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TO
ALL MY BLACK CATS

Beautiful, serene, and wise,

Velvet fur and topaz eyes.

Dainty, proud, patrician things,
Occult as Egyptian kings!

Subtle, tameless, wilful, wild,
Graceful, amiable, mild.

Lithe, lascivious, ever free,

Fierce and fickle as the sea.

Blink and purr, mysterious minxes,
Bijou tigers, satin sphinxes!

Mice and milk and downy mats,
Ever be your lot, my cats!

Here, or There where Bast the Wise
Fronts the sun with sleepless eyes,
All that’s pleasant may you know :
Panch, who went where all things go,
Tony, Moses, Old Jim Crow,

Peter, Blinky, Winky Wu,
Solomon and Sheba Shu.
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SHEAVES

CHAPTER I

THE DECORATIVE GENTLEMAN

“ IMMONS,’’ said the tall young man in the
purple dressing-gown with gold buttons,

“reach me that green satin cushion and
put it under my feet. Carefully, please. I have a
wish to resemble Petrarch’s Laura in my color
scheme: she was in purple and green, like a bunch
of violets, when the old chap first cut an eye at
her. Result: immortality, in what is known to the
intelligentsia as the Sonnet. How do I know there
mayn’t be a sonnet or two tucked away some-
where in your cosmos, Simmons, fo immortalize
me?’’

The divan on which the tall young man reclined,
sultan-like, was so exotic to the prim little room
Simmons called his office, that only the young
sybarite himself could explain or justify its pres-
ence. But he had had it placed there to gratify
some whim of his own, and Simmons had never

objected. Simmons never objected to anything
3
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Mr. Francis wanted. He liked Mr. Franecis
around. His officc had offered no comfortable
lounging-place, and Mr. Francis had to be com-
fortable, hadn’t he?

“I’m trying to bring some color into your life,
Simmons,’’ he had explained. ‘‘I want to study
your reactions to it. It ought to light up your com-
plexes, if you’ve got any. It should add sex at-
traction to your list of beatitudes. You seem to be
suffering from a sex perplex: I notice you’re hor-
ribly afraid of the housemaid, and you’re haughty
to the cook.”’

Simmons, who resembled the room without the
divan, rose from his straight-backed chair, care-
fully tucked the largest and handsomest of green
satin sofa cushions under the young gentleman’s
purple-and-gold slippers, and went back to his
occupation of measuring out drops and assorting
pills and tablets. The odor of drugs spread
through the room. Young Mr. Francis Courtenay
sniffed, frowned, turned his head with languid
grace, and watched Simmons, mild interest in his
large dark eyes. He was not only a beautiful but
a very healthy young man, and Simmons’s occu-
pation and preoccupation seemed to him exceed-
ingly useless.

“Simmons,’”” he wondered, ‘‘do you resemble
your father or your mother? I inquire because of
a grave doubt in my mind concerning you.’’

““Yes, Mr. Francis?’’ Simmons’s eyes, of the
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color of a dead mullet, expressed no emotion of
any sort. He might at times, under great stress,
wrinkle his eyebrows, but that was the only con-
cession he ever made. In his discreet and immova-
ble countenance one recognized the perfect serv-
ing-man raised to the nth power. Mr. Francis
had frequently assured him that on the Day of .
Judgment his soul would rise, glorious and im-
mortal, in a pair of pepper-and-salt trousers, a
black coat, a white string-tie, and an air of im-
penetrable reserve, of determination to keep the
whole affair secret and confidential—all in the
family, so to say.

Having finished his task of measuring drops,
he set pills and glasses upon a tray, covered it
with a stiffly starched white cloth, and turned to
the young man respectfully.

““You were about to observe, Mr. Fran-
cis ... 27

“I was about to ask,”’ said the young man,
seriously, ‘‘if you were ever born, Simmons?
There is a gentleman mentioned in the Bible who
wasn’t, you know. Quite a respectable person,
too, yet he was ‘without father, without mother,
without descent, having neither beginning of days
nor end of life.” Rather reminds one of you, Sim-
mons. Are you sure you were ever born?”’

“I was born in quite the usual and proper man-
ner. I think I am safe in asserting that such was
the case, Mr. Francis,’’ said Simmons, dryly.
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‘“‘But you can’t be sure, you know,’’ protested
the young man. ‘‘Isn’t it barely possible that your
estimable mother may have picked you off a bush
and, remarking, ‘Here is an eminently conserva-
tive and respectable child, an astonishingly safe
and sane child, my dear,’ presented you to your
admiring and grateful father?’’

““My mother,”’ said Simmons, ‘‘was quite in-
capable of such a piece of folly. She was an emi-
nently respectable and conservative person her-
self.”’

“‘That’s just what puzzles me,’’ said the young
man. ‘I know she was. She had to be, in dealing
with you. And yet, as I’ve told you before, I’'m
perfectly convinced that you arrived on the scene
in pepper-and-salt breeches, a starched shirt, and
a turn-down collar. And you knew everything
about everything and everybody from the begin-
ning of days.”’

Simmons was spared the necessity of replying
to this idle persiflage, by a bell, violently and
viciously jerked, jangling at his elbow.

““Your uncle!’’ said he succinectly, and a faint
wrinkle came to his eyebrows.

The young man returned his look with a lifting
of arched black brows that lent a slightly super-
cilious and impertinent touch to his dark and
handsome countenance. It was a manly face, for
all its good looks, the face of a spoiled, whimsical,
but clean-playing, clean-thinking youngster. The
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nose was finely cut, perhaps a bit too large, the
lips delicate and laughter-loving. As he reclined
on the divan, one saw that he was tall and well
built. When the bell jangled again, his black eyes
began to sparkle.

“Regularly on the champ, Simmy? Stamping
with his fore feet and grinding on the bit?”’

“‘He is furious. This is the second car, and the
fourth plate-glass window, Mr. Francis. Cohen
Brothers’ lawyers ’phoned about instituting suit.
This is going to cost your uncle quite a tidy sum,
sir.”’

“‘But he’d spend it on charity and never give
so much as a snort! And I’ve told you that this
time 1t was either a window or a widow,”’ said
Francis, a trifle impatiently. ‘“What should one
do when a rusty-black widow steps right in front
of one’s car and proceeds to caper and screech?
I took the pavement at a gallop, naturally, and all
the reward I get for risking my neck is that Cohen
Brothers make a row because their idiotic show-
window got in my way and busted itself on my
car . . . and my uncle goes up in the air about
being asked to sign his name to a piece of paper!”’

““It isn’t the first car nor the first check nor the
first window . . . nor yet the first widow,’’ Sim-
mons reminded him. »

‘“What a murderous brute you are, Simmons!’’
said the young man, purposely misrepresenting
him. ‘“For a few paltry dollars you’d want me to
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smash the widow and save the window! Of course
I could have run over the widow. It would have
meant only a trifling charge of manslaughter, and
the devil, the lawyers, and the undertaker to pay.
You’re mercenary, and my uncle is unreasonable,
I’'m afraid. You might remind him, too, that I
deliberately took my life in my hands—not to
mention the life of that ornamental and delightful
person, Miss Dolly Tredegar, who happened to be
with me. Why, I might have broken one of her
million-dollar legs!’’ He spoke with an air of con-
scious virtue that brought a twist to Simmons’s
thin lips.

““You know very well it wasn’t this particular
widow I had in mind when I spoke, Mr. Francis.
I am neither murderous nor mercenary, nor is
your uncle so unreasonable. And ... I hardly
think I’d remind him of Miss Dolly Tredegar just
at this moment, sir.”’

¢“It would be a very, very kind deed to remind
him of anything so pretty and pleasant.”’

“‘He disapproves of Miss Dolly Tredegar, Mr.
Francis. I might even say he disapproves of her
violently. I . . . ah . .. have heard him express
his opinion. In mentioning this to you I do not
violate any confidences, I trust.”’

““You don’t, you priceless prune!’’ said Fran-
cis, langhing. ‘“Of course he disapproves of Dolly!
He disapproves of everything and everybody that
even remotely suggests anything pleasant. I sup-
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pose,”” he arched his black brows, ‘‘that I'm regu-
larly in for it again, Simmy?*’

‘““Well, Mr. Francis, three o’clock in the morn-
ing is no time to come home . . . let me say,
vociferously . . . right on the heels of car-
smashing and window-wrecking, and when he was
so irritated about a threatened suit for damages.
And you yourself heard the racket your dog made
when he heard you at the door. It woke your
uncle up, just after he’d been able to get to sleep;
it was enough to wake the dead. You were sing-
ing, too, Mr. Francis. Quite loudly. In fact, at the
top of your voice. Not a godly air, sir. Anything
but. I must say I have never heard even you sing
such a song as you gave us this morning. It was
an outrageous song. It made the policeman who

. ah . . . escorted you . .. blush. And when
one can make a policeman blush, Mr. Fran-
@ist. by 017

““I’d been to poor old Martin’s stag. As a friend
and sympathizer, I was one of those who sought to
enliven his last hours. Perhaps the wake was a
trifle frisky, Simmy, but,’’ and Francis shook his
head, ‘‘when one of your best friends . . . one
with whom you have prattled in infancy . . . one
with whom you have spent the care-free hours of
youth and all the rest of it . . . is about to leave
you forever . .. to get himself married to g
strange girl, who you fear 15, at the end of a few
years, going to be even stranger . . . you will
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strain a point. You will feign a fictitious mirth, to
gild his last free hours with a sickly sunshine. Just
as I did. I sang to keep from weeping. I bade him a
last sad farewell at some rather early hour this
morning, still warbling . . . to keep up my spir-
its.”’

Simmons said nothing. He stared at Mr. Fran-
cis reflectively.

““You speak of policemen?’’ the young man
went on. ‘“Simmons, even the policemen I passed
on corners were interested and sympathetic.
They’d seen a chap’s friends married, you under-
stand. They told me so. The policeman on the next
corner put his arms around me and came home
with me out of pure feeling. He had the under-
standing heart! Yet in my own household I find
no sympathy. Even when my poor dog barks a
loving welcome, there is blame. Nothing but cold,
hard, heartless blame!’’ His beautiful dark eyes
reproached the staring Simmons, and he fetched
a cold sigh as if from the depths of a stricken
bosom. And at that Simmons showed by the
twitching of his eyebrows that his feelings, too,
were moved.

‘‘There’s nothing left for me to do but go to bed
and try to sleep off my injured feelings,’’ said the
young man, presently, with dignity. And he sat
up and yawned like a cat.

‘““Your uncle stays awake to nurse his,”’ said
Simmons. He added hesitantly: ¢“You know, Mr.
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Francis, how he feels about . . . well, about cer-
tain things, sir. And . . . and . . . you wll pro-
voke him. You irritate him. You disappoint him.
If .. .if . .. oh, Mr. Francis, pardon the lib-
erty I am taking in expressing my own feelings
. . . but I've known you since you were a very
small child, and my mother was perfectly devoted
to you, sir . . . but if you would only take even
a mild interest in anything that pleases him . . .
and you won’t, you don’t! You almost make it ap-
pear that you take pleasure only in such things

. and persons ... as displease him very
much.”’

““When I'm middle-aged, with a grouch, a soul
like a boil, a liver on strike, and the disposition of
a hyena with the toothache, I’ll be just as hellishly
good as he is, Simmons; I swear I will! I’ll admire
ladies with a mission and without a shape, just as
I now admire them with a shape and without a
mission. I’ll be as disagreeably virtuous as the
sourest saint could demand; even the bish will
know I’'m going to be saved! And I hope to
Heaven you’ll have to live with me, Simmons, and
see how you like it, confound you!”’

““Your uncle—’’ began Simmons.

“‘Don’t you realize, you conscientious old coot,
that if my uncle were a worse man he’d be a very
much better one?’’ asked Mr. Francis. ‘‘He should
give way to his unconscious every now and then,
and not always be sitting on the lid; then he
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wouldn’t have the sex perplex, the dollar duplex,
and a bilious complexion. He should allow pleas-
ant people to amuse him, instead of trying to
make unpleasant ones edify him. The poor man
has the notion he’s saving his soul, when he is
merely losing his temper.’’ He kicked the green
cushion aside and sauntered off, his gorgeous
dressing-gown floating after him.

Again the bell jangled.

“Mr. Francis!”’> Mr. Francis, his hand on the
door-knob, turned, to meet the old man’s eyes.
They were visibly anxious and distressed, and
this was so unusual that he stared. ‘‘Mr. Franecis,
I've been with him for many years ... and I
know him better than most. I beg you to believe
that he really means things this time. I—"’ :

““You,’’ said Mr. Francis, ‘‘are an old duck. One
of these days,”” he smiled down on the smaller
man with whimsical affection, ‘‘when I’'m turned
out o’ doors, I’ll ask you to adopt me.’’ He opened
the door, waved his hand, and vanished.

Simmons sighed, shook his head, and picked up
his tray.

““O Lord, make the boy see the truth!’’ he
prayed. ‘And forgive me if my old heart turns
too fondly to a young sinner!”’

The gentleman to whom he tendered the tray’s
unsavory contents accepted them with ominous
fortitude. Life itself was as it were a medicine to
Jordan Courtenay, and he thought it showed
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morality of a high order to take it without sugar.

Jordan Courtenay was bothered by an ingrow-
ing soul and an outrageous liver, and was in proc-
ess of becoming that most pestilent of nuisances,
a wealthy, virulently moral semi-invalid. He had
notions about philanthropy, which he wished to
put into practice. He disapproved of his nephew
and heir, but, if there was one being he loved, it
was this same F'rancis, whose beauty, joyousness,
and charm gave him a secret pride and pleasure.
This he deemed sinful. He himself disliked
women, because he was afraid of them, and the
temerity displayed by Francis, who adored women
and was in turn adored by them, filled his uncle
with terror. Francis played in the sunlight; his
uncle prayed in the shade.

Jordan didn’t mind the boy’s spending money;
let him spend it lavishly—but let him spend it
virtuously. And Frank didn’t and wouldn’t. He
roved with a herd of wild asses as unbitted and un-
saddled as himself, he shied and snorted and
showed the whites of his eyes at the obvious re-
straining check-rein; he was careless—being used
to too much—and he lacked, his uncle thought, the
proper respect for established conventions and
moral issues as viewed by the elect.

“‘My Unecle Jordan,”’ Frank had once said, ‘“can
and generally does point a moral: he couldn’t
adorn a tale to save his life . . . and I can.”” And
he did. Several.
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The tales worried his uncle. They were adorned
with too many women. He might have reflected
that they were in every case amusing, gay, light,
the follies of a charming young man. But they
were never godly: how could they be godly when
there was always some female around whom they
centered?

Frank was a sinner. Jordan Courtenay, whose
God was made in his own image and likeness,
made up his mind, grimly, to save the sinner.

How shall one most quickly and surely bring a
gay young man to mend his ways and learn a
proper respect for proper courses? By chaining
him to a life-partner, a wife, of course . . . and
picking out the wife yourself. That’s what Mr.
Jordan Courtenay tried to do.

He himself had married, when he was twenty-
two, a wife in every way suited to his notions.
She had been.an estimable woman, a woman with
a sense of her duty. She had run his house per-
fectly.

He was even then a wealthy man, but as she
was of Dutch-Scotch ancestry, and congenitally
opposed to spending money, there had been no
display. The Courtenays lived in the red-brick
house Jordan’s father and grandfather had dwelt
in—solid, handsome, well furnished, very comfort-
able, very valuable, very conservative . .. and
very dull.

Mr. and Mrs. Courtenay were Episcopalians,
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who went to church twice every Sunday and liked
it. They got along beautifully, each coolly but sin-
cerely fond of the other. They had never quar-
reled, and only occasionally disagreed. If
there were no raptures, there were no despairs,
no disillusions; and other people bored them
more than they ever bored each other. Hence
matrimony was not disagreeable to either, but a
safe, sane, and equitable arrangement which
added to the comfort of both; and when the es-
timable lady unexpectedly died—the only unex-
pected thing she had ever done—it was a severe
upsetting to her husband’s ordered and regular
life. She had been such a one as he might not hope
to replace, the exception that proved the rule
where women were concerned.

For some years he lived quietly in his quiet
house, attended by a staff of trained servants,
under Simmons, of whom the late Mrs. Courtenay
had so approved that she as it were deferred to
his opinion when she was doubtful of her own. Mr.
Courtenay was so well looked after, in fact, that
he acquired a sluggish liver. He was too fond of
his perfect little dinner, his excellent wines, his
easy-chair, his comfortable house. He had noth-
ing to worry him. His business, which he had in-
herited firmly established, had done so well in his
hands that his income, upon which he never made
severe inroads, had first doubled, then tripled.
His wife had left him a comfortable fortune be-
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sides, which by reason of good investments had
also more than doubled. Jordan Courtenay, care-
ful and conservative, had become a very rich man.

Three years after his wife’s death had come
Francis Courtenay, the orphaned son of his only
brother. Mr. Courtenay had liked his brother, but
he couldn’t but look upon it as an act of Provi-
dential mercy that poor Jim had been called hence,
for a more incorrigible spendthrift had never
lived. He had wasted his patrimony, and more
than once his brother Jordan had paid his debts.
His wife had died in despair of ever doing any-
thing with him, but she had loved him passion-
ately; and when he himself was dying he had
given his one child to his brother Jordan.

““The kid’s really much more like his poor
mother than me, Jord,”’ the luckless spendthrift
told Mr. Courtenay. ‘‘But there’s more me on the
surface. I’'m glad he’ll have you behind him, in-
stead of me. You’ll make a better father for him
than I ever could. He’s a dear kid—truthful and
brave, like his mother. Be good to him, Jordan!
For God’s sake handle him gently!”’

“I will,”’ said Jordan Courtenay, and meant it.

He was good to the child. The pretty boy ap-
pealed to his natural instinets, and then to his
family pride. His own marriage had been child-
less—its one failure, his one regret. He had
wanted a child, a son, to carry on the name and to
inherit his possessions. And now, almost miracu-
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lously, there had come to his hands this hand-
some, aristoeratic boy-child, of Courtenay name
and blood—his heir, his nephew. No pope given
over to nepotism ever regarded his nephew with
more pride and passion than did Jordan Cour-
tenay.

As the years passed and the boy grew, this af-
fection grew with him, becoming a jealous and ex-
acting passion. Jordan adored Francis—a bright,
gay, clever child, a loving child, but a child given
to unaccountable spells of obstinacy which it was
difficult to deal with and quite impossible to con-
trol. As when, for instance, he refused point-blank
to apologize to the lady next door, after trounc-
ing her small son. And the other child was his
playmate, too, and he was very fond of the lady.

“But what did you beat him for?’’ Francis was
asked, punishment looming over him.

“I saw him step on an ant when he didn’t need
to—and he laughed when he did it. I whacked him
to teach him better. He won’t do it again.”’

““Good Heavens! Go at once and apologize to
his mother. Tell little John you are sorry you
beat him.”’

“No, I won’t. I am not at all sorry I beat him.
I am glad. But,”’ he added wistfully, ¢‘I wish that
ant knew it!’’

And there he stood, immovable. He resumed his
pleasant relations with his playmate, but he
didn’t apologize. He wasn’t sorry. He was like
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that, as Simmons and his uncle discovered. They
punished him, as a matter of duty, and he took his
punishment as a matter of duty, both sides realiz-
ing that it was merely a form. Otherwise they
hadn’t much trouble with him. He was, as his
father had said, truthful and brave.

Jordan Courtenay meant to do the best he could
for Francis: the boy was his heir, he should have
everything. He adored Francis. But he himself
had grown more self-centered and tyrannous. He
had an imperious will: he couldn’t endure to be
crossed. His sense of possession was very strong.
Francis was his; Francis must obey him in all
things.

When he was still a child Francis hadn’t cared
very much. But as he grew older the constant
pressure of his uncle’s overbearing will began to
tell. He wasn’t always amenable to discipline; he
wouldn’t always obey. The two, both of them
Courtenays, locked horns. The younger man—
more resilient, of a gayer, sweeter nature, a more
humane spirit—usually came off victorious from
these encounters. But it left the older man more
fiercely determined to bend him or break him.
Damn it! the boy belonged to him!

Francis had wanted to go to Massachusetts
Tech. Mr. Courtenay sent him to Harvard; but
he paid all the boy’s bills promptly, and they were
not light. He admitted that most young pups were
like that, and one couldn’t expect any better. It
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was only when Francis returned from college that
the fundamental differences and likenesses be-
tween uncle and nephew became obvious.

Francis was wild, his uncle thought; and he re-
membered that the boy’s father had been wild be-
fore him—and had in consequence died a pauper.
Francis was too fond of pleasure; he had too
many idle, pleasure-loving friends; and he had
little or no sense of the value of money.

Other shortcomings had of late become pecul-
iarly annoying. For as Jordan Courtenay indulged
his spleen, mental and physical, as he ceased more
and more to play an active part in the physical
world and indulged in tantrums in the metaphysi-
cal one, he saw modern youth with increasingly
jaundiced vision. As he saw himself becoming
better he saw them becoming worse. They shocked
him. Their talk, their ways, their carelessness,
their utter disregard—not to say contempt—for
all he held most sacred, horrified him.

As for Francis, the boy was hardened in frivol-
ity. He hadn’t a serious, religious thought in his
head. He was idle. He preferred pups and ponies
to desks and ledgers. Prodigal and profligate
spender of money, darling of many women—was
it not in tune with this infinite folly that he
should show the whites of his eyes at the truly
good, lay his ears back flat at the mere suggestion
of consorting with his unecle’s friends . . . maybe
a social worker, or a Y. M. C. A. secretary, a
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vestryman of his church, or even the rector him-
self . . . and discover in himself a pure abhor-
rence of any desire or effort to probe, uplift,
investigate, castigate, impeach, standardize, or en-
lighten anything or anybody? He had even been
heard to refer to the bishop, an estimable church-
man, his uncle’s close friend and counselor, as
‘‘that amiable Victorian hang-over in the white
nightie’’; and Mr. Courtenay still smartingly re-
membered the occasion when the bishop had, with
much pains in the selection of his committee and
audience, brought a certain promising political
gentleman, very urgent for reform, to address a
little meeting at the Courtenay house. It wasn’t
large, that meeting, but it was very, very select.
Casting his shrewd eyes over that gathering of
the clan of the elect, the political gentleman, in
the course of a speech which enraptured them,
had cried dramatically:

‘““We need reform in every department of our
national and our civic life. This country, mis-
governed as it is, cries aloud for reform! Ladies
and gentlemen, let us demand reform! Let us
work for reform! Let us have reform! When we
are asked what we would have, let us reply boldly,
challengingly: ‘We want reform! We want legis-
lative reform. We want civiec reform. We want
police reform. We want school reform. We want
housing reform. We want public and private re-
form. We want—’ "’
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““Chloroform,”’ Francis had murmured audibly,
in a voice of utter and complete boredom and
barely suppressing a yawn.

Two or three men, from whom one might have
expected better sense, had snickered. The bishop
looked unutterable things; the speaker lost his
composure and his wind, and, inevitably, his time
and his audience. The meeting, so carefully
brought together, broke up with everything still
quite unreformed and likely to remain so. The
bishop delicately refrained from mentioning the
matter. He spared his friend’s feelings and saved
his own face thereby. But Mr. Jordan Courtenay
raged, lamenting that he had forced that young
reprobate to be present.

Francis hadn’t been at all penitent. He smiled
his charming smile and said sincerely:

‘‘Really, it was out before I could catch myself,
Uncle Jord. I'm sorry if it worried you, but he’s
such an obvious ass!”’

He was equally intransigent about other mat-
ters. You couldn’t make him see the true value
of certain modern methods. You couldn’t make
him regard any sort of people as cases with num-
bers. He squandered money on vagabonds, thereby
hindering the proper operations of the incorpo-
rated benevolence in which his uncle so firmly be-
lieved, and in which he was so0 actively interested.
And when Francis was reproved for this loose-
handed charity, he was apt to tell you that he
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rather preferred giving to what he called the
devil’s poor.

““They don’t deserve it, probably, and so of
course you can’t expect the Lord to look after
’em. His hands are full, looking after the deserv-
ing poor. I can’t say I like the deserving poor.”’

But what had really brought Mr. Courtenay’s
latent displeasure to a head, was his nephew’s
known and blazoned friendship with that most
charming and famed of dancers, Miss Dolly Trede-
gar. It was in her company that the latest of car-
wrecking escapades had occurred. A tattling
gossip-sheet had from time to time printed little
items, among them one that the nephew and heir
of a semi-invalid millionaire meant to lead to the
altar a certain beautiful little dancer. The para-
graph added that the young pair wouldn’t be
likely to wish to live in the ‘‘rather moldy old
brick mansion to which the family has clung for
three generations.’’

His nephew marry a dancing woman, and bring
her home to this old house! A public dancer . . .
named Dolly Tredegar! . . . to reign as mistress
in the house where his sainted wife had dwelt!
To choose a Dolly Tredegar, and turn up his nose
at the refined and virtuous young women that he,
Jordan Courtenay, had selected, approved, and
put forward; disposing of them with a flippant
rolling of the eyes and a heartfelt ‘‘Nothing do-
ing!”’
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‘While Mr. Courtenay’s jealous mind was darkly
filled with the bright figure of Dolly, the compan-
ion—he was convinced she was the cause—of his
nephew’s latest and most expensive escapade, he
swallowed his bitter notions of her along with the
medicine Simmons brought him, and found both
equally nauseating. Abominably so. Threatening
to upset his stomach. It angered him to see Sim-
mons standing by with so unmoved, nnsympa-
thetic a countenance. Quite as though he didn’t
give a damn how bitter the medicine was that his
employer had to swallow. But you can’t quarrel
with a perfect man-servant because he doesn’t
make faces when you take your medicine, can you?

“‘Simmons,’’ he barked presently, ‘‘you’ve seen
that trifling scoundrel this morning, eh? Hey?
Damned truffle-stuffed lolly-dollypop!’’ The oc-
casional letting fly of a healthy ‘‘damn’’ or two
was Jordan’s one saving vice. It made him en-
durable. As he spoke he glared at the clock, upon
the stroke of one.

“‘The bishop called, sir,”’ said Simmons, se-
dately, ‘‘but, as you had just fallen into a doze, we
thought it wiser not to awaken you.”’

His voice was as the sucking dove’s, his face
totally devoid of expression, his manner exqui-
sitely respectful, both to the bishop and to his em-
ployer. Yet the latter choked of a sudden, and his
gaze was feral. !

““You’re as big a fool as you look,’’ he gritted.
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““Why the devil do you dare mention the bishop
now, eh? What in the seven hells makes you blat
about the bishop? I was talking about that
donkey—"’

“Mr. Burleigh-Smith called, sir. Something
about Colossal Oil, I gathered. You’re to sign cer-
tain papers which he left. I have them in my desk,
sir.”’

“‘Burleigh-Smith ?’’ Mr. Courtenay’s voice rose.
““Who’s dreaming of Mr. Burleigh-Smith, you
ass?”’

Burleigh-Smith was Mr. Courtenay’s business
partner, a gentleman of tremendous dignity, of
great weight both in the physical and the financial
worlds. If there was one business man whom Mr.
Courtenay admired, respected, and trusted, it was
Burleigh-Smith. He looked at Simmons’s Adam’s-
apple now and had a wild wish to step on it.

““Dr. Forbes was here, sir. He expressed him-
self as being slightly uneasy about the condition
of your nerves. They do seem somewhat strained,
sir, if I may take the liberty of mention-
ing it.”’

“Dr. Forbes!”’

““And also Mrs. Van Vreelinghausen. Some-
thing about the Workingwomen’s Welfare As-
sociation, also plans for a cup of tea, with crack-
ers, every other Wednesday at the Chapter
House, sir. With talks by the ladies upon some
improving subject, such as the moral effect of
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uncensored moving pictures upon the proletariat.
Mrs. Van Vreelinghausen asked me to remind you
that it would be aiding a very worthy charity if
you would contribute liberally to the association.”’

“Mrs. Van Vreelinghausen!’”” Mr. Courtenay
all but strangled over that august name. ‘‘Mrs.
Van Vreelinghausen!”’

““Yes sir. Just as Dr. Forbes left, sir.”’

Mr. Courtenay’s eyes took on a glacial glitter.
His chafed temper strained at the leash, his heavy
dark brows drew together. The taste of the medi-
cine he had just taken was still bitter on his palate,
he had a slight headache. He looked his man-serv-
ant’s neat figure up and down, from impeccable
collar to impeccable boots, and after a gulping
pause he broke out, in a husky whisper:

““Simmons! If you’ll just come near enough to
let me hit you in the nose without upsetting my
stomach, I’ll give you a check for fifty dollars.”’

“It wouldn’t meet with Dr. Forbes’s approval,
sir. He told me it was imperative that you should
be calm. I really think you should take a sedative,
sir.”” He added respectfully, ‘“You get your broth
and toast in ten minutes, Mr. Courtenay,’’ and
moved toward the door.

“‘Simmons,”” said Mr. Courtenay, chokingly,
‘‘you have insulted the bishop, the doctor, Mr.
Burleigh-Smith, and Mrs. Van Vreelinghausen,
and you have irritated me into wishing that I
could drown you in the bathtub. You know very
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well the person I had in mind, Simmons! Now,
then: have you seen that lazy, trifling, scoundrel,
my nephew, Mr, Francis Courtenay, this morn-
ing? Don’t stand there like a dashed bump on a
log, Simmons! Have you or haven’t you seen him?
What did he have to say for himself? Hey?”’

Simmons looked pained, reproachful, aston-

ished, astounded, aggrieved—all with his nose
and his eyebrows.
" ¢““Mr. Francis?’’ he murmured; ‘‘Mr. Francis?
Is it possible you meant Mr. Francis, sir?’’ Re-
proof, as to one who shames the family, erept into
his voice. His perfect manner even became a trifle
chilly. ¢“Oh yes, Mr. Courtenay, I have seen Mr.
Francis this morning. I gencrally see him in the
morning, sir.”’

‘“Heard him, too, haven’t you? Soused, wasn’f
he?—the young whelp! Pickled?”’

‘“Hadn’t you better let me send for Dr. Forbes,
sir? If I may say so, you do seem nervous and ex-
cited. As to Mr. Francis, he is quite sober, sir.
He generally is, Mr. Courtenay.’’

“Oh'yes!’’ said Mr. Courtenay, with a horrible
sneer. ‘‘He generally is! Sober as a judge when
he rode into a plate-glass show-window in a new
Rolls-Royce, and backed out with a smashed car
and a couple of dozen wax models in imported
doodads all mashed up in his wheels! I was
damned sober when I paid the bills last night, to
keep the case out of the police court! You should
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have kstened to their attorney! I had to.”” He
tugged at his collar.

““Well, Mr. Courtenay, I am very sorry, sir,
but it might easily have been worse. He did it
to save a widow-woman who got right in his way.
As it happened, there was nobody killed.”” Sim-
mons spoke soothingly, placatingly.

““Widow-women are always getting in his way.
All sorts of women get in his way. Women don’t
have to go out of their way to get in his way,”’
said Mr. Courtenay, sourly.

Simmons’s eyebrows twitched deprecatingly.

““And he is sober enough, too, I suppose, Sim-
mons, when he goes rampaging around with that
Tredegar hussy ... the dancing-woman . ..
and I footing the bills! There is nothing of the
boiled owl about him, is there, when he comes
rolling home at three o’clock in the morning, with
a lummox of a policeman helping him up the front
steps, and he squalling like a cat with a mashed
tail . . . and that accursed dog of his yowling to
wake the dead . . . Generally sober!”’

Simmons’s eloquent eyebrows twitched still
more deprecatingly.

“‘But that’s neither here nor there,”’ said Mr.
Courtenay, impatiently. ‘¢“What I want you to do
is to send me that fellow right now—this minute,
you hear me? If he’s in bed, throw a bucket of
water on him and turn him out. . . . Lovely hour
of the day for a man to be in bed, isn’t it? . . .
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like an old woman with the fiddle-diddles! When
I was his age, I was up at six, winter and summer,
and none the worse for it. I’d done a good day’s
work by this time. Now he can lollop in bed half
the day and then get up and squander my money,
the trifling pup! . . . You go tell him to come here
at once, Simmons! ... What in Beelzebub’s
name are you gobbering your mullet-eyes at me
for? Didn’t you hear what I said? Get out!’’

““‘Yes sir,”” said Simmons. Quietly, sedately, he
picked up his tray and got out.



CHAPTER II

REBELLION

RANCIS was splashing in his bath like a
singing porpoise when Simmons called
him. At intervals his bull-pup, Sweet Per-

cival, howled, when he heard his master’s voice.
““And he’s in a fearful state of mind, Mr. Fran-
cis. I’ve never seen him in such a state of mind,”’
Simmons mumbled at the keyhole. ‘I beg and
plead with you to handle him gently.”’
¢“Oh, he always howls when he hears me sing,”’
said Francis. ‘‘Listen:

“My rosa-ree! My rosa-reee!’’

A wail of anguish came from Sweet Percival
—a prolonged, heaven-aspiring howl from the
depths of his afflicted bosom.

“It isn’t his state of mind, Simmy, it’s his de-
fective musical ear. Of course I’ll handle him
gently! Have you ever known me to be cruel to
animals?’’

““It isn’t the pup! It’s your uncle, Mr. Fran-
cis!’’

“‘Good Lord! d’you mean to say you think this

is Uncle Jord howling? It’s Sweet Percival! Uncle
29
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Jord never howls like that. He roars. Like this.”’
There came through the keyhole a snarling shout:
““Damn you, Simmons! What d’ye mean by dis-
turbing me like this, hay?’’

It was so exactly like the irascible Mr. Jordan
Courtenay that Simmons jumped. But after a
minute he put his mouth back to the keyhole.

“It’ll be worse than that when he talks to you
this morning,’’ he said grimly. ‘‘Mr. Francis, for
Heaven’s sake listen to me. I tell you he is raging.
Couldn’t you pretend to agree with him? Pr-
promise him anything,”” implored Simmons, des-
perately, ‘‘until he gets over this fit! For the
Lord’s sake don’t cross him! He’s like a stick of
dynamite, sir; he is indeed.”’

There was another prodigious splash in the-
bathroom; a quick, short, joyous bark from Sweet
Percival. Then Francis, blithely :

‘‘Go ’way from that keyhole, you old corrupter
and briber, you! Don’t you recognize the hideous
fact that you’re a venal old rascal, Simmons?
‘Where do you expect to go when you die, if yon
behave like this?”’

“I don’t know and I don’t care!’’ hissed the
goaded Simmons. ‘‘It’s where you’re likely to go
before you die that’s troubling me just now. Will
you hurry up, Mr. Francis? The longer he waits,
the worse he’ll be—and he’s worse now than I’ve
ever seen him.”’

Mr. Francis presently emerged in his BVDs,
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tall, slender, fresh-faced, his black hair on end,
his black eyes sparkling, the riotous bull-pup at
his slippered heels. He kicked one foot, tossing the
slipper up with a dexterous toe, and the enrap-
tured pup caught it and dashed into his master’s
bedroom with it. The young man waved to Sim-
mons, dashed after the pup, and presently
emerged from his room, sooner than could have
been expected, immaculate. Simmons sighed with
relief and pride at sight of him.

“‘The man can’t be angry with him, not really
angry,’’ the man-servant thought to himself dot-
ingly. ““It’s not in human flesh and blood to stay
angry with such.”” Once again he warned the
young man. Mr. Francis was the pride of his
heart, the joy of his narrow life. He loved the boy
as only a dry old man can love a beautiful and
joyous young man. Mr. Francis caught him by
the shoulders now, and shook him affectionately
and playfully.

“‘Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate!’’

said he. ‘“Simmons, I go to the arena! The Chris-
tians to the lions!”’

He greeted his uncle pleasantly, with a friendly
deference to the older man’s supposed invalid-
ism, though the big figure sitting there suggested
bad temper rather than bad health. Scowling,
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tight-lipped, Mr. Jordan Courtenay waved his
nephew to a chair, which was declined.

‘“It’s a missionary chair, a preliminary train-
ing for future possible martyrdom,’’ said Frank,
laughing. ‘“How thoughtful of you to provide it
for your clerical callers, Uncle Jord! I'll take to
the table instead, if you don’t mind.”’

He pushed aside two or three Blue Books, a
copy of ‘‘Holy Living and Dying,’’ and ‘‘The
Christian Year’’ and seated himself, long legs
swinging, fine hands dropped idly between his
knees. Every movement was graceful. And he
looked down at his uncle with the friendliest in-
terest in his gaze; no sign of repentance, no
hint of being ashamed of himself, no intimation
that he feared the other man’s displeasure. Mr. -
Courtenay grunted. He cleared his throat. Under
his heavy dark eyebrows he stared at the boy
menacingly.

“I didn’t send for you to discuss the merits or
demerits of chairs,”” he said coldly. ‘I sent for
you to discuss you.”” And he paused significantly.

‘‘That’s a pleasanter subject,”’ said Francis.
‘‘Iiven without conceit, I may say I’'m pleasanter
to talk about than your uncomfortable chairs.”’

With an impatient hand his uncle waved this
persiflage aside.

““I sent for you,’’ said he, explosively, ‘‘to make
you understand once for all that I disapprove so
strongly of your whole course of life, your amuse-
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ments, your idleness, your friends, that my pa-
tience is exhausted. Something has to be done.
You’re a he-butterfly . .. ! a dashed tinsel-
winged he-butterfly—that’s what you are, and
all you are, Francis! All right, then, be one. But
fly around decent flowers, in decent gardens,
not around weeds in slum yards. You shan’t
fly around the Dolly Tredegar sort—mnot with my
money and consent. That’s final.”’

The young man regarded him with a gentle but
very searching scrutiny, under which the elder
man’s color mounted soaringly. With his color
his choler rose.

““So far, Frank,”” he grated, purple-jowled,
“I’ve paid the piper for your prancing. Now
you’ll dance to my measure or you’ll jig to your
own tune and pay your own piper!’’

“I didn’t know,’”’ said Frank, equably, ‘‘that
you ever approved of dancing under any ecir-
cumstances.’’ And he regarded his uncle still with
that gentle but searching scrutiny.

¢‘Since you see fit to take me literally,’” said Mr.
Courtenay, angrily, ‘‘I’ll remind you that David,
King of Israel, leaped and danced before the
ark of the Lord. Michal, Saul’s daughter, his
wife, choosing to laugh, he punished her by put-
ting her away from him. He put her away from
him,”’ he repeated emphatically, ‘‘and had noth-
ing more to do with her—"’

“‘Unreasonable old boy—David. Bad sport.
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Must have been a rotten bad dancer to be so
touchy just because a lady laughed.”’

““You are not such a fool as to misunderstand
my meaning, Francis. When I said I pay the piper,
I meant it literally. I will continue to pay the
piper. Good, hard American dollars, the soundest
value in the world. Thousands of them—if you
please me. But if you caper any more with that
Tredegar girl and such-like hussies, you’ll eaper
to a Beggar’s Opera of your own making.”’

A spark came of a sudden into the young man’s
fine eyes, a quick red into his cheek. He sat up.
The sudden spark made his eyes harder, their
regard more piercing.

‘“‘Money,’’ said Jordan Courtenay, ‘‘is a trust.
I have used mine, except where you are con-
cerned, well enough. I have not spent foolishly or
wickedly. My tastes are simple, my desires few.
My extravagances are non-existent. I hold my
fortune, sir, as a trust.”’

Frank still continuing to regard him search-
ingly, still saying nothing, Mr. Courtenay’s voice
rose querulously. It was as if the boy were daring
to weigh him in some new balance, in which he
might be found wanting. It was as if the boy
dared disapprove of him; as if he, Jordan, the
judge, were being called to the bar for judgment
—not the criminal.

““I said I hold my money as a trust!’”’ he
shouted. ‘I use it as the Lord directs!”’
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‘¢ And so the Lord,”” mused Frank, ironically,
¢‘is a director for a trust! How very, very up-to-
the-minute, and . . . American . . . of Him!”’

Ensued a grim pause. The young man’s mouth
set firmly, his eyes took on a sword-straight
directness. The two stared at each other, eye to
eye, uncompromisingly. Then Francis slipped off
the table and stood up, very straight, tall, young.
Of a sudden the family likeness that existed
between the two of them was revealed aston-
ishingly. There was the selfsame underlying ob-
stinacy, the unbendable will, the family pride, in
both.

““You are incorrigible!’”’ raged his uncle.
““Why,”’ with biting contempt, ‘‘you haven’t even
got sense enough to protect your own most ob-
vious interests! And do you imagine that I shall
allow you ... you ... to ruin yourself irre-
mediably with a great fortune, that I shall allow
you to handle it? A fortune that might be made
a great and incalculable blessing to mankind, and
that I,”’ he added deliberately, his head up, ‘“‘hold
in trust from the Lord?”’

And Frank admired him with all his heart at
that moment, for his obstinacy and his courage.

““No, Francis, I shall never put into your in-
competent and extravagant hands such power.
You have no convictions, religious, civie, political.
You have no purpose in life—except to amuse
yourself. You are at heart a pagan. As much a
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pagan as they were in ancient Rome. Your friends
are pagans like yourself. You are an idler, a
trifler, Mr. Francis Bennington Courtenay, my
brother’s son, my supposed heir. You would do
nothing, in the way of business, to please me, to
justify your existence. You couldn’t even marry
to please me! Oh no! All you are willing to do
is to ride helter-skelter to the devil . . . on my
money . . . with your painted-face, play-acting,
naked, dancing, prancing hussies of Dollies!”’

¢‘Miss Dolly Tredegar,’’ said young Francis, in
a curiously clear and distinet voice, ‘“is a good
woman. As good as my mother . .. or your
mother . . . or your wife ever were, in all their
lives. And very much better than your sister, my
Aunt Lydia. I dislike to air the family wash,
the practice being unpleasant and generally in-
sanitary. You will pardon me for requesting you
not to mention Miss Tredegar’s name again un-
less you can remember that you are supposed to
be a gentleman? The young lady happens to be
rather a good friend of mine.”’

The two pairs of eyes locked, the older man’s
blazing, the younger man’s slightly contemptuous.
The insinuation that he wasn’t a gentleman mad-
dened Jordan Courtenay.

“‘There is no law of lese-majesty in this coun-
try . . . for the benefit of . ... dancing-women,’’
he said, breathing quickly.

““Among decent men,”’ said the other, coldly,
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“in all countries, Uncle, there is a code which
condemns the man who slanders a woman.’’

“You...you...you...you...you...
Jordan Courtenay was bouncing in his chair like
one to whom a lash has been applied. ““Why . . .
why . .. you .. .”” Speech failed him.

““As a whole, your arraignment of my personal
character is far from wunjust,”’ said Francis,
thoughtfully. ‘‘I dare say I am,’’ a glint of laugh-
ter came to eyes and lips, ‘‘a he-butterfly. Allow
me to congratulate you on the aptness of the illus-
tration! Look here, Uncle Jord: I suppose I have
unduly tested your patience, and, as you remind
me, your pocket-book. And, really, you’ve stood
it like a sport, so I don’t mind telling you that
I’'m just a bit bored of fluttering aimlessly, my-
self. But you mustn’t try to marry me off to suit
you instead of me. And you simply shan’t heckle
me into heaven. And you mustn’t manhandle the
reputation of my friends.”’

“I’ll do as I damn please!’’ shouted his uncle.
““You’ll marry whom I want you to marry! I’Il
haul you into heaven by the scruff, if I think fit!
As for manhandling your friends’ reputations,
none of them have any to manhandle!’’ He balled
his fists. “You talking mustn’ts to me! Mustn’t
do this, mustn’t do that! D’you understand I can
beggar you, you young imbecile?’’

““You can cut off my income, of course, Uncle
Jordan,’’ said Frank, composedly. ‘‘But there are

b



38 SHEAVES

things you can’t and shan’t do. You can’t buy my
soul alive, for one of them. Do you know what
Colin Murray once said to me? He said your for-
tune was my misfortune; that I was slated for
mental spinal curvature because of the position
I’d have to assume to keep up with a domineer-
ing plutocrat like you. Had us both sized up,
didn’t he?”’

Mr. Courtenay breathed hard and gulped.

‘“While we’re indulging in pleasing personali-
ties, and since you’ve aired my defects with family
frankness and fullness, let me touch upon a few
of your own foibles,”’ said Frank, pleasantiy.
“‘One of ’em is that you insist upon wearing navy-
blue eye-goggles and, naturally, don’t allow your-
self to see people in their mnatural colors. You
spell ‘live’ backward, and make it ‘evil.” You
think all joy is folly; and that’s a pretty bad sort
of folly in itself. You’ve got in the habit of
domineering, and that’s a bad habit, too. The
crowd you hunt with is the wrong crowd for yon,
Uncle. Cut out that uplift bunch of fakers, and
allow yourself to discover that the world’s a very
much more pleasant and decent place than you’ve
been thinking it is.”’

‘‘Every word you say,’’ cried his uncle, with a
heaving breast, his hands gripping the arms of
his chair, ‘‘confirms my determination to guard
and safeguard my interests. I am convinced that
you are given over to Satan!’’
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““Oh, give the devil his due!’’ said the young
man, laughing. ‘‘That’s only fair play.’’

““I give every one his due, even the Enemy of
Souls. I pay for what I get. I propose now to pay
you to please me. I consent to renounce my de-
sire to see you the husband of my partner’s
daughter.’”” Here the young man made a horrible
grimace, and his uncle added, with sternness:
“Emily Burleigh-Smith is in every sense your
superior. You are so utterly unworthy of her that
I do this because to marry her would give you an
excuse to be faithless to her and make her life
miserable by your profligacy. But this is my only
concession. You must at once enter Burleigh-
Smith’s office and learn at least something of the
business which supports you in luxury.”’

He paused, but his nephew said nothing. He was
too astonished to speak.

“In addition: You have referred to my friends
as ‘that uplift bunch of fakers.” My mnephew,
Francis, mustn’t manhandle my friends’ reputa-
tions, either! My mnephew shall countenance and
respect those friends and associates who aid in
all upward progress. And I insist that you im-
mediately cut yourself adrift from all those per-
sons who, I am assured, are leading you to your
downfall and damnation. Obey me, and I make
you. Disobey me, and I break you. This is my
last word.”’

“But I don’t like Burleigh-Smith! I am not in-
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terested in his business! Associated with him, I
couldn’t do myself justice; I could never amount
to a hill of beans. I should always be a round peg
in a square hole.”’

““Couldn’t do yourself justice!’’ sneered his
uncle. ‘“Good God!”’

““And I am not in the slightest interested in
your uplifters and reformers who make a fat
living exploiting the great unwashed. As for cut-
ting out certain friends of mine, I take it you
mean Dolly Tredegar?’’

“Suppose I do? Suppose I do?”’

““Dolly’s a mighty good little pal, a mighty de-
cent sort, one of the best and nicest friends I’ve
ever had. Paws off Dolly, Uncle Jord!”’

“‘Paws off Dolly, indeed! D’you think I°d touch
the creature?’”’ shouted Mr. Courtenay, again
bouncing in his chair. And he thought, with a
jealous pang: ‘‘He thinks more of her than he
does of me! He would leave me for her at a min-
ute’s notice, in spite of all I’ve done for him!’’

“I’'m afraid we’re never going to agree,’’ said
Francis, soberly. ‘‘So I propose this: you keep
your money—all of it. Your money’s yours, to
do with as you please; and may I say that I’m
rather weary of having it brandished over my
head, like a club? It makes things . . . well, a bit
sordid, don’t you think?’’ There was a touch of
disdain in his tone.

Mr. Jordan Courtenay sank back in his chair.
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He loved Francis with all his jealous, domineer-
ing heart. Francis was his. He had raised him,
from his babyhood, a spoiled, darling child. He
had never denied the boy anything. The most ex-
pensive teachers, the most expensive schools, the
children of the wealthiest families for playmates.
It had never occurred to him that the fact that
Francis had grown up gay, gallant, kind, was not
owing to his training but rather to the innate
sweetness of his nature—and maybe, at times, to
old Simmons. And now for Francis to defy him,
threaten to leave him? He stared with narrowed
eyes at the comely face into which was creep-
ing something deeper than its mere youthful
good looks—an awakening spirit, self-reliant and
manly. But it was a spirit as proud and obdurate
as his own, a spirit which defied him; and he could
not, would not, brook defiance. His lips came to-
gether in a straight line.

““You are such an utter young ass that I deem
it my duty to warn you to consider very carefully
what you are saying, what you are talking of
doing,”’ he said, laboring to hold his anger in
check. ““I will ask you to think, for your sake,
not for mine, for I don’t expect you to consider
me and my feelings; you never have. Francis, you
have everything to lose and nothing to gain by
obduracy. Do you realize that, apart from what I
choose to give you, you have absolutely nothing
in this world to call your own except your
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mother’s pitiful bit of money, which will fetch you
in a fraction over sixty dollars a month?’’

‘““What!”’ exclaimed Francis. ‘‘Have I got that
much of my own—all my own—to start with?
What jolly good news! Talk about the wind being
tempered to the shorn lamb! Of all the luck!”’

His uncle stared at him.

“Of all the idiots!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘This shows
how little you know of the world and its ways.
Sixty dollars a month . . . for you! Not to spend
in a moment’s thoughtless folly,—for a box of
roses for one of your light o’ loves, say,—but
to live on. To buy shelter and food and clothes
with. For thirty days, twelve months in the year.
You!”’

¢Other people have to do it, don’t they? At
least I shan’t starve!’’ eried Francis, with snap-
ping eyes. ‘““And I’ll be free, Uncle Jord! I’ll be
free!”’

““Free to face ruin. Franeis, reflect. This is final.
Don’t deceive yourself: this is final. Once you
make your decision, it stands.”’

The color had drained out of his face. It had
grown grayer, and his hands trembled. Not lightly
may one pluck out the light of one’s eyes, the core
of one’s soul. His heart beat thickly. His one
thought, all along, had been to bend his nephew
to his way, because it was the right way. It
never occurred to him that Francis, the gay, the
langhter-loving, the frivolous, would show a will
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as unbendable as his own. After this, the deluge!
But he had no lightest thought of yielding an
inch. His jealousy and his pride, as well as his
temper, were aroused.

“I’'m sorry, Uncle Jord. But I can’t pretend
to please you as you wish to be pleased, without
becoming a coward and a hypocrite.”” He drew a
little nearer, with a certain wistfulness npon him.
“I’m afraid we’re bad company for each other;
if we keep on, I’ll make you a bully, and you’ll
make me a shiftless, spineless coward. But, Uncle
Jord, try to believe I’m really grateful for all the
care you’ve taken of me, and all you have done
and meant to do, won’t you? I may come in, some-
times, to have a look at you, mayn’t 1? And can’t
we shake hands and part as friends?’’

But Jordan Courtenay thrust his shaking hands
behind him.

“‘No!”’ said he, violently. ‘“No! You’re a cinder
in my eye. I’ve got to get you out . . . and keep
you out! I’'ll do but one more thing for you: when
you’ve starved to death for your folly, I'll bury
you with your own people, instead of letting you
rot in the Potter’s Field. Don’t ever ask me for
any help; you can save your wind to cool your
porridge . . . if you can get the porridge. My
lawyers will see that you receive your mother’s
pittance. Now get out!’’

“I’m sorry you won’t shake hands, Uncle Jord.
If you change your mind about it and want to see
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me . . . why, you send for me and I’ll put my
pride in my pocket and come. After all, you’re my
folks, all I've got of ’em, you know. . .. Well,
good-by, and good luck to us both. Now, forward,
march!”’

He leaned over, boyishly, and kissed the cold,
averted cheek. Then he walked to the door, waved
his hand, and was gone.



CHAPTER III

ATURORA

HEN her adored father, to whose
gentle hand Awurora Janeway had
clung since her mother’s death, in an

evil moment fell under the spell of that veteran
vampire Lydia Haslett, ci-divant Mrs. Holcomb,
ci-divant Mrs. Gresham, ci-divant Mrs. Bondu-
rant, née Courtenay,—a lady whose periodical
presentations in the divorce courts of two con-
tinents periodically set society by the ears,—and
despite portents, prognostications, anonymous
letters, and the actual sight of ex-husbands, in-
trepidly and idiotically married her, Bransome
Janeway was a handsome, hale, wealthy, and
scholarly gentleman, and his daughter a pigtailed,
serious, leggy youngster in a church school.

It is a mistake to suppose that pigtailed, seri-
ous, leggy youngsters in boarding-schools, even
the most expensive and exclusive church schools,
do not learn very much more than their lessons
and their prayers. They do. And it is to the eternal
credit and glory of youth that, notwithstanding

the vast mass of information and misinformation
45
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they gather catch-as-catch-can, notwithstanding
the example and conversation of their elders
which they are compelled to endure, they still
manage to retain a clear-eyed hopefulness, some
purity of heart, even a certain amount of respect
for elders who really do not, in many cases, de-
serve any consideration from anybody with a
modicum of intelligence. When youth considers
its elders, reviews the results, and tries to shape
itself to the world they have made, the command-
ment ‘‘Honor thy father and thy mother’’ does
appear to be adding insult to injury; and to have
a rather cracked echo.

Aurora Janeway still whole-heartedly loved and
respected her father, even though he had married
the notorious Mrs. Haslett. The girls in school,
daughters of the Best People, knew all about
Mrs. Haslett,—quite delightful gossip, more than
their mothers knew they knew,—and all they
knew and all they imagined they imparted to dear
Aurora in whispered confidences, when they were
supposed to be lifting their virgin hearts to God,
commending themselves to Providence during the
hours of darkmess, so supposedly dangerous to
innocence. The whispered confidences of virgin
hearts might sometimes startle older ears, as
many disillusioned priests could testify if Mother
Church permitted them to be so indiscreet. Au-
rora gathered that Lydia must never have been
a virgin at all; she had probably had an am-
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biguous affair with her doctor, a married man at
that, before ever she was out of her cradle. For
she was the thrice-born, not once-made, scarlet
woman, the erring sister, the original cause of
trouble. Men had never so much as tried to lead
Lydia astray; had merely escorted her down the
primrose path, as gallant gentlemen attentive to
a lady’s wishes.

Lydia was weighed thus in the School-girl bal-
ance, and found ensnaringly wanting in every-
thing but delectable damnations. When those
sweet young things got through explaining her
character to her stepdaughter, Lydia hadn’t a
leg to stand on, so to say. Aurora, stripped of all
illusions, was given to understand that her fa-
ther’s second wife had the greed of a pig, the
morals of a monkey, the methods of a pirate,
and the gentleman-wrecking manners of those
great light ladies who graced the courts of kings
when royalty could afford to do as it pleased—
and generally pleased to emulate quite success-
fully the bull, the ram, the goat, and the rooster:
all very domestic beasts, and of an ardent nature.

To the school-girl’s respect for her father was
added pity and terror, a sort of sad astonishment,
and a quiet determination to give him her best,
foreknowing that presently Lydia would do her
worst. It was not in Aurora to feel contempt,
though she might well have experienced it when
she saw the once-proud, stately, honest Bran-
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some Janeway groveling, self-blinded, before the
fashionable prostitute he had placed at the head
of his house and given his honorable name. And
when she saw how his name was soiled, his for-
tune poured out like water, his goodness and af-
fection made a jest, it seemed to her that her
father was a spectacle for men and angels; and
her young fierce pride was crucified.

But she could not but marvel at the skill with
which Lydia maintained her footing among quite
respectable people ; and how safely she was tucked
into the Social Register. And she wondered when
Lydia, discovering that the first parlor maid had
had an affair with the second chauffeur, dismissed
her with a recommendation.

“It would be perfectly ruinous if I didn’t dis-
miss her at once. What would become of the com-
mon people if one encouraged them to be anything
but rigidly respectable? They can’t afford to be
anything else, and we can’t afford to allow them
for a moment to forget it,”’ she said casually. ¢‘I
can’t have that sort of thing going on in my house,
can I? The housekeeper threatened to leave, as
it was.”’

So Liydia preserved the respectabilities; and all
her servants were notably efficient. Nor did she
pay them above the average wages. One sees she
was not without genius.

That Aurora’s girlhood was, in a measure, not
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unhappy, was due to the fact that after two bale-
ful summers spent with her stepmother, two be-
wilderingly gay and splendid summers, Aurora
refused to come home. Young as she was, she
couldn’t be blind to the obvious. Innocent enough,
she could hardly fail to understand the meaning
of the sleek, rich, indolent men—men who yet had
a touch of the tiger or the tusker sommolently
lurking in their aspect—who gathered around her
stepmother, always appearing in her train. Such
men as had never before been guests under
Bransome Janeway’s roof, and who were not, one
saw, fond of his company now, since they either
ignored or were indifferent to his presence.

And she saw her father wear a bewildered and
baffled look, an air of suffering which she was
powerless to comfort. She saw, too, that her pres-
ence only made things worse for him, added to his
pain. At times his eyes would seek hers as if he
wished her to forgive him, as if he had somehow
done her injury. She could not endure it.

She could not endure, either, the insolence of
the men or the quality of the women who were
Lydia’s friends; she loathed, without exactly
knowing why, the cool appraising stares of such
of the men as noticed her—though most of them,
to her relief, never seemed to see her at all, or if
they did ignored her as utterly as they ignored her
father. Horrid beasts! . . . what anybody could
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want them around the place for! ... how any-
body could endure them . .. ! Aurora cherished
a healthy hate for Lydia’s men friends.

One day when she had had to render some slight
service to Lydia, the women had paused in their
idle chatter to look the young girl over with a
sort of interest different from the men’s, but in
its way quite as irritating. She wanted to get away
from it, and as quickly as she could she escaped.
She was barely outside the door when one of them
said, not in the least attempting to lower a high,
piercing voice, that Lydia’s Janeway girl had
only to keep on growing up just as she was, and
though the pattern was pretty good, no other
woman would ever have cause for uneasiness.
She would probably never appeal to men.

Aurora, just outside the door, heard and paused
involuntarily.

“I’'m afraid so ... poor child,”’ said Lydia,
lazily. ¢‘Terrible fate! But I fear Aurora was
born to tread the stately measure of immitigable
virtue, solus. . . . Fancy calling any human be-
ing Aurora!”’

“‘Keep her by you for the contrast she affords,
Lydia,”’ said sombeody else. It sounded like a
cat purring.

‘“And she’s got a skin you love to touch; too.
That school-girl complexion! My Heavens, think
of it!’? said the piercing voice.

“It is better than mine ever was,”’ conceded
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Liydia, equably. ‘‘I take it you’re insinuating that,
aren’t you, Carolyn? I also admit I never in my
life blushed as that girl blushes. But I will say
for myself that I always manage to make the most
of what I have. And my skin is almost natural,
Carolyn.”” She laughed, and the others laughed
with her.

““Ain’t nature grand, though?’’ Carolyn came
back. ‘‘Stop patting yourself, Lydia. We all know
you’re a beautiful skin game: nothin’ else but.”’
She laughed again, almost too gaily. Aurora
couldn’t know that Lydia had expertly tapped the
pocket of the lady’s latest husband and that his
wife suspected it.

“‘Say what you want to Lydia: she’s used to
the worst and doesn’t mind. But all of you stop
talking about that Janeway child,”’” cut in an-
other voice, which Aurora recognized. It was the
voice of the youngest of the lot, a girl with beau-
tiful, feverish eyes. The pace that kills had al-
ready left its trace upon her face of a tired child.
“It may surprise everybody here to know that
her mother and mine were friends all their lives;
they even died within a year of each other. The
worse for Aurora Janeway and me!’’ she added.

Aurora had stood, startled and astonished, at
the door. She hadn’t meant to listen, but she
couldn’t help hearing every word. Now, without
thinking, she opened the door again, and walked
straight across the room to the last speaker.
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““T heard what you said,’’ she exclaimed breath-
lessly. ¢“That your mother was my mother’s
friend. Oh, please, do you think you ever saw my
mother? I know you must have been very little
when she died, but do you think you ever saw
her?’

““Maybe I was taken to see her when I was
a child,”” said the other, kindly. ‘“I have a
vague memory of a big house, something like
this, and of a golden-haired lady, dressed in blue.
Maybe that was your mother. Mine had dark
hair.”’

“It must have been! She had bright gold hair,
and we have a little picture of her in a blue dress.
My father has often told me how bright and
golden her hair was, and how lovely she was in
blue. She had blue eyes, you see—not gray like
mine. She was very gentle and very lovely,’’ said
Aurora, as if to herself. And suddenly the spell
of that dead mother who had been very gentle
and very lovely seemed to come like a stray breath
from an invisible garden over the place that had
once been hers, and one saw that these bright
predatory parrots were intruders in the dove’s
nest.

““And are you like your mother, who was my
mother’s friend?’’ asked Aurora. She looked
eagerly into the ravaged young face.

The beautiful feverish eyes grew brighter, more
glittering.
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“Not in the least!’’ she cried sharply. You’d
think she had had a sudden twist of pain to make
her exclaim like that. ¢‘But,’’ she added, ‘‘I hope
to Heaven you will be like yours, Aurora.’’ The
butler appearing then with cocktails, she took one
and drank it as if she might be very thirsty, and
the sudden queer quiet which had come to them all
was changed to noisy laughter. The young girl
went away quickly, at a sign from Lydia.

Aurora went back to the church school grate-
fully, home having become unendurable. She
hoped it wasn’t too wicked to hate her stepmother
and her friends, for that didn’t quite fit in with
“forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those
that trespass against us.”” But the Lord knew
Lydia and what she was doing to Bransome Jane-
way ! And the Lord understood how one felt about
being glad and relieved to get away and stay away
from home, which was not home any more, but
a dreadful place full of sinister beings, in which
she and her dear father had become, as it were,
aliens. Why, she and her father didn’t even talk
freely together any more; there was no more of
the old loving companionship, but each avoided
the other, unwilling to look into eyes that were
so full of bewilderment and pain. When vacation
time came—a time which one used to welcome
wildly, and to which Father had looked forward
quite as eagerly—one went somewhere else now,
with girls who had their own mothers.
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The Sisterhood prepared Aurora for college.
College was, on the whole, a very happy experi-
ence. She was a good scholar. She was not bril-
liant, but she was beautifully balanced, she had
healthy appetites and simple tastes, she was sound
to the core, refuting, in her proper person, all
the alarmist talk and writings about the college
girl. There are always, everywhere, girls who
steady the balance. Aurora was one of them. She
was third in her class, first in her classmates’
estimation, class president; captain of her team;
and very much liked and respected by the faculty,
who were rather inclined to make much of her,
although she was by no means the brightest stu-
dent. This partiality of the faculty for Aurora
caused no jealousy and no talk. The girls felt
that way about her, too. You could always de-
pend upon and trust Aurora. No matter what you
did or said, no matter whether she approved or
not, she never told on anybody. She just stood by.
They didn’t know Aurora was in training to
stand by.

Aurora grew up, then, tall, strong, fair, calm,
and, what is perhaps the most unusual thing of
all in women, just. Therefore she was a natural
leader, a new woman among new women, with
better training and more balanced brains than
most. Not for nothing had that old-fashioned
mother of hers named her child Aurora! But it
is sad to reflect that, had not that same very
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sweet and gentle lady, so replete with all lauded
feminine virtues, been removed before she had
the opportunity to try to mold and make her
child in her own image and likeness, Aurora
wouldn’t, perhaps, have been so strong and fine
and free. One of life’s subtlest litfle ironmies
is that a mother’s strictest virtues, lived with
and reacting upon one daily in one’s most for-
mative years, quite as often as not make for
their extreme opposites. Your mother, say, at-
tends her church three times on Sunday and goes
every Wednesday night to prayer-meeting; she
keeps the Sabbath holy and you quiet; she be-
lieves in the command, ‘¢ Wives, submit yourselves
unto your own husbands.’”’ She has, too, a great
respect for her doctor and her lawyer and her
minister. She is careful and economical and self-
sacrificing; her place is quite obviously in the
home; and you watch the results work out in a
life which is of course a model of saintliness. But
dull. My God! you think, how dull! And while you
love her, of course, you are inexplicably averse
to leading the saintly life.

Aurora escaped the devastating influences of
too much goodness by losing her mother, and be-
ing perforce raised by her father in his best years.
He made his daughter brave, quite as though she
had been a boy; a course of training of which
most mothers fail to see the value. The little girl’s
first trouble was her father’s second marriage,
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irrupting a strange and inimical woman into the
perfect arrangement which had hitherto existed in
the Janeway home. It made the child eat too soon
and too much of the fruit of the knowledge of
good and evil; and, surfeited with this, she was
left with too few illusions for her years. If she
hadn’t been so healthy she might have become pes-
simistie, but her liver was too sound for that: she
became only disgusted. But she didn’t look for-
ward to love and marriage as most of the girls at
school seemed to do; and romantic talk made her
feel as if she’d been eating too much candy. Her
father had been romantic about his marriage with
Lydia. Aurora distrusted romance, and she was
afraid of marriage, which seemed to her the most
cruel of civilized conventions. She could base her
estimate of marriage only upon what she knew of
her father’s with Lydia, and this filled her with
downright loathing.

No. None of that for her! Healthy, sane, ready
for work and service, why should she clutter her
life with unhappiness? And she resolved that she
would never allow any other human being to
weaken her by absorbing her: she would remain
unmarried, live her own life, fully, freely, doing
her own work in the world. She would have no
men in it, except such as needed help. She recog-
nized no need of help in herself, abounding with
health and strength as she was; and in her youth-
ful ‘pride she despised the parasitic woman. She
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couldn’t understand weakness. Her own weak-
ness was that she hadn’t quite the right sense of
proportion, because she was lacking in the sense
of humor. Most women are. Though most women
would as lief you told them they lacked a sense
of virtue.

Nor did a fashionable life, open to her as Bran-
some Janeway’s daughter, appeal to her. Lydia
was fashionable, Lydia lived for Society. Lydia’s
friends were ultra smart, always beautifully
dressed in the very latest mode, people who made
or unmade styles which other people followed or
avoided. They were almost feverishly busy doing
nothing. Anything to avoid boredom, which, how-
ever, dogged their footsteps, threatened to pounce
upon them at any moment. They were always
rushing somewhere else, to do nothing when they
got there, always arriving or leaving, one didn’t
know why or wherefore. Idleness, doing nothing,
was their profession in life, passionately adhered
to, and they worked like galley-slaves exploiting
it. They toiled over play. Their gods were Money
and Sex, and from these two gods came the true
spirit of their lives, Pleasure. When young, gray-
eyed Aurora watched these pretty, tinsel women,
these sleek, predatory men, who in turn preyed
upon one another, all of them as frankly sexual
as Congo blacks; when she listened to endless
parrot chatter and to brittle langhter, they seemed
to her ridiculously unnecessary, quite as though
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Something Outside might be making futile, un-
graceful gestures . . .

“If the Lord God ever makes bad mistakes,
these are they,’”’ she thought. And she despised
them because they bored her, instead of being
rather grateful to them that they gave her the
opportunity of developing a superiority complex,
which is necessary if one wishes to lead anything
like a comfortable life. Nor did she know that they
bored themselves and one another endlessly, and
that this was their terror and their tragedy.

Aurora took herself with great seriousness, be-
cause she had an able-bodied sense of duty. She
saw the world spread out before her, not as a
place in which to play but as one in which to
work; and she saw her own place in the vanguard;
quietly and conscientiously she prepared herself
for it. She had the malady peculiar to the newer
woman, the incurable race conscience, to which
the much-vaunted New England conscience is as
a cat-boil to a carbuncle. The New England con-
science is, as often as not, the inevitable result of
the New England boiled dinner—perilous stuff
which weighs upon the stomach, rather than that
perilous stuff which weighs upon the heart. Au-
rora, however, had the digestion of a healthy os-
trich—her conscience was her misfortune, not her
fault. Money, matrimony, or a thumping dose of
soda may lay the New England variety; nothing
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but a stomachful of doing what you think is best
for others can ease the itch of the other.

She stood five feet nine in her flat-heeled shoes,
modeled after the severe antique beauty that only
the chosen few see and adore, a maiden stately
as a palm-tree, her black-lashed eyes as clear and
gray as Diana’s, and with never a fleck marring
the wonder of her snow-white skin. From the
serenity of her low, broad forehead the nose came
in the straight old Greek line, and hers were the
chin and the lips of a goddess—the former firm
and rounded, the latter not at all small, but full,
curved like a bow, red and generous. There was
in her whole being a sort of physical ecstasy of
vigor, the joy of superabundant health, the
natural delight of untainted senses. This fine
healthfulness was apt to express itself naively in
the directness of her mental processes, so that
lesser beings were often embarrassed by such
translucent truthfulness.

The one thing that kept you from experiencing
a sort of awe of her was her hair. It curled
naturally, it fluffed frivolously about her ears, it
flew flirtatiously about her forehead, it broke into
tiny curls on the nape of her neck; it made a
shining blond frame to soften her too-classic face.
Also, when she laughed, a dimple danced into her
cheek. There is always the lure of the unexpected
in a tall fair girl whose hair misbehaves in spite
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of her, and who has an unlooked-for dimple in the
cheek. Aurora wasn’t given to overmuch laugh-
ter, so that the dimple never had a chance to make
itself commonplace, never lost its power of de-
lightful surprise.

Women adored her. First of all, they saw at
once that she was a most beautiful woman, and
women are intensely susceptible to beauty in other
women. Beauty is very much more to women than
it can ever be to men; so much so that they, in
their hearts, resent the possession of it by men,
unless it be boyish and slightly effeminate, when
they can condone and adore it quite as though it
belonged to themselves. Men who are excessively
handsome are admired by men rather than by
women, who see in it something that poaches upon
their own preserves, something inimical, which
threatens their supremacy. That is why ugly men
are so fascinating and delightful to women, why
women adore them without any subtle reserva-
tions. Ugly men cannot .compete with them on
their own grounds. Great beauty in women is, to
other women, even though they may feel naturally
envious and jealous of it, an anguished delight, a
subconscious satisfaction, a sort of silent ‘‘by this
'sign we conquer’’ banner.

Women adored Aurora, then, because she was
beautiful, loved her because she was kind, admired
her because she was intelligent. But they did not
envy her, they were never jealous of her; they
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never feared her—she wasn’t pretty enough to
catch and hold the casual eye. The average man
didn’t fall in love with her; she was too beautiful.

But when a beauty-loving and intelligent man
could love a woman like Aurora Janeway, he must
feel for her an intensity of passion such as no
ordinary woman could arouse. She would spoil
his taste for anything less than herself, for hers
was not the beauty which is solely physical, but
that upon which the spirit has left its ineffable
imprint. This was at once her tragedy and her
reward: though she was serenely unaware of the
tragedy, and it didn’t oceur to her that she might
ever wish to put in a claim for the reward.

She was so busy, and so satisfied in being so
busy, that she never gave the maitter a thought.
She didn’t dislike men; why should she? But she
didn’t need them, never felt any craving for their
individual society. Her super-strength had so far
been sufficient to meet, unassisted, every crisis;
her own trained and balanced intelligence could
rely safely enough on its own judgment. And she
had no deluding feminine wiles, no practised ar-
tifices. There was an almost terrifying clarity of
vision in her attitude to life. If she lacked hu-
mor, she also lacked subterfuges.

Such young men as she had met said, honestly,
that she was a splendid girl, that she had a fine
character; and let it go at that. As for her, she
hardly recalled their existence, and looked af
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them with great, unremembering eyes when she
met them again. Never in her calm life had she
had so much as a sentimental fancy for any of
them. Several times the youthful college male,
attracted by her flaming fairness, had timidly and
tentatively sought her further acquaintance; and
she was charming, she honestly tried to interest
them; she talked sensibly! She was interested in
sociology, and she shared it with her callers
amiably, interspersing it with literature, phi-
lology, and comparative religions; so that the
hours they spent with her, dear heart, passed
pleasantly—to her. Yet she was nof invited to the
proms; though the youthfd collegians had set out
with that intention, they recoiled from it with a
sort of horror. Take that big blonde bonehead to
a dance? God forbid! She’d make a fellow believe
in race suicide!

““Gosh, I’d as lief try to neck a Greek text-
book! She’s worse than a co-ed!’’ was the verdict.
And the young gentlemen felt swindled, because,
after all, the fool girl had the real stuff when it
came to good looks. But what was the use?

The prognostication of Lydia’s friend—that if
Aurora kept on as she was no other lady need ever
be uneasy on her account—seemed in a fair way
of being fulfilled.

Aurora had to rush home from college to a dis-
rupted home and a father whose need of her put
everything else out of her mind. He clung to her
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hand pathetically. He had had a stroke; which
left him slightly lame and almost childish. He was
suddenly old; he was broken; and he was poor.
Lydia had once more acted in accordance with her
lights, and Lydia’s lights were red. She had de-
parted, leaving, as usual, shipwreck and disaster
behind her. The last thing Bransome Janeway
could do for her, because he had once loved her,
he had done: being an old-fashioned gentleman,
with, to her, laughable notions of honor and truth
and loyalty, he remained silent, shielding her;
though his was a worse case of smash than any of
the others, bad as they had been. Having by a
really colossal extravagance managed to break
down the all but impregnable Janeway ramparts,
trailed the Janeway name in the dust, smashed
the great Janeway fortune, and, incidentally, the
man’s heart and health and mentality as well, it
was high time for Lydia to take herself off. She
took along with her her jewelry, a sizable fortune
in her own name which secured her plenty of
ready cash, her maid, her Chows, her many
trunks, her car, and some carved ivories which
had belonged to the Janeways for several genera-
tions and which she fancied. Anyhow, she could
at a pinch sell the things for a tidy sum. The
Janeway pickings had been very good; Lydia felt
satisfied, having done the best she could to in-
demnify herself for the boredom of the man’s so-
ciety. On the whole, she reflected, she could con-
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gratulate herself on having gotten out of the
mess so skilfully; and there was no open scandal:
the old fool kept his mouth shut. He was full of
noble feelings!

She had no liver, like her brother Jordan, whom
she hated for a fanatic; no conscience, like her
stepdaughter, whom she disliked for a prude; and
no heart, like Bransome Janeway, whom she
despised for a fool; so that what passed for her
heart never gave her a moment’s trouble. Lydia
was that most grisly of all specters, a body with-
out a soul, a specter not so rare as one might think.
But her toilettes were far, far above those
achieved by ordinary mortals; they were really
works of art, for hers was that miracle of judg-
ment, perfect taste. She knew exactly what to wear
and how to wear it. She had plenty of money, good
taste, charming manners, a perfect digestion and
no incumbrances; she was worldly wise to the
nth degree, and it is written that in their genera-
tion the children of this world are wiser than the
children of light. Never, by any chance, did Lydia
allow herself to be bored by any but the most de-
sirable, the most fashionable. She kept her place
firmly in the most select circles. And, as a re-
ward for cutting loose from the Janeway wreck-
age, she was cynically adored by a sought-after
princeling, who said he loved her to distraction
because, first, she never bored him, and, lastly,
because she was the only woman in the world
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who was as wise and as wicked as he himself tried
to be.

So the vampire flitted, gorged and revived by
the life-blood of Bransome Janeway; and all the
bright bad birds of her plumage followed in her
wake, their colors vanishing from the Janeway
skies, which were now too dun for their liking.
Lydia’s departure almost consoled Aurora for
the ruin the siren had wrought. The girl could
better bear the absence of fortune than the pres-
ence of her stepmother.

What there was to be saved, Aurora saved. The
Janeway estate, great in its time, was sold under
the hammer. It had been so heavily mortgaged
that virtually nothing remained to the Janeways.
The staff of trained servants went first. The
stables, the cars, the furniture, the pictures and
silver that had been the first Mrs. Janeway’s, all
went, to pay frightful debts. It seemed to the ap-
palled Aurora impossible that one woman in one
part of a lifetime could have piled up debts so
enormous; but Lydia had gambled recklessly. Au-
rora seemed to be drowning in a turbulent sea of
unpaid bills, caught in a roaring maelstrom that
sucked down everything. All that she had known
all her life, all that was dear and familiar to her,
was swept away. The lawyers were very kind.
They were sorry for the Janeway girl, but the
wreck was so complete that even their shrewd-
ness couldn’t do much for her. Lydia never left
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until the ship was sinking, and then she took most
of the life-preservers with her.

When the nightmare was over, everything was
gone, all familiar landmarks had disappeared.
She wasn’t a rich man’s daughter any more, but
a poor man’s chief support. Aurora removed her
father into smaller, and, so far as he was con-
cerned, happier quarters. He had been uneasy and
frightened so long as they remained in the Jane-
way house. The sight of those strange people in
it, people who came and took all his old posses-
sions away, walked through his private rooms
with their hats on, tramped through his halls with
dusty feet, almost drove him insane. He couldn’t
sleep there any more, and he grew all at once
very gray, and thin, and frail—an old man, the
shadow of his former self, a sort of sad living
ghost.

Out of their household staff but one remained,
grim Mary McKinstry, who had served Aurora’s
mother and had nursed, loved, and at times
spanked Aurora herself in her childhood. The
two castaways retained this one faithful friend,
who shared their fallen fortunes. The rest didn’t
matter. Aurora had her father to herself, Mary
MecKinstry had the only two people in the world
whom she loved, and once more both of them
needed her. Above all, Lydia, whom she hated
with Presbyterian fervor, had gone by herself on
her way to that hell she was indubitably headed
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for in the justice of God. Bransome Janeway
clung pathetically to Aurora and Mary; and they
had for their reward the nursing of a man, a task
to which the primordial instinets of women blindly
rise. The three of them were content.

Aurora kept her father for three happy, holy
years. He was her child, not she his. He sat in an
arm-chair by a sunny window, in which flowers
bloomed in boxes and a canary sang in a cage. He
read and dozed and dreamed, and his dreams
were always pleasant, for in them the wife of his
youth came back to him, and he was young again
with her. He had forgotten Lydia and the tor-
ment and fever and fret of his existence with her;
he had forgotten almost everything, except the
golden-haired girl who had loved and married him
when he was young, and the child who had made
both of them so happy. Sometimes, looking at
Mary MecKinstry, he would ask her gently:

““Who are you, please? I’ve seen you before,
haven’t 1? Your face seems familiar.”’

““Ay, you’ve seen me before, Mr. Bransome.
I'm Mary—Mary MecKinstry.”’

““Yes, yes . .. of course you are, of course
you are! I recognize you now, and I ask your
pardon for forgetting you for a moment, Mary
MeKinstry. Dear, dear! how absent-minded I'm
getting! I’ll tell you what I think is the reason:
I think it’s because I'm getting to be an old, old
man; a very old man, Mary. And very old men
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forget.”” And he added, sweetly and kindly: ¢‘Oh,
please don’t let it make you shed tears, my dear
friend! Please don’t cry, Mary!”’

But it made dour Mary McKinstry ery, in spite
of herself.

He never forgot his daughter, but he had at
times a hazy notion that she was her mother.
‘When she came in, he would greet her with a soft
clapping of hands, like a happy child. He was
very, very gentle, very patient and sweet-tem-
pered, and it was an exquisite joy to the strong
girl to know that he needed her, that she shielded
him, that her work provided for him, that she
could supply all his wants. It was those three full,
beautiful years of love and self-sacrifice and de-
votion, that softened cold, calm, self-sufficient
Aurora—who had had, perhaps, too much of the
lily in her and not enough of the rose—into a
pitying sweet patience with all human weakness.
Adversity gave her the understanding heart.
‘When she looked at you now, her eyes were no
longer those of the high young goddess; they
were a woman’s eyes, which saw very clearly and
straightly, and very kindly, too.

When the beloved white head vanished from
the sunny window, and Bransome Janeway’s
place knew him no more, the natural sorrow that
ensued held no touch of bitterness. Love and serv-
ice, the simple happiness of every day, had wiped
all that out. Even the cruel memory of his second
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wife’s heartlessness had faded into the back-
ground of days in which Lydia had no share.
When Mary McKinstry and Aurora Janeway
wept for Bransome Janeway’s passing, their tears
were the healing tears of pure affection, bedewing
and enriching the heart. Love knows nothing but
itself. It knows nothing of hate.

In memory of her father, Aurora founded and
Mary McKinstry maintained the Bransome Jane-
way Chair of Social Tea Service, ready at a mo-
ment for friendly help. Many came and sat in the
old man’s chair by the window, and were the bet-
ter for it. Now it would be some league worker,
hoarse from public speaking; now an overworked,
discouraged young clergyman ; now a busy district
doctor, snatching a minute’s rest; or a school-
teacher, growing old, maybe, and afraid of it; or
a show-girl, with a pretty, impertinent, empty
face; or a settlement worker with a battling-
against-odds one; and now it would be some one
of the alien women, the sad patient women who
bear and rear and lose, and who can’t quite un-
derstand. They all sat in Bransome Janeway’s
chair, and each blessed it. They were waited upon
by Mary McKinstry, they were talked to by Au-
rora. And visited and visitors were all the hap-
pier for it. And nobody thought of the Jezebel
who, after all, was the true cause of it!



CHAPTER 1V

SOWING

efficient and useful, and very happy in being
so busy and efficient and useful, that the im-
perious telephone message came from Mr. Jordan
Courtenay, brother to Lydia of evil memory; that
same Jordan Courtenay who had offered no help,
given no sign, when Bransome Janeway had been
mercilessly wrecked by Courtenay’s only sister.
“T wonder what will the old divil be wanting of
us?’’ mused Mary McKinstry, who received the
message in Aurora’s absence. ¢ "Twould be like
him—her own brother as he is—to wash his hands
of that hussy and strive to throw her back upon
ours, if she’s met her just deserts and beggared
herself, the streelogue!’’ She looked around the
pretty, pleasant room, where she and Aurora had
been so happy. ‘‘I’ll go to jail first!’’ she thought
fiercely.
Later, when Aurora came in, Mary McKinstry
gave her the message, cautiously, and with evident
unwillingness.

“‘The barefaced impudence of him, sending for
70

IT was to this Aurora Janeway, very busy and
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you, as if the very name of him wouldn’t be a bad
smell in the nose of a Janeway!’’ she exclaimed.

“‘Let’s wait to find out what he wants, anyhow,’’
said Aurora, practically, ‘‘before we blame him
for telephoning us.’’

““Have no clavers with any of that breed,’’
Mary McKinstry begged her nursling, who topped
her by something more than a full head. ‘‘There’ll
be no luck in it! I’'m misdoubting the lot of them.
I’m told there’s a callant of the house stravaging
about the town; a feckless fool, you mind, joy-
riding to the devil, like his precious aunt before
him. Have no clavers with him, neither!”’ said
Mary, jealously. ‘‘Sure, what ean you expect from
such a nest but a rotten egg?’’

““Oh Mary Mack, what a good hater you are!
The Scotch-Irish are a terribly fierce people!”’
said Aurora. ‘‘But I hardly think I'll have any
clavers with young Mr. Courtenay. He doesn’t
swim into the ken of poor social workers, you old
goose!”> And being very tired after a hard day,
she braided her bright hair and went to bed. She
would attend to the message in the morning.

She had never before given any thought to her
stepmother’s brother, though she had naturally
heard a good deal of him, for he loomed large
upon the horizon of public charity. His name
headed all worthy lists. He was a public-spirited
citizen. Everybody knew that much about him.
The girl wondered, sleepily, how he happened to
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know of her existence, and what he could possibly
want to see her about. Probably some case in
which he was interested that she had handled, she
decided. Possibly he didn’t even know she was his
sister’s beggared stepdaughter. Oh, well . . .
After all, she was just one among other social
workers . . .

When she telephoned the Courtenay house in
the morning, she was told that Mr. Courtenay de-
sired to see her personally, upon most urgent
business, at the earliest opportunity. And when
at the appointed hour she called, she saw a great
hulking man slumped in a padded chair, in an up-
stairs room of a fine old brick house luxuriously
but somberly furnished. There were Blue Books
on the heavy table beside his chair, and it was
plain that the man was restless and nervous. He
looked sullen. He was sick, she thought, in body
and mind, and she, who had so faithfully nursed
another man sick in body and mind, looked at
Lydia’s brother with eyes of softened judgment.
She felt—she didn’t know just why—sorry for
him.

He never while he lived forgot his first view of
Aurora Janeway. She was, he saw at once, beau-
tiful; no more so, he thought with a pang, than
his wild, idle nephew, but more forceful, compe-
tent, purposeful-—damn her! And of a sudden he
hated her for it. He could respect her, admire her,
trust her, feel perfectly safe in leaving great
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responsibilities in those strong, firm hands of
hers, but he could not like her nor forgive her for
being what Frank was not.

She sank with unconscious grace into the chair
to which he waved her—such a chair as Frank had
refused and derided. She didn’t fidget. She wasn’t
in the least curious—merely intelligently inter-
ested. She sat, serene and perfeet, her hands
folded quietly in her lap, waiting for him to ex-
plain what he wanted to see her about, what he
wanted her to do for him. It came to him that if
he didn’t explain she would wait for a reasonable
interval and then get up and go about her busi-
ness, without ever asking him a question. Her re-
pose irritated him. He stirred restlessly in his
chair, and his somber eyes, fixed upon her in close
scrutiny, smoldered with animosity.

““I sent for you, Miss Janeway, because I have
a serious proposal to make you,’’ he said after a
short pause in which he sought for words. ‘A seri-
ous proposal. A very serious proposal,’”’ he re-
peated heavily. Again he paused, groping for
words. ‘“You are not, I take it, what one might
call wealthy, since your father’s failure?’’

““I am not,”” she told him calmly, ‘‘what one
might call wealthy . . . since my father’s failure

. and death, Mr. Courtenay.’’

She felt slightly disdainful of the man’s obvious
lack of delicacy. Didn’t he—Lydia’s own brother
~—remember Lydia? As it happened, he did re-
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member Lydia. He smiled unpleasantly. A dys-
peptic wolf might make such a grimace.

“I never had any sympathy for Janeway,’’ he
said suddenly. ‘‘He ought to have known better.
He had two—or was it three, or maybe four?—
examples of my sister Lydia’s matrimonial forays
before him. Good Heavens! what more did he
need? What did he marry her for?”’ .

““Did you send for me to ask me such a ques-
tion . . . after my father’s death?’’ asked Au-
rora, and her gray eyes lighted up.

““Tut, tut!”’ said he, impatiently. ‘‘The man
lost his head, and then, of course, his money. It
was a mathematical certainty. Why, the minute I
heard he’d married my sister, I began to withdraw
all my interests from concerns he had anything
to do with. I canceled all dealings with him. I
knew what was coming.”’

“‘Surely,’’ ecried Aurora, haughtily, as she rose,
‘‘you have not dared send for me this morning
merely to discuss my poor father’s disastrous
marriage with your wretched sister!”’

“‘No,”’ he admitted sourly, ‘‘I’ve sent for you
on your own account. And please sit down; you
make me nervous, bulking up like that! There . . .
that’s better. First let me ask you: do you happen
to know, personally, my nephew, Francis Courte-
nay?’’

Aurora, who had reseated herself, smiled
slightly. What did the man want, anyhow?
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““Your nephew and I move in quite different
worlds, you must remember,’” she reminded him.

He nodded. His thoughts were not so much
upon her as upon Francis—F'rancis, who had been
such a dear, funny little boy only yesterday, brown
curls tumbled on his forehead, rosy cheeks, big
black eyes; Francis, who was such a dear, hand-
some, undesirable young man to-day. ... He
gave a sigh that was like a groan. Aurora waited.
Again, she didn’t know why, she felt sorry for the
man.

““My nephew Francis and I have grounds of
disagreement,”” he said at last, ‘‘such serious
grounds of disagreement that it is impossible for
us to do anything but separate.”’

Aurora said nothing. Just sat there, looking at
him with her serious gray eyes.

““He has no moral character whatever!’’ the
man brought out violently. She had, he knew—
damn her! The bishop had told him so. The bishop
had, indeed, waxed unwontedly enthusiastic over
Aurora Janeway’s fine character.

““Settled up everything, paid every just debt,
took care of her father for the rest of his life,
made him happy. Went to work. Everybody trusts
her, everybody runs to her. Magnificent charac-
ter!”’ the bishop had burbled. Did everybody have
a magnificent character . .. except Francis
Courtenay?

‘‘Miss Janeway, I may as well tell you at once.
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My nephew Francis is a ne’er-do-well. He is an
idler, a waster, a profligate, good for nothing on
the face of the earth except wanton spending. And
he has chosen, of his own free will, to disobey me,
to defy me, to leave my house . . . forever.I . ..
I am a man with a conscience, Miss. Janeway. I
put it to you: can a man with a conscience, a man
who tries to be useful to his fellow-man, a man
who believes in serving God, intrust a great for-
tune to the hands of a reckless, fast young fly-
away, whose boon companions are other fast
young fly-aways and public, shameless actresses?
Could I, could 1%’ And he leaned forward, trem-
bling, with a sort of cruel intensity.

¢“If the young man is what you say he is, no—
a thousand times no,”” said Aurora Janeway,
after a pause. ‘“But are you quite sure you haven’t
misjudged him? It is so easy to misjudge people,
Mr. Courtenay!”’

““Am I sure I breathe?” he asked savagely.
““Am T sure I am a sane man, a decent man, a
moral man? I tell you he’s no good! He’s no good!
He has but one purpose in life—to amuse himself
scandalously. His associates are vicious . . . lost
. . . damned! Very well, then, let him go and be
damned with them, since he prefers them to me.
But he shan’t do it in my house and with my
money. That, at least, I can prevent.”” Beads of
sweat globuled his forehead, and the intensity of
passion, of anger, of pain in his gray-white face



SOWING ™

disturbed her. She wished to end an interview for
which she couldn’t, to save her, see the reason.

“I am sorry that things are as they are,’’ she
said directly. ‘‘But what have I to do with this,
Mr. Courtenay? What can I do? Why have you
sent for me?2”’

He stared at her tigerishly.

““What have you to do with it? What can you
do? Why, you’re to take his place. You’re to come
here, to my house, and take my nephew Frank’s
place.”” And it seemed to him that roaring surges
went over his head, the blood beat hammer-like in
his ears, when he heard himself say it aloud. His
eyes glared and he ground his teeth.

“Would you mind explaining yourself intel-
ligibly? T don’t, I’'m afraid, gather your mean-
ing,”” said she, round-eyed and startled. Was the
poor gentleman stricken with sudden insanity?
Had she better summon help?

“I am explaining myself . . . if you will kindly
sit still and listen,”” he snarled, looking at her
with hostile eyes. ‘“Miss Janeway, I must have
somebody to help me, somebody who has a higher
purpose in life than idle pleasure. Somebody
trained, intelligent, efficient. I . . . I regard my
fortune as a sacred trust, do you understand?’’
Here he winced; you saw that the statement
pained him. ¢‘My nephew,’’ he went on gulpingly,
“‘thinks that all trusts should be dissolved. My
nephew is a moral anarchist.”’
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‘‘Most anarchists are: at least all I’ve ever
known,’’ said she, honestly. ‘‘It makes them so
much harder to deal with. They think, because
they know they’re moral, that they’re right.’’

‘‘There is no room for any sort of anarchists,
moral or immoral, in my scheme of things,”’ he
responded angrily. ‘‘Now Miss Janeway, please
don’t interrupt me again; you confuse me. I am
trying to inform you that Ineed . . . I want . . .
I must have ... somebody who will and can
carry out my plans and orders intelligently. 1
think that somebody is you,’’ he finished deliber-
ately.

““Oh!”’ said Miss Janeway, ‘‘I see! You wish to
employ me as, let us say, a sort of confidential sec-
retary? Why, thank you very much, Mr. Courte-
nay, but I couldn’t possibly accept your offer.
I’m sorry, but it would eripple me, really. But I
could send you an intelligent and reliable person,
who I am sure would satisfy you. Shall 12"’

““No!”’ he snarled. ““No! No! No! My offer is to
you—nobody else. Don’t be so quick to offer me
something-just-as-good. I don’t want it, I won’t
have it.”

““Why, I only wished to help you, if T could—"’

““You can. I'm not offering yon a secretaryship.
What I propose, Miss Janeway is to . . .in a
measure . . . adopt you. Now, will you come and
live in my house and carry out my orders intelli-
gently 2—bring a trained morality to my aid? Will
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you or won’t you come and help me do a great
work? Yes or no?’’

““You know nothing about me, Mr. Courtenay,”’
sald Aurora, lost in astonishment. ‘I can work;
I can obey orders when I have to. But I am not
at all brilliant. T might disappoint you.”’

By way of answer he reached into the table
drawer, and handed her a small typewritten slip
of paper. It was the neatest, completest sort of
nutshell biography, detailing her varying shades
of fortunes, her activities, surroundings, and
friends. Nothing was omitted. Every detail was
correct, even to the last inch of her height.

‘‘Permit me to say that I never do anything
blindfold. T am a business man,’’ he reminded her
significantly. ‘‘Now then: will you or won’t you
come here and help me use the Courtenay for-
tune for the good of others? The bishop tells me
you are the one proper person for the job.”’

Perversely, as he saw her hesitate, his desire to
have her take on the position he offered her grew
in intensity. It seemed to him, somehow, that if
she refused, Frank would triumph. And Frank
must be punished. The laws of God demanded that
Frank must be punished. He couldn’t punish
Frank through a girl he liked, could he? And he
knew he would never, never, never like Aurora
Janeway.

““Am T to be allowed to exercise my own judg-
ment, choose my own methods of procedure? Or
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should I be expected merely to obey orders?’’ she
asked directly.

He hadn’t thought of that. Her level-headedness
abashed him like a dash of cold water in his heated
face.

¢TI hardly think we should conflict,’’ he decided,
after a moment’s thought. ‘“You are too sensible
not to understand and enter into my plans, and
I think I am too progressive not to further yours.”’

““I couldn’t think of not continuing, in the main,
to do my own work in my own way, as 1’ve been
trained to do it,”’ she said quietly. ‘‘It has hereto-
fore—pardon me for becoming personal, Mr.
Courtenay, but it has really been quite satisfac-
tory, and my superiors and employers recommend
it. I shouldn’t be of very much benefit to you if
I had to change all my methods.”’

He said sullenly, and even with a twinge of
doubtfulness:

““You can continue to do things as you’ve been
trained to do them. The bishop tells me you’re
the best of them all. T shan’t interfere, unless I
have to. I make that promise. You will come?’’ He
breathed heavily, and he didn’t know whether to
be glad or sorry.

““I should be afraid to refuse,’’ she said quietly.
“It is such a widening of my work as I had not
hoped for; it . . . it looks Providential.”’

““I have always sought to do the will of Provi-
dence,’” he said stifly. And he began to outline his
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plans for the betterment of man, for the useful
expending of much money.

Aurora Janeway listened. He was following the
broad and beaten track. Nothing new. He would
regild the shop-worn wings of the seraphim over
the main altar, and add a beautiful tablet stating
that Jordan Courtenay had done this for the
greater glory of God. He would give to endowed
—but not endowed-enough—hospitals; he would
give scholarships in well-established seats of
learning; he would give to all sorts of well-inten-
tioned Homes; at Christmas time the ¢ Worthiest
Needy’’ would be relieved by him, he being as-
sured that they were truly virtuous, deserving
people. He was, indeed, a public-spirited citizen,
ready and willing to aid worthy causes.

He was a good churchman. He would un-
ashamedly kneel down and pray; he was un-
feignedly thankful he wasn’t as other men. And
he would have publicans and sinners come in by
side doors and be railed off from the select sanc-
tified. You saw that you could never hope to make
him understand that publicans and sinners are
quite as often the work of the elect as are the
begilded wings of the altar angels. No, there was
no place in his scheme of things for any anarchists
of any sort, moral or immoral. A safe and sane
Christian.

She had met many, and she felt a chilling doubt.
How should she reconcile herself to his measure
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or make him understand hers? She didn’t, she
confessed, know. But she did know that one can-
not and must not try to evade personal life prob-
lems. Run away from one to-day and it starts up
like a lion in your path to-morrow. ‘‘As thy day,
so shall thy strength be.’’

For young Francis Courtenay, whom she didn’t
know and had never even seen, she had but small
concern. His sort, too, she had met in her time, and
she had scant sympathy for it. Shall a trifler, an
idler, a wastrel, be allowed to stand in the way of
progress, reform, the uplift of the many? No! And
she resolved to put her hand to this work to which
she had been, as it were, miraculously directed..
Who knew what good she was meant to further?
It seemed that Heaven itself summoned her. She
dared not palter before that divine command.

“I will come. And I will do my best.”’ She rose
then, and the beautiful tall fairness, the classic
lines of her, the quiet sureness of her strength,
gave him, too, a momentary doubt. If his will and
hers should come in collision? What then? He put
the thought aside hastily. He didn’t want to face,
even then, the idea of opposing wills with Aurora
Janeway.

‘I hope you have no entanglements?’’ he asked.
¢ After we get things started, put in working trim,
there’ll be no sentimental silliness to upset them??’

““Women like me seldom marry, Mr. Courte-
nay,”’ said she, seriously, and herself firmly be-
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lieved what she said. ¢“We are wedded to Human-
ity,”’ she added grandly.

¢““Huh!’? his lip lifted. ‘‘Children of the barren
more than the wedded wife’s? Well, we’ll see!’’

And so it was decided. She was, in a week’s time,
to take Frank’s place, live in the Courtenay house,
carry on the work Frank had refused, take what
the young man had tossed aside. But Aurora Jane-
way and Jordan Courtenay did not shake hands
over that bargain.

All the way home she felt like one in a strange
dream. Everything was unreal. Jordan Courte-
nay’s sister had wrecked Bransome Janeway.
Now Lydia Courtenay’s brother was offering to
adopt Bransome Janeway’s daughter, that she
might aid him in a work which was her chosen
vocation!

The roaring subway added to this sense of un-
reality. Faces—crowds of faces—passed her in a
blur. Even when she again emerged into the
fresher air of the streets, her eyes still held the
look of one who is seeing visions and dreaming
dreams. She, whose work had heretofore been
checked by lack of funds, had had of a sudden the
most potent power on earth, money, placed at her
disposal. It was as if God, seeing and pitying her
struggle to aid His children, had personally and
divinely intervened—had come, Himself, to her
aid! Awed, grateful, she involuntarily lifted her
head—and collided smartly with a tall young man.
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Something in his gay, dark, handsome face
struck her with a haunting familiarity. She knew
him. That fine face was as familiar to her as her
own in her mirror. Even while each murmured the
conventional apology, she stared. And he recog-
nized that it wasn’t the usual New York sex-stare,
that predatory hunter-and-huntress interchange
of glances, but the clean glance of one striving to
place some one familiar, the glance of recognition.

““Where on earth have I seen this good-looking
young man before?’’ wondered Aurora. ‘¢“What a
handsome face . .. what a good face . .. what
a nice face it is! My Heavens! who can he be? I
wish I knew!”’

““I have been bumped into and stared at by one
of the Immortals . .. on Broadway!’’ thought
Francis Courtenay. ‘‘ And she knew me!’’
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ABSTRACT JUSTICE

RED-HAIRED young Russian Jewess
was occupying the Chair when Aurora
reached home, and Mary McKinstry was
serving her as affably as though, instead of being
an unconverted Hebrew, she had been a predes-
tinate Presbyterian with her ticket to glory bought
and paid for, at no expense to herself, before ever
the world was made. Contact with Aurora’s peo-
ple was doing sad things to Mary Mack’s ortho-
doxy. Why, the woman had some doubts now
whether even Roman Catholics mightn’t be quite
good people—good enough to escape eternal dam-
nation and to slip into heaven by some slyly left-
open side door. Could a perfectly good Gentile—
white, Protestant, Nordic, and living in the United
States of America—stray further from the true
faith of her fathers than to extend a tentative
salvation to Jews and Catholics? Horrible heter-
odoxy! Yet such was this insidious contact with
people—people whom one helped—doing to Mary
McKinstry’s religious morals!
The young Jewess, whom Aurora particularly

liked, happened to be a leader among the garment-
85
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workers. She presented the acute intelligence, the
courage, and the astonishing prettiness which
seem to belong to Jewesses of that class nowhere
else than in America. You saw with delight how
thick and creamy her skin was, that her crisp red
hair had a sort of snapping electric brightness,
that she had the beautiful brown patient eyes of
Israel; and that she held her strong body of a po-
tential child-bearer as though it were a sword.

She greeted Aurora with friendly deference, as
one salutes an adored and trusted leader. Her
brown eyes, rather anxious and tired, lighted up
hopefully. She had come to talk over the pros-
pect of averting a threatened strike, which both
feared.

“‘There was a girl that’d come through a pretty
bad loft fire, at our meeting last night,’’ said the
Russian. ‘“I couldn’t keep her from talking, you
know, Miss Janeway; it wouldn’t be right not to
let her talk. And when our girls looked around
’em . . . and saw the risks . . . and they thought
of the cut in wages that the bosses are talking of
putting over . . . and the hours and all . . . well,
they got excited and frightened and angry . . .
and they wanted to walk out right then. I talked
until I was hoarse, and I’ve managed to hold them
in, so far. But they’re bitter, because they’re
scared . . .

““I saw the boss this morning, and I talked to
him, too, until I was hoarse. And he won’t listen.
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He just won’t listen to a word, and I’'m up against
it. I came straight from him to you. Oh, Miss Jane-
way, what can we do about 1t? It’ll be such a big:
strike and such a bad one, when it does come!
There’ll be so many drawn in . . . I’'m scared!
I’'m scared! We’re not prepared for it!’’

They looked at each other apprehensively. They
had been through pretty bad fights before. . . .
Hordes of maddened, hungry workers uttering
polyglot shrieks . . . bull-headed Irish policemen
brandishing clubs like shillalehs at Donnybrook,
. . . scared scabs desperately snatching at work
because they, too, faced hunger . . . This thing
had just got to be held off! Oh, but how?
How?

It was at that moment that the full force, mean-
ing, and value of Jordan Courtenay’s offer drove
home to Aurora Janeway. Surely, surely, Provi-
dence was directly interposing, lending the aid of
money, using Jordan Courtenay’s prejudices to a
wider end! Wasn’t this proof positive? What did
she, what did all workers most need? Money!
Money! Money! Money to feed the women and
children, to save desperate girls, divert wavering
boys, stay frenzied men. And Jordan Courtenay
was offering the aid of the colossal Courte-
nay fortune! Now, God be praised! God be
praised!

And when she and the tense, red-haired Rus-
sian had threshed the matter out, studied this
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weakness and that strength, planned this thing
to do and that thing to avoid, how to bring influ-
ence to bear upon this one and pressure to bear
upon that one, Aurora sent the girl away with
renewed courage.

“‘Oh, Miss Janeway, you’re a tower of strength
to me!’’ sighed the Jewess, gratefully. ‘“What
ever could I do without you! But now I think we
can hold this thing up indefinitely. Anyhow, until
they’re better able to meet the worst of it.”’

Even as the garment-worker departed, came
another wvisitor, balancing herself on Aurora’s
threshold like a human May-fly. Aurora radiated
power, by goodness, intelligence, and superb
health; but this smaller and more vivid creature
radiated vitality by some sheer flame and spirit.
She was intensely, joyously alive. The tameless
gipsy vividness of the small face was softened by
the starry steadiness of the great dusky eyes, the
sweetness of the scarlet mouth, the delicacy of the
nose. That there was an indomitable will, an un-
bendable courage under the arch loveliness, was
knowledge that one gained later. At first sight,
one was stopped, clutched as it were by the heart-
strings, by the miracle of this small piece of
painted clay fashioned so perfectly.

. . . I met a peacock’s feather within the pages
of the holy Koran, and said to it: ‘‘Surely this
station s above thy condition!’’ It replied: ‘‘Be
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silent, for wherever the lovely appear, they shall
find no hand upraised, no heart closed to oppose
them.

For this was Dolly Tredegar, that ‘‘dancing
woman’’ whose name blazed in electrics on Broad-
way when it wasn’t blazing in London and Paris.
This was she whom men adored and women en-
vied and the public worshiped whole-heartedly.
And you knew she might have said:

““There was a star danced
And under that was I born.”’

She introduced herself with affable modesty;
there was nothing high-hat about Dolly. Standing
next to tall Aurora, she resembled some sweet
pagan child appealing to a great Norse goddess—
say F'reya, who also was golden-haired and white-
browed and gray-eyed.

“I’ve been sent to you, Miss Janeway, to talk
to you about one of my show-girls in whom I'm
very much interested. A very personal case, you
understand. And I’'m puzzled and worried.”’

Aurora looked down on this iridescent human
May-fly, and felt for her a quick, intuitive liking,
the warmth of which surprised her. She wasn’t as
a rule given to quick, warm likings; trained social
workers try to avoid them. And Dolly looked up
at the large, fair, calm-eyed girl who resembled
Freya, and felt an instant affection for her, a deep
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respect and admiration, a sure trust, such as
no other human being had ever aroused in her
turbulent heart. It was as if deep called unto
deep.

Dolly was given the Chair, and a cup of tea. In
half an hour she had revolutionized Mary Me-
Kinstry’s Calvinistic and preconceived notions of
dancers. The grim-faced vestal was almost sin-
fully delighted with the gay naughtiness, the spice
of mockery and hint of malice, the impish drollery,
of this fairy-like creature.

“‘Sure, she’s like one of Themselves coming out
o’ the hills on a white night in May, when the
hawthorn’s in bloom and the fish do be leaping in
the water and the winds o’ the world dance with
her,”’ thought Mary Mack.

Mary adored Aurora. Aurora was beautiful and
good. Beautiful and good as Brigid the Bright.
But this small, perfect woman was beautiful and

. and something else, something human and
impish in one, something that smacked deliciously
of, say, the toothsome savor of original sin.

And so Mary Mack did homage to dancing
Dolly in the shape of offerings of fragrant amber
tea in Aurora’s best eggshell cups, and such erisp
little scones as only a Scotch-Irishwoman ecan
make. She watched Dolly’s childish pleasure in
them with deep approval.

Ay, they’re fine, just. "Twas my own grand-
mother taught me to make them and she the best



ABSTRACT JUSTICE 91

cook in the county. There’ll be more of them for
you whenever you come in for them, ma’am.’’

The three women settled down for a talk that
wasn’t so businesslike as intimate and friendly.
They parted as pledged friends.

““And now,”’” asked Mary, when they were at
last alone, ‘‘what would that old chiel be wanting
with you?”’

Aurora told her; and the wonder of it, the sheer
incredible wonder of it, held them for a few mo-
ments silent. They looked into each other’s eyes
mutely. It was unbelievable; something that one
might dream of, but that couldn’t really happen in
every-day life.

“You’ll go, of course,’”’ said Mary McKinstry,
presently; and she looked around the pretty room
and sighed.

““Yes. I’d be afraid not to.”’

“‘Surely. T'was intended. You wouldn’t dare
shirk it, lass.”’

““It does seem like that, doesn’t it, nursie? As
if it had been divinely arranged, and I’d been
training toward it. And yet . . .>’ She, too, cast a
wistful glance around the pleasant, homely room,
and the chair in the window.

““And the young loon that’s flitted . . . to make
room for you forbye: what of him, child?’’

“I’'m afraid the young man really isn’t worth
much, Mary Mack—just a sort of dissolute dilet-
tante; what you’d call feckless. I couldn’t let a
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character like that stand in the way of the work.”’

‘“Ay,” said Mary, understanding just how it

was.
. ““Nothing . . . I mean nothing momentous . . .
happens by chance,”’” mused Aurora. ‘‘There’s a
meaning and a reason and a law. So I have to see
what I can make of the chance young Mr. Courte-
nay threw away. Maybe, if I do very well, he’ll
be given some share of credit for it . . . by Them
above.”’

““Ay. Just that. But oh, my bairn, my bairn, I
dread leaving this snug harbor where we’ve been
so happy, you and I!”’ Two large tears trickled
down her cheeks.

¢““I, too, Mary Mack.”’

And the girl’s face clouded. She had known
trouble, loss, grief, death, in that same haven, but
she had never known a divided hearth. Everything
had been perfectly plain and simple. Love had not
touched her, save in his guise of altruism. She
did not love a man, but Mankind. She had, then,
been quite sincere when she told Jordan Cour-
tenay that she was wedded to Humanity.

‘“Well, the tide’s turning and the Lord’s aiding,
and who are we to go against the power of
either?’’ said Mary. ‘‘There’ll be Courtenay
money to help you with your men on strike, and
out of jobs, and your girls walking out, and your
lost girls, and they poor women that’s always
bringing bairns into a world where they’re no’
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wanted, your tenement folks, and your deserted
and delinquent children . . . and the fights you
make for the like of such. . . .”’ She looked at her
nursling inquiringly.

““Mr. Courtenay has his own ideas about it all
—not such bad views, either,”’ replied Aurora,
hurriedly, seeing Mary’s bushy eyebrows go up.
““The best of it is that he insists I’'m to have the
allowance Mr. Francis had—an extravagantly lib-
eral allowance, Mary, it seems to me. More than
we could ever use for just us.”” She frowned
slightly. ‘“At first I was for refusing it. Then I
had an inspiration: I decided that we’d live on
our own wee income, just as we’ve always done,
and that I’d use the allowance for my own work
in my own way, for individual cases as they come
up. That will leave me free to follow Mr. Jordan
Courtenay’s directions with a whole heart.”’

At that Mary McKinstry began to laugh.

““Ah well,”’ said she, ‘‘you’ll be but using the
hair of the dog to cure the bite.”” And again she
chuckled.

Aurora didn’t smile. And then Mary MecKinstry
said an unprecedented thing:

““My lass, I could wish you’d the promise of a
few laugh-wrinkles about the mouth and eyes. Ay,
’twould be fine and grand for you to be a wee bit
gayer . . . like her that’s just left us.”

Aurora’s classic face kindled. She said hon-
estly:
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“I’d love to be like that, too, Mary! Isn’t she
wonderful? She made me think of a little spoiled
pet angel, didn’t she you?’’

Mary MecKinstry blushed for herself.

‘““You’re best as you are, darling,”’ said she,
loyally. ‘“You’re that good and that honest I’ve
no fears for you in your dealings with himself;
though I misdoubt,”” and she gave a wicked
.chuckle, ‘‘I misdoubt that same will trouble him
sore before he’s done with you. Don’t you ken that
God ay uses the best of His angels to trouble the
worst of His devils with?”’

Miss Aurora Janeway’s presence in the Jor-
dan Courtenay house was not immediately under-
stood, though the disastrous Janeway affair was
recalled and discussed and Lydia’s bright-red
reputation hung on the clothes-line of publicity.
The bishop had brought his wife and his nieces
to call on her at once, and that, of course, started
an avalanche of visiting-cards into the Courtenay
hall. It was conceded that the Janeways were quite
as good as the Courtenays or anybody else who
was anybody at all, even though the Janeways,
unlike the Courtenays, had been foolish enough to
lose all their money instead of making a great
deal more of it. It was thought, too,—particularly
by mothers with unmarried daughters,—that Lyd-
1a’s stepdaughter was rather a top-heavy young
person, considering. And too big. And wouldn’t
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you think she’d bob all that mop of hair and use
a little rouge at times? And go to at least an oc-
casional bridge party or dinner? It was admitted,
too, that it was very clever of Aurora Janeway,
who hadn’t a dollar to her name, to use the social-
service-philanthropic wedge to insinuate her way
into the millionaire’s confidence; gain an influence
over him at just the right time, when he was un-
happy over young Francis. Well, one would see
what one would see!

Immersed, almost from the hour of her arrival
in the Courtenay house, in the work which Mr.
Jordan Courtenay piled upon her so feverishly,
all but swamped in lists and figures and investi-
gations, and committees, and conferences, Aurora
held to her own job and made no slightest attempt
to interfere with the ordered law of the house-
hold arrangements. She had been given an excel-
lent office opening into the library, and here she
spent most of her time. Frank’s rooms had been
closed. Aurora had been given those once occu-
pied by Mrs. Jordan Courtenay, which satisfied
both her and Mary McKinstry. Simmons had done
this, and Aurora had asked no questions, raised
no demur. The household reins remained, as here-
tofore, in the man-servant’s lean, capable hands.

The new member of the Courtenay household
was somewhat puzzled as just how to regard Sim-
mons. He treated her with the most scrupulous
respect. She never had to repeat an order. Nay,
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her wishes were more than once anticipated. His
contacts with Mary Mack, in spite of the latter
lady’s sniff, were impeccably polite. Yet, Sim-
mons and God alone knew how, the impression
was slowly but surely and most subtly conveyed
to Miss Janeway that she was an interloper and
her presence in that house a distinet calamity, and
that if she were a right-minded person she
wouldn’t be there at all.

Simmons hated her. He hated her even more be-
cause he was compelled to like and respect her:
she was all that she should be, and he knew it; and
he couldn’t forgive her for it. His silent animosity,
which never was allowed to appear on the surface,
but which she somehow divined, at times troubled
her. She couldn’t understand.

“I’m afraid Simmons doesn’t like us, Mary,”’
she confided to her nurse. ‘‘He never does or says
anything, but somehow I can’t but feel he doesn’t
like us.”’

‘‘He hoped you’d be anything else but what you
are; and you’re nothing else but what you are,”’
said Mary McKinstry, chuckling. ‘“That fazes
him. He’s jealous. He doesn’t think it’s fair.”’

‘I don’t understand,’’ said Aurora.

““You wouldn’t. Simmons knows you can’t.
That’s what ails him. Don’t let it bother you,”’
said Mary. And she langhed wickedly.

Mr. Jordan Courtenay prided himself on being
practical. He had insisted from the beginning that
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his charity must be practical. Aurora, taking him
literally at his word, saw to it that he got exactly
what he asked for. His charity was of a sudden
practical to a degree that left him gasping; and
when he came up for air, this well-trained, effi-
cient, executive young woman fixed her calm clear
eyes upon him, and in her cultivated, modulated
voice gave him facts and figures, incontrovertible,
unanswerable—what he had, in fact, demanded!
His head reeled ; he knew—he couldn’t help know-
ing—that there was but one thing for him to do:
knuckle under and do what she told him.

She never appealed to his sentiment ; she tackled
him in the name of his common sense, upon which
he had always plumed himself. And he, who had
bullied others all his life, was, in the name of his
common sense, baffled by this big efficient girl who
was in herself all that he had vociferously claimed
to admire. What he had preached, she practised:
worse yet, she took it for granted that he wished
to practise what he preached! And it appalled him.
It made life complex. He didn’t know what to do.

She took hold of his philanthropy-business and
chucked him head over heels into the racing
stream of progress, of modern, scientific social-
service work; and he, who had boasted himself
abreast of all progressive intelligence, was of a
sudden forced to swim for his life. It winded him.
It left him gasping for breath.

She had ideas about personal supervision; she
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told him he’d understand things better if he saw
them with his own eyes. And he came in horrid
contact with raw phases of life, frightfully un-
pleasant phases, which had hitherto been nicely
covered up and ignored. His pretty, sugar-coated
philanthropic pill was rubbed bare to the bitter
heart of it, and it was nauseating to the palate
and odious to the nose. The near howls of the
under dog gave him earache, and this made him
bitterly resentful, as if Aurora Janeway had de-
liberately stepped on the under dog’s tail for the
sole purpose of annoying him.

And he couldn’t quarrel with her, couldn’t criti-
cize. She hadn’t any faults visible to the naked
eye. Everything she had done was perfectly right,
just as he had said he wanted it to be. Also, one
doesn’t jaw a just young goddess! All Mr. Jordan
Courtenay could do was to swear at Simmons,
who bore it with baleful suavity and meekness,
scenting the cause. It filled Simmons with hellish
happiness to see Jordan Courtenay taken at his
word and forced to be what he had, with so much
satisfaction to himself, posed as being.

‘When Simmons opened his Lesson for the Day
and read: Be not decewved; God s not mocked: for
whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap,
his faith in the infallibility of the Bible deep-
ened. Mr. Jordan Courtenay had sown the fields
of public-spirited-citizen morals, even to the oust-
ing of young Francis. And now Miss Aurora Jane-
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way was making him reap. By and by would come
the stacked sheaves. Simmons raised the eyes of
gratitude and folded the hands of prayerful
praise. Let him catch it!

And while the head of the house gnawed the
fist of helpless impatience, and Simmons prayed
the prayers of one good man against another, the
cause of it all was calmly, coolly, impersonally
happy. She had work that she adored and nothing
to do but do it! Importunate pleaders for specious
helps learned to dread that unruffled presence, so
terribly clear-headed and far-sighted. She had the
power of discrimination, prayed for by Hindu
chelas. She could listen silently, reflect a moment,
and decide without an instant’s hesitation what
and who should and shouldn’t be helped or
given to.

Sentimental ladies with pet charities, managing
heads of this and that, people who wished to give
Mr. Courtenay the opportunity of spending a
great deal of his money upon noble but untried
causes, went away from interviews with a very bad
opinion of Miss Janeway. And presently arose the
inevitable murmurings, which swelled into clam-
orous uproar. They said it was all Mr. Courte-
nay’s fault. They said she wouldn’t, couldn’t,
daren’t act like that unless he ordered and ap-
proved. It was his money, not hers, wasn’t it?
They said Jordan Courtenay was an old Pharisee,
anyhow.
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Jordan Courtenay’s hair rose on his prickling
scalp and stood on end when his works did fol-
low him, and, instead of the chorus of praises and
adulations to which his ear had become attuned,
he got raucous and virulent blame. So long as he
had moved along the lines of least resistance, the
planned, cut-and-dried endowing of this or that
standard assimilator of shekels, he had been a
desirable citizen, a beacon-light, a public-spirited
man, a benefactor of his kind! He’d been given
degrees by one or two universities, even, and
could call himself Doctor if he wished. But
now ... !

He’d told Aurora what he wanted, and she’d
done it. She was used to the result of helping the
needy according to their needs and her training,
not their desires and their lack of training. The
uproar didn’t in the least disturb her. She had
heard it before and was unmoved; but he hadn’t
and he wasn’t. His remarks to Simmons were agi-
tated and profane.

And he couldn’t remonstrate. Shall one remon-
strate with abstract justice?

Simmons rang up the Reference Room of the
Public Library.

‘‘Please,”” said he, politely, ‘‘could you tell me
where I could get a copy of the poem containing
these lines: ‘The mills of the gods grind slowly,
yet they grind exceeding small’? I wish very much
to obtain the poem.
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‘“And,’’ he added to himself, ‘I shall have it
framed, and hang it in my bedroom where my eyes

will fall upon it the first thing in the morning and
the last thing at night.”’



CHAPTER VI

THE HE-BUTTERFLY

FEW days after his momentous inter-
view with his uncle, Mr. Francis Courte-
nay showed up in Simmons’s little sanc-
tum. He was so unruffled, so evidently untroubled
and at ease, that he presented a distressing con-
trast to Simmons, gray-faced and suffering. For
the first time in Frank’s recollection of him—a
recollection extending almost over the young
man’s entire life—Simmons was betraying human
emotion. His eyes looked sleepless; his shoulders,
his mouth, his very nose, drooped. The poor man
had a waking nightmare on his hands, a night-
mare which he conldn’t shake off : Mr. Francis, Mr.
Francis the gay, the adored, the clever, the beau-
tiful, the joy of his life, the one being he loved with
whatever of passion was in him, was going out of
his life, beyond his care; and a stranger, an alien,
an interloper, was coming to take his place.
Simmons travailed in spirit and refused to be
comforted. What was that house going to be with-
out Mr. Francis laughing, without Mr. Francis
singing, without the bull-pup barking, without

anything of life and youth and gaiety? How was
102
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he going to endure the young man’s absence and

the strange woman’s presence? Tell him that!
““You look green around the gills, Simmy. And

you shouldn’t,”’ the young man reproved him.
““Oh Mr. Francis, Mr. Francis! indeed, sir, it’s

very hard on me!”’ wailed Simmons. ““I ... T
. . . sort of looked after you when you were a
child . . . and . . . I became rather attached to

you, Mr. Francis.’’

“‘There isn’t any reason for you to stop being
fond of me, is there? Even though I’'m now that
romantic creature the heir who’s been given the
air? I became rather attached to you, too, Sim-
mons, but you don’t hear me lamenting it, do
you?’’

““Oh Mr. Francis, Mr. Francis! why were you
so foolish as to cross him when he was in such a
devil’s humor? Surely your heritage, your home
were worth a little diplomacy! You don’t realize
what you’ve done, you don’t realize what you’ve
lost! You’re so used to having money that you
don’t understand what not having it means!’’

““Well, I'm in a fair way to find out,’’ said Mr.
Francis, cheerfully. ‘‘The general run of people
find out about money long before they reach my
age, you know. But honestly, Simmons, I'm sorry
to see you so distressed. You’ve supplied about all
the real affection I’ve ever had, haven’t you? I
mean, you kept on caring for me even when you
didn’t approve. Never wanted to make me over
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your way, but liked me just as I am. Now have
enough real affection for me, Simmons, not to
blame me too much for getting out of the gilded
cage, old boy, and trying my little wings in the
open. How’d you like to be only a bird in a gilded
cage yourself, Simmons?’’

““You and your wings!’”’ lamented Simmons,
‘‘and the sky full of hawks!”’ He wrung his hands,
and his eyebrows climbed up and down spasmodi-
cally. ‘“What am I to do?’’ he moaned.

“You’re to get my stuff in shape for me, and
remember that I may be the nurse’s child, but I’'m
no longer Lady Clare. I’m merely one of the Army
of the Unemployed, seeking board, lodging, and a
job. Gee, but I'm growing, aren’t I! What d’ ye
think of that for ambition?’’

T think both of you should be shut up in asy-
lums!’’ cried the goaded Simmons. ‘‘That’s what
I think, and I’d like to put one of you in a padded
cell and the other in a strait-jacket! I wish to God
I had the doing of it! You’re both crazy! He’s
even crazier than you! Mr. Francis, do you un-
derstand that he’s already arranged to have your
Aunt Lydia’s stepdaughter come here to live? In
this very house? . . . Now you see what you’ve
brought on yourself!”’

““I? Oh, get out! My uncle’s brought her on him-
self, and if she’s anything like her engaging and
polyandrous stepmamma, she’ll make things hum!
Aunt’s girl, eh? Whoopee! what a lark!’’ and he
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whistled. ‘‘Don’t let her vamp you, Simmons. And
watch the spoons. Aunty had rather taking ways,
I’ve heard.”’

““Ah, Mr. Francis,”’ said Simmons, ignoring
this persiflage, ‘‘was that dancing young person
worth all this?”’ And he groaned.

““Oh no, my good old Simmons! No danecing
young person or any other young person is worth
all this! But oneself is worth more than one’s
uncle’s money can buy one for. Now do you un-
derstand ?”’

“I understand you’re flying in the face of Prov-
idence.”’

““If Providence can stand it, I take it I can. I've
no manner of doubt Providence and I shall rub
along very amicably together.”’

He seemed so contented, so altogether joyous,
that a suspicion arose in Simmons’s mind. He
said abruptly:

“Mr. Francis, forgive me for asking so per-
sonal a question, but do you really believe she’s
going to marry you now2’’

““‘She? Who’s she?’’ wondered Frank, raising
his brows.

““You know good and well who I mean, Mr.
Francis: that Miss Dolly Tredegar.”’

“‘That Miss Dolly Tredegar hasn’t asked me,
as yet,”’ admitted the young man, modestly. ‘‘Not
a word, not so much as a hint, has passed her lips!
What should you say to that, Simmons?’’
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“I’d say I wasn’t ever asked by any woman
and I never expect to be; nor yet no gentleman
should, much less talk about such!’’ snapped Sim-
mons. Trifling in the teeth of calamity shocked
his soul.

““You always did have excellent morals, Sim-
mons, and such elevated sentiments! But let us
switch the conversation from Miss Tredegar to
Miss Janeway. What do you know about Miss
Janeway? Did you see her? Is she pretty?”’

T know very little about her and I'd be willing
to know very much less,”’ growled Simmons. ‘1
did not see her when she called, for the simple
reason that your uncle turned me out of his rooms
before she came. I did see her several times when
your Aunt Lydia was Mrs. Janeway. This girl
had just come home from boarding-school on her
vacation, and a more solemn-faced, owlish young
one I never saw. She’d brassy pigtails the size
of your arm, and the sort of eyes that stared you
out of countenance, and distressing legs, sir, very
distressing legs. They seemed to dangle all over
the place. A most unattractive young woman she’d
turn out, I should think.

“‘She’s one of these uplifting women, Mr. Fran-
cis,”” Simmons went on; ‘“‘the sort that meddle
with the poor, I believe. The bishop has often
spoken of her to your uncle, very admiringly. In-
deed, sir, it was the bishop that sicked her on your
uncle, so to say. A mind as fine as a man’s, she
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has, and a very fine moral character, he says. He
carries on extravagantly about what a fine moral
character she has. Now you know all I know of
her. And I wish to my God this day I’d never
even heard so much as her name, which I consider
heathenish!”’

Francis puckered his curved mouth, narrowed
his black eyes, and shuddered. He had seen other
ladies whom the bishop praised and his uncle ad-
mired for their fine moral character.

““Poor thing!’’ he commiserated. ‘‘Poor thing!
Spectacles—horn-rimmed goggles by preference;
they have such a literary look! Number nines.
With flat heels. No waist. Travelogues at the
movies, or Mary Pickford, by way of carnal
amusement. Reads stuff with something-ology or
-itis on the tail end of the titles, and attends com-
mittee meetings as a duty. Bad complexion. Good
intentions. And has convictions ; you have to, when
the bishop burbles about your fine moral charac-
ter. The law of affinity draws her to my uncle! He
has a fine moral character, too! Thank God I’'m
flitting! When’s she due, Sims??”’

“‘Next week. Unless,”” hoped Simmons, ‘‘you
could see your way to change your mind, Mr.
Francis?”’

“‘I’m not to be permitted to change my mind.
I’m not to have any mind,’’ said Franecis, lightly.
“‘That’s why I’m moving out and Miss Janeway’s
moving in. Whew! The old boy certainly strikes
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while the iron’s hot, doesn’t he?’’ He grinned at
the gloomy Simmons. ‘‘Cheer up: the worst is
yet to come!’” And he looked up at the ceiling, and
murmured :

¢‘Meeting of the Society to Procure Forks for
Fijians, in the dining-room; class for the Im-
provement of Bishops’ Bazoos in the library; Re-
formed Burglars, with readings from Browning,
in the cellar; and you, Simmons, on hand to open
the Apollinaris . . . I’d make it Pluto Water,
if T were you . . . with prayer.”’

‘T wish,’’ said Simmons, desperately, ‘‘that I’d
died, the last time I was sick, in my sleep! I wish
Mr. Janeway had died the year before his daugh-
ter was born. I don’t wish that young lady any
harm, God knows I don’t, but if she’d go away
somewhere else and die right now, I’d take it as
a personal favor. And I wish you had sense enough
to know on which side your bread is buttered!”’

‘¢ As you didn’t die in your sleep and are afraid
to die awake,—which is the right attitude,—you
will please overhaul my things and select me a
modest outfit, suitable to a gentleman in reduced
circumstances. Do you by any chance happen to
know where such a gentleman could come by a
neat, airy attic? Not in the Village. I am not ca-
pable of atticking in the Village!”’

Simmons reflected.

“I know an old man that’s got an old house,
both of them most respectable and clean. It was
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considered very fine once, but it’s not fashionable
any more.’’

“‘T was considered very fine once, but I am not
fashionable any more, either. Give me the ad-
dress. That old house shall be my lodging. That
clean and respectable old man—what a recom-
mendation you give him, Simmons !—shall be my
landlord.”’

The house to which Simmons directed him was
four-storied, of faded, mellowed red brick, in a
quiet side street in the lower part of the city.
Francis liked it, from the dormer windows to the
iron-railed front steps. He liked the large old-
fashioned room with high ceilings, which was
shown him, and the quiet old landlord, whose
dignity almost rivaled Simmons’s. The place was,
as Simmons had said, very clean and respectable,
and the price of the room seemed to the young
man astonishingly moderate. In the basement was
a modest café run by an old Frenchman, which
promised to be very convenient.

The house harbored such diverse folks as re-
. spectable rooming-houses are likely to harbor in
New York. There was a taciturn old man, who
spent most of his time in the reference-rooms of
the libraries and museums, and who was said to
be engaged in literary work of some sort; him one
seldom saw and never knew. He shared the parlor
floor, in the back rooms of which dwelt a school-
teacher who wore glasses over plercing eyes.
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Frank’s room was on the third floor; and besides
him there were a pleasant young woman who
typed manuscripts, the prettiest of pretty art-
students, who seemed addicted to smocks and whis-
tling; and a rangy theological student who didn’t
know how to wear his clothes. The attic loor—
a pleasant enough floor when one climbed to it—
housed a young engineer and his wife. It was given
over to cretonne-covered things and cushions, and
from it came occasionally the healthy yells of a
yearling. Nobody in the house seemed to mind the
yells, but everybody seemed willing to mind the
baby. Nobody objected, either, to the presence of
Sweet Percival, who also howled occasionally.

His new neighbors amused and interested
Frank, who was gay and gregarious enough. He
learned that the pretty girl addicted to smocks
and whistling was Miss Winny Davis Culpepper,
from Alabama. She really whistled beautifully, so
that it was like having a bird for a neighbor.
Sometimes she would sing in a throaty voice, as
she moved about her room, and then her neigh-
bors left their doors ajar. Her voice matched her
eyes, both being very sweet and fresh and pure.
Every so often she received a box from home;
and then she would appear at neighboring doors
with a paper-doily-covered plate.

““Here’s something for you,”’ she would flute,
starry-eyed with the joy of giving. ‘‘My mother
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made it, and it tastes like Alabamma! It tastes
like home!’’

And it did. Frank decided that whatever Winny
Davis brought him from that box sent up from
Alabama tasted more like home than anything
he’d ever eaten.

““Your mother,”” he told her gravely, having
devoured the last erumb, ‘“is a genius. She excels
in the art of producing perfect cakes and even
more perfect daughters. Are there any more like
you at home?’’

““I am all the daughters of my father’s house,
And all the brothers too,”’

said Winny Davis, slurring every r.

““Do they teach Shakspere at Cooper Union?’’
Frank wondered.

““My heavenly old grandfather sort o’ loved
him, and I reckon I just picked it up. You do pick
up things you’re always hearing at home, you
know,’’ said the girl who wore smocks, simply.

‘“You were evidently very careful in your selec-
tion of a family,’’ said F'rank, admiringly.

“My people were always quite the right sort
of people. We used to have governors and sena-
tors and doctors and lawyers and clergymen as
well as planters, in our family. But we haven’t got
any money any mo’ and we haven’t got any boys.
We haven’t even got any girls, except me,’’ said
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the Southerner, and her bright face clouded. She
added, ‘“Aren’t you just crazy about yo’ family?’’

““My family—what there is of it—is just crazy
about me,”’ said Frank, laughing. ‘‘So crazy, my
child, that it couldn’t live in the same house with
me. I’m the prodigal son, and I’ve chucked the
fatted calf,—veal never did agree with me,—and
I'm eating cakes with angels as a reward.”’

‘“You mean you’ve quarreled with yo’ family %’
asked she, aghast.

“‘No. My family quarreled with me. Didn’t I
just tell you I was the prodigal son?”’

Prodigal sons are dear to the hearts of women,
who haven’t any sense of justice and seldom like
or understand elder brothers. They will lose the
whole world for prodigal sons. Winny Davis
stared at this one, and her eyes kindled.

““Yo’ family were horrid,”’ said she firmly.
““And I’'m going to give you some mo’ of that
cake. I’'m going to write home to-night and ask
Mother to make some mo’ right away.”’

““When I get to heaven,’’ said he irrelevantly,
‘I shall draw up a petition that all girl-angels be
compelled to wear smocks. Furthermore, be it de-
creed that all lady saints shall be taught the art
of cake-making by your mother.”’

¢“I'1l tell her. I’ll add that Yankee prodigal sons
are real nice, smooth talkers—just like ours are,’’
said she, and they both laughed.

He liked Winny Davis; and, like the other room-
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ers, he watched with smiling interest the progress
of the understanding between her and the young
man who was going to be a minister of the gospel.

But it wasn’t until the engineer’s wife was down
with influenza, and everybody was taking turns
looking after the baby and his parents, that Fran-
cis Courtenay really came to know the theological
student, Henry Harkness. He didn’t dream, as he
watched the awkward young Westerner squatting
on the floor entertaining the small tyrant, that
one of the great deep influences of his life was
before him. He merely wondered how a grown-up
could divine so exactly just what would please a
baby. '

¢‘Oh, we had ten in our family,’’ the student ex-
plained pleasantly. ‘“We hadn’t any money to
waste on hired nurses, so I had to help raise ’em
because I was one of the oldest. I know babies
from the bottom up. Here, you keep on rolling him
this ball while I heat his milk. It’s about his
feeding-time.”’

The whilom heir to the Courtenay millions
squatted on the floor and rolled and rolled and
rolled a ball to the engineer’s baby.

““What do you do when he wants to lick your
boots?’’ he wondered. ‘‘Surely it can’t be good
for him to lick boots, can it?”’

““Oh, just shoo him off, divert his attention.
Use your hands,”’” said Harkness, laughing. He
turned, the saucepan in his hand, and stood re-
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garding the new-comer critically. ‘‘Yes, I see you
have the knack of it. You’re the natural-born
baby-minder. You’re the domestic man.”’

“You lose,”’ said Frank. ‘I never handled a
kid before this hour. This is the closest I’ve ever
come to one. And I'm not the domestic man. I—"’
he stared at Harkness solemnly—‘‘am the he-
butterfly.”’

“Tell that to the marines!’’ jeered Harkness.
““Kneel up,”’” he ordered, ‘“‘and hold out your
arms. Don’t say a word to the baby. Just look at
him.”’

Wondering, the he-butterfly knelt up and held
out his arms. The baby returned his look with the
long, unwinking, heaven-pure stare of babyhood,
and, involuntarily, Frank smiled. The baby puck-
ered his rose of a mouth into an answering smile.
Then he scrambled forward on hands and knees,
and hoisting himself upward by grabbing Mr.
Courtenay’s legs, stood swaying on his untried
feet within the circle of the young man’s arms.
With great deliberation and thoroughness he in-
vestigated every nook and cranny of his new
friend’s countenance, using a fat forefinger as a
search-warrant. Evidently finding everything to
his liking, the little man stretched himself upward
and laid his rose-leaf cheek against Frank’s, bent
down to him.

Conscious of a distinetly new sensation, the
young man intuitively cradled the rolypoly little
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fat body closer. He had never touched anything
so soft, warm, young. It was even better than play-
ing with fat puppies, which he had always loved.
It was better than jollying with Sweet Percival.
The watching divinity student laughed softly.

“‘Shucks! I knew it the minute I clapped eyes
on you,’’ said he, good-humoredly. ‘‘And so did
he,”” he added, nodding at the baby. ‘‘I’ll take his
word for you. I think we’re going to be real good
friends.”” -

“Is your process of reasoning logical or theo-
logical?’’ wondered Frank.

“It’s nature,”’” said the divinity student. And
he picked up the baby and fed him as deftly as his
own mother might.

This was a gaunt and ungainly enough young
man, battling his way through college, older than
most students in his class, unashamedly wearing
mended shoes and shirts and bad clothes, and with
the homely burr of North Dakota on his tongue.
He had bony hands and big feet. He didn’t know
how to select his clothes nor yet how to wear them,
and his ties were atrocities. You were conscious
of his Adam’s apple, and his thin eager face was
weather-beaten. He had a thick big mouth, like
Abraham Lincoln’s, and his eyes reminded you of
Christ’s. ‘

A few short weeks ago and he would have been
regarded by Mr. Francis Courtenay not with
scorn but with amusement. The mere fact that he
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was trying to turn himself into a clergyman would
have kept Frank aloof; for he had rather thought
that such a man must be either a fool to believe or
a knave to pretend to believe. He had thought
clergymen hang-overs from a less enlightened era.

But when he looked into the brown face of the
Dakotan, he knew that this man was honesty in-
carnate; and that nobody but a fool would ever
have called him one. Henry Harkness, poor and
obscure though he was, yet had some quality, some
strength, which marked him. Already young
Frank’s new freedom was bringing him face to
face with realities. Already he knew a man when
he met him.

Frank had many acquaintances, many com-
panions who had always welcomed him, whom he
liked and who liked him. When he gripped the
Dakotan’s big paw and looked into the piercing,
kind blue eyes, he realized soberly that he had
made his first friend in his changed circumstances.

Henry Harkness looked at the dark, expressive
face, the slender, beautiful body, the fine hands,
noted the grace of bearing, speech, and manner,
the ease with which he wore his well-chosen
clothes, and he gave Francis Courtenay the love
that only a simple and great-hearted man can give
another man who is more fortunate than himself,
a love passing the love of women.

“I’ve got a place to live and a friend,’’ Fran-
cis said to himself. ‘‘The next thing is to go out
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and collect my job, and I know where my job is
waiting for me. I shall go and force Colin Murray
to give me the one he offered me when he knew
I didn’t need it.”’



CHAPTER VII

THE SWEAT OF HIS BROW

HEN Colin Murray was a young man,
hopeful and ambitious, he had done
what very many other passionate

youngsters do: he had married for her hothouse
prettiness a creature whom he had called dotingly,
“My dearest girl.”” And God knows she had been
dear enough! So dear that the cost strained Mur-
ray’s growing resources, then his patience, and
finally whatever liking and respect he had once
entertained for her. Even in the rapture of his
honeymoon he had had faint qualms of doubt, as
her selfishness, her shallowness began to show
themselves.

She had been a small-town girl of good family,
neighbors of his grandmother’s, his sole surviving
relative, when Murray, fresh from college, met
and fell a slave to her charms. The girl was as
pretty as a Persian kitten and almost as intelli-
gent, when Murray married her. He had already
secured an opening with a well-known firm of ar-
chitects, and his future was very promising; he
was of the stuff of which good husbands are made

—provident, protecting, patient,—and Flora, who
118
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wished to be married and free of family control,
saw nothing better in sight. It pleased her to be
so adored, at first; then it amused; and then it
bored.

He saw, after a while, that she was a fool; what
he didn’t see was that she had more common sense
than he; that she always thoroughly understood
on which side her bread was buttered; that she
would be in all circumstances perfectly capable of
taking care of herself, since she never thought of
any one else. His problem was how to meet her de-
mands. It seemed to him incredible that a butterfly
could be so insatiate, that it could be capable of
making so great demands. But a butterfly is a
very expensive possession and comes high. That
is why so many otherwise sane American men
think they must have one.

Pretty, airy, fluffy Mrs. Colin Murray, who had
so much social charm that she was always in de-
mand and made, easily, quite advantageous ac-
quaintances, explained firmly that what her un-
gracious husband termed her extravagances were
in reality only necessities, owed to their position;
how can one hope to hold any position in the world
if one doesn’t live up to what one owes oneself?
What would he have her do?

Murray said unpleasantly that it wasn’t what
they owed themselves that worried him, but what
they owed everybody else. Life wasn’t pleasant
for him when he was dunned by the grocer, for
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it spoiled his meals; or by the florist, for it spoiled
his appreciation for flowers; or by a horde of
department-stores and dressmakers, for it made
him look upon his wife’s exquisite toilettes with
Jaundiced eyes. He couldn’t reason with Flora, he
couldn’t even talk to her; there were unpleasant
scenes, which made him physically ill. He bored
Flora almost to distraction—and he knew it.

He had at first wanted children; he had the
usual young dreams of a pretty, simple home, a
dainty Flora greeting him at a rose-wreathed
gate of nights, of two—or maybe three—exquisite
small reproductions of their mother’s daintiness
and his strength (the boy would look like him:
he’d be called Colin, naturally) who would run to
meet him with happy shouts of ‘‘Daddy! Daddy!’”’
It had given him rather a wrench to relinquish
those endearing visions. But butterflies aren’t in-
terested in nasty little grubs.

Flora recoiled from the very thought of giving
him a baby. She didn’t want a baby. She didn’t
for one moment mean to have a baby. What, spoil
her lithe, slim body, make herself sick and un-
comfortable, grow offensive to the eye, suffer hor-
rible torments, just to give a selfish man a baby?
When he knew she had just managed to get her-
self quite a respectable wardrobe, every stitch of
which would be hopelessly out of date by the time
she’d be able to wear it again! And she’d be tied
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down, lose touch with all her desirable friends,
who were so nice and generous to her, always ask-
ing her everywhere! She’d be out of everything!
But ke wouldn’t care. He was selfish and horrid
and very inconsiderate, suggesting such disagree-
able possibilities. Why should he want a baby!
Just to tie her down, that’s all. He wouldn’t be
expected to stay home and take care of it, would
he? Not at all! It would merely increase his liberty
and curtail hers.

But men are so selfish, they never think of any-
body but themselves. Catch any man born having
a baby, himself, and see what would happen!
There wouldn’t be any more babies! Why, if a
man had so much as a toothache, you’d think the
sun and moon ought to go out of business, from
the way he carried on! But he could be glib enough
suggesting that his wife have babies, when it
didn’t give him any trouble or discomfort—quite
the contrary. It didn’t ruin his figure, nor make
him sick, nor force him to undergo terrible pain;
and he knew it was simply outrageous even to hint
at her spoiling her figure, now she’d gotten it to
the perfect size, and had sacrificed herself and
gone hungry and thirsty for it, so he could have a
wife that was a credit to him and made the right
sort of friends for him, and wasn’t the fat fright
other men had to put up with. . . .

““Oh, go to hell!”’ thought Colin Murray. His
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training kept him from saying it aloud. He asked,
staring with unpleasant eyes at this chattering
creature:

‘ Aren’t you ever interested in anything or any-
body but yourself? Isn’t it possible for you to
care for something, besides your own precious
body?”’

““Certainly T am! Certainly it is!”’

To prove that her husband had underestimated
her powers of affection, she went right ont and
bought the cutest, prettiest little Pom ever seen.
Very small Poms were very fashionable at the
time, and she paid a very fashionable price for it,
but she consoled herself by reflecting that it would
go with almost every costume she had. She paid
the parlor-maid extra wages to wash it in the serv-
ants’ bathtub. For she was a dainty woman.
Everybody paid tribute to Flora Murray’s dainti-
ness.

Colin Murray refrained from kicking the wasp-
ish little beast that satisfied his wife’s maternal
instinets and proved she could feel some affection
for something besides herself. But being a red-
blooded man, he thought thoughts not at all com-
plimentary to dainty wives and their expensive
little Poms. To save himself from thinking worse
thoughts yet, he buckled down more resolutely to
that salvation of man, work; he worked like the
mule to which he had been insidiously likened.
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Too often bad good women make good bad women
pay for their sins of commission and omission, but
in this case the man took to himself a diviner mis-
tress: Work, his own heaven-sent Work.

And so, prodded by the fact that his wife was a
fool and nothing but a frightful expense to him,
Colin Murray was in process of becoming one of
America’s truly great architects. In his eager and
passionate boyhood, one whose name became
anathema to the unco guid but whose hand of a
master workman beckoned young men into the
path of pure truth and beauty in art had kindled
in Colin Murray’s young breast the unquenchable
flame. Wherefore Murray wrought faithfully for
his gods.

A lonely, a childless, an embittered man, When-
ever he saw in some younger worker a glim-
mering of promise, he yearned over that boy fa-
therly and held aloft the torch. But and if that
younger man played traifor and went astray to
sacrifice on high places to false gods, Murray
swore he was the potential sire of many mules,
and cursed him with great cursings. And him he
cast into outer darkness, where there is weeping
and wailing of flutes and violins and saxophones,
and gnashing of teeth in many expensive hotels
and restaurants, and also much marrying and giv-
ing in marriage. For in their generation the chil-
dren of this world are very much wiser than the
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children of light, and not anything like so hard to
live with. As his wife’s wisdom testified and veri-
fied.

It had once befallen that Colin Murray and
young Francis Courtenay had foregathered for a
week-end party at a brand-new bungalow. It was
a bungalow fearfully and wonderfully made, and
the improvements, and price, and furnishings, and
special features, were altogether worthy of the
fulsome featurings in Sunday supplements which
they received.

‘‘Somehow, this place reminds me of a rubber-
plant; isn’t that odd?’’ Francis had murmured in
Colin Murray’s ears, plaintively. ‘‘And I never
did think a rubber plant a refined creation, did
you?’’

Colin Murray smiled unpleasantly. His wife was
rabidly envious of the bungalow and its over-
stuffed mistress. Only last night she had com-
plained that she couldn’t ever hope to own a home
like that; and Murray had snarled that he’d be
damned if she could while he was still in his right
mind.

A little later, lounging in the library, which was
also a period room and had a Spanish altar, iron
candle-stands, a meager Madonna or so, and one
or two pictures of Spanish saints once evidently
shining lights of the Most Holy Inquisition,
the bored Francis idly drew some heavy white
paper toward him and began to sketch what
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Murray, watching listlessly, saw was a hasty little
plan of a Spanish house adapted to American
needs.

Of a sudden the architect leaned forward, and
his eyebrows went up. The plan wasn’t stereo-
typed. It was hasty, but it had some unusual fea-
tures, it had the touch of originality, it had com-
pactness and design. And it was touched with
something that, developed, would mean beauty.
That wasn’t amateurish.

‘When Francis laid down his pencil, Murray
reached for the sketch before it could be tossed
into the ornate waste-paper basket. He studied it
critically. There were faults, of course, faults
which the boy himself would discover and cor-
rect. The slight thing was valuable not for what
it was but for what it promised, the hint that it
contained. For there was in it the incommunicable
something which the trained eye of the great
workman recognized.

““You could do good work if you were worth
your salt,”” said Murray, with a hint of bitter-
ness. He had had to fight his way up, step by step,
—inch by inch, he sometimes thought,—with a
wife who was like a millstone tied around his neck.
And this careless idler had the Gleam—and played
with it, as a child plays with lights on his Christ-
mas-tree! It wasn’t fair. Oh God! the weary
weight of this unintelligible world!

Francis looked up with his gay, enigmatic smile.



126 SHEAVES

¢Oh, everybody has some little gift, some small
box of tricks, even triflers like me,”” he said
lightly. ‘“As a matter of fact, I happen to like
this sort of thing. I’ve even taken a course or two,
to pass away the time.”’

“In my profession,’’ said Murray, morosely,
‘‘there are many asses who pass for horses. It
therefore goes against the grain to find a horse
who is content to bray.”’

“‘Thanks,”’ said Francis, gently. ‘‘But you’re
forgetting that my stall is provided for me, my
fodder, so to say, found. And when I bray loud-
est I’'m most apt to be lauded for my exquisite
neighing.”” And he looked impishly at the archi-
tect, raised his impertinent eyebrows, and laughed.

Murray blew spirals of cigarette smoke through
his nose, and watched them admiringly. When he
looked at Francis again, it was with narrowed
eyes.

‘It is barely possible that if your gilded stable
were burned over your head, your overfeeding
checked, and you turned over to a decent trainer,
you might come in under the wires a winner. I’ve
seen quite as unpromising colts as you do it.”’

““You do me proud,’’ said the heir to Jordan
Courtenay’s millions. ‘“But go ’way, Satan, go
'way. I don’t belong to horse-flesh at all. I’m
really a stalled ox with content, and the dinner of
herbs doesn’t beguile me. However, if ever I'm
kicked out of content—which Heaven forkid!—
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I’ll come and beg you to hire me. I’ll ask you for
a job.”

¢‘Stranger things have happened,’’ said the ar-
chitect. ‘“‘If the good time ever comes, ask me for
a job, and I’ll welcome the joy of halter-breaking
you.”’

It was to this same Murray, then, that Mr.
Francis Courtenay presented himself, toward
eleven of the clock on a fine windy morning. Mur-
ray had liked him better than he liked most. The
young man’s joyousness, his clean zest, his odd
twist of seriousness where none might be expected
intrigued the older man. Wasn’t joyousness, zest,
the delight in merely being alive and young, per-
haps, after all, high wisdom? Could any other wis-
dom give you that? Could heaven itself offer
more? The architect looked up as Frank entered
his office, and smiled.

“I'm busy,”” he said, ‘‘disgustingly and un-
necessarily engaged in toil . . . from your stand-
point. Nevertheless, O gilded ornament of the idle
rich, I’'m delighted to see you. What brings you
here? What do you want?”’

The young man draped himself around the most
comfortable chair in the room. He was so decora-
tive that Murray’s tired eyes brightened under his
green eye-shade.

¢‘If it weren’t for your clothes I could make use
of you on a cornice, or embody you in a frieze,’’ he
mused critically. ‘“‘Trousers, Frank, are the bi-



128 SHEAVES

furcated curse of modern art. They explain why
we have to crib from the barelegged ancients. We
can’t have slim young joyful gods in breeches, can
we? Ever study the effect of bronze breeches on a
Hall of Fame hero, Frank?”’

““No. I aren’t no bronze-breeched hero, and I
aren’t no blackguard, too, but a single man in
trousers, most remarkable like you,’’ paraphrased
Frank. ‘“But,”’” he offered shamelessly, ¢‘if yon
think I’d be successful as a slim young joyous god
in the buff, I’m at your service.”’

““You have some very decent instinects,”’ said
Murray, gratefully. ‘I shall hope to make an
Olympian of you yet. It’s high time,’’ he added,
‘‘that somebody should take you in hand and make
something out of you!’’

““You’re getting warm,”’ said Frank. ‘Your re-
marks remind me of my uncle. He proposes to
make a beggar out of me. I’d rather be an archi-
tect, Murray. So I've come for that job. You’ve
got a job belonging to me, and I want it.”’

“I really haven’t time to play with you this
morning,’’ said the architect. ‘‘Come after office
hours and blither, but run away now like a dear
child, and play with some other little plutocratic
pets of pups like yourself. Don’t snitch from a
working-man like me his most valuable possession
—his time. It isn’t right.”’

‘“When you really wish to conceal the truth,
tell it openly, and your best friends will say you’re
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a liar,”’ commented Frank. ‘My dear prospective
employer, I stand too much in need and awe of
you this morning to kid you. I see in you the ar-
biter of my fate, my potential boss. You once inti-
mated that I’d a bit of the right stuff in one spot,
that I might do something in your line, and that if
I ever needed a job to come to you. If you weren’t
talking to hear yourself talk, if you really meant
what you said, play up. I'm very seriously asking
you to take me into your office and put me to
work.”’

Murray’s eyes snapped. He swung around in his
chair.

“I did tell you that. I meant it, because it’s
true. But . . . my dear boy, I don’t play when I
work, and you’ve never done anything but play.
In my job you dig and sweat and you keep on dig-
ging and sweating. You haven’t got time to do
anything but dig and sweat. You can see I
wouldn’t have time to waste on you—?’

““I don’t want you to waste time on me. I want
to dig and sweat, too.”’

““You? Why, you frescoed sybarite!’’ laughed
Murray, shortly.

““My uncle says I’m a dashed he-butterfly.’’

‘‘Some naturalist, your uncle, some naturalist!
No nature-faker there!”’

¢‘Oh, he doesn’t give a hoot whether I'm one
or not. It’s because I will sip flowers of my own
selecting, and he says they’re weeds; and he wants
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me to fly around weeds of his raising, and he in-
sists they’re the choicest sort of flowers.”’

Murray said nothing, but made idle marks on a
pad of blotting-paper with the tip of his pencil. He
had heard that the Courtenays, uncle and nephew,
had a habit of locking horns; it was their favorite
indoor sport. That was common gossip.

‘It came to a head about Dolly Tredegar. She’s
a friend of mine, you know, and he made remarks.
He doesn’t like dancers. Also, I admit I did have
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