesitated. Then he lied: “He did, Mr. deWitt. He”—and the young man smiled ruefully, as if in remembrance of a stormy interview with Joseph—“raised hell with me. Now I understand everything.” He eyed Stephen warily. “He said, my father, that if it had not been for you we’d have lost the Locals. He said you refused all interest, that you really wanted to give him the money as a gift, and not a loan.”

Stephen smiled deeper, and he sighed as if some intolerable anguish were beginning to lift from him. “Your father told you the truth, Duncan. I refused his notes for a long time. But he insisted. He thought it more businesslike. So, to humor him—and he has much pride—I took the notes. But he told you all this, didn’t he?”

Duncan’s face darkened with something like hatred and contempt for his father. He was appalled. This was much worse than he had expected. He said gravely, “Yes. He told me. Mr. deWitt, you won’t tell him that I came here today? He will think it presumptuous of me.”

Stephen held out his hand, smiling at Duncan like a father. “Certainly, I won’t tell him, my boy. I can understand your reticence. But don’t hold anything against Joe. He is a good man; he is my friend.”

Duncan took that cold and tremulous hand, and for the first time since he had been eight years old he wanted to cry.
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The great crisis that was becoming obvious to a few thoughtful men as the intrinsic disease of the Industrial Revolution finally became dimly patent even in Washington. Enormous and unrestrained products of industry were not matched by a corresponding absorption. Foreign markets, depressed by aimless and insane wars, could not import American goods, nor could their own feverish manufacturers sell their wares to a penniless population. In America, thousands annually left the farms to “work on the railroad,” or in factories, and acreage slowly became abandoned. The cities languished in a veritable paralysis of unemployment and starvation, while farmers exhausted themselves in labor with insufficient help. England, who had control of world markets, suffered less than did the United States and other nations.

Like a demented machine that could not stop itself, the mills and factories continued to pour out goods in spite of national inability to sell them. And, in grim secret, men of wealth who owned those mills and factories gathered together for discussion as to how to meet the crisis. It was agreed that only wars could stimulate the absorption of goods. It was noted that few nations, however, were at the present time interested in wars.

When President Hayes appealed to the new city-dwellers to return to the land in order to avert the industrial crisis, or to overcome its immediate manifestations, his plea met with resistance. At one time he said to a confidant, “Territory is no longer the goal of wars. Markets and destruction are the new objectives.” He suggested a plan whereby new immigrants to America would consist almost entirely of farmers, who would take up homesteading or work good farms already cleared; he hopefully hinted that Congress might make it mandatory that the immigrants go at once to the land, under pain of subsequent deportation. His enemies, and a number of his friends, indignantly cried that this would be “dictatorship,” and “against the principles of the Constitution.” Wryly, then, he commented, “It seems that ho one wishes to deprive an American, or an immigrant, of his sovereign right to starve.” But, as he was a man of some ideas, he went on to suggest that if industrialists persisted in producing goods for which no one could pay, it might be an excellent plan to engage in barter with those nations who wished to buy American products but who had no money. “Medievalism!” cried his enemies. The President shrugged and decided that he would not be the Republican candidate in 1880.

Another crisis, unobserved except by a few, had arisen: the propertyless and rootless men of the cities, who dwelled in warrens, knew nothing of the land and, in consequence, having no tangible stake in the nation, no contact with its roots, became creatures without honor or metaphysical identity with the source of their lives. Dignity had departed from them with the earth-soil from their hands.

The great Panic became even more terrible in 1877; the hungry and maddened people almost lost their minds. More and more mills and factories emptied themselves; the malignant machines and the open hearths were silenced. As railroads had become so dominant in the life of the nation, they were the chief object of resentment on the part of the farmers, who had discovered that when the cities had no money to buy bread and beef, they, too, suffered. Moreover, the railroads had succeeded in antagonizing the farmers, because of their oppression. Most of them increased freight rates at whim, some so high that the farmer could not ship his produce. A powerful railroad lobby prevented the Federal or any state government from regulating them in behalf of the public, whether city or farm. Much of the best land in the West had been appropriated, at low prices, by the railroads; thousands of farmers, discouraged by this, declined to move to fresher acres and new markets. Hundreds of Middle Western farmers, it was learned by their Eastern brothers, were actually burning their fifteen-cent corn for fuel. In the East, corn was selling at one dollar, but the cost of shipping it to hungrier markets was made prohibitive by railroad rates.

The unique crisis in the world’s history gathered momentum. Frantically, the city people looked about them for scapegoats. It was inevitable that they should find them in the wretched immigrants from Europe, “who work for almost nothing and are taking the bread from our children’s mouths.” It was noted that the immigrants created slums; the correlation between starvation wages and slums was not noted, or was ignored. The immigrant, as a person in himself, was the “cause” of the city worker’s misery. Now racial hatreds, and especially religious hatreds, exploded through the abounding streets of the desperate cities. The starving and bearded little Jewish peddler, with his pushcart of shoddy goods, the strangely accented Irishman with his “Popish” religion, were archetypes of evil presented to a frantic population. When the indomitable and courageous Irish immigrants, who worked for almost nothing in the mines and factories of Pennsylvania, formed their “Molly Maguires” in an attempt to raise wages generally, those “old” American workers, who should have been their stoutest and most eager assistants and supporters, found in this “unpatriotic and alien” union of desperate men a new source of hatred.

America, with millions of acreage undeveloped, with millions of bushels of wheat and corn unsold to the starving cities because of the high railroad rates, with industrial warehouses loaded with goods which few could buy, with tens and hundreds of thousands of farmworkers leaving for the cities—there to collide with the battered and ragged streams of immigrants also looking for work which was not available—had reached the greatest crisis in her history, a crisis which was not to be resolved in the future except through deliberately planned wars to absorb the products of machines.

The railroads of America, having not been guiltless of this sooty conspiracy against the world, suddenly found themselves wallowing in it. The most appalling of the railroad strikes began in 1877.

The railroads had had a very fine and prosperous time since the War Between the States. They had taken fabulous profits for the operations of their lines; they had watered their stocks with a lavish hand. When the Panic became almost a way of life in America, the operators of the roads, to make up for a decline in income, resorted to such contemptible operating practices as building cheap bridges which collapsed with huge losses of life, neglecting maintenance, and reducing wages. They attempted to ban, through legislation, the Patrons of Husbandry; the farmers grimly began a long war against the carriers.

For a long time, through the deepening days of the Panic, the railroads went their happy way. The larger companies, as if demonstrating their scorn of the universal misery, continued to pay large dividends. The Central Pacific returned to its stockholders eight per cent on its stock, while reducing wages ten per cent. The New York Central did the same. Only a few railroads, such as the Chicago Railroad System and the Interstate Railroad Company passed dividends, and, at the instigation of Stephen deWitt, did not cut wages. And finally the Interstate was the only road which did not seek to destroy the railway Brotherhoods.

For all these things, Stephen was doomed. He could not compete with men of evil. Singlehandedly he could not defy the darkening storm of the industrial crisis which was rolling rapidly over a whole world. He could not point out to all mankind that by debasing and deserting the soil for an open hearth and a machine it was degrading and enslaving itself. He could not say: “There is dignity and security in the land; there is only rootlessness and constantly threatening starvation in the mills.”

Thus quickened the era of men without pride. And as they were men without pride they became the calculated prey of future malefactors in government. With an inner and prophetic eye, Stephen could dimly discern these things, and he sickened with his knowledge.

“Somewhere, he got the money to pay the dogs,” Rufus said to Guy Gunther in New York. “It isn’t a good deal, though he didn’t cut wages.” Rufus laughed. “The ironical thing is that the Brotherhood and the ‘Molly Maguires’ hate him as a ‘rich exploiter.’ Well, such always happens to fools. But now we can move against him.”

“Wait,” said Guy Gunther. “A crisis is approaching. You’ve waited over ten years; you can wait a little while longer.”

Throughout the Panic, the unemployment, and the cutting of wages, the railway Brotherhoods had been singularly patient, possibly because they had wise leaders who did not believe that strikes would immediately bring the millennium. But the action of the Baltimore and Ohio, in announcing as of July 16th a cut of ten per cent in wages of more than one dollar a day, was the gunshot that echoed through all the railway Brotherhoods. They decided to take desperate action. The B&O firemen at Martinsburg, West Virginia, struck, declaring that they would not return to work until the cut was restored. The mayor of the city immediately called out the police who arrested the firemen. But the enraged citizens, who had witnessed the arrests and the resulting mayhem against the railroad workers, assaulted the police and released the prisoners. Infuriated at this attack on their fellow workers, the freight brakemen immediately struck, and no freight was permitted to run through Martinsburg. Over seventy-five freight trains, loaded and waiting, blocked all the lines in Martinsburg less than forty-eight hours later.

The carriers demanded that Governor Matthews of West Virginia call out the state militia. He responded at once, sending out two companies, with commands to shoot, if necessary, any intractable railway worker. But he did not know one important thing: the militia did not exist as a thing apart. It was bound to the strikers by blood relationships and local friendliness. The militia leaned on their guns and refused to act, and merely grinned at the strikers and their sympathizers. The governor, a man who loathed all “insurrectionists,” called out the Wheeling militia, and took his place sternly at the head of it, marching upon Martinsburg. By the time he reached Grafton, however, he discerned that the whole area was in a state of dangerous fury, and with an eye to his political future he discreetly deserted his militia, and the pleased men wandered back to their homes.

Now the strike spread like wild flames. The B&O employees in Grafton, Keyser, and Wheeling struck. The alarmed governor demanded that President Hayes send Federal troops to “control this revolutionary disorder.” The President debated. “They’ve brought this all on themselves,” he commented with bitterness. He delayed heeding the governor’s demand for a day or two, urging, meanwhile, that the carriers meet with their striking men. But the carriers contemptuously refused. The people violently sided with the strikers, and the temper of the whole state became dangerously heated. So the President, on July 19th, was forced to send part of a regiment of Federal troops. The situation became even more menacing when half-starved “scabs” took to running the roads in order that they might feed their families. They made up two trains, one to the west, the other to the east. They were protected by the Federal troops who attacked the strikers with guns and bayonets. The troops also rode the trains, protecting themselves as well as possible from the stones and other objects hurled at them by a maddened populace.

Two days later the B&O was able to move fourteen trains out of Martinsburg. But the strike spread along the entire line into Maryland, where Governor Carroll called out the Fifth Regiment of the National Guard, but at Camden Junction the people drove the “scab” engine crew from the train which awaited the Guard, and the Guard complacently resigned itself to go nowhere at all.

The angered governor then sent three companies of the Sixth Regiment to Camden Junction, where they met a mob of nearly three thousand persons armed with clubs and missiles. In order to protect themselves, the militia fired into the masses of men, killing twelve and wounding scores of others. But from the Junction they were unable to proceed; thousands of men and women stood on the tracks and defied the trains to move. Federal troops rushed to the Junction, bristling with arms, and thirteen more men were shot and the wounded crowded the hospitals.

Desperate and hounded, the strikers formed a committee to call on Governor Carroll, offering once again to arbitrate with the carriers. But the B&O, sure of victory now, declined. More and more Federal troops poured into Camden Junction, and at length broke the strike. On August 1st, the strike was defeated. The B&O contentedly observed what they had accomplished and called it good. Guy Gunther and his friends in New York wired the company a telegram of congratulation.

Guy Gunther privately sent a telegram to Rufus deWitt. It contained only one word: “Now.”

Stephen had been watching the progress of the strike and the suffering of the railroad employees with an almost physical agony. Anonymously, he sent a large sum of money to the Camden Junction hospitals to pay for the treatment of the wounded men. Engrossed as he was with his private despairs, and his despair over present events, he did not notice that there was an ominous silence emanating from his board of directors. When he, on August 15, 1877, was advised by his board of directors that they desired him to preside over an “emergency” meeting, he believed they were concerned only with an increasing decline in the company’s income.

Usually warned by premonitions, he felt none now. Exhausted and drained almost of his last strength, he met his directors in the board room, prepared for endless complaints and suggestions. He met his brother in the hallway to the room. Rufus smiled at him sympathetically, and Stephen vaguely noticed that the younger man looked particularly warm and radiant. “Tiresome business,” Stephen murmured. Rufus took his arm and replied merrily, “There is nothing more boring than men who insist on getting a return on their investments. Never mind; we’ve managed them before. We’ll manage them today.”

Rufus’s obvious affection and winning sympathy today affected Stephen to the heart. He walked with his brother into the board room, where his directors somberly awaited him, and he smiled at them timidly but with a sense of support Rufus’s soothing presence would sustain him in the face of a thousand scowls.

The late summer day was hot and sunless, as gray as ash from which a fire had only just receded. The mountains, clouds painted in grisaille, stood over the shadowless city against a livid sky. A heated and pearly reflection filled the board room, in which every face appeared colorless and harsh. The directors had never regarded Stephen with friendliness at any time, even before Aaron had died. Since Aaron’s death they had hated him, and he knew it. He looked at them now, these bankers, steel manufacturers, mine operators from Scranton, lumber merchants, representatives of various industries supplying the railroads. There were ten of them, and they stared at Stephen, not indifferently or coldly, as usual, but with motionless savagery. Among them was Jim Purcell, who shifted his eyes from Stephen and turned his doughlike face toward the window.

Rufus gave his brother a consoling pat on the arm and seated himself near Tim Brownell, president of the Portersville National Bank, who was his particular friend. He lit a cigar, winked with friendliness at everyone but Purcell, who ignored him. No one greeted Stephen, and this disturbed him. He stood hesitatingly at the head of the long table, examining each man, and each returned his regard stolidly. Finally his eyes fixed themselves on the massive profile of Purcell and lingered there, and his tired face tightened. He did not sit down. He said quietly, “You have asked me to appear. What is the business of the board today?”

It was Purcell who answered him in his loud, hoarse voice: “They want to reduce wages ten per cent, like all the other roads.”

Stephen believed that the focus of this savagery he felt was in Purcell, that Purcell was the spokesman today. This man had taken from him the fortune of his little daughter, had forced him, under vague threats, to part with what had been the fortress for his child.

“We can’t reduce wages,” said Stephen, and his voice thickened with panic.

The men stirred, glanced ominously at each other, returned their eyes to Stephen. Tim Brownell was a lean and gentlemanly man with a carved and patrician face. He said, with a banker’s weighted intonation, “Sorry, Steve. We can, and must. We will be brief about all this, and come to the point. We’ve kept wages up, at your insistence, and have lost our dividends. The railroads are in a hell of a condition these days. Every other line but ours, and the Chicago Railroad System, has reduced wages. We’re being hated—by our friends, the other carriers. I’m not going into the matter of your paying the unemployed railroad men their usual wages.” He smiled with aristocratic disdain. “That is your own doing—and your own borrowing from God knows where.” He did not glance at Purcell, whom he feared and respected.

He went on with a graceful wave of his hand: “But, as of the 10th, we are going to have to cut wages ten per cent, to save our own necks, and to stop putting our friends in an embarrassing situation. Unless,” he added gently, “you have the funds to make up for the cut, yourself.” A chuckle broke briefly from his fellows, and then they were still again.

Stephen sat down. He placed his palms on the humid table, and they began to sweat. He turned his sick face from one man to another, and everywhere he encountered stonelike derision and hatred. He began to speak through a constricted throat:

“Aside from the fact that reducing wages from their almost barbarous level now, means we’ll incur a strike, the B&O—”

“You forget,” said Mr. Brownell with tender urbanity, “that the B&O settled that strike, with Federal troops. I don’t think our own governor would hesitate at calling out the militia and demanding troops from the President.”

“The people,” said Stephen, “are dangerously aroused. They haven’t forgotten the hanging of the ‘Molly Maguires.’ They haven’t forgotten Martinsburg and Camden Junction. Something is moving through the whole country. You can’t oppress men forever. If employers continue to do so they’ll reap the whirlwind, if not today, then tomorrow. The oppressors will become the oppressed. Power has a way of shifting. I am afraid I am not making myself clear.”

“No, Steve, you aren’t,” said John Schwartz, the biggest lumber merchant in the vicinity. “But I can tell you this: your coddling of our employees isn’t getting you anything. They despise you, and they are losing respect for authority.”

Stephen thought of the desperate dead and wounded in Martinsburg and Camden Junction. He thought of the starved wild faces, the hunger which had driven normally peaceful men into raging action. He said faintly, “One of these days the carriers will pay for what has happened. Bloodstains are never washed out.”

He turned to Rufus, who was studying his clasped hands. Rufus was serious, his red hair flaming in the gray light. “Rufus,” said Stephen. “Have you anything to say?”

Rufus sighed; he unclasped his hands, moved in his chair. He looked at his brother with a pathetic smile. “Steve, what can I do? I’m in the minority.”

Every mouth in the room compressed itself to keep from smiling; eyes wrinkled; lips twitched. Then Purcell said casually, in his rough voice, “Well, I make another minority report That makes two of us, then; Steve, and me.” He shrugged. “Not that that will amount to anythin’.”

Stephen was startled. He put his hands to his sunken cheeks, and pressed them. For the first time in almost a year he spoke to Purcell: “You, Jim? You’re with Rufus and me?” He was incredulous.

“That’s right, Steve. But correction, please. Just you and me. Rufe’s not with us.” He bent and spit into a cuspidor.

Rufus laughed richly. “Oh, come now, Jim. I know you don’t like me. But please remember that I’ve always stood with old Steve here. You choose to ignore facts. For your own purposes.”

Of course, thought Stephen. For his “own purposes.” He was too confused and shaken to examine his disturbed thought. He could only think: Everyone knows what Jim Purcell is; I know, myself, to my own misery.

“We are wasting time,” said Mr. Brownell, glancing at a thick gold watch. “Two clients are awaiting me down stairs at this very moment. We’re going to be frank with you, Steve. We know that you’ve borrowed two hundred thousand dollars from Jay Regan, in New York, pledging twenty-five per cent of your stocks and bonds in Interstate. Of course, you did not feel it necessary to mention this important fact to your directors.”

“Stop being so goddamn pious,” interrupted Purcell with hoarse rudeness. “You’re not superintendent of the Sunday school here, Brownell. Save the injured pieties for the little boys and girls who suck lozenges while you tell them all about God. Steve borrowed on his own stock—and that’s his own business—and we’ve got our benefits. Our investments haven’t depreciated, though the stocks and bonds of other companies have. Equipment’s in fine shape. Come to the point. You want to reduce wages ten per cent. You’re prepared to put down strikes with the state militia, and with Federal troops, if necessary. That’s it, isn’t it?” He glared at the blushing banker contemptuously. “Steve don’t want any of that, neither do I. I think we can ride out the Panic. You don’t think so, or, at least, you want dividends and you can only get them by reducin’ wages. Say it, and be a man, and not a parson.”

Brownell, hating him impotently, gave him a suave twinkle. “I must congratulate you, Jim. You always come to the point, logically. Yes, that is what we want, and that is what we are voting for.”

Stephen’s confusion and anguish increased. Somewhere, there was a mystery he could not see. What Purcell had said was unbelievable; he was not a man to agree to passing of dividends; he was not a man to flinch at strikes and violence. Why, then, was he demurring now?

“I think,” said Rufus gravely and with a look of sincere openness, “that Jim’s afraid that a strike would result in damage to our property.” He frowned, as if in distress. He spread out his hands. “Frankly, gentlemen, I am afraid I am not voting today. I cannot go against Steve; he is usually right. I am not prepared to say whether he is or not, at this time. Steve, you understand?” he added apologetically to his brother, and with a grieved smile.

“Yes, I understand,” said Stephen confusedly. “And I’m glad you are refraining from voting, Rufus.” He paused. Of course, Rufus was right: Purcell was anxious to avoid damage to Interstate property. He had no more magnanimous motive than this. Oh, God, Stephen thought, in his distraction: If only I had a lot of money! He stammered, “I’m sorry if I inadvertently offended any of the directors by not divulging to him that I borrowed on my stocks and bonds. I—I’m afraid I didn’t think it necessary. I’m paying the interest on my loan to Regan. I’m certain that I shall soon be able to redeem the stocks and bonds, as things improve. And do not be alarmed, gentlemen, that I shall pledge more of that collateral; I regard the Interstate as a trust—”

“A sacred trust,” said Purcell solemnly. He spat again.

Stephen ignored him. “The Interstate belongs to all of us,” said Stephen. He looked at them imploringly. “In many less tangible ways, it also belongs to our employees. We are not divisible. We can’t betray our men. I believe the Panic is passing. Let us not alienate the men who create our wealth and make it possible for us to have a company at all. They are hard-pressed enough as it is. To reduce their wages would be to reduce them to at least semistarvation. It would provoke a strike. You may be able to put down that strike, but the violence would leave its hatreds behind to boil up disastrously in the future. I am appealing to you as honorable and sensible men. …”

“Sorry,” said Brownell. “This is not of our own choosing. We have our stockholders to consider. You are pleading for what you believe to be ‘justice,’ Steve. But you are forgetting that the stockholders ought to be given ‘justice,’ too. What is the vote?” he asked his fellow directors.

“Reduce wages ten per cent,” said each man readily, with the exception of Stephen, Rufus, and Purcell.

The directors stood up and confronted the agonized Stephen. “That is all,” said Schwartz. Stephen dumbly interrogated each set face in turn, then he averted his head and walked slowly out of the room. Purcell watched him go, alternately thrusting out, then sucking in, his thick lips. Then he said to his associates, “There’ll be a strike, y’know. And we’ll put it down, someway. Yes.” He grinned somberly. “First act, first scene. I know what you’re all going to do—a little later. Can’t say I blame you; Red Rufe here’s the better man. Better for the company. We’ll get nowhere in the race a few years ahead, with Steve. Why didn’t you ax him right away? Save him a lot of misery in the long run.”

“Now, Jim,” said Brownell affectionately. “For the life of me I don’t understand you. We appreciate Steve’s leadership; we are grateful—”

Purcell casually uttered an obscenity. “A thing I can’t swallow’s talking out of the side of your mouth. But a knife pushed into your guts with a smile hurts just as much as a knife pushed in without one; more so, in fact. Why don’t you get it over with?” He turned to Rufus, whose florid face had become dark and fixed. He tapped Rufus on the chest. “Waitin’ for your next orders, eh? From Gunther?”

Rufus stepped back a little. But the other men laughed easily, shook their heads, and left the room in groups. Rufus began to follow them, but Purcell caught his arm. The two men regarded each other in silence, Rufus’s tawny eyes suddenly vivid with hatred, Purcell grinning sardonically. They stood that way for several moments, rigid and unspeaking. Then Rufus said, “Take your hand off me, Jim.”

“Have I got it on you?” asked Purcell, glancing down at his hand with surprise. “Now, think of that. Always thought I wouldn’t touch you with a ten-foot pole.”

He leaned against the board table and began to scrape out his pipe, letting the refuse fall to the floor. “Got to sharpen this knife, one of these days,” he remarked. He peered at Rufus with his muddy slits of eyes. “Always best to keep a knife sharpened; never know when you might need to use it.”

“What do you want?” asked Rufus.

Purcell blew experimentally through his cleaned pipe. He nodded, as if satisfied. “Something you think you have, but never had. No mind. I’ll tell you about it someday. Maybe sooner than you think.”

“Your style of speaking is very literary,” said Rufus. His color had become congested, and he clenched his fists. He moved closer to Purcell, who was staring at him with interest. He started to speak; the veins swelled in his temples and his throat became swollen. “I congratulate you, though, on your subtlety.”

“Do you, now?” asked Purcell slowly. He snapped his knife closed, and put it in one of his bulging pockets. He dusted off his soiled hands—great and meaty hands—by rubbing them together. The bulging areas of flesh under his sparse eyebrows knotted.

Rufus did not reply to him, but his breath became loud and uneven in the renewed silence. He stood near Purcell, tall and wide, and handsome as a lion about to charge. Purcell still leaned negligently against the table, but his muscles tensed. What the hell, he thought. Does he know? And how? Has he got a spy out, or something?

“I’m not ready to deal with you yet, Purcell,” Rufus said, and he spoke almost inaudibly, as if he were strangling. “That can wait a little. First business first. And let us not be subtle. You were about to say—?”

Purcell shook his head as if in wonder. “Who is bein’ subtle now?” he asked, like a man speaking aloud to himself. He straightened, stood solidly on his feet. Rufus was tall, but not so tall as he. “And better watch out,” Purcell continued. “Men of your colorin’ are likely to get apoplexy. Shouldn’t wonder if you had a stroke one of these days. And that would be bad—for the company. Expect big things of you in the future, Rufe. And I aim to go along with you. Nothin’ can stop fellers like you, and I’d be the last to try. That’s what I wanted to say, until you went—literary on me.” He snapped his fingers in Rufus’s face, but Rufus, becoming more crimson and congested even than before, did not recoil. For an instant or two he seemed about to lunge at the other man, and Purcell watched him.

Then, slowly, moment by moment, Rufus forced himself to relax. His color receded; his muscles slackened. Purcell observed this with admiration. Got to give the devil his due, he thought. He’s smoothing himself out by will power, and that’s the kind of feller we need at the head of this business.

“You wanted to warn me about my health?” said Rufus, and now he was actually smiling a little.

Purcell nodded. “That’s right, Rufe. And Steve’s health, too. What you aim to do about him is all right. Better for all of us. But hurry about it. He can’t stand the strain too long. Let him down easy. Or look for a few surprises you won’t like. But then, I don’t have to warn you. You’re an expert at pushin’ in knives so that the other fellow hardly feels it. Just remember to do that to Steve. No gloatin’s, y’know.”

“You mystify me,” said Rufus.

Purcell sighed. “Well, now, Rufe, when you talk that way you kind of disappoint me. All I want of you is for you to keep on makin’ Steve believe you’re his friend.”

“And if I don’t?” asked Rufus.

Purcell lifted his mighty shoulders, then dropped them. “I hate to say this, Rufe, but you’d regret it. Yes, I think maybe you’d regret it to the last day you live.” He scratched one huge ear. “No flies on you, Rufe. You know exactly what I’m talkin’ about. Keep on rememberin’.”

Rufus rubbed his upper lip with the knuckles of his right hand. He regarded Purcell with narrowed consternation.

“Regan’s my friend,” Purcell continued. “I could step in any time, and he’d never sell the stocks and bonds Steve put up to him, except to me. I’d hate to have to step in; you can bank on that. I’d rather let you go your fine way, for my own convenience and profit.”

“I see,” said Rufus. Angry consternation came to him. He was to be robbed of his dramatic triumph, a triumph for which he had lived. Gunther might be puissant, but Regan was king. Gunther would never forgive him if Purcell got word to Regan. He thought of the nights, the endless nights, when he had rehearsed what he would say to his brother on the final day.

“I thought you’d see,” said Purcell approvingly. “Bright man.” He nodded at Rufus amiably, and humming hoarsely under his breath lumbered weightily out of the room.

When he was gone, Rufus sat down suddenly, for he was trembling. He pulled out his kerchief and mopped his face. You won’t get what you want, Purcell, he thought. And then he exclaimed aloud, with utter hatred and rage: “Lydia—Bitch!” He repeated the words over and over, and at each exclamation it seemed to him that something stabbed him viciously in the chest, and something pierced his head with violent pain. He put his hand to it. Apoplexy. He must remember.

On September 10th, the employees of the Interstate Railroad Company were notified of a ten per cent cut in wages. They struck at once. That night, by torchlight, they hanged Stephen deWitt in effigy. They carried placards bearing lewd caricatures of Stephen, disfigured with a long predatory nose which the strikers believed represented Jewishness. The people followed them through East Town, cheering, carrying thick clubs.

On September 14th the governor called out the state militia, at the request of the directors of the company. On September 18th the President sent Federal troops. The trains moved, manned by gaunt men who shamefacedly averted their faces from the furious mobs in the switchyards.

It was the beginning of terror. And intermingled with it was the dangerous rise of racial and religious hatred. The people, detesting Stephen, turned upon each other. Riots broke out in the dingy streets. Strikebreakers were beaten, their wives and children threatened. The trains moved, guarded by Federal troops armed with guns and bayonets. The turmoil and the frenzy grew in the city, and at least fourteen men were killed and scores more wounded. Miserable shacks were burned. The little Catholic church, standing humbly and shabbily on the edge of the city, was fired. The priest hid in the home of a friend.

On September 30th, the strike was broken, violently and bloodily. The men went back to work, and all was calm. But Portersville did not forget.
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The late autumn evenings had become cold and sweet as a pear. But Lydia deWitt, as she forced her way through tall grass to the glade this September night, felt that all nature was overlaid with silent ominousness, abandonment, and desolation. The wedge-shaped moon, coppery and sinister, looked like the gleaming blade of an ax hurled into the heart of the black sky. A group of willows streamed with moonlight, appearing like great shrouded ghosts along the bank of the small stream. She saw Jim Purcell awaiting her on the mound. She saw the red coal of his pipe, and stopped near him, straight and tall and forbidding.

“I see you are here, finally,” she said, with a hard intonation. “Four weeks—”

“Sit down, Lydia,” he said, in his gravelly voice.

But she refused to sit down. “It’s true I have no claim on you, Jim,” she went on, without moving. “But things have been so frightful; I thought you’d be here at least once to tell me what is happening, and to give me some comfort.” Now she faltered, as if fighting tears. “No one came to—him. Not a single one of his ‘friends.’ Lying there, after his collapse, watching his door. I saw him. You might have come. …”

“Sit down,” Purcell repeated placidly. “Seems like we’ve got to have a talk.”

Lydia, wrapping her cloak about her, sat down on the mound, but at some distance from Purcell. “Rufus—went to Philadelphia at least twice, these past four weeks, and to New York once,” she said bitterly. “You must have known about it; you always do. But you never came. …”

He reached out and took her cold and inflexible hand. “Lydia, he didn’t. Yes, we got to have a talk. Red Rufe didn’t go out of town until last night. He was hiding out in the homes of some of his friends, overnight, every time he said he was leaving.”

The hand weakened in his, and Lydia turned her pale face in quick surprise. “Why should he? He knows I don’t care whether he comes or goes, or where he stays. If he wants to sleep overnight with—He has done that before, and it was a matter of complete indifference to me. Why should he try to deceive me now, or give me false explanations?”

“Because, old girl, he’s got on to us. Maybe he’s known about us for a long time. Me watchin’ him, and him watchin’ me! Seems I’m gettin’ slack as I grow older; I ought to have been suspicious about him, him bein’ like a red fox.”

“Oh, my God!” cried Lydia sharply.

“Now, now, don’t get excited. I’m having him watched real close now. He’s in New York all right, tonight. Wait a minute; I’ll tell you all about it.” Lydia listened and her face grew whiter, and she began to shiver.

She pressed her fingers over her face and bowed her head. “The children,” she said, weakly. “Cornelia. …”

“Now, you hush up, my girl. Think I’m a fool? When the time comes we’ll rock Red Rufe far back on his heels, and you’ll get what you want. Leave it to me; I’ve been around this world quite a while. Well, anyway, while he was waitin’ to pounce on us, up here, and havin’ his boys watchin’ us while he was supposed to be out of town, I couldn’t come.”

“Loathsome,” Lydia murmured, and shuddered.

“Most things in the world are, when you come up against them. Only way to have the world nice and sweet is not to be important, and live in back streets in a little house, and have no money. And maybe, too, Rufe thought he’d get a lever on me, to use for his brand of bluff and good-natured blackmail. Well, I fooled him. But let me tell you this: we aren’t goin’ to wait much longer. Maybe not more than a week.”

He pulled Lydia’s head down on his big shoulder with rough tenderness. “Things are movin’ fast. And we’re movin’ with ’em. Now, tell me all about Steve.”

“You knew he was ill,” said Lydia. “You know everything.” She tried to make her voice cold and forbidding again, though the strength of the arm about her shoulders comforted her wretched heart. “You never came.”

“Well, I couldn’t. Steve hates me now. Thinks I did him dirt” Purcell then told her of the coal acreage. Once or twice she stiffened, but the arm pulled her closer. “They’d have gotten that away from him, too, the way they’re goin’ to get everything else, except the trust funds for his kid. Thought I’d save somethin’ from the wreck for him. When the time comes, I’ll go right up to him and say: ‘Look here, Steve, I’m goin’ to develop that acreage damn fast. And you’re a partner. You’d never be able to develop it yourself. I’m puttin’ my money into it, and you’ll get fifty per cent. And maybe you’ll be able to buy back a good piece yourself.’”

Lydia said, “Jim! Why don’t you tell him now? It would comfort him so.”

Purcell shook his head. “That wouldn’t be sensible, Lydia. He never took care of himself. Know what he’d try to do? He’d use any money I advanced him—and he’d ask for an advance—for the railroad men. To help restore part of their reduced wages. I’ve told you what he’s been doin’ for years, for them.” Purcell made a repulsive sound of disgust. “And look how they treated him. But when Rufe does what he’s goin’ to do, real quick—maybe tomorrow or the next day—why, there I am, helpin’ to pick up the pieces. Now, wait a minute, Lydia. I can’t stop Rufe. I haven’t that much money; couldn’t buy back Steve’s stocks and bonds. And wouldn’t, anyway. Steve just isn’t the man for this business.”

“The last blow will kill poor Stephen,” said Lydia brokenly.

“Maybe,” said Purcell, and now he was somber. “The world always kills men like Steve. Good old Christian world. Never knew a man who did things for people who didn’t get hanged for it, or burned for it, or hated for it. That’s human nature. Two thousand years of Christianity, and look at the world. No, sir. It don’t pay to help anyone, if you want to live in peace yourself.”

Lydia smiled sadly. “But you’ve helped Stephen, though he doesn’t know about it.”

“Well, yes, always did, though blamed if I know why. When we were kids, there were young fellers always plottin’ to make him look ridiculous, or pull tricks on him. Once, when Steve was about thirteen, I heard the nice lads makin’ up a plan to waylay him on the way home from school, and set some dogs on him, and beat him. Why? A lady like you wouldn’t know. But I knew. You see, I always understood about this damn world. It doesn’t bother me any, no more than the wind does, or the snow, or the rain. It’s just a fact, and you’ve got to deal with facts.” He grunted.

“Well, anyway, I picked out the two ringleaders of the boys who were goin’ to show Steve what the world was really like. So I kicked hell out of the two brawny lads, and laid down the law to ’em, and they left Steve alone.” He smoothed Lydia’s hair, then gently kissed her cold shocked face. “Why, old girl,” he said with uncouth tenderness, “in some ways you’re like Steve.”

Lydia’s cheeks began to run with slow tears. “His friends,” she said. “That Joseph Baynes and Tom Orville. They never came once, after all he has done for them.”

“That’s natural,” said Purcell mildly. “What did you expect? After all, he helped them, didn’t he? Think they can forgive him for that?”

“But the Baynes boy came,” said Lydia. “A dark, ungenerous-looking boy, with common features. He just sat with Stephen, and I don’t think they spoke half a dozen words. I don’t think Stephen was deceived this time; I don’t think he thought Joseph Baynes sent his son. But he was comforted, just the same. It’s strange that the most unlikely seeming people, the ones you’d never expect to show compassion, are the people for a crisis; while the soft-spoken ones, the ones with ‘ideals’ about friendship and humanity, are the first to desert a man who’s stricken.”

“Well, of course,” said Purcell indulgently. “That’s very simple. Hypocrites, that’s all. They know they’re just as terrible as anyone else, and just as greedy and rapacious, but they kind of think it will elevate them in the eyes of other people by puttin’ on a fine show.”

“I think I feel a little ill,” said Lydia.

Purcell kissed her again. “Come on, now, that’s not like my girl. Not my girl who’s goin’ to stand up to Red Rufe very soon and tell him right out to his face what she thinks of him. Come on; give me a smile. Well, dreary sort of smile. Before we go on with this talk, you tell me why you love me. I’m nothin’ to look at, no beauty.”

Lydia laughed feebly. “I think I always loved you, even when I was a child.” She put her hand to his misshapen cheek and love pulsed through her palm. He turned his head and kissed it, slowly and deeply. “I always knew what you were; yes, always, Jim.” Her pretty teeth glittered in the moonlight and her face softened with poignant emotion.

“That’s wonderful,” said Purcell, grinning. “Nice to know somebody appreciates my sturdy qualities, me havin’ kept them hidden all this time, even from myself. But I want to know something, Lydia. How’s Red Rufe treatin’ Steve these days?”

Lydia became thoughtful. “I believe all you’ve ever told me about Stephen and Rufus, Jim. And so I can’t understand. Nobody can be kinder than Rufus is to his brother. He sits with him for hours, at night, and sometimes he’s even made Stephen laugh. His solicitude is wonderful.”

Purcell frowned, and he glanced at Lydia with sharp alarm. He said, “You know, sometimes I’m not very bright. Thought you’d have caught on, old girl. Knew things by intuition, or something. Made a mistake. You listen to me: I told Rufe that he must never let Steve know that he’s the boy whose knife is in him, that he’s plotted the whole thing, with a little side-help from his friends here and in New York and Philadelphia. Knew Steve couldn’t be saved; but I wanted him to die as peaceful as possible, when the time came. If he got to know that it was all Rufe, Rufe with the smiles and winks and pats, Rufe he’s trusted all these years, Steve would go out of his mind.”

Purcell got up, and gave Lydia his hand. “A man always runs true to form. Almost always. Conscience? That’s somethin’ Rufe wasn’t born with. Like bein’ born blind. He can’t help it.” He brushed mold and leaves from Lydia’s cloak, then took her in his arms very gently. “Don’t you mind, now. I’m not a man with a conscience, either. I never tried to fool you, old girl. You know all about me. It’s time to go.”

Sophia said to Lydia irritably, watching her with fierce hazel eyes, “It’s very tiresome. Stephen meets every crisis in his life by getting ill. I’m sure I don’t know all the details, but Stephen is certainly a very poor-spirited man because he can’t face the fact that the road had to reduce the men’s wages. And surely, knowing how the strikers acted, and how they hate him and ridicule him, for doing simply what he had to do, he shouldn’t have been so overcome. Every time he read the newspapers, and saw how the strike had to be put down with the militia and troops, and how the engineers and firemen and the conductors and such, tried to destroy our property, Stephen went to pieces. The doctor had to be called in the night, sometimes. It upsets the household dreadfully. Casts a pall over it, and that isn’t good for the girls.” Sophia’s hard and raddled face twisted. “Rufus suffers too; he feels too deeply, and is too sympathetic. I don’t know where he gets his patience from—having the burden of everything on his shoulders while Stephen lies in bed looking like a corpse and trying to escape everything by being ill.”

The two women were having afternoon tea together, delicate China tea in frail cups. The drawing-room fire was lighted, and the amber light chased early evening shadows over the walls and the ceiling. Lydia dropped her hands in her brown-velvet lap, and the nails entered her palms. But she said calmly, “Stephen is returning to the office on Monday. You must remember, Mother deWitt, that the doctor said Stephen had suffered a slight stroke, or a heart attack. He can’t help responding to stress.”

“When Alice died,” Sophia began, tossing her gray head.

Lydia stood up abruptly. She tried to control herself, but became very white. “You must not talk about my sister,” she said in an unsteady voice.

Sophia stared, started to speak. Then she was struck by the tense and formidable expression on Lydia’s face. She threw up her hands as if in despair. She said finally, “What is wrong with everyone in this house? Mad, absolutely mad. A person can’t say anything! When I try to sympathize with Rufus, and deplore Stephen’s weakness, he stops me and looks furious.”

Lydia tried to soften her voice. “Mother, it is just that you don’t understand everything. Neither do I.” In spite of all that she knew, she felt pity for this implacable old woman in her black silk and fringes and gold chains and brooches and glittering rings. She sat down again and took up her cup and sipped at it. “Forgive me if I was too brusque. We have all been under a great strain. You must remember that Stephen almost died once or twice. But he is better now, almost well. We must try to forget how wretched things have been.”

Sophia was a little mollified, though she tossed her head again with an injured air. “Yes, things have been ‘wretched,’ as you say, Lydia. And you haven’t helped them by going about with a very grim face. Sometimes your eyes actually flash—quite murderously. There are times when I feel that you actually—actually!—blame poor Rufus for it all.” She watched Lydia cunningly, but Lydia remained impassive.

“You imagined it,” said Lydia listlessly. “I—I have just hated the situation. I—I’m not blaming Rufus, if that is what you fear.”

“The situation isn’t Rufus’s fault,” said Sophia with umbrage.

Lydia was silent. She was well aware that Sophia had more than a slight knowledge of Rufus’s plans and plottings, and her heart began to beat sickeningly with rage and disgust. But she slowly ate a piece of seedcake. She said, “I grant you everything. We can do nothing; we are only women. And now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll see how the girls are behaving themselves at tea in their rooms.”

She stood up, and Sophia gazed at her bleakly. Even after all these years she still resented Lydia’s breeding and poise, the effortless grace of her head, her manner. The brown velvet of her dress was draped most simply, without fringes or shining buttons, and the bodice outlined her slender figure without artifice. She watched Lydia leave the room and muttered under her breath. No puffs or rolls or elaborate twistings marked Lydia’s hair; it was smoothed back from her pale, quiet face into a thick knot at the nape of her neck. Not a morsel of style, thought Sophia, pouring another cup of tea for herself.

Lydia went slowly up the winding stairway, her gown flowing behind her. The afternoon was darkening steadily, this first day of October, and the rain rushed at the windows in wild gusts. Lydia paused at a window on the second floor and glanced out at the somber mountains, purplish mist against a gaseous sky. She could see the terraced gardens below, the grass still almost unnaturally green, the faded and lonely trees.

Lydia hesitated at Stephen’s door, knocked softly, then entered. Stephen was asleep. He lay on his bed like a dead man, his gray face turned to the window. Firelight shivered over his folded hands and ashen hair. Lydia waited, but he did not move, and so she closed the door softly again, a savage ache in her breast.

The children were alone. Their governess was a frail little lady, and Lydia had insisted that during this “tea-hour” she should rest in her own room. Lydia found this arrangement pleasing, for then she could speak to Cornelia and Laura as she wished. When she entered now Cornelia squealed delightedly, flung herself into her mother’s arms and kissed her with exuberance. Lydia stroked the fiery curls fondly, touched the brilliant cheek with a tender finger. She knew all about this eleven-year-old daughter of hers, but that did not decrease her love. Lydia believed that love had a powerful, gentling influence even upon those natively barbarous.

Laura had arisen when her aunt had entered, and waited near the table drawn up near the hearth. She smiled as Lydia came toward her, and accepted Lydia’s kiss without a word. Sophia had remarked, on more than one occasion, and with malice, that “Lydia seems singularly uninterested in her own sister’s child. A little unnatural.” But Lydia and Laura understood each other without emotional displays, and a strange, silent, but eloquent love had grown between them. They were alike, and they were aware of it, and communicated only by a glance of an eye, or a faint gesture.

Lydia sat down at the table on a chair which Cornelia, with much briskness and considerable emphatic awkwardness, drew up for her. Everything that Cornelia did was done with emphasis, energy, and physical strength. This impressed people with her great “simplicity.” But Lydia knew that the seemingly simple were not simple at all.

“What have you girls been doing all day?” asked Lydia. Cornelia beamed at her mother. “Miss Trenton’s been telling us all about the telephone,” she said. “Mama, shall we have a telephone? Miss Trenton says that one of these days we’ll all be talking to each other, way across the country, and maybe across the oceans, too! Won’t that be wonderful?”

“I can’t see why,” replied Lydia with a smile. “I think we all talk too much as it is. Rather awful to think that we might be able, some day, to shout across continents and seas, breaking up the silences which, so far, are safe from our voices.” Cornelia frowned, somewhat puzzled. “But Miss Trenton says if we can ‘span’ the sea and the countries and talk to each other, it will make the world smaller and then we’ll understand each other and there won’t be any more wars'. And she says that someday we’ll have big air-machines, flying over everything, flying all around the world, carrying goods to everybody that needs ’em, and we won’t be strange to each other any more, and will love each other, and we won’t be fighting.” Cornelia smiled at her mother wistfully, and Lydia suppressed her smile at this hypocritical ingenuousness. Then she was annoyed. “Miss Trenton is a dear little soul,” she said in her most cool and practical voice. “But I’m afraid she is an idealist. She is wrong, of course. We’ll just be able to murder each other more quickly and efficiently. You remember the story of dynamite, Cornelia. That was supposed to make wars so horrible that no nation would dare attack another nation. The musket was supposed to do that, too, and the cannon. And the crossbow before them. No doubt the Greeks thought their fireballs, thrown from ship to ship, would bring peace to the world. But nothing ever brings it. Because man is a beast, you see.”

Cornelia’s bright and eloquent face took on an expression of acute distress. This, too, was artifice, and was intended to inspire compassion in the adult Lydia for an innocent child who was being disillusioned. Lydia laughed shortly. “Don’t pretend with me, darling,” she said. “You are a little brute, yourself.”

Cornelia, who had an intense sense of humor, broke out into loud and husky laughter. She hugged her mother with violence. “Mama, you are so mean! You know people expect you not to be yourself. Why, you wouldn’t dare!”

“That is true; not many people ‘dare,’” agreed Lydia. “It is very wearing, and even dangerous, at times, to be honest.”

“Well, I like people to like me,” replied Cornelia. “What’s wrong with that?”

“Some of us are a little more discriminating.” But Lydia smiled sadly.

Cornelia thumped herself down at her mother’s feet, and began to smooth the velvet of Lydia’s dress. She could be herself with her mother, and this was occasionally relieving. “If people like you, you can get what you want out of them,” she said. The firelight flickered over her beautiful round face, which was full of laughter. Lydia put her hand compassionately on the head at her knee, and turned to Laura. “What do you think, my dear?” she asked.

Laura considered meditatively. Then she said in her low sweet voice, “I don’t care, very much, if people like me or not. I just don’t want them ‘touching’ me with anything. Unless I like them a great deal.”

Cornelia was becoming restless, as she always did when she was no longer the center of attention. She caught her mother’s arm to attract her notice. “Mama, why can’t we have a tennis court? It’s all the rage. Everybody has a tennis court. Tennis is so fashionable.”

“You know why, dear. The grounds all slope. And I don’t think Uncle Stephen ever takes any interest in tennis.”

Cornelia studied her mother slyly. She began to hum hoarsely under her breath, a habit she had when she was indulging in secret and not very charitable thoughts. Then she jumped to her feet and exclaimed, “Let’s play dominoes!” She made a clatter with the tea things, dumping them untidily on another table, and keeping up a loud and aimless conversation as she laid out the dominoes. Lydia watched her intently.

She played the game with the children; she played mechanically, for she was full of her own miseries and despairs. Where would they all be, a year from now? There were great boulders and chasms and gloomy, terrifying vistas before her, and thunders of violence. She, herself, could endure it all. What of Laura? Lydia looked at that small and reflective face bent over the dominoes. A stream of dark hair like a vapor fell over the child’s pale cheek. Lydia saw the deep indentations about the full gray eyes: the stigmata of the sensitive and quietly impassioned.

“Why are you sighing, Mama?” asked Cornelia curiously.

“It is a very depressing day,” replied Lydia.

When she went down to the drawing room later, Rufus was already there. He stood up when she entered, but he did not speak. Lydia sat down, conscious of her husband’s concentrated regard. She kept herself very still, and said tranquilly, “The weather is bad, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” he answered, “it is.” In spite of Lydia’s efforts she could not refrain from glancing at him. He appeared drained and harassed, and he was strumming his fingers on the arms of his chair. “Something is tormenting him,” she thought with sudden pity. “Something is driving him.”

Rufus said, “I’ve just been up to see Steve. I believe he is coming down to dinner tonight. I’m very glad. There is—business—to do next week, and we need him.” He shook his head. “Everything is very bad. Tens of thousands of dollars in damage to our property. The—rascals—burned up considerable in the yards. We’re just beginning to discover the extent of the destruction.”

Lydia was silent. Rufus did not speak again. He only sat there, staring at the fire and strumming. Moment by moment he became more absorbed in his thoughts, and they evidently did not please or comfort him. He is not thinking of the destruction and the strike, Lydia reflected. He is thinking of Stephen, and me. He hates us both now, and the hatred is not giving him pleasure. It is giving him pain.

Sophia came in then, sighing and complaining. She kissed her son and said, “My poor Rufus, how ill you look!”
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“I should like to see the yards,” said Stephen to his brother. His voice was very weak since his sudden illness, and more faltering than ever. Though the carriage was snug, and a thick fur had been thrown over his knees, a steady shivering ran over his emaciated body. Rufus had wrapped him in mufflers and coats; it was like draping a skeleton, he thought, without ridicule but only with a gloomy pity. It was stupid to feel pity for a poor fool like Stephen, who was better out of what had eaten away his life. But there it was. Rufus smiled at his brother easily. “It won’t make you happy,” he said. “Why not wait until you’re stronger? This is your first day. And we’re beginning to clean up the mess.”

The rain had not stopped for five days; it lashed the roof of the carriage, shot long needles like quicksilver over the windows. The carriage swayed in the wind, and the restive horses ran like satin with water. “I should still like to see the yards,” said Stephen; his cheeks had fallen in, his face had dwindled. His large gray mustache looked absurd in that diminished face. Yet it added to the pathos of his appearance. He was only forty-three; he seemed sixty or more.

“Very well,” said Rufus cheerily, as he climbed like a youth into the carriage. But he was depressed. “Do it quick,” Purcell had warned him. He was conscious of being hurried, not only by Purcell, but by this dying man beside him. He had no doubt that Stephen was dying. Lydia might have been incredulous had she known her husband’s thoughts as the carriage began to roll gingerly down the hill, the wind screaming about it. I’ll always take care of Laura, Rufus said to himself. A sweet child; I love her like my own. Somehow, I must make Steve understand that, at the last.

Stephen had no strength for speech during the long journey toward Portersville. Rufus had told him carelessly that the board of directors were meeting that morning but that it was about some “routine matter.” What more can they do, than what they have done? Stephen thought. He was as cold as death; his muffled hands were icy. They’ll probably be jubilant. But someway, I can alleviate what they have done. When I am a little stronger I’ll pledge some more of my stock for the men. The stock is rising; there will be dividends; I’ll soon be able to redeem it. He glanced timorously at Rufus, who was gazing at the drowned mountain road and the dismal scene beyond it. The mountains surrounded them, somber, drenched, and cold. Rufus, commented Stephen silently, seemed exhausted. He had much less color; the flesh about his mouth kept twitching. Stephen murmured, “It has been hard on you, Rufus. I can’t tell you how grateful I am that you stood by me.”

Involuntarily, Rufus pressed his brother’s shoulder. “Please don’t,” he said, and his voice was almost harsh.

They had almost reached the lower level on the grade to Portersville when Stephen, speaking with difficulty, and halting between sentences, told Rufus of the sale of his coal acreage to Purcell. “I had to do it; I needed the forty thousand dollars for the men. And the household expenses. And Joe Baynes had to have some to pay interest on the bonds he had pledged to Alex Peale in Philadelphia. And Tom Orville—he has such bad luck lately with his lumber mill. …”

Rufus heard this, aghast. He had counted on acquiring the coal for himself. For a moment he was enraged against this imbecile of a brother for depriving him. He said, and his words were heavy with hatred and anger, “Purcell! Forty thousand dollars! Robber! What a contemptible person. Why didn’t you come to me, Steve?”

Stephen regarded him with dim surprise. “But you don’t have forty thousand dollars, Rufus,” he said.

Rufus caught himself. He shook his head despondently. “Of course I didn’t. But I could have lent you some; we could have managed some way. But Steve! All that money for dogs who’ve been deriding and blaming you for weeks.”

“But how could they know?” asked Stephen weakly. “I never told them; it would have been wrong, in a way.”

“How much do Baynes and Orville owe you now?” asked Rufus, newly enraged.

Stephen hesitated. Then he said with apology, “Twentyseven thousand dollars—Joe Baynes; twelve thousand dollars—Tom. But they’ll pay it back some day, I’m sure.”

Thirty-nine thousand dollars! A fortune. Rufus felt as a man feels who has been cruelly robbed; he thought again of the coal acreage. That coal ought to have been developed for the Interstate Railroad Company. It would be bad news for the directors when they discovered that what they had intended to seize for the sake of the company now belonged solely to Jim Purcell. Now Rufus’s wrath turned against his brother. What a fool this was! How completely incompetent and prodigal!

The carriage rolled through the cobbled streets of Portersville, and approached the railroad yards. Now it was with sincerity alone that Rufus said, “I wish you weren’t determined to see the damage, Steve. It will only sicken you.”

But Stephen, with a tremendous effort, pulled himself forward so that he might see all, and see it clearly. He saw the blackened hulls of the roundhouses, the repair shops; he saw the ebony skeletons of freight cars. Ties had been scattered; in a few places rails had been pulled up. The rain and the wind howled together over the desolate ruins. Stephen hardly saw the ruins, however; he was looking with passionate intensity at the men working about the wreckage, grim-faced, gaunt, and shabby men shivering in the cold and dampness, their miserable clothing blowing about them. They worked in utter silence, not glancing at each other, not speaking. Stephen said, “Let us go on.” He sat back in his seat and closed his eyes. Men did not destroy the means of their livelihood wantonly; men respected their tools. They had been driven to this madness only by hopelessness and hunger.

The worst thing of all, thought Stephen, who felt that he was literally dying in this resurgence of agony, is that now there will be a wave of punitive legislation against labor. It will probably be decades before unions will be of any force or importance again. In the meantime the people will suffer recurrent depressions, hunger, unemployment, and despair, without any redress. They will smolder for many years, remembering.

Stephen’s brain seemed to light up with a dreadful clarity. And when the people remember, he said to himself, they will become as oppressive as the oppressors once were. There is never any charity in humanity, no reasonableness, no tolerance. They never say to each other: “Wrongs were committed against us. But revenge is no substitute for justice.”

“We are here now,” said Rufus, and he spoke gently. “Let me help you out.” Stephen opened his eyes. The carriage was standing before the Portersville National Bank building, and the door was open. Moving like an old and stricken man, Stephen allowed himself to be almost lifted from the carriage by the coachman and Rufus. Leaning on Rufus’s arm, he walked into the building. As he felt Rufus’s strength and solicitude, Stephen thought: If it were not for Rufus I think I would drop dead, here and now, and I would not care.

“Rest a little in your office,” said Rufus, helping his brother to remove his mufflers and coat and shawls and hat. Stephen sat down heavily, his breath hard and choking. He tried to smile at his brother who was watching him with unguarded compassion. “I don’t know what I’d do without you, Rufus,” he said. “What do the directors want today?”

Rufus hung up Stephen’s coat, and said, without turning, “Nothing important.” He stood by the window and looked down at the wind-lashed park below, with its barren trees. The mountains were hid in mist.

“When I think what they have done,” stammered Stephen. He wiped his wet forehead with the back of his hand. “They weren’t starving, even if the dividends were being passed; our stockholders weren’t in need. …”

Rufus still stood at the window. “I know,” he replied.

“You stood with me,” Stephen went on. “Loyally.”

Rufus turned from the window, and all his color was gone. Stephen shook his head over and over. “It is the only thing that has sustained me—your loyalty, Rufus.”

Rufus said laboriously, “Let me help you into the board room.” He lifted his brother to his feet, but he kept his head averted. Together they walked in slow step down the hallway to the room where the directors awaited them.

They were all there. They looked up when they saw Stephen and Rufus, and then, involuntarily, they rose. Each man examined Stephen’s face, and then each man turned away, waited until Stephen was seated, then sat down. Jim Purcell’s expression was morose and glum, and he stared at his swinging boot. Then every man looked as one at Rufus deWitt.

“I am sure that we are all glad that Steve is well enough to be with us again,” he began smoothly. He waited, but no one answered him. Then Rufus said, in a louder and a harsher voice, “Well, let us get down to business! I—”

“Feelin’ the strain, eh, Rufe?” asked Purcell, and spat.

“I understand there are a few details,” said Stephen, in his dim and deathly voice. “You wished to talk with me about them?”

“Not exactly details, Stephen,” said Mr. Brownell. His aristocratic face was pale. “We have come to the conclusion that you aren’t the man for a rugged business like this. We know you have been seriously ill; so we’ll not take up too much of your time. What we have to say may sound cruel, but we believe it is for the best, not only our best but yours also. It is a hard thing to say; it must be said, and we regret it.”

“Though the Sunday school has now come to order, we can still dispense with the pieties,” said Purcell. “Come to the point, and let the man go.”

But no one spoke. Rufus sat in his chair, his leonine face dark and gloomy. Stephen turned to one man after another, in silence; then he asked, “What is it? I am afraid I do not understand.”

Purcell glanced about him contemptuously. “No one volunteerin’ as the ax-man? Want me to do it, you bein’ such nice kind gentlemen?” He received no answer. “You want me to be spokesman, eh? You haven’t the heart for it now?” He paused. “Look at him, boys. That’s what you did to him. Necessity, you said. He ain’t the man for us, you said. But now you sit there and turn your palms up and examine them, and scrutinize your fingernails. All right, then. I’ll give it to him, though it’s not my place. That’s his brother’s job.”

Stephen’s heart began to beat very fast, and the anguished pain which had struck him a few weeks ago raced through his chest and down his arm. His breath caught in his throat, and he clenched his weak hands in an effort to breathe. He said to Rufus feebly, “What is it? Tell me.”

Rufus was forced to look up, and he met Stephen’s dying eyes, and flinched. A deep silence fell in the room. Rufus opened and shut his mouth, and then abruptly turned away. Purcell watched him cynically. “Well, well,” he remarked. “You’re not so bad as I thought you, Red Rufe. Man like you shouldn’t be president, maybe?”

“President?” murmured Stephen. Gray sweat stood on his forehead.

“No one is going to crash in, first off; so I’ll start it,” said Purcell. He leaned toward Stephen. “It’s simple. They don’t want you as president any more, Steve. Think you aren’t fit for it. You gave Jay Regan twenty-five per cent of your stocks and bonds as collateral for a loan of two hundred thousand dollars. We went into that before. You can’t redeem the stocks and bonds; short-term loan, three months. The three months are up. Regan’s at liberty to sell the collateral on the open market now. Gunther and Gould and Vanderbilt want to buy it, and depress the Interstate stock. But they all had lots of meetin’s, those fellows, and Red Rufe, here. They kind of like him. In it with ’em.”

“Wait!” cried Rufus, and now he jumped to his feet, his face congested. “Damn you, you wanted him not to know—you told me—”

“Changed my mind,” replied Purcell. “He don’t need you any longer, Rufe. He’s got me. And he’ll find out, anyways, in a few minutes.”

Stephen’s mouth was open, and they could hear his rasping breath. He put his hand to his heart. Rufus looked at him, and all his features sharpened with pain. He did not sit down, but supported himself by pressing his fists against the table.

“Well, let’s go on,” said Purcell, grimly enjoying the expressions on the faces of all the men. “All the fellers in New York, in their meetin’s with Rufe, came to a very kind conclusion. They’re helpin’ Rufe buy your stock; they believe in him. Think they can use him in their manipulations when they take possession of other railroads, in a monopoly. Somethin’ tells me that Rufe is going to fool ’em, after all, and so we’re all in it with him, against the fellers in New York. But that’s our secret.

“And there’s the Chicago System. No funds in our treasury just now, with the Panic and strikes and all, to service the indebtedness to Chicago. But we’re all gettin’ together, and payin’ in proportion out of our own pockets, to keep the Chicago out of the claws of the New York boys. Except Rufe. That’s his game with New York. Sorrowful that the other directors worked behind his back. Gettin’ the New Yorkers to help him buy your stock, while we watch in the background seein’ that at the last minute we’ll be able to repay their loans to him. Outfoxin’ them. And Rufe’ll have your stock, and we’re behind him, and we’re goin’ to vote him in as president.”

Stephen was no longer breathing audibly. He had become very still. The sweat ran down his temples and cheeks like tears. A strange dignity stood on his face. When he spoke it was with quiet strength: “I think I understand. But first I wish to say that Mr. Regan assured me he would not sell my stocks and bonds, so long as I paid the interest, which I have been doing.” He was not looking at Rufus now, but only at Purcell.

“You have that ‘assurance’ in writing?” asked Mr. Brownell in a hushed voice.

“No, I have not. It was only his word.”

Purcell shrugged elaborately. “‘His word,’” he repeated.

Stephen was gathering all his last resources together. “I am sorry if you consider me unfit to be president of this company,” he said. “You will not, all of you, lend me the money to redeem my stocks and bonds?”

“Sorry, Steve,” said one of the directors. “Jim, here, has explained the whole situation. But don’t worry that the New York men will ever gain control of our company. It would be very hard for us to raise the money ourselves, as we have the Chicago System to consider, too. Rufus has managed very cleverly with Gunther and Gould and Regan and Vanderbilt. He’ll hold them off for a long time. You couldn’t have had our support. You haven’t been well for a long time, and—”

“And you believe me incapable of directing the affairs of our company?” asked Stephen.

Mr. Brownell sighed. “I am afraid—”

“And this has gone on for a long time?”

No one answered him. Then, in an ebbing voice, Stephen polled them, man by man. “You, Tim? You, George? You, Stratton? You, Jim? You, Edward? You, you?” One by one they nodded, carefully avoiding his eyes. And then only Rufus was left, Rufus staring fixedly at the table on which he leaned.

“And you, Rufus?” asked Stephen gently.

Slowly, as if forced, Rufus lifted his head. Stephen smiled at him compassionately. “No, don’t answer,” he said. “I understand. You never believed in me, after all. Rufus, it doesn’t matter. You see, I have had an idea, for over a year. … But there is something else which I must say. You have plotted against me, and you’ve ruined me, and you’ve wanted my house and everything that is mine. You thought that it should all be yours. But there is one thing I shall always remember: you have been kind to me. You haven’t willed it that way, but it happened. You began with treachery and hypocrisy; you ended it despising yourself, and with concern for me.” He reached across the table and laid his thin fingers on his brother’s arm. “I think perhaps you are right. I think you are a better man, for this business, than I.”

Rufus regarded his brother in silence, and white clefts of honest shame and suffering carved themselves about his nostrils. If only he wouldn’t smile at me, he thought.

Stephen’s eyes were brilliant with his compassion. “Yes,” he said, “a better man for this business. My father was wrong, and I knew it from the beginning.”

“No,” said Rufus, “he was right. I learned a lot from you, Steve. I learned how to be patient, and wait, and gather facts, and proceed on actualities and not on excited illusions.” He averted his head. “I am sorry.”

Stephen covered his eyes with his hand. “I wanted, from the first day, to give it all up to you. But something stopped me.” He removed his hand and gazed apologetically at his brother. “I—I can’t remember what stopped me. I suppose it is because I am very tired just now.”

The great hollow of pain in his chest became wider. A silvery mist floated before his vision; there was a clamorous ringing in his ears. Now there was no sensation in his arms and legs. He made one last and supreme effort. “There is an envelope in my desk, with a red seal. Would you bring it to me, please?”	

Every man except Purcell immediately jumped to his feet as at the welcome offering of escape. But it was Rufus who reached the door first, and then the others merely stood about the room, not looking at each other. In a few moments Rufus returned and silently gave his brother the requested envelope. “A match, please,” said Stephen, and his voice was now so far lost that only Rufus heard him. The match was lighted, and Stephen, with an enormous effort, applied the flame to the envelope. He let it drop into a large tray on the table, and watched it burn. The red reflections ran over his sunken features and over the sweat that dripped from his forehead and temples. Then, when the papers were consumed, he smiled.

“Those were Joe Baynes’s and Tom Orville’s notes, for nearly forty thousand dollars,” he whispered. “Made out to me.”

Rufus moved away a step or two, appalled. “But Laura!” he exclaimed, horrified.

“Laura—has the trust funds,” said Stephen. He stared at Rufus mournfully. “And I have left the house to you, Rufus. You always wanted it. I made out a new will. …”

Jim Purcell, moving rapidly, came to the table, bent down and examined Stephen’s face. “A doctor,” he said roughly. “One of you damned fools go out and get a doctor!”

Four of the directors rushed from the room wildly, but Rufus remained, standing beside his brother. He muttered, over and over, “No. My God, no.” There were tears on his thick red lashes.

Purcell gently leaned Stephen back in his chair. He folded the numb hands in Stephen’s lap. He wiped the wet face with his own handkerchief. Then he peered up at Rufus. “Don’t worry,” he said in his loud, hoarse voice. “You’ll get over it. In the meantime, bring me a glass of water.”

When Rufus brought the water, Purcell pressed the glass against Stephen’s ashy lips. But Stephen was beyond swallowing now. He opened his eyes slowly, and fixed them on Purcell speechlessly.

“Can you hear me, Steve?” asked Purcell, almost shouting. “Listen! That coal acreage—I’ll develop it. There’s fifty per cent for you, out of proceeds, or for your little girl. Hear me, Steve? Hear me?”

Stephen had no voice. But the death-filled eyes brightened for an instant, as with joy or wonder.

“I always meant it that way, you poor damn fool,” said Purcell, kneeling beside the dying man. “To keep it out of the hands of these here other fellers. Saved it for you. Hear me, Steve?”

There was no sound in the room. The remaining directors and Rufus stood in distracted misery near the table. Then, suddenly, the silence was broken by one deep sigh, and then another. Rufus put his hands to his ears.

Purcell stood up, rubbing his hands together. “I hope he heard what I said. Kind of like to hope that. One of you better go out and meet that doctor and tell him it’s too late.”
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The moon glared down at the snow on the mountains and in the narrow valleys, and the snow billowed in great white dunes so that the landscape might have been a scene on the moon itself. An absolute silence had sucked away all sound; not the slightest wind blew nor did the frost crackle or a tree creak.

It was midnight, and Lydia was sitting alone with her husband near the fire. Sophia had retired an hour ago, but husband and wife had not spoken a single word since then. They might have been strangers, watching the fire, neither reading or moving.

At last Rufus said, “Well, you asked me to stay, after my mother left. What is it?”

Lydia looked at him before answering. He had lost considerable flesh these past two months, and much of his color. Because of this, his red hair was more conspicuous than ever. Wrinkles had appeared about his eyes, and there was now a permanent cleft on each side of his mouth. If we have all suffered, he has suffered, too, thought Lydia with both bitterness and pity. She said at last, “I have wanted you to know that I don’t blame you too much, Rufus. I know that you betrayed Stephen; I know that you have waited over eleven years to take what he had. You see, it wasn’t you who really defeated Stephen, and killed him. The world killed Stephen, and his own nature.”

Rufus’s face changed. He began to rub his mouth with the knuckles of his right hand, and he turned to the fire again.

“You always knew that would happen,” Lydia went on gently. “So you waited, and you worked, knowing your time would come. You were not deceived by the very paradox which amazed some other people: Stephen’s sudden spurts of power and perspicacity and apparent ruthlessness. Yes”—and she smiled sadly as Rufus abruptly faced her—“I know so much more than you could possibly understand.”

She waited, but Rufus, though he had flushed, still did not speak. She went on:

“Stephen never wanted to live after Alice died. In fact, knowing him so well now, I doubt if he ever wanted to live. Alice changed that a little, gave him something to exist for. Then she was taken from him. You see, Rufus, he told me about Mr. Gunther, and how he had been able to circumvent him. That was before Stephen and I stopped being friends.”

“He told you about Gunther?” asked Rufus, surprised and deeply interested.

“Yes. I think he had to tell someone. He trusted me, and so he told me.”

“Go on, please,” murmured Rufus. The tenseness of his body was beginning to relax. He had to tell someone. He, Rufus, had long wanted to tell “someone,” himself.

“So, even when he outwitted Mr. Gunther, it was no pleasure to him. It was a—sickness. He was always being betrayed by his compassion, and so, when he did what he had to do to Mr. Gunther, he was sorry for him. A paradox? But aren’t all of us always being torn between our emotions and our reason?

“Stephen was not fit to struggle with evil, because there was so little evil in him.”

Lydia hesitated. She could scarcely bring herself to the final words she must say. She glanced at the ormolu clock on the mantelpiece. It was almost half-past twelve. Her hands became suddenly damp, and she wiped them with her lace handkerchief.

“Yes, you are right, Lydia,” Rufus was saying.

“But there is something else, too,” said Lydia in a lower voice. “Stephen also died when he came to realize that he had never had any friends, in spite of lies, hypocrisies, and affirmations of faithfulness. During the last few months of his life he would wait for Mr. Baynes and Mr. Orville, but they never came to him. They must have heard he was ill, a month before he died, but they never came.”

Rufus spoke with sudden bitter harshness: “He lent those rascals nearly forty thousand dollars, and to protect them he destroyed their notes! No, they never came, the righteous dogs. And I could have ruined them, and revenged Steve, if he hadn’t destroyed those damn notes! I could have taken over their—” He stopped abruptly.

But Lydia, as if she had not heard, went on: “What has a man to live for, except love, and personal ambitions? He can survive without ambition, but he can’t survive without love.”

She looked at Rufus, and now her face was stern and cold. “Though you didn’t have very much to do with Stephen’s defeat—and I mean his spiritual defeat and death—you betrayed him in his emotions. The ‘affection’ was an unnecessary cruelty. He came to rely upon it.”

Rufus stood up very slowly but deliberately, and as if with purpose. “I’ve always thought you were a perceptive woman, Lydia, and an intelligent one. But in a way or two, you are stupid. ‘Unnecessary cruelty.’ I had my personal and exigent reasons for it, yes. I also knew poor old Steve well, and in the past years I came to know him better. What had begun on my part as ‘hypocrisy,’ as you would say, and for my own reasons, also became, a little later, and to my own surprise, a real affection for him. You see, Lydia, things are never as vile as you think they are, or as good.”

He smiled at her somberly, and she sat up straighter in her chair, staring at him. He nodded. “I never stopped hating the fact that he was president of the company, but I finally understood this served my purpose very well. The whole complex business would take too long to explain, and has too many ramifications. You never gave me any credit for being paradoxical, myself.

“I’m wandering from the point, though. Steve was not only a suicidally compassionate man, he was also intuitive. He was on his guard for a long time, and never was entirely trustful of me. But when I began to feel a genuine, if contemptuous, affection for him, he knew. He knew he never had a friend, except Jim Purcell, and he was always trying to beat down that knowledge because he detested Purcell’s ethics. He knew you weren’t his friend.”

Lydia turned crimson. She stood up and faced her husband on the hearth rug. Then she paled, and her face took on the color and naked shine of bone.

“You despised Steve, Lydia, because you considered him weak. That’s the simple truth. As a woman”—and Rufus paused a little, his eyes shining maliciously—“you like strength in men. You don’t like masked strength, or devious strength, like mine. You call it cunning. You like open and brutal strength—like Purcell’s.”

The name lay between them like a weapon. Rufus watched Lydia, and laughed a little. “We’ll come back to Purcell in a few moments. I just want to show you, my dear, that in your own clever way you are quite a fool.

“Steve loved this house. He knew that I loved it, too. And so, at the last, when he felt death in him, he left the house to me, though my father had bequeathed it to him and his heirs ‘forever.’ Naturally, you never arrived at the truth when you thought about this. You probably considered it ‘compassion’ or silliness, on Steve’s part. He did it because he wanted someone to own this house who cared about it as much as he did.”

Lydia stood in stiff silence, very white, her black mourning silk draped about her slender figure.

“You don’t love this house, my dear Lydia, nor does my mother; she is only proud of it, and she will live here all the rest of her life. Cornelia loves this house. No matter where she goes, she will always return to it. Steve knew that, too.”

“You are imagining things,” stammered Lydia. “You are trying to excuse your conduct. …”

Rufus was beginning to enjoy himself. He shook his head. “You are a very logical woman, Lydia. But logic is too rigid; it never bends or embraces, or covers intangibles. It is wonderful for syllogisms, but never admits that there is more to reality than it covers.”

“No!” exclaimed Lydia. “I refuse to admit your premises.”

‘You’ll never learn, I suppose, Lydia, that there is more to living than just premises. Do you know,” he continued, eyeing her curiously, “I once thought you were a very subtle woman. You can be very subtle about abstractions, but realities throw you into a dither. Like little Laura, you are overcivilized.”

Lydia gazed at him with sudden and intense astonishment This made Rufus laugh shortly. “You are mortified to discover that I’m not as single-minded or as uncomplex as you thought I was. You’d much prefer to think I’m a very lively and completely ruthless villain.”

He glanced at the mantel clock, checked it with his gold watch. “In about ten minutes, Lydia, your carriage will be here to take you down to Mrs. Townsend’s house. Never mind how I know; I just know. Once there, with your friend, you intend to start suit for divorce against me, on some delicate ground. Then you intend to marry Purcell.”

Lydia reached blindly for a chair, and fell into it, her great dark eyes fixed on Rufus. He was smiling at her with high amusement, yet he spoke gently: “There was a time when I would have fought all this, my dear. You see, I still loved you. Perhaps in a way, I love you still. But I intend to let you divorce me. You see, I am president of the company now, and I have the house. I need and want sons. It may surprise you to know I have already picked the lady who will be my wife.

“Cornelia is my pet, and my darling. But she might be in the way of my new wife, for a time. So, being a sensible man, and knowing that you are, in your limited way, a wise woman as well as a good one, I think it best that Cornelia go to live with you. And with Laura. You were made Laura’s guardian, you know. I’m not aftaid that Purcell will ‘turn’ Cornelia against me. She is only eleven, but she has a mind. You are a just person; you will allow Cornelia to return home whenever she desires, on a visit, or whenever I wish to see her. And you’ll never lie to her about me. You see how I trust you.”

Lydia exhaled her held breath. Tears began to fill her eyes. When Rufus lifted her hand and kissed it, the tears spilled over her cheeks and she sobbed brokenly.

“Don’t, Lydia,” said Rufus softly. “Don’t begin to think for a minute that perhaps you’ve been unjust to me. You haven’t, in a large measure. I’m going to miss you like hell; I’m going to miss the girls even worse. But for what one gives up, sometimes, one gets a great deal more.”


PART TWO
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Allan Marshall leaned on his hoe to stare for a considerable time at the great and beautiful white brick house high above him on its terraces. Hot sunlight struck its lower arches, its tall white pillars, its long and blinding windows. On this lower terrace the willows moved in constant light, bowing and blowing like green fountains, and oaks and elms sheltered tilted spaces of dark grass. Late roses were still blooming on the descending stone walls; paths lined with flocks, marigolds, sweet alyssum, summer lilies, and many other flowers whose names he did not know, wandered casually up and down the terraces and disappeared behind thickets of trees and shrubs. A mountain wind, carrying the scent of roses and pine, filled the shining silence all about the young man, and occasionally a bird sang suddenly, or, carrying radiance on its wings, darted up to the sky.

If I had a house like that, he thought, with mingled resentment, ambition, and envy, I’d never leave it for those damned places they go to—New York, Paris, Newport, and the Riviera. But he knew he would, for he was not only a highly intelligent young man, but a disingenuous one. He smiled to himself sourly. He wiped his sweating face, resumed his cultivation of the narrow garden on which he was working, and let his ambition take hold of him once more. He knew exactly where he not only wished to go but was determined to go. To dream was not enough; daydreams drugged a man’s spirit and left him nothing at the last but the sick belly and hating nausea of envy and unproductive spite. He despised those who enjoyed fortunes for which they had not worked; but he despised, even more, those men without ability, intellect, or aspiration who hated the fortunate. He had to listen to them often. He knew he would need them, and that he would use them ruthlessly.

He saw the house, and what the house represented. Though he was the gardener and walked among beauty, and worked with it, he had no feeling for it and, in fact, hardly saw it. A tree was a tree to him, and a damned nuisance, sometimes, when it had to be pruned; flowers were pretty, but they had to be staked and watered, and served no real purpose to a man who was on his way. He thought of the half-crippled and malign old woman who would occasionally, and with pain, lean on the arm of a manservant and stiffly walk around the gardens in the evenings. She rarely left the house and its grounds; she never went on the constant hegiras of the rest of the family. For her, these gardens bloomed and the trees blew and the paths must be kept well-graveled and trimmed. Allan suspected that she was as little moved by natural beauty as himself. The power of possession was enough for her, as it was enough for him.

He tore at some weeds with calm viciousness, ripping out the roots, tossing them aside. A weed produced neither beauty nor harvest, therefore it had no reason to live. He took pleasure in destroying the weeds, his young face intent. He thought of the men he represented, and he studied the weeds. The men were brothers to this worthless growth, but the men were necessary for what they could do for men like himself.

He wiped his face again, and then, on a higher terrace, he caught the vivid electric blue of a dress. What the hell, he thought, leaning on the hoe again. The old devil very seldom had visitors, and when those visitors did come they wore sober rich silks and not wild color like this. Moreover, he had not heard the sound of a carriage winding up the mountain. Then he knew. It was the young girl, that Cornelia deWitt, the granddaughter of the old woman. But what was she doing here in July, when her father, stepmother, and two little half-brothers were in Newport? She must have come last night.

The violent color was slowly descending the terraces. He caught a glimpse of brilliant red hair between the trees. He had often seen Cornelia in her carriage on the streets of Portersville, during the brief weeks she and her family spent at home. He had thought her amazingly beautiful, except for her hair. He had no penchant for hair so blatantly red.

Unaware of him, she had begun to sing as she descended smoothly and easily. She had a hoarse and lively voice, and the song she sang was a popular one, vulgar, common, but vigorous. It suited her. Allan began to smile. He was averse to “unrefined” females, especially if those females were young; he preferred pale and gentle and silent young girls. However, if a girl was a minx he believed it added to her jauntiness if she did not pretend to be otherwise.

Now Cornelia stepped out on a small area of velvet grass which sloped about four feet above Allan Marshall. She still did not see him. There she stood against the bright green background of grass and trees, unusually tall but with a youthful voluptuousness which was startling. She was only nineteen years old; she had the ripe figure of a woman in her late twenties. The blue dress, shimmering, skin-tight over the high full breasts, the narrow waist, and the swelling hips, set off every attribute. Below the hips, the gown billowed into ruffles and draperies and ruchings. She was holding up considerable of it for the sake of free movement, and Allan could see her fine curving legs almost to the knees. Her slippers matched her dress exactly. Her flesh was as pale as a lily, enhanced by flutters of white lace petticoats.

A beam of light struck through the trees, and her masses of heaped red curls burst into fire. She blinked, but not before he had caught a glimpse of her tawny hazel eyes, full of life and vitality. They were lion’s eyes, yet humorous, and seemed to possess a primordial zest. Her broad full face was colored strongly, and her big full mouth looked like a poppy in full sunlight. Her slightly aquiline nose gave a predatory expression to a countenance that was otherwise good-tempered and gay. She was lifting her head, and Allan saw the long white lines of her young throat, and the roundness of her dimpled chin. She broke into another song, more than slightly lewd and rollicking. She started to laugh. A red curl had fallen on her neck. She tucked it away, patting it lovingly. Then she saw the young man below. Her mouth fell open, showing the big white teeth.

“Hello!” she exclaimed, and her husky voice was almost a shout. “Who are you? The new gardener?”

He smiled up at her, without respect. With enormous perspicacity, he understood people; so he knew that his lack of servility and humbleness would not offend her. “Yes, Miss deWitt. Or, at least, I’m one of them, working all through the summer when the spring work is done. I’m Allan Marshall,” he added. He leaned on the hoe again, staring up at her with open admiration. She had not dropped her dress over her legs; she showed no maidenly confusion. After a moment or two, during which they smiled at each other, she advanced farther down the small terrace to join him. He put out his soiled brown hand to assist her, but she was already leaping over the edge of the terrace in a shower of silk and lace. Once beside him, he could feel her tremendous verve and energy. She expelled a primitive force, utterly without any concealing elegance.

She was staring at him, pleased. She let her skirts drop, not as if conscious of what she had been revealing but simply as if it was no longer necessary to hold them up. “You don’t look like a gardener, Allan,” she said with candor.

“I’m not, really.” He took out his pipe and calmly lit it while she watched him. “I’m reading law at night, in the offices of the Assistant Secretary of State, Mr. Peale. He’s assigned one of his lawyers to teach me.”

“That’s wonderful,” said Cornelia admiringly. “So, you’re going to be a lawyer. In Mr. Peale’s office.”

“Not exactly, Miss. I’m going to be a labor lawyer. My dad’s an engineer on one of your father’s roads. I know all about labor problems. They aren’t going to be solved without lawyers. And I’m going to be one.”

“Are you an anarchist?” she asked with interest.

He grimaced. “No, I don’t think so. That’s what the railroad owners call people like me. But I’m not. The future lies with the workers of America, and—” He hesitated.

She shouted with laughter, and pointed a ringed finger at him. “And you’re going to be a part of the future! I know all about people, and you’re really not part of the workers, and you don’t groan for them. Not really!”

Her common but beautiful face glowed with mirth and happy derision. Her breasts rose and fell as she screamed in her amusement, and the bright blue of her bodice rippled and swelled like water. There was a scent emanating from her, a clean strong scent of atavistic youth and power, and her forehead exuded sweat in the heat of the sun.

For just an instant or so, Allan was angry and nonplused at her exposure of what he was. Then he was relieved. He leaned against the trunk of a small tree, crossed his legs, and smoked. What a damned vixen it was, and what a cunning one, too. He decided he liked Cornelia very much, but he was not prepared to trust her, for all her frankness and easy democracy. He suspected that they hid considerable hypocrisy and sly affectation. He waited for her to expend her gleeful and mocking laughter at his expense. At length she just stood and looked at him, her face simmering with enjoyment.

“I think I like you,” she said at last. She studied him frankly, from head to toe, not with the insolence of the incalculably wealthy, but with the manner of one young creature scrutinizing another. She was very tall, but he was at least six inches taller than herself, and thin and muscular, brown of skin, and very dark. He had a lean face, almost hawkish in profile, and quietly fierce black eyes. His black hair rose erectly from his tanned forehead like a mane, and curled at the back of his neck. Like Cornelia, herself, he gave out an aura of immense strength, but his was less spectacular and more controlled and subtle.

Completing her scrutiny, Cornelia sank down on the grass in a swirl of petticoats. She sat cross-legged, revealing her calves. She kicked off her pointed satin slippers, and wiggled her toes with open relief. She squinted up at the young man humorously. “How old are you, Allan?”

“I’m twenty-six, Miss.” She noticed again, and with pleasure, that he had a sonorous voice.

“I’m nineteen.” She pulled up a handful of grass and began to chew on one blade. “And I’m going to be married. I’m going to be married to Patrick Peale; he’s in his uncle’s bank, in Philadelphia. After we are married, he will help my father.”

“That’s nice,” said Allan. “When is the happy day?”

The bright shine dimmed on her face, and she glanced away from him. “I don’t know, yet. It—it hasn’t been settled.” She threw away the grass.

“Does Mr. Patrick Peale know?” he asked shrewdly.

She turned her face back to him, and now her eyes were narrowed and repellent. “Don’t you think you are a little impertinent?” she remarked. Her mouth lost its fullness, and tightened, and she was no longer beautiful.

Allan shrugged. “If I’m presuming, Miss, you gave me the opportunity. I’m sorry.” He picked up the hoe, moved away from her, and began to stir up the dry earth along the flower border. It was as if he had dismissed and forgotten her. He whistled thoughtfully to himself. She watched him intently. Then she smiled.

“Now you don’t like me,” she said.

“Is it important?”

“Well, yes. I like people to like me. It makes everything very comfortable.”

He regarded her curiously. “But it’s not because you like people, yourself.”

She broke again into a loud shout of laughter. “I loathe them,” she said. “And so do you.” She tilted her head and studied him. “But we don’t let people know how we feel about them. That would spoil everything.”

“And we couldn’t use them.”

She nodded with delight. “You’re very clever, Allan. I you’ll make an excellent lawyer.” Her eyes glinted with mockery. “A labor lawyer.”

He bowed ironically and continued to work. Idly, her eyes fixed upon him, she reached out to the flower border and broke off a cluster of small white blossoms. She tucked them in her hair, and she saw that he was aware of her careless gesture. “You don’t like gardening, do you?” she said. “And how do I know? Well, we had a real gardener a year or two ago, and if any of us so much as looked sideways at his precious flowers he would have convulsions. I tore off those and you didn’t so much as blink.”

“They’re your flowers, Miss,” he answered indifferently.

She laughed. “If you were truly a gardener you would consider them yours, not mine. Tell me, Allan, what do you do in the winter?”

“I cut wood, clear away snow, tend horses, help my father when his firemen are sick, and many other things. I’ve been firing engines since I was twelve, to help me get some kind of an education.” He spoke with no resentment. He turned his head and looked at her fully. “And I’ve done coupling: dropping the coupling pins between cars.” He held up his right hand, and she saw that the middle finger was missing to the second joint.

If he had expected her to flinch or cringe or pale at the sight of his mutilation, he was disappointed. The gesture had had some measure of cruelty in it, some desire to shock. But Cornelia, though she stopped smiling, was more curious than anything else. She said, “My God, that’s a damned shame.”

“What language,” he said. “I thought well-bred young ladies didn’t use it.”

“I’ve heard of the brakemen and such losing fingers,” said Cornelia, ignoring his comment impatiently. “I suppose it can’t be helped.”

“Oh, I have ideas,” observed Allan. “Automatic coupler. I’m working it out. That’s why I’m not going back to coupling on the railroad this winter. If I did, and invented the automatic coupler your dad could claim it, and perhaps I’d get an insignificant royalty, if anything. I don’t want him to have it; I want lots of money for it. So, when it’s ready, I’ll look for the highest bidder among manufacturers, not railroad men.”

Cornelia smiled craftily. “You want to be rich, eh? Good. I like being rich, myself. Clever people always make money; fools are born poor, live poor, and die poor. Of course, that isn’t what the ministers say, but it’s true. My grandfather was born poor, but he had the wit to become wealthy and had no patience for men without ambition. We have a great deal of money—millions, I think—and I want more. Why don’t you ask me why?”

“Because I know.” He bent and tore out another handful of weeds. Cornelia nodded. “Yes, naturally.” She yawned, and he saw her pink tongue and almost all her teeth, for she made no effort to cover her mouth. Some of her hair had loosened and curled in moist ringlets about her damp pink cheeks. Allan looked at her with open admiration, and, seeing this, she winked at him. “Where do you live?” she asked.

“On Potter’s Road, with my parents and my brother Michael. He is firing on the railroad regularly now.”

“What are you, English, Scotch, Irish, or something?”

His dark face darkened grimly. “I’m Irish, Miss.” She brushed some grass stalks from her dress, and her movements were slow and fastidious, and she bent her head. He nodded to himself. He added, “Catholic Irish, too, not one of your Protestants.”

Cornelia got to her feet with one long fluid motion and threw back her hair. “What does it matter?” she asked without interest. “I don’t let my religion bother me,” he said, but there was a congested expression about his nose and mouth.

“Who does?” said Cornelia. “Only an idiot would allow it.” She shook out her flounces. “It must be almost four o’clock,” she went on. “I promised my mother to have dinner with her and my cousin and Uncle Jim—he’s my stepfather—and my sister Ruth. They don’t go to Newport in the summer, as we do. They don’t like it. Neither do I, particularly.”

“But you go, don’t you, Miss deWitt? I was wondering why you were in town at this time of year.”

Her eyes widened as if with surprise. She turned and looked up the terraces at her home, and now her face softened, became almost tender and brooding. “I love my home, Allan. I can’t bear to be away from it. No matter how long I live, or where I’ll ever go, I’ll always come back. So, even in the summer, I must return for a week or two, just to be sure the house is still here.” Her husky voice had become almost gentle. Allan, somewhat startled, looked up at the house also. The sun had left the arches of the first floor so that they had become flooded with a mysterious dusk, but the white pillars of the great piazza were incandescent with light and the upper windows blazed in the western sun.

“I’ll have a house like that someday,” Allan said. He was very grave and almost somber. “I think I don’t mind working here so long as I can look at it from any angle.”

Something in his voice made her swing to him suddenly and regard him with a kind of intense wonder. They stood staring at each other for a long time. Then Cornelia’s face became full of light and a kind of joy, and Allan smiled. A deep exchange of emotion passed between them, and Cornelia’s lips parted softly in an answering smile. For one of the very rare times in her life she forgot who she was; she forgot who Allan Marshall was. They were caught up in a communication in which the two young people understood each other, and recognized each other. When Cornelia extended her hand to Allan it was an impulsive and entirely sincere gesture of fellowship. He took it at once, strongly but briefly.

He saw Cornelia’s eyes, and now they were wide and golden in the sunlight, and humid. The hair he deplored was vivid and alive as fire.

Then Cornelia was laughing, not her usual boisterous laugh, but a gentle one. She caught up her skirts and bounded up the small terrace. Once there, she looked down at Allan and it seemed to him that she had, for an instant or two, concentrated the sunshine in herself and that she was pouring it down upon him. She waved her hand and flew up the higher terraces like an arrow of brilliant color. He leaned on his hoe and watched her. An old woman, “the old devil,” had appeared on the piazza, grim, white-haired, tall and bent, leaning on her cane. Even from the distance below, Allan could see a change come over Sophia; her stiffness melted as she kissed Cornelia. Her loud harsh voice blurred into accents of mingled plaintiveness and affection. They walked around the side of the piazza together, Cornelia supporting the blackclad old woman.

Allan stood, gazing up at the house. For a young man so assured and compact of personality, he was oddly disturbed and shaken. Then he said to himself: Not some other house, but this. Not some faceless girl, but that one.

His thoughts did not seem vainglorious to him. He went on working, absorbed and intent, his black brows meeting over his eyes.
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Mr. Victor Drummond, yawning, closed the lawbooks, winked at the blazing gaslights above his head, which flooded down on his silent office.

“I think, Allan, that’s enough for tonight.” He was a small and wiry man of fifty, with a bald head, a white mustache, and a peevish sharp face. He looked at his watch, yawned again, patted his waxed mustache, daintily thrust the books from him. “It’s ten o’clock.”

Allan Marshall stood up, piled the books together, folded the yellow sheets which he had been using, and on which were carefully inscribed many decisions in his hard small writing, and put them in his pocket. Under the brownness of his skin he was pale with fatigue. But the black glance he gave Mr. Drummond was indomitable. “I could go on all night,” he answered.

Mr. Drummond, though he despised this “scum of the gutters,” smiled, flattered. His position in Mr. Peale’s office was a minor one; he did the more listless and unimportant research, but he was thorough. Nothing was too dusty for him, nothing too tedious for his meticulous nature. He said with kind condescension, “You will make a fine lawyer one of these days, Allan. I look forward to the day when you will join me as my assistant in research. There is so much work! I can use a young man like you. I believe that in another year or so you will be ready.” He added, “You owe considerable to Mr. Peale. You never did tell me how you approached him, and how you convinced him of your natural bent for law.”

“I just walked into his office, when he was back from Washington, and told him,” said Allan simply. This little gray mouse of a man! Let him have his condescending and pseudoelegant ways. He was of immense use to Allan Marshall.

Mr. Drummond sighed blissfully. “Mr. Peale is a man of great democracy, Allan. How many gentlemen in his position would keep an open door for aspiring young men? He has what we call—uh—the ‘common touch.’ I well remember the day I first came to these offices. My parents”—and Mr. Drummond’s pigeon breast swelled pompously—“had been able to send me to Harvard. Mr. Peale once told me that the office could not function without me.” He laughed with a rich and modest sound. He patted his small stomach and sighed again complacently. The tips of his little fingers were dusty and ink-stained.	

Allan kept his expression serious and attentive. He stood beside Mr. Drummond’s scarred, roll-top desk in an attitude of respect, his brown cap in his hand, his old, short and skimpy overcoat tight over his broad shoulders. His boots were broken and dirty. Mr. Drummond was too dull a man to see the subtle contempt in the black eyes fixed on him. ‘Tell me, Allan,” he said graciously. “Why are you so interested in the labor legislation passed during the last ten years? Where do you expect to use all this information?”

“Here, perhaps,” replied Allan. He smiled, and the smile was unpleasant. “Mr. Peale has a number of clients who are industrialists.” The smile became even more disagreeable. “Besides, I can be of great assistance to my own people, you know—the workers. Making for fine labor understanding between employer and employees.”

Mr. Drummond nodded seriously. “A very fine aspiration. One hopes there will be no more unpleasantness. Once your—people—are aware of the problems of industry, they will not be so eager to strike against their benefactors. And that reminds me: we have some little-used books on the subject. I will get them out for you on Wednesday. Elson’s Sacred Obligation of the Worker and The Bible’s Admonitions to the Toiler. In the latter is a chapter called, I believe, ‘Essay on the Subject of Scriptual Exhortations to the Hewer of Wood and the Drawer of Water.’ Very edifying. It calls for humility and gratitude on the part of the Man who Toils.”

“It sounds very interesting,” said Allan. His voice, deep, controlled, and full of eloquent inflections, filled the echoing office. Mr. Drummond listened, he scratched his chin. “Ah, yes,” he murmured. He was not too stupid; something was making him uneasy. He pushed back his chair. “I believe my buggy has been brought from the stables,” he said. “It is raining; very nasty weather this time of the year. You have a long walk, Allan.”

He strutted ahead of Allan through the long dark offices where the fires had been banked. A chill permeated the unseen corners; a gas lamp from the street permitted the two men to wind their way through the litter of desks and chairs and files. Mr. Drummond carefully locked the doors and, leading the way as usual, with the shabby young man behind him, descended the two flights of carpeted stairs to the street. Quicksilver rain, cold and piercing, dashed against the walls of the buildings, and the autumn wind howled down the long and empty avenues. The river was rising; they could hear its hoarse voice against the thunder of the gale. Mr. Drummond’s buggy was waiting at the curb. He lived in East Town, as did Allan, and at least half of the journey was in the direction of Allan’s home. It never occurred to Mr. Drummond to offer a member of the “lower classes” a lift behind the snug curtains of his vehicle. Allan watched the buggy roll briskly down the street; the wheels threw aside the sheets of silvery water which spread out from the gutters. He turned up the collar of his meager coat, pulled his hat down on his untidy mass of black hair, and swiftly followed the buggy, picking his way indifferently through puddles in the cobblestones.

His long legs carried him rapidly and easily through the deserted streets. He kept his head bent against the rain, his hands thrust in his pockets. He went over and over, in his mind, the recent decisions against labor. Law was a doubleedged sword. It was also a method of blackmail. “Justice” could be an avenger for the rights of man; she could also be employed to destroy the rights of man. “Justice” was the servant of the strong; she had a thousand faces. She had a thousand hands, which could be bought. The highest bidder could be certain to have her, a docile slave, in his own employ. Law, thought Allan, should have been represented as a pool of mercury, slippery and infinitely capable of assuming smaller and smaller particles.

The clock in the tower of the city hall clangored. Half-past ten. Allan’s father, Tim Marshall, would have finished with that dreary, nightly rosary business by now. Allan could see his father, in his striped engineer’s shirt, kneeling with his wife and younger son, Michael, beside him. He could see the beads slipping through scarred old fingers in the light of the kerosene lamps. He could see his mother, prematurely gray and old, following the prayers, and that muddy clod, Mike, dutifully repeating. The cheap tin crosses would glimmer a little in the yellowish light, trembling in the devout hands. “Hail Mary, full of Grace. … Our Father, Who art in Heaven. …” How was it possible to teach fools that such humble gibberish was the incantations of their serfdom? Well, thought Allan, it is just as well they don’t know. A stone was in his way. He kicked it and, with satisfaction, watched it sail across the street. As he stood there a moment, the rain running down his face, a tiny mouse darted from the side of a building and ran, confused, in front of him. He kicked it with as little emotion as he had kicked the stone, and it rose in the air with a squeal and dropped, writhing, in the drowning gutter. He went on, humming to himself. The mouse reminded him of Mr. Drummond.

He never long forgot Cornelia deWitt. She was in New York now, in the fine mansion she occupied with her parents and her brothers on Fifth Avenue. He, Allan, had never been to New York except last summer, on a “long run” with his father. He remembered Fifth Avenue very well: the tall, square houses, the polished brass plates on the grilled doors, the silk-shrouded windows turned to the street. The carriages. The white steps. The gowns and furs of the women, their jewels, their parasols, their bonnets nodding with plumes, the rustle of their skirts, their silky laughter and pretty faces. The children with their nurses. The bright and vivid light on pale stone. He had found the deWitt house, closed for the summer, and shuttered. He had stood before it and had told himself that one day he would live in that house, and it would be his own. Cornelia, in his imagination, walked with him, holding his arm. He was not dressed in patched clothing. He wore a brocaded waistcoat, his ankles in spats, his shoulders covered with fine broadcloth, a gold-headed cane in his hand.

He walked faster, now, through the poor, silent streets which led to his home. A matter of time. Perhaps not too long a time. He was nearly twenty-seven; he could not wait much longer. Three ten-cent pieces, one quarter, and a few pennies, jingled against one of the hands thrust in his pockets. He fingered them, rubbed them together. He began to whistle some old Irish air taught him by his father, and the sound was loud and sweet and strong in the rainy silence. He whistled to Cornelia, and now his whole body was filled with urgent lust and anticipation. It did not matter to him that he had not seen her for several months. He did not fear that white-faced dandy, Patrick Peale. For Patrick Peale was engaged to marry Miss Laura deWitt next June. Two ghosts together, thought Allan, chuckling. He made it a point to acquaint himself, now, with everything that pertained to the deWitts, and he listened to all local gossip about them. There had been much malicious speculation about Miss Cornelia’s disappointment in not “snaring” Mr. Patrick; Allan had listened to the light sneers in the Peale offices.

He doubted very much if Cornelia had been greatly “disappointed.” Perhaps her vanity had been mangled a little, but he knew, vividly, that she had too much robustness and humor for real vanity, and too realistic a common sense not to understand, finally, that Patrick Peale was not of her kind, and antipathetic to her.

As he passed the blank and dripping face of an old warehouse, the wavering light of a street lamp struck on a fluttering fragment of a political poster. It was half torn from its position, wet and wrinkled. Allan stopped and examined it, and he chuckled again. He smoothed out the soaked paper, and it showed the features of a young man in the early thirties, a grave young man with a stern face and quiet, penetrating eyes. “Vote for Patrick Peale!” huge black letters exhorted. “U.S. Senate. Vote for the Man of the People! Justice for all, special privileges for none!” Allan ripped the poster from its last moorings, gave it to the raging wind. Old George Peale had done a great deal for that haughty son of his, with the subdued voice and the restrained manners. Allan had often heard Patrick speak at a political rally on a street corner. He had felt contempt for him. The imbecile actually believed what he had said with such fanaticism. At any rate, Patrick had been elected, though he had been an “unknown” up to five months before the November elections. He had put on an especially eloquent campaign, tireless and sincere. But, of course, his father’s fortune had helped him.

“Good luck with your old man, Pat,” said Allan, watching the poster fly up against a wall, then settle in the gutter. “Something tells me you two won’t be so happy together from now on.”

So, Patrick Peale would not be the husband of Cornelia deWitt. He would not be part of the enormously powerful and wealthy Interstate Railroad Company. Allan went on his way, whistling an Irish air again. He said inwardly, and some of the old phrases of his parents returned to him involuntarily: “Mavourneen, it’s not grievin’ you are now, for grief is not for you, I’m thinkin’. Life and joy and food and money, but not sorrow. Wine and dancin’ and shoutin’ and laughin’. Sure, and it’s a fine girl you are, and it’s mine you shall be.”

He remembered the very few times he had seen Cornelia deWitt since that day on the terrace. He had seen her only at a distance, in her carriage, rolling through Portersville. There was some rumor that she had decided to go to live with her father, and that she had left her mother’s home permanently. It is the house that draws her, thought Allan. He remembered the last time he had seen her, in October, just as she had been about to climb aboard her father’s private car. Her father and her stepmother, a pretty little creature, had been with her, and her brothers; but like a fire, itself, she had been the center of the group, her maid fussing with her furs and her luggage and twittering like a sparrow. Allan had descended from his father’s cab and had leaned negligently against it, smoking a cigarette. He had not approached that group, surrounded as it was by lackeys and brakemen and conductors, all staring and eager to help. He had only stood there, willing her to look in his direction. She had; he would never forget the blaze of her robust smile, the lifting of her gloved hand, the mocking tilt of the head under the blue velvet bonnet. He had felt a proprietor’s pleasure in being part of the engine which was taking her in the direction of New York. His own run, and his father’s, stopped at Philadelphia.

She had not forgotten him. He had never believed she had. When, one day, a large mysterious parcel had arrived for him at his home, and he had unwrapped a huge set of leatherbound lawbooks, he had only smiled. There was no message, but he knew. His parents had been overawed by the magnificent if nameless gift, and had reverently touched the leather. It was Tim’s conviction that the noble Mr. Peale had bestowed this expensive largesse on his son, and Allan did not undeceive him. It had shaken, for a time, Tim’s conviction that the “big interests” (a phrase he used vaguely to define anyone who did not employ his hands to make a living) were uniformly malignant.

Cornelia would return home a few days before Christmas. Her family would join her a day or two afterward, before returning to New York for the New Year and then the annual pilgrimage to the Riviera. Allan was not too gloomy about this brief visit. If he did not see Cornelia during it, she would remember him.

His invention was coming along very well. “Patent pending.” His strength was without limit; he could work twelve hours a day and study law six hours a night, and feel very little fatigue. All in all things were going splendidly. But he must move fast now. There had been a silly and deliriously proud item in the local papers that Miss Cornelia deWitt was seeing a great deal of a certain middle-aged marquis in France, and that the patrician gentleman intended to visit America next summer for the purpose of continuing suit for the hand of the heiress. The marquis was described as a nobleman of immense wealth, which Allan doubted. Too many of the exquisite but impoverished noblemen were pursuing American young ladies of fortune these days, and marrying them. Cornelia was not the type for elegant Continental living, with its formality and restricted mode of existence, and Allan was convinced that Cornelia had the wit to see it. Still, Allan did not believe that any divinity looked on him with too much favor, and he knew that Cornelia was ambitious.

Snow began mingling with the rain, rapidly and thickly. The cobblestones were becoming slippery. He moved faster over them, whistling louder than ever. He turned down a wretched and narrow street which smelled of refuse and boiled cabbage. Once there had been no slums in Portersville. But now the slums were spreading like some evil fungus disease over small streets once respectably clean and neat. Allan knew that the “foreigners,” which included his family, were being blamed for this deplorable development. The fact that the “foreigners” were paid much less than native labor did not occur to the hating inhabitants of East Town. Most of the area was owned by businessmen who had invested money in it, and the meager rents were collected by agents who refrained from reporting on falling plaster, leaking roofs, broken steps, cracked windows, and leaning walls.

Potter’s Road was no less wretched than the neighboring streets. The small houses, mostly of clapboard, had not been painted for many years. What trees had once been planted had died. The yards were full of household refuse and garbage. As the area was subjected to the soot of railroads and factories, the cottages were uniformly caked with soot, so that they were of one blackish-gray color. The stench of decaying vegetation and acrid smoke hung in the cold wet air. Feeble kerosene lamps, glimmering dimly behind torn and ragged curtains, threw yellow blotches out onto the night. The Marshall house was distinctive: though Mrs. Marshall had to wash her curtains at least once a week, she kept them white and stiff with starch, carefully mended and patched. Tim had even planted a small elm tree on the tiny lawn, a thriving little thing, for Tim, at night, would take a basket and a shovel out onto the streets and gather horse manure for fertilizer, which he applied diligently. He had been able, in spite of the soot, to grow a small garden. All this was regarded with derision by his neighbors, much to Tim’s bewilderment. He firmly believed, even in the face of overwhelming evidence, that the poor are noble, superior to those who possessed money, and of another species, entirely distinct from “the scalpeens who live in them houses by the river.”

Tim had brought some red paint from the railroad shops and had painted the door and the window-trimming last summer. This had provoked much hilarity among his neighbors. A man skilled with his hands, he had repaired his roof himself, had plastered cracked walls, had covered them with cheap wallpaper. As a result, the little cottage was neat and trim, a great contrast to the others. The neighbors, resenting all this prideful work, resenting the Marshalls for their selfrespect, called them “those dirty black Irishers.” When his “friends” were surly with him, Tim excused them on the grounds that they were tired and discouraged and “meant no harm, bless their poor souls.”

Allan opened the red door and he could smell the wax his mother unremittingly used, and the soap she never spared, and the good scent of an excellent stew. The living room and dining room and kitchen were one, warm and humid this cold night from the heat of a great black range along the farther wall. There was no money for floor covering, but Mrs. Marshall kept the floor scrubbed white. An old brown sofa stood against another wall; a table, covered with a white cloth, was set for Allan. There were two ancient rocking chairs and two straight chairs scattered about near the stove. On one flowered wall had been hung a cheap and gaudy lithograph of the Sacred Heart, very violent and gory, which made Allan wince each time his reluctant eye touched it. The family—Tim, his wife, and his son Michael—were sitting around the stove, Tim’s shoeless feet on the opened oven door, Mrs. Marshall knitting the family socks, and Michael poring, as usual, over some religious book.

Tim threw down his newspaper as Allan entered. “It’s the boy!” he exclaimed with gruff affection. “It’s the fine lawyer we have! And how are the lawbooks, ye rascal?”

Mrs. Marshall lifted her lined cheek for Allan’s damp kiss, and smiled at him proudly. Michael, twenty-three, looked in unsmiling silence at his brother. “The stew is hot,” said Mrs. Marshall, getting stiffly and wearily to her feet, and limping toward the stove. “And the coffee is boilin’. Ye’re late tonight, Allan.” Her thin body, clad in pallid gingham, was as curveless and worn as an old stick, and her masses of curling gray hair made the tired face below them almost corpselike. She was hardly fifty; years of endless deprivation, suffering, and grinding work, had aged her beyond her time.

“And how is that fine gentleman, Mr. Drummond?” asked Tim.

“The fine gentleman is—fine,” replied Allan, looking at his stew-filled plate with pleasure. He moved aside the lamp to make room for the plate of bread his mother put near him. The coffee was poured into a cracked mug; Allan added bluish milk to it and one lump of cherished sugar. As food was considered too important to be spoiled by conversation, the family did not speak to Allan until he had finished the meal. Michael had returned to his pious reading, but Tim and Mrs. Marshall sat in docile silence, watching their older son with expectant love and complacency. He was their hero, their crusader, their deliverer; with his “law” he would free “the workers” from their ill-paid slavery. He would be their champion; he would use that deep and powerful voice of his against the mighty who exploited the defenseless. “A Clan-na-Gael it is,” Tim would say with pride. There was nothing this lad of his could not do, eventually. Perhaps even the Senate, where he would fight for the rights of man. Tim beamed at his son, and then, as if ashamed of his pride, scratched his thick thatch of white and waving hair. For good measure, he rubbed his round and bristling chin, then tugged at his big nose. His striped engineer’s shirt, always clean, crackled with the stiff starch his wife used. He stared at the stove, and his strenuous blue eyes brightened with eager thoughts. He was a small man, but he carried himself with dignity, and with high-footed determination. Not for him the dispirited slouch of his neighbors. He returned his eyes to Allan, and he said to himself: It’s the voice like the harp he has, with many strings; it’s the Irish voice he has. Our Lord made that voice, I’m thinking, for His own good work.

The possessor of the “voice like the harp” finished the large plate of stew and drank the hot coffee. His lifted eyes did not turn to his parents first; they turned on the “muddy lump” of his brother. Michael, who was as short as his father, gave the impression of complete brownness, from his thin and scanty hair and his large brown eyes to his skin and his hands. But it was a brownness like that of an autumn leaf, a fact which Allan never saw. It was the brownness of the patient and fruitful earth from which all life grew, and in which it flourished. His features inclined to roundness and sobriety and thoughtfulness. His hands were big and square and almost stiff with fire scars. Like his mother, he spoke very little. He had wanted to be a priest, but his mind was slow and too pedestrian and too wanting in force and anger to please those he had consulted.

Allan had a sort of contemptuous fondness for his parents. For Michael, the inconspicuous, the silent, the obedient, and apparently ambitionless, he had only disgust and, strangely enough, a sometimes violent and nameless hatred. To him, Michael was the voiceless and anonymous prototype of the plodding worker, satisfied with crusts, respectful to employers, willing to live on a pittance as long as it permitted him to read his “infernal” religious books at night and to pray endlessly.

Now that Allan had completed his meal, his parents looked at him excitedly. “It’s Mike we have to be proud of tonight,” said Tim. “It’s our Mike. The rascal did it behind our backs! He is joining the Franciscan brothers. It’s off to missionary work he is, helpin’ the good fathers in foreign fields.”

“No!” laughed Allan, leaning back in his chair. Michael did not look at him, but he was blushing. “And what the hell can Mike do in those ‘foreign fields’?”

Michael did not lift his eyes from his book, but he said quietly, “I can do any kind of handy work. I can cook and mend. I can nurse; I learned that taking care of the injured men, in emergency. I know a little carpentry. I can grow a garden of vegetables. I can do what God calls on me to do.”

The vision of Michael in a cowl and a robe and with a rope about his round middle made Allan hilarious. Tim and his wife were affronted, but Michael calmly ignored the laughter. “The heathen Chinee!” exclaimed Allan. “Or maybe the lepers, eh? Or watching the blackamoors dancing around their fires in darkest Africa? A wonderful life.”

“Yes,” said Michael, “a wonderful life.” His voice, low and without sonorousness, aroused his brother’s inexplicable ire. “You haven’t considered that your wages will be missed at home, have you?” asked Allan.

For the first time Michael turned his head, his brown eyes shining in the lamplight. And, in silence, Allan returned that strange and penetrating regard. Tim said angrily, “The wages! God guards His own. It’s not missin’ the wages, we’ll be. It’s the joy we’ll have in our son.”

Allan got up and shrugged. “That’s very nice. But we’ll be missing the wages for all that.” He was annoyed that Michael, who lived so obscurely, almost forgotten at times by his parents, should tonight have acquired importance. He yawned, ran his hands through his hair. Tim and his wife watched him, hurt and baffled. They could not understand Allan’s scorn and brutality at this fine news. “I think I’ll go to bed,” said Allan, yawning again. “I’m tired as hell, and I still have some studying to do.”

Tim made an effort to overcome his anger against his favorite son. He smiled. “And ye’ll be preparin’ that speech at Union Hall, a week from Toosday. Sure, and it’ll be the speech to set off the fireworks!”

Allan touched his father’s shoulder carelessly, and smiled down at him. “The fireworks,” he promised. He kissed his mother again, and left the room.

He shared a bare and tiny bedroom with his brother. The room contained only a double iron bed, a table heaped with neat piles of lawbooks and papers, two kitchen chairs, and a single battered chest of drawers. A crude wooden crucifix hung over the bed; a curtain of faded gingham concealed the scanty clothing of the brothers. Allan lit a lamp; the room was deathly cold, though Mrs. Marshall had left the door open from the kitchen. Allan put a woolen garment, which his mother had knitted, over his coat, rubbed his hands, and sat down at the table. He sharpened some pencils, examined his pen and ink. There was no sign of any of Michael’s books in the room; he kept them in a corner near the stove.

Allan stared at the green and scarlet wallpaper, and thought. Then he drew a sheet of paper toward him, dipped his pen in ink, and started to write. The letter was addressed to Rufus deWitt, at his Portersville offices. It began: “Sir:”—Allan paused; He smiled grimly, and then his pen raced over the paper in his small, compact writing.

“I feel it my duty to inform you that a certain person with some education—a rabble-rouser—is to address the Brotherhood of Railway Engineers and other workers at Union Hall on December the eighteenth. He is a young man who has been encouraging rebellion among your men for some time; they have come to trust him absolutely, and to look upon him as their savior. He is a dangerous character, for he has the gift of persuasion. I understand that his speech on that night will have repercussions, and might lead to another disastrous strike against your company. I suggest that you have some trusted employee, with discerning intelligence, present during the meeting, in order that he may report adequately and fully to you.”

Allan reread what he had written, then added, “Though the Brotherhood is not of much influence at the present time, as a result of punitive laws against labor in this Commonwealth, this person of whom I write now will urge the men to demand what they call their ‘rights.’ He will also demand that all the men be unionized. Are we to have the Molly Maguires again?”

He signed the letter, “An Indignant Friend.” He put the letter in an envelope and sealed it. He slipped the letter into a pocket, and smiled again. The first quick step had been taken. He sat and contentedly listened to the wind and the rain, and the sounds of his parents getting ready for bed. The door opened and Michael came in. Allan frowned at him as at an intruder, but Michael sat down on the creaking bed and fixed his eyes on his brother, not with his usual shyness and silence, but as if he knew everything and was sternly, if quietly, prepared to speak. The brownness of his face was somewhat paler than usual; he folded his hands on his knees, and Allan could vividly see him in the cowl and gown. A monk. That was all he was fit for, a drawer of water and a hewer of wood in the midst of some wide and endless desolation. Allan’s upper lip rose. “Well?” he asked irritably. “What is it?”

“Is there something?” replied Michael gently.

Allan moved, and the envelope crackled in his pocket. “I have to study,” he said. “You can go to sleep if you want to.” Michael smiled, and the smile was slow and sad. “I usually do, don’t I?” But he did not move, and his eyes remained on his brother’s dark and impatient face. “I have been thinking of your speech, Allan. Dad says the men are all talking about it to him. Poor fellows. They are counting on you to give them hope and courage, and to tell them what to do.”

“Very encouraging,” said Allan. “I hope we have a large crowd.”

Michael nodded. The quiet hands on his knees did not move. “And our Dad has told us that old Dan Boyle is ready to back you with all the money you want. It will be a great day for you, Allan. It is a miraculous thing to have a voice like yours, and the ability to use it, and the knowledge to inspire it. In a way, it is a sacred thing, a gift.”

“Thanks,” said Allan.

“It can be a dangerous thing, too,” added Michael thoughtfully.

Allan stood up. “What do you mean?” he demanded.

“Why, nothing at all,” said Michael with extreme mildness. “What did you think I meant, Allan?”

“Are you trying to say that I shouldn’t arouse the men to take action in their own behalf, and demand justice? Are you trying to say that I should just soothe them and urge them to wait for ‘better days’ in some vague future? And promise them a comfortable heaven at the end?”

Michael smiled again, and the smile was more sorrowful than before. “You know I don’t mean that, Allan. I know when you are acting, and you are acting now.”

Astounded, and enormously alarmed, Allan watched his brother remove his clothing and get into his long nightshirt. All Michael’s movements were slow and prosy and deliberate. This had annoyed Allan before; tonight it infuriated him. “Acting!” he said. “What the hell do you know about me, anyway?”

“A great deal, and what I know doesn’t give me pleasure,” said Michael. He got into bed and resolutely turned his face to the wall. Allan could see the broad and earthy mound of him, calm and immovable. There would be no more talk from Michael tonight. He fell asleep at once.

Allan sat down at the table and pulled a book toward him. His face was savage and intent. It was impossible for that mud-colored fool to know anything, unless he had preternatural powers. He opened his lawbooks, took out his yellow notes. Hour after hour went by. The windy rain battered screamingly against the windows. The lamplight wavered, sank, lifted again. Michael snored, as did Tim and his wife. A train howled dolorously through the darkness. There was no other sound in the room but the slow turning of pages. Allan pushed a book aside, took up another. This was a nightly search, dogged, unrelenting. It was not until almost three o’clock that Allan found what he had been seeking for many and almost hopeless months. Then he nearly shouted aloud in his delight, and he struck the page softly with his clenched fist.

Two years ago, in the tiny town of Flintsburg, an obscure and fusty old judge had rendered an opinion in the case of The Grandon Smelting Company vs. John Hillary. He had died six months later. His decision, still valid, still a precedent, had been hastily consigned to oblivion, and had gathered dust. No lawyer, famous or unimportant, had discovered it in its limbo, or if one had known of it, he had never exhumed it. Yet it stood on that page like a concentrated flame.

John Hillary had tried to unionize the workers of the company. He had called them to a meeting and had aroused them. He had been arrested on the charge of “disturbing the peace of the people of the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania.” The miserable little lawyer who had been hired by the pennies of the workers had apparently lacked all competence, and had probably been bribed. But Judge Seldon Timothy had said, “It is my opinion that the punitive laws passed against labor in this Commonwealth are unconstitutional. There is nothing in the Constitution which prohibits free speech and free assembly; in fact, it expressly emphasizes these rights. Our punitive laws are a deliberate attempt to abrogate the Constitution, for no man is forbidden to form a brotherhood or a society which does not violate the precepts of the Constitution. Therefore, it is again my opinion that in bringing this man before me, true violence against the Constitution has been committed, for he has been arrested unjustly on a charge which attempts to abrogate the Constitution of the United States of America. It is further my opinion that any person or persons who attempt in any way to prevent the formation of a labor union or fraternal society are guilty of a violation of the Constitution and should be prosecuted. Case dismissed.”

There was the precedent, and Allan laughed again, exultantly. The Law. The Law was a harlot.

Michael murmured in his sleep distressfully, and Allan turned with a quick movement toward the bed. The lamplight flickered, rose high, and struck the poorly carved figure on the crucifix, which hung over Michael. For an instant it glowed as if touched by lightning.
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The freight train lumbered, with screams and groans and squealings, through the narrow valleys and around and up and down the steep hills. Through sheer joy and pride and a sense of power, Tim Marshall pulled the cord and let the voice of the train, howling and echoing, race along the sides of mountains and go twisting through the valleys. The shrieking was not confined to demands for the right of way, or as warnings. Allan, his son, was firing for him, and, as usual, he was irritated by the irresponsible noise. But as usual Allan said to himself: Every man craves power. Small souls expend their craving in profitless clamor.

The pounding train thundered through small industrial towns, foggy and stinking with smoke and chemicals. Allan stood near his absorbed father, who was happily staring through the open window of his cab. The young man looked distastefully at the miserable little cities cowering under the December sky. Some day, he thought, people will demand the centralization of industries into one area, crowded together where they can stink all by themselves and allot one another space. And then about them there will be an open area like the circle surrounding a plague-stricken city, where no one will be allowed to live, and where only railroad spurs will be permitted. Far from the industrial centralization, the people will build their houses, free to breathe unpoluted air, to cultivate their gardens, and to live in quiet. It will be a problem for transportation, but that will be solved if men put their minds to it.

Tim Marshall could feel his son, who was taking a short rest from the firing of the engine, standing near him, looking over his shoulder. He turned his head and grinned at the sweating and black-faced young man. Sure, and it was a fine lad, that Allan. A gentleman, as Mary always said. Even the filthy shirt, rolled to the elbows, the open collar, the soot and the patched trousers, couldn’t take that look of gentry from him. But it’s gentry the Irish are, I’m thinking, thought Tim proudly. Sons of kings. He began to roar: “The harp that once through Tara’s halls!” His voice was a resonant bass, and it pleased him. He pulled the ear flaps of his cap down closer over his ears, for the bitter air stung; his face was bright red from the wind. He gave utterance to the train again; then, when the wailing died away, he shouted over the crash of his passage, “And so it’s to Scranton ye’ll be goin’, with that patent of yours. Good luck, my boy. Your mither made a novena for ye.”

Allan shouted back, “And when it’s sold, and under production, you and Ma will be living in a mansion!” Tim laughed aloud. He could not conceive of any fortune, in his simplicity, and so he said, “The poor lads, losing their fingers now, and ye’ll be the cause of savin’ ’em.”

He was happy. A train was a beloved and living thing to him, a yelling monster answering to his will. What more could a man want, except, perhaps, a decent living wage—not much, but enough for contentment, a pint of beer on a Saturday night, and solid food in the pantry. A new dress at Christmas for Mary, and a bit for the collection plate of a Sunday. Tim sighed, but not too discontentedly. A man had much with a wife like Mary and two fine sons. He shouted again, “And it’ll be off with Mike after the holidays! And ye’ll be marryin’.”

He heard the raucous scraping of the shovel. His frown was not only to squint his eyes against cinders. Twenty-seven, that Allan. A lad that age should be married to a nice colleen, and there should be grandchildren. A little girl, with black curls and a smile. Tim pulled the whistle again; steam and smoke poured from the smokestack. The train was hurtling itself through open country now, before approaching Scranton.

Allan paused to wipe the blackened sweat from his face with the back of an equally black band. He stood again near his father. The December sky, remote and cold, was the color of blue steel, adrift with layers of white cloud. Below it, the dim aquamarine hills circled a small valley in which lay a small lake like frozen and pallid silver. The heaving and nearer land had taken on a dark bronze tone, flecked, in crevices, by veins of snow. Along the right of way spruces coated with glimmering ice stood in ranks of pale crystal. There was something wild yet static in the scene, something of desolation. Tim was seeing it also. “Not like the ould country,” he said. “After twenty-seven years, it gives a man’s heart no comfort.” He looked forward. The grime of Scranton blurred the painted color of the sky, and Tim was relieved.

Allan’s Sunday suit, and a clean shirt and a black cravat and his best boots, had been carefully wrapped, that morning, by Mary Marshall. Over the newspaper bundle Allan had thrown his working coat, to protect it from soot and sparks. He would wash in the station. He went back to his firing, for the last spurt to Scranton. Tim was singing again.

The great murky bulk of the Interstate Iron & Steel Company stood like a fire-breathing and black-smoking dinosaur in the midst of tiny ramshackle cottages and gaunt, impoverished double-family houses, all grimed with soot, every window coated with dark film, every brick or wooden walk gritty underfoot, every stoop overlaid with the lava of cinders. The monster chimneys roared and spewed with flame against a lead-colored sky that seeped filthy moisture; a heavy stench mingled with the smoke. No one had considered the welfare or health of the inhabitants of the region when this stupendous mill had been built some eight years ago, a subsidiary of the mighty Interstate Railroad Company. Had anyone suggested that the company build beyond the confines of the city, indignation would have been expressed: “We need a constant water supply, and the Interstate Railroad Company should have easy access to its own freight yards.”

“The imperious needs of our hugely expanding country, and, in fact, the needs of the Public, come first,” Rufus deWitt would have said virtuously. No one had suggested that the inhabitants of the area were part of “the country,” or had any relationship with the “Public.” The relationship existed, however; many of the men who lived in the immediate area of this gigantic volcano worked within its smoldering walls. They coughed and sweated around its open hearths and its pits, and they coughed and shivered in their broken little houses at night. The river which ran near the mill was discolored with purple, yellow, sickly blue, and reddish blotches, its banks throwing up the skeletons of dead trees, its margins smeared with slime and the residue of chemicals, so that no living thing could grow there.

The yards about the mill were filled with man-made hills of slag and coke. They steamed, and they grew daily. Three spurs of the Interstate Railroad Company entered the yards, and the clanging engines and the belching smokestacks contributed to the noise of the area and the foulness of the air. A tall wooden fence, pointed and almost invulnerable, surrounded the yards and the mill, and at each four entrances armed guards, truculent and forbidding, stood in small booths, permitting only carefully scrutinized visitors or bonafide workmen to enter. There had been threats of “labor trouble” recently, and so the guards were doubly watchful, scowling and threatening.

Allan Marshall approached one of the gates, his cap pulled over his forehead, his old greatcoat fastened tightly over his Sunday suit. He glanced above the fence and saw the firelit and bellowing chimneys. He pulled the bell rope beside the gate, and immediately a guard slid aside the cover of a small opening in the thick wood and glared out at him. “No help bein’ hired!” he shouted contemptuously, noting the obvious poverty and low estate of the young man outside. He slapped the cover back over the opening. Allan nonchalantly rang the bell again. The cover flew back and the guard’s face, savage and swollen, appeared. “Get the hell out of here if you don’t want a bullet in your yeller hide!” he screamed.

Allan smiled and extended an envelope toward the face. He said very gently, “You’ll be looking for another job tomorrow, Cerberus, if you don’t read this and let me in at once.”

The guard’s eyes, black and piglike, stared at him with inhuman rage. Then two dirty fingers appeared beside the face and the envelope was snatched from Allan’s hand. The fine dirty rain sifted down, and as the sky darkened, the fiery chimneys brightened. Allan could see only the bent cap of the watchman now; the man was slowly and painfully reading a letter signed by Thomas Angers, Superintendent of the Interstate Iron & Steel Company, and addressed to Allan Marshall, 3 Potter’s Road, Portersville, Pennsylvania. Then the cap disappeared, the opening slammed shut with a violent clatter, a key grated in a lock, and the heavy gate swung open with loud creakings and groanings. Allan stepped inside, and the gate fell back, and was locked. The watchman studied Allan with the hatred of all small men who have been humiliated. “Who’da thought it?” he jeered. “In them clothes, too!”

“Not any worse than yours, my good man,” replied Allan.

“And my name ain’t Cerbi——or what the hell you call it!” said the guard with a fresh glare.

“It fits you,” said Allan. “Which way to Mr. Angers’ office?”

Another guard, gnomelike yet powerful of body, appeared at the door of the booth. “Watch the gate; I’m takin’ this fine gentleman to the office,” said the first guard sneeringly. He beckoned to Allan with his head, then trudged toward the mill, his boots grinding on gravel and cinders. Allan followed, whistling. The sweet strong sound pierced through the clamor and the roar that beat through the heavy and sodden air. The faery Irish theme was like a nostalgic memory in purgatory, sad yet hopeful. The guard stopped, turned his head, and the brutal face changed. “Irish, eh?” he growled. “So’m I.” He trudged forward again, looked back. “You don’t believe it, I’m thinkin’.” Allan continued to whistle, as if he were alone in some dreamlike green glade drifting with fragrant mist. “You think I like this job?” said the guard belligerently.

“Why not?” asked Allan. “You make a living at it.” The guard stopped as if struck, swung about and glowered. He studied Allan for a long moment, squinting at him. Then his heavy features became somber. “I can see,” he said, and walked on. “And it’s a favor you’ll be doin’ me to whistle somethin’ else.”

The walk seemed interminable to Allan; the two men wound around the steaming hills of slag and coke and coal. Now tiny streams of black water ran through the cinders, and little pools reflected back the scarlet vomiting from the chimneys so that they formed puddles of fire on the dark and broken earth. The mill and its subsidiary buildings loomed like gushing mountains in the near distance. A very good facsimile of hell, thought Allan. To the side, somewhere, engines screamed, and freight vibrated on some unseen tracks.

Now they were on wet brick walks, which skirted the mill. They were suddenly in a clear place, devoid of hills of slag, and the unbearable noise became more bearable. Allan’s whistling became louder and clearer. The guard was pointing in silence to the front of a building with a grilled door. He thrust Mr. Angers’ letter in Allan’s hand, and after a long and bitter look at the young man he turned away and trudged back, leaving Allan alone. Allan watched the squat and ungainly figure recede, and he smiled. He went to the grilled door, rang a bell. The door opened and a thin and white-faced man, obviously a clerk, peered at him from under a green eyeshade. Allan gave him the letter.

In a few moments he was in a quiet corridor, gaslighted and clean and bare, lined with closed doors. The roar of the mills was almost obliterated here. Allan followed the silent clerk, turned a corner in a corridor, and found himself walking on crimson carpet. This new, and shorter, corridor was obviously private, and now Allan could hear subdued voices, assured and rich, and once he heard a man laugh confidently. At the end of the corridor there was another door, and this the clerk opened with an obsequious bend of his head directed not at Allan but at those who sat beyond. “Mr. Marshall,” he murmured.

Allan saw before him an immense firelit office, with paneled walls on which hung an excellent painting. Crimson curtains shut out the desolation beyond the windows, and an Oriental rug covered the polished floor. A glittering chandelier, ablaze with light, hung from the tall ceiling and shone on brown and blue leather furniture and on a broad carved desk in the exact center of the room. At the desk sat a slender, middle-aged man, and beside him, smoking a very fine cigar, sat another man, ponderous, clad in broadcloth, with a florid face and a mane of gray hair streaked with red. Rufus deWitt! thought Allan, and for a moment he was taken aback. The slender man said quietly, “Come in, Mr. Marshall.” He indicated a chair opposite Rufus with a movement of his white and elegant hand. As Allan walked to the chair, Mr. Angers’ eyes, calm and almost colorless, scrutinized him without personal interest. He possessed the stillest face Allan had ever seen; it seemed carved and molded out of ivory, without a line of character, without a wrinkle, without expression. His pale hair was coated exactly over every contour of his skull. Here, thought Allan, as he carefully removed his greatcoat, is the most impersonal face I have ever encountered.

Rufus deWitt was an entirely different matter. His great muscular body had lost its heroic outlines, had softened to a mass of round suet. His thighs, in the black broadcloth, bulged tightly and thickly; his big belly swelled out the maroon-brocaded waistcoat, upon which hung a sparkling gold watch chain. His shoulders were mounds; he had lost his neck, and so his large rectangular head sat on his shoulders without division, with hardly a glimpse of white linen and broad black-satin cravat fastened with a diamond pin. His face was pulpy and of too bright a color, some of the protuberances accentuated by purplish-crimson wrinkles; his chin rested on the cravat, a swelling fold with a somewhat oily sheen. His hazel eyes nested in hollows of fat, sparkling like topazes. His mouth was too smooth and red, and gave a sensual look to his face. But his smile was genial, and the big white teeth gleamed between his lips in the friendliest manner possible. Diamonds glittered on the pudgy fingers, which sprouted red hairs. He might have lost the violent hue of his hair, but the hair itself remained luxuriant in spite of it grayness, and was carefully arranged. He emanated a bulky vulgarity, an animal vitality, and a limitless and unfastidious appetite. The fact that he was here today excited Allan; the occasion must be important.

Rufus beamed at the shabby and youthful visitor, and extended his jeweled hand in a gesture of democratic cordiality. Allan deliberately looked at the hand, bowed stiffly, and seated himself. The two gentlemen were immediately aware, then, of a kind of man they had certainly not expected, and for the first time the gelid eyes of Mr. Angers focused on Allan, and tightened at the edges. As for Rufus, he withdrew the cigar from his mouth and studied Allan; a peculiar expression appeared on his face, something akin to surprised recognition.

Mr. Angers spoke with a low languidness: “Mr. deWitt was passing through Scranton today and stopped in to see us. He became interested in your patent.”

Allan smiled, raised his thick dark brows politely, inclined his head again in Rufus’s alerted direction, and waited.

“I am glad you thought of us,” said Rufus. His voice had acquired a round unctuousness with the years. “We are always grateful when our employees remember the company, and show their loyalty.”

“Loyalty,” said Allan gently, “has nothing to do with it. I am not one of your regular employees, Mr. deWitt. I sometimes assist my father, who is an engineer on your road, by firing for him when one of his firemen is ill. I am only a casual employee, if you can call it that. I,” added Alan, “do not do coupling at all.”

The swiftest glance passed between Rufus and Thomas Angers. Rufus then settled in his chair more comfortably, but his eyes narrowed.

“I came to the Interstate Iron & Steel Company for one reason: I believe you are more prepared to manufacture my automatic coupler than any other company.” Allan crossed his lean legs and smiled at each man in turn.

“I am glad you thought of us first,” said Mr. Angers ironically.

Allan was not diminished by the tone of the other man. “I think you will be even more pleased, later, Mr. Angers.” He became thoughtful. “Naturally, I am not a patient fellow. I came today for your decision. If you decide against making my coupler, I shall at once approach other companies.” He paused. “In fact, I have already approached two others, who are very interested. They, too, have received copies of my patent.”

Rufus smiled disarmingly. “You are the son of one of our best and most valued engineers, Mr.—Marshall. I have often ridden with Tim. I should like to believe that old Tim influenced you, in a way.”

“He did not.” The three words were cold and flat. “No one influences me. You gentlemen understand that I am reading law in Mr. Peale’s office. Law is my first objective; I have become quite an authority on labor laws. But I am not averse to making a fortune while”—and Allan let his pause become significant—“I study those labor laws to discover how best I can help the workers to whose class my father belongs.”

There was a silence in the room, while the fire pulsed on the hearth and the smoke of Rufus’s cigar curled upward. Mr. Angers began to study the drawings on his desk. Rufus sat very still. An impudent, impoverished, and probably hungry young devil, full of arrogance and impertinence, he thought. But he is also fearless, and in some way he is a threat.

So Rufus said pleasantly, “I never underestimate my fellow men. I have no doubt that you’ll make an excellent lawyer, young man. Labor laws? I am interested in them very much.”

“As an employer, you should naturally be interested,” said Allan, with an extreme courtesy. He withdrew from his pocket a single sheet of paper, and now he looked only at Rufus. “I have here a decision made only two or three years ago, in the little town of Flintsburg. An obscure decision, but it can be—shall we say—potent, sir? It took me a long time to find it, but I eventually did, though I doubt most lawyers know of it, and even if a few know they are careful not to disinter it.”

Mr. Angers raised his head and regarded Allan with icy affront. But Rufus nodded agreeably and held out his hand for the paper. Allan gave it to him. Rufus smiled as he read, but the pulpy features became a trifle fixed toward the end. In silence, he then handed the paper to Mr. Angers, who read it carefully. Now a change came over Mr. Angers. His slim and elegant face stiffened. He put the paper on his desk, and one slender hand covered it as if to hide it. He waited for Rufus to speak.

Rufus gazed at his cigar as if with abstracted enjoyment. Then he said, almost detachedly, “The Assistant to the Secretary of State, Mr. Peale, is an old friend of mine.”

“Yes, I know,” said Allan, looking at him fully, and smiling. “And Mr. Peale has the reputation of being greatly concerned with the problems of—exploited—labor. In fact, he was elected several times to the Senate on the platform. And his son, Mr. Patrick, has just become a senator on that I platform, too. With this difference: Mr. Patrick is sincere.”

I was not mistaken, thought Rufus, who continued to smile with affectionate tolerance. The threat is not only real, it is ominous. And this young rascal has his price, if I’m not mistaken. A very large price.

Allan added, “I haven’t, as yet, brought this decision to Mr. Patrick’s notice. He is a very earnest young gentleman, and he has extraordinary integrity. But you, Mr. deWitt, know that very well. He is to marry your niece, Miss Laura deWitt. If Mr. Patrick should learn of this decision—and I have discovered he doesn’t know of it—he would utilize it in behalf of the working people of Pennsylvania.”

Mr. Angers, coldly annoyed and contemptuous, asked, “May I ask why you haven’t sent it on to Mr. Patrick before this? If it is so pertinent?”

But Allan did not glance at him. He only smiled silently at Rufus.

Rufus asked in a rich and gentle tone, “Do you intend to bring it to Mr. Patrick’s notice?”

Allan shrugged. “I haven’t as yet decided.”

Rufus laughed comfortably. He lifted the paper from under Mr. Angers’ hand and studied it again. The red lips puckered. Then, very slowly, he tore the paper into pieces, his bright hazel eyes smiling at Allan. “I think,” he remarked, “that we understand each other, my boy.” Mr. Angers turned his eyes from Rufus to Allan, and then back again, and a slight cleft appeared between his brows. Rufus went on: “No doubt Mr. Peale, and the young senator, have a high regard for you, Mr. Marshall. And I am sure the regard is justified. Sometime, soon perhaps, we must discuss the whole matter.”

In spite of his self-possession, Allan had been secretly tense. These were men of power and wealth and position. He himself was nothing compared with them, except that he had knowledge, and he was ruthless. He had been prepared for smiling indulgence and condescension and, at the worst, a complete and patronizing rebuff. The fact that Rufus had recognized Allan for what he was, and had not underestimated the danger he personified, not only made Allan relax his tense muscles but increased his respect for the older man.

Mr. Angers spoke indifferently. “Mr. deWitt employs a staff of very learned and competent lawyers. Even if this miserable little decision were brought up, they could deal with it effectively, and induce a prominent judge to create a new precedent.”

“Perhaps,” acknowledged Allan. “But in the meantime, the decision is there.” He spoke impatiently to the other man. “And first of all, there would have to be a pertinent case brought up; it would have to be argued in the light of this first decision, no matter how obscure it is. Mr. deWitt: you have heard of old Dan Boyle? He was once an engineer on your road. He lost two sons and a son-in-law in the ’77 strikes in Portersville. Since then, he has made a large fortune in coal. He is a very bitter man. He is my godfather, and has offered me anything I desire. He has suggested Harvard to me. Why I have so far refused his help is of no importance at this time. Should Mr. Boyle know of this decision he would hire the best lawyers in Pennsylvania to bring it to public notice. He would spare no money at all. And no effort. He is, as I have said, a very bitter old man, and he is out for blood.”

“And you have refused his help, you have so far not brought this decision to his notice, for your own reasons?” asked Rufus with more affection than ever. “May I ask why, considering that he is your godfather, and you are so concerned about labor? May I suggest that you have not availed yourself of all this because you have another object in view?”

“Your suggestion is correct,” answered Allan.

Rufus nodded. “I knew, of course. If I am curious about all this you must forgive me. Mr. Marshall, I think you’ll go very far.” He smiled contentedly. Then, grunting a little, he pulled a small cheap handbill from his pocket, badly printed on yellowish paper. “You are the Aloysius Marshall who is mentioned here, I assume.”

Allan inclined his head. Mr. Angers, with a disdainful and suspicious glance at the young man, picked up the handbill, which cried: “Grand Meeting of the Brotherhood of Railway Engineers! All welcome! December 18, 1885! Union Hall, Portersville! Seven o’clock in the evening! Don’t fail to come and hear our great Speaker, Aloysius Marshall, Worker and Workman’s Friend, son of our Brother, Timothy Marshall! He will deliver a Speech, Arise Sons of Labor! Come one, come all!”

Mr. Angers tossed the handbill from him with a gesture of loathing. Deliberately, he wiped his delicate fingers on a fine white handkershief. The bones stood out in his fleshless face as he regarded Allan with disgust. “A rabble-rouser,” he said. He added more quickly, “Young man, in all fairness I think you should be warned that if your—speech—is inflammatory and disturbs the public peace, you will be summarily arrested.”

“In that event, Dan Boyle will rush a bevy of highly paid lawyers to my assistance, and I shall present them with the John Hillary decision.” Allan spoke calmly and without any signs of consternation or fear.

Rufus lifted his plump hand in loving admonition to both the other men. But he spoke to Mr. Angers. “Thomas, I have no fear that Mr. Marshall will do any real rabble-rousing. Am I correct, Mr. Marshall?”

“You are correct, sir,” said Allan politely. “As of this day, at least.”

For the first time Mr. Angers lost his contempt for this wretched upstart, this alien and hungry intruder. “I am beginning to see, I think,” he murmured, and now he actually smiled, a chill and understanding smile. He eyed Allan with reluctant respect and surprise. Then he recovered himself. “You have a slight—brogue—Mr. Marshall. Are you an Irishman?”

“I am an American,” replied Allan.

Rufus leaned back in his chair and he suffused an atmosphere of immense satisfaction and brotherhood. “Shall we now go into this patent matter? That was Allan’s purpose in coming here, wasn’t it? Very fortunate that I should have dropped in on my way home.” He gave Allan a benevolent and paternal smile, and tapped the sheets of drawings on Mr. Angers’ desk. Two hours ago he had said to Mr. Angers, “This is the most remarkable concept of an automatic coupler I have ever seen; it is unique, and invaluable. The man who invented it is a genius, and he worked as a coupler on our road, and is now a fireman. But genius or not, he is probably a dull and plodding ignoramus, in so far as business is concerned, like all his benighted class. Who worked up the drawings for him I do not know, but it was an expert draftsman. We shall offer this Marshall one thousand dollars for his patent, and five hundred extra for his draftsman.” Rufus had laughed comfortably. “A man who makes two dollars a day, or less, will regard a thousand dollars as a fortune. We can dispose of him in five minutes.”

Now he said to Allan, “May I ask who made up these excellent drawings?”

“I did,” said Allan.

Even Rufus could not dissemble his astonishment. “You did! And where did you get your knowledge of mechanics, and your ability?”

“Dan Boyle,” said Allan, smiling into Rufus’s eyes, “financed my drafting education in Scranton, in the offices of Boyd, Lynch & Company, for four summers, for over five years. You see, Dan—my godfather—lost four fingers when he was employed as a coupler for your company, many years ago. When I told him I wanted to invent an automatic coupler, he was very enthusiastic.”

“I see,” said Rufus thoughtfully. His russet brows drew together as he studied the drawings again. “You know we use the Janney coupler, and the Westinghouse air brake now. We have found the coupler eminently satisfactory, though we do not employ it on all freight trains.”

“But trains are becoming heavier,” said Allan. “The Janney coupler is inadequate. My patent is practical for any weight, as I have shown here.” He pointed to a third drawing. “Incidentally, Janney is interested in my coupler. You will notice that my invention consists of throwing up the flange on the knuckle hub, engaging the coupler lug, and relieving the knuckle pin from side strain. This permits a reduction in the leverage in the knuckle by carrying the fulcrum point farther forward. It was necessary, for your own couplers, to change from malleable iron to steel. But you’ve found that more strength was necessary, and that has been your problem. My invention has solved this problem. The knuckle pin is loose, and is removable when the knuckle is under pressure.” He paused. “Men are still being killed or injured with your Janney coupler, in spite of it being a very great improvement. As loads become heavier, your coupler, in its present form, will become less and less reliable. It couples by impact, and the knuckle unlocks without trainmen going between the cars, but the swinging of the knuckle into open position still has to be done by hand.”

Though Mr. Angers and Rufus had thoroughly studied the drawings together for over two hours before Allan’s appearance, they kept their expressions judicious and doubtful. Seeing this, Allan smiled disagreeably to himself. He said, “I talked with Mr. Patrick Peale about my invention, after he was elected. He told me that he would work, in Washington, for a law making automatic coupling compulsory. He is very dissatisfied with the Janney automatic coupler as it is now. After I explained my coupler to him, he said he would bring it to the attention of the Master Car Builders Association. When I informed him that some company was going into its production, he said that any railway adopting my coupler would be hailed by him, and his colleagues, as a benefactor of man.”

“Mr. Patrick is a very humanitarian person,” murmured Rufus, still studying the drawings.

“And he is going to marry your niece, sir, who owns considerable Interstate Railroad Company stock.”

Rufus glanced up quickly at Allan, but Allan’s dark face was very bland. Rufus chuckled richly. “Mr. Patrick is not concerned with the railroad, Allan. He is going to practice law in his father’s offices, when he is not in Washington.”

Allan inclined his head. Rufus became uneasy. He person ally detested young Senator Peale, and his relief, when it had become evident that the senator preferred Laura to Cornelia, had been profound. He wanted no more “gray Stephens” in his immediate family. Such a man, a politician and a lawyer, would not disturb him when married to his niece. But such a man, interested in Rufus’s company, was dangerous. Rufus repeated, “He is going to practice law in his father’s offices, when he is not in Washington. He can have no real interest in our road, except, perhaps, in the stock dividends!” He chuckled again. Allan remained grave.

“When it comes to a matter of life and limb, I think dividends will take second place with Senator Peale, sir. He is an idealist.” Allan looked directly at Rufus, and his strong black eyes flickered with contempt.

This young scoundrel will use anything, or anybody, to further his ends, thought Rufus, with mingled anger, uneasiness, and admiration. He has a very subtle command of the art of blackmail.

Rufus gave the young man his most magnetic and affectionate smile, and a slight wink. “I can see, my dear boy, that you do not hold idealists in very high esteem.”

“On the contrary, sir, they are very valuable. To men like myself.”

“For your own purposes?”

But Allan only smiled in answer.

Rufus turned from him then and exchanged a long look with Mr. Angers. Allan scrutinized that look, and was satisfied. But he held himself alerted. When the silence became deliberately oppressive between Mr. Angers and Rufus, Allan said quietly, “I assume you must have more time to consider my coupler. Shall we say two days?”

“Impossible,” said Mr. Angers coldly. “We cannot be sure your invention, young man, is practicable. We shall have to consult—”

Allan shrugged. “Mr. Angers, you have had considerable time to consult, as you call it. I am willing to extend the time for forty-eight hours, in deference to the Interstate Railroad Company. But, in the meantime, I shall write to the two other companies interested in the patent, notifying them of a quick decision on my part in the very near future.”

Rufus lay back in his chair, his fatty hands clasped together over his belly, his thumbs twiddling rapidly. He studied Allan with sharp intensity. The scoundrel might be a blackmailer, but he did not bluff. Whatever battle he entered, he would not come inadequately armed. He would be certain of every step he took, every weapon he used. As a polished blackmailer, himself, Rufus recognized an even better artist. Rufus came to a quick decision. He changed his expression to one of confidential fondness.

“I cannot tell you, Allan, how much we appreciate your consideration of the Interstate Iron & Steel Company. I should like to feel—and please don’t disillusion me!—that it was inspired by loyalty to us. Suppose, now, that we take an option on your patent for six months, giving you, as of this date, a company check for two thousand dollars?”

Allan’s eyes narrowed. Then he slowly shook his head. “The option, if you wish to take it, must run for only two weeks. I am sure someone in this company has already studied other patents.” He stared at Rufus very hard.

Rufus pretended he had not noticed that implacable stare. He slapped his hand roundly on the desk, and smiled so widely that almost all his teeth showed in the brilliant light of the chandelier. “You are a difficult young fellow to deal with, I must admit. Well, then, two weeks. In the meantime, terms concerning royalties will be considered, and we shall consult you.” He motioned to Mr. Angers, while not removing his smiling gaze from Allan. “Thomas, you will make out the check and the option papers for this boy at once.”

“I might as well inform you, Mr. deWitt, that the royalties will have to be adequate.” Allan withdrew a slip of paper from his pocket. “Here is Janney’s offer.” He gave the slip to Rufus, who looked at it. Rufus was appalled. “This is preposterous!” he exclaimed, honestly shocked.

Allan stood up. “I could ask for a bigger offer from you, Mr. deWitt. But I am only asking what Janney has offered. I believe that extraordinarily fair, considering that Janney has not merely offered me an option.”

The two older men regarded him with outrage. But Allan smiled down at them. “I suppose your unspoken question is why, then, I have not accepted Janney’s offer, and why I have bothered to come to you. The answer is my own, and I don’t intend to tell you. I can only say that I don’t mean to live on my royalties. These will only be a source of a fortune. My business is law—labor law.”

Only Rufus understood. “I see,” he murmured. “As I said before, Allan, we must have a talk, a very long talk, confidential and intimate.” He forced his face into a florid amiability again.

When Allan had gone, check and option papers in pocket, Rufus said to Mr. Angers, “Thomas, that is the most dangerous, and most admirable, and most valuable young devil I have ever encountered. I am full of respect for him. And that is why, perhaps not too long in the future, he will join us.”

Allan ran through the dark of the early evening, the rain pouring into his face. He was hot with exultation and triumph. He reached the yards, swung onto the caboose. He felt his heart pounding, and it was not with exertion. He had won the first major engagement. He would always win, to the end of his life.
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The smart phaeton drove up the graveled driveway of Jim Purcell’s house, and a young man in his early thirties alighted as the gleaming white door of the mansion opened. The young man remembered this house from his childhood. It had been large but untidy, full of dust and mold, unkempt and “a disgrace to the neighborhood,” as the neighbors had protested sullenly among themselves. But Mrs. Purcell, who had once been Mrs. Rufus deWitt, had changed the picture gratifyingly. The house might still be ugly externally, and expressive of bad architecture; however, what had been bleak yellow brick had acquired a soft golden patina, glimmering through thick ivy, which mercifully blurred the uncouth lines. Jim Purcell, “the miser,” had permitted his wife to do whatever she wished, even to the discarding of his appalling furniture. He was proud of her taste, though he grumbled he did not understand it. But secretly, it gave him pleasure.

There had been considerable whispered scandal when Lydia had quietly divorced Rufus, and then, in due time, had married Jim Purcell. The scandal did not reach Purcell’s ears; the gossipers were careful about that. He was a dangerous man, and never forgot injuries, and he had become more dangerous and powerful through the years. When Mrs. Purcell gave parties, the elite of Portersville thronged to the house eagerly. It was noted that she was less elusive since her second marriage; she had more warmth and kindliness, and her remarks were not so elliptical or mysteriously turned. If she was still reserved in a large measure, the reserve could be melted by a sincere reference to her little daughter Ruth, who had suffered “the paralysis” in her early childhood and who now limped cheerfully if pathetically. Ruth was seven years old; there had been no other children.

As the young man mounted the low wet steps to the door, he was, for the first troubled moment that night, conscious of the brilliance of the white December moon and of the voice of the river. Another sound struck him as he entered the white and walnut hall. Laura deWitt, in the distant music room which Lydia had so exquisitely decorated and furnished, was playing Debussy. The shining notes seemed to sparkle in the air, trembling with radiance, at once meditative and unearthly. The young man forgot the servant standing by the opened door. He stood and listened, one foot on the top step, his head turned to look at the stark black trees on the lawns, and the whitened river flowing under the moon.

The young man, disturbed as he was, wished he could stand here in lonely silence for a little longer, letting the notes drop about him while he let the night console and calm him. But the servant, however patiently waiting, was still waiting, and the air was sharp with cold. “Good evening, Senator,” said the old man, smiling at the visitor with genuine pleasure. “Good evening, Gratz,” replied the other, and gave the butler his hard bowler hat, his white scarf, his well-cut coat, and his cane. “The family is in the music room,” said Gratz, and Patrick Peale nodded and went down through the hallway, which extended from the front door to the rear, and entered the music room through a wide archway.

Two blazing gas-lighted chandeliers dropped like stalactites from the carved white oval ceiling, and shimmered over white, ivory, and gold furniture. On a raised platform stood Laura’s white and gilt piano, which faced the archway. Jim Purcell was sprawled on a gold-colored velvet sofa, with his little daughter nestling close to him. Lydia sat by the monster white marble fireplace working at petit point. Laura saw Patrick first, and she smiled at him quietly while her fingers wove out the last pattern of music on the keys. No one as yet, except Laura, had noticed the slight young man in the arched doorway, a grave young man with inflexible brown eyes, wavy light brown hair, and a compact figure. And, though conscious of the other inhabitants of the oval room, he really saw only Laura, a thin and graceful girl in a blue-velvet dress that outlined her figure and displayed her pale narrow shoulders. Her dark hair, fine and silky, was like a vapor about her almost colorless face. But her eyes, large, gray, and radiant, gave an exceptional beauty to small features which otherwise would have been too inconspicuous and indefinite for loveliness.

Patrick had known that Cornelia deWitt had desired him, but the thought, instead of flattering him, had been distasteful and almost humiliating. And yet, because she had loved him, he was almost compassionate for her, and had extricated himself from the situation so tactfully, so expertly, over a long period, that he had left her pride intact

Lydia Purcell glanced up as Laura concluded her music, and she smiled welcomingly at Patrick. Her black hair was winged with white, and there were lines in her face, but her body, in dark green velvet, was as graceful as Laura’s. Her dark eyes touched him luminously, and Jim Purcell turned his gross head and nodded without speaking. His little daughter was sleeping in the shelter of his big arm, her bright golden ringlets on his sleeve. His hair was a shock of untidy gray on his great round head, and the years had made his rude features more repulsive than ever, and had hardened them into masses of stone.

Laura rose from the piano, stepped down from the platform, and gave Patrick her hand. She led him into the room, and he sat down opposite Lydia, with Laura beside him. They began to speak in low voices, because of the sleeping child, who ought, thought Patrick, to be in bed. It was long after ten o’clock, and Ruth was frail. But Purcell found it hard to part with his daughter. Somewhere in the house, there was a portrait of young Alice Fielding, and Patrick often remarked that Ruth bore a striking resemblance to her dead aunt, which gratified Lydia.

Jim Purcell noted that Patrick was unusually serious. So he muttered in his hoarse voice, “Well, how did that talk go which young Marshall gave tonight?”

Patrick frowned. “There was something strange about it. I can’t lay my finger on it, but there it was. As usual, it was eloquent—he has the most remarkable voice, and he can play any tune with it. And it was full of threat.”

Purcell smiled sourly. “His speeches usually are.”

Patrick shook his head, as if baffled. “Yes. And this talk was no less threatening than the rest. ‘The bosses.’ ‘The exploiters of labor.’ The oppressors of the people.’ ‘The despoilers of the workers.’ ‘The serfdom of the masses.’ ‘The dumb patience of the toilers.’ All the usual things. The men listened, and their mouths and eyes were open, and they hardly seemed to breathe. When he had finished, they became hysterical, and mobbed him, and threw their arms around him, and many of them cried. It was very moving.” Patrick paused. “But still, I was uneasy. Something was wrong.”

Purcell smiled again, and the smile was darker, if indulgent. “Look, now, Pat. Don’t go cryptic on me. Let’s have facts, not imaginin’s. What the hell is it all about?”

“I don’t know,” said the young senator slowly. “But I did notice something. Duncan Baynes—you know, Mr. Rufus’s local assistant superintendent—was there, and listening to every word. He kept far in the background, and tried to hide his face with his hand.”

“What’s wrong with him bein’ there? Labor trouble comin’ up, we all think. Maybe Red Rufe sent him to get an idea of the men’s tempers.”

“It could be,” agreed Patrick thoughtfully. “But I’m not satisfied. Why should he send Duncan Baynes, who’s too important for spying? Baynes is a very ruthless and clever man. …”

“Maybe it needed such a feller for the job tonight. Think you’re gettin’ too vaporish, Pat. Looking for bogiemen. Is that the only ‘fact’ you got to offer?”

Patrick moved uncomfortably on his chair. “Just the quality of the speech. I felt that Marshall was showing off his power; I felt that his threats were definitely focused. It was as if he was warning some one in particular, and exhibiting what he could do. He was particularly showy tonight, and I think it was for a purpose.” He tried to smile at the contemptuously glowering Purcell. “It’s the purpose that is worrying me.”

Purcell snapped his fingers. “I told you, I don’t deal in intangibles. If Marshall was threatenin’, or showin’ off, or warnin’ anyone, it was for the sake of the men. Mind you, and I’ve told you this a dozen times, I don’t like Marshall. He’s a trouble-maker, and I hate trouble-makers. I’m not sayin’ the men are gettin’ a livin’ wage, and I’m not sayin’ I wouldn’t vote for more money for ’em, but I got no use for the Marshalls. And I think Marshall is just out for himself.”

He pointed a hard but shapeless finger at Patrick: “And what’s wrong with a man usin’ other men? If he uses them, and gets somethin’ for them, sort of a by-product to what he gets for himself, who’s to get all indignant and fired-up?”

Patrick colored. He met Purcell’s derisive smile angrily. “Allan convinced me, for over four years, that he was dedicated to helping his fellow workers. I believe that some men are honestly devoted to the cause of others.” He hesitated, then added, “I am. I believe I am.”

“That’s because you can afford it,” said Purcell. “What can young Marshall afford? It’s true that he’s sold his automatic coupler to Interstate Iron & Steel Company, and will probably make a fortune out of his royalties. But so far he’s got only five thousand dollars on it. Maybe the coupler will bring him in a lot of money in a few years. Yes, maybe. In the meantime, he’s readin’ law in your father’s offices, and from what I hear he’s goin’ to make a mighty smart lawyer. Well. He’s goin’ to make a fortune for himself, and he’s goin’ to be a labor lawyer.” He rubbed his big chin, which was bristling with mingled black and white whiskers. “If Rufe’s disturbed about him, he’s got reason.”

Patrick was silent a few moments. Then he said, “I was convinced tonight, and I admit I might be wrong, that Allan’s not concerned, and never was concerned, about the plight of his class. And so I don’t think that Mr. Rufus need be afraid of him. I think it is others who should be afraid.”

Purcell laughed jeeringly, but carefully, in order not to awaken little Ruth. “And who was it who was all enthusiastic about that young jackanapes in the beginnin’? You, Pat. And comin’ down to facts, again, what have you against him gettin’ somewheres? You want others to carry the burden for you, while you live in your fine house, and go to Washington with fanfares? Come on, don’t glare at me. I’m not throwin’ sneers at you. I’m just remindin’ you that if Marshall don’t want to be a martyr for anybody, no one can blame him.”

“I have no objection to a man ‘getting somewheres,’ as you say, Mr. Purcell,” said Patrick coldly. “But I do ask that he not be a hypocrite and a liar, and I do insist that he not use others, who trust him, and who are helpless, to further his own purposes.”

Purcell chuckled. “Fine sentiments. But only rich men can afford ’em.” He shook his finger at Patrick again. “Not that I like hypocrites. If a man’s a scoundrel, and if he’s thinkin’ only of himself, let him be open about it. Seems as if all your worries is because you’ve convinced yourself Marshall’s a liar and a hypocrite, and a scoundrel to boot. Throw him out of your office, if you don’t trust him any more.”

Patrick got to his feet and began to pace up and down, slowly and uneasily. “What good would it do if I acted on impulse, and threw him out? He has money now; he’ll have more. And he can finance his own law education himself. No, it’s better to have him under my eye, I think.” He stopped in front of Purcell, and his normally composed face was disturbed. “I believe he is preparing to sell the men out.”

Purcell shrugged. “Maybe. But that’s just your idea. Comin’ back to me, I’d rather he was on our side than the other. You’ve known that all along; I never fooled you.”

“But you’re not a liar, or a hypocrite,” said Patrick. He laughed a little uncomfortably. “You are, at the very least, neutral. You wouldn’t advance the cause of the workers, but you wouldn’t oppose it.”

Purcell grunted, but made no answer. Patrick sat down again. “I’m marrying Laura in June. My business is politics, and law. I’ve never taken any interest in the railroad business, except the labor problem. But now I want some information. The Interstate Railroad Company is as rich as the New York Central now. But I’m hazy on the extent of it.”

“Oho,” said Purcell, and grinned. “Well, that’s easy. Five years ago it absorbed the Capital Railroad Company, here in Pennsylvania, and then the Chicago Railroad System. Goes clear to New York, now. Absorbed the old Baynes Locals, too, when old Joe went bankrupt after Steve died. Has a lease line to St. Louis, from Chicago. Big business. Rufe’s responsible for all that. We’re might lucky to have him.

“I think I know what’s in your mind, my bucko. Steve, quite a while before he died, pledged twenty-five per cent of his fifty-one per cent holdin’s in the company to old Jay Regan; he needed the money for a lot of damn fool schemes, for your precious workers, and others. After Steve died, Gunther purchased the stock from Jay Regan, but arranged with Rufe that he would vote his stock to approve the election of Rufe as president of the road, and arranged with our beamin’ friend that he would sell the stock back to him at a prevailin’ price each year, five per cent of it, until Rufe had gained back the whole twenty-five per cent, provided that at no time Gunther should suffer any loss in his original investment. So, Rufe now has fifty-one per cent.”

He grinned cantankerously at Patrick. “You don’t like our Rufe. But let me tell you that I respect him. He’s brought us a fortune. He’s made the road what it is. Steve would have kept it nice and conservative, and maybe’ve run it into bankruptcy. Could be you prefer bankruptcy to dishonor, but you’d be a lone young feller in this world, and the sooner you learn that the better. You’re goin’ to have to deal more and more with the world as it is, especially now you’re in politics, and politics stink to high heaven.

“You know that Laura here has sixteen per cent of the stock in her name. Steve had twenty-six per cent before he died. But he owed a pile of debts. Stupendous, that’s what they were. It was necessary for the estate to sell ten per cent of the stock to liquidate his idiotic debts, and Rufe, who was one of the executors of the estate, sold Jay Regan that ten per cent, with the condition that it would be resold to Rufe upon payment, interest, principle, and a bonus. That’s how he cornered his fifty-one per cent.”

Purcell lifted his sleeping child into his arms and cradled her, brooding over the gilded head on his shoulder. He added grumpily, “You’re wonderin’ why Gunther and Jay Regan did all that for our Rufe. I can tell you. They like him. You wouldn’t think that men like Regan and Gunther would slaver over charm, would you? They love our Red Rufe. Even murderers like those two sharks soften up with Rufe. They’ll do things for him they wouldn’t do for their own brothers. And they know he’s able as hell. They might laugh at what you call virtue, but they never laugh at ability, even in a competitor.” He squinted at Patrick sardonically. “You ain’t poor, yourself, Pat, my boy. But Laura’s not a Cinderella, either. Thanks to Rufe, she’s a mighty rich girl. You should be grateful.”

Patrick stood up again, stiff and unbending. “Thank you,” he said. Purcell smiled furtively at the young man’s tone, but waited. “I’m thinking of Laura’s sixteen per cent, sir. Mrs. Purcell and Mr. Rufe are her guardians. Mr. Stephen stipulated that when she was married her husband would become her guardian.”

“Well?” Purcell said, carefully getting to his feet.

“I want to be in the railroad company,” said Patrick with firm bluntness. “With that sixteen per cent.”

Lydia and Laura gazed at him with mute surprise.

“H’m,” said Purcell. “Better get out your lawbooks and start to study up on the subject.”

“You wouldn’t object to me as a director?”

Purcell turned his huge, rocklike head and contemplated the young man. He scowled. Then after a few moments, he grumbled, “Must I, in my old age, stand another idealist?”

“You won’t help me then?” said Patrick.

“I’m not sayin’ I will, and I’m not sayin’ I won’t,” Purcell muttered. “When the time comes, I’ll decide. Gettin’ too old to have any more idealists foulin’ up my business. Well, good night. I’m takin’ this child to bed, and I’m not coming downstairs again.” He studied Patrick’s stern face intently. Then he shook his head. “Guess, maybe, you’re not like poor old Steve, after all.”

He marched out of the room, a giant with a fairy in his arms, and the three watched him go. Laura said gently, “Uncle Jim will help you.” She linked her arm through Patrick’s. They were almost equal in height, for she was tall. She smiled into his face.

Lydia sighed, and folded up her work. “When I was young, there was only right and wrong in the world. Now I’m not so sure. No man is a devil and no man is a saint.”

She rose to her feet with a movement as lithe as a young girl’s. She put her hand on Patrick’s shoulder and gazed earnestly at the young man. “Once Stephen told me that good is always defeated, but so is evil. Neither ever wins, permanently. I don’t know, but I feel he is right.” She added, more lightly, “Don’t forget that Rufus is giving a large reception for my Cornelia on Christmas Eve. We are all such civilized friends, you know, even though I divorced him. It scandalizes everybody; but business, as Jim would say, is business, and no grudges. Besides, Rufus and I parted so amiably, and when Cornelia is here he often calls on us.” She laughed somewhat bitterly. “Cornelia hasn’t confirmed it even to me, her mother. But I understand that Rufus is to announce her engagement to the Marquis de Fontainebleau. He will be Rufus’s house guest and everyone is coming, even business associates from Philadelphia, Chicago, and New York. It will be a very grand affair.”

“You are happy about it, Mrs. Purcell?” asked Patrick coldly.

She turned away. “Cornelia hasn’t been very close to me since I divorced her father. Oh, she is gay and loving. But she eludes me, in the merriest way possible. Cornelia is very like her father.” She continued sadly, “If Cornelia wants to marry this young Frenchman she will know what she is doing. She always knows.”

Later, when in her rooms with her husband, Lydia said despondently, “Patrick has all the virtues one could desire, of course. But there is something unbending about him, something which will never compromise. That may be very worthy, I suppose. And it is an excellent quality in saints. However, for some reason, I don’t think he is a saint.” She laughed wearily. “He doesn’t like me, Jim; he looks at me very oddly sometimes. Ah, you are laughing at me, but I do wish he wasn’t to marry Laura. I have a sense of foreboding. …”
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The Philadelphia House in Portersville was considered the most “genteel” of residential hotels: conservative, quietly luxurious, and established. The families and bachelors who lived there permanently were people of solid wealth and “refined” tastes, many of them retired and elderly, with sedate habits. To be admitted as a resident of the Philadelphia House was to be tacitly admitted to Portersville’s “society,” and to be regarded as a person of consequence, character, and importance.

The lobby, all in green and crimson plush and heavy mahogany, and with rubber and palm plants in huge brass pots, and dotted with brown marble pillars upholding a carved white ceiling, was never the site of any hilarity or loud voices or brash costumes. The thick crimson carpet hushed every footstep; decorum ruled at the desk; conversation was muted. Rich silk might rustle, but it did so discreetly. The employees of the hotel, in uniforms of brown with very light touches of gold, were mostly elderly and of long service; they showed their aristocratic pride in their establishment, and their demeanor was less obsequious than dignified. Only lately had the House marched with progress and gaslights been installed. Even these, however, flared dimly, as if in apology. Guests, meeting in the lobby before dinner in the vast chill dining room beyond the plate-glass doors, would murmur about the weather, their health, any coming holiday, their minister, politics or business, all with a vague, disinterested manner as if these things were of no particular importance.

A few elderly ladies and gentlemen, waiting in the lobby for their carriages this dull and somber December 21st, spoke with reserve of a new resident. A very old man wondered what “the House is coming to, admitting that person.” An old lady fluted that “he seemed very gentlemanly, and was quite personable.” A younger lady, not more than sixty, tittered gently and mentioned that she understood “he was well on his way to an unbelievable fortune,” though she, of course, deplored “trade.” The junior of the very old man, a short stout gentleman of about seventy-two, suggested that “we all wait and see. After all, times change.” “But Irish, I understand!” exclaimed the very old man with distress. “And a Papist, it is said. What will Mr. Ivers say?” “A protégé of Secretary Peale’s. Mr. Peale would not endorse him if he were not entirely respectable and worthy.”

“Hush,” whispered the younger lady. The object of this uneasy conversation had appeared in the dim precincts of the lobby on his way to the door. His carriage, undistinguishable from all the other carriages owned by residents of the House, was waiting at the curb. He walked across the crimson carpet in a properly stately manner, head high, his motions slow and correct. His air might be sober and preoccupied, as befitting a “Resident,” but the uneasiness of the elder lady and gentleman increased. There was something “peculiar” about him. He did not appear in the least subdued. However, no one could quarrel with that conservative bowler in the gloved left hand, or with the ebony, gold-topped cane in the right hand, nor with the fine black broadcloth of his suit, the broadcloth greatcoat with the fur collar, the restrained white linen and black cravat and the excellent boots. The quarrel, if any, was concerned with his curiously fierce and restless black eyes and the intent sharpness of his features. Real gentlemen were not so distinct and clear-cut as this young man; he lacked unobtrusiveness. As no Resident had as yet spoken to him, he had not attempted conversation either in the halls or in the lobby, or in the dining room. He had been covertly watched at table; he had displayed no gaucheries. It was noted that he read only the most approved newspapers and periodicals. Inclusion was almost imminent in his case, and some of the old residents even began, very secretly, to think of unmarried nieces and granddaughters.

As he passed the elderly group in the lobby he glanced at them swiftly. To the alarm and disapproval of the others, the younger lady nodded just a little. The young man bowed very slightly, went on without a pause. They watched him leave the House, and enter his carriage. “How could you, Elsie!” said the very old man.

Once in his carriage, the new Resident burst out laughing. “The damned old fools!” His coachman, an old man, stiffened his shoulders in silence. The carriage rolled off down the streets in the direction of the Portersville National Bank building. The young man began to whistle, “Come back to Erin. …” He leaned back against the leather cushions and lighted one of the deplorable new “cigarettes,” and he puffed with the swift intensity which was characteristic of him. He pushed his bowler back on his head, and sent up clouds of smoke. He picked up his cane and admired the gold head. He turned it about in his gloved hands, and now the laughter went from his face. I’ve come a long way, thought Allan Marshall. I go on from here, and it must be fast. To calm some turbulent emotion, he began to sing, and even the coachman listened, unwilling, but enraptured. The song might be unfamiliar; the voice was rich and full and of great dramatic power.

The carriage rolled smoothly over the cobblestones, drew up before the bank. Allan climbed the stairs to the second floor, to the branch offices of the Interstate Railroad Company. During the past eight years, the company had come to occupy the whole of the second floor, though now the main offices were in Philadelphia. Smaller offices had been thrown together to make larger offices; a private door shut off passers-by to the third floor and the less affluent offices of local businessmen. Allan discreetly rang the bell at the second-floor door, and it opened to show the serious and elderly face of a black-clad man with a formal air. “Ah, yes, Mr. Marshall,” he said, opened the door wider to admit Allan, and bowed. Allan, led by the guardian, traversed a carpeted corridor to the glass door on which was printed, with flourishes and bars, the name of the president of the company, Mr. Rufus deWitt.

Only one desk remained in this office, which was comfortable and snug with fire and leather and velvet and bookcases. Rufus sat at the desk, and now, as Allan entered, he rose graciously and extended his hand to the young man. “Well, well,” he said, genially, “I’m glad to see you, my boy. And pleased that you accepted my invitation for a little consultation this afternoon.” He beamed on Allan fondly, offered him a chair near the desk, sat down, and increased the beam to a ruddy glow. He implied that he was proud of his caller, and held him not only in the highest esteem but in personal affection. Allan smiled to himself, kept his face grave, and sat down. He did not lift up the tail of his coat; he merely loosened the buttons, and revealed a black-brocaded waistcoat cut in the most conservative and elegant manner, and the chain of a gold watch.

“I want to thank you, sir, for recommending me to the Philadelphia House,” he said.

Rufus locked his hands together over his broad belly. “Ah, yes,” he said richly. “I thought it was just the place for you, Allan. A rising young gentleman, the famous inventor of our automatic coupler. By the way, our subsidiary is going into production at once. The Master Car Builders have already placed an enormous order. You are well on the way, it seems, to be a millionaire, though, of course, the royalties won’t be rolling in in any large quantity for at least a year. However”—and again the beam brightened—“you have only to mention the fact and the Interstate Iron & Steel Company will be happy to advance—anything—you need.”

Allan said, “I think, then, that I shall ask them for six thousand dollars, say about January 2d.”

“A lot of money,” murmured Rufus, cocking his head in a paternal way. “But then, you are young, and I believe you are a boy who doesn’t intend to let life go by without living it. Frankly, at your age, I was exactly the same.” He made a note on a piece of paper. “Six thousand it is, then. A check will be sent you in January.”

I must be very careful; I’m playing for the highest stakes in my life, Allan was thinking. One hand rested lightly on the top of his cane; his gloves lay on his knee. He watched Rufus as keenly as Rufus watched him; he must not miss a single flicker of an eye, the slightest gesture. Rufus opened a silver box on his desk. “A cigar, Allan?” Allan hesitated; he loathed cigars. However, he inclined his head, accepted a cigar. There was an instant’s pause, then Rufus, beaming like the sun, struck a match and lit the cigar for his visitor. The first round, Allan said to himself, was won.

“And you like the Philadelphia House?” asked Rufus lovingly. He put a little anxiety in his tone. “It suits you?”

“Very much, sir. It is just my style,” said Allan. “The flamboyant isn’t to my taste.”

Rufus, whose delicate little wife sometimes complained that he was “flamboyant,” did not care much for this. His eye sharpened suspiciously on Allan. He laughed. “It isn’t to my taste,” he said. “It’s somewhat like a mausoleum, full of old relics. But eminently respectable. Very important—for a young man on his way up.”

“I’m very respectable, myself,” said Allan. Then they burst out laughing together, and both relaxed in a sudden swell of good-fellowship.

Rufus said, “By the way, did you receive our invitation to Miss deWitt’s Christmas Eve celebration, Allan?”

Allan met his fatherly glance, and immediately understood that no invitation had been sent at all, and that the idea was an entirely new one and decided upon only this very instant. “I’m afraid I have not seen it as yet, sir. But doubtless it is in my box; I did not call for the post before I left.” Another round won!

“Well, matters are a little rushed,” Rufus apologized. “Not all the invitations have been sent out as yet, though the time is growing short. We expect to announce our daughter’s engagement to the Marquis de Fontainebleau that evening. He is our house guest, you know.”

“I saw something about that in the newspapers,” replied Allan. His fingers tightened on the head of his cane. “It is quite settled, then?”

Rufus smiled disarmingly and allowed himself to show a little ruefulness. “Our daughter is not definite,” he said. “Candidly, I should not like her to live in France, though we go abroad every spring. Cornelia and I are very close; she is much like me, they say. And, after all, she is all I have.”

Your wife? Your two little sons? thought Allan, amused. His fingers loosened on the cane. He barely controlled a loud breath of desperate relief. “So,” continued Rufus, with a genuine sigh, “I am not altogether pleased.”

An atmosphere of the deepest intimacy now prevailed in the office. For some reason Rufus’s guardedness abated. He studied Allan for a long moment or two, and he said to himself: He’s almost a gentleman. Good brains there; no fool. Allan said respectfully, “Perhaps Miss deWitt will change her mind, even if she ever had any idea of such a marriage.”

As this exactly met Rufus’s hopes, in spite of the sweet, shrill urgings of his wife, and her raptures over the “magnificent honor,” Rufus gave Allan one of his sincerest smiles. “Ah, yes,” said Rufus. “Well, it is growing late, and so I really think we must come down to business. Allan, I have a suggestion to make to you. An offer, if you will.”

Allan evidenced polite and serious interest. “As you mentioned before, my boy, in Scranton, law is your forte, and you do not intend to live on your royalties, enormous though they will later be. We all are very proud of you. Well, then. How long will it be necessary for you to continue reading law in Mr. Peale’s offices?”

Now, thought Allan, keeping his expression unchanged. He said quietly, “I believe until about the first of February.”

“And then?” prompted Rufus gently.

“My decision to concentrate on labor law is unchanged,” replied the young man. There was a paler tint about his mouth as he studied Rufus.

Rufus smoothed his chin with his right index finger, and his tawny eyes glowed on the younger man. “I hear you are a very forensic speaker,” he remarked.

Allan smiled. “I am glad you think so, sir. No doubt Mr. Duncan Baynes told you about it. I noticed him at Union Hall on December 18th.”

Rufus was not confused. He chuckled. “I sent him,” he said with charming candor. He lifted a letter from the desk, and chuckled again. “You did not write this by any chance, did you, Allan?”

Allan glanced briefly at the letter, and his only answer was a reserved smile. Rufus laughed heartily. “Your object is very clear to me.” He waited, but Allan only lifted courteous eyebrows. Rufus leaned back in his chair and regarded the young man most benevolently. “You and young Pat Peale have been very good friends, have you not, my boy? It happens, as you know, that he is to marry my niece, who is like a daughter to me. She mentioned that Pat was disturbed about your speech at Union Hall, and is beginning to—well—shall we say that he found it somewhat ambiguous?”

“Ambiguous?” Allan frowned. “In what way? I noticed, a week or so ago, before Mr. Pat returned to Washington, that he was a little cool to me. The Peale offices are not the most important in Pennsylvania. I’ll finish reading law there. I am going on with labor law, as I said. If Mr. Pat does not like that, I am sorry, but I don’t intend to give it up.”

Rufus grinned slyly. “Don’t be disingenuous, Allan. You may speak to me as to a father, or at least an older brother. You know very well that Pat is deeply concerned over more favorable laws for labor.”

Allan shrugged. “I also know that he is backing a bill for the regulating of railroads, sir. He has considerable support in the Senate.”

“And you approve of the regulation?”

“At the present time, sir—and you must forgive what might appear to be rudeness—I am not in a position to say.” He fixed his eyes on Rufus and now they sparkled with open ferocity. “It all depends on a number of things.”

There was a sudden silence in the office as the two men’s eyes met and held, hard and knowing. Then Rufus glanced away, played with a pen on his desk. “You have been unearthing labor decisions, and other matters, in assisting Pat. He told my niece all about it. He said you were invaluable. Have you told him yet of—ah—that obscure decision you mentioned in Scranton?”

“No, I have not.”

“May I ask why?” Rufus’s tone was tender.

“It is all part of my plans, when I finally make up my mind.”

Nothing could have been happier than Rufus’s smile. “You are a young man who is not only out for money, but for power. I know all the symptoms; I’ve had them, myself. My dear boy, would you like to join my legal staff here in Portersville?”

Allan puffed lightly on his cigar and gazed at the fire. He appeared to be considering. Then he shook his head. “Thank you, Mr. deWitt. But no. I want more than to be part of a legal staff. I have been thinking of politics, in conjunction with my legal work.”

The challenge was thrown down between them, and they looked at it. Rufus meditatively, Allan without perturbation. After the silence had prolonged itself, Allan said softly, “With my knowledge, my training, and my money, I think I could do very well in politics. Labor, all over Pennsylvania, is looking to me. Only today I received a letter from old Dan Boyle. I am thinking of running for senator, myself.”

Rufus heard the deep and implacable threat in the young man’s expressive voice. Rufus hid his suddenly violent consternation. This young devil would not be seduced by benevolence, flattery, or a show of affection. He wanted what he wanted. There was a smell of danger in the warm and placid air of the office. Rufus tapped his fingers slowly on the desk, and his reddish brows drew together in a hard knot of concentration. He pondered his reply, then came to the shrewd conclusion that Allan saw through all pretense and was waiting for a blunt statement.

“Well, Allan. What do you want? What is your price?”

Allan lifted his gaze to the ceiling. “If I should let my political ambitions go, I should want to be head of a legal staff, not part of it. I assure you, sir, that I am quite capable.”

“In other words, dear boy, you want to be head of my legal staff in Portersville, which already contains some of the best minds in the Commonwealth—old, experienced minds, well seasoned. You would also want to be called into consultation in our offices in Philadelphia.”

“I think, sir, that you have summed it up very clearly.”

“You are a very formidable young man,” said Rufus benignly. “And I think you would be most invaluable to us. Shall we say ten thousand dollars a year? Beginning March 1st?”

‘Ten thousand dollars a year,” repeated Allan thoughtfully. “That is more, I believe, than the present head of your legal department is now getting. It must be understood, sir, that that salary is just the beginning.”

Rufus drew in a deep breath of relief and complacency. It was ridiculous that, confronted by this man not yet thirty, he, Rufus deWitt, powerful and invincible, should experience such emotion. But Rufus never underestimated others.

“Mr. Patrick Peale is not going to like this,” said Allan, after he had satisfied himself that he had won a complete victory. He laughed shortly.

Rufus joined him in the laughter. He extended his fat hand to Allan who shook it. “Nor will your other friends,” said Rufus cunningly.

“I have no friends,” said Allan.

Rufus lit another cigar and took some time about it. “My brother, Mr. Stephen, remarked that before he died. But he said it bitterly. You aren’t bitter, Allan, are you?”

“No, sir. I am a realist.” Allan began to put on his gloves without hurry. “In fact, I’ve discovered no man has any friends.”

Rufus chuckled depreciatingly. “Now, now, Allan. You do sound bitter. I think you and I will be very good friends indeed.”

“Yes, indeed, sir,” said Allan gravely.

“And you had all this planned, from the very beginning?”

“From the very beginning.”

Rufus nodded with deep content. He began to accept Allan warmly, as he always accepted potent and single-minded men. “What do you think, now, dear boy, since you have gotten what you wanted?”

“I think nothing in particular, except that it was inevitable.”

Rufus was intensely amused. “But what if I had refused?”

Allan grinned briefly. “You were not in a position to refuse, Mr. deWitt. Moreover, you saw the immense advantage to yourself. I never offer anyone something which will not benefit him, in exchange for what I want. I think, sir, we have both made an excellent bargain.”

He stood up. He had undergone a frightful strain this past hour; he had gambled; he had won. But now his knees started to tremble and there was a dampness between his shoulder blades.

There was a brisk knock at the door, which immediately, and without ceremony, flew open. Cornelia entered like a blaze of sun and wind, and shouted huskily, “Papa, when in the world are you coming downstairs? I’ve been waiting in the carriage—” She stopped when Allan turned to her, and her mouth fell open. But her surprise was very brief. She began to smile, widely and with knowing delight. She advanced rapidly to the young man and thrust out her hand. “Well, if it isn’t—our gardener!” she cried, her yellowish eyes filled with mocking points of radiance. “Papa told me all about you. Is it too late for congratulations?”

Allan took her hand. For a moment or two he was quite unable to speak. He could only look at Cornelia and tell himself how beautiful and vital she was, and how tall and abounding. A swift lust for her almost overpowered him, a deep and ravening hunger that was an overwhelming appetite. She stood and laughed in his face gleefully. Her father stood up and came to stand beside her. “Not too late, my pet,” he said richly. “I have just made this dear boy here the head of our Portersville legal staff. You may congratulate him.”

“Well, well!” boomed Cornelia, not withdrawing her hand. Her fingers curled about Allan’s. She looked over her shoulder at her father and laughed again. “I deserve the credit for discovering Mr. Marshall. I met him in the gardens last summer, and then I sent him a very fine set of lawbooks.”

“Indeed!” said Rufus. His cordial smile became a trifle fixed. His hand was on his daughter’s arm, and he mechanically stroked the snow-white ermine sleeve of her short jacket. His gesture was possessive and jealous, and his gaze roved over her slowly and anxiously. A round white ermine hat perched on the top of her red curls, and she held a small muff of the same fur. Under her hat, her face was all malicious and buoyant light, her cheeks bright scarlet from powerful health, and cold, her big mouth grinning and her splendid teeth glittering. Pearls shimmered in her ears, and there were diamonds and pearls on her fingers. The turquoise-blue velvet frock she wore enhanced her natural vividness of color. She sparkled with electric magnetism, so that even while she stood there, laughing, she appeared to be all movement.

“Oh, yes,” said Cornelia, in her bold and common voice, as she continued to twinkle on Allan. “I recognized the genius immediately. Did you ever know, Mr. Marshall, that it was I who sent the books?”

“I knew at once,” he said. His throat felt very thick. He released her hand and she stood back on her heels, as her father always stood, and surveyed him with pleasure and jeering friendliness. The color in her cheeks became more em phatic, and for an instant she glanced away in unaccustomed confusion. Then she laughed again. “Who else but I?” she demanded gaily. “Who else could understand all about you?”

“Very perceptive of you, my love,” said Rufus. “But then, we are both perceptive, aren’t we?” He withdrew his watch, glanced at it, affected to be astonished at the time. “We must really go. We have guests for dinner, and it is getting dark. By the way, Cornelia, Allan is attending your party.”

“Wonderful,” said Cornelia. “There are so few handsome men in the world.” Deliberately, and openly, she examined Allan’s clothing, her head cocked; she wanted to annoy and embarrass him. He stood before her stiffly and in composed silence, and she flashed him a derisive smile as she took her father’s arm affectionately. She knew Rufus had become vaguely uneasy; so she said, “Mr. Marshall and I have so much in common. We must find time for a little talk at the party.” She dropped her father’s arm, flung herself, almost sprawling, into a chair, and tossed her muff on the desk. “Just as you, Papa, and I, must have a talk right now, before we go home.”

Her sideways glance was impudent and dismissing. So Allan bowed coldly, shook hands with Rufus, and left. Cornelia watched him go, and chuckled. Rufus came back to his chair, frowning. “My love, that was indiscreet, sending him those books. He might have misunderstood.”

Cornelia hooted. “He never misunderstands—anything. Quite the gentleman, now, isn’t he? Or, almost a gentleman—just as you, dear Papa, are almost a gentleman. Now, don’t glower. I’m not a lady, either. Not at all like our dear Estelle.” Her voice lowered with contempt.

“I wish, Cornelia, that you wouldn’t sneer so at your stepmother, or so obviously dislike her,” said Rufus. His warm pink flesh crawled with discomfort.

“Dislike her?” exclaimed Cornelia, her eyes widening. “I don’t at all. Besides, dislike is wasted on Estelle. She believes she has people deceived with her sweet face, and her innocent curls piled on the top of her darling little head, and her sweet smiles and her damnable sweet voice, and her idiot dimples and exquisite little ways. What a fraud she is! Not good, healthy, robust frauds like you and me, Papa. Just a sugary hypocrite, Estelle, positive that she’s diddling everybody with her sympathetic, gentle voice, and her aching heart for the ‘poor and downtrodden,’ as she calls them, when all the time she is simply the most avaricious and greedy little bitch—”

“Cornelia!” ejaculated Rufus angrily.

His daughter waved her hand airily. “Oh, Papa. I’m not refined, I admit. Now, as we were discussing Estelle: no one objects to anyone liking money—except fools—but your dainty little wife pretends it is of no importance. Yet she goes over the household bills with an eye like a buzzard’s, and she has as much mercy in her as a stone. But we’ve talked about dear Estelle’s character too much in the past. I only bring it up today for a very particular reason.”

“Well?” said Rufus, still uncomfortable. His daughter stared at him with real love and a kind of coarse tenderness. He could not resist this, so he laughed halfheartedly. “What a rascal you are, Cornelia. I can’t remain angry with you. What is it now?”

“Nicki had a talk with Estelle this morning. She came up to me and reported it, all chittering and sweet little grins and flutterings. Full of delight. It seems Nicki wants one million, five hundred thousand dollars to marry me, cash on the line, and a nice fruity block of Interstate stock.”

The fire crackled. Cornelia and Rufus regarded each other in a grim silence. Then Rufus moved ponderously in his chair and faced the fire. He said, “That isn’t so—excessive. In exchange for the title and a moldy castle or two, and a big château on the Riviera and a large house in Paris, and assorted vineyards and such. If that is what you want, Cornelia.”

“I don’t,” she said roughly. “I never wanted it. I like Nicki; he’s so finished, and has such manners. But I never seriously considered him as a husband. Imagine being married to that mixture of pomade and sophistication and—well, what we call depravity. Have you noticed Europeans much? Elegant corruption. We aren’t corrupt, in that special meaning. We love life; they merely perfume it, and pervert it.”

“Dear me,” said Rufus with genuine alarm, “where in the name of God do you get your ideas, Cornelia?”

“I just look,” replied Cornelia equably, and in a reasonable tone of voice. “We’re a nation of entrepreneurs and throatcutters and pirates, and what Pat Peale calls ‘robber barons.’ We have no culture either, thank the Lord, if by culture is meant the Continental variety. But at. least we aren’t diseased.”

“Diseased?” repeated Rufus with consternation. He colored violently. Cornelia studied him with high amusement. She then dropped her eyes demurely. “Disease of the mind, I mean, Papa. What else did you think?”

Rufus got to his feet and stood before the fire, his hands in his pockets. “For a girl brought up as nicely as you were, Cornelia, with a finishing school, and everything, and all the refined advantages, your conversation is extraordinary.”

“So you’ve remarked before, Papa.” She stood up and went to him, and put her arm coaxingly in his. She stood on tiptoe and kissed his heated cheek. “Papa, I’m being honest. Damn it, I can only be honest with you, so don’t expect me to pretend anything else.”

He patted her hand abstractedly and continued to look at the fire. “What did you say to Estelle? And stop swearing; it’s unheard of in a young lady.”

“I told her to tell Nicki to go to hell,” said Cornelia roundly. “And, of course, she had hysterics, and I had to call her maid and there was smelling salts. Poor Papa,” Cornelia continued, with real concern. “How our little angel-face bullies you! Mama never bullied you like that.”

Rufus’s face darkened with pain and anger. Almost roughly, he pushed Cornelia’s hand off his arm. “Let us not discuss your mother or Estelle. Let us get down to facts. You made your stepmother ill. That was to be expected. And I’ll hear about it half the night. Is she in bed?”

“Certainly. She was when I left. But she’ll be all scent and ruffles and fringes by the time we get home. We have house guests, remember, and ‘one must never reveal one’s emotions. It is vulgar.’”

Rufus sighed. “You make life very difficult. Well. You don’t want to marry Nicki. I never wanted you to. You know that, Cornelia.” He chewed on his lower lip. “The guests at your party are expecting an announcement. It is going to be very awkward.”

“Not at all, Papa. Estelle gave Nicki the bad news this afternoon, and he is leaving tomorrow morning. Awkward? Who cares? Our guests anticipated staring at the Marquis, and they’ll find nothing to stare at.” She continued offhandedly: “On the way down here I stopped in at the newspaper offices, and asked them to insert a society note that the Marquis de Fontainebleau has been called home to France on urgent matters—by cable.”

“My God!” shouted Rufus. He turned to Cornelia, then he paused. Helplessly, he began to laugh, and she burst out laughing with him. She threw herself into his arms and he hugged her furiously.
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The snow blew up in clouds like brilliant fireflies in the lamps of Allan’s carriage. Swift scarfs of white gossamer swirled over the cobblestones, and a rising gale made the carriage vibrate and sway. The horses, feeling the savage wind in their manes and tails, bent their heads and moved rapidly. The sonorous shout of the river, stirred to violent action, filled the bitter air like an imminent presence. The dark of the early evening threw a vagueness like fog over the city, in which the yellow street lamps struggled dimly.

The gates were down at the railroad crossing. The carriage, and its restless and uneasy horses, drew up, waiting. Allan had no need to glance at his watch to know what train was approaching down the glimmering rails, its polished bells clanging furiously against the storm, smoke and sparks pouring out of its gigantic smokestack, lines of fire spurting from its wheels. It was “old Sixty-eight,” and Allan sat in his carriage, his face pressed against the window. He had believed that the railroad had been a necessary evil in the life of his family, but now he knew he had resented it only because it had not been more significant. He was aware, as the train bellowed closer, of a strong excitement and exhilaration, a sense of belonging to the power which sent these monsters to cities and over plains and mountains, and which battered their fiery heads against closed dark wildernesses and primeval fortresses. What they opened became the property of man; what became the property of man sounded with life and commerce. The burning smokestacks of the engines were torches lifted to civilization in the gloom of wastelands. Behind them marched the men of industry, the builders of cities, the whores, the teachers, the judges, the murderers, the poets and the writers, the architects—and the soldiers.

Who was driving old Sixty-eight tonight? Thursday was “changeover” day. It could be any engineer at all. And then Allan, squinting from his carriage, saw that the engineer was his father, Tim Marshall. The wavering street lamps at the crossing flickered on Tim’s face, which had recently aged, become drawn and despondent under the striped cap. The engine was slowing rapidly, and now, as Allan looked at his father from the shelter of his carriage, he heard a difference in the clangorous bells. They were no longer exuberant, as when Tim usually rang them. They had a mechanical and almost dolorous note, listless and without life, and the eyes that followed the passage so carefully no longer had in them the old pride and exultation.

Allan sat in his carriage, frowning. Sightlessly, he waited while the long line of freight rumbled by. He put the head of his gold-topped cane against his mouth. The old fool!

Allan was still a very young man, and in spite of his ire and impatience he could feel sadness for his father. He had been fond of his parents in a way he had considered compounded of indulgence, superiority, and superficiality. His sadness increased his impatience, and he was in a bad humor by the time the last winking red lights of the train had receded into the distance. The carriage rolled on, clattered over the stones, rounded corners, and climbed hilly streets. It finally reached the Philadelphia House, which was discreetly lighted, a genteel bulk in the darkness. Allan entered the quiet lobby, where a few predinner groups of elderly men and women, with a scattering of well-bred and very drab young ladies, were chatting in soft and elegant voices. Allan’s entrance caused them to become silent, while they studied him covertly. The dark silks and velvets of the women, their decorous and colorless faces, the black broadcloth of the men, the whole air of studied quiet and gentility, suddenly made Allan think of a funeral. This thought restored his good temper as he advanced toward the single creaking elevator of the House.

“Ah, Mr. Marshall,” whispered the ancient clerk at the desk, sibilantly. Allan halted. The clerk leaned across the desk with a conspirator’s air, at once dubious and confidential. “There is a—a gentleman—waiting over there near those palms. He asked for you. He has been here an hour, I believe, and did not give his name.”

Allan turned. A short, somewhat plump young man in shabby brown was reading a newspaper calmly under a prudent cluster of gaslights affixed to the paneled wall. Allan’s face tightened; he hesitated, then walked with ungenteel rapidity toward his visitor, conscious of the following eyes and curiosity. “Well, hello, Mike,” said Allan, holding his cane squarely across him with both gloved hands.

Michael was smiling up at him, his fine, round brown eyes shining pleasantly. “Hello,” he said. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“So I heard. Shall we go up to my rooms?”

Michael rose, the paper crackling noisily in the warm quiet. He had been smoking his pipe, probably unaware that the rules of the hotel prohibited gentlemen from smoking in the common meeting ground of the lobby. His wrinkled clothing was covered with ashes and flecks of tobacco, and the pipe, in that pure atmosphere, stank abominably. Allan began to smile, though pricked with some embarrassment.

The elevator had risen to respond to a bell on an upper floor, and now it was descending with muffled creakings and groanings. Allan saw the ladies and gentlemen emerging, greeting those already in the lobby with measured smiles and little bows. He touched Michael’s arm and advanced to the elevator, murmuring “pardon me” as he was forced to find his way through the thickening groups. The ladies and gentlemen divided to let the two young men through, and they stared in affront at Michael’s plebeian appearance, his rough brown greatcoat and mud-stained boots. A workingman, a rough laborer, a coachman! And with that young Mr. Marshall who had been on the point of being accepted One old gentleman murmured to another: “I don’t know what the world’s coming to. I never thought, in the Philadelphia House—we must really speak to the manager—insulting to all that the House represents—incredible. …”

Serenely unaware of the general disapproval, Michael, who had a slight waddle when he walked, trundled at his brother’s side. Allan was frowning again. He marched into the elevator with Michael, and in silence, the two were slowly wafted to the third floor. Allan fumbled for his keys as they emerged into a dimly lighted and carpeted corridor. The floor silenced their footsteps and the gaslights flared in a draft. Allan opened a dark mahogany door, and the young men entered a firelit sitting room, small but warm and intimate, all crimson and dark blue velvet, monolithic furniture, and heavy draperies. The fire chuckled under a mantelpiece of black marble. On the walls hung some very fine but dreary engravings, and everywhere, on the furniture and the curtains, fringe dripped and rippled. An opened door revealed a bedroom as sober as the sitting room, with a walnut headboard which touched the high yellow ceiling and with a dresser and commode weighted with brown marble.

Allan turned up the globed lights on the walls. “Sit down, Mike,” he said. Michael obediently sat down in a red velvet chair which folded itself about his rounded contours. Allan threw off his fine coat, tossed it onto a huge blue sofa, hurled the cane and his hat after them, and removed his gloves. As always, he glanced at his mutilated middle finger. Then he put his hands in his pockets and stood before his brother. “Good to see you,” he said ungraciously. “After all, it’s been two weeks, hasn’t it? How are Dad and Ma?”

Michael smiled, and his plump and ordinary face lighted up affectionately. He replied, “They’re in good health. They miss you, of course. You look quite the gentleman.” He smiled directly into Allan’s eyes, and added, “Aloysius.”

Allan grunted. “Why ‘Aloysius’? Or are you being nasty? It took me five years of steady punching and kicking to make our playmates call me Allan. Even Dad and Ma haven’t called me by that damned name since I was twelve years old.”

Michael was suddenly sober, and he sat in his chair and stared at the fire abstractedly. “Never mind,” he said. “I wasn’t being nasty, so forgive me. I was just trying. … Never mind. It’s very nice here, Allan: Very genteel, and everything else you always wanted.”

“Is there any reason why a man shouldn’t want things?”

Michael’s face showed a very real distress. “Did I say he should not?”

He laced his short fat fingers together, leaned forward, and studied them. Allan fished in his pocket for his new and expensive cigarette case, which was all silver curlicues and glitter. He opened it. “Have a cigarette? Or are you too holy, or old-fashioned? Tailor-mades,” he added. The cigarettes had his name engraved on them in discreet gilt. Michael regarded both case and cigarettes with unfeigned admiration, and gingerly lifted a small white cylinder. Allan thrust a taper into the fire, and lit the cigarette for his brother, and another for himself. Michael puffed distrustfully and carefully for a few moments, while Allan, leaning against the mantelpiece, the cigarette held with the proper elegance in his left hand, watched him.

“They’re very good,” said Michael.

‘Turkish,” said Allan. His face was half-turned away and so he did not see Michael’s glance of compassion and pain. He continued: “I suppose you had some reason for coming, not connected with mere brotherly solicitude.”

“Yes,” admitted Michael hesitatingly. “I did. I came on my own, too. I wanted to know if we could expect you at home on Christmas Eve, for dinner, and if we’ll all go, as usual, to Midnight Mass. Together.”

Allan threw his cigarette into the fire. “I can’t,” he said flatly. “I have been invited to a very grand ball at the home of Mr. Rufus deWitt.” He turned to Michael in order to catch his brother’s expression of incredulity and awed amazement. But Michael’s eyes had become dark and sorrowful; he was again studying his clasped hands. “That will hurt our parents terribly. We’ve never missed a Midnight Mass—the whole family together. You always extended them that consideration before.”

Allan’s voice rose angrily: “What nonsense! Yes, I humored them, because it was Christmas. But you know damned well I’ve never believed—anything—for years. Did you hear what I said? I’ve been invited to—”

“I heard you.” Michael spoke very softly. “And you have my congratulations. I’m not surprised; I’ve always known you would be very successful some day. I just wanted to be able to tell Dad that you would be with us, as usual. After all, I soon leave them, forever, and you and I probably won’t meet again. It will be a lonely life for them, after this last Christmas; I’d like to know that you and they had become reconciled and that they had one son left to console them.” He added: “It will be a comfort to them, if you are with them.”

“Sentimentality,” said Allan. “Black Irish sentimentality. Have you forgotten Dad’s thundering when I told him I was moving here, and when I offered to buy him a decent house out of the city, away from that stinking neighborhood?”

“He has his standards,” said Michael mildly.

Allan’s eyes were glittering irately. “What did he expect me to do? Bank my money, and continue to live in that rat hole with what he calls his ‘people’?”

“He believed what you have always led him to believe—that you were exclusively concerned with labor, and that you were its spokesman. I think it was not just your leaving which broke his heart. It was something else.” Michael lifted his eyes, and they were very bright and steadfast. “Dad, you see, is a very simple man, with very old and simple standards.”

Allan’s mouth became furious. “And what are his standards? He innocently believes that all wealthy men are malefactors, and all poverty-stricken wretches, by very virtue of their poverty, are saints. If a man, by effort and imagination and work and intelligence manages to lift himself from the gutter, he becomes, per se, in Dad’s eyes, a kind of traitor and rascal. But you think that, too, don’t you?”

“Did I say so?” asked Michael.

Allan stared at him. The fire flickered in silence. “But you believe it,” said Allan at last.

Michael shook his head slowly. “You are wrong. Men are the same, whether rich or poor. They differ only in degree. I agree with you that few understand this, and that is why the world wallows in envy and hatred and malice. Our neighbors are no different from Mr. deWitt, for instance, except for money. And those who tell them lies to the contrary are trouble-makers, and dangerous. Such men are the real ‘enemies of the people.’”

Allan’s eyes narrowed vindictively. “You are speaking of me, of course.”

Michael nodded. “Yes, of course.” Michael regarded Allan straightly. “You see, you never deceived me at all.”

“You are a fool, as you always were,” said Allan. “A man employs the material at his hand to get what he wants.”

Michael said thoughtfully, as though Allan had not spoken, “In some way you exploited those poor wretches. You won’t tell me, I suppose. Dad understands you employed them, but he is as ignorant of the method as I am. You wouldn’t care to enlighten me?”

Allan walked rapidly into the bedroom and returned with a bottle of whisky and two small glasses. He put them on the table near his brother. He smiled darkly. “Will you have a drink, Mike?”

“I like beer,” said Michael. His plump face was full of sorrow. “But I’ll have a drink with you.” He noticed that the bottle was half empty, and a little knot of flesh thickened between his eyes. “You like whisky now?” he asked, as Allan filled the glasses.

“Yes. It’s not a ‘gentleman’s’ drink. Sherry is.” He lifted his glass in a brief toast, and the whisky, at one gulp, disappeared down his throat. Michael watched him, slowly sipping, the pain deepening on his face. “Whisky,” he said, “is an Irishman’s drink. At least, so I’ve heard. And it isn’t the best thing in the world for him, above all other races.”

Allan grinned. The whisky had loosened the tight lines of his face. “I’m an American,” he said.

“It was the great German poet Goethe who said that a man cannot escape the mold in which he was cast,” said Michael.

Allan laughed shortly. “And it’s the poet we are,” he said. “And it’s proud of my brother, I am. I never knew he was so educated.”

“You never knew very much, and probably never will,” replied Michael almost inaudibly. “That is your greatest misfortune. The ignorant man despises his fellows; the comprehending man pities them. How is it possible to live in the world,” he continued, with a kind of tragic Wonder, “and not see what there is to be seen?”

Allan filled his glass again, threw back his head, and swallowed the whisky. He set the glass down with a thump, leaned his elbow on the mantelpiece, and stared somberly into the fire.

Michael said musingly, “It is when we are children that the world is a magic place, where anything can happen, when there is a marvel over the hill and an enchantment in the morning and the end of the world at sunset. It is when we are children that we glimpse the blinding core of life and guess all the other mysteries. We lose that when we leave our childhood behind us. But there are a few of us who were never children, and so, not even in our young years did we have any understanding.”

“Meaning,” said Allan, “men like me.”

“Yes,” said Michael.

Allan was silent. He glanced at the bottle of whisky again, then glanced away. Finally he said, “You speak with authority, Mike, but what do you know about me? I think you’re arrogant and presumptuous, and what Father Tobin calls ‘vainglorious.’ Isn’t that a sin, eh? Remember to include that in your next confession.” For an instant his jeering eye glinted on his brother.

Then he thought suddenly, and without warning, of an incident which he had not consciously recalled for many years. Now it was illumined, not only in the fresh and vivid colors of that long-ago warm and early summer day, but with the apocalyptic and sinister lightning of later adult comprehension.

He had always been a fiercely proud and lonely little boy, the son of immigrants tormented by the sons of equally bewildered and hungry immigrants. He had learned to fight for himself, and even when very young he had been fearless, ever ready with his fists, fighting fairly but without mercy. His brother, more placid and complaisant, or, perhaps, more gentle and tolerant, had escaped much of the childhood persecutions inflicted upon Allan.

Truculent, imaginative, and contemptuous of weakness and ignorance, Allan had been feared, finally, by his schoolmates, and left alone, never invited, for dread of his eloquent scorn and his fists, to engage in any play or adventures. Though so young, his solitude had forced his thoughts to grow into larger dimensions; he borrowed or stole books which gave him insight into the lives and drives and purposes of men. By the time he was ready for his First Communion, it was a man, rather than a child, who approached the altar, in a mood of resistant cynicism, indifference, and disdain.

“I was never religious; I never believed in anything,” he said morosely to Michael, and this time he did not glance at the whisky bottle. He lifted it and poured another drink for himself and drank it down. Then he stood by the fire and stared emptily at his glass.

“No?” said Michael gently, leaning forward with his hands on his round brown-clothed knees.

But Allan did not hear him. He was still in his memory of that day. The present was dissolving in a blur of alcohol.

He had impatiently learned the catechism, and had absorbed the pre-Communion teachings of old Father Gallagher, not because of interest but for fear of the strap. And then that Sunday had arrived, all golden warmth, sweet young trees, gleaming sky, and quiet. Portersville was not as yet overhung with the clods of industry, cinders were not so numerous underfoot, noise had not yet invaded every crowded street. It was still a rather provincial city, lying below its amethystine and blue-green mountains. In spite of himself, Allan had been stirred by the peace and tenderness of the day, which had further been enhanced by a new pair of knee britches, black cotton stockings, and cheap shining boots.

He knelt with his young enemies and acquaintances. He listened idly to the priest. The hot sunlight fell in a colored cataract through the few cherished stained-glass windows of the shabby little church, and each small face became a moving prism. Father Gallagher, a thin and wizened man with fiery and earnest eyes, spoke gently to those children at whom it was his custom to roar in discipline. They knelt before him, and his sentimental heart was touched and saddened. He said, “Dear children, you wish today, for the first time, to partake of the Table of the Lord. Before you are admitted, I demand your profession of Faith. …”

Allan was bored. He moved his lips silently as the children recited the Creed and the Our Father. The warmth and slumbrous peace in the church, the flickering of the candles, the shadowy corners, the chorus of mechanical young voices, induced a sleepiness in him and a yawning ennui. “Do you renounce Satan, and all his works, and all his pomps?”

“His pomps”—what were they? The great houses along the river, the carriages that glittered as they rolled through the streets, the pretty faces under umbrellas, the genial complacency of the gentlemen, the fine boats and the sailboats, in summer, on the water? Allan became interested, and began to listen. “Do you believe in Jesus Christ His only Son Our Lord, Who was born in this world and Who suffered for us?” Did the Lord “suffer” for the fabulous ladies and gentlemen in those houses, the people who strolled on rolling green lawns and laughed under dark trees that sparkled in the sunlight? The young Allan began to sneer inwardly, and then all at once he said to himself: Yes. This new and intriguing thought sobered him, and Father Gallagher saw the hard eyes of that “black Irish rascal” fix themselves on him with passionate intensity. The old priest was namelessly stirred, and he spoke even more earnestly. “Will you always live according to the Faith you so solemnly profess today?”

“We will,” said the children, and the loudest, the most emphatic of all, was the voice of Aloysius Marshall.

Father Gallagher prayed: “O God, Heavenly Father, mercifully look down upon Thy little ones here prostrate before Thee. … We commend them to Thy Paternal care and love. … Divine Redeemer! through Thy love these children are children of God—Thou art the truest Friend of children, and on earth didst love to be with them. …”

Allan, enormously uplifted and excited, glanced sideways at the faces of his youthful enemies and all the hatred left him. In its place there was exaltation and something strangely close to love. He would not challenge them any longer; he would not strike or despise them. He would extend friendship to them, convince them that he could become their friend. He would forgive them their persecutions of him; like a vague cloud it came to him that only the unhappy persecute others, and he was filled with pity. They, too, were aliens in an alien land, children of immigrants, derided by those who could boast of a longer ancestry in this country.

“It was stupid,” said Allan to Michael, who was watching him piercingly. His eyes were ablaze with mingled alcohol and rage and gloom.

Michael could not know his brother’s thoughts, but he said in that same gentle voice, “How could you judge?” Something was happening to this brother in his sleek broadcloth, with the gold chain across his brocaded waistcoat, this elegantly barbered brother who leaned against the mantelpiece.

The taste of the bread and wine was still on his tongue as Allan emerged from the church into the light of the street. He began to run as if his thoughts drove him. He must tell Michael, the despised little brother, what had happened to him today. He must then find a quiet place in which to examine what he had experienced.

“But I really experienced nothing,” said Allan. He looked for the whisky bottle with glazed eyes. It had disappeared. In a fog, he automatically began to look for it, while Michael watched him with profound compassion. In the midst of his fumbling search he forgot the whisky. He forgot that Michael was there. He stood on the hearth before the fire, his back to his brother, his hands thrust into his pockets, and the fire lighted up his tense dark features and his bitter mouth.

He was running through the hot streets again. He would be a priest! That would make his parents happy. Dad would rejoice as he cut up the tough Sunday chicken. They would go together to Father Gallagher. …

Allan had raced down Potter’s Road, dusty, sun-swept in the Sunday quiet. He heard a sound of crying, and stopped. Little Michael, even then brown and plump and gentle, was sitting on the curb, surrounded by four hulking boys slightly older than Allan. They were laughing at him, threatening him, thrusting dirty fists under his fat little chin.

“In a way, it is all because of you, Mike,” said Allan in a thickened voice.

“Tell me,” said Michael with pity.

But Allan was approaching the group at the gritty curb, and now his hands were tightening into fists and the glory was receding, and all the understanding and joy. There was a black seeping into his heart, and his scalp prickled. No one saw him as yet. He listened to the voices: “You dirty Irisher! What you doin’ in our country? Where’s your brudder? Thinks he’s so smart! Well, he ain’t here now, and when we get through with you. …”

“Worship idols, don’t you?” jeered another boy, rubbing his knuckles hard against Michael’s wet cheek. “Think you can take over our country, don’t you? Well, we’ll fix that, and right here and now.”

Children of God! These grimy and dirty wretches who were frightening a very little boy! Unhappy, were they? Their faces were alight with evil laughter and gloating.

“And it’s still there, all of it,” he muttered. His hands clenched in his pockets.

Allan had been outnumbered, and he was not a boy who fought with all the odds against him. He had learned guile in the barren streets of the slums. As he came closer to the group he began to whistle, that peculiar sweet and tuneful whistle of his, so familiar to hostile ears. The boys started, drew away from Michael, regarded Allan, in his new clothes, with fear and hate. He had smiled at them broadly. “Looking for a fight?” he had asked in a soft voice. “Well, I like fights, too.” He had smiled at them with open friendliness as they stared at him with glowering caution.

‘Tell you what,” said Allan. “I’ve got a new big red ball. For my birthday. There’s four of you fellows here. Just suppose you divide up, picking your friends. Then two of you fight the other two. And then the winning two fight, and who wins gets the ball.”

Four pairs of eyes began to gleam suspiciously and with avarice.

“And I’ll referee,” offered Allan grandly. “You know I’m a fair fighter, and I got all the rules.”

The big boys would have preferred to attack Allan in a body. But there was that red ball. The avarice brightened in their eyes and they wet their lips. Their hatred was less than their greed.

“It always is,” commented Allan dully, thrusting at a burning coal with the toe of his boot “It is always greater than anything else—greed.”

But in some deep and intuitive way Michael understood that his brother was not thinking of himself, and he sighed.

The boys, shouting eagerly and excitedly now, had picked their partners. In a moment the street was abrawl, the Sunday peace gone. Allan had dodged about the fighters, admonishing, threatening at an unfair blow, laughing aloud at the sight of blood. Michael crouched on the curb, still whimpering softly, the tears still on his cheeks, his eyes, preternaturally horrified and aware, fixed on the combatants. But he looked at Allan more than at anyone else, Allan dancing lightly on the balls of his feet, Allan with his young face gleeful and alert, his black curls tumbling on his wet forehead. There was a gleaming look about him, a sort of brilliant vengefulness.

The fight was soon over, the bloody victor stretching out his hand demanding the ball. Allan nodded, raced into the little house of his parents. His father and mother had not as yet returned; every small room echoed to his pounding footsteps. He found his ball, ran out again into the street where four boys were wiping away at their gory noses and scowling at each other. Allan looked at them, grinning, for a long moment, then tossed the ball to the winner. It flew through the air like a great clot of blood, catching the sunlight. The winner caught it, grunting with satisfaction, and the others crowded about him, pleading for a chance to throw it, forgetting their fighting rage in mere slavering desire to touch the fruit of battle. He was no longer an enemy. He was one to beseech, for he was rich.

“Damn their souls,” said Allan. “They’re always like that.” He turned from the fire and his eyes focused on his brother. “I learned my lesson that day. And I’ve put it to good use. You wanted to know my ‘method.’ That was it. Divide and rule.”

Michael watched the tormented face of his brother, and he thought: He has gone a long way back, into hell, into disillusion, into hatred. And he has returned with it, and perhaps he’ll never forget. “Where’s that damned whisky?” asked Allan, but he did move from the fireplace.

“Perhaps I will remember to include my ‘vaingloriousness’ in my next confession,” said Michael almost humbly. “There is so very little I understand.”

Allan smiled gloomily. “Especially about those you and Dad always call the ‘robber barons.’”

Michael laughed a little, lifted his hands in a surrendering gesture of resignation. “Well. They steal prodigiously, on a grand scale. But nearly everyone is a thief, one way or another. The small thief envies the big thief secretly, and so he berates him righteously.”

“What talk for a coming monk!” said Allan.

Michael became serious. “The Church does not deplore personal wealth, if gotten by honesty and hard work and intelligence. She is just alarmed when that wealth becomes more important to a man than his immortal soul.”

Allan uttered a contemptuous sound. His eyes were not so dulled now, and Michael was emerging from a blur. “Do you remember Dad telling us how he and Ma, and hundreds of other Irish people, were not permitted to land in this country for a long time, but were shifted about from port to port, starving, sick, and cold, until the gracious authorities finally allowed them to come ashore into a grudging land? Like cattle they were, the immigrants. Ma lost her first child, then, on shipboard, in the stinking underdecks. On a dirty bunk. She almost died. But who cared?”

Michael thought with vivid understanding: I wonder how often a man’s success is revenge?

Allan’s thoughts, though intense, wandered still in the cloudy haze of whisky. “I want you to listen, Mike. I’m just on my way. And do you know? I am going to marry Cornelia deWitt.”

He waited for Michael to exclaim, to laugh at him incredulously. But Michael was silent. He was torn by his compassion, and there was the weight of tears behind his eyes. A sharp and bitter sword it is, my brother.

Michael’s hand furtively touched the top of the whisky bottle that he had hidden in the depths of the velvet chair near his thigh. He sighed. It was folly to say to a man: Don’t you care what happens to you, in the drink? Michael understood that a man drank to excess for the precise reason that he did not care what happened to him. A man who hated living used any method to destroy his thinking mind, and his body.

He answered Allan at last: “Yes, you will probably marry Miss deWitt, if that is what you want. You always will get what you think you want.”

Allan’s thoughts veered. “And the house for Dad and Ma. They must have a decent place to live. …”

“Tell them about it,” said Michael quickly and eagerly. “Come to dinner Christmas day. A fine dinner it will be, with a goose.”

Allan frowned. Then he threw out his hands. “Yes. I’ll go. If Dad”—and he smiled—“doesn’t kick me out when he sees me.”

He added abruptly: “Where is that damned whisky,” and he stared about him with bleared eyes. Michael stood up. “It’s food you’ll be needing, and wasn’t that the bell I heard?”

Allan was bemused with the whisky and the emotional storm through which he had battered his way. So he offered no resistance when Michael took his arm affectionately and led him to the door, and then out in the corridor. Some last few groups were gathering for the entrance into the lofty dining room, with its chill silver, its cold plates, its white walls, white tablecloths, and austerely painted gold and white columns. Allan said, “You must dine with me, of course.”

Michael smiled obsequiously, and said very loudly, “Thank you for the offer of the job, Mr. Marshall. I’ll think it over, but I don’t believe I’ll suit.”

Allan started at him blankly. Michael, in the approved fashion, pulled his brown forelock, bowed, and holding his hat meekly in both hands, and keeping his head bent, sidled away. Allan’s mouth dropped open. He watched his brother creeping across the lobby, and he was dumfounded. But when Michael reached the door and glanced back, Allan had begun to smile, a dark but understanding smile.

The little group of ladies and gentlemen had paused at the doors leading into the dining room. They were exchanging glances, and then they looked at Allan and smiled faintly. A very old and venerable man with a white beard said with gracious reserve, “A bad storm, isn’t it, Mr. Marshall? I am Mr. Blakely, and these. …”

Yes, thought Allan, a bad storm. He was bowing and acknowledging introductions in the best manner, and murmuring.
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One blizzard after another had assaulted Portersville during the last few days, until the city’s houses and buildings resembled monstrous heaps of snow pierced by jagged patches of windows and narrow tunnels. The railroad yards steamed with idling locomotives, and the men smoked in the roundhouses restlessly, and other men, with fires, tried to thaw out frozen switches. The mountains rose above each other in chains of immutable whiteness. Only the river, sheathed here and there with ice, moved in sullen blackness through the valley.

But on the day before Christmas the blizzards stopped. The mountains flamed in alabaster incandescence under a cold and blazing sun set in a pale blue sky. The river ran, a bright cerulean passage, through the white land. The air became crystal, and shining with light.

On Christmas Eve the stars crackled and pulsated in a dark purple sky. Every great house along the river, and on the mountains, throbbed with yellow light. Roads had been cleared, and Cornelia deWitt, who had been afraid for her party—which had no particular purpose now except festivity ―rejoiced. The guests would not be prevented from coming.

Singing loudly and hoarsely, she allowed her maid to add the last touches to her toilette, and then she stood and surveyed herself in her long pier glass. She smiled with satisfaction, then hummed as she pirouetted and bowed and gestured in utter unself-consciousness. Her Worth gown, bought in Paris last spring, a triumph of silvery gray velvet, was draped lovingly across the front and looped richly at the back, caught here and there with clusters of velvet violets. It fitted her superb figure tightly, half-revealing her full white breasts, and completely revealing her strong white arms, shoulders, and throat. She wore her father’s gift, a heavy collar of yellow gold twined with pearls, diamonds, and aquamarines, with huge earrings to match. Golden slippers, glittering at the tips with diamonds, peeped from the gown as she walked. Her 	red hair had been elaborately dressed in a new Parisian style, all bouffant curls and fringes at the top, with one long roll over her right shoulder, and it, too, glittered with pins set with brilliants. She was quite aware that her delicate stepmother considered her “common.” But that, of course, was sheer envy. Dear Estelle considered color and strength vulgar, especially when displayed by a lady. “I am not,” sang Cornelia, almost in a shout, “a lady, a lady, a lady! Thank God! I am a woman, a woman, a woman!” As the words were sung to the tune of a sacred hymn, the elderly maid was shocked.

Cornelia gaily patted the thin shoulder, bent and kissed the wrinkled cheek. “Sally, it’s Christmas Eve,” she said. “Don’t wait up for me. Go upstairs and say your prayers, and don’t forget me in them.” Cornelia sailed out of her room, which was all lamplight and firelight and warmth, shouting another song: “Damn you, Merry Gentlemen!” She tramped down the quiet hall to her father’s apartment, waving her jeweled arms in time with her singing. She banged on the door of Rufus’s bedroom, singing still other, and blasphemous, words to the tune of “Hark, the Herald Angels Sing!”

“Come in,” called Rufus irritably. He was standing before his marble dresser, and his man, sweating, was trying to tie Rufus’s evening cravat and not succeeding to his master’s satisfaction. “I wish,” said Rufus, “that if you have to sing so damned loud and raucously, Cornelia, that you wouldn’t offend others with loose and inappropriate words—You aren’t doing that right, John, for God’s sake!” He tried to glare at his daughter in the mirror.

Cornelia waved aside the valet. “Run along, John. I’ll tie Mr. Rufus up. I’m clever at it.”

The valet scuttled from the bedroom, while Rufus stood irately with the cravat dangling around his thick neck. Humming, and peeping at her father coquettishly and with obvious teasing love, Cornelia expertly caught up the end of the cravat and deftly tied it. “There, my pet,” she said, standing off with her hands planted on her hips, and critically studying Rufus. “You look grand. Really grand. Handsome as all hell.”

Rufus turned and peered at his mirror exactly as his daughter had done in her own room, while she watched him fondly. “You do well at the cravat business,” he admitted grudgingly. He patted the satin lapels of his evening coat, and scrutinized Cornelia. “Isn’t that the gown Estelle says is entirely too sophisticated for a young, unmarried girl?”

“And isn’t it the gown you helped choose for me?” asked Cornelia, kissing her father’s ruddy cheek.

He scratched one eyebrow. “I paid for it, anyway. It’s Christmas Eve. Perhaps something in white—simple, girlish.” His eyes began to beam with pride and adoration. When Cornelia laughed boisterously he laughed also. “Still,” he said, “as this is also Estelle’s birthday you might have tried to please her, instead of annoying her.”

“She’s always afraid I’ll outshine her, Papa.” Cornelia lifted the back of her gown candidly, showing her legs, and threw herself into a chair. “The devil with Estelle. Let’s sit down together, and you may tell me what is going on. And you may give me one of my cigarettes, which you are always trying to hide from me.”

“You know very well that it’s abominable—it’s risqué—for a lady to smoke,” protested Rufus abstractedly, while he opened a drawer in a gold and mahogany chest and brought out a small box of cigarettes. “You’re a scandal, Cornelia.”

She nodded Iightheartedly. “Of course. We both are. And now, tell me all about it. I thought it was all settled, but you are worried.”

“What makes you think I’m worried?” Rufus, lifting the tail of his coat, sat down with his daughter before the fire and lit a cigar.

“I always know. Don’t we always know about each other? Isn’t it always just you and me?” In her tone was a dismissing contempt for her stepmother and her two little brothers. Rufus did not protest. He had some affection for his wife, Whom Guy Gunther, the astute, had frankly suggested to him. (“You may be a rich and coming man, Rufus, but you need a certain social éclat. All of us are rolling in money these days. However, many are called but few are chosen. Society can afford to be discriminating in America now. I have just the lady for you, somewhat ripe, about thirty, or even a little more, but impeccable as to family. You can’t do better than pick a Main Line Norwich woman. Best in Philadelphia; good as the Biddles. In fact, they’re related to them. They’ll overlook divorce, in spite of their propriety, when it’s coated with cash. Estelle Norwich.”)

Cornelia continued: “I haven’t seen you for three days, and there was no time at dinner for talk. So, here we are. Out with it, my boy.”

Rufus grumbled and glanced at his watch, shifting bulkily to do so. “It’s nearly half-past nine. We have to be downstairs at ten. Half an hour. Well.” His smile was gone, and he was frowning. Cornelia smoked lustily, and with enjoyment, and waited. She crossed her silken knees, and gently swung her glittering foot.

“It’s still that damned bond issue,” said Rufus, beginning to relax. “We’ve got to have that heavy, latest type of locomotive. New York Central’s buying them hand over fist. They move longer freight and passenger trains, as you know, and they expedite traffic, and so save fuel. But I’m still not sure about the financing. Yes, yes, I know we’ve discussed all that, to your satisfaction, if not mine. But you know that whatever funds there are in the treasury are always being distributed to the stockholders and officers. …”

“The bonds wouldn’t mature for twenty-five years,” said Cornelia patiently. “And they’d bear a. low interest rate. And our credit has never been better. Don’t be so cautious in your old age, Papa.”

He smiled at her narrowly. “If we issued common stock, dear little daughter, it would reduce your profits on that block, worth over a million dollars, which I gave you on your eighteenth birthday.”

“Naturally,” she agreed. “And I wouldn’t like it. And neither would the other stockholders. No, we must float the bond issue. And no more common stock just yet; dividends are dividends.”

“There is always a bad chance—” began Rufus.

Cornelia waved her hand. “Papa, you didn’t talk that way, at one time. Chances were your glory. Well? Do we issue the bonds, or not?”

Rufus was piqued. “I’m not senile!” he shouted. “I’ve taken more chances than any other man! What the hell are you talking about?”

“But you’ve started to eye Mr. Gunther and old Mr. Regan, those darling buzzards, very carefully lately, Papa.”

Stung at this truth, which he had considered his own secret, Rufus flushed an unhealthy scarlet. “I know them better than you do, you little fool!” he exclaimed. “All right, we float the issue. I hope you won’t be sorry.”

“I won’t.” Cornelia grinned at him, waved her cigarette with a frolicksome gesture. “What do the directors think? Not that it matters.”

“It matters a lot, you idiot.” Rufus paused. “They think the bonds are all right. Purcell is all for it.”

“And he is sweet Laura’s guardian. Papa, I suppose a little brandy—”

Rufus got to his feet. “None for you,” he said emphatically. “You’re not going downstairs smelling like the gutter.” He opened his closet door, reached in, and brought out a brandy bottle. He glanced at Cornelia over his shoulder. “You’re a scoundrel,” he said. He produced two little silver and crystal glasses. “One of these days your whole dark past will be public property, and who the hell would marry you then?”

“Anybody,” said Cornelia, taking her glass. She sipped, smacked her lips. “An English duke, if I wanted one, which I don’t. Besides,” she added, “I’m in love. That’s why I kicked out the little marquis.”

“What?” cried Rufus.

“You haven’t poured yourself a drink yet, Papa. Here, let me help you.”	

But he waved the bottle at her threateningly, and some of the contents splashed on his knee. Cornelia rubbed at it with her lace handkerchief. “Your arteries, Papa. Do you want apoplexy? There, it will dry in an instant. Let me have the bottle.” She took it from her father, poured his glass full, set down the bottle with a bang. “Drink it up, child,” she urged sweetly.

“I suppose,” bellowed Rufus, after he had obeyed, “that it is a secret, this ‘love’ business? And I suppose it is none of my affair who the honored gentleman is?”

“How can I tell you just yet, when the ‘honored gentleman’ doesn’t know, himself, at this time?” asked Cornelia. “And I hardly know him. In fact, I’ve seen him exactly three times.” Her face, mocking and rosy, suddenly changed.

“I never heard such infernal nonsense,” said Rufus. “May I have a hint, myself? Do I know him, and his family?”

“Oh, yes, Papa, you know him.” Cornelia smirked happily. “But you don’t know his family. But come, have another sip of brandy. Don’t look like a thundercloud. When I am sure, I’ll tell you. You know I’ve been in love hundreds of times.”

Rufus began to shake his head. But he was greatly relieved. Cornelia was not serious, of course, about this unknown man. He wished his daughter to marry someday. And there must be grandchildren. But not yet, he repeated silently. As frequently happened, he began to hate the man who would someday marry Cornelia. “Yes,” he said with weighty sarcasm, “you were in love with the marquis, and you sent him packing. Estelle hasn’t forgiven you; she cries about it at least once a day. People think he jilted you.”

“No doubt Estelle gave them that idea,” said Cornelia.

“Never mind Estelle,” said Rufus angrily. “Why can’t you two women—It’s all you, Cornelia. You’re a baggage. Well, who’s the man lurking in the portieres?”

Cornelia laughed loudly. “Maybe he isn’t there,” she said. “Let’s talk about something more immediate. And important. What do you think about Pat Peale’s last speech in Washington?”

Rufus’s jowled face swelled with rage. A few days ago young Senator Peale, speaking in behalf of the bill to regulate railroads, had said to a packed gallery: “Never in human history was the creation of material wealth so easy and so marvelously abundant as now, its consolidation under the forms of vast units of power for the benefit of a few so dangerous to the whole country. These monopolies absorb and withdraw individual and independent rivalries. Herein are dangers it will behoove us to contemplate gravely and consider what forces shall be summoned to counteract them.”

“He’s an ass,” said Rufus wrathfully. “‘Monopolies!’ Doesn’t the half-wit understand that a great nation can’t expand as efficiently and as rapidly as it is doing now under a system of millions of little individual owners who don’t have the money and the capacity to run great enterprises? Little men think in little terms. What is good for a small country is not practical for a huge one. We have made America the monster industrial nation it is. And how did we do it? By consolidation, by pooling inventions, by initiative, imagination, boldness, risk capital—all giant necessities. All things the whining little protesters, and their whining little politicians, don’t understand.”

“Papa, you don’t have to orate to me,” said Cornelia. She smoked meditatively. “I’m thinking, in connection with Pat, of Laura’s sixteen per cent of Interstate.”

“What of it?”

“Papa,” said Cornelia, “there might be a way to draw Pat in on the ‘powerful monopolies’ he deplores so feelingly.”

“What?” roared Rufus.

“It’s something to think about,” said Cornelia. “He might be persuaded, after he marries Laura, to become a director, or something. First-hand knowledge. And then—” She drew a finger across her throat and made a clicking sound with her teeth.

Rufus glared at his daughter. “You talk absolute nonsense,” he said slowly.

“There’s just one thing you can do with a politician—buy him,” said Cornelia. “I don’t know how it is, but I have some intuition which tells me that he is already thinking of joining us. Laura called me, quite nervously, today, and wondered if you would find time tonight to talk with Pat quietly. Well, Pat’s rich, but where is the man who ever had enough?”

Rufus examined the brandy bottle on the table near him. He hesitated. “You and your intuition,” he muttered. He continued to think. Young Patrick Peale, in the opinion of Gunther and Regan, had become a “menace.” He was one of a bloc demanding regulation of railroads. “It is only the beginning of regulation for all industry,” Mr. Regan had said.

What was it old Steve had said so long ago? “There is nothing wrong with great centralized industry, in itself. An enormous new nation needs its genius. But there is the threat that it will become more powerful than the government, become a government within a government, stifling younger and smaller industries, or absorbing them. It can drain off the resources of a nation for the production of limitless goods, and for all these it will have to find world markets. And in the search for world markets it must inevitably come into conflict with other industrialists in other nations, notably Germany and England. Owning lawmakers, then, it can induce wars to eliminate foreign competitors and to control world markets. That is my fearful prophecy for the future,” Stephen had said.

“You and your intuition,” repeated Rufus, but this time he was speaking to his dead brother. He swallowed the last of his brandy. He saw that Cornelia was watching him with that strange look which sometimes appeared in her eyes. It was a kind of blank, innocent savagery.

“If Pat Peale wants to talk to me tonight …” said Rufus sullenly.

“Be serious, but coy, Papa. She repeated, idly, but smiling, “Where is the man who ever had enough?” She threw the remains of her cigarette into the fire, and stood on the hearth, tall and splendid, all color and lustiness, and Rufus stared at her, enchanted. “You should have been my son,” he said. He laughed shortly. “But it would be very uncomfortable for a man like me to have a son like you.”

She stared down at him again. “Yes, it would,” she agreed. She rubbed her foot on the silken carpet. “Papa, haven’t you poured enough into that charity you created, The Stephen deWitt Foundation for the Children of Railroad Men Killed in Accidents? Two hundred thousand dollars this year alone!”

Rufus thought of Stephen’s face on the last day of his life, when the two brothers had driven by the blasted ruins of the local station.

“Not even Commodore Vanderbilt ever thought of such a thing,” said Cornelia.

“We aren’t a ‘bucket railroad,’” replied Rufus irascibly, shaking his head as if to rid himself of his memories. “Vanderbilt may have a good line, but we’re the soundest railroad in the country, and the greatest carrier in the United States. We were never in difficulties; we’ve made enormous fortunes. We can afford the Foundation, you greedy young miser. Besides, it gives us a talking point in Washington. My father was wise, too. He always had some thumping charity to pull out of his hat to confound the shabby politicians.” He smiled reminiscently. “When my father and Vanderbilt were called to a legislative committee of investigation, shortly before Papa died, Vanderbilt infuriated the little men with his remark: ‘I was at home, gentlemen, playing a rubber of whist, and I never allow anything to interfere when I am playing that game. It requires, as you know, undivided attention.’ The question that had been put to him deserved that remark, but it was impolitic. When the same question was put to Papa, he said very gravely, stroking his beard, ‘I cannot answer that readily, for I was, at that time, soliciting my friends for contributions to my charity, The Fund for the Widows of ExMayors of Pennsylvania.’”

“And?” asked Cornelia, chuckling.

Rufus leaned back in his chair and chuckled, too. “What politician can resist a rich man who is concerned about the welfare of relicts of ex-politicians? Well. Vanderbilt built up his fortune by manipulation, and though we—we—have done a little buccaneering ourselves, we’ve continued to be known as a railroad, a carrier of goods and people, a service to the state and the nation. The politicians harassed Vanderbilt; they left my father alone, and they left me alone, too.” He shook his finger at Cornelia. “Never try to swallow everything at one gulp. Leave considerable for public effect.”

“H’m,” said Cornelia. “How astonished Uncle Stephen would be to know what you’ve done.”

For some obscure reason, it always annoyed Rufus when Cornelia spoke lightly of his brother. “Don’t forget, you minx, that your uncle was one of the finest railroad men America ever produced. And our father was the best chief engineer. He built solidly. When Erastus Corning started the Central in August, 1853, he was a scheming politician. But not a railroader, and neither were his associates. They were merely lawyers and investors, and raffish speculators. Our family,” added Rufus, a trifle ponderously, “built for the future, not only ours, but the country’s.”

He glanced at his watch, and swore. “It’s almost ten. I must go to Estelle at once. How you talk, Cornelia!”

She put her hand on his arm. “Just one thing more, Papa. The new bridge over the Ohio River at Pittsburgh.”

Rufus fumed. “Our directors don’t look too kindly on longspan bridges, as you know. Just at this time, when ‘monopolies’ are being investigated. Especially now. We own a majority of the stock and bonds of the Hubert Hamilton Bridge Company. It’ll come up for discussion later, when things die down a little.”

They left the room together, and, arm in arm, went to the door of Estelle deWitt’s apartments. Before Rufus could knock, Cornelia flung open the door of the bedroom, and they stood on the threshold, looking at the pretty woman sitting before her dressing-table mirror, her maid at her side.

She was absorbed in her reflection in the mirror. There was something narcissistic in her pose, something reverent. A little woman, with a charming full figure, she wore a gown of mauve velvet, very décolletté, very tight at the short and slender waist, and all asparkle about the low shoulders with brilliants. Her neck was . clasped with a collar of diamonds, and diamond bracelets were like imprisoned stars on her little plump arms. Her fine hair, of an undistinguished brown, had been piled in exquisite curls on the top of her small head, and held in place with diamond pins. She had a childlike heartshaped face, large brown eyes which beamed radiantly and tenderly, a short retroussé nose, and a pouting red mouth which expressed, almost constantly, the utmost engaging sweetness.

She smiled at herself, not with satisfaction but with adoration, and her small teeth glimmered in the soft lamplight. She began to stroke her left cheek with loving fingers, the strokes of an idolizing lover who could touch only with humble worship. Her fingers arched, trembled, almost with a sensual vibration of self-love and homage. There was, to Cornelia, something indecent in the movements of the fingers, something repulsive and voluptuous. Estelle began to moan ecstatically, “Oh, oh!” in tempo with the rather shameless self-caressings. “Oh, oh,” groaned Cornelia, in the accents of one unbearably and sexually stirred.

It was typical of Estelle that she was neither flustered nor embarrassed at this intrusion. She did not catch Cornelia’s coarse mockery. She pretended to start prettily. “Why, Rufus,” said Estelle in a high sweet voice. “And Cornelia, dear. I am so glad, Cornelia, that you like my new gown and coiffure. Aren’t they adorable?” But Rufus had turned red; he gave his daughter a rather vicious glance of understanding, and advanced into the room. Estelle was regarding Cornelia with gratification. “Isn’t the gown charming, my dear?”

Cornelia sauntered in, all red and gray and violet and gold and scarlet. Immediately, Estelle became a pale little lump of a woman in an unbecoming gown, the jewels garish upon her. “I think,” said Cornelia demurely, “that you’ll be the belle of the ball, and not I, Estelle.”

This reminded Estelle of something, in spite of the compliment in that jeering voice. The smile faded. She picked up her mauve and jeweled fan and fanned herself pettishly. “‘Belle of the ball,’ indeed,” she said petulantly. “There really isn’t room for an impressive ball in this little house. I can’t see why, year after year, we must come here for Christmas. So provincial; countrylike. Our house on Fifth Avenue, where we should be right at this very minute, like other people of our class, would be ideal for this holiday celebration.” She added, “What is the use of this elegant gown, and my jewels, when we must entertain people who are, for the most, insensitive and ignorant clods?”

Her sense of outrage mounted. Cornelia grinned at her. “This is a damned big house, and it’s in perfect taste, and Papa and I love it, and it’s our real home, and so here we

Estelle became pink with indignation. “It is certainly not appropriate for us. I can’t understand why you won’t sell it, Rufus. ‘Perfect taste!’ Why, it’s practically a cottage.”

Rufus, who could endure everything except disparagement of his beloved house, scowled at his wife. He stood at her shoulder. “You forget my mother, and her age. She wouldn’t go to New York. And, as Cornelia has said, it is our home, and here we should be at Christmas.”

The rosy lips parted, sweetly if tightly, with an open malice. “Dear Mother deWitt,” she said. “It would be splendid for her in New York. She would be excited by the shops and Central Park and the crowded carriages.

“You know that isn’t true.” Rufus was scowling more blackly. “Please oblige me, Estelle, by not speaking of it further.”

Lydia had sat at this dressing table, with her pale and aristocratic face, her dark hair, her distinction and quiet pride. She had been reflected in this gilt and crystal mirror. She had emanated a scent of sophisticated freshness, and not this exotic and cloying odor from Paris. Lydia, tonight, perhaps, would be wearing a gown of misty silver, and there would be silver jewelry on her long neck and on her arms. Rufus could see her vividly in the lamplight, hear her cool, calm voice. The Norwich girl! She looked like an overdressed frump in all that velvet and in all those jewels.

Little pots set with garnets and aquamarines and emeralds crowded the dressing table, mingled with gold mirrors, combs, and brushes. (Lydia had kept the table austerely uncluttered.) The thick perfume began to nauseate Rufus. “Shall we go down?” he asked abruptly, offering his wife his arm. Cornelia was insolently smelling of the flagons and pots, one of which was filled with a bright scarlet paste. “Why don’t you mind your own business, Cornelia?” asked Rufus irately.

“Of course, Rufus darling,” said Estelle, with exaggerated docility. She rose, and the Worth gown swirled about her. She glanced at Cornelia, and her whole face became unpleasant, and was touched with hatred. “Oh, Cornelia! You look so—so—gaudy! That dress will never do; so old and improper. And you ought not to be showing your—your bust—like that, and with your arms and shoulders so bare. Indiscreet for a young girl, to say the least.”

“I,” said Cornelia in her deep voice, “am not a young girl, and never was.”

Estelle took her husband’s arm, and paused. It was impossible for her to pursue any thought for longer than a moment or two, no matter how disturbed she was. (She has a mind like a firefly, on and off, Cornelia had once remarked.) Another idea had struck Estelle, and she exaggerated her pause until Rufus looked down at her impatiently. “It is such a humiliation, about the marquis,” she wailed. “How can I face our guests?”

“Our guests,” Cornelia began rudely, “can go	”

Estelle pulled her hand away from Rufus and pressed it with delicate drama to her ear. “I shall not go down, I shall simply not go down, Cornelia, unless you promise to use more genteel language. Isn’t it enough that I—”

Rufus’s face had begun to turn purple, so Cornelia, in alarm, said quickly, “I won’t swear. I’ll be very proper. Our guests are arriving; I just heard a carriage.” She waited until Estelle, whimpering softly under her breath (mewing sounds, thought Cornelia in disgust), had placed her hand once more on Rufus’s arm and had started to glide daintily toward the door. Then Estelle glanced up with a tender appeal at her husband.

“The darling boys, Rufus!” Her breath caught with loving pathos. “It is Christmas Eve, and they are so excited, and they always expect their mama to tuck them in. We must go to them at once.”

“Estelle,” said Rufus, somewhat stifled, “let’s not be so precious tonight.”

His wife’s large brown eyes widened tragically. “I must, I must. It is Christmas Eve. Do not deprive me, Rufus.” She could be as obstinate as a tree stump, and as easily moved, when she desired. Cornelia made a disgusted face, nodded at her father, and the three progressed farther down the hall to what Estelle fondly referred to as “their little nest.” This had once been the south bedroom where Stephen and his young wife had lain between cold sheets, held in each other’s arms.

The little boys, Jon, seven, and Norman, five, were still awake in the warm, dim bedroom, which was lit only by firelight. Their governess, a quiet and intelligent young woman of about thirty, sat, half-sleeping, in a chair by the fire. She was not permitted to have a lamp, Estelle had decreed, for she might “neglect the boys” for reading. (“She must always be on hand until the little monsters are fast asleep,” Cornelia had observed contemptuously to her father.)

Jon and Norman sat up instantly with shrill and complaining cries when their parents entered. Miss Schultz started in her chair. “Are you asleep, really?” asked Estelle in a sharp voice. “When the boys are still awake?” She gathered the children broodingly in her jeweled arms, as if protecting them from some awful threat, and her glance at Miss Schultz was malevolent. The girl rose, pale with exhaustion. “I am sorry, Mrs. deWitt,” she murmured. “But it has been a tiring day.”

“No doubt,” said Cornelia. “These kids are completely undisciplined.” She gave Miss Schultz a ribald grin, and her magnetism flowed from her like palpable force. “I took care of them one day last summer, and I know. I finally used a club on them; wonderful argument, a club.”

The boys were bouncing about in their mother’s arms, shrieking meaninglessly, glaring with the distended eyes of spoiled and unruly children. “We waited, we waited!” screamed Jon, and he struck his mother’s bare shoulder with a clenched fist. “You promised, you promised!” yelled his younger brother.

Rufus was silent. These were the sons he had passionately desired, these rather undersized little fellows, too dainty, too effeminate, too like their mother with their thin brown hair, their pointed faces, their small noses and stubborn mouths. Had he had so little vitality, then, that he could not produce a boy in Cornelia’s mold? Estelle called her sons “patrician.” Whenever she simpered so, Rufus would think of the antic vitality of his father, the strength of his mother, the stern if muted power of his brother, the blaze which was his daughter.

“What did your mother promise, boys?” he asked, and his voice was harsh and loud.

“A Christmas story, a Christmas song, to put them to sleep,” replied Estelle yearningly.

“For God’s sake!” shouted Rufus. “Why didn’t you get in here before, then, Estelle? Why wait until our guests arrive? ‘Put them to sleep?’ What imbecility.”

The boys feared their father, even in the presence of their mother, and they subsided, squatting on their beds. They began to snivel. They turned their eyes huntingly, from side to side, and they finally rested on Cornelia, who had advanced to the beds. She smiled at them affectionately, shook her fist. “And here’s big sister just waiting to pound hell out of you, if you make a single sound,” she said. She reached out and pushed Jon’s head, and then Norman’s. They held, for Cornelia, mingled malice and dislike. But she was an excellent and romping playmate. “I’ll break every one of your presents with my own hands, if you don’t behave,” she threatened, and lifted Norman and threw him down among his pillows.

“Throw me, throw me!” shrilled the older boy, bounding excitedly. Cornelia obliged, her big white arms like marble. The two children screamed with joy. Estelle watched this with jealous affront.

Rufus turned to Miss Schultz and smiled kindly, “You seem very tired, my dear. Go to your own rooms at once, and a tray will be sent up to you.”

“But the boys!” cried Estelle. “They cannot be left alone, awake.”

“And who will hurt them in this house? Don’t be a fool, Estelle.”

“But they’ve never been left alone, until they slept.”

“They are beginning, tonight. Go, Miss Schultz.” Rufus’s face had become very dark with congested blood.

It was curious that whenever her husband rebuked or reprimanded her, Estelle’s eyes turned automatically to Cornelia, or if Cornelia was absent, her thoughts so turned. Cornelia was quite accustomed to that gleam of pure malignance, and it amused her. She left the room, after a gay wave at the reconciled boys, and Rufus and Estelle followed her, Rufus silent, Estelle’s head bent in meek and suffering submission. And so it was that Allan Marshall, the first and only guest waiting below, saw Cornelia descending the curving stairway alone, like a pillar of fire and smoke in the form of a woman.

Rufus and Estelle had not yet reached the top of the stairs. Cornelia stopped, halfway down, and Allan looked up at her. All at once there flashed between them something intensely powerful and magnetic, something of profound recognition. Cornelia seemed struck into immobilization, and her lips parted. Involuntarily, Allan came to the foot of the stairway, and his right hand lifted toward her. Then, slow step by step, she moved down to him, her eyes fixed on his, like one responding to a mesmerist.

She was on the last step when she gave him her hand, and he assisted her down, and they stood there in that silence, looking at each other. Their hands did not part until Rufus and Estelle descended.

What a strange person, Estelle thought. Really not a gentleman, though I cannot just put my finger on the difference. Perhaps it is because his evening clothes are a trifle too fashionable, a trifle too well-tailored. There is such a peculiar air about him. She simpered at Allan as she graciously acknowledged the introduction. “Mr. deWitt has told me so much about you, Mr. Marshall. Such a genius. You are quite famous, aren’t you? An inventor!” She managed to give the word an intonation of superiority and aristocratic condescension.

Rufus patted Allan’s shoulder heartily. “More than that, one of the finest young lawyers in the country, and we’ll be proud to have him on our staff.” He beamed at the young man proudly.

“Are you the first here, Mr. Marshall?” asked Estelle sweetly, conveying her opinion that a guest who came on time, and was the first to arrive, was not entirely acceptable in polite society. Allan’s black eyes hardened upon her. “I once heard that punctuality is the courtesy of kings,” he replied quietly.

Estelle fluttered her fan before her lips. “Really?” she murmured vaguely. She was not offended. Her mind could not remain upon others for more than an instant or two, and her conviction of her importance made her invulnerable to any rudeness. She did notice that Rufus was smiling slightly, and Cornelia broadly.

Allan had learned the trick of keeping the fingers of his right hand always slightly bent, so that the mutilated middle finger was not obvious. As he talked with Rufus, he was all surety. The interior of the house, though it had aroused his deep admiration and pleasure, had not overwhelmed him. He felt that he had come home, and that this house belonged to him, and that some day he would take full possession. He stood answering Rufus’s fond and paternal questions about his progress in the Peale offices in a voice without strain or embarrassment. Cornelia, standing near her father, had become grave again, and she listened intently. Her calloused young heart was beating with unusual speed, and she felt a prickling dampness along her hairline and in the palms of her hands.

As Allan glanced at her, and smiled a little, her heart beat even faster, and a soft humidity came over her eyes, and the lusty face melted into a strange tenderness and excitement. She regarded him breathlessly, and she said to herself: He is splendid. He is fierce. He is strong. He is ruthless. He is like me. Why, I have been waiting for him all my life.

Now, what’s wrong with the girl? Rufus thought. He had been telling Allan a very good joke, and Allan was laughing. Cornelia, who always appreciated her father’s anecdotes, had not responded at all. She was a little pale, and her mouth stood apart foolishly. That damned brandy, Rufus told himself with irritation. He took Cornelia’s arm and said loudly. “This is only an informal party, Allan. Nothing grand. We are having hardly ninety guests; just old friends who’ll like to meet you. Shall we go into the living room?”

“The main drawing room, Rufus,” said Estelle with a quick frown, and then a smile. She took Allan’s arm; it was necessary for her to charm everyone, and she peeped up at him. “Dear Mr. deWitt is so sentimental about Christmas at home. However, we shall be in New York for New Year’s.”

Rufus, a few steps ahead with his daughter, glanced back. “And by the way, Allan, we shall expect you there, also.” His decision, instantaneous, had been prompted by his wife’s lilting attempt to patronize the younger man.

Sophia, “the great gray hag,” as Allan had always called her to himself, was already waiting by the bounding fire in the beautiful living room. She sat there, grim, stiff, and offended. “I have been here half an hour, Rufus,” she said in her abrasive voice.

Cornelia went to her quickly and kissed her cheek, and immediately the livid face softened. “Why are you always so prompt, Granny?” she teased. “No one is here yet but Mr. Marshall, of whom Papa has told you so much.”

“Indeed,” said Sophia haughtily. She smoothed her rich black lap with wrinkled hands heavy with gems. She studied Allan, without offering him any further greeting. A foreigner. She could always tell these foreigners, with their sharp dark faces, penetrating eyes, and hard mouths. Marshall. Of course, when they gained a little success, they changed their names. She added, “I hope you will enjoy yourself, young man.”

Allan bowed respectfully and said, “I expect to, Mrs. deWitt.” Sophia looked more keenly at him. Rufus had been discreet in his accounts of Allan to his wife and mother. A young inventor, a rising young lawyer, who was about to join the legal staff of the railroad. This was a ticklish moment for Rufus. His mother rarely, if ever, forgot a face. Sophia’s lofty expression was already becoming thoughtful. She played with the subdued necklace of pearls and jet that encircled her strong if wizened throat. “Haven’t I met you somewhere before, Mr.—Marshall? You seem very familiar.”

Only in your garden, you old witch, thought Allan. He bowed again, with a properly deferential smile of regret. “I am afraid not, Mrs. deWitt,” he murmured. “Or, at least, not that I recall.”

“Of course, I don’t go to Philadelphia often,” said Sophia, pleased with him in spite of herself. There was something familiar, yes, about this young whippersnapper. Then she thought suddenly of Aaron. The look in the eyes, the sudden mobility of the mouth, the bow which had a touch of the ironic in it—Aaron. “You remind me of my dear departed husband, young sir,” she said, and her hoarse voice was actually quavering. “Not that you resemble him in the least physically. I think, perhaps, it is character.”

Rufus was surprised. “I thought so, too,” he said, and glanced at Allan with real affection. “A gay old party, my father, but full of steel. Perhaps gayer than you, my boy. There is something a little too somber about you.” He patted Allan’s shoulder.

To some extent, Sophia was still overawed by the name and position of her daughter-in-law. But this usually expressed itself by irascibility. “Isn’t that gown a little too young for you, my dear Estelle?” she asked. “Light mauve velvet?”

“I am not very old,” responded Estelle coldly. “And speaking of age, don’t you think, Mother deWitt, that Cornelia’s gown is too extreme for a young girl?”

Sophia chuckled in a way that Estelle considered very common. The old woman took Cornelia’s hand, held her off, studied her. “Extreme? No. Why should she hide shoulders and arms like these? Ah, me, she looks exactly as I did at her age. If she were a man she would be the image of her father at twenty. By the way, have you been drinking, child?” She gave Cornelia a haggard grin.

Estelle’s eyes began to widen with horror, but at that moment many guests arrived, and Rufus thankfully went to the threshold of the room to meet them, firmly grasping his wife’s arm. Cornelia, standing beside her grandmother, winked at Allan. Sophia, who in her old age was given to even more bluntness than in her youth, said, “I am glad to see eligible young Americans here again, Mr. Marshall. Did you ever meet that marquis? A dreadful fortune hunter. I despised him, and was very happy when our Cornelia gave him the mitten.”

Cornelia shrieked with laughter. Her face was bright with excitement, and her eyes turned to Allan, sparkling, malicious, yet oddly shy. She stood perfectly still, but again, as he had noticed before, she gave the effect of iridescence, of constant and unrestrained vibration.

The guests were pouring into the room, elegant, glittering, talking animatedly, and accompanied by their host and hostess. The ladies swirled over the fine old rugs, the gentlemen at their sides. Among them were Patrick Peale, Jim Purcell, Lydia, and Laura. Allan turned to them politely. He met the grave eyes of Patrick in the manner of a stranger waiting for an introduction. If Jim Purcell regarded him with a muddy blank stare, Allan was not too disturbed. He knew the older man slightly, for the latter had, once or twice, come into the Peale offices late at night. He recognized Lydia and Laura from the photographs he had seen of them in the local and Philadelphia and New York newspapers. He immediately dismissed them as pale and uninteresting women, for all their height and grace. Cornelia dwarfed and extinguished all other women, no matter how jeweled or gowned they were, or how pretty.

More guests were arriving, and Rufus and Estelle again moved away, leaving introductions to Sophia and Cornelia. Purcell grunted, shook hands briefly with Allan. Patrick murmured, “We have met,” and retreated. Allan smiled to himself disdainfully. He had not missed Patrick’s reproachful intonation. I love these lovers of mankind, he thought. They’ll do anything for the “common man” except meet him on equal ground. He feels, this Peale, that I have “betrayed” something, or at least he believes he feels it. But the truth is that he is hurt because he has been forced to accept me socially.

Cornelia was talking above the voices of the other guests: “We have a wonderful surprise tonight. The great Metropolitan tenor, Giovanni Monetti, is going to sing for us. He arrived this morning, and immediately hid himself in his rooms, primping, no doubt, and doing all the other things tenors do.”

Cornelia twinkled on her guests. The marquis had jilted her! They were peeping at her with furtiveness, and she almost burst out laughing. Some of the ladies were of her own age; she had played with them as a child. They wore smug expressions which did not annoy, but only amused, Cornelia. She also saw that they were much attracted to Allan and spared him some discreet glances of interest. When he spoke to them, his voice held them, and quite a number of young eyes melted. Cornelia was pleased.

More guests were pouring in, and the room, warm and filled with lamplight and firelight, became even warmer and weighted with scent. Fans fluttered; white arms flashed; white necks arched flirtatiously; jewels shone and dazzled. The gentlemen moved about in seal-like black, bowing, laughing decorously, complimenting, greeting. Sophia sat rigidly by the fire and looked only at her granddaughter.

The men were curious about this stranger. They had heard of him from Rufus, who had been very careful. They could not “place” him. They could not remember whether Rufus had told them he had come from Philadelphia or New York or Boston. His accent was definitely not Philadelphian, nor did it have a New York intonation. There was something “odd” about it. Boston, no doubt, thought one of the gentlemen. But where had he heard that particular inflection in Boston? Irish! Only a faint flavor, but unmistakably Irish. The gentlemen said to Allan, “You are of Irish extraction, I believe, sir? I have friends. … You must pardon me. …”

Allan inclined his head. The gentleman wandered away, reflective. The Irish were invading the sacred groves of Boston these days. Fine old houses were filled with lamentations. But the Irish, a few, were becoming quite wealthy. Not socially acceptable, of course, though some of them were approaching the periphery with their charities to approved causes.

Allan was enjoying himself. He was very cautious. He generalized. He avoided answering tentative questions about his origins with the utmost deftness. When he did not catch a reference, he did not improvise. There was too much danger in that. They spoke of music, and he replied to them in matching words, for his vocabulary was tremendous, the result of his enormous reading. Within less than ten minutes, and in spite of his “strangeness,” he had attracted much approval from both sexes. He dexterously evaded the subject of politics, on which some of the men became quietly vehement And he listened; everlastingly, he listened. In the background, Lydia, and Laura watched him uncertainly; Purcell grunted and said nothing; and Patrick, a little white about the lips, was silent.

Delightful strains were issuing from the smaller drawing room beyond. Servants were beginning to circle with silver trays of champagne. Allan sipped at his glass. Cornelia was suddenly beside him, full of elation, her eyes dancing with mockery as she looked at him. As she began to speak, he felt a touch on his arm. He turned to see Patrick Peale. Patrick bowed to Cornelia, and her broad smile disappeared in an expression of unpleasantness. “Forgive me, Cornelia,” said Patrick. He glanced at Allan.

“Could I have a word with you, please? Just for a moment?”
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“Why?” asked Cornelia. She put her glass to her lips, and over it her stare was bold and fixed. This puny creature with his big solemn eyes! This meager man with whom she had thought herself in love even as late as the past summer! Her humiliation thickened her throat; she wound her arm through Allan’s and repeated, “Why?”

Patrick was extremely distressed. “I’m sorry, Cornelia. It is only a matter of business.” He paused and regarded the girl closely. Her cheeks were crimson; had she drunk too much champagne? She had never stared at him before with this particular dislike. Since his engagement to Laura she had shown him an offhanded and indifferent affection. He began to color. Cornelia smiled, and tightened her hand on Allan’s arm.

“Business?” she repeated. Her voice was more than a little slurred. “Mr. Marshall was about to dance with me, and it is Christmas Eve. No time for business.” She turned to Allan. “You do dance, don’t you?”

Allan had been watching the two closely. He had nothing to fear, now. If Patrick was embarrassed, if he believed that Cornelia still loved him, the more fool he. Allan put his hand over the hand on his arm, and looking at Patrick he replied to the girl: “Yes.” He continued with more deliberation: “Yes, I do dance. I have taken daily lessons for over three weeks. I can waltz very well.”

Cornelia threw back her head and bellowed mirthfully. Then her face changed, became almost ugly. She tilted her glass toward Patrick, and said, “I’ll spare Allan for a moment. But, Pat, if I were you I wouldn’t mention Allan’s origins to anyone.”

“I don’t understand,” Patrick answered, his color deepening.

“Oh, yes you do. I saw the wrinkle in your fragile nose tonight, when you saw him here. Papa and I won’t like it in the least if you try to disparage Allan.”

Patrick looked quickly at Allan. But Allan displayed nothing but pleasure. Cornelia was patting his arm; some of the champagne had spilled over her gray velvet dress. “Go on, Allan, let the little boy tell you his story.” She tossed her head and went off, followed by many glances of admiration.

Patrick regarded the floor for a moment, and then in a low voice he said, “In the far corner. Near the Christmas tree. It isn’t lighted yet, and no one is near it.” Allan shrugged, and the two young men, murmuring regrets to those they passed, reached the comparatively secluded spot where a giant spruce, brilliantly decorated, candles still unlighted, waited for the stroke of twelve. Allan stood with his back to the tree, and Patrick stopped before him. “Well?” said Allan. He fumbled for his cigarette case automatically; then, noticing that no other man was smoking, it came to him that it would be improper among the ladies. He dropped his hand. A servant came by with another tray of champagne, and Allan reached out and captured a glass. He put it to his mouth.

Insolent, thought Patrick. Allan was drinking the champagne a little too fast, but his eyes were intent.

“I haven’t seen you for nearly three weeks, Allan,” said Patrick. “I just returned from Washington two days ago.”

Allan was silent. He emptied the glass, then held it negligently in his hand. Should I congratulate him? wondered Patrick miserably. Should I even mention the automatic coupler? He was always difficult. “Our staff has missed you, since you—you decided to read law with the Interstate staff, and leave us.”

Allan thought of the last time he had been in the Peale offices. The news had just gotten about about “our new and famous young inventor, Mr. Allan Marshall, who is reading law with the staff of our Assistant Secretary of State, Mr. Peale, and his son, Senator Patrick Peale.” He had gone there to collect some forgotten notes. It had given him a disgusted and angry pleasure when the staff had received him with eager subservience, and with many respectful questions. Patrick, anxiously studying him now, saw the bleakness on his face. He knew that Allan had forgotten him, and he said, “I’m sorry. We’ll send you our certificate. …”	

“Thank you,” said Allan.

Patrick sighed. “I can’t tell you how surprised and disappointed I was to hear you are going with Interstate.”

“Is that so? I can’t imagine why you were. The staff at Interstate is much larger, and more—shall we say—specialized than the Peale staff.” Allan raised his black eyebrows.

“Yes, specialized,” said Patrick reflectively. “That is just the trouble.” Allan waited, smiling slightly. Then Patrick knew that subtleties were not going to force Allan into argument. He said, “I was under the impression you were going to be a labor lawyer.” Now his voice was sharp. “To assist the people with whom you have worked, and who still work with your father. Wasn’t that your original idea?”

Allan expertly removed still another glass from a passing tray, and let Patrick wait until he had sampled it with the air of a connoisseur. He said, “I can’t afford it. You can afford to be a ‘labor’ senator, and perhaps, some years hence, when I have a fortune, too, I will be able to afford a similar luxury.”

“Allan.” Patrick became almost despairing. “I had such hopes of you. I believed in you. I never thought you would betray—” He stopped.

But Allan was not disturbed. “Betray whom?” he asked, as if in surprise.

“Those who trusted you,” said Patrick bitterly.

Allan laughed. “Trust me, Pat? Who ever trusted another man? And, coming down to it, who is worthy of trust?”

“I thought you were,” said Patrick.

“I never thought you were,” Allan rejoined. “You see, I gave you credit for more intelligence than you seem to possess. Or perhaps you are just a hypocrite. You are in politics, aren’t you?” He touched Patrick on the chest with the knuckles of his left hand. “Law is a harlot, but politics is a pimp.”

Patrick glanced hastily over his shoulder for fear someone had overheard, for Allan’s voice had not only thickened but had become forceful. Allan followed his glance. And then he saw, at a distance, the pale and troubled face of Laura deWitt gazing at them. The champagne had sharpened his vision. He could plainly see the pure radiance of her large gray eyes, the shining whiteness of her forehead, the set of her gentle lips, the vapor of her dark hair. He forgot Patrick; he forgot everyone else in the room. It is the face of the Blessed Virgin, he thought; it is the face of a saint.

She met his eyes and stood there, poised, graceful, and calm in spite of her anxiety. She did not smile. Across the great room politely clamorous with voices, shining with gems, aglow with color and with the movement of men and women, they looked at each other. Then, very slowly, her head bent as if in distress, Laura turned away.

Patrick was speaking to him again; Allan heard the voice but not the words. He had seen something infinitely beautiful, steadfast, and merciful, something of unspeakable tenderness, directed not at him but at the whole world. Now, from the valley below, above all those voices, above the new gale raving out of the sky, he heard, or thought he heard, the sound of church bells, thin and sweet, striking on his heart with nostalgia and sadness.

Cornelia’s voice soared out:	“It’s midnight! Merry Christmas. Merry Christmas! The tree!”

The guests turned toward the tree. Rufus, ruddy as the sun, was approaching. Allan pressed his knuckles again on Patrick’s chest. He said, “Finis coronat opus. The end crowns the work, Pat.”

The church bells sang closer to him, insistent, calling. He could feel the throbbing of the church; the candles were burning, their tips sheathed in golden flame. There was a smell of incense, and then someone was chanting, “Gloria in Excelsis Deo! Gloria—Gloria… .” The organ was rising like a sea.

Rufus was beside them, a jeweled box of matches in his hand. “We must light the tree,” he said exuberantly. “Allan. Pat.” He struck a match, and the guests, laughing in anticipa tion, crowded about him. Patrick looked long at Allan, and said, “But you won’t forget; you’ll never really forget.”

He retreated and stood with the others. The match was glowing in Rufus’s hand, and his eyes were narrowed on Allan. “What did he say?” he muttered under his breath. What was wrong with the boy? Was he drunk?

Allan said, “Nothing at all. He said nothing at all.”

Sophia had greeted Lydia with stately aloofness. It was frightful that “that woman dares to enter this house; it is a scandal.” Sophia often repeated that to her friends, though she knew in her shrewd heart that to antagonize Jim Purcell would not be to Rufus’s advantage, even though Rufus was now far wealthier than his old enemy. However, as she said, the situation was almost untenable. In some confused way she had come to identify Laura with Lydia, and there were times when she spoke of Laura as being “that woman’s daughter.” As she grew older, she began to forget, at increasing intervals, that Cornelia was Lydia’s child, and would speak to Cornelia of “the contemptible person.” Cornelia, much attached to Lydia, had nevertheless, at an early age, come to accept the comments good-humoredly.

Sophia, who had a keen eye, in spite of the vague confusions of her old age, knew, as no one else, not even Cornelia, knew, that Rufus had not forgotten his first wife. She would watch him with pain when he greeted her so magnanimously and kindly as the wife of an old friend and a director of his company. She would see that misery stood in his eyes, and that his smile was taut with longing. She would never speak to her son of this, for that would be mortifying to Rufus, but she hated Lydia in consequence, and despised her fervently. In her mind she called Lydia “that adulteress.” Though not usually on easy terms with Estelle, she could approach an intimacy when discussing Rufus’s first wife in the privacy of her own apartments.

Estelle paused now, on the way to the small “ballroom,” to speak a word to Sophia. She was in a bad temper. Not only had that execrable Cornelia paled her own appearance, but Lydia and Laura, with their height and poise and grace, had rendered her insignificant. Sophia was still fixed by the fireside, acknowledging the presence of guests with a queenly manner, inclining her head with dignity. Estelle, fanning herself vigorously, murmured, “Mama deWitt, when will those awful people leave, the Purcells? Really, it is humiliating to have to receive them. The gowns those women wear—so without style or fashion.”

Sophia glanced about her. Lydia and Jim Purcell were evidently preparing to leave, Patrick Peale beside them. But Laura was nowhere in sight. “The girl’s a born old maid,” she muttered. “Laura. I doubt if the marriage will ever take place. Wretched creatures. They always leave after the lighting of the tree, Estelle. They have a little decency left, it would seem, for they never stay for the festivities.”

“In Philadelphia, such a thing would not be permitted,” said Estelle, with increasing ill nature. “But what can one expect of so outlandish a place as Portersville?”

This vexed Sophia. She aroused herself, and said maliciously, “The Fieldings were always received well in Philadelphia. Their parents were old society there, and their grandparents, when, I believe, my dear, your family was tanning hides.” Her hazel eyes lit up her craggy face for an instant.

This infuriated Estelle. She said in a shaking voice, “My ancestors prepared leather for the kings of England … royal grant—commissioned. …”

Sophia was very pleased with herself. “A horse,” she intoned, “is still a horse, and a hide is still a hide.”

Estelle, with a gasp, swirled away, and Sophia smiled happily to herself. There were so few times when she could “put Estelle in her place.” It invigorated her. She had endured too much from the delicate ways of her daughter-in-law, and the latter’s assumption of haughty superiority to everyone and everything. “Who does she think she is?” she muttered aloud. “What has she ever done, personally, to put on such airs?” She was quite content now (and as if she had scored some great personal triumph) to rise and leave the room and go up to bed. As she passed the door of her grandsons’ rooms she did not even glance at it. Sometimes she forgot they existed.

“What is keeping Laura so long?” Patrick asked Jim Purcell restlessly. “I can hardly endure this house. The singer Rufus imported from New York is already tuning up.”

Purcell smiled sourly. “Laura must be havin’ quite a time persuadin’ her Uncle Rufus to permit you to become a director,” he said. “Give the girl a few more minutes.”

“I think it would have been better for Patrick to have seen Rufus, alone, in his office,” Lydia said, flushing. “It is such an ordeal to be here, under any circumstances.” Purcell patted her shoulder tolerantly. “A few more minutes, old girl,” he repeated. “I’m in a hurry, too. I promised Ruth to carry her downstairs no matter what time it is, to see the tree.” He turned to Patrick. “Saw you talkin’ to that Marshall feller. Well?”

“It was no use,” said Patrick. “I’ve tried to catch him over the last few days, but never could. We had only a minute or two. He laughed in my face when I tried to remind him of his duty.”

“‘Duty,’” repeated Purcell with reflectiveness .“Funny how a lot of folks, who won’t be hurt if they do their ‘duty,’ are always urgin’ it on others who would be hurt. Now, now, Pat, I’m not criticizin’ you.” He chuckled. “Can’t help thinkin’, though, that I’d have done exactly what that feller has done, in his place. In fact, I did, though the circumstances weren’t exactly the same.”

Rufus, in the meantime, had shut himself up in the library with Laura, his niece, and had carefully locked the door to prevent intrusion. She sat there, near the great walnut desk, her hands in her blue lap, and she was blushing with embarrassment, though her gray eyes were all earnestness. Rufus sat on the edge of the desk and regarded her with genuine love and pleasure. He had saved her life, he thought as he listened to her gentle and stammering voice. Such a charming young thing, so aristocratic, so contained. Her eyes actually radiated light. For some reason, the fact that he had helped to snatch her from death had always held him powerfully to the girl. If it were not for him, she would perhaps be dead, and not sitting here gazing at him with the affectionate pleading of a daughter, with the utter trust of a daughter.

He had listened to her for a full fifteen minutes, and had not interrupted except to ask her a fond and benign question. He had pretended to ponder everything she had said, judiciously and with affected indulgence. Slowly, moment by moment, he allowed her to gather that only her importunities were moving him, against his will. He would frown, pluck at his ruddy lip, scratch his chin, sigh, look meditative. He would play with his watch chain, simulating a little distress. He could almost hear her innocent thoughts: I think I am persuading him, dear Uncle Rufus!

She looks like Lydia; she might have been Lydia at her age, Rufus said to himself, and the old pain twisted in him. I could never deny Lydia anything. Even if this matter of the young Peale fellow weren’t exactly what I wish, I’d have a hard time refusing Laura.

“Patrick said he could contribute so much,” Laura was saying, twisting her handkerchief in her hands. She smiled at Rufus anxiously. “Am I presuming, Uncle Rufus?”

“You could never ‘presume’ with me, my love,” he answered. He reached out and stroked the fine dark hair which always seemed to float in spite of anchoring pins. His hand was very tender. It dropped to her chin, and lifted it, and he bent and kissed her cheek which had been touched with the softest and sweetest powder—Lydia’s own scent. Rufus’s hand slipped away, and he stared at her, overcome with a strange pain and jealousy. She is, in every way, my own child. She belongs to me.

He took her hands and pulled her gently to her feet, then held her in his arms. She clung to him, and put her head on his shoulder. “There, there, my dear,” he said. “Don’t worry your little mind. If your boy is actually serious, and it will make you happy, let him come to see me next week, before I leave for New York.” He held her off from him and studied her with pride. “Of course, I’ll have to call a board meeting, and nothing can be done, really, until after he marries you in June.” He added, again with jealousy, “You love him very much, don’t you, my darling?”

Laura was very astute, and she smiled at Rufus with a tenderness equal to his. “But you, Uncle Rufus, will always be first with me.”

Rufus swelled with triumph. Purcell had not been able to replace her uncle in her mind, though she was fond of him. Rufus kissed the girl again. “Of course,” he said. “You are always my girl, and you always will be. So, run along now. I must get back to my guests.”

Laura went joyfully to Lydia and Patrick and Purcell, gave them the news in a voice quivering with delight, and then they all prepared to leave as inconspicuously as possible. Purcell alone was thoughtful. He knew of Rufus’s attachment to Laura, but that would not be enough to interfere with Red Rufe’s business. There was something else. H’m, thought Purcell, and he began to smile to himself. The future appeared to promise considerable entertainment.

They found Estelle bubbling with some friends, her saccharine smile pulled taughtly over her small and greedy teeth. She fanned, and she preened, and in every affected gesture there was revealed her enormous contentment with herself, and her vanity. The smile grew slightly congealed as the Purcell group approached her. Then, with a catch of her breath, and a flutter, she put her hand on Patrick’s arm. “Dear Patrick,” she said, “I cannot tell you how much I applauded your speech in the Senate recently! I understood! I agreed! It was marvelous! And you are working so hard for labor. …”

A passing servant accidentally brushed her arm with a tray, and she said viciously, “How careless of you, George! You have not done well tonight; I must speak to Mr. deWitt about you.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” murmured the young man, whose thin face was white with exhaustion. He had been working steadily since six that morning, in preparation for the party, and his hands were tremulous. Before Patrick could speak, and before he could control his indignation enough to speak, Estelle was trilling again: “Servants are so impossible! So stupid! And so ungrateful, aren’t they?”

Patrick’s face became stern; Jim Purcell took his arm and led him away. “That woman!” muttered the young man. “The deWitts. …”

Purcell laughed. “Oh, old Rufe isn’t so bad these past few years. D’you know, I think he’s mellowed. That’s what money can do for a man: make him kinder to his fellow man.”

Estelle, who had tactfully convinced the society of Portersville that she, a Norwich, born and bred in Philadelphia, knew all that it was possible to know about culture, skillfully herded her guests into the small ballroom. She had thought it shameful that the room was not large enough for more than four musicians. “It gives such an air of poverty,” she had told Rufus with petulance. The musicians were grouped at the end of the room, near the piano, and their expressions conveyed their excitement that they were not only to play for the later dancing but were to accompany the famous tenor Giovanni Monetti. They peeped at the great man, slender and small in his impeccable evening dress, and they almost groveled at his glances of rage at the slowly gathering audience. He stared furiously at his watch; his mighty chest, so out of proportion to the rest of his figure, swelled out grotesquely. He was insulted. When he appeared on the stage of the Metropolitan Opera House, he received ovations before he could sing a single note. The guests, seating themselves on small gilt chairs, and chirping and laughing, hardly gave him a look. Peasants! Santa Maria!

The guests were now seated on all the gilt chairs available, and the overflow of gentlemen were standing against the wall. Monetti surveyed his hostess; no charm, no grace, no cosmopolitanism. Then his gaze wandered, and stopped.

That young man there, leaning against the wall, his head bent a little, with the lady of the fiery red hair beside him—a most extraordinary face, that young man’s. An Italiano? No, it was too cold, too fixed. Yet, it had an anguish—definitely an anguish. It was a face one did not forget; it was a face of passion. Monetti decided to sing to it, to stir it out of its ice, to melt and move it. The first song would decide if he, Monetti, was a fool.

The murmur, laughter and flutterings in the room continued. Ladies leaned across gentlemen and twittered. Their powder and their scent choked the singer. He coughed loudly; he moved deliberately from his place, walked back and forth, and exhibited temper. This finally caught the attention of the guests, and at a dignified gesture of Estelle’s they sank into silence. Monetti waited impressively, his leaping eye cowing each it touched.

Allan knew nothing much about music except the sacred variety which he had heard in his youth. Neither old Father Gallagher nor his present successor, Father Tobin, had been able to afford a good organ for their little church. The choir had been lamentable at all times. Only once had it been distinguished, and that had been during the one year when Tim Marshall had forced his older son to become a member. The only other songs Allan knew were Irish ballads picked up from his parents. He had never had the money to attend the very infrequent “concerts” held in Portersville, and concerts in Philadelphia had been out of the question. Yet, he had an instinctive ear for fine music, and the tenor had sung hardly five notes before Allan’s head jerked up.

Though Monetti was a cynic, he had given an Italian’s courteous glance at the date, and was now singing his own arrangement from Gounod’s “Messe du Sacre Coeur.” He was certain that Gounod would not be annoyed, but rather flattered. (Had not the great composer congratulated him enthusiastically only a year ago?) As he sang, he looked directly into Allan’s eyes, and something about those eyes made him involuntarily add a greater depth to his voice, a pure and reverent and urgent splendor. Tears moistened his eyelids; his own heart palpitated mysteriously. He had not been wrong; Monetti was never wrong.

Someone had touched Allan’s arm, and he pulled away with unconscious wrath. He did not know he was trembling; he did not know he was staring blindly at the singer. But all at once, and after what seemed to him a great passage of time, he was aware of silence followed by the discreet patter of hands—like the tinkling of icicles—and a blur of coughings, murmurs, creakings, rustles, and dainty chirpings. He looked about him, dazed. Several of the gentlemen were sliding along the wall to the door, and ladies were rising to accompany them. Now more and more of the audience were moving doorward, and the little platform where Monetti had stood was empty even of. the musicians. The chandeliers flooded into Allan’s eyes, and he blinked.

“I believe you were sleeping, Mr. Marshall!” cried a husky voice beside him. He glanced down at the flaming head which was rising up to his shoulder, then passing it. Cornelia was laughing at him mockingly, but there was a curious expression, half hard, half affectionate, on her face. Suddenly he thought of a large and amateurish painting he had seen somewhere, too highly colored, too crude, too full, too polished and glazed. No, it had not been a painting; he had once wandered, in New York, into a wax museum where all the female figures had a hard bright glossiness over tints unnaturally brilliant, and had been clothed in gowns of a theatrical gaudiness. One of them had hair like this, and he had furtively touched it and had been repelled at its springing harshness.

Cornelia was watching him, and something in his intense regard made her uneasily offended. Of course, he had drunk too much; champagne was too rich for his stomach. She touched him lightly, again. “Intermission,” she said.

“Intermission,” he repeated automatically. It was ridiculous for him to feel that he had said something momentous. He followed her out of the room into the colorful turmoil of the one adjoining. No one was speaking of Monetti’s voice, but only of Rufus’s generosity in engaging the tenor for entertainment this evening. A few of the ladies hid yawns behind fans. Gentlemen wandered away into the library for a smoke with their host. The Christmas tree shimmered in unnoticed light in the corner; the fire blew up boisterously on the hearth. Suddenly Allan was conscious of exhaustion and emptiness. The laughing voices of men and women became unbearably clangorous to him, the scent of powder, perfume, and burning wood intolerable.

“Can’t we go somewhere where it is quiet?” he muttered to Cornelia. She laughed at him, tilted her head, and scrutinized him mirthfully. “Somewhere cooler?” she suggested. “The hall, then.”

The hall was unoccupied; the fire on the white hearth burned low, and the beautiful curving stairway was full of shadows. The candles guttered in the chandelier above. Allan stood there, looking about him at the elegance and delicacy of the furniture and the damask walls. His breath came slower now, and easier. “I think you are drunk,” Cornelia said, in a matter-of-fact and indulgent voice. She added, without a moment’s thought, “I think I am, too.”

Intermission, thought Allan. Intermissions were all very well, but a man had his life to live. In this half-light of fading candles and dying fire, Cornelia was less strenuous in appearance, softer, and she was gazing at him strangely, gently, as if very moved and hesitantly eager. They stood and looked at each other, and moment by moment their eyes took on questioning intensity. I love her, he thought, and she loves me. He could see the faint glitter of the jewels about her throat, and now they appeared to be agitated. Her immense vitality, somewhat muted, flowed out to him as if to draw him into itself, and something resistive in him melted and surrendered. He lifted his hand and touched her throat in a tentative gesture, and she did not move away. He let his fingers remain on the smooth warm flesh, and then, not retreating, she covered his hand with her own and pressed it harder against her throat. Her tawny eyes became humid, and then she was trembling. “Yes, yes,” she said, and her voice was a whisper. He put his arm about her, bent his head, and kissed her lips. They were for an instant, firm and cool, then they softened and became warm as all youth and living. He pulled her roughly to him, and her white arms were about his neck, her full breast crushed against his stiff white shirt.

She was murmuring against his mouth, and clinging to him, and he held her tighter. One by one the candles guttered out and the fire sank lower. “I love you, I love you,” Cornelia was saying, over and over, until he could not remember when she had begun speaking, and this moment was one with the moment of summer in the blaze of the sun.

When Rufus came looking for his daughter, he found her alone before the fire. A manservant was lighting new candles, and as he did so the shadowy hall brightened and the walls gleamed out of dimness. “Where the devil have you been?” demanded Rufus. He stood beside his daughter, and she looked up from the golden velvet sofa where she was sitting. "Out here alone! That singer’s starting again. And where’s that Marshall feller?”

Cornelia smiled at him. She took his hand fondly. “Mr. Marshall? Oh, he left about five minutes ago. I said good night to him.”

Rufus frowned. “Why didn’t he speak to me, and Estelle, before leaving?”

Cornelia studied a ring on Rufus’s hand reflectively, the ring her grandfather had given him many years ago. “He wanted to steal away, or something; not disturb anyone, I suppose.” Suddenly she flung her father’s hand away, laughed loudly, and jumped to her feet. “Didn’t you know, Papa? He’s the man in the portieres!”

“No family, no breeding, no background!” moaned Estelle to her husband at three in the morning. She had refused to be undressed; she had refused to go to bed. She sat at her dressing table watching Rufus pacing up and down the room. “Who is he? Where does he come from? Who knows him?”

This had gone on for long over an hour. Rufus stopped beside his wife. His face was drained and gray. “I can’t stand any more of this. You’ll have to shut up, Estelle. She is my daughter, and, by God, my daughter can marry any damned 	Will you be quiet? ‘Family’? ‘Background’? ‘Breeding’? Let’s look at this baldly. I haven’t any, either, and you were cursed glad to get me, weren’t you? An old maid, a Philadelphia old maid. I’m brutal, am I?”

His features became gross, thickening under an unusual pallor. “No, no, you’ve talked enough; I am talking now, and when I have finished that’ll be the end of it.” Estelle got to her feet, assuming a half-swooning position, one hand supporting her body against the table’s edge. “None of your delicate ways with me now, my dear. I’m not even going to get your smelling salts for you. And you’re not so damned delicate! The great-granddaughter of a groom, and an indentured servant at that, has no business being so fragile.”

His breath was hard and painful, and there was a heavy pain in his chest. Estelle’s head had fallen and he could see nothing of her face except her shaking chin. Her careful curls had become scraggly, and for the first time he noticed that the hand which was supporting her whole weight was not the hand of a “lady.” Flesh was flesh, and it always revealed itself in its nakedness during moments of stress. Curiously, a kind of relief and triumph came to Rufus, a feeling of conquest.

“I’m not going to repeat what this Marshall feller means to me and my business,” Rufus continued. “He’s not the man I’d have picked for Cornelia, but she could do worse! By God, she could do worse, such as your mincing marquis! And you’re going to behave yourself, and hold your tongue, and stop your sweet lies about my daughter. I’ve heard them for years, and I’ve heard you speaking them to others, too. She is my girl; she was always first and last with me.” Color was coming back into his face, and suddenly he struck his clenched hand against the table near his wife’s hand. “Sweet, malicious lies, Estelle, calculated to separate me from my daughter. But nothing ever shall. Nothing ever shall!”
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Allan left his carriage some three streets away from his father’s house, and went the rest of the way on foot. He had done this in consideration of his parents, but as his polished boots slipped on the black ice over the plank footwalks he cursed. The champagne of the night before had done him no good, he reflected. It was responsible for the cold pain in him, for the sense of desolation. It made the squalor of this neighborhood meaner, closer, more stifling. It caused the stench hanging over the houses to sicken him. He concentrated on the champagne he had drunk and would permit no other explanation.

The ghostly moon stared at him blankly; the mounds of snow along the walks were leprous and pitted with black grit. A bitter wind stung his face, and he pulled the fur collar of his fine great-coat closer about his neck. Suddenly he was angered against his family; it was ridiculous that a man like himself, dressed as he was, should be picking his way through this foulness. But when he came to his father’s house, so neat, so small, so painted, so different from the squalid shacks about it, he felt a pride. He paused to examine the red door with something like affection, and then he knocked. It immediately opened and Michael stood there, the yellow lamplight behind him. He touched Allan’s arm and whispered hastily, “I think it is all right. Dad will behave himself, until at least after dinner. He promised Ma.”

Tim was sitting before the great black stove, absorbing its heat, and Mrs. Marshall hovered over the lids, stirring and tasting critically. There was a splendid odor of roasting goose in the clean, poor room, and a fragrance of boiling onions. Mrs. Marshall, her worn face more lined than ever, looked up eagerly as Allan entered, and she came to him and kissed him. Tim glanced at his son and muttered. Then he said sarcastically, “Merry Christmas.” In spite of himself, however, he boyishly eyed the packages Allan was carrying. “And what did my gentleman do with himself last night, when he should have been with his family? Praying, I’m thinking.”

“Now, Dad,” said Michael. He pressed Allan’s arm, and Allan remained silent.

Tim turned fully, and elaborately examined his older son. “And it’s the fine clothes he’s wearin’, with the gold watch chain and the boots like the mirrors. It’s forgettin’, he is, where he came from.”

Allan drew a deep breath and smiled. “No,” he said. “It’s because of where I came from that I have the watch chain and the boots and the clothes. It is because of my parents that I had the brains and the ambition to do what I have done.”

“It’s the Blarney Stone he’s been kissin’,” said Tim.

“Now, Dada,” said Mrs. Marshall. She patted Allan’s shoulder. “It’s proud of him we are.”

Tim turned a purplish crimson, and he half-rose from his chair. “Proud!” he shouted. “Desertin’ his people, turnin’ from his people … !”

“Don’t be a damn fool, Dad,” said Allan, placing his parcels on a corner of the table. He was determined to keep his temper in the presence of this old idiot. “I’m not going to argue with you, and I’m only going to say this: I can do more for those you call ‘our people’ than I can from the outside. I believe it’s called ‘infiltrating the ranks of the enemy.’”

“It’s the liar you are,” said Tim. His bushy brows drew over his furious eyes and the purplish blush rose higher. Allan shrugged. “Believe what you want.”

Tim subsided, but Allan had instilled a doubt in his mind. He continued to glare at his son and rumble under his breath. Michael and Mrs. Marshall gathered about the packages. The poor woman’s hands were trembling and her thin body was rigid. “Look, Dada,” she wheedled. “A package for you, from our Allan.” She laid the package on Tim’s knotted and resistive knees, and turned away. “I want nothin’ from the scalpeen,” he said. “Not to go to Midnight Mass, with his family, and not today either, I’m thinkin’. Holy Day of Obligation, and all. He’ll be ponderin’ on it all when he’s in hell.”

Allan ignored him. “Open your package, Ma,” he said. “Let me help you; it’s heavy.” He lifted the lid of the bulky box, and Mrs. Marshall cried out joyfully. “A coat, a wonderful coat!” she cried. “A warm and lovely coat, with fur! A beautiful black coat.”

“Broadcloth, with mink,” said Allan, and helped his mother to put it on. He was still young; he could feel the lurch of his heart as his mother stood before him, lovingly touching the cloth, reverently feeling of the fur. Over the splendor of it her ravaged face became young and tender and full of eagerness. Tim watched her, and began to blink suspiciously. “Ah, Mary,” he murmured. “Ah, my colleen. It is a girl ye are, and it’s a failure I am, that ye did not have it sooner.”

She bent and kissed him shyly. “Not a failure. We have our sons, Dada.”

Tim immediately became wrathful. “It’s no heart in him that he brings this. It’s mockery at us.”

Michael regarded him with serious reproof. “You are wrong, Dad. Allan is not the man to waste his time mocking unimportant people. If he had not wished to give us pleasure, he would have abandoned us completely, and forgotten us.”

As Michael, about to become a Franciscan Missionary Brother of the Sacred Heart of Jesus, had taken on almost a supernatural quality in Tim’s mind and so was almost infallible in his judgment, Tim fell silent. His face remained stubborn, but his fierce blue eyes began to soften. He fumbled with his own package, and Michael gently helped him. The father muttered, “No doubt velvet britches to wear in my cab.” But the small package produced a large gold watch, a repeater, and a gold chain. Tim stared at it, dumfounded. He jerked his hands away; he dared not touch this wonderful thing. Mrs. Marshall exclaimed with awe, “It’s gold, it is. To wear on Sundays.” The watch glittered on its satin bed, and all at once it sweetly tinkled the hour of six. Tim drew in his breath. Mrs. Marshall turned it over reverently. On the back was inscribed: “For my father, Timothy Marshall, from his loving son, Aloysius.” Mrs. Marshall read it aloud and began to cry.

“Aloysius,” repeated Michael, smiling at his father, whose features had begun to twitch. “It’s ashamed of yourself you should be, Dad.”

“I’m ashamed of nothin’!” shouted Tim. But he took up the watch and held it as a priest holds the Host. “And where would I be a-wearin’ of it? On my runs?”

They ignored him. For Michael, Allan had bought a Missal and a Bible, bound in the most silken leather, and stamped with gold, with his name upon them. Michael gave Allan a silent look of gratitude; and it came to Allan, for the first time, that this formerly despised younger brother of his had acquired stature, dignity, and authority in this household. Tim leaned from his chair and scowled at the books. “And what’ll we be givin’ him, after all these fine things?” he growled. “He’ll be throwin’ it in the gutter, I’m thinkin’, on the way to his elegant hotel.”

Mrs. Marshall timidly produced the family’s gifts for Allan: a coarse black scarf she had knitted herself, a cheap silver rosary with imitation pearl beads from Michael, a thick and modest pocket purse from Tim. Allan studied them in silence, while they watched him anxiously, and with embarrassment. Then Allan said gravely, “Thank you. I’ll always keep them.” He put the scarf about his neck, the rosary in his pocket, and some silver in the purse. All his actions were careful and sincere. Even Tim could find no fault

“And this reminds me,” said Allan, after a proper interval had elapsed. He withdrew a slip of paper from his wallet. “A check for five hundred dollars for Father Tobin. Saint Joseph, in the church, has been peeling badly for years. It’s a disgrace.”

“He’ll want no money from you,” said Tim, but his growl was weak. “And what’s the matter with the statue? From Italy. It’s many a prayer we made at that altar. …”

“A new statue, a good one, will cost only about three hundred dollars. Father Tobin could use the rest of it to buy himself a chicken once a week, or some good pork chops or a rib of beef,” said Allan good-naturedly. He pushed the check closer to his father. “I’m sure Father Tobin won’t refuse this righteously. The money was earned, not stolen.”

“Wasn’t it, now?” demanded Tim with exaggerated irony.

At that moment there came a great crash, and a tinkle of glass, and Mrs. Marshall screamed and her hands flew to her mouth. Tim started to his feet. A cold blast of air gushed into the room, followed by a shout: “Dirty Irishers! Goddamn Irishers! Git out of our country!” There was another crash, and a tinkle, and a second heavy stone fell on the floor. Mrs. Marshall moaned, fell into a chair, and covered her face with her hands. Michael stood frozen and aghast.

Tim started for the door, but Allan thrust him violently aside. He opened the door and ran out. Two large young men, shabbily dressed, stood on the walk laughing loudly. One of them had another stone in his hand, ready to hurl. The wan street lamp glimmered on their uncouth faces. Allan recognized them at once.

Then they saw Allan on the doorstep, and the laughter choked in their throats and their faces paled. They had not reckoned on Allan’s presence here today. “The rich gentleman” was not likely to be with his poor family.

“Well, well,” said Allan softly. “Georgie Stevens. Johnnie Lind. Good evening, boys. Having a nice time breaking the windows of decent people, are you?”

Michael and Tim. had crowded to the threshold. “Watch it!” called Michael. “There’re two of them, Allan, and one of them has a rock.”

But Allan was leaping lightly from the doorstep, and for an instant Michael saw his face, white and smiling. It was a savage and lustful face, and Michael cried out. Stevens and Lind stood paralyzed, their mouths open. Allan was on them in an instant, and in an instant he had caught them both by the collar. He shook them swiftly, like a cat, and then he brought their heads together seemingly without an effort. A loud dull crack resounded through the street. The heads came together, again and again, and the young men began to scream and twist in Allan’s hands. For a time, which appeared endless to Michael, the head-cracking went on without Allan’s uttering a single word.

Then Allan flung both limp bodies into the running and icy gutter. Without compunction, he kicked both solidly in the ribs, his boots glittering dully in the lamplight. The young men groaned and lay still, dazed, their mouths running with blood. Allan stood over them, and he laughed aloud.

“The next time,” he said, “I’ll kill you. You understand that, don’t you? I’ll kill you—you swine.”

He was hardly mussed. He straightened his sleeves, shot his cuffs, shrugged his shoulders. He stood on the curb, smoothed down his hair. Slender, nonchalant, exuding power, he surveyed his work, and was pleased. He added, “Remember me to the rest of the boys, Georgie and Johnnie. I’d like to meet them again, like this. It’s always a pleasure to have this kind of talk with you.”

He gave himself a last fastidious dusting-off and turned back to the house. His father and brother let him enter, in silence. Allan went to his mother and stood beside her. “Stop crying, Ma,” he said gently. “We’ll have those windows mended tomorrow. In the meantime, if we can find some cardboard, or planks, we’ll cover them up.”

Tim closed the door very slowly. His seamed face was somber. He said in a slow and foreboding voice, “It is you who brought this on us. The men know you—you left ’em, deserted ’em. … It’s a punishment on us all.”

“Hell,” said Allan easily, but his fierce eye brightened bitterly on his father. “I suppose that is why they broke our windows two years ago, and a year before that, too.” He tried to control his rage. “Do you know what is wrong with them? First of all, it was your painting of the house, and Ma’s keeping it clean, and your respectability. Then it was our religion, and you being an immigrant, you old fool. And now it is even more unpardonable: they’re envious. Envy is always like that, murderous and hating and full of malice.” He remembered the men in the gutter, and he began to laugh.

“It’s envy it is, is it?” bellowed Tim, purpling again. His fists knotted. “It’s the poor souls rememberin’.…”

Allan uttered an obscene word half under his breath. Tim advanced upon him. But Michael put himself in his way, and laid his hand on his father’s shoulder. He was smiling broadly, though his eyes remained serious.

“Allan’s right, Dad. It is only envy. One of the deadly sins. Perhaps the most terrible of them all.”

Tim stopped, his head bent and lowering like a bull’s. He hesitated. His new awe for Michael halted and silenced him.

“You should be proud again of Allan. What a fighter he is, an Irish fighter! And it was you who taught him, Dad. Aren’t we a race of fighters?” Michael began to laugh. “Think of it, two against one, and he fought them down!”

Tim’s lower lip thrust out. The grimness stayed on his face but his blue eyes sparkled. He said, “Fine talk this is for a Brother, I’m thinkin’. Fine Christian talk.”

But Michael was convulsed with his laughter. He bent double. Mrs. Marshall began to smile wanly, and her hand stole to Allan’s arm. Tim stared blankly at his younger son, then all at once he melted and he started to shake with deep and rumbling mirth. He went to Allan and sheepishly struck his shoulder with his clenched fist. “But ye don’t kick a man when he’s down,” he said.

Allan smiled. “I didn’t have an appetite before. I have a splendid one, now.”

Mary Marshall busied herself about the stove while father and sons found flat pieces of wood to nail over the broken windows. Allan worked at one, and it was while he was doing so that he noticed the family’s old crèche standing nearby. One of the thrown stones had fallen on the Infant Jesus in His cradle, and the head was smashed. Allan, hammer in hand, stood and looked at it. Suddenly, out of the depths of him roared a black rage so intense that he became weak, and all that was still hesitant and doubtful in him, all that was still young, died. He began to hammer, and every stroke was a blow.
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On May 30th Michael Marshall wrote to his brother. The letter began humorously and quietly, an account of his new life. Then he had written:

“The letters I receive from Dad and Ma are full of misery. … I understand the break between you is complete, since your coming marriage to Miss Cornelia deWitt has been announced for June 5th. Our parents cannot overlook the fact that you are marrying out of the Church, and I understand from Father Tobin that you have not approached him. For Dad and Ma to have grandchildren not brought up in the Faith will be a grave sorrow and anguish to them.”

For God’s sake, thought Allan with disgust. He tore the letter into small pieces and threw them away. Medievalism. He walked up and down his pleasant if somewhat ponderous sitting room in the Philadelphia House, and as he did so he sipped at a glass of whisky. Here he was, about to marry the heiress of a great railroad empire, and his ridiculous parents, and brother, were distressed over the “Faith!”

He sat down near an open window, this early May afternoon. The sky was blue and warm, and the sound of traffic below very soothing. Head of the Portersville legal staff of the Interstate Railroad Company—Allan Marshall. Called into constant consultation with the Philadelphia staff, who greatly respected him and who fawned on him. A long jump from last May, Allan reflected. But not far enough—not ever far enough. His thoughts, becoming golden, meditated on the future, and he forgot his brother the monk, and his parents. He refilled his glass, glanced at his watch. There was a dinner tonight, at the home of the Brownells. He must soon begin to dress.

He thought of Cornelia and smiled. He recalled the warmth of her, and the springing youth, the ebullient spirits, the sly, ribald laughter, the wit, the beauty. “We shall honeymoon in our home in Newport,” she had told him. “Before the family descends on us. Papa is giving you a yacht, and this is a secret. Shall you call it Cornelia, darling? But, of course. Or Corallan, perhaps. Yes, that is much better. Corallan. Kiss me, dear. Do you know how much I love you? Look in my eyes. I never loved anyone, not even Papa, as much as I love you.”

He had looked indulgently into her eyes and had seen the quickening yellow fire of them, and then her arms had been about him hungrily, and her lips on his.

Hunger, he thought now. My Cornelia is a devourer. The glass paused at his mouth. He stared through the windows for a long time. Then he threw the whisky down his throat and said aloud, “Damn.” Cornelia was only a young girl of twenty; he was nearly twenty-eight. He was a match for any young lioness, and besides, he loved her. How could she threaten him in any way, she who was so full of humor and tolerance and gaiety, who wanted nothing but to be petted and stroked and admired?

No one could be kinder to him than Rufus deWitt these days. Rufus was proud of him. His salary was enormous. His position was assured. He remembered the magnificent ball given for him and Cornelia last January in the deWitt mansion in New York. There he had met the owners of fabulous names: the Gunthers, the Regans, the Vanderbilts, the Whitneys. He had conducted himself with reserve and elegance, and Cornelia and her father had chuckled, pleased. He had liked Mr. Gunther who had discussed the automatic coupler with him admiringly.

Newport for a few weeks. Then home again to Portersville, to that beautiful house on the mountainside, where, only a year ago, he had been one of the gardeners. Then New York again, then the Riviera and Paris, and London and Berlin. The honeymoon, interspersed with hard work at home, would last a year, Rufus had said. Allan shook his head, and for a moment he was dizzy. Then he was overcome with such an enormous excitement that he could sit no longer but must begin his rapid pacing up and down the room. There were times when he could not believe what had happened to him, so swiftly, so surely. A man prepared for endless hard years of poverty and hardship, working alone with only his own faith in himself to sustain him. He worked in silence, closed in by cold walls; he walked dirty streets in shabby clothing. His stomach was never entirely filled. His hands were hard, calloused, and gritty. In the winter he shivered under inadequate blankets. The smell of cabbage and dust and coal gas choked his nostrils. There were raucous voices about him, and the heavy stampings of patched boots. In the midst of it all he worked alone. And then one morning it was all over, and the fruits of his work, the golden apples in the golden basket, were given to him in one generous and overwhelming gift, not one by one, grudgingly, but all.

The wedding was to be held in the First Presbyterian Church in Portersville, the “family church,” Rufus had informed Allan seriously, with not even a twinkle of an eye. Allan had agreed, just as seriously. He knew very well, from Cornelia, that though the family supported the church, and had its own plush-upholstered pew there, Rufus and Cornelia rarely, if ever, attended any religious services. They never spoke of religion; it did not exist for them, just as poverty and fear did not exist for them. They were as “godless” as fine wild animals in a jungle where they were kings. To call them anti-religious was absurd, for God was only a name to them and had never been a part of their lives, or even a subject of speculation.

One matter had made Rufus uneasy, for his wife had mentioned it over and over, hysterically. So one day he had said to Allan, “Your parents, my boy. They—they will, of course, be present at the wedding.”

Some strange malice had impelled Allan to pretend to hesitate gravely. Then Allan had said, “I hardly think so, sir. You see, I am marrying out of the Church.”

Rufus had stared at him blankly, completely baffled at this remark. Allan explained. Rufus wrinkled his brows, and his eyes, so like Cornelia’s, had opened wide with incredulous laughter. Rufus said, “Well, well. How very odd. Really odd. Do you mean, my boy, that there are people who actually…” He had shaken his head and laughed again. But he was immensely relieved. It would have been impossible to have Allan’s parents at the wedding. Tolerance could go only so far.

Rufus had had much less trouble with his mother about the coming marriage. She, like Rufus, was more concerned with “losing” Cornelia than with Allan’s background and family. “The only child!” she had wept, completely forgetting her grandsons. She had relapsed into maudlin pity for herself and her son, and it was not until Estelle (protesting wildly against “this most improper and outrageous marriage with a man who is little better than a laborer”) had described Allan’s personality in terms which strongly suggested Aaron deWitt to his widow, that Sophia had risen, battling furiously for the young people. And she fought not only with fury but with pleasure, for in this way she could completely frustrate her daughter-in-law.

With Cornelia, Allan had visited the Purcells on a few occasions. It was hard for the young man to believe that Lydia was Cornelia’s mother, and he was incredulous at the affection between the two women. He had great respect and admiration for Lydia, for when she was certain that Cornelia loved him, she had accepted the situation graciously and coolly. She had long ago come to the sound conclusion that no one had a right to interfere with another’s life, though there were times when she said to her husband, “Cornelia will always be the victor in any situation. I am beginning to worry about young Allan, however. There is something mysterious about him, something that can never be touched. He has the capacity to suffer enormously.” To her surprise, Jim Purcell agreed with her. He said, “The feller thinks he’s ruthless. That’s different from being ruthless.” Only Laura had appeared distressed, and she would not explain. When Allan and Cornelia arrived, she usually managed to be absent. Sophia had suggested a double wedding, and Laura had been unaccountably disturbed by the suggestion.

All in all, Allan found matters very satisfactory. If sometimes he awakened in the night with a sensation of fear and foreboding, he explained this to himself easily. Things had happened too fast, and in too great a profusion. A man needed time to adjust. He would light a gaslight and take up the fine miniature of Cornelia, painted on ivory, and look into the smiling eyes and at the alluringly jocose mouth, and he would be reassured. He would say to himself: Even if I did not love the wench I’d marry her. Sometimes he found it necessary to take a drink if he was to fall asleep again.

He paused now, beside the miniature, and took it up in his hands and returned the smile. “Minx,” he said aloud. He put down the miniature and lit a cigarette and smoked it rapidly. He was sweating a little. All this excitement—all these arrangements—all these parties. And the working pace. He glanced at himself in the mirror; his black and curling hair was damp along his forehead. His features had sharpened; his nose appeared longer and keener. His eyes were feverish. His clothing was fitting him too loosely, and he impatiently supposed that it was because even the best of food no longer interested him. Suddenly there was a stiff cold shaking in him, in spite of the warmth of the evening. It was as if his very bones were chilled. He poured another drink for himself. When someone knocked discreetly at his door he jumped and cursed. An elderly hotel clerk stood outside and obsequiously informed the young man that a certain gentleman, a Mr. Boyle, wished to know if he could come up for a few minutes.

Allan frowned. He had almost forgotten old Dan Boyle, and he had no desire to see him again. That ignorant old boar, that ancient railroader who hated the “interests,” though he was actually one of them now! The interview would be violent or unnerving. Allan said, “Please tell Mr. Boyle I am not—” He was interrupted by a bellow from behind the clerk, and there stood Dan Boyle, squat, broad as an old tree trunk, fierce and red of face, flat of nose, fiery blue of eye, and with a big splayed mouth that suggested furious purpose. He held a wide black hat in his hand, a senator’s hat, and the top of his round head was covered with a tangled mass of white curls. He wore the richest of black broadcloth, but his brocaded waistcoat, flowered and vulgar, was reprehensible, and his watch chain, as thick as a man’s thumb, dangled a number of seals and other miscellaneous objects. The cigar in his mouth was huge and stinking. He shouted, “My bhoy! Aloysius! The divil with ye; it’s comin’ in I am.”

He shouldered his way past the quaking clerk, whom Allan tipped and hastily dismissed. When Allan turned to his unwelcome guest, Mr. Boyle was critically studying the sitting room. “Sure, and it’s a long way ye’ve come, ye rascal. Let me look at ye.” He scrutinized Allan, and the choleric blue eyes narrowed. “Humph,” he commented. He lowered his short bulk into a chair and kept his disconcerting gaze on the younger man. He was so stout that he wheezed constantly. His eyebrows, white as snow, jutted far out over his big face like a hoary cliff.

“A drink?” asked Allan somewhat lamely. Mr. Boyle grunted, and Allan poured a glass of whisky. Mr. Boyle drank it almost in one gulp, not once glancing away from his host. He put the glass on the table slowly, pursed up his lips. “And what would be the matter with my godson?” he asked. Now the choler was leaving his eyes.

“Matter?” asked Allan, sitting opposite the old man. He smiled easily. “I’m glad to see you, Dan.”

“It’s the liar ye are,” said Mr. Boyle, but without rancor. “I’m here because I wanted to tear you from limb to limb, and beat hell out of ye.” He shook his head. “But not now, I’m thinkin’.” He stared at the whisky bottle and again shook his head. “I've been talkin’ with your Dad.”

Allan was silent, and his face closed. “Ye’ll be wantin’ to know about thim,” said Mr. Boyle, ignoring Allan’s expression. “It’s a fine actor ye are, but not good enough for old Dan. So I’ll tell ye now that your Dad is a poor bewildered man and your Mum will have nothin’ said against her bhoy. So there’s no harmony in that house, and it’s missin’ they are the Franciscan son, with his oil on the waters.

“The mother has a cough, since February,” went on the old man. “So I’m tendin’ thim the money for a little house in the country.” He eyed Allan shrewdly. “It’s what you wanted, Aloysius, and the poor Dad said no. So ye’ll be makin’ me out a check for two thousand dollars today, so ye’ll have the satisfaction. Nice house, with a garden it is, and someday ye’ll be a-tellin’ Of thim that ye bought it with your own money.”

Allan’s eyes quickened. “Thanks, Dan,” he said.

Mr. Boyle smiled sadly. “Ye’ll not be waitin’ too long, I’m hopin’.” He paused a moment, and his red forehead crinkled. “Ye are bein’ called a hypocrite and a deserter by the workers. It’s said ye’ve used thim. Maybe ye did, in your crafty way. Yes. But I know somethin’ they do not. It was I who offered to send you to school years ago, for the studyin’ of the law, the labor law, so ye could be a-helpin’ of the lads. And ye refused. Ye preferred to work your way, ye who come of the good family in County Mayo. Worked till your hands was raw. Why? I know now. It was not in your soul to accept a man’s money for a lie.” He smiled again at Allan, and there was something of paternal love and understanding in that smile. “It’s à good bhoy ye are, Aloysius, and someday ye won’t be ashamed of it.”

Allan’s mouth tightened irritably. “Let’s not be sentimental, Dan. It’s true I wanted no help from you; I’ll never take help from any man.” All at once his eyes brightened with ferocity. “I’ve always hated the ‘workers,’ as you call them—from my childhood. There is no more good in them than in any other classification of men.” He stopped a moment, and the ferocity deepened in his eyes. Then he told Mr. Boyle of the Christmas episode, and the smashed figure in the crèche. The old man listened soberly, and nodded his head from time to time. Yet, there seemed a profound satisfaction in him which Allan saw but could not understand. When Allan had finished, Mr. Boyle broke into a bellow of laughter and slapped his knees. “Ah, that is a fight I should have seen! A noble fight.” He put up his fists and shadowboxed in the air with delight.

Allan refilled Mr. Boyle’s glass and his own. Mr. Boyle fell into silence and watched Allan drink, and he was grave again. At last he said, “So, ye’re takin’ to the bottle. A man does that when his soul is sick and there’s no hope in him. And ye’re not the lad for drink, Aloysius. Me, I’ve been drinkin’ hard all me life, but it did no hurt because even in the worst days I had no despair. And perhaps ye’ll be tellin’ me now why ye’re desperate.”

“You make me sound like a drunkard,” said Allan contemptuously. “Again, don’t be sentimental, Dan. It’s the pressure on me. When it is over. …”

“Never will it be,” interrupted Mr. Boyle. “It was in you as a lad. Now it is worse. Why?”

Allan turned the glass in his fingers. “A man grows older,” he muttered.

“Sometimes a man grows up,” said Mr. Boyle. He was watching Allan with keen sorrow. “What is it ye cannot stand, godson? What is it that eats at the soul?”

“Did you come here to inquisition me?” asked Allan with increasing irritation.

“Why, yes, that is what I did,” Mr. Boyle replied. “It’s angry I was with ye, but not for what you thought.” He waited, but Allan did not answer. “I promised, at your baptism, that I would guard you,” he continued. “Keep ye strong in the Faith. Could it be that ye are desperate because somewhere on your way ye lost God?”

Allan shouted with laughter. But Mr. Boyle became more sorrowful. “So, that is it,” he said. “Ye lost God because ye came to hate men. It’s the feelin’ soul ye have, and such souls make men devils or angels. What hurt ye so, somewhere in your life, Aloysius?”

Allan took out his watch and frowned at it. “Dan, you should have been a priest. And now, you must excuse me. I have to dress.”

But Mr. Boyle continued to sit and watch him. “A confirmation it was to ye, of your opinion, when the Infant Jesus was smashed. Aloysius, ye cannot unterstand, but I am leavin’ lighter of heart than when I came.” He stood up, and went to Allan and put his hand on the young man’s shoulder. He could feel the broad thin bones under his fingers, and he sighed. “I’ll be rememberin’ you in my prayers.” He pressed Allan’s shoulder heavily.

Allan shrugged off his hand, went to his desk, and wrote out a check, which he gave to Mr. Boyle. The old man tucked it away. Then Allan said maliciously, “Perhaps, Dan, I’ll be as rich as you someday. I hear it’s a fine house you have in County Mayo, in spite of the English landlords.”

Dan struggled to keep from smiling, then he confessed: “A whole village, Aloysius. The damned Sassenach was bankrupt, though he squeezed the poor folk. And now we have a school for the little ones, and a chapel, and the roofs don’t leak, and they bless the name of Dan Boyle. For what else does a man live?”

He walked slowly to the door, his mammoth head bent. Then he stopped, his hand on the latch, and turned to Allan. “It was in the newspapers that I read a little poem. On Monday. I cannot remember all of it, but only the first:


‘Now, was it Abel, was it Cain,

Who suffered death, who suffered pain?

Who dealt the blow that killed the other?

Now, was it Cain? Was it his brother?’”
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The early September day was very warm and very still. The trees appeared to be larger and greener, and more filled with light, and flowers seemed to be more profuse and vivid. Yet, there was such a silence. Allan Marshall, the town-bred, felt the silence uneasily. When the locusts suddenly and fiercely shrilled he heard them with relief. He had found his way to Stephen deWitt’s old beloved grotto, secret and hidden, and he was sitting on the marble bench. Clover heads studded the bright grass, and bees hummed from one to the other in the drowsing brilliance. Allan watched them abstractedly and thought: How long does it take for a woman to give birth? This has been going on since dawn. … I can’t stand much more of it.

He thought of Sophia deWitt, “the great gray hag.” She had died only two months ago, very suddenly. He had come to have a kind of love for the furious old woman, who had shown him an almost vehement and pathetic affection since his marriage to Cornelia two years ago. He had finally realized her loneliness and misery, and he had been able to comfort her. The fact that he had developed a malicious affection for Rufus, and had somehow revealed his increasing love for Cornelia and his devotion to the business of the family, had disarmed the mistrust she had felt for almost everyone. Sometimes she had addressed him as “my son.” And she had confided in him, telling him of Stephen with a strange lostness in her voice and a distant look in her eyes. “He believed in mankind,” she had said once, wonderingly, and she had turned to Allan as if expecting him to explain this incredible thing. “Except at the last. And that killed him, my poor Stephen.” She had added faintly, “Now, how did I know that?”

Only he and Cornelia had been at home when Sophia had died. The rest of the family had been in Newport, as usual, but Cornelia had refused to accompany them. “I want the baby to be born here,” she had said, “where I was born, and in the same room.” Allan was only too glad to please her in this. Newport bored him, except when he was alone and was standing on the wild rocks bordering Narragansett Bay and observing the blue and savage sea roaring in. Then, watching the arching breakers at full tide, something was assuaged in him. He would turn from them at sunset, and, with regret and a sense of desolation, go back to the great reddish stucco house on its bluff overlooking the waters.

Sophia had died shortly after luncheon on a late July day, all heat and humidity. She had gone to her rooms to rest, and then her maid had come down screaming, and Allan had run upstairs alone. Cornelia was napping, as prescribed by her doctor. When Allan reached the bedroom, Sophia was already dead. The family had returned at once from Newport, and there had been an enormous funeral. Cornelia had been utterly disconsolate. She had clung to her husband desperately, and only he could console her. It was during those days that Allan had acquired a deep tenderness for his young wife, and he spent hours stroking her coarse red hair and wiping away her tears. He had been enormously touched to discover that Sophia had divided her huge fortune between him and Cornelia.

Allan glanced at his watch. Only fifteen minutes had gone by. In another ten minutes or so the family would arrive from Newport in response to his telegram. Jim Purcell had called him an hour ago and had told him that he and Lydia and Laura and Patrick would be with him and Cornelia after dinner. Lydia, too, had spoken gently to her son-in-law, assuring him that all would be well, and that he must not expect matters to hurry with a first child. She had left a loving message with Allan for her daughter.

Allan lit another cigarette from his last one and smoked restlessly. The doctor had returned to his rooms, leaving Cornelia with her two nurses. He, too, had reassured Allan; the child would not be born until about midnight. He pointed out to Allan that Cornelia was doing excellently; why, she would not remain in her bed, the dear girl! And Cornelia, who only winced occasionally, and only scowled and swore a few times, had indulgently ordered her husband to go for a walk in the garden or do something, damn it. She had kissed him, her eyes twinkling, and had literally pushed him from her rooms with her strong young arms. “Come back, just before dinner, and we’ll have a toast together,” she had said, and her voice had boomed.

They treat me as if I were an idiot, thought Allan. He looked at the great house above him; the upper windows were one sheet of flame in the sunset. No one had drawn the curtains on Cornelia’s windows. The house and gardens slept under the golden sky. I was wrong, thought Allan, in his tiredness. She is not the zestful lion cub I thought. She is the very fiery heart of the family; there is a kind of terribleness about her, for she is like a force. She cannot be blamed for that any more than the sun can be blamed for burning, or the sea for rolling. She is elemental and full of natural power.

He thought of his first startled shock and realization when he had accidentally overheard Cornelia and Rufus talking together one evening. Rufus and his daughter were discussing business matters, and Cornelia’s voice was firm and hard; her husband had hardly recognized it. Allan incredulously listened to Cornelia’s suggestions, and the respect Rufus accorded them. Stocks, bonds, investments, subsidiaries, policies—Cornelia discussed them all. It was impossible that so young a woman should know so much, and so surely. Never had she discussed these things with her husband, and Allan had been mortified at his own puerility and at the implicit slight to him. And then he had become frightened. The lovely young wife who was so gay with him, so full of verve and laughter and teasing, so ardent and occasionally so tender, stood on an almost equal footing with her father.

Then Cornelia had seriously spoken of her husband, and her voice had become gentler and more thoughtful. “He does what he does because something drives him, and that something is nothing we can understand, Papa,” she had said. “If ever that ‘something’ leaves him, he won’t be the man either of us knows. Yes, he does drink a little too much, and that is part of the strange thing we’ll never know.”

Nor will I, Allan had thought with angry humiliation as he had turned away. He felt exposed, and it was all the worse that his exposure had come from a young girl whom he loved as a husband, and whom he had believed to be inferior to him. Intelligent, yes, but a female intelligence. From that day on he began, very cautiously and tentatively, to discuss legal and business matters with his wife. She had listened at first, as a mother listens, with sweet tolerance, to a story she has already heard. It was not so now, Allan thought, as he viciously ground his cigarette in the grass. He was satisfied that Cornelia had finally admitted him to the congregation of the inner family, and that he was no longer an intellect and a force to be manipulated and used, and a man only to be loved.

He decided he could not endure the silent and golden peace of the gardens any longer. He went back to the house. Muted noises from the servants, as they came and went through the rooms, annoyed him. There was a faint clatter of silver and dishes in the dining room. He would eat alone tonight. He went into the library, opened a cabinet, and took out a bottle of whisky and a glass. Then he looked at them with distaste. At last he took out another glass, and carrying the bottle under his arm, he went upstairs. Cornelia’s door was open so that the cooling evening air could wash away the warmth of the earlier day. Cornelia was laughing, and her laughter was followed by the titter of the nurses. Downstairs the telephone rang stridently in the dimming stillness. Those damned reporters again, thought Allan, and he went into Cornelia’s room. Now church bells began to ring faintly and sweetly from the valley below, for it was Sunday, and Allan thought of the Italian campanile singing across the hot blue waters of the Bay of Naples.

Cornelia was sitting at her dressing table and her maid was brushing her long and vivid hair. Her turquoise dressing gown flowed lightly from her shoulders to her feet and billowed on the soft tints of the Aubusson rug. She turned her head and grinned in welcome at her husband. “Back again? Why, you’ve been gone only half an hour or so. Tell me, who is having this kid? You or I?” She kissed him heartily as he bent over her. There was no pallor in her face, no sign of pain, though there was the slightest crease between her eyes, coming and going every few moments. “I’ve decided something,” she said, as her maid braided her hair deftly and the fatuous nurses looked on from their chairs. “I’m going to have twins. I always said so.”

“Where is Dr. Schwartz? Why isn’t he with you?” demanded Allan angrily. Cornelia shrugged and laughed. “He’s all worn out, poor old man. He said he’ll have a tray in his rooms. Anyone would think,” she added, “that I was giving royal birth or something. I see you have your bottle, and two glasses.” Her smile remained, broad and good-tempered, but all at once she winced and cringed a little. “A large drink for me, please.” Her voice, for an instant, was a trifle faint.

One of the nurses, the young and stout one, came forward and spoke timidly: “Do you think it best, Mrs. Marshall? Don’t you think we should consult Dr. Schwartz?”

Cornelia had recovered, and she waved her hand. “Nonsense. I know what is ‘best’ for me. Go on, Allan,” she said, as Allan hesitated. She tipped the bottle in his hand as he poured, and took the filled glass even though he protested. Then she turned to her nurses and maid and suggested they leave her alone “for a few damned minutes at least.” They left, not offended, but only anxious. Cornelia’s spurious democracy, so like her father’s, commanded their utter adoration.

She put her glass to her lips and her eyes shone with merriment at her husband. “To the twins,” she said and tossed down the whisky smoothly. Allan frowned. He had never known a woman who drank anything stronger than wine, except the poor drabs in the slums who were addicted to gin. But Cornelia drank like a man, easily and naturally. He supposed it was all right—for Cornelia. She said, raising her thick red eyebrows, “You aren’t drinking, my pet.”

“I think your drinking is disgusting,” he said sullenly, but he refilled her glass. She laughed at him. “I’ve been drinking with Papa since I was eighteen, or younger.” She put down her glass and stretched her arms, and the folds of the blue and gauzy material fell away; her arms were large and had the perfection of heroic marble. She yawned contentedly.

“You are certain you are well?” Allan asked, going to her again. He drew her head to his chest in a need to give her tenderness. She looked up at him mischievously. “Perfectly wonderful, except for these twinges. I am supposed to count them. Am I disappointing you, darling? Should I be howling my lungs out and fainting?” He left her and returned to his chair. “If you hadn’t kept prowling into my rooms this morning, you’d never have known I was even awake.” Her mocking face changed, and now it was suddenly warm with affection, and the ebullient eyes softened into seriousness.

“How hard you take things, Allan,” she said. “I doubt I’ll ever take things hard for very long.”

Childbirth, Allan reflected apprehensively, sometimes brought death to the mother. However, it was impossible to think that this glowing young woman, all health and strength and bounce, could be in any danger. He saw that she flinched and bent over with a grunt, and he started to go to her. “For heaven’s sake,” she said, when she could recover her breath, “do relax, Allan. No child is born without a little bother.” “We should have had the best doctor in New York,” said Allan. But Cornelia only smiled indulgently. “I could get along with a midwife, I think, or nobody.” She glanced at her jeweled clock. “That was over a five-minute interval. The whisky did me a lot of good.” Recovered from her spasm, she yawned again and displayed all of her glistening white teeth. “Tell me, Allan, what do you think of this baby, or babies?”

“I want them, or it, of course. What man doesn’t? And your father is practically incoherent all the time with joy.” Allan smiled wryly. “He keeps forgetting he has two sons of his own.”

Now the expression he was becoming accustomed to, and which at first had startled him, came over Cornelia’s face. It had derision in it, hardness, and a kind of amused cruelty. “It’s not their fault they are miserable wretches. It’s Estelle’s. And I think Papa thinks of them as Estelle’s children rather than his. If you are worrying about them, my angel”—and the expression changed to one gently jeering—“Estelle has a lot of money of her own, and Papa won’t forget them in his will.”

But an incredible thought had come to Allan. He stared at his wife. “Do you mean, Cornelia, that it isn’t taken for granted that Jon and Norman will be named by your father, in his will, as president and vice-president, with the voting stock. …”

She stared at him in her turn, disbelieving. Then she burst into a roar of laughter, and slapped her thighs. When she could get her breath she shouted, “Oh, my God! And you didn’t know! You didn’t know that you are his heir, and I. The company is ours when Papa dies, with the fifty-one per cent of the stock.” She stopped laughing suddenly, and gazed at him in astonishment. “What else did you expect, may I ask? I am my father’s daughter. I have been in consultation with him since I was fifteen years old, or even younger. I know all about the business. I thought you understood that.” Again her face changed, became charged with power and implacability, and from her sprang an aura of indomitable force.

Allan, fascinated, could not look away from her. His heart was thumping heavily. He had thought that very shortly he would be named as a director of the board. He had come to see himself as chairman, eventually. He stood up, swept to his feet by a wave of dizzy exultation. President of the Interstate Railroad Company! The prize was only a heartbeat away. He could not hide his exultation from Cornelia, and she saw it with cynical contentment. “But, in your heart, my darling, weren’t you aiming for it?” she asked.

Yes, thought Allan, I see now that I was. Nevertheless, to escape the smile in Cornelia’s disingenuous eyes, he went to the window and looked out.

The western skies had become a bright lake of green, changing to sharp scarlet over the tops of the hills. Early frost had already struck at the mountains: here and there the crimson glow of a maple burst forth from the emerald background. As the slopes fell to the valleys they floated tenuously in misty heliotrope. The river was a vein of fire winding through the narrow purple land. Allan had never been able to accustom himself to this stern and silent grandeur, for it inevitably aroused in him a deep melancholy and pervading desolation. He started when Cornelia came to his side and looked out with him. He saw her profile, and he was taken aback, for she was grave as she was rarely grave, and even pensive. She leaned against his shoulder, and some of the greenish light from the sky lay on the predatory nose, in the sockets of her eyes, and on the roundness of her chin. She said abstractedly, “And what shall their names be?”

“We never talked of that,” replied Allan, putting his arm about her. He spoke with surprise. “I wonder why?”

“Because we always talked only of us,” she answered, and she was smiling again. “Well?”

He hesitated. “I thought—Dolores, if it is a girl. And—Timothy, if a boy.”

She reflected. “Suppose your choice should stand, if a girl; and mine, if a son.” She went back to her chair. “I think I’ll make a dreadful mother. I don’t care for children. But it doesn’t matter. If I don’t dote on mine, they will be the better for it. One has only to look at my little brothers. I do hope Estelle has the sense not to bring them back from Newport today.” She glanced at her clock again. “They’re late. There was a time when everything was cleared for our private car, but Papa has become meticulous these past few years.”

Her maid and nurses returned with the news that the family had arrived.

Rufus informed Allan that they had all decided to dine not in their car but to keep him company at dinner. Estelle, the boys, their nurses, and their governess were with him, to Allan’s vexation. On this special occasion they would dine with “everybody.” Allan, sitting at the candlelit table beside Estelle, was forced to listen to the shrill clamorings of the little boys. He wondered if only he knew that Jon and Norman hated each other jealously, and were in constant competition for their mother’s sole attention. Norman, the younger, had a loathsome habit of leaping on Estelle’s lap when she was talking in her bubbling tones to Jon, and fastening his mouth over hers to prevent further conversation. Then he would snuggle babyishly in her arms, his head on her breast, and listen smugly to her endearments, watching Jon the while. His brother was little better. In Allan’s opinion, there was something secretly obscene in the rivalry of the boys.

Estelle, who always managed to listen in spite of the uproar of her own children, gave Rufus a vindictive peep. “Jon is talking to you, my dear,” she said. Rufus, forced out of a joyous brooding over his daughter, turned in irritation to his son. “Yes?” he said impatiently. Jon’s light brown eyes narrowed on his father, and he said petulantly, “I want to go back to Newport tonight. Eddie Glynn’s having a birthday party tomorrow. Why can’t we go back? Why did we come?”

“Because something more important than you, or your brother, is happening here now,” said Rufus coldly. “I think I’ll go up to see my daughter, if you’ll excuse me.”

Allan smiled to himself, and seriously ate his dessert. Estelle was silent; he could feel her hating eyes upon him. “You seem less concerned about Cornelia than her father, Allan,” said Estelle at last, in a venomous voice.

Allan shrugged. Then he regarded Estelle curiously. “I think this child means much to him,” he answered. “Perhaps more than any of us realize.”

He knew that Estelle had never ceased to detest him, and that in the past two years and three months she had come to fear him. It was very seldom that she permitted her thoughts to reveal themselves, except by the flash of her warm brown eyes or a curl of her pretty red mouth. But now, disturbed and frightened by what her husband had said to her sons, and enraged by Allan’s half-smile, she glared at him with open hatred. “More important” than her boys, her lovely aristocratic boys—that rowdy and vulgar hoyden with her red hair and execrable manners and rough voice! “More important,” too, perhaps, this intruder, this nobody, this “foreigner,” this Irishman, and his child, who would probably be a monster! Jon and Norman turned their attention upon her suddenly, and what they saw excited them, as all wild things are excited by primeval emotions.

“Shut up, shut up!” screamed Jon, and kicked out his leg at Allan. But Allan deftly caught it, twisted it enough to make the boy howl, then stood up. He and Estelle exchanged one violent look, and then he left the room without a word of apology. He went into the candlelit hall just as the Purcells and the Peales arrived. They thought him extremely pale and agitated, and this made Lydia smile at him with affection. She gave him her cool cheek to kiss, and her enigmatic eyes were concerned under the rose velvet bonnet with its gray plumes.

Laura Peale, her niece, resembled her so closely that she might have been her daughter. Her dark blue taffeta frock had been contrived so cunningly that one was hardly aware that she was about six months pregnant. Like Lydia, all her movements were unconsciously perfect. Her forehead, under her blue bonnet, had a peculiar glow of its own, like an inner light of intelligence and purity. Allan was always fascinated and humbled at this, for he was, innately, a superstitious man.

Jim Purcell never changed, except to grow more monolithic in appearance. But Patrick, nearly thirty-five, was already gray at the temples, and his face had acquired stern and unbending lines. He hated Allan with a zealot’s hatred, and he never saw him without saying to himself: I have never wanted to kill anyone, except this man.

Jim Purcell said, “What’s the matter, Allan? Things going all right?” He shook Allan’s hand and grinned at him knowingly. He had a profound respect for this young man, who let nothing stand in his way. Pat could rave about his “lack of ethics,” and smolder silently when Allan’s name was mentioned. But Jim Purcell was only roughly amused. He did not know exactly what had happened a year ago between Allan and Patrick, but, as he told Lydia, “I’ll bet it was considerable, and murderous.”

Allan was recovering himself. He was angry that he had permitted an insignificant, false woman to annoy him, especially today. However, Estelle was perhaps the one person in the world who could enrage him, childishly, with her bubbles, her smirks, her sweetness which was so cloying, her “ideals” which were greedy lies, and her artificial effervescence. He knew that Estelle disliked and resented all the family except Patrick Peale, whom she had succeeded in convincing, at long last, that she possessed a humanitarian soul, full of selflessness and enthusiasm for the “common man.”

Allan informed the newcomers that Cornelia was doing well, that her father was with her, and that nothing seemed imminent. Lydia went upstairs with the nervous Laura to see her daughter, and the three men remained alone in the hall below. Jim Purcell lit Allan’s cigarette, and put his pipe in his mouth. “Let’s go into the library, or somewhere, until you’re called,” he said. He took Allan’s arm, and the two, followed by Patrick, went into the library where the lamps had already been lighted. Jim surveyed the lamps and said, “I’m putting in electricity, myself. That feller, Edison. He’ll light up the whole world in a few years. You’ll see. And his electric cars are better for our streets than our old horsecars. Progress.” He sat down and winked at Allan. “Anything for your guests to drink, eh?”

“None for me,” said Patrick curtly. He stood by the window and looked at the featureless darkness. Allan brought out a bottle and two glasses, and filled them to overflowing. Jim Purcell lifted his glass and said, “To the mother and babe, and may it be a boy.” He watched Allan gulp the liquor. Allan spoke grittily in the voice of a man who has drunk too much. “She says it will be twins.”

“Cornelia’s never wrong,” replied Jim emphatically. “Always a girl for good judgment.” He grinned. “Didn’t she marry you? Hear you’re goin’ to bring your hell-fire to the board of directors soon. And Red Rufe told me you’ve invested in the new oils near Titusville, and Idaho’s gold mines. Got right in on the ground floor, when everybody else, includin’ me, was laughin’ their fool heads off.”

Patrick always avoided speaking to Allan whenever possible, but now he turned with a jerk from the window and his muted face was greatly disturbed. “The board of directors?” he said. Allan refilled his glass. “Yes,” he said coolly. “Any objection—from another member of the board?” Patrick did not reply. He went to a distant red leather chair and sat down. His hands clenched on the arms, and the fanatic’s gleam was flashing in his eyes. Jim Purcell had once remarked, “No wonder you’re so het up all the time, and so full of nerves. No vices. A good vice or two’re necessary for a man to keep his perspective.”

Jim was intensely curious about what exactly had happened between the two young men a year ago, but no one, not even Allan who trusted him, had enlightened him in spite of wide hints. However, Jim Purcell derived considerable amusement from the savage tension between the two, which seemed to crackle openly. He said, “D’ja hear Pat and Laura have just bought a fine piece on the mountain, about half a mile from here? For a new house? Tired of living with us old folks.” He chuckled.

Allan knew that Patrick and his father, the former Secretary of State, were on bad terms, in spite of the pathetic attempts of the older Peale to conciliate his son. Mr. Peale lived alone in his great house, to which he had returned after he had had a stroke in Washington. Patrick rarely visited him, and never took his young wife on those infrequent visits. And he, Allan Marshall, was responsible for this. Sometimes he felt compassion for the old man in that empty mansion on the river, who could no longer go even to his law offices or accept dinner invitations. What he, Allan, had done, had had to be done. If an “anarchist” like Pat Peale made his own father the victim of his virtues, it was no fault of Allan Marshall’s. He began to think of what had happened a year ago.

After months of long debate, consideration, and weighing, large carriers such as the Interstate Railroad Company had come to the conclusion that government regulation of railroads might have its advantages, provided that the regulation did not go beyond construction, inspection of equipment, and the maintenance of the roads. The railroad industry was one of the mightiest industries in America, and no longer operated in the sort of lighthearted, catch-as-catch-can, and haphazard methods which had distinguished them twenty-five or thirty years ago. As the frontiers shrank, and the railroads ran like vital veins through the body of the nation, the industry gained not only in incalculable wealth but in prestige and importance. In 1887, however, there were still some “privateer” little railroads scattered through the communities, with which the great carriers were forced to connect if they wished to serve those communities.

“There is no longer a place in America for small business to compete with large,” Rufus had said to his officers. “There must be the sound uniformity which only the large industries can afford.”

There were irreconcilable individualists who insisted that the devouring of the small businesses by the large was a threat to liberty. Rufus had smiled urbanely at this. “Liberty? What has progress got to do with liberty?”

Allan, who had the Celt’s innate horror of any sort of regimentation or control by government, disagreed with Rufus. Once let government into anything, he would think gloomily, no matter how apparently unimportant, and it will soon find a way to occupy the whole premises. He attended conferences between the presidents of the great carriers, and while he openly acquiesced, he frowned inwardly. He was not sentimental about the “small” man. He was only concerned with the dangerous principle involved. “Let a beggar be oppressed, and the man with the diamonds on his fingers will not escape,” he thought.

In his prophetic alarm he had even suggested that the great carriers assist the little ones to bring up their standards. Rufus had stared at him, astounded and full of incredulity. “My dear boy,” he had remarked, embarrassed before his associates, “we want those small roads ourselves, and if the government is inadvertently willing to assist us in this, why should we object?” He had added, “Not having the money to meet government standards, they’ll have to sell out to us. Yes, this proposed regulation, I see, has its tremendous advantages for us, and for the public, who deserve to be safe in their persons and in their goods on any line.”

Then the carriers and the investors and the manipulators quietly informed their representatives in Washington that they were withdrawing their objections to the proposed law. They were exceedingly unhappy however, when some independent enthusiasts in Congress, taking advantage of the “capitulation” of the great carriers, rapidly introduced an amendment to the law governing rates of passenger and freight traffic. But the “sound” politicians took advantage even of this menacing amendment. It would be impossible for the small carriers to meet these new rates if they were high enough. They became high enough. The large carriers acquired the small roads.

Patrick Peale, the young idealist, having missed the directors’ meeting at which the decision had been made, had not in his single-minded blindness understood that the “capitulation” by the Interstate and the other great carriers had been voluntary, for their own reasons. He believed a “victory” had been obtained by the “forces of democracy” in government. He believed that the time had come for a tremendous “revolution” in “behalf of the common man.” He was convinced that in a nation, still young and expanding and individualistic, it was possible to pass laws, in the name of “human rights,” to destroy individualism. He did not fear government, believing that if it contained only men like himself (and he believed it could) it would bring a new heaven upon earth. He was never aware that all men are intrinsically tyrannous and dangerous, no matter what their position in the world. And only Allan Marshall knew that men like Patrick, who honestly believed in their transcendental theories, were the sinister and ancient threat of the ages.

He, Allan, had talked this over with Rufus and with Guy Gunther and the others, and they had gazed at the young man with mighty respect. They agreed with him that Patrick and his friends in the Senate should be “watched.” While Allan wished him watched for any ominous signs of incipient tyranny, the others wished him watched for any indications which would affect their pockets.

To Patrick, the undeniable misery of most workers in America in the eighties, the oppression of labor unions, could all be swept away in one government edict. He did not know that sound progress in human affairs was a matter of the slow awakening of the public conscience, and the painful application of the religious principle that every man is spiritually responsible for the well-being of his brother. Patrick, the believer in the rights of man, had a subconscious contempt for mankind, a trait he shared with all reformers and fanatics.

It was Allan’s ability to see “bogeymen” that made him the unsleeping enemy of Patrick Peale. Let Rufus and his friends “watch” Patrick and his friends, for the preservation of their wealth and power. He, Allan, would watch him for more terrible reasons. Many years later he was to think to himself: My metamorphosis began with my comprehension of Pat Peale. I thought I was driven by self-interest. But it was much deeper than that, unknown even to myself. I think I began to see when I found out that he possessed all the works of Nietzsche, and read them constantly. Every fanatic is a disciple of that insane philosopher, whether he knows it or not.

Mingled with all this was an ingrained personal hatred for Patrick Peale, which he would not acknowledge too often. Patrick had married Laura deWitt.

Carried away by the delusion that they had “forced” capitulation on the great carriers, Patrick and his colleagues believed the time had come to strike for even larger concessions. Patrick proposed to introduce another amendment to the bill regulating railroads: it demanded that the government include in the act a section giving to the government means to supervise working conditions on the roads, enforce minimum wages, control working hours, compel all carriers to recognize unions to be set up by an arbitrary and to-be-formed governmental agency, force the carriers to build homes for their workers at their own expense, provide free medical attention to the workers, build schools for the workers’ children, divide profits with the workers, limit dividends paid to stockholders, erect hospitals, at the carriers’ expense, for all railroad employees, subsidize food in special railroad shops so that the workers would not need to buy expensive goods in the open market, and “enlarge the horizons of all workers and their families so that no longer should they absorb the opium of the people—religion.”

“If we can win on this, over the railroads—and we can win if we are dedicated—we can impose this law on all other industries, too,” Patrick told his colleagues, who shouted their enthusiasm at him.

When this proposed amendment came to the knowledge of the carriers, there was great hilarity among them. The young feller was insane. Let him talk and “get it out of his system.” No one would take him and his friends seriously. After all, he was the son of a rich man, and a director, himself, on the board of the Interstate Railroad Company, and owner, through his wife, of sixteen per cent of the stock. When Allan, appalled, declared that it was precisely because of all this that he would be taken seriously in Washington, they patted Allan’s shoulder and spoke again of bogeymen. Only Rufus, after long arguments with Allan, ceased to smile, and began to listen.

“That Allan of yours is right on every count,” Jim Purcell had said to Rufus. “But all the rest of you are muttonheads.”

“The amendment must not even be introduced,” said Allan. “Pat must withdraw it at once, and be forced never to mention it again. Of course, it would be thrown out anyway. But news of it would get into the papers, and the poisonous idea would spread slowly but surely among the people, to the eventual destruction of the Constitution in some later decade.”

Greatly alarmed now, Rufus asked what Allan could do. Allan said, with a dark smile, “There is a skeleton in the closet of every man, even men like Pat Peale. It’s only necessary to find it, and rattle it in his face. And I’ll find it. It will cost a lot of money.”

Rufus had considered this, and then he had laughed soundlessly, his eyes sparkling and rounded. Then he had said severely, “We must move fast. There has been too much delay as it is.” And he had given Allan a glance of paternal reproach, which had made Allan burst into bitter mirth. Allan had then gone to New York and had engaged the services of the entire staff of a private investigation agency and had told them that money was no object. Important information would be rewarded with incredible sums, especially if it were prompt.

In three weeks, the head of the agency reported to Allan with immense satisfaction. Allan had immediately gone to see the senior senator from Pennsylvania, a good and devoted friend of the deWitts, an intelligent, able, and conservative man who owed his election to the family.

Then Allan had asked Patrick Peale to see him privately, and at once, on a matter of the most extreme seriousness. Patrick, who was at home, agreed in spite of some disdainful hesitation, and asked Allan to come to his secluded office. The senior Peale, now the Secretary of State, was in Washington, and there would be no interference. Patrick was much annoyed, and taken aback, when Allan arrived with the senior senator, a Mr. Horace Thornton.

Allan had come to the point at once. “Mr. Thornton has come with me because he is disturbed by the amendment to the act regulating the railroads that you propose to submit during the next session.”

Patrick had raised polite eyebrows and had bowed to his senior. “I am sorry,” he said, “but I intend to do what I believe is right.”

“The amendment will be laughed out of the Senate,” said Mr. Thornton. “You know that, Patrick.”

“Possibly it will,” returned the younger man, frowning. “It is very revolutionary, and, candidly, I do not believe it will be adopted. However, the people will be fully informed through the papers of what we have in mind, if not immediately, then for the future. Public sentiment, especially among the workers, will be aroused. And public sentiment, at first nebulous, can become later an irresistible force.”

“True,” said Allan, looking at Patrick with fierce eyes. “And that is why you are not going to propose this demented amendment.”

Patrick gave Allan a faint, aristocratic smile. “Who is going to prevent me?” he asked.

“You are.”

The two young men looked at each other in a sudden and vibrating silence. Then Patrick laughed a little, gently. “Are you going to attempt to bribe me, Allan?” His voice was disbelieving, and even contained a trace of the pity which men who believe they are superior reserve for those whom they are convinced are inferior.

“Bribe you?” Allan had shown all his teeth in a genuine smile. “I wouldn’t dream of it. I am just going to present certain facts to you which might force your resignation from the Senate, and which will make every word you say quoted with ridicule and contempt in the newspapers. It is only regard for the family, and for your wife, who is the niece of Mr. deWitt, which prevents me from giving all my facts to the newspapers now without offering you an opportunity to withdraw your amendment voluntarily, and keep silent about it forever after.” He added, “I’m being generous. Don’t press my generosity too far, Pat.”

Patrick Peale became deadly white. Anger flared into his eyes, then increased to rage. His first impulse was to order Allan out of his office. But normal human curiosity, and something like dread, halted him.

“Are you trying to blackmail me?” he demanded, incredulous. “And if so, with what? There is nothing in my life. …”

“That is true,” Allan conceded quietly.

“Then, you can do nothing,” said Patrick with another faint smile. His color was returning. He glanced at his senior colleague courteously, ignoring Allan. “I am sorry, sir, that you are so strongly opposed to my amendment, but I cannot help that.”

Senator Thornton sighed. “I, too, am sorry, Pat. And for you. I think you are dangerous—please forgive me. However, I feel it my duty, in my sworn capacity as a defender of the Constitution, to warn you that should you continue on your disastrous path I shall bring up—certain matters. … I loathe the idea; I sicken at it. But sometimes a man must use a dirty sword to protect his country.”

“I do not understand.” Patrick’s voice was stifled. His new color was fading again. “My amendment—what do you mean, “warn’ me?—a ‘dirty sword’?”

“We are not here to debate your amendment with you,” said Allan. “You wouldn’t be moved by any argument; you are too much of a fool. You are, in your way, even an evil man. But that’s too subtle for you.” He smiled at Senator Thornton, who looked momentarily confused. “An intangible, sir, and a very vital one.” He returned to Patrick. “It is true, as I admitted, that there is nothing in your life which could disgrace or ruin you. But there is in your father’s life—your father, the Secretary of State, and held in national esteem. I understand you have a great attachment to your father.”

Patrick half-rose in his chair, and now his face was a blaze of wrath and powerful repudiation. “How dare you speak of my father! You! What has my father to do with this?”

He was outraged and aghast, and Allan understood why with answering rage. These fastidious and expensively educated idealists were all the same, nursing in themselves a secret contempt for the “self-made” man, despising the life-force that had catapulted him from his original low estate because they knew they had no such dynamism, and though they prated of the “majesty of labor and the nobility of toil,” they disdained the vigorous men who had had to acquire position by hard work, and knowledge by sheer determination. Allan had come here with the resolve that nothing would provoke him, but he said now, “You are a whitehanded hypocrite, Peale, a moral snob, a liar who does not know he lies.”

“My dear young men,” said Senator Thornton in dismay, as he saw the violence in the two faces. He said to Allan, “You are unjust to Patrick.”

“No,” said Allan, still staring at the man he hated, “I just detest, and know, his kind. He reaches intellectual conclusions, which never include human imponderables. He’s arrogant, and an egotist, and so he’ll never be reached by anything except something which strikes at him through those qualities.” He leaned toward Patrick, who gazed at him in pale and formidable silence. “I came to use a weapon against you, and I didn’t like the idea. But I do now.”

“State your business and get out,” said Patrick in a constricted voice.

Allan leaned back in his chair and took his time lighting a cigarette. “I’m going to refresh your memory. Two years ago an undersecretary at the French Embassy shot and killed his wife, then committed suicide. She was a pretty woman, Madam Giroud. Perhaps you met her.”

“I did.” Patrick shifted, and his mouth was carved contemptuously beneath his sharp nose. “No one ever knew why it happened.”

“I do,” said Allan. “I think the matter was dismissed, as the French say, as a crime passionnel. It was. But the other man in the triangle was never discovered. Until three weeks ago.”

Patrick laughed slightly. He picked up a pen and played with it. His brown eyes rested on Allan as they might have rested on a servant who was being insolent. “Well? Should I be interested?”

“You should. He was your father.”

Patrick did not speak. The pen fell from his fingers, rolled a little, then dropped to the floor. It made a small click in the silence. All the life was leaving Patrick’s face; slowly, it was becoming deathlike. His jaw bone, sharp under the flesh, gleamed white.

Allan, watching him and speaking musingly, said, “Your father—he is about sixty, isn’t he? And Madame Giroud was only thirty, her husband thirty-eight. A very attractive and amiable pair, and popular. Washington was shocked. So was Paris. It was quite a scandal, nationwide, for they were the favorites of the President, who entertained them frequently.” He laid a thick packet on the desk near Patrick’s stiffened hand. “Newspaper clippings, from all over the country. Some as recent as three months ago, commenting on the ‘mystery.’ It isn’t a mystery any longer, at least to the three of us in this room. The Secretary of State—and the Girouds.”

“Slander,” whispered Patrick.

“Not slander. The truth.” Allan laid a thinner packet on top of the other. “I have had it all thoroughly investigated. You might take these papers to your father, and ask him, yourself.”

“You are trying to destroy my father, who gave you your first opportunity.” Patrick was still whispering.

“I don’t want to hurt Mr. Peale, and I don’t intend to. It’s in your hands. Just in those hands of yours, there. If I give the matter to the press, it is you who will have forced me to do so.”

“Lies,” said Patrick, and with an uncontrollable gesture he pushed the packets to the floor. “You are a liar.”

Allan’s mouth tightened. “I think not.”

“If you dare—I know the law—you will be arrested.” Patrick was having obvious difficulty in breathing.

Mr. Thornton spoke reluctantly. “Then you’ll have to swear out a warrant for me, too, Pat. If you force Allan to act, I’ll have to mention it to the senators. It’s a moral obligation. After all, I voted to confirm your father’s nomination as Secretary of State.”

The white Puritan! thought Allan. But Puritans are proud and jealous of honor. If he were a normally ambitious man, a realistic and expedient man, he would tell me to get the hell out of here, and his father be damned or take the consequences of his own acts. But personal honor is another matter.

Allan stood up. “I suggest you take this information and show it to your father. In Washington. I’ll give you four days. After that, it’ll be too late, no matter what your decision is.”

“Merciless devil,” said Patrick.

“On the contrary, I’m merciful. I haven’t given out the news to the papers. Whether or not I do rests entirely on your own decision.”

Mr. Thornton got wearily to his feet, and he was full of pity for the stricken young senator. “Believe me, it’s all true, Patrick. I’m sorry you had to know. And it may seem strange to you, but Allan is acting on principle, and not on mere selfinterest as the son-in-law of Rufus deWitt.”

“Principle,” repeated Patrick, with sick emphasis.

“Yes,” said Allan. “Principle. The upholding of a system of government which protects all Americans from men like you. But you’ll never understand that. It’s beyond your ability.”

Patrick left for Washington that night. Two nights later the Portersville papers had black and excited headlines. The Secretary of State, Mr. Peale, had suffered a sudden stroke, which had paralyzed his right side. His son had been with him when the calamity had occurred, and when Mr. Peale was able to travel his son would bring him home. Young Mrs. Peale had left for her Washington house to be with her husband.

Allan had received a telegram from Patrick. “I have withdrawn the amendment.”

“What was it that you used as a lever?” Rufus had asked his son-in-law avidly. “I love a scandal, what else is scandal for?”

But Allan never told anyone. He knew he could trust Mr. Thornton. He was honestly disturbed about Mr. Peale, whom he had respected and whom he had liked. He hated Patrick, now, with an implacable hatred. The cursed Pharisee must have given the old man a very bad time.

At midnight, Cornelia, with a minimum of pain, gave birth to a boy and a girl, as she had prophesied. They were thin and pretty children, with hair like silver, and with large blue eyes. Cornelia had yelped boisterously when she had seen them. “Changelings!” she had cried, pretending to reject them. “They look like my sister,” Lydia said. “And like my little Ruthie.” “But where is my red hair, and Allan’s eyes?” Cornelia had jocosely demanded. She had actually sat up to stare with amusement at the babies. The first kiss she had received was not from Allan, but from her father, who radiated pleasure and warmth like the sun. He was proud and delighted, and was unwilling to move aside either for his daughter’s mother or for her husband.

He said, “My boy. My girl. I am going to deposit one million dollars tomorrow to their personal account. One million dollars!”

Estelle came in on time to hear this joyous announcement. She had given Rufus two sons, yet he had done nothing for them like this.

“And a million dollars’ worth of stock for me,” Cornelia said with complacence. “After all, it was I who gave these rascals to you.” She added, “Really, Papa, the nurses have to take them away now.”

Dr. Schwartz was rewarded with a staggering fee and much emotion from Mr. deWitt. It was not for two hours that Allan was remembered by his father-in-law.

In due time the babies were christened in the church where their parents had been married, and by the minister who had married them. The girl was called Dolores, the boy, Rufus Anthony Marshall. Newspapers all over the country gave a prominent place to the arrival of the new heirs to the deWitt fortune and position. Allan’s parents gave no sign. But Michael wrote to his brother: “Let me quote a letter written by Fra Giovanni in 1513: ‘I salute you. I am your friend, and my love for you goes deep. There is nothing I can give you which you have not got; but there is much, very much, that while I cannot give it, you can take. No heaven can come to us unless our hearts find rest in today—No peace lies in the future which is not hidden in this precious little instant. Take peace!’”
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Though Allan had had some idea of the vast interlocking management of a great railway company, he realized, as the years passed, that his original conception had been very restricted and narrow. Each railroad was an empire, complete in itself. There was the president, the treasurer, and the secretary (now himself, in 1895). Below these personages was the board of directors, elected by the stockholders at annual meetings. There were seemingly endless departments, interlocking yet independent, each under the charge of a vice-president. The operating department was headed by a vice-president and general manager, to whom were entrusted the maintenance of ways, structures, and equipment, the operation of yards, trains, and stations. The traffic department was directed by a vice-president and traffic manager, empowered to fix rates and solicit traffic. Allan remained the head of the legal department, which furnished advice to the officers of the board, the president, and all other officers of all other departments, dealt with the regulatory authority, instituted any legal proceedings, and handled claims against the company. A vicepresident headed the department of accounting and finance, assisted by one or two general auditors, and a treasurer. This department had full control of funds and made disbursements drawn by authorized officers and approved by comptrollers. Purchasing agents, storekeepers, general managers, comptrollers, chief engineers, assigned to construction and the formulation of standards and instructions governing maintenance of way and structures, were part of the beehive which created the golden combs of the company, not to mention vice-presidents in charge of personnel, an executive in charge of public relations and the study of the views of changing politicians.

These men were the hierarchy. But the Interstate Railroad Company, like its sister railroads, was divided into districts, for operating purposes, and each district was partitioned into divisions. So there were general superintendents and division superintendents, division engineers, division master mechanics, trainmasters, station agents, and yardmasters.

This tremendous structure was almost self-operating, and needed Rufus deWitt’s attention only occasionally, for authority was delegated and assigned only to the most competent men. However, as head of the constantly expanding legal staff, Allan, as secretary, was the keeper of the corporate records, and attended meetings of the board and the annual meetings of the company. Grimly conscientious as he was in matters of business, it was hard for him to delegate responsibility, and his natural mistrust of the intelligence and integrity of others prevented him from enjoying the lighter aspects of personal living. Though never underestimating the perspicacity and power of Rufus deWitt, it seemed to him that his father-in-law was sometimes unduly casual about the empire he controlled, and he often found it hard to arouse Rufus to any anxiety or alarm.

“But, my dear boy,” Rufus would sometimes say with indulgence, “we have a veritable kingdom here, run by princes and nobles and lesser men. I can’t keep my finger on every damned yardmaster and little lawyer or vice-president or chief engineer or general manager. When my father started out, with about two dozen men, and when I was a boy, things were simpler. You could be everywhere at once. Everything was under your eye and your hand. It is different now.” He would twinkle at Allan. “Suppose, for instance, I examined every little voucher for whistles or bells. Suppose, for instance, I scrutinized every small decision by our immense legal staff, and consulted with you on every item? You see how absure it all is! Important decisions? We have important men handling them. When it comes, however, to major matters, I am right there, as president of the board. Are you trying to kill yourself, by any chance?”

In 1894 Allan had a collapse, and was ill for three months. He was ordered to Europe for a long rest and “complete relaxation.” He went—for six weeks. When he returned, Rufus noted that he appeared to have gained “Some sense.” He drove himself, as always, but he had become more indifferent to details. This determined attitude was, in itself, a strain on his temperament. “You are only a man,” Rufus said affectionately. “You will notice that the railroad did not disintegrate during your absence, and that while some of the more important legal matters awaited your return, the country did not fall apart while they waited.”

“An organism without a head will sometimes decay,” Allan replied.

“But not a hydra-headed organism, each complete and self-operating. Remember that every man we have is working solely for his own advantage, and in doing so he is working expertly for the company. That is the unassailable structure of free enterprise, and that is why privately owned industries will always be run efficiently, and as economically as possible. Each man working as best he can for himself inadvertently works best for all other men. Self-interest leads to universal improvement. This is the most irrefutable argument against those idealists and irresponsibles who declare that men should be, and can be, induced to ignore their own immediate interests in favor of what they call ‘the welfare of everybody.’ The profit motive, the self-interest motive, has given us what civilization we possess. Man must always have inspiration to accomplish anything, and if he has no rewards he will have no inspiration. And that brings us, as usual, to Pat Peale. You will notice that though he is a member of the board he does not usually challenge anything which would challenge his own fortune.”

“At one time,” said Allan doubtfully, “he was a selfless reformer and a fighter for what he calls ‘human rights’ as opposed to what he calls ‘exploitation.’ I wonder what happened to him?”

“You did,” said Rufus, smiling. “You exposed to him his fundamental self-serving, which is natural to all men. And that is why he hates you.”

“I'm glad he is out of the Senate,” said Allan, nodding. “But he broods, now. He is becoming increasingly silent and sullen and arbitrary. His children detest him. And Laura. …”

“Ah, yes, Laura,” said Rufus, his ruddy face darkening. “she is not what I would call happy. I have asked her. She says Patrick has ‘changed.’ He is bad-tempered, at times, dogmatic and immovable, sometimes rigid with the children, sometimes maudlin.” Rufus began to laugh. “I remember the occasion when he was orating about ‘the people,’ and you brought his attention to the fact that he, too, is one of ‘the people.’ He was offended and outraged, and denied it. You never told me. …”

Allan only smiled. “By the way, sir, you know he is backing that radical newspaper in New York, called The Proletariat? Is that another example of his desperate attempts to evade reality, and evade acknowledging he is no better than other men? Or is it vindictiveness?”

“It is both of them. You will notice that though he heads charitable organizations, and works for them, he gives little of his own money. He hounds other rich men for contributions, however. I have noticed, too, that he has become much more frenetic since he withdrew that old amendment to the act regulating railroads. It was a long time ago. I suppose you won’t tell me. …”

Allan smiled again wryly. “Well,” said Rufus, “he never goes to see his father any more. The poor old man. I am glad you are kind to him, and visit him.”

“Pat,” said Allan, “is full of vengefulness. You may laugh at him, sir, but I think of him as a volcano. He might, sometime in the future, become desperately dangerous.”

Allan Marshall loved his children wisely as well as devotedly. If he had a favorite at all it was the girl, Dolores. Cornelia regarded her two sons and her daughter with mingled amusement, good-temper, impatience, and affectionate dislike. She found them, in her self-centered lust for life, boring and uninteresting. “I’m not fascinated by prattle,” she would say. “I have enough of it from Estelle, who grows more childish as she grows older, and then, of course, I had my brothers. Read the children fairy tales, if you want to, dear Allan, and talk to them, and drive them about the whole damned country. But don’t try to inspire devotion in me for them. Incidentally, though Dolores is only seven she has all the delicate, angular, and little gestures of a born old maid. She will probably cost us a couple of million dollars to marry her off. And Tony is almost as bad as she. I can stand DeWitt easier than I can stand the twins.

DeWitt, five years old, sometimes made Allan uneasy. He was small, very dark, quiet and penetrating, and very cold and peremptory. There was a stiffness about him, a certain sharpness, which Cornelia would declare he had inherited from his father. Black-eyed, possessed of straight black hair and pointed features, skeptical even at his very young age, disdainful of his older brother and his sister, whom he called “softies,” he was hard, at times, to love.

Rufus Anthony, or Tony, was brilliant and discerning, and had a subtlety beyond his years. He might be a little too gentle, a little too devoted to his twin sister, a little too grave about his responsibilities to others, a little too prone to be hurt by a casually brutal word or act. But he was not effeminate; he was not too bookish, though at seven he read many adult books, and he was an excellent scholar. Too, he was tall, slender, strong, and healthy, and when his rights were challenged, he could fight, and win over, any of his playmates, of whom he had many in Portersville and New York and Newport. Other boys respected him and courted him, and admired his mastery over horses and boats and his skill at sports. His amazing good looks never inspired envy, which was a remarkable thing, for he had softly curling hair the color of old silver and beautiful eyes of so pale a blue that they looked crystalline in sunlight.

Dolores, his beloved twin sister, was so like her brother that only her long and flowing hair, only the slight dimple in her right cheek, only her feminine ways, distinguished her from him. Allan would hold her in his arms, fondle her almost fiercely, murmur incoherent words of adoration into her ears. Though he loved DeWitt (with conscious effort), he was frequently angered by the little boy’s contempt for Dolores, against which she had no defense.

As usual, Allan and Cornelia and the children always spent two or three weeks in the summer in the house at Portersville. Allan worked furiously during this time, but he gave many hours to his children while Cornelia visited, sat in the gardens, planned her wardrobe for the season in New York and on the Riviera, and wandered through the rooms of the great house with all her childhood affection. If she happened on her children accidentally, she would hurry away as fast as possible. She went often to the Portersville offices of the company, and sat in on the drowsy summer meetings of the board of directors, and in a common-sense and practical way, gave her opinion, which was invariably received with the deepest attention and respect. It seemed to Allan that she was treated even more deferentially than he, but he had to admit that she had an astuteness at times beyond his own. There she would sit in a tall chair, a little back from the long table, flamboyantly beautiful and stylish in her white linen suits and high lace shirtwaists, her red hair partially covered by wide flower-filled hats, her gloved hands tense on her purse, her hazel eyes quick and discerning and blazing with life and intelligence. There was nothing she did not know about the company. Her remarks and suggestions were incorporated into the minutes of the board, and usually acted upon. Her loud voice, when she spoke, dominated the men. If, at twenty-nine, her features had become harder and more predatory, and if there was a sharp line between her eyes, she was still striking and full of fascination and power.

She listened to Allan with thoughtfulness and attention, and if she disagreed, it was a disagreement between equals. He knew that sometimes she was secretly amused by him, as was her father, though he never knew why. He had also discovered that his wife and his father-in-law would sometimes glance at him warily, and again, he never knew why. These were his only complaints against his wife.

On Sunday afternoons in Portersville during the summer he would take his children for drives, while Cornelia napped at home or went over papers concerning company matters. A favorite place of call was the Purcells’, where Grandma Purcell would listen with loving concern to her grandchildren, and where Grandpa Purcell could always be relied upon for a joke, a surreptitious handful of chocolates and cakes, a game, or a rough story. To the twins, lame and gentle and lovely Ruth Purcell, now seventeen, was the most important member of the family. Between the girl and the children there was an unspoken understanding and sympathy.

For DeWitt, at least, the most interesting place to visit was the home of Patrick and Laura Peale. All the children called Patrick “uncle,” and Laura, “auntie.” DeWitt, who knew that Patrick and Laura found him incomprehensible, and who looked at him with some coolness, was great friends with the Peale children—Miles, seven; Fielding, six; and Mary, four. Here the pretty twins were held in some scorn by the younger Peales. Here DeWitt’s remarks and opinions were received with approval; here he was the leader, though younger than the two other boys. It did not annoy him that “Daddy” was not so welcome in this house as he was at the Purcells’.

On this hot Sunday in August, Allan was besieged by his children. It was almost two o’clock. When were they going for their drive? And what house first? Dolores saw that her father appeared to be unusually tired today, and she nestled against his arm, looking up at his face concernedly. “Do we have to go see old Ruth?” asked DeWitt. “I like Grandpa Purcell, but Grandma isn’t so nice, and I hate Ruth. I hate lame people. Let’s go see Miles and Fielding and Mary. They’ve got a new pony.”

“What does it matter if Ruth is lame?” asked Tony admonishingly. “She told me she’ll have some new books for us today.”

“Pish on your old books,” said DeWitt. “Besides, they’re not good stories she reads. Silly ones. And Dolores looks silly, too, sitting on Ruth’s knee like a baby. Daddy, let’s go to the Peales’. Besides, they won’t be here next week. They’re going to the seashore, they said last time. They don’t go to Newport like us.”

Allan reached out to rumple the black hair of his youngest child, but DeWitt pulled away. He loathed having anyone touch him without his consent, and his small dark face, so concentrated and alert, darkened still more with resentment. He smoothed down the hair, which Allan had not touched, and he threw up his little head angrily. All his slight body stiffened. He repeated, “Let’s go to the Peales’.”

“I think,” said Allan judiciously, “that DeWitt should have his choice this week.”

This seemed fair to the twins, who, however, found the Peale children wearing and unfriendly. So Allan and the three children rolled away in one of the victorias, open to the hot wind and the sun. Tony and Dolores laughed and chattered with their father. DeWitt, as usual, was almost completely silent, his eyes raking the countryside with their accustomed pouncing look. He thought the babble of his brother and sister about the grandeur of the mountains, the glimpses of wild creatures in the woods, and the view of the city falling away below them, eminently foolish and pretentious. He could not imagine himself becoming ecstatic over a field of buttercups, or the blue flash of a jay among the dim boughs of a tree. When the twins begged that the carriage be stopped so that they could look closer at the silent flitting of a doe and a fawn among the trees, he uttered a low rude sound. DeWitt nursed a small animosity against his father. There was something about Daddy which invariably aroused annoyance and impatience in the little boy, and something close to contempt.

Allan, though he smiled at his children, was abstracted. He leaned back in his carriage and acknowledged to some misery and more than a little weariness. He said, “I wish there was some other place to go, somewhere interesting, where we’ve never gone before.”

“Where?” asked Tony eagerly. But Dolores pressed her face against her father’s arm with sympathy. Allan raised his hand, and the coachmen drew up the horses on the mountain road. “Let me think,” said Allan, frowning. He looked off into the radiant haze of the trees, and then far off into the mountains. He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. He started to speak, then stopped. No, it would not “do.” The whole idea was sentimental and ridiculous. Why should he have thought of it today, when he had not thought of it for years, and had not even cared? He had been working too hard this week. In fact, the past two years, which had included the Panic of 1893, had been almost too much for any man. His burdens and responsibilities had been increasing steadily. It was his exhaustion which had given him that absurd idea. …

“Where?” repeated Tony, and now even Dolores asked.

“Somewhere to play?” asked DeWitt, interested. “If it’s new, I don’t care.”

Allan looked at his children. The golden dust was slowly settling about the carriage, and the sleek black horses shrugged in it and tossed their heads. The hot and windy silence of the heights stirred the woods on either side of the road, and the mountains stood against the hot pale sky in vague green and purple. As Allan considered, and gazed at his children, the horses moved impatiently and their harness clattered in the quiet. The coachman sat like a statue with folded arms.

It was absurd, thought Allan, even to think of it. Cornelia would stare, round her eyes with amusement, and shrug. Allan could endure her rare but savage tempers with equanimity; he could quarrel with her, and even, on occasion, let her have her way without a loss in his own self-esteem. But her amusement, covert as it always was, and only revealed by a hazel twinkle, never failed to enrage him. He said aloud, “I don’t think we’ll go, after all. If we did, it would have to be a secret, and secrets. …”

“A secret!” cried the twins with delight.

“A secret,” repeated DeWitt with slow and sinister pleasure.

For the first time the difference in intonation between the twins and DeWitt came forcibly to Allan’s attention. Now he looked only at the youngest child, and he frowned. “Secrets aren’t always good,” he said somewhat pompously. DeWitt brightened. “This wouldn’t be, would it, Daddy?” he asked. His black eyes shone with anticipation.

“I didn’t say that, DeWitt.” Allan became irritable with himself and the little boy. Dolores said. “If it’s a nice secret, and it would be fun. …”

“There aren’t any ‘nice’ secrets,” said the precocious DeWitt scornfully. “Who would want them then, you silly old thing?”

“It’s not a secret,” said Allan, annoyed. “I didn’t mean it in your way, DeWitt. You’re too sharp for your own good, young man.”

The small eyes narrowed on Allan cunningly. “Oh, all right, then. We’ll go to the Peales. They’ve got a new pony. Who wants a secret anyway, except girls?” His little sallow hand played indifferently with the buttons of his jacket. “The last time, Miles kicked Dolores and made her cry, and Mary put pepper in old Tony’s lemonade. It was awfully funny. I have lots of fun at the Peales’.”

The twins were depressed at this recollection. Dolores hesitated, then said, “Daddy, we’d like to go to see the secret place.”

DeWitt laughed his quiet and derisive laughter. “Fielding hates old Tony, too. He puts burrs on his chair. Lots of fun at the Peales’. They like me and I like them.”

“I think they’re awful,” said Tony. His fair face was already flushed with sun and heat, and now it flushed deeper. “Sometimes they play all right, but most of the time they’re nasty. Daddy, let’s go to the secret place.”

DeWitt smiled and said nothing. Why, the little devil gets what he wants almost all the time! thought Allan wrathfully. He said, “We’ll go to this new place, but it isn’t a secret; at least it isn’t from your mama. Is that understood?”

“Do we have to tell her?” asked DeWitt, still smiling.

“Not if you don’t want to,” replied Allan. He leaned toward the coachman and gave him instructions. The carriage was driven to a wider place in the road, then carefully turned about. Allan continued: “I haven’t been there, myself, except to drive by it.”

The carriage rolled down the road in the warm and golden silence. Portersville rose slowly up to meet it, its river a sparkling flash dividing East Town from West, its houses and factories dun-colored in the sunlight. Now the carriage began to roll down a long and winding road away from the city, and green fields sloped into the valley. “Winston Road,” said Dolores wonderingly. “We don’t know anyone on Winston Road.” Allan did not answer. He was excited, dubious, and uneasy. It might all turn out very disagreeably for everybody, under all the circumstances. DeWitt, the little fiend, had goaded him into it. Allan glanced at the child, and was angered to see that his son was watching him with a speculative gleam in his eye.

Allan leaned back in the carriage and closed his aching eyes. Perhaps he hadn’t recovered completely from his “collapse” of a year ago; perhaps it was returning. With some fear, he recalled the weeks previous to his breakdown: the insomnia, the nightmares, the sense of smothering and choking even when working quietly at his desk, the cold trembling of his bones, the nausea, the increased necessity to drink if he was to meet people with any composure, the nebulous but awful forebodings which struck him without warning, the consciousness of some enormous loss which was without a name, the sedatives which finally could not calm the sick and unconscious dreads, the restlessness which tormented him and made him aware of every curling nerve in his body, and finally the total inability to think and concentrate.

He became aware, now, that he was sweating, and that his sweat was cold in spite of the heat. Good God, he thought, not again! His fear made his throat tighten. If only, his thoughts continued, I knew what the hell had caused that damned collapse, and why it is threatening again. I have everything I ever wanted; no man could want more. He felt a gentle touch on his arm and opened his eyes. Dolores was gazing at him with concern. “Don’t you feel well, Daddy?” she asked anxiously. He put his arm about the child and tried to smile. “Not very,” he admitted. And then, without thinking, he added, “Perhaps that is why I thought of going to—this place.”

His own words startled him. He pondered over them. I’m losing my mind, he said to himself. What have they got to do with it? I haven’t given them a passing thought for years, except, perhaps, at Christmas, when I’ve sent them gifts. And I wouldn’t have sent them at all, if it hadn’t been for my mother.

The carriage was bowling rapidly down the suburban road. Handsome houses gave way to those less pretentious, and finally the green spaces were wider and wider and cornfields appeared, clusters of straggling woods, meadows yellow with wheat and oats, gray farm houses, fences, and cattle. Bridges over summer-shrunken streams were crossed smartly; the mountains hovered in the sky like mauve clouds. Dogs ran out from lanes, barking at the carriage. The Sunday silence seemed to have absorbed all motion from the landscape.

“We’re coming to Laketon,” said Tony. “Are we going to a farm?”

“No,” said Allan. “We are going just two miles beyond Laketon. You’ve never been there.”

The carriage went through the small village, emerged onto a country road overhung with ancient elms tangled and cool against the sun. The children were sitting up straight, watching. “What little houses,” said DeWitt scornfully. “Poor people’s houses.”

“I think they’re pretty,” said his sister. Her pale hair, moistened by perspiration, curled about her beautiful young face, so classically perfect in all its features. Her white frock, billowing yards of voile with insertions of real lace, enhanced her delicacy. She had perfect legs; the sunlight glanced from her alabaster calves and patent-leather slippers. Allan sometimes found it incredible that Cornelia was her mother, Cornelia who sometimes appeared larger than life-size, all color, all blaze, all movement. Allan looked at her twin brother; her replica, he thought with tenderness. All at once these two children were dearer to him than all life, dearer than himself and Cornelia, dearer than anything he had gained in all his years.

“I never told you,” said Allan. “I have a father and mother, too. That is where we are going—to see them.”

Tony and Dolores stared at him with astonishment. He could not meet the crystal shine of their eyes. He tried to smile at DeWitt instead, who could be depended upon, Allan knew now with some bitterness, not to be surprised at anything. DeWitt was smirking. But Tony stammered, a little aloofly, “Daddy, you never told us you had a father and—and a mother.”	

“You’re such a ninny,” said DeWitt, and pushed a sharp elbow into his brother’s ribs, not so much with malice as with disgust. “Why shouldn’t he have? Everybody has.”

Dolores saw the color creeping over her father’s thin face, and said quickly, “Maybe Daddy had a reason.”

“Oh, maybe he had,” DeWitt said. And he turned the narrow glitter of his eyes jeeringly on his father. “Everybody’s got a reason, don’t they, Daddy?”

Tony regarded his brother sternly. “Perhaps people have, DeWitt.” It was seldom that the kindly boy could bring himself to rebuke anyone, but when he did, he received respect, even from DeWitt. “And its nobody’s business but Daddy’s.”

“Look here,” remarked Allan uncomfortably. “There’s no mystery about it. I had a quarrel with them a long time ago.”

“What was it?” DeWitt, after a sullen glance at Tony, looked interested.

Allan did not answer. The carriage turned up a short country road, emerged on a broader stretch. It was windier and brighter here, and the two boys clutched at their stiff straw hats and brushed the dust from their blue serge jackets and short trousers. Tony’s broad white collar was somewhat crumpled, because heat affected him adversely, but little DeWitt looped all neat edges and unperturbed nattiness. Dolores, who was becoming excited, fluffed out her dress and rearranged her sash and shook back her flowing hair. “I hope they like us,” said Dolores.

“My darling, they could not help it,” said Allan gently. Tony was silent. His profile, so like his sister’s, was more than a trifle severe, but DeWitt had a gloating look about him.

Allan knew that the farm had only eighteen acres, but it was enough for a cow, a horse, a few pigs, and some chickens. The fields were rich and green; Timothy Marshall had a “hired man.” Here was a stretch of glittering ripe wheat, and another of oats, and a stand of yellow corn. Here was a good woods of first-growth timber, and ,a brook, from which a very fat cow was drinking contentedly. She raised her mild brown eyes as the carriage twinkled past. All was shining silence in the August sun; trees stood in utter quiet, crowned with light, under the pale hot sky. The carriage turned a slight bend in the road, and now the farmhouse came into view, white and snug and neat, with green shutters and a red-shingled roof. A garden of flowers sprawled before it, and a box hedge outlined the scattered flagstones leading to the green door, which stood open. Behind the house stood the redpainted bam, tidy and large. Beyond the buildings and the sweet-smelling acres the mountains rose in warm and deepening purple and green.

“Here?” cried Dolores eagerly, as the carriage stopped at the walk. “Here,” said Allan, and sat uncomfortably, watching the open door. He saw no one beyond it, though the small hallway glimmered with sunlight and the polished wooden floor was like a brown mirror. He did not know what to do now. He became aware, after a minute or so, that his children were watching him and waiting, Tony and Dolores with surprise at the delay, and DeWitt with knowing interest. Then, just as Allan was about to give the order to turn about and drive away, his father appeared in the doorway, smiling, with his wife behind him. For a moment Tim paused, beaming, unsurprised, his thick white curls bright in the sunlight, his square face contented and happy, his blue eyes sparkling. He wore a very respectable black Sunday suit. Mary, his wife, was dressed in thin black silk, with a golden cross hanging on her flat bosom. In that clear light Allan could see her distinctly, could see the slight flush of color on the cheekbones. She seemed younger and even more gentle, though time and illness and trouble had scribbled her calm face over with fine wrinkles.

Timothy, so amazingly unsurprised, burst from the doorway and came on a trot to the carriage. He shouted, “You’re latel Two hours late, and the tea waitin’! Aloysius, my boy, and these are the young ones, I’m thinkin’!”

Allan was stupefied. He could only sit among his silent children and stare at his father. “You were expecting us, Dad?” he finally asked, as Tim completed his joyous survey of his grandchildren. Tim did not answer at once. He was looking at Dolores, and the blue of his eyes was dimmed with tears. Then he took the little girl’s hand, and she bent over the side of the carriage and kissed him. He put his arms about her and lifted her down to the ground. Mary was at his side now, and she knelt down on the stones and embraced Dolores, murmuring into the silvery curls. Tim next turned his attention to Tony, who was smiling uncertainly. “Ah, a fine lad, and a twin it is,” said Tim. “Come to your granddad, my lad. Ah, the good face, the good eyes, the good mouth. Sure, and he and his sister look like the angels out of the holy pictures. Not a kiss for me, but the hand? No, a kiss it will be, from the little gentleman. And here’s the grandma, waiting.”

“You were expecting us?” asked Allan again, feebly.

But still Tim did not appear to have heard him. He had become silent, and the trembling smile was seeping out of the rugged folds of his face. He was looking at DeWitt, who returned his gaze in cool dark silence. Tim’s calloused hands suddenly gripped the side of the carriage, and old man and child studied each other. Then Tim said, as if to himself, “And this little one—it is the stranger.” He opened the carriage door and DeWitt, composed and fastidious as always, climbed out and set his small polished boots on the ground. It was then that Tim turned his attention to his son.

He saw everything, and what he saw evidently grieved him. He smiled again, a forced smile. “‘Expectin’ us,’ he says. Sure, and why not? Didn’t I have the letter from Mike, in North Dakota, among the wild Indians, only the other day, sayin’ ye would all come on Sunday? And is not Mike the saint, and does he not know?”

He extended his hand to Allan, and the smile became deep with pity. “And was it not Mike who wrote us ye had bought this fine place for us, Aloysius? We niver knew, till then, for even old Dan Boyle was not tellin’ us, even to the day he died, and left me the twenty-thousand dollars. But come in, come in. The tea is gettin’ cool, and your mother made the wonderful cakes for the children. Come in. My son.”

There were too many years between; too much had happened for conversation and reminiscences, except the most casual. So Allan’s parents accepted the situation as though they had never been parted from their son. They appeared, in their tranquillity, to have known all about him in these years, and Allan began to suspect that they did indeed know. He walked about the small house, genuinely admiring what his father had done to make it charming and beautiful. PridefuUy, Tim showed his son the fine furniture he had made himself, the simple polished pieces of black walnut and maple. It was he who had made the brick kitchen, with its rows of gleaming copper kettles hanging on the walls. He had added the two small bedrooms upstairs, with their bright floors, their four-poster beds, their solid walls clothed in paper roses and lilies. Almost singlehandedly, he had built the red barn and put up the few necessary fences. “You’ll be knowin’, I’m thinkin’, that I’ve not been the engineer for three long years,” he said. “I lost the heart in it. But the good acres fed us and comforted us.” He put his hand briefly on Allan’s arm. “It was hard, but it was good, with God’s grace. And now, look: we’re lace-curtain Irish!”

The children were with them in the tour of the house. Tony and Dolores listened in pleased and respectful silence, earnestly studying everything. DeWitt, so withdrawn, so dignified, made no remark, glanced at the things presented without interest.

Tony said, “Grandpa, what is ‘lace-curtain Irish’?” He stood beside Tim and looked at him with shy affection. Tim put his arm about the boy’s shoulder, and winked at Allan. “It is what we are, and what your Dad is. Irish with a little money.” He put his other arm about Dolores, for whom he seemed to have a special tenderness, and the two children regarded him with their beautiful Renaissance faces upturned trustfully.

DeWitt spoke for the first time, with cool hauteur, “We have more than just a little money, sir. And we’re not Irish—foreigners. We’re Americans.”

“So are we all,” said Allan with annoyance. “Your governess tells us you are a very sharp boy, DeWitt. But I think you are a little fool.”

DeWitt did not move; he only gave the impression that he had removed himself. He stood there, slight for his age, reserved and distant, and silent. Allan was immediately contrite. A peculiar little boy, but his child. He reached out his hand, but DeWitt automatically stepped back to preserve himself from any undesired caress or unsolicited touch.

DeWitt remarked, without impudence, “You talk funny—Grandpa. We don’t talk like that.”

Tim bent, his horny hands on his knees. He smiled at the boy. “You’ll learn, child. There’s more than one tongue in the world. But it’s the baby you are, and it’s not hurt by your words I am.”

Tony said severely, “Your manners, DeWitt.” But DeWitt ignored him.

“It’s not bad manners he has, Tony,” said Tim. “He’s not the lad to have bad manners, ever. A gentleman. Never the one to have tempers, without a purpose, and never will the purpose be a little one, but calculated. Our Lord makes many different kinds of people, and sometimes it is a wonder to us simple folk.”

Allan was disturbed. “They say DeWitt resembles me,” he remarked.

Tim shook his head. “It is the coloring. But not the soul. But we should not be talking about the child in his presence. Though I doubt it will ever hurt him. He is a law to himself.” He studied DeWitt somewhat sadly. “Does he ever smile?”

DeWitt answered composedly: “Yes. When there’s something to smile about. Should I smile now, sir?”

“You see,” said Tim, still smiling at the boy, but speaking to Allan. “There must always be a purpose in everything. Even for love.”

It had never occurred to Allan before, and now he thought: DeWitt loves nobody. And yet, and yet, Allan’s disturbed thoughts ran on, when Tony is stern with him, when Tony reveals something strange to him, something, perhaps, of integrity and inner power and character which can’t be shaken, then he regards Tony with respect and gravity. Perhaps it is the unconscious homage the unrighteous involuntarily tender the righteous.

The bedrooms blew with hot wind and sun. Tim was lifting a photograph from a tall chest of drawers, and Tony and Dolores were waiting courteously to be shown. DeWitt stood apart, his eyes on the floor, his small pale underlip thrust out, a mannerism he had when thinking secret thoughts which Allan doubted were childlike. Allan said in a low voice, “Don’t sulk, DeWitt.” There was a plea under his words.

“But I’m not sulking, Daddy,” replied DeWitt with genuine surprise. He suddenly smiled, and the sallow face became, for an instant, almost engaging.

“And this is your Uncle Mike, Brother Michael it is,” Tim was saying, showing the photograph to the twins. “See, among the Indian children, teaching them, caring for them, in their wild heathen country, where the government keeps them. See how they gather about his knee, the little ones, listening to his stories.”

“But why does he wear those clothes?” asked Tony. He held the photograph in his hands, and showed it first to Dolores and then to DeWitt, who had moved silently to his side. It never seemed to surprise Tony that DeWitt, in spite of his usual derision and his hostility toward his brother, should still manage to be with him, unsought and uncalled.

Tim did not glance at his son. He only said, “It’s the holy monk he is, a Franciscan brother. A man in the service of God. You’ll be knowing about God, I’m thinkin’?”

“Oh, yes,” replied Tony, puzzled, and examining the photograph closer while Dolores peered over his shoulder. “My tutor and Dolores’s taught us the Lord’s Prayer, and we say it every morning, and we have Bible stories and history. But how is—Uncle Mike—in the service of God?”

“He gave up his life to God. But that is a story your Dada must tell you. You see, my loves, there are men who would rather work for Our Lord, among His poor creatures, than work for themselves. You must ask your Dada.” Tim gazed down at his grandchildren with sorrow and anxiety. He took the photograph and extended it to Allan, who examined it without expression. Michael radiated peace and happiness upon the young Indians grouped about him; a small child sat upon his knee. He was the earth and holiness and all repose, and the bend of his stout body was implicit with protection and love. Now Allan saw why he had seemed ridiculous and plebeian in the clothing of ordinary men. The habit he wore gave him stature, was part of himself, and it had permitted that which was in him to emerge with grace.

He looked down and saw DeWitt scrutinizing him with an odd mixture of amusement and curiosity. He felt naked under that wise old regard on a very young child’s face. He turned away. He had imagined what he had seen; five-year-old boys were still hardly more than infants. They did not have Satanic eyes. There was something wrong with a father who believed they had.

Tim led the way into his and his wife’s bedroom, and proudly exhibited the chests he had made. On one of them was an object which Allan recognized, for he had given it to his parents two Christmases before. It was an alabaster statue about sixteen inches high, made in Italy. The image stood in an arched grotto, the wall of which was carved with a minute rosebush. It was a lovely thing, and light poured through its luminosity. Before it burned a candle in a red glass. Tony and Dolores exclaimed with pleasure as they stood before it. “Our Lady of Lourdes,” said Tim. Again, he did not glance at Allan. “Your Dada gave it to us. You must ask him about it.” Tony looked over his shoulder at Allan. “But who is she, Daddy?” he asked. Allan hesitated. Tim said very gently, “She is the Mother of God. She is your mother, too. She loves you very much.”

Tony asked no more questions. I should never have brought them here, thought Allan. I was a fool.

They went downstairs to the brick kitchen with its cool floor of yellow stone, its wide windows, homely table, black stove, and rocking chairs. They could see the trunks and branches of old elms and oaks outside, dappled and streaked with sun, the pleasant dim lawns, the wide fields, wide sky, and far mountains. There is a difference between the mere absence of sound, and encompassing peace, thought Allan. His mother was pouring hot water from a copper kettle; it was like a small patch of sunlight in the kitchen. She had kept the teapot he had given her when he had been twenty years old, a dark brown thing with little clusters of white porcelain flowers scattered over it. She had set the table with a stiff white cloth, thick and unpretentious china, thin polished spoons which she had brought with her from Ireland, little sandwiches of watercress and ham, and the cakes which her family had loved, plain fat circles with a rich taste. She smiled timidly and shyly as the family came in, and with a gesture of her worn hand, she indicated places at the table.

His mother had never seemed full-bodied to Allan. He had thought of her as a shadow in the background of his life, always gentle and loving, but retreating. He could not recall that she had ever advanced an opinion; for the first time he wondered if she was able to read and write, for there was no memory in him of a book or a newspaper in her hands. Yet, thought Allan, I never knew it until now: she was all comfort and all serenity, all through the damnable years of poverty and hunger and pain and fear.

He was glad that his children had been trained not to chatter. Jon and Norman, Estelle’s boys, though seventeen and fifteen respectively, babbled like very young children when they were home from their school. They skylarked, pouted, had tantrums, shrilled, stamped, and ran like colts through the house—and competed for their mother. They appeared like giant but retarded infants, when with their nephews and niece, a ludicrous contrast painfully evident to Rufus. Yet, they were not really stupid young men; they led their classes at Groton in all their studies.

Tony, Dolores, and DeWitt sat sedately at the kitchen table in Tim’s house, and Mary Marshall smiled faintly at them, her brown eyes softly beaming. She did not speak; she only passed cups and plates; she seemed to notice nothing. She listened to her husband as he spoke to her son of crops, of old Dan Boyle, of Michael. His voice was hearty and warm; occasionally he would run his rough hand tenderly over Dolores’s long hair, smile at Tony, and glance with troubled question at DeWitt Speech was not an urgent matter to Mary; she rarely found it necessary to talk. A smile was a substitute for a laugh, and when she smiled her tired face became radiant and alive.

But Mary saw and understood everything. If there was pain in her as she gazed briefly and intermittently at her son, she revealed no sign of it. There Allan sat in his long, thin elegance, his striped white-and-blue blazer open over his lean body, listening with absent respect to his father. She refilled his half-empty teacup and appeared not to notice that he was eating nothing. But she thought to herself: He is not yet forty, my son, but there is a whiteness at his temples, and an agony in the lines of his face, and his shoulders are tired and his hands tremble. He is old with suffering.

Allan broke in on his father’s confident boasting about his land, unaware that Tim had been speaking. “What is this letter from Mike?” he asked. “It sounded very mysterious, his knowing we were coming.”

Tim’s broad red face lighted up. “Ah, it is the saint he is! He knows everythin’, our Mike.” He fished in a pocket of his black coat and proudly produced a crumpled letter and gave it, with a flourish, to Allan. “I could tell you many things he wrote to us; it is the second sight—a miracle, he has.”

Allan recognized the round neat writing of his brother on the cheap paper. The first page or two recounted his life in North Dakota among the Indian children, whom he taught and nursed and loved. Then there were family items, the thanking of his parents for the clothing for the parents of his charges, the food they had sent him, the prayers they had said for him, the money given to his Mission in his name. He promised to send them a “spiritual bouquet” from the children very soon, and he prayed for them constantly. He prayed for his brother, he wrote with simplicity. He charged his parents to do likewise.

Then the short and homely sentences ended. Michael wrote: “We were taught to love God and man, for if we love God and not man our prayers are unacceptable to Him. If we love only man, and not God, then we have fallen into the error of mere ‘humanism.’ However, I find it infinitely easier to love God than man, for one has only to look about him in the world of nature, the world of sunsets and sunrises, the cry of a bird in the forests at twilight, the springing of a flower in thick grass, the white winter hills under the moon, the glitter of a tree in the noonday sun, the scent of fields in midsummer, the blaze of lightning cracking asunder a black and stormy sky, to see and know God in all His majesty, to adore Him with humility, rapture, and awe. He is the Allperfect, and He less commands our love than inspires it. By His excellent works He is manifest. And that is the trouble.

“For it is by man’s works that we find it hard not to detest him. At the altar, love for God comes to me in a flood, effortless, without struggle, a grace given to me freely and by no special merit of my own. But observation of man can easily lead to impatience, weariness, anger, loathing, and despair. The visible and the invisible God is there for him to see and to know and to worship. Yet he is blind, not with a physical blindness, but with a spiritual one. Man, the conscious, the aware, cast in God’s image, has the darkness of hell in his soul, and almost everything he does is sinister. He is the relentless enemy of his brother, the tyrant of his brother, the oppressor of his brother. He is the sword lifted eternally against his fellow man. He is the hunter who craves blood; he is the creator of war, the burner of cities, the despoiler of the fields. He is forever in conflict with the world and the creatures of the world, and where he treads all things flee from him in terror. He, little lesser than the angels, is the only ugly thing in the spaces of Creation, for he shapes his spirit with his thoughts, and his flesh reflects the distortion.”

Allan held the letter in his hands and thought: Yes, yes. He no longer felt the sheets in his fingers; he felt the roundness of a precious ball leaving them, sailing through the sunlight into the hands of a gross-faced enemy who had been bribed not to inflict pain. Tim was watching him, forgetting the children and his wife, and he thought: There is something terrible in the heart of my son.

Allan continued to read.

“These are the thoughts which come to me, unbidden at my prayers, unsought at my studies, uncalled at my work. I had no power, at first, to resist them. I prayed feverishly for delusion, for a blindness that I might not see what man is, for an illusion which would reconcile me to my brother. At last, I spoke to my Superior of it, without hope. And he told me there was a key to the black door which I had shut, in my knowledge, against my brothers. But I must find the key myself, with the grace of God. ‘He who does not know that man is evil will never understand him, or love him,’ he told me, for he had traveled this wasteland of rejection himself.

“So I prayed without rest, without sleep. I fasted; I prostrated myself. I wept to the silences. For I knew that without enlightenment I could not rid myself of my bitterness and grief. Once it came to me confusedly that I had once possessed the key, and had lost it. In a simpler day, when I did simpler work and had less contact with men, I had had the key and had not known that it was valuable beyond everything else to me. I had heard it a thousand times, turning in its lock; I had seen it imprinted on the pages the saints had written; I had seen it shining on the altar at Mass. Without knowing, I had watched its bright flicker in the eyes of tired Sisters, and priests, and unlettered men, in the eyes of my mother.

“It’s name is compassion. A simple key, it is said. But it is the heaviest of all objects, the hardest to hold, the most painful to use. It can move a world; it can slip through the fingers like a straw in an angry moment. It has the power of an army, the fragility of a butterfly’s wing. It is the way to all knowledge; the way of the saints. It is the imprimatur of God, set on the book of life. Without it, man is a devil; with it, he is an angel.

“I have found the key. But I must pray constantly, in dark moments, that I may not lose it again. For to lose it is to lose faith, to be shut out from the presence of God, to be an exile forever at war with all things.”

Allan thought: To whom was this written? To me?

There was only a short ending to the letter, but it came vividly to Allan’s eyes.

“On the next Sunday Allan will come to you, with his children, at about two o’clock in the afternoon, I think. Expect him, Dad, and be kind, as if he were a frequent visitor. He has not forgotten you, just as you have never forgotten him. There is a furious river between you, which began to flow when he was a child. You never understood, and neither did he, but I am beginning to know.”

Very slowly, Allan refolded the sheets and laid them on the table. He stared at the floor, controlling himself, for the cold sweat was on him again, the trembling of his bones, the sense of weakness all through his body, the horrible depression and hopelessness. He had a sudden and awful craving for alcohol. He passed his damp hand slowly over his face. Tony and Dolores were watching him with anxious foreboding, but DeWitt was eating a cake. Allan had the conviction that his younger son had been regarding him closely for a long time, and that he was derisive.

“A very good letter,” said Allan dully. He must have a drink; he must have it at once. He never drank in the presence of his children; he believed Tony and Dolores were unaware of his driving addiction, but he was convinced now, that no matter how careful he was, that DeWitt knew. “A very good letter,” he repeated. He stood up, and Tim, greatly alarmed, saw the sweat on his son’s forehead. “May I see you alone a moment, Dad?” asked Allan, and without waiting for a reply he walked from the kitchen into the small parlor, where early twilight, luminous and blue, was already filling the corners. He looked about him, alone for a few moments, at the round table his father had made, at the horsehair furniture, burnished into a soft glow, at the little fireplace ready with logs of apple wood, at the crude holy pictures on the violently flowered walls, at the oil lamps. Through the windows, carefully draped with his mother’s lace curtains, he could see the mellowing fields, the first stain of scarlet in the sky over the darkening mountains. Now the silence was sweetly disturbed by the voices of birds, the movement of a cool breeze against the shutters, the cluck of fowl, the lowing of the cow coming home to her barn.

Tim entered the room, and he was carrying a bottle in a napkin, and a glass. He stood a moment, and he and his son regarded each other without speaking. Then Tim put the glass on a table and opened the bottle. The tawny whisky splashed noisily into the glass, and Tim did not control his hand. Still not speaking, he extended the liquor to his son. Allan took it, and his fingers were so eager that he almost dropped it; he put it to his lips and drank it all, without once pausing to breathe. Tim watched him, his face heavy with sorrow and understanding.

Tim lifted the bottle questioningly as Allan looked into the empty glass. “Another?” he murmured. Allan hesitated. A deep color came into his face, settling into the emaciated hollows of his cheeks. But finally he extended the glass speechlessly, and Tim refilled it. This time, standing in the center of the parlor, Allan drank more slowly and gratefully, keeping his eyes averted from his father.

“I always have a drink or two at this time of day,” said Allan. “It—it gives me a lift when I am tired.” He paused. Tim said nothing. “You don’t know how damn tired I get,” Allan went on. “So much responsibility. …” He glanced furtively at the older man. “Aren’t you having a drink with me?”

“Sure, and I am,” said Tim. His voice was slow and old with grief. He went back into the kitchen and returned with another glass. “A man should never drink alone. It is a sign of despair, and despair is one of the mortal sins.” He set his short bulk on a stiff chair, and his belly rolled out. His blue eyes were strong and bright in the shadows. “And won’t you be sittin’ and joinin’ me?”

Allan sat down on the small horsehair love seat, and it pricked him through his clothing. But the trembling had stopped; the spasms had left his stomach; his brain was no longer fiery; the depression had begun to warm away. He sipped at his drink now, in order to prolong his sensation; he drank it as one drinks an anodyne. Slowly, one by one, his taut-strung muscles relaxed, and the aching in his neck and shoulders soothed itself into nothingness.

Embarrassed now, Allan said with an attempt at lightness, “You never kept whisky in the house, Dad, except at Christmas. Are you taking to the bottle?”

Tim swirled the liquor in the glass and answered in a low voice, “No, my son. But I knew you were comin’ and I knew you’d want it.”

Allan began to laugh a little. But Tim did not look at him. Silence came again to the room, like an observing presence. They could hear the children talking with Mary in the kitchen. Even DeWitt was speaking, and asking a question, and Mary’s voice, tenuous and gentle, answered. Allan’s laughter stopped abruptly. He put his empty glass on the table.

Then he said very softly, over and over, “Oh, my God; oh, my God, my God, my God.”

The children talked little on the way home through the purple and crimson twilight. The twins seemed unusually thoughtful and perceptive in their attitude toward their father as the victoria rolled through the dimming landscape. Dolores held Allan’s hand. When DeWitt said, “I don’t think I like that place,” Allan did not hear him, and only Tony’s stern look quieted the little fellow.

They were almost to Portersville when Tony said, “Grandpa told me you had a fine voice, Daddy. He said you could sing like the angels, and when you talked everyone had to listen. I never heard you sing. He said you knew old Irish songs that told stories.”

“Eh?” said Allan, turning his dulled eyes on his son. “Oh. Yes, I used to sing, when I was young. As you grow older you find less and less to sing about, and then you stop altogether. Long before you’re dead, you are mute.”

It was late when they reached home, and Allan climbed heavily up the stairs to his wife’s rooms. Cornelia was sitting before her crystal, gilt, and silver dressing table, which was softly lighted. Lamps bloomed on French tables and glimmered on the pale gold rug and white walls and carved white ceiling. Her chaise longue, heaped with coral pillows, showed where she had rested in the afternoon; beside it was a heap of papers, and her own special brief case. Windows opened on the darkening chaos of mountains and river. She turned her head and smiled affably at Allan when he entered. “Late, aren’t you, darling? Did you have tea at the Peales’ or at the Purcells’?”

“No,” he replied. “We didn’t go to either place.” He sat down on one of the gold-velvet chairs, and his body sagged. Cornelia inspected him more closely. She said quickly, for something had both startled and disturbed her, “Allan. Where did you take the children?”

He told her, speaking as if to himself. She listened, without interruption, to the lifeless recital, which was brief. Slowly, toward the end, she began to smile, her eyes round and mirthful, her mouth opening over her glistening teeth as though what she was hearing was both childish and ridiculous.

He lifted his head when he had finished, and when she saw his face, she became grave. There she sat on her rose satin stool, her mauve dressing gown falling away from her heroic white neck and shoulders and arms. Her breast, halfrevealed, had a pearly sheen in the lamplight, and her flowing red hair, cascading to her hips, gave her a gaudy appearance that was yet striking and magnetic.

She said, and her voice was light and bantering, “Well, it was a change, wasn’t it, for the children?”

He was vaguely surprised. “You don’t mind?”

“Good heavens, Allan, why should I?”

He knew, by now, all about her mendacious democracy, and so he was more surprised to see that she was absolutely sincere in her exclamation. “Am I a snob like Pat Peale, or a pale aristocrat like my mother, or a carrier of Christmas baskets and clothing to the poor like Laura? Or a hard, simpering fool like Estelle?” Her voice was genuinely impatient. “I know all about my ancestors, the deWitts. I think they were a sturdier race than the Fieldings, my mother’s. They lived. I suppose your parents do, too. It’s time the children learned there was something else in the world besides ‘blood,’ as Estelle calls it. Blood!”

He stood up and went to her, and put his hand on her shoulder; she gazed up at him with her usual expression of mockery and deep love. Then, after a moment, she turned her head and kissed the back of his hand lightly. After this, she pushed him away with good humor. “What an idiot you are, my pet. I believe, in your own way, that you are a snob, too, like that awful Pat. I, personally, wouldn’t give a cent to charity, nor does my heart bleed over the blessed poor, nor am I horrified at the thought of slums or unemployment, nor would I ever visit an orphanage or a poor farm or give a rag to cover any beggar’s nakedness. Every man for himself. That’s a law older than milk-sop charity. But, good God, what is wrong with your children seeing their grandparents, who are doubtless self-respecting and decent? Your father was an engineer; he might inspire Tony with some interest in what will be his holdings one of these days.”

He put his arms about her big shoulders and pulled her head to his chest. He stroked the coarse and vital hair. “You make me ashamed,” he said. “I think you are a more worthwhile person than I.”

Again, she pushed him away and laughed in his face. “Oh, no I’m not! I’m not a sentimentalist.”

Her face glowed and shimmered with her mockery, and he caught, again, that puzzling wariness gleaming in her eyes, that derisive flash. But she only remarked, “I can smell that your father gave you something to drink. I suppose the children didn’t guess; they missed the lovely odor of your peppermints. Change to another flavor, one of these days, my child.”

He moved away from her, humiliated and sickened, and she watched him in the glass. He began to wander about the room, in his speechless and helpless shame. He paused by the chaise longue and picked up a few of the neatly piled papers. Stock reports, quarterly reports, dividend reports, policy—he dropped them and they fluttered from his hands like old dried leaves. Dry and dusty, he thought, all at once. I am filled to the lips with dust; every crevice of my life sifts gray powder. I sleep with silt on my pillow; the air I breathe is gray. My footsteps crackle on old mortar fallen from the bricks of my hopes. He said unsteadily, “I am ashamed, but I must have another drink. No, I can’t leave it alone. It helps me to. …”

“What?” asked Cornelia softly, as he hesitated. She rose and went to him and pulled him to her with strength, but his arms hung by his sides. “Allan,” she said urgently. “I love you. You, and Papa, are all I have. Isn’t my love enough? Isn’t your work enough? Isn’t your position, and all that you have done, and all that you do, enough?”

He felt the warmth of her large arms, but they brought him no comfort. He looked into her eyes and he was too beset to be moved because they were full of tears. “I know you love me, my dearest,” he said. “But it isn’t enough, Allan?” She dropped her arms and regarded him with deep consternation. “What is it you want?”

He appeared very ill, with the livid shadows under his high cheekbones, with the heaviness of his eyelids and the anguish of his mouth. He thought over her question, shook his head slowly, over and over. “I don’t know, Cornelia. I want some meaning in my life, perhaps. You see, when I joined your father’s company, the empire was already made, consolidated. All that can be done now is some more monotonous expansion, more improvements, more piling up of money. Your father—he has a sort of splendor about him, for he was an entrepreneur when he was younger. He built the road which I can only help him conserve. He has memories full of excitement; he battled on equal ground with giants. I am not the kind of man he is. I don’t have the love for living he has. Once, I thought power was enough. I didn’t know, then, that it would never be enough for me, even if, and when, I become president of the company.”

She was frightened as she was rarely frightened. She repeated, with an edge of fear in her loud voice, “What is it you want?”

He turned away from her and whispered, “I don’t know. God help me, I don’t know.”

He became aware that she was silent, not with her usual vibrating silence, but with a sort of stillness. The dinner bell rang with muted music through the house, and they did not move. He went to the window and leaned against it and saw the great white crescent of the moon standing like an uplifted sword on the black mountain below it. “Forgive me,” he muttered wretchedly. He looked at his wife and saw that the high color had left her face and that her features had a pinched look. “Cornelia, what is it you want? Tell me; perhaps it might help.”

“I want what I have.” She paused a moment. “I find almost every hour wonderful and exhilarating; I never let myself become bored. Life itself is enough for me.”

He listened with wonder as if to an astounding philosophy which he would never understand, which astonished him. He pondered on what his wife had said, then shook his head in bafflement. “I hear you, but I don’t feel a single response to it, Cornelia. I never enjoyed living, I am afraid. Nothing excites me; nothing is. an adventure.” He did not speak for several long moments, then answered in a low tone, “Life is not enough for me.”

“I was afraid of that,” she said, and now her voice was full and hard in the room. “I suspected it, these last few years. And so did my father. You see, in a way, we are simple people, not complex, like you.”

Cornelia was laughing now, and the laughter was not sympathetic. “Damn it, Allan, take off that infernal blazer and dress for dinner. You see, after all, one has to eat.”
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Cornelia wrote to her son Rufus Anthony in March, 1905: “We are all well, and the Riviera has been unusually warm and pleasant, and has done your grandfather a great deal of good. He has almost entirely recovered from his pneumonia, which he had in Paris. He appreciated your somewhat frantic cables, my dear, but really, they weren’t necessary; he was never in much danger. Of course, he is seventy now, and one has to be careful. He hopes to be with us at Groton, when you are graduated this spring. Incidentally, we hear very seldom from DeWitt, but as he is with you there, I assume he is in good health.

“Jon and Norman are spending two or three weeks with us at our château here, or, I should say, they are spending them with their mother. She says she is quite exhausted over your grandfather’s recent illness, but we had a very grand soiree last night. Jon invited quite a number of his weird friends from Paris, young American painters all supported by indulgent parents in America, and French painters who are being supported by the young Americans. His friends are ‘avantgarde,’ he says, and I am at a loss to know what he means. If it means daubing, striking poses, letting one’s hair grow long and shaggy, arguing on peculiar political points of view, and hating everybody, especially those with money (including parents who support them), and deriding the great painters of the past, then these young gentlemen are indeed ‘advanced.’ And perhaps it is ‘modern’ of them to dislike girls, and prefer each other’s company. That is a subject, I believe, about which ‘well-bred’ people do not talk, or write; one just ignores it and pretends it does not exist. Well.

“Norman has not patched up his old quarrel with Jon. He is becoming more and more the lap dog for Grandma Estelle. He seems happier since Jon has gone in for ‘art,’ and spends less time with his mother. Jon is twenty-seven, with an aversion for women, and Norman is twenty-five, and has an aversion for everybody except Grandma Estelle. There is a famous Austrian doctor visiting here, a Dr. Sigmund Freud, who has written several weighty books about strange mentalities, and I precipitated a furious row with Grandma Estelle when I suggested that her sons visit him for treatment. Now she complains to your grandfather that I have spread the scandal that her sons are ‘insane.’ This is quite untrue; my private thoughts are my own. The more one knows of life, the more amusing it becomes; sometimes it is hilarious.

“I am sorry that you still don’t like Miles, who is in your form. After all, he is your second cousin, and you do like your Aunt Laura. Miles always seemed to me to be an especially intellectual and realistic young fellow, and I had hoped he would have a good influence on you, my dear, for there are times when you go off into dreams that have no substance. You do not mention Fielding, but, of course, you young men despise those in lower forms. You speak of Mary Peale’s affection for you, and you sounded annoyed in your last letter. Well, the child is only fourteen, isn’t she? And very pretty, too. You are both very young, but I am still hoping that you and Mary will come to an ‘understanding,’ as we said in my day. Possibly three or four years from now.

“I was more than a little surprised to gather from your discreet letter that you are disillusioned with Uncle Pat, of whom you were once so fond. Frankly, I was not censorious about this; I laughed. I know all about Patrick Peale, and he has grown more difficult with the years. But you still love Aunt Laura, and I am glad of that.

“We are sorry to hear that Grandpa Purcell has shown no improvement since his stroke last Christmas. But, after all, he is in his middle seventies, and one has to expect these things. You are always too hurt about too much.

“I know you miss Dolores, but she is doing very well in her school in Switzerland. We saw her a month ago, when she ran down on a holiday. She is very anxious about you, naturally. As she is seventeen, I have been seriously looking about for a suitable husband for her, preferably one with a title. I know this will make you angry, but I am more and more convinced that, because of her old-maidish, shy ways, she will cost us a pretty penny to marry off. I agree with you that she has some sort of beauty, but noblemen in Europe want something more than that, preferably American dollars. When she was here we had as a house guest Lord Gibson-Hamilton, who is a distant relation of King Edward’s. A rather birdy young man, with no chin and a big nose and a feminine Oxford accent, but a great catch, with a castle in Scotland, another near Windsor Castle, shooting boxes, a huge crest, distinguished noble and royal ancestors by the gross, and some kind of honorary position at Court. Forebears teeming under the floor of Westminster Abbey, too. He writes poetry, but that can be overlooked. Dolores dislikes him, and your father is quite violently opposed to him. These are small difficulties to overcome, and I never allowed difficulties to get in my way.

“And that brings me to your father, about whom I am considerably anxious. No, he is not ill, and shows no signs of another breakdown, though he drinks as much, or more, than ever. He was always moody, as you know; he is becoming moodier. He goes off on long walks. When he is not walking, he sits in his rooms overlooking the sea, and reads constantly. I can’t imagine what he finds so absorbing in his books, for they are all about, or by, queer foreigners with such names as Hegel, Kautsky, Marx, and Engels. Jon has a similar library, and that is understandable, he being what he is. But why your father reads about these creatures is beyond me. Dinner sometimes becomes intolerable; he and Jon often engage in the most savage and obscure quarrels, which I confess bore and irritate me. Jon takes the stand that these writers are ‘messiahs,’ and he looks at your father in a very sinister way, as if your father were responsible for something which Hegel and Company appear to denounce endlessly in their books. Once he called your father ‘the prey of superstition, a product, of oppressive centuries.’ Your father threw wine at him, not in the gentlemanly tradition of a mere glass, but a whole bottle! I almost collapsed with laughter; it was really very funny, and I was delighted that Jon suffered an enormous purple lump on his forehead as a result. Grandma Estelle had hysterics.

“Your father sometimes charges into your grandfather’s rooms, armed with the books, and goes off into harangues in which the word ‘danger’ occurs frequently. Fortunately, Grandpa has a sense of humor.

“I have written you at great length because I loathe letter-writing, and this makes up for the many weeks you have not heard from me. And it will have to last you until we go home to America in time for your graduation. Now I must really return to the huge stack of business papers which have just arrived.”	

A man adopts a philosophy suited to his own personality and needs, thought Allan Marshall. Now what, in God’s name, has spewed up these philosophies, and these personalities, in the past fifty years or so? The red flags of warning fly from every page of these books, but those who should be terrified smile with wondering smugness at me, and yawn. If and when the bloody dawn stands over their grand houses, it will be too late. I may be dead then. Why should I care? Possibly because I am an Irishman, and above all things I hate slavery and love freedom. Rufus calls them “abstracts,” and when I read to him certain pages in these books, he looks at me as if I were not only amusing, but more than a little insane. He does not seem to understand that a fire lighted somewhere in Europe could devour the whole world. This is no longer an insular planet, and contagion spreads by wire, by the movement of peoples.

He sat upright in his chair, and suddenly remembered what Rufus deWitt had said only today, and with a comfortable and indulgent smile: “My dear boy—and you still seem only a boy to me—I am sure that if any of these philosophies ever engulfed the world, which you appear to believe, we, as very wealthy and powerful men, could come to terms with the propounders of them. We always do, all through the world’s history. Do you remember what Frederick the Great said? ‘I take what I will. There will always be enough professors to justify me.’ And there will always be enough greedy madmen, in any kind of government, to protect us—if we grease their palms sufficiently.”

Allan had cried, “But what of those who are not so powerful and so rich? What of the world of men who might be ruled by devils?”

Rufus had not answered immediately. He had only narrowed the still lively hazel of his eyes on his son-in-law and had contemplated him in a very strange silence. Then he had lifted his afternoon glass of port and had sipped at it reflectively. Finally he had said, “You have changed considerably, Allan, during the last ten years or so. I am not complaining of your work and your magnificent contributions to our company. Recall what you have just said: ‘What of the world of men,’ and so on. At one time you, yourself, would not have cared. Don’t explain; explanations are tedious, and never tell the whole story anyway.” He had sipped again, and again he had given Allan that curious long look. “You never knew my brother, who died when you were still a very young man. But you remind me of him, in some disturbing way. My brother Steve was a very good man.” Rufus had laughed heartily. “I hope you won’t become a ‘good man,’ too. I’m afraid, at my age, that I would find it overwhelming.”

“We won’t be spared; we won’t ever be able to come to terms with these madmen,” Allan had answered grimly. “For you see, it is a kind of religion to them, and nothing shakes a man in his religion.”

Rufus had closed his eyes, affecting weariness. “Granting some of your wild premises, what have these foreigners to do with America?”

Allan had stood up, and had said slowly, “A great deal. Your son is one of their disciples, your son Jon. And there are thousands of young Americans, just like him, absorbing this poison in Europe, taking it home with them.”

Rufus had opened his eyes, and he had stared at Allan incredulously. “You never gave him any religion,” Allan had gone on bitterly. “You never taught him respect for his country, but only respect for money, which, never needing, he derides. A man has to have some religion. …”

“And what is yours?” Rufus had asked in the softest of voices.

But Allan had not replied. He had only left the room. When he had closed the door, he had heard Rufus chuckle.

The deWitt château, on the vast wide promenade overlooking the ocean at Cannes, was situated between two enormous hotels, surrounded by exotic gardens and palms and bright green grass, the garden walls overflowing with the cool lavender of wisteria. In architecture, it was a felicitous blend of both Spanish and French, jalousies protecting balconies against the sun, the white mansion reflecting back the pure light from the sky; the red-tiled roof brilliant as a rose. All floors were of colored tile: yellow, pale pink, soft blue or green, set in intricate designs and covered, here and there, by small Oriental rugs. A white stone and marble staircase, fully twelve feet wide, curved massively from the circular hall to the three upper floors. The mansion had originally belonged to an Italian prince, and so the furniture, dark and heavy, shimmered with green and old gilt overlays in elaborate design, against brown, gold, or pink marble walls, upon which crests and enameled shields and fine oil paintings and tapestries had been hung.

The whole effect, to Allan, was singularly oppressive, in spite of the narrow but blazing shafts of sunlight which shot through the pointed windows from noon to sunset. Property no longer impressed him in itself; there were days when the very thought of the hugeness of the deWitt mansions gave him a crushing sensation, with the exception of the house in Portersville. The immensity of the deWitt holdings had the effect of disorienting his mind, so that there were times when his skull felt empty and loneliness invaded the very bones of his body. Sometimes, in a despair which was huge but amorphous, he would say to himself: I have come to my end. He was never quite certain what he meant.

    Though all the family walked every afternoon for hours along the gay promenade before the château, he rarely accompanied any of them. Sometimes he would excuse himself by wryly declaring that he could not endure the sight of the redfaced, sun-starved Englishmen grimly taking their constitutionals with tightly rolled umbrellas held in their hands as if in suspicious defiance of the Mediterranean sun. Cornelia would laughingly accuse him of being a provincial Irishman, and intolerant, and he would permit her to believe it. It was much less wearing than trying to explain to her that something was brewing in the world, something terrible and devastating, which he sensed with his uncanny Celtic intuition. Once, at a dinner in the mansion, he had committed the unpardonable offense of insulting a guest, a ponderous English nobleman, who, while smacking his lips over the after-dinner port, had elaborated on the growing industrial might of “The Empire,” and had paused, graciously, to give a condescending bow in the direction of America. Allan, drunk as usual, had struck the table with his fist and had shouted, “Wake up, you fool! Why don’t you read, instead of talking? Don’t you know we are all on the verge of wars that will destroy all of us, if we don’t begin to work at once?” Without waiting for reply, he had rushed upstairs and had brought down some of his books, and he had spilled them on the table before the alarmed guest, scattering silver and glasses in every direction. “It’s all in there!” he had exclaimed. “Devastation. Ruin. Slavery. The overthrow of constitutional governments. Through carefully calculated wars. Damn you, why don’t you read?”

Allan’s shunning of the promenade, the gardens, and human company, rose from his despair and his growing fear and the unknowable sorrow which afflicted him constantly. He hung the black coat of his depression on every insignificant hook. He worked, with Rufus, on the daily accumulations of business papers, which arrived with almost every post. His last breakdown, which had occurred eight months before, could not be shaken off. He lived in a world pervaded by nightmares. Sometimes he was aghast at the apparent changes in his personality over the years, and sometimes he had an inkling that there had never been any change at all, and that his soul had been immutable and fixed from birth, and that only youth and ambition had obscured, temporarily, the real drives and urges of his spirit. Now youth was gone; ambition had been fulfilled over and over with enormity, and there was nothing left—but himself … and the alcohol and the sedatives which briefly obscured that self from his agonized awareness.

If any place at Cannes gave him enjoyment, it was the balcony which ran before the windows of his apartment. At sunset, he would roll up the jalousies and sit in solitary somberness on the balcony. He could forget the promenade before him; he could forget the frenetic gaiety of Cannes, Juanles-Pins, Nice, Antibes, Monaco. He could even forget Allan Marshall.

Today, after his latest talk with Rufus, he went onto the balcony and sat down in a cushioned rattan chair. Exhaustion fell over him like a desperate illness, and his hands dropped over the arms of the chair and the fingers trailed on the tiles of the floor. He said aloud, “Defeat. I am defeated.” Church bells began to ring over mountain and sea, and they were not sweet and entrancing to him, but a tolling.

The arm of the mountains to his right, gray-blue blurred shapes, extended itself over the flat and dimming waters. The faded coral of the sunset spread cloudily above the sea, brought into more distinctness the shadowy quicksilver of a promontory to the left, tumbling with the golden-beige, white and pink and terra-cotta of villas perched on its slopes. All stood in utter silence; the voice of the ocean was muted. Then, as Allan watched, the low metallic sun strode from the tinted clouds, and a broken pattern of copper ran over brightening water to a crimson horizon, limitless and cold. He sat there, not moving, vaguely aware of the church bells that seemed the articulation of his own anguish. Slowly, the sun dropped to the edge of the world, the copper and restless path was extinguished, the sea fell away into colorlessness, and its voice rose with the sound of unquiet. Moment drifted into moment. Now all was only a painting in silvery and diffused grays, the sea liquid ash, the mountains pearly and without substance. On the horizon, a single red spark quivered for a minute or two; a single scarlet beam struck the mist. Then, this too was gone.

Allan could not move, could not lift his fingers from the chill tiles. It was some instants before he became conscious that someone was knocking smartly on his door. It was a dreadful physical effort for him to speak in answer. It was even more of an effort for him to rise and go into his ponderous sitting room, which was steadily darkening. He struck a match and clumsily lighted a gilt wall bracket as his door opened. He began to shiver, and his clothing and body felt clammy with the evening dampness.

“Well!” exclaimed Cornelia, on the threshold. “Aren’t you dressed yet, Allan? How tiresome of you. I saw you sitting on your balcony nearly an hour ago, from the garden. Have you been sitting there all that time?”

“All that time?” repeated Allan dully. “I thought it was only a few minutes.”

Cornelia said with brisk impatience, which hid her anxiety, “It was nearly an hour. Really, Allan, you should be dressing now for the dinner at the Sainte Germaine’s. Where’s Antoine, for God’s sake?”

“I told him not to come until I rang for him.” Allan, though still not yet fifty, moved to the bell rope like an old and feeble man, and pulled it listlessly. Cornelia, compressing her lips, took up the box of matches and quickly lighted the lamps, which immediately flooded the big room with soft light. She said, “And sitting there in the evening chill in just your shirt sleeves. Do you want to be ill again?”

He did not answer. He only stood on the dark red and blue Oriental rug, surrounded by the weighty gilt and polychrome Italian furniture, and ran his hands through his thick gray hair, disheveling it. He was very thin, and his broad shoulders drooped with chronic weariness. He dropped his hands, and they hung at his side, tremulous and twitching. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. His emaciated face glistened like a skull in the lamplight. He tried to smile. All the fierceness of his black eyes had vanished years ago, had been replaced with cinders. Only his bony and aquiline nose, larger now since his loss of flesh, still jutted arrogantly from the ruin of his face. It was, thought Cornelia, like the slender marker on a grave, which testified that here had once been a man. For an instant her own fine body sagged with the nearest thing to despair she had ever experienced. She went, with a rustle of silk and a waft of rich perfume, to Allan’s carved Italian desk and put her hand on the neat mound of papers. “You’ve had too much of a burden lately, my darling. But Papa is well enough again to take up considerable of it. I’m proud of you. All this today! When you are supposed to be enjoying yourself.”

“I never enjoy myself. I never did,” said Allan.

He’s in another of his moods, thought Cornelia with alarm. She made herself smile indulgently, and came close to him, her head tilted sideways. Before she could speak, the French valet entered discreetly. “Go away,” Allan commanded. “Come back in five minutes.”

Cornelia pointedly lifted the lid of her jewel-encrusted watch on her breast. “All right, Antoine. Just five minutes.” She sighed.

She waited, but Allan stood there in silence, forgetting her, distractedly rubbing at his head, staring at the floor. At thirty-nine, in the gentle lamplight, she appeared not to have acquired years. She wore a soft cream-colored gown of old silk and pale yellow lace caught tightly at the narrow waist with a stomacher of intricate gold and yellow canary diamonds and opalescent pearls. The stuff floated about her splendid figure like the garments of a goddess. Her throat gleamed with yellow diamonds and pearls, and there was no line on its smooth surface. The still violently red and springing hair stood above her forehead in a blazing pompadour, glittering here and there with diamond combs and pins. From her there exuded the indomitable vitality that could never be quenched by time, for it sprang from her spirit.

She carried a big fan of yellow ostrich plumes on her wrist, and she lifted it abstractedly and fanned herself for a moment as she studied Allan. The gaslight near which she stood flickered, then brightened, revealing her face vividly. Her face was tighter, more strongly chiseled than in youth, harder and more astute, cynical lines about a mouth which depended these last few years on paint rather than on young blood for its color, her cheeks rouged expertly but lacking their original roundness and the flare of natural tint. However, nothing could extinguish the power, the light, the indomitable passion of her character fully revealed in her eyes. Nothing but death would ever quiet or subdue them, or drain from them their bawdy gleam and strength.

Allan said, as if to himself, “Why do we have to go out?”

“Let’s not be disagreeable, dear,” replied Cornelia in a coaxing voice.

“You talk as if I were a child,” Allan answered, and his voice rose on a note she dreaded. He looked at her with a recurrence of his wildness, and the burned eyes became alive again momentarily. He reached out and seized her gloved hands and held them fiercely. “Cornelia, what are you? Who are you? Tell me!”

Oh, God, she thought hopelessly. Is it beginning again? She made herself answer tenderly, “Why, darling, I’m Cornelia deWitt Marshall, your wife. You’ve asked me that so often.”

He threw her hands from him. “But you’ve never answered me.” He sat down in one of the gilded monsters and averted his head.

Cornelia had become familiar with this sudden quiver about her heart, which annoyed her. She knelt before her husband and put her jeweled hand on the arm of the chair. She made herself smile widely, conscious of the inexorably ticking watch on her breast. “I have; over and over. But you’ve never listened, my dear. And coming down to it, and being a little metaphysical, which I loathe, how can anyone answer such questions, not knowing the answers?”

He listened with an alertness which gave her hope. He regarded her with sudden astonishment. He reached out timidly after a moment and touched her neck. He said, “Cornelia. I never knew you had such thoughts, that you. …” His feeble smile was pathetic, his eyes eager and seeking.

Damn, must I have another role, too, in addition to all the others I have taken on? thought Cornelia with amused ruefulness. Must I be yearning and significant and soulful, implying all sorts of weird spiritual nonsense?

Despite her impatience and secret amusement, and because she loved him with an amazing depth, she made her head droop. She sighed. She bit her lip theatrically. She forced her broad shoulders to sag. She was a picture of a beautiful and invincible woman undone by an assault on a hidden and sensitive spirit concealing itself beneath jewels and rouge and silk and feathers. “I am very proud, my dear,” she murmured. “I never believed it was fair to inflict one’s moods and uncertainties and fears on another, especially not on one you love.” She was repeating, verbatim, lines from a very emotional and flamboyant play she had seen in Paris, but which, fortunately, Allan had not attended.

Allan’s hands were on her shoulders now, desperately gripping, and she winced. She thought: I must stop this nonsense immediately, or I’m going to be in for endless years of soul-searching and soul-moods and soul-communion and other ridiculous things, and one of these days I won’t be able to keep from bursting out laughing right in his poor face. “Cornelia!” Allan cried. “You do understand.” He lapsed into rapid incoherence, the words stumbling from him. “All this time. You see, in the beginning, there was the illusion, or perhaps the reality. I had union with the work; it was something my hands could do, something my feet could stand in! There’s a story about the Titan who had to keep in touch with the earth or he’d lose his strength—his existence. Contact. You do see? Now it’s monstrous.” He paused for breath, strangled, and coughed, still holding her. She could feel the pulsing of his blood, frantic, struggling, as he fought for expression. “In the beginning, it was a thing I could handle, even when I first came in. But not now. It’s sucked away my identity. If we all died, tomorrow, it would go on, like a nightmare Frankenstein monster, clicking away, rolling, steaming, unaware we were dead. We aren’t needed, your father and I, or anyone else.”

As Cornelia was intelligent and shrewd, she had some awareness of what her husband meant, and she became thoughtful, looking up into his face. But the sense of power in her was only stimulated and made exultant by his words. And she also had her suspicions that this was not the whole story of his agony.

She had no need to pretend, for she was no longer amused. This was serious. She was convinced that subtle action at this moment might result in new health of mind for her husband, a lifting of the horror which was crushing him, and which existed only in his own imagination.

She took Allan’s face between her firm palms and looked into his eyes, “I said you were selfish, my dear, and I repeat it now. You are selfish. Most of us are incapable of expressing ourselves. But, out of decency, out of consideration, we hold our tongues, and try to make of living a smooth and pleasant surface so that life can be tolerable for all of us.”

He wound his fingers about her wrists and gazed at her with such naked despair, and with such an intense lostness, that she was shocked. She glanced away, almost ashamed. The fingers tightened about her wrists, and when she looked at him again she was even more ashamed. His face had changed; it had lightened with tenderness and compassion and with something that was like joy. “I’m sorry, darling,” he said, as if controlling some inner weeping. “I’ve been callous. I never understood you.”

She said quickly, “You can help me, and help yourself, by not speaking of this again.” She laughed a little. “We have others to consider, too.”

He bent his head and laid his cheek against hers with a gesture of hunger, and she forgot herself and held him tightly in her arms. One did not mock, unnecessarily, the pain of a child, no matter how a damned watch was ticking on and no matter how imminent a dinner hour. She loosened herself from Allan’s grasp, and rose, shaking out her silk and lace. He sat, looking up at her so tenderly that his expression, to her, was practically fatuous. “You are right, Cornelia,” he said, and there was new firmness in his voice. “I’ve been selfish; I never knew.”

Lightness, in this “understanding,” was now a necesary touch. But even while she began to smile, to speak, Allan’s valet, a small, rapid man, came into the room hastily, carrying a yellow envelope in his hand. He bowed to Cornelia, and said to Allan with excitement, “Monsieur! A cablegram! From America.”

Allan, bemused, took it. Cornelia said, “Business, no doubt. Don’t bother about it now. We are so late.”

But Allan, his hands no longer tremulous, the muscles of his face no longer twitching, was already tearing open the envelope. “But business is business,” he said, and he actually laughed. “Just a moment, Cornelia.”

Idly, she leaned against him to read. The cablegram was from Tony, their son. “Please return home at once. Doctors advise it. DeWitt has infantile paralysis. He is at Portersville with me. Paralyzed in right leg, very ill. Love.”

Cornelia uttered a sharp loud exclamation. Her first thought was: Papa. Her second: We shall miss Paris in the spring. It was only when Allan rose, his face ghastly, that she remembered that it was his son who had been stricken, his peculiar, unlovable, and unknowable son. And it was even later that she remembered that this was her son, also, possibly dying in Portersville.

The vesper bells had long ago died on the black sea, but Allan heard them again, a jangle, an imminence, a roar and a pounding in his ears. There was nothing else in his ears but the bells, and through them, piercing them, cried one agonized voice: “Lord, have mercy upon us—Lord, have mercy upon us—Christ, have mercy upon us—Christ, have mercy upon us—Lord, have mercy upon us. …”
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Cornelia had acquired a good-humored tolerance and respect for the little fat monk who was her husband’s brother. She found herself, to her humorous surprise, actually confiding in him when they walked together through the graygreen April twilights, pausing now and then to admire the golden buds of the daffodils leaning against the cold spring wind or the red stars of the maples standing against the greenish sunset sky. Brother Michael was such a “quaint” person, his head hardly reaching to her shoulder. He was kind; he was understanding. He was gentle, and sometimes he joked and made her laugh. But more than anything else he emanated calm confidence and serenity and a kind of wry wisdom which Cornelia appreciated. Estelle might complain that their friends would consider his frequent presence very queer, and “truly, we have worked so hard not to let others know of Allan’s background; so Popish, so vulgar, so unacceptable.” Cornelia enjoyed Michael’s company, and Rufus frequently asked for him. There was an earthiness in father and daughter which responded to the earthiness of the little monk. To Allan’s amazement, there was even a kind of rapport between the three. He could not comprehend it.

Upon returning from Europe after twelve days of endless travel by rail and by ship, the family had found Michael assisting the nurses in the care of young DeWitt. Tony had quite simply informed them that he had asked his uncle to come. In the confusion of the homecoming, the consultations with a battery of physicians from New York and Baltimore, the comings and goings of teams of nurses, no one had thought to ask Tony why he had sent for this smiling, brownfaced monk, and why Michael had responded. It seemed quite natural to everyone, except Estelle and Jon and Norman, for him to be present. After all, was he not a species of nurse, himself? He came each day, traveling in a dusty trap, and it was not for some days that anyone gave a thought to sending for him in one of the deWitt carriages, with two black horses and silver harness, and coachmen.

He must return to the Dakotas in two days, he informed Cornelia tonight. And then it was his hope that he would be sent again to foreign fields. He spoke tranquilly; his life and work were at God’s disposal. Cornelia paused to admire a clump of narcissus and to bend to look into their fragile golden hearts. She said, “The only time I think there might be a possibility of God is in the spring.” She touched a red tulip gently as she went on. “An uncomfortable thought. God can quite ruin one’s private life if you permit Him to enter. And I’m very satisfied with my private life.”

Yes, thought Michael, you are. He conceded, with unhappy surprise, that there are actually people in the world who have never felt a need for God, or mourned at His absence in their lives, or were even aware of His presence.

“Well,” said Cornelia, examining a cluster of lilac bushes with spears of closed buds, “it is a great relief to all of us that DeWitt is getting better. I need not tell you, Michael, that the last report that he’ll never walk again has been terribly upsetting, particularly to his father. DeWitt is such an odd boy, but he is my favorite, though I don’t become as emotional as Allan does about his crippling. DeWitt will always find a way to dominate his world, even from a wheel chair.” She smiled down at Michael. “Do you think I am an unnatural mother because I don’t go around weeping and wailing?”

“I never judge anyone,” replied Michael. “No, you are not unnatural, Cornelia. You are just yourself. However, I don’t concur with the doctors. DeWitt will walk again, either on crutches or with canes. I’m sorry he doesn’t like me, but when I told him this morning that he would walk, he said he was glad there was someone around him who had some sense.”

Cornelia smiled. “He was always a boy with a lot of will. I suppose,” she added meditatively, “that something good comes out of every calamity. A foolish aphorism, I always thought. But Allan has recovered amazingly from his last nervous breakdown since DeWitt was taken ill and we returned home. I simply don’t understand him.”

They walked on. Michael was silent for so long that Cornelia was about to speak of something else. Then Michael said in a low voice, “Allan is the kind who is at his best in the most desperate crises, and when he is fighting something tangible.”

“Business takes an enormous amount of his time,” said Cornelia. She hesitated. “All those breakdowns, four of them in ten years, and dreadful! I never understood. I thought it was overwork. But they usually occurred when any crisis had long passed.”

Michael waited. He looked up at her with his calm brown eyes, so clear and so unreserved. Birds were lacing the darkening sky; their sweet calls and insistent shrilling filled the mountain silence. Now from the earth rose an almost overwhelming odor of passionate life. “Tell me,” said Michael, when Cornelia, with a movement of restlessness, was about to move away.

“I detest dramatization, emotionalism, stripping yourself or others naked and begging the world to look at your nakedness,” she said. “It—it is almost obscene. It makes me very uncomfortable, and I am embarrassed by—”

“By Allan,” said Michael, when she paused.

“I love him, believe me. And, though he would not agree, I understand him very well. We knew all about each other. I thought it was enough; why isn’t it enough, for God’s sake?”

“Perhaps what Allan attained was not his real aim,” said Michael. Cornelia turned on him with astonishment, her gray flannel skirt whirling about her, her red hair rising above her head like a fiery crest. Then she cried vehemently, and with hoarse anger, “Then what, in God’s name, is his real aim?”

“I’m afraid he doesn’t know what it is, consciously, and neither do I.”

Cornelia stood there against the sky, large and lusty, and Michael could see the uncertain hardness of her face. She began to tap her foot on the wet grass. Then she laughed shortly, and shook her head. “Nine months ago, when he was very ill, the doctor drugged him heavily, and he didn’t know where he was, or even what he was. He began to talk to the doctor in the voice and words of a child. He said, ‘I am going to be a priest, Dada. I knew it this morning, after my First Communion.’ Michael, what is the matter? Have I said something … ?”

The brown of Michael’s face had paled to a luminous pallor. “Please,” he begged in a stifled voice. He moved off a few feet, and stood with his head bent. Cornelia approached him after a few moments and said anxiously, but trying for lightness, “Something changed his mind. Children get odd ideas, but discard them. There is nothing to be dramatic about, is there? As Allan grew up he wanted something else, apparently.”

“I am wondering what changed his mind; I am wondering what happened to him,” said Michael. He clasped his hands across his black-robed pudgy belly, and the knuckles whitened. Cornelia studied him narrowly.

There was no avenue to this robust and vital woman, so far as he was concerned. She lacked sympathy, sympathy in the real meaning of the word. Besides, there was an agony in Allan which would forever be beyond her capacity to comprehend. So he chose a more superficial explanation, which would be acceptable to her and which contained some truth.

“Let me put it this way, Cornelia. Most young men who attain sudden success, an overwhelming success, as Allan did years ago, inherited the means or position to attain it. They have had a background of fine schools, fine homes, money, leisure, other diversions, pleasure, and interests. Once attaining great power and position, they accept them naturally, for no real strain or striving had been attached to them.

“But those entrepreneurs like Allan had nothing in their backgrounds but poverty, almost satanic ambition and determination, and lust for power. Nothing was of any other interest; gracious society, recreation, the company of secure people, the pleasant joys of relaxation, travel, pleasure in sheer living—these had never been in their lives, and when these things entered they were not attuned to accepting them and enjoying them. They were even, to these men, an irritating waste of time.” Michael stopped, and sighed heavily. “And when their goal was obtained, they had only two choices before them: gaining even more power, world without end, or dying of frustration when they consciously, or unconsciously, realized that this was not what they had wanted at all, that it gave them no delight, and the world they had attained was empty of everything. They had narrowed their existence; like a projectile, they were trained on only one target.”

He walked on, and Cornelia followed, lifting her skirts from the cold dew. “I can offer no advice except patience, Cornelia, and kindness, and love. If you can’t understand, at least pretend you do.” He wondered if he should talk to Cornelia about Tony, but decided against it. This was a resolute and inexorable woman, and Tony was only seventeen, with an almost abnormally developed sense of duty. He did say, however, “Tony has been a great comfort to my father since my mother died two years ago. He always visits Dad in the summer and on his vacations.”

“Tony is a very serious boy,” said Cornelia absently. She was aware that Michael had been telling her very portentous things, and she was grateful for his kindness. But she was more impatient with Allan than ever. Something had not been conveyed to her by this plump and gentle monk, and she suspected that it had been withheld in mercy. This annoyed her, and humiliated her.

“I have decided to begin walking. Now,” said DeWitt to his mother on a day in late November, after the family’s return from Newport.

“Good. It’s about time,” replied Cornelia briskly.

She did not believe in pampering the sick; she never entered DeWitt’s room for the sentimental reason of comforting, cheering, or amusing him. She went on: “I’ve been coming into this room just waiting to hear from you when you are going to walk. And, incidentally, I’m not going to help you.”

DeWitt was not wounded by this statement. He sat in his large bright room overlooking the mountains, propped up in bed by many pillows. Against all that whiteness, his dark and gnomelike face, his sharp features and his piercing black eyes, his delicate black skull and his brown hands, were thrown into strong relief. He had suffered almost intolerably for several weeks, but only the tightly drawn skin on his small face, the short deep line between his eyes, betrayed the pain he had endured in silence and resentment. Cornelia, studying him with a friendly smile, thought: He was never a little boy at all. Even as a baby he was an old man. At sixty, he will look almost exactly as he does now. He is ageless.

As DeWitt was incapable of loving anyone in the full meaning of the word, he did not love his mother. He thought her gaudy, too large, coarse, and common. Nevertheless, he sensed that in her was a power that could never be quenched or overthrown easily. He was well aware that he was her favorite child, a favoritism mixed not with real maternal love but with a kind of respect for him for being what he was. They understood each other perfectly.

“Well?” said Cornelia, smoothing her violet-velvet thighs with her big white hands. “When do you start?”

“Now,” he repeated in the low flat voice that was one of his characteristics. He threw back the silken quilts and fixed his old eyes on his mother. She regarded him with calm curiosity and made no movement. His nurse had been sent from the room; they were alone. Cornelia said, “You know, of course, that that leg is shriveled and shortened, and weak, though you can move it a little. You must allow for that.”

He did not reply, but he smiled his small and saturnine smile of contempt. “Don’t start pitying me,” he said.

“Don’t be a fool,” answered Cornelia without rancor.

He swung his left leg to the edge of the bed; his right followed with a feeble and jerking motion. He regarded it with detestation. Now he just sat there and concentrated on the miserable member, and Cornelia watched. The boy did not move, but slowly his sallow forehead became moist, his yellowish mouth tightened, his thin nostrils flared. Cornelia was filled with admiration, and she became a trifle breathless. Will was in action, almost visibly. She leaned forward, not speaking.

In complete silence, DeWitt slipped toward the floor, his tense little hands gripping the side of the bed. A long shaft of wintry sunlight struck through the wide window and enveloped the boy, lay redly in the folds of his white nightshirt, fell across one taut cheek, bathed his legs. Now the small dark feet were on the floor, the right wrinkled and bending. All DeWitt’s concentration was turned upon it, all his will commanding it to support him. Some moments passed. Then, almost imperceptibly, the foot straightened out, wrinkle by wrinkle. Its dead sallowness became infused with living blood. The knee became rigid, instant by instant. The sweat on DeWitt’s forehead began to run down his face like tears, gathered in the corners of his mouth.

Now DeWitt was pushing himself away from the bed with his hands, inch by inch. Then he was standing, unsupported. Cornelia held her breath. Her son stood there, swaying, livid, his hands clenched and held away from his emaciated body in order to balance himself. Cornelia said very quietly, “Good.” He lifted his eyes, so fathomless and yet so flat, and looked at her, and she smiled.

He continued to sway and his color was frightful. His mouth was so compressed that the lips disappeared and left only a wide and narrow slit in his face. He was giving his next command, and his leg was frantically trying to obey. He took one short step, tottering, not with his strong left leg, but with the right. He staggered, fell sideways, and caught at the bed. He pushed himself away from the bed, stepped forward with his left foot. This gave him more balance. Then, step by step, limping, bending sideways, he moved into the center of the room. He spoke for the first time: “I’ll need a cane. The leg is too short.” His tone was uninterested, as if speaking of another person and not himself.

“Your grandfather has a dozen or more,” said Cornelia. “There’s one with a gold head, wide and bent. Old Mr. Regan gave it to him years ago. He must have been in a sentimental mood when he had it inscribed, in Latin: ‘Not even hell can prevail against the human will.’”

The boy stood in the center of the room, weaving, sweating, the shriveled leg straight beneath his nightshirt. Short of stature though DeWitt was, bearing all the marks of long suffering, thin and yellowish and contracted of face, unprepossessing, even ugly, there was yet about him a profound dignity. He said, “Yes. I’d like that cane.” He smiled at his mother, and she smiled back broadly.

He turned slowly and made his way back to his bed. He climbed into it. He did not permit himself to fall in exhaustion against his pillows. He wiped away his sweat, folded his handkerchief neatly, and laid it beside him. He pulled the quilts over him, arranging them as neatly as he had arranged his handkerchief. He commanded his environment, and it fell into sharp and angular folds about him.

Then, as if he had not performed something close to a miracle, he said, “How is Dad these days?”

“Splendid,” replied Cornelia. She went to the window and looked down at the tumbled blackness of the mountains heaving against the crimson sky. “He evidently can’t stand what he calls ‘idleness.’ In some way, Portersville is his base of operations; he thinks he is really working when he is here. Like,” she added, remembering that conversation with Allan in March, “a Titan needing to touch earth for his strength. Perhaps”—and she turned and looked at DeWitt curiously—“we also have our own delusion.”

“It operates handily for us,” said DeWitt. He picked up a glass of water and sipped it. Cornelia, with pleasure, noted the pronoun, and was gratified. He was not unconscious of the flattery he had extended to his mother, and he nodded at her. “Why do you haul him around, all over the world? Let him stay here. Grandpa is failing rapidly, and I”—he paused and looked again at his mother—“am still only fifteen.”

Cornelia burst out into one of her loud and boisterous laughs. “You are forgetting Tony,” she said derisively.

“Tony,” repeated DeWitt. He lifted his folded handkerchief and contemplated it. Then he tossed it from him delicately. “Don’t you know about Tony? He isn’t interested in the railroad. Does he ever go down to the switchyards or accept invitations from Grandpa to visit our offices here, in Philadelphia, or New York, as I have done? I think he is interested in something else. While I was”—he paused to consider his illness with distaste and disgust—“incapacitated, he would have long walks and talks with our monk-uncle. I could see them from my window, and hear them muttering downstairs, very cosy.”

“What are you trying to imply?” asked Cornelia.

“I think he’s influenced Tony for a long time, since they first met about ten years ago. Tony’s ‘got religion,’ as the quaint saying is. While we were at Groton together, he attended some Romish church every Sunday. One of the fellows told me.”

Cornelia was alarmed and dismayed. “What does that matter? Of course, it would be ridiculous. … I never interfere with the religion of others, and if any of my children should want to be a Buddhist or a Mohammedan, or a Roman Catholic, that would be none of my affair. Anyway, what has that got to do with the railroad, and Tony’s interest or lack of interest in it?”

DeWitt permitted himself to lean back against the pillows. “It’s my opinion that Tony wants to be a priest.”

Cornelia gasped. “Don’t be an idiot, DeWitt!” She stood there, lushly shaped and magnificent in the violet velvet of her gown, her red hair catching the last light of the sun. How overcolored she looks, thought DeWitt fastidiously. Like a florid painting by an Italian amateur who has gone mad among his paints. “Why get in Tony’s way, Mother, if that is what he wants? You are always so tolerant, you know.” He squinted at her. “Some of the best people, I understand, are Catholics these days. Or”—and he stopped to study his mother—“are you afraid of some kind of upheaval in my father?”

Why, the little monster! thought Cornelia. He puts his monkey-hands right down into your vitals and tears at them. He knows too much.

She said, “DeWitt, have you been giving Tony some of your hypocritical encouragement, for your own ends?”

“I?” he asked disdainfully. “I’ve always admired him more than anyone else in the world, but the compliment isn’t returned. I have seen Romish books in his room, and when I asked him about them, he would not answer me. Why don’t you ask him, yourself, when he comes home for Thanksgiving?”

“I certainly shall,” replied Cornelia. She scrutinized the sick boy, and her smile was ugly. “Quite a little schemer, aren’t you, angel?”

“Thank you,” said DeWitt with the utmost gravity. “It runs in the family, doesn’t it? And now that we’re talking frankly, Mother, don’t you think I’d do better than Tony, anyway?”

She walked to the door with a rich rippling of her skirts. She paused on the threshold and turned her head over her shoulder. DeWitt was smiling. In spite of herself, and her anxiety and dread, she could not prevent herself from smiling in return. “That was quite a display this afternoon, and I admired it.”

“You know, Papa, that you are allowed only one cigar a day,” Cornelia said to her father as she sat with him in his room before dinner. Yes, Rufus was failing; he was almost visibly losing flesh. Wrapped in a soft quilt, and still dressed in a silk robe, he had not as yet prepared to go downstairs after his afternoon nap. But as he leaned back in his chair, smoking with pleasure and care, his vitality still seemed immortal. His white hair was still thick and rose crestlike on his head, and his eyes sparkled with golden youth and virility. When he smiled, his smile was still ripe and urbane, and there was none of the slow infirmity of age about him, no vagueness or weariness of mind, no difficulty with memory or reflection.

He waved his hand affectionately at his daughter. “Never mind my cigar, dear. A non sequitur, after what you’ve just been telling me about DeWitt. He has a measure of us in him, combined with something else. Cold. Almost vicious. He doesn’t take the joy we take in scheming and planning. He lacks the capacity for pleasure—not Allan’s lack, which comes from his never having had pleasure in his young years, but a kind of despising of lightness and gaiety.” Rufus chuckled, still richly. “Allan, if I am right, wanted power to satisfy some hurt in him, some vengeance. But DeWitt wants it just as a thing in itself. And he’ll get it, mark my words.”

He exuded a huge fog of smoke. “Yes, he’ll get it. It comforts me to know that I’ll have continuity, in this boy. But he’s not my favorite. Not any more. Tony is the one, and I want him with me to my last day. A wonderful boy. Now about this priest matter. I don’t believe it, Cornelia.”

Cornelia opened her jeweled case and took out a cigarette. She tamped it on the back of her hand, and leaned forward for her father to light it. “I noticed something remote in Tony this time, something withdrawn. And he is becoming thin and pale. He doesn’t want to hurt us, but he’s being pulled somewhere.”

The sky over the mountains had turned a deep purple, slashed with brilliant yellow and rose. Rufus contemplated it. A strange, far-away look settled on his face, a kind of transparency. Seeing it, Cornelia was frightened. She put her hand over her father’s; the fingers were cold. She got up and poured two glasses of brandy, and gave one to her father. “Damn the doctors. Brandy always was our specific.” Rufus took the glass with an absent smile and began to sip. Cornelia waited.

“Suppose the worst came to the worst, and Tony did become a priest,” said Rufus. “I’m too old now to worry about any reaction among our alleged friends. I’m too old to tell a man he is a fool if he is drawn to any religion. I only ask of him that he doesn’t annoy me, fanatically, with his convictions. A priest in the family even amuses me in a way, except for the fact that I don’t want to lose Tony’s company, though he’d never leave me until. …”

“Don’t talk like that!” said Cornelia with such a sharpness in her voice that her father looked at her.

“Well,” he said, and his voice was moved. “In the way of nature. … I won’t speak of it if it distresses you. But, my darling, it isn’t so much Tony you are worried about. What is it?”

Cornelia got abruptly to her feet and stood by the fire. “Allan,” she said almost inaudibly. “It would shatter him.”

“He was once a Catholic, child.”

“But he isn’t, now. He thinks he is not, but he is a churning chaos of emotions, and it is getting worse all the time. When we heard about DeWitt, in Cannes. …” She stopped and drew a deep breath. “You can’t shake off your childhood. It comes roaring in on you, with everything terrible that ever happened to you, under stress. I read about it in a book by that doctor named Freud, and though I discounted it, I was struck by certain things about Allan. … Thank God, my childhood was pretty much what my life is now, and it is all of one piece. That’s not so with Allan.”

“I see,” said Rufus very quietly. Then, as always, he was stung with jealousy. “You love Allan very much.”
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While Laura Peale waited for her husband to answer, she watched him, and her thoughts, distressed and melancholy, became rapid and confused. He is four or five years older than Allan, but in some way he appears much younger—fifty-two, white just at the temples, hair still thick and brown and curling, face lined and seamed; yes, but the lines express so little, as if put there by accident—Why did I never see it before? He looks like an ageless Puritan, fanatical, frustrated, and made coldly fiercer by his frustration. I should not be thinking so, my husband. … It is his small stature which makes him seem so much younger than—but no, he actually appears old—I am full of confusion. … He is a stranger to me; we were always strangers; did I ever love him? Yes, I think so. But not for a long time, a very long time; he has no heart, no real heart; I never knew. …

They were sitting in Patrick’s library in their house on Mountain Heights, some few miles from the deWitt home. The house had been furnished by Patrick; Laura’s suggestions had been ignored. I should have known, then, that he had no respect for anyone but himself, thought Laura, now. He is, to himself, the rare human being incapable of making mistakes. A tyrant. Dogmatic. He should never have been in the Senate; I am glad he was defeated the last time. Yet, so blameless, so righteous: The house resembles him: thin, cold, austere, with windows that seem to repel even the hottest summer sun or spring warmth; I have never been comfortable here, in spite of the furnaces and the fires. I have always hated this house, the dusky, lean furniture, the tapestries, the dim draperies, the faded old rugs which were never brilliant even when new, the somber paintings. All the corridors are narrow and ghostly, and filled with echoes. A Pharisees’ house; the mirrors seem to hold only his own image.

“There is no need to become emotional, my dear,” said Patrick. He wore a crimson velvet smoking jacket, though he did not smoke, and his elegant feet were stretched toward the fire this cold November day. Spectral drifts of gray snow blew across the windows; the chimney howled with wind, and the gray mountains stood at a distance in the gray air.

“I thought I was discussing all this very quietly,” said Laura. Her fine black hair was a shadow on her cheek and neck. She regarded her husband without expression, and her large gray eyes were very still, her folded hands motionless on her knee. Patrick, watching her for signs of “weakness” so that he might reprove her, shifted in his chair. He would never have admitted it to Laura, but it annoyed him that she looked much less than her forty years. It was Patrick’s opinion that his wife had small mental capacity, very slight and superficial emotions in spite of an occasional tendency to womanish “hysteria” over the most insignificant things. He was aware that for over half their married life her presence had made him uneasy, that the curious way she had of “staring emptily” at him was a source of vexation, and that her silences, after he had delivered himself of an eloquent attack on the faults, stupidities, malevolences, plots, lack of integrity of neighbors, relatives, friends, or colleagues, provoked him.

“Don’t you think this discussion is very premature?” he asked. “After all, the man has been in his grave only a week.”

Laura’s eyes became even larger and darker. “‘The man,’ as you call him, Patrick, was my dear Uncle Jim. You never liked him, did you? You thought I didn’t know. But I always did.”

“I disliked his lack of morals, his expediency, his heartlessness,” said Patrick coldly. “How emotional you are, Laura. I remember many things about Jim Purcell of which you are unaware. No matter. I don’t pretend to attachments if I do not feel them.”

Pedantic, pompous, thought Laura, and allowed herself the first unrestrained bitterness against her husband. She smiled suddenly. “You are so right, Patrick, you never feel attachments.”

How like the poor creature to catch only part of anything I say, Patrick commented to himself. He sat up straighter in his chair, like a schoolmaster. He began to speak, but Laura interrupted softly: “Once, you were so different, Patrick, I remember. I adored you, as a child, as a young girl, as a young wife. But something changed you, somewhere, some time, or, perhaps, somebody.”

His thin cheeks reddened. He said with dignity, “Don’t be so flighty, Laura. We were discussing your untenable idea of asking your Aunt Lydia, and Ruth, to come and live with us. It would be impossible for many reasons. One, for instance, that she would not consider it.”

“We can at least offer, Patrick.” Laura’s voice remained mild. “I think Aunt Lydia would appreciate that.”

“I never make offers about which I am not sincere, Laura.”

She did not answer, but looked contemplatively at her folded hands. “Besides,” he added with irritation, “I find Ruth repugnant. She is twenty-seven years old, and has never married. Her limp would not have kept away eligible suitors, for she is rich. An heiress. And she has considerable stock in the railroad, now. …” He paused, and the muscles of his face quickened. “Four per cent.”

“And I have sixteen,” said Laura. He turned to her. But no, he thought, she is not intelligent enough to have made a subtle or derisive remark. He said, “I have five.” He waited, but she made no further comment. “It is not that I object to Ruth, per se. A charming woman, for all her disability. Strange, is it not, that DeWitt has a similar crippling? The susceptibility must run in the family. If Miles were twenty-seven instead of seventeen I should even consider. …”

Laura said very quickly, “Then I must not make the suggestion to Aunt Lydia?” There was a white circle about her lips.

Patrick judiciously folded his right index finger over his mouth and frowned. “She has a very fine home of her own, and she has her daughter. She would not consider coming here, not for a moment. Your aunt and I have not had much in common. But I once thought her a woman of honor—in spite of many things.”

Laura’s face became bright as if touched by the reflection of steel. “You did believe in the brief scandal about her and Uncle Jim, didn’t you?”

“I don’t like your tone of voice, Laura. It sounds very strange.”

Laura stood up with an impulsiveness unusual with her. It came to Patrick, not for the first time, how much she resembled her aunt. Laura was speaking again, in that “strange” voice: “You want to believe it. You’d believe it even with full evidence against it. Why, Patrick, why?”

“You go off into the most ridiculous tangents, Laura,” he said, affronted. “Why should I ‘want’ to believe anything so repulsive about my wife’s aunt? You insult me.” He waved his hand forbiddingly. “I refuse to discuss it further. I think we were speaking of your aunt and Ruth coming to live with us. I cannot make the offer with sincerity. But, if you wish, you may do so, and I promise to look pleasant.”

“Aunt Lydia never changed. She is what she always has been, Patrick.” Laura was somewhat breathless. “The finest person I have ever known. Uncle Rufus still loves her; even Cornelia is fond of her. And Allan. …”

She bent her head. Now she was overcome with pain so intense that she was overwhelmed and astounded. She grasped the mantelpiece and her lips whitened to complete invisibility. Patrick, flooded with the red hatred he had never felt for anyone else but Allan Marshall, was preoccupied with controlling himself. He said faintly, “You know we don’t mention that man in this house unless absolutely necessary. We don’t have contact with him, except on occasions when the whole family meets, or I am compelled to talk with him at board meetings.”

“I know!” exclaimed Laura. “You’ve always hated him; I never knew why. But he frustrated you at one time, didn’t he? He stood in your way when you wanted something. That is something you can’t ever forgive. You’ll never be satisfied until you’ve revenged yourself.” She gazed at him with that curious, almost elated, scorn.

Patrick got to his feet, slowly. “We don’t discuss Allan Marshall. …”

But Laura, for the first time in her married life, laughed in his face, a high and shaking laugh. “We do, this time. You and I—we’ve never been honest with each other; we’ve pretended from the first day. I should never have married you, Patrick. I had fallen out of love with the illusion I thought was you even before our wedding day. …”

“You’re hysterical, Laura,” said Patrick, sharply. He winced at the blow to his ego. “I can overlook it, for you were much attached to Jim Purcell, and you’ve been brooding since he died. And at your age. …”

But Laura was laughing again. There were tears in her eyes. She clasped her hands against her breast in a convulsive gesture. “I should never have married you; I should never have married you. It was wrong from the beginning. You can see it in our children. They despise both of us. They laugh at us; I’ve heard them! And why not? Aren’t they justified?”

He grasped her shoulder, and shook her with a fury that had in it something demented. “Stop! This hysteria—it’s shameful. Haven’t you any pride? Even if you have no intelligence, ordinary decency. …”

Laura was sobered by the rageful hand on her flesh, by the awful expression on her husband’s face. She had seen that expression before, but never had it been so terrifying. It was compounded of anguish, despair, and hatred, and she felt them in herself with appalled sympathy. She thought with a clarity like a stunning light: He hates himself above everyone else. He has never done anything wrong, but still he is loathsome to himself.

She began to speak quietly, compassionately, as he still grasped her shoulder: “Patrick. Patrick. We must be out of our minds. The strain, perhaps. We must forget we ever spoke like this. We must forgive each other. Forgive me, Patrick.”

His hand dropped like lead from her shoulder. Now the frenzied expression drained from his features. He turned away, looked about him as though he were a bewildered stranger in a house he had never seen before and which he had not been aware of entering. Then, not speaking again, he walked out of the room.

Laura put her hands over her eyes and wept without sound.

Laughing silently and gleefully to himself, Fielding Peale tiptoed down the misty upper hall, his ski boots as quiet as velvet. He knocked discreetly at his sister’s door, opened it, and popped in his head with what Cornelia Marshall often called his “jack-in-the-box way.” Mary was yawning over a book near a lighted lamp in the dusk. She looked at her brother eagerly; he was waving his long arm at her, beckoning. She jumped to her feet with the swift bound of a kitten, and followed him further down the hall to Miles’s room. She did not know what was making him laugh so widely and soundlessly, but she was certain it would be worth hearing. With an air of conspiracy, Fielding opened Miles’s door, his sister at his heels.

Miles was smoking and reading. He quickly snuffed out his cigarette. His father, who detested anyone’s smoking, had “exploded” when he had discovered that his son “indulged in the dirty habit”; so Miles’s rapid gesture was an irritated reflex. However, when he saw his visitors, he relaxed in his chair and put down his book on the neat pile beside him on the table. “You’ve got to stop bouncing around on those cat feet of yours, Field,” he said in his light voice. “How you manage it with your big clodhoppers I don’t know. Skiing again? You’ll break that giraffe neck of yours. Hello, Mary.” He gave his sister his most charming smile.

Though all three of the Peale children had a close affinity for each other, they seldom met for friendly conversations, except for those inspired by malice. So Miles looked expectant. As Fielding was sixteen, his giggle was somewhat falsetto still. He could not control his giggling now; he gave in to it, threw his long and awkward body in a chair, and slapped his bony knees. He was the only definitely ugly member of the family, and in spite of his great height he gave no promise of ultimate dignity. Cornelia had once described him as “all of one color—tan.” There was considerable truth in the description; his mop of straight hair was of the lightest brown, his small eyes of the same hue, his skin rough and yellowish, his angular lips without the slightest hint of youthful rosiness. He had a large and crooked nose, light brown and straggling eyebrows and lashes, and a knobby forehead. “Lantern-jawed,” Allan had once remarked, also with truth, for the boy’s chin was long and jutted out below his mouth.

He sat and laughed with a whinny, clad in what Miles considered the most repulsive garments in the world: tightest trousers thrust into enormous boots, brown wool shirt, and woolen jacket. He had “picked up” skiing on a visit to the Austrian Tyrol last spring, a sport which Miles derided as he derided all strenuous and vigorous exercise. Fielding had even added a knitted woolen cap with a tassel, another monstrosity, according to Miles.

“The old man and lady just had a mad dust-up in the library,” he informed his brother and sister with delight. “I heard them; I listened at the door, and then had to duck into the second drawing room as the old man jumped out, tearing wild. I’d just come in and heard it all. It was good! Not one of their usual refined, genteel fights. But a humdinger. Maybe the old man slapped her or something,” he added, relishing his tale.

“Oh, no!” cried Mary, clapping her hands and rocking on the window seat. “I don’t believe a word! Tell us more. What was it about?”

Miles, who was sometimes patronizing with his brother, lit a cigarette, waited with interest. “Well,” Fielding went on with enjoyment, “I didn’t get all the first part. There was something about old Aunt Purcell and that horrible Ruth coming to live with us, and I can tell you, it made me sick at my stomach. But Pa wasn’t for it. And then, somehow he was.” Fielding frowned, trying to remember it all. “Ma got kind of hysterical when he said he would be ‘pleasant,’ and talked about Ruth and her stock in the railroad. I don’t know why.” Suddenly he was overcome and laughed and laughed, slapping his knees again. “Do you know what? Pa said if you were older, Miles, he would consider your marrying old Ruth! Wouldn’t that kill you?”

“No doubt,” said Miles without indignation. “But it sounds like Pa. All nobility and piousness—until it comes to the railroad. What he wouldn’t give to get his hands on it. Even something insane like my marrying a woman old enough to be my mother.”

“Hardly; just almost ten years older, that’s all,” said Mary with happiness. “But do go on, Field.”

“And then the row burst out, with Ma screaming something about Uncle Allan doing something to Pa. She shrieked; honest she did. And making a mistake about marrying Pa, and laughing out loud, over and over. But things got really exciting when she said we kids laughed at them.”

“Well, don’t we?” cried Mary. “But how did she ever guess? Maybe she isn’t as stupid as we think she is.”

“I never thought her stupid,” said Miles.

He shook off some ash from his cigarette. “I’ve never told you kids, but she’s always been infatuated with that furious Irish madman, our dear ‘Uncle Allan.’”

“No!” breathed Mary, fascinated.

“Well, maybe Miles is right,” said Fielding, awed by his brother’s insight. “Uncle Allan’s name seemed to set him off. Look, is Uncle Allan returning the compliment?”

“Of course. You can see him doing it, if you watch.”

“What a perfectly delicious scandal!” said Mary, hugging her rounded knees. “I wonder if anyone else knows.”

“Aunt Cornelia does. That’s why she’d love to cut Ma’s throat. But you kids mustn’t hint a word of it, I warn you.”

“Delicious!” exclaimed Mary again. “But such old people. They ought to be ashamed.”

Miles smiled at this childishness. He waved to his brother to continue. But Fielding was staring into space, with gleeful pleasure. “Does Pa know?” asked Mary. “It would be just too exciting if he did.”

“He hasn’t the sense,” replied Miles disdainfully.

Fielding went on: “And there was something about a scandal and old Aunt Liddie; and Ma accused Pa of believing in it, and wanting to believe in it.”

“I shouldn’t doubt it,” said Miles. “I’ve noticed that these ‘lovers of mankind’ are always ready to think the worst of it. And to exploit it, too, in a fashion normal men haven’t learned as yet. Ma was crushing our father’s toes, apparently, when she accused him.” Miles smiled his exceedingly beguiling smile again. “We can’t keep help around here, though Pa pays more than anyone else, as a kind of bribe. He’s too demanding, too autocratic, and while he talks to us about ‘labor,’ as if it were some kind of ineffable species, he treats our help like dogs. Ma tried to explain it to me a couple of years ago; Pa, she said, in that foolish, gentle way of hers, wasn’t always this ridiculous. He used to believe in what he spouted; he used to put his own words into action. Something changed him; something left him with the oratory and paralyzed the rest of his body. It’s my belief,” said the astute Miles, “that nothing ‘changes’ anybody, intrinsically.”

His brother and sister listened to him with respect. He sat in his chair, at ease, and spoke with that authority which comes solely from never-wavering contact with reality. Unlike the gawky Fielding, he was small, relieved only from daintiness by an aura of dominant masculinity, implicit for all the delicate formation of his body, his hands, and his feet. He was elegant and graceful; an exquisite. He possessed what is called in women “style” and distinction.

It was all this, and his face, which made him practically irresistible to ladies of any age. When dour and disgruntled maids gave their notice to Patrick in outraged indignation, Miles, when at home, could invariably soothe them and persuade them to remain. They murmured in the kitchen that he had the character and the face of a “holy cherub.” He had a small and ethereal face, a rounded chin with a dimple, a perfect nose, and, to quote the ladies, a “rosebud” mouth. His eyes were an absolute blue in all lights and under all conditions, and were unusually large and brilliant, shaded by astonishingly long dark lashes. His forehead was wide and high, and crowned by dark auburn hair which curled all over his round head in silky ringlets.

He had used his own lavish pocket money to refurnish his rooms at home. Tasteful and artistic, he had, over a period of five years, thrown out the gloomy furniture his father had bought and had replaced it with either original French furniture, or admirable copies. Everything in his rooms was light and airy, yet strong, like himself, and perfect, from the blue and gilded chairs to the soft draperies at the windows. Patrick, offended, had declared the rooms full of “frippery.”

Miles had determined to marry his kinswoman, Dolores Marshall. This, too, was his secret. At seventeen, he was not youthful; he was a man. Dolores’s coldness to him did not discourage him in the slightest. For he had acquired for this girl, since he was fifteen, an authentic passion and desire and love which sometimes astonished him. There was no reasoning with it, no explanation. She was beautiful, but he had seen girls as lovely. She did not parade her sex, nor was she a coquette, a fact which made many of her masculine acquaintances indifferent to her.

It was his opinion that his sister, who adored him, was a wanton at heart. There she sat now, regarding him with adoration, a petite girl with a delightfully rounded figure and his own grace and daintiness of movement and gesture. The rosevelvet frock set off the hanging masses of her curling black hair, her huge black eyes, so animated and full of sauciness, her broad white cheekbones and pointed white chin, her fleshy pink mouth with its malicious expression. Everything about her was piquant and suggested a forgotten strain of Latin blood. Like Miles, she gave an “air” to everything she wore, everything she did.

“Coming back to old Aunt Liddie,” said Miles. “She’s a very rich old girl, and she won’t forget us, I hope. Mary, I’ve often wondered why Uncle Jim didn’t leave any of us money, except you. Have you any idea?”

She shook her curls and grinned at him as if keeping a secret, though, in fact, there was no secret at all. Jim Purcell had found her amusing, and Ruth was fond of her for some unknown reason. “You must have played up to him,” said Miles knowingly. But Mary merely shook her head again. Miles began to muse. “Ma is very rich, herself. She has stock in the company, and she’ll leave it to us. Our grandfather was Stephen deWitt, and he was once president of the company. By the way, would you kids mind getting out now? I’m studying.”

“Always studying about railroads,” said Fielding, trying for disdain but glancing at his brother with admiration. He stood up to his full and awkward length, and yawned. “Want to be president some day? And how are you going to manage it, with Tony and DeWitt, not to mention Uncle Allan and Aunt Cornelia, and Uncle Rufus, who’s still on the premises?”

“Did I say anything about being president, or anything?” asked Miles. Fielding lounged to the pile of books by his brother’s chair and picked up one of them. He scratched his yellowish cheek and frowned. “Patents. Uncle Allan’s got three in here, all by himself. He must’ve been a bright boy when he was young. I mentioned it to Pa once, and he got mad.”

“Pa doesn’t like plebes, or people without background or family, or men who get where they want to go by their own efforts,” said Miles languidly. “It offends his ingrown sense of what is ‘proper.’ Once I heard him say that he despised men who tried to ‘rise above their station.’ He forgot himself that time, and then tried to explain, and it came out gibberish. Just another symptom of his. ‘idealism.’ Now, will you get out?”

Mary had been staring into space, as if entranced, forgetting her brothers. She said suddenly, “Do you know what? I’m going to marry Tony.”

Fielding howled with laughter, but Miles did not even smile. His blue eyes narrowed thoughtfully on his sister. He said seriously, “No, my dear. He won’t marry anybody, I think. Least of all, you. You might try for DeWitt, though; he’s sweet on you, and someday, perhaps five or six years from now, it can be a match.” He became more serious than ever, and studied his sister as though she had appeared to him in a new and important light. “DeWitt. What if he’ll always walk on crutches or be in a wheel chair, or at best, use canes? He’s a deWitt.”

Mary was angered, and her eyes flashed. “I think DeWitt Marshall is detestable. Oh, we all had fun together when we were kids, but now I can’t stand him. I’m going to have Tony. It’s true he isn’t very bright about a lot of things, but just look at him! He makes my mouth water. The girls at school rave madly about him. And he’ll have your precious railroad one of these days, too.”

“No, he won’t,” said Miles softly. He ran his hand over his silken auburn ringlets. “DeWitt might. Don’t glare at me; I know what I know. Get after old DeWitt. You will, if you have any sense.”

Mary, in outrage, flounced to her feet, and the rosy skirts swirled about her in the perfect circle of a dancer’s costume. “Don’t tell me what to do, Miles Peale! I know you’re soft on that horrible Dolores, but she won’t look at you, not for a second! Besides, there’s that English nobleman, or something, and you can be sure that Aunt Cornelia is getting up a sweat working on it. And did you ever hear of Aunt Cornelia not getting what she wanted?” She laughed at Miles, who made no reply but pointedly took up one of his books.

“Ever hear of Miles not getting what he wanted, either?” asked Fielding, coming to his brother’s aid. “And you’re wrong, Mary. Who would want old Dolores? Looks like wax, with all that light hair. The family’s got millions, but even the hungry boys let her be a wallflower at dances.”

Miles never lost his temper visibly. So he smiled with superior kindness at his brother. “Yes,” he said. “Who would want Dolores? And again, do I have to throw you kids out?”

When they had finally left him, he closed his book over his finger and gazed at the fire, and those who knew him would have been astonished to see the intensity of his expression and his monumental concentration. He finally got up, lifted a book from its narrow shelf on the wall, and from behind it withdrew a letter he had received that morning. No one had ever violated his privacy, but he distrusted all human beings. He reread the letter, which was from Jon deWitt. It was a very thick and rambling letter, written in cramped handwriting, and here and there it was incoherent. It was full of lyrical and frantic devotion to this seventeen-year-old youth, and Miles smiled in an ugly fashion as he read on. “… dreadful time at Cannes, which I loathe—miss you, dear boy. … You are such a child, but so beautiful. Even when you laugh at me, I forgive you because of your face and intellect. … You don’t understand these things—the purity, the loftiness, the classic. … But you’ve given me some hope … do not despise me—the pain, the longing. … There is no one like you. I am losing interest in my French friends—they pretend to a subtlety they do not have … just want my money. I am ten years older than you, but I know you would understand if you would allow me to explain. …”

Disgusting obscenity, thought Miles. He tapped the papers against his teeth. Then he continued to read: “Lonely—lonely—lonely. … I remember that discussion I had with you last summer. Let me talk with you again, I have so many new books on the subject.—When one looks at Allan Marshall, and my grandfather, for that matter, one is filled with hatred for them. Cruel, greedy oppressors of better men. Monopolists of the worst kind, but they always manage to evade the antitrust actions against them. What do they know of the suffering of the exploited, the people? Do they ever hear the clatter of the tumbrils at any time? But they’ll hear them, one of these days! Did you read the last translated pamphlets I sent you, which were smuggled out of Russia? The hour is coming! In this respect you are so perspicacious, so perceptive. You, like me, know that the day of the robber barons is finished, that the Day of the Proletariat is approaching with thunder. …”

I wonder, thought Miles, sitting down near the fire again, if there is anything to my suspicion that unspeakable people like Jon deWitt are just naturally, and inevitably, drawn to ideas like the “Day of the Proletariat”? Their perversions? Their dementia? Do they hate successful men, and so try, this way, to destroy them? Is that their revenge?

Miles had met some of Jon’s New York “friends.” He remembered the zealot’s glare in their eyes, their shrill denunciatory voices, their clenched fists, their piercing and insistent arguments, their womanish malignance and airs, their passion for “oppressed groups and the Masses.” Degeneracy—and perhaps the light of burning cities tomorrow. The fragile but spiteful banshees of doom. Miles wrinkled his nose as if offended by a foul smell. One or two of the “friends” were men distinguished for literature, for obscure, beautifully written, frail poems or novels. Their work had the scent of putridity about it, for all the exquisite phrases and the general excellence. Moreover, they wrote almost exclusively of men—masculine, dominant, warlike men, and they wrote voluptuously.

Miles rolled the letter tightly together, and pushed it between the coals of the fire. He watched it burn, and his smile was cryptic. Jon deWitt. Rufus deWitt’s son. He could be useful, very useful. Miles began to think of the letter he would write to him. A cautious letter, harmless and unintelligible to others, significant to Jon.
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As the family sat at breakfast on the morning of Thanksgiving Day, Tony Marshall felt that he had at least one reason for humble gratitude to God: his father was looking strong again, the life had returned to his eyes, his air of concentrated potency, which over the years had appeared to deteriorate slowly but steadily, had returned in its full power. Still very thin, and with gray hair, he was, for the first time in a long while, giving the impression that he was in absolute control, thought Tony, the feeling that he was “present.”

Because he had such sensitivity of feeling, Tony knew that the seemingly trivial have a stupendous place in the lives of men. Allan, in his youth, might have had a contempt for his parents; nevertheless, his acceptance by his father in these later years had comforted him. He was needed by his father, that old man, so serene, so belligerent, so affectionately blustering and kind and simple. Tim’s wife was dead, but he hardly grieved. “Sure, my lad, herself is just dustin’ up the new house and settlin’ the furniture for me,” he had told Tony. “It’s lookin’ out the window for me she is, right at this minute.” His filmed eyes had smiled at the young man. “And it’s not surprised, I’d be, if some of the blessed angels didn’t drop in for a cup of tea sometimes, and one of her tarts.”

This highly unorthodox view of the hereafter had not disturbed Michael. He had said softly, “And when you get there, Dad, don’t forget to keep a chair brushed off for me.” This was before he had left for India. He, as if he knew Allan’s need, wrote constantly.

Tony pitied Estelle and her two sons, Jon and Norman, but in spite of the imperative Command he could not love them, and this sometimes worried him. Estelle, in her early sixties, looked much younger to the casual glance, though the thin skin of her sweet face was cobwebbed with time. She never appeared, even during slight illnesses, without the bloom of expertly applied rouge and powder, and her luminous brown eyes were still distended with a synthetic enthusiasm. She had no need, even at her age, to resort to the dye pot, as did Cornelia. Estelle’s soft curls were still brown, if thinned, and she wore them like a crown on her head. She had kept her youthful figure, her artificial eagerness of expression, and her saccharine quality. But malevolence had pinched and sunken the corners of her mouth, had driven pits around her nostrils, had shriveled the area about her eyes.

He also disliked, in spite of earnest effort, her two sons, who resembled her so closely. Norman was his mother’s courtier, a young, brown-haired, brown-eyed man who gave the impression of having no “body.” At twenty-five, he was a perpetual youth, and always would be. Adolescence was part of his spirit; it was his livery. Sometimes he was even guilty of clapping his hands in delight over some trifle. Yet, though he was interested in no woman but his mother, he did not give off that certain effluvium of disease and ominous distortion which hovered about his older brother.

Even when he had been much younger, and much more innocent of life, Tony had recognized that Jon deWitt was unhealthy in both personality and soul. At fourteen, Tony, who had always called Jon by his Christian name, simply, was instinctively impelled to call him “Uncle Jon.” (What had occurred to cause this change was almost blotted from his memory, but he retained the impression that it had threatened him and that he had fled from it in horror and loathing.) At any rate, the firmly enunciated title had changed Jon’s former interest in his nephew to cold and spiteful dislike.

There were times when Tony, though only eighteen, had a mature man’s perceptiveness; and it came to him at irregular but fully enlightened intervals that if there was some awful fate which had deformed Jon, and had kept Norman in infancy, that fate was their mother.

Tony did not know that Rufus, over the years, had come to recognize his sons for what they were, and now shuddered at one and regarded the other with the unthinking aversion one extends to the unknown. His last will left them some amounts in cash, but no stock or bonds in the railroad. Their mother had increased her own original wealth in the stock market.

Rufus, though he had lost much flesh lately, still retained his hearty appetite and joviality. He had insisted on joining the family at breakfast, for the company of his daughter and his grandchildren, Tony and Dolores, had become a necessity to him. Allan, since his revival of mind and health, sometimes became tedious to the old man; he wanted to “talk business” all the time, as Rufus complained to Cornelia. “I never thought the day would come when I wouldn’t be predominantly interested in our company, above anything else,” he would admit. “Would you mind telling Allan, in a very subtle way, of course, that I’m ‘not what I was,’ or something?” Cornelia, therefore, would tactfully move the conversation from a business discussion when her father and husband were together. “For God’s sake,” she would say, “there’s something else in the world besides locomotives and stocks and bonds and directors and patents and rights of way, especially at breakfast and dinner.”

The morning was disquietingly showing every indication of making life miserable for human beings. Snow had fallen heavily all night; it lay in grayish and mounting heaps on the mountains and in the valleys. It seemed to be determined to do much more. Vision through the windows was limited to curtains of whiteness, torn apart by a thunderous gale. “Roads will be blocked,” said Cornelia. “I do hope that Mother and Ruth won’t have too much difficulty; they won’t if they use a sleigh. I must call them. Remind me, somebody. The Peales, unfortunately, will get here. Patrick becomes more intolerable all the time. Why isn’t it permissible, on regulated occasions, for a woman to poison her husband?” Rufus laughed heartily. But Allan, who had been about to ask Rufus his opinion of a newly invented automatic switch, did not smile. His face darkened and he put down his fork. Cornelia watched him intently from under her tawny lashes, and for an instant she was completely ugly. But she went on: “Mother didn’t want to come, considering poor Uncle Jim’s recent death. I became quite the wounded daughter; she knows all about me, of course, and she laughed a little. She understood, though, that we really wanted her.”

Estelle glanced up. “Do we?” she asked sweetly. “Frankly, as you know, I never cared much for Lydia. She is completely neglecting herself; she looks like an old woman.”

“None of us are young,” said Rufus. He regarded his wife with a hard gleam in his eyes.

Cornelia said, “Thank you, Papa. I do feel decrepit. Honestly, these large gatherings-of-the-clan on holidays bore me. But it’s my turn. Thank God we go back to New York next week, after Tony returns to Harvard, and DeWitt to Groton.” She complained, “I never thought the Peales would make me want to leave home, but they do.”

“There’s nothing wrong with Miles. And Mary,” said deWitt in his unaccented voice. His face, so sharp and dark, flushed a little. His mother, beside him, patted the small hand on the table, and he shrank away, rebukingly. “Never mind; we all know you like Mary,” she said. “And why not? Such a darling girl. Miles? A terrible rascal, of course.”

Estelle furtively patted her curls. “I must say that Lydia seems to take Jim’s death very calmly, and they always appeared to be so devoted.”

“There’s more to grief than emotionalism,” said Cornelia, accepting another large slice of ham from the platter the butler was offering her. “Or don’t you know, Estelle?”

“Now, now,” murmured Rufus with enjoyment.

“I, for one, will be happy to get back to my apartment in New York,” said Jon, in his feminine voice, precise and lyrical. “Dull, here in the country. I think I’ll make it a little earlier than usual. Papa, it won’t be necessary to order out our private car for me.”

Rufus held a piece of toast in his hand. “I won’t,” he replied. “What’s wrong with our Pullmans, anyway?” He put down the toast as if he had suddenly sickened of it, and he turned to his left, where Dolores sat. Immediately he was warmed. “Why do you have to go back to that school in Switzerland, my love?”	

“I don’t,” she answered with a tender smile. “I’d much rather stay here with you, Grandpa.”	

“Now don’t encourage her, Papa,” said Cornelia with boisterous vigor. “You know she has to finish. And we’ll be on the Riviera again, before you know it.”

Rufus smiled ruddily but did not answer. His daughter fixed all her attention on him, and her heart, usually so invulnerable, contracted. Allan turned to her, caught her eye, and smiled with affection. She responded to it, but under her thick and robust application of bright rouge her skin paled.

What complacent, wicked, or dull fools they are! thought Jon deWitt with such violent revulsion and hatred that his vision became distorted for a moment, and all objects and the people about the breakfast table drew together in tall and jagged lines before him, colored only in white and black. He was familiar with this phenomenon, and with its accompanying sensation of extreme nausea, intolerable head pain and plunging heart. There had been times when the stalklike and glittering lines had fused as one, glimmered like lightning, and had then disappeared in a total darkness which had lasted for several terrifying moments. He was afraid it was going to happen again, and he forced himself to breathe slowly and steadily, to swallow methodically, as he had been taught.

There sat his father, that oppressor of the workers, that battener on the lives of humble men! No doubt he still fancied himself as a Jove, thought Jon, a benevolent Jove, with all his condescending charities, his chairmanships of “welfare” organizations. Too late, too late! Jon went on in himself with raging satisfaction. Too late for anything, you damned, twinkling, chuckling liar, who have made my mother’s life a hell since the day you married her. And that daughter of yours, that loud-voiced brazen bitch with her gusto and her shouts of laughter and her way with men! Pollution, corruption! Allan Marshall! Thief, conniver, plotting Irish rascal. Low-bred scoundrel. I thought you would die the last time you were ill; if I believed in any God I would pray that you would die.

Jon picked up his glass with trembling fingers and drank. The ominous flicker of darkness was touching the corner of his right eyelid. He made himself look desperately at his mother as a distracted peasant kneels before a wayside shrine. Her dear, sweet, shining face. Her young and eager eyes. The adorable curls, the dimpled chin. He had been choosing her clothes for many years now; his gaze lingered on her blue morning robe with its froth of white lace about her neck and flowing from the wide cuffs. He sighed. He looked at his brother and was stabbed with jealousy. Norman was leaning against Estelle’s arm and smiling up at her like a dependent child. Jon smiled victoriously to himself. He knew what he knew about Norman; he had taught him. Norman’s emotions might be those of an adolescent, but there was a mind behind the prattling, the clapping of hands, the apparently senseless laughter. A voracious and calculating mind, capable of absorbing the new and flowering philosophy of the common man. The family would have to reckon with both of Estelle’s sons.

He studied the rest of the family. DeWitt. Cold, clicking away in the depths of him, ignoring that repulsive crippling as if it were an irrelevance. One could hear him ticking, tabulatking, adding up, endlessly, sleeplessly. But the mind of a man could defeat a machine, however intricate. Besides, the ugly, black-faced little monster was only sixteen.

Jon came now to Tony, and for a few seconds he was completely blinded with hatred, and with something like terror. Had he ever told anyone, his mother, his father, his grandfather? It must be so, otherwise he, Jon deWitt, would not be so avoided and treated with such open aversion.

At last, Jon came to Dolores, so like her brother. Positively repellent, thought Jon, despising her. All that pale light hair curling about her Renaissance face, those empty eyes, that delicately swelling figure. In some way she appeared to him even more of a threat than Tony. He glanced at her breast, and shuddered, and at her white throat, and shuddered again. With what grossnesses of body the animal could be seduced! Her rose-colored lips, smiling so gently at Rufus, nauseated Jon.

Rufus was speaking in that rich voice of his: “We always believe that our lives and our thoughts are marvelously unique, our calamities beyond the understanding of others, our hopes higher and nobler, our despairs deeper, our aims purer, our comprehensions more refined, and that the things which happen to us, whether for good or for bad, have never happened before to anyone else. Do you remember, Allan, what the Pharisee said: ‘I thank Thee, Lord, I am not as other men are’?” He laughed. “I’ve never done a thing which hasn’t been done before thousands of years ago in exactly the same way by millions of others.”

Estelle, who had been trying to break into a conversation of which Jon had been oblivious until this moment, said eagerly, “Why, yes, in a way. Nothing new under the sun.” Rufus nodded his head at her with kindness; Estelle might be obvious and shallow, but one had to acknowledge her existence occasionally.

Jon said abruptly, “You are wrong, Papa. There is something quite different in the world today, a new and growing philosophy—beyond selfishness. …”

“I know, I know,” said Rufus, bored. “I’ve heard about it, here and there.” He glanced with a twinkle at Allan. “But it isn’t new at all, my boy. It’s as old as sin; it was conceived in sin, or ignorance, thousands of years ago by the cave man. I hope the world won’t revert to barbarism, Jon. I doubt it will; the age of tyrants has passed. The new philosophy you talk about is fossilized.”

Allan’s black eyes sparkled with furious irateness at his wife’s half brother. “We haven’t outlived selfishness, and I hope we won’t, for it has its good facets. Such as self-esteem, self-respect, responsibility; ambition, and the drive to self-betterment. Held in control, as all human emotions have to be, they can benefit society as well as the individual.”

He pointed his knife in a “low-bred” gesture which he sometimes could not restrain.

‘You, for instance, Jon. There is some emotion in you which is carrying you to dangerous extremes.”

“Why does any family discussion always end in personalities?” murmured Estelle in despair.

Cornelia came to her assistance robustly, “Estelle’s right. Allan, do put down that knife; you really aren’t going to stab Jon, are you? I read somewhere that gestures directed toward others are sometimes subconsciously hostile, and have the real original intention behind them.”

Allan smiled grimly and put down the knife. “Possibly right, Cornelia. But why can’t your brother argue or talk about anything else but his infernal obsession?”

Jon’s face flushed intensely. “You are afraid,” he said, and it was as if he was spitting at the other man. Allan regarded him scornfully. “Of what?” he asked. “Men like you?”

Rufus put in hastily, “‘The times are out joint.’ I suppose you think that, and believe that, Jon. But they always were. Time has smoothed out the long past behind us, made it almost featureless, leveled out the volcanoes, turned the wild rivers into quiet streams … And after we, ourselves, have been forgotten, and our children’s children, too, millions of men will look back on our times and, in the midst of their own confusions, wars, and events, will say, perhaps enviously, ‘How peaceful the old days were, how leisurely and pleasant and good and tolerant.’ And it will be a lie, what they say, just as what we say about the past is a lie.”

“But we have to deal with the present just the same, and with the idiots the present spews up!” exclaimed Allan.

Cornelia rose briskly. “And now that the day has started out in its usual normal fashion for this family, and nothing agreeable has been said to disturb the customary pattern, I think I’ll go upstairs with Allan for a little consultation about some matters.”

Tony, rising, laughed with Rufus and his father, and with Dolores, but his eyes were troubled. He took his sister’s hand and went with her out of the dining room. He whispered, “I must talk to you, dear. I want your advice.” She gave him a sad and fearful glance, and nodded.

The butler drew back DeWitt’s chair, and the youth put one hand on his cane, one hand on the table, and pushed himself slowly but surely to his feet. Allan waited. He dared not offer assistance. He tried to make himself invisible as he followed the painful progress of the crippled and gnomelike figure across the heavy carpet. DeWitt ignored him, and it came to Allan again that DeWitt had not spoken a word to anyone but the servants. Was the boy retreating more and more into his silences, or was he, as usual, only observing? If I could only reach him, thought Allan, slowly moving behind his son. But I never could, and no one else has ever succeeded either, except Tony.

DeWitt crept over the floor, his hand whitening on the cane, his small features compressed with almost superhuman determination. If he saw his father behind him, it was not evident. Estelle was standing with her sons close beside her, and was looking up at them in speechless communion, and with an air of touching helplessness.

“I think today would be best,” said Dolores to her brother, as they sat in the snowy dusk of her small sitting room. “Daddy is feeling and looking so well lately; though he has not stopped drinking.” She sighed mournfully. “Then, the family is coming for dinner, and I’ve noticed that he doesn’t do too much drinking before parties, except that he can’t stand Uncle Patrick and is sometimes—careless. Then, having to appear on holidays, at dinner, he is restrained by not wanting to be a spectacle before his own children.”

“But we understand,” said Tony.

“Yes, dear. However, he has his pride to consider, and he still believes he is hiding it from us. So, even if you disturb him, he won’t—he won’t. …”

Tony pressed his hands over his eyes and his face with a slow movement of distress. “What if our father should be thrown back into what he was, by me? I can’t have that on my conscience.”

Dolores smiled sadly. “Nobody really throws anyone ‘back.’ You can only precipitate what was already there, and waiting. And you have yourself to consider, too, and your whole life.” She touched his shoulder again comfortingly. “For good or evil, we are always influencing someone, every day of our lives, and they are influencing us. Do you remember telling me how you first knew what you wanted to do? You were walking along a back road in Cannes, and you suddenly came upon a white wall covered with magenta bougainvillaea, and the sun struck it and you stopped, and all at once you knew. The light on the flowers—it was just a precipitating factor.”

Tony stood up, put his hand lovingly on his sister’s fair head, and she looked up at him with gravely smiling eyes. He nodded, and left her. The corridor outside shifted with grayish light from the raving sky. Everyone would have luncheon in his room; so the servants could lay the table for the Thanksgiving dinner. Tony could hear no one about upstairs. He walked soberly down the hallway, then stopped at the door of his brother’s room. He hesitated, then opened it. DeWitt was resting on his bed, reading. He regarded Tony with dark coldness, and retained the book in his hands. “I didn’t hear you knock,” he said.

“If I had knocked, you wouldn’t have said ‘come in.’ You would have said, ‘Who is it?’ And if I’d told you, you would have answered that you’re ‘busy.’ And I would have had to go away, and I don’t want to go away.”

The nearest grimace to a smile which DeWitt ever allowed himself glimmered about his tight lips. He put down the book. “All right, sit down, make it brief. I suppose you’ve got something to tell me.”

Only the lamp by the bed had been lighted, and it threw golden shadows on the white ceiling, shadows which were joined by the crimson shafts of the fire. Tony sat down near the bed and gazed silently at his brother.

The fire fluttered on the hearth and the windows moaned with the wind. The two young men regarded each other without speaking for some time. Then Tony said, “I hope you won’t think me mad or something, but I am going to be a priest.”

He waited. DeWitt’s expression did not change in the least. He merely put down the book beside him. “Do you think that is news?” he asked. “I’ve suspected it for over a year. And, incidentally, Ma knows, too. I told her.”

Tony was incredulous, and DeWitt gave his small grunt of laughter. “She didn’t believe it, and she laughed, and made some sort of coarse comment, I think, but she wasn’t disturbed. I have reminded her once or twice since the first time, and now she is beginning to accept it, in her sort of way. But she is afraid, I’m sure, that it will upset darling Papa.”

“Do you think she has told Grandpa?” Tony was still incredulous.

DeWitt shrugged. “Doesn’t she always tell him everything?”

Tony was so astonished at all this that he blurted, “Do they know I am a Catholic now?”

DeWitt thought this naïve. “Possibly. They aren’t fools, you know. Besides, she’s just found out that there are Catholics in that pecky Englishman’s family, and, best of all, a bishop in the background. A wealthy bishop, with a title in his own name.”

Tony said, “But, of course, Dolores isn’t going to marry Dicky.”

DeWitt yawned. “Does she know that? Ma doesn’t. And that’s all that matters.”

Tony got up, immensely disturbed, forgetting his own troubles. He used a poker on the fire, swept up some ashes, walked to the windows for a moment, then returned to his chair. He repeated, “Dolores isn’t going to marry him. I know. She dislikes him very much. And she isn’t a weakling.”

DeWitt smiled his saturnine smile and made no answer.

Tony’s thoughts were distracted, and he tugged at his ear. His brother watched him, his small black eyes faintly curious. “I suppose,” said Tony, “that you wouldn’t like to know my reasons for my decision?”

“Not particularly.”

But Tony clasped his knees with his hands and stared at his brother with deep earnestness. “I’ve got to tell you. I want to be of some use in this world; I want to serve God.”

“Good,” said deWitt, with not even a hint of irony in his voice.

“You really don’t understand. I have a vocation. I’ve known it for years. There has to be a call, to serve Him.”

DeWitt shifted on his pillows. “I suppose you believe so. Who am I to judge?” The curiosity became sharper in his eyes, but Tony saw that the boy was not ridiculing him, as he had feared. “I wish,” he said very softly, “that there had been some religion in this family.”

“Why? Why should we delude ourselves, if we don’t want to?”

“Delusion? DeWitt, it’s the only reality.”

DeWitt again shifted on his pillows, and now his whole diminutive body expressed impatience. “That’s your delusion, Tony. My reality is my own. I’m not going to talk metaphysics with you; you’d only bore me. I’m old enough to choose who shall bore me, and you aren’t my choice just now.”

In spite of himself, Tony laughed. The odd rapport which had always existed between the two established itself, and after a moment, DeWitt laughed also. Then he became gloomy. “Tony, I’ve always believed you were the only honest person in this damned family. You never pretended, out of sickly affection or slyness. At any rate, I’ve always respected you. It’s sometimes necessary for everyone to be with someone honest, if only for a unique experience.”

Tony laughed again, got up, and rumpled the fine dark hair on his brother’s head. DeWitt did not automatically shrink as he did from a touch from others. In fact, he sat very still, and it was not until Tony had seated himself again that he fastidiously smoothed down his hair. The line of pain between his eyes disappeared, and he looked thoughtfully at the fire.

“You aren’t as bad, or as sophisticated, or as contained, as you thing you are,” said Tony, affectionately.

“I never dissect myself,” replied DeWitt. “Don’t be soulful, Tony.”

But Tony said, “Don’t forget me, kid.”

DeWitt turned his head and regarded his brother with a peculiar expression.

“I shouldn’t have been any good in the railroad business,” Tony went on. “But you will.”

“Certainly,” said DeWitt.

“I hope others will agree with you.”

“You won’t have a hard time convincing anyone about your decision, except our dear Papa,” DeWitt remarked after a short pause.

Tony sighed. “I wish I could hope you’d comfort him, DeWitt.”

DeWitt glanced at him out of the corner of his eyes, and for the first time Tony thought of evil, and he was shocked. He leaned forward to study his brother. Was it possible that DeWitt hated their father? Envy, resentment the scorn of a self-sufficient and narrow soul for a man who could never be self-sufficient and who was a tumult of dynamism, emotional storms, and upheavals? Tony said, “So few understand Dad. He is a giant of power and genius, and no one can oppose him when he makes up his mind to something. Men like him are sometimes ridiculed by those whose own experiences have been superficial or uneventful or fortunate.”

DeWitt clasped his thin fingers together and let them drop on the sheet. He made no comment, though Tony waited for a long time. Then the young man said, “DeWitt, our father went through hells no one knows about to get where he is.”

DeWitt was speaking: “And now you’ve come to your own conclusions. About me and our father. You want me to ‘comfort’ him. I can promise you this: I won’t disappoint him. Is that enough?”

“I suppose it’ll have to be.” A sense of sorrowful frustration overwhelmed Tony. He stood up. “A man can’t promise to do what he can’t do. But there’s something else I wanted to say to you. You’re only fifteen, and it will be years, yet, before you can take over from Dad. In the meantime, there are others. …”

DeWitt looked bored. “You mean Miles and Fielding.”

Tony was surprised, and this made DeWitt smile. “It’s so obvious, Tony, that it almost hits you in the face. Uncle Pat is out for blood—Dad’s blood—and always has been. And how can he ruin Dad, and with what weapons? His sons. They are the grandsons of Stephen deWitt, and the stories about our great-uncle still circulate. Oh, it is all very righteous in Uncle Pat’s mind; just retribution or something. He’d had years to think it all out By the way, are you afraid of them, for me?”

“Why, yes,” stammered Tony. He blushed. “Uncharitable, perhaps, but I know them. And I know what stock they have. I’m thinking not only of you, but of Dad.”

DeWitt raised his black eyebrows. “Did you know that one move in the game is Dolores? Miles not only wants her, because he wants her, but he also wants the future Marshall heiress.”

He nodded at his speechless brother. “Don’t worry about that too much. Ma dislikes him, and so does Dolores. But he’s still dangerous, I admit, and so is Field. I’ve got a card against them, though. When we’re old enough, I’m going to marry Mary.”

Tony shook his head, dazed. “You can’t,” he muttered. I’m afraid to go away.”

DeWitt was amused. “And what could you do? By the way, weren’t you going to see someone else this afternoon? Better hurry; it’s already four o’clock, and the Peales are coming at six.”

He smiled into Tony’s startled eyes, and picked up his book again. “I think you’re beginning to bore me. Run along.”

Tony went downstairs in the warm dusk, looking for his father. He could see the thundering grayness gathering force against all the windows; a gray and spectral light glimmered through the snow, but not sufficiently to give any signs that beyond the house lay anything but crepuscular mounds and drifts. The doors of the dining room were shut, and from behind them came the comfortable sound of silver and china being laid, a reassuring sound in a silence otherwise unbroken except for the booming of the wind against the house and the wail of it under the eaves. Every room had its fire blazing and roaring, and scarlet shafts fell intermittently over silent furniture and colored rugs and white walls and ceilings.

Allan, Tony knew, was nowhere upstairs; Cornelia was napping and so was her father. So Tony glanced into the drawing room downstairs and even in the breakfast room. He wandered through the halls. There was one door he had not yet approached, but he knew it was shut, and he shrank from it: the library. Over and over he told himself that his father was doubtlessly working on business papers, as he usually did when at home, and that there was no occasion to worry. However, there was something ominously familiar about that shut door, some emanation which Tony caught. He knocked softly. Allan’s voice, dull and lifeless and thick, came to him. “Who is it? What do you want?”

Dear Mother of God, help me, prayed Tony, and answered as lightly as possible, “Tony, Dad. May I see you for a few minutes? It’s very important.”

The wind rose on a howling note and the great house trembled. Tony waited, praying feverishly. Then he heard a chair pushed back, and Allan’s voice was nearer: “Go away, Tony, I’m busy.”

“I know,” said Tony. “But this is very important, Dad. I can’t talk about it later. Please, Dad.”

From behind the door he heard a groan, then there were slow and dragging footsteps, the shooting of a bolt. The door opened and Allan stood there in his shirt sleeves, his tie unknotted, his hair disheveled. Tony could, very dimly, see his face, dark and distracted and tensed, and he could smell the odor of whisky. The boy’s courage was shaken; this was very bad. It had not been so bad for a long time. He went into the library. There was no light but from a dying fire, and a glass and a bottle of whisky stood on a table near the hearth.

“Why do you want to talk to me now?” asked Allan in the harsh voice of a man filled with shame and despair. “Yes, that’s whisky. Damnable day, all that yelling of the wind. And thinking of Pat Peale always drives me to the bottle.” He tried to smile. Tony smiled as if he understood and it was all very amusing. Allan fell back into his chair, and his hands clutched the arms as he tried to control himself. “Well, well,” he said indulgently. “Want a drink with me, to toast the weather and hope nobody will be able to get up here today?”

He was watching Tony suspiciously through his bloodshot eyes. Tony said, “To tell the truth, I would like a drink. I thought I might share your drink, and have a talk, just the two of us alone. Got any brandy down here?”

Allan tried to rise, then shook his head as if dizzy. “Right there, right-hand compartment, in the breakfront. Glasses, too.” Tony opened the bottom door and took out the brandy and a small glass and concentrated on pouring. The firelight struck the books on the walls, the draperies, the ghostly windows. The boy sat down on the other side of the hearth and began to sip. Was this the wrong day? Was this the time? Other men were made amiable and complaisant by alcohol, but not Allan. Irascibility and intolerance were the least effects of his desperate drinking. But Tony was impelled to speak in spite of his fears and doubts.

“Dad, it’s about my future,” he said.

“Good God, is that all?” exclaimed Allan, almost infuriated. “I thought it was something important, and immediate. Your future! Isn’t that all settled? Harvard, then the office. What else?”

Tony held the small glass tightly in his fingers, and prayed again. His grief for his father was like a dark and scattering wind among the bright straws of his prayers. “Dad,” he began, feeling his way, “there is something else. I should have talked to you about it a long time ago, but you were ill, and I didn’t want to disturb you.”

Allan suddenly became sober, the alcohol lingering in his brain only as a stormy and waiting emotion ready to break out disastrously. “Well?” he said, and Tony was alarmed at that quiet word. Allan’s eyes were fixed on this most beloved son, but there was no expression of tenderness in them now, but only a look of furious waiting, of gathering together, of a catapult lifted.

“I can’t go back to Harvard, Dad,” said Tony, looking away from that picture of violence. “I can’t go into the railroad business.”

Allan did not speak. He poured his glass half full of whisky and drank it thirstily. He put down the glass and stared at it. “I knew all the time, I suppose,” he muttered at last, just when the silence was becoming intolerable to the younger man. “It was in my bones, the knowing. Sure, and it was in my bones like an aching.”

What little remained of Tony’s courage sank away. His father did not revert to this brogue and this phraseology of his childhood except when under insupportable stress. But Tony had to say, “Yes.” He tried to smile into his father’s eyes. “We always know about things not spoken of, we Irish, don’t we?”

Allan threw up his head, pierced again in a wound which had never healed. His face subtly changed. Again he watched his son, and he licked his lips. Tony said gently, and with a tone of loving mirth, “We shanty Irish, grown up to be lacecurtain Irish. You and I, Dad.”

Allan’s dry lips fell open. “Tony, you never considered yourself ‘Irish’ before, did you?”

“Yes, Dad, from the day you took us to see your parents.”

Allan said, “I should never have taken you. It was wrong.”

“Why? I’d never have known them, and Uncle Michael.”

Allan got to his feet and began to wander up and down the room, distraught. He made pointless gestures; he knotted his fist and rubbed the side of his thin face with the fierceness of despair. Aimlessly he walked about, while Tony watched him with profound and miserable compassion and yearning.

“I learned so much from them. I learned about the victims of intolerance and cruelty and malice. They told me of the Irish Rebellion; they told me of the Famine, and the ships we wouldn’t let into our harbors, and the degradation inflicted on hopeless men, and the social contempt, and the persecution of. the Faith not only in America, but in Australia and England and many other places. They told me of the oppression of other men, too. …”

Some word had immobilized Allan. He stood where he had been walking, and all his body had become stiff and paralyzed, caught in the midst of a gesture, a turn of the head. He said huskily, “The Faith?”

Tony got to his feet and went to face his father. “Yes,” he said very gently. “The Faith.”

“You?” whispered Allan. Then he cried, “No! No!” He began to curse savagely, striking his fist into the palm of his left hand. “I knew it was wrong, taking you! Wrong, wrong! They influenced you, behind my back, treacherously—”

“No, Dad, no. They gave me a heritage, roots. They gave me something to hold to. I had never had it before. I never had any frame of reference, or anything to be proud of, or to identify myself with.”

With a disordered upflinging of his hands, Allan threw himself away from his son. He shouted, “It’s always the same, everywhere! The children reproach their fathers, and the children’s children reproach their fathers, world from the beginning, world to the end! ‘You never gave me—you never did this for me—I asked, and you didn’t answer!’” He stopped abruptly, his hands on the back of his chair, and he glared into the fire as if struck by some blinding thought.

Tony, almost weeping, said, “I’m not reproaching you. Dad.You see, you didn’t have anything to give. You lost it before I was born.”

“It’s always the same,” Allan repeated feebly. Inch by inch, he crept around his chair and then fell into it. Tony came to stand beside him. I have made him worse; I’ve done something awful to him, thought the boy, distracted. After a long time Allan lifted his head and looked at his son. “I lost it,” he said. “It was a long time ago; a June morning. A red ball. My First Communion. Mike. A long time ago.”

He spoke as if speaking to himself, and it was like looking on nakedness. Tony glanced away. There was something here of supreme agony, which the most gentle hand dared not touch.

The fire fell away into dull crimson embers and the gale soared up into renewed ferocity as the earth dimmed outside. Then Tony, sunken in his own wretchedness, heard his father speak almost normally: “Give me another drink, Tony. Half a glass.”

The young man obeyed, and his father took the glass from him and drank just a little. The firelight danced on the amber fluid and the tendoned hand holding it.

“Never mind,” said Allan, overpowered with weariness. “What you’ve done is your own doing. I have nothing to say, no questions to ask. I’m too tired, and all at once it doesn’t seem to matter. The railroad; you don’t want to be part of it. Never mind. There’s always DeWitt. I’m too tired. What do you want to do?”

Tony’s lips parted, and then he could not speak. He sat down near his father, and he was very afraid. Allan began to study him, moving the liquor in the glass. The wind screamed at the windows, howled in the chimney. Now everything in the room retreated in the dusk.

“Well?” said Allan, not angrily or impatiently, but with sudden tenderness. “Don’t be frightened, Tony. Tell me.”

Tony sat there in all his blond splendor and strong young manhood, but his face was anguished. “Dad,” he said, “we’ve always been so close.” He faltered. “Dad, I want to be a priest.”

The glass fell from Allan’s hand and crashed into firelit splinters on the marble hearth. Allan clutched the arms of his chair, began to rise. Then he dropped back as if he had received a blow which would kill him. He said, stammering weakly: “You came here—it’s mocking me, you are. You know—sure, and you’ve been knowing all the time—to strike me down.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Dad, before God, I don’t know!” cried Tony in simple terror. “What are you trying to say, Dad? What have I done?” He jumped to his feet, wavered, then collapsed on his knees before his father. He took one of Allan’s hands, and was horrified at the cold clamminess of it. Allan’s eyes burned down on his son, and his breath was raucous. But he was otherwise silent looking deeply, listening.

All at once he was very still. His body relaxed like that of a dying man. Tony’s head was bent, and now he began to sob dryly. He pressed his forehead against the wing of the chair, near Allan’s head, and he cried like a child.

Then, to his incredulity, he felt Allan’s hand on his head, a comforting hand, the hand of a father. Allan’s fingers began to move down his son’s face, turning it to him so that he might see the tears. Allan was smiling, an exhausted but loving smile.

“It’s crying, the great boy is,” he said. “It’s crying, the boy who’s wanting to be a priest! And what will he do, the great boy, when he has a parish, or is in foreign fields, and must see all the pain, and administer the Last Sacrament, and console the bereaved? Will the tender heart of him break, then?”

Tony, disbelieving, sobbed and stared at his father. Allan smiled into his eyes, and his mouth was shaking. Then, with a loud cry, Tony flung himself into his father’s arms and they held each other in a convulsive embrace.
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“Bourgeois” had become Estelle deWitt’s most contemptuous epithet, under her sons’ secret tutelage. To her superficial mind it meant not only a class of people whom one did not invite, of course, to dinner or tea, but the whole deWitt family. Uneasy about her own background, she had fortified her self-assumed position as an aristocrat by dainty sneers and simpers at those she stigmatized as “soulless grabs” and “coarse and vulgar boors engrossed only in their trades and businesses.” Allan, to her, was the very archetype of the “family-less” and low-bred scoundrel with no interest in life but money.

So, after breakfast this Thanksgiving Day, she had sighed with sweet resignation and had said, “I must now consult with our country servants—such creatures!—to be sure that they will be careful with the china and count the silver and not overdo the turkey. I feel quite the middle-class wife in Portersville.”

Accompanied by Norman, she sailed into the pantry. Jon went up to his rooms, still chaotic with rage against Allan and his father. His loathing for them made his ears ring and his eyes blur when he tried to read by the fire. Middle-class swine! Who had permitted that class to emerge from their gutters? Before 1840, an aristocrat, a man of wealth and position, was the sole king in his world, a world composed of meek farmers and craftsmen living under the benign rule of the enlightened patrician. Then, with the revolting industrial revolution, had arisen the merchants, the tradesmen, the shopkeepers—the bourgeoisie, the employers of city labor. They had expanded industry to its present disgusting levels, had seized power from their betters, had built their bloated houses, and had piled up wealth which they did not deserve.

They had invaded “business,” had seized it from white and gentlemanly hands and turned it into a vast empire. Their sons hammered at the gates of the genteel professions. Their shouts were enormous in the cloistered places, and their fat faces leered at the marble gods. They shouldered aside the dethroned and ancient masters of men.

They must be destroyed. Only then would power revert to the proper custodians of it—the aristocrats by birth and tradition, and only then would farmers and artisans and shopkeepers, and the “little” man, be returned to their ancient state of innocent happiness under the rule of their natural leaders, joyously content and obedient.

Jon and his friends in America and Europe were very careful not to be honest with each other about their real aims. Most of them were not even honest with themselves. Their one passion was hatred for the middle class, the “exploiters.” Though the bourgeoisie were responsible for compulsory education of the masses in Europe and in America, and though this same bourgeoisie had shown an insolent interest in building hospitals and art galleries and orphanages, and though they had regarded labor unions with a more or less friendly eye and had even assisted in their formation, this was never admitted by Jon and his friends. The fact that they were vehemently and proudly patriotic, whether American or English, French or German, was another manifestation of their “vulgarity.”

The “aristocrats” were few, and helpless. The battering ram they needed to force the iron-hinged doors of the bourgeoisie was “labor.” And labor could not be made one single battering-ram unless it was convinced, in these burgeoning times of both the middle class and labor, that it was “exploited” and dispossessed and enslaved. Labor needed a voice. They had first heard that voice in the works of Voltaire and Rousseau; they had heard it more thunderously in Marx and his contemporaries.

It was odd that Jon and his friends did not count among the bourgeoisie the men who had amassed fortunes beyond credulity in the earlier days of the industrial revolution, and who now lived, apart from trade, in châteaux in France, and in mansions in Scotland, and in great houses on Fifth Avenue, and who now were aristocrats in their own right. Many of their memories had become very tenuous. Their lusty ancestors had emerged vague and patrician-colored in their minds, delicate figures moving in a mist of spinet music and softscented air, intellectuals, patrons of the arts, gentlemen, administrators of law, grand seigneurs.

There were times when Jon deWitt’s mind was torn open by his hatred of men like Allan Marshall, and then he saw the truth and saw it clearly. But this only increased his hatred. Nothing was too mad to say, to write, to do, so long as it clouded over reality and relieved the painful tumescence of truth, and promised power.

He threw aside the book he had been attempting to read, and snatched up a New York newspaper to reread a large item on the society pages which had, this morning, infuriated him. “Mr. and Mrs. Rufus deWitt have returned to the family home in Portersville. Pa. for Thanksgiving. They were accompanied by Mr. Allan Marshall and Mrs. Marshall, daughter of Mr. deWitt, and Rufus Anthony and Dolores and DeWitt Marshall, children of Mr. and Mrs. Allan Marshall. The family intends, as usual, to remain in Portersville until after the Christmas holidays, when they will return to New York.”

At the very bottom of the article were a few insignificant lines: “Mr. Jon deWitt and his brother, Norman deWitt, sons of Mr. and Mrs. Rufus deWitt, are at present with the family in Portersville for the holidays.”

It was these lines that had so enraged Jon. His egoism, always touchy and sensitive, writhed at the yawning indifference. He might deride “those fools who love to get their names in print for the delectation of the drooling and imbecile public,” but the fact remained that his insignificance in the eyes of newspapers struck violently at his self-love and his belief in his own importance. He said to himself vengefully, as he flung the paper into the fire: One of these days they’ll notice me. One of these days they’ll fawn on me and write of me with servility and terror.

When his luncheon tray arrived, the very sight of the food sickened him, and he left it untouched. So secretly convinced of his own lack of potency, so secretly nauseated by himself for all of his rationalizing, the appearance of sustenance for his body, which was necessary if he was to exist, revolted him. All at once he wanted to talk with his mother, who was so sweetly understanding, and in whose comforting arms he could feel dominant again, and a man. He waited for over an hour, sitting by his windows, watching the crepuscular sky, the rising gray mounds of the desolate snow, the gray shadow of the deathly mountains. As he waited, he shivered. Once or twice he glanced at a table on which lay an opened letter he had received yesterday from Miles Peale. A kind, short letter, discreet and full of hinted promise. He could see the words again in his mind: “We must have a long talk. So many things are unresolved in me, but after all I am only seventeen, and you are so much wiser and experienced.”

When Jon had received the letter he had been much aroused, and his heart had beat very fast. Now, as he looked at the letter, he could feel nothing but revulsion. He finally stood up, stretched wearily, and went in search of his mother. He expected to find her resting after luncheon, her pretty robe spread over her chaise longue, her youthful head pressed against satin pillows. But she was not in her perfumed bedroom, all pink and white ruffles and pink draperies and rosy carpet, nor in her sitting room, all gilt and blue and bright pink. Someone had stirred up her fire, and her scent was everywhere. Jon wandered about, touching lengths of silk and damask and ruffles lingeringly, opening her wardrobe doors to admire her gowns, picking up a small satin shoe to hold lovingly against his cheek. Then, in the dusk of the late afternoon, he sat down in a corner and waited.

It was sometime before he heard her trilling girl's-laughter, and a response from his brother Norman. Jon uttered an angry oath, then subsided. Probably Norman would merely conduct Estelle to her rooms, or remain only a few moments. Jon pulled himself smaller in his chair as the door opened. Estelle sailed in, giggling, with Norman beside her. She immediately sat down at her dressing table, and Norman lighted the candles about it. She watched him, then said, “How ridiculous! We still have candles in this dreadful place, and oil lamps. So anachronistic, not even gas! How wonderful it will be to get back to New York where one has only to press a switch and every room is flooded with electric light! But I suppose we have to humor your father and Cornelia, who like to think of themselves as simple countryfolk.”

Norman leaned over his mother’s shoulder and admired her in the candlelight. “But you look so pretty, darling, in this flickering glow.”

She preened, gave him a flirtatious look which was reflected to Jon in his hidden chair. He saw the look, and all at once it seemed monstrous to him, and not endearing as once it had appeared. He saw his mother’s eyes well with light, as the eyes of a mistress might well in the company of an unacknowledged lover. So his mother had always been with him: he had never really known that his brother was also the recipient of these glows; these lambent glances, these arch touchings of arm, hand, and cheek, these tiltings of head, these conscious or unconscious slipping of a robe on a shoulder. To him, they had been “lovely,” reserved for him alone in a secret and lonely communication of kindred spirits, untainted by ugliness, lighted only with tender beauty.

Norman’s hands were moving slowly but firmly over his mother’s shoulders. He bent his head and kissed her full on the lips. She murmured, “Such a sweet darling. I don’t know what I’d do without you, dearest. You are such a comfort.” She patted his cheek and her distended brown eyes fixed themselves on her son. “The only one who understands me, in all the world.”

Norman drew his hand yearningly over the sprightly curls on the top of Estelle’s head. “Yes, I know. Everyone else is so gross. Even Jon.”

Jon moved in his chair. Norman was laughing lightly. “Jon. He and those unspeakable friends of his in Paris. They talk of ‘revolution’ and the ‘rise of the proletariat’ and their modern art, and the ‘new world.’ But they’re only babblers, really. The work which must be done will be done by men like me, and though we’ll use the—the—”

“The what, darling?” asked Estelle innocently.

Norman smiled. “Well—odd—people, like Jon. Don’t bother your beautiful head about it, Esty. We have to employ the strangest characters, and we will in the future, too. Any means to the good end.”

Estelle was genuinely puzzled. “Jon is not exactly ‘strange.’ He does run off at tangents, I admit. But he’s my boy, too, you know, though not as close as you, sweetheart.”

Her face darkened, and the soft hands on the table clenched, “Oh, I do wish things could move fast, Norman! Men like your father, and that dreadful Allan Marshall, should be taught, finally, that they are no longer the masters of the world.”

Norman’s smile was indulgent He repeated, “Don’t bother your beautiful head about it. Well, now, I suppose I must leave you to rest. That goddamned awful family! I can’t bear Thanksgiving Day, or any other holiday, when the clan gathers and glowers at each other.”

“I do hope Jon won’t precipitate another fight, as he did this morning,” said Estelle crossly. “He only antagonizes his father, and each time he does so, I see Rufus making another will, leaving him less and less. You, dear, have better sense. You agree with everybody, and never quarrel with anyone. So discreet.”

“Don’t worry,” said Norman. “After all, it won’t be Jon who will be in the thick of things. We move quietly, without noise, behind the scenes. We have a plan, now, about the schools, which we won’t be able to put into operation, probably, for a few years. I’ve already had many long talks with educators … but there, I’m boring you, and you must rest.”

He gave his mother another kiss, and left the room. Alone, Estelle deliberately relaxed her taut face. She stood up before her mirror, ran her fingers lovingly over her whole torso. She began to make soft and cooing sounds to her image in the mirror, the murmurs of a lover. Jon watched through his frightful sickness of body and soul, and his mouth and hands and feet were cold and numb. All at once he could no longer endure the sight of his mother. He said over and over to himself: Bitch, bitch, ugly perverted bitch. Treacherous, selfloving bitch. His body became slack and weak and immovable.

He had known that he had always been in competition with his brother for the sole affections of his mother. But he had not known this, this deliberate setting of brother against brother for a shallow woman’s vanity. He had thought himself the chosen one, the confidant, the protector, the guardian. He had thought of Norman as an eager and docile student of an older brother’s teachings, a follower, a somewhat childish and petulant demander of a few maternal kisses. He and Estelle had often laughed fondly together about all this, as they had sat cosily together in this very room. Estelle had sometimes complained about Norman’s “immaturity,” and Jon had soothed her with remarks that time would take care of that.

He was not enraged, now, against his brother. He saw himself and Norman as victims of this woman’s conceit, repulsive superficiality of soul, and resentment against all the other members of the family. They were her coming revenge against the deWitts and the Marshalls; they were her secret weapons which she sharpened with murderous words of love and incitement in the seclusion of her rooms. And while she sharpened these weapons she made them thin to the point of ineffectuality, as thin as tinfoil. Revenge had not been enough for her. She must destroy her sons, too, in her devouring greed for power.

Estelle rang for her maid, and her tug at the bell rope was vicious. She went into the bathroom, and Jon, gathering what remained of his volition, slipped from the chair, ran into the sitting room, and let himself out into the dark corridor. His one instinct was flight, and he went into his rooms and pulled on his fur-lined overcoat. He fled down the stairs only five minutes ahead of his nephew Tony, and went outside into the roaring chaos of wind and snow. It was hard, walking against the gale and the heaped snow of the unshoveled walk. He did not stop until he was panting and his chest was a painful constriction. He stood near an enormous spruce, which was already so weighted with the dull grayness that it bent sideways. The softly lighted windows of the house rose some distance behind him, its outlines blurred against the ghostly sky.

The fierce cold penetrated through the fur, and Jon was one long trembling. Suddenly he began to retch. He grasped one of the prickling branches of the spruce in his bare hand to support himself. Acid poured from his swollen throat; it seemed to pour from his very soul in a burning stream. He did not try to restrain it; it was as if he were purging himself of poison.

His shoulders, his uncovered head, whitened dimly in the howling gloom. His mouth was filled with fire and sickness. He put his hands in his pockets and stood with bent head. But his shivering became a constant spasm all through his flesh.

Too late for me, he thought. I can never be a man again. Never a man. She has killed the manhood in me; she has turned me into a—a thing. Perhaps it was latent in me, but without her it might never have come to the surface. I could be a man, now, with a wife and with children. I could be a son of a father who respected me, and who wanted my help. I could stand with Allan, without his sneers. There could have been health in me. I could never have been used by the hating whisperers in London and Paris and New York, for I would have been a man.

The gale shrilled through the spruce. Too late, too late! He listened to the dolorous words, and knew they were true.

Die. He caught the wounding spruce branch again, and stood very still, his body still heaving. Die. Of course. Somewhere, deep in him, had lain the awful alternative to what he was; it had lain there ever since he had been a youth.

He pulled out his watch and strained to see it in the falling darkness. Almost five o’clock. In another hour the family would be arriving. Jon closed his eyes convulsively. The time had arrived for what he must do. He went back into the house, struggled against the heavy door, let himself into the warm hall with its fire-shadows on the ceiling. He closed the door, and stood panting. He shrank when he heard the door of the library open. Tony was crossing the soft-colored carpet, deep in some engrossing thoughts of his own. Without willing it, Jon whispered his name.

Tony, startled, came to a halt and peered at his uncle in the dusk. Jon saw that he was unusually grave. When Tony identified Jon, he colored, and began to turn away, but Jon followed him and caught his arm. “Tony,” he muttered. “Listen to me, just for a moment. I’m asking you to forgive me. Forgive me, forgive me.”

Tony stiffened, then turned fully to him. His eyelids were red, but he studied Jon earnestly, and in silence. He saw the snow on Jon’s shoulders; he saw the blueness of his hands and the strange set of his face. He said very gently, “But I already forgave you, a long time ago. Don’t think of it, Jon. Try to forget it.”

He drew his arm from Jon’s grasp, nodded, smiled kindly, and went up the stairs. Jon watched him go. He thought: If he would just turn, once, and smile at me again, and let me know he forgives me. … But Tony, preoccupied with his own urgent problems, did not look back.

Jon, climbing the stairs after his nephew and, moving like a dying man, fixed his thoughts on only one thing. In his rooms, finally, he rang for a servant and said that he would not be down for dinner, did not feel well, and would ring when he wished a tray. But the family must not be informed until they were all assembled at the table, and Mrs. deWitt must be begged “not to bother” until after dinner. Mr. Jon had “one of his headaches” and would join the family later. Jon had no fear that his mother would come anxiously darting to his room, for he had given many messages like this before, especially on days like these. She would excuse her son prettily. He could see her now, coquettishly tilting her head, smiling her sweet and avaricious smile, her brown eyes shining with that artificial ardor of hers, her manner bravely buoyant to cover the inconvenient whim of a son.

He closed the door after the servant, to whom he had spoken very quietly. He neatly hung up his coat and shut the wardrobe door. He brought out a set of keys and unlocked a drawer in his chest. There, among perfumes he used for his own delight in his rooms, and other miscellaneous objects, was a small box. On the lid he had written, many years ago, in a light mood of bravado and fond amusement at himself: “For future reference.” How quaint, he thought. How damnably quaint I was, how naughtily droll and sophisticated! His disgust for himself renewed his sickness. He glanced at the mirror on the chest and saw his face, drawn, cloven with lines of suffering, contorted with self-revulsion.

He opened the box and looked at the deadly little gray tablets in it. When he had been twenty he had strained his back in some absurd way, and had had considerable pain. “Warning: one tablet every eight hours.” The tablets had relieved the pain, had bestowed delicious drowsiness on him, had enabled him to sleep. Sleep, he thought. He went into his bathroom, drew some water, and swallowed all eight of the tablets. Then he returned to his room, stirred up the fire, and sat down.

How long would it be? A deathlike calmness had come to him. He hoped that the tablets had not deteriorated with time. He would dislike to hang himself, or cut his throat. Melodramatic, and ridiculous, and sordid. He laughed silently in the warm stillness of the room. The storm was rising in ferocity. The draperies swayed out a little from the windows; the fire crackled hungrily. One had only to wait; he leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes.

Then, without warning, a most appalling loneliness took hold of him, a desolate sorrow, keen and piercing. The locked door of his room seemed symbolic. He was alone. He had always been alone. He would be alone forever. Imprisoned in the earth, the suns and the centuries would mean nothing to him. The earth would be blown into chaff and would whirl in its empty orbit, and he would not know. Soon he would drop into the tunnel of blackness, and all that he was would be lost until the end of time.

All that I am. But I am nothing, nothing. I was never anything. For the first time he thought of his father, and the sorrow became more poignant. His father had been cheated—first by wives and now by a son. He said aloud, “But it’s better for you. I never thought of you before; I saw you through the eyes of my mother. I am not sentimental, and I do not say you are a good and injured man. You are no better, no worse, than others. But you are better than I. I’ve seen you shudder at me, and you had a right to shudder. I could not wrong you by dying; I could only wrong you by living. You’ll know that, for I don’t believe you ever lied to yourself. Forgive me—for having been born.”

Loneliness had him in advance of death. It was a parching on his lips, a grievous aching in his bones. It was a despair in his heart. Slowly, a numbness began in his feet and crept upward, but his thoughts became more intense. Men were born alone; they lived alone. But most terrible of all, they died alone. And died impotent. The impotence was worse, in the last hour, when a man realized that his life had been one endless insult against life and nature and his fellows. Then there was no consolation. There was only the looking down into the abyss. For this loneliness, there was no hope.

The numbness had reached his knees, and suddenly he recalled the cherished letters from his friends which he had kept in another locked drawer. He remembered that the police would come, as they always came at a hint of unnatural death. There was also his diary, with damning names garlanded with an affection like rotten flowers. There was Miles Peale’s letter on his table. He could do one decent thing. He would burn it all, so that what he was and why he had died would not permanently mar others and throw filth upon them. His mother’s name was in the diary. That, too, would vanish. He forgave her with a rush of pity that was like a convulsion in him. He, alone, was guilty, however much she had cajoled and perverted him. At the end, each man was guilty of what he was.

He tried to stand up. The numbness had taken his knees. Crawling, then, like a wounded animal, he pulled himself to his chest of drawers. Curiously, it seemed a long way, acres away, retreating into mists. His desperate fingers sank themselves into the carpet, which had become a yielding rubber floor. The sweat of dissolution was on him now. He could feel death rushing at him on black wings, a buzzard eager for decaying flesh. His eyes were filming; coils of wispy darkness floated before and about and over him. They were winding themselves in his throat, and stopping his breath. Inch by tortuous inch he dragged his body over the carpet. The chest was becoming a tiny object, infinitely far off, dancing on its legs. He whispered aloud, “God, help me to get the letters, the diary. Don’t let me die until they are burned.”

His breath had so diminished that he had to stop, weaving his head back and forth to clear it. God. But there was no God. Had not he and his friends laughingly and contemptuously agreed to that? Superstition; the mumbo jumbo of a church which used God like a whip to subdue the masses. God was a materialistic and mechanical force, mindless, sightless, operating like a gigantic machine whose end was inevitable in a storm of cosmic dust. He gasped, and his voice was stronger, “God, help me. Only a short way. Help me.”

His breath had returned a little. The numbness had engulfed his thighs; he dragged them behind him, for they were already dead. His thoughts became confused. He had been crawling for eons; he had never done anything else in all his life but crawl, crawl like this on his belly. Caverns opened in his brain, caverns full of emptiness and noise. Was that the sea he was approaching? It was pounding in his ears; it was surging about him. Mother sea, lightless depths of her, cloudy deeps of her, moonless and bottomless. He reached out his hand to touch the water, and touched the chest. His thoughts cleared again. He struggled against the chest as Hercules struggled against mountains. The letters and the diary were in his hand. Now he was breast-deep in the breakers. “I must throw them, before the waters wet them.” He said again, “God, help me,” and strength was in his arm and he threw everything into the fire. The numbness retreated though the ocean was frothing about him, surging into his throat. The table was nearby, and grasping it, he reached Miles’s letter, and then it, too, was in the fire which danced in its joy of feasting.

The last and dying strength went from him. He lay down on the rug. Combers rolled over him; he could hear them hissing. He breathed deeply of their substance, drew it into his lungs. Now they rolled him about, tossing him back and forth strongly yet gently. They hummed and thundered with music, wild and majestic music, and he thought of God again as the sea took him with love. The sky was without a moon, but a beautiful milky light poured down on him. It flowed through the waters in which he was sinking. He thought: There really is no horror in it. But there is God. How does one address God? Words from his childhood, taught briefly in forgotten years, returned to him. Only a few; he wished he knew them all; he could see the bright tails of them slipping away fishlike in the cold curl of the breakers. “Our Father, Our Father. …”

“Our Father,” prayed the sea, and sucked him down.

He lay on the rug, curled in a fetal position, the fire on his drained face and open eyes. And they were full of peace, the peace of a child who had reached home after a terrible journey among monsters in a twisted jungle.
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Cornelia glanced furtively at her watch. Half-past seven, and the dreadful yearly dinner almost over. In another hour and a half, perhaps earlier, considering the storm, “the family” would be gone. So far, she thought with relief, though there had been the customary tensions, the half-hidden glowers, the ambiguously sarcastic words, the meaningful glances and smirks—as usual—there had been none of those “explosions” which had sometimes broken out during and after such dinners. One of the “triggers” was absent, of course: Jon deWitt. Everyone seemed somewhat distrait and unusually silent, which was a blessing. Allan hardly spoke; though she knew he had been drinking, he had appeared at the table in complete sobriety. Lydia Purcell, straight and slender as always, though her hair seemed to have whitened perceptibly, spoke only of the most ordinary things, smiled at everyone with her characteristic cool and kind aloofness, did not mention her dead husband, and murmured about the storm which had become worse during the past hour or two. No one ever really knew Mama, thought Cornelia, and thought this, too, was a blessing, and very considerate of Lydia. There were no people more tedious than those who insisted on baring their souls to you, preferably in antagonistic or sneering or maudlin voice.

Laura, Cornelia noted with pleasure, looked less attractive than ordinarily. Pinched, thought Cornelia. Like her aunt Lydia, Laura had the decency not to become confidential or “warm” at any time.

Cornelia did not want to know in the slightest why everyone at the dinner was so quiet and indifferent to everyone else. It was enough for her that they were. But she had her own inquisitiveness, which was, however, very mild and fleeting. That dreadful Pat Peale looked sick and broken; good. Cornelia’s half-sister, Ruth, was silent near Allan, her translucent face grief-stricken over the death of her father. Such a pretty thing, but such an old maid, thought Cornelia idly. Ruth’s head was bright yellow silk in the candlelight, and she kept it bent over the table. The “children,” Tony, Dolores, DeWitt, Miles, Fielding, and Mary, had nothing to say to each other, though Tony and his sister sometimes exchanged gentle glances of some secret understanding about which Cornelia was not curious. She did, however, smile at Mary Peale affectionately when she caught the girl’s vivacious eye. Mary had “common sense,” and a high and mischievous humor. She would be excellent for Tony, who was too grave.

Estelle, dressed in baby-blue silk, and jeweled and perfumed, prattled. She was the only one not caught up in her own thoughts. It did not matter to her very much that the others merely muttered or murmured at her foolish remarks. She was all radiance. Let the surly deWitts simmer in their bad tempers; she alone knew that a hostess, and her guests, should be “enthusiastic” about anything and everything. Beside her sat her courtier-son, Norman, watchful of her every beam and glow.

Cornelia was happy to see that her father, Rufus, seemed almost his own self, affable and with quite a good color. But he, usually so loquacious, confined himself to looking after his family and guests. He smiled and smiled, benevolently. Cornelia did not catch his occasional long and yearning glance at Lydia, his former wife.

The servants were bringing in the ritualistic pumpkin and mince pies, and there was also a flaming plum pudding. The butler was discreetly placing a bottle of port on a silver tray with glasses already waiting. This was for the “gentlemen,” Rufus, Allan, Patrick Peale, and Norman, after the “ladies” had retired to the drawing rooms and the “children” had gone upstairs to talk briefly together. Lydia Purcell saw the tray; a fifth glass was missing. Her gray lips twitched once or twice, then became quiet again.

“The storm is getting much worse,” said Cornelia hopefully. “I pray none of you will find it difficult to get home.”

Lydia smiled at her with understanding affection. She said, “I’m afraid we’ll have to leave almost immediately after dinner. Cornelia, that green velvet and lace is very becoming. I haven’t seen it before.”

Mahogany gleamed back from its polished surface; the silver twinkled; the candlelight fluttered, the fire snapped heartily. The gold-banded china on the white lace cloth shimmered, and the crystal glasses winked in and out. How handsome we all look, and how gracious, thought Cornelia, laughing maliciously to herself. A wonderful picture of a loving family gathered about the Thanksgiving board. I wonder if all family gatherings are like this, charged with hatreds and resentments and malevolences and griefs and envies. No doubt, she added. Something should be done about “family dinners.” They should be abolished in the name of peace.

No one had spoken for a few moments, then Estelle sat up very straight in her chair, her prettily rouged face intent. “I thought I heard somehody cry out, or something,” she said, giving her husband an anxious look. “Do you think it might be Jon?”

“I heard nothing,” said Rufus.

“His terrible headaches,” murmured Estelle. She put her hands on the arms of the chair. Should she excuse herself and go up to see Jon? No, that would be discourteous and ill bred during dinner, though the deWitts would never understand that. She subsided, then became conscious that Tony was regarding her intently. “I thought I heard it, too, Aunt Estelle. But it seemed to come from outside, or nowhere.” He added, “Probably just an animal, captured by an enemy. It didn’t sound—human.”

All at once he thought of Jon deWitt, and he shivered. He would go in to see Jon. There had been something very wrong with the older man. I felt I should turn, on the stairs, he thought.

As Estelle so thoroughly despised Tony, she discounted what he had said. Her anxiety left her. She fixed her attention on the slicing of the pudding. Why could not servants in the country do anything with style? But then, nobody here cared.

The pudding was eaten in a thick silence, broken only once or twice by Rufus’s gracious remarks about its excellence. Patrick merely moved his serving on his plate; Allan watched him. He was getting indigestion again, as he always did when Patrick was present. Moreover, he wanted something to drink, very urgently, another symptom of his detestation for the other man. Port! An old man’s drink; it merely stupefied one.

The ladies retired, their skirts murmurous behind them. Rufus bestowed his sunlike smile on the gentlemen. “Any who would prefer brandy?” It was a polite question, and was always answered politely in the negative. But this time Allan said abruptly: “Whisky and soda for me, please.” Rufus raised his eyebrows, then ordered whisky. Patrick smiled very darkly, for Allan’s benefit, and sipped at his port. Norman smiled his open and deliberately silly smile, and took the glass of wine. As always, he prepared to listen acutely; his expression was a boyish camouflage.

“I know this is a holiday,” said Allan in the aggressive voice which he helplessly assumed in the presence of Patrick, “and I know I shouldn’t talk business. …”

Rufus put up his hand benignly. “Then, please don’t, my boy.”

“But we are to have a directors’ meeting Monday, and we are here, and there is just a point I want to emphasize.” Allan spoke doggedly. Patrick sipped his wine, looked weary; Norman grinned inanely. “All right, what’s the point?” asked Rufus. He wore a small plaid shawl over his shoulders, against drafts, and he pulled it closer.

“It’s that damned Pullman Company again,” said Allan. “It’s not only the manufacturer of sleeping, dining, chair, and club cars, but I’ve heard a rumor it is gradually buying up other companies manufacturing these cars. It services all of its cars, and it charges us a nice penny. I think it would be an excellent idea for us to buy up some of their stock so we’ll at least get back some of our money, and if we bought enough stock to have a voice in the management, we could get preferred treatment in so far as our road is concerned.”

Rufus considered this thoughtfully. He motioned to the butler for a forbidden cigar, had it lighted for him, and puffed. Now he lost much of his elderly appearance, and his old ruddy color brightened, and his eyes sparkled. “They’re quite a monopoly,” he said thoughtfully. He laughed. “Monopolies sometimes hurt other monopolies. Well. I’m not very worried about them, the Pullman people. They’re very ambitious, and ambition is looked upon with suspicion by government these days. If they become too—ambitious—we can always get our friends, the senators, after them. It’s too early yet, however, for us to be virtuous about the Pullman monopoly. I should say a few years—then we may be able to buy and own our own Pullmans, and service them. Allan, my boy, make a note of that for the future—your future, not mine. In the meantime, of course, we could buy up as much of their stock as possible. Patrick, you as one of our directors—what do you say?”

“I shall give it thought, sir,” replied Patrick coldly. “I am not prepared to give my assent to our company buying it. Perhaps as individuals, private individuals. … I can’t say I’m particularly interested, and I’m against monopolies. …”

“Don’t buy up all the available stock early on Monday, before I have time to get around to it,” said Allan contemptuously. “With Laura’s money, and yours, and your influence on Ruth. …”

“Now, now,” said Rufus. “Didn’t someone say this was a holiday, boys? Thanksgiving; festive family board; gathering together in a spirit of gratitude and good fellowship.” He enjoyed the violence of the long look Patrick turned on Allan.

Allan was also pleased at that look. “Well, I’m going to propose that the company buy as much as possibe, too. On Monday.”

Patrick drew a deep breath; some of the port splashed on his fingers. He said in a suppressed voice of rage, “I resent your insinuations. I have no ‘influence’ on Ruth Purcell. Her mother, and her lawyers, manage her estate.”

“But she is such an innocent soul,” said Allan. “She is the last remaining member of the family who believes in you, Pat. I hear she gave you twenty thousand dollars for one of your pet charities in Philadelphia.”

Patrick turned a sick crimson. “There’s no secret about it.”

Allan was almost happy. “Yes, there is. I’m the only one who knew. Congratulations, however. It’s a worthy charity.” He held out his cigarette for a light, and the butler sprang to attention. “Poor Ruth,” meditated Allan, with a malefic sideglance at Patrick. “Too bad there isn’t a man in the family available for marrying her, such as one of your own sons.”

Patrick put down his glass, his small hands clenched on the table, and he looked at Allan. The latter was immediately alerted, his Celtic intuition stirring. No, it wasn’t possible! The pallid Pharisee wasn’t actually plotting, back there in his immaculate greedy mind. … It would be a disaster, all that power in those bloodless hands, a disaster for the company. All that stock, that money.

Rufus, watching, slowly tapped his cigar in a silver tray. He saw that Allan and Patrick were regarding each other fixedly, the hatred and suspicion darting like lightning between them, almost visible. “Too bad,” repeated Allan softly. His black eyes jumped under his brows.

Then Patrick turned to Rufus. “Sir, you are our host. Am I to be insulted this way?”

Rufus smiled urbanely. “Are you children exchanging blows, instead of middle-aged men? Should I reprove one of you? But Allan, Pat is our guest. It is becoming tiresome, always having to remind you. Shall we change the subject?”

You killed my father, when you told me about him, thought Patrick, remembering the terrible scene between himself and the older Peale so long ago. It had never occurred to him that he had not needed to tell his father what he knew; he believed it had only been “just” to do so, to throw his bitter accusations in the old man’s face, to scorn him, to display his enormous anger and disillusion. He felt no guilt that he had neglected his father in his age, nor any shame that Allan had been, at the last, the one comforter of a man who had only been human.

Allan, having struck at Patrick victoriously again, abandoned him. He had to have these victories to assuage his own lifelong pain. He gave his attention to Rufus. He filed away the thought of Ruth Purcell for future reference. He removed a clipping from his coat pocket. “I read this in a London paper yesterday, sir, and I kept it for you.” He began to read: “‘The United States is like an enormously rich country overrun by a horde of robber barons, and very inadequately policed by the central government. This situation can become dangerous for the rest of the world. …’” He threw the clipping on the table, then lifted it and burned it down to ash with the aid of a candle. “Do you know, sir, what they really mean? They are frightened that we’ll invade what they call their ‘traditional’ markets. We, and particularly Germany, are already doing it.”

“Yes?” said Rufus. “And if we and Germany are?”

Allan slapped his hand on the table. “Germany is still the greater threat. She is as busy as a bee, all over the markets of the world, selling superior goods at lower prices. The Kaiser is encouraging all this, and German industry is given every assistance by the German government. Nothing restrains it. No price-fixings, in a gentlemanly way, as in England. No cosy little agreements among manufacturers.”

“Well?” said Rufus.

“Don’t you see?” asked Allan impatiently. “We’ve been in a new era since the middle of the last century. Before that, wars were fought for territories and peoples or to settle private national grudges. Now they are fought for world markets. It really began, though most people don’t realize it, with the Civil War.”

“War?” exclaimed Rufus. “Now really, dear boy, you are using your imagination. Do you think England—and Germany—would actually engage themselves in a war for world markets?”

“I do.” Allan’s voice became excited. “That is what is being plotted, now.”

“Plot?” repeated Patrick with disdain. “Are you out of your mind?”

“No insults, please, no personalities. Allan, you are incorrigible.” But Rufus was disturbed. “It is true that the history of the world is the history of hunger. …”

“Look at the agricultural acreage of the world,” said Allan, becoming more and more excited. “It is retreating. Industrial cities are expanding, becoming bloated. Wealth isn’t based on agriculture any longer, but only on goods. Hunger remains, however, and it will increase as long as industry expands uncontrollably. A man can get along without a machine, but he can’t get along without bread. That’s something we’ll all have to learn, and we may have to learn it written with blood. England hasn’t learned it, and neither have we, nor any other nation. In the meantime, wars will be fought for markets for goods, while agriculture declines and men begin to starve. Famine will eventually destroy our cities, and our city industry.”

But Rufus came back to the one alarming word: “War? Who says so?”

“The English are already preparing. I have books you must read, sir. And Germany is beginning to smell what is brewing in England, among all the polite words of diplomats and the peace-mouthings at The Hague. And we’ll be in it, eagerly looking at world markets, too, to avoid panics—panics in our industrial cities.”

“Incredible,” murmured Rufus. “Are you sure your fertile Irish imagination … ?” He thought, characteristically, not of his sons, but of his grandson Tony, and Tony’s children. And the children of Dolores and DeWitt.

Patrick smiled with cool contempt at Rufus, but Rufus was frowning. “Why do you suppose,” asked Allan, “that Congress is considering, again and again, against the wishes of the people, a Federal income tax? We’ve gotten along very well without it, but now politicians in Washington are agitating for it, and jabbering about it. How can a nation conduct a war unless it has vast revenues? Each time a Federal income tax is suggested, the people protest angrily. But they grow tired of old issues. It is my prophecy that within a few years we’ll have that tax. And then we’ll have a war. For markets. And to avoid panics in the country, and to devour the products of our machines.”

Rufus tapped his fingers agitatedly on the tablecloth. “It’s very strange,” he mused, “but long ago, a long time ago, my brother said almost the very same thing. I laughed. …”

“Do you really believe, sir,” said Patrick protestingly, “that England would kill off her young men, and acquiesce to a war merely for markets? If war comes between England and Germany—and I reject the monstrous idea—it will be a war of principles, for England invariably has conducted wars on the noblest of principles. … She must maintain the loftiness of Anglo-Saxon culture—our own culture, by the way.”

Allan turned to him wrathfully. “Our own culture? Have you forgotten that over twenty per cent of the American people are of German stock, and that we have millions of Americans of Italian stock, and other racial origins? Anglo-Saxon culture be damned!”

“You speak, of course, as an Irishman,” said Patrick with an almost feminine malice.

Rufus lifted his hand to restrain a vehement movement on the part of his son-in-law and said to Patrick, with the utmost mildness, “Allan speaks as a rational man, for he speaks of facts. Sorry, Pat. But, Allan, I am certain we shall never have a Federal income tax.”

“We shall,” said Allan, nodding his head grimly, "And look for us to be in a war shortly thereafter. A peaceful nation, sir? We are an industrial nation.”

Smiling disdainfully, Patrick examined his hands. “Would you have us return to an agricultural economy?”

“Yes,” said Allan. “Or, rather, if I had the supreme power, I would keep an equable ratio between industry and agriculture, and remembering the warnings of Patrick Henry, I would forever prohibit the Federal government from taxing the people. The Federal government, again quoting the warnings of Patrick Henry, and George Washington, would then never be in a position of power to destroy the liberty of a nation through wars and taxation.”

Norman deWitt had not spoken, but had only smiled. Now he looked at Allan and his eyes narrowed viciously. Allan was shaking a finger in Patrick’s annoyed face. “I tell you, there are men hoping and plotting for wars in order to enslave the world! Freedom is hateful to them, anywhere, for a free nation frustrates their lust for personal power.”

“Really, this is ridiculous,” said Patrick with aversion. “America shall never engage in any wars, for any reason. But let me propose a hypothetical question: what if we are ever attacked?”

Allan turned from him slowly and fixed his eyes somberly, as if seeing something at a great distance. “I feel, I know it in my very body, that we’ll never be attacked. We may be told we have been attacked, but it will be a lie. Unless—unless …” and he looked with the deepest gravity at Rufus, “we invite the attack, or arm a nation to attack us. It could well happen. It is already happening in Europe. The munitions makers of France are arming Germany, and the German munitions makers are arming France, with full knowledge, and consent, of their respective governments.”

“That is mad!” exclaimed Patrick.

Allan stared at him for a long moment. “I will send you some of the books I have been reading. Among them will be books by Karl Marx and his contemporaries. You should get an idea from these books about the kind of men who are plotting against all mankind. Wars are their opportunities.” He shook his finger again in Patrick’s face. “The Spanish-American War was a testing ground for new weapons, not a mere opéra bouffe written for Teddy Roosevelt.”

He knows too much, thought Norman. He burst into a high, giggling fit of laughter, then clapped his hand over his mouth and gazed at the three affronted men like a naughty schoolboy, his eyes brightly shining and rounded. He dropped his hand and simpered. “I was thinking of Teddy in his Rough Rider hat,” he apologized.

He had effectively broken up a conversation which he considered dangerous. Rufus was ashamed of him, Allan looked as though he should like to strike him, and Patrick glanced at him coldly. “Shall we join the ladies?” asked Rufus, and prepared to rise.

“Just one moment, please,” said Allan. All mirth vanished from Norman’s face. Allan hesitated, and his cigarette trembled in his fingers. He put it between his lips in an agitated gesture. “I suppose I should speak about this when we are alone, sir, but this is the family, isn’t it? He paused, and dropped the cigarette on a tray. “Tony is going to be a priest. He told me this afternoon.”

“Incredible,” said Patrick angrily. “You, of course, refused to permit it.”

Rufus lost his new color, but he smiled at Allan affectionately. “I suspected it, my boy. Were you afraid to tell me alone?”

Allan was silent. Then he asked, “Does Cornelia know?”

“She suspected it,” Rufus sighed. “Don’t you know yet, Allan, that Cornelia is fond of you and will be quite happy about Tony if you are happy?” He waited. But Allan did not speak. Rufus added, “You are happy, aren’t you, Allan?”

Allan looked only at Rufus. “I am happy,” he answered. He smiled with gratitude. “I am still here, and there is DeWitt.”

Tony, in the upstairs living room, was not happy. He was afraid of the young Peales, even though Miles showed him interest and respect. Fielding was awed by Tony’s proficiency in sports, and constantly consulted him, and admired him for these talents, at least Mary was open in her preference and fondness for him, and could make him laugh even when he was the most grave. Yet in the moments he was most entertained by these young relatives, his fear was the strongest. He sat near his sister today, and his fear was more insistent than ever. It made him reach out his hand involuntarily to Dolores and hold her hand tightly. The gray storm and the dark night pressed against the windows and the sound of it filled the chintz-bright “children’s sitting room,” and the imminent presence of it seemed to dim the lamplight and threaten the fire.

Miles had been discussing their instructors at Harvard, and Tony had been listening with interested attention, as if the subject were important to him and as if he would return to Harvard after the Christmas holidays. Miles was witty and charming; he could pinion some hapless teacher with a few words; he could, with a word or two, a gesture of his eloquent hands, paint a hilarious and vivid picture of some timid and learned professor. DeWitt, who rarely laughed, laughed now. Mary shrieked with mirth. Dolores smiled in spite of herself. Tony, though inwardly distressed, also smiled.

Mary sat on the hearthrug, petite and very fetching in her scarlet-velvet dress with its lace collar, her black hair tumbling in fire-crested waves down her back. Next year, she would “put up her hair,” but she was not in a particular hurry for this sign of adulthood. She knew that her dusky curls added to her winsome prettiness, and as she was not young in heart, they gave her a look of false innocence which she shrewdly suspected disarmed others, to her advantage. Her large black eyes were full of light, and her mouth was a ripe plum in her pointed face. When she glanced at Tony, sitting in almost complete silence next to his sister, her expression would soften, yet grow even more animated.

As she covertly watched Tony, so did her brother Miles watch Dolores’s angel’s face topped with its waving mound and escaping tendrils of pale but shining hair. He thought he had never seen so exquisite a girl, or one so happily quiet, or so dignified. Her dark blue silk, cunningly fashioned to enhance her purity of character, was like a postulant’s uniform with its small white silk collar. To the superficial, Dolores had no “personality.” But Miles was not superficial; his love and longing for this girl made him intuitive about her. When she glanced at him reluctantly, as he spoke, he saw the crystalline glimmer of her light blue eyes, and he would think, in the very midst of some clever remark, that there would never be any other woman in all the world for him. As much as was possible for the worldly and intellectual Miles, he reverenced her. Her smiles at some of his sallies were genuine, and not forced as were Tony’s, and Miles was quite aware of this. He was careful to keep any hint of salaciousness out of his word-pictures and ridicule of his teachers, even though gay lewdness usually distinguished his speech when with others.

As she was so much under the influence of her brother, Miles was respectful with Tony, while he secretly hated him for that influence which stood in his way. He knew that Tony would urgently and sternly object to any marriage between Miles Peale and his sister, and Tony’s opinion was important to Rufus deWitt and Allan Marshall. Cornelia, who disliked Miles, as she disliked all the Peales except Mary, was determined on an international marriage for her daughter. She would stand with her father and husband against him, for her own reasons. Miles, the realist, never discounted the odds operating in his disfavor, nor was he of a particularly optimistic nature. The way to Dolores appeared almost impregnable.

DeWitt watched everyone, as he sat, so small and dark, by the fire with his cane beside him. He was coldly diverted by all the currents in the room, and relished, in advance, the coming frustrations of his companions. He had already dismissed Tony, who was no longer a rival in love or in ambition. Miles, married to that silly Dolores, would be halfdisarmed in a war. Mary could flirt her curls at Tony, and tilt her head and look at him through those thick eyelashes, and it would come to nothing. In the meantime, he, DeWitt, could enjoy her prettiness and think of a future marriage with her. He was the only one really at ease in the room.

Fielding had been coached in skiing by the obliging and good-tempered Tony, and when Miles had delivered himself of a last sally about his instructors, Fielding eagerly began to discuss his favorite sport with Tony. Tony stirred a little in his uneasy apathy and fear, and suggested a new Alpine wax for skis, about which he had learned a few weeks ago. Then his interest dwindled. He was thinking again of his uncle, Jon deWitt, and the look on Jon’s face in the dusk at the foot of the stairs. I should have gone back, he thought I shouldn’t have given in to my dread of him, and my disgust for him. These are not emotions a future priest should have; it is like a doctor wincing away from sores and pustulating ulcers instead of treating them. Something had happened to Jon. Perhaps if I had gone back I could have helped.

Miles, who ridiculed his brother’s ardent preoccupation with sports, pretended to listen with attention to the conversation between Fielding and Tony. He yawned inside. Children’s jabberings. It was incredible to him that Tony Marshall, who topped him in honors at college, should actually be interested in attempts to break his neck on steep and snowy hills. Miles, smiling with fixed politeness, passed his hand over his mahogany ringlets, and drifted off again into thoughts of Dolores. Mary yawned like a kitten, showing all her small white teeth. She stretched, lay back on an elbow on the hearthrug, and listened to Tony’s voice if not to his words.

Fielding, who was no fool, quickly guessed that Tony had lost interest in skiing. His long and yellowish face became affronted. He said, “How about skiing with me, tomorrow?”

Tony hesitated.

It would be exhilarating to fly down a white and shining slope, with the sun hurling your shadow after you and the pines throwing up a spume of snow as you hissed by like the wind. The brilliant loneliness of the mountains, the scent of resin, and the wild purity of the cold air! It was best to be alone when you skied, even if dangerous. But the danger of loneliness was its own intoxicant. Tony looked at Fielding, who was waiting eagerly. He was just a “kid.” It wasn’t good to let him ski alone. Tony said, “Well, all right. But first I’ll have to see if the snow has packed down enough. I’ll call you.” He asked, curiously: “Why do you like to ski, Field?”

Fielding raised his yellow eyebrows. “Why, it feels good. A kind of power. You go fast; nobody can catch you. And there they are down there, in the valley, on the roads, in their silly sleighs, and there you are up there, going ten times as fast, and laughing at them.”

Tony made no comment, but Miles quickly turned to his brother and studied him thoughtfully. He rubbed a knuckle over his chin as he reflected. Slowly, he took out a packet of cigarettes, put one in his mouth and lit it. “A kind of power.” It was disquieting to have to reckon with Fielding in the future, Fielding of the ridiculous skis and boats and balls and rackets and punching bags and golf clubs. One either reckoned with a man as a competitor or one got him to join forces with you. The latter course was the most astute and profitable.

“What’s the matter, Miles?” asked DeWitt mildly. He rubbed the head of his cane in his hand and something like secret amusement glinted for an instant over his dark face.

“I think,” said Tony, “that I’ll go in to see Jon.”

Miles, ignoring DeWitt, turned his attention to Tony. “Why? He usually gets peevish when the family is all together. Detracts attention from him, and his ideas, and he can’t monopolize the conversation. He’s just sulking in his room, wait ing for Mama to come to him.” He puffed at his cigarette. “Loathsome kind of a creature—Jon.” He glanced at Tony out of the corner of his eye, and the firelight made a vivid blue flash of that glance.

The young people stood up, Mary rising in one quick swirl of scarlet, DeWitt concentrating on his cane. The top of Miles’s head reached only to Dolores’s eyebrows; yet he did not appear small beside her. He touched the back of her hanging hand, and she did not recoil. He smiled up into her face. “I’ll take you down,” he said, and his voice was very gentle. “I’ll wait for Tony,” said Mary, “in the hall.”

The ladies waited for the gentlemen and the children to join them. This is the most dismal family gathering we have had to date, Cornelia thought. Thank God for the storm; they’ll be going soon. A maid stood at her elbow while she poured coffee into the little gold cups. “Sugar, Mama? I always forget.” Fresh logs had been thrown on the fire. The softly beautiful room danced with light, and the lamps defied the primordial howling at the windows.

Lydia, all gray and black and white, accepted her cup from the maid. She found it almost insupportable to have to speak at all, and tried to substitute faint smiles for conversation. Ruth was sitting in Jim’s usual chair near the hearth, drooping and pale. But she only knew him for twenty-seven years, thought Lydia. I knew him forever; the whole world has become empty for me and there are no voices left anywhere. The snow was drifting high and steep over Jim Purcell’s grave. The gales were screaming over it. My dearest, thought Lydia, wait for me.

Cornelia thought: Mama looks so old, and yet she still seems as serene and elliptic as always. She is smiling to herself, the first real smile since Uncle Jim died. What is she thinking? Of Uncle Jim, of course. It must be frightful to lose your husband. Cornelia glanced at the doorway and wondered impatiently why the men had not yet joined them. She poured a cup for Laura, her cousin, and forgot to ask about cream or sugar. Laura sat in her own silences, but, to Cornelia’s vexation, the firelight was giving her face a bloom and radiance. She, too, was glancing at the doorway, and now Cornelia’s hard-colored face became ugly. “Have you forgotten me, Cornelia?” asked Estelle sweetly.

Damn you, you’d never let anyone forget, said Cornelia to herself. “Sugar?” she demanded contemptuously. Estelle sighed and smiled. “Oh, my dear, you know I don’t.”

Cornelia poured her own cup half-full and deftly added brandy to fill it. She leaned back in her chair and began to sip with enjoyment. But one of her crossed legs swung back and forth. Her red hair was a blaze against the green velvet of her chair. She reached for a gilt box on the table beside her, took out a cigarette and lit it. Lydia watched her fondly, and smiled again. But she was also afraid. The strong profile was more predatory than ever, and the red lips were hard as colored plaster. We are what we are, thought Lydia. From the moment of our conception we are what we shall be. Free will? I do not know. If we struggle, however glimmeringly, however faintly, is that enough? Is the struggle, no matter how brief, the only importance? I should like to believe that Cornelia has those lightninglike pauses. I doubt it. She is aware of neither good nor evil.

How trivial, or coarse, they all are, thought Estelle, smiling brightly at nothing. She said, “You must really see our new Picasso! It is hung in the first drawing room in New York. Such color, such meaning. …”

Cornelia made a rude sound. Estelle blushed, shocked. But Lydia, for the first time since her husband’s deah, laughed a little, and Laura smiled. Cornelia described the painting with more than a hint of obscenity, and Estelle listened with horror. “We met the man in France,” Cornelia concluded in her loud and domineering voice. “Utterly impossible. He maunders about something he calls the ‘Coming Peoples’ Revolution.’ I tried to get him to become more specific, but he merely looked mysterious.”

Estelle’s wide brown eyes glittered with cunning, and she thought with pleasure of her sons. Lydia said, “I agree with Allan that something evil is stirring in the world. I could feel it in Europe last year before—before. …” She paused, to swallow painfully.

Ruth, in silence, looked timidly from one face to the other. She always tried not to think exclusively of her father, for her mother’s sake. Her golden hair was a crown of light and her lovely face, though so pinched now, was like the very shadow of innocence. She faltered: “I should like to work with the Quakers, in Europe. At The Hague. I had thought. …”

“If you want to, darling, you must do so,” said Lydia. “Next summer? I’ll go with you.” She smiled at her daughter, and the pain caught at her throat. Then she gave her attention to Laura, Laura who was Alice’s daughter. Laura had not spoken in this room. Her gray eyes studied her cup, which she held in the palms of her hands. “I heard you and Patrick were going to Europe next summer,” said Lydia. Laura started, put the cup on a table. “Oh, no, I don’t think so,” she murmured. She brushed at her cloud of dark hair vaguely with the back of her hand, and averted her face. The women waited, but she said nothing more. Cornelia’s eyes glinted. She had once been fond of her cousin; she had hated her for years now. Cornelia’s long leg swung a little faster.

The men came into the room, Allan’s hand under Rufus’s elbow. “Well,” said Rufus cheerily, “I hope we weren’t too long. Such an interesting discussion.” Cornelia looked at them alertly. Allan was in one of his “solitary” moods, she observed with anxious impatience. Patrick walked a little apart, a walking corpse, thought Cornelia disgustedly. Norman was smiling his wide and meaningless smile, and he went to his mother at once and perched on a foot stool near her knee. Allan assisted Rufus into a chair, and the maid entered with fresh coffee and cups. Rufus picked up the brandy bottle and studied it critically. “Glad you left some for us, Cornelia,” he said. “I can’t get that Napoleon in any quantity these days.”

Cornelia poured coffee for the men. Allan, who had been hovering uneasily near his wife, waited until the maid had gone on her rounds. Then he bent over Cornelia and said in a low voice, “I’m sorry we are late. We had something to discuss.” She looked up at him, and then her face softened. But he did not smile in return, and she saw that he was extremely nervous. “Well?” she said. Rufus had stimulated some conversation, and husband and wife were covered by voices.

“It’s about Tony,” said Allan.

Cornelia lifted her cup to her lips and drank a little. “Well?” she repeated at last. “Has Tony been annoying you, or worrying you, in any way?”

“No.” Allan hesitated. He wished Cornelia would not look at him so directly. “You know he’s never caused us a minute’s trouble.” He hesitated again. “No, he isn’t worrying me. It is something he wants to do. My only worry is about how you will take it. …”

“I can ‘take’ anything,” said Cornelia. She lifted her large white hand, glittering with jewels, and touched Allan’s cheek briefly. Why couldn’t the dear idiot understand that her children were nothing to her compared with him? “If he wanted to become a butcher or a trapeze performer or a sword swallower or a traveling preacher it wouldn’t matter to me, so long as it didn’t matter to you.”

Allan’s hand clenched on the back of Cornelia’s chair. He said, “Tony wants to be a priest.”

Cornelia's hazel eyes moved, the corners hardening. She stared at Allan; he was wretched, she saw, and almost undone with dread. “A priest?” she muttered. She stared at Allan again. “Absurd, of course.” Allan did not reply, and her lips curved in a sardonic smile. “What about the road?”

“He doesn’t want to be part of it.” He moved restlessly, still watching her. “It’s very hard to explain—to you. …”

“Granting the foolish premise for a moment, if he should be—a priest—what would you think of it, Allan?”

He leaned against her chair as if exhausted. “I—I think I should like it, Cornelia.” How could he make her understand? How could he prevent her from assaulting Tony with furious and contemptuous words? And Tony. … Allan started, for Cornelia was rumbling with laughter. He could not believe it. Her eyes jumped with mirth, and her teeth shone in the firelight. She was reaching up, and now she had taken his hand and was pressing it.

“Dear, dear fool,” she was actually saying. “What does it matter? You are happy about the ridiculous idea. Haven’t you learned yet that what makes you happy makes me happy, no matter how silly or incredible? What is Tony to me, or Dolores, or DeWitt, when it comes to you?”

Rufus was laughing with the others over a joke he had just told. But never for an instant had he been unaware of his daughter and Allan by the fire. He knew the subject of their conversation, and had deliberately withdrawn the attention of the others from them. When he saw Allan suddenly bending over his wife and kissing her full on her mouth, and when he heard her laughter, he smiled with ruddy content.

Then he saw that Allan was apparently distressed again. He was whispering in Cornelia’s ear, and she was looking both astonished and wildly amused.

“You won’t understand, darling,” he was saying, “but for Tony’s sake you and I will have to go somewhere, very quietly, in some out-of-the-way place, and be remarried by a priest.” “No!” exclaimed Cornelia with high delight, and she was laughing again. “All right; don’t look so—I’d do anything for you.”

Estelle asked, “Where are the children?” She stroked Norman’s hair and told herself that this had been the dreariest holiday ever.

“They’ll be down soon, I’m sure,” said Laura. She did not glance at her husband, sitting apart in his white silence, as if the others did not exist for him. Then, as always, her eyes were drawn helplessly to Allan Marshall. He was still bending over his wife, and he was holding her hand, and they were chuckling gently together. Laura’s heart constricted, and she turned her head aside.

Tony was entering the room alone. Allan, seeing his son, beckoned to him, and Tony came at once. When he reached his parents they were struck by his pallor. He stood beside them and could not speak. Cornelia lifted her eyebrows at him and said, “Don’t look like death, Tony. Your father has told me, and it is perfectly all right, if you want to make a fool of yourself.”

But Tony only gave her an agonized glance, and his mouth opened speechlessly. Allan, alarmed for him, put a hand on the young man’s shoulder. “What is it?” he demanded sharply. “What is wrong?”

Tony whispered, “I went in to see him—you see, this afternoon he had gone out into the storm—I was downstairs—I should have turned back to speak to him—I might have prevented it. …”

Cornelia wet her lips. She lifted herself straight in her chair. She, like Tony, whispered. “What is it? For God’s sake, what is it?” Her hand caught at Allan’s arm protectingly.

“Jon,” said Tony, and his eyes filled with tears. “He’s dead. He must have killed himself—there was the box on the table … poison …”
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Allan Marshall had once told Cornelia bitterly: “A witticism is an unpardonable answer to a cry of pain.”

But there are times, thought Cornelia, when a witticism is the only answer to maudlin sentimentality and self-pity. She sat in her sitting room overlooking Fifth Avenue, facing her desk, and with a pen in her hand. She had begun to write to her son Tony, who was now in his seminary.

“You are such a damn fool, my dear,” she wrote, on the third page, “and apparently your ‘superior’ thinks so too, considering his advice, though he would hardly be so blunt as I. Why do you torment yourself so, and brood over something which was not your fault, and accuse yourself endlessly until you become a bore to everyone?

“You know as well as I do that the autopsy showed clearly that the tablets which Jon had stupidly swallowed had not caused his death at all. The drug had become, over all those years, completely deteriorated and ineffective. He could have taken a hundred of the same without a single bad effect. The verdict was ‘death from natural causes.’ But you know all this. Who can say what brings death about in such cases? It is true there were no signs of any organic defect, but who can truly and dogmatically declare that there is nothing to the theory that a man can will death for himself? I am sure Jon did. It is quite possible that his death was a mercy for himself, and for others. I doubt very much that if you ‘had gone back,’ as you have repeated ad nauseam, that you could have helped him in any way.

“Your grandfather is still in a state of partial shock since Jon’s death, and this is a tremendous worry to us all. He had been out for a drive only twice since we returned to New York, and now that he fully realizes that you have permanently removed yourself from the family, and the affairs of the family, he is very depressed. If you MUST feel guilty about something, you could begin with your grandfather. He can do very little now about the road except when some extreme emergency comes up, and even then your father tries to spare him. This means added burdens and responsibilities for your father. He, too, is beginning to realize what it means to all of us for you to go away; for eighteen years he has thought of you as his natural successor. Here is another point about which you may feel guilty, if you wish.

“Your ‘Auntie Estelle’ does nothing to raise the horrible gloom which surrounds us; in all truth she appears determined not to let a single ray of light intrude through it. It was only two weeks ago when she got up from bed and decided to hold mourning court for her friends in one of the drawing rooms instead of her bedroom. The murmurs and sniffles and sobs over the tea, every day, day in and out, infuriate me while they distress your grandfather. I have literally had to lock her out of his rooms because she made a habit of invading them nightly to scream at him and reproach him for having ‘treated our poor child so.’ The house is a bedlam, and big as it is there is not a corner which does not echo with moans and sighs and the rustling of black silk and the subdued clink of teacups and the foolish comfortings of morbid ‘friends.’

“Instead of indulging yourself in self-pity and squalid ‘regrets,’ you might help me with Dolores. We had hoped to announce her engagement to Dicky this spring, in Paris, but now she writes me very impudently that I may as well put the whole matter out of my mind as she had definitely decided against the marriage. He is one of the greatest catches in Europe, though not very well off, and a most estimable young man and with a most desirable title. Dolores could never do better; in fact I don’t think she’ll ever have another offer. Why don’t you write her and put some sense into her head? If something is not done—and I haven’t given up yet—she will become one of those appalling old spinsters who spend their sterile lives in what we used to call ‘good works.’ Your father does not particularly care for Dicky, either, but he is slowly coming to the conclusion that Dolores is in real danger of spinsterhood, as she takes no interest in young men except as casual friends. And she will be nineteen in September.

“I am glad that you went to Groton to see DeWitt, but I had to laugh at your bewilderment at discovering that he didn’t need sympathy at all, but was doing very well, thank you. It’s nice of you to pray for him. I assure you he will get along splendidly without a single prayer in his behalf. He is that kind of a boy, and is the only hope your father has. Are you feeling a little guilty? Good; I hope so.

“You might be interested in hearing that your father has promised Miles a sound position on the road when he is graduated from Harvard. I was against it, but now I approve. Miles is a very serious boy, and has convinced even me that he will be an asset to the company. He is a genuine ‘railroader,’ which surprised me very much. And, after all, his father is a director and there is considerable stock in that family. I did not like Miles, for I’ve always believed he was a schemer. I still believe it, but I have begun to like him for very sound qualities I did not suspect he had. I cannot look at my own children, except DeWitt, with any pleasure; it is ironical that I find pleasure in one or two of the Peales. Mary had quite a shock when you went away; I had hoped there would be a match between you. But she is turning her interest upon DeWitt and visited him a short time ago, and he writes me, in his usual reserved way, that he ‘enjoyed’ seeing her. I hope the ‘enjoyment’ will turn into something important in a few years.

“I have had only one letter from my mother. She is not at all well since the grippe she acquired on her way home that awful Thanksgiving Day. After all, three hours in the terrible storm in a sleigh, though full of fur robes, was an ordeal for a woman her age. She and Ruth never speak of those hours when they were lost on the mountains, and when the horses could not force their way through the drifts. I would appreciate it if you could spare a few minutes from your sickly preoccupation with Jon to write to her regularly. Ruth is of no particular use to her and whines, in her letters, about wanting to go to The Hague very soon to ‘study’ with the peace missions. She seems all wrought up about something, and her letters are full of black suspicions about ‘coming wars,’ which is all nonsense, of course. She even hints she is writing a book about it all, and she goes off for days at a time, leaving her mother, to consult with the Quakers in Philadelphia.

“You see, we have troubles and anxieties, ourselves. Your imaginings seem very trivial and exasperating to me. Do whatever you do in a seminary with every bit of vigor you have. I really won’t forgive you for everything until you become at least an archbishop, or better, a cardinal.”

Curse it, thought Cornelia, and threw aside her pen. She was invariably angered when “the family” forced itself implacably upon her attention, and compelled her to write letters. She stood up and went to the windows overlooking Fifth Avenue. It was snowing heavily, and slush was gathering on the sidewalks and the streets. Brown and white houses floated insubstantially in wild blows of gray-white snow. Traffic choked the streets: omnibuses and drays and carriages, and a few red automobiles that steamed in the cold winter afternoon. She could hear the blatting of the horns even high up here, and even through the silk-shrouded windows. Black and brown figures thronged the walks; umbrellas tilted and blew; street lamps were already being lighted by little scurrying men, and the yellow glow of them was almost obliterated by the blizzard. The old excitement that had always filled Cornelia when looking down at Fifth Avenue did not come to her. She and Allan were to attend a Vanderbilt ball that night, and she had chosen a turquoise satin with a train to wear with her magnificent pearls and aquamarines. It was, as the newspapers said, “an occasion.” Estelle had made a most deplorable and screaming fuss about the matter; the family was in mourning; it was unspeakable and common to attend social gatherings so soon after Jon’s death—hardly three months. Cornelia, who rarely quarreled with anyone (for the reason that quarrels bored her), had fought exasperatedly with her stepmother. She and Allan, she said, were not in mourning for anyone, and if her half-brother had chosen to die, it was certainly not her affair.

Damn her, thought Cornelia, letting the golden silk of the draperies drop into place, shutting out the wintry scene below. If anyone killed Jon she did. She is not going to stop us from going, even if she chokes to death, which would be the only intelligent thing she could ever do. And this time I am going to be firm with Papa, too; we have given in too much to Estelle’s rages in order to let him “have peace.”

In spite of her unquenchable buoyancy, Cornelia could not shake off her depression. Her gilt and jeweled clock on her bedside table chimed half-past four. She compared it with her watch. Allan should have returned from Philadelphia by now. Doubtless, the train had been delayed by the snow. And Allan and I must have at least an hour to dress, she thought, fuming. Well, as this ball is to be given in our honor, I’ll simply have to leave without him, if he doesn’t return in time. She rang the servants’ bell, and then sent for Rufus’s “man.”

He informed her that he would, indeed, lock all his master’s doors and keep guard over them and admit no one. Cornelia suggested her father’s customary sedative a little earlier than usual. The valet then informed Cornelia that Mr. Marshall’s carriage had just driven up, and with immense relief, she ran down the circular marble staircase in the dusk to meet her husband, the valet hurriedly switching on the electric lights like a flare behind her. He reflected that for a lady of “Mrs. Marshall’s age” she was certainly uncommonly fleet-footed and active; he noticed that she lifted her skirts very high as she flew down the stairs and that she had long and robust legs, like a youth’s, and that she did not touch the balustrade in her passage.

The butler was just opening the glass and grilled door as Cornelia reached the marble hall with its vast areas strewn with too many Oriental rugs. Now the hall bloomed with myriad electric fixtures fastened to the crimson damask walls, and sprang out in the white arms and hands of the fine old statues of Greek gods and goddesses standing in distant corners. A monster white marble fireplace fluttered with the burning of monster logs, and the glimmering white floor reflected sheets and lances of red fire. Yet the great hall was cold, and as Allan entered with his heavy brief case, a cloud of snow flies entered with him, dancing and whirling. She ran to him exuberantly, shouting that she had been worried about the train, and throwing her arms about his shoulders and kissing him heartily. He held her to him briefly, warning her of his dampness, then put her aside to rid himself of his coat and muffler and derby. She saw at once that he was desperately tired and preoccupied.

He stood for a few moments before the hall fire and rubbed his cold hands and tried to smile at his wife. There was a strained pallor under his dark skin, “Something’s wrong,” thought Cornelia, and braced herself for it. She put her arm in his and drew him to one of the enormous drawing rooms. “We’ll have a drink at once,” she said. “You’re chilled. I don’t know why you did not use the private car. The Pullmans are always drafty—and in this weather!”

When Allan, as a young man, had wandered on the outside of this house and had lusted for it, he had believed that to live within those formidable walls of stone and glass and grills and copper doors would be the ultimate in human desirability. Now he loathed the mansion, with its music room and gilt chairs, pipe organ, and monolith of a grand piano; its Chinese and bronze urns overflowing with exotic plants; its drawing rooms hanging with precious ancient tapestries; its archways draped in silken velvets; its Louis XVI and old Spanish brocaded chairs; its golden or painted ceilings flowing with nymphs and cherubs; its pier glasses; its giant marble and ebony chests; its Renaissance paintings on the damask walls; its rare tables and crystal, marble, painted, or golden lamps; its Persian rugs and murals and palms in Chinese tubs; its cloisonné vases on teakwood stands; its statues and statuettes in every niche and corner; its automatic elevators with velvet seats; and its dining room which could seat seventy-five people at the Italian refectory table in thronelike Italian chairs. It had, he thought, the crowded magnificence of a museum; millions of dollars had erected and furnished it, and it was without taste, though not without grandeur, from the glittering ballroom to the marble bathrooms fit for a Nero.

He pulled back on the threshold of the tremendous first drawing room, shivering. Despite a very efficient heating system, and the constantly burning fires, the room was chilly. “Let’s go into the library,” he said. Cornelia agreed. The library was only a trifle smaller, but the thousands of books on the walls (rare volumes and folios) gave a false sense of seclusion and warmth to the room. Here, too, in a black marble fireplace, a lusty fire roared. The dark blue velvet draperies had been drawn over the ceiling-high windows, and the blue-velvet rug shimmered like thrown silk in the firelight. A maid in smart black and white was turning on the wall brackets and the red and blue lamps, and she curtsied as Allan and Cornelia entered, the butler at their heels. Cornelia briskly ordered whisky and soda, and husband and wife sat down near the fire on the blue-leather chairs.

“We can only waste half an hour,” said Cornelia, lifting her skirts frankly so that the warmth could reach her legs. She reached for a cigarette and the butler lighted it and offered the crystal box to Allan. “Remember? The Vanderbilts tonight. And we must dress and then go in to see Papa for a few minutes before leaving.”

“My God, I’d forgotten,” said Allan wearily.

“We’re the guests of honor. What a day! I’ll certainly be glad to leave for France next week.” She smiled at him encouragingly, bracing herself again. Her eyes sparkled and her rouged face was vital in the lamplight. She raised her glass. “Here’s to us, pet.”

He drank thirstily, and she watched him. He looked about the library, at its long mahogany table and dark chairs, at its walls of books and paintings. He said, “What a damned gloomy house this is.” As he had said this so often in the past, Cornelia ignored the remark. She waited for him to go on. The butler had been dismissed, and Allan rose and refilled his glass. Cornelia frowned. She said, “Not too much, please, dear. I know you’re cold, but we do have to go out.” He sat down and again drank, still thirstily.

“How was Portersville?” asked Cornelia. “Damn it, I wish we were there. I hate this house, too.”

“We’ve just finished probating Jon’s will,” said Allan. He looked into his glass. He had pulled up the legs of his damp trousers, and his ankles, very slender and neat in their black silk, moved Cornelia to tenderness. “He left all his money to Miles, every penny of it. A very curious will.”

Cornelia stared. “To Miles Peale? How extraordinary!” Her eyes narrowed and her painted mouth twisted. “I wonder why?” She gave a short laugh like a bark. “I can’t believe there is anything wrong with Miles!”

Allan’s head was bent; he looked at his wife, and below the black irises of his eyes a white area glittered. “There isn’t. But that wasn’t Jon’s fault. He tried. Anyway, I suppose there’ll be whispered and tittering remarks behind hands, and I’m sorry for Miles. ‘To my dear and beloved kinsman, Miles Peale, I hereby bequeath—’ Well, that ‘kinsman’ business takes some of the curse off it.”

“How much?” demanded Cornelia.

“One million, eight hundred thousand dollars.”

Cornelia said, “One million, eight hundred thousand. Not an enormous lot, but considerable. Invested?”

“Half in Carnegie. Miles is going to keep it invested that way. He has a good mind.”

“Estelle isn’t going to like this.”

The preoccupation remained on Allan’s face. He put down his glass. “I think,” he said, “that you’ll soon be a director of the road, Cornelia. The directors are getting over their original outrage. Only one, today, muttered something about the ‘New Woman.’”

Cornelia roared. “I’ll bet anything you wish that he was Pat Peale!”

“You’d win the bet.” He picked up his empty glass, glanced at Cornelia, and put it down heavily. He clasped his hands between his knees and looked at the fire. Cornelia snapped open her watch. “Ten minutes,” she began. Allan jerked upright. “Damn it, Cornelia! What the hell does time matter?” His voice was a shout of rage, and Cornelia gazed at him thoughtfully, without answering. He jumped to his feet and began to pace up and down restlessly, his hands in his pockets, and Cornelia said to herself: Yes, it’s something, and it’s bad, and he’s afraid to tell me, and he’s distracted. She folded her hands on her knees, and waited.

Allan stopped by her chair, and put his hand on her head. She stiffened, forced herself to smile. “I’m sorry I disturbed you about the time, but we are the guests of honor, you know. Hell, itself, wouldn’t prevent me from going.”

Allan’s hand dropped from her head, and he turned away. Cornelia’s fingers wound themselves around the short pearl necklace which enclosed her high boned collar. She repeated, “Hell, itself.”

Allan said desperately, “Cornelia. …” She lifted her hand and broke in pleasantly: “I wrote to Tony today. Very tiresome. He’s still worrying about. Jon, and blaming himself. But you read his letter of a few days ago. I thought Tony had some intelligence.”

“I saw my father today,” said Allan, as if he had not heard her.

Cornelia let out a small exhalation. It was only his father, then.

“He’s very old now, and he wanted to go down to the roundhouse to talk with ‘the boys.’” Allan’s voice was lifeless, and Cornelia caught her breath. It wasn’t his father. “How interesting,” she said politely. “After all, he was an engineer, and I think you once said that he hasn’t been down to the yards for years. Did he enjoy it? And, by the way, how was the weather in Portersville? As bad as here?”

“It didn’t begin to snow until we reached Philadelphia.” Allan had moved down the room and was pretending to study a landscape on the wall between two windows. “Cornelia, there’s a panic brewing. You can feel it.”

“So you’ve been saying for two months, dear.” She stood up, rustling. “Perhaps you are wrong. I think we’ve finished with panics.”

“You forget the Regans, and ‘young’ Gunther, and the rest of them.”

Cornelia shrugged. “Sometimes, dear, you talk about our friends like Jon did. After all, they’re financiers, and financiers do what financiers are born to do, if one believes in fatalism, which I'm inclined to, myself. And now, please excuse me. I must dress, and I'd advise you to do the same.”

She walked serenely toward the door, her hands clenched tightly in front of her. She had reached the threshold when Allan cried out, “Cornelia! There’s something I must tell you. …”

Tony? she thought, stopping in the doorway, but not turning. DeWitt? Dolores? No, she would have heard. It was someone in Portersville; it could be no one else. She said in a loud hard tone, still not turning, “Allan. I am going to the Vanderbilts’, and you are, too, unless you want to humiliate me by letting me go alone.”

He came to her rapidly and caught her shoulder, and she looked at him steadily. He could see her face, and he thought it as cold as painted marble, and as impervious. “Allan, my father is still very weak, and whatever you have to tell me must wait until tomorrow, for I feel it will affect him, too; and if you tell me now I may think I must go to my father, and that I shall not do. Tonight.”

“Because of the Vanderbilt dinner?” he asked bitterly.

She was slowly turning white under her rouge, but she answered with composure: “Because of the Vanderbilt dinner, and because of my father.”

“Then, you have an idea?”

“I have no ideas at all. I am just wondering if that fool of maid of mine has laid out my proper gown.” Her eyes contemplated him and they were like bits of amber, as remote from him as from a stranger. “I shall be ready in an hour.”

She moved her shoulder under his hand, and he stepped back, releasing her. She went on, and he stood in the doorway and watched her mount the marble stairs, lifting her skirts and not looking back. She knows, he thought. She always knows everything, almost immediately. Does she care? I wonder. I’ve been married to her for many years and I never knew her. She lied to me last spring at Cannes. She lied to help me, or because I was boring her with my misery. I very often do.

He went to the library table, wrote out a telegram: “Dearest Ruth, Cornelia and I will return to Portersville tomorrow afternoon and will remain with you for some time after your mother’s funeral.” He lifted his pencil, and hesitated, then continued: “Cornelia is broken-hearted and in no condition to travel tonight. She has not yet told the news to her father, for he is still ill. We send you our love.”

He leaned his head on his hand and thought of the desolate young woman who had been deprived of both parents in only a few months. He thought of the silent house on the river, and the girl who wept without sound, and the voice of the river raging against the shrouded windows, and the woman lying in her coffin among flowers and candles. And he said to himself: There are times when I hate Cornelia, because nothing will ever stop her. I was stopped, a long time ago.

The great ebony clock boomed through the white and dusky areas of the hall, and its echoes bounded back somberly in every room. Allan started, and thought of the Vanderbilt dinner and drearily reminded himself that he must dress. He rang for his valet, and when the man entered the library Allan said, “Please prepare my bath. No, I’ll have no time for it. Just lay out my clothing; I’ll be in my rooms in a few minutes.”

He stood up and looked with dull anxiety around the booklined walls, as if he had become aware of them for the first time. Then he went out quickly and ran up the stairs; he was always forgetting the elevators in this house. The house was lighted from top to bottom and was filled with silence. Allan paused on the second floor; a very fine Aphrodite, which had first known the brilliance of a Grecian sun, stood near the landing, and in her white cupped hands glared an uninhibited electric bulb. The stark light flared upward on her serene and smiling face, and Allan looked away as if he had encountered an obscenity. He went down the marble hall swiftly, knocked like a conspirator on the door of Rufus’s apartments. The door opened very cautiously for a few inches, then widened as his identity was established. Allan nodded at Rufus’s man and went through the warm sitting room into the bedroom, where Rufus was resting in his ornate French bed before his dinner.

“I had just begun to worry about you, my boy,” said Rufus, lifting himself away from his orchid-tinted satin pillows. “I was going to send to inquire where you were.” He held out his hand, so thin and transparent now, and smiled fondly at Allan.

“I had a talk with Cornelia first,” replied Allan, seating himself precariously on a purple satin chair near the bed.

“Bad weather,” commented Rufus, letting himself fall against his pillows again. His smile had gone; he looked, now, what he was—an old sick man, dwindled and very tired.

“How are you, sir?” asked Allan. “You look a little stronger today.”

Rufus smiled again, and glanced at the fire. “When I was a very young fellow, probably about four, I told myself that I must always give a cheerful answer to every damn thing. I found that it spared me tedious questions and had a nice effect on other people and gained me popularity.” His face became very serious and more tired than ever. “Now I don’t care a damn. So, in answer to your question, whether it bothers you or not, or depresses you or not, I will say, ‘I feel like hell. I am certain I am going to die very shortly.’”

Allan did not laugh. He said, “I hope you aren’t going to die ‘shortly.’ I’m sorry you ‘feel like hell.’ I know you do. And do you know, I think that dying is the least unpleasant part of living, and probably the most relieving.”

Rufus turned his head and studied Allan reflectively. After some moments he said, “It’s really incredible, but you are reminding me more and more of old Steve every day. Steve was the right man in the wrong place; I always believed, and sometimes still do, that you are the right man in the right place. And at other times I think you are the wrong man in the wrong place. Something happened to you. But I thank God you never told me, and still have the decency not to tell me.”

He folded his hands over his sunken stomach and again studied his son-in-law. “Tell me about Portersville,” he said. “No; not business. Just about the city, and the house, and. …”

“We are going to the Vanderbilts’ dinner tonight, sir, and Cornelia is already dressing. We’ll be late; not that it matters very much. This is more important. I went to see my father this afternoon; he’s old and failing, and I haven’t seen him since Christmas. He wanted to go down to the yard and talk with ‘the boys.’” Allan paused and looked at the floor.

Rufus said, “Yes, yes, I understand. I also want to talk with my own ‘boys.’ It’s very natural. Tell me.”

What could Rufus deWitt, mighty president of the Interstate Railroad Company, have in common with an old and weary Irish engineer who had merely loved his engine? Allan glanced up and understood all at once that these old men had everything in common.

He began to talk, avoiding a single look at the clock on the mantel over the shouting fire. He had driven out to his father’s farm early this day, and was pleased, as always, to see that Tim Marshall was being more than adequately cared for by the comfortable middle-aged couple who ran his farm and coddled him outrageously:

Today, he had seemed very frail, for he had only just recovered from a severe grippe. Yet he boomed as usual at Allan, kissed him heartily, pounded his back with his fist, shouted for tea, “and mind you heat the pot first and put it on the fire afterward,” and then had sat with Allan to talk about Michael and Tony. Michael, in India, was very happy at Tony’s decision to become a priest. He was writing Tony regularly; he himself was very well. The old man went on and on, proudly, about his son and grandson, and his round Irish face had turned scarlet with his pride and enthusiasm. Then he had stopped and had peered at Allan intently.

“And here’s my fine lad, with all the money, and all the things he has done, and with the president job coming up, and it’s stupid, I am, not asking him what he is doin’, and tellin’ him that I am proud of him, too.” He said to himself, with a pang of sorrow: And it’s looking like death, he is, my boy, and with the agony in him he does not know about.

“I think I am to be president after we return from France,” said Allan, and he said this without pleasure or satisfaction.

“Sure, and that is fine, but it is afraid ye are,” said Tim gently. “Afraid all your life, I’m thinkin’. You mustn’t mind an old man who loves his children, and prays for them,” he added hastily, rubbing his thick mass of white curls. “And who is not afraid? There is our young priest, who’s that confident, and visitin’ me almost every day, and bouncing in like a schoolboy, and with the cheery voice, and his talk about the Fathers ‘gettin’ closer to the people and understandin’ their problems,’ and all the time the great blue eyes of him are scared. And I says to him, and me a man old enough to be his granddaddy, ‘Father, and what is the fear in ye, a young fine lad like you?’ And he says, ‘Tim, it’s not fear I have, for that is a sin, and Our Lord cherishes us all.’ And I says to him, crossin’ myself, ‘Be that as it may, and it’s sure I am that it is true, but we are all frightened, even as babies at our mothers’ breasts, and the fear gets stronger and stronger every day we live, and when we are old we are more frightened than ever. And why is this, and meanin’ no offense, Father, that we are all so afraid? Is it because we don’t trust our fellow man, or maybe knowin’ him too well, and ourselves, too?’ And I says, ‘I have had the time to read all these years, Father, history and such things, and sure, I have seen that men have always been afraid, and that, at the last, livin’ becomes a weariness because of the fear.’”

“And what did Father Dugan say then?” asked Allan, not indulgently, but with intense seriousness.

Tim rubbed his chin, blinked his eyes which were as bright as in his youth. “Well, now, it’s a very curious thing. The boy just sits where you’re sittin’ now, and it’s thinkin’ he is that he should just quote what he’s been taught, and answer like a priest. And then all at once he’s just a young feller talkin’ to his granddad, and there’s tears in his eyes, and he says, ‘Tim, fear is the absence of God, may our Blessed Mother forgive and pray for me!’”

Allan thought of the ancient legend of Sisyphus, condemned forever to roll a monster stone up a hill, only to have it roll down again as he approached the summit. He could not remember whether the man had ever fallen, in his exhaustion, and had been crushed by the stone. He said, “This isn’t a very cheery conversation. Would you like to go out for a drive for an hour or so?”

Tim had then expressed his desire to go down to the yards. “And perhaps for the last time,” he had said. “I’ve been readin’, and thinkin’ very strange thoughts, and I want to see if what I have been fearin’ is true.”

They drove down to the yards, a long distance, in Allan’s carriage, under a gray-brown sky which pressed close over the barren earth and the shut fields and seemed to touch the duncolored roofs of the lonely farmhouses. Tim sat beside his son, swathed in the fur robes, and looked out at the gray silence and was silent.

When they reached the yards, and Allan was about to order the carriage to approach the roundhouse, Tim stopped him. “No, it’s just lookin’ at the lads I want, or maybe just to speak to a few that pass us. They are strangers to me, and they don’t know me, and so we’ll sit and look at them and I’ll see it is true what I’ve been fearin’.”

He had not been here for years, and he regarded the great mass of buildings with wonder, but without admiration. The yards were full of giant engines, bellowing and steaming and ringing and clanging; long freights pulled out, alert young or middle-aged engineers looking ahead, their hands on the throttles, their striped caps surmounting sharp and hardened faces. Fire ran along the grinding wheels; the pistons thrust and recoiled in titanic gestures of force. Hundreds of men ran about the yards; there was a constant bustle and calling, a constant marking on records, a constant coming and going. The men consulted each other, but briefly, not smiling, not talking casually, not pausing to look at the monsters they serviced without pride or content. No groups of young firemen stood about in knots, chewing or smoking or laughing or telling each other ribald jokes, or arguing vehemently, or shaking fists, as in the days Tim remembered. All was efficiency, timed movements, cold precision, and disinterest. Signals flared down the glistening tangle of rails; smoke rose in tremendous exhalations to the bitter winter sky; hands were raised, not in greeting, but in signals. More and more lights came on in the buildings, not with the slow mellow warmth of oil but with the violent blare of white electricity. A freight pulled in, slatted cars holding scores of cattle that groaned and called in bewildered voices of fear and pain. A passenger train, all light and length, glided into the station, the Pullmans gleaming. Conductors alighted onto steps placed at the doors by colored porters in trim uniforms; the trainmen, with eyeglasses and set faces, looked only at their records, and glanced only at their watches. The youthful engineer in his cab yawned, and looked at his watch, and did not call out to any of the men on the platform, nor did they call out to him. Passengers came briskly down the steps, carrying brief cases and small bags, and their faces were preoccupied. They had come a long way, safely, drawn rapidly by the locomotive ahead, yet they gave it not one affectionate smile. They were not even aware of it.

Allan, sitting in silence beside Tim, suddenly saw the great station and yards through his father’s eyes. It was as if he had been given another vision, superimposed on his own. “Not like the old days, eh, Dad?” he asked, and tried to smile.

“No, and it’s not,” Tim replied. An engineer was passing, huddled in his thick coat, and carrying a sheaf of papers. Tim leaned out of the opened carriage window and called to him, and the man stopped. “Is that old Thirty-eight just pulling in now, and would ye tell me?” he said.

The man was impatient, but he looked long at the fine carriage with its two black horses and its coachman, and his eyes lowered sullenly. He said with curtness, “Yes, it is. You makin’ it?”

“No,” said Tim, “I am not.”

He rolled up the window and stared heavily at the yards; the engineer shrugged and went on, muttering. Tim folded his hands in the fur robe and his head drooped. Allan said impatiently, “Well, Dad, would you have the old days back, with their inefficiency and their bad schedules and their rattling cars, and their danger and raucousness and discomfort? And the casualness of the men. …”

“I am thinkin’,” said Tim, “what all this is doin’ to the men. I am thinkin’, too, of the great factories, with men like these at their machines, which go crash-crash and never stop, and the men movin’ their arms and their legs, themselves like the machines. I am thinkin’ of the faces I am seein’ now, out in the yards, and I say it is bad, very bad. It is worse than I thought; sure, and it is worse.”

He went on, as Allan did not comment: “It was in the papers the other day. Old Sixty-two ran on a straight stretch of track near Ada, Ohio, and made three miles in ninety-two seconds, and there was much hurrah in the papers about the new record, and much talk about the future, and the speeds, and I says to myself, as I am reading, ‘And where will they be goin’, all the people, that they must go so fast? The people with their faces with no light in them, and with their runnin’ feet, and no time to live?’ And I thought of that fine future they talk about, when all God’s sky will be full of the flyin’ machines, and the people going faster and faster to more and more places, and not stoppin’ to see where they have gone, and not carin’, just so they can go faster and faster and see less and less. Ah, and it’s the modern age acomin’, the papers say, and I say it’s the age acomin’ when men will not have the time to talk to each other, and comfort each other, and pray with each other. And when that day comes, I says to myself, then men will hate each other because they hate their lives, and there will be terrible wars in the despair which will have men by the throat.”

Allan still did not speak. Tim turned to him, and the brogue was thicker on his tongue. “Sure, and it’s strikes we had in the awful past, and the people starvin’. But there was a conscience growin’ in the big men, and it is growin’ all the time, and soon there’ll be no starvation and no miserable wages, and maybe there’ll be what Mr. Ford says in the papers, that every man will have his automobile and run over new roads, and there will be comfortable houses for everybody, and no man will sit by his stove and wonder if he’ll starve in his old age. But there’ll be strikes, strikes such as old men like me never knew, I’m thinkin’, and the hate will be worse than in the seventies. And why will there by strikes? Because men will have no pride in their work, and no pride in themselves, for they’ll think of themselves only as machines, as their bosses will think of them; and the heart of man will not be able to stand it, for men’s hearts are not steel but only flesh and blood. And a man’s heart cries out for more than just good wages; it cries out for pride in itself, and in the work of hands, and fellowship, and the knowin’ that it has accomplished somethin’ each day. For a man is a spirit; he is a soul, and he must have the satisfactions of the spirit, Aloysius, and there is no room for man’s spirit in the world to come, which is dawning today.”

Allan lit a cigarette, and the red flame lighted up his thin dark face with its fixed eyes. But he said gently enough, “And what would you do, Dad?”

Tim said, “I would tell the men, in those days, about the God they have lost, somewhere among the machines and the fine trains and the flyin’ machines and the automobiles. I would tell the children every day, in all the schools, about God; and I would set the priests and the ministers to walkin’ the streets every day, and stoppin’ the people, and tellin’ them; and I would ask the newspapers to tell them; and I would have all the churches open all the time, day and night, with the candles burnin’, and a priest or a minister in them every hour; and I would light up the crosses on the steeples against the. night skies, as bright as the sun.,”

He turned to Allan and cried out, “When ye make a man into a machine, it’s the heart and life ye are taking from him, and when ye count the hours of a man’s life as ‘man power’ ye have sinned against God Himself! And when ye have made of all men only machines, then there will be an evil day such as the world has never known.”

“So,” said Allan to Rufus, who had listened without a single remark, “I sent Dad home in the carriage, and took the train back to New York.”

He stood up, then paused when Rufus held up his hand and said, “Just a moment, my boy.” He regarded Allan in a long and serious quiet. Then, in the kindest of voices, he went on: “Allan, though you think you have a remarkable gift for it, you are really a very poor liar. You don’t have the bland features to make your lying convincing. You see, from the very moment you came in here I knew that something out of the ordinary was bothering you, and upsetting you. It wasn’t that drive with your father. Tell me; I’ve heard enough bad news in my life and it’s too late, now, for anyone to try to ‘shield’ me. I don’t need it.”

Rufus continued, even more kindly: “Your first really awful lie, which convinced me you were lying, was when you innocently said you sent your father home in the carriage and you immediately took the train back to New York. That would be old Thirty-eight. In that event, you’d have been here two hours before you actually arrived, in spite of the storm which began in Philadelphia. I’m not a curious man,” went on Rufus, settling himself deeper in his pillows. “If you had any private—affairs—it would be of no importance to me. But the fact that you tried to deceive me has convinced me that whatever it is you are hiding might be important to me, or ‘hurt’ me in some way. It isn’t business; it’s something personal. What is it, Allan?”

“Nothing,” said Allan. “You’re imagining things, sir. It’s true there is something else, but I can tell you tomorrow. You’ve been ill. …”

Rufus shook his head lowly. “Haven’t you learned yet that the worst part of bad news is wondering what it is, while fools try to ‘protect’ you? That’s adding the torture of apprehension to the coming blow. What is it, Allan? Who, for instance, died in Portersville? There’s no one there whose death would affect me very much, now, except—” He pushed himself upward, painfully, and his broad face, through which the large bones had begun to project lately, turned ghastly. “Allan? Is it—Laura? No? Lydia!”

Allan was sick with his alarm. He sat down again and rubbed his eyes, and could not speak. Rufus said gently, “When? How?”

Allan threw up his hands. “I tried to tell Cornelia; I think she suspected something. But she wouldn’t let me tell her. There’s the Vanderbilt dinner for us, and she said that bad news could wait until tomorrow. I think she’s very sensible, in away. …”

“When? How?” repeated Rufus inexorably. “Speak up; I can’t wait until tomorrow.”

Allan surrendered. “Cornelia will. … You mustn’t let her know I told you. I did send my father home, just before the Thirty-eight left. Then, at the station, I called up to find how Mrs. Purcell was. Ruth couldn’t answer; a servant did. Mrs. Purcell—she had rested after lunch, and when her daughter went to have tea with her, she found her—in the bed.” He sighed. “I immediately went there. And tried to do What I could, which was nothing. Ruth was quite calm; she was crying, but not making any noise, just the tears running down her face as she talked with me. She wanted to be alone in the house with her mother—until tomorrow. I had to respect her wishes, though the idea was morbid. …”

“I don’t think so,” said Rufus in a normal voice. “I think it very natural. That is the way it should be: the first day one should be alone with one’s dead.”

He glanced at a distant table. “Will you give me a glass of brandy, please, and do have one for yourself.”

Allan obeyed. Rufus’s hand did not tremble as he took the fragile glass and began to sip. Allan gulped his drink in a gesture of desperation. Rufus said, “You don’t appreciate good brandy, Allan. You drink it as an anesthetic. I’ve never needed an anesthetic, for anything.”

He leaned his powerful gray head back against the abominably tinted satin pillows, and closed his eyes. He began to talk, as if to himself: “Lydia hasn’t been my wife for almost thirty years. In fact, she wasn’t my wife since Cornelia was born, and that is about forty years. Forty years. Much happens in that time; you bury your dead in every sense of the word. Except that I never buried Lydia. To me, in spite of a second wife, and—two sons, I never had any other wife but Lydia.”

    He sipped at the brandy again, tilted the glass so that the firelight was reflected on the liquid. “So ‘Mrs. Purcell’ died quietly in her sleep. Even if I were—well—I wouldn’t go to her funeral. Lydia wouldn’t want it; she hated funerals. You and Cornelia are the only ones who could go—properly.” He laughed soundlessly at the last word. “I’ve found that propriety is a very useful thing. It saves a lot of wear and tear on the emotions. I won’t even send Lydia a flower. So, I’ll just lie here and pretend she and I are young again, and I’ll be in the mountains with her.” He glanced at the clock on the mantel. “You are due to go, I think, in about two minutes.”

Allan walked slowly toward the door. When he was almost there, Rufus said, “Do you believe in life after death, Allan?”

Allan did not turn, but he said dully, “No. No, I don’t think so.”

“Some people think if you don’t have that faith you are without comfort. I, personally, am of the opinion that’s balderdash. Who would want to live, after living in this world, no matter how comfortable or successful a life you’ve had? I like the idea of nothingness very much; I like the idea of not being any longer. That comforts me.”

Then Allan did turn, but Rufus was smiling at his brandy again, with complete serenity. “You’d better leave, Allan,” he repeated. “And don’t tell Cornelia tonight; she didn’t want to know, anyway.” He added, quite strongly, “I’m going to think of what your father said to you today. I believe he is right. You see what old age does for people!”

When Allan had left, Rufus put down his glass carefully and began to think. He had believed that he would think exclusively of Lydia, but now he could only think of Cornelia, his daughter. He said to himself: I, too, would have refused to listen to bad news when an important matter was imminent. Cornelia, as I was, is all immediacy. That is the source of her strength. No permitting of life to intrude. Cornelia is even stronger than I was; there were times when I couldn’t sleep, thinking of old Steve. Cornelia would have done the same to him as I did, but she wouldn’t have lain awake a single moment, afterward. Neither Lydia’s death, nor mine, and probably not even Allan’s, will disturb her for more than a day or two.

He thought of his earlier days of marriage with Estelle, and now he began to remember things he had not thought he had even observed. Cornelia, laughing disdainfully at Estelle’s simpers, and goading the older woman, and ridiculing her to her father when she and Rufus were alone. She was always managing to be alone with her father, even as a child. Estelle was a fool—yes. She was a poseur—yes. She had very little intelligence—yes. She was artificial and “radiant” and dull—yes. All that could be admitted.

But Cornelia saw her as a threat to herself, thought Rufus with wonder. A threat to what she would inherit; a threat to her own power. She deliberately maneuvered Estelle into situations that would make her appear ridiculous in my eyes, and in the eyes of others. I can remember—I can remember. … I laughed, and so all possibility that Estelle and I could become friends, and I could draw her away from her foolish ways into full womanhood, was destroyed by my and Cornelia’s laughter.

And when the boys were born—What did Cornelia call them? “Plucked little robins.” I began to think they were not mine at all! Cornelia was always there, when I held them, making fun of them. They weren’t really ugly; I just saw them through Cornelia’s eyes. She used my love for her—for she was so like me that I couldn’t help loving her more than anyone else—to make my sons appear too absurd and stupid and colorless for my serious consideration. She hated them because they would naturally be my heirs, too.

I can remember—I can remember. … I was sitting in the garden in Portersville, and the little fellows were running all around me, and tugging at me to play with them, and shrilling in the excitable voices they had. I was smiling at them and thinking, for perhaps the first time, that they were nice little creatures. And there came Cornelia, almost a young lady, so beautiful, so full of color and vitality, with her parasol over her head, and I forgot the boys. And she said to them; “Run away, monsters. You’re bothering Papa. Go and play with your mother.” She sat down beside me on the swing, and kissed me, and I forgot all about my sons. … So many similar episodes, with only one thing in Cornelia’s mind as she stroked my hair and talked with me. How witty she was, and also so good-tempered and full of humor. There were even times when I wished she were not my daughter. …

And just as Cornelia said, I let my sons “go and play with their mother.” They were Estelle’s, as Cornelia had told me a thousand times. Estelle brought them up; my only wish was that they wouldn’t intrude on me, because they bored me, as their mother bored me. But who told me that they and their mother “bored” me? What was it that Lydia said to me, Lydia who was so wise: “I think you should send Cornelia far away for a few years, to school. It isn’t good for her to be home so often, and it isn’t good for the whole household.” I should have listened; if I had listened, my son Jon would not be dead now, and Norman would not be a smiling stranger to me.

My sons. Estelle made them impotent—and dangerous. Because they really had no father who cared for them, or had an interest in them. Because Estelle was hurt, she revenged herself on me through our sons. She adored them, but she used them against me. Everything that they were, and what Norman still is, was my fault.

Rufus reached out and refilled his brandy glass. His right arm and leg were curiously numb, and there was a severe pain in the left side of his head. It is the brandy, he told himself. I remember when Norman, who was four, had scarlet fever, and was very restless. He was calling for me, and Estelle rushed onto the terrace at Newport and shrieked that I must come. And Cornelia looked at her as one looks at a repulsive spider and said, “Tell the nurse to bathe him again. She’s such a lazy person; I can’t imagine why you keep her, Estelle.” We were talking about the road just then, and I became impatient with Estelle and said, “Yes, go bathe the boy. I’ll go in so see him before dinner.” Estelle crept away, and Cornelia watched her go and said, “How Estelle dramatizes everything! Norman is being difficult, that’s all. Just look at Estelle! East Lynne in person, moving across the grass as if you had beaten her or something.” And we laughed together. Norman never called for me again.

There was Jon. I recall, now, that he wasn’t a “grinner” like Norman. A very earnest little boy, even if Estelle had spoiled him abominably, because I wasn’t there to stop her. He was always reading, though he was so hysterical and shrill and had a way of running heedlessly up and down in a sort of blind way. I can see him, running, with his eyes all distended as if he didn’t see anyone, and Cornelia finally catching him with such good nature, and sending him off so he couldn’t “bother” me any longer. I remember how he began to scream, over and over, as Cornelia pushed him away; he screamed for a long time, even in the house. He never had a father. Cornelia managed it so he never had.

Year after year fluttered mustily through Rufus’s memory. The pain was heavier in his head, but he was hardly aware of it. How clever Cornelia had been! My sons learned to hate me, for Cornelia had taught me to mock them in a fond sort of way. Their ideas were always puerile; who told me that? Cornelia. “But then, one must remember their mother is so prettily—childish, Papa. It really is quite feminine to be childish, like Estelle; no wonder you fell in love with her. I’m not feminine in the least, am I?” But she was; she is. She has a terrible kind of femininity, the very essence of it. She persuaded me she did not; she wanted me to believe she was more manly than my sons. She wanted me to think she was in every way my “son,” and the only child I had who would ever be interested in the road. …

Jon. Why did you die? It wasn’t the poison, for there was no poison. Did you die because you couldn’t stand what you had made of your life? But you didn’t make your life, not entirely. Cornelia helped you, though you never knew it; your mother helped you, and perhaps you understood. But a death is never simple, not a death like yours. There are a thousand agonies. A man kills himself, and a hundred people are guilty of it; but no one ever punishes them, no one ever cries out to them, “Cain, where is thy brother, Abel?” Rest in peace, Jon. And if you still live, forgive me.

I practically disinherited my sons. Why? Once Cornelia went over the stocks and bonds and savings which Estelle has. She was so laughingly surprised at the amount of money Estelle possesses. “Why, the boys could do us a lot of damage, Papa, if they only had the brains! Or, at least, they could do me such a lot of damage.” How could I let anyone “damage” my girl? And so I left my sons practically nothing.

Norman. Rufus moved on his pillows with a spasm of pain that was more mental than physical. He remembered that he very rarely “saw” Norman, even when that young man was with the family in Portersville, Newport, New York, or France. What was there to “see”? All at once he “saw” Norman as he must have seen him hundreds of times, not the boyishly smiling full face of him, not the mediocre profile. He saw a Norman he had never noticed consciously: the featureless stern embryo, the high withered forehead, the gnarled and shriveled cheek, the long neck, the thin, sloping shoulders. Where had he seen ghostly outlines like that before? It was terribly necessary for him to remember. Ah, yes, he had it now. The “intellectual” friends of Jon, in New York, London, and Paris! Full face, they appeared alert, even brilliant, even thoughtful and discerning. But from another view there was the betrayal of their emotional paucity, their spiritual immaturity, their meager grasp of life and the meaning of life, their fetal lack of contact with the world and their fellows. Unfinished, and never to be finished, these poor, sapless, and sinister men. Their Marxism, their Socialism, their Fabianism—all their isms—what were these things but the expression of their ominous ignorance, their umbilical attachment to the placenta of unbirth? Norman was one of them, one of the unborn, secretly and silently poisoning the body of his host.

Frantically, now, Rufus tried to sit up, to call. But his right side was heavy as lead, and immovable. The brandy, he thought confusedly; I have drunk too much of it. I’ll wait a little, and then I’ll send for Norman. Surely there must be a way to bring him into life, even now.

I must talk with Allan, too. Allan. Rufus closed his eyes; it was too much of an effort, now, to keep them open. What made a man drink as Allan drank? He was a frantic and desperate man. Of what was he afraid? Of the demands upon him? Who made those demands? Cornelia. Cornelia, who despised weariness and weakness, who must always be a-doing, who had such inexhaustible verve, who endlessly took and gave nothing?

Yes, Lydia, thought Rufus, I understand so much now. It is very kind of you to come and stand beside me and smile at me. Yes, I know you must leave very soon. It is very foolish of me, but I thought I remembered you with white hair; a dream. You are so young, and wise. I’m glad you have forgiven me for not being what you thought I was. Laugh; I love to hear you laugh. Will you sit near me for a while? Good. I want to talk to you about—No, I only want to talk to you about us, and Steve, and Alice, and my father and my mother. Then we’ll go downstairs together and join them before the fire. Your hand is so cool and firm on my forehead, and it has taken away the pain. The pain? But it was as much outside me as in me. I am an old man, and I have had years to remember, and to think. …

Cornelia whispered to Allan, as she stood beside her father’s bed, “He has such a very good color, hasn’t he? Almost rosy.”

“He’s flushed. I think he has a fever or something,” replied Allan uneasily. “And he’s making a very loud noise, breathing.”

“Snoring. All old people snore,” said Cornelia. “Besides, it’s very warm in here.” She lifted her aquamarine ostrich fan, and an aura of rich and spicy scent flowed about her. “Let him sleep, poor dear. We’ll just tiptoe out; he hasn’t slept well recently. Do come, Allan; we’re very late.”

They went into the sitting room beyond the bedroom, where Rufus’s man was just entering with a tray. “Mr. deWitt is sleeping,” said Cornelia. “Don’t wake him.”


PART FOUR
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From the very first, Allan Marshall had hated Washington. Later visits, through the years, had increased this hatred, as they had increased his knowledge. Unlike most Celts, he had no affinity for politics, and his father’s enthusiasm for politics in any form had bored him. Perhaps, he would admit to himself, Patrick Peale had “soured” him on governmental activities, or perhaps his contacts with politicians over the decades had convinced him, as they had convinced Thomas Jefferson, that that government is the best which governs least.

Senator George Woodland was a short, big-bodied, pale man with a large face and a large bald head and a pair of cold, shrewd eyes and a wide mouth. An expert and subtle politician, he knew that his canny mixture of uncomformity and conservatism pleased both the “progressive” and “laissezfaire” members of his constituency. Each group was certain that he represented it to the full, and that its word was law with him. It would have discomfited both factions to know that he represented only what he himself believed best for his country. He was neither a scoundrel nor a fool, neither an actor nor a believer in “causes.” How, then, asked his colleagues, did he return so constantly unchallenged to the Senate?

The answer was one no politician would ever accept: the people are more intelligent than their governments. The people, at times, feel that they can afford to send one or two honest men to Washington. The population of the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania had permitted themselves this luxury for many years in the person of Republican Senator George Woodland. As there is an organic humor always present in humanity, they also permitted themselves the extra luxury of sending a colorful blackguard to the Senate in addition to Woodland, for the people must have their wily clowns as well as men of integrity. “Old George,” they would say, would “keep an eye on that damned Washington, and no nonsense, and Old Jim will regularly raise hell with Wall Street, and dance around on the floor, and give us some fun.” But the people saw to it—being so much wiser than their government—that “Old Jim” did not “get out of bounds,” and that “Old George” had their hearty support whenever he called for it, particularly when he disagreed with “Old Jim.”

“Let’s go outside; it’s pretty mild for January,” said Senator Woodland to Allan, whom he had known for many years, and whom he liked, though in the main he distrusted men he suspected of being “volatile.” He lived in a fine and quiet house on Massachusetts Avenue, a house which he had bought a number of years ago. White and reserved, it stood back from the street on a long if narrow lawn, and had an excellent garden which he cultivated himself during his stays in Washington, and which he reluctantly delegated to gardeners in his absences. Having a great admiration for the admonitions of Benjamin Franklin, he “kept his fences high,” living fences of thick tall evergreens against stone walls. Here he could sit, on warm nights, and no neighbor could peer at him curiously, and better still, could not seek him out to invite him to a dull party. He opened the door this afternoon to the terrace overlooking his gardens, and contemplatively put his big pipe in his mouth. He appeared to forget Allan; his eyes roved about the trees, looking for premature buds. “Those Japanese maples,” he mused. “I think they’ll pull through all right if we don’t have too much sleet.” He leaned against the door of the house and smoked, and the pale blue smoke rose through the wan sunlight. A brilliant blue jay flashed through the branches of a bare tree, and the senator gazed after it with the nearest thing to warmth he ever displayed.

Allan was not interested in Washington or its weather. He looked at the cool brightness of the sky, and at the backs of nearby mansions. He thought of the wide avenues of the city, its beautiful circles, and his unfathomable loathing rose in him again. His name for Washington was “the black pit of the black politicians,” and all its whiteness, its long stretches, its lovely parks, expressed to him the very essence of corruption. Acquainted with the capital cities of Europe, Washington seemed no capital to him. It was a small country town, grossly swollen, secret in its vices, scurvy in its plottings, dominated by rascals who must be endlessly watched lest they do a mischief to the country. Little men came here to do little evil deeds, to plot against the Constitution, to connive together to enrich themselves at the expense of America, to compromise for profit when compromise was wicked, to scurry and whisper and wink in cloakrooms. What would the stern and blameless Wilson do with all these, after his inauguration in March?

The senator said, “You voted for Wilson, didn’t you, Allan? I think I heard it rumored that you gave a large donation to your party during the last elections. And that brings me to a point: what did you come here to see me about?”

Allan shifted uncomfortably. He said, “Well, I’ve always been a Democrat; Jefferson, these many years, has been a hero to me.”	

The senator laughed shortly. “Any resemblance, now, between the Democratic party of today and Thomas Jefferson, and between Abraham Lincoln and the Republican party, is purely coincidental. I’m a Republican, and so is my colleague, Jim Norcott. Two good Republications together. Do you bracket me with that prancing oaf, ‘the enemy of Wall Street’?”

He put his hands in his pockets, moved his broad shoulders to a more comfortable position against the door, and let his large belly protrude. His pipe hung from his mouth, and he regarded Allan without curiosity. He looks so damned sick, thought the senator with genuine if hidden sympathy. “How old are you, Allan?” he asked. “I’m not really interested, and you needn’t answer if you don’t want to.”

“I’m nearly fifty-six,” said Allan. “Why?”

The senator shrugged. “I’d have thought you older. But you’ve got a lot of responsibility on your hands, and you’re the kind to take it seriously. You didn’t come to me to talk about the road, did you? I own a lot of stock in it, and I hear it’s going down again since Wilson was elected. Never be what it was in the Panic of ’07, though, I hope. Is it the road?”

Allan became irritable. “We got through the Panic, all right, though I’m under the impression you sold a lot of our stock, during it, Woodland. Didn’t you believe in us?”

“I believed more in old Rufus,” replied the senator, bluntly. “You did fine, and I congratulated you, I think. I heard, from my father, that Rufus went through many such things in the hoary past with a kind of élan. By the way, Cornelia has that élan, hasn’t she? She must have been a big help to you during the dark days.”

“She was,” said Allan gloomily. “She’ll always have it. Though,” he added, with involuntary resentment, “she’s going on forty-eight.”

“Never would have believed it, if I didn’t know, myself. She looks hardly forty. Plays the best damn game of tennis I ever saw, for a woman. Nothing ever bothers Cornelia. I heard she’s quite a power and a terror on the board; read the last newspaper account of her only a week ago. And yet she’s not one of those suffragettes, is she? Well? What are you doing here in Washington? Especially considering you’ve never supported my party in any way, and gave a nice sum last year for the campaign of my Democratic opponent.”

“I came because I know you for an honest man, and even though I know now that you can’t do anything about what has happened. I mean the coming adoption of the Sixteenth Amendment on February 25th—the cursed Federal income tax.”

Again, the senator shrugged. “I worked hard enough against it. But the states ratified it. Want to blame it on me?”

“Don’t be a fool,” said Allan. “I know how you tried. It’s just that I want to discuss it with you.”

The senator’s broad shadow became sharper on the white wall of the house. “Go ahead, discuss it,” he said. He glanced about his garden again, but a deep line appeared between his eyes. “Have you talked with Jim Norcott?”

“No, that ass,” replied Allan, his voice rising. “I found out that a year ago, while he was the most vociferous about having this Amendment adopted, he put all his very considerable cash into what will be tax-exempt securities. Want to keep that in mind, George, when he comes up for nomination again?”

The senator grunted. “Remember? He’s a Republican, too; stands high with the party. I’ve been in this game too long to start target practice at a member of my own organization, except when it will do some good for the country generally. However, you’re a Democrat; bring up Jim’s dark background if you want to, when it will hurt the most.” He added, “Well?”

“You’ll think me a fool,” Allan began awkwardly. “Perhaps you won’t understand why I came to you today; I don’t quite understand it myself, to be frank, except that I have a feeling you can be helpful in the future. It’s not just the unconstitutional Federal income tax—and a thousand Supreme Courts can pass on its constitutionality and it still wouldn’t be convincing—it’s the implications for the future that worry me.” He hesitated. “Ever read anything about Karl Marx and Engels, and the rest of them?”,

The senator said nothing; his eyes had suddenly fixed themselves on the distant wall of his gardens, and they remained there.

“Well,” said Allan, more and more awkwardly, “I’ve been reading their sinister writings over a period of many years. One of the things Marx advocated, in order to destroy capitalism and bring about a communist revolution, was the graduated income tax. So now we have put into our Constitution a Marxist philosophy. Oh, the tax is very insignificant as it stands now; it will only be a nuisance—as it stands now. I’m not thinking of the present; I’m thinking of the future, when this Marxist measure really gets under way. I’m thinking, in connection with the Federal income tax—the Communists first measure to destroy freedom—of another outline for the destruction of freedom, as advocated by the Marxists: war, on a world-wide scale. Are you following me, George?”

But still the senator did not speak, nor did his eyes move.

“I have documents, secret reports, from Europe,” stammered Allan. “Too much to go into now, but I could send you an outline of it if you wish. There’s a war brewing there; been brewing as far back as 1908. A war for markets and for profit, between England and Germany. This war, which will come almost any day now, has been carefully plotted by the enemies of freedom; they’ve been plotting it for decades—the disciples of Marx and his contemporaries. They know that great wars will undermine capitalism, free enterprise, constitutional government, and will bring about what they call ‘the proletarian revolution.’ It will bring about power for them. And they’re everywhere. George, you think I am talking gibberish, don’t you?”

“Go on,” said the senator quietly.

“But it’s the deadly truth,” said Allan, and his voice was louder and more vehement. “And that’s where our Federal income tax comes in. A nation can’t wage wars without vast revenues. How have the European nations raised revenues for wars? By a personal income tax, a tax alien to America, and conceived in European minds for European purposes. It’s true we had an income tax during the Civil War, but it was quickly ended after the conflict, and we had a short taste of it during the Spanish-American War. But our presidents understood that this was a European policy and had no right to exist, except in dire emergency, in America. It had no peacetime reason for existing in America. Yet, now we have this Sixteenth Amendment. So we can engage in a war plotted for the whole world, in order to destroy the existing order of the world.”

“Go on,” said the senator briefly.

Allan lifted his arms in a gesture of desperate defeat. “I believe, and I feel I am not alone in so believing, that many of the advocates of a Federal income tax in America are part of the world conspiracy in behalf of socialism, or communism, as it is beginning to be called. In spite of George Washington, then, and his warning against ‘foreign alliances,’ we’ll be manipulated into the European war which is rapidly brewing.”

The senator slowly turned his head and scrutinized Allan, but made no comment.

“The war, and wars after it, are not only plotted by the enemies of liberty everywhere, but the tyrants who will arise as the result of these wars, have also been plotted for. The American people, who have been so blandly indifferent to the Federal income tax, won’t understand until it is too late. Millions of them believe that it will be only a tax on the very rich, and a light one at that, for what is already being called “the general welfare.’ But the day will come when the people will understand that ‘the general welfare’ means slavery, and that the Federal income tax is being used not only for deliberately plotted wars to overthrow existing governments but as a personal instrument of coming despots in America. How can a free nation be subjugated from within by domestic criminals in league with the world-wide conspirators? By crushing personal taxes, by designed inflation, by confiscation of the people’s labor in the form of taxation, by attacks on the Constitution, by debasing the currency, and by centralizing power in the State. George?”

“I am still listening,” said the senator.

“We’ll see European bureaucracy coming to pass on a grand scale in America,” Allan went on hopelessly. “We’ll see the fears of Thomas Jefferson—the abrogation of State rights, a prodigally spending State devouring the labor of the people, and European entanglements—all be fulfilled. The plot against America, and against free peoples everywhere, did not begin with this Sixteenth Amendment. It is being culminated in it.”

The senator lifted himself from against the wall, went to the edge of the terrace, and emptied the contents of his pipe on the sodden wintry grass. He said musingly, “Did you think you were the only one who knew, Allan?”

“You know?” exclaimed Allan. The senator smiled grimly, and nodded. “The enemies of us all, down in Washington, also know,” he said. “Don’t believe for a minute that any one particular party is guilty of what has happened, and will happen. I see you don’t fall into that error,” he added, after another scrutiny of Allan’s face.

“My God,” said Allan in a dull voice.

“I’m afraid it’s too late, now, to stop the first act, or perhaps even the second and the third and the fourth,” the senator went on. “Yes; we’ll be in a European war, and in others. Yes, everything will happen as Thomas Jefferson feared. But we, the elected representatives of the people, will be able to do nothing until the people themselves understand the plot against them. And then may come the bloodiest day the world has ever known, in all its history, perhaps.” He made a distasteful grimace. “Much as I, personally, would like to see the coming tyrants and their cohorts openly massacred in the streets, the idea is too European. I’d prefer to see the American people rise and rid themselves of the monsters at the ballot boxes.” He lifted his large bald head and looked at the sky, and smiled again, this time triumphantly. “And they will, they will! In the meantime, we can only keep them aware of what is happening, by constant reiteration, by constant warning.”

For the first time he regarded Allan with affection. He raised his meaty hand and put it on the older man’s shoulder. “The battle will be for men’s souls and minds,” he said. “And I have faith, not only in the American people, but in the people of all other nations. What will come will be the last mighty stand of the despots against their peoples. And the despots will lose.” He patted Allan’s shoulder before removing his hand. “Depend on it; they’ll lose, no matter their strength, no matter how many Socialists and Communists they’ll have with them, everywhere.”

“By the Grace of God,” said Allan.

The senator said, nodding, “By the Grace of God.”

They went into the house. The long and narrow library glimmered with the pallid sunlight that fell from the wintry sky, and a fire of cannel coal burned richly on the black marble hearth. Here was a kind of ugly, masculine comfort, full of old draperies, worn rugs, and black leather. The two men sat down, and Allan looked at his watch while the senator poured glasses of whisky and soda. Mr. Woodland watched Allan as the latter gulped his drink; he himself sipped with enjoyment. He peered at Allan’s seamed face and large narrow nose, and gray hair which was turning white at the temples. “Tell me,” he said, sitting on the arm of a chair, “what’s changed you, Allan? You were the entrepreneur type, bless their memory, for they pushed back the frontiers, opened the mines and the oil wells, and filled the ranges with cattle and the cities with their smoke. I’ve been reading of your talks to other railroaders all over the country, about a balance between industry and agriculture. And now you are all steaming about a threat to American liberty. Something changed you.”	

Allan cradled the glass in his hands and somberly puckered his pale lips. “Perhaps I never really ‘changed,’” he said. “My brother, who is a monk, once wrote me that. I don’t know.”

Allan went on: “Above all things, my dad hated oppressive governments. He’d had experience with them. And like all Irishmen, freedom seemed to him the only climate in which humanity could live without dying of suffocation. I used to laugh at him when I was young. I don’t think, however, that anyone ever forgets what his parents teach him, in spite of laughing.”

“In other words, your father was a very intelligent man,” said the senator. “Do you know, one of my constituents, who is a labor man of much intelligence, and who has given his life to the organizing of unions and in fighting for reasonable wages for everyone, recently told me that he fears that in the future labor will become ‘big business,’ and that in that event, it will become dangerous.”

“A monopoly?” said Allan, incredulous.

The senator nodded. “I’ve been around a long time, politicking, and I don’t trust my fellow men worth a damn. And I don’t trust the silent hordes who are now lining up behind Wilson, our minority President. He’s a good man, an austere and even noble kind of fellow, but he doesn’t know who is getting ready to use him. Things are going to be pretty horrible in the future, I’m afraid.” He got up to poke at the coal, which flared vehemently at the touch of the poker. “Anything too ‘big,’ whether business or labor, can be used by despots, taken over by them.” He went back to sit on the arm of the leather chair. “Let’s talk about something more pleasant, and less sinister. Such as your, family. I hear you are a grandfather now. A grandson?”

Allan’s expression darkened. “Yes. Dolores. They named the boy after me; at least, that is one of his names. Alexander Beaumont Allan Richard Gibson-Hamilton. His father is Richard, Lord Gibson-Hamilton, as you know.”

How had Dolores come to marry the “Sassenach?” Allan did not know. The year after Rufus’s death in February, 1906, had been a year of dreadful confusion and clouded and desperate hurry, for Allan. It had been a year of grief and strife. There had been no time for his children, not even for his darling, Dolores. The Panic of 1907 had come fast on the heels of all the other events. Dolores’s young and beautiful face came through dimly to her father now, shadowed by those years. She had come to him, very quietly, one night, in the very midst of his inner and outer turmoil, and she had told him that she was going to marry Lord Gibson-Hamilton. He, Allan, had been overwhelmingly exhausted and harried. He had said, “Why?” It was a question in a nightmare-ridden dream, and he had thought: I’ll think about it tomorrow. Somehow, tomorrow had never come. He remembered protesting vaguely to Cornelia, who had kissed him and had declared that all was well, and Dolores wished the marriage after all. There had been two million dollars given to the young couple as a wedding present, composed of cash and stocks, and there had been a wondrous marriage full of fanfare and much lyrical newspaper reporting; and then all at once Dolores was gone, whitely smiling, with a last kiss for her father, and a touch of her hand.

How often had he seen Dolores since late 1907? He could not remember. Four times, five? He could not remember. He had not as yet seen his grandson; he and Cornelia would visit the new parents on their way to the Riviera next month. What had happened to prevent more frequent visits in the past six years? “Everything,” he said aloud to the senator, in a tone of distraction, “has always been in such a hurry. I was against the marriage from the very start, when Cornelia was all for it. Nothing against the man, personally, though.”

“You’ve forgotten I was one of the guests, at the church in Portersville,” said the senator with hidden pity.

“Yes, so you were. I don’t know,” added Allan. “Dolores writes she is very happy and contented. I’ll find out for myself; I’m going to give myself more time.”

“And Tony?”

Allan began to smile, and some of the distraught darkness lifted from his face. “Oh, Tony! He was ordained last year, you know. And he’s Father Dugan’s young curate, in the very church where I was baptized! Funny. It’s been rebuilt, the church, and is very impressive now. I think there are two curates. I donated a lot of money to the rebuilding, and to the Sisters’ Hospital. Tony’s very happy. He wasn’t pleased with Dolores’s marriage, though. But he and Dolores drifted apart, and there was nothing he could say or do.”

The senator thoughtfully filled his pipe. He said, “And how is your boy DeWitt since he married that pretty Peale girl last June?”

Allan laughed softly. “DeWitt is a natural-born railroader. And he only twenty-three! He’s taken a lot of burdens off me lately. By the way, Mary is ‘expecting,’ too. How time passes. Children yesterday, men and parents today. It’s confusing. You know, of course, that Miles Peale married Ruth Purcell, very quietly, two years ago last September? It surprised everybody, except Cornelia, who has taken quite a liking to Miles. I thought the marriage unsuitable, myself. Ruth is nearly ten years older than Miles, but then he is very mature for twentyfive—twenty-six? Just about Tony’s age. Miles is doing very well; one of our best superintendents. He moved in with Ruth in old Jim Purcell’s house near the river. I took on his brother Fielding as Miles’s assistant. Fielding’s going to marry old Brownell’s granddaughter—the banker.”

Allan’s face had become black, though he had talked casually enough. The Pharisee, Patrick Peale, had succeeded. His sons were in the Interstate Railroad Company. One of them now was in control of the Purcell money and the Purcell railroad holdings. Patrick had his own control, and through his wife Laura, even more dangerous control. (I wish to God he’d die, thought Allan. Perhaps I’ll get my wish; he looks like death itself these days.) Allan thought of Ruth, thirty-five years old, with a pang. A sweet and innocent woman, for all her age. She adored her young husband, and there again was a danger.

The senator considerately puffed his pipe and did not look at Allan. “By the way,” he said, “I understand that your brother-in-law, Norman deWitt, has made quite a stir in literary circles with his book Design for the New Order. Read it myself. Have you?”

Allan stood up; he lit a cigarette. ‘Yes. He’s one of the enemy. I thought his brother Jon was, but it was he all the time. Funny. He always seemed to me to be a youth, soft and without shape, just smiling and hanging around his mother, and never a thought in his head. It just proves that you never know. Lives in London a lot of the time, talking Fabian socialism. And he with all that damned money he is scheduled to inherit when his damn—I mean, his old mother dies. He’s got a lot of his own, too. You can be sure those Socialists are very miserly with their cash; he lives somewhere in the neighborhood of Soho, in a run-down house practically in the slums. ‘The wealth of the world should be justly shared,’ the imbeciles like him say. But they don’t mean their own wealth, which they hang on to with both hands. They just mean yours, and mine.”

“He never married?”

Allan said viciously, “No. You see, he couldn’t marry his mother.”	

He refilled his glass automatically, without invitation. Sometimes,” he said, “life gets too much for me. I’d like to move off somewhere. I can’t recall a single day, during the past twenty years or so, when I’ve known an hour of peace or happiness. A man of my age surely deserves a little quiet once in a while, a time to think. But things move faster and faster. …”

He smiled with difficulty at the senator. “I suppose they always do, for men like me. I’m not the kind old Rufus was.”
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Allan and Cornelia and Estelle did not arrive in England until late in May.

Allan was acquainted with London, which he reluctantly admired for its mighty feeling of power and strength, and which he disliked for its all-pervading stench of coal gas. The south of England, where his son-in-law Lord Gibson-Hamilton had his country seat, was unknown to him. He and the two women left London on a particularly warm and humid day, went by train for a considerable distance, and then were picked up by a huge black limousine, with a chauffeur and assistant chauffeur, at a country way-station, where all was wind and rolling sky of vivid blue and brilliant white. Allan watched the little English villages fly past, with their quiet and curving streets and little crowding shops, thatched roofs, and brick or cobbled roads. The limousine rolled cautiously up and down country lanes sunken far below neat fields walled with earth thickly overgrown with ferns and buttercups. He caught glimpses of towering purple rhododendrons and the pink candles of chestnut trees. Then the hot sun poured down like a flood of light on the plushy green hills of Devon studded with trees like a great park. Here and there an ancient farmhouse with stone walls stood alone on the moors, and golden gorse sprang from the spring earth like twisted torches.

The moors, green, brown, and russet, particularly interested him; and their wild and isolated hills, on which roamed the famous untamed horses, called to some deep instinct in him. The party wheeled over old stone bridges, which cast their shadows on blue and green water. They stopped for luncheon at a hoary inn, reputed to have been patronized by Drake. Then the limousine swung along the silent countryside, winding its way through dim green lanes between high banks, and passing woods spotted with sunshine, and clumps of lilacs in full bloom, and copses of plane trees. Now, occasionally, the sea flashed into view like a purple mirror. “It is more like the south of France than England,” said Allan with pleasure. He was amazed when he saw an occasional cactus and a lonely palm tree, as they rushed south.

“It’s England, all right,” said Cornelia dryly. “This happens to be a fine day, but it’s likely to be as cold as death tonight, and tomorrow. I wonder if the cacti and the palms really grow here, or are they set out in tubs?”

She was just as cynical about Cockington, with its winding streets and thatched whitewashed cottages and antique smithy. But Allan was charmed. While Estelle remained in the limousine, he and Cornelia walked up a sweet-smelling lane to the little church of St. George and St. Mary, moldering softly under the sun. They strolled through gardens unbelievably beautiful, up and down long paths about which gigantic rhododendrons bloomed in all shades of pale and dark lilac, magenta, and rose, and great twisted trees stood at a distance in gauzy and dreamlike light. Allan became more and more entranced by the gently dim and fragrant lushness of the country; he stopped, with Cornelia, at The Ponds, sheets of still water in which the rhododendrons were reflected in masses of color, and on which floated tame ducks who came nearer to inspect the visitors with inquisitive and fearless eyes. England’s green and pleasant land, thought Allan, and he came to believe in the old stories that this was once a merry land also, full of legends and lusty men, castles and strange forests heavy with silence and specters, Merlin and King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table. What remained was a mysterious memory, hanging in space, without sound, while the mills of Lancashire roared over the horizon of dreams, and the mighty heart of London beat incessantly in some far distance.

“But still,” said Allan to Cornelia, “the English respect their land. In America, we do not respect it. We ravish it, as if with greedy contempt.”

“Dear, let’s not talk about your obsession concerning agriculture again,” said Cornelia, slipping her gloved hand into his arm affectionately. “Remember, our resources in America are practically inexhaustible, while here they must conserve everything.”

“No,” said Allan obstinately, “our resources are not inexhaustible. And we’ll learn that we, too, must conserve, perhaps when it is too late. Think of the lumbermen who are destroying our forests. …”

“Estelle will be getting impatient,” said Cornelia, and twinkled indulgently at her husband. “We have no respect for the earth,” Allan repeated, but Cornelia did not answer him.

The palms became more numerous as they went on, though Allan had to admit to himself that they appeared a little unhappy and unhealthy in this country. The long English twilight was setting in. Estelle drowsed under a robe, Cornelia yawned and drowsed also. But Allan watched with an eagerness he had not felt for a long time. A lovely country, he thought, a beautiful land. He smiled at the villagers, pinkcheeked men and women and children, who stopped to gape at them as they passed down the lanes and through the quiet little streets. They smiled in return, and one old man waved his pipe in salute, and an old woman curtsied. What had changed the English? Allan asked himself. Of course, they say that they must have industry, and export, or they will starve. But what had become of their legendary spirit, their boldness, their wine-drinking hilarity, their fearless men? Have they all died in the factories and the mills and in the bleak and dreary streets of their industrial cities? Or is it all waiting there, asleep, for some trumpet call? Will King Arthur ever gather his knights about him again, and will Merlin weave spells, and will these green and silent lanes ever hear the tread of brave men once more, and the laughter of full-bodied wenches? Will there ever be another Elizabeth to move poets and set great fleets on the seas and make the inns resound with the thump of goblets and the courtyards ring with horses?

They were closer to the sea now, which had turned to a gray mistiness under a sky of faded rose. The woods had become cloudy, and wisps of fog curled on the flowery banks along the lanes. The hills drifted in mauve and heliotrope. The limousine bowled along a sealane, and the quiet became an intense and present thing. Then they were turning from the ocean and entering through high iron gates opened for them by two countrymen, who removed their caps in a servile gesture which Allan found irritating. Now they were in a green and rising park-land filled with monster oaks and larch trees and rhododendrons, the grass almost covered with tiny white daisies, dreamlike vistas opening everywhere and colored with flowers. They seemed to go on forever. Allan said, “Is this all part of Dick’s land?” Cornelia nodded. “You’ve never seen a real English estate before,” she said. “This is only one small section of it. He has a huge farm, too, at some distance.”

The land rose steadily, and there, on a low hill, stood a great mansion of gray stone, turreted against the sunset sky, its battlements floating in mist, its high and narrow leaded windows flaming with scarlet. Again, Allan was entranced, though he thought wryly to himself that the Interstate Railroad Company had probably restored the castle to habitability, and was responsible for the fine condition of the park.

But he was really happy that his beloved daughter lived among such beauty and in such splendor, and he was glad that he had made it possible for her. When the bronze doors of the mansion opened, and servants appeared, he looked for Dolores anxiously, for he had a “plebeian” idea that she would be there to greet him at once, with her child in her arms, her pale blond hair blowing about her face. However, there was no sign of the family as Allan and the two women entered a massive stone hall whose walls were lined with armor and pennants and banners, and which was lighted with candles set in a huge iron chandelier. He smelled mustiness and an indefinable odor of antiquity and felt a chill which a fire, burning briskly in a gray stone fireplace, could not banish. A broad stone staircase, ponderous and dim, wound upward into growing dusk.

The candlelight winked back from the old dimmed armor, and the banners lifted a little in the breeze that came through the yawning entrance. The house echoed spectrally as the party was conducted upstairs. All at once Allan was over-poweringly depressed, and he was afraid for his daughter in this mass of stone and iron, in this cold silence overlooking the gray sea and the dreaming, unreal park.

But the suite of rooms assigned to Allan and Cornelia was pleasant enough, all big old furniture and tapestried walls and fires and lamplight. “Damned old-fashioned and inconvenient,” said Cornelia, discovering commodes and accompanying china. “But then, it’s the country. Smell those lamps! Shades of my childhood!”

Allan said nothing, for he liked these rooms. He examined the enormous old bed in his bedroom, with the black posts carved intricately, and tested the hard mattress. He rubbed his hands before the good fire. It could be peaceful, he told himself, as a neat maid entered with a copper pitcher of hot water and extra towels.

I have a feeling they know how to live, Allan thought, washing his face and hands. His spirits rose a little. It was possible that Dolores liked all this, after all. He momentarily forgot that she wrote very seldom, and then in the most impersonal manner. As he wiped his hands the house suddenly vibrated to the sound of a brazen bell, the announcement that it was time to dress for dinner. Its echoes remained, and once more Allan was depressed. While a valet deftly unpacked his bag containing his evening clothes, Allan went to the leaded casements and pushed them open and looked out beyond the park to the darkening sea. A lighthouse blinked on a pile of rock; a wind blew in scented with grass and roses, and ivy rustled on the old walls. Where is my daughter? thought Allan, with the perfumed dampness on his face. And he repeated despondently: Where is my daughter? The distant sea answered dolorously, and again he experienced fear.

It was not until three in the morning that Allan fell into the sharpest and uneasiest of his dreams, in spite of the fact that he had drunk heavily before going to bed to loosen, without result, the awful tension in him. Within half an hour after he had fallen into this nightmare-ridden doze, the kaleidoscope of bodiless faces and shifting images which had printed themselves on his closed eyelids faded away, and he dreamed clearly and sharply. He was walking down a rain-driven street again, with the gutters awash at his right and the dripping walls of lonely buildings at his left. He could see the misty lamplight on each corner of the street, glistening faintly on the steel lines of the rain slanting away from it. He was young again, and he was whistling “Killarney,” and the sweet and piercing music rang back from the closed walls he was passing. There was a tattered election poster on a wall, and he tore it loose and looked at it. But it was not the young Patrick Peale’s face now; it was the face of a man of sixty, a sick and broken man with white hair, haunted features, and fanatical yet vulnerable eyes. “You should not have done it,” said the pictured face to Allan sadly. And the young Allan, in his shabby and streaming clothing, replied, “There is so much each man should not do to another.”

The poster was torn from his hands and it fled down the street like a tattered ghost, and Allan called after it, “Lord have mercy upon us both.” A man’s voice began to sing in the darkness: “Now was it Abel, was it Cain—who suffered death, who suffered pain?”

I must hurry, thought Allan. He shook his head, which was aching unbearably. The mouse ran across his path, and he kicked it and it flew in the air. In its passage it looked at him; it had his own face in miniature, his face as it was in his middle years, and it cried out in a loud and bitter voice. It fell in the rushing gutter, and Allan watched it as it was borne away in the murky water. He said again, “Lord have mercy upon us.” He began to run, and the walls closed in upon him and he was in a crevice and he shouted desperately for help. But the walls narrowed until he could not move and they rose far up into the blackness toward the sky, and he was trapped and he knew he would never be free again, not until he died.

He struggled against the horror of the dream, in which loneliness seemed the greatest terror of all. He panted and gasped, and then he was awake in a ghostly flood of moonlight and in a torrent of dark wind gushing in through the casements from the sea. He was sitting upright and his silk nightshirt was soaked with sweat and his heart was beating wildly. “Christ, what a dream!” he said to himself. He could not lie down again. He fumbled for his slippers and robe, and they were damp. He went to the casements and leaned on the wide ledge beyond them. The sea, flowing almost silently, lay beyond the dusky gardens, and it was a plain of silver, breaking here and there into silver fire. The moon floated over it, cold and calm, and the wet air ran over Allan’s shivering body like water. He closed the casements tightly, and locked them to shut out the wind and the eerie sound of the whispering ivy, and he lit a lamp.

There was a pigskin case on his dresser, and he opened it, seeing all his movements in tall and spectral mirrors. He lifted the bottle that lay within the case and put it to his mouth and drank long and deeply. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. The fire had long since died. There was a dank chill in the big room, like a cellar, and Allan pulled the rose-silk eiderdown from the bed, wrapped it around him, and sat down with his bottle of whisky. Everywhere, his image was reflected back to him, and the shadowy light of the lamp; he saw himself huddled in the eiderdown, and he was sick with pain.

He could see his daughter Dolores as he had seen her only a few hours ago, a daughter he did not know. There she had sat, in pale satin the color of ice, her white shoulders and throat bare, her light blond hair braided in a coronet on her small, high head, pearls and diamonds glistening about her neck and falling onto her breast. She had sat beside her father, and she had given him frequent faint smiles and sometimes had glanced at him with shy love. But when he had looked into her eyes it was like looking into blueness behind glass, utterly without expression. She talked of her child, little Alexander, and she spoke of the races she and her husband had attended, and of the gardens and the gardeners, who were Scotchmen, and of the King and Queen who were so gracious to her at their garden parties and in the Palace. She talked of everything, and talked of nothing. There was no color in her smooth cheeks, and only the faintest of rose in her lips, which were tight and very still in repose, like the lips of a statue. The huge chandelier above the dining table glimmered and flickered with candles and crystal, and the fugitive light ran over the classical outlines of her face.

Allan, as usual, had drunk too much, and during a moment’s pause he had leaned toward Dolores and had whispered, “Don’t you remember me, darling? I am your father, and I love you.” She had turned to him and had smiled vaguely and gently. He had then said, “Dolores, it is too late, but why did you do it? You aren’t happy. …”

It was then that she had looked at him fully, and for the first time the glass slipped away from between them and she was gazing at him with an expression of intense and unfathomable amazement, and her mouth had opened on a startled sound. And then a look of affront—to his greater surprise—passed over her face, and she had turned to the man on her left and had not spoken to her father again at the table. I have lost my daughter, thought Allan. But where and when I do not know.

He drank again now, pulling deeply at the bottle as a child pulls at the breast. The whisky ran through him, quickening his blood, slowing his shivers. As moments passed, his brain began to warm in the familiar and soothing incandescence, and he could remember everything. There was Cornelia at her son-in-law’s right hand, the candle-blaze full on her face, and it was a large face coarsely painted on coarse canvas, the powder and the rouge and the crow’s feet and the dyed red hair making her look like a gay, indomitable harridan, surging with cunning and strength and an incredible lust for living. She blinked, and her eyes were the eyes of a lioness caught in vivid daylight, a predatory lioness whose eagerness for hunting and flesh would never be satiated. Her throat and halfcovered breast were white as milk, and so intense was the lifeforce in Cornelia that her body seemed to palpitate. She was wearing her favorite color, a kind of electric blue, and the lace and silk showed off her narrow waist and swelling hips superbly. The diamonds in her hair, about her neck, and on her wrists and arms and fingers, coruscated with colored fire in the shifting light. Never had she appeared so fearful and so powerful to her husband, and he winced at her loud hoarse voice booming in the vast room with its ancient table and buffets and cabinets and princely chairs, its stone walls and tapestries and dusky paintings. She joked and howled with laughter, and her son-in-law regarded her affectionately, for he was not offended by her vulgarity but rather appeared fascinated by it. His guests, a confusion of faces that Allan never attempted to sort out, or to know, appeared equally entertained and fascinated, and listened with enjoyment.

Allan had long ceased to dislike the little wiry man who was his daughter’s husband. He even liked him, reluctantly, and sometimes was sorry for him without reason. The birdlike profile, with its great hawk’s nose, was not the profile of a bird of prey, but gentle and thin and almost timid, the receding chin defensive, the sloping forehead retreating to a small and balding head. All his features, and his hands, and his body, were patrician and attenuated, and his tiny avian eyes, bright and kind, kindled with intellect. Though he spoke courteously to his guests, and listened to them, and was anxious for their comfort, and scrutinized the wine labels carefully, his gaze invariably came back to Dolores. There it melted, sought, shone with tenderness. Dolores, in turn, seemed unconscious of the presence of her husband.

Lord Gibson-Hamilton was even considerate and patient with old Estelle deWitt, and would listen when no one else paid her any attention. He would let her prattle, and would bend his head toward her with an attentive smile, caring for her desires. She had dwindled these last years, but her wrinkled face still simpered inanely, and she still strove for “radiance,” and her thin white hair was still piled in coquettish curls on her pink skull. Since Rufus’s death she had dressed invariably in black, but with many pearls and other gems, and her puckered hands were heavy with rings. As her mind was so immature and commonplace, her brown eyes were the full and distended eyes of a very young girl, and they beamed happily tonight in such distinguished company.

What had been said at that dinner? Allan, swimming with alcohol, could not remember. He was engrossed with his own wretched thoughts, and the tall waxen image of his daughter beside him. Occasionally Cornelia’s resounding voice irritated him, and he wondered at the genuine laughter she invoked.

There had been something said about riding early in the morning, and Cornelia had shouted her approval. No matter how late she went to bed, she was always up by six o’clock in the morning, eager for life, bursting with vitality. She had suggested tennis later in the day, and Richard Gibson-Hamilton, with admiration, had assented. Allan shuddered, and Cornelia had said in her rallying way, “Don’t expect anything of Allan. He hates the morning, and always has. He hates sports, too, and flinches at the sight of a horse or a tennis racket.”

The wine was excellent, and Allan had drunk much of it. One of the butlers was almost continually behind his chair, pouring. Cornelia had frowned once, staring pointedly at her husband with her hazel eyes, then had shrugged. She had hoped that he would not “make a fool of himself, as usual,” or grow morose or quarrelsome. Allan, she thought privately, simply had no capacity for alcohol in any form.

Later, the family had the first glimpse of the baby, Richard’s son and heir. The little man had taken his child in his arms and had held him tightly, kissing him with the tenderest hunger. He had to be reminded by Dolores that perhaps her parents might wish to hold the boy for a few moments. He had apologized, looked about him anxiously, and then, as if by instinct, he had given the baby to Allan, who was already swaying slightly.

The child was slight, yet had a long body and an alert and sensitive face, full of curiosity and friendliness. But his light brown eyes were grave, and he had inspected Allan closely before smiling. Wisps of fine brown hair spread out in an aureole about his head, and he had a firm dimple in his chin. The warmth of him in Allan’s arms suddenly penetrated to Allan’s exhausted heart, and he held the baby close to him with so vehement a gesture that the nurse moved forward in alarm. But little Alexander did not cry out. He let himself be pressed to his grandfather, and he was very still.

“Why, the little spalpeen!” Allan had said in a blurred and shaking voice. “It’s the fine lad he is, sure, and it is a fine lad, and it will be a fine man, I am hoping. And praying. It’s the face of my mother he has, the saint’s face, with the holy light in the eyes.”

Estelle was embarrassed, Cornelia amused and annoyed. Allan was always “far gone” when he relapsed into the brogue of his childhood, and she began to scheme how to whisk him away before be made himself objectionable and insulting. She thought Allan very dramatic, clutching the child like that, a very ordinary-looking child in her opinion, and nothing to elicit charmed exclamations. His only asset was that some day he would inherit his father’s title and estates and position in international society. With a grin of good humor, she took the boy from Allan’s straining arms, and held him out at arm’s length and scrutinized him. “Well,” she said, “a nice baby, I suppose. At least he doesn’t squall and struggle.”

The warm nursery swam in firelight and lamplight before Allan. Dolores was a tall shadow nearby. Richard watched his father-in-law, and something tightened in his meager breast, for Allan was engrossed with the baby, and trembling. Estelle simpered, “Why, I do believe the little darling looks like my Norman! Yes, the same—”

Allan turned on her so suddenly that he staggered for a moment. His dark face became livid. He cried, “And may God forgive you for the lie you have said, woman! The wicked, wicked lie it is. …”

Cornelia swore emphatically under her breath. She caught Allan’s arm in a firm grip, a thin tense arm under the black sleeve. “Now, now, dear, Estelle only meant something very nice. You’ve frightened her. You fool,” she added in a whisper. She smiled brightly at her daughter’s smooth and expressionless face, at Richard’s quiet eyes, at Estelle, shrinking with elaborate and affected fear from Allan’s vicinity. The nurse stared enraptured, and thought of the servants’ hall where she could tell this incredible story about the “heathen” Americans and their ill-bred ways. “And I assure you, Sally, I heard that Mrs. Marshall swear like a hussar, and her husband—drunk as a lord! And little Mrs. deWitt looking all gone, that she did, and his lordship so gentle and kind.”

Somehow, Allan found himself in his rooms, with the valet in attendance, and Cornelia leaning against the polished mahogany door and expressing herself without reticence. “I don’t know why you have to be such a damnable boor after you drink too much,” she said.

“You’ll never know, Cornelia, why I drink too much, as you say,” Allan had replied in a voice so faint that he was barely audible. Then he became excited again: “That cursed woman—Norman—that child—my grandson. …”

“Oh, shut up,” said Cornelia, beginning to laugh. “You’re a fool, my darling. I wonder what these people are thinking of you now? However, who cares? We’re the monstrously rich deWitts and Marshalls, and I never saw even an aristocrat pale with disgust at the thought of money. However, I only hope to God that they merely think you eccentric. Estelle is doubtlessly explaining to everybody that you’re Irish, and that will settle things in their minds. Don’t tug at your tie like that; you’ll strangle. By the way, do you know I think that Dicky would have married Dolores without the money? He actually loves the poor cold thing. Funny, isn’t it? Do go to bed, and I’ll trip downstairs and try to cover things up for you.”

She had blown him a gay kiss and had gone. He had permitted the valet to undress him. He had found his box of sedatives and had taken three pills. Then he was in bed, with the low light beside him, and he was alone. He had turned out the light and had lain on his pillows and had begun to think.

The thoughts were familiar, and sharp, in spite of all the whisky and wine. Cornelia. How long ago had she begun to look at him with the rounded eyes and the rounded mouth of mockery? How long had she indulged him, drawing him away not only from guests and hosts, and taking him home, but drawing him away from board meetings with light words, smiles, and winks at the directors? How long had she been treating him as an irresponsible person, and how long had she been inviting others so to treat him? For several years, at least. And was this the reason that his directors listened to him more and more impatiently, or exchanged amused glances, and later consulted Cornelia in private? Who was imparting the suggestion that he was a fool, a bad-tempered, excitable fool, sometimes talking incoherently? Cornelia.

But why? He had the power. He was the president of the Interstate Railroad Company. By incredible work and effort he had prevented the road from suffering too much during the Panic of 1907. The company owned his four exclusive patents, about which authorities had written numerous books. The wealth of the company had doubled since 1900, when he had relieved Rufus deWitt of practically all responsibility. He had given all his heart and mind and energy and inventiveness to the company. He had been regarded with majestic respect by the presidents of other roads. Even the president of the New York Central and the Pennsylvania had conceded that Allan was a “railroader” in the greatest tradition, a genius. He had averted strikes on his own road when other railroads were paralyzed by them. The railroad Brotherhoods spoke of him with affection, while they spoke of other roads with sullen rage. All this he had done, in spite of “the drink,” in spite of his innate fear and moments of terror and uncertainty. Why, then, did Cornelia treat him as an unpredictable and dullwitted child, and why had she, during these past years, attempted to impart this opinion—which he did not believe she actually held—to others?

Envy.

But I am her husband, I am her father’s heir, and she loves me.

It is power that Cornelia wants, thought Allan in the darkness. She cannot, as a woman, be president of the company. But she wishes others to believe that she is the real power behind the apparent power. How can she do that to me, she who loves me, my wife?

He lay there and felt utterly abanoned and alone and betrayed. He turned on his pillows and sighed groaningly. He began to doze. It was then that he had had the nightmare which had awakened him.

And now he was sitting in this great dank bedroom, drinking desperately, while the sea, coming alive, blew its restless voice against the leaded windows and the moon sank in the black sky. Allan muttered, huddled in his quilt, “Lord have mercy upon us, Christ have mercy upon us. …” He was startled into silence. He had not spoken voluntarily. His eyes began to sting, and he thought of his son Tony, and he put his forehead on his hand and did not resist the awful despair that swept over him. What have I been looking for all my life? he asked himself. I don’t know what it is. I only know I am defeated.

The whisky could not calm him. He fumbled to his feet and went to the windows again, throwing wide the casements to the wild and perfumed air of very early morning. He looked to the east; the sea still ran in darkness, but upon it stood broken mountains of dull fire, and the sky above the cloudmountains tumbled in dark green and purple. Light fog rose from the gardens and park below like ghosts twining into nothingness before the threat of the coming sun. An unearthly shadow began to gather in the topmost crests of the great trees, and now the birds broke into vehement song and blew up into the graying light like a tuneful explosion. Doves cooed; thrushes threw their sweet voices to the sky. Larks cried in angelic voices. But the house remained wrapped in entranced silence, except for the murmur of the ivy.

Allan’s eyes were burning, his head aching violently. He began to sweat, in spite of the coolness and freshness of the air. He looked down at the ground, and he saw a slight figure standing there, its face upturned to his. He started, and remembered the stories of specters which were supposed to haunt these old mansions; his Celtic blood stirred and a chill ran along his nerves. Then he heard a low and tentative voice: “Sir? Is it you?” He stammered, “Dick? Why are you up so early?”

“I never went to bed,” replied Lord Gibson-Hamilton. “May I come up to your rooms for a few moments?”

Allan opened his door, sat down, and waited. He looked at the whisky bottle, had a thought to remove it, then shrugged in his awful weariness. Let his son-in-law know the worst, if he wished. He probably did, anyway. In a few moments the younger man came into the room on silent feet, and took a chair opposite Allan. The lamplight made the shadows in the corners of the room more unreal yet more intense. Richard looked at the bottle of whisky and asked softly, “May I?”

“You don’t have to,” said Allan, suspecting profound courtesy.

“But I wish to,” said the other, smiling sadly. He picked up the bottle and, to Allan’s amazement, he drank a long and thirsty drink. Richard held the bottle, then, in his hands, and said, “Sometimes I have to do this. Not very often, you know, but sometimes, especially when I have not been able to sleep.”

Allan did not reply. They regarded each other as if sharing a terrible and mutual secret. Then the young man sighed and put the bottle own. “There are times when life seems impossible,” he said. Again he looked at Allan, and added very gently, “You know, sir, that I love your daughter, and always have?”

“I—I think so,” said Allan.

Richard’s smile was sadder than ever. “Did you know that she doesn’t love me in the least?”

“I suspected that, tonight But why did she marry you, then, Dick? I admit I opposed the marriage. It had nothing to do with you, honestly; it was just that I believed she didn’t want you. Then, all at once, she changed her mind, or something. At that time everything was confused for me,” Allan went on, a little incoherently. ‘Things were pressuring; old Rufus had died; there was so much to do. I’m not the man he was; we had different backgrounds. I, you see, panic sometimes. It’s something I don’t understand, not clearly. So, I was in a panic, though I knew it would always happen. You wouldn’t understand, with your background. My family was poverty-stricken; I got out of the gutter by—efforts—broke me in a way, I suppose. …” I’m talking gibberish, he thought miserably. He can’t understand.

Richard nodded gravely. “Yes, I know. I can’t tell you how much I admire you, and men like you. We don’t have many of your kind in England. Once we did, but not now.” He sighed. “But you were asking me why Dolores suddenly changed her mind and married me. I don’t know. I was so happy at that time, for I’d given up hope of her, and I didn’t question.” His kind and birdlike face was touched with shy light.

He clasped his thin hands between his narrow knees and studied the floor. “Were you worrying about Dolores? Don’t, please. She is very—competent, in a most wonderful way, and seems to enjoy herself very often. She likes England. But it’s as if she has grown a glass shell.”

“She was always such a sweet little girl,” said Allan. He reached for the bottle and took another drink. “But from the time she was about fourteen she began to slip away. … I didn’t see her very often. Schools, and things. Somehow, she was always away from me. More than other girls are away from home, generally. And when she was at home, in Portersville, there were parties for her, and she was gone, and all our walks we used to have together—there was no time, or something. …”

He stopped and looked at Richard, and his dark and pallid face paled even more. His mouth dropped open. Cornelia. It was always Cornelia, whisking the girl away from him, sending her to house parties, taking her with her, smuggling her off. But why? Allan stood up distractedly and clenched his fists. It was my fault, he thought with agony. I never took the time, or never had the time, to stop and think of my daughter. There was always something. If Cornelia did what she did, I could have stopped it. But why did she do it?

Richard stood up and pushed his hands into his pockets. He still wore the evening clothes he had worn last night, and they had a bedraggled air. He went to the window. “I’ve been in the library, reading, and then I walked in the gardens. I like to see the dawn come up.” He turned to Allan. “But Dolores isn’t the only reason you couldn’t sleep, is it? You are worried by so many things.” He laughed apologetically. “Is there anything I could do to help you, besides offering you my sympathy?”

“There’re a thousand things wrong. Most of my friends laugh at me when I tell them. They think I’m going out of my mind, or indulging a fantastic imagination. They won’t see; maybe I am obsessed, as Cornelia is always saying. I don’t think so. You’ve met Norman deWitt. He’s part of what I mean. Perhaps you think I am mad, too.”

The younger man sank into his chair and gazed at Allan with intense seriousness. He said, after a long moment, “I’m a member of the House of Lords. No, sir, I don’t think you are ‘mad.’ I’ve been talking as you’ve been talking, for the past few years. No one listens. Except the ones who know only too well. I’ve watched their faces. They laugh at me, too, but it’s jeering laughter as much as to say: There is nothing you can do to stop us.’”

Allan was astonished. “You know!” he exclaimed, and his voice shook. “How many of—you—know?”

“Quite a number, sir. Only recently I was talking with Sir Edward Gray.” Richard stretched out his hand and turned the lamp down, and the room swam in gray light. Then the little flame died, and there was nothing. “That is what is about to happen to Europe, to the world. All the lights going out, and no color left anywhere, no men left, only shadows.” He regarded the unlighted lamp with deep sombemess. “The trouble, sir, is that the dawn won’t come for many decades, afterward. Perhaps not for centuries. The plan was laid a long time ago.”

Allan was so excited that he moved to the edge of his chair and his voice rose: “I know! My God, it’s some comfort to realize that others know, too! Shouting, never getting an answer except grins and mockery, until now.” He added abruptly, “I think a war is coming.”

In spite of what Richard had said, Allan watched him closely for the faintest smile of incredulity. But Richard did not smile. He nodded slowly, over and over. “Of course,” he said. ‘That is part of the plot. Induced wars to destroy a capitalistic world. And how can such wars be induced? By giving governments unlimited revenues. Our enemies are all for those revenues. I don’t know if you know how Parliament operates. Each year, the tax rates, as we call them, come up for repeal or extension. We have no such thing as you have—Amendments to the Constitution. I always vote against extensions. I voted against the Finance Act of 1907, which is a nefarious plot against England, well executed, well thought out. The graduated tax, as expounded and recommended by Karl Marx. ‘From each according to his ability. …	’”

He drew his slight hands slowly and with a dragging motion over his tired face. “It began so many years ago. That day is accursed when we gave asylum to Karl Marx. But sometimes I’m a fatalist. When, in history, did the people of any nation ever listen when a few men ‘cried havoc’? The working class in England was very pleased by the Finance Act of 1907. It would help ‘put the nobs in their places,’ as they said, to be heavily taxed. What they did not realize was that the universal plot was directed against them, too. They will know it when it is too late.” Again he rubbed his face. “Even when the wars come—and there won’t be just one war—I’m afraid they won’t realize, not until the day they are enslaved by worse masters than we, and masters so inhuman that they’ll be without mercy.”

He hesitated. “When the first blow against mankind will come I don’t know. I think it will be soon. There is such a stir in all the capitals of Europe. Who will be the ‘enemy,’ who will fire the first gun? It is my guess that it will be Germany. I think that was decided upon even as long ago as 1906. There is another thing: when war comes, I will be called up, you know. I will have to join my regiment. And there is Dolores, and our child.”

“My God, no!” exclaimed Allan.

“I’m afraid so, sir.” He lifted his head, and his smile was extremely sad. “Listen to the birds. They would “wake the dead,’ as our cook says. But they won’t be able to ‘wake the dead’ in the evil days which are almost upon us. The millions of dead, everywhere, in their untimely graves. The millions of dead in a universal gaol. And perhaps, in the future, there won’t be a single human ear to hear or a single human soul to love the songs of the birds. Not in the prison house.”

Allan beat his fist on the arm of his chair. “What can we do, before it is too late?”

Richard stood up and shook his head. “It’s already too late, sir. But there is just one thing we can do: shout, warn, cry havoc. Protest if we die for it. Perhaps someone will hear us, eventually. Perhaps a few. We can only pray.”

The first beams of gauzy sunlight suddenly struck into the room. Richard stood in the light, and spare as he was, he seemed to acquire stature and a quiet dignity which could never be overthrown. “The sun will always come up,” he said. “There will always be the mornings. Who knows but that, generations in the future, there will be a new morning for our grandchildren, if not for us? After all, there is always God.”

Allan was so moved that he could not speak. But he got up and put his hands on Richard’s shoulders and bent his head to kiss him on the cheek, as he had kissed his son Tony.
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“So stupid of your father,” said Cornelia to her son, the Reverend Rufus Anthony Marshall. “The Germans would never dare to sink any British ships carrying Americans, and really, hundreds of Americans are still going to Paris and the Riviera. Exciting, in a way. Knowing that not too far off there are trenches and things, and fighting. But no, your father obstinately refused to leave America even for a moment after war was declared last summer. It isn’t that he’s afraid, either. He’s just enraged.”

“Everyone of sense,” she continued, annoyed, fanning herself in the unseasonable May heat, “knows that Wilson’s ‘New Freedom,’ as he calls it, is just politics, and no one takes the man seriously. But your father, God help us! He yammers day and night about this being ‘the first open blow against liberty.’ He’s been talking about ‘blows’ for years, and now he feels his prophecy is coming true. Norman just doesn’t dare visit us any more, and though it’s all your father’s fault and Estelle is hysterical about it, I feel it is a blessing. I can’t stand the man, even if he is my half-brother. Please don’t laugh, Tony, but do you know what your father has recently done? Sold his millions of investments in armaments stocks, just when they’re booming! Said he couldn’t have it on his conscience, for God’s sake! What if we are supplying England and France and Germany with a fine neutral hand? But he thinks it’s immoral, or something. He’s gone out into the garden, and for that, I suppose, I should offer praise, for he becomes intolerable when he drinks, and I’m tired of him infuriating guests. By the way, how do you like Mr. Regan? You haven’t seen him since you were a child.”

Tony, in the black habit of the priesthood, stood straight and tall in the cool drawing room of the Portersville house. Guests surged through the rooms and out into the gardens with glasses in their hands. The house and the land tinkled and clamored with their talk and laughter. Tony sipped at his sherry and glanced anxiously about for his sister Dolores. But she was nowhere in sight. Probably, he thought, upstairs with the child. How pale and cold and distant she is, thought Tony. Is it possible she is worrying about her husband, the colonel, who was with his regiment “somewhere in France”?

“Tony, you aren’t listening,” said Cornelia, more annoyed than ever. Her white linen dress was draped tightly about her splendid figure, and there was a slit in it almost to the knee. Her red hair was dressed in the latest fashion, bunched thickly about her head and over her ears. Delicate white lace cascaded over her full breast, sprinkled with glittering diamonds.

“I’m sorry, Mama,” said Tony. “I was listening, though. Mr. Regan? The son of the man Grandpa used to talk about? He looks like a deceptively friendly monster in ambush. Isn’t he one of those who are helping to finance the armaments trade?”

“How unrealistic you are!” said Cornelia impatiently. “Just like your father. By the way, our guests will be leaving soon, and will you oblige me by going to look for him? I can’t see him from the terraces, and it wouldn’t surprise me if he’s hidden himself far down in that grotto with a private bottle. By the way, when are you going to be a monsignor or a bishop or something?”

Tony smiled sadly. “I don’t want to be anything but a parish priest, and now that Father Dugan is dead, and I have taken his place, I’m quite content with the Church of the Holy Family and hope I’ll be allowed to remain there. Yes, I’ll go and look for my father.”

He regarded his mother gravely. He loved her, and knew that he knew nothing at all about her. She’s like a conflagration, he thought, growing stronger as it devours. There was an unsatiable hunger in her eyes, and her coarse face was seamed, here and there, about the painted lips and the lavender eyelids, with the deep lines of avarice. How hard and sure she is, thought Tony with sorrow.

“It’s a nice party, isn’t it?” she said, as her son began to move off.

“But my father hasn’t been around very much,” he answered, with more anxiety.

Cornelia laughed boisterously. “That’s what made it a nice party!” she exclaimed. Her fan fluttered before her face, and now he saw that her eyes were full of contemptuous malice. “Oh, I love your father, but there are many times, and they come more often now, when I can’t stand him and am glad when he’s out of my sight.” She waved him away and returned to her guests and to have her glass refilled.

Tony, smiling uncertainly and vaguely as he encountered the curious eyes of the swarming guests, moved toward the tall French windows which led into the gardens. He had almost reached them when he heard the gentle voice of his aunt, Ruth Peale, calling him. She was with her husband Miles, and she limped toward Tony eagerly, her delicate face flushed with the heat, her golden head like a flake of sunlight in the shadowed room. At thirty-seven, she appeared much younger, for there was such a look of innocence on her shy face, such an unspotted tenderness. She gave Tony her almost boneless hand and smiled up at him. “I didn’t have an opportunity to talk to you before, dear,” she said. She sighed, and the thin blue silk which covered her meager breast fluttered with her embarrassed breath. “How are you, Tony? I haven’t seen you for a long time.”

“No one ever sees Tony much; we’re heretics or something,” said Miles. His mahogany curls came just to his wife’s eyebrows, but in spite of his stature there was in Miles what Tony had seen in his own mother: indomitable strength, surety, and command. There was no coarseness about him, however, but only elegance and poise. He gave Tony the benefit of an absolutely blue stare. “How’s the priest business these days?”

“Oh,” said Ruth, distressed and flushing, “I’m sure Tony doesn’t think we are heretics or heathens, do you, Tony?”

“I’m certain you are one of God’s angels, Aunt Ruth,” said Tony affectionately.

Ruth was fumbling with the pearls at her thin white throat. She stammered, “I—I went to—your church—last Sunday, dear. High Mass. It was very beautiful. I didn’t understand—but so holy—so full of grandeur. And what a wonderful sermon! The ministers all talk about the war in Europe, or ‘social conditions’ in America, these days. But you talked of God, and God’s mercy and love. I was very comforted.”

Do you need mercy and comfort? wondered Tony with compassion. But then, who does not? He hoped that Ruth was happy. He believed she was, and was relieved when he saw her glance at her husband timidly, but with a whole shining of her pretty eyes. Miles did not return the glance. He was studying Tony, and his amusement was brighter on his face. Someone came sauntering up loosely, his tall “tan colored” brother Fielding, his assistant. “Hello, Tony,” said Fielding negligently, his light brown hair falling in a straight lock over his yellowish forehead. “Still a holy Joe, I see. Not tired of it, eh?”

“Fielding!” protested Ruth, and touched her husband’s arm as if urging him to rebuke his gangling brother, who was grinning in quite a loathsome fashion at Tony.

Tony tried to hold back his temper; he said coldly, “How can I tire of it? I am doing the work God created me to do.” Fielding shrugged his broad and bony shoulders. He raised his glass and studied the amber champagne. “So am I,” he said, and turned his grin on Miles. “We all are. That’s predestination, isn’t it? Heard about it in Sunday school. Pa’s always talking about it. Predestination. It doesn’t matter what you do—God makes you do it. No choice.”

Tony felt his ridicule. He knew he should bow and move off, but he was still young, and his temper was rising. “You never heard of free will, did you, Field?”

“Oh, you holy Joes,” said Fielding. “I’m no match for your dogma. I just help to run the road—which brings you in a nice penny, too.”

Charity or not, Tony decided that he hated that long, spade-chinned, ocher-colored face with its malignant, pale brown eyes. Miles was looking at his brother forbiddingly now, and Fielding, under the weight of his eyes, shrugged again and said, “Hell, I didn’t mean to offend you, Tony. Excuse me; someone’s waving. My wife, of course.” He moved on gawkily toward the former Cynthia Brownell, the banker’s granddaughter, a little sallow girl with a petulant face. Tony watched him go, and then a curious sensation came to him. Danger. There was danger in this house, danger in Miles and Fielding. Miles was watching, half-smiling. “What’s the matter, Tony?” he asked. “Don’t mind old Field. He must always have his joke. Where are you going?”

“I’m going home,” said Tony.

He suddenly remembered that he must say good-by to his brother DeWitt. He had not seen DeWitt for a considerable time until today. He found the younger man in a chair near the French windows, his cane beside him, his neat black skull outlined against the red satin, his small dark face wearing its usual cryptic smile. Mary was beside him in rosy linen, looking like a graceful young cat, with a cat’s agelessness. Her dusky curls had been bobbed, and she kept tossing them so that they danced about her cheeks and over her forehead. Her black eyes gleamed and glittered as she saw Tony approaching. It was a pointed feline face which she turned up to him, with a mischievous mouth. She had almost recovered from the disappointment of bearing a daughter less than two years ago, for there was another child three months on the way. With dainty teeth, she was eating a tiny sandwich.

“Well, Tony, are you going?” she asked, and there was a purr in her laughing voice, a purr of derision.

But DeWitt turned to his brother alertly. “We never have time to talk together,” he said. Tony put his hand lovingly on that narrow and twisted shoulder, and DeWitt became very still. “No, but I pray for you always, youngster,” he said, and pressed the shoulder. “I wanted to thank you, in person, for that French rose window, instead of writing.”

“It came from France,” said DeWitt, unnecessarily. “Some old church they were tearing down. I thought you’d like it, in your church.”

Tony laughed. “The church is in one of the ‘worst’ sections of Portersville, but it’s one of the sights of the city. Thanks to—everybody. Why don’t you come in sometime and see the window in place?”

“How do you know,” said DeWitt in his flat tones, “that I don’t come?” Tony, startled, looked down into those slanted eyes. “Do you?” he asked in astonishment.

Mary giggled. “Not too often,” she said. “He wanted to see that Italian altar Father Marshall gave you a year ago. He was afraid it would be too grand in your church. Too over-powering. And it was, really.”

“I don’t think so,” said Tony shortly. “And the Sisters made a beautiful lace cloth for it. They’re very proud of the altar. And the marble statue of Our Lady is one of the finest I have seen anywhere in the world. Some experts think it is an authentic Michelangelo.”

“Well, it cost nearly fifty thousand dollars,” said Mary jeeringly. “It ought to be something.”

“Shut up,” said her husband, without raising his voice. But Mary went on: “Anyway, it’s too good for a church in the slums. DeWitt told me you could hear the trains all the time, roaring away in the back. Almost drowned out the bells Dolores sent you from Spain.”

DeWitt did not move. It was as if he were afraid Tony would remove his hand. “You shouldn’t have become a priest,” he said. “We need you … in the business.”

DeWitt was looking at his cane, and there was a crease between his eyes. He said, “Dad’s become a sot. I suppose you know that.” He added, “Oh, he keeps up, in the offices. But he drinks himself blind when he isn’t there. It’s bound to affect him adversely, one of these days, and I’m not yet even twenty-five. Too young for president, I suppose they’d say.”

Tony’s heart became constricted. “I am looking for him now, for I must go. It’ll soon be time for Benediction.”

Where was Dolores? There was no sign of his sister in the surging of the guests. He must leave without seeing her. He smiled at DeWitt and went through the windows and into the gardens. A trio of musicians was playing somewhere, and the jangling discord of the ragtime music offended Tony’s ears. But worse than anything else was his formless fear. What did DeWitt mean? He had not spoken with concern for his father. There had been something else in his voice, expressionless though it had been. Tony had been so detached from the family business for so many years that he had given up thinking of it seriously. Now he stood uncertainly under a great oak and frowned with concentration. Miles and Fielding. Miles’s power had been growing on the road, and he had assisted his brother to advancing power, also. Miles was married to the daughter of Jim Purcell; she must have considerable stock, and she was slavishly devoted to her young husband. Fielding had married the only grandchild of the banker Brownell, one of the directors of the road. Patrick Peale, father of Miles and Fielding, was also a director. Laura Peale, mother of the two young men, owned considerable stock—Tony was uncertain how much. On the other hand, DeWitt was not only executive vice-president now, he was married to Mary Peale, who had inherited stocks and bonds from Jim Purcell. Fifty-one per cent of the stock was held by his, Tony’s, parents. He supposed, vaguely, that the advantage lay with his own family—the Marshalls.

Tony moved slowly down the green terraces. May had come in a tide of flowers, a sea of bursting green, spilling the overflow of rose and yellow and white and blue over the stones of the walls and the terraces and the rock gardens. The sun flung blue shadows away from the clustering trees and spread them on the young grass. It was as if the earth was rioting in joy and color, dancing in an exuberance of praise and innocence. The green mountains lifted themselves in the background, almost sparkling in the sunlight. But what of the torn fields and the broken walls of Belgium and France? What of the trampled new grain and the smashed vineyards and the ruined churches? Was there any joy in Europe now, any flowering to give gladness to the eye? Tony sighed. He did not believe that Europe was engaged in any “fight for freedom,” as was proclaimed in the British, French, Austrian, Belgian, German, and Russian press. His father had often despairingly asserted that ancient evil was again breaking out in Europe among a silent congress of men, and with it had exploded a war for the world’s markets. Yes, thought Tony, still descending the terraces to the lower gardens, all that is true, but it is something else besides. The old murderous instinct of man, atavistic, buried in him like a red seed which would not die, was leafing once more in a resurgence of unbounded death. The evil plotters could not flourish, there would be no wars for world markets without that instinct in man which impelled him to hate his brother and desire his annihilation.

“Lord have mercy upon us—Christ have mercy upon us,” murmured Tony, thinking of the boys in the trenches of Europe, thinking of the thousands of graves, thinking of the weeping of women and children and the sound of Cain’s guns in the meadows and the forests. “Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death,” he prayed. Sinners, he said to himself. We are all responsible for the riot of murder in Europe, which will never end, never end.

He shivered as though he had heard a tremendous and warning whisper. But what can I do? he asked himself. There were some who were already scolding in the American press that “religion had failed the world.” No. Man had failed religion; he had failed God. Tony remembered the grandeur of the churches and cathedrals of Europe and America. How empty they were during holy services! How few knelt at the altars or filled the pews! The priests and the ministers were always there, anxiously waiting for millions who never came. They waited to speak of God and mercy and love and justice—but the millions never came.

But what if the churches suddenly spoke up with a single and sonorous cry: “Thou shalt not kill!” What if the men of God stood in the trenches and commanded that all men lay down their arms? What if all priests and ministers descended in a body on The Hague and called the statesmen and the generals what they were: murderers? They could not kill us all, thought Tony with a sad smile. The women would stand beside us, and perhaps the lusting world, lifting its blood-stained guns, would be startled into hearing, and be ashamed, and the primordial instinct would wither away.

Tony found himself standing beside the glittering poplar he had planted as a child. He looked up into its high branches in which birds were nesting. The pointed tree seemed to turn on its trunk like a gigantic green candle in the soft wind and under the sun. How many millions of Europeans—young men like himself—had planted trees about their own peaceful little homes! And now the trees were blackened stumps and the birds had gone. For what? For what? “Defense of country?” “Liberty?” Lies, lies. There was only Cain, at the beginning, and at the last.

The grotto, green-walled, stood before the young priest, and he pushed aside the thick shrubbery and entered. There, as he had feared, sat his father on an old marble bench, drinking. A bottle stood beside him; there was a glass in his hand. His whitened head was bent, and he slumped on the bench like a motionless and emaciated statue of despair. He did not look up as Tony approached him; his stained eyelids had closed over his sunken eyes; his mouth sagged with agony. Tony sat down near his father and said very softly, “Tell me about it, Dad.”

Allan stirred. Slowly, he lifted his head, and as he looked at his son, Tony knew that he did not see him. He was away in some terrible dream of his own, and was only barely conscious that someone was with him, and listening. He said thickly, “It was that Christmas—they broke the windows.” He raised his hand and clenched it and brought it down on his knee with heavy and measured strokes like the beat of a heart. “The stone fell on the crèche. The Christ Child was smashed in His cradle.” He peered at Tony as if trying to see him. “I had known all the time what men are like, from the time I was a lad. But, sure, and that stone brought it home to me. I nailed up the window with the hammer, and I was striking at the rascals. …” He dragged his hands over his haggard face and stared off into the distance with bloodshot eyes. “And I've been striking at them all my life, I’m thinking, and hating them. …”

Tony said very gently, and with love and pity, “No, you’ve been hating the evil in them, but not the men themselves. Didn’t you know?”

Allan was shaking his head. It was apparent that a few of his son’s words had penetrated into the black storminess of his drugged mind. “The evil is man, and man is the evil. The sin is man, and man is the sin. If there was a God, man would never have been created.”

His livid face was covered with cold moisture. Tony took out his handkerchief and wiped it away. What could assuage this anguish and this grief? Tony put his hand on the top of that bowed head, and prayed. Again he wiped away his father’s sweat, which seemed to stream from his soul like blood. Tony thought of his mother, and he thought with bitterness. She had only careless scorn for her husband now; her eyes, when they stared at him, were calculating and thoughtful. She could do so much for him! thought Tony sorrowfully. She could comfort him. Did she still love her husband? Now, for the first time, Tony began to doubt. Once, perhaps, she had loved him. Had his drinking revolted her? No, it was something else. Cornelia wanted something.

I’m imagining things, Tony thought. Such cruelty isn’t possible. But he knew it was possible, for Cornelia. He recalled a letter she had written him before Christmas, a ruthless and derisive letter: “Your father grows more violent and incompetent every day. I don’t know what is to become of us. He is quite a fool, as you know, my dear.”

She had added brutally: “I had often heard that the Irish are a gay and lively people. I don’t believe it. They’re belligerent and somber. … I saw them, when we were last in Ireland, gloomily drinking their grog in their pubs, not speaking for a long time, and then beginning to shout, and sometimes fight, wildly. Politics—‘wrongs’—the landlords—anything as long as they could indulge their moroseness. And your father is just like them.”

What had the strong, realistic, and buoyant Cornelia to do with the sepulchral Celts, who had one foot precariously on earth and the other deep in mysticism? To her, they were ridiculous. The one to whom she was married was the most ridiculous of them all. She was pretending, less and less, to be concerned about him.

If only I could take him away! thought Tony. If he could only go into retreat somewhere, where he could be healed. But there was no retreat for a man who had lost his faith.

“The farm,” Tony said urgently to Allan. “Dad, can you hear me? The farm.”

But his father was muttering in his slurred voice, “Dolores, my baby, my love, my little colleen. It’s leaving the child with us she is. But she must return to England. Duty, says she. Responsibilities. Her husband is gone—a good lad, that Dick, and it’s hoping, I am, that he won’t be killed. But he will! My soul is telling me. It was last night I heard the banshees, but Cornelia laughed and said it was the hoot owls. Why did my colleen leave me?”

Tony turned to his father. He had believed what his mother had told him, that his father had desired this marriage, had urged it on his daughter. Lies! Lies! His. mother must always have her way; nothing could turn her from it. Tony’s breath came fast. Dolores had been deceived; she had tried to please her father, to do what he wished. But he had never wished it. No wonder, now, that Dolores was so cold and withdrawn, and why she would not speak with her father and her brother.

“Dolores loves you, Dad,” said Tony, full of despairing pity. “She will come back. She trusts you. She is leaving little Alex with you. You must take him to the farm.”

Allan cried, “God, God, God!” Someone was shaking him, but he was in darkness again. Someone was calling him, and he struggled to answer. It was becoming light; the sun was everywhere, and the sound of the spring wind in the trees was the sound of surf. He came to himself with lightning sobriety, his heart shaking and a long shiver passing over his flesh. His son Tony was beside him, his anxious face turned to him, his hands on his father’s shoulders. “What is it, Dad?” he asked. “Why did you shout? Can you hear me?”

“Yes, yes, I hear,” said Allan faintly. His face was dripping. Tony dried it tenderly. “You must have fallen asleep for a few minutes, Dad,” he said. His father had called to God in a voice of the utmost extremity, in his nightmare. Tony put his arm about his father’s shoulders and thought: He has come almost to the end. “I was talking about Dolores,” he said. “She is leaving little Alex with you.”

Allan threw off his son’s arm violently and half-rose. “No!” he cried. “She can’t go back! The whole damn sea’s infested with submarines! The Germany Embassy has been warning the idiot Americans to stay off British ships, but still they go, thinking it all wonderful fun, and exciting. Tony! Dolores must stay with us.”

Tony frowned anxiously. “But Dad, she came on the Lusitania, and she’s returning on it tomorrow. It’ll be convoyed, just as all the other British ships are convoyed. She’ll be perfectly safe. Why scores of Americans will be on it … the Germans wouldn’t dare—”

“The Germans!” exclaimed Allan, more and more excited, and almost violent now, in his passion of fear. “Who said anything about the Germans? We need an ‘incident.’ Can’t you understand? The American people don’t want war, but something must be done to make them want it. I tell you, I had a dream!” He stood up, and staggered, and Tony stood up also, and caught his father’s arm. “The Lusitania won’t be convoyed, not this time! Not this time!”

Tony said imploringly, “Dad, Dad, listen to me. Do you think the Germans would sink the Lusitania—Almighty God forbid it!—just to get us into the war against them? It doesn’t make sense. Think a moment. They’d be more anxious not to sink it.”

Allan was wringing his hands, and he was breathing like a man just rescued from death. He regarded his son with the wildest eyes. “I’ve tried to tell you, but it does no good. You only listen with your ears, Tony. If a great ship like the Lusitania is sunk, with many Americans, yes, it will be a German torpedo. But who will give the order to loose that torpedo? The German government alone? No, I tell you! It will be many others, here in America, in England … men you can’t see, won’t ever see, safe men who’ve been plotting all this for many years, fanatical-men—” His arms fell to his sides, and he shook his head over and over. “It’s no use. You’ll never understand, in spite of all I’ve told you all these years.”

“I believe what you’ve told me; you had the proof,” said Tony, frightened for his father. “What shall we do? Ask Dolores not to sail? Mama told me that Dolores must return to England. We can only pray.”

Allan slowly looked about him at the earth and then at the sky. Then he said in a strange voice of the utmost bitterness, “To whom? To what?” Tony was silent, and Allan studied him with narrowed eyes. “No, I shouldn’t have asked you, boy. You have the stock answers, don’t you? Or you think I would turn away from you. Tony, I can’t talk to Dolores. You must; she is your twin. Tell her she can’t go, in the name of God.”

Tony found his sister Dolores in her sitting room with her three-year-old boy in her arms. A nurse stood nearby while Dolores rocked and murmured to the child, and kissed him and begged him to be “very good while Mama is away for a little while.” The little fellow listened to her obediently, his light brown eyes, so serious and glistening, fixed on his mother. No one noticed Tony for a few minutes. He thought he had never seen so beautiful a picture in that early twilight. Dolores, in a long and flowing gown of blue, had let down her masses of pale hair and had tied them back from her face with a blue ribbon. She seemed, to Tony, to be the very embodiment of the Madonna, all youth and grace and loveliness, bending over her child tenderly, her mouth gentle yet stern with anxiety for him, her eyes shining with love.

“You will be so happy with Grandma and Grandpa,” she was saying. “And Alex must be away from the awful Zeppelins, and then he shall come home to Mama and Papa.” Her voice had already acquired an English inflection, and Tony reflected that his sister had gone far from him. She was, to everyone but her child, cold and distant and indifferent, as if nothing held interest for her anywhere in the world.

He spoke up now: “A very nice little boy, Dolores. I’ve only seen him once or twice.”

Dolores glanced up and he saw the sweetness of her eyes harden. Tony sat down on his heels and held out his arms to Alexander. “I’m your uncle, child,” he said. “Won’t you come to me?”

The boy hesitated, staring at the strange young man in his priestly black. He peeped up at his mother. She did not move, though she had relaxed her arms. She neither urged him nor detained him, and her face was fixed and expressionless. “Come, dear,” said Tony urgently. Again the child hesitated, then he suddenly smiled and his small and slender face became radiant. He slipped from his mother’s lap and ran to Tony and shyly put his arms about his uncle’s neck. Tony rose with him, holding him tightly, and looked at Dolores above his head. He was too moved to speak. But Dolores said to the nurse, “You may take Alexander in a few moments.” Her voice was as cold as her eyes. She folded her hands on her knees and gazed at the windows, which were turning a deep turquoise.

Tony fondled his nephew and kissed him. He ruffled the feathery brown hair on the child’s head. “Such a nice boy,” he said helplessly. “Alex. I’ll come to see you often.”

Alexander nestled against his uncle, then stirred with childish restlessness, eager to return to his mother. Tony reluctantly set him down and the child ran to Dolores, who gave him to his nurse. She waited until the woman and the boy had left the room and then said, still gazing at the windows, “I suppose you came to say good-by, Tony.” Her profile was as lifeless and impervious as marble in the evening light.

He sat down near her and fumbled for his pipe. He took considerable time filling and lighting it. He puffed at it for a minute or two. He said at last, “No. I came to ask you not to go back to England until the war is over.”

She slowly turned to him and smiled faintly. “That is out of the question. Dick has only an old senile uncle and a distant cousin. Neither could manage his affairs in England. I’m needed there. I can’t run away like a coward. There are the people, our tenants, our dependents. It is impossible to desert them. Dick relies on me.” She smoothed a fold of her gown in her white fingers. “I am sailing tomorrow, as you know, on the Lusitania.” Her smile was a little mocking now. “Why should any of you be afraid? The Lusitania was convoyed by British destroyers coming over; it will be convoyed on the way back.”

Tony said, out of his hopelessness, “Dad told me this afternoon that he thinks that this time it won’t be.”

Dolores laughed stiffly. “How ridiculous. How could he know? I understand that many Americans will be on board. Who would dare kill them? Germany? Tony, that sounds very foolish.”

Tony lifted his hands and let them drop on his knees. “I’ve had a lot of talks with Dad. He has convinced me that something is brewing in the world, something deathly. And that to bring it about they will stop at nothing.”

“Who are ‘they’?” asked Dolores with a light note of derision in her voice. “Dad has changed for the worst in the past years. He’s haunted by unreal fears. Possibly because of his constant drinking; he must be having hallucinations. If you were about your business, Tony, you’d be helping him overcome his alcoholism, and getting him to overcome his unhealthy delusions.” She lightly threw the fold of her dress from her. “I’m really very vexed; Dad even convinced Dick with his fantasies.”

“Your husband probably had his own reasons to suspect something,” said Tony, alerted. “After all, he is a member of the House of Lords.”

But Dolores had withdrawn into cool indifference again. “Really, I don’t know. I’m not concerned with those things.”

Tony said with involuntary passion, “Dolores, are you concerned about anything at all?” He stood up and approached her. “What is wrong with you? Why have you gone away like this? You are living a kind of death in life. …”

She was affronted. She drew her gown closely about her, rejecting him.

“Don’t be dramatic, Tony. It seems to me that I’ve been very docile and obliging—to everybody. What more do any of you want?”

He was so distressed that in spite of her attitude he put his hand on her shoulder tightly. “Dolores, you’ll deny anything I accuse you of. So, I can only ask you a question: do you love your husband?”

She did not move under his hand, but all her flesh repudiated him. She looked up at him, and he thought that not even a dead face could be so aloof as this. “Of course not,” she said. “I never did. I like him considerably, but I don’t love him. However, what does that matter to anyone? I think your question is insolent.”

But something was stirring in her eyes, and Tony knew it for bottomless pain. “Did you ever love anyone else, Dolores?”

She replied in a very matter-of-fact voice, “Yes, I did. Miles Peale.”

He drew his hand away from her rapidly. “Miles Peale! Miles Peale!” He shook his head dazedly. “I can’t believe it. I thought you detested him.” He felt sick and weak.

Dolores smiled bitterly. “I thought so, too. But all the time I loved him. I planned on marrying him. Then Grandpa died, and Dad was in a mess and couldn’t be talked to, Mama said. He had burdens enough of his own. She remarked that if I should tell Dad about Miles and me, it would be the last thing he could bear. She convinced me that Dad wanted me to many Dick. I didn’t need much convincing, for only a few weeks after Grandpa died Dad complained that it was evident I would be an old maid. I admit he seemed confused. I”—she halted for an instant, and Tony could see her swallowing painfully—“loved Dad very much. I couldn’t add more to his worries. I married Dick so that I could get away from Miles, whom Dad disliked; he would never have given his consent And he really wanted me to marry Dick. There was a night when he had been drinking, and I went to him in the library, to help him, and he shouted out to me that I could marry Dick if I wanted to, and be damned to me. That is what he said, Tony.”

Tony sat down again, for his knees were trembling. He looked at his sister, who would be gone tomorrow. He could not help himself, and he said, “Dolores, you can’t go away believing a lie. But the truth might be too terrible for you. Shall I tell you, I wonder?”

Curisoity changed the hard outline of her face. “Tell me what, Tony?”

He prayed that he was doing what was right. “You can’t go away believing cruel things about our father. Dolores, Dad never wanted you to marry Dick. Remember the months after Grandpa died. Dad was almost beside himself with worry. You see, he never really had much confidence in his own power; he was always afraid, all his life. He hardly knew what was going on in his home.” He paused, completely shaken. “I’m afraid our mother used those months to her advantage. Dolores, what did she tell you about Miles Peale?”

Dolores was very white. “I told her I loved him and wanted to marry him. And she said, ‘Well, if it’ll give you any pleasure, your father will drop dead if you ever mention that boy’s name to him. He hates him as much as he hates his father.’”

Tony got up and began to wander about the room. “It is true that Dad disliked Miles. But he did not hate him. That was proved when he gave him a position on the road, and by the responsibilities he has turned over to him. Dad loves you, Dolores. If you had wanted to marry a savage he would have given his consent, if you had been convinced it would have made you happy. How could you doubt him, knowing him as you did, knowing that you were his favorite child?”

Dolores could only whisper, as she stared at her brother distractedly, “I thought he wanted me to marry Dick. I thought, from what Mama said, that it would make him happy when he was so miserable and distraught over everything. I did it for Dad.”

She suddenly put her hand over her mouth and sobbed drily. “Now I know what he meant, two years ago, when he asked me why I did it! I didn’t understand. I was offended.” Tears rushed into her eyes. She started to her feet and caught her brother’s arm. “I must go to him immediately and tell him about Mama, about everything.”

“No,” said Tony inflexibly. “That is one thing, now, that you dare not do. For his sake. I honestly think it would kill him. You can’t even tell Mama about it. You must keep it to yourself, and it will help you bear your own wretchedness.”

But Dolores was weeping uncontrollably and wringing her hands. “No, I can’t tell him. You are right. I stayed away from the party today—I couldn’t bear to see Miles. We love each other. I don’t know what to do!”

“You can go to Dad tonight and tell him that you love him, and you can remain here until the war is over.”

She went up and down the room as her brother had done, shaking her head until her hair fell over her face in a cascade of agony and despair. Tony watched her until he could endure the sight no longer. He went to his sister and put his arms about her and drew her head to his shoulder. “Dolores, Dolores,” he murmured. “Dear sister, dear child.”

She clung to him, crying mournfully, her hair streaming about her in a tangled mass. “Oh, God,” she stammered. “What can I do, what can I do!”

“You told me just now that you like poor Dick. He is a good fellow, Dolores, and the best of husbands and fathers. You can remember that. You can do your duty. I know, I feel, that you would have been wretched in the end with Miles. Perhaps you have been granted a great mercy.”

But she rolled her head on his shoulder. “No. We’d have been happy. And I could have stopped—anything he has in mind.”

Tony lifted her face. “What do you mean?”

Her cheeks ran with tears. “Don’t you know, Tony? It isn’t something for which I have proof. But Miles—he wants what DeWitt has. Dad, the road, are in danger. I know it with all my heart.”

Danger. Tony put aside his sister and turned his back to her. But there is nothing we can do, he thought. There is, though, always my mother, and DeWitt, and the fifty-one per cent of the stock in the family’s hands. He returned to Dolores and tried to console her with these facts. However, she shook her head silently.

“When someone wants something, as Miles does, he always gets it, Tony,” she said after a moment or two.

She pushed her hair back from her face resolutely. “I’ll take your advice, of course, and assure Dad that I’ve always loved him. But, Tony, I must go back to England. Nothing can persuade me to the contrary. Watch out for little Alex. You can do so much for him, and he needs you—in this family. Mama mustn’t be allowed to—to corrupt him.”

On May 7, 1915, the Lusitania, mysteriously not convoyed this time, was struck by a German torpedo off the green and smiling coast of Ireland, and went down with the loss of over a thousand lives, including one hundred twenty-four American citizens.

Among those who perished was Lady Dolores Gibson-Hamilton. A letter from the British War Office was awaiting her at home, informing her, with regret, that her husband, Richard Gibson-Hamilton, had died of wounds “somewhere in France,” several days before. She went down into the waters remembering only that she had been reconciled to her father, and thinking of her son.
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Patrick Peale returned from the Johns Hopkins Hospital on a very hot day in June. He had told his wife one of the very few lies he had ever uttered, not to spare her any anxiety, but because he did not want to express to anyone his own fears for himself. He came back to Portersville, ghastly and wizened, and though the day was extremely warm he had frequent rigors during which he pressed his arms convulsively to his sides.

He was only sixty-one, but he had become an old man during the past two months. Laura had seen it, and had urged a medical examination upon him, which he had refused petulantly, and with the usual contempt he now invariably expressed for her. But fear had come to him eight months previously. He had had a bad cold late in October, which he had seemed unable to shake off; a heavy cough remained with him, which did not slacken even when warm weather had come. When, one day in late March, he coughed up a slight portion of blood, he had been seized with extreme terror. Tuberculosis? He was afraid of consulting any physicians. Now he became obsessed with his private fear. Heretofore his one unremitting obsession had been Allan Marshall. He added this other to the original one, and in his characteristically confused and narrow thinking, he blamed Allan for this mysterious invader of his life.

He had done much reading about a new science: psychosomatic medicine. Always meticulously careful of his health, with the concentrated absorption of one in love with himself and who believed himself to be of the utmost value and importance, he had followed every medical advance submitted to the public. He was convinced that the desperate resentment and chronic rage in which he lived—all provoked by Allan Marshall—had “psychosomatically” brought on the unnamed illness which afflicted him. But still, in March, he was afraid to have an examination. He bought tomes on the subject of phthisis. He looked for sputum, for night sweats, for loss of weight, for early evening fever. He took his temperature. He was relieved to find that though he was losing weight he had none of the other symptoms. Just a cough, he told himself with prayerful thanksgiving. Coughs had a way of remaining, especially in a man of his age. His chest was very painful. Neuritis, probably.

There was no more blood until the latter part of May, and then there was a considerable amount of it. He was terribly frightened. He waited a few more days, his cough becoming alarmingly more harsh and hacking. It was then that he called Johns Hopkins, told his wife gloomily that he had some business in New York, and went to Baltimore.

The verdict was swift and sure: cancer of the lungs, a very extensive cancer for which nothing could be done. His doctors gave him a box of tiny gray pills, and they looked at him with pity. They also gave him an unlimited prescription for morphine and informed him that he must not be hesitant about using it. Patrick, stunned, would not believe at first. It was impossible. He neither drank nor smoked; he had always lived a blameless life. He had given up his pipe many years ago. “Impossible,” he said to his doctors, looking at them with terror. “I have always been a good man, according to my lights.” They thought him piteous, but a little stupid. One said, “If disease attacked only the unrighteous, then we’d have such a religious revival that there wouldn’t be churches enough to accommodate the people.” But Patrick thought only of Allan Marshall. He said to his doctors, “I have been killed, murdered, as surely as if I had had a bullet shot into me.”

He arrived home in great pain and weakness, and went at once to bed. He called for Laura, who came to him immediately. There he lay on his pillows, shrunken and still, his large brown eyes, once so serious in his youth, bulging with the agony and dread of those mortally stricken. When Laura entered the room, he glared at her with accusation mingled with hatred and fury and fear. He said, before she could speak in her anxiety for him, “I am going to die. I’ll live, with luck, about two months.” The accusation flamed in his eyes, as she sank into a chair near him. She was unable to speak, for her throat had tightened and she was trembling violently, uncontrollably.

“Allan Marshall killed me,” added Patrick, and closed his eyes against her. The tall lean house was very chill, for even the June heat could not penetrate those gaunt walls or invade this narrow bedroom with the somber furniture. Patrick was seized with a spasm of coughing. Now blood foamed to his lips, but he was too distraught and too numbed to wipe it away. He knew it was there; he derived some satisfaction, some malicious contentment, that Laura could see the signs of his coming dissolution.

She cried out, so he knew that she had seen. He felt her standing over him. She was using a handkerchief on his mouth. He turned aside his head and groaned, “Let me alone.” Sharp pain knifed through his chest and he put one withered hand to it.

“Patrick, Patrick!” she was weeping. “What is wrong? What do you mean? Oh, God, why are you bleeding? I must call the doctor. …” A scent of lilacs floated from her, and he sickened at the perfume and drew in his nostrils.

“I said,” he repeated feebly, “that Allan Marshall has finally succeeded in killing me.”

He’s ill, and mad, thought Laura distractedly. “I must call the doctor,” she said again. But he held up his hand.

“Too late,” he answered. “Too late for anything. I have cancer of the lungs. They told me yesterday, at Johns Hopkins. That is where I went, and not to New York, as I told you.” He pointed to the table at his side. “Morphine. For my pain.”

There was no dignity in him, no compassion for his wife, no desire to spare anyone pain. There was only terror, outrage, hatred, that this thing had come to him. The Pharisee—confronted with reality, stripped of precise theories and dogmas and pride, face to face with majestic Death, who could not be placated with self-righteous cries and the spurious importance of men like Patrick Peale—could only whimper to himself and long for vengeance.

Laura, undone by pity, suffering her own terror, fell into her chair again. “Oh, Patrick,” she murmured frantically. “I know you haven’t looked well for some time—I wanted you to have an examination. Oh, Patrick. Oh, my dear. Are—are they certain?”

As if he were determinedly and deliberately throwing stones at her, he gave her the facts. His voice was stronger. He watched her shocked face and tear-filled eyes, pleased. Let her suffer, too. She had made his life wretched enough. A dimwitted, colorless, silly woman, hysterical and mindless! How often she had opposed him in the past; how often she had begged him, long ago, not to “poison” their children’s minds against that foul wretch, Marshall. How she had pleaded with him to persuade Miles not to marry Ruth Purcell, and Mary not to marry DeWitt Marshall. She had stood in his way wherever he had turned. She had refused to entertain Norman deWitt, and when Patrick had insisted, she had treated the visitor coldly and with evident distaste. He, Patrick, could remember nothing of her now but womanish petulance and foolishness. She had resisted, for years, turning over to him her sixteen per cent of the Interstate stock.

“They are absolutely certain,” he said to her now. “There is nothing that can be done, except temporary easing of pain. I believe they said I might live two months.”

Laura put her hands over her face and wept aloud. Patrick, poor Patrick; cold, silent, hating, gloomy Patrick. Her sobs were deep and broken. Patrick moved restlessly. “Now, Laura,” he said in his old tone of disdain and repudiation, “let’s not be hysterical, as usual. Hysterical people never feel strongly, I’ve heard. Spare me superficiality, at least.”

She dropped her hands from her wet face and looked at him speechlessly. Her pity was a fire in her. She could not go to him and console him; she dared not take him in her arms. His bitter eyes were mocking her, enjoying her grief, taking satisfaction in her pain. She closed her eyes, for she could not endure that light in his.

“My children will remember,” he was saying. “My sons will avenge me.”	

He’s mad; he’s boundlessly vindictive, she thought, in spite of her compassion. But she could not let him die with that evil obsession in his soul. She could not let him use his sons, as he had long plotted, to strike at Allan Marshall, Allan away in the sanitarium where he had been sent after his collapse over the death of his daughter.

“Have pity,” she stammered imploringly. “Have pity on yourself, Patrick. Allan may have hurt you, once; we all hurt each other. Some out of cruelty, some out of necessity, some out of greed or expediency. Think of Allan now. It is feared he is dying; he is out of his mind with sorrow. Dolores, poor Dolores. The little boy—without parents. Patrick, you can’t—you can’t—go on, hating like that, carrying it with you. … You can’t do that to yourself, you can’t continue to hate yourself like this.”

He regarded her with somber outrage and disgust. “Are you insane?” he asked. “But then, you never had any intelligence. ‘Hate’ myself! That comes of your having very limited comprehension, and a sheltered existence, and poor heredity. I was told your mother was a fool. It is a good thing she didn’t live to have other children, to burden the world with more feeble-mindedness.”

Her gray eyes became enormous as she looked at him, and her slender body stiffened. For a moment she forgot to pity him, and she felt the hot thrust of loathing in herself. How could he, even in this extremity, be so cruel, so contemptible, so self-righteous? The dying were supposed to gain some comprehension, some mercy for others, some tenderness, some. wisdom. But there her husband lay, and he was as he had always been, and all his twisted egotism was burning more vividly than ever.

But then, Laura thought with a resurgence of pity, he is so frightfully afraid. He always speaks of God; he attends church with fanatical regularity. But he never believed in God, never once in his life. He is the complete atheist.

He was dismissing her with a wave of his hand. “Send for Miles and Fielding,” he said in the voice of one scornfully speaking to the meanest of servants. “And leave me alone for a little while. I think I want to sleep.”

But he did not sleep. Left alone, while Laura telephoned his sons and quietly called the family physician, who promised to arrange for nurses and to visit Patrick the next day, the slowly dying man suddenly thrust his knuckles against his teeth and a sick whining sound began to rise in his throat. He choked it down; it rose again and again. His nightshirt became damp and clammy against his quivering flesh. The curtains had been drawn far back from the slits of windows, and he could see the scarlet sunset flaring over the dark mountains. He began to stare at it, and he thought: I am all alone. I was always alone. No one ever cared for me at any time in my life. He muttered prayers like an incantation, a plea not for mercy but for explanation. Why should this awful terror have come to him instead of to his enemies? He contemplated himself on his pillows, a good and virtuous man, completely abandoned to silence and death and lovelessness, and he was moved to overwhelming commiseration for himself.

His sons entered the house and Laura met them, examining their faces for any sign of the real grief she prayed they felt for their father. But she saw at once that the excessively solemn Fielding was inwardly excited. She turned from him with a brief closing spasm of her eyes, and looked at Miles. He was actually looking at her with solicitude, and this startled and warmed her; she did not know that this solicitude was for herself, nor did she know that of all her children only Miles did not consider her a fool or a nonentity. Miles, the debonair, the exquisite, was thinking: Hard on you, old girl, but better for you in the long run. You won’t be losing anything. Like Fielding, he kissed his mother’s cheek, but his kiss had genuineness in it. He said, “It’s certain, then?” She nodded, and sat down weakly on the narrow crimson bench before the meager fireplace of the hall. Then she gazed earnestly and imploringly at her sons.

“Be kind to him,” she whispered. Be merciful, she wanted to add. “Comfort him.”

“It’s frightful, frightful,” said Fielding, leaning against the wall, all the long and gangling length of him. He pulled at his yellowish nose and glanced sideways at his brother. “At the most, two months, I think you said, Mother?”

“Sometimes there are mistakes, even among the best of doctors,” said Miles, putting his hand on his mother’s shoulder and frowning at his brother. His eyes were a cold blue flash in the duskiness of the hall. “We’ll do what we can. We’ve always humored him, you remember.”

“He never found out we thought him a—” Fielding began, then was stopped by another flash from Miles.

Laura wrung her hands tightly together. “I wish you had known your father as I knew him, when I was a very young girl. So serious, so thoughtful, so idealistic. And so very, very upright. I think it was his uprightness which really—really caused him trouble later, and distorted his original character. You see, he could never compromise; he could never accept people for what they were.” She swallowed, and stopped.

“If anyone opposed him, he thought of the man as a personal enemy, who ought to be destroyed. The enemy became not only Pa’s enemy, but the enemy of God and the angels,” said Miles. He put his hand over his mother’s twisting fingers, and pressed them. “A common, and dangerous, disease of the idealists. History is full of the cities they burned, the people they hanged, the children they orphaned, the fields they laid waste.” Miles’s voice was thoughtful, but hard. “Uncle Allan opposed him, I suppose. Therefore, Uncle Allan must be destroyed, as an enemy of the people I know. I’m sure that’s what he wants to talk to us about—Uncle Allan, the poor devil.”

Laura gazed at her older son with intense amazement. “Why, Miles, I didn’t know you . …!” She stopped, and cried without restraint. Fielding looked bored and impatient, and yawned. But Miles watched his mother with fresh solicitude. He knew what he wanted; he was determined to have it, no matter what he had to do. Nevertheless, he was sorry for Allan Marshall, as a man who was suffering, as a man who found the fierce world at last too much for him. It’ll never be too much for me, thought Miles, for I’ll never permit myself to be caught up in its emotions. I loved Dolores; I suppose Uncle Allan and Tony and myself were the only ones who really mourned her. But I have my life to live. I had no time to waste.

His mother, in spite of everything, loved her children, and so he was sorry for her. Perhaps if she had not had children, she would have left her intolerant and bigoted husband a long time ago and might have found some happiness. He said, “What about Mary? Does she know?”

“No, there was the baby to think of,” replied Laura. “Later, I’ll tell her her father is just very ill, and perhaps I can persuade him to keep her in ignorance.”

Miles commented wryly to himself that it was doubtful if Mary would feel any shock or sorrow. Laura was pushing back her soft dark hair, and her face gleamed in the shadows, purely carved and white. She touched Miles’s sleeve timidly. “I think, in a way, that I am beginning to understand you, my dear.” But she did not look at the bored and squinting younger son. Fielding thought: It’s all right for Miles to “play-act”; he is the perfect diplomat, but why waste it on a fluttering and totally insignificant woman? Fielding tugged at his nose again, and said, “Well, shall we get it over? I’ve got a dinner engagement with Cynthia.”

Laura, as if she had committed some offense, immediately stood up. All at once, as she stood there, tall and slim and strangely young and silent, there was a faint resemblance in her to Dolores and Miles was struck with a violent pang. Now, control yourself, he thought, with cool anger at his folly. But he went upstairs with his brother, walking surely. Only a fool quarrels with his own bargains.

Miles threw away his cigarette before entering his father’s rooms with his brother. A sedative had finally calmed Patrick; fear was less overpowering; he could use his mind, and he knew he must use it now. He watched his sons enter, and his eyes became intent in his quietly desperate face. Despite what Laura had flung at him wildly years ago, he steadfastly believed that his sons loved and respected him and waited upon his word at all times. Had he not been a just and devoted father? Had his sons ever quarreled with him or taken issue with him? No, at all times they had gravely agreed with his convictions. Fine young men, my sons, thought Patrick Peale, men of principle, seriousness, and ideals. He held out his hand first to Miles, who pressed it briefly, and then to Fielding, who, with a pretense of youthful emotion and awkwardness, suddenly bent down and kissed his father’s forehead.

“Your mother has told you?” Patrick asked faintly. Miles said, “Yes. And there is nothing I can say, I suppose, except that I’m terribly sorry.” Fielding said in a loud voice, “Perhaps it isn’t true! We’ve got to believe it isn’t.” Miles pursed his lips again and sat down, while Patrick looked with mournful fondness at his younger son. “It is true, I’m afraid,” he said. “But I didn’t call for you to discuss my. … I wanted to talk things over with you. I have so little time now.”

He clasped his hands over his chest, and now his eyes were even more intent on his sons. “It hurts me to talk. I’ll try to be brief. You know the history of the deWitt and the Peale families. You know that your grandfather, Stephen deWitt, was robbed of his position, his house, and his money, by his brother Rufus. The law may not agree—man’s law—that the grandsons of Stephen deWitt have been robbed of their rightful heritage. But there is a moral law, which, at the end, inexorably comes into effect.”

Miles and Fielding listened with the proper and solemn attention, but Miles was annoyed at the pompous and old-fashioned phrasing of his father’s words. Why didn’t the poor old devil just come out and say: “I want you to have what those I hate have, and I don’t care how you get it so long as I have my revenge?” But that would be too honest for Patrick Peale.

Patrick lifted his hands and began to mark off what he was about to say: “I have sixteen per cent of Interstate stock, which I acquired through your mother. You, Miles, through your wife Ruth, have control of four per cent. I have another five per cent, in addition to the original sixteen per cent. That makes twenty-five per cent in our hands. Against—their—fifty-one per cent.” He paused. “DeWitt will be president one of these days, perhaps very soon, with that fifty-one per cent. Of course, he is married to my daughter Mary.”

Miles said, “Of course, we can’t count on Mary. After all, she’d stand with her husband, and the other Marshalls.”

Patrick winced. He would have preferred that his son not be so blunt. He replied, “That is so. I’m afraid that Mary has become very selfish and expedient; that comes of her association with those people. We can expect nothing but opposition from Mary, so let us not discuss her.” He hesitated, then coughed. “Let us continue. Twenty-five per cent in the hands of this family. We also have a great deal of money. Your mother inherited a good deal of cash and investments from her aunt, Lydia Purcell, and also from her uncle, Rufus deWitt, who was apparently, and belatedly, trying to make some amends. My own private holdings are not to be despised, and I have control of your mother’s. Your mother has no head for finances, as you know, and turned all over to me.”

At your insistence, after your endless nagging and recriminations and accusations, and because she wanted peace for her children’s sake, thought Miles. And you had made her feel guilty.

Patrick was now speaking in a louder, faster voice: “The Interstate really belongs to us! And my sons must have it! The details I shall leave to you. Who stands in your way? A miserable cripple, DeWitt Marshall, who is also quite young. A conscienceless alcoholic and very sick man, Allan Marshall, who will probably never be very potent in the concerns of the company again. Money is power! You will have it. Miles, you also have the money Jon deWitt left you, and you have invested it wisely, on the advice of Mr. Regan. You are general superintendent, now, of the Interstate Railroad Company, and Fielding is your assistant. Why, you are in the camp of the enemy, and you can do what you wish!”

Miles, always so discreet, could not prevent himself from saying, “But who gave me my opportunity there? Allan Marshall, of course. He could have kept us out. If we are in ‘the camp of the enemy,’ we were invited in.”

His father rose on his pillows at this stupid enormity, and glared at his son. “Why? Why? I know! First of all, he needed your ability. Second, it was his bribe to you not to pursue his daughter any longer. He held your position in the company over your head: attempt to marry his daughter and he would throw you out! I know all the workings of his mind. He forced her to marry that Englishman in order to remove her from you. And how did a just God visit punishment upon him?” Patrick’s eyes gloated. “By her death, on the Lusitania.”

“Of course, of course,” murmured Fielding, in a sepulchral tone.

Miles slowly and carefully crossed his legs. Self-righteous liar, he thought. There is no mercy or honor in you. He folded his arms on his chest and regarded his father enigmatically. Patrick had begun to beat a pillow with a clenched fist. “There is always God’s justice, at the end. And the day of justice for my sons is almost here. And you have a friend in the very camp of the enemy: Norman deWitt. When I last saw Norman, in New York, he told me that he is so unwelcome in the family that he rarely sees his poor old mother, who is prematurely senile with her grief. …”

“She is seventy-five or so,” said Miles. “And not a very bright woman at any time, if I remember correctly.” He paused, and was amused at himself for this almost unique impulse toward integrity.

Fielding turned his pale brown eyes in bewilderment on his brother. The diplomatic, careful Miles! But there he sat now, staring at his father with that complete blueness of eye, that reserved expression which indicated some hidden disgust. Even Patrick was caught by his son’s look, and silenced momentarily by his words. Then he sank back on his pillows, and began to pluck vaguely at his sheet. “I thought you were very congenial with Norman,” he said. “After all, you were in Norman’s Harvard Socialist Club—one of the charter members, I believe.”

“He had a student chapter there, among many other chapters in other universities,” said Miles coldly. “I was just eighteen when I joined.”

Now, what in hell is wrong with Miles? thought Fielding. He could see the delicate skin of his brother’s forehead flushing. Is he trying to antagonize the old boy, just now when everything depends on his keeping his mouth shut?

Patrick became excited. “Miles! But you believed what Norman and his friends taught you. You believed in the theories—”

“Such as government control of the means of production?” asked Miles casually. “Under such a system, what would become, for instance, of the Interstate Railroad Company?Our company, as you have just said.”

Patrick stared at him in silence. He began to rub his right index finger slowly over his lips. He blinked. Then he said reflectively, “You know what Norman has told you. The friends of the government will not have their property socialized. When you and Fielding are in control of the Interstate, all will be well with you. But if you are not, then eventually, and the day is not far off, the company will be seized by the government, for the benefit of all the people, including the exploited workers.”

Why is it impossible for him to think without confusion? Miles asked himself. Why does he insist upon self-deception? There are so many wealthy fools like him in America. If the day he prophesies ever comes, they are going to cry out in protest: “But you don’t mean me! You mean my brother!” Miles reflected that it might almost be worth while to be present on such an occasion, for the joy of Olympian laughter.

But men like Norman deWitt were neither confused nor the victims of self-deception. They knew what they wanted. And they used men like Patrick Peale to help them. However, this was no time to attempt to clear Patrick’s mind. So Miles said soothingly, “Of course, you are right.” Fielding relaxed, and stretched out his long legs.

Now Miles’s voice became brisk and hard. “Yes, I know that Norman will help us. You’ve reviewed the whole situation pretty thoroughly, Pa. I have some things to add. DeWitt is executive vice-president of the company; he will be, one of these days, president. But he’s not capable of holding such a position, though I don’t underestimate his intelligence and ability. He’s not the man his father was, or his grandfather. He wants power, not as they wanted power, for the sake of power itself, but for his own self-aggrandizement. He was always the ‘little one,’ even before he was crippled. His crippling only accentuated his intrinsic littleness. He’s ruthless and egotistic and small-minded and crafty.”

Patrick nodded eagerly. “Go on, Miles.” Fielding sat up.

Miles considered, and glanced about the dusky room. The last shreds of the scarlet sunset lingered over the black mountains. Miles stood up and turned on a few lamps. He studied the last, as if it held all his thoughts. He began to speak again, musingly.

“This is another day. Some blame it on Wilson. But no one is to blame. The day of the absolute, autocratic industrial baron has ended. It is a natural development, and theorists, with their shouts of the brotherhood of man and their outcries against the profit system and free enterprise, have had nothing to do with it. The source of a more equitable and decent industrial society was the middle class. As that class invaded industry and business they decentralized the power of the great barons and tycoons. All the antitrust acts and other laws against monopolies would have forever remained impotent if the middle-class businessmen and smaller industrialists hadn’t breeched the narrow fortresses held by the Rockefellers, the Belmonts, the Vanderbilts, the Gunthers, to name only a few.”

“Well, well?” demanded Patrick impatiently. He had not followed his son in the least. “What are you getting at?”

Miles lifted his eyebrows briefly, but did not turn to his father. “More and more, thoughtful people in industry are beginning to realize that the success of any business depends upon the people in it. And the public it serves well. Personal power is no longer feasible, among intelligent men, and no longer very desirable. The barons will struggle against this a little longer, and then they will learn. Some of them have already learned; they’ve created benevolent foundations in behalf of all the people of America. They’ve distributed millions of their profits.”

“Yes, yes,” muttered Patrick restlessly. Miles glanced at Fielding, and smiled a little. He continued: “DeWitt Marshall is an anachronism. He thinks of himself as one of the tycoons, one of the barons. With that attitude, he will ruin the company. And that is why he must be gotten out, someway.”

Patrick exclaimed, still without the slightest understanding, “That is what I mean! Exactly!”

Miles came to his father’s bedside and looked down at him ironically. What a fool this was, to be sure. He said, “But there is some great and hidden evil in the world. I think I know what it is. Men like DeWitt unknowingly sustain that evil. He must be gotten rid of, if America is to remain free. And we must get rid of that evil, too; it’s an ancient one, and was born in Europe centuries ago. We can’t work fast enough.”

Fielding wrinkled his sallow forehead, and Patrick put on an expression of solemnity. Miles was highly amused. He found it sardonically satisfying to hold these spoken soliloquies with himself in the. presence of those who could not understand and believed that they understood.

“There is a trusteeship in public service,” said Miles. He reached into his pocket for a cigarette, then withdrew his hand, empty. He said, “I think you can trust us, Pa. We’ll get what you want for us.” He turned to his brother. “We’ve learned a lot these past years, haven’t we, Field?”

“We sure have,” replied Fielding. He was puzzled. He looked at this exquisite, his brother, at the bland, almost beautiful face of the older man; he felt Miles’s indomitable and silent power, his assurance, his puissant masculinity. Fielding was no fool; he knew that he had very little of his brother’s intellect, but there had been a time when Miles had talked with him gaily, lightly, and informingly. Now he merely gave Fielding orders, without bothering to explain them or enlarge upon them. Fielding felt a thrust of envy and resentment, but he admired his brother so thoroughly, and respected him so abjectly, that the thrust was almost immediately blunted. There was no use trying to follow old Miles all the time, Fielding thought It was better just to obey.

Patrick lay limply in his bed. “I can die in peace now,” he murmured. Then he stiffened and sat up again, aghast “We have forgotten one thing: Cornelia deWitt Marshall! She’s not only a director of the company, she’s DeWitt’s mother! How will you eliminate her?"

Miles patted his father’s shoulder. “When the time comes, we’ll eliminate Aunt Cornelia. She’s more formidable than DeWitt—but we’ll eliminate her. Have you forgotten? Since your retirement from the board I’ve been a director, too.”

Miles went alone that night down to the yards. He often went there, at least twice a week, and usually at night, driving his own great black automobile to his own reserved spot. The men were accustomed to see that Dresden figure moving about over the rails, looking around thoughtfully, smoking his special cigarettes, one after another, wandering in and out of the roundhouses, rarely speaking, seeing everything. Sometimes he would just stand for a long time, in all weather, seeing the glittering of tracks in the moonlight, studying the switchmen thawing out switches in zero cold, seemingly fascinated by unburdened engines roaring up out of the darkness on the various lines, spewing out a wake of fire and sparks. The crash of engines automatically coupling with freight cars and passenger coaches sometimes made his face take on a sharpened look, as if he had heard an awakening sound out of an unremembered past. Often he stood by men impatiently attending to a hot-box. He stood by other men waving lanterns at huge and sprawling crossings; when monster trains clangored and pounded into the great station—where freight and passenger cars were sometimes switched to other engines for other destinations—he would stand and look and watch like some yokel come down to the depot for the daily local. Cool, remote, uncommunicative, he was everywhere, stepping like a cat over high rails, appearing suddenly out of nowhere, endlessly smoking, his hat on the back of his mahogany curls, his gloved hands holding his “dandy” cane. The brassy hosanna of bells, the shuddering of rails, the piercing hiss of steam, the lights against the night sky, the thunder of coming and departing trains, the hubbub of men and their shouts and curses, the glimmer of lanterns far down the tracks, the shunting of engines—all these seemed of interest to him.

“Coming down to spy on us, the little dancin’ feller.” So a group of three engineers, two conductors, and a few switchmen and other workers in one of the roundhouses tonight, muttered among themselves. The June evening was very hot; there was much traffic lately, and an inexplicable prosperity, and the men were pleased. But in the immemorial way of railroaders they grumbled. “Comin ’ down to see if we’re doin’ all right, with all the work, and not scroungin’ on the job.”

“You ain’t right,” said a very old man, a sweeper in the station. His eyes were bleared; he was like some ancient bird, leaning on his broom. He shook his head. But no one listened to him. Old Billie was daffy; everybody knew that, and usually the men were kind to him. He had been a railroader since very early youth, and he was always mixing up “Mister Aaron, Mister Rufus, Mister Stephen” with the mighty men now the owners of the Interstate Railroad Company.

“He’s only general superintendent; you’d think he owned the damn road,” said one engineer churlishly, and spat into the cold black stove in the room.

“Course he’ll own it,” said Old Billie, nodding so vigorously that he staggered. “Why shouldn’t he? He owned it in the first place, didn’t he? I could tell you what he did way back. …”

One of the engineers, an older man, took a moment’s kindly notice of him. “How old are you, Pop? You must’a been born on the road!”

“Pretty near,” chortled Old Billie, delighted by this crumb of recognition, and pecking at it eagerly. “You fellers don’t know what railroadin’ is. Sometimes you’d go out with a train in the winter and the snow high as mountains and you’d never know if you’d get into Philly or anywheres. But we sang like all hell in the cabs, and the firemen’d throw on more coal, and there you’d go a-pantin’ up the grade with all the bells shoutin’ and the passengers scared to death and freezin’, but laughin’, too, for you wouldn’t know if you’d be spendin’ the night in the hills, brewin’ coffee with coals from the engine, right out by the side of the road, and settin’ up fires, and the people comin’ out of the coaches to warm theirselves, and the engineers and the firemen and the conductors a-minglin’ with ’em, and soon everybody laughin’, and bottles passin’ and no talk about germs, and sharin’ sandwiches, and a big white moon comin’ over the white mountains, and waitin’ for the snow to melt or the plows come, screamin’ with bells like angels roarin’ up—”

He shook his head sorrowfully. “You fellers never knew what railroadin’ was, in the old days. Excitin’. Everybody knowin’ everybody else on the road, and workin’ together, and bein’ proud of the road. … Old Aaron, now, he was a son of a bitch, but he was a railroader. Many’s the time he’d ride in the cab with us; no fancy private cars; and he’d have a bottle of whisky, and he could cuss better than any damn engineer I ever knowed. Screw the last penny out of you and the road, but he was a railroader. What you got now? Men in the big offices in Philly and New York and in town, here, and never comin’ down, and just sittin’ over their ledgers and talkin’ with the big feenanciers on Wall Street, and goin’ out with their yachts and spendin’ their time in Europe raisin’ hell with the whores I heerd all about—and not knowin’ a single damn thing about the road, ’cept their private cars and their stocks and bonds.” The old man sighed. “There’s Mr. Marshall. He hated the road. It was just money to him. And it’s just money to Mr. DeWitt, and Miss Cornelia, and the rest of ’em.” The old man’s eyes began to shine brilliantly as he stared at the men smiling at him indulgently. “But it ain’t just money to Mr. Aaron! No sir! And when I see him out there, steppin’ over the rails careful like he used to, and smokin’, and watchin’ everything, I tell you, it’s just like old times and I’m a fireman again, and I go up to speak to him, touchin’ my forehead, and I says, ‘Mr. Aaron, I’m glad you come back, and it’s good to see you,’ and he says, ‘Thanks, Billie, I’m glad to be back, too.’”

“You’re daffy; old Aaron deWitt’s been dead a thousand years,” said one of the younger men good-humoredly. “That’s Mr. Miles Peale, general superintendent, out there tonight, checkin’ up on everythin’ and watchin’ to see if a damn piece of coal gets wasted. He ain’t Mr. Aaron.”

“That’s all you know, Jim!” shrilled Old Billie, and he shook his broom at the speaker. “It’s Mr. Aaron, and I’ve knowed him for seventy years or more. And I know his voice … !”

One of the men crossed himself furtively, and then was embarrassed. The men went to the window. There was Miles now, seriously walking along, studying a long freight train which had just come in, sometimes tapping on the high and secret sides with his cane. “What’s he doing that for?” asked a conductor. He snickered. “Looking for gold or something? Just a regular freight.”

“No, it isn’t,” said another, with interest. “It’s a special; it’s being shunted on to New York. Dozens of those special freights coming in now, almost every day. Ever notice the guards on ’em? They ain’t our own fellers.”

But the men were not interested. They looked at watches, caught up lunch pails, and went off sullenly to their work. Their wages were high these days; the union leaders were talking of still higher wages, and “benefits.” But the men were sullen. Just a job.

Old Billie wistfully watched “Mr. Aaron” through the smoky window, then suddenly threw down his broom and crept out on creaking legs. He followed Miles far down the tracks, and finally caught up with him, gasping a little. “Mr. Aaron!” he screamed against the uproar. Miles turned at once, saw him, smiled. “Good evening, Billie,” he said. The old man sighed happily. It was wonderful, Mr. Aaron being so young again, and his hair just the way it always was, and his cane in his hand as usual, and the way he walked—small, sure steps. “Great big freight, ain’t it, Mr, Aaron?” he asked. “Three, four, five times bigger than the old days. Still call it old Forty-two, but it ain’t the same train. What you think they got in there, and what’re those fellers doin’ with guns on the platforms and glarin’ as if you don’t own the whole business?”

Miles folded his gloved hands on the top of his cane, an old-remembered gesture which thrilled the ancient Billie, and stared at the freight. “Well,” said Miles, “it’s munitions, Billie.” He lifted his cane, pointed briefly at the name of a mighty munitions maker on the side of a car. “For the war. Explosives, guns, bombs, everything else. Going to England, France, and Germany with a wonderful, fine, impartial indifference. That’s what is known as neutrality, Billie. That is known as ‘being fair.’ Of course, booming profits have nothing to do with it. We’re very virtuous in this country, you see; all of us, everywhere, are very virtuous. It would be very unkind for anyone to insist that we say: ‘We don’t care who dies, or what comes after, or what governments are destroyed. There’s a profit to be made. We’ll deal with any tyrants later; we’ll buy them, if necessary.’” Miles leaned on his cane again. “Perhaps we won’t be able to buy them this time, Billie. Perhaps they want more than money. Perhaps they want the whole damned world.”

The old man listened, fascinated. He had listened decades before to the soliloquies of Mr. Aaron. He had never understood; but he had always been happy at the sound of that wry and vigorous voice, and the odd implications in it. There, now Mr. Aaron was shrugging; always well-dressed and beautifully turned out—Mr. Aaron. He could shrug and there’d never be so much as a slipped cravat or shoulder.

“You see, Billie,” said Miles, “I don’t ‘love’ humanity so much that I believe I know what’s ‘best’ for it, and so try to impose my will on it. And I don’t hate it enough to want to subjugate and rule it absolutely. I don’t think there is a great deal of difference, after all, between the love’ of the Socialistidealists and the hate of the murderers. I think any honesty in the whole business lies with the murderers; the naked steel and lash are open and immediate, and you can see the faces behind them and know what they are. It’s the ‘lovers of humanity’ who do their work behind a fog of fine and noble words, and keep the steel and the lash hidden until they dare come out with them.”

“You’re certainly right, Mr. Aaron,” said the old man emphatically. He peered vaguely at the monster cars, which were now rolling smoothly down the tracks. “What war, sir?” He was bewildered.

“It’s always the same war,” said Miles kindly. “The name doesn’t matter.”

Red lights changed to green far down the rails; the freight moved faster and faster. Faster and faster, thought Miles. But perhaps, at the end, there’ll be a few of us left to derail you forever. We’ll kill you because you’re wolves and boars and insane monsters out of some primeval jungle, nightmares still roaming around in the light of the day.

He turned to the old man standing so devotedly at his side; he saw the blinking, unknowing, and curiously innocent eyes. He smiled at the old man. “You see, Billie, men like me will have to fight for men like you. Some of us won’t like to fight; too much trouble. But we shall; you’ll see. It’ll be a case of survival, for all of us.”

“Sure, Mr. Aaron, you was always a fighter,” said Old Billie with pride. He began to walk down toward the station with Miles.

“I wonder,” Miles mused, swinging his cane in the little circles Old Billie remembered so well, “what perverted men are coming to maturity behind the guns and the shattered cities and the trenches of Europe? What are their names? Sure as the devil they are there, waiting, as they’ve always been waiting. English names, French names, German names, Russian names? And who are the Americans who are watching and waiting, too, until the European nightmares emerge from the smoke and the ruins and show themselves? Yes, we’ll have to fight them, just to live, we millionaires and plumbers, we physicians and bricklayers, we railroaders and industrialists and businessmen and factory hands and farmers.”

He touched Old Billie, stumbling along beside him, with the gold head of his fine cane. “I’ve got a very odd feeling, Billie, that it’ll be your kind, at the end, who will kill off the tyrants. Because, you see, you won’t be able to compromise. You haven’t the money.”

“You can always count on me, Mr. Aaron,” said Old Billie with passionate vigor.

Miles smiled a little. “Yes, I think we can. Not something to be proud of, perhaps—but I think we can.”

He gave the old man ten dollars. Billie protested a little. Miles said, “You’ve given me a lot tonight, old fellow.”

Billie watched him go, swelling with joy in himself at the small straight back of “Mr. Aaron.” He’d been gone a long time, Mr. Aaron. But now he was here again, and the road was safe. Some fellers said he was a hard man. They didn’t know what a fighter was, the young boys.

When Miles reached home he was met by his tearful wife Ruth, who informed him that his father had died an hour before, very suddenly.
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Archbishop Rufus Anthony Marshall of St. Louis alighted from his long black limousine in the golden haze of the early November afternoon. He had not been in Pennsylvania for over four years; he told himself that he had almost forgotten how lovely the countryside was here, how scarlet the mountains in the autumn, how cobalt the autumnal skies, how bronze the reaped fields, how turquoise the river reflecting all this pure color in sheets and shafts, how sweet and cool the air, and in what lofty silence the land lay. The lightest wind sent crumpled russet leaves scuttling over the empty road; they scrabbled like the feet of little mice. The white farmhouse stood in a nest of red maples; the unclouded sun poured down on the red barns and the red roofs of the silos. How had he forgotten? He smiled at his chauffeur, standing respectfully near him. “I think you’d better go back to Portersville and call for me about seven,” he said. The man touched his cap, entered the car, and drove off in a spume of yellow dust. The archbishop, tall and stately in his black garments, watched him go. He gently touched the cross on his breast, and wished, for a nostalgic moment, that he had remained a parish priest. But God had chosen for him.

He stood on the graveled path leading to the long white farmhouse for some moments. At forty-two, he had not lost his youthful expression of wise, grave innocence, though his fair skin was lined and his face had taken on the austere and spare boniness of a dedicated man. His pale blue eyes were still crystalline, but very tired, and there was a slight amount of gray in his very blond hair. He permitted the profound peace of the countryside to flow over him like refreshing water. He saw the cattle in the distant field, he heard a horse neigh. Far up in the abyss of the deep blue sky he saw the last of the migrant birds flying southward; they cast a broken shadow over the earth, like the shadow of leaves. The graveled path was bordered with marigolds and zinnias in one last blaze of bloom. Two rabbits bounced timidly past him, on lawns still green and thick. A blue jay screamed, flashing like a piece of the sky itself into the burning maples.

No one was about. Tony slowly walked toward the farmhouse. And then, on that still and perfumed air, he, unbelieving, heard the fairylike singing of a harp. He stopped, bewildered. The music, fey and wild and unbearably poignant, seemed part of the earth itself.

Where had he heard that song before? And who was playing it? Faint memories returned to him. He began to hum, still incredulous: “By Killarney’s lakes and fells. …” A voice joined the harp, as strong and sure as the instrument was tender, a hearty baritone. My father, thought Tony, and he was not ashamed of the tears in his eyes. My father, singing again, as he sang to us when we were children.

The song of the harp and the song of the man died away on the golden air. Tony went quickly to the farmhouse. He stopped in the cool blue shade of the deep veranda and peered through the screen door. He was a boy again, coming to visit his grandparents, dead all these years. He could see the long hall, and the screened door at the end of it, leading to the gardens. He could see the soft dusk of the rooms on either side. He heard his father talking: “I’ll make an Irishman of you yet, Alex. Now, if you’ll go into the kitchen, you’ll be finding some cold beer in the ice box; take it out while Bessie isn’t looking; she thinks I shouldn’t drink it, the Baptist!”

A young man of about seventeen emerged from the parlor, laughing. A light-skinned, slender, tall young man, moving with the grace of youth, his smooth brown head resting delicately on a thin neck, his brown eyes smiling. Tony pulled the bell, and the young man stopped, startled, and looked at the door. The archbiship could see his narrow face and elegant features. “Alex?” said Tony, through the screen. “Alex!” He had not seen his nephew, Alexander, Lord Gibson-Hamilton, for over twelve years. His voice was uncertain and eager. Was it possible that this young man, in his rough British tweeds, was actually the child he remembered? Alex, smiling courteously, came to the door, trying to see against the brighter light in which Tony stood. “Yes?” he murmured. Then he saw Tony clearly, the shining cross on his breast. “Uncle Tony?” he exclaimed. “Uncle Tony!” He stood there on the other side of the screen door, and his gentle face beamed with disbelief and pleasure.

“Now, who in hell are you talking to?” asked Allan, and came into the hall. Then he stood there, petrified, a thin, dark-faced man with rough white hair, a cigarette in his lean fingers. Suddenly he shouted incoherently. He ran to the door, thrust aside his grandson with the strong gestures of a young man, opened the door, and threw his arms about his son. “Tony!” he cried brokenly. ‘Tony, you spalpeen, you rascal! Sure, and you’ve dropped from heaven. … Tony!”

The brogue was thick on his tongue, but Tony could not detect any odor of whisky. He hugged his father close to him and laughed. “Well, aren’t you going to ask me in? I’ve come all the way from St. Louis, on my way to New York, and Rome.” He held out his hand to his nephew, who grasped it strongly. Allan, his arm still about his son’s shoulders, said severely, “Where’re your manners, boy? You kiss the archbishop’s ring. You bend the knee. Don’t they teach you that in England? That’s the way to do it.” He released Tony, hesitated, then dropped to his knee and kissed the ring, himself. All his movements were quick and supple, Tony noticed. “I never thought,” said Allan in a grumbling voice, “that I’d be kissing the hand, or ring, of my own son.” But he was full of pride. “Come in, come in.” He took Tony’s arm and pulled him into the cool shade of the parlor, where all was as Tony remembered, from the wax flowers under a glass bell on the old marble table before the fireplace to the stiffly starched lace curtains at the wide windows, from the old red carpet on the floor to the horsehair furniture which had pricked his bare calves as a child. A small crimson fire burned on the brick hearth, and a scent of apple wood rose from it. The wooden walls and ceiling glimmered with the light reflected from outside.

“So, it’s the archbishop you are now,” said Allan, when the three men had seated themselves on the stiff furniture. “I—I couldn’t go to your installation, Tony.” He dropped his head a moment. “I know,” said Tony. His father had been very ill again, at that time. He had been told that Allan had not recognized any member of his family for nearly six months. It was hard to believe that this man, so brown, so youthful, so strong and alert, was the sick and broken man he remembered. Tony sighed contentedly. He had been afraid on receiving the news of his father’s last, and almost fatal, “breakdown” of a year ago. His father, since Dolores’s death in 1915, had lived in a nightmare agony of unreality. There had been a vague rumor that he had attempted suicide late in 1916, and again in 1917, when America had entered the European war. And each time I could never go to him, thought Tony. I could never have let him know; I had to stay away for his own sake. The newspapers had been kind. Newspaper men were usually very discreet about rich and powerful men.

The beer was so cold that moisture gathered on the outside of the big glasses. A stout, middle-aged woman had disapprovingly brought in a tray of fine old cheeses. She had stared with umbrage at Tony, and had waddled out, flouncing a little. “Bessie’s a good woman,” said Allan, smiling. His small black eyes twinkled at his son. “And her husband’s my right arm on the farm. We have two families living in their own houses, here; we need all the hands we can get. Had a hard time for a while, with the high wages in the cities. But during the past year help has been more plentiful; and now that the stock market has crashed, I suppose it’ll be still more easy to come by.” He spoke as if the disastrous debacle of a few weeks ago had occurred on the moon and had nothing to do with him.

“Four years since I’ve seen you, Tony,” said Allan. “How many times have I seen you in the last twelve years or so? I could count them on the fingers of my hand. First you went to Philadelphia, then to Chicago, then to Seattle, then to San Francisco—” He shook his head. Tony said, “I know. I was all over the country, it seems.” His father had forgotten his son’s visits, apparently. There had been only one reality in his life, the tragic death of his daughter, and his mountainous hatred. After the war, Tony had spent much time in Rome; he had gone to the Riviera in 1926 only to find that the family had left hastily for America, because of another breakdown of his father’s. He had arrived once in Newport; Allan was again immured in a sanitarium. Tony had visited him there, had talked with him, had prayed for him, kneeling beside his father’s bed. Allan had not remembered.

Yet, here he was now, bronzed and restlessly vital as in his youth, seeing everything, knowing everything. “You look so well, Dad,” said Tony. Allan laughed, and lit a cigarette for his son, and then for himself. “Why not, Tony? It was the damned railroad—my retiring four months ago was the best thing I ever did, for myself. And I’m not missed. Your mother, and DeWitt, send me reports occasionally, or papers for me to sign, and that’s all I want of it. I’ve come back to the land, and this is where I intend to live and die.” He looked about the ugly, pleasant room and settled deeper in the old rocking chair. “Yes, they’ll be leaving the cities, I hope, and the factories, for the land. Perhaps the Crash will be salutary for the whole nation.”

Tony was not so sure. He swirled the last of the beer in his glass.

“It was bound to come,” said Allan. “I sold out my own holdings, a great part of them, in August. They laughed at me in New York. But all the signs were there. The country was mad; it was stupid and trivial, excitable and greedy. I talked with Regan and the rest of them, and warned them. And they exchanged looks, and I knew they were thinking I was out of my mind.” He laughed with a ringing sound. “Now they write me and ask ‘how in God’s name’ I knew,”

But Tony was very grave. “What you say about the American people having been stupid and trivial, excitable and greedy, since the war, is very true, Dad. It has caused us considerable concern. There is an excuse that they wished to ‘forget’ the war. That is nonsense. We suffered almost nothing in comparison with other nations. Yet we dare to talk of ourselves as being ‘disillusioned’! With the exception of our boys who died on the useless battlefields, and their relatives, the whole nation actually enjoyed the war, delighted in it. The antics of our prominent people and our politicians, and the nation as a whole, following them, has proved it. Criminal childishness. A new style in women’s clothing, the visit of a foreign prince, the junket of some obscure queen of some obscure nation, a new brand of automobile, and other trivialities, have been enough to throw the whole nation into a convulsion of ecstasy and excitement and delirium. Because,” said Tony, “I am afraid we have become a trumpery people, completely demoralized with our own trumpery.”

Allan looked at Alex’s golden harp near the window and smiled. “All this no longer concerns me,” he said.

He believes that, thought Tony with amusement, and dismay.

“I visited Europe several times since 1919,” said the archbishop. “And the Near East, too. The Holy Father is very concerned these days, and alarmed.” He paused. “But before I tell you about that, I want to tell you that Europe is not joyous, idiotically excited, and in a state of euphoria, as is America. It is enormously, and honestly, and fearfully disillusioned. I remember what you once said to me: ‘Who are the men who are waiting behind the smoke of guns and the shattered cities, for their turn to come?’ Well, Dad, we have their names now. Mussolini, Stalin. That is why the Holy Father is so alarmed these days. For we know something else: we know these names are only symptoms.”

Allan smiled, and it was his old dark and cynical smile. “Isn’t Mussolini the boy who is making the Italian trains run on time, and who dislikes Italian gaiety and civilization and maturity? Isn’t Stalin the expression of the medieval emotions of the Russian people? What have they to do with America?” He stood up and began to prowl restlessly up and down the room, shaking his head. “I told you I don’t care any longer. Let the whole world go to hell, as long as I am safe here on the land.” He pushed aside a lace curtain and stared fiercely out onto the cool November lawns and shade.

“But you are not safe; none of us is safe, anywhere,” said Tony. He turned to look at his nephew. Young Alex had not spoken; he just sat in his old chair near his uncle. There was a silent quality about him which reminded Tony of his sister Dolores. Alex smiled shyly, and suddenly it was Dolores’s smile, sweet and comprehending. His mother lives in him, thought the archbishop with gratitude and an old pang of sorrow.

Allan swung from the window, frowning. “You priests! You are always seeing the ‘abomination of desolation’ in everything. The hell with Europe. We’ll have nothing to do with the League of Nations. Why should we be embroiled in the ancient quarrels of Europe, anyway?”

Tony sighed. He put his hand to his large cross. “Dad, I wouldn’t be talking like this to you now, in view of your past, and real, fears, which upset you for years and made you ill, if I didn’t believe you have the stamina and the courage to know, and to act.

“Look at us, a strumpet nation which until a few weeks ago lived in a delirium of easy money and immorality and silly excitements, saved temporarily from the monstrous depression of a postwar period by the earnest efforts of a few men in Washington. They can no longer save us from that depression. It has begun. It will get immeasurably worse. And that will give the hordes of shadowy men the opportunity they have been waiting for for over two hundred years.”

“Go get us some more beer, Alex,” said Allan to his grandson. He sat down and watched the young man leave the room. He had planted his sun-browned hands on his knees, and sat rigid, now staring at the floor. He shook his head. “I’ll have my peace if it is the last thing I’ll ever have.” He lifted his head and looked at Tony suddenly, and now his black eyes narrowed and sharpened. “What ‘shadowy men’?”

“Over two hundred years ago,” said Tony with relief, “there was organized, both in Germany and France, and in England and Russia, too, a society called The Silent Masters. There were not too many of them, perhaps a few thousands. But they saw that liberty for all men was a growing concept in the world, and they were outraged. So, the plot was created that they should some day take over the world, as the elite, to subdue mankind to slavery once more, to destroy the dignity of man, to subserviate mankind to ruthless masters, for the invincible power of these masters. They were content to wait, these men, for hatred has no birth and no death.”

Again, Tony touched his cross. “The age they dreamed of has arrived. And millions of men like them have been born; there are so many of them now, waiting to serve, to murder, to instigate wars which will overthrow liberty and create depressions, which will eradicate democratic governments. Wars, crushing taxations, depressions: these are the three deaths which will eliminate Judeo-Christian civilization and deliver the whole world to the new, indoctrinated Silent Masters.

“No, please let me finish,” said Tony, lifting his hand. His fair face had darkened, become full of stern prophecy. “The secret movement, everywhere, goes under the names of fascism, socialism, communism. They did not ‘create’ Mussolini and Stalin. These creatures are just their weapons, as their philosophies are just their weapons. The Silent Masters know each other very well; they recognize each other. And we have them in America, too, in such well-organized platoons of hatred and treachery that it is almost incredible. Have you forgotten my uncle, Norman deWitt, so soon? Have you forgotten the Socialist Clubs which were organized as long ago as 1905, or even earlier? Have you forgotten that Norman owns four newspapers, five magazines, and an organization which constantly litters the country with sly propaganda?”

Alex returned with more beer and some sandwiches. He put them down before his uncle on a small table. He moved dreamily, but his large and intelligent eyes fixed themselves with intense seriousness on the archbishop. “I know,” he said in his gentle English voice. “I know all about it. One hears it at Oxford all the time, among the young men.”

But Allan clenched his fists on his knees. “Norman deWitt,” he said. “I’ve tried to put the whole family out of my mind. I had almost forgotten him.”

He looked at Tony, and he became grim. “Is that why you came to see me today?”

Tony hesitated. “I came to see you because you are my father, whom I love, and I was anxious about you. No one would give me any news at all, of any importance, except Ruth and Aunt Laura. Not even DeWitt would tell me much.” He regarded his father straightly. “Yes, I came to see you today because there is no time to be lost. You are a tremendously rich man. You knew, long ago, that what is happening now would happen. The world of free men needs powerful and rich men like yourself, for, you see, the evil men have all the money they need in Europe. And in America. Even through these prosperous American years, the evil men have been working, calling themselves Communists and Socialists, in secret and constant communication with their European counterparts.”

Allan’s brown forehead was glistening with sweat. He had turned quite gray under his tan. “But what in hell can I do?” he shouted. Alex glanced at him apprehensively. “What can I do? Who will listen?”

“You can buy a few newspapers, yourself,” said Tony. “You can staff them with men who are as much afraid as you used to be afraid. Through these newspapers you can tell the American people the truth. You can ‘cry havoc’ without stopping. Your editors can denounce war, destroying taxation, hatred, communism, socialism, fascism. Your papers can support politicians and statesmen of intelligence and integrity, who are already suspecting the ancient plot. You can, with your money, set up a foundation or something, to keep the people informed with pamphlets and publications and books. You can use the same means of public communication as the enemy is already using.

“It is late, very late. Perhaps it is already too late,” said Tony. “But perhaps, with the Grace of God, we still might win, we free men everywhere in the world, we men who love freedom and dignity and God more than we love our very lives.”

“If the people of the world succumb to these terrible things, it will be their own fault,” said Allan.

“They will succumb, if they do, out of ignorance,” said Tony. “It is your duty to lift their ignorance. You could speak with your friends in all the industries. If ignorant, inform them. If not ignorant, but part of the plot, themselves, you will soon detect them. And you can expose them.”

Allan said in a stifled voice, “I am seventy-one years old, almost seventy-two.”

Tony stretched out his hand and laid it on his nephew’s shoulder. “And Alex is only seventeen.” There was suddenly a desperate silence in the room.

Allan said dully, “He should be back in England, at Oxford. But he wanted to stay with me this year. I’m one of his guardians, and I had to fight the English ones. …” He looked at the young man, and his graying eyebrows drew together. “You mean, I should use these last few years of mine to fight again, for Alex?”

“Yes,” said Tony. “And for all the endless millions of Alexes all over the world, the young men in their schools, tens of thousands of them already being poisoned by their enemies—all the Alexes who will die in the plotted wars of the future, who will be enslaved, if we do not work fast and surely, by the men who hate them.”

He put his hand on his father’s knee. “Dad. You are very tired. You became ill because what you had was not what you wanted. You became ill because you suspected the truth, and knew the first battle against man opened with the war. You did not know where to start the fight; your energies were being drained away in channels which no longer interested you. Now you know where to begin the struggle for which you were really born.”

Again, Allan looked about the room which his parents had furnished, and loved. “Is it too much to ask that a man of my age have a little peace?”

“But such peace is alien to you,” said Tony, smiling. His blue eyes were very tired now, but they also sparkled. “How much longer would you have been able to stand this withdrawal from life? Oh, you can talk to me until doomsday of your passionate addiction to crops, your absorption in the land! And I’d know you were lying to yourself. You were not born to the land. You are a fighter.”

Allan glared at him, then slowly began to smile. He rubbed his sunburned cheek. “Well, I suppose I must confess that I was getting a little bored. … A man can’t read all the time. I have good men on this farm. It’s always a retreat, waiting for me. It can always grow food. …” He looked at Tony and exclaimed, "All right, then, you devil in holy clothing!” He stood up, and rested his arms on Tony’s shoulders. “You’ll be the death of me, you understand. You’ll be saying the Mass for me one of these days, and there’ll be the guilt on your soul.”

Tony turned his stately head, and as simply as a child, he kissed the back of his father’s hand. “You’ve come a long way, Dad,” he said, and smiled up into Allan’s moved face. “A long way around, back to the day when you decided you wanted to be a priest.”

No, Tony said, he could not stay for supper. Cornelia was giving a dinner for him. No, he had not seen her yet; he had telephoned her, and had given his promise.

Allan said, “Your mother is indestructible. At sixty-four she still has her old flair for living, and verve and robustness. When DeWitt became president, after my retirement, there she was, right behind him, like an eager girl blazing with ambition. She manipulates him, as she wanted to manipulate me. She probably did, quite a number of times, I suppose, without my being aware of it, especially when I was—ill. She didn’t like Miles Peale becoming executive vice-president, but there was nothing she could do about it. After all, Miles’s wife is Cornelia’s half-sister. And there was all that stock in Miles’s hands. Perhaps there’s some truth in her suspicions that Miles wants to be president; I don’t know. But the family has its fifty-one per cent of the stock, and I suppose we’re safe, even from such a one as Miles—whom I don’t dislike, incidentally.”

Tony was alarmed. “I never liked Miles, I’m afraid; and I don’t trust him. And there’s Fielding, who’s general superintendent now.”

Allan laughed. “I thought you weren’t supposed to be interested in worldly things. Have some of this fine Camembert.”

Tony waved away the proffered dish. “How can you be so uninterested, Dad?”

Allan, who seemed to have acquired fresh life, said, “Why should I be interested, particularly? I was not merely babbling when I said I was finished with the road. And DeWitt hardly seems my son. We have nothing to say to each other. But you’ve forgotten your mother; she’s always there.”

Twilight was drifting down in blue and purple shadows over the mountains and the valley. “Yes,” said Allan thoughtfully, “your mother is always there. She writes me; we see each other very seldom, perhaps not more than two or three times a year. It’s best that way. She despises me, and I don’t like being openly despised, having my normal share of vanity. I’m not the man she married. In fact, I don’t think I ever was. I served my purpose; I’m no more use to her. Once we loved each other; that wasn’t an illusion. But I finally bored her, and Cornelia can stand anything but boredom. She never felt intensely about anything except the road.”

They talked of many things, as the twilight deepened. Allan showed disinterest in his grandson, son of DeWitt, young Rufus deWitt Marshall. “Fourteen years old, and with old Rufus’s eyes and hair and general appearance,” said Allan. “He’s Cornelia’s pet aversion, strange to say.” Allan was not concerned with his granddaughter Shelley, daughter of DeWitt. “A nice girl, almost sixteen,” he said. “A little colorless, however. Cornelia is fond of her. When Cornelia last drove down here, with a sheaf of papers for me to sign, relinquishing my last hold on the road, she mentioned she thought it would be ‘nice’ if Alex, here, married Shelley later.”

He smiled at his son. “My main visitors are poor Ruth, who comes for consolation, she being Miles’s wife and he having quite a way with the ladies; and Laura. Are you going to be outraged, Tony? After all, I’m in my seventies, and Laura is sixty-three. We comfort each other. Cornelia thinks it is ‘amusing.’”

Alex said, “I am fond of Grandmother, though sometimes she is a little—overpowering. I ought not to say that, for she is very kind to me, and I think she has some affection for me. I often go to dinner at her home. Grandfather, here, pretends to be entirely indifferent about what is happening in the house on the mountain, but if I don’t give him a full accounting he is put out.”

“I loved that house once,” said Allan, after his son had stopped chuckling. “I never cared for the other damned mausoleums in France and England and Newport and New York. But now it’s full of strangers. It’s full of people I never knew, and who never knew me: my son DeWitt, my wife, my brother-in-law Norman (who goes there regularly these days), and Mary, my daughter-in-law, and her children. Mary! That was my mother’s name, and it’s the dearest name in all the world, I’m thinking, for a woman. But my son’s wife is no Mary, for all her name.”

They talked of the time when the government had taken over the operation of the railroads. ‘Your mother,” said Allan, “almost went out of her mind with rage. But even then I was becoming detached.”

“That was an indication of the future,” said Tony somberly. But Allan would have no more serious conversation. He was beginning to show his age; the lamps which had been lighted—old oil lamps—revealed the seams about his mouth and eyes, the weariness like a shadow over his whole face. He began to speak of his daughter Dolores, and it was as though he were thinking aloud. Grief rose in water to his eyelids. It was then that young Alex went out and returned with a bottle of medicine and a spoon. Allan took it with surprising docility. He looked at Alex and said, “Here is all I have left—my grandson and my son.” He paused, and added softly, “And Laura. We sit on the veranda, two old people, and talk of nothing, and everything, with Alex as chaperone somewhere about.”

Allan and Tony walked in the twilight to the road, where the limousine was waiting. They paused, and regarded each other gravely. “I often remember what Woodrow Wilson said in 1912,” said Tony. “‘The history of liberty is a history of the limitations of governmental power, not the increase of it. When we resist concentration of power, we are resisting the powers of death, because concentration of power is what always precedes the destruction of human liberties.’”

“I shall use that on the masthead of my newspapers, which I don’t yet own, and shall order my editors to emphasize it, editors I haven’t yet hired,” replied Allan. He paused. “Tony, my little spalpeen, will you give me your blessing?”

He watched the limousine disappear into the purple distance toward town. A glittering orange sunset shone through high black pines. Allan contemplated it for a long time, then went back to the farmhouse. Alex was waiting for him. He said, with his shy smile, “Grandfather, you look like a man of resolution again, and not a man of peace.”

But Allan sat down in a chair, leaned back his head, and closed his eyes. He said softly, “I know it in my heart that I’ll never see my Tony again. But this time it is I who’ll be going. After my last battle.”

Cornelia said to Tony, “There’s anything you want to drink, my dear. But, of course, seeing we have that dreadful Prohibition, and you a churchman, you won’t drink anything.” She smiled at him slyly, and touched his black sleeve. “Shouldn’t you be a cardinal, or something? By the way, you look very handsome and majestic, and such. How was your father?”

“Very well, I’m happy to say,” replied Tony.

“I asked Alex to come to dinner tonight, too,” said Cornelia. “But it is always ‘grandfather needs me.’ There’s something maternal about that boy. He reminds me of poor Dicky. Always seriously waiting to be of help. Tiresome people. They can never be gay or light or amusing. Your father’s like that, too. For years I tolerated it, and then it got too much. I hate morose people, not that Alex is morose, yet.”

“I never thought of Dad as being ‘maternal,’” said Tony, smiling.

“No, nor particularly helpful, I suppose. He was quite a man, in his young days.”

“He is quite a man still,” said Tony in a cold voice.

It was evident that Cornelia still loved this house on the mountain. The old furniture was always carefully kept in repair. It was almost as it had been when old Aaron had bought it from the artist. However, electricity had replaced oil lamps, and the great chandelier in the hall had been artfully fitted with electric candles. The effect was not so soft, and there were no gentle shadows in the corners of the hall, as Tony had remembered.

“I’ve invited everyone of consequence in Portersville to see you tonight,” said Cornelia. “And some from New York. You see, I’m quite proud of you.” At sixty-four she was still erect and had still retained her magnificent figure, though it was deplorably dressed tonight in a glittering, very short sequin sheath, so that she looked like a tall statue clad in blue lightning. A belt of diamonds hugged her hips; her short red hair, shingled, was molded to her large head. Expert care had kept her face from becoming that of an old woman’s, but the rouge and the powder and the blazing lipstick gave her a raddled and raffish look, coarse if vibrant. Her big hands betrayed her age; they were dark, veined, and mottled, and afire with gems. Diamond bracelets, in distracting quantity, raced up and down her arms; a long string of mingled pearls and diamonds dangled from her seamed neck. She moved like a strong young woman, quickly and surely, and her laugh boomed out as in her youth. Her eyes were bits of polished amber, and they glowed with a wicked light. Tony reminded himself that he loved his mother, and he kissed her again. She smelled of expensive French scent, and the best whisky. Tony said, “Dad just drinks beer, he tells me.”

“Well,” said Cornelia, shrugging, “that’s something to be encouraged about, anyway. He never really could drink hard liquor. It did something frightful to him.” She laughed loudly. “Did he tell you how old Laura visits him? I think it’s ridiculous. They always had a thing about each other; I knew it for years. I offered him a divorce two years ago, so he could marry her if he wanted to. He was quite outraged; so silly. But come into the living room. Everybody’s there.”

There was a time when she loved my father more than anything in the world, probably more than the road, thought Tony. But he reverted to what he really was, and so was no longer the man she had married.

Cornelia had linked her arm into that of her son’s, and she led him into the living room, already crowded with members of the family and a number of strangers. “My son, the archbishop, who is going to be a cardinal soon,” Cornelia introduced him. “Now, Tony, stop protesting. Why else are you going to Rome?” She turned to a short, rather stout, dark man with brilliant black eyes. “Tony, this is George Richberg, of New York, who owns all those newspapers. We call him Izzy. Don’t glare, Izzy. That was your name before you changed it to George, wasn’t it? George writes all those editorials about the ‘rising enemy in America’; you must have read some. He thinks there’re Communists and such, right here in this country, plotting in little dark holes somewhere, and especially in Washington. Of course, that’s just newspaper stuff; makes for good circulation.”

Tony, startled, took the little man’s strong fat palm, and looked into the quick and intelligent eyes. Mr. Richberg said, “It isn’t just newspaper stuff. It’s the truth. I wonder if you know anything about it—sir?”

Tony nodded. He was filled with excitement. “I understand running newspapers is a strenuous business,” he suggested tentatively.

Mr. Richberg shrugged eloquently. “Terrible. I’m nearly sixty, and I had a heart attack six months ago. I wish I could sell out a couple of my papers to a younger man, who would understand our policy.”

“I know a ‘younger man,’” said Tony, as the guests moved about them. “My father. Let me give you his address. He wants to buy a newspaper or two, perhaps more.”

“I was supposed to return to New York tonight,” said Mr. Richberg, carefully tucking away Tony’s card, on which he had scribbled Allan’s address. His eyes quickened. “Your father? Allan Marshall? He’s retired, hasn’t he? He wants to buy some newspapers? How about some magazines, too? I tell you—sir—”

But Cornelia had returned from a brief sortie into the crowd of her guests, and had seized Tony’s arm again. Mr. Richberg lifted his hand. “I’ll stay over. I’ll go to see your father tomorrow.”

Bemused, Tony permitted himself to be introduced to other curious strangers. He came here so rarely now that he wanted to steep himself in the atmosphere of the old house where his mother and he had been born. He wanted to wander out onto the terraces and smell the wood smoke. He wanted to see the fine and glimmering rooms, alone. He wanted to see how tall the poplar he had planted had grown. And, as always, he missed his sister; he kept finding himself looking for her in some corner, beautiful as a classic statue, faintly smiling and remote.

He eventually found DeWitt sitting in a chair with his cane beside him, DeWitt who was almost forty, and “the youngest railroad president in the United States.” DeWitt was a silent gnome now, sallow-skinned, ageless, watching, his shriveled lips fixed in a cynical smile. When Tony appeared before him he said nothing, but he held out his hand. “Hello,” said Tony gently, and pressed that small hand with its fine bones. Allan had called his younger son an anachronism, and Tony unwillingly had to admit there was some truth in the remark. DeWitt, though still under forty, looked old and static and oddly out of date, too precise, too fastidious, too set. His eyes were never still, but they were cold.

“When did I see you last?” he asked of Tony. “Never mind; don’t tell me. You aren’t interested in the family any longer.” Now his eyes changed, became accusing and strange. “I thought you’d never forget me, but you did.”

“No,” began Tony, bending over him. But Mary Marshall, his sister-in-law, had appeared, chic and shining and perfumed, her pointed face as mischievous as ever. “Well, Tony!” she exclaimed, and her voice was derisively shrill. “You’ve come a long way, haven’t you? Don’t scowl; the clergy shouldn’t scowl. Have you seen Rufus and Shelley, our kids? They always try to slip away from us elderly folk so they can go to some nice bootleg place where they can kick their legs and drink moonshine. They tell me Rufus looks just like old Rufus deWitt, who died such ages ago; I remember him. But he certainly doesn’t have old Rufus’s personality.” She patted DeWitt carelessly on the shoulder and wandered off with a glass in her hand. DeWitt watched her go, and said nothing. His small face was inscrutable.

He said in a very low voice, “I think I hate practically everything. But perhaps I always did. Eh, Tony?”

“Yes, I think so,” said Tony with sadness.

DeWitt lifted his eyes to his brother’s face, and they were the eyes of a basilisk. “Except you,” he said. “And that’s something I don’t understand. You were always such a damned prig.” He raised his cane and touched Tony’s black coat. “Miles is here, and Field. We call Miles ‘the dancer.’ I don’t know why; he never dances. I’m keeping my eye on him.” He saw Cornelia approaching in a welter of fresh guests. “Here’s the old girl again. Do you know something? I think she always tried to keep us apart when we were children. Why, I wonder?”

But she always kept everyone apart, thought Tony. She never trusted anyone. He found himself at the long glimmering table in the dining room. He looked about him with satisfaction. Nothing had changed here. There was the same ponderous silver, the same chairs, and now again there was candlelight. A fire burned on the old hearth, and dark blue and gold draperies had been drawn against the autumn chill. Across from Tony sat Norman deWitt, queerly youthful and disarmingly smiling like a boy, though he was about fifty years old. There was no gray in his fine brown hair, no wrinkles about his wide brown eyes. No one could have looked more innocent, more gentle, more interested, than this strange man who was so dangerous. The ladies on each side of him listened to his soft voice eagerly. He spoke so winningly to them, and he spoke of nothing. But when he glanced at Tony, the corners of his eyes tightened and the pupils were as still and lifeless as stone. They had, as yet, not spoken to each other, this uncle and his nephew. Tony felt that between them lay a treacherous glacier, like a battlefield.

Tony listened to the frivolous chatter all about him. He remembered that as a very young boy he had heard serious discussions during dinner parties in this very room. There had been good talk, intelligent and mature. But now the whole conversation revolved about the latest illegal deliveries of whisky, the newest and most flamboyant gangster (whom the ladies, young and old, declared they “adored”), the latest national or international scandal, passionate eulogies about the Prince of Wales, the newest and most notorious murder case, golf and other sports, the latest attempt of some man or woman to swim the English Channel, and similar trivialities. There was little or no mention, even among the men, about the stock market crash, and the rising tide of panic and the ominous hints of widespread depression in America. The men had their secure fortunes; they had not suffered measurably, though here and there there was an exaggerated and amusing groan about “paper profits.”

They do not know, thought Tony, that America stands at the door of doom. If some know, they do not care. They have fortunes tucked away in invincible places; their businesses will not collapse. But what of the millions of the foolish, who invested earnings as clerks and mechanics, as bookkeepers and cashiers, in the monstrous bubble of the market? One can pity them even while censuring these poor creatures, who had not had the intelligence to know that Santa Claus does not exist. And what of the slowly closing factories, the scent of disaster in the air, the dawning of the age of the evil men? Who knew, or knowing, cared?

Tony, with another part of his mind, noticed that, as usual, his mother’s incredible magnetism drew involuntary glances even amidst the feverish chatter about the table. Her flair made other women appear colorless and two-dimensional. Her voice caught the ear in fascination, for all its husky ribaldry. Vulgar as she was, and shouting frivolously, there was yet a pungency and meaning in her remarks absent in the conversation of other women. Sometimes she caught Tony looking at her; she winked at him humorously. It is possible, then, to despise people and yet inspire their devotion, thought Tony. He then reflected on Mussolini and Stalin. They, too, had this diabolical gift. Who, in the America of the near future, would appear with the same endowment?

Cornelia suddenly shouted down the table to her son: “Tony! I thought archbishops traveled with entourages. Where’s yours?”

He answered uncomfortably: “Monsignor Burke and my two secretaries are waiting for me at the Philadelphia House, Mother.” He added, “We leave at midnight for New York.”

Cornelia winked at her guests. “That remark means he is bored,” she said.

They all looked at him with their blank or curious faces. I ought not to have come, thought Tony. But my mother invited me—and I love her, in spite of everything. He began to flush. He saw Miles smiling at him cryptically, as if in sympathy, and all at once Tony lost his dislike of his kinsman. He knew all the stories about Miles, about his debonair and very calm unfaithfulness to his fifty-one-year-old wife Ruth, who sat in such pale silence far down the table, her golden hair heavily streaked with gray, her head bent timidly, her features wretchedly sharpened with the years and with grief. He knew with all surety that Miles would never relent until he had what he wanted, and suddenly Tony knew that he would get it. There was such strong and masculine youth about Miles, such poised ruthlessness, such quiet, such intelligence.

Tony saw DeWitt watching Miles, with still, dark hatred. DeWitt will lose, inevitably, thought Tony, and he was sorrowful for his brother. He glanced at Fielding Peale, so lanky, so yellow, so ugly. Fielding was enjoying his dinner and ignoring everyone else. Yet there emanated from him a primordial strength.

Norman deWitt spoke to his nephew for the first time: “Tony, I hear that the influence of religion is steadily disappearing in these happy and prosperous times. Can it flourish only during misery?” His eyes were as shining and as interested as a very young man’s, and his expression was friendly. Tony regarded him without answering for a moment, and all the ascetic planes of his face sprang out clearly.

He remembered what an old priest had once told him: “Only an inspired saint can dispute with an evil man effectively. Such men argue from materialistic premises, with which all are familiar, and which appear valid. But you would have to argue from spiritual premises, which are strange to most men, invalid to many more, and ridiculous to the socalled intellectual.”

Tony said, “Norman, in the first place I dispute your premises. The times are neither happy nor prosperous. They never were, except for a few. If religion is not ‘flourishing,’ as you say, it is because men have ignored or rejected the moral law of God. These occasions, or crises, occur throughout history, and men pay for them in blood and despair.”

“What a gloomy prophecyl” cried Cornelia. She lifted her wine glass and screamed with laughter. “To doomsday!” she shouted. “To doomsday!” the others responded, and lifted their glasses, and laughed with jeering politeness. But Tony and Norman stared at each other across the table and neither laughed nor drank. “The moral law of God,” Norman repeated softly, and smiled. “What is it?”

Tony said, under cover of the unlistening mirth of the others, “You know, don’t you? And the law will always prevail; it always has. Remember that.”

Norman did not answer. His smile remained, musing and secret. He moved his glass a little, back and forth. Then suddenly he looked at Tony again, and Tony saw all his powerful detestation and contempt for him as a priest, as an antagonist, as an enemy. He almost whispered, “No. This time you shall not prevail.”

Now Norman lifted his glass, bent his head courteously to his nephew, and said, “To doomsday.” Only Tony heard him.

Tony went alone to the library after dinner. He closed the door behind him. He stood there with closed eyes, remembering. Here his father, on hot summer days, worked on his papers while the family was briefly in Portersville. Tony could smell the heat, and the immemorial odor of sealing wax, the mowed grass outside, the fragrance of the wind blowing from the gardens. He went to the desk his father had once used and opened it. A box of red wax, mostly used, remained, and Allan’s seal. Tony lit the wax, and his youth returned to him.

He did not hear the door open and close, and he started when a man’s voice said, “Sir—well, I don’t know what I should call you. But I think I’m getting an idea.”

Tony swung around and saw the fattish little figure of George Richberg near him. The newspaper magnate was smiling subtly. He held out his hand and Tony took it. “I think,” said Mr. Richberg, “that I know all about it. That uncle of yours, Norman deWitt. And your father wanting to buy some newspapers and other publications. We’ve got a terrible fight coming up—sir. But you know that. What can I say? Good luck, good luck.”

“We’ll win, Mr. Richberg,” said Tony. “You know, we always have.”
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“We’ve gone over this, and over this, until I could puke,” said Miles Peale rudely both to the president, DeWitt Marshall, and to the assembled board of directors. “I’m not going to apologize to you, Aunt Cornelia, for the verb. I see I don’t need to,” he added.

“It’s one of my favorites,” said Cornelia. “But I don’t agree with anything you say, Miles, and neither does DeWitt. As for the other gentlemen present, I’m not sure they agree either.”

The board of directors looked down at the papers on the long table and said nothing. Cornelia, usually so sharp, did not see them exchange glances. But Miles saw. The cloven lines about his lips relaxed a trifle. He ran his delicate hand through his mahogany curls, which were threaded with gray. He examined the papers before him again. Then he looked at DeWitt. My God, he thought, he’s only forty-four, two years younger than I am, and he’s as out of date as a victoria. What had he just said in that precise and flattened voice of his: “It may be 1934, but I believe that it is always possible to bend men and events to one’s will.” He had added this non sequitur: “I have the promise of Standard Oil to lend us tens of millions, if necessary, for the expansion of the freight business.”

Miles said, “I don’t believe they’ll lend any money at all to the Interstate Railroad Company. They’re more interested in the New York Central and the Pennsylvania and the Union Pacific.”

DeWitt smiled his cold and superior smile and said nothing. He should be wearing a wide black silk cravat and a pearl pin and a Prince Albert coat and striped trousers, thought Miles. He still thinks of the railroad industry as old kings thought of their kingdoms: a thing over which to reign absolutely and to drain absolutely, for the profit of the royal family. And no end to the possibilities of draining. “We owe the public nothing,” said DeWitt.

“That attitude, these days, usually ends by the public saying they owe us nothing, either, and taking their business elsewhere,” said Miles. He looked sidelong at the board of. directors, and all, except Cornelia, nodded almost imperceptibly.

DeWitt shrugged his small shoulders. His hand played with the head of his cane. “We are doing excellently with the freight business,” he said, “in spite of—everything. We’ve modernized the whole thing to the ultimate; we have ten classone line-hauls operating electrically, in addition, more than any other railroad. Our equipment is perfect.”

He looked at Miles with icy hatred. “As for the passenger service, I must remind you that we’ve even introduced air conditioning on some of our trains.”

Miles said, “It still remains that our passenger service, as is the case with other roads too, is terrible. Old, obsolete Pullmans, rattling along like freight cars. Oh, some of them are not bad, but they’re in the minority. In the majority, the passengers are still subjected to smoke and cinders in the Pullmans. As for the day-coaches, they belong to the nineties or even the eighties. Speed? Oh, yes, we’ve done wonders on speed. You keep reminding me of that. Ten per cent of our passenger runs average more than seventy miles an hour; and shake hell out of the people in the process. Speed, you said. Haven’t you heard? The airlines. They’re already beginning to prophesy great things in the very immediate future: speed without dirt; cheapness; air-freight, too.”

“Do you seriously believe that the airlines will ever be a serious competitor?” asked DeWitt, and he laughed his contemptuous little laugh. “Passenger or freight?”

‘Trucking is already a serious threat to us,” said Miles. "So much for the freight business. How many times do I have to go over this with you? We’ve got to concentrate on passenger service, if we are to survive. We’ve got to put on light, fast aluminum or stainless-steel cars as quickly as we can, to compete with the airlines. Other railroaders know this; only we don’t.”

DeWitt looked at his mother, who was smiling sardonically. He said, “And where, Miles, are we going to get the money? Let us go over these figures again? Before the Crash, in 1929, our stock was selling for $110, and now it is 28⅛. Dividends? What dividends?”

“Look,” said Miles wryly, “I have stock in this company, too. I know all about dividends. But we have our own private fortunes, aside from the company. We should use a large part of them to modernize passenger service.”

“That’s nice,” said Cornelia. “As for myself, I wouldn’t put a cent of my private cash into the thing. Call me unprogressive, if you will, Miles, but there I stand. DeWitt?”

“That goes without saying,” replied her son.

The directors said nothing. Miles sighed. “I tell you, within a very few short years, the airlines will be our serious competitor for passenger service. Our freight is doing well now, in spite of the Depression; but the motor-trucking industry is steadily eating away at it, and the airlines will take their share, too. We not only need to begin to modernize our passenger service; we should begin, at once, to launch a vast program of public education about the advantages of traveling by rail.” He continued, when no one commented: “The days of the autocrats have gone, and with their going there will be real progress. You can’t treat the public any longer as just a source of immediate revenue. There is the long-range program to consider. The people are reading more; they understand more things. They demand service, and they have a right to it, and we can survive only if we cater to this right.”

“You talk like one of Roosevelt’s brain-trusters,” said Cornelia, with a loud burst of laughter in which, curiously, only DeWitt joined. She stuck a cigarette in her mouth and her neighbor lit it. She puffed a cloud of smoke at Miles. “Have you become a New Dealer, child?”

Miles kept his temper. “No,” he said evenly. “But I do know that if we go on as we are now going, we’ll be run into the ground. Not by the New Dealers; not by anyone but ourselves. We modernize, prepare to meet the threat of the airlines, or we’re finished, freight or not.” He pointed at DeWitt. “In spite of the freight, we’re in frightful difficulties, you know that. Do you think anybody, including Standard Oil, will lend us money on equipment which is growing more and more obsolete all the time? Do you think anyone will be interested in just increasing our private fortunes, so that at the end we’ll be stuffed with cash and the road will be a pile of junk? Organizations which lend money look to the future, not to the past.”

He put those almost-dainty hands of his on the table and they were the hands of power; most of the directors stared at them, fascinated. “We’ve got to do as other railroads are already beginning to do: plan, at least. And carry out the plans. Once we have a program we can borrow, even if we don’t use our own money. There it stands. We go on, or we go back.”

“You still talk like a New Dealer,” said Cornelia. “When we throw out Roosevelt in 1936, business will go on as usual.”

“It never has,” said Miles,

DeWitt stood up. “I am opposed to all this, and so is my mother. Gentlemen, please excuse us.” Cornelia rose, superb in her white silk suit and her “Eugénie” hat sweeping with plumes. She turned the full force of her magnetism on the silent directors, ignoring Miles. “I still think we have a lot of common sense around here. I’m relying on you boys.” They stood about her, admiring her; only Miles saw the stiff fixity of their eyes, in spite of the admiration. She swept out with DeWitt, towering over her son like a female colossus. The door banged behind her.

The directors, with the exception of old Mr. Hill, who was almost eighty, were all vigorous men in their fifties and early sixties. Mr. Hill sat and blinked his rheumy eyes, and said, “Cornelia’s a railroader; always was. She was her father’s right-hand man; she never made a mistake. I think I’m coming around to her way of thinking; sorry, Miles.”

“All right,” said Miles courteously. “I wouldn’t quarrel with you for all the world, Mr. Hill.” The old man blinked at him with fondness. “You’re just a boy still, Miles, only forty-six, forty-seven? I’m afraid you’ll have to continue to learn from us old-timers for a while longer. Airlines? Fantastic. But there is such a jumpiness in the air these days; no stability, no reason, no planning, no sound caution.”

“All right, sir,” repeated Miles. He lit a cigarette, and behind the smoke his intensely blue eyes gleamed. Mr. Hill coughed, glanced about, and rose. “I’ve got to get back to Philadelphia. My train leaves in less than forty-five minutes.” He croaked affectionately. “My good train, with all those fine ‘obsolete’ Pullmans. We’ve come a long way.”

When he had gone, a whole quickening came over the remaining directors. Fielding Peale said, “Well, Miles, what now?”

Miles said, “Very simple. DeWitt will have to go. And the sooner the better. I’m working on the last details now.”

The directors sighed with relief. “Old Cornelia might once have had some excellent ideas; at least, that is the history of the company. But now she thinks only of her own money; it’s become a fetish to her. That, and her hatred for Roosevelt—in spite of her brother Norman. She mentioned at a dinner recently that the State Department and the Commerce Department can ‘handle’ Roosevelt all right. I have a feeling that is true, to Roosevelt’s undoing, and ours, unless the people wake up in time.” The director added: “Too bad, about Cornelia. She was always a symbol to us, of the road. But DeWitt ought to be embalmed along with his ancestors.”

“Give me a little time longer,” said Miles. He stared at each man in turn, slowly and carefully. “With your help, the embalming can proceed.”

Cornelia and DeWitt drove from Philadelphia to Portersville. Cornelia said, “I think we’ve spiked little Miles’s guns for a while. Permanently, I should say. When it comes down to a serious vote, we’ll win.”

“Of course,” said DeWitt. He firmly believed it. “But I’d give several years of my life to get him out.”

“We can’t,” said his practical mother. “So let’s not dream. But we can make him impotent. Impotent. A nice old-fashioned word.” She laughed raucously. “More ways than one, DeWitt. Even though Ruth was in her middle thirties when they married, she could have given him a child or two.”

DeWitt said indifferently, “I understand two other women did. One in New York, one in Paris.” His mother was incredulous. DeWitt went on: “We could use that against him, if necessary.”

Cornelia laughed again. “DeWitt, you’re precious! You sound like an old melodrama. Do you actually think the revelation of Miles’s ‘inconstancy,’ as the dear old word is, would be dangerous to him? Do you think our directors would give a damn? DeWitt, you aren’t serious!”

The heat of the summer day was not so evident in Portersville. A cool wind blew from the mountains and river. Another car met the large black limousine in which Cornelia and DeWitt had traveled. “Are you sure you want to go to see the old man?” asked DeWitt as the chauffeur assisted him to the other car. “And what for?”

“Some trifles,” said Cornelia airily. “Run on home; I’ll be back for dinner. Remember, we leave for Newport tomorrow.” She added, leaning from the window of her car: “Tell Rufus not to go out tonight. I want to see him. He’s almost twenty, and he’d better begin thinking about the road.”

She was driven rapidly along the countryside. She smoked and hummed to herself, but there was a crease in the rough skin between her eyes. Progress, the fool of a Miles had said. Who knew more about progress than herself? “Cornelia is always in the day after tomorrow,” her father had declared fondly. She thought of young Rufus now, her grandson, who looked so much like his great-grandfather. He might be a sullen rascal, but he was no fool. He might not have his greatgrandfather’s charm and power, but he was dogged and intelligent. One day he would be president of the Interstate Railroad Company. He would be graduated from Harvard soon. Then he would enter the company and the whole satisfying cycle would begin again. She, Cornelia, was only sixty-eight. She sat up in the car, not stiffly, but as easily and as buoyantly as a very young woman. She had a long way to go.

Allan was surprised to see her car draw up before his farmhouse. He had not seen his wife for nearly two years, for he did much traveling, and they had lost what little touch had remained between them long ago. He went to the door, and then began to walk down the path to greet her. Sixty-eight, Cornelia, with the face of a vital harridan: painted, rude, and full of quenchless strength. Her white plumes blew in the breeze; her stride was not the stride of an old woman. It was graceful and powerful. When she walked toward Allan, lifting a gloved hand in greeting, the hot sun struck into her eyes and they were the wicked and hungry eyes of a young lioness.

She gave Allan her hand, grinned at him, and said, “Surprised? I’m only staying a few minutes. Well, how fine you look! And you seventy-six. You could be taken for sixty at the most, Allan. Your work must agree with you.” She tilted her head and her eyes crinkled mockingly. “Lochinvar. Whoever would have thought it, in the old days?”

She linked her arm confidingly in his, as she had done so many decades ago, and they walked together into the ancient house. “Cool in here, thank God,” said Cornelia. “It was a furnace in Philadelphia. What? Oh, we just had one of those tiresome board meetings. Nothing important. Not that you are interested any more. Damn these horsehair chairs! This has given me a run in my stocking.”

Her ankles were neat and still beautifully turned. She crossed her legs, relaxing, and they were the legs of some glamorous actress. She took a gold cigarette case from her white bag, and before Allan could move she had lit her cigarette briskly with a gold lighter. “How you can live in such a damned old ruin I don’t know,” she said. “You, who loved our house almost more than anything else. Do you remember the first day we met? We talked; I don’t remember about what. But all at once you looked up at the house, and there was something in your eyes, and I knew you felt about it as I did, and it was then that I fell in love with you. Ah, me,” she said, and smiled at him. “You don’t think about the house now, do you?”

“No,” said Allan. “I never lived there, I think.”

“For God’s sake, let’s not get cryptic,” said Cornelia, waving her cigarette and frowning. “I always hated subtleties. Have you anything to drink in that den you call a kitchen?”

Allan brought her a highball, which she regarded with satisfaction. He himself had a bottle of beer. Cornelia sipped. “Good Scotch,” she commented. She looked about her. “How do you stand this monstrous old place, with only one servant?”

“I’m not here much of the time, Cornelia.” His voice was as vibrant as in his youth. “I go everywhere. At a moment’s notice. But I’m giving myself a holiday in August. I’m going to visit Alex in England, and meet the nice girl he is to marry. Lady Elizabeth Scott-Hardley.”

“I know,” said Cornelia. “We met her family last spring. ‘Nice girl’ is right. A frump. Like most English girls. But her Catholic family has money, and that’s a rarity in England since the war. Now, don’t begin to tell me that Alex isn’t marrying her for her money; he’s a sensible boy, and so of course he is. His father married Dolores for hers, didn’t he?” Allan did not reply. He drank his beer slowly. He was in his shirt sleeves and his fingers were stained with ink. His thick white hair glimmered in the cool dusk of the parlor. He was wondering why Cornelia had come to see him. She never did anything without shrewd thought. She was grinning at him again. “How’s Laura?” she asked.

“I haven’t seen her this time,” he answered unsmilingly.

Cornelia drank deeply. “You know,” she said after a moment or two, “you would never have married Laura. You didn’t really love her at all. She was just the ‘cool marble unattainability,’ to you. You liked to have her for a point of reference in that poor hot mind of yours, something holy, like a saint. Some little shrine where you could retire when I got too much for you at times. Isn’t that so?”

Cornelia nodded. “But Laura really loved you, poor old wreck. She must have given Pat some bad moments. I’ve heard that she was a lot like her father, my Uncle Steve. I remember him a little. I liked him, though one could never remember just what he looked like ten minutes after seeing him. No character. Laura’s just like him. Yes, she really loved you. That’s why you find her comforting now. No doubt she thinks you never loved me. But you did.”

Allan was silent with shock. He suddenly realized that Cornelia had spoken the truth. Laura had been his ‘comforter,’ his ‘shrine.’ But Cornelia had been his love, in spite of all she had been and all she was.

“What romantics men are, no matter how old they get!” said Cornelia. “I’m sorry if I’ve just kicked over another one of your delusions, my dear. You look very shaken.”

“Let me get you another drink,” said Allan. Cornelia watched him leave the room and she laughed to herself, and lit another cigarette. When Allan returned she saw that he had put on a tie and a coat. We’re to be formal, now, she thought with amusement. Why was it that men who wished to remove themselves from personalities always put on ties and coats? Did that make them feel less vulnerable? DeWitt was vulnerable. One never saw him other than impeccably and formally dressed. Once Cornelia had asked him, during a dinner, if, like aristocratic Mohammedans, he went to bed with his wife fully clothed and with gloves on his hands.

Cornelia gave him news of the family; Allan listened politely. He had acquired only one gesture of the old: he twiddled his fingers against his thumb, as if rolling pills. “But of course, you aren’t much interested in any of your grandchildren except Alex,” said Cornelia. “And that puzzles me; you disliked Dicky so, and could never stand him.”

“You are wrong,” said Allan. He thought of that morning so long ago when he and Richard, Lord Gibson-Hamilton, had talked in the English dawn. He remembered the young Englishman so often these days; he remembered the morning light on his kind and diffident face, and the ringing assurance of his voice at the last, when he had reaffirmed his faith in God and man. “You are wrong,” repeated Allan, while Cornelia stared at him in surprise. “I loved him; I still do.”

A strange expression ran over Cornelia’s face, almost like relief. “A nice young fellow,” she commented carelessly, looking at her cigarette. For a few moments they sat in silence, both thinking of Dolores and her husband. “I wish,” said Allan, almost inaudibly, “that my brother Mike could have met him. They would have had a lot in common.”

“Oh, yes, your brother,” said Cornelia, and she smiled almost gently. “He told me so much of you, when DeWitt was ill. Too bad that he remained only a monk. He died some years ago in India, didn’t he? What makes men become missionaries, anyway? Some psychiatrist told me that they do that to compensate for some guilt in their youth, or something equally nasty.”

A gust of anger began to blow in Allan. He remembered, just in time, that his friend George Richberg had warned him to husband his anger for necessary occasions. He also remembered what his doctor had told him only a month ago. So he swallowed his rage and answered with quietness: “That’s stupid. I can’t recall a single vice in Mike. But you wouldn’t understand. There are men who prefer, above all other things, to serve God. Their love for God is so tremendous that it is the only thing in their lives.”

Cornelia laughed. “You know, I never get over your speaking of God so easily and naturally. You’ve certainly become a different man. … God? What God? A remnant of primitive superstition.”

Allan did not answer. Cornelia was goading him, as she had always goaded him. He detached himself from her. But he had loved her. Did he still love her? He studied her earnestly, the haggish but fascinating face, the verve, the magnetism, the charm. I suppose I still love Cornelia, he thought. All at once he was compassionate for this robust and hearty and ribald woman who had never had compassion for anyone in her life—except perhaps me, thought Allan. He would forever be grateful to her for this tenderness, which now had left her forever. He would forever pity her because some part of her had been truncated, or had not been included in her personality.

“I’ve seen Tony three times the past year,” said Cornelia. She was becoming restive, and she glanced at the diamond watch on her wrist. “He complains he never seems to catch up with you; when he is in Rome, thinking to meet you, you are in London. When he is in New York, you’re off in Los Angeles. And so it goes.”

“He calls me at least twice a week,” said Allan. “And I write him regularly.”

But Cornelia’s restless mind was off again. “I can’t get over how young you look,” she said musingly. “By the way, I understand Miles has become fond of you and that he sometimes visits you out here.”

“That’s true,” said Allan, and his face closed. Cornelia sipped at her drink and her hazel eyes widened and stared fixedly over the edge of her glass. “We’re having a little trouble with Miles. He has the most extravagant ideas these days. He takes entirely too much authority on himself, even though he is only executive vice-president. But I—I mean DeWitt—is quite able to control him.”

“Are you trying to find out what Miles and I talk about?” asked Allan, smiling a little sadly. “You aren’t in the least subtle, Cornelia. I don’t intend to tell you, however. You know, I’m not very interested any longer in the road. We discuss it only briefly. We talk of other things.”

“I thought so,” said Cornelia, and put down her glass. Now her expression was very unpleasant. “And that brings me to why I am here. I am going to divorce you, Allan, for desertion, mental cruelty, and all the other things my lawyers can think of. In fact, I’m leaving for Reno very soon.”

“Divorce me?” asked Allan with disbelief. “Are you out of your mind, Cornelia? You are looking toward seventy, now, and I’m in my late seventies. What in hell for? A divorce?” He stared at her. “You aren’t thinking of marrying again, at your age, are you?”

“Well, that’s complimentary, I must say. My doctors tell me my biological age is about forty.” But Cornelia laughed. “I can live practically forever, and I intend to. No, I’m divorcing you for quite another reason. You’re an embarrassment to me these days. Your association with that New York newspaper Jew, Izzy Richberg—you with your newspapers, and he with his, screaming ‘havoc’ all the time. You writing a monthly editorial for his yelling sheets. Really, ‘at your age,’ to quote your own words, it’s ridiculous. A crusader. I never liked Izzy; frankly, I think he’s a sensation-monger, and it’s dangerous to be a sensation-monger against the present Administration these days.”

Allan had flushed a deep crimson. “Very interesting,” he said, keeping his voice down. “So, it seems that for the first time in the history of this country it is ‘dangerous’ to disagree with the party in power. I don’t believe it. I don’t think Roosevelt is that kind of man. I don’t agree with many of his deas—but after all he respects the Constitution.”

“It is dangerous to disagree,” said Cornelia. “A sensible person acknowledges the facts. Roosevelt? Who cares about him? There are powerful people behind him who manipulate him.”

“I know more about that than you do,” said Allan. “I know all about those people. Mr. Roosevelt doesn’t. If he ever learns—it might kill him. It is our duty to try to inform him. To alert the country. I can’t talk about this with you, Cornelia, for you’d either sneer at me incredulously, or you’d know exactly what I mean, and still sneer to try to divert me.” He paused. He looked at her grimly. “There’s your brother Norman. An assistant to the Secretary of Commerce, European Department. He is in charge, as you know, of assigning commercial attachés to European embassies.

“He was appointed to that post on the ground that he is a ‘liberal.’ But you and I know exactly what he is. There are hundreds of his kind now in government posts in Washington. How did they get there? How did they manage to infiltrate into very important positions, which will have tremendous weight on our domestic and foreign policies? Who are the villains who sought them out, and appointed them? Who are the many unseen men who hate America so much that they want to destroy her? We intend to expose them all.”

Cornelia’s eyes narrowed on him until they were gleaming yellow slits. She sat in thoughtful silence for a few moments. Then she said, “You don’t know what you are doing, or perhaps you do. Everything you say in your papers, everything Izzy says, is laughed at by the American people. But the men you attack aren’t laughing; they are out for you. They have ways of destroying men like you and Izzy, and they’re prepared to use them.”

“Did Norman tell you that?”

Cornelia only smiled. She shrugged, and drank. “Don’t talk to me of ‘freedom of speech, and the press,’” she said. “One of the most powerful newspapers in New York hates you and Izzy; they rarely have an issue without an attack on you and your ideas. Inspired attacks, I suppose you’d call them. I’m a realist. I don’t want to be part of your ruination. I don’t want to be associated with you, even by our marriage. The road is in danger, by your being my husband, even though you’re retired. Remember the last Sunday issue? They had a violent article by Gregory Sanders about you. ‘Malefactor of great wealth, who opposes all progressive and liberal reforms. … Millionaire reactionary.’ And such. That is dangerous for the road. Yes, Norman has warned me. I repeat, I’m a realist. Realists don’t try to change history; they accept it.”

Allan turned to his wife. “Norman? He warned you, eh? And what does Norman promise you about the road? For he did promise you something.”

Cornelia turned her cigarette over and over in her fingers. “Let me make this clear to you, Allan. I don’t like the situation any more than you do. I suppose what you’ve told me is the truth. But once again, I’m a realist, and the road is more to me than anything else in the world, as it always was. If I divorce you—and I admit I don’t mind the idea at all—the road won’t be mentioned in connection with your activities again. Norman has promised me that. How I hate him! How I always did!” Her face became violent for a moment, and Allan moved toward her almost involuntarily, his hand extended. But she did not take it; she shook her head, rejecting. “I’m sorry I was emotional for a moment or two. We have to accept the fact that hundreds of Normans are now in power in Washington. We dare not antagonize them, whether we are railroad magnates or shopkeepers. They are determined to silence all their enemies. I don’t want to be pilloried as one of them, by being married to you.”

“And this is America,” said Allan softly.

“This is a new America,” said Cornelia. “It’s the America you prophesied was coming, centuries ago, it seems. You were right. So, being a realist, I want to adjust to it. If I adjust to it, and the others like me, we’ll be spared in ‘the coming New Order,’ as Norman calls it.”

Allan sat down and just looked at her, and again he was compassionate. “America means nothing to you, then?”

“Not particularly, my dear. But my money does.”

Allan sighed. “I won’t oppose your divorce, Cornelia.”

“That’s good. I knew you wouldn’t. You couldn’t have, anyway. You deserted me. But I thought I owed it to you, considering the wonderful young years we had together, to tell you first.”

Now Cornelia’s face gentled. She put out her hand and laid it on his knee. “My dear, my dear,” she said, and was silent a little. “Allan, it isn’t too late to stop your work. There is your Foundation for the Preservation of the Constitution. You’re pouring tens of thousands of dollars into it regularly, and you’ve gotten a number of powerful men like yourself to contribute to it. You cover the country with pamphlets and ‘libertarian’ books. You issue leaflets and even a newspaper in its name. Norman hates that Foundation more than anything else you do.”

“I’m glad,” said Allan, and he lifted his head triumphantly. “I couldn’t have had better news. One of these days Norman will face the Senate, and his accusers will be there, and with him will be hundreds of men like him. One of these days the people will know all about him and his kind—through the work of men like me and George Richberg; through the work of our Foundation. Through the scores of fine speakers we send out all over the country. The Normans can’t silence us. And one of these days they’ll stand before the nation they betrayed, and answer to it.”

He smiled at Cornelia. “In a way, I’m glad you are getting a divorce. I won’t have to leave you anything then. I have already made a will leaving the greater part of my money to the Foundation, and my newspapers. The family is well provided for, with its own fortunes.”

“And we intend to keep them.” The dark scarlet thread of Cornelia’s lips twisted. “With Norman’s undercover help.”

She stood up, and Allan rose with her. She contemplated him quietly, and her hazel eyes were very still. Then she put her arms about his neck and kissed him on the lips, very simply. He held her to him. He was not sure, but he thought that a little moisture touched his cheek. “Good-by, my dear,” said Cornelia. “Good-by—Allan.”

Allan worked far into the night on a pamphlet he was writing, on an editorial he was doing for one of George Richberg’s most influential newspapers and on an editorial he was finishing for one of his own. The yellow oil-lamps glimmered; the face of the round white moon poured through the windows; great yellow moths and myriads of other insects crawled and flew against the screens. Night birds cried to the sky; trees murmured endlessly in an ancient language. Allan wrote on. Occasionally he reached with an absent-minded gesture to a bottle of pills and swallowed a tablet, especially when the familiar cramping pain in his chest heightened with his growing weariness. Once or twice he thought: This damned old body of mine! I’m a young man in my spirit, and I could work forever. But this shriveling flesh gets in my way.

At ten o’clock George Richberg called him from New York. It was good to Allan to hear that rich and determined voice, which had such fortitude, such courage, behind it. “When do we get that editorial?” he demanded in his affectionately dictatorial way. “Well. I didn’t call you about that. I was just anxious about you. Why don’t you join me for a short vacation at my home in Maine? You haven’t the time? What damned nonsense. Here I am, with a bad heart, and I work like three dogs, but I take a holiday at times. And I’m younger than you are.” There was an undertone of anxiety in his voice. “Look, we can’t have you dying on us, or something, Allan. I promised Tony. …”

Allan frowned. “You promised Tony? He’s an old woman. I feel in perfect health, George.” He told his friend of his whole conversation with Cornelia that day. George listened without interrupting. Then he said, “Poor old girl. And think, too, of the poor old boys like her, in just the same position. They don’t know that they’re the first on the lists of liquidation—if the devils once really control the country. Hope you aren’t worrying too much about the divorce. Take things easy, won’t you?”

When Allan hung up he had a satisfied feeling. His loneliness had gone. The night was filled with the presences of his friends, everywhere, men who were working as he was working. Courage, courage, he said to them. Don’t despair. Hell never prevails. But let us never relax, not even for a moment. The enemy does not relax; his mind is always cool and clear and focused on the deadly plans he has for the world. He does not drink, for he wishes to be conscious at every moment of all that is said about him, and he wishes to see all that can be seen. If you must drink for pleasure and for social gaiety, be certain of your company, for your enemy has a thousand ears and a thousand eyes; he is ubiquitous. He is a distinct personality, stern, rigid, cruel, and coldly intellectual and hating; he was born as he is; he can never change himself. He is as old as death, as old as the world, but each generation sees him born anew. Watch for him, but have courage. You are stronger than he, for God is with you.

Allan picked up his pen again and resumed his rapid writing. In his editorial for George Richberg’s largest newspaper he wrote: “I voted for Franklin Delano Roosevelt because he declared that any political power which is entrenched too long becomes a danger to free institutions. I agree with him. A law should be passed which prohibits any one man serving more than two terms as president. It is not likely that the tradition laid down by George Washington will ever be violated, but I fear such an attempt will be made. A third term is unthinkable to the American people at this time; they might not find it unthinkable in the future. Therein lies the danger. A president under such conditions is no longer the leader of his party; he is its slave. An opportunity is also presented to certain elements in his party to press its more sinister designs—and there are sinister designs among sinister men in any political party. Long power assists them in carrying these designs to their ultimate conclusion. …”

The moon flooded the room, but somewhere in the distance there was a sound of faint thunder, as if a giant had turned over on the earth.

Allan picked up a small pamphlet written by Norman deWitt six months before, in which Norman expressed his cold aversion for the President. “While it is uncivilized for one to deride a man for any physical handicap, it is the opinion of many that Franklin Delano Roosevelt is a symbol, in his person, of the distorted and unhealthy deformity of capitalism.”

Yet, thought Allan, he is there, in a high and powerful position in the government. Who is so strong in this government to keep him where he is? He thought of the evil men sleeplessly working behind the façade of constitutional government, men whose names were not yet known, except to a few like himself. He thought of their minions who were already teaching corruption in the secular colleges in every corner of the nation, who were already seizing control of the public means of communication through radio, books, newspaper columns, and moving pictures, who were moving silently into the public schools of America, armed with their monstrous philosophy of hatred, envy, and murder.

Their creatures had written of the first Roosevelt cabinet: “The new Wall Street hunger and war cabinet. … Yes, the New Deal may prove to be fascism. The smiling India-rubber liberal in the White House is destined to destroy all remaining American liberals.”

But a change in propaganda was subtly taking place now. It had begun with the recognition of Russia by the United States; it had gathered force with the rise of Hitler. The hidden and evil men—so smilingly and disastrously belittled by the President, in all sincerity—were preparing to use him and his party for their own awful ends. Why can’t he see? thought Allan desperately. How can he believe they are so small a group, so impotent a one? Their name is legion. There is no spot in all the world which does not bear the lesions of their disease.

There was a sudden crimson flare at the windows and a roar from the sky. The trees, which had been whispering together, now threshed wildly, like a sea struck by a cyclone, and from the alarmed earth rose a strong and pungent breath like an exhalation of fear. Allan went to the windows; the mountains started at him out of blackness in a new flare of lightning, then disappeared in a crash of thunder. Rain, mingled with hail, flew down at the land, and Allan could hear the deep groaning of the trees.

The telephone rang. Another voice came to him, that of the young and energetic Milton Richberg, one of George Richberg’s three nephews, who worked with him on his newspapers. “I knew you’d still be up,” said Milton accusingly. Then he chuckled affectionately. “I’ve been trying to reach you since six, but all the circuits were busy.”

“How’s it in Washington, Milton?” asked Allan. “There’s a storm here.”

“Oh, I suppose you shouldn’t be using the phone then. But I wanted to tell you something. I talked with Martin Dies today.” He paused. “I think it’s worse than we know. It’s appalling. They’re moving in more every day; no one’s challenging them. They’re taking over. That’s what Martin told me. Got a pencil? Here are some of the names.”

Allan incredulously wrote them down, one by one, and stared at them. Impossible. “Doesn’t he—the President—have the slightest idea?”

“Martin’s not exactly a silent man, Mr. Marshall.”

There was a silence. Then Milton went on: “Incidentally, the President is a very sick man. I have a feeling, myself, that when he does know all about it, it will strike him down as if he’d been shot. In the meantime—they’ll have moved in completely. It’ll be too late.”

“No,” said Allan, swallowing a sudden burning sickness in himself. “History is full of epidemics which killed a half or two-thirds of a whole continent. But man survived, and the epidemics were conquered, finally. This is a disease of the mind. …”

“And millions might die because of it,” said the younger man quietly.

“No doubt. But it is their fault because they took no measures in time to preserve themselves from infection.”

Milton sighed. “Martin’s suffering from prematurity. The American people aren’t yet ready to believe what his committee is trying to tell them. After all, their enemies talk so nobly about ‘human rights’ and ‘social justice.’ Aren’t they the clever ones? They use the terminology of virtue to destroy virtue.”

“They always did, from the first page of recorded history. What shall I do with these names?”

“They’re just for your information. We have three writers now, who are doing books on them. God knows if any publisher will publish the books; if not now, then later, perhaps.” He sighed again. “Martin’s going to be martyred. But someone else will come up, in the future, in Washington. He’s bound to; and he won’t be martyred, for the people will be ready for the truth.”

“After Armageddon,” said Allan.

“After Armageddon,” repeated Milton Richberg. He added: “The only thing which worries me is that when the people do know, and go after the murderers, thousands of innocent people will suffer, too. People never do things by halves, or with any temperance, after they’re enraged.”

Allan was alone again. The storm was all about him now in a welter of fire and noise. It seemed symbolic to him. The room was stuffy, though the windows were still open. Allan found it hard to breathe. All at once he was overwhelmed with a profound physical weakness and inertia. He lay back in his chair and closed his eyes. He began, without volition, to think of his wife Cornelia.

He had loved Cornelia. There was no reason in it, for he knew what she was. Strange thoughts came to him. Perhaps if it had not been for Cornelia, Dolores, his daughter, would be alive. Someway, that marriage had happened; he had had nothing to do with it. If it had not been for Cornelia. … His mind began to wander, but he did not sleep. He could feel pain somewhere, devastating pain such as one feels under a partial anesthetic. My pills, he thought. The storm had retreated for him and he no longer heard it. A light was pulling at his eyes, and it took all his strength to open them. The storm rushed in on him again; the lamplight stung his eyeballs. He tried to reach for his pills but there was no power in his arm. Slowly, very slowly, he was able to pull the telephone to him. He called his son Tony in St. Louis, and then sat there, bent over his desk, overcome with agony.

While he waited, he could hear a rough and rapid sound in the room; he did not know it was his own breath. He listened to it with a vague curiosity. Then Tony’s voice, sharp and disturbed, came to him, and Allan smiled. He must not alarm his son. He gathered what force he had left and tried to make his own voice cheerful and assured. “Tony? I know this is an ungodly hour to call you, but I wanted to hear you. No, nothing in particular. Tony.”

“Yes, Dad?” The voice in the receiver was urgent and full of fear.

“Nothing, Tony. I only wanted to hear you.”

“I can hear you breathing. Dad, are you ill?”

Allan was silent. All at once the pain was gone and there was a lightness in him, almost a gaiety. “No, no! There’s nothing wrong with me. Tony, I just wanted to talk with you a moment. It’s good to know you’re there. That noise? There’s a storm, but it’s subsiding now. Tony, you rascal, my boy. Tony. …”

Tony controlled himself and spoke evenly. “Old Betsy’s there, isn’t she? Call her, Dad. Take your medicine. Go to bed. Don’t be alone. Promise me.”

Allan looked about the room, and all at once it was filled with joy and comfort. “I’m not alone,” he said. “There’s something, someone—I can’t tell you. Good night, Tony. God bless you, my boy.”

He hung up very gently. The sense of lightness and gaiety filled him so completely that he almost cried with the delight of it. He leaned back in his chair and fell asleep. But Archbishop Rufus Anthony Marshall did not sleep. He was calling long distance. “Give me the Reverend Joseph Hogan of the Church of the Holy Family, in Portersville, Pennsylvania. At once, at once; this is an emergency.” While he waited, the archbishop was no longer an ascetic and quiet man. Tears began to run down his cheeks. His lips moved; he prayed. Even after he had completed his call, and summoned his secretary out of bed to prepare him for a journey, he did not think of his mother. The secretary was at the telephone, making reservations on the next train.

Allan dreamed. He was a young man again, and a hoe was in his hand and beside him stood a young girl with fierce golden eyes and hair like a fire. They were looking up at a house far above them on terraces. Flowers clustered all about them. The girl said, “I live there.” She turned to him, and smiled, and it was a sad smile. “You think you’ll live there. But you never will. Never.”

“No,” said Allan thoughtfully, “I never will. At one time I thought it was what I wanted; all I could ever want. But now I know it isn’t what I wanted at all.” He moved his hoe along the ranks of the flowers. They were so large and fragrant. “It took me a long time to see them,” he said. “It took me almost a lifetime.” He turned to the girl, but she had gone. He was sorrowful at this, and shook his head.

The hillside darkened, and all at once the house far up its flank burst into flame. The sky blackened behind it. The whole world was full of thunder and red flashes. Near at hand someone moaned, over and over, but Allan could not see him. “There’s a storm,” said Allan in his dream, “A frightful storm. Millions will die in it. I have done all I could. Perhaps it wasn’t enough. But it was all I could do.” He tried to see in the red-lighted darkness of utter chaos. Then he was shouting, “Don’t give up! Fight, fight! We’ll win. We always have!”

Allan opened his eyes. The sound of the storm was still in his ears, but it was not over the living land. He heard trees dripping; pale lightning occasionally lighted up windows turning gray with dawn. The room was swept with sweet cool winds. Birds were calling and leaves rustling. Allan shook his head dazedly. He could reach for his pills now, but it was very hard to swallow. Something like an iron collar was about his throat. He pushed himself to his feet, and it took much of his strength. I worked and slept the night through, he thought. He did not remember calling his son. I'm getting too old, he thought angrily. A man reaches wisdom when it’s too late to give it to others. He had a sudden urge to go into his garden in this dawnlight and sweetness. But he found that he had to lean on furniture as he left the room and went into the dusky hallway. “I must go out,” he said aloud. Now some strength returned to him; he could feel his heart beating weakly but steadily. He pushed open the outer back door and let himself carefully over the sill; he could not remember that it was so high. It was like stepping down over a wall. Then he was in the garden.

He looked to the east. Black storm clouds were flying westward, tinged with purple. They boiled over him like smoke from giant caldrons. Below them streamed a reddish-purple river of light, swelling into brightness, and below this river was a pool of gold, seeming to palpitate on the top of a mountain. It became more radiant each moment. The mountains stepped nearer, black and silent, but sharper. All the trees about Allan rippled with fragrant moisture, like fountains. The willows swung their long green tresses in the morning wind; birds ran about over the grass, they whistled on brown branches. But all the flowers were still white, their color not yet restored. A long blue shadow flew over the earth, melting into a heliotrope mist under the trees.

“The morning,” said Allan, “is always new. It is the first day of the earth’s creation.” He walked with infinite slowness along the banks of flowers. He reached the rose bed; from it rose a cloud of perfume; here and there a rose was turning yellow or pink. Tenderly, he touched a few buds. Birds hopped near him, watching him. Men so seldom see the morning, he thought. The air rang with gentle crystal; the grass sent up its incense. A rabbit scuttered along a gravel path and stopped to twitch its nose and stare at the old man. Allan turned his head to smile at him, and then stopped. He was not alone.

Two men and two women were standing at a little distance from him, and he strained to see them, for the mist was rising about them in brightening clouds. He felt no wonder; the joy he had experienced earlier returned to him. It was his father, there, and his mother, and his brother Michael, and Dolores. The dawn became concentrated in them. “But, of course, you never died,” said Allan. “None of you ever died, my dears, my darlings. It was just a terrible dream.”

“Just a terrible dream,” said Michael, and he smiled. Now they were all smiling. Allan moved toward them. “Wait,” said his brother. “Someone is coming down the path.”

The weight of clay was on Allan’s body, but he turned obediently. An old priest was hurrying toward him, and Allan saw how he was dressed and what he carried in his hand reverently. With incredible effort he began to walk toward the priest. But his strength dropped from him. He fell to his knees and lifted up his hands. “Bless me, Father,” he whispered. The old priest knelt beside him, there on the graveled path.
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Tony saw that his mother, in spite of her jauntiness, looked pale and sunken. Her voice might be practical and rousing, but sometimes she paused to stare emptily into the distance.

“We kept it out of the papers, that he died right here on a garden path, like some tramp,” she said. “The old priest who mysteriously had appeared, and his old servant, Betsy, didn’t have the strength to carry him into the house, after he died. So they had to wait for help. Imagine, Allan Marshall, former railroad magnate, dying like that!”

“Does it matter where a man dies?” asked Tony absently. His mother glanced at him with rare solicitude.

“Well, after all, he was an old man,” she said. “It was to be expected, I suppose. But I’d just seen him; he looked in the best of health.” She turned her eyes from her son, and he noticed they were furtive. However, he was not interested in that final conversation between his parents. His own grief was too great.

“Don’t look as if the end of the world’s come,” said Cornelia. “It’s strange in a way. You—officiated, is that the word?—at his funeral, and everyone came. You were magnificent, and the choir sounded like a host of angels. Touching—comforting. …”

Tony gave all his attention to his mother. “Yes, dear,” he said gently. “All the services of the Church are so. I have been praying you would come to the conclusion—”

Cornelia gave an echo of her usual robust laugh. “Tony! You know me better than that. Don’t be ridiculous. I never believed in anything but myself in all my life, though once I believed in your father. That was when he was young. He had such power, such force.” She drew in a quick breath, then grinned at her son. “I was proud of you. Why aren’t you a cardinal yet?”

Tony said, “Alex has asked me to come to England in August to perform his marriage. I hope I can do it.” He added, “Did Dad leave no written word, or anything?”

“No. Only some letters to that Izzy Richberg; editorials or something. We mailed them, and then his desk and his house were all cleaned out, before you arrived. Did you ever hear of such an outrageous will, leaving almost all his money to his newspapers and Foundation, and practically nothing to me and his sons? If—if I didn’t have some regard left for your father, I think I should contest that will.” But Tony knew that she had never had any such intention. Her eyes had a dim film over them, and her conversation was disjointed. Was it possible that she still loved his father?

“Have you seen old Laura?” she asked, and now her face hardened into viciousness.

“Mother,” said Tony earnestly, “you’ve always hated Aunt Laura. You had no reason to hate her. There was never—anything—such as you may have suspected, between them.”

“Oh, I know your father never really cared about her,” said Cornelia, holding out her cigarette for her son to light. They were sitting in her sitting room in the house in Portersville. “But she thought so. She’d look at him with sheep’s eyes; she made poor old Pat wretched. Well, how is she? I thought she looked very complacent in church, as if she’d won something.”

“She won peace, a long time ago,” said Tony. “She isn’t lonely, though she doesn’t see her children and grandchildren often. There are some people who never know peace among others; Aunt Laura is one of them. She showed me her garden, the day after the funeral, and she talked a little of Dad and said he had won a great victory.”

Cornelia laughed now in open raucousness. “What victory? He gave up everything. If he hadn’t worked so hard over his damned Foundation and newspapers, he might be alive now.” She stared suddenly at her son. “How did you know he was dying? You arrived late that night. I’ve been wondering.”

“He called me; it was about three in the morning. I knew there was something wrong, though he sounded cheerful. It was as if he had called to say good-by. I seemed to know.”

Cornelia studied him shrewdly. “I see. And that is how the old priest got there. You must have asked him. Such a doddering old man. Did you actually think it was of such importance to your father to have a priest before he died? Don’t look so stern. I suppose it was a comfort to him. Dear me, how I hate funerals.”

And then she was crying, covering her face with her ringed and mottled hands. “I can’t remember him as he was, lying in his casket in the church. I can’t remember him as he was these last forty years.” She was stammering almost piteously. “He was a stranger to me. I can remember him only as I knew him before we were married, and the few years after that. He was such a man! My father adored him. And then something happened to him; he began to drink and get morose and made our lives wretched. I sometimes think something happened to his mind. I’ve talked with psychiatrists. They agree with me. His childhood, perhaps.”

“Yes,” said Tony. “His childhood.”

He went to his brother DeWitt, who was sitting alone on an upper terrace. DeWitt watched him come, in silence, his black eyes like bits of jet. Tony sat down near him in a chair. Then DeWitt said, “We could have used the money he spent on that damned trash of his. I can’t forgive him.”

Tony said, “You never forgave him from the time you were a very little boy, DeWitt. You never forgave him because you could never be like him.”

DeWitt shrugged. “That’s true, though I’d never admit it to anyone else. I was a ‘real railroader,’ he once told me. That was a lie. I never was, in the sense he meant, the old sense. The road is something to run for profits. Never mind; you’re a clergyman, and you wouldn’t understand. You wouldn’t even know the market quotations on our stock.”

“How many millions have you, DeWitt?” asked Tony quietly. ‘Twenty? Isn’t that enough?”

DeWitt smoked nervously. “Not for me. I once had over forty. It’s dwindled.”

“No doubt you now think of yourself as a very poor man.” Tony could not help smiling a little. “However, there’s Mother’s money, which will come to you.”

“She’ll live forever,” said DeWitt gloomily. “But she’ll leave some to you, and Alex. I don’t mind you, but I do mind him. His father got plenty from the family.”

“His mother was our sister,” Tony reminded him. But DeWitt merely shrugged again. “I’ve left you a quarter of my own money,” he said grudgingly. “I suppose you’ll build churches or schools or hospitals with it, or something equally valueless.” He eyed his brother, and the wizened face changed and the black eyes became coldly violent. “Why did you have to go into this thing? Don’t you know I’m all alone, that I have nobody? I never had anyone but you. Looking back, I think I never cared about anybody but you, in spite of your priggishness and all that religion. I’m all alone, I tell you! There’s nothing—”

“I pray for you constantly,” said Tony, and braced himself for ridicule or contempt. But DeWitt was staring at him strangely. “Do you?” he asked, without any intonation. “Do you know I need it? Oh, hell. What is there to pray to? Anyway, it’s some comfort to know that you haven’t forgotten me.”

He twisted his dark little hands together, as if wringing them. “Why did you have to go away? I wouldn’t have wanted you in the road; I hoped all the time you’d never come in. But at least I knew that you—that you. …”

“What?” asked Tony, and he reached out to the wringing hands and quieted them.

DeWitt looked down at the strong white fingers over his own. “That someone cared a damn for me. I don’t know why you ever did, frankly. Never mind; don’t get sentimental and talk of brotherly love. I was a pig of a kid. I suppose I’m a pig of a man. But when you are here, it’s like a peace to me. And that’s very funny, for you were not, and are not, a peaceable kind of fellow. Did you know that Miles is after the road? He won’t get it, of course, for we have our fifty-one per cent. But I feel exposed. I think I always did. Did you know he often went out to see the old man? We never found out what their discussions were. Miles has gone ‘modern.’ He wants to bankrupt the road. Ma laughs, but I have a feeling the directors are with him, all except herself. I, too, have my intuitions. What can he do? Nothing. Did you see him at the funeral? Such a damnable hypocrite. He looked at the old man as if Dad were his own father, and we all know what the Peales thought of us. Do you think the old man gave himhints as to what to do to ruin us?”

“No,” said Tony. The fingers under his hand were tense. “I think it was something else. It might have been about Dad’s Foundation and newspapers. Some of the editorials had a certain ring which was not Dad’s style at all. Measured. Reasonable. The duty of big business to the public. The duty of big business to fight socialism in America in order to preserve not only big business but competition among big business; the survival of small business, and the liberty of all the people. I’ve heard Miles talk many times on these subjects. I’m sure he writes those editorials.”

“I don’t know what he’s after, if he does write those things,” said DeWitt. “Washington would like to see the Foundation smashed, and those newspapers and magazines. We can’t afford to be at loggerheads with Washington these days.”

“You can’t afford not to,” said Tony. He stood up. DeWitt, like a child, caught at his arm. “Are you going?” His thin voice was suddenly desolate. “My God, my God, I tell you I can’t stand this loneliness! Never mind. If you have to leave, I suppose you have to.”

He watched his brother mounting the stone steps to the house again, and his face contorted like the face of a suffering gnome.
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This is the day, thought Miles Peale, as he stood at his window and looked out at the black river with its banks heaped with snow. The sky was white and still; the voice of the river filled Miles’s bedroom as it struggled with the floes of ice upon it. It would soon be spring. Even though it was February, there was a feeling in the air, a sense of powerful thrust and stir. The old house about Miles creaked a little in all its timbers and walls. He liked Jim Purcell’s house, in spite of the drafty halls and big somber rooms. Some of the family joked with him about it; he was so “modern” yet he did not mind living in a house “built in the dark ages.” He never bothered to explain to them that there was no real cleavage between the past and the present.

He lived sparely. He did not have a valet for himself. But his great old room was comfortable, and he was very neat and fastidious. The three servants in the house were enough. He heard some crackling movement in the corridor outside; one of his wife’s nurses going briskly about her business. He frowned. He liked old Ruth, for she had never troubled him, and he had found her adoration pleasant. He wished she would die; she had been bedridden for years with arthritis, and he knew how she suffered in spite of her constant gentle smiles and absence of complaints. It hurt something in him to see her on her pillows, so wasted, the once-golden hair white and thin, the deep lines of torment on the sweet face. Perhaps that new drug they were prophesying for the future would help her. If not, it would be better for her to die. She was very tired. Miles carefully adjusted his tie. He supposed he had caused her some pain, himself. Everyone thought her without intelligence, a frail shadow who could experience no real emotion, and who never suspected anything. They were wrong. Thinking about her now, he came to the conclusion that not only did he like her but that he had considerable fondness for her. She loved him; he did not believe that anyone else ever had, even his mother, dead these past three months.

A photograph of his mother stood on his dresser and he looked at it closely, the serene and quiet old face, the cloud of white hair, the deep and thoughtful eyes. Poor old girl, he thought. What a life she had. She had slipped away from the living earth like a shadow, and no one remembered her now except himself. He had no photograph or painting of his father, Patrick. He had never wanted one. He smiled at his mother’s image, and said aloud, “This isn’t what you’d want, is it? But, you see, in a way it is justice.”

He went in to see Ruth. Her room was rosy with firelight, and she was supported by pillows. A newspaper lay on her twisted knees, and her distorted hands rested on the sheets. She had always tried to read books and periodicals in order to interest her husband and talk brightly to him. Now, as he entered, her face became radiant, though he guessed that she had spent a sleepless night of agony. When she smiled, as now, she seemed less than her fifty-seven years, in spite of her disease. It was almost the face of a young girl, shy and adoring. Miles bent and kissed her forehead, and the crippled hands raised themselves painfully to touch him.

“How are you, dear?” he asked.

“Quite well. Hardly any pain now, Miles.” She beamed at her nurse. “I slept quite well, didn’t I, Sally?”

“That’s what the report says,” replied the nurse cheerily, with a meaning look for Miles. He was such a handsome man, Mr. Peale, with all those auburn-gray curls and his very blue eyes and his courteous ways. He moved so surely and with such youth, though the nurse guessed that he must be almost forty-eight. He had no paunch like other men his age; his figure might be that of a man of thirty, and his clothing was exquisite. Hardly a line on his face, either, and such a charming smile. Pity, thought the nurse, that he’s so short.

Miles rested his hand on the blue brocade of the bed’s headboard. “I might not be back until late, Ruth,” he said. “I’m going to Philadelphia this morning. Business of the board, you know.”

“Always business,” she replied. She was so proud of him. What did it matter if he had had his women in the past, and even now? It was nothing to her. He was her husband, and she loved him. Humbly, she considered all those faceless women in all those strange beds. What did it matter? She was still grateful to God that Miles had married her; if she had had to pay some price, it was only just. Once she had felt anguish, but when she had finally come to know that he would never leave her for any of the others, she had regained some contentment. It was still a miracle to her that she was Miles’s wife.

“I’ve been reading so many serious things,” she said, feeling his restlessness and wanting to hold him a few moments longer. “This is one of poor Allan’s newspapers. Such sinister matters. Hitler—and something they call a purge because some people tried to kill him last year—1934. This editorial says that Hitler will declare war against the whole world in a few years. But in another part of the paper, Mr. Roosevelt is just amused. He says Hitler wouldn’t dare.”

“Don’t worry yourself,” said Miles. “America has outlived both her domestic and foreign enemies before. Perhaps Roosevelt is just trying to reassure the American people. Presidents do that, you know.”

“They shouldn’t,” said Ruth with gentle vehemence. “We aren’t children. We should know the truth at all times.” She touched the paper again. “Allan’s papers always tell us the truth, though some politicians call them sensation-mongers.”

“That’s what they called Jeremiah, too,” smiled Miles. “And I believe there was also something to that effect about Christ.”

She touched his sleeve again, longingly, wistfully, and he kissed her with that old gratitude for her affection. “Ruth, dear,” he said, “you are perhaps going to read, or hear, something about me soon, and it may cause you some anxiety. But you must trust me.”

Now the soft blue eyes widened and became strangely wise. “I always trusted you, Miles,” she said quietly. She smiled. “Even when I had no reason to.”

No, she is no fool, he thought. He waved his hand to her gallantly at the door and went down to his car, which he always drove himself. He drove to Fielding’s house, which had once belonged to Cynthia’s grandfather, Old Brownell. A very handsome Georgian house, of which Miles approved. Fielding was waiting at the door and got into his brother’s car with a dexterous fold of his legs. He let out a gusty breath. “Well,” he said, “this is our day, isn’t it? Think we can manage it?”

“No doubt,” said Miles. Fielding peered at him with his tan-colored eyes and began to hum. “By the way,” said Fielding, with one of his loud laughs, “I’ve just heard a legend about you. It seems there was an old fellow who worked on the road for centuries and who died a long time ago. Old Billie, they called him. The men say that Old Billie insisted that you were ‘Mr. Aaron,’ our great-grandfather, in person. He used to call you that, they said. So I looked it up in that book, The History of American Roads, which was written about us by John Butzer.”

“A foolish, lyrical piece of junk,” said Miles with a rare irritability. “He made our road out to be the benefactor of the human race, or something. Either big business is an all-wise and noble benefactor, operating in behalf of humanity and with no eye for honest profits, or it is ‘a devourer of the labor of honest men and an exploiter of the public.’ I don’t like either version. Why is it right for a workingman to make as much money as he can, and wrong for a big industrial organization to do the dame thing? Socrates mentioned something like that. ‘It has become dangerous for a man to let it be known that he is rich.’ People don’t change. Some might find it comforting; I find it pretty terrible. It’s about time we got out of the trees, in our thinking.”

His small and competent hands smoothly guided the big car over the icy streets. Other cars might slide and churn, but not Miles’s. Fielding studied his china-clear profile with his usual mingling of envy and admiration. “Well, anyway, I sat a long time over old great-grandpappy’s photograph, and damned if I don’t admit that you do look like him, in spite of the goat’s beard he had. Same forehead, hair, nose, and general appearance. You may call that book a ‘piece of junk,’ but did you know that old Aaron had his trouble with organizations very peculiarly like the Socialists these days? That was just after thousands of Germans came here to escape Bismarck’s Socialism, and spies mingled with them, bringing the idea in with them. Just a flurry, though; the free Germans handled them, themselves, with a few clubs and things.”

“It always ends that way,” said Miles. “It always comes back to the people in the end; governments that don’t please the people, no matter how powerfully entrenched they are, usually get kicked out.”

The Pullman they boarded for Philadelphia was, as usual, creaking, obsolete, full of cinders, and chilly. Miles prowled about the car, the trainmen watching him apprehensively. Damned old arks, thought Miles. He talked with some of his fellow travelers, who were strange to him, travelers who had transferred to this train from other points. “What do you think of these rattling boxcars?” he would ask. They were eager to answer him. They spoke of the very few aluminum or stainless-steel trains in which they had journeyed before, belonging to other lines. Warm, full-windows, modern, comfortable. Miles nodded. “But this line thinks only of money,” a man grumbled. “I wouldn’t travel on it if there was any other way. One of these days the airlines will have what we want.”

Miles trusted no one, with the possible exception of his wife, to whom he told nothing of importance. He did not trust even Fielding; avarice made men untrustworthy, even when they were allies, and especially if they were brothers. Fielding had the Brownell money, and he was willing to throw its powerful weight on the side of Miles, as he was about to do today. But still, no one was ever hanged for simply holding his tongue. Let not even your heart be fully aware of what your brain is doing, thought Miles, as he sat beside his brother. He began to smile. Fielding saw that smile and knew that Miles “had something up his sleeve.” It sometimes irked him that Miles never told him “everything,” but he admired Miles too much to be overly annoyed. What a mind he had! And what had he been doing in Washington a week ago? No one but Fielding knew of that visit

Miles was thinking of it. He was thinking of his long years of pretense with the dangerous Norman deWitt, the smiling, shining-eyed, scholarly Norman, the mad, cool-nerved, and ruthless Norman. The man who hated and bowed and talked of nothing in company, but who had his secret places, and his secret comrades in the hidden places of Washington. Jon would have been easier to handle, had he lived, thought Miles, for Jon was not really a madman. But then, one can handle madmen, if one is willing to learn. It was irksome and sometimes boring, and often nauseating, and I frequently wanted to slam his face in, but I was willing to be patient, to lie, to agree, to smile significantly. For something very important; for a part of the world, perhaps. Frankly, if a nation wants slavery, I suppose it is its own business. But I don’t want to be enslaved along with it, in its idiot’s ecstasy of prostration before murderers. So, finally, I must fight for America in the years ahead.

Miles crossed his elegant legs and concentrated on his last visit to Norman deWitt, who held such a powerful position in the Department of Commerce. Norman liked him; there was no unhealthiness in his liking, as there had been in the case of his brother Jon. Miles was “progressive.” He was thoughtful, serious, intellectual; he was charming, and he discussed rather than argued. He had also expressed his amused disdain of Allan Marshall, and had even permitted himself to become slightly heated on the subject, to Norman’s satisfaction.

An egotist, thought Miles, is always under the impression that he is much cleverer than anyone else. The way to manipulate a powerful egotist is to let him believe that. He remembered how, when he had been still only a youth, he had felt the evil current beginning to flow in America. He had set himself out to discover those who had unfurled their sails upon it. Some enormous intuition in himself, even in those days, had informed him that someday it would be very valuable to know about these men. He had not been wrong.

It had not been too hard to gain Norman’s trust. A show of open admiration and serious listening, at first, had been enough. Later had come Miles’s pretendedly reluctant conviction that Norman was right. He had sought Norman’s advice; if it all came to nothing, as Miles intended, Miles expressed his anger and it was Norman who had consoled him with mysterious promises for the future. It was Norman who spoke to the powerful, secret men about him, and convinced them of Miles’s “true” convictions. “He’s been my apt pupil for more years than I like to remember,” Norman had said. “We can’t have too many like him in big business—when the time comes.” They were pleased that they had so many allies in the mighty industries, especially women who had inherited position and fortunes from their more intelligent husbands, idle women who could never get enough publicity in the newspapers for all their wealth.

Miles had gone, a week ago, to Norman’s very modest apartment in Washington. Norman might be a multimillionaire of fantastic assets, but he lived modestly. That was the way with those people, Miles often thought. Until they can strike, they live in a Spartan manner. It is a part of their stage property. Norman did not even have a servant; he ate in obscure restaurants with obscure men who would not be exposed until twenty years later for what they were. His furnishings were old and ramshackle and out of date. Miles said to him, as he always did when entering that apartment on the back street, “If nothing else would ever convince me of your absolute integrity and sincerity, this damned old hole would.”

Norman had whisky in quantity for those whose tongues he wished to loosen. But Miles, all these years, had been careful never to drink whisky in Norman’s company. He pretended to like “a light sherry,” of which Norman approved, or a martini which tasted like witch hazel, which Norman preferred even more. Neither of these, taken sparingly, confused Miles in the slightest.

Norman gave Miles sherry tonight. It was a cheap sherry, of course, but Miles sipped it with the air of a connoisseur. Norman, who knew nothing of good wines, was pleased. He poured a glass for himself. He had become thinner with the years, more wiry, but more intent, more aware, more focused. At fifty-five, he seemed almost as young as Miles, his kinsman, for there was no gray in his fine brown hair, which had thinned to partial baldness on the top of his narrow skull. His large brown eyes shone with life and quiet eagerness; his smile was almost as charming as the younger man’s. He had a gracious way with him, a confiding and gentle mannerism, calculated to disarm. “Well, what is on your mind, fella?” he asked of Miles. “You sounded urgent on the phone today.”

Miles became very sober. He twisted the cheap glass in his fingers. He pretended to hesitate. He peeped at Norman apologetically. “Sometimes I wonder if I’m right in telling you so much, Norman, about the road. Oh, I know you should know, of course. But at times I have twinges. …”

Norman’s face became stern and his eyes flashed fanatically. “Miles, I think we’ve gone over this so much in the past. If you have ‘twinges,’ it should be in behalf of the proletariat, not a lot of damned stupid plutocrats in Portersville, Philadelphia, and New York.”

Miles regarded him somberly. He thought: You dog, you dog who believes your own lies. Plutocrat! And who the hell has more money than you, you swine? But it isn’t just money you want. You want the almighty power to judge who shall live and who shall die; who shall starve in concentration camps and who shall crawl around your knees. You, you Torquemada, want what all of you have always wanted, since first Cain raised his club against his brother.

Norman softened at Miles’s expression. “All right, boy. I won’t say that again. You’ve come to tell me you are about to move against that old hag, Cornelia, and that slug, DeWitt. Good. The time has come. How can I help you, now?” To show that he had regretted his denunciation, he refilled Miles’s glass. He sat down again on the worn and billowy chair which had been fashionable twenty years ago.

Miles began to speak, and he let a pleading note come into his voice, as if attempting to persuade Norman deWitt: “I’ve gone over this with you before. I know”—he hesitated—“that you hate Roosevelt. …”

Norman nodded; his eyes hardened. “Of course; we all do. But we know we can use him and the Northern element of his party. We can be expedient, too, you know.” He smiled contemptuously.

“Well,” said Miles, with an answering smile, “the President is anxious to create and increase prosperity. You and I know that the National Industrial Recovery Act will be declared unconstitutional by the Supreme Court very shortly, in spite of the President. You told me that the last time. Too bad. But it’s only a temporary delay, after all. The country will recover in spite of what the Supreme Court can do.”

Norman nodded again, and a strangely mysterious smile hovered on his mouth. “Yes, when we have a war. It is only my opinion, of course, but it may be sooner than we think. Perhaps in four or five years. The public must be educated to it. But, go on.”

“In the meantime,” said Miles, “the working people will suffer. As you know, I have a plan to modernize our entire railroad, in which you hold quite a block of shares picked up by you during the depression. If I can accomplish that, our closed repair shops will be reopened; we can place large orders with car builders, thus stimulating employment and prosperity everywhere. Our example might goad other roads into doing the same thing.” He stopped, and bit his tongue. He had almost used the “accursed word, competition.” “But we can’t move, can’t accomplish anything, until your half-sister Cornelia, and your nephew DeWitt, are made powerless—and I become president of the road. You know what damned conservatives they are, hoarding their private fortunes and refusing to disgorge any part of them for the benefit of the road and the workers.”

“I’ve agreed with you before that DeWitt will have to go,” said Norman reprovingly. “Cornelia, I suppose, will have to remain as a director. What can we do about DeWitt?”

Miles laughed. “We can ‘elevate’ him to the safe and powerless post of chairman.”

Norman moved in his chair, and laughed also. “All right, Miles, what do you want me to do?”

The game was dangerous, but the odds were with Miles. He told Norman what he wished him to do.

“We’re coming into the station,” said Fielding to his reflective brother. “What’ve you been dreaming about the past fifteen minutes?”

“I,” said Miles indifferently, “was thinking about a murderer.”

When they reached the Philadelphia offices of the Interstate Railroad Company, they found the board of directors already waiting for them. It was a matter of astonishment to Fielding that the directors, who were so much older than Miles, stood up when Miles entered, with expressions of deference. But Miles accepted the gesture as perfectly normal. He sat down in his seat near the head of the long table, and glanced at the empty chairs usually used by DeWitt and Cornelia. He said, “Aunt Cornelia told me last night that she ‘understood,’ and that she would not tell DeWitt of our invitation to her today, until this session has been completed. However, I asked her, for the sake of DeWitt, who is not any too well lately, not to tell him until day after tomorrow, because of the dinner we are having here in Philadelphia tomorrow night to honor her and the one hundredth birthday of the road. She’s a wily old girl; she doesn’t require reams of paper to explain things to her. She gets on to things immediately. We,” added Miles, glancing around the table, “are going to have a hard time with her. She may be old, but there’s no fuzziness in her mind.”

The white glare of the snow outside shone starkly on his face, and his eyes were a brilliant stare of blueness. The directors nodded soberly; they were fascinated, as always, by this small man’s aura of absolute power and compact authority. He communicated complete confidence to them.

“But Aunt Cornelia will have no weight, if you are with me,” Miles went on. “A few days ago I went to Washington and talked with Norman deWitt.”

The intent faces around the board darkened and tightened. Miles smiled. “Criminals always believe, and fanatics with them, that they are so much more intelligent than others. We must never forget that we are just as bright, or brighter. It is the one weapon we have against them. But we must never let them know we know the truth.

“Norman is willing to intercede in behalf of our road with the Interstate Commerce Commission, if, gentlemen, I am elected president of our company. This intercession will take the form of rate adjustments and other privileges, such as financing new issues for passenger modernization of the road. Well, gentlemen?”

The only other director not. present was old Mr. Hill. One of the others said, “Hill, Miles? You know how devoted he is to Cornelia.”

“We’ll manage Hill, shortly. After all, he may be old and very rich, but he wants even more money. He has what is called the ‘dynasty complex,’ and he has scores of great-grandchildren. When it comes brutally down to just dollars and cents, old Hill will weep with Cornelia, and throw in his vote with ours.”

“We’ll take the preliminary vote today,” said another director. “In Cornelia’s presence. She’s a very wise woman, and later she’ll begin to think how much money she’ll also make, herself, when we modernize the road.”

“Good,” said Miles. He opened his gold cigarette case and a director, his senior by at least fifteen years, sprang to his feet and lit the cigarette. Fielding grinned. What a boy was Miles! Miles was nodding in acknowledgement of the courtesy. Then he studied the papers on his desk, smiled, leaned back in his chair. He began to talk of casual and personal matters, and to inquire about the families of the directors. It was one of his rules that when a matter was precariously settled, it did nothing but unsettle it again if the thing were constantly discussed. He conveyed to the directors the idea that they had no alternative but to do what he wished, and that what he wished was to their advantage. He did this without any words, but only with the strong tone of his voice, his interest in their personal lives, the state of the weather, and plans they all had for the coming summer.

Cornelia arrived in about fifteen minutes, wrapped in the finest Russian sables, perfumed, swift-moving, and smilingly composed. Her small blue hat sat closely on her dyed red hair, and its veil was studded with diamonds. The men rose as one; she nodded to them gaily, sat down in her chair, and took off her gloves. While she did this, her alert eyes scrutinized each face. She continued to smile but a few of her facial muscles twitched.

“Well, here I am, boys, and I’m all intrigued about this mysteryr. Did I ever tell you I love mysteries? Miles can be very mysterious in such a calm way, and so I feel quite excited. Did someone inquire about DeWitt? Well, his cold is getting better, but he broods. I don’t know why. It can’t be the road, I don’t think. I do hope he won’t turn out to be like his father.” For an instant her smile was gone, and then it returned, more robust than ever, her fine white teeth flashing between her painted lips. She sighed, laughed. “You all look like undertakers, my dears. Except Miles.” She studied Miles. “The executioner, I think, would never look like a mortician. He usually takes such relish in his work.”

Miles rested his hands on the table. “Aunt Cornelia,” he said, “I am no executioner.” He was relieved that Cornelia had caught some inkling of what this session might portend. “Perhaps you could call me a surgeon.”

“Odd that a surgeon is present but not the—shall we say—victim?” She drew a deep breath and stared at Miles with all her formidable power. “You’re quite a dog, Miles, my little one. But I never underestimated you. However, I want to tell you now that you’ll find me a very good antagonist.” She continued to stare at him. “Little Miles, ‘little Mr. Aaron.’ Yes, I’ve heard about that ancient sentimentality. But I’m going to give you some credit, Miles: you’re not sentimental. I doubt whether you ever considered yourself the adequate successor of my grandfather, your great-grandfather.”

The directors were becoming uneasy; they played with their papers and pretended to study them. Miles smiled gently. “No, I’m not sentimental, Aunt Cornelia. I’m a businessman, and I control twenty-nine per cent of the stock in the road. Naturally, I am interested in its welfare, and continued success. And,” he added more slowly, “I’m also interested in eliminating those who stand in the way of our common property.”

Cornelia let out a boom of genuine laughter. “Miles, I'm almost coming to believe in the story of ‘little Mr. Aaron’! You do resemble him, if my father’s reports, and the reports of others, are true. ‘Eliminating.’ Do you know, I prefer that word to the one Hitler uses: ‘liquidation.’ But it amounts to the same thing, doesn’t it?”

One of the directors murmured, “Cornelia, that’s—” But she shook her head at him archly, and her hazel eyes glittered through the blue web of her veil. “Oh, hell, Bertie, let’s not get into semantics. I knew from the very moment Miles called me the other night that you were all plotting something. Why else the secrecy? I’ve known, too, that he’s met you all very often, right here. But here I am, Cornelia deWitt Marshall, and here I sit, and I shall listen. What do you want?”

Miles waited, but the shamefaced directors suddenly became silent. Miles did not waste time in trying to force them to look at his contemptuous eyes. He addressed himself softly to Cornelia: “You are one of the directors of the road, Aunt Cornelia, and we intend to let you remain a director. What else can we do? But, after endless sessions, we’ve all come to the conclusion that DeWitt cannot remain as president. For reasons we’ve discussed with you before. It is now life or death for the road. DeWitt stands for its death. We stand for its life, and I expect that you will, too, eventually. The directors have agreed that I must be president; DeWitt will be chairman.” He lifted his hands, smiled at Cornelia, let his hands drop. “That is all there is to the whole thing.”

“So simple,” said Cornelia. She opened her case and took out a cigarette. Miles himself lit it for her, and she inclined her head in acknowledgment. “Thank you, dear. You were always such a courteous and quick little boy. You still are. Yes, so simple. Why are the other lads so quiet, Miles? Are they remembering that we control fifty-one per cent of the stock?”

“They are remembering,” said Miles, “that they have the power to vote me in as president, with your consent.”

Cornelia let her eyes wander acutely from one face to another. The men looked up, smiled miserably or sheepishly or grimly, according to their present emotions. But she had her answer. Her red eyebrows drew together thoughtfully; she dropped an ash from her cigarette, put the white cylinder into her mouth again. Her eyes narrowed to slits, shifted to a window. Then she spoke abstractedly: “And that is what they intend to do. I’m thinking of dear old Mr. Hill. But you’ll get around to him. Miles, you never do anything until you are sure, do you? Don’t bother to answer. You wouldn’t have called me in today if you hadn’t been sure.”

All at once the directors were speaking together in a babble of voices. Cornelia listened politely. They were terribly sorry, they wouldn’t have done this for worlds if there had been any other way—the road—concessions were necessary from the government, which would not grant concessions if DeWitt’s ideas prevailed—the road—modernize—surely she could see that for herself—future profits, unlimited expansion—she knew how devoted they all were to her, how much they admired her wisdom and understanding, and respected her opinions—the road—it was all for the best—she was still a director—DeWitt would be chairman—the road—

Cornelia nodded gravely as the men stood about her, gesticulating, pleading, arguing. But her eyes were beginning to dance. She said at last, “All right, boys, sit down. You’ve got it all settled. Let’s have no post-mortems. But aren’t you a little cowardly to leave it to me to tell DeWitt?”

Miles said, “I think the idea was cowardly—yes. I’m sorry. We’ll have a session next Monday, and we’ll tell him, ourselves. We should not even have considered leaving it all to you, Aunt Cornelia. But, in a way, it’s a compliment.”

She contemplated him seriously. “As you are not sentimental, I won’t remind you that you are my sister’s husband, and that your sister is married to my son.”

Miles said, as seriously, “It isn’t necessary to remind me. I’ve thought about it very often. But nothing is as important as the road. For all of us.”

Fielding interjected, “Yes, Aunt Cornelia, the road.” But she ignored him.

“Miles, have you Norman with you, Norman, my brother?

Miles replied without hesitation, “Yes. We have. Norman and I are great friends.”

Cornelia emitted such a roar of laughter that the directors were startled. She laughed until the tears ran down her raddled cheeks; she even slapped one of her silken thighs. “I thought so; I knew it! God, but this is wonderful! You and Norman! Such ‘great friends’! And how he hates me. Miles, you are a genius, a genius!” She paused to wipe her wet eyes, and shook her head over and over with unaffected mirth. “I’m going to live to be a hundred or more! I just couldn’t bear to miss the final episode between you and Norman, the swine that he is. For there will be that final episode. There’s no use in my telling him all about you, my dear child. He wouldn’t listen; I’m just the dyed old plutocrat, sitting on her bags of gold. Miles, I repeat, you are a genius.” She touched his coat sleeve lightly with her painted fingernails. “The future is going to be so interesting. I can’t wait.”

“Very interesting, and very profitable, for all of us,” said Miles. But Cornelia was laughing again in that silent room, without hysterics, and only with a kind of Homeric ecstasy. The men listened, and to them Cornelia had never appeared so gallant, so powerful, as she was now in her capitulation. They smiled at each other, and there was something sad in their smiles. Her laughter was dying away, gustily, and in enjoyment. She was looking at Miles again. “Yes, dear, I’ve no doubt that under you, as president, the road will prosper. I’ve no doubt that I’ll become a whole lot richer. But, do you know, I hate you like death.”

She turned away from him, and she was very quiet. “There is an old saying—‘man is never victorious, never defeated.’ DeWitt has a son. I’m remembering so many things. Your grandfather was defeated by my father, and your grandfather’s son has defeated the offspring of my father in return. Yes, DeWitt has a son.”

Now she looked at Miles and she was young and zestful again, glowing with purpose and exhilaration. “You are a railroader, Miles,” she said, and her coarse voice vibrated. “I can see it all, now. You know everything about the intricacies of the road, all about its management. You went to a good school—the Interstate. To you, as it has always been to me, the railroad is the first thing in your life, the dominant thing. You are more than clever; you are wise and subtle and shrewd. You’ve managed to get the promise of the present Administration to give its approval to your plans—if DeWitt is removed. If by some trick I could get the Administration to withhold its approval of you, I wouldn’t do it. No, Miles, I wouldn’t do it. For then the road would suffer. There would be the meanest of pressures and harassments, for nothing can be more vicious than a bureaucrat. Not even DeWitt and all his money, and Mary’s money, and mine, could stop the vindictive persecution. The road would go down.”

She put up her hand when Miles tried to speak. “Wait, my little man. I’m not finished yet. Rufus, DeWitt’s son, is my grandson. This past year or more he has begun to show authentic interest in the road. I’ve been watching him. I’m going to coach him, and tell him all I know. You have no son. But there will be Rufus in the future.”

Fielding squinted his pale brown eyes at her. “Aunt Cornelia, you’re forgetting I have two boys, myself, younger than Rufus, of course. But my boys.”

For the first time she gave him her attention. “Your sons, Fielding?” she asked in contemptuous astonishment. “I’ve seen the little fellows. No, Fielding, not your sons.” She shook her head emphatically.

“If Rufus ever becomes the better man, then I won’t hold on to the presidency,” said Miles, and he was very grave. “If he ever becomes that better man, twenty years from now, I’ll be glad to withdraw. In fact, I’ll help him. As you have said, the road is first with me. When Rufus is. ready to come into the road next year, I’ll teach him, too. As if he were my own son.”

She regarded him fixedly. It was as if she had never seen him before, and was struck with amazement. The directors turned in a body to look at Miles with profound respect. He stood there near Cornelia, short, forceful, but very quiet and sincere, and he saw no one but her. Fielding blinked his eyes; ran a long and lanky hand over his lips. For the first time in his life he hated his brother. But wait, he thought to himself. You’ve all forgotten me, but I’m here, and I’m not the clown you think I am. He put a white knuckle against his teeth and pressed it, hard.

“Miles,” said Cornelia. She put another cigarette into her mouth and Miles lit it for her. “Well, Miles,” she murmured. “Damned if I don’t believe you.”

She stood up quickly, and she appeared to tower over them all. She put her hand on Miles’s shoulder and shook it indulgently. “You’re going to need me, Miles. I’m a director. No one knows more about the road than I do. I hate you, but I’ll help you.” She laughed down at him and shook his shoulder again, then turned and offered her big strong hand to each of the directors in turn. She had all the exuberance and resilience of youth about her, all its animal magnetism and fire. The men shook her hand with deep and honest feeling. A trouper, one said to himself. There’s no one like old Cornelia. But as Fielding shook her hand she could feel his malignance. She stopped to look at him intently, and said to Miles, “Your brother, my dear. I don’t think he likes any of us today.”

Fielding grinned easily. “You were never so wrong, Aunt Cornelia.”

But Miles looked contemplatively at his brother and fine wrinkles appeared on his forehead. “However,” said Cornelia, “I think we can manage.” She studied Fielding slowly, thoroughly. “There are two genuine railroaders here, Fielding, but you are not one of them.” She dismissed him, returned her attention to Miles. “Do you know, I think, with you and me, it will be almost like the old days. When Allan was young.”

Miles escorted her down to her car and assisted her inside. He stood on the bleak and icy sidewalk in silence. But she blew a kiss to him and laughed, and was driven away. Her last words were: “I’m going to enjoy tomorrow night’s party, in a way. And the next day, I’ll tell DeWitt.”

When Miles returned to the board room, one of the directors said, “I knew we could always rely on old Cornelia, in a pinch. I can’t remember her ever looking so brisk and young. It was as if she’d been given new life.”

“Yes,” said Miles. “For a few years she had forgotten what it was to be a real railroader. Now she has remembered.”
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Archbishop Rufus Anthony Marshall supported his brother DeWitt along some of the gentle garden paths below the Portersville house. Full summer burned in the marigolds, the zinnias, the canna lilies, and the salvia. The trees, however, were not so bright green and lush as they had been in July; the grass had a dusty smell. Fountains leaped and glittered in the hot air, and there was a scent of stone near them. Here and there, in open places, the lawns were burned. The sunlight flamed on the windows of the old mansion above, and its red roof glowed as if on fire. Far down in the valley the city smoldered under a gray fog of heat and smoke, and the river between the mountains had dwindled.

“There’ll be an early fall,” said Tony, as he gently helped his brother to sit down on a marble bench beneath a tree. He smiled up at the poplar, which he had planted. It was so large now, so pointed, like a spire, every leaf turning in the soft wind, and sparkling. But DeWitt saw nothing; he did not hear the shrilling of the cicadas or the tinkle of the fountains. He sat sunken on the bench, his hands fallen between his thin knees, his head on his breast. His face was livid and shriveled, like an old leaf, and his eyes were dull as muddy stones.

He said, “I hate this house. I always hated it. As soon as my new house is finished in November, Mary and Shelley and Rufus and I are leaving. Leaving it to—her.”

His voice was very quiet, but loaded with sick rage and hatred. Tony sat beside him, and the sunlight struck on the large cross on his breast. His brother was just recovering from an illness suffered last March, but the doctors reported that he was “doing very well.” But his soul is “not doing very well,” thought Tony with a momentary pang of despair, for which he immediately prayed forgiveness. He had been with his brother for three days now; all his consolations, his sympathy, his love, had not stirred the mighty rock of loathing and anger in the younger man. Tony’s pale and ascetic face was like that of a statue’s under the light of the hot sky.

“I think it will be best for you to have your own home,” he said. He hesitated. “But you mustn’t leave without becoming at least slightly reconciled to Mother.”

DeWitt laughed, a thin and acrid laugh. “I haven’t spoken to her since the day she informed me that she would vote with the directors against me, and put in—him.”

Tony sighed. “It was expedient business, for her. I’ve heard all the arguments. I suppose they had to do it, considering everything. But, DeWitt, you are such a wealthy man. You will be wealthier. What more can you want?”

DeWitt’s dark little hands tightened to fists on his knees. He lifted his head and stared emptily before him. “You wouldn’t understand. It was the power, not the money. And now, this degradation, this public humiliation. …”

“No one,” said Tony with some wry bitterness, “regards it as degradation or public humiliation to be a multimillionaire.”

But DeWitt was speaking as if Tony had not spoken. “A man wants power because he despises other men. He wants to force them to admire and humble themselves before him. Money alone doesn’t accomplish that. Power does.” He turned a sick but almost baleful smile on Tony. “Surely you understand that. People kneel to you and kiss your ring, don’t they?”

Tony said, “It isn’t I who am honored; it is God.”

DeWitt nodded, and parroted him: “It isn’t I who was honored; it was my power.”

“DeWitt, you are ill, more than your body has been ill. There are other things in the world beside power.”

“I know; you’ve named them. What is the use of my talking to you? We don’t even use the same connotations. What is desirable to you is incomprehensible to me, and what is desirable to me is incomprehensible to you. We can never meet on the same semantic grounds. You’re wasting your time, Tony. It’s just enough for you to be here with me. I don’t want your arguments.”

“But you’ll have my prayers.”

“Good,” said DeWitt, and smiled again, as one smiles at a beloved imbecile. “Will God be very kind and restore to me the presidency of the company? That is all I want. Just a small matter.”

“Perhaps God has a merciful reason in permitting this thing to happen to you.”

DeWitt laughed, and the sound was acid and ugly. “I think ‘God’s mercy’ is just a little more than I can stand now. Could you ask Him to withdraw it, for my sake?” He hit his leg with his cane, and though the gesture was slight it expressed an inner violence. “You’ve said, Tony, that God permits painful things to happen to men in order that they may draw nearer to Him. I think I prefer not to draw nearer to Him. It’s too costly.”

He laughed again. “What nonsense we are talking! And I only upset you. Just be still and let me know you’re here.”

Someone was coming along the path, a tall, red-haired young man with high coloring and hazel eyes and a sullen expression. He saw DeWitt and Tony, and stopped. The sullen expression disappeared and dark anger and resolution replaced it.

“Rufus,” called Tony, and the young man approached unwillingly. DeWitt glanced with brief indifference at his son and looked away. He closed his eyes as if the very sight of this big young fellow was a weariness to him, as all other things were these days, except his brother. Rufus stood in silence before his father and his uncle, and Tony tried to remember whether DeWitt loved this strapping boy or was proud of him. He could not remember whether DeWitt had ever mentioned him in his letters, or had ever spoken of him except with the faint derision he used in speaking of everyone. To DeWitt, Rufus was just the son who might have controlled the Interstate Railroad Company.

“Sit down, Rufus,” said Tony in his grave and quiet voice. Rufus folded himself up on the grass. Tony recalled having very few conversations with his nephew; he feared that he bored the boy by his very existence. But now, as Rufus sat there on the grass, it seemed to Tony that his own sight sharpened, and he saw that Rufus, who resembled his grandmother and his great-grandfather so closely, in all their coloring, stature, and primitive splendor, was not in more imponderable ways like them at all. What Tony had taken for sullenness was somber concentration; what he had taken for boorish conduct was a hard young sincerity, what he had taken for insistent selfishness was a desperate if silent desire for tenderness and attention, all of which had been consistently denied him.

Tony continued his dazed study as if with preternatural sight. This was no hulking boy, preoccupied by facile things. He was intelligent, determined, and a trifle morose, full of great reserve and strength. Tony saw that Rufus had forgotten his presence; he was gazing at his father, and there was the strangest intensity in his tawny eyes.

Then Tony saw that the young man loved his little, dark, and crippled father who almost invariably ignored him.

Before this blinding revelation, this miracle revealed to him, Tony shut his own eyes, and there was a moisture behind his lids. Who could explain the marvel of love given to one who could neither return it nor had desired it? But then, thought Tony, God gives His love unasked to mankind, and unknown to it. It is just there, like the sun itself. What Rufus feels for his father is a tiny reflection of what God feels for man, and that in itself is a miracle.

“Rufus,” said Tony very softly. Rufus started, frowned, then turned with bruskness to his uncle, and waited. The sun changed his eyes to the color of hard gold. “Your father has been very ill,” Tony went on, holding the boy’s attention with his willpower.

“Good God, he knows that,” said DeWitt in a spent voice. “Wasn’t he called from school?”

But Rufus was staring fixedly at his uncle. Tony repeated, “Your father has been very ill.”

Rufus nodded very slightly. He fumbled for a cigarette and lit it, and his big hands, so like Cornelia’s, trembled ever so little. Tony prayed inwardly for help, then began to speak slowly.

“I am reminded of what St. Augustine wrote in his Confessions.”

DeWitt stirred impatiently, but when he looked into his brother’s eyes he saw a strange and radiant light in them, which had the effect of impaling him.

“‘But I, being miserable, sought for things over which I could grieve, and over which I could shed tears. But that was no marvel, as I was a straying sheep from Thy flock, and so was infected with the sad disease of my soul. In the weariness of my heart I became inflamed with my own sorrow, which increased my original suffering. My life being such, was it life, O my God?’”

His voice seemed to dominate the hot silence of the gardens, to ring back from the clustered trees, the stone walls, the hillside, the very sky. The little crippled man on the marble bench could not move his body, but his head sank to his chest and his face was hidden. The cigarette burned unheeded in Rufus’s hand, and his eyes fastened themselves on his father.

Then DeWitt said with bitter mockery, “‘My life being such, was it life, O my God?’”

Tony put his hands on his brother’s shoulders and said in command, “Look up. But don’t look at me. Look at your son, for the first time in your life.”

DeWitt obeyed. Slowly he lifted his head and looked at Rufus. Across the little space of sunburned grass the father and the son regarded each other. Rufus did not move; he gazed at his father, and all his love—open now, offering, unashamed—stood on that broad young face, simple, not pleading, not demanding, but held out as a gift. And DeWitt stared at that gift, unbelieving, half-rejecting, incredulous. He put up his hand and touched his son’s cheek, his mouth, his lips, like a man in a dream.

“Yes,” said Tony, and his voice broke, “your son loves you. But you never looked at him before, and you never knew his love, for in your heart you have always believed that you were not worthy of love.”

Rufus got to his feet and came to his father and took one of the diminutive hands in his own. He said nothing.

“But we are all worthy of love, otherwise God would not love us,” said Tony. “Why did you cling to me all these years? Because you knew, deep in your soul, that I loved you. And now, there are two of us who love you, though you thought I was the only one.”

DeWitt said in a harsh voice like a cricket, “And now I know, too, that I have nothing to give my son, but money. What I had was taken from me.”

Then Rufus spoke, quick and sure and loud, “You never had it, Father. You never had the power you thought you had. It was Grandmother’s all the time. I don’t want any power such as you think you wanted for yourself and me. If it comes anyway, through my own efforts, well and good. If I don’t have the capacity for it, I don’t particularly care.” He hesitated. “I suppose it’s because I never hated anyone very much.”

DeWitt’s face twisted, but Tony saw that his small fingers were clinging to his son’s hand.

“Listen to me, Father,” pleaded Rufus. “No one has ever bothered to tell you the truth. When you had your nervous collapse, after being voted out as president, you spent four weeks in bed. Do you know that if you hadn’t been forced by accident into that bed you would not be alive now?”

DeWitt looked at him in disbelieving astonishment. Rufus nodded at him, and smiled. He knelt down near his father, and his face was on a level with DeWitt’s.

“You see, it seems that you’ve had a heart condition for years, probably since your childhood, and it was building up for a long time to what would probably have been a fatal heart attack. The enforced rest saved your life.” The young man averted his head. “Think what it would have meant to me if you had died. I—well, I’m not the religious type, but when your doctors told me, I went to a church, and I thanked. …”

DeWitt had turned very pale. He looked at his son for a long time; then, with an almost imperceptible movement, he lifted his hand and placed it on Rufus’s red head. Rufus knelt there, very still, and to Tony it seemed that something powerful and unbearably moving flowed between the two.

“Rufus,” said Tony, “I didn’t know, myself. Tell me, what is your father’s condition now?”

Rufus looked up at his uncle, and the golden eyes were wet. “I suppose Grandmother never thought it necessary to tell Father, for the resignation from the presidency had already been proffered by him. But if he had continued to attend board meetings, and to carry on the affairs as president, he would have died. Now he can live, possibly a full lifetime, if he lives quietly.”

So, Mother really has some compassion hidden away in her, thought Tony. But she was wrong; she should have told him that he could not have remained president under any circumstances. What does she know of real bitterness and grief? Is it possible that not experiencing them in herself she believes others do not experience them? Then Tony’s heart involuntarily hardened against Cornelia. She was still a powerful director; she attended every meeting of the board. Her voice was still loud and assured, still listened to with respect. While DeWitt, thought Tony, wanders in loneliness about this house and has no comfort from his mother, and no tenderness from his wife, whose one desire is pleasure and romping about the world and getting her parties prominently publicized in the newspapers, and trying to marry off her daughter advantageously.

“But what shall I do with my life?” asked DeWitt feebly. “With all the years I can live?”

“You are still chairman, and you can attend an occasional meeting,” said Rufus. He smiled at his father. “And you and I can be together. I have just another year at Harvard. And then I’ll be home, and you can teach me about the road, and we can travel comfortably, and we can find out everything about each other.”

“And you can read, and you can learn, and you can think a little about God,” said Tony. “Just a little, each day. That you must promise me.”

DeWitt began to laugh, at first faintly, and then with a stronger sound.

“You two!” he exclaimed. “What shall I do for amusement when you are both away?” He turned his eyes from his son to his brother, and they were like fragments of shining jet, glinting with new-born energy. “You’ll be the death of me.”

“No,” said Tony, “we’ll be the life.”

He helped his brother to his feet, and Rufus took his father’s arm. Side by side, with DeWitt in the middle, the three men—the priest, the red-haired young giant, the dry twig which was DeWitt—moved up the long garden path together. No one spoke; DeWitt appeared engrossed in bottomless thought. All at once he stopped, and turned to look up and down at the gardens, at the walls, at the trees and sky. A peculiar dark kindling ran over his face; his meager chest rose and fell quickly.

“It’s very funny,” he said, “but I never noticed that summer had come. In fact, I think I never noticed it ever came. Until now.”

Tony watched him, and it was as if some little shriveled bough on a tree had suddenly pointed with buds, as if the bough would open into flower, not swiftly, not all in one day, but through cool and quiet weeks, through frosts and through night

DeWitt linked his arm through his son’s, and tightened his fingers on the young flesh. But he looked at Tony. “There’s something, perhaps, I can do about your charities. Put me on a board, or something.” He looked about him again, and he seemed bewildered. Then he began to laugh soundlessly. They watched him, deeply moved. He nodded at Tony. “There’s our Pa’s infernal Foundation. While I’ve been lounging around since March, I’ve been reading some of the literature, and the newspapers. I have an idea or two, myself.”

He pointed to the mighty poplar blowing in the sun. “You thought I didn’t know, but I knew you planted that. They’ve wanted to cut it down; shading the flowers, or something. But I prevented it. I’ve an idea, now, what it really means.”

He looked up at his son. “Rufe, we’ve a long way to go, the two of us. I think we’ll start tomorrow. You and I.”

Tony fell behind a pace or two and watched the big young man and his father go slowly up the path together. If man is never victorious, he is also never defeated, thought Tony.

The sun suddenly blazed on the cross on his breast.


A Biography of Taylor Caldwell

Taylor Caldwell was one of the most prolific and widely read American authors of the twentieth century. In a career that spanned five decades, she wrote forty novels, many of which were New York Times bestsellers.

Caldwell captivated readers with emotionally charged historical novels and family sagas such as Captains and the Kings, which sold 4.5 million copies and was made into a television miniseries in 1976. Her novels based on the lives of religious figures, Dear and Glorious Physician, a portrayal of the life of St. Luke, and Great Lion of God, a panoramic novel about the life and times of St. Paul, are among the bestselling religious novels of all time.

Born Janet Miriam Holland Taylor Caldwell in 1900 in Manchester, England, into a family of Scotch-Irish descent, she began attending an academically rigorous school at the age of four, studying Latin, French, history, and geography. At six, she won a national gold medal for her essay on novelist Charles Dickens. On weekends, she performed a long list of household chores and attended Sunday school and church twice a day. Caldwell often credited her Spartan childhood with making her a rugged individualist.

In 1907, Caldwell, her parents, and her younger brother immigrated to the United States, settling in Buffalo, New York, where she would live for most of her life. She started writing stories when she was eight years old and completed her first novel, The Romance of Atlantis, when she was twelve, although it was not published until 1975. Marriage at the age of eighteen to William Combs and the birth of her first child, Mary Margaret—Peggy—did not deter her from pursuing an education. While working as a stenographer and a court reporter to help support her family, she took college courses at night. 

Upon receiving a bachelor of arts degree from the University of Buffalo in 1931, she divorced her husband and married Marcus Reback, her boss at the US Immigration Department office in Buffalo. Caldwell then dedicated herself to writing full time. Even as her family grew with the arrival of her second daughter, Judith, Caldwell’s unpublished manuscripts continued to pile up.

At the age of thirty-eight, she finally sold a novel, Dynasty of Death, to a major New York publisher. Convinced that a pre–World War I saga of two dynasties of munitions manufacturers would be better received if people thought it was written by a man, Maxwell Perkins, her editor at Scribner—who also discovered F. Scott Fitzgerald and Ernest Hemingway—advised her to use only part of her name—Taylor Caldwell—as her pen name. Dynasty of Death became a bestseller in 1938 and the saga continued with The Eagles Gather in 1940 and The Final Hour in 1944. Inevitably, a public stir ensued when people discovered Taylor Caldwell was a woman. 

Over the next forty years, Caldwell often worked from midnight to early morning at her electric typewriter in her book-crammed study, producing a wide array of sagas (This Side of Innocence, Answer as a Man) and historical novels (Testimony of Two Men, Ceremony of the Innocent) that celebrated American values and passions. 

She also produced novels set in the ancient world (A Pillar of Iron, Glory and the Lightning), dystopian fiction (The Devil’s Advocate, Your Sins and Mine), and spiritually themed novels (The Listener, No One Hears But Him, Dialogues with the Devil).

Apart from their across-the-board popularity with readers and their commercial success, which made Caldwell a wealthy woman, her long list of bestselling novels possessed common themes that were close to her heart: self-reliance and individualism, man’s struggle for justice, the government’s encroachment on personal freedoms, and the conflict between man’s desire for wealth and power and his need for love and family bonding.

The long hours spent at her typewriter did not keep Caldwell from enjoying life. She gave elegant parties at her grand house in Buffalo. One of her grandchildren recalls watching her hold the crowd in awe with her observations about life and politics. She embarked on annual worldwide cruises and was fond of a glass of good bourbon. Drina Fried recalls her grandmother confiding in her: “I vehemently believe that we should have as much fun as is possible in our dolorous life, if it does not injure ourselves or anyone else. The only thing is—be discreet. The world will forgive you anything but getting caught.”

Caldwell didn’t stop writing until she suffered a debilitating stroke at the age of eighty. Her last novel, Answer as a Man, was published in 1981 and hit the New York Times bestseller list before its official publication date. She died at her home in Greenwich, Connecticut, in 1985. 


[image: image]

William Combs, Taylor Caldwell’s first husband and father to Peggy, aboard a naval ship, circa 1926.
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A portrait of Caldwell at the start of her career in the late 1930s. 
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A portrait of Caldwell taken before Scribner’s publication of Melissa on June 21, 1948. 
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Caldwell at her desk in Palm Beach, Florida, in 1949. She spent many winter months at Whitehall, a resort hotel on the property of Henry Flagler’s former estate, which is now the Flagler Museum. 
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Caldwell’s second daughter, Judith Ann Reback, during time with her mother at Whitehall in the 1940s. 
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Caldwell receiving an award in Los Angeles, California, for A Pillar of Iron after its publication in 1965. 
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Caldwell with her daughters, Peggy Fried and Judith Ann Reback (Goodman), and Ted Goodman in 1969 on the MS Bergensfjord.
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Caldwell at a cocktail party with her daughter, Peggy, and the hostess of a research world cruise on the SS President Wilson in 1970. 
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Caldwell with her granddaughter, Drina Fried, at her home in Buffalo, New York, winter 1975. Soula Angelou, her personal assistant, insisted on taking this rare family picture. 
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An invitation from 1975 to one of Caldwell’s many cocktail parties. She hosted at least two parties a year in Buffalo, New York, before she moved to Connecticut. 
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Caldwell with her fourth husband, Robert Prestie, who cared for her in the last six years of her life in Connecticut.
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