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			I

			Un­til he was al­most ten the name stuck to him. He had lit­er­al­ly to fight his way free of it. From So Big (of fond and in­fan­tile deriva­tion) it had been con­densed in­to So­big. And So­big De­Jong, in all its con­so­nan­tal dishar­mo­ny, he had re­mained un­til he was a ten-year-old school­boy in that in­cred­i­bly Dutch dis­trict south­west of Chica­go known first as New Hol­land and lat­er as High Prairie. At ten, by dint of fists, teeth, cop­per-toed boots, and tem­per, he earned the right to be called by his re­al name, Dirk De­Jong. Now and then, of course, the nick­name bobbed up and had to be sub­dued in a brief and bit­ter skir­mish. His moth­er, with whom the name had orig­i­nat­ed, was the worst of­fend­er. When she lapsed he did not, nat­u­ral­ly, use school­yard tac­tics on her. But he sulked and glow­ered por­ten­tous­ly and re­fused to an­swer, though her tone, when she called him So Big, would have melt­ed the heart of any but that nat­u­ral sav­age, a boy of ten.

			The nick­name had sprung from the ear­ly and id­i­ot­ic ques­tion in­vari­ably put to ba­bies and an­swered by them, with in­fi­nite pa­tience, through the years of their in­fan­cy.

			Seli­na De­Jong, dart­ing ex­pert­ly about her kitchen, from wash­tub to bak­ing board, from stove to ta­ble, or, if at work in the fields of the truck farm, straight­en­ing the numbed back for a mo­ment’s respite from the close-set rows of car­rots, turnips, spinach, or beets over which she was labour­ing, would wipe the sweat beads from nose and fore­head with a quick duck of her head in the crook of her bent arm. Those great fine dark eyes of hers would re­gard the child perched im­per­ma­nent­ly on a lit­tle heap of emp­ty pota­to sacks, one of which com­prised his cos­tume. He was con­stant­ly de­tach­ing him­self from the par­ent sack heap to dig and bur­row in the rich warm black loam of the truck gar­den. Seli­na De­Jong had lit­tle time for the ex­pres­sion of af­fec­tion. The work was al­ways hot at her heels. You saw a young wom­an in a blue cal­i­co dress, fad­ed and earth-grimed. Be­tween her eyes was a driv­en look as of one who walks al­ways a lit­tle ahead of her­self in her haste. Her dark abun­dant hair was skew­ered in­to a util­i­tar­i­an knob from which soft loops and strands were con­stant­ly es­cap­ing, to be pushed back by that same har­ried duck­ing ges­ture of head and bent arm. Her hands, for such use, were usu­al­ly too crust­ed and in­ground with the soil in­to which she was delv­ing. You saw a child of per­haps two years, dirt-streaked, sun­burned, and gen­er­al­ly oth­er­wise de­faced by those bumps, bites, scratch­es, and con­tu­sions that are the com­mon lot of the farm child of a moth­er har­ried by work. Yet, in that mo­ment, as the wom­an looked at the child there in the warm moist spring of the Illi­nois prairie land, or in the clut­tered kitchen of the farm­house, there quiv­ered and vi­brat­ed be­tween them and all about them an au­ra, a glow, that im­part­ed to them and their sur­round­ings a mys­tery, a beau­ty, a ra­di­ance.

			“How big is ba­by?” Seli­na would de­mand, sense­less­ly. “How big is my man?”

			The child would mo­men­tar­i­ly cease to poke plump fin­gers in­to the rich black loam. He would smile a gum­my though slight­ly weary smile and stretch wide his arms. She, too, would open her tired arms wide, wide. Then they would say in a duet, his mouth a puck­ered pink petal, hers quiv­er­ing with ten­der­ness and a cer­tain amuse­ment, “So-o-o-o big!” with the voice soar­ing on the pro­longed vow­el and drop­ping sud­den­ly with the sec­ond word. Part of the game. The child be­came so ha­bit­u­at­ed to this ques­tion that some­times, if Seli­na hap­pened to glance round at him sud­den­ly in the midst of her task, he would take his cue with­out the fa­mil­iar ques­tion be­ing put and would squeal his “So-o-o-o big!” rather ab­sent­ly, in du­ti­ful so­lo. Then he would throw back his head and laugh a tri­umphant laugh, his open mouth a coral ori­fice. She would run to him, and swoop down up­on him, and bury her flushed face in the warm moist creas­es of his neck, and make as though to de­vour him. “So big!”

			But of course he wasn’t. He wasn’t as big as that. In fact, he nev­er be­came as big as the wide-stretched arms of her love and imag­i­na­tion would have had him. You would have thought she should have been sat­is­fied when, in lat­er years, he was the Dirk De­Jong whose name you saw (en­graved) at the top of heavy cream linen pa­per, so rich and thick and stiff as to have the ef­fect of be­ing starched and ironed by some cost­ly Amer­i­can busi­ness process; whose clothes were made by Pe­ter Peel, the Eng­lish tai­lor; whose road­ster ran on a French chas­sis; whose cab­i­net held mel­low Ital­ian ver­mouth and Span­ish sher­ry; whose wants were served by a Ja­pa­nese house­man; whose life, in short, was that of the suc­cess­ful cit­i­zen of the Re­pub­lic. But she wasn’t. Not on­ly was she dis­sat­is­fied: she was at once re­morse­ful and in­dig­nant, as though she, Seli­na De­Jong, the veg­etable ped­dler, had been part­ly to blame for this suc­cess of his, and part­ly cheat­ed by it.

			When Seli­na De­Jong had been Seli­na Peake she had lived in Chica­go with her fa­ther. They had lived in many oth­er cities as well. In Den­ver dur­ing the ram­pant ’80s. In New York when Seli­na was twelve. In Mil­wau­kee briefly. There was even a San Fran­cis­co in­ter­lude which was al­ways a lit­tle sketchy in Seli­na’s mind and which had end­ed in a de­par­ture so hur­ried as to be­wil­der even Seli­na who had learned to ac­cept sud­den com­ings and abrupt go­ings with­out ques­tion. “Busi­ness,” her fa­ther al­ways said. “Lit­tle deal.” She nev­er knew un­til the day of his death how lit­er­al­ly the word deal was ap­pli­ca­ble to his busi­ness trans­ac­tions. Sime­on Peake, trav­el­ling the coun­try with his lit­tle daugh­ter, was a gam­bler by pro­fes­sion, tem­per­a­ment, and nat­u­ral tal­ents. When in luck they lived roy­al­ly, stop­ping at the best ho­tels, eat­ing strange, suc­cu­lent sea-viands, go­ing to the play, driv­ing in hired rigs (al­ways with two hors­es. If Sime­on Peake had not enough mon­ey for a two-horse equipage he walked). When for­tune hid her face they lived in board­ing hous­es, ate board­ing­house meals, wore the clothes bought when For­tune’s breath was balmy. Dur­ing all this time Seli­na at­tend­ed schools, good, bad, pri­vate, pub­lic, with sur­pris­ing reg­u­lar­i­ty con­sid­er­ing her no­madic ex­is­tence. Deep-bo­somed ma­trons, see­ing this dark-eyed se­ri­ous child seat­ed alone in a ho­tel lob­by or board­ing­house par­lour, would bend over her in so­lic­i­tous ques­tion­ing.

			“Where is your mam­ma, lit­tle girl?”

			“She is dead,” Seli­na would re­ply, po­lite­ly and com­pos­ed­ly.

			“Oh, my poor lit­tle dear!” Then, with a warm rush, “Don’t you want to come and play with my lit­tle girl? She loves lit­tle girls to play with. H’m?” The “m” of the in­ter­ro­ga­tion held hum­m­ing­ly, ten­der­ly.

			“No, thank you very much. I’m wait­ing for my fa­ther. He would be dis­ap­point­ed not to find me here.”

			These good ladies wast­ed their sym­pa­thy. Seli­na had a beau­ti­ful time. Ex­cept for three years, to re­call which was to her like en­ter­ing a som­bre icy room on leav­ing a warm and glow­ing one, her life was free, in­ter­est­ing, var­ied. She made de­ci­sions usu­al­ly de­volv­ing up­on the adult mind. She se­lect­ed clothes. She ruled her fa­ther. She read ab­sorbed­ly books found in board­ing­house par­lours, in ho­tels, in such pub­lic li­braries as the times af­ford­ed. She was alone for hours a day, dai­ly. Fre­quent­ly her fa­ther, fear­ful of lone­li­ness for her, brought her an arm­ful of books and she had an or­gy, dip­ping and swoop­ing about among them in a sort of gour­mand’s ec­sta­sy of in­de­ci­sion. In this way, at fif­teen, she knew the writ­ings of By­ron, Jane Austen, Dick­ens, Char­lotte Bron­të, Fe­li­cia He­mans. Not to speak of Mrs. E. D. E. N. South­worth, Bertha M. Clay, and that good fairy of the scullery, the Fire­side Com­pan­ion, in whose pages fac­to­ry girls and dukes were brought to­geth­er as in­evitably as steak and onions. These last were, of course, the re­sult of Seli­na’s mode of liv­ing, and were loaned her by kind­heart­ed land­ladies, cham­ber­maids, and wait­ress­es all the way from Cal­i­for­nia to New York.

			Her three dark years—from nine to twelve—were spent with her two maid­en aunts, the Miss­es Sarah and Ab­bie Peake, in the dim, prim Ver­mont Peake house from which her fa­ther, the black sheep, had run away when a boy. Af­ter her moth­er’s death Sime­on Peake had sent his lit­tle daugh­ter back east in a fit of re­morse and tem­po­rary help­less­ness on his part and a spurt of for­give­ness and church­ly char­i­ty on the part of his two sis­ters. The two wom­en were in­cred­i­bly drawn in the pat­tern of the New Eng­land spin­ster of fic­tion. Mitts, pre­serves, Bible, chilly best room, solemn and kit­ten­less cat, or­der, lit­tle-girls-mustn’t. They smelled of ap­ples—of with­ered ap­ples that have rot­ted at the core. Seli­na had once found such an ap­ple in a cor­ner of a dis­or­der­ly school-desk, had sniffed it, re­gard­ed its wrin­kled, sap­less pink cheek, and had bit­ten in­to it ad­ven­ture­some­ly, on­ly to spit out the mouth­ful in an ex­plo­sive and un­la­dy­like spray. It had been all black and mouldy at its heart.

			Some­thing of this she must have con­veyed, in her des­per­a­tion, to her fa­ther in an un­cen­sored let­ter. With­out warn­ing he had come for her, and at sight of him she had been guilty of the on­ly fit of hys­te­ria that marked her life, be­fore or af­ter the episode.

			So, then, from twelve to nine­teen she was hap­py. They had come to Chica­go in 1885, when she was six­teen. There they re­mained. Seli­na at­tend­ed Miss Fis­ter’s Se­lect School for Young Ladies. When her fa­ther brought her there he had raised quite a flut­ter in the Fis­ter breast—so soft-spo­ken was he, so gen­tle, so sad-ap­pear­ing, so win­ning as to smile. In the in­vest­ment busi­ness, he ex­plained. Stocks and that kind of thing. A wid­ow­er. Miss Fis­ter said, yes, she un­der­stood.

			Sime­on Peake had had noth­ing of the look of the pro­fes­sion­al gam­bler of the day. The wide slouch hat, the flow­ing mus­tache, the glit­ter­ing eye, the too-bright boots, the gay cra­vat, all were miss­ing in Sime­on Peake’s make­up. True, he did sport a sin­gu­lar­ly clear white di­a­mond pin in his shirt front; and his hat he wore just a lit­tle on one side. But then, these both were in the male mode and quite com­mon­ly seen. For the rest he seemed a mild and suave man, slim, a tri­fle dif­fi­dent, speak­ing sel­dom and then with a New Eng­land drawl by which he had come hon­est­ly enough, Ver­mont Peake that he was.

			Chica­go was his meat. It was boom­ing, pros­per­ous. Jeff Han­k­ins’s red plush and mir­rored gam­bling house, and Mike Mc­Don­ald’s, too, both on Clark Street, knew him dai­ly. He played in good luck and bad, but he man­aged some­how to see to it that there was al­ways the mon­ey to pay for the Fis­ter school­ing. His was the ide­al pok­er face—bland, emo­tion­less, im­mo­bile. When he was flush they ate at the Palmer House, din­ing off chick­en or quail and thick rich soup and the ap­ple pie for which the hostel­ry was fa­mous. Wait­ers hov­ered so­lic­i­tous­ly about Sime­on Peake, though he rarely ad­dressed them and nev­er looked at them. Seli­na was hap­py. She knew on­ly such young peo­ple—girls—as she met at Miss Fis­ter’s school. Of men, oth­er than her fa­ther, she knew as lit­tle as a nun—less. For those clois­tered crea­tures must, if on­ly in the con­ning of their Bible, learn much of the moods and pas­sions that sway the male. The Songs of Solomon alone are a glo­ri­ous sex ed­u­ca­tion. But the Bible was not in­clud­ed in Seli­na’s hap­haz­ard read­ing, and the Gideonite was not then a force in the ho­tel world.

			Her chum was Julie Hempel, daugh­ter of Au­gust Hempel, the Clark Street butch­er. You prob­a­bly now own some Hempel stock, if you’re lucky; and eat Hempel ba­con and Hempel hams cured in the hick­o­ry, for in Chica­go the dis­tance from butch­er of 1885 to pack­er of 1890 was on­ly a five-year leap.

			Be­ing so much alone de­vel­oped in her a gift for the make-be­lieve. In a com­fort­able, well-dressed way she was a sort of mix­ture of Dick Swiv­eller’s Mar­chioness and Sarah Crewe. Even in her child­hood she ex­tract­ed from life the dou­ble en­joy­ment that comes usu­al­ly on­ly to the cre­ative mind. “Now I’m do­ing this. Now I’m do­ing that,” she told her­self while she was do­ing it. Look­ing on while she par­tic­i­pat­ed. Per­haps her the­atre-go­ing had some­thing to do with this. At an age when most lit­tle girls were not on­ly un­heard but prac­ti­cal­ly un­seen, she oc­cu­pied a grown-up seat at the play, her rapt face, with its dark se­ri­ous eyes, glow­ing in a sort of lu­mi­nous pal­lor as she sat proud­ly next her fa­ther. Sime­on Peake had the gam­bler’s love of the the­atre, him­self pos­sess­ing the dra­mat­ic qual­i­ty nec­es­sary to the suc­cess­ful fol­low­ing of his pro­fes­sion.

			In this way Seli­na, half-hid­den in the depths of an or­ches­tra seat, wrig­gled in ec­stat­ic an­tic­i­pa­tion when the cur­tain as­cend­ed on the grotesque rows of Haver­ly’s min­strels. She wept (as did Sime­on) over the ag­o­nies of The Two Or­phans when Kit­ty Blan­chard and Mc­K­ee Rankin came to Chica­go with the Union Square Stock Com­pa­ny. She wit­nessed that star­tling in­no­va­tion, a Jew­ish play, called Samuel of Posen. She saw Fan­ny Dav­en­port in Pique. Sime­on even took her to a per­for­mance of that shock­ing and de­light­ful form of new en­ter­tain­ment, the Ex­trav­a­gan­za. She thought the plump crea­ture in tights and span­gles, de­scend­ing the long stair­way, the most beau­ti­ful be­ing she had ev­er seen.

			“The thing I like about plays and books is that any­thing can hap­pen. Any­thing! You nev­er know,” Seli­na said, af­ter one of these evenings.

			“No dif­fer­ent from life,” Sime­on Peake as­sured her. “You’ve no idea the things that hap­pen to you if you just re­lax and take them as they come.”

			Cu­ri­ous­ly enough, Sime­on Peake said this, not through ig­no­rance, but de­lib­er­ate­ly and with rea­son. In his way and day he was a very mod­ern fa­ther. “I want you to see all kinds,” he would say to her. “I want you to re­al­ize that this whole thing is just a grand ad­ven­ture. A fine show. The trick is to play in it and look at it at the same time.”

			“What whole thing?”

			“Liv­ing. All mixed up. The more kinds of peo­ple you see, and the more things you do, and the more things that hap­pen to you, the rich­er you are. Even if they’re not pleas­ant things. That’s liv­ing. Re­mem­ber, no mat­ter what hap­pens, good or bad, it’s just so much”—he used the gam­bler’s term, un­con­scious­ly—“just so much vel­vet.”

			But Seli­na, some­how, un­der­stood. “You mean that any­thing’s bet­ter than be­ing Aunt Sarah and Aunt Ab­bie.”

			“Well—yes. There are on­ly two kinds of peo­ple in the world that re­al­ly count. One kind’s wheat and the oth­er kind’s emer­alds.”

			“Fan­ny Dav­en­port’s an emer­ald,” said Seli­na, quick­ly, and rather sur­prised to find her­self say­ing it.

			“Yes. That’s it.”

			“And—and Julie Hempel’s fa­ther—he’s wheat.”

			“By gol­ly, Se­le!” shout­ed Sime­on Peake. “You’re a shrewd lit­tle tyke!”

			It was af­ter read­ing Pride and Prej­u­dice that she de­cid­ed to be the Jane Austen of her time. She be­came very mys­te­ri­ous and en­joyed a brief pe­ri­od of un­pop­u­lar­i­ty at Miss Fis­ter’s ow­ing to her veiled al­lu­sions to her “work”; and an an­noy­ing way of smil­ing to her­self and tap­ping a ru­mi­na­tive toe as though en­gaged in vi­sions far too ex­quis­ite for the com­mon eye. Her chum Julie Hempel, prop­er­ly enough, be­came en­raged at this and gave Seli­na to un­der­stand that she must make her choice be­tween re­veal­ing her se­cret or be­ing cast out of the Hempel heart. Seli­na swore her to se­cre­cy.

			“Very well, then. Now I’ll tell you. I’m go­ing to be a nov­el­ist.” Julie was pal­pa­bly dis­ap­point­ed, though she said, “Seli­na!” as though prop­er­ly im­pressed, but fol­lowed it up with: “Still, I don’t see why you had to be so mys­te­ri­ous about it.”

			“You just don’t un­der­stand, Julie. Writ­ers have to study life at first hand. And if peo­ple know you’re study­ing them they don’t act nat­u­ral. Now, that day you were telling me about the young man in your fa­ther’s shop who looked at you and said—”

			“Seli­na Peake, if you dare to put that in your book I’ll nev­er speak—”

			“All right. I won’t. But that’s what I mean. You see!”

			Julie Hempel and Seli­na Peake, both fin­ished prod­ucts of Miss Fis­ter’s school, were of an age—nine­teen. Seli­na, on this Sep­tem­ber day, had been spend­ing the af­ter­noon with Julie, and now, ad­just­ing her hat prepara­to­ry to leav­ing, she clapped her hands over her ears to shut out the sounds of Julie’s im­por­tun­ings that she stay to sup­per. Cer­tain­ly the prospect of the usu­al Mon­day evening meal in Mrs. Teb­bitt’s board­ing house (the Peake luck was mo­men­tar­i­ly low) did not present suf­fi­cient ex­cuse for Seli­na’s re­fusal. In­deed, the Hempel sup­per as sketched dish for dish by the ur­gent Julie brought lit­tle greedy groans from Seli­na.

			“It’s prairie chick­ens—three of them—that a farmer west of town brought Fa­ther. Moth­er fix­es them with stuff­ing, and there’s cur­rant jell. Creamed onions and baked toma­toes. And for dessert, ap­ple roll.”

			Seli­na snapped the elas­tic hold­ing her high-crowned hat un­der her chignon of hair in the back. She ut­tered a fi­nal and qua­ver­ing groan. “On Mon­day nights we have cold mut­ton and cab­bage at Mrs. Teb­bitt’s. This is Mon­day.”

			“Well then, sil­ly, why not stay!”

			“Fa­ther comes home at six. If I’m not there he’s dis­ap­point­ed.”

			Julie, plump, blonde, placid, for­sook her soft white blan­dish­ments and tried steel against the steel of Seli­na’s de­ci­sion.

			“He leaves you right af­ter sup­per. And you’re alone ev­ery night un­til twelve and af­ter.”

			“I don’t see what that has to do with it,” Seli­na said, stiffly.

			Julie’s steel, be­ing low-grade, melt­ed at once and ran off her in rivulets. “Of course it hasn’t, Selie dear. On­ly I thought you might leave him just this once.”

			“If I’m not there he’s dis­ap­point­ed. And that ter­ri­ble Mrs. Teb­bitt makes eyes at him. He hates it there.”

			“Then I don’t see why you stay. I nev­er could see. You’ve been there four months now, and I think it’s hor­rid and stuffy; and oil­cloth on the stairs.”

			“Fa­ther has had some tem­po­rary busi­ness set­backs.”

			Seli­na’s cos­tume tes­ti­fied to that. True, it was mod­ish, and bus­tled, and basqued, and flounced; and her high-crowned, short-rimmed hat, with its trim­ming of feath­ers and flow­ers and rib­bons had come from New York. But both were of last spring’s pur­chas­ing, and this was Sep­tem­ber.

			In the course of the af­ter­noon they had been look­ing over the pages of Godey’s Ladies’ Book for that month. The dis­par­i­ty be­tween Seli­na’s cos­tume and the cre­ations pic­tured there was much as the dif­fer­ence be­tween the Teb­bitt meal and that out­lined by Julie. Now Julie, fond though de­feat­ed, kissed her friend good­bye.

			Seli­na walked quick­ly the short dis­tance from the Hempel house to Teb­bitt’s, on Dear­born Av­enue. Up in her sec­ond-floor room she took off her hat and called to her fa­ther, but he had not yet come in. She was glad of that. She had been fear­ful of be­ing late. She re­gard­ed her hat now with some dis­taste, de­cid­ed to rip off the fad­ed spring ros­es, did rip a stitch or two, on­ly to dis­cov­er that the hat ma­te­ri­al was more fad­ed than the ros­es, and that the un­cov­ered sur­face showed up a dark splotch like a wall-spot when a pic­ture, long hung, is re­moved. So she got a nee­dle and pre­pared to tack the of­fend­ing rose in its ac­cus­tomed place.

			Perched on the arm of a chair near the win­dow, tak­ing quick deft stitch­es, she heard a sound. She had nev­er heard that sound be­fore—that pe­cu­liar sound—the slow, omi­nous tread of men laden with a heavy in­ert bur­den; bear­ing with in­fi­nite care that which was well be­yond hurt­ing. Seli­na had nev­er heard that sound be­fore, and yet, hear­ing it, she rec­og­nized it by one of those pangs, cen­turies old, called wom­an’s in­stinct. Thud—shuf­fle—thud—shuf­fle—up the nar­row stair­way, along the pas­sage. She stood up, the nee­dle poised in her hand. The hat fell to the floor. Her eyes were wide, fixed. Her lips slight­ly part­ed. The lis­ten­ing look. She knew.

			She knew even be­fore she heard the hoarse man’s voice say­ing, “Lift ’er up there a lit­tle on the cor­ner, now. Easy—e-e-easy.” And Mrs. Teb­bitt’s high shrill clam­our: “You can’t bring it in there! You hadn’t ought to bring it in here like this!”

			Seli­na’s sus­pend­ed breath came back. She was pant­ing now. She had flung open the door. A flat still bur­den par­tial­ly cov­ered with an over­coat care­less­ly flung over the face. The feet, in their square-toed boots, wob­bled list­less­ly. Seli­na no­ticed how shiny the boots were. He was al­ways very finick­ing about such things.

			Sime­on Peake had been shot in Jeff Han­k­ins’s place at five in the af­ter­noon. The irony of it was that the bul­let had not been in­tend­ed for him at all. Its derelict course had been due to fem­i­nine aim. Sped by one of those over-dra­mat­ic ladies who, armed with horse­whip or pis­tol in tardy de­fence of their hon­our, span­gled Chica­go’s dull ’80s with their do­ings, it had been meant for a well-known news­pa­per pub­lish­er usu­al­ly men­tioned (in pa­pers oth­er than his own) as a bon vi­vant. The la­dy’s lead­en re­mon­strance was to have been proof of the fact that he had been more vi­va­cious than bon.

			It was, per­haps, be­cause of this that the mat­ter was pret­ty well hushed up. The pub­lish­er’s pa­per—which was Chica­go’s fore­most—scarce­ly men­tioned the in­ci­dent and pur­pose­ly mis­spelled the name. The la­dy, think­ing her task ac­com­plished, had tak­en truer aim with her sec­ond bul­let, and had saved her­self the trou­ble of tri­al by hu­man ju­ry.

			Sime­on Peake left his daugh­ter Seli­na a lega­cy of two fine clear blue-white di­a­monds (he had had the gam­bler’s love of them) and the sum of four hun­dred and nine­ty-sev­en dol­lars in cash. Just how he had man­aged to have a sum like this put by was a mys­tery. The en­ve­lope con­tain­ing it had ev­i­dent­ly once held a larg­er sum. It had been sealed, and then slit. On the out­side was writ­ten, in Sime­on Peake’s fine, al­most fem­i­nine hand: “For my lit­tle daugh­ter Seli­na Peake in case any­thing should hap­pen to me.” It bore a date sev­en years old. What the orig­i­nal sum had been no one ev­er knew. That any sum re­mained was ev­i­dence of the al­most hero­ic self-con­trol prac­tised by one to whom mon­ey—ready mon­ey in any sum at all—meant on­ly fu­el to feed the flames of his gam­ing fever.

			To Seli­na fell the choice of earn­ing her own liv­ing or of re­turn­ing to the Ver­mont vil­lage and be­com­ing a with­ered and sap­less dried ap­ple, with black fuzz and mould at her heart, like her aunts, the Miss­es Sarah and Ab­bie Peake. She did not hes­i­tate.

			“But what kind of work?” Julie Hempel de­mand­ed. “What kind of work can you do?” Wom­en—that is, the Seli­na Peakes—did not work.

			“I—well, I can teach.”

			“Teach what?”

			“The things I learned at Miss Fis­ter’s.”

			Julie’s ex­pres­sion weighed and dis­cred­it­ed Miss Fis­ter. “Who to?” Which cer­tain­ly jus­ti­fied her ex­pres­sion.

			“To chil­dren. Peo­ple’s chil­dren. Or in the pub­lic schools.”

			“You have to do some­thing first—go to Nor­mal, or teach in the coun­try, don’t you?—be­fore you can teach in the pub­lic schools. They’re most­ly old. Twen­ty-five or even thir­ty—or more!” with nine­teen’s in­ca­pac­i­ty to imag­ine an age be­yond thir­ty.

			That Julie was tak­ing the of­fen­sive in this con­ver­sa­tion, and Seli­na the de­fen­sive, was in­dica­tive of the girl’s numbed state. Seli­na did not then know the iron qual­i­ties her friend was dis­play­ing in be­ing with her at all. Mrs. Hempel had quite prop­er­ly for­bid­den Julie ev­er to see the dead dis­so­lute gam­bler’s daugh­ter again. She had even sent a note to Miss Fis­ter ex­press­ing her opin­ion of a school which would, by ad­mit­ting such un­s­e­lect­ed ladies to its se­lect cir­cle, ex­pose oth­er pupils to con­tam­i­na­tion.

			Seli­na ral­lied to Julie’s on­slaught. “Then I’ll just teach a coun­try school. I’m good at arith­metic. You know that.” Julie should have known it, hav­ing had all her Fis­ter sums solved by Seli­na. “Coun­try schools are just arith­metic and gram­mar and ge­og­ra­phy.”

			“You! Teach­ing a coun­try school!”

			She looked at Seli­na.

			She saw a mis­lead­ing­ly del­i­cate face, the skull small and exquisite­ly formed. The cheek bones rather high—or per­haps they looked so be­cause of the fact that the eyes, dark, soft, and lu­mi­nous, were un­usu­al­ly deep-set in their sock­ets. The face, in­stead of nar­row­ing to a soft curve at the chin, de­vel­oped un­ex­pect­ed strength in the jaw line. That line, fine, steel-strong, sharp and clear, was of the stuff of which pi­o­neer wom­en are made. Julie, in­ex­pe­ri­enced in the art of read­ing the hu­man phys­iog­no­my, did not de­ci­pher the mean­ing of it. Seli­na’s hair was thick, long, and fine, so that she piled it eas­i­ly in the loops, coils, and knots that fash­ion de­mand­ed. Her nose, slight­ly pinched at the nos­trils, was ex­quis­ite. When she laughed it had the trick of wrin­kling just a lit­tle across the nar­row bridge; very en­gag­ing, and mis­chievous. She was thought a rather plain lit­tle thing, which she wasn’t. But the eyes were what you marked and re­mem­bered. Peo­ple to whom she was speak­ing had a way of look­ing in­to them deeply. Seli­na was of­ten em­bar­rassed to dis­cov­er that they were not hear­ing what she had to say. Per­haps it was this vel­vety soft­ness of the eyes that caused one to over­look the firm­ness of the low­er face. When the next ten years had done their worst to her, and Julie had sud­den­ly come up­on her step­ping ag­ile­ly out of a truck gar­den­er’s wag­on on Prairie Av­enue, a tanned, weath­er-beat­en, toil-worn wom­an, her abun­dant hair skew­ered in­to a knob and held by a long gray hair­pin, her full cal­i­co skirt grimed with the mud of the wag­on wheel, a pair of men’s old side-boots on her slim feet, a grotesque­ly bat­tered old felt hat (her hus­band’s) on her head, her arms full of ears of sweet corn, and car­rots, and radish­es, and bunch­es of beets; a wom­an with bad teeth, flat breasts, a sag­ging pock­et in her ca­pa­cious skirt—even then Julie, star­ing, had known her by her eyes. And she had run to her in her silk suit and her fine silk shirt­waist and her hat with the plume and had cried, “Oh, Seli­na! My dear! My dear!”—with a sob of hor­ror and pity—“My dear.” And had tak­en Seli­na, car­rots, beets, corn, and radish­es, in her arms. The veg­eta­bles lay scat­tered all about them on the side­walk in front of Julie Hempel Arnold’s great stone house on Prairie Av­enue. But strange­ly enough it had been Seli­na who had done the com­fort­ing, pat­ting Julie’s silken shoul­der and say­ing, over and over, “There, there! It’s all right, Julie. It’s all right. Don’t cry. What’s there to cry for! Sh! … It’s all right.”

		
	
		
			II

			Seli­na had thought her­self lucky to get the Dutch school at High Prairie, ten miles out­side Chica­go. Thir­ty dol­lars a month! She was to board at the house of Klaas Pool, the truck farmer. It was Au­gust Hempel who had brought it all about; or Julie, urg­ing him. Now, at forty-five, Au­gust Hempel, the Clark Street butch­er, knew ev­ery farmer and stock­man for miles around, and hun­dreds be­sides scat­tered through­out Cook Coun­ty and the State of Illi­nois.

			To get the Dutch school for Seli­na Peake was a sim­ple enough mat­ter for him. The High Prairie dis­trict school teach­er had al­ways, hereto­fore, been a man. A more ad­van­ta­geous po­si­tion pre­sent­ing it­self, this year’s prospec­tive teach­er had with­drawn be­fore the school term had be­gun. This was in Sep­tem­ber. High Prairie school did not open un­til the first week in No­vem­ber. In that re­gion of truck farms ev­ery boy and girl over six was busy in the fields through­out the ear­ly au­tumn. Two years of this, and Seli­na would be qual­i­fied for a city grade. Au­gust Hempel in­di­cat­ed that he could ar­range that, too, when the time came. Seli­na thought this shrewd red-faced butch­er a won­der­ful man, in­deed. Which he was.

			At forty-sev­en, sin­gle-hand­ed, he was to es­tab­lish the fa­mous Hempel Pack­ing Com­pa­ny. At fifty he was the pow­er in the yards, and there were Hempel branch­es in Kan­sas City, Om­a­ha, Den­ver. At six­ty you saw the name of Hempel plas­tered over pack­ing sheds, fac­to­ries, and can­ning plants all the way from Hon­olu­lu to Port­land. You read:

			Don’t Say Ham: Say Hempel’s.

			Hempel prod­ucts ranged in­cred­i­bly from pork to pineap­ple; from grease to grape-juice. An in­dict­ment meant no more to Hempel, the pack­er, than an in­junc­tion for speed­ing to you. Some­thing of his char­ac­ter may be gleaned from the fact that farm­ers who had known the butch­er at forty still ad­dressed this mil­lion­aire, at six­ty, as Aug. At six­ty-five he took up golf and beat his son-in-law, Michael Arnold, at it. A mag­nif­i­cent old pi­rate, sail­ing the per­ilous com­mer­cial seas of the Amer­i­can ’90s be­fore com­mis­sions, in­ves­ti­ga­tions, and in­quis­i­tive sen­ate in­sist­ed on ap­ply­ing white­wash to the black flag of trade.

			Seli­na went about her prepa­ra­tions in a sin­gu­lar­ly clear­head­ed fash­ion, con­sid­er­ing her youth and in­ex­pe­ri­ence. She sold one of the blue-white di­a­monds, and kept one. She placed her in­her­i­tance of four hun­dred and nine­ty-sev­en dol­lars, com­plete, in the bank. She bought stout sen­si­ble boots, two dress­es, one a brown la­dy’s-cloth which she made her­self, fin­ished with white col­lars and cuffs, very neat (the cuffs to be pro­tect­ed by black sateen sleevelets, of course, while teach­ing); and a wine-red cash­mere (mad, but she couldn’t re­sist it) for best.

			She ea­ger­ly learned what she could of this re­gion once known as New Hol­land. Its peo­ple were all truck gar­den­ers, and as Dutch as the Nether­lands from which they or their fa­thers had come. She heard sto­ries of wood­en shoes worn in the wet prairie fields; of a red-faced plod­ding Cor­nelius Van der Bilt liv­ing in placid ig­no­rance of the ex­is­tence of his dis­tin­guished New York patronymic con­nec­tion; of stur­dy, phleg­mat­ic, in­dus­tri­ous farm­ers in squat, many-win­dowed hous­es pat­terned af­ter the north Hol­land hous­es of their Eu­ro­pean mem­o­ries. Many of them had come from the town of Schoorl, or near it. Oth­ers from the low­lands out­side Am­s­ter­dam. Seli­na pic­tured it an­oth­er Sleepy Hol­low, a repli­ca of the quaint set­tle­ment in Wash­ing­ton Irv­ing’s de­light­ful tale. The de­sert­ing school­mas­ter had been a sec­ond Ich­a­bod Crane, nat­u­ral­ly; the farmer at whose house she was to live a mod­ern Myn­heer Van Tas­sel, pipe, chuck­le, and all. She and Julie Hempel read the tale over to­geth­er on an af­ter­noon when Julie man­aged to evade the ma­ter­nal edict. Seli­na, pic­tur­ing mel­low gold­en corn fields; crusty crullers, crum­bling oly-koeks, tooth­some wild ducks, sides of smoked beef, pump­kin pies; coun­try dances, ap­ple-cheeked farmer girls, felt sor­ry for poor Julie stay­ing on in the dull gray com­mon­place­ness of Chica­go.

			The last week in Oc­to­ber found her on the way to High Prairie, seat­ed be­side Klaas Pool in the two-horse wag­on with which he brought his gar­den stuff to the Chica­go mar­ket. She sat perched next him on the high seat like a saucy wren be­side a ru­mi­nant Hol­stein. So they jolt­ed up the long Hal­st­ed road through the late Oc­to­ber sun­set. The prairie land just out­side Chica­go had not then been made a ter­ri­fy­ing and epic thing of slagheaps, smoke­stacks, and blast fur­naces like a Pen­nell draw­ing. To­day it stretched away and away in the last rays of the late au­tumn sun­light over which the lake mist was be­gin­ning to creep like chif­fon cov­er­ing gold. Mile af­ter mile of cab­bage fields, jade-green against the earth. Mile af­ter mile of red cab­bage, a rich plum­my Bur­gundy veined with black. Be­tween these, heaps of corn were piled-up sun­shine. Against the hori­zon an oc­ca­sion­al patch of woods showed the last rus­set and bronze of oak and maple. These things Seli­na saw with her beau­ty-lov­ing eye, and she clasped her hands in their black cot­ton gloves.

			“Oh, Mr. Pool!” she cried. “Mr. Pool! How beau­ti­ful it is here!”

			Klaas Pool, driv­ing his team of hors­es down the mud­dy Hal­st­ed road, was look­ing straight ahead, his eyes fas­tened seem­ing­ly on an in­vis­i­ble spot be­tween the off-horse’s ears. His was not the kind of brain that acts quick­ly, nor was his body’s mech­a­nism the sort that quick­ly re­sponds to that brain’s mes­sage. His eyes were chi­na-blue in a round red face that was cov­ered with a stub­ble of stiff gold­en hairs. His round moon of a head was set low and solid­ly be­tween his great shoul­ders, so that as he be­gan to turn it now, slow­ly, you mar­velled at the process and wait­ed fear­ful­ly to hear a creak. He was turn­ing his head to­ward Seli­na, but keep­ing his gaze on the spot be­tween his horse’s ears. Ev­i­dent­ly the head and the eyes re­volved by quite dis­tinct pro­cess­es. Now he faced Seli­na al­most di­rect­ly. Then he brought his eyes around, slow­ly, un­til they fo­cused on her cameo-like face all alight now with her en­joy­ment of the scene around her; with a cer­tain ela­tion at this new ven­ture in­to which she was en­ter­ing; and with ex­cite­ment such as she used to feel when the cur­tain rose with tan­ta­liz­ing de­lib­er­ate­ness on the first act of a play which she was see­ing with her fa­ther. She was well bun­dled up against the sharp Oc­to­ber air in her cloak and muf­fler, with a shawl tucked about her knees and waist. The usu­al creamy pal­lor of her fine clear skin showed an un­wont­ed pink, and her eyes were wide, dark, and bright. Be­side this sparkling del­i­cate girl’s face Klaas Pool’s heavy fea­tures seemed carved from the stuff of an­oth­er clay and race. His pale blue eyes showed in­com­pre­hen­sion.

			“Beau­ti­ful?” he echoed, in puz­zled in­ter­ro­ga­tion. “What is beau­ti­ful?”

			Seli­na’s slim arms flashed out from the swathings of cloak, shawl, and muf­fler and were flung wide in a ges­ture that em­braced the land­scape on which the late af­ter­noon sun was cast­ing a glow pe­cu­liar to that lake re­gion, all rose and gold­en and mist-shim­mer­ing.

			“This! The—the cab­bages.”

			A slow-dawn­ing film of fun crept over the blue of Klaas Pool’s stare. This film spread al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly so that it flut­ed his broad nos­trils, met and widened his full lips, reached and ag­i­tat­ed his mas­sive shoul­ders, tick­led the round bel­ly, so that all Klaas Pool, from his eyes to his waist, was rip­pling and shak­ing with slow, solemn, heavy Dutch mirth.

			“Cab­bages is beau­ti­ful!” his round pop eyes star­ing at her in a fix­i­ty of glee. “Cab­bages is beau­ti­ful!” His silent laugh­ter now rose and be­came au­di­ble in a rich throaty chor­tle. It was plain that laugh­ter, with Klaas Pool, was not a thing to be light­ly dis­missed, once raised. “Cab­bages—” he choked a lit­tle, and splut­tered, over­come. Now he be­gan to shift his gaze back to his hors­es and the road, by the same process of turn­ing his head first and then his eyes, so that to Seli­na the mirth­ful tail of his right eye and his round red cheek with the gold­en fuzz on it gave him an in­cred­i­bly rogu­ish brown­ie look.

			Seli­na laughed, too, even while she protest­ed his laugh­ter. “But they are!” she in­sist­ed. “They are beau­ti­ful. Like jade and Bur­gundy. No, like—uh—like—what’s that in—like chryso­prase and por­phyry. All those fields of cab­bages and the corn and the beet-tops to­geth­er look like Per­sian patch­es.”

			Which was, cer­tain­ly, no way for a new school teach­er to talk to a Hol­land truck gar­den­er driv­ing his team along the dirt road on his way to High Prairie. But then, Seli­na, re­mem­ber, had read By­ron at sev­en­teen.

			Klaas Pool knew noth­ing of chryso­prase and por­phyry. Nor of By­ron. Nor, for that mat­ter, of jade and Bur­gundy. But he did know cab­bages, both green and red. He knew cab­bage from seed to sauer­kraut; he knew and grew va­ri­eties from the stur­dy Flat Dutch to the ear­ly Wake­field. But that they were beau­ti­ful; that they looked like jew­els; that they lay like Per­sian patch­es, had nev­er en­tered his head, and right­ly. What has the head of a cab­bage, or, for that mat­ter, of a ro­bust, soil-stained, toil­ing Dutch truck farmer to do with non­sense like chryso­prase, with jade, with Bur­gundy, with Per­sian pat­terns!

			The hors­es clopped down the heavy coun­try road. Now and again the bulk be­side Seli­na was ag­i­tat­ed silent­ly, as be­fore. And from be­tween the gold­en fuzz of stub­ble beard she would hear, “Cab­bages! Cab­bages is—” But she did not feel of­fend­ed. She could not have been of­fend­ed at any­thing to­day. For in spite of her re­cent tragedy, her nine­teen years, her lone­li­ness, the ter­ri­fy­ing thought of this new home to which she was go­ing, among strangers, she was con­scious of a warm lit­tle thrill of ela­tion, of ex­cite­ment—of ad­ven­ture! That was it. “The whole thing’s just a grand ad­ven­ture,” Sime­on Peake had said. Seli­na gave a lit­tle bounce of an­tic­i­pa­tion. She was do­ing a rev­o­lu­tion­ary and dar­ing thing; a thing that the Ver­mont and now, for­tu­nate­ly, in­ac­ces­si­ble Peakes would have re­gard­ed with hor­ror. For equip­ment she had youth, cu­rios­i­ty, a steel-strong frame; one brown la­dy’s-cloth, one wine-red cash­mere; four hun­dred and nine­ty-sev­en dol­lars; and a gay, ad­ven­ture­some spir­it that was nev­er to die, though it led her in­to cu­ri­ous places and she of­ten found, at the end, on­ly a track­less waste from which she had to re­trace her steps, painful­ly. But al­ways, to her, red and green cab­bages were to be jade and Bur­gundy, chryso­prase and por­phyry. Life has no weapons against a wom­an like that.

			So now, as they bumped and jolt­ed along the road Seli­na thought her­self lucky, though she was a lit­tle ter­ri­fied. She turned her gaze from the flat prairie land to the silent fig­ure be­side her. Hers was a live­ly, volatile na­ture, and his un­com­mu­nica­tive­ness made her vague­ly un­com­fort­able. Yet there was noth­ing glum about his face. Up­on it there even lin­gered, in the cor­ners of his eyes and about his mouth, faint shad­ows of mer­ri­ment.

			Klaas Pool was a school di­rec­tor. She was to live at his house. Per­haps she should not have said that about the cab­bages. So now she drew her­self up prim­ly and tried to ap­pear the school teach­er, and suc­ceed­ed in look­ing as se­vere as a white pan­sy.

			“Ahem!” (or near­ly that). “You have three chil­dren, haven’t you, Mr. Pool? They’ll all be my pupils?”

			Klaas Pool ru­mi­nat­ed on this. He con­cen­trat­ed so that a slight frown marred the seren­i­ty of his brow. In this dou­ble ques­tion of hers, an at­tempt to give the con­ver­sa­tion a dig­ni­fied turn, she had ap­par­ent­ly cre­at­ed some dif­fi­cul­ty for her host. He was try­ing to shake his head two ways at the same time. This gave it a ro­tary mo­tion. Seli­na saw, with amaze­ment, that he was at­tempt­ing to nod nega­tion and con­fir­ma­tion at once.

			“You mean you haven’t—or they’re not?—or—?”

			“I have got three chil­dren. All will not be your pupils.” There was some­thing fi­nal, un­shak­able in his de­liv­ery of this.

			“Dear me! Why not? Which ones won’t?”

			This fusil­lade proved fa­tal. It served per­ma­nent­ly to check the slight trick­le of con­ver­sa­tion which had be­gun to is­sue from his lips. They jogged on for per­haps a mat­ter of three miles, in si­lence. Seli­na told her­self then, stern­ly, that she must not laugh. Hav­ing told her­self this, stern­ly, she be­gan to laugh be­cause she could not help it; a gay lit­tle sound that flew out like the whir of a bird’s wing on the crisp au­tum­nal sun­set air. And sud­den­ly this light sound was joined by a slow rum­bling that swelled and bub­bled a good deal in the man­ner of the rich glub­by sounds that is­sue from a ket­tle that has been sim­mer­ing for a long time. So they laughed to­geth­er, these two; the rather scared young thing who was try­ing to be prim, and the dull, unimag­i­na­tive truck farmer be­cause this alert, great-eyed, slim white crea­ture perched bird­like on the wag­on seat be­side him had tick­led his slow hu­mour-sense.

			Seli­na felt sud­den­ly friend­ly and hap­py. “Do tell me which ones will and which won’t.”

			“Geert­je goes to school. Joz­i­na goes to school. Roelf works by the farm.”

			“How old is Roelf?” She was be­ing school teacher­ly again.

			“Roelf is twelve.”

			“Twelve! And no longer at school! But why not!”

			“Roelf he works by the farm.”

			“Doesn’t Roelf like school?”

			“But sure.”

			“Don’t you think he ought to go to school?”

			“But sure.”

			Hav­ing be­gun, she could not go back. “Doesn’t your wife want Roelf to go to school any more?”

			“Maart­je? But sure.”

			She gath­ered her­self to­geth­er; hurled her­self be­hind the next ques­tion. “Then why doesn’t he go to school, for pity’s sake!”

			Klaas Pool’s pale blue eyes were fixed on the spot be­tween the horse’s ears. His face was serene, placid, pa­tient.

			“Roelf he works by the farm.”

			Seli­na sub­sid­ed, beat­en.

			She won­dered about Roelf. Would he be a furtive, slink­ing boy, like Smike? Geert­je and Joz­i­na. Geert­je—Gertrude, of course. Joz­i­na? Josephine. Maart­je?—m-m-m-m—Martha, prob­a­bly. At any rate, it was go­ing to be in­ter­est­ing. It was go­ing to be won­der­ful! Sup­pose she had gone to Ver­mont and be­come a dried ap­ple!

			Dusk was com­ing on. The lake mist came drift­ing across the prairie and hung, a pearly haze, over the frost-nipped stub­ble and the leaf­less trees. It caught the last light in the sky, and held it, giv­ing to fields, trees, black earth, to the man seat­ed stolid­ly be­side the girl, and to the face of the girl her­self an opales­cent glow very won­der­ful to see. Seli­na, see­ing it, opened her lips to ex­claim again; and then, re­mem­ber­ing, closed them. She had learned her first les­son in High Prairie.

		
	
		
			III

			The Klaas Pools lived in a typ­i­cal High Prairie house. They had passed a score like it in the dusk. These stur­dy Hol­land-Amer­i­cans had built here in Illi­nois af­ter the pat­tern of the squat hous­es that dot the low­lands about Am­s­ter­dam, Haar­lem, and Rot­ter­dam. A row of pol­lards stood stiffly by the road­side. As they turned in at the yard Seli­na’s eye was caught by the glit­ter of glass. The house was many-win­dowed, the panes the size of pock­et-hand­ker­chiefs. Even in the dusk Seli­na thought she had nev­er seen win­dows sparkle so. She did not then know that spot­less win­dow­panes were a mark of so­cial stand­ing in High Prairie. Yard and dwelling had a ge­o­met­ri­cal neat­ness like that of a toy house in a set of play­things. The ef­fect was marred by a clothes­line hung with a da­do of mis­cel­la­neous wash—a pair of fad­ed over­alls, a shirt, socks, a man’s draw­ers care­ful­ly patched and now bel­ly­ing grotesque­ly in the breeze like a com­ic tramp turned bac­cha­nal. Seli­na was to know this frieze of nether gar­ments as a dai­ly dec­o­ra­tion in the farm-wife’s yard.

			Peer­ing down over the high wheel she wait­ed for Klaas Pool to as­sist her in alight­ing. He seemed to have no such thought. Hav­ing jumped down, he was throw­ing emp­ty crates and box­es out of the back of the wag­on. So Seli­na, gath­er­ing her shawls and cloak about her, clam­bered down the side of the wheel and stood look­ing about her in the dim light, a very small fig­ure in a very large world. Klaas had opened the barn door. Now he re­turned and slapped one of the hors­es smart­ly on the flank. The team trot­ted obe­di­ent­ly off to the barn. He picked up her lit­tle hide­bound trunk. She took her satchel. The yard was quite dark now. As Klaas Pool opened the kitchen door the red mouth that was the open draught in the kitchen stove grinned a toothy wel­come at them.

			A wom­an stood over the stove, a fork in her hand. The kitchen was clean, but dis­or­der­ly, with the dis­or­der that comes of pres­sure of work. There was a not un­pleas­ant smell of cook­ing. Seli­na sniffed it hun­gri­ly. The wom­an turned to face them. Seli­na stared.

			This, she thought, must be some oth­er—an old wom­an—his moth­er per­haps. But: “Maart­je, here is school teach­er,” said Klaas Pool. Seli­na put out her hand to meet the oth­er wom­an’s hand, rough, hard, cal­loused. Her own, touch­ing it, was like satin against a pine board. Maart­je smiled, and you saw her bro­ken dis­coloured teeth. She pushed back the sparse hair from her high fore­head, fum­bled a lit­tle, shy­ly, at the col­lar of her clean blue cal­i­co dress.

			“Pleased to meet you,” Maart­je said, prim­ly. “Make you wel­come.” Then, as Pool stamped out to the yard, slam­ming the door be­hind him, “Pool he could have come with you by the front way, too. Lay off your things.” Seli­na be­gan to re­move the wrap­pings that swathed her—the muf­fler, the shawl, the cloak. Now she stood, a slim, in­con­gru­ous­ly el­e­gant lit­tle fig­ure in that kitchen. The brown la­dy’s-cloth was very tight and basqued above, very flounced and bus­tled be­low. “My, how you are young!” cried Maart­je. She moved near­er, as if im­pelled, and fin­gered the stuff of Seli­na’s gown. And as she did this Seli­na sud­den­ly saw that she, too, was young. The bad teeth, the thin hair, the care­less dress, the lit­tered kitchen, the ha­rassed frown—above all these, stand­ing out clear­ly, ap­peared the look of a girl.

			“Why, I do be­lieve she’s not more than twen­ty-eight!” Seli­na said to her­self in a kind of pan­ic. “I do be­lieve she’s not more than twen­ty-eight.”

			She had been aware of the two pig­tailed heads ap­pear­ing and van­ish­ing in the door­way of the next room. Now Maart­je was shoo­ing her in­to this room. Ev­i­dent­ly her host­ess was dis­tressed be­cause the school teach­er’s for­mal en­trance had not been made by way of par­lour in­stead of kitchen. She fol­lowed Maart­je Pool in­to the front room. Be­hind the stove, tit­ter­ing, were two yel­low-haired lit­tle girls. Geert­je and Joz­i­na, of course. Seli­na went over to them, smil­ing. “Which is Geert­je?” she asked. “And which Joz­i­na?” But at this the tit­ters be­came squeals. They re­tired be­hind the round black bul­wark of the wood­burn­er, over­come. There was no fire in this shin­ing ebon struc­ture, though the evening was sharp. Above the stove a length of pipe, glit­ter­ing with pol­ish as was the stove it­self, crossed the width of the room and van­ished through a queer lit­tle per­fo­rat­ed grat­ing in the ceil­ing. Seli­na’s quick glance en­com­passed the room. In the win­dow were a few hardy plants in pots on a green-paint­ed wood­en rack. There were gera­ni­ums, blos­som­less; a cac­tus with its thick slabs of petals like slices of gan­grenous ham set up for beau­ty in a par­lour; a plant called Ja­cob’s lad­der, on a spin­dling trel­lis. The bony scaf­fold­ing of the green-paint­ed wood­en stand was turned to­ward the room. The flow­ers blind­ly faced the dark square of the win­dow. There was a so­fa with a wrin­kled cal­i­co cov­er; three rock­ing chairs; some stark crayons of in­cred­i­bly hard-fea­tured Dutch an­cients on the wall. It was all neat, stiff, unlove­ly. But Seli­na had known too many years of board­ing­house ug­li­ness to be of­fend­ed at this.

			Maart­je had light­ed a small glass-bowled lamp. The chim­ney of this sparkled as had the win­dow panes. A steep, un­car­pet­ed stair­way, en­closed, led off the sit­ting room. Up this Maart­je Pool, talk­ing, led the way to Seli­na’s bed­room. Seli­na was to learn that the farm wom­an, of­ten inar­tic­u­late through lack of com­pan­ion­ship, be­comes a tor­rent of talk when op­por­tu­ni­ty presents it­self. They made quite a lit­tle pro­ces­sion. First, Mrs. Pool with the lamp; then Seli­na with the satchel; then, tap-tap, tap-tap, Joz­i­na and Geert­je, their heavy hob­nailed shoes cre­at­ing a great clat­ter on the wood­en stairs, though they were tip­toe­ing in an ef­fort to make them­selves un­heard by their moth­er. There ev­i­dent­ly had been an ar­range­ment on the sub­ject of their in­vis­i­bil­i­ty. The pro­ces­sion moved to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of Maart­je’s, “Now you stay down­stairs didn’t I tell you!” There was in her tone a warn­ing; a men­ace. The two pig­tails would hang back a mo­ment, on­ly to come tap-tap­ping on again, their saucer eyes at once fear­ful and mis­chievous.

			A nar­row, dim, close-smelling hall­way, un­car­pet­ed. At the end of it a door open­ing in­to the room that was to be Seli­na’s. As its chill struck her to the mar­row three ob­jects caught her eye. The bed, a huge and not un­hand­some wal­nut mau­soleum, reared its som­bre height al­most to the room’s top. In­deed, its apex of grapes did ac­tu­al­ly seem to achieve a meet­ing with the white­washed ceil­ing. The mat­tress of straw and corn­husks was un­wor­thy of this ed­i­fice, but over it Mrs. Pool had mer­ci­ful­ly placed a feath­er bed, stitched and quilt­ed, so that Seli­na lay soft and warm through the win­ter. Along one wall stood a low chest so rich­ly brown as to ap­pear black. The front pan­el of this was cu­ri­ous­ly carved. Seli­na stooped be­fore it and for the sec­ond time that day said: “How beau­ti­ful!” then looked quick­ly round at Maart­je Pool as though fear­ful of find­ing her laugh­ing as Klaas Pool had laughed. But Mrs. Pool’s face re­flect­ed the glow in her own. She came over to Seli­na and stooped with her over the chest, hold­ing the lamp so that its yel­low flame light­ed up the scrolls and ten­drils of the carved sur­face. With one dis­coloured fore­fin­ger she traced the bold flour­ish­es on the pan­el. “See? How it makes out let­ters?”

			Seli­na peered clos­er. “Why, sure enough! This first one’s an S!”

			Maart­je was kneel­ing be­fore the chest now. “Sure an S. For Sophia. It is a Hol­land bride’s chest. And here is K. And here is big D. It makes Sophia Kroon De­Vries. It is any­ways two hun­dred years. My moth­er she gave it to me when I was mar­ried, and her moth­er she gave it to her when she was mar­ried, and her moth­er gave it to her when she was mar­ried, and her—”

			“I should think so!” ex­claimed Seli­na, rather mean­ing­less­ly; but stem­ming the tor­rent. “What’s in it? Any­thing? There ought to be bride’s clothes in it, yel­low with age.”

			“It is!” cried Maart­je Pool and gave a lit­tle bounce that im­per­illed the lamp.

			“No!” The two on their knees sat smil­ing at each oth­er, wide-eyed, like school­girls. The pig­tails, em­bold­ened, had come tap-tap­ping near­er and were peer­ing over the shoul­ders of the wom­en be­fore the chest.

			“Here—wait.” Maart­je Pool thrust the lamp in­to Seli­na’s hand, raised the lid of the chest, dived ex­pert­ly in­to its depths amidst a great rustling of old news­pa­pers and emerged red-faced with a Dutch basque and vo­lu­mi­nous skirt of silk; an age-yel­low cap whose wings, stiff with em­broi­dery, stood out grand­ly on ei­ther side; a pair of wood­en shoes, stained ter­ra-cot­ta like the sails of the Vol­len­dam fish­ing boats, and carved from toe to heel in a del­i­cate and in­tri­cate pat­tern. A bridal gown, a bridal cap, bridal shoes.

			“Well!” said Seli­na, with the feel­ing of a lit­tle girl in a rich at­tic on a rainy day. She clasped her hands. “May I dress up in it some time?”

			Maart­je Pool, fold­ing the gar­ments hasti­ly, looked shocked and hor­ri­fied. “Nev­er must any­body dress up in a bride’s dress on­ly to get mar­ried. It brings bad luck.” Then, as Seli­na stroked the stiff silken folds of the skirt with a slim and ca­ress­ing fore­fin­ger: “So you get mar­ried to a High Prairie Dutch­man I let you wear it.” At this ab­sur­di­ty they both laughed again. Seli­na thought that this school-teach­ing ven­ture was start­ing out very well. She would have such things to tell her fa­ther—then she re­mem­bered. She shiv­ered a lit­tle as she stood up now. She raised her arms to take off her hat, feel­ing sud­den­ly tired, cold, strange in this house with this farm wom­an, and the two star­ing lit­tle girls, and the great red-faced man. There surged over her a great wave of long­ing for her fa­ther—for the gay lit­tle din­ners, for the the­atre treats, for his hu­mor­ous philo­soph­i­cal drawl, for the Chica­go streets, and the ug­ly Chica­go hous­es; for Julie; for Miss Fis­ter’s school; for any­thing and any­one that was ac­cus­tomed, known, and there­fore dear. Even Aunt Ab­bie and Aunt Sarah had a not unlove­ly as­pect, viewed from this chill farm­house bed­room that had sud­den­ly be­come her home. She had a hor­ri­ble pre­mo­ni­tion that she was go­ing to cry, be­gan to blink very fast, turned a lit­tle blind­ly in the dim light and caught sight of the room’s third ar­rest­ing ob­ject. A blue-black cylin­der of tin sheet­ing, like a stove and yet un­like. It was pol­ished like the length of pipe in the sit­ting room be­low. In­deed, it was ev­i­dent­ly a gi­ant flow­er of this stem.

			“What’s that?” de­mand­ed Seli­na, point­ing.

			Maart­je Pool, de­posit­ing the lamp on the lit­tle wash­stand prepara­to­ry to leav­ing, smiled pride­ful­ly. “Drum.”

			“Drum?”

			“For heat your room.” Seli­na touched it. It was icy. “When there is fire,” Mrs. Pool added, hasti­ly. In her mind’s eye Seli­na traced the tin tube be­low run­ning along the ceil­ing in the peace­ful and or­der­ly path of a stovepipe, thrust­ing its way through the cylin­dri­cal hole in the ceil­ing and here burst­ing sud­den­ly in­to swollen and mon­strous bloom like an un­think­able goitre on a black neck. Seli­na was to learn that its heat­ing pow­ers were myth­i­cal. Even when the stove in the sit­ting room was blaz­ing away with a cheer­ful roar none of the glow com­mu­ni­cat­ed it­self to the drum. It re­mained as cool­ly in­dif­fer­ent to the blasts breathed up­on it as a girl hot­ly be­sieged by an un­wel­come lover. This was to in­flu­ence a num­ber of Seli­na’s habits, in­clud­ing noc­tur­nal read­ing and matuti­nal bathing. Seli­na was a dai­ly morn­ing bather in a pe­ri­od which looked up­on the dai­ly bath as an ec­cen­tric­i­ty, or, at best, an af­fec­ta­tion. It would be charm­ing to be able to record that she con­tin­ued the prac­tice in the Pool house­hold; but a morn­ing bath in the arc­tic at­mos­phere of an Illi­nois prairie farm­house would not have been ec­cen­tric mere­ly, but mad, even if there had been an avail­able ket­tle of hot wa­ter at 6:30 a.m., which there em­phat­i­cal­ly was not. Seli­na was grate­ful for an oc­ca­sion­al steam­ing basin of wa­ter at night and a hur­ried piece­meal bath by the myth­i­cal heat of the drum.

			“Maart­je!” roared a voice from be­low­stairs. The voice of the hun­gry male. There was waft­ed up, too, a faint smell of scorch­ing. Then came sounds of a bump­ing and thump­ing along the nar­row stair­way.

			“Og heden!” cried Maart­je, in a pan­ic, her hands high in air. She was off, sweep­ing the two pig­tails with her in her flight. There were sounds of scuf­fling on the stair­way, and Maart­je’s voice call­ing some­thing that sound­ed like hook­endunk to Seli­na. But she de­cid­ed that that couldn’t be. The bump­ing now sound­ed along the pas­sage out­side her room. Seli­na turned from her satchel to be­hold a gnome in the door­way. Be­low, she saw a pair of bowlegs; above, her own lit­tle hide­bound trunk; be­tween, a broad face, a griz­zled beard, a lack­lus­tre eye in a weath­er-beat­en coun­te­nance.

			“Jakob Hoogen­dunk,” the gnome an­nounced, briefly, peer­ing up at her from be­neath the trunk bal­anced on his back.

			Seli­na laughed de­light­ed­ly. “Not re­al­ly! Do come in. This is a good place, don’t you think? Along the wall? Mr.—Mr. Hoogen­dunk?”

			Jakob Hoogen­dunk grunt­ed and plod­ded across the room, the trunk lurch­ing per­ilous­ly above his bow­legged stride. He set it down with a fi­nal thump, wiped his nose with the back of his hand—sign of a task com­plet­ed—and sur­veyed the trunk large­ly, as if he had made it. “Thank you, Mr. Hoogen­dunk,” said Seli­na, and put out her hand. “I’m Seli­na Peake. How”—she couldn’t re­sist it—“how did you leave Rip?”

			It was char­ac­ter­is­tic of her that in this griz­zled hired man, twist­ed with rheuma­tism, reek­ing of mould and ma­nure, she should see a di­rect de­scen­dant of those gnarled and beard­ed bowlers so mys­te­ri­ous­ly en­coun­tered by Rip Van Win­kle on that fa­tal day in the Kaatskills. The name, too, ap­pealed to her in its com­ic ug­li­ness. So she laughed a soft lit­tle laugh; held out her hand. The man was not of­fend­ed. He knew that peo­ple laughed when they were in­tro­duced. So he laughed, too, in a mix­ture of em­bar­rass­ment and at­tempt­ed ease, look­ing down at the small hand ex­tend­ed to him. He blinked at it cu­ri­ous­ly. He wiped his two hands down his thighs, hard; then shook his great griz­zled head. “My hand is all muck. I ain’t washed up yet,” and lurched off, leav­ing Seli­na look­ing rather help­less­ly down at her own ex­tend­ed hand. His clat­ter on the wood­en stair­way sound­ed like cav­al­ry on a frozen road.

			Left alone in her room Seli­na un­locked her trunk and took from it two pho­to­graphs—one of a mild-look­ing man with his hat a lit­tle on one side, the oth­er of a wom­an who might have been a twen­ty-five-year-old Seli­na, mi­nus the coura­geous jaw-line. Look­ing about for a fit­ting place on which to stand these leather-framed trea­sures she con­sid­ered the top of the chill drum, hu­mor­ous­ly, then ac­tu­al­ly placed them there, for lack of bet­ter refuge, from which van­tage point they re­gard­ed her with po­lite­ly in­ter­est­ed eyes. Per­haps Jakob Hoogen­dunk would put up a shelf for her. That would serve for her lit­tle stock of books and for the pic­tures as well. She was en­joy­ing that lit­tle flush of ex­hil­a­ra­tion that comes to a wom­an, un­pack­ing. There was about her trunk, even though closed but this very day, the el­e­ment of sur­prise that gilds fa­mil­iar ob­jects when dis­closed for the first time in un­fa­mil­iar sur­round­ings. She took out her neat pile of warm woollen un­der­wear, her stout shoes. She shook out the crushed folds of the wine-coloured cash­mere. Now, if ev­er, she should have re­gret­ted its pur­chase. But she didn’t. No one, she re­flect­ed, as she spread it rosi­ly on the bed, pos­sess­ing a wine-coloured cash­mere could be al­to­geth­er down­cast.

			The wine cash­mere on the bed, the pho­to­graphs on the drum, her clothes hang­ing com­fort­ably on wall-hooks with a cal­i­co cur­tain on a cord pro­tect­ing them, her stock of books on the closed trunk. Al­ready the room wore the as­pect of fa­mil­iar­i­ty.

			From be­low­stairs came the hiss of fry­ing. Seli­na washed in the chill wa­ter of the basin, took down her hair and coiled it again be­fore the swim­my lit­tle mir­ror over the wash­stand. She ad­just­ed the stitched white bands of the se­vere col­lar and pat­ted the cuffs of the brown la­dy’s-cloth. The tight basque was fas­tened with but­tons from throat to waist. Her fine long head rose above this try­ing base with such grace and dig­ni­ty as to ren­der the stiff gar­ment beau­ti­ful. The skirt bil­lowed and puffed out be­hind, and was drawn in folds across the front. It was a day of ap­palling bunch­i­ness and equal­ly ap­palling tight­ness in dress; of pan­niers, gal­loons, plas­trons, reveres, bus­tles, and all man­ner of lumpy be­dev­il­ment. That Seli­na could ap­pear in this dis­fig­ur­ing gar­ment a crea­ture still grace­ful, slim, and pli­ant was a sheer tri­umph of spir­it over mat­ter.

			She blew out the light now and de­scend­ed the steep wood­en stair­way to the un­light­ed par­lour. The door be­tween par­lour and kitchen was closed. Seli­na sniffed sen­si­tive­ly. There was pork for sup­per. She was to learn that there al­ways was pork for sup­per. As the win­ter wore on she de­vel­oped a hor­ror of this porcine fare, re­mem­ber­ing to have read some­where that one’s di­et was in time re­flect­ed in one’s face; that gross eat­ing made one gross look­ing. She would ex­am­ine her fea­tures fear­ful­ly in the swim­my mir­ror—the love­ly lit­tle white nose—was it coars­en­ing? The deep-set dark eyes—were they squint­ing? The firm sweet lips—were they broad­en­ing? But the re­flec­tion in the glass re­as­sured her.

			She hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment there in the dark­ness. Then she opened the kitchen door. There swam out at her a haze of smoke, from which emerged round blue eyes, gut­tural talk, the smell of fry­ing grease, of sta­ble, of loam, and of woollen wash fresh­ly brought in from the line. With an in­rush of cold air that sent the blue haze in­to swirls the out­er kitchen door opened. A boy, his arm piled high with stove-wood, en­tered; a dark, hand­some sullen boy who stared at Seli­na over the arm­load of wood. Seli­na stared back at him. There sprang to life be­tween the boy of twelve and the wom­an of nine­teen an elec­tric cur­rent of feel­ing.

			“Roelf,” thought Seli­na; and even took a step to­ward him, in­ex­pli­ca­bly drawn.

			“Hur­ry then with that wood there!” fret­ted Maart­je at the stove. The boy flung the arm­ful in­to the box, brushed his sleeve and coat-front me­chan­i­cal­ly, still look­ing at Seli­na. A slave to the in­sa­tiable maw of the wood-box.

			Klaas Pool, al­ready at ta­ble, thumped with his knife. “Sit down! Sit down, teach­er.” Seli­na hes­i­tat­ed, looked at Maart­je. Maart­je was hold­ing a fry­ing pan aloft in one hand while with the oth­er she thrust and poked a fresh stick of wood in­to the open-lid­ded stove. The two pig­tails seat­ed them­selves at the ta­ble, set with its red-checked cloth and bone-han­dled cut­lery. Jakob Hoogen­dunk, who had been splash­ing, snort­ing, and puff­ing por­poise-fash­ion in a cor­ner over a hand-basin whose cu­bic con­tents were out of all pro­por­tion to the sounds ex­tract­ed there­from, now seat­ed him­self. Roelf flung his cap on a wall-hook and sat down. On­ly Seli­na and Maart­je re­mained stand­ing. “Sit down! Sit down!” Klaas Pool said again, jovial­ly. “Well, how is cab­bages?” He chuck­led and winked. Jakob Hoogen­dunk snort­ed. A duet of tit­ters from the pig­tails. Maart­je at the stove smiled; but a tri­fle grim­ly, one might have thought, watch­ing her. Ev­i­dent­ly Klaas had not hugged his joke in se­cret. On­ly the boy Roelf re­mained un­smil­ing. Even Seli­na, feel­ing the red mount­ing her cheeks, smiled a lit­tle, ner­vous­ly, and sat down with some sud­den­ness.

			Maart­je Pool now thumped down on the ta­ble a great bowl of pota­toes fried in grease; a plat­ter of ham. There was bread cut in chunks. The cof­fee was rye, roast­ed in the oven, ground, and tak­en with­out sug­ar or cream. Of this food there was plen­ty. It made Mrs. Teb­bitt’s Mon­day night meal seem am­brosial. Seli­na’s vi­sions of chick­ens, oly-koeks, wild ducks, crusty crullers, and pump­kin pies van­ished, nev­er to re­turn. She had been very hun­gry, but now, as she talked, nod­ded, smiled, she cut her food in­to in­fin­i­tes­i­mal bites, did not chew them so very well, and de­spised her­self for be­ing dain­ty. A slight, dis­tinc­tive lit­tle fig­ure there in the yel­low lamp­light, eat­ing this coarse fare brave­ly, turn­ing her soft dark glance on the wom­an who was mak­ing count­less trips from stove to ta­ble, from ta­ble to stove; on the sullen hand­some boy with his pur­plish chapped hands and his som­bre eyes; on the two round-eyed, red-cheeked lit­tle girls; on the great red-faced full-lipped man eat­ing his sup­per nois­i­ly and with rel­ish; on Jakob Hoogen­dunk, graz­ing greed­i­ly. …

			“Well,” she thought, “it’s go­ing to be dif­fer­ent enough, that’s cer­tain. … This is a veg­etable farm, and they don’t eat veg­eta­bles. I won­der why. … What a pity that she lets her­self look like that, just be­cause she’s a farm wom­an. Her hair screwed in­to that knob, her skin rough and ne­glect­ed. That hideous dress. Shape­less. She’s not bad look­ing, ei­ther. A red spot on ei­ther cheek, now; and her eyes so blue. A lit­tle like those wom­en in the Dutch pic­tures Fa­ther took me to see in—where?—where?—New York, years ago?—yes. A wom­an in a kitchen, a dark sort of room with pots of brass on a shelf; a high mul­lioned win­dow. But that wom­an’s face was placid. This one’s strained. Why need she look like that, frowsy, har­ried, old! … The boy is, some­how, for­eign look­ing—Ital­ian. Queer. … They talk a good deal like some Ger­man neigh­bours we had in Mil­wau­kee. They twist sen­tences. Lit­er­al trans­la­tions from the Dutch, I sup­pose.” …

			Jakob Hoogen­dunk was talk­ing. Sup­per over, the men sat re­laxed, pipe in mouth. Maart­je was clear­ing the sup­per things, with Geert­je and Joz­i­na mak­ing a great pre­tense at help­ing. If they gig­gled like that in school, Seli­na thought, she would, in time, go mad, and knock their pig­tailed heads to­geth­er.

			“You got to have rich bot­tom land,” Hoogen­dunk was say­ing, “else you get lit­tle tough stringy stuff. I seen it in mar­ket Fri­day, lay­ing. Stick to veg­eta­bles that is veg­eta­bles and not new­fan­gled stuff. Cel­ery! What is cel­ery! It ain’t right­ly a veg­etable, and it ain’t a yerb. Look how Voorhees he used as much as one hun­dred fifty pounds ni­trate of sody, let alone reg­u­lar fer­til­iz­er, and what comes from it? Lit­tle stringy stuff. You got to have rich bot­tom land.”

			Seli­na was in­ter­est­ed. She had al­ways thought that veg­eta­bles grew. You put them in the ground—seeds or some­thing—and pret­ty soon things came pop­ping up—pota­toes, cab­bages, onions, car­rots, beets. But what was this thing called ni­trate of so­da? It must have had some­thing to do with the creamed cab­bage at Mrs. Teb­bitt’s. And she had nev­er known it. And what was reg­u­lar fer­til­iz­er? She leaned for­ward.

			“What’s a reg­u­lar fer­til­iz­er?”

			Klaas Pool and Jakob Hoogen­dunk looked at her. She looked at them, her fine in­tel­li­gent eyes alight with in­ter­est. Pool then tipped back his chair, lift­ed a stove-lid, spat in­to the em­bers, re­placed the lid and rolled his eyes in the di­rec­tion of Jakob Hoogen­dunk. Hoogen­dunk rolled his slow gaze in the di­rec­tion of Klaas Pool. Then both turned to look at this au­da­cious fe­male who thus in­ter­rupt­ed men’s con­ver­sa­tion.

			Pool took his pipe from his mouth, blew a thin spi­ral, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Reg­u­lar fer­til­iz­er is—reg­u­lar fer­til­iz­er.”

			Jakob Hoogen­dunk nod­ded his solemn con­fir­ma­tion of this.

			“What’s in it?” per­sist­ed Seli­na.

			Pool waved a huge red hand as though to waft away this trou­ble­some in­sect. He looked at Maart­je. But Maart­je was slam­ming about her work. Geert­je and Joz­i­na were ab­sorbed in some game of their own be­hind the stove. Roelf, at the ta­ble, sat read­ing, one slim hand, chapped and grit­ty with rough work, out­spread on the cloth. Seli­na no­ticed, with­out know­ing she no­ticed, that the fin­gers were long, slim, and the bro­ken nails thin and fine. “But what’s in it?” she said again. Sud­den­ly life in the kitchen hung sus­pend­ed. The two men frowned. Maart­je half turned from her dish­pan. The two lit­tle girls peered out from be­hind the stove. Roelf looked up from his book. Even the col­lie, ly­ing in front of the stove half asleep, sud­den­ly ran his tongue out, winked one eye. But Seli­na, all so­cia­bil­i­ty, await­ed her an­swer. She could not know that in High Prairie wom­en did not brazen­ly in­trude thus on men’s weighty con­ver­sa­tion. The men looked at her, unan­swer­ing. She be­gan to feel a lit­tle un­com­fort­able. The boy Roelf rose and went to the cup­board in the kitchen cor­ner. He took down a large green-bound book, and placed it in Seli­na’s hand. The book smelled ter­ri­bly. Its cov­ers were greasy with han­dling. On the page mar­gins a brown stain showed the im­print of fin­gers. Roelf point­ed at a page. Seli­na fol­lowed the line with her eye.

			
				Good Ba­sic Fer­til­iz­er for Mar­ket-Gar­den Crops.

			

			Then, be­low:

			
				
						
						Ni­trate of so­da.

					

						
						Am­mo­ni­um sul­fate.

					

						
						Dried blood.

					

				

			

			Seli­na shut the book and hand­ed it back to Roelf, gin­ger­ly. Dried blood! She stared at the two men. “What does it mean by dried blood?”

			Klaas an­swered stub­born­ly, “Dried blood is dried blood. You put in the field dried blood and it makes grow. Cab­bages, onions, squash.” At sight of her hor­ri­fied face he grinned. “Well, cab­bages is any­way beau­ti­ful, huh?” He rolled a face­tious eye around at Jakob. Ev­i­dent­ly this joke was go­ing to last him the win­ter.

			Seli­na stood up. She wasn’t an­noyed; but she want­ed, sud­den­ly, to be alone in her room—in the room that but an hour be­fore had been a strange and ter­ri­fy­ing cham­ber with its tow­er­ing bed, its chill drum, its ghost­ly bride’s chest. Now it had be­come a refuge, snug, safe, in­fin­ite­ly de­sir­able. She turned to Mrs. Pool. “I—I think I’ll go up to my room. I’m very tired. The ride, I sup­pose. I’m not used …” Her voice trailed off.

			“Sure,” said Maart­je, briskly. She had fin­ished the sup­per dish­es and was busy with a huge bowl, flour, a bak­ing board. “Sure go up. I got my bread to set yet and what all.”

			“If I could have some hot wa­ter—”

			“Roelf! Stop once that read­ing and show school teach­er where is hot wa­ter. Geert­je! Joz­i­na! Nev­er in my world did I see such.” She cuffed a con­ve­nient pig­tail by way of em­pha­sis. A wail arose.

			“Nev­er mind. It doesn’t mat­ter. Don’t both­er.” Seli­na was in a sort of pan­ic now. She want­ed to be out of the room. But the boy Roelf, with qui­et swift­ness, had tak­en a bat­tered tin pail from its hook on the wall, had lift­ed an iron slab at the back of the kitchen stove. A mist of steam arose. He dipped the pail in­to the tiny reser­voir thus re­vealed. Then, as Seli­na made as though to take it, he walked past her. She heard him as­cend­ing the wood­en stair­way. She want­ed to be af­ter him. But first she must know the name of the book over which he had been por­ing. But be­tween her and the book out­spread on the ta­ble were Pool, Hoogen­dunk, dog, pig­tails, Maart­je. She point­ed with a de­ter­mined fore­fin­ger. “What’s that book Roelf was read­ing?”

			Maart­je thumped a great ball of dough on the bak­ing board. Her arms were white with flour. She knead­ed and pum­melled ex­pert­ly. “Wo­or­den boek.”

			Well. That meant noth­ing. Wo­or­den boek. Wo­or­den b—Dim­ly the mean­ing of the Dutch words be­gan to come to her. But it couldn’t be. She brushed past the men in the tipped-back chairs, stepped over the col­lie, reached across the ta­ble. Wo­or­den—word. Boek—book. Word book. “He’s read­ing the dic­tio­nary!” Seli­na said, aloud. “He’s read­ing the dic­tio­nary!” She had the hor­ri­ble feel­ing that she was go­ing to laugh and cry at once; hys­te­ria.

			Mrs. Pool glanced around. “School teach­er he gave it to Roelf time he quit last year for spring plant­ing. A word book. In it is more as a hun­dred thou­sand words, all dif­fer­ent.”

			Seli­na flung a good night over her shoul­der and made for the stair­way. He should have all her books. She would send to Chica­go for books. She would spend her thir­ty dol­lars a month buy­ing books for him. He had been read­ing the dic­tio­nary!

			Roelf had placed the pail of hot wa­ter on the lit­tle wash­stand, and had light­ed the glass lamp. He was in­tent on re­plac­ing the glass chim­ney with­in the four prongs that held it firm. Down­stairs, in the crowd­ed kitchen, he had seemed quite the man. Now, in the yel­low lamp­light, his pro­file sharply out­lined, she saw that he was just a small boy with tou­sled hair. About his cheeks, his mouth, his chin one could even see the last faint traces of soft in­fan­tile round­ness. His trousers, ab­surd­ly cut down from a man’s pair by in­ex­pert hands, hung grotesque­ly about his slim shanks.

			“He’s just a lit­tle boy,” thought Seli­na, with a quick pang. He was about to pass her now, with­out glanc­ing at her, his head down. She put out her hand; touched his shoul­der. He looked up at her, his face star­tling­ly alive, his eyes blaz­ing. It came to Seli­na that un­til now she had not heard him speak. Her hand pressed the thin stuff of his coat sleeve.

			“Cab­bages—fields of cab­bages—what you said—they are beau­ti­ful,” he stam­mered. He was ter­ri­bly in earnest. Be­fore she could re­ply he was out of the room, clat­ter­ing down the stairs.

			Seli­na stood, blink­ing a lit­tle.

			The glow that warmed her now en­dured while she splashed about in the in­ad­e­quate basin; took down the dark soft mass­es of her hair; put on the vo­lu­mi­nous long-sleeved, high-necked night­gown. Just be­fore she blew out the lamp her last glimpse was of the black drum sta­tioned like a pa­tient eu­nuch in the cor­ner; and she could smile at that; even gig­gle a lit­tle, what with weari­ness, ex­cite­ment, and a gen­er­al feel­ing of be­ing awake in a dream. But once in the vast bed she lay there ut­ter­ly lost in the waves of ter­ror and lone­li­ness that en­vel­op one at night in a strange house amongst strange peo­ple. She lay there, tensed and tight, her toes curled with ner­vous­ness, her spine hunched with it, her leg mus­cles taut. She peeked over the edge of the cov­ers look­ing a good deal like a fright­ened brown­ie, if one could have seen her; her eyes very wide, the pupils turned well to­ward the cor­ners with the look of lis­ten­ing and dis­trust. The sharp No­vem­ber air cut in from the fields that were fer­til­ized with dried blood. She shiv­ered, and wrin­kled up her love­ly lit­tle nose and seemed to sniff this loath­some taint in the air. She lis­tened to the nois­es that came from be­low­stairs; voic­es gruff, un­ac­cus­tomed; shrill, high. These ceased and gave place to oth­ers less ac­cus­tomed to her city-bred ears; a dog’s bark and an an­swer­ing one; a far-off train whis­tle; the dull thud of hoofs stamp­ing on the barn floor; the wind in the bare tree branch­es out­side the win­dow.

			Her watch—a gift from Sime­on Peake on her eigh­teenth birth­day—with the gold case all beau­ti­ful­ly en­graved with a like­ness of a gate, and a church, and a wa­ter­fall and a bird, linked to­geth­er with spi­rals and flour­ish­es of the most grace­ful de­scrip­tion, was tick­ing away com­pan­ion­ably un­der her pil­low. She felt for it, took it out and held it in her palm, un­der her cheek, for com­fort.

			She knew she would not sleep that night. She knew she would not sleep—

			She awoke to a clear, cold No­vem­ber dawn; chil­dren’s voic­es; the neigh­ing of hors­es; a great siz­zling and hiss­ing, and scent of fry­ing ba­con; a cluck­ing and squawk­ing in the barn­yard. It was six o’clock. Seli­na’s first day as a school teach­er. In a lit­tle more than two hours she would be fac­ing a whole room­ful of round-eyed Geert­jes and Joz­i­nas and Roelfs. The bed­room was cru­el­ly cold. As she threw the bed­clothes hero­ical­ly aside Seli­na de­cid­ed that it took an ap­palling amount of courage—this life that Sime­on Peake had called a great ad­ven­ture.

		
	
		
			IV

			Ev­ery morn­ing through­out No­vem­ber it was the same. At six o’clock: “Miss Peake! Oh, Miss Peake!”

			“I’m up!” Seli­na would call in what she meant to be a gay voice, through chat­ter­ing teeth.

			“You bet­ter come down and dress where is warm here by the stove.”

			Peer­ing down the per­fo­ra­tions in the floor-hole through which the par­lour chim­ney swelled so proud­ly in­to the drum, Seli­na could vague­ly de­scry Mrs. Pool sta­tioned just be­low, her gaze up­turned.

			That first morn­ing, on hear­ing this in­vi­ta­tion, Seli­na had been rocked be­tween hor­ror and mirth. “I’m not cold, re­al­ly. I’m al­most dressed. I’ll be down di­rect­ly.”

			Maart­je Pool must have sensed some of the shock in the girl’s voice; or, per­haps, even some of the laugh­ter. “Pool and Jakob are long out al­ready cut­ting. Here back of the stove you can dress warm.”

			Shiv­er­ing and tempt­ed though she was, Seli­na had set her will against it. A lit­tle hard­en­ing of the mus­cles around her jaw so that they stood out white­ly be­neath the fine-grained skin. “I won’t go down,” she said to her­self, shak­ing with the cold. “I won’t come down to dress­ing be­hind the kitchen stove like a—like a peas­ant in one of those dread­ful Rus­sian nov­els. … That sounds stuck up and hor­rid. … The Pools are good and kind and de­cent. … But I won’t come down to hud­dling be­hind the stove with a bun­dle of un­der­wear in my arms. Oh, dear, this corset’s like a cas­ing of ice.”

			Geert­je and Joz­i­na had no such maid­en­ly scru­ples. Each morn­ing they gath­ered their small woollen gar­ments in a bun­dle and scud­ded briskly to the kitchen for warmth, though their bed­room just off the par­lour had by no means the de­gree of re­frig­er­a­tion pos­sessed by Seli­na’s clam­my cham­ber. Not on­ly that, the Miss­es Pool slept snug­ly in the woollen nether gar­ments that in­vest­ed them by day and so had on­ly mounds of woollen pet­ti­coats, woollen stock­ings, and mys­te­ri­ous grimy straps, bands, and fas­ten­ings with which to strug­gle. Their in­ti­mate flan­nels had a cac­tus qual­i­ty that made the ear­ly mar­tyrs’ hair shirts seem, in com­par­i­son, but a fleece-lined cloud. Dress­ing be­hind the kitchen stove was a nat­u­ral and uni­ver­sal cus­tom in High Prairie.

			By the mid­dle of De­cem­ber as Seli­na stuck her nose cau­tious­ly out of the cov­ers in­to the mid­night black­ness of ear­ly morn­ing you might have ob­served, if it had been at all light, that the tip of that el­e­gant and erst­while al­abaster fea­ture had been en­car­mined dur­ing the night by a mis­chievous brush wield­ed by that same wight who had been busy paint­ing fronds and lacy ferns and gor­geous blos­soms of sil­ver all over the bed­room win­dow. Slow­ly, inch by inch, that bed­room win­dow crept down, down. Then, too, the Pools ob­ject­ed to the icy blasts which swept the open stair­way and pen­e­trat­ed their her­met­i­cal­ly sealed bed­rooms be­low. Of­ten the wa­ter in the pitch­er on her wash­stand was frozen when Seli­na awoke. Her gar­ments, laid out the night be­fore so that their don­ning next morn­ing might oc­cu­py a min­i­mum of time, were mor­tu­ary to the touch. Worst of all were the steel-stiff­ened, un­wieldy, and ridicu­lous stays that en­cased the fe­male form of that day. As Seli­na’s numbed fin­gers strug­gled with the fas­ten­ings of this ici­est of gar­ments her ribs shrank from its arc­tic em­brace.

			“But I won’t dress be­hind the kitchen stove!” de­clared Seli­na, glar­ing mean­while at that hol­low pre­tense, the drum. She even stuck her tongue out at it (on­ly nine­teen, re­mem­ber!). For that mat­ter, it may as well be known that she brought home a piece of chalk from school and sketched a de­mon face on the drum’s bulging front, giv­ing it a per­son­al and hor­rid as­pect that af­ford­ed her much sat­is­fac­tion.

			When she thought back, years lat­er, on that pe­ri­od of her High Prairie ex­pe­ri­ence, stoves seemed to fig­ure with ab­surd promi­nence in her mem­o­ry. That might well be. A stove changed the whole course of her life.

			From the first, the school­house stove was her bête noir. Out of the wel­ter of that first year it stood, huge and men­ac­ing, a black tyrant. The High Prairie school­house in which Seli­na taught was a lit­tle more than a mile up the road be­yond the Pool farm. She came to know that road in all its moods—ice-locked, drift­ed with snow, wal­low­ing in mud. School be­gan at half-past eight. Af­ter her first week Seli­na had the math­e­mat­ics of her ear­ly morn­ing re­duced to the least com­mon de­nom­i­na­tor. Up at six. A plunge in­to the frigid gar­ments; break­fast of bread, cheese, some­times ba­con, al­ways rye cof­fee with­out cream or sug­ar. On with the cloak, muf­fler, hood, mit­tens, ga­losh­es. The lunch box in bad weath­er. Up the road to the school­house, bat­tling the prairie wind that whipped the tears in­to the eyes, plough­ing the drifts, slip­ping on the hard ruts and icy ridges in dry weath­er. Ex­cel­lent at nine­teen. As she flew down the road in sun or rain, in wind or snow, her mind’s eye was fixed on the stove. The school­house reached, her numbed fin­gers wres­tled with the rusty lock. The door opened, there smote her the school­room smell—a min­gling of dead ash­es, kerosene, un­washed bod­ies, dust, mice, chalk, stove-wood, lunch crumbs, mould, slate that has been washed with sali­va. In­to this Seli­na rushed, un­ty­ing her muf­fler as she en­tered. In the lit­tle vestibule there was a box piled with chunks of stove-wood and an­oth­er heaped with dried corn­cobs. Along­side this a can of kerosene. The cobs served as kin­dling. A dozen or more of these you soaked with kerosene and stuffed in­to the maw of the rusty iron pot­bel­lied stove. A match. Up flared the corn­cobs. Now was the mo­ment for a small stick of wood; an­oth­er to keep it com­pa­ny. Shut the door. Draughts. Dampers. Smoke. Sus­pense. A blaze, then a crack­le. The wood has caught. In with a chunk now. A wait. An­oth­er chunk. Slam the door. The school­house fire is start­ed for the day. As the room thawed grad­u­al­ly Seli­na re­moved lay­ers of out­er gar­ments. By the time the chil­dren ar­rived the room was liv­able.

			Nat­u­ral­ly, those who sat near this mon­ster baked; those near the win­dows froze. Some­times Seli­na felt she must go mad be­hold­ing the writhings and con­tor­tions of a room­ful of wrig­gling bod­ies scratch­ing at backs, legs, and sides as the stove grew hot­ter and flesh re­belled against the harsh con­tact with the prick­ling un­der­gar­ments of an over­cau­tious day.

			Seli­na had seen her­self, dig­ni­fied, yet gen­tle, in­struct­ing a room­ful of Dutch cherubs in the sim­pler el­e­ments of learn­ing. But it is dif­fi­cult to be dig­ni­fied and gra­cious when you are suf­fer­ing from chilblains. Seli­na fell vic­tim to this sor­did dis­com­fort, as did ev­ery child in the room. She sat at the bat­tered pine desk or moved about, a lit­tle ice-wool shawl around her shoul­ders when the wind was wrong and the stove balky. Her white lit­tle face seemed whiter in con­trast with the black folds of this som­bre gar­ment. Her slim hands were rough and chapped. The old­est child in the room was thir­teen, the youngest four and a half. From eight-thir­ty un­til four Seli­na ruled this grub­by do­main; a hot-and-cold room­ful of sneez­ing, cough­ing, wrig­gling, shuf­fling, doz­ing chil­dren, toe scuf­fling on ag­o­nized heel, and heel scrunch­ing on ag­o­nized toe, in a fren­zy of itch­ing.

			“Ag­gie Van­der Si­jde, parse this sen­tence: The ground is wet be­cause it has rained.”

			Miss Van­der Si­jde, eleven, aris­es with a switch­ing of skirts and a toss­ing of pig­tail. “ ‘Ground’ the sub­ject; ‘is wet’ the pred­i­cate; ‘be­cause’ …”

			Seli­na is lis­ten­ing with school-teacher­ly ex­pres­sion in­dica­tive of en­cour­age­ment and ap­proval. “Jan Snip, parse this sen­tence: The flow­er will with­er if it is picked.”

			Brown la­dy’s cloth; ice-wool shawl; chalk in hand. Just a phase; a brief chap­ter in the ad­ven­ture. Some­thing to re­mem­ber and look back on with a min­gling of amuse­ment and won­der. Things were go­ing to hap­pen. Such things, with life and life and life stretch­ing ahead of her! In five years—two—even one, per­haps, who knows but that she might be ly­ing on lacy pil­lows on just such a bleak win­ter morn­ing, a satin cov­er­let over her, the morn­ing light shad­ed by soft rose-coloured hang­ings. (Ear­ly in­flu­ence of the Fire­side Com­pan­ion.)

			“What time is it, Ce­leste?”

			“It is now eleven o’clock, madame.”

			“Is that all!”

			“Would madame like that I pre­pare her bath now, or lat­er?”

			“Lat­er, Ce­leste. My choco­late now. My let­ters.”

			“… and if is the con­junc­tion mod­i­fy­ing …”

			Ear­ly in the win­ter Seli­na had had the un­for­tu­nate idea of open­ing the ice-locked win­dows at in­ter­vals and giv­ing the chil­dren five min­utes of ex­er­cise while the fresh cold air cleared brains and room at once. Arms waved wild­ly, heads wob­bled, short legs worked vig­or­ous­ly. At the end of the week twen­ty High Prairie par­ents sent protests by note or word of mouth. Jan and Cor­nelius, Ka­t­ri­na and Ag­gie went to school to learn read­ing and writ­ing and num­bers, not to stand with open win­dows in the win­ter.

			On the Pool farm the win­ter work had set in. Klaas drove in­to Chica­go with win­ter veg­eta­bles on­ly once a week now. He and Jakob and Roelf were stor­ing pota­toes and cab­bages un­der­ground; re­pair­ing fences; pre­par­ing frames for the ear­ly spring plant­ing; sort­ing seedlings. It had been Roelf who had taught Seli­na to build the school­house fire. He had gone with her on that first morn­ing, had start­ed the fire, filled the wa­ter pail, ini­ti­at­ed her in the rites of corn­cobs, kerosene, and dampers. A shy, dark, silent boy. She set out de­lib­er­ate­ly to woo him to friend­ship.

			“Roelf, I have a book called Ivan­hoe. Would you like to read it?”

			“Well, I don’t get much time.”

			“You wouldn’t have to hur­ry. Right there in the house. And there’s an­oth­er called The Three Mus­ke­teers.”

			He was try­ing not to look pleased; to ap­pear stol­id and Dutch, like the peo­ple from whom he had sprung. Some Dutch sailor an­ces­tor, Seli­na thought, or fish­er­man, must have touched at an Ital­ian port or Span­ish and brought back a wife whose eyes and skin and feel­ing for beau­ty had skipped lay­er on lay­er of placid Nether­lan­ders to crop out now in this wist­ful sen­si­tive boy.

			Seli­na had spo­ken to Jakob Hoogen­dunk about a shelf for her books and her pho­to­graphs. He had put up a rough bit of board, very crude and ug­ly, but it had served. She had come home one snowy af­ter­noon to find this shelf gone and in its place a smooth and pol­ished one, with brack­ets in­tri­cate­ly carved. Roelf had cut, planed, pol­ished, and carved it in many hours of work in the cold lit­tle shed off the kitchen. He had there a work­shop of sorts, fit­ted with such tools and im­ple­ments as he could de­vise. He did man’s work on the farm, yet of­ten at night Seli­na could faint­ly hear the rasp of his hand­saw af­ter she had gone to bed. He had built a doll’s house for Geert­je and Joz­i­na that was the black en­vy of ev­ery pig­tail in High Prairie. This sort of thing was looked up­on by Klaas Pool as fool­ish­ness. Roelf’s re­al work in the shed was the mak­ing and mend­ing of cold­frames and hot­beds for the ear­ly spring plants. When­ev­er pos­si­ble Roelf ne­glect­ed this dull work for some fan­cy of his own. To this Klaas Pool ob­ject­ed as be­ing “dumb.” For that mat­ter, High Prairie con­sid­ered Pool’s boy “dumb like.” He said such things. When the new Dutch Re­formed Church was com­plet­ed af­ter gi­gan­tic ef­fort—red brick, and the first brick church in High Prairie—bright yel­low paint­ed pews—a red and yel­low glass win­dow, most hand­some—the Rev­erend Vaar­w­erk brought from New Haar­lem to preach the first ser­mon—Pool’s Roelf was heard to hint dark­ly to a group of High Prairie boys that some night he was go­ing to burn the church down. It was ug­ly. It hurt you to look at it, just.

			Cer­tain­ly, the boy was dif­fer­ent. Seli­na, none too knowl­ed­geous her­self, still rec­og­nized that here was some­thing rare, some­thing pre­cious to be fos­tered, shield­ed, en­cour­aged.

			“Roelf, stop that fool­ish­ness, get your ma once some wood. Carv­ing on that box again in­stead fin­ish­ing them cold­frames. Some day, by gol­ly, I show you. I break ev­ery stick … dumb as a Gronin­gen …”

			Roelf did not sulk. He seemed not to mind, par­tic­u­lar­ly, but he came back to the carved box as soon as chance pre­sent­ed it­self. Maart­je and Klaas Pool were not cru­el peo­ple, nor un­kind. They were a lit­tle be­wil­dered by this odd crea­ture that they, in­ex­pli­ca­bly enough, had pro­duced. It was not a fam­i­ly giv­en to demon­stra­tion of af­fec­tion. Life was too grim for the flow­er­ing of this soft­er side. Then, too, they had sprung from a phleg­mat­ic and un­emo­tion­al peo­ple. Klaas toiled like a slave in the fields and barn; Maart­je’s day was a tread­mill of cook­ing, scrub­bing, wash­ing, mend­ing from the mo­ment she arose (four in the sum­mer, five in the win­ter) un­til she dropped with a groan in her bed of­ten long af­ter the oth­ers were asleep. Seli­na had nev­er seen her kiss Geert­je or Joz­i­na. But once she had been a lit­tle star­tled to see Maart­je, on one of her count­less trips be­tween stove and ta­ble, run her hand through the boy’s shock of black hair, down the side of his face to his chin which she tipped up with an in­de­scrib­ably ten­der ges­ture as she looked down in­to his eyes. It was a move­ment fleet­ing, vague, yet in­fin­ite­ly com­pas­sion­ate. Some­times she even re­mon­strat­ed when Klaas be­rat­ed Roelf. “Leave the boy be, then, Klaas. Leave him be, once.”

			“She loves him best,” Seli­na thought. “She’d even try to un­der­stand him if she had time.”

			He was read­ing her books with such hunger as to cause her to won­der if her stock would last him the win­ter. Some­times, af­ter sup­per, when he was ham­mer­ing and saw­ing away in the lit­tle shed Seli­na would snatch Maart­je’s old shawl off the hook, and swathed in this against draughty chinks, she would read aloud to him while he carved, or talk to him above the noise of his tools. Seli­na was a gay and volatile per­son. She loved to make this boy laugh. His dark face would flash in­to al­most daz­zling an­i­ma­tion. Some­times Maart­je, hear­ing their young laugh­ter, would come to the shed door and stand there a mo­ment, hug­ging her arms in her rolled apron and smil­ing at them, un­com­pre­hend­ing but com­pan­ion­able.

			“You make fun, h’m?”

			“Come in, Mrs. Pool. Sit down on my box and make fun, too. Here, you may have half the shawl.”

			“Og heden! I got no time to sit down.” She was off.

			Roelf slid his plane slow­ly, more slow­ly, over the sur­face of a satin-smooth oak board. He stopped, twined a curl of shav­ing about his fin­ger. “When I am a man, and earn­ing, I am go­ing to buy my moth­er a silk dress like I saw in a store in Chica­go and she should put it on ev­ery day, not on­ly for Sun­day; and sit in a chair and make lit­tle fine stitch­es like Wid­ow Paar­len­berg.”

			“What else are you go­ing to do when you grow up?” She wait­ed, cer­tain that he would say some­thing de­light­ful.

			“Drive the team to town alone to mar­ket.”

			“Oh, Roelf!”

			“Sure. Al­ready I have gone five times—twice with Jakob and three times with Pop. Pret­ty soon, when I am sev­en­teen or eigh­teen, I can go alone. At five in the af­ter­noon you start and at nine you are in the Hay­mar­ket. There all night you sleep on the wag­on. There are gas lights. The men play dice and cards. At four in the morn­ing you are ready when they come, the com­mis­sion men and the ped­dlers and the gro­cery men. Oh, it’s fine, I tell you!”

			“Roelf!” She was bit­ter­ly dis­ap­point­ed.

			“Here. Look.” He rum­maged around in a dusty box in a cor­ner and, sud­den­ly shy again, laid be­fore her a torn sheet of coarse brown pa­per on which he had sketched crude­ly, ef­fec­tive­ly, a melee of great-haunched hors­es; wag­ons piled high with gar­den truck; men in over­alls and cor­duroys; flar­ing gas torch­es. He had drawn it with a stub of pen­cil ex­act­ly as it looked to him. The re­sult was as star­tling as that achieved by the present-day dis­ci­ple of the im­pres­sion­is­tic school.

			Seli­na was en­chant­ed.

			Many of her evenings dur­ing No­vem­ber were spent thus. The fam­i­ly life was lived in a kitchen blue with pipe smoke, heavy with the smell of cook­ing. Some­times—though rarely—a fire was light­ed in the par­lour stove. Of­ten she had school pa­pers to cor­rect—grub­by sheaves of arith­metic, gram­mar, or spell­ing lessons. Of­ten she longed to read; want­ed to sew. Her bed­room was too cold. The men sat in the kitchen or tramped in and out. Geert­je and Joz­i­na scuf­fled and played. Maart­je scut­tled about like a har­ried an­i­mal, heavy-foot­ed but in­cred­i­bly swift. The floor was al­ways grit­ty with the sandy loam tracked in by the men’s heavy boots.

			Once, ear­ly in De­cem­ber, Seli­na went in­to town. The trip was born of sud­den re­volt against her sur­round­ings and a great wave of nos­tal­gia for the dirt and clam­our and crowds of Chica­go. Ear­ly Sat­ur­day morn­ing Klaas drove her to the rail­way sta­tion five miles dis­tant. She was to stay un­til Sun­day. A let­ter had been writ­ten Julie Hempel ten days be­fore, but there had been no an­swer. Once in town she went straight to the Hempel house. Mrs. Hempel, thin-lipped, met her in the hall and said that Julie was out of town. She was vis­it­ing her friend Miss Arnold, in Kan­sas City. Seli­na was not asked to stay to din­ner. She was not asked to sit down. When she left the house her great fine eyes seemed larg­er and more deep-set than ev­er, and her jaw-line was set hard against the in­va­sion of tears. Sud­den­ly she hat­ed this Chica­go that want­ed none of her; that brushed past her, bump­ing her el­bow and of­fer­ing no apol­o­gy; that clanged, and shrieked, and whis­tled, and roared in her ears now grown ac­cus­tomed to the prairie si­lence.

			“I don’t care,” she said, which meant she did. “I don’t care. Just you wait. Some day I’m go­ing to be—oh, ter­ri­bly im­por­tant. And peo­ple will say, ‘Do you know that won­der­ful Seli­na Peake? Well, they say she used to be a coun­try school teach­er and slept in an ice-cold room and ate pork three times a …’ There! I know what I’m go­ing to do. I’m go­ing to have lun­cheon and I’ll or­der the most de­li­cious things. I think I’ll go to the Palmer House where Fa­ther and I … no, I couldn’t stand that. I’ll go to the Au­di­to­ri­um Ho­tel restau­rant and have ice cream; and chick­en broth in a sil­ver cup; and cream puffs, and all kinds of veg­eta­bles and lit­tle lamb chops in pa­per panties. And or­ange pekoe tea.”

			She ac­tu­al­ly did or­der all these things and had a group of amazed wait­ers hov­er­ing about her ta­ble wait­ing to see her de­vour this meal, much as a sim­i­lar group had stared at David Cop­per­field when he was in­no­cent of hav­ing bolt­ed the huge din­ner or­dered in the inn on his way to Lon­don.

			She ate the ice cream and drank the or­ange pekoe (main­ly be­cause she loved the sound of its name; it made her think of chrysan­the­mums and cher­ry blos­soms, spices, fans, and slant-eyed maid­ens). She de­voured a crisp sal­ad with the avid­i­ty of a ca­nary peck­ing at a let­tuce leaf. She flirt­ed with the lamb chops. She re­mem­bered the size of her fa­ther’s gen­er­ous tips and left a sum on the ta­ble that tem­po­rar­ily dulled the edge of the wait­er’s ha­tred of wom­en din­ers. But the lun­cheon could not be said to have been a suc­cess. She thought of din­ner, and her spir­it quailed. She spent the time be­tween one and three buy­ing por­ta­ble presents for the en­tire Pool house­hold—in­clud­ing ba­nanas for Geert­je and Joz­i­na, for whom that fari­na­ceous fruit had the fas­ci­na­tion al­ways held for the farm child. She caught a train at four thir­ty-five and ac­tu­al­ly trudged the five miles from the sta­tion to the farm, ar­riv­ing half frozen, weary, with aching arms and nipped toes, to a great wel­come of the squeals, grunts, barks, and gut­turals that formed the ex­pres­sion of the Pool house­hold. She was as­ton­ished to find how hap­py she was to re­turn to the kitchen stove, to the smell of fry­ing pork, to her own room with the wal­nut bed and the book shelf. Even the grim drum had tak­en on the dear and com­fort­ing as­pect of the ac­cus­tomed.

		
	
		
			V

			High Prairie swains failed to find Seli­na al­lur­ing. She was too small, too pale and frag­ile for their ro­bust taste. Nat­u­ral­ly, her com­ing had been an event in this iso­lat­ed com­mu­ni­ty. She would have been sur­prised to know with what ea­ger­ness and cu­rios­i­ty High Prairie gath­ered crumbs of news about her; her ap­pear­ance, her man­ner, her dress. Was she stuck up? Was she new fan­gled? She failed to no­tice the ag­i­ta­tion of the par­lour cur­tains be­hind the glit­ter­ing win­dows of the farm­hous­es she passed on her way to school. With no vis­i­ble means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion news of her leaped from farm to farm as flame leaps the gaps in a for­est fire. She would have been aghast to learn that High Prairie, in­ex­pli­ca­bly enough, knew all about her from the colour of the rib­bon that thread­ed her neat lit­tle white corset cov­ers to the num­ber of books on her shelf. She thought cab­bage fields beau­ti­ful; she read books to that dumb-act­ing Roelf Pool; she was mak­ing over a dress for Maart­je af­ter the pat­tern of the stylish brown la­dy’s-cloth she wore (fool­ish­ly) to school. Now and then she en­coun­tered a team on the road. She would call a good day. Some­times the driv­er an­swered, tardi­ly, as though sur­prised. Some­times he on­ly stared. She al­most nev­er saw the High Prairie farm wom­en, busy in their kitchens.

			On her fifth Sun­day in the dis­trict she ac­com­pa­nied the Pools to the morn­ing ser­vice at the Dutch Re­formed Church. Maart­je sel­dom had the time for such fri­vol­ity. But on this morn­ing Klaas hitched up the big farm wag­on with the dou­ble seat and took the fam­i­ly com­plete—Maart­je, Seli­na, Roelf, and the pig­tails. Maart­je, out of her kitchen cal­i­co and dressed in her best black, with a fu­ne­re­al bon­net made sad­der by a sparse and droop­ing feath­er whose list­less fronds emerged sur­pris­ing­ly from a fad­ed red cot­ton rose, wore a new strange as­pect to Seli­na’s eyes, as did Klaas in his clum­sy sab­bat­i­cals. Roelf had re­belled against go­ing, had been cuffed for it, and had sat very still all through the ser­vice, gaz­ing at the red and yel­low glass church win­dow. Lat­er he con­fid­ed to Seli­na that the sun­light fil­ter­ing through the crude yel­low panes had im­part­ed a bil­ious look to the un­for­tu­nates seat­ed with­in its range, af­ford­ing him much se­cret sat­is­fac­tion.

			Seli­na’s ap­pear­ance had made quite a stir, of which she was en­tire­ly un­aware. As the con­gre­ga­tion en­tered by twos and threes she thought they re­sem­bled star­tling­ly a wood­cut in an old il­lus­trat­ed book she once had seen. The men’s Sun­day trousers and coats had a square stiff an­gu­lar­i­ty, as though chopped out of a block. The wom­en, in shawls and bon­nets of rusty black, were in­cred­i­bly cut in the same pat­tern. The un­mar­ried girls, though, were plump, red-cheeked, and not un­come­ly, with high round cheek­bones on which sat a spot of brick-red which im­part­ed no glow to the face. Their fore­heads were prom­i­nent and mean­ing­less.

			In the midst of this drab as­sem­blage there en­tered late and rustling­ly a tall, slow-mov­ing wom­an in a city-bought cloak and a bon­net quite un­like the vin­tage millinery of High Prairie. As she came down the aisle Seli­na thought she was like a full-sailed frigate. An am­ple wom­an, with a fine fair skin and a ripe red mouth; a high firm bo­som and great thighs that moved rhyth­mi­cal­ly, slow­ly. She had thick, in­so­lent eye­lids. Her hands, as she turned the leaves of her hymn book, were smooth and white. As she en­tered there was a lit­tle rus­tle through­out the con­gre­ga­tion; a cran­ing of necks. Though she was bus­tled and flounced and pan­niered, you thought, cu­ri­ous­ly enough, of those lolling white-fleshed and un­con­ven­tion­al ladies whom the six­teenth cen­tu­ry painters were al­ways por­tray­ing as hav­ing their toe nails cut with noth­ing on.

			“Who’s that?” whis­pered Seli­na to Maart­je.

			“Wid­ow Paar­len­berg. She is rich like any­thing.”

			“Yes?” Seli­na was fas­ci­nat­ed.

			“Look once how she makes eyes at him.”

			“At him? Who? Who?”

			“Per­vus De­Jong. By Ger­rit Pon he is sit­ting with the blue shirt and sad look­ing so.”

			Seli­na craned, peered. “The—oh—he’s very good look­ing, isn’t he?”

			“Sure. Wid­ow Paar­len­berg is stuck on him. See how she—Sh-sh-sh!—Rev­erend Dekker looks at us. I tell you af­ter.”

			Seli­na de­cid­ed she’d come to church of­ten­er. The ser­vice went on, dull, heavy. It was in Eng­lish and Dutch. She heard scarce­ly a word of it. The Wid­ow Paar­len­berg and this Per­vus De­Jong oc­cu­pied her thoughts. She de­cid­ed, with­out mal­ice, that the wid­ow re­sem­bled one of the sleek­est of the pink pork­ers root­ing in Klaas Pool’s barn­yard, wait­ing to be cut in­to Christ­mas meat.

			The Wid­ow Paar­len­berg turned and smiled. Her eyes were slip­pery (Seli­na’s term). Her mouth be­came loose and wide with one cor­ner slid­ing down a tri­fle in­to some­thing very like a leer.

			With one surge the Dutch Re­formed con­gre­ga­tion leaned for­ward to see how Per­vus De­Jong would re­spond to this pub­lic mark of favour. His gaze was stern, un­smil­ing. His eyes were fixed on that ex­treme­ly dull gen­tle­man, the Rev­erend Dekker.

			“He’s an­noyed,” thought Seli­na, and was pleased at the thought. “Well, I may not be a wid­ow, but I’m sure that’s not the way.” And then: “Now I won­der what it’s like when he smiles.”

			Ac­cord­ing to fic­tion as Seli­na had found it in the Fire­side Com­pan­ion and else­where, he should have turned at this mo­ment, ir­re­sistibly drawn by the mag­netism of her gaze, and smiled a rare sweet smile that light­ed up his stern young face. But he did not. He yawned sud­den­ly and ca­pa­cious­ly. The Re­formed Dutch con­gre­ga­tion leaned back feel­ing cheat­ed. Hand­some, cer­tain­ly, Seli­na re­flect­ed. But then, prob­a­bly Klaas Pool, too, had been hand­some a few years ago.

			The ser­vice end­ed, there was much talk of the weath­er, seedlings, stock, the ap­proach­ing hol­i­day sea­son. Maart­je, her Sun­day din­ner heavy on her mind, was el­bow­ing her way up the aisle. Here and there she in­tro­duced Seli­na briefly to a wom­an friend. “Mrs. Van­der Si­jde, meet school teach­er.”

			“Ag­gie’s moth­er?” Seli­na would be­gin, prim­ly, on­ly to be swept along by Maart­je on her way to the door. “Mrs. Von Mi­j­nen, meet school teach­er. Is Mrs. Von Mi­j­nen.” They re­gard­ed her with a grim gaze. Seli­na would smile and nod rather ner­vous­ly, feel­ing young, friv­o­lous, and some­how guilty.

			When, with Maart­je, she reached the church porch Per­vus De­Jong was un­hitch­ing the de­ject­ed horse that was har­nessed to his bat­tered and lop­sid­ed cart. The an­i­mal stood with four feet bunched to­geth­er in a droop­ing and pa­thet­ic at­ti­tude and seemed in­evitably meant for mat­ing with this de­crepit ve­hi­cle. De­Jong un­tied the reins quick­ly, and was about to step in­to the sag­ging con­veyance when the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg sailed down the church steps with ad­mirable speed for one so am­ply pro­por­tioned. She made straight for him, skirts bil­low­ing, flounces fly­ing, plumes wav­ing. Maart­je clutched Seli­na’s arm. “Look how she makes! She asks him to eat Sun­day din­ner I bet you! See once how he makes with his head no.”

			Seli­na—and the whole con­gre­ga­tion unashamed­ly watch­ing—could in­deed see how he made with his head no. His whole body seemed set in nega­tion—the fine head, the broad pa­tient shoul­ders, the mus­cu­lar pow­er­ful legs in their ill-fit­ting Sun­day blacks. He shook his head, gath­ered up the reins, and drove away, leav­ing the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg to car­ry off with such brava­do as she could muster this pub­lic flout­ing in full sight of the Dutch Re­formed con­gre­ga­tion of High Prairie. It must be said that she ac­tu­al­ly achieved this feat with a rather mag­nif­i­cent com­po­sure. Her round pink face, as she turned away, was placid; her great cow­like eyes mild. Seli­na aban­doned the pink pork­er sim­i­le for that of a great Per­sian cat, full-fed and treach­er­ous, its claws all sheathed in vel­vet. The wid­ow stepped ag­ile­ly in­to her own neat phaeton with its sleek horse and was off down the hard snow­less road, her head high.

			“Well!” ex­claimed Seli­na, feel­ing as though she had wit­nessed the first act of an ex­cit­ing play. And breathed deeply. So, too, did the watch­ing con­gre­ga­tion, so that the wid­ow could be said to have driv­en off in quite a gust.

			As they jogged home in the Pool farm wag­on Maart­je told her tale with a good deal of savour.

			Per­vus De­Jong had been left a wid­ow­er two years be­fore. With­in a month of that time Leen­dert Paar­len­berg had died, leav­ing to his wid­ow the rich­est and most prof­itable farm in the whole com­mu­ni­ty. Per­vus De­Jong, on the con­trary, through in­her­i­tance from his fa­ther, old Jo­hannes, pos­sessed a scant twen­ty-five acres of the worst low­land—prac­ti­cal­ly the on­ly low­land—in all High Prairie. The acreage was no­to­ri­ous­ly bar­ren. In spring, the crit­i­cal time for seedlings and ear­ly veg­etable crops, six­teen of the twen­ty-five were like­ly to be un­der wa­ter. Per­vus De­Jong pa­tient­ly plant­ed, sowed, gath­ered crops, hauled them to mar­ket; seemed still nev­er to get on in this thrifty Dutch com­mu­ni­ty where get­ting on was so com­mon a trait as to be no longer thought a virtue. Luck and na­ture seemed to work against him. His seedlings proved un­fer­tile; his stock was al­ways ail­ing; his cab­bages were worm-in­fest­ed; snout-bee­tle bored his rhubarb. When he plant­ed large­ly of spinach, hop­ing for a wet spring, the sea­son was dry. Did he turn the fol­low­ing year to sweet pota­toes, all au­guries point­ing to a dry spring and sum­mer, the sum­mer proved the wettest in a decade. In­sects and fun­gi seemed drawn to his fields as by a malev­o­lent force. Had he been small, puny, and in­signif­i­cant his bad luck would have called forth con­temp­tu­ous pity. But there was about him the lov­able­ness and splen­dour of the strick­en gi­ant. To com­plete his dis­com­fort, his house­hold was in­ad­e­quate­ly min­is­tered by an el­der­ly and rheumat­ic fe­male con­nec­tion whose pies and bread were the scan­dal of the neigh­bour­ing house­wives.

			It was on this Per­vus De­Jong, then, that the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg of the rich acres, the com­fort­able farm­house, the gold neck chain, the silk gowns, the soft white hands and the cook­ing tal­ents, had set her af­fec­tions. She wooed him open­ly, no­to­ri­ous­ly, and with a Dutch ve­he­mence that would have swept an­oth­er man off his feet. It was known that she sent him a week­ly bak­ing of cakes, pies, and bread. She urged up­on him choice seeds from her thriv­ing fields; seedlings from her hot­beds; plants, all of which he stead­fast­ly re­fused. She tricked, ca­joled, or nagged him in­to eat­ing her am­ple meals. She even asked his ad­vice—that sub­tlest form of flat­tery. She asked him about sub-soil­ing, hu­mus, ro­ta­tion—she whose rich land yield­ed, un­der her shrewd man­age­ment, more prof­itably to the sin­gle acre than to any ten of Per­vus’s. One Jan Bras man­aged her farm ad­mirably un­der her su­per­vi­sion.

			De­Jong’s was a sim­ple mind. In the be­gin­ning, when she said to him, in her deep, ca­ress­ing voice, “Mr. De­Jong, could I ask you a lit­tle ad­vice about some­thing? I’m a wom­an alone since I haven’t got Leen­dert any more, and strangers what do they care how they run the land! It’s about my radish­es, let­tuce, spinach, and turnips. Last year, in­stead of ten­der, they were stringy and full of fi­bre on ac­count that Jan Bras. He’s for slow grow­ing. Those veg­eta­bles you’ve got to grow quick. Bras says my fer­til­iz­er is the fault, but I know dif­fer­ent. What you think?”

			Jan Bras, get­ting wind of this, told it abroad with grim hu­mour. Mas­cu­line High Prairie, meet­ing Per­vus De­Jong on the road, greet­ed him with: “Well, De­Jong, you been giv­ing the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg any good ad­vice here late­ly about grow­ing?”

			It had been a par­tic­u­lar­ly bad sea­son for his fields. As High Prairie poked a sly thumb in­to his ribs thus he re­al­ized that he had been duped by the wily wid­ow. A slow Dutch wrath rose in him against her; a male re­sent­ment at be­ing ma­nip­u­lat­ed by a wom­an. When next she ap­proached him, ca­jol­ery in her voice, seek­ing guid­ance about tillage, drainage, or crops, he said, blunt­ly: “Bet­ter you ask Harm Tien his ad­vice.” Harm Tien was the dis­trict id­iot, a poor wit­less crea­ture of thir­ty with the mind of a child.

			Know­ing well that the en­tire com­mu­ni­ty was urg­ing him to­ward this prof­itable match with the plump, rich, red-lipped wid­ow, Per­vus set his will like a stub­born steer and would have none of her. He was un­com­fort­able in his un­tidy house; he was lone­ly, he was un­hap­py. But he would have none of her. Van­i­ty, pride, re­sent­ment were all mixed up in it.

			The very first time that Per­vus De­Jong met Seli­na he had a chance to pro­tect her. With such a start, the end was in­evitable. Then, too, Seli­na had on the wine-coloured cash­mere and was try­ing hard to keep the tears back in full view of the whole of High Prairie. Urged by Maart­je (and rather fan­cy­ing the idea) Seli­na had at­tend­ed the great meet­ing and dance at Adam Ooms’s hall above the gen­er­al store near the High Prairie sta­tion. Farmer fam­i­lies for miles around were there. The new church or­gan—that time-hal­lowed pre­text for so­cia­bil­i­ty—was the ex­cuse for this gath­er­ing. There was a small ad­mis­sion charge. Adam Ooms had giv­en them the hall. The three mu­si­cians were play­ing with­out fee. The wom­en were to bring sup­per packed in box­es or bas­kets, these to be raf­fled off to the high­est bid­der whose priv­i­lege it then was to sup with the fair whose bas­ket he had bought. Hot cof­fee could be had at so much the cup. All the pro­ceeds were to be de­vot­ed to the or­gan. It was un­der­stood, of course, that there was to be no live­ly bid­ding against hus­bands. Each farm wom­an knew her own bas­ket as she knew the coun­te­nance of her chil­dren, and each farmer, as that bas­ket came up at auc­tion, named a cau­tious sum which au­to­mat­i­cal­ly made him the bas­ket’s pos­ses­sor. The larg­er free­dom had not come to High Prairie in 1890. The bas­kets and box­es of the un­wed wom­en were to be the fought-for prizes. Maart­je had packed her own bas­ket at noon and had driv­en off at four with Klaas and the chil­dren. She was to serve on one of those bustling com­mit­tees whose du­ties ranged from cof­fee mak­ing to dish wash­ing. Klaas and Roelf were to be pressed in­to ser­vice. The pig­tails would slide up and down the waxed floor of Ooms’s hall with oth­er shriek­ing pig­tails of the neigh­bour­hood un­til the crowd be­gan to ar­rive for the auc­tion and sup­per. Jakob Hoogen­dunk would con­vey Seli­na to the fes­tiv­i­ties when his chores were done. Seli­na’s lunch bas­ket was to be a sep­a­rate and dis­tinct af­fair, of­fered at auc­tion with those of the Ka­tri­nas and Linas and Sophias of High Prairie. Not a lit­tle ap­pre­hen­sive, she was to pack this bas­ket her­self. Maart­je, de­part­ing, had left co­pi­ous but dis­joint­ed in­struc­tions.

			“Ham … them big cook­ies in the crock … pick­les … watch how you don’t spill … plum pre­serves …”

			Maart­je’s own bas­ket was of gi­gan­tic pro­por­tions and stag­ger­ing con­tent. Her sand­wich­es were cu­bic blocks; her pick­les clubs of cu­cum­ber; her pies vast plateaus.

			The bas­ket pro­vid­ed for Seli­na, while not quite so large, still was of ap­palling size as Seli­na con­tem­plat­ed it. She de­cid­ed, sud­den­ly, that she would have none of it. In her trunk she had a card­board box such as shoes come in. Cer­tain­ly this should hold enough lunch for two, she thought. She and Julie Hempel had used such box­es for pic­nic lunch­es on their Sat­ur­day hol­i­days. She was a lit­tle ner­vous about the whole thing; rather dread­ed the prospect of eat­ing her sup­per with a High Prairie swain un­known to her. Sup­pose no one should bid for her box! She re­solved to fill it af­ter her own pat­tern, dis­re­gard­ing Maart­je’s heavy proven­der.

			She had the kitchen to her­self. Jakob was in the fields or out­hous­es. The house was de­li­cious­ly qui­et. Seli­na rum­maged for the shoe box, lined it with a sheet of tis­sue pa­per, rolled up her sleeves, got out mix­ing bowl, flour, pans. Cup cakes were her am­bi­tion. She baked six of them. They came out a beau­ti­ful brown but some­what lead­en. Still, any­thing was bet­ter than a wedge of sog­gy pie, she told her­self. She boiled eggs very hard, halved them, dev­illed their yolks, filled the whites neat­ly with this mix­ture and clapped the halves to­geth­er again, skew­er­ing them with a tooth­pick. Then she rolled each egg sep­a­rate­ly in tis­sue pa­per twist­ed at the ends. Dain­ti­ness, she had de­cid­ed, should be the key­note of her sup­per box. She cut bread pa­per-thin and made jel­ly sand­wich­es, scorn­ing the ubiq­ui­tous pork. Ba­nanas, she knew, be­longed in a lunch box, but these were un­ob­tain­able. She sub­sti­tut­ed two juicy pip­pins, pol­ished un­til their cheeks glit­tered. The food neat­ly packed she wrapped the box in pa­per and tied it with a gay red rib­bon yield­ed by her trunk. At the last mo­ment she whipped in­to the yard, twist­ed a brush of ev­er­green from the tree at the side of the house, and tucked this in­to the knot of rib­bon atop the box. She stepped back and thought the ef­fect en­chant­ing.

			She was wait­ing in her red cash­mere and her cloak and hood when Hoogen­dunk called for her. They were late ar­rivals, for out­side Ooms’s hall were hitched all man­ner of ve­hi­cles. There had been a heavy snow­fall two days be­fore. This had brought out bob­sleds, cut­ters, sleighs. The horse sheds were not large enough to shel­ter all. Late com­ers had to hitch where they could. There was a great jan­gling of bells as the hors­es stamped in the snow.

			Seli­na, bal­anc­ing her box care­ful­ly, opened the door that led to the wood­en stair­way. The hall was on the sec­ond floor. The clam­our that struck her ears had the ef­fect of a phys­i­cal blow. She hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment, and if there had been any means of re­turn­ing to the Pool farm, short of walk­ing five miles in the snow, she would have tak­en it. Up the stairs and in­to the din. Ev­i­dent­ly the auc­tion­ing of sup­per bas­kets was even now in progress. The roar of voic­es had bro­ken out af­ter the sale of a bas­ket and now was sub­sid­ing un­der the ear­split­ting cracks of the auc­tion­eer’s ham­mer. Through the crowd­ed door­way Seli­na could catch a glimpse of him as he stood on a chair, the bas­kets piled be­fore him. He used a bar­rel el­e­vat­ed on a box as his pul­pit. The auc­tion­eer was Adam Ooms who him­self had once been the High Prairie school teach­er. A fox-faced lit­tle man, bald, falset­to, the vil­lage clown with a sol­id foun­da­tion of shrewd­ness un­der his clown­ing and a tart lay­er of mal­ice over it.

			High and shrill came his voice. “What am I bid! What am I bid! Thir­ty cents! Thir­ty-five! Shame on you, gen­tle­men. What am I bid! Who’ll make it forty!”

			Seli­na felt a lit­tle thrill of ex­cite­ment. She looked about for a place on which to lay her wraps. Ev­ery ta­ble, chair, hook, and rack in the hall­way was piled with cloth­ing. She es­pied a box that ap­peared emp­ty, rolled her cloak, muf­fler, and hood in­to a neat bun­dle and, about to cast it in­to the box, saw, up­turned to her from its depths, the round pink faces of the sleep­ing Kuyper twins, aged six months. From the big hall now came a great shout­ing, clap­ping of hands, stamp­ing, cat­calls. An­oth­er bas­ket had been dis­posed of. Oh, dear! In des­per­a­tion Seli­na placed her bun­dle on the floor in a cor­ner, smoothed down the red cash­mere, snatched up her lunch box and made for the door­way with the child­ish ea­ger­ness of one out of the crowd to be in it. She won­dered where Maart­je and Klaas Pool were in this close-packed room­ful; and Roelf. In the door­way she found that broad black-coat­ed backs shut off sight and ingress. She had writ­ten her name neat­ly on her lunch box. Now she was at a loss to find a way to reach Adam Ooms. She eyed the great-shoul­dered ex­panse just ahead of her. In des­per­a­tion she de­cid­ed to dig in­to it with a cor­ner of her box. She dug, vi­cious­ly. The back winced. Its own­er turned. “Here! What—!”

			Seli­na looked up in­to the wrath­ful face of Per­vus De­Jong. Per­vus De­Jong looked down in­to the star­tled eyes of Seli­na Peake. Large enough eyes at any time; enor­mous now in her fright at what she had done.

			“I’m sor­ry! I’m—sor­ry. I thought if I could—there’s no way of get­ting my lunch box up there—such a crowd—”

			A slim, ap­peal­ing, love­ly lit­tle fig­ure in the wine-red cash­mere, amidst all those bux­om bo­soms, and over­heat­ed bod­ies, and flushed faces. His gaze left her re­luc­tant­ly, set­tled on the lunch box, be­came, if pos­si­ble, more be­wil­dered. “That? Lunch box?”

			“Yes. For the raf­fle. I’m the school teach­er. Seli­na Peake.”

			He nod­ded. “I saw you in church Sun­day.”

			“You did! I didn’t think you. … Did you?”

			“Wait here. I’ll come back. Wait here.”

			He took the shoe box. She wait­ed. He ploughed his way through the crowd like a Jug­ger­naut, reached Adam Ooms’s plat­form and placed the box in­con­spic­u­ous­ly next a colos­sal ham­per that was one of a dozen grouped await­ing Adam’s at­ten­tion. When he had made his way back to Seli­na he again said, “Wait,” and plunged down the wood­en stair­way. Seli­na wait­ed. She had ceased to feel dis­tressed at her in­abil­i­ty to find the Pools in the crowd, a-tip­toe though she was. When present­ly he came back he had in his hand an emp­ty wood­en soap­box. This he up­end­ed in the door­way just be­hind the crowd sta­tioned there. Seli­na mount­ed it; found her head a lit­tle above the lev­el of his. She could sur­vey the room from end to end. There were the Pools. She waved to Maart­je; smiled at Roelf. He made as though to come to­ward her; did come part way, and was re­strained by Maart­je catch­ing at his coat tail.

			Seli­na wished she could think of some­thing to say. She looked down at Per­vus De­Jong. The back of his neck was pink, as though with ef­fort. She thought, in­stinc­tive­ly, “My good­ness, he’s try­ing to think of some­thing to say, too.” That, some­how, put her at her ease. She would wait un­til he spoke. His neck was now a deep red. The crowd surged back at some dis­tur­bance around Adam Ooms’s el­e­va­tion. Seli­na teetered per­ilous­ly on her box, put out a hand blind­ly, felt his great hard hand on her arm, steady­ing her.

			“Quite a crowd, ain’t it?” The ef­fort had reached its apex. The red of his neck be­gan to re­cede.

			“Oh, quite!”

			“They ain’t all High Prairie. Some of ’em’s from Low Prairie way. New Haar­lem, even.”

			“Re­al­ly!”

			A pause. An­oth­er ef­fort.

			“How goes it school teach­ing?”

			“Oh—it goes pret­ty well.”

			“You are lit­tle to be school teach­er, any­way, ain’t you?”

			“Lit­tle!” She drew her­self up from her van­tage point of the soap­box. “I’m big­ger than you are.”

			They laughed at that as at an ex­quis­ite piece of repar­tee.

			Adam Oom’s gav­el (a wood­en pota­to mash­er) crashed for si­lence. “Ladies!” [Crash!] “And gents!” [Crash!] “Gents! Look what bas­ket we’ve got here!”

			Look in­deed. A great ham­per, grown so plethoric that it could no longer wear its cov­er. Its con­tents bel­lied in­to a mound smooth­ly cov­ered with a fine white cloth whose glis­ten­ing sur­face pro­claimed it damask. A Hi­malaya among ham­pers. You knew that un­der that snowy crust lay gold that was fowl done crisply, suc­cu­lent­ly; emer­alds in the form of gherkins; ru­bies that melt­ed in­to straw­ber­ry pre­serves; cakes frost­ed like di­a­monds; to say noth­ing of such semi­precious jew­els as pota­to sal­ad; cheeses; sour cream to be spread on rye bread and but­ter; cof­fee cakes; crullers.

			Crash! “The Wid­ow Paar­len­berg’s bas­ket, ladies—and gents! The Wid­ow Paar­len­berg! I don’t know what’s in it. You don’t know what’s in it. We don’t have to know what’s in it. Who has eat­en Wid­ow Paar­len­berg’s chick­en once don’t have to know. Who has eat­en Wid­ow Paar­len­berg’s cake once don’t have to know. What am I bid on Wid­ow Paar­len­berg’s bas­ket! What am I bid! What­mIbid­what­mIbid­what­mIbid!” [Crash!]

			The wid­ow her­self, very hand­some in black silk, her gold neck chain ris­ing and fall­ing rich­ly with the lit­tle flur­ry that now ag­i­tat­ed her broad bo­som, was seat­ed in a chair against the wall not five feet from the auc­tion­eer’s stand. She bri­dled now, blushed, cast down her eyes, cast up her eyes, suc­ceed­ed in look­ing as un­con­scious as a com­plaisant Turk­ish slave girl on the block.

			Adam Ooms’s glance swept the hall. He leaned for­ward, his fox-like face fixed in a smile. From the wid­ow her­self, seat­ed so promi­nent­ly at his right, his gaze marked the young blades of the vil­lage; the old bucks; youths and wid­ow­ers and bach­e­lors. Here was the prize of the evening. Around, in a semi­cir­cle, went his keen glance un­til it reached the tall fig­ure tow­er­ing in the door­way—reached it, and rest­ed there. His gim­let eyes seemed to bore their way in­to Per­vus De­Jong’s steady stare. He raised his right arm aloft, bran­dish­ing the pota­to mash­er. The whole room fixed its gaze on the blond head in the door­way. “Speak up! Young men of High Prairie! Heh, you, Per­vus De­Jong! What­mIbid­what­mIbid­what­mIbid!”

			“Fifty cents!” The bid came from Ger­rit Pon at the oth­er end of the hall. A dash­ing of­fer, as a start, in this dis­trict where one dol­lar of­ten rep­re­sent­ed the prof­its on a whole load of mar­ket truck brought to the city.

			Crash! went the pota­to mash­er. “Fifty cents I’m bid. Who’ll make it sev­en­ty-five? Who’ll make it sev­en­ty-five?”

			“Six­ty!” Jo­hannes Am­bu­ul, a wid­ow­er, his age more than the sum of his bid.

			“Sev­en­ty!” Ger­rit Pon.

			Adam Ooms whis­pered it—hissed it. “S-s-s-sev­en­ty. Ladies and gents, I wouldn’t re­peat out loud sucha fig­ger. I would be ashamed. Look at this bas­ket, gents, and then you can say … s-s-sev­en­ty!”

			“Sev­en­ty-five!” the cau­tious Am­bu­ul.

			Scar­let, flood­ing her face, be­lied the wid­ow’s out­ward air of com­po­sure. Per­vus De­Jong, stand­ing be­side Seli­na, viewed the pro­ceed­ings with an air of de­tach­ment. High Prairie was look­ing at him ex­pec­tant­ly, open­ly. The wid­ow bit her red lip, tossed her head. Per­vus De­Jong re­turned the auc­tion­eer’s mean­ing smirk with the mild gaze of a dis­in­ter­est­ed out­sider. High Prairie, Low Prairie, and New Haar­lem sat tense, like an au­di­ence at a play. Here, in­deed, was dra­ma be­ing en­act­ed in a com­mu­ni­ty whose thrills were all too rare.

			“Gents!” Adam Ooms’s voice took on a tear­ful note—the tone of one who is more hurt than an­gry. “Gents!” Slow­ly, with in­fi­nite rev­er­ence, he lift­ed one cor­ner of the damask cloth that con­cealed the ham­per’s con­tents—lift­ed it and peered with­in as at a trea­sure. At what he saw there he start­ed back dra­mat­i­cal­ly, at once rap­tur­ous, de­spair­ing, amazed. He rolled his eyes. He smacked his lips. He rubbed his stom­ach. The sort of dumb show that, since the days of the Greek dra­ma, has been used to de­note gas­tro­nom­ic de­light.

			“Eighty!” was wrenched sud­den­ly from Goris Von Vu­uren, the nine­teen-year-old fat and glut­tonous son of a pros­per­ous New Haar­lem farmer.

			Adam Ooms rubbed brisk palms to­geth­er. “Now then! A dol­lar! A dol­lar! It’s an in­sult to this bas­ket to make it less than a dol­lar.” He lift­ed the cov­er again, sniffed, ap­peared over­come. “Gents, if it wasn’t for Mrs. Ooms sit­ting there I’d make it a dol­lar my­self and a bar­gain. A dol­lar! Am I bid a dol­lar!” He leaned far for­ward over his im­pro­vised pul­pit. “Did I hear you say a dol­lar, Per­vus De­Jong?” De­Jong stared, im­mov­able, un­abashed. His very in­dif­fer­ence was con­ta­gious. The wid­ow’s boun­ti­ful bas­ket seemed to shrink be­fore one’s eyes. “Eighty-eighty-eighty-eighty—gents! I’m go­ing to tell you some­thing. I’m go­ing to whis­per a se­cret.” His lean face was veined with crafti­ness. “Gents. Lis­ten. It isn’t chick­en in this beau­ti­ful bas­ket. It isn’t chick­en. It’s”—a dra­mat­ic pause—“it’s roast duck!” He swayed back, mopped his brow with his red hand­ker­chief, held one hand high in the air. His last card.

			“Eighty-five!” groaned the fat Goris Von Vu­uren.

			“Eighty-five! Eighty-five! Eighty­fiveeighty­fiveeighty­five eighty-five! Gents! Gen-tle-men! Eighty-five once! Eighty-five—twice!” [Crash!] “Gone to Goris Von Vu­uren for eighty-five.”

			A sigh went up from the as­sem­blage; a sigh that was the wind be­fore the storm. There fol­lowed a tor­na­do of talk. It crack­led and thun­dered. The rich Wid­ow Paar­len­berg would have to eat her sup­per with Von Vu­uren’s boy, the great thick Goris. And there in the door­way, talk­ing to teach­er as if they had known each oth­er for years, was Per­vus De­Jong with his mon­ey in his pock­et. It was as good as a play.

			Adam Ooms was an­gry. His lean, fox-like face be­came pinched with spite. He prid­ed him­self on his an­tics as auc­tion­eer; and his chef d’œu­vre had brought a mea­gre eighty-five cents, be­sides doubt­less win­ning him the en­mi­ty of that prof­itable store cus­tomer, the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg. Goris Von Vu­uren came for­ward to claim his prize amidst shout­ing, clap­ping, laugh­ter. The great ham­per was hand­ed down to him; an am­ple, rich-look­ing bur­den, its han­dle fold­ed com­fort­ably over its round stom­ach, its white cov­er so glis­ten­ing with starch and iron­ing that it gave back the light from the big lamp above the auc­tion­eer’s stand. As Goris Von Vu­uren lift­ed it his great shoul­ders ac­tu­al­ly sagged. Its con­tents promised sati­ety even to such a feed­er as he. A grin, half sheep­ish, half tri­umphant, creased his plump pink face.

			Adam Ooms scuf­fled about among the many bas­kets at his feet. His nos­trils looked pinched and his skin­ny hands shook a lit­tle as he searched for one small ob­ject.

			When he stood up­right once more he was smil­ing. His lit­tle eyes gleamed. His wood­en scep­tre pound­ed for si­lence. High in one hand, bal­anced dain­ti­ly on his fin­ger tips, he held Seli­na’s lit­tle white shoe box, with its red rib­bon bind­ing it, and the plume of ev­er­green stuck in the rib­bon. Af­fect­ing great so­lic­i­tude he brought it down then to read the name writ­ten on it; held it aloft again, smirk­ing.

			He said noth­ing. Grin­ning, he held it high. He turned his body at the waist from side to side, so that all might see. The eyes of those be­fore him still held a men­tal pic­ture of the huge ham­per, food-packed, that had just been hand­ed down. The con­trast was too ab­surd, too cru­el. A rip­ple of laugh­ter swept the room; rose; swelled to a roar. Adam Ooms drew his mouth down solemn­ly. His lit­tle fin­ger el­e­gant­ly crooked, he pen­du­lumed the box to right and left. He swerved his beady eyes from side to side. He wait­ed with a nice sense of the dra­mat­ic un­til the laugh­ter had reached its height, then held up a hand for si­lence. A great scrap­ing “Ahem!” as he cleared his throat threat­ened to send the crowd off again.

			“Ladies—and gents! Here’s a dain­ty lit­tle tid­bit. Here’s some­thing not on­ly for the in­ner man, but a feast for the eye. Well, boys, if the last lot was too much for you this lot ought to be just about right. If the food ain’t quite enough for you, you can tie the rib­bon in the la­dy’s hair and put the posy in your but­ton­hole and there you are. There you are! What’s more, the la­dy her­self goes with it. You don’t get a coun­try girl with this here box, gents. A city girl, you can tell by look­ing at it, just. And who is she? Who did up this dain­ty lit­tle box just big enough for two?” He in­spect­ed it again, solemn­ly, and added, as an af­ter­thought, “If you ain’t feel­ing spe­cial­ly hun­gry. Who?—” He looked about, apish­ly.

			Seli­na’s cheeks matched her gown. Her eyes were wide and dark with the ef­fort she was mak­ing to force back the hot haze threat­en­ing them. Why had she mount­ed this wretch­ed soap­box! Why had she come to this hideous par­ty! Why had she come to High Prairie! Why! …

			“Miss Seli­na Peake, that’s who. Miss Se-li-na Peake!”

			A hun­dred bal­loon faces pulled by a sin­gle cord turned to­ward her as she stood there on the box for all to see. They swam to­ward her. She put up a hand to push them back.

			“What’m I bid! What’m I bid! What’m I bid for this here love­ly lit­tle tooth­ful, gents! Start her up!”

			“Five cents!” piped up old Jo­hannes Am­bu­ul, with a snick­er. The tit­ter­ing crowd broke in­to a guf­faw. Seli­na was con­scious of a lit­tle sick feel­ing at the pit of her stom­ach. Through the haze she saw the wid­ow’s face, no longer sulky, but smil­ing now. She saw Roelf’s dear dark head. His face was set, like a man’s. He was com­ing to­ward her, or try­ing to, but the crowd wedged him in, small as he was among those great bod­ies. She lost sight of him. How hot it was! how hot … An arm at her waist. Some one had mount­ed the lit­tle box and stood tee­ter­ing there be­side her, pressed against her slight­ly, re­as­sur­ing­ly. Per­vus De­Jong. Her head was on a lev­el with his great shoul­der now. They stood to­geth­er in the door­way, on the soap­box, for all High Prairie to see.

			“Five cents I’m bid for this love­ly lit­tle mouth­ful put up by the school teach­er’s own fair hands. Five cents! Five—”

			“One dol­lar!” Per­vus De­Jong.

			The bal­loon faces were sud­den­ly punc­tured with holes. High Prairie’s jaw dropped with as­ton­ish­ment. Its mouth stood open.

			There was noth­ing plain about Seli­na now. Her dark head was held high, and his fair one be­side it made a vivid foil. The pur­chase of the wine-coloured cash­mere was at last jus­ti­fied.

			“And ten!” cack­led old Jo­hannes Am­bu­ul, his rheumy eyes on Seli­na.

			Art and hu­man spite­ful­ness strug­gled vis­i­bly for mas­tery in Adam Ooms’s face—and art won. The auc­tion­eer tri­umphed over the man. The term “crowd psy­chol­o­gy” was un­known to him, but he was artist enough to sense that some cu­ri­ous mag­ic process, work­ing through this room­ful of peo­ple, had trans­formed the lit­tle white box, from a thing de­spised and ridiculed, in­to an ob­ject of beau­ty, of val­ue, of in­fi­nite de­sir­abil­i­ty. He now eyed it in a catalep­sy of ad­mi­ra­tion.

			“One-ten I’m bid for this box all tied with a rib­bon to match the gown of the girl who brought it. Gents, you get the rib­bon, the lunch, and the girl. And on­ly one-ten bid for all that. Gents! Gents! Re­mem­ber, it ain’t on­ly a lunch—it’s a pic­ture. It pleas­es the eye. Do I hear one—”

			“Five bits!” Barend DeRoo, of Low Prairie, in the lists. A strap­ping young Dutch­man, the Brom Bones of the dis­trict. Aalt­je Huff, in a fit of pique at his in­dif­fer­ence, had mar­ried to spite him. Cor­nelia Vinke, belle of New Haar­lem, was said to be lan­guish­ing for love of him. He drove to the Hay­mar­ket with his load of pro­duce and played cards all night on the wag­on un­der the gas torch­es while the street girls of the neigh­bour­hood as­sailed him in vain. Six feet three, his red face shone now like a har­vest moon above the crowd. A mer­ry, mis­chievous eye that laughed at Per­vus De­Jong and his dol­lar bid.

			“Dol­lar and a half!” A high clear voice—a boy’s voice. Roelf.

			“Oh, no!” said Seli­na aloud. But she was un­heard in the gab­ble. Roelf had once con­fid­ed to her that he had saved three dol­lars and fifty cents in the last three years. Five dol­lars would pur­chase a set of tools that his mind had been fixed on for months past. Seli­na saw Klaas Pool’s look of as­ton­ish­ment chang­ing to anger. Saw Maart­je Pool’s quick hand on his arm, re­strain­ing him.

			“Two dol­lars!” Per­vus De­Jong.

			“Twot­wot­wot­wot­wot­wo!” Adam Ooms in a fren­zy of sales­man­ship.

			“And ten.” Jo­hannes Am­bu­ul’s cau­tious bid.

			“Two and a quar­ter.” Barend DeRoo.

			“Two-fifty!” Per­vus De­Jong.

			“Three dol­lars!” The high voice of the boy. It cracked a lit­tle on the last syl­la­ble, and the crowd laughed.

			“Three-three-three-three-three­three­three. Three once—”

			“And a half.” Per­vus De­Jong.

			“Three six­ty.”

			“Four!” DeRoo.

			“And ten.”

			The boy’s voice was heard no more.

			“I wish they’d stop,” whis­pered Seli­na.

			“Five!” Per­vus De­Jong.

			“Six!” DeRoo, his face very red.

			“And ten.”

			“Sev­en!”

			“It’s on­ly jel­ly sand­wich­es,” said Seli­na to De­Jong, in a pan­ic.

			“Eight!” Jo­hannes Am­bu­ul, gone mad.

			“Nine!” DeRoo.

			“Nine! Nine I’m bid! Nine-nine-nine! Who’ll make it—”

			“Let him have it. The cup cakes fell a lit­tle. Don’t—”

			“Ten!” said Per­vus De­Jong.

			Barend DeRoo shrugged his great shoul­ders.

			“Ten-ten-ten. Do I hear eleven? Do I hear ten-fifty! Ten-ten-ten ten­ten­ten­ten­ten­ten­ten! Gents! Ten once. Ten twice! Gone!—for ten dol­lars to Per­vus De­Jong. And a bar­gain.” Adam Ooms mopped his bald head and his cheeks and the damp spot un­der his chin.

			Ten dol­lars. Adam Ooms knew, as did all the coun­try­side, this was not the sum of ten dol­lars mere­ly. No bas­ket of food, though it con­tained nightin­gales’ tongues, the gold­en ap­ple of Ata­lan­ta, wines of rare vin­tage, could have been ad­e­quate rec­om­pense for these ten dol­lars. They rep­re­sent­ed sweat and blood; toil and hard­ship; hours un­der the burn­ing prairie sun at mid­day; work dogged­ly car­ried on through the drench­ing show­ers of spring; nights of rest­less sleep snatched an hour at a time un­der the sky in the Chica­go mar­ket place; miles of weary trav­el down the rude cor­duroy road be­tween High Prairie and Chica­go, now up to the hubs in mud, now blind­ed by dust and blow­ing sand.

			A sale at Christie’s, with a minia­ture go­ing for a mil­lion, could not have met with a deep­er hush, a more dra­mat­ic bab­ble fol­low­ing the hush.

			They ate their lunch to­geth­er in one cor­ner of Adam Ooms’s hall. Seli­na opened the box and took out the dev­illed eggs, and the cup cakes that had fall­en a lit­tle, and the ap­ples, and the sand­wich­es sliced very, very thin. The cold­ly ap­prais­ing eye of all High Prairie, Low Prairie, and New Haar­lem watched this sparse proven­der emerge from the rib­bon-tied shoe box. She of­fered him a sand­wich. It looked in­fin­i­tes­i­mal in his great paw. Sud­den­ly all Seli­na’s agony of em­bar­rass­ment was swept away, and she was laugh­ing, not wild­ly or hys­ter­i­cal­ly, but joy­ous­ly and girl­ish­ly. She sank her lit­tle white teeth in­to one of the ab­surd sand­wich­es and looked at him, ex­pect­ing to find him laugh­ing, too. But he wasn’t laugh­ing. He looked very earnest, and his blue eyes were fixed hard on the bit of bread in his hand, and his face was very red and clean-shaven. He bit in­to the sand­wich and chewed it solemn­ly. And Seli­na thought: “Why, the dear thing! The great big dear thing! And he might have been eat­ing breast of duck … Ten dol­lars!” Aloud she said, “What made you do it?”

			“I don’t know. I don’t know.” Then, “You looked so lit­tle. And they were mak­ing fun. Laugh­ing.” He looked very earnest, and his blue eyes were fixed hard on the sand­wich, and his face was very red.

			“That’s a very fool­ish rea­son for throw­ing away ten dol­lars,” Seli­na said, se­vere­ly.

			He seemed not to hear her; bit ru­mi­nant­ly in­to one of the cup cakes. Sud­den­ly: “I can’t hard­ly write at all, on­ly to sign my name and like that.”

			“Read?”

			“On­ly to spell out the words. Any­ways I don’t get time for read­ing. But fig­ur­ing I wish I knew. ’Rith­metic. I can fig­ger some, but those fel­lows in Hay­mar­ket they are too sharp for me. They do num­bers in their head—like that, so quick.”

			Seli­na leaned to­ward him. “I’ll teach you. I’ll teach you.”

			“How do you mean, teach me?”

			“Evenings.”

			He looked down at his great cal­loused palms, then up at her. “What would you take for pay?”

			“Pay! I don’t want any pay.” She was gen­uine­ly shocked.

			His face light­ed up with a sud­den thought. “Tell you what. My place is just this side the school, next to Bouts’s place. I could start for you the fire, morn­ings, in the school. And thaw the pump and bring in a pail of wa­ter. This month, and Jan­u­ary and Feb­ru­ary and part of March, even, now I don’t go to mar­ket on ac­count it’s win­ter, I could start you the fire. Till spring. And I could come maybe three times a week, evenings, to Pool’s place, for lessons.” He looked so help­less, so hum­ble, so huge; and the more pa­thet­ic for his huge­ness.

			She felt a lit­tle rush of warmth to­ward him that was at once im­per­son­al and ma­ter­nal. She thought again, “Why, the dear thing! The great help­less big thing! How se­ri­ous he is! And fun­ny.” He was in­deed both se­ri­ous and fun­ny, with the ridicu­lous cup cake in his great hand, his eyes wide and ru­mi­nant, his face rud­di­er than ev­er, his fore­head knot­ted with earnest­ness. She laughed, sud­den­ly, a gay lit­tle laugh, and he, af­ter a puz­zled pause, joined her com­pan­ion­ably.

			“Three evenings a week,” re­peat­ed Seli­na, then, from the depths of her ig­no­rance. “Why, I’d love to. I’d—love to.”

		
	
		
			VI

			The evenings turned out to be Tues­days, Thurs­days, and Sat­ur­days. Sup­per was over by six-thir­ty in the Pool house­hold. Per­vus was there by sev­en, very clean as to shirt, his hair brushed till it shone; shy, and giv­en to drop­ping his hat and bump­ing against chairs, and look­ing solemn. Seli­na was torn be­tween pity and mirth. If on­ly he had blus­tered. A blus­ter­ing big man puts the world on the de­fen­sive. A gen­tle gi­ant dis­arms it.

			Seli­na got out her McBride’s Gram­mar and Duffy’s Arith­metic, and to­geth­er they start­ed to parse verbs, pa­per walls, dig cis­terns, and ex­tract square roots. They found study im­pos­si­ble at the oil­cloth-cov­ered kitchen ta­ble, with the Pool house­hold ed­dy­ing about it. Jakob built a fire in the par­lour stove and there they sat, teach­er and pupil, their feet rest­ing cosi­ly on the gleam­ing nick­el rail­ing that en­cir­cled the wood burn­er.

			On the evening of the first les­son Roelf had glow­ered through­out sup­per and had dis­ap­peared in­to the work-shed, whence is­sued a great sound of ham­mer­ing, saw­ing, and gen­er­al clat­ter. He and Seli­na had got in­to the way of spend­ing much time to­geth­er, in or out of doors. They skat­ed on Van­der Si­jde’s pond; to­geth­er with the shriek­ing pig­tails they coast­ed on the lit­tle slope that led down from Kuyper’s woods to the main road, us­ing sleds that had been put to­geth­er by Roelf. On bad days they read or stud­ied. Not Sun­days mere­ly, but many week­day evenings were spent thus. Seli­na was de­ter­mined that Roelf should break away from the un­couth speech of the coun­try­side; that he should at least share with her the some­what sketchy knowl­edge gained at Miss Fis­ter’s se­lect school. She, the wom­an of al­most twen­ty, nev­er talked down to this boy of twelve. The boy wor­shipped her inar­tic­u­late­ly. She had ear­ly dis­cov­ered that he had a feel­ing for beau­ty—beau­ty of line, tex­ture, colour, and group­ing—that was rare in one of his years. The feel of a satin rib­bon in his fin­gers; the or­ange and rose of a sun­set; the folds of the wine-red cash­mere dress; the ca­dence of a spo­ken line, brought a look to his face that star­tled her. She had a bat­tered vol­ume of Ten­nyson. When first she read him the line be­gin­ning, “Elaine the fair, Elaine the lov­able, Elaine, the lily maid of As­to­lat—” he had ut­tered a lit­tle ex­cla­ma­tion. She, glanc­ing up from her book, had found his eyes wide, bright, and lu­mi­nous in his lean dark face.

			“What is it, Roelf?”

			He had flushed. “I didn’t say noth­ing—any­thing. Start over again how it goes, ‘Elaine—’ ”

			She had be­gun again the fra­grant lines, “Elaine the fair, Elaine the lov­able …”

			Since the gath­er­ing at Ooms’s hall he had been moody and sullen; had re­fused to an­swer when she spoke to him of his bid for her bas­ket. Urged, he would on­ly say, “Oh, it was just fun to make old Ooms mad.”

			Now, with the ad­vent of Per­vus De­Jong, Roelf pre­sent­ed that most touch­ing and mis­er­able of spec­ta­cles, a small boy jeal­ous and help­less in his jeal­ousy. Seli­na had asked him to join the tri-week­ly evening lessons; had, in­deed, in­sist­ed that he be a pupil in the class round the par­lour stove. Maart­je had said, on the night of Per­vus De­Jong’s first vis­it, “Roelf, you sit, too, and learn. Is good for you to learn out of books the way teach­er says.” Klaas Pool, too, had ap­proved the plan, since it would cost noth­ing and, fur­ther­more, would in no way in­ter­fere with Roelf’s farm work. “Sure; learn,” he said, with a large ges­ture.

			Roelf would not. He be­haved very bad­ly; slammed doors, whis­tled, scuf­fled on the kitchen floor, made many mys­te­ri­ous trips through the par­lour up the stairs that led off that room, as­cend­ing with a clat­ter; in­cit­ed Geert­je and Joz­i­na to quar­rels and tears; had the house­hold in a hub­bub; stum­bled over Dun­der, the dog, so that that an­guished an­i­mal’s yelps were added to the din.

			Seli­na was fran­tic. Lessons were im­pos­si­ble amidst this up­roar. “It has nev­er been like this be­fore,” she as­sured Per­vus, al­most tear­ful­ly. “I don’t know what’s the mat­ter. It’s aw­ful.”

			Per­vus had looked up from his slate. His eyes were calm, his lips smil­ing. “Is all right. In my house is too still, evenings. Next time it goes bet­ter. You see.”

			Next time it did go bet­ter. Roelf dis­ap­peared in­to his work-shed af­ter sup­per; did not emerge un­til af­ter De­Jong’s de­par­ture.

			There was some­thing about the sight of this great crea­ture bent la­bo­ri­ous­ly over a slate, the pen­cil held clum­si­ly in his huge fin­gers, that moved Seli­na strange­ly. Pity wracked her. If she had known to what emo­tion this pity was akin she might have tak­en away the slate and giv­en him a tablet, and the whole course of her life would have been dif­fer­ent. “Poor lad,” she thought. “Poor lad.” Chid­ed her­self for be­ing amused at his child­like earnest­ness.

			He did not make an apt pupil, though painstak­ing. Usu­al­ly the top draught of the stove was open, and the glow of the fire im­part­ed to his face and head a cer­tain roseate glo­ry. He was very grave. His brow wore a trou­bled frown. Seli­na would go over a prob­lem or a sen­tence again and again, pa­tient­ly, pa­tient­ly. Then, sud­den­ly, like a hand passed over his face, his smile would come, trans­form­ing it. He had white strong teeth, too small, and per­haps not so white as they seemed be­cause of his rus­set blon­deur. He would smile like a child, and Seli­na should have been warned by the warm rush of joy that his smile gave her. She would smile, too. He was as pleased as though he had made a fresh and won­der­ful dis­cov­ery.

			“It’s easy,” he would say, “when you know it once.” Like a boy.

			He usu­al­ly went home by eight-thir­ty or nine. Of­ten the Pools went to bed be­fore he left. Af­ter he had gone Seli­na was wake­ful. She would heat wa­ter and wash; brush her hair vig­or­ous­ly; feel­ing at once buoy­ant and de­pressed.

			Some­times they fell to talk­ing. His wife had died in the sec­ond year of their mar­riage, when the child was born. The child, too, had died. A girl. He was un­lucky, like that. It was the same with the farm.

			“Spring, half of the land is un­der wa­ter. My piece, just. Bouts’s place, next to me, is high and rich. Bouts, he don’t even need deep plough­ing. His land is quick land. It warms up in the spring ear­ly. Af­ter rain it works easy. He puts in fer­til­iz­er, any kind, and his plants jump, like. My place is bad for gar­den truck. Wet. All the time, wet; or in sum­mer baked be­fore I can loosen it again. Muck­land.”

			Seli­na thought a mo­ment. She had heard much talk be­tween Klaas and Jakob, win­ter evenings. “Can’t you do some­thing to it—fix it—so that the wa­ter will run off? Raise it, or dig a ditch or some­thing?”

			“We-e-ell, maybe. Maybe you could. But it costs mon­ey, drain­ing.”

			“It costs mon­ey not to, doesn’t it?”

			He con­sid­ered this, ru­mi­na­tive­ly. “Guess it does. But you don’t have to have ready cash to let the land lay. To drain it you do.”

			Seli­na shook her head im­pa­tient­ly. “That’s a very fool­ish, short­sight­ed way to rea­son.”

			He looked help­less as on­ly the strong and pow­er­ful can look. Seli­na’s heart melt­ed in pity. He would look down at the great cal­loused hands; up at her. One of the charms of Per­vus De­Jong lay in the things that his eyes said and his tongue did not. Wom­en al­ways imag­ined he was about to say what he looked, but he nev­er did. It made oth­er­wise dull con­ver­sa­tion with him most ex­cit­ing.

			His was in no way a shrewd mind. His re­spect for Seli­na was al­most rev­er­ence. But he had this ad­van­tage: he had mar­ried a wom­an, had lived with her for two years. She had borne him a child. Seli­na was a girl in ex­pe­ri­ence. She was a wom­an ca­pa­ble of a great deal of pas­sion, but she did not know that. Pas­sion was a thing no wom­an pos­sessed, much less talked about. It sim­ply did not ex­ist, ex­cept in men, and then was some­thing to be ashamed of, like a vi­o­lent tem­per, or a weak stom­ach.

			By the first of March he could speak a slow, care­ful, and fair­ly gram­mat­i­cal Eng­lish. He could mas­ter sim­ple sums. By the mid­dle of March the lessons would cease. There was too much work to do about the farm—night work as well as day. She found her­self try­ing not to think about the time when the lessons should cease. She re­fused to look ahead to April.

			One night, late in Feb­ru­ary, Seli­na was con­scious that she was try­ing to con­trol some­thing. She was try­ing to keep her eyes away from some­thing. She re­al­ized that she was try­ing not to look at his hands. She want­ed, crazi­ly, to touch them. She want­ed to feel them about her throat. She want­ed to put her lips on his hands—brush the backs of them, slow­ly, moistly, with her mouth, lin­ger­ing­ly. She was ter­ri­bly fright­ened. She thought to her­self: “I am go­ing crazy. I am los­ing my mind. There is some­thing the mat­ter with me. I won­der how I look. I must look queer.”

			She said some­thing to make him look up at her. His glance was mild, undis­mayed. So this hideous thing did not show in her face. She kept her eyes res­o­lute­ly on the book. At half-past eight she closed her book sud­den­ly. “I’m tired. I think it’s the spring com­ing on.” She smiled a lit­tle wa­ver­ing smile. He rose and stretched him­self, his great arms high above his head. Seli­na shiv­ered.

			“Two more weeks,” he said, “is the last les­son. Well, do you think I have done pret­ty good—well?”

			“Very well,” Seli­na replied, even­ly. She felt very tired.

			The first week in March he was ill, and did not come. A rheumat­ic af­flic­tion to which he was sub­ject. His fa­ther, old Jo­hannes De­Jong, had had it be­fore him. Work­ing in the wet fields did it, they said. It was the curse of the truck farmer. Seli­na’s evenings were free to de­vote to Roelf, who glowed again. She sewed, too; read; helped Mrs. Pool with the house­work in a gust of sym­pa­thy and found strange re­lief there­in; made over an old dress; stud­ied; wrote all her let­ters (few enough), even one to the dried-ap­ple aunts in Ver­mont. She no longer wrote to Julie Hempel. She had heard that Julie was to be mar­ried to a Kan­sas man named Arnold. Julie her­self had not writ­ten. The first week in March passed. He did not come. Nor did he come the fol­low­ing Tues­day or Thurs­day. Af­ter a ter­rif­ic bat­tle with her­self Seli­na, af­ter school on Thurs­day, walked past his house, busi­ly, as though bent on an er­rand. De­spised her­self for do­ing it, could not help her­self, found a hor­ri­ble and tor­tu­ous sat­is­fac­tion in not look­ing at the house as she passed it.

			She was be­wil­dered, fright­ened. All that week she had a cu­ri­ous feel­ing—or suc­ces­sion of feel­ings. There was the sen­sa­tion of suf­fo­ca­tion fol­lowed by that of empti­ness—of be­ing hol­low—bone­less—blood­less. Then, at times, there was a feel­ing of phys­i­cal pain; at oth­ers a sense of be­ing dis­em­bow­elled. She was rest­less, list­less, by turns. Pe­ri­od of fu­ri­ous ac­tiv­i­ty fol­lowed by days of in­er­tia. It was the spring, Maart­je said. Seli­na hoped she wasn’t go­ing to be ill. She had nev­er felt like that be­fore. She want­ed to cry. She was ir­ri­ta­ble to the point of waspish­ness with the chil­dren in the school­room.

			On Sat­ur­day—the four­teenth of March—he walked in at sev­en. Klaas, Maart­je, and Roelf had driv­en off to a gath­er­ing at Low Prairie, leav­ing Seli­na with the pig­tails and old Jakob. She had promised to make taffy for them, and was in the midst of it when his knock sound­ed at the kitchen door. All the blood in her body rushed to her head; pound­ed there hot­ly. He en­tered. There slipped down over her a com­plete ar­mour of calm­ness, of self-pos­ses­sion; of glib how do you do Mr. De­Jong and how are you feel­ing and won’t you sit down and there’s no fire in the par­lour we’ll have to sit here.

			He took part in the taffy pulling. Seli­na won­dered if Geert­je and Joz­i­na would ev­er have done squeal­ing. It was half-past eight be­fore she bun­dled them off to bed with a plate of clipped taffy lozenges be­tween them. She heard them scuf­fling and scrim­mag­ing about in the rare free­dom of their par­ents’ ab­sence.

			“Now, chil­dren!” she called. “You know what you promised your moth­er and fa­ther.”

			She heard Geert­je’s tones mim­ick­ing her minc­ing­ly, “You know what you promised your moth­er and fa­ther.” Then a cas­cade of smoth­ered gig­gles.

			Per­vus had been to town, ev­i­dent­ly, for he now took from his coat pock­et a bag con­tain­ing half a dozen ba­nanas—that del­i­ca­cy of del­i­ca­cies to the farm palate. She half peeled two and brought them in to the pig­tails. They ate them thick­ly rap­tur­ous, and dropped off to sleep im­me­di­ate­ly, sur­feit­ed.

			Per­vus De­Jong and Seli­na sat at the kitchen ta­ble, their books spread out be­fore them on the oil­cloth. The sweet heavy scent of the fruit filled the room. Seli­na brought the par­lour lamp in­to the kitchen, the bet­ter to see. It was a nick­el-bel­lied lamp with a yel­low glass shade that cast a mel­low gold­en glow.

			“You didn’t go to the meet­ing,” prim­ly. “Mr. and Mrs. Pool went.”

			“No. No, I didn’t go.”

			“Why not?”

			She saw him swal­low. “I got through too late. I went to town, and I got through too late. We’re fix­ing to sow toma­to seeds in the hot­beds to­mor­row.”

			Seli­na opened McBride’s Gram­mar. “Ahem!” a school-teacher­ly cough. “Now, then, we’ll parse this sen­tence: Blucher ar­rived on the field of Wa­ter­loo just as Welling­ton was re­ceiv­ing the last on­slaught of Napoleon. ‘Just’ may be treat­ed as a mod­i­fi­er of the de­pen­dent clause. That is: ‘Just’ means: at the time at which. Well. Just here mod­i­fied at the time. And Welling­ton is the …”

			This for half an hour. Seli­na kept her eyes res­o­lute­ly on the book. His voice went on with the dry busi­ness of pars­ing and its deep res­o­nance struck a re­sponse from her as a harp re­sponds when a hand is swept over its strings. Up­stairs she could hear old Jakob clump­ing about in his prepa­ra­tions for bed. Then there was on­ly still­ness over­head. Seli­na kept her eyes res­o­lute­ly on the book. Yet she saw, as though her eyes rest­ed on them, his large, strong hands. On the backs of them was a fine gold­en down that deep­ened at his wrists. Heav­ier and dark­er at the wrists. She found her­self pray­ing a lit­tle for strength—for strength against this hor­ror and wicked­ness. This sin, this abom­i­na­tion that held her. A ter­ri­ble, stark, and piti­ful prayer, couched in the id­iom of the Bible.

			“Oh, God, keep my eyes and my thoughts away from him. Away from his hands. Let me keep my eyes and my thoughts away from the gold­en hairs on his wrists. Let me not think of his wrists. … The own­er of the south­west ¼ sells a strip 20 rods wide along the south side of his farm. How much does he re­ceive at $150 per acre?”

			He tri­umphed in this trans­ac­tion, be­gan the strug­gle with the square root of 576. Square roots ag­o­nized him. She washed the slate clean with her lit­tle sponge. He was lean­ing close in his ef­fort to com­pre­hend the fiendish lit­tle fig­ures that marched so tractably un­der Seli­na’s mas­ter­ly pen­cil.

			She took it up, glibly. “The re­main­der must con­tain twice the prod­uct of the tens by the units plus the square of the units.” He blinked. Ut­ter­ly be­wil­dered. “And,” went on Seli­na, blithe­ly, “twice the tens, times the units, plus the square of the units, is the same as the sum of twice the tens, and the units, times the units. There­fore”—with a flour­ish—“add 4 units to the 40 and mul­ti­ply the re­sult by 4. There­fore”—in fi­nal tri­umph—“the square root of 576 is 24.”

			She was breath­ing rather fast. The fire in the kitchen stove snapped and cracked. “Now, then, sup­pose you do that for me. We’ll wipe it out. There! What must the re­main­der con­tain?”

			He took it up, slow­ly, halt­ing­ly. The house was ter­ri­bly still ex­cept for the man’s voice. “The re­main­der … twice … prod­uct … tens … units …” A some­thing in his voice—a note—a tim­bre. She felt her­self sway­ing queer­ly, as though the whole house were gen­tly rock­ing. Lit­tle de­li­cious ag­o­niz­ing shiv­ers chased each oth­er, hot and cold, up her arms, down her legs, over her spine. … “plus the square of the units is the same as the sum twice the tens … twice … the tens … the tens …” His voice stopped.

			Seli­na’s eyes leaped from the book to his hands, un­con­trol­lably. Some­thing about them star­tled her. They were clenched in­to fists. Her eyes now leaped from those clenched fists to the face of the man be­side her. Her head came up, and back. Her wide star­tled eyes met his. His were a blaze of blind­ing blue in his tanned face. Some cor­ner of her mind that was still work­ing clear­ly not­ed this. Then his hands un­clenched. The blue blaze scorched her, en­veloped her. Her cheek knew the harsh cool feel of a man’s cheek. She sensed the po­tent, ter­ri­fy­ing, pun­gent odour of close con­tact—a mix­ture of to­bac­co smoke, his hair, fresh­ly laun­dered linen, an in­de­fin­able body smell. It was a min­gling that dis­gust­ed and at­tract­ed her. She was at once re­pelled and drawn. Then she felt his lips on hers and her own, in­cred­i­bly, re­spond­ing ea­ger­ly, whol­ly to that pres­sure.

		
	
		
			VII

			They were mar­ried the fol­low­ing May, just two months lat­er. The High Prairie school year prac­ti­cal­ly end­ed with the ap­pear­ance of the first ten­der shoots of green that meant onions, radish­es, and spinach above the rich sandy loam. Seli­na’s class­es broke, dwin­dled, shrank to al­most noth­ing. The school be­came a kinder­garten of five-year-old ba­bies who wrig­gled and shift­ed and scratched in the warm spring air that came from the teem­ing prairie through the open win­dows. The school­house stove stood rusty-red and cold. The drum in Seli­na’s bed­room was a black ge­nie de­prived of his pow­er now to taunt her.

			Seli­na was at once be­wil­dered and calm; re­bel­lious and con­tent. Over­lay­ing these emo­tions was some­thing like grim amuse­ment. Be­neath them, some­thing like fright. High Prairie, in May, was green and gold and rose and blue. The spring flow­ers paint­ed the fields and the road­side with splash­es of yel­low, of pink, of mauve, and pur­ple. Vi­o­lets, but­ter­cups, man­drakes, marsh-marigolds, hep­at­i­ca. The air was soft and cool from the lake. Seli­na had nev­er known spring in the coun­try be­fore. It made her ache with an ac­tu­al phys­i­cal ache. She moved with a strange air of fa­tal­i­ty. It was as if she were be­ing drawn in­ex­orably, against her will, her judg­ment, her plans, in­to some­thing sweet and ter­ri­ble. When with Per­vus she was elat­ed, gay, vol­u­ble. He talked lit­tle; looked at her dumb­ly, wor­ship­ping­ly. When he brought her a with­ered bunch of tril­li­ums, the tears came to her eyes. He had walked to Up­dike’s woods to get them be­cause he had heard her say she loved them, and there were none near­er. They were limp and list­less from the heat, and from be­ing held in his hand. He looked up at her from where he stood on the kitchen steps, she in the door­way. She took them, laid her hand on his head. It was as when some great gen­tle dog brings in a limp and bedrag­gled prize dug from the yard and, lay­ing it at one’s feet, looks up at one with soft ask­ing eyes.

			There were days when the feel­ing of un­re­al­i­ty pos­sessed her. She, a truck farmer’s wife, liv­ing in High Prairie the rest of her days! Why, no! No! Was this the great ad­ven­ture that her fa­ther had al­ways spo­ken of? She, who was go­ing to be a hap­py way­far­er down the path of life—any one of a dozen things. This High Prairie win­ter was to have been on­ly an episode. Not her life! She looked at Maart­je. Oh, but she’d nev­er be like that. That was stupid, un­nec­es­sary. Pink and blue dress­es in the house, for her. Frills on the win­dow cur­tains. Flow­ers in bowls.

			Some of the pangs and ter­rors with which most prospec­tive brides are as­sailed she con­fid­ed to Mrs. Pool while that ac­tive la­dy was slam­ming about the kitchen.

			“Did you ev­er feel scared and—and sort of—scared when you thought about mar­ry, Mrs. Pool?”

			Maart­je Pool’s hands were in a great batch of bread dough which she pum­melled and slapped and knead­ed vig­or­ous­ly. She shook out a hand­ful of flour on the bak­ing board while she held the dough mass in the oth­er hand, then plumped it down and again be­gan to knead, both hands dou­bled in­to fists.

			She laughed a short lit­tle laugh. “I ran away.”

			“You did! You mean you re­al­ly ran—but why? Didn’t you lo—like Klaas?”

			Maart­je Pool knead­ed briskly, the colour high in her cheeks, what with the vig­or­ous pum­melling and rolling, and some­thing else that made her look strange­ly young for the mo­ment—girl­ish, al­most. “Sure I liked him, I liked him.”

			“But you ran away?”

			“Not far. I came back. No­body ev­er knew I ran, even. But I ran. I knew.”

			“Why did you come back?”

			Maart­je elu­ci­dat­ed her phi­los­o­phy with­out be­ing in the least aware that it could be called by any such high-sound­ing name. “You can’t run away far enough. Ex­cept you stop liv­ing you can’t run away from life.”

			The girl­ish look had fled. She was world-old. Her strong arms ceased their pound­ing and thump­ing for a mo­ment. On the steps just out­side Klaas and Jakob were scan­ning the week­ly re­ports prepara­to­ry to go­ing in­to the city late that af­ter­noon.

			Seli­na had the dif­fi­cult task of win­ning Roelf to her all over again. He was like a trust­ing lit­tle an­i­mal, who, wound­ed by the hand he has trust­ed, is shy of it. She used blan­dish­ments on this boy of thir­teen such as she had nev­er vouch­safed the man she was go­ing to mar­ry. He had asked her, blunt­ly, one day: “Why are you go­ing to mar­ry with him?” He nev­er spoke the name.

			She thought deeply. What to say? The an­swer ready on her tongue would have lit­tle mean­ing for this boy. There came to her a line from Lancelot and Elaine. She an­swered, “To serve him, and to fol­low him through the world.” She thought that rather fine-sound­ing un­til Roelf prompt­ly re­ject­ed it. “That’s no rea­son. An an­swer out of a book. Any­way, to fol­low him through the world is dumb. He stays right here in High Prairie all his life.”

			“How do you know!” Seli­na re­tort­ed, al­most an­gri­ly. Star­tled, too.

			“I know. He stays.”

			Still, he could not with­stand her long. To­geth­er they dug and plant­ed flow­er beds in Per­vus’s dingy front yard. It was too late for tulips now. Per­vus had brought her some seeds from town. They ranged all the way from pop­pies to asters; from pur­ple iris to morn­ing glo­ries. The last named were to form the back-porch vine, of course, be­cause they grew quick­ly. Seli­na, city-bred, was ig­no­rant of va­ri­eties, but in­sist­ed she want­ed an old-fash­ioned gar­den—marigolds, pinks, mignonette, phlox. She and Roelf dug, spad­ed, plant­ed. The De­Jong place was marked­ly ug­ly even in that com­mu­ni­ty of squat hous­es. It lacked the air of sparkling clean­li­ness that saved the oth­er places from sor­did­ness. The house, even then, was thir­ty years old—a gray, weath­er-beat­en frame box with a mansard roof and a flat face star­ing out at the dense wil­lows by the road­side. It need­ed paint; the fences sagged; the win­dow cur­tains were awry. The par­lour was damp, fu­ne­re­al. The old wom­an who tend­ed the house for Per­vus slopped about all day with a pail and a wet gray rag. There was al­ways a crazy cam­panile of dirty dish­es stacked on the ta­ble, and the last meal seemed nev­er to catch up with the next. About the whole house there was a stark­ness, a bare­ness that pro­claimed no wom­an who loved it dwelt there­in.

			Seli­na told her­self (and Per­vus) that she would change all that. She saw her­self go­ing about with a brush and a can of white paint, leav­ing beau­ty in her wake, where ug­li­ness had been.

			Her trousseau was of the scant­i­est. Per­vus’s house­hold was al­ready equipped with such linens as they would need. The ques­tion of a wed­ding gown trou­bled her un­til Maart­je sug­gest­ed that she be mar­ried in the old Dutch wed­ding dress that lay in the bride’s chest in Seli­na’s bed­room.

			“A re­al Dutch bride,” Maart­je said. “Your man will think that is fine.” Per­vus was de­light­ed. Seli­na basked in his love like a kit­ten in the sun. She was, af­ter all, a very lone­ly lit­tle bride with on­ly two pho­to­graphs on the shelf in her bed­room to give her courage and coun­sel. The old Dutch wed­ding gown was many inch­es too large for her. The skirt-band over­lapped her slim waist; her slen­der lit­tle bo­som did not fill out the gen­er­ous width of the bodice; but the ef­fect of the whole was amaz­ing­ly quaint as well as pa­thet­ic. The wings of the stiffly em­broi­dered coif framed the white face from which the eyes looked out, large and dark. She had even tried to wear the hand-carved shoes, but had to give that up. In them her feet were as lost as min­nows in a row­boat. She had much dif­fi­cul­ty with the queer old but­tons and fas­ten­ings. It was as though the dead and gone Sophia Kroon were try­ing, with fu­tile ghost­ly fin­gers, to pre­vent this young thing from meet­ing the fate that was to be hers.

			They were mar­ried at the Pools’. Klaas and Maart­je had in­sist­ed on fur­nish­ing the wed­ding sup­per—ham, chick­ens, sausages, cakes, pick­les, beer. The Rev­erend Dekker mar­ried them and all through the cer­e­mo­ny Seli­na chid­ed her­self be­cause she could not keep her mind on his words in the fas­ci­na­tion of watch­ing his short stub­by beard as it wag­gled with ev­ery mo­tion of his jaw. Per­vus looked stiff, solemn, and un­com­fort­able in his wed­ding blacks—not at all the hand­some gi­ant of the ev­ery­day cor­duroys and blue shirt. In the midst of the cer­e­mo­ny Seli­na had her mo­ment of pan­ic when she ac­tu­al­ly saw her­self run­ning shriek­ing from this com­pa­ny, this man, this house, down the road, on, on to­ward—to­ward what? The feel­ing was so strong that she was sur­prised to find her­self still stand­ing there in the Dutch wed­ding gown an­swer­ing “I do” in the prop­er place.

			The wed­ding gifts were few. The Pools had giv­en them a “hang­ing lamp,” cov­et­ed of the farmer’s wife; a hideous atroc­i­ty in yel­low, with pink ros­es on its shade and prisms dan­gling and tin­kling all around the edge. It was in­tend­ed to hang sus­pend­ed from the par­lour ceil­ing, and worked up and down on a sort of pul­ley chain. From the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg came a wa­ter set in red frost­ed glass shad­ing to pink—a fat pitch­er and six tum­blers. Roelf’s gift, the re­sult of many weeks’ labour in the work-shed, was a bride’s chest copied from the fine old piece that had saved Seli­na’s room from sheer ug­li­ness. He had stained the wood, pol­ished it. Had carved the front of it with her ini­tials—very like those that stood out so bold­ly on the old chest up­stairs—S. P. D. And the year—1890. The whole was a fine piece of crafts­man­ship for a boy of thir­teen—would not have dis­cred­it­ed a man of any age. It was the one beau­ti­ful gift among Seli­na’s clum­sy crude wed­ding things. She had thanked him with tears in her eyes. “Roelf, you’ll come to see me of­ten, won’t you? Of­ten!” Then, as he had hes­i­tat­ed, “I’ll need you so. You’re all I’ve got.” A strange thing for a bride to say.

			“I’ll come,” the boy had said, try­ing to make his voice ca­su­al, his tone care­less. “Sure, I’ll come on­cet in a while.”

			“Once, Roelf. Once in a while.”

			He re­peat­ed it af­ter her, du­ti­ful­ly.

			Af­ter the wed­ding they went straight to De­Jong’s house. In May the veg­etable farmer can­not ne­glect his gar­den even for a day. The house had been made ready for them. The sway of the old house­keep­er was over. Her kitchen bed­room was emp­ty.

			Through­out the sup­per Seli­na had had thoughts which were so fool­ish and de­tached as al­most to alarm her.

			“Now I am mar­ried. I am Mrs. Per­vus De­Jong. That’s a pret­ty name. It would look quite dis­tin­guished on a call­ing card, very spi­dery and fine:

			
				Mrs. Per­vus De­Jong

				At Home Fri­days

			

			She re­called this lat­er, grim­ly, when she was Mrs. Per­vus De­Jong, at home not on­ly Fri­days, but Sat­ur­days, Sun­days, Mon­days, Tues­days, Wednes­days, and Thurs­days.

			They drove down the road to De­Jong’s place. Seli­na thought, “Now I am driv­ing home with my hus­band. I feel his shoul­der against mine. I wish he would talk. I wish he would say some­thing. Still, I’m not fright­ened.”

			Per­vus’s mar­ket wag­on was stand­ing in the yard, shafts down. He should have gone to mar­ket to­day; would cer­tain­ly have to go to­mor­row, start­ing ear­ly in the af­ter­noon so as to get a good stand in the Hay­mar­ket. By the light of his lantern the wag­on seemed to Seli­na to be a sym­bol. She had of­ten seen it be­fore, but now that it was to be a part of her life—this the De­Jong mar­ket wag­on and she Mrs. De­Jong—she saw clear­ly what a crazy, dis­rep­utable, and pover­ty-pro­claim­ing old ve­hi­cle it was, in con­trast with the neat strong wag­on in Klaas Pool’s yard, smart with green paint and red let­ter­ing that an­nounced, “Klaas Pool, Gar­den Pro­duce.” With the two sleek farm hors­es the turnout looked as pros­per­ous and com­fort­able as Klaas him­self.

			Per­vus swung her down from the seat of the bug­gy, his hand about her waist, and held her so for a mo­ment, close. Seli­na said, “You must have that wag­on paint­ed, Per­vus. And the seat-springs fixed and the side­board mend­ed.”

			He stared. “Wag­on!”

			“Yes. It looks a sight.”

			The house was tidy enough, but none too clean. Old Mrs. Voorhees had not been mind­ed to keep house too scrupu­lous­ly for a man who would be un­like­ly to know whether or not it was clean. Per­vus light­ed the lamps. There was a fire in the kitchen stove. It made the house seem stuffy on this mild May night. Seli­na thought that her own lit­tle bed­room at the Pools’, no longer hers, must be de­li­cious­ly cool and still with the breeze fan­ning fresh from the west. Per­vus was putting the horse in­to the barn. The bed­room was off the sit­ting room. The win­dow was shut. This last year had taught Seli­na to pre­pare the night be­fore for next morn­ing’s ris­ing, so as to lose the least pos­si­ble time. She did this now, un­con­scious­ly. She took off her white muslin un­der­wear with its frills and em­broi­dery—the three stiff pet­ti­coats, and the stiffly starched corset-cov­er, and the high-bo­somed corset and put them in­to the bu­reau draw­er that she her­self had cleaned and pa­pered neat­ly the week be­fore. She brushed her hair, laid out to­mor­row’s gar­ments, put on her high-necked, long-sleeved night­gown and got in­to this strange bed. She heard Per­vus De­Jong shut the kitchen door; the latch clicked, the lock turned. Heavy quick foot­steps across the bare kitchen floor. This man was com­ing in­to her room … “You can’t run far enough,” Maart­je Pool had said. “Ex­cept you stop liv­ing you can’t run away from life.”

			Next morn­ing it was dark when he awak­ened her at four. She start­ed up with a lit­tle cry and sat up, strain­ing her ears, her eyes. “Is that you, Fa­ther?” She was lit­tle Seli­na Peake again, and Sime­on Peake had come in, gay, debonair, from a night’s gam­ing.

			Per­vus De­Jong was al­ready pad­ding about the room in stock­ing feet. “What—what time is it? What’s the mat­ter, Fa­ther? Why are you up? Haven’t you gone to bed …” Then she re­mem­bered.

			Per­vus De­Jong laughed and came to­ward her. “Get up, lit­tle lazy bones. It’s af­ter four. All yes­ter­day’s work I’ve got to do, and all to­day’s. Break­fast, lit­tle Lina, break­fast. You are a farmer’s wife now.”

		
	
		
			VIII

			By Oc­to­ber High Prairie House­wives told each oth­er that Mrs. Per­vus De­Jong was “ex­pect­ing.” Dirk De­Jong was born in the bed­room off the sit­ting room on the fif­teenth day of March, of a be­wil­dered, some­what re­sent­ful, but deeply in­ter­est­ed moth­er; and a proud, fool­ish, and vain­glo­ri­ous fa­ther whose air of achieve­ment, con­sid­er­ing the re­al­ly slight part he had played in the long, te­dious, and rack­ing busi­ness, was dis­pro­por­tion­ate. The name Dirk had sound­ed to Seli­na like some­thing tall, straight, and slim. Per­vus had cho­sen it. It had been his grand­fa­ther’s name.

			Some­times, dur­ing those months, Seli­na would look back on her first win­ter in High Prairie—that win­ter of the icy bed­room, the chill black drum, the school­house fire, the chilblains, the Pool pork—and it seemed a love­ly dream; a time of ease, of free­dom, of care­less hap­pi­ness. That icy room had been her room; that mile of road tra­versed on bit­ter win­ter morn­ings a mere jaunt; the school­house stove a toy, frac­tious but fas­ci­nat­ing.

			Per­vus De­Jong loved his pret­ty young wife, and she him. But young love thrives on colour, warmth, beau­ty. It be­comes pro­sa­ic and inar­tic­u­late when forced to be­gin its day at four in the morn­ing by reach­ing blind­ly, dazed­ly, for limp and ob­scure gar­ments dan­gling from bed­post or chair, and to end that day at nine, numb and sod­den with weari­ness, af­ter sev­en­teen hours of phys­i­cal labour.

			It was a wet sum­mer. Per­vus’s choice toma­to plants, so care­ful­ly set out in the hope of a dry sea­son, be­came drag­gled gray spec­tres in a waste of mire. Of fruit the field bore one toma­to the size of a mar­ble.

			For the rest, the crops were mod­er­ate­ly suc­cess­ful on the De­Jong place. But the work nec­es­sary to make this so was heart­break­ing. Per­vus and his hired helper, Jan Steen, used the hand sow­er and hand cul­ti­va­tor. It seemed to Seli­na that they were slaves to these buds, shoots, and roots that clam­oured with a hun­dred thou­sand voic­es, “Let me out! Let me out!” She had known, dur­ing her win­ter at the Pools’, that Klaas, Roelf, and old Jakob worked ear­ly and late, but her months there had en­com­passed what is re­al­ly the truck farmer’s leisure pe­ri­od. She had ar­rived in No­vem­ber. She had mar­ried in May. From May un­til Oc­to­ber it was nec­es­sary to tend the fields with a con­cen­tra­tion amount­ing to fury. Seli­na had nev­er dreamed that hu­man be­ings toiled like that for sus­te­nance. Toil was a thing she had nev­er en­coun­tered un­til com­ing to High Prairie. Now she saw her hus­band wrench­ing a liv­ing out of the earth by sheer mus­cle, sweat, and pain. Dur­ing June, Ju­ly, Au­gust, and Sep­tem­ber the good black prairie soil for miles around was teem­ing, a hot­bed of plen­ty. There was born in Seli­na at this time a feel­ing for the land that she was nev­er to lose. Per­haps the child with­in her had some­thing to do with this. She was aware of a feel­ing of kin­ship with the earth; an il­lu­sion of splen­dour, of ful­fil­ment. Some­times, in a mo­ment’s respite from her work about the house, she would stand in the kitchen door­way, her flushed face turned to­ward the fields. Wave on wave of green, wave on wave, un­til the waves melt­ed in­to each oth­er and be­came a ver­dant sea.

			As cab­bages had been cab­bages, and no more, to Klaas Pool, so, to Per­vus, these car­rots, beets, onions, turnips, and radish­es were just so much pro­duce, to be plant­ed, tend­ed, gath­ered, mar­ket­ed. But to Seli­na, dur­ing that sum­mer, they be­came a vi­tal part in the vast mech­a­nism of a liv­ing world. Per­vus, earth, sun, rain, all el­e­men­tal forces that laboured to pro­duce the food for mil­lions of hu­mans. The sor­did, grub­by lit­tle acreage be­came a king­dom; the phleg­mat­ic Dutch-Amer­i­can truck farm­ers of the re­gion were high priests con­se­crat­ed to the ser­vice of the di­vin­i­ty, Earth. She thought of Chica­go’s chil­dren. If they had red cheeks, clear eyes, nim­ble brains it was be­cause Per­vus brought them the food that made them so. It was be­fore the day when glib talk of irons, vi­ta­mines, ar­senic en­tered in­to all dis­cus­sion per­tain­ing to food. Yet Seli­na sensed some­thing of the mean­ing be­hind these toil­ing, pa­tient fig­ures, all un­con­scious of mean­ing, bent dou­ble in the fields for miles through­out High Prairie. Some­thing of this she tried to con­vey to Per­vus. He on­ly stared, his blue eyes wide and un­re­spon­sive.

			“Farm work grand! Farm work is slave work. Yes­ter­day, from the load of car­rots in town I didn’t make enough to bring you the goods for the child so when it comes you should have clothes for it. It’s bet­ter I feed them to the live­stock.”

			Per­vus drove in­to the Chica­go mar­ket ev­ery oth­er day. Dur­ing Ju­ly and Au­gust he some­times did not have his clothes off for a week. To­geth­er he and Jan Steen would load the wag­on with the day’s gar­ner­ing. At four he would start on the te­dious trip in­to town. The his­toric old Hay­mar­ket on west Ran­dolph Street had be­come the stand for mar­ket gar­den­ers for miles around Chica­go. Here they sta­tioned their wag­ons in prepa­ra­tion for the next day’s sell­ing. The wag­ons stood, close packed, in triple rows, down both sides of the curb and in the mid­dle of the street. The ear­ly com­er got the ad­van­ta­geous stand. There was no reg­u­lar al­lot­ment of space. Per­vus tried to reach the Hay­mar­ket by nine at night. Of­ten bad roads made a de­tour nec­es­sary and he was late. That usu­al­ly meant bad busi­ness next day. The men, for the most part, slept on their wag­ons, curled up on the wag­on-seat or stretched out on the sacks. Their hors­es were sta­bled and fed in near­by sheds, with more ac­tu­al com­fort than the men them­selves. One could get a room for twen­ty-five cents in one of the ram­shackle room­ing hous­es that faced the street. But the rooms were small, stuffy, none too clean; the beds lit­tle more com­fort­able than the wag­ons. Be­sides, twen­ty-five cents! You got twen­ty-five cents for half a bar­rel of toma­toes. You got twen­ty-five cents for a sack of pota­toes. Onions brought sev­en­ty-five cents a sack. Cab­bages went a hun­dred heads for two dol­lars, and they were five-pound heads. If you drove home with ten dol­lars in your pock­et it rep­re­sent­ed a prof­it of ex­act­ly ze­ro. The sum must go above that. No; one did not pay out twen­ty-five cents for the mere priv­i­lege of sleep­ing in a bed.

			One June day, a month or more af­ter their mar­riage, Seli­na drove in­to Chica­go with Per­vus, an in­con­gru­ous lit­tle fig­ure in her bride’s fin­ery perched on the seat of the veg­etable wag­on piled high with ear­ly gar­den stuff. They had start­ed be­fore four that af­ter­noon, and reached the city at nine, though the roads were still heavy from the late May rains. It was, in a way, their wed­ding trip, for Seli­na had not been away from the farm since her mar­riage. The sun was bright and hot. Seli­na held an um­brel­la to shield her­self from the heat and looked about her with en­joy­ment and in­ter­est. She chat­tered, turned her head this way and that, ex­claimed, ques­tioned. Some­times she wished that Per­vus would re­spond more quick­ly to her mood. A gay, volatile crea­ture, she frisked about him like a friend­ly bright-eyed ter­ri­er about a stol­id, pon­der­ous St. Bernard.

			As they jogged along now she re­vealed mag­nif­i­cent plans that had been form­ing in her imag­i­na­tion dur­ing the past four weeks. It had not tak­en her four weeks—or days—to dis­cov­er that this great broad-shoul­dered man she had mar­ried was a kind­ly crea­ture, ten­der and good, but lack­ing any ves­tige of ini­tia­tive, of spir­it. She mar­velled, some­times, at the mem­o­ry of his bold­ness in bid­ding for her lunch box that evening of the raf­fle. It seemed in­cred­i­ble now, though he fre­quent­ly re­ferred to it, wag­ging his head dog­gish­ly and grin­ning the broad­ly com­pla­cent grin of the con­quer­ing male. But he was, af­ter all, a dull fel­low, and there was in Seli­na a dash of fire, of whole­some wicked­ness, of ad­ven­ture, that he nev­er quite un­der­stood. For her flash­es of flame he had a min­gled feel­ing of un­easi­ness and pride.

			In the man­ner of all young brides, Seli­na start­ed brave­ly out to make her hus­band over. He was hand­some, strong, gen­tle; slow, con­ser­va­tive, mo­rose. She would make him keen, dar­ing, suc­cess­ful, buoy­ant. Now, bump­ing down the Hal­st­ed road, she sketched some of her plans in large dash­ing strokes.

			“Per­vus, we must paint the house in Oc­to­ber, be­fore the frost sets in, and af­ter the sum­mer work is over. White would be nice, with green trim­mings. Though per­haps white isn’t prac­ti­cal. Or maybe green with dark­er green trim­mings. A love­ly back­ground for the hol­ly­hocks.” (Those that she and Roelf had plant­ed showed no signs of com­ing up.) “Then that west six­teen. We’ll drain it.”

			“Yeh, drain,” Per­vus mut­tered. “It’s clay land. Drain and you have got yet clay. Hard clay soil.”

			Seli­na had the an­swer to that. “I know it. You’ve got to use tile drainage. And—wait a minute—hu­mus. I know what hu­mus is. It’s de­cayed veg­eta­bles. There’s al­ways a pile by the side of the barn; and you’ve been us­ing it on the quick land. All the west six­teen isn’t clay. Part of it’s muck­land. All it needs is drain­ing and ma­nure. With potash, too, and phos­phor­ic acid.”

			Per­vus laughed a great hearty laugh that Seli­na found sur­pris­ing­ly in­fu­ri­at­ing. He put one great brown hand pa­tron­iz­ing­ly on her flushed cheek; pinched it gen­tly.

			“Don’t!” said Seli­na, and jerked her head away. It was the first time she had ev­er re­sent­ed a ca­ress from him.

			Per­vus laughed again. “Well, well, well! School teach­er is a farmer now, huh? I bet even Wid­ow Paar­len­berg don’t know as much as my lit­tle farmer about”—he ex­plod­ed again—“about this, now, potash and—what kind of acid? Tell me, lit­tle Lina, from where did you learn all this about truck farm­ing?”

			“Out of a book,” Seli­na said, al­most snap­pish­ly. “I sent to Chica­go for it.”

			“A book! A book!” He slapped his knee. “A veg­etable farmer out of a book.”

			“Why not! The man who wrote it knows more about veg­etable farm­ing than any­body in all High Prairie. He knows about new ways. You’re run­ning the farm just the way your fa­ther ran it.”

			“What was good enough for my fa­ther is good enough for me.”

			“It isn’t!” cried Seli­na, “It isn’t! The book says clay loam is all right for cab­bages, peas, and beans. It tells you how. It tells you how!” She was like a fran­tic lit­tle fly dart­ing and prick­ing him on to ac­cel­er­ate the stol­id slug­gish­ness of his slow plod­ding gait.

			Hav­ing be­gun, she plunged on. “We ought to have two hors­es to haul the wag­on to mar­ket. It would save you hours of time that you could spend on the place. Two hors­es, and a new wag­on, green and red, like Klaas Pool’s.”

			Per­vus stared straight ahead down the road be­tween his horse’s ears much as Klaas Pool had done so mad­den­ing­ly on Seli­na’s first ride on the Hal­st­ed road. “Fine talk. Fine talk.”

			“It isn’t talk. It’s plans. You’ve got to plan.”

			“Fine talk. Fine talk.”

			“Oh!” Seli­na beat her knee with an im­po­tent fist.

			It was the near­est they had ev­er come to quar­relling. It would seem that Per­vus had the best of the ar­gu­ment, for when two years had passed the west six­teen was still a bog­gy clay mass, and un­pro­lif­ic; and the old house stared out shab­by and paint­less, at the dense wil­lows by the road­side.

			They slept that night in one of the twen­ty-five-cent room­ing hous­es. Rather, Per­vus slept. The wom­an lay awake, lis­ten­ing to the city nois­es that had be­come strange in her ears; star­ing out in­to the pur­ple-black ob­long that was the open win­dow, un­til that ob­long be­came gray. She wept a lit­tle, per­haps. But in the morn­ing Per­vus might have not­ed (if he had been a man giv­en to not­ing) that the fine jaw-line was set as de­ter­mined­ly as ev­er with an an­gle that spelled in­evitably paint, drainage, hu­mus, potash, phos­phor­ic acid, and a horse team.

			She rose be­fore four with Per­vus, glad to be out of the stuffy lit­tle room with its spot­ted and scaly green wall pa­per, its rick­ety bed and chair. They had a cup of cof­fee and a slice of bread in the eat­ing house on the first floor. Seli­na wait­ed while he tend­ed the horse. The night-watch­man had been paid an­oth­er twen­ty-five cents for watch­ing the wag­onload through the night as it stood in a row with the hun­dreds of oth­ers in the Hay­mar­ket. It was scarce­ly dawn when the trad­ing be­gan. Seli­na, watch­ing it from the wag­on seat, thought that this was a ridicu­lous­ly hap­haz­ard and per­ilous method of dis­tribut­ing the food for whose fruition Per­vus had toiled with aching back and tired arms. But she said noth­ing.

			She kept, per­force, to the house that first year, and the sec­ond. Per­vus de­clared that his wom­an should nev­er work in the fields as did many of the High Prairie wives and daugh­ters. Of ready cash there was al­most none. Per­vus was hard put to it to pay Jan Steen his month­ly wage dur­ing May, June, Ju­ly, and Au­gust, when he was em­ployed on the De­Jong place, though Steen got but a pit­tance, be­ing known as a poor hand, and “dumb.” Seli­na learned much that first year, and the sec­ond, but she said lit­tle. She kept the house in or­der—rough work, and end­less—and she man­aged, mirac­u­lous­ly, to keep her­self look­ing fresh and neat. She un­der­stood now Maart­je Pool’s drab gar­ments, ha­rassed face, heav­i­ly swift feet, nev­er at rest. The idea of flow­ers in bowls was aban­doned by Ju­ly. Had it not been for Roelf’s faith­ful tend­ing, the flow­er beds them­selves, plant­ed with such hopes, would have per­ished for lack of care.

			Roelf came of­ten to the house. He found there a tran­quil­li­ty and peace nev­er known in the Pool place, with its hub­bub and clat­ter. In or­der to make her house at­trac­tive Seli­na had ac­tu­al­ly ri­fled her pre­cious lit­tle bank hoard—the four hun­dred and nine­ty-sev­en dol­lars left her by her fa­ther. She still had one of the clear white di­a­monds. She kept it sewed in the hem of an old flan­nel pet­ti­coat. Once she had shown it to Per­vus.

			“If I sell this maybe we could get enough mon­ey to drain and tile.”

			Per­vus took the stone, weighed it in his great palm, blinked as he al­ways did when dis­cussing a sub­ject of which he was ig­no­rant. “How much could you get for it? Fifty dol­lars, maybe. Five hun­dred is what I would need.”

			“I’ve got that. I’ve got it in the bank!”

			“Well, maybe next spring. Right now I got my hands full, and more.”

			To Seli­na that seemed a short­sight­ed ar­gu­ment. But she was too new­ly mar­ried to stand her ground; too much in love; too ig­no­rant still of farm con­di­tions.

			The can of white paint and the brush ac­tu­al­ly did ma­te­ri­al­ize. For weeks it was dan­ger­ous to sit, lean, or tread up­on any paintable thing in the De­Jong farm­house with­out elic­it­ing a cry of warn­ing from Seli­na. She would ac­tu­al­ly have tried her hand at the out­side of the house with a quart can and three-inch brush if Per­vus hadn’t in­ter­vened. She hemmed dim­i­ty cur­tains, made slip­cov­ers for the hideous par­lour so­fa and the ugli­est of the chairs. Sub­scribed for a mag­a­zine called House and Gar­den. To­geth­er she and Roelf used to pore over this fas­ci­nat­ing pe­ri­od­i­cal. Ter­races, lily-pools, lead­ed case­ments, cre­tonne, fire­places, yew trees, per­go­las, foun­tains—they ab­sorbed them all, ex­claimed, ad­mired, ac­tu­al­ly crit­i­cized. Seli­na was torn be­tween an Eng­lish cot­tage with tim­bered porch, bay win­dow, stone flag­ging, and an Ital­ian vil­la with a broad ter­race on which she would stand in trail­ing white with a Rus­sian wolfhound. If High Prairie had ev­er over­heard one of these con­ver­sa­tions be­tween the farm wom­an who would al­ways be a girl and the farm boy who had nev­er been quite a child, it would have raised palms high in an “Og heden!” of hor­ror. But High Prairie nev­er heard, and wouldn’t have un­der­stood if it had. She did an­oth­er strange thing: She placed the fine hand-carved oak chest Roelf had giv­en her in a po­si­tion so that her child should see it as soon as he opened his eyes in the morn­ing. It was the most beau­ti­ful thing she pos­sessed. She had, too, an in­com­plete set of old Dutch lus­ter ware. It had be­longed to Per­vus’s moth­er, and to her moth­er be­fore her. On Sun­day nights Seli­na used this set for sup­per, though Per­vus protest­ed. And she al­ways in­sist­ed that Dirk drink his milk out of one of the love­ly jew­el-like cups. Per­vus thought this a piece of mad­ness.

			Seli­na was up dai­ly at four. Dress­ing was a swift and me­chan­i­cal cov­er­ing of the body. Break­fast must be ready for Per­vus and Jan when they came in from the barn. The house to clean, the chick­ens to tend, sewing, wash­ing, iron­ing, cook­ing. She con­trived ways of min­i­miz­ing her steps, of light­en­ing her labour. And she saw clear­ly how the lit­tle farm was mis­man­aged through lack of fore­sight, imag­i­na­tion, and—she faced it square­ly—through stu­pid­i­ty. She was fond of this great, kind­ly, blun­der­ing, stub­born boy who was her hus­band. But she saw him with amaz­ing clear­ness through the mists of her love. There was some­thing prophet­ic about the way she be­gan to ab­sorb knowl­edge of the farm work, of veg­etable cul­ture, of mar­ket­ing. Lis­ten­ing, see­ing, she learned about soil, plant­ing, weath­er, sell­ing. The dai­ly talk of the house and fields was of noth­ing else. About this lit­tle twen­ty-five-acre gar­den patch there was noth­ing of the majesty of the Iowa, Illi­nois, and Kan­sas grain farms, with their end­less bil­lows of wheat and corn, rye, al­fal­fa, and bar­ley rolling away to the hori­zon. Ev­ery­thing was done in diminu­tive here. An acre of this. Two acres of that. A score of chick­ens. One cow. One horse. Two pigs. Here was all the drudgery of farm life with none of its boun­teous­ness, fine sweep, or splen­dour. Seli­na sensed that ev­ery inch of soil should have been made to yield to the ut­most. Yet there lay the west six­teen, use­less dur­ing most of the year; re­li­able nev­er. And there was no mon­ey to drain it or en­rich it; no ready cash for the pur­chase of prof­itable neigh­bour­ing acreage. She did not know the term in­ten­sive farm­ing, but this was what she meant. Ar­ti­fi­cial pro­tec­tion against the treach­er­ous cli­mate of the Great Lakes re­gion was piti­ful­ly lack­ing in Per­vus’s plans. Now it would be hot with the hu­mid, with­er­ing, sticky heat of the dis­trict. The ground was teem­ing, smok­ing, and the green things seemed ac­tu­al­ly to be push­ing their way out of the earth so that one could al­most see them grow­ing, as in some ab­surd op­ti­cal il­lu­sion. Then, with­out warn­ing, would come the icy Lake Michi­gan wind, nip­ping the ten­der shoots with fiendish fin­gers. There should have been hot­beds and cold­frames, forc­ing-hills, hand-box­es. There were al­most none.

			These things Seli­na saw, but not quite clear­ly. She went about her house­work, now dream­i­ly, now hap­pi­ly. Her phys­i­cal con­di­tion swayed her mood. Some­times, in the ear­ly au­tumn, when the days be­came cool­er, she would go to where Per­vus and Jan were work­ing in the fields in the late af­ter­noon gath­er­ing the pro­duce for that night’s trip to mar­ket. She would stand there, a bit of sewing in her hand, per­haps, the wind ruf­fling her hair, whip­ping her skirts, her face no longer pale, tilt­ed a lit­tle to­ward the good sun like a love­ly tawny flow­er. Some­times she sat perched on a pile of emp­ty sacks, or on an up­end­ed crate, her sewing in her hand. She was hap­pi­est at such times—most con­tent—ex­cept for the pang she felt at sight of the great dark splotch on the blue of Per­vus’s work-shirt where the sweat stained it.

			She had come out so one au­tumn af­ter­noon. She was feel­ing par­tic­u­lar­ly gay, buoy­ant. In one of his rare hours of leisure Roelf Pool had come to help her with her pe­ony roots which Per­vus had brought her from Chica­go for fall plant­ing. Roelf had dug the trench, deep and wide, mulched it with cow-ma­nure, banked it. They were to form a dou­ble row up the path to the front of the house, and in her mind’s eye Seli­na al­ready saw them bloom­ing when spring should come, shag­gy balls of lus­cious pink. Now Roelf was lend­ing a hand to Per­vus and Jan as they bent over the late beets and radish­es. It was a day all gold and blue and scar­let; warm for the sea­son with a ripe mel­low warmth like yel­low char­treuse. There were stretch­es of seal-black loam where the veg­eta­bles had been up­root­ed. Bunch­es of them, string-tied, lay ready for gath­er­ing in­to bas­kets. Seli­na’s eye was glad­dened by the clear coral of radish­es flung against the rich black loam.

			“A jew­el, Per­vus!” she cried. “A jew­el in an Ethiop’s ear!”

			“What?” said Per­vus, look­ing up, ami­able but un­com­pre­hend­ing. But the boy smiled. Seli­na had left him that book for his own when she went away. Sud­den­ly Seli­na stooped and picked up one of the scar­let and green clus­ters tied with its bit of string. Laugh­ing, she whipped out a hair­pin and fas­tened the bunch in her hair just be­hind her ear. An ab­surd thing to do, and child­ish. It should have looked as ab­surd as it was, but it didn’t. In­stead it was like a great crim­son flow­er there. Her cheeks were flushed with the hot sun. Her fine dark hair was wind­blown and a lit­tle loos­ened, her dress open at the throat. Her fig­ure was fuller, her breast had a rich­er curve, for the child was four months on the way. She was laugh­ing. At a lit­tle ex­cla­ma­tion from Roelf, Per­vus looked up, as did Jan. Seli­na took a slow rhyth­mic step, and an­oth­er, her arms up­raised, a provoca­tive love­ly bac­chic lit­tle fig­ure there in the fields un­der the hot blue sky. Jan Steen wiped the sweat from his brown face, a glow in his eyes.

			“You are like the cal­en­dar!” cried Roelf, “on the wall in the par­lour.” A cheap but vivid and not unlove­ly pic­ture of a girl with cher­ries in her hair. It hung in the Pool farm­house.

			Per­vus De­Jong showed one of his rare storms of pas­sion. Seli­na had not seen that blaze of blue in his eyes since the night, months ago, in the Pools’ kitchen. But that blaze had been a hot and burn­ing blue, like the sky of to­day. This was a bit­ter blue, a chill and freez­ing thing, like the steel-blue of ice in the sun.

			“Take them things out of your hair now! Take shame to your­self!” He strode over to her and snatched the things from her hair and threw them down and ground them in­to the soft earth with his heavy heel. A long coil of her fine dark hair came rip­pling over her shoul­der as he did so. She stood look­ing at him, her eyes wide, dark, enor­mous in her face now sud­den­ly white.

			His wrath was born of the nar­row in­su­lar mind that fears gos­sip. He knew that the hired man would tell through the length and width of High Prairie how Per­vus De­Jong’s wife pinned red radish­es in her hair and danced in the fields like a loose wom­an.

			Seli­na had turned, fled to the house. It was their first se­ri­ous quar­rel. For days she was hurt, ashamed, moody. They made it up, of course. Per­vus was con­trite, ab­ject al­most. But some­thing that be­longed to her girl­hood had left her that day.

			Dur­ing that win­ter she was of­ten hideous­ly lone­ly. She nev­er got over her hunger for com­pan­ion­ship. Here she was, a gre­gar­i­ous and fun-lov­ing crea­ture, buried in a snow­bound Illi­nois prairie farm­house with a hus­band who looked up­on con­ver­sa­tion as a con­ve­nience, not a pas­time. She learned much that win­ter about the ut­ter sor­did­ness of farm life. She rarely saw the Pools; she rarely saw any­one out­side her own lit­tle house­hold. The front room—the par­lour—was usu­al­ly bit­ter­ly cold but some­times she used to slip in there, a shawl over her shoul­ders, and sit at the frosty win­dow to watch for a wag­on to go by, or a chance pedes­tri­an up the road. She did not pity her­self, nor re­gret her step. She felt, phys­i­cal­ly, pret­ty well for a child­bear­ing wom­an; and Per­vus was ten­der, kind­ly, sym­pa­thet­ic, if not al­ways un­der­stand­ing. She strug­gled gal­lant­ly to keep up the small de­cen­cies of ex­is­tence. She loved the glow in Per­vus’s eyes when she ap­peared with a bright rib­bon, a fresh col­lar, though he said noth­ing and per­haps she on­ly fan­cied that he no­ticed. Once or twice she had walked the mile and a half of slip­pery road to the Pools’, and had sat in Maart­je’s warm bright bustling kitchen for com­fort. It seemed to her in­cred­i­ble that a lit­tle more than a year ago she had first stepped in­to this kitchen in her mod­ish brown la­dy’s-cloth dress, muf­fled in wraps, cold but elat­ed, in­ter­est­ed, ready for ad­ven­ture, sur­prise, dis­com­fort—any­thing. And now here she was in that same kitchen, amaz­ing­ly, un­be­liev­ably Mrs. Per­vus De­Jong, truck farmer’s wife, with a child soon to be born. And where was ad­ven­ture now? And where was life? And where the love of chance bred in her by her fa­ther?

			The two years fol­low­ing Dirk’s birth were al­ways some­what vague in Seli­na’s mind, like a dream in which hor­ror and hap­pi­ness are in­ex­tri­ca­bly blend­ed. The boy was a plump hardy in­fant who em­ployed him­self cheer­ful­ly in what­ev­er spot Seli­na hap­pened to de­posit him. He had his fa­ther’s blond ex­te­ri­or, his moth­er’s brunette vi­vac­i­ty. At two he was a child of av­er­age in­tel­li­gence, stur­dy physique, and marked good hu­mour. He al­most nev­er cried.

			He was just twelve months old when Seli­na’s sec­ond child—a girl—was born dead. Twice dur­ing those two years Per­vus fell vic­tim to his so-called rheumat­ic at­tacks fol­low­ing the ear­ly spring plant­ing when he was of­ten forced to stand in wa­ter up to his an­kles. He suf­fered in­tense­ly and dur­ing his ill­ness was as tractable as a goad­ed bull. Seli­na un­der­stood why half of High Prairie was bent and twist­ed with rheuma­tism—why the lit­tle Dutch Re­formed church on Sun­day morn­ings re­sem­bled a shrine to which sick and crip­pled pil­grims creep.

			High Prairie was kind to the har­ried house­hold. The farm wom­en sent Dutch dain­ties. The men lent a hand in the fields, though they were hard put to it to tend their own crops at this sea­son. The Wid­ow Paar­len­berg’s neat smart rig was fre­quent­ly to be seen wait­ing un­der the wil­lows in the De­Jong yard. The Paar­len­berg, still wid­ow, still Paar­len­berg, brought soups and chick­ens and cakes which nev­er stuck in Seli­na’s throat be­cause she re­fused to touch them. The Wid­ow Paar­len­berg was what is known as good-heart­ed. She was hap­pi­est when some­one else was in trou­ble. Hear­ing of an ill­ness, a catas­tro­phe, “Og heden!” she would cry, and rush off to the scene with sus­tain­ing soup. She was the sort of la­dy boun­ti­ful who likes to see her ben­e­fi­cia­ries ben­e­fit be­fore her very eyes. If she brought them soup at ten in the morn­ing she want­ed to see that soup con­sumed.

			“Eat it all,” she would urge. “Take it now, while it is hot. See, you are look­ing bet­ter al­ready. Just an­oth­er spoon­ful.”

			In the De­Jongs’ plight she found a gris­ly sat­is­fac­tion, cloaked by com­mis­er­a­tion. Seli­na, white and weak fol­low­ing her trag­ic sec­ond con­fine­ment, still found strength to refuse the wid­ow’s sus­tain­ing po­tions. The wid­ow, her silks mak­ing a gen­tle susurrus in the bare lit­tle bed­room, re­gard­ed Seli­na with eyes in which pity and tri­umph made hor­rid con­flict. Seli­na’s eyes, enor­mous now in her white face, were twin pools of Peake pride.

			“It’s most kind of you, Mrs. Paar­len­berg, but I don’t like soup.”

			“A whole chick­en boiled in it.”

			“Es­pe­cial­ly chick­en soup. Nei­ther does Per­vus. But I’m sure Mrs. Voorhees will en­joy it.” This be­ing Per­vus’s old house­keep­er pressed now in­to tem­po­rary emer­gen­cy ser­vice.

			It was easy to see why the De­Jong house still was un­paint­ed two years af­ter Seli­na’s rosy plans be­gan to form; why the fences still sagged, the wag­on creaked, the sin­gle horse hauled the pro­duce to mar­ket.

			Seli­na had been mar­ried al­most three years when there came to her a let­ter from Julie Hempel, now mar­ried. The let­ter had been sent to the Klaas Pool farm and Joz­i­na had brought it to her. Though she had not seen it since her days at Miss Fis­ter’s school, Seli­na rec­og­nized with a lit­tle has­ten­ing heart­beat the spi­dery hand­writ­ing with the shad­ing and cur­l­ey­cues. Seat­ed on her kitchen steps in her cal­i­co dress she read it.

			
				Dar­ling Seli­na:—

				I thought it was so queer that you didn’t an­swer my let­ter and now I know you must have thought it queer that I did not an­swer yours. I found your let­ter to me, writ­ten long ago, when I was go­ing over Moth­er’s things last week. It was the let­ter you must have writ­ten when I was in Kan­sas City. Moth­er had nev­er giv­en it to me. I am not re­proach­ing her. You see, I had writ­ten you from Kan­sas City, but had sent my let­ter to Mam­ma to mail be­cause I nev­er could re­mem­ber that fun­ny ad­dress of yours in the coun­try.

				Mam­ma died three weeks ago. Last week I was go­ing over her things—a try­ing task, you may imag­ine—and there were your two let­ters ad­dressed to me. She had nev­er de­stroyed them. Poor Mam­ma …

				Well, dear Seli­na, I sup­pose you don’t even know that I am mar­ried. I mar­ried Michael Arnold of Kan­sas City. The Arnolds were in the pack­ing busi­ness there, you know. Michael has gone in­to busi­ness with Pa here in Chica­go and I sup­pose you have heard of Pa’s suc­cess. Just all of a sud­den he be­gan to make a great deal of mon­ey af­ter he left the butch­er busi­ness and went in­to the yards—the stock­yards, you know. Poor Mam­ma was so hap­py these last few years, and had ev­ery­thing that was beau­ti­ful. I have two chil­dren. Eu­gene and Pauline.

				I am get­ting to be quite a so­ci­ety per­son. You would laugh to see me. I am on the Ladies’ En­ter­tain­ment Com­mit­tee of the World’s Fair. We are sup­posed to en­ter­tain all the vis­it­ing big bugs—that is the la­dy bugs. There! How is that for a joke?

				I sup­pose you know about the In­fan­ta Eu­lalie. Of Spain, you know. And what she did about the Pot­ter Palmer ball. …

			

			Seli­na, hold­ing the let­ter in her work-stained hand, looked up and across the fields and away to where the prairie met the sky and closed in on her; her world. The In­fan­ta Eu­lalie of Spain. … She went back to the let­ter.

			
				Well, she came to Chica­go for the Fair and Mrs. Pot­ter Palmer was to give a huge re­cep­tion and ball for her. Mrs. P. is head of the whole com­mit­tee, you know, and I must say she looks queen­ly with her white hair so beau­ti­ful­ly dressed and her di­a­mond dog-col­lar and her black vel­vet and all. Well, at the very last minute the In­fan­ta re­fused to at­tend the ball be­cause she had just heard that Mrs. P. was an innkeep­er’s wife. Imag­ine! The Palmer House, of course.

			

			Seli­na, hold­ing the let­ter in her hand, imag­ined.

			It was in the third year of Seli­na’s mar­riage that she first went in­to the fields to work. Per­vus had protest­ed mis­er­ably, though the veg­eta­bles were spoil­ing in the ground.

			“Let them rot,” he said. “Bet­ter the stuff rots in the ground. De­Jong wom­en folks they nev­er worked in the fields. Not even in Hol­land. Not my moth­er or my grand­moth­er. It isn’t for wom­en.”

			Seli­na had re­gained health and vigour af­ter two years of wretched­ness. She felt steel-strong and even hope­ful again, sure sign of phys­i­cal well-be­ing. Long be­fore now she had re­al­ized that this time must in­evitably come. So she an­swered briskly, “Non­sense, Per­vus. Work­ing in the field’s no hard­er than wash­ing or iron­ing or scrub­bing or stand­ing over a hot stove in Au­gust. Wom­en’s work! House­work’s the hard­est work in the world. That’s why men won’t do it.”

			She would of­ten take the boy Dirk with her in­to the fields, plac­ing him on a heap of emp­ty sacks in the shade. He in­vari­ably crawled off this low­ly throne to dig and bur­row in the warm black dirt. He even made as though to help his moth­er, pulling at the root­ed things with fu­tile fin­gers, and sit­ting back with a bump when a shal­low root did un­ex­pect­ed­ly yield to his tug­ging.

			“Look! He’s a farmer al­ready,” Per­vus would say.

			But with­in Seli­na some­thing would cry, “No! No!”

			Dur­ing May, June, and Ju­ly Per­vus worked not on­ly from morn­ing un­til night, but by moon­light as well, and Seli­na worked with him. Of­ten their sleep was a mat­ter of three hours on­ly, or four.

			So two years went—three years—four. In the fourth year of Seli­na’s mar­riage she suf­fered the loss of her one wom­an friend in all High Prairie. Maart­je Pool died in child­birth, as was so of­ten the case in this re­gion where a Gamp­ish mid­wife act­ed as ob­ste­tri­cian. The child, too, had not lived. Death had not been kind to Maart­je Pool. It had brought nei­ther peace nor youth to her face, as it so of­ten does. Seli­na, look­ing down at the strange­ly still fig­ure that had been so ac­tive, so bustling, re­al­ized that for the first time in the years she had known her she was see­ing Maart­je Pool at rest. It seemed in­cred­i­ble that she could lie there, the in­fant in her arms, while the house was filled with peo­ple and there were chairs to be hand­ed, space to be cleared, food to be cooked and served. Sit­ting there with the oth­er High Prairie wom­en Seli­na had a hideous feel­ing that Maart­je would sud­den­ly rise up and take things in charge; rub and scratch with ca­pa­ble fin­gers the spat­ters of dried mud on Klaas Pool’s black trousers (he had been in the yard to see to the hors­es); qui­et the loud wail­ing of Geert­je and Joz­i­na; pass her gnarled hand over Roelf’s wide-star­ing tear­less eyes; wipe the film of dust from the par­lour ta­ble that had nev­er known a speck dur­ing her regime.

			“You can’t run far enough,” Maart­je had said. “Ex­cept you stop liv­ing you can’t run away from life.”

			Well, she had run far enough this time.

			Roelf was six­teen now, Geert­je twelve, Joz­i­na eleven. What would this house­hold do now, Seli­na won­dered, with­out the wom­an who had been so faith­ful a slave to it? Who would keep the pig­tails—no longer gig­gling—in clean ging­hams and de­cent square-toed shoes? Who, when Klaas broke out in rum­bling Dutch wrath against what he termed Roelf’s “dumb” ways, would say, “Og, Pool, leave the boy alone once. He does noth­ing.” Who would keep Klaas him­self in or­der; cook his meals, wash his clothes, iron his shirts, take pride in the great rud­dy child­like gi­ant?

			Klaas an­swered these ques­tions just nine months lat­er by mar­ry­ing the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg. High Prairie was rocked with sur­prise. For months this mar­riage was the talk of the dis­trict. They had gone to Ni­a­gara Falls on a wed­ding trip; Pool’s place was go­ing to have this im­prove­ment and that; no, they were go­ing to move to the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg’s large farm­house (they would al­ways call her that); no, Pool was putting in a bath­room with a bath­tub and run­ning wa­ter; no, they were go­ing to buy the Stikker place be­tween Pool’s and Paar­len­berg’s and make one farm of it, the largest in all High Prairie, Low Prairie, or New Haar­lem. Well, no fool like an old fool.

			So in­sa­tiable was High Prairie’s cu­rios­i­ty that ev­ery scrap of fresh news was swal­lowed at a gulp. When the word went round of Roelf’s flight from the farm, no one knew where, it served on­ly as sauce to the great dish of gos­sip.

			Seli­na had known. Per­vus was away at the mar­ket when Roelf had knocked at the farm­house door one night at eight, had turned the knob and en­tered, as usu­al. But there was noth­ing of the usu­al about his ap­pear­ance. He wore his best suit—his first suit of store clothes, bought at the time of his moth­er’s fu­ner­al. It nev­er had fit­ted him; now was grotesque­ly small for him. He had shot up amaz­ing­ly in the last eight or nine months. Yet there was noth­ing of the ridicu­lous about him as he stood be­fore her now, tall, lean, dark. He put down his cheap yel­low suit­case.

			“Well, Roelf.”

			“I am go­ing away. I couldn’t stay.”

			She nod­ded. “Where?”

			“Away. Chica­go maybe.” He was ter­ri­bly moved, so he made his tone ca­su­al. “They came home last night. I have got some books that be­long to you.” He made as though to open the suit­case.

			“No, no! Keep them.”

			“Good­bye.”

			“Good­bye, Roelf.” She took the boy’s dark head in her two hands and, stand­ing on tip­toe, kissed him. He turned to go. “Wait a minute. Wait a minute.” She had a few dol­lars—in quar­ters, dimes, half dol­lars—per­haps ten dol­lars in all—hid­den away in a can­is­ter on the shelf. She reached for it. But when she came back with the box in her hand he was gone.

		
	
		
			IX

			Dirk was eight; Lit­tle So­big De­Jong, in a suit made of bean-sack­ing sewed to­geth­er by his moth­er. A brown blond boy with mos­qui­to bites on his legs and his legs nev­er still. Noth­ing of the dream­er about this lad. The one-room school­house of Seli­na’s day had been re­placed by a two-sto­ry brick struc­ture, very fine, of which High Prairie was vast­ly proud. The rusty iron stove had been de­throned by a cen­tral heater. Dirk went to school from Oc­to­ber un­til June. Per­vus protest­ed that this was fool­ish. The boy could be of great help in the fields from the be­gin­ning of April to the first of No­vem­ber, but Seli­na fought sav­age­ly for his school­ing, and won.

			“Read­ing and writ­ing and fig­ger­ing is what a farmer is got to know,” Per­vus ar­gued. “The rest is all fool­ish­ness. Con­stantino­ple is the cap­i­tal of Tur­key he stud­ies last night and us­es good oil in the lamp. What good does it do a truck farmer when he knows Con­stantino­ple is the cap­i­tal of Tur­key? That don’t help him raise turnips.”

			“So­big isn’t a truck farmer.”

			“Well, he will be pret­ty soon. Time I was fif­teen I was run­ning our place.”

			Ver­bal­ly Seli­na did not com­bat this. But with­in her ev­ery force was gath­er­ing to fight it when the time should come. Her So­big a truck farmer, a slave to the soil, bent by it, beat­en by it, blast­ed by it, so that he, in time, like the oth­er men of High Prairie, would take on the very look of the rocks and earth among which they toiled!

			Dirk, at eight, was a none too hand­some child, con­sid­er­ing his fa­ther and moth­er—or his fa­ther and moth­er as they had been. He had, though, a “dif­fer­ent” look. His eye­lash­es were too long for a boy. Wast­ed, Seli­na said as she touched them with a fond fore­fin­ger, when a girl would have been so glad of them. He had de­vel­oped, too, a slight­ly aquiline nose, prob­a­bly a long-jump in­her­i­tance from some Cromwellian rap­scal­lion of the Eng­lish Peakes of a past cen­tu­ry. It was not un­til he was sev­en­teen or eigh­teen that he was to meta­mor­phose sud­den­ly in­to a grace­ful and aris­to­crat­ic young­ster with an in­de­fin­able look about him of dis­tinc­tion and ac­tu­al el­e­gance. It was when Dirk was thir­ty that Pe­ter Peel the Eng­lish tai­lor (of Michi­gan Av­enue north) said he was the on­ly man in Chica­go who could wear Eng­lish clothes with­out hav­ing them look like Hal­st­ed Street. Dirk prob­a­bly ap­peared a lit­tle star­tled at that, as well he might, west Hal­st­ed Street hav­ing loomed up so large in his back­ground.

			Seli­na was a farm wom­an now, near­ing thir­ty. The work rode her as it had rid­den Maart­je Pool. In the De­Jong yard there was al­ways a da­do of wash­ing, iden­ti­cal with the one that had greet­ed Seli­na’s eye when first she drove in­to the Pool yard years be­fore. Fad­ed over­alls, a shirt, socks, a boy’s draw­ers grotesque­ly patched and mend­ed, tow­els of rough sack­ing. She, too, rose at four, snatched up shape­less gar­ments, in­vest­ed her­self with them, seized her great coil of fine cloudy hair, twist­ed it in­to a util­i­tar­i­an knob and skew­ered it with a hair­pin from which the var­nish had long de­part­ed, leav­ing it a dull gray; thrust her slim feet in­to shape­less shoes, dabbed her face with cold wa­ter, hur­ried to the kitchen stove. The work was al­ways at her heels, its breath hot on her neck. Bas­kets of mend­ing piled up, threat­ened to over­whelm her. Over­alls, woollen shirts, draw­ers, socks. Socks! They lay coiled and twist­ed in an old mar­ket bas­ket. Some­times as she sat late at night mend­ing them, in and out, in and out, with quick fierce stabs of the nee­dle in her work-scarred hand, they seemed to writhe and squirm and wrig­gle hor­ri­bly, like snakes. One of her bad dreams was that in which she saw her­self over­whelmed, drowned, swal­lowed up by a huge wel­ter and boil­ing of un­darned, un­mend­ed night­shirts, draw­ers, socks, aprons, over­alls.

			See­ing her thus one would have thought that the Seli­na Peake of the wine-red cash­mere, the fun-lov­ing dis­po­si­tion, the high-spir­it­ed courage, had de­part­ed for­ev­er. But these things still per­sist­ed. For that mat­ter, even the wine-red cash­mere clung to ex­is­tence. So hope­less­ly old-fash­ioned now as to be al­most pic­turesque, it hung in Seli­na’s clos­et like a rosy mem­o­ry. Some­times when she came up­on it in an or­gy of clean­ing she would pass her rough hands over its soft folds and by that mag­ic process Mrs. Per­vus De­Jong van­ished in a pouf and in her place was the girl Seli­na Peake perched a-tip­toe on a soap­box in Adam Ooms’s hall while all High Prairie, open-mouthed, looked on as the im­pe­cu­nious Per­vus De­Jong threw ten hard-earned dol­lars at her feet. In thrifty mo­ments she had of­ten thought of cut­ting the wine-red cash­mere in­to rag-rug strips; of dye­ing it a se­date brown or black and re­mod­elling it for a much-need­ed best dress; of fash­ion­ing it in­to shirts for Dirk. But she nev­er did.

			It would be grat­i­fy­ing to be able to record that in these eight or nine years Seli­na had been able to work won­ders on the De­Jong farm; that the house glit­tered, the crops thrived rich­ly, the barn housed sleek cat­tle. But it could not be truth­ful­ly said. True, she had achieved some changes, but at the cost of ter­rif­ic ef­fort. A less in­domitable wom­an would have sunk in­to ap­a­thy years be­fore. The house had a coat of paint—lead-gray, be­cause it was cheap­est. There were two hors­es—the sec­ond a bro­ken-down old mare, blind in one eye, that they had picked up for five dol­lars af­ter it had been turned out to pas­ture for fu­ture sale as horse-car­cass. Piet Pon, the mare’s own­er who drove a milk route, had hoped to get three dol­lars for the an­i­mal, dead. A month of rest and pas­turage re­stored the mare to use­ful­ness. Seli­na had made the bar­gain, and Per­vus had scold­ed her round­ly for it. Now he drove the mare to mar­ket, saw that she pulled more stur­di­ly than the oth­er horse, but had nev­er re­tract­ed. It was no qual­i­ty of mean­ness in him. Per­vus mere­ly was like that.

			But the west six­teen! That had been Seli­na’s most hero­ic achieve­ment. Her plan, spo­ken of to Per­vus in the first month of her mar­riage, had tak­en years to ma­ture; even now was but a par­tial tri­umph. She had even de­scend­ed to nag­ging.

			“Why don’t we put in as­para­gus?”

			“As­para­gus!” con­sid­ered some­thing of a lux­u­ry, and rarely in­clud­ed in the High Prairie truck farmer’s prod­ucts. “And wait three years for a crop!”

			“Yes, but then we’d have it. And a plan­ta­tion’s good for ten years, once it’s start­ed.”

			“Plan­ta­tion! What is that? An as­para­gus plan­ta­tion? As­para­gus I’ve al­ways heard of in beds.”

			“That’s the old idea. I’ve been read­ing up on it. The new way is to plant as­para­gus in rows, the way you would rhubarb or corn. Plant six feet apart, and four acres any­way.”

			He was not even suf­fi­cient­ly in­ter­est­ed to be amused. “Yeh, four acres where? In the clay land, maybe.” He did laugh then, if the short bit­ter sound he made could be con­strued as in­di­cat­ing mirth. “Out of a book.”

			“In the clay land,” Seli­na urged, crisply. “And out of a book. Ev­ery farmer in High Prairie rais­es cab­bage, turnips, car­rots, beets, beans, onions, and they’re bet­ter qual­i­ty than ours. That west six­teen isn’t bring­ing you any­thing, so what dif­fer­ence does it make if I am wrong! Let me put my own mon­ey in­to it, I’ve thought it all out, Per­vus. Please. We’ll un­der-drain the clay soil. Just five or six acres, to start. We’ll ma­nure it heav­i­ly—as much as we can af­ford—and then for two years we’ll plant pota­toes there. We’ll put in our as­para­gus plants the third spring—one-year-old seedlings. I’ll prom­ise to keep it weed­ed—Dirk and I. He’ll be a big boy by that time.”

			“How much ma­nure?”

			“Oh, twen­ty to forty tons to the acre—”

			He shook his head in slow Dutch op­po­si­tion.

			“—but if you’ll let me use hu­mus I won’t need that much. Let me try it, Per­vus. Let me try.”

			In the end she had her way, part­ly be­cause Per­vus was too oc­cu­pied with his own end­less work to op­pose her; and part­ly be­cause he was, in his un­demon­stra­tive way, still in love with his vi­va­cious, nim­ble-wit­ted, high-spir­it­ed wife, though to her fran­tic goad­ings and prod­dings he was as phleg­mat­i­cal­ly obliv­i­ous as an ele­phant to a pin prick. Year in, year out, he main­tained his slow-plod­ding gait, con­tent to do as his fa­ther had done be­fore him; con­tent to let the rest of High Prairie pass him on the road. He rarely showed tem­per. Seli­na of­ten wished he would. Some­times, in a sort of hys­te­ria of hope­less­ness, she would rush at him, ruf­fle up his thick coarse hair, now be­gin­ning to be thread­ed with gray; shake his great im­pas­sive shoul­ders.

			“Per­vus! Per­vus! if you’d on­ly get mad—re­al mad! Fly in­to a rage. Break things! Beat me! Sell the farm! Run away!” She didn’t mean it, of course. It was the vi­tal and con­struc­tive force in her re­sent­ing his ap­a­thy, his ac­cep­tance of things as they were.

			“What is that for dumb talk?” He would re­gard her solemn­ly through a haze of smoke, his pipe mak­ing a mad­den­ing putt-putt of sleepy con­tent.

			Though she worked as hard as any wom­an in High Prairie, had as lit­tle, dressed as bad­ly, he still re­gard­ed her as a lux­u­ry; an ex­quis­ite toy which, in a mo­ment of mad­ness, he had tak­en for him­self. “Lit­tle Lina”—tol­er­ant­ly, fond­ly. You would have thought that he spoiled her, pam­pered her. Per­haps he even thought he did.

			When she spoke of mod­ern farm­ing, of books on veg­etable gar­den­ing, he came very near to an­gry im­pa­tience, though his amuse­ment at the idea saved him from it. Col­lege agri­cul­tur­al cour­ses he des­ig­nat­ed as fool­ish­ness. Of Lin­naeus he had nev­er heard. Bur­bank was, for him, nonex­is­tent, and he thought head-let­tuce a sil­ly fad. Seli­na some­times talked of rais­ing this last named green as a sal­ad, with mar­ket­ing val­ue. Ev­ery­one knew that reg­u­lar let­tuce was leaf let­tuce which you ate with vine­gar and a sprin­kling of sug­ar, or with hot ba­con and fat sop­ping its wilt­ed leaves.

			He said, too, she spoiled the boy. Back of this may have been a lurk­ing jeal­ousy. “Al­ways the boy; al­ways the boy,” he would mut­ter when Seli­na planned for the child; shield­ed him; took his part (some­times un­just­ly). “You will make a softy of him with your al­ways baby­ing.” So from time to time he un­der­took to hard­en Dirk. The re­sult was gen­er­al­ly dis­as­trous. In one case the process ter­mi­nat­ed in what was per­ilous­ly near to tragedy. It was dur­ing the mid­sum­mer school va­ca­tion. Dirk was eight. The woody slopes about High Prairie and the sand hills be­yond were cov­ered with the rich blue of huck­le­ber­ries. They were dead ripe. One show­er would spoil them. Geert­je and Joz­i­na Pool were go­ing huck­le­ber­ry­ing and had con­sent­ed to take Dirk—a con­ces­sion, for he was on­ly eight and con­sid­ered, at their ad­vanced age, a tag­ger. But the last of the toma­toes on the De­Jong place were al­so ripe and ready for pick­ing. They hung, firm, juicy scar­let globes, prime for the Chica­go mar­ket. Per­vus meant to haul them to town that day. And this was work in which the boy could help. To Dirk’s, “Can I go berry­ing? The huck­le­ber­ries are ripe. Geert and Joz­i­na are go­ing,” his fa­ther shook a neg­a­tive head.

			“Yes, well toma­toes are ripe, too, and that comes be­fore huck­le­ber­ries. There’s the whole patch to clean up this af­ter­noon by four.”

			Seli­na looked up, glanced at Per­vus’s face, at the boy’s, said noth­ing. The look said, “He’s a child. Let him go, Per­vus.”

			Dirk flushed with dis­ap­point­ment. They were at break­fast. It was bare­ly day­break. He looked down at his plate, his lip quiv­ered, his long lash­es lay heavy on his cheeks. Per­vus got up, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. There was a hard day ahead of him. “Time I was your age, So­big, I would think it was an easy day when all I had to do was pick a toma­to patch clean.”

			Dirk looked up then, quick­ly. “If I get it all picked can I go?”

			“It’s a day’s job.”

			“But if I do pick the patch—if I get through ear­ly enough—can I go?”

			In his mind’s eye Per­vus saw the toma­to patch, more scar­let than green, so thick hung the fruit up­on the bush­es. He smiled. “Yes. You pick them toma­toes and you can go. But no throw­ing in­to the bas­kets and get­ting ’em all soft­ed up.”

			Se­cret­ly Seli­na re­solved to help him, but she knew that this could not be un­til af­ter­noon. The berry patch­es were ful­ly three miles from the De­Jong farm. Dirk would have to fin­ish by three o’clock, at the lat­est, to get there. Seli­na had her morn­ing full with the house­work.

			He was in the patch be­fore six; fell to work, fever­ish­ly. He picked, heaped the fruit in­to hillocks. The scar­let patch­es glowed, blood-red, in the sun. The child worked like a ma­chine, with an econ­o­my of ges­ture cal­cu­lat­ed to the frac­tion of an inch. He picked, stooped, heaped the mounds in the sul­try heat of the Au­gust morn­ing. The sweat stood out on his fore­head, dark­ened his blond hair, slid down his cheeks that were pink, then red, then tinged with a pur­plish tone be­neath the sum­mer tan. When din­ner time came he gulped a dozen alarm­ing mouth­fuls and was out again in the broil­ing noon­day glare. Seli­na left her din­ner dish­es un­washed on the ta­ble to help him, but Per­vus in­ter­vened. “The boy’s got to do it alone,” he in­sist­ed.

			“He’ll nev­er do it, Per­vus. He’s on­ly eight.”

			“Time I was eight—”

			He ac­tu­al­ly had cleared the patch by three. He went to the well and took a huge draught of wa­ter; drank two great dip­pers­ful, lip­ping it down thirsti­ly, like a colt. It was cool and de­li­cious be­yond be­lief. Then he sloshed a third and a fourth dip­per­ful over his hot head and neck, took an emp­ty lard pail for berries and was off down the dusty road and across the fields, run­ning fleet­ly in spite of the quiv­er­ing heat waves that seemed to dance be­tween fiery heav­en and parched earth. Seli­na stood in the kitchen door­way a mo­ment, watch­ing him. He looked very small and de­ter­mined.

			He found Geert­je and Joz­i­na, sur­feit­ed with fruit, berry stained and bram­ble torn, lolling lan­guid­ly in Kuyper’s woods. He be­gan to pick the plump blue balls but he ate them list­less­ly, though thrifti­ly, be­cause that was what he had come for and his fa­ther was Dutch. When Geert­je and Joz­i­na pre­pared to leave not an hour af­ter he had come he was ready to go, yet cu­ri­ous­ly loath to move. His lard pail was half filled. He trot­ted home la­bo­ri­ous­ly through the late af­ter­noon, feel­ing gid­dy and sick, with hor­rid pains in his head. That night he tossed in delir­i­um, begged not to be made lie down, came per­ilous­ly near to death.

			Seli­na’s heart was an en­gine pump­ing ter­ror, hate, agony through her veins. Hate for her hus­band who had done this to the boy.

			“You did it! You did it! He’s a ba­by and you made him work like a man. If any­thing hap­pens to him! If any­thing hap­pens to him!—”

			“Well, I didn’t think the kid would go for to do it. I didn’t ask him to pick and then go berry­ing. He said could he and I said yes. If I had said no it would have been wrong, too, maybe.”

			“You’re all alike. Look at Roelf Pool! They tried to make a farmer of him, too. And ru­ined him.”

			“What’s the mat­ter with farm­ing? What’s the mat­ter with a farmer? You said farm work was grand work, once.”

			“Oh, I did. It is. It could be. It—Oh, what’s the use of talk­ing like that now! Look at him! Don’t, So­big! Don’t, ba­by. How hot his head is! Lis­ten! Is that Jan with the doc­tor? No. No, it isn’t. Mus­tard plas­ters. Are you sure that’s the right thing?”

			It was be­fore the day of the om­nipresent farm­house tele­phone and the farm­house Ford. Jan’s trip to High Prairie vil­lage for the doc­tor and back to the farm meant a de­lay of hours. But with­in two days the boy was again about, rather pale, but oth­er­wise seem­ing none the worse for his ex­pe­ri­ence.

			That was Per­vus. Thrifty, like his kind, but un­like them in shrewd­ness. Pen­ny wise, pound fool­ish; a char­ac­ter­is­tic that brought him his death. Sep­tem­ber, usu­al­ly a suc­ces­sion of gold­en days and hazy opales­cent evenings on the Illi­nois prairie land, was dis­as­trous­ly cold and rainy that year. Per­vus’s great frame was racked by rheuma­tism. He was forty now, and over, still of mag­nif­i­cent physique, so that to see him suf­fer­ing gave Seli­na the pangs of pity that one has at sight of the very strong or the very weak in pain. He drove the weary miles to mar­ket three times a week, for Sep­tem­ber was the last big month of the truck farmer’s sea­son. Af­ter that on­ly the hardier plants sur­vived the frosts—the cab­bages, beets, turnips, car­rots, pump­kins, squash. The roads in places were morass­es of mud in­to which the wheels were like­ly to sink to the hubs. Once stuck you had of­ten to wait for a friend­ly pass­ing team to haul you out. Per­vus would start ear­ly, de­tour for miles in or­der to avoid the worst places. Jan was too stupid, too old, too in­ex­pert to be trust­ed with the Hay­mar­ket trad­ing. Seli­na would watch Per­vus drive off down the road in the creak­ing old mar­ket wag­on, the green stuff pro­tect­ed by can­vas, but Per­vus wet be­fore ev­er he climbed in­to the seat. There nev­er seemed to be enough wa­ter­proof can­vas for both.

			“Per­vus, take it off those sacks and put it over your shoul­ders.”

			“That’s them white globe onions. The last of ’em. I can get a fan­cy price for them but not if they’re all wet­ted down.”

			“Don’t sleep on the wag­on tonight, Per­vus. Sleep in. Be sure. It saves in the end. You know the last time you were laid up for a week.”

			“It’ll clear. Break­ing now over there in the west.”

			The clouds did break late in the af­ter­noon; the false sun came out hot and bright. Per­vus slept out in the Hay­mar­ket, for the night was close and hu­mid. At mid­night the lake wind sprang up, cold and treach­er­ous, and with it came the rain again. Per­vus was drenched by morn­ing, chilled, thor­ough­ly mis­er­able. A hot cup of cof­fee at four and an­oth­er at ten when the rush of trad­ing was over stim­u­lat­ed him but lit­tle. When he reached home it was mid-af­ter­noon. Be­neath the bronze wrought by the wind and sun of many years the gray-white of sick­ness shone dul­ly, like sil­ver un­der enam­el. Seli­na put him to bed against his half­heart­ed protests. Banked him with hot wa­ter jars, a hot iron wrapped in flan­nel at his feet. But lat­er came fever in­stead of the ex­pect­ed re­lief of per­spi­ra­tion. Ill though he was he looked more rud­dy and hale than most men in health; but sud­den­ly Seli­na, star­tled, saw black lines like gash­es etched un­der his eyes, about his mouth, in his cheeks.

			In a day when pneu­mo­nia was known as lung fever and in a lo­cal­i­ty that ad­vised closed win­dows and hot air as a rem­e­dy, Per­vus’s bat­tle was lost be­fore the doc­tor’s hood­ed bug­gy was seen stand­ing in the yard for long hours through the night. To­ward morn­ing the doc­tor had Jan Steen sta­ble the horse. It was a sul­try night, with flash­es of heat light­ning in the west.

			“I should think if you opened the win­dows,” Seli­na said to the old High Prairie doc­tor over and over, em­bold­ened by ter­ror, “it would help him to breathe. He—he’s breath­ing so—he’s breath­ing so—” She could not bring her­self to say so ter­ri­bly. The sound of the words wrung her as did the sound of his ter­ri­ble breath­ing.

		
	
		
			X

			Per­haps the most poignant and touch­ing fea­ture of the days that fol­lowed was not the sight of this strick­en gi­ant, ly­ing ma­jes­tic and aloof in his un­wont­ed black; nor of the boy Dirk, mys­ti­fied but elat­ed, too, with the un­ac­cus­tomed stir and ex­cite­ment; nor of the shab­by lit­tle farm that seemed to shrink and dwin­dle in­to fur­ther in­signif­i­cance be­neath the sud­den pub­lic­i­ty turned up­on it. No; it was the sight of Seli­na, wid­owed, but hav­ing no time for de­cent tears. The farm was there; it must be tend­ed. Ill­ness, death, sor­row—the gar­den must be tend­ed, the veg­eta­bles pulled, hauled to mar­ket, sold. Up­on the gar­den de­pend­ed the boy’s fu­ture, and hers.

			For the first few days fol­low­ing the fu­ner­al one or an­oth­er of the neigh­bour­ing farm­ers drove the De­Jong team to mar­ket, aid­ed the blun­der­ing Jan in the fields. But each had his hands full with his own farm work. On the fifth day Jan Steen had to take the gar­den truck to Chica­go, though not with­out many mis­giv­ings on Seli­na’s part, all of which were re­al­ized when he re­turned late next day with half the load still on his wag­on and a sum of mon­ey rep­re­sent­ing ex­act­ly ze­ro in prof­its. The wilt­ed left­over veg­eta­bles were dumped be­hind the barn to be used lat­er as fer­til­iz­er.

			“I didn’t do so good this time,” Jan ex­plained, “on ac­count I didn’t get no right place in the mar­ket.”

			“You start­ed ear­ly enough.”

			“Well, they kind of crowd­ed me out, like. They see I was a new hand and time I got the an­i­mals sta­bled and come back they had the wag­on crowd­ed out, like.”

			Seli­na was stand­ing in the kitchen door­way, Jan in the yard with the team. She turned her face to­ward the fields. An ob­ser­vant per­son (Jan Steen was not one of these) would have not­ed the sin­gu­lar­ly de­ter­mined and clear-cut jaw-line of this drably cal­i­coed farm wom­an.

			“I’ll go my­self Mon­day.”

			Jan stared. “Go? Go where, Mon­day?”

			“To mar­ket.”

			At this seem­ing pleas­antry Jan Steen smiled un­cer­tain­ly, shrugged his shoul­ders, and was off to the barn. She was al­ways say­ing things that didn’t make sense. His hor­ror and un­be­lief were shared by the rest of High Prairie when on Mon­day Seli­na lit­er­al­ly took the reins in her own slim work-scarred hands.

			“To mar­ket!” ar­gued Jan as ex­cit­ed­ly as his phleg­mat­ic na­ture would per­mit. “A wom­an she don’t go to mar­ket. A wom­an—”

			“This wom­an does.” Seli­na had risen at three in the morn­ing. Not on­ly that, she had got Jan up, grum­bling. Dirk had joined them in the fields at five. To­geth­er the three of them had pulled and bunched a wag­on load. “Size them,” Seli­na or­dered, as they start­ed to bunch radish­es, beets, turnips, car­rots. “And don’t leave them loose like that. Tie them tight at the heads, like this. Twice around with the string, and through. Make bou­quets of them, not bunch­es. And we’re go­ing to scrub them.”

			High Prairie washed its veg­eta­bles desul­to­ri­ly; some­times not at all. Hig­gledy pig­gledy, large and small, they were bunched and sold as veg­eta­bles, not ob­jets d’art. Gen­er­al­ly there was a tan crust of good earth coat­ing them which the house­wife could scrub off at her own kitchen sink. What else had house­wives to do!

			Seli­na, scrub­bing the car­rots vig­or­ous­ly un­der the pump, thought they emerged from their un­ac­cus­tomed bath look­ing like clus­tered spears of pure gold. She knew bet­ter, though, than to say this in Jan’s hear­ing. Jan, by now, was sullen with be­wil­der­ment. He re­fused to be­lieve that she ac­tu­al­ly in­tend­ed to car­ry out her plan. A wom­an—a High Prairie farmer’s wife—driv­ing to mar­ket like a man! Alone at night in the mar­ket place—or at best in one of the cheap room­ing hous­es! By Sun­day some­how, mys­te­ri­ous­ly, the news had fil­tered through the dis­trict. High Prairie at­tend­ed the Dutch Re­formed church with a ques­tion hot on its tongue and Seli­na did not at­tend the morn­ing ser­vices. A fine state of things, and she a wid­ow of a week! High Prairie called at the De­Jong farm on Sun­day af­ter­noon and was told that the wid­ow was over in the wet west six­teen, pok­ing about with the boy Dirk at her heels.

			The Rev­erend Dekker ap­peared late Sun­day af­ter­noon on his way to evening ser­vice. A dour do­minie, the Rev­erend Dekker, and one whose tal­ents were anachro­nis­tic. He would have been in­valu­able in the days when New York was New Am­s­ter­dam. But the sec­ond and third gen­er­a­tions of High Prairie Dutch were be­gin­ning to chafe un­der his old-world regime. A hard blue eye, had the Rev­erend Dekker, and a fa­nat­ic one.

			“What is this talk I hear, Mrs. De­Jong, that you are go­ing to the Hay­mar­ket with the gar­den stuff, a wom­an alone?”

			“Dirk goes with me.”

			“You don’t know what you are do­ing, Mrs. De­Jong. The Hay­mar­ket is no place for a de­cent wom­an. As for the boy! There is card-play­ing, drink­ing—all man­ner of wicked­ness—daugh­ters of Jezebel on the street, go­ing among the wag­ons.”

			“Re­al­ly!” said Seli­na. It sound­ed thrilling, af­ter twelve years on the farm.

			“You must not go.”

			“The veg­eta­bles are rot­ting in the ground. And Dirk and I must live.”

			“Re­mem­ber the two spar­rows. ‘One of them shall not fall on the ground with­out’ —Matthew 10:29.”

			“I don’t see,” replied Seli­na, sim­ply, “what good that does the spar­row, once it’s fall­en.”

			By Mon­day af­ter­noon the par­lour cur­tains of ev­ery High Prairie farm­house that faced the Hal­st­ed road were ag­i­tat­ed as though by a brisk wind be­tween the hours of three and five, when the mar­ket wag­ons were to be seen mov­ing to­ward Chica­go. Klaas Pool at din­ner that noon had spo­ken of Seli­na’s con­tem­plat­ed trip with a min­gling of pity and dis­ap­proval.

			“It ain’t de­cent a wom­an should drive to mar­ket.”

			Mrs. Klaas Pool (they still spoke of her as the Wid­ow Paar­len­berg) smiled her slip­pery crooked smile. “What could you ex­pect! Look how she’s al­ways act­ed.”

			Klaas did not fol­low this. He was busy with his own train of thought. “It don’t seem hard­ly pos­si­ble. Time she come here school teach­er I drove her out and she was like a lit­tle robin or what, set up on the seat. She says, I re­mem­ber like yes­ter­day, cab­bages was beau­ti­ful. I bet she learned dif­fer­ent by this time.”

			But she hadn’t. So lit­tle had Seli­na learned in these past eleven years that now, hav­ing load­ed the wag­on in the yard she sur­veyed it with more sparkle in her eye than High Prairie would have ap­proved in a wid­ow of lit­tle more than a week. They had picked and bunched on­ly the best of the late crop—the firmest red­dest radish­es, the round­est juici­est beets; the car­rots that ta­pered a good sev­en inch­es from base to tip; kraut cab­bages of the drum­head va­ri­ety that were flaw­less green balls; firm juicy spears of cu­cum­ber; cau­li­flow­er (of her own plant­ing; Per­vus had op­posed it) that looked like a bride’s bou­quet. Seli­na stepped back now and re­gard­ed this ri­ot of crim­son and green, of white and gold and pur­ple.

			“Aren’t they beau­ti­ful! Dirk, aren’t they beau­ti­ful!”

			Dirk, ca­per­ing in his ex­cite­ment at the prospect of the trip be­fore him, shook his head im­pa­tient­ly. “What? I don’t see any­thing beau­ti­ful. What’s beau­ti­ful?”

			Seli­na flung out her arms. “The—the whole wag­on load. The cab­bages.”

			“I don’t know what you mean,” said Dirk. “Let’s go, Moth­er. Aren’t we go­ing now? You said as soon as the load was on.”

			“Oh, So­big, you’re just ex­act­ly like your—” She stopped.

			“Like my what?”

			“We’ll go now, son. There’s cold meat for your sup­per, Jan, and pota­toes all sliced for fry­ing and half an ap­ple pie left from noon. Wash your dish­es—don’t leave them clut­ter­ing around the kitchen. You ought to get in the rest of the squash and pump­kins by evening. Maybe I can sell the lot in­stead of tak­ing them in by the load. I’ll see a com­mis­sion man. Take less, if I have to.”

			She had dressed the boy in his home­made suit cut down from one of his fa­ther’s. He wore a wide-brimmed straw hat which he hat­ed. Seli­na had made him an over­coat of stout bean-sack­ing and this she tucked un­der the wag­on seat, to­geth­er with an old black fas­ci­na­tor, for though the Sep­tem­ber af­ter­noon was white-hot she knew that the evenings were like­ly to be chilly, once the sun, a great crim­son Chi­nese bal­loon, had burned it­self out in a blaze of flame across the prairie hori­zon. Seli­na her­self, in a full-skirt­ed black-stuff dress, mount­ed the wag­on ag­ile­ly, took up the reins, looked down at the boy seat­ed be­side her, clucked to the hors­es. Jan Steen gave vent to a fi­nal out­raged bel­low.

			“Nev­er in my life did I hear of such a thing!”

			Seli­na turned the hors­es’ heads to­ward the city. “You’d be sur­prised, Jan, to know of all the things you’re go­ing to hear of some day that you’ve nev­er heard of be­fore.” Still, when twen­ty years had passed and the Ford, the phono­graph, the ra­dio, and the ru­ral mail de­liv­ery had dumped the world at Jan’s plod­ding feet he liked to tell of that mo­men­tous day when Seli­na De­Jong had driv­en off to mar­ket like a man with a wag­on load of hand-scrubbed gar­den truck and the boy Dirk perched be­side her on the seat.

			If, then, you had been trav­el­ling the Hal­st­ed road, you would have seen a de­crepit wag­on, veg­etable-laden, driv­en by a too-thin wom­an, sal­low, bright-eyed, in a shape­less black dress, a bat­tered black felt hat that looked like a man’s old “fe­do­ra” and prob­a­bly was. Her hair was un­be­com­ing­ly strained away from the face with its high cheek bones, so that un­less you were re­al­ly ob­ser­vant you failed to no­tice the ex­quis­ite lit­tle nose or the re­al­ly fine eyes so un­nat­u­ral­ly large now in the anx­ious face. On the seat be­side her you would have seen a farm boy of nine or there­abouts—a brown freck­le-faced lad in a com­i­cal­ly home­made suit of clothes and a straw hat with a bro­ken and flop­ping brim which he was for­ev­er jerk­ing off on­ly to have it set firm­ly on again by the wom­an who seemed to fear the ef­fects of the hot af­ter­noon sun on his close-cropped head. But in the brief in­ter­vals when the hat was off you must have not­ed how the boy’s eyes were shin­ing.

			At their feet was the dog Pom, a mon­grel whose tail bore no re­la­tion to his head, whose ill-as­sort­ed legs ap­peared whol­ly at vari­ance with his stur­dy bar­rel of a body. He dozed now, for it had been his du­ty to watch the wag­on load at night, while Per­vus slept.

			A shab­by enough lit­tle out­fit, but mag­nif­i­cent, too. Here was Seli­na De­Jong driv­ing up the Hal­st­ed road to­ward the city in­stead of sit­ting, black-robed, in the farm par­lour while High Prairie came to con­dole. In Seli­na, as they jogged along the hot dusty way, there welled up a feel­ing very like ela­tion. Con­scious of this, the New Eng­land strain in her took her to task. “Seli­na Peake, aren’t you ashamed of your­self! You’re a wicked wom­an! Feel­ing al­most gay when you ought to be sad. … Poor Per­vus … the farm … Dirk … and you can feel al­most gay! You ought to be ashamed of your­self!”

			But she wasn’t, and knew it. For even as she thought this the lit­tle wave of ela­tion came flood­ing over her again. More than ten years ago she had driv­en with Klaas Pool up that same road for the first time, and in spite of the re­cent tragedy of her fa­ther’s death, her youth, her lone­li­ness, the ter­ri­fy­ing thought of the new home to which she was go­ing, a stranger among strangers, she had been con­scious of a warm lit­tle thrill of ela­tion, of ex­cite­ment—of ad­ven­ture! That was it. “The whole thing’s just a grand ad­ven­ture,” her fa­ther, Sime­on Peake, had said. And now the sen­sa­tions of that day were re­peat­ing them­selves. Now, as then, she was do­ing what was con­sid­ered a rev­o­lu­tion­ary and dar­ing thing; a thing that High Prairie re­gard­ed with hor­ror. And now, as then, she took stock. Youth was gone, but she had health, courage; a boy of nine; twen­ty-five acres of worn-out farm land; dwelling and out­hous­es in a bad state of re­pair; and a gay ad­ven­ture­some spir­it that was nev­er to die, though it led her in­to cu­ri­ous places and she of­ten found, at the end, on­ly a track­less waste from which she had to re­trace her steps painful­ly. But al­ways, to her, red and green cab­bages were to be jade and bur­gundy, chryso­prase and por­phyry. Life has no weapons against a wom­an like that.

			And the wine-red cash­mere. She laughed aloud.

			“What are you laugh­ing at, Mom?”

			That sobered her. “Oh, noth­ing, So­big. I didn’t know I was laugh­ing. I was just think­ing about a red dress I had when I first came to High Prairie a girl. I’ve got it yet.”

			“What’s that to laugh at?” He was fol­low­ing a yel­lowham­mer with his eyes.

			“Noth­ing. Moth­er said it was noth­ing.”

			“Wisht I’d brought my sling­shot.” The yel­lowham­mer was perched on the fence by the road­side not ten feet away.

			“So­big, you promised me you wouldn’t throw at any more birds, ev­er.”

			“Oh, I wouldn’t hit it. I would just like to aim at it.”

			Down the hot dusty coun­try road. She was se­ri­ous enough now. The cost of the fu­ner­al to be paid. The doc­tor’s bills. Jan’s wage. All the ex­pens­es, large and small, of the poor lit­tle farm hold­ing. Noth­ing to laugh at, cer­tain­ly. The boy was wis­er than she.

			“There’s Mrs. Pool on her porch, Mom. Rock­ing.”

			There, in­deed, was the erst­while Wid­ow Paar­len­berg on her porch, rock­ing. A pleas­ant place to be in mid-af­ter­noon of a hot Sep­tem­ber day. She stared at the creak­ing farm wag­on, veg­etable laden; at the boy perched on the high seat; at the sal­low shab­by wom­an who was char­i­o­teer for the whole crazy out­fit. Mrs. Klaas Pool’s pink face creased in a smile. She sat for­ward in her chair and ceased to rock.

			“Where you go­ing this hot day, Mis’ De­Jong?”

			Seli­na sat up very straight. “To Bag­dad, Mrs. Pool.”

			“To—Where’s that? What for?”

			“To sell my jew­els, Mrs. Pool. And to see Al­addin, and Harun-al-Rashid and Ali Ba­ba. And the Forty Thieves.”

			Mrs. Pool had left her rock­er and had come down the steps. The wag­on creaked on past her gate. She took a step or two down the path, and called af­ter them. “I nev­er heard of it. Bag—How do you get there?”

			Over her shoul­der Seli­na called out from the wag­on seat. “You just go un­til you come to a closed door. And you say ‘Open Sesame!’ and there you are.”

			Be­wil­der­ment shad­owed Mrs. Pool’s placid face. As the wag­on lurched on down the road it was Seli­na who was smil­ing and Mrs. Pool who was se­ri­ous.

			The boy, round eyed, was look­ing up at his moth­er. “That’s out of Ara­bi­an Nights, what you said. Why did you say that?” Sud­den­ly ex­cite­ment tinged his voice. “That’s out of the book. Isn’t it? Isn’t it! We’re not re­al­ly—”

			She was a lit­tle con­trite, but not very. “Well, not re­al­ly, per­haps. But ’most any place is Bag­dad if you don’t know what will hap­pen in it. And this is an ad­ven­ture, isn’t it, that we’re go­ing on? How can you tell! All kind of things can hap­pen. All kinds of peo­ple. Peo­ple in dis­guise in the Hay­mar­ket. Caliphs, and princes, and slaves, and thieves, and good fairies, and witch­es.”

			“In the Hay­mar­ket! That Pop went to all the time! That is just dumb talk.”

			With­in Seli­na some­thing cried out, “Don’t say that, So­big! Don’t say that!”

			On down the road. Here a head at a front room win­dow. There a wom­an’s cal­i­coed fig­ure stand­ing in the door­way. Mrs. Van­der Si­jde on the porch, fan­ning her flushed face with her apron; Cor­nelia Snip in the yard pre­tend­ing to tie up the droop­ing stalks of the gold­en-glow and eye­ing the ap­proach­ing team with the avid gos­sip’s gaze. To these Seli­na waved, bowed, called.

			“How d’you do, Mrs. Van­der Si­jde!”

			A prim re­ply to this salu­ta­tion. Dis­ap­proval writ large on the farm-wife’s flushed face.

			“Hel­lo, Cor­nelia!”

			A pre­tend­ed start, no­table for its bad act­ing. “Oh, is it you, Mrs. De­Jong! Sun’s in my eyes. I couldn’t think it was you like that.”

			Wom­en’s eyes, hos­tile, cold, peer­ing.

			Five o’clock. Six. The boy climbed over the wheel, filled a tin pail with wa­ter at a farm­house well. They ate and drank as they rode along, for there was no time to lose. Bread and meat and pick­les and pie. There were veg­eta­bles in the wag­on, ripe for eat­ing. There were oth­er va­ri­eties that Seli­na might have cooked at home in prepa­ra­tion for this meal—Ger­man cel­ery root boiled ten­der and soaked in vine­gar; red beets, pick­led; onions; coleslaw; beans. They would have re­gard­ed these with an ap­a­thet­ic eye all too fa­mil­iar with the sight of them. Seli­na knew now why the Pools’ ta­ble, in her school­teacher days, had been so lack­ing in the green stuff she had craved. The thought of cook­ing the spinach which she had plant­ed, weed­ed, spad­ed, tend­ed, picked, washed, bunched, filled her with a nau­sea of dis­taste such as she might have ex­pe­ri­enced at the con­tem­pla­tion of can­ni­bal­ism.

			The boy had start­ed out brave­ly enough in the heat of the day, sit­ting up very straight be­side his moth­er, call­ing to the hors­es, shriek­ing and wav­ing his arms at chick­ens that flew squawk­ing across the road. Now he be­gan to droop. Evening was com­ing on. A cool blan­ket of air from the lake on the east en­veloped them with the sud­den­ness char­ac­ter­is­tic of the re­gion, and the mist be­gan to drift across the prairie, soft­en­ing the au­tumn stub­ble, cool­ing the dusty road, mist­ing the parched wil­lows by the road­side, haz­ing the shab­by squat farm­hous­es.

			She brushed away the crumbs, packed the re­main­ing bread and meat thrifti­ly in­to the bas­ket and cov­ered it with a nap­kin against the boy’s fu­ture hunger should he wak­en in the night.

			“Sleepy, So­big?”

			“No. Should say not.” His lids were heavy. His face and body, re­laxed, took on the soft ba­by con­tours that come with weari­ness. The sun was low. Sun­set glo­ried the west in a fi­nal flare of or­ange and crim­son. Dusk. The boy drooped against her heavy, sag­ging. She wrapped the old black fas­ci­na­tor about him. He opened his eyes, tugged at the wrap­ping about his shoul­ders. “Don’t want the old thing … fas’na­tor … like a girl …” drooped again with a sigh and found the soft curve where her side just cush­ioned his head. In the twi­light the dust gleamed white on weeds, and brush, and grass. The far-off mel­low so­nance of a cow­bell. Hors­es’ hoofs clop­ping up be­hind them, a wag­on pass­ing in a cloud of dust, a cu­ri­ous back­ward glance, or a greet­ing ex­changed.

			One of the Ooms boys, or Jakob Booms­ma. “You’re nev­er go­ing to mar­ket, Mis’ De­Jong!” star­ing with chi­na-blue eyes at her load.

			“Yes, I am, Mr. Booms­ma.”

			“That ain’t work for a wom­an, Mis’ De­Jong. You bet­ter stay home and let the men folks go.”

			Seli­na’s men folks looked up at her—one with the ask­ing eyes of a child, one with the trust­ing eyes of a dog. “My men folks are go­ing,” an­swered Seli­na. But then, they had al­ways thought her a lit­tle queer, so it didn’t mat­ter much.

			She urged the hors­es on, re­fus­ing to con­fess to her­self her dread of the des­ti­na­tion which they were ap­proach­ing. Lights now, in the hous­es along the way, and those hous­es clos­er to­geth­er. She wrapped the reins around the whip, and hold­ing the sleep­ing boy with one hand reached be­neath the seat with the oth­er for the coat of sack­ing. This she placed around him snug­ly, fold­ed an emp­ty sack for a pil­low, and lift­ing the boy in her arms laid him gen­tly on the lumpy bed formed by the bags of pota­toes piled up just be­hind the seat in the back of the wag­on. So the boy slept. Night had come on.

			The fig­ure of the wom­an drooped a lit­tle now as the old wag­on creaked on to­ward Chica­go. A very small fig­ure in the black dress and a shawl over her shoul­ders. She had tak­en off her old black felt hat. The breeze ruf­fled her hair that was fine and soft, and it made a lit­tle ha­lo about the white face that gleamed al­most lu­mi­nous­ly in the dark­ness as she turned it up to­ward the sky.

			“I’ll sleep out with So­big in the wag­on. It won’t hurt ei­ther of us. It will be warm in town, there in the Hay­mar­ket. Twen­ty-five cents—maybe fifty for the two of us, in the room­ing house. Fifty cents just to sleep. It takes hours of work in the fields to make fifty cents.”

			She was sleepy now. The night air was de­li­cious­ly soft and sooth­ing. In her nos­trils was the smell of the fields, of grass dew-wet, of damp dust, of cat­tle; the pun­gent prick of gold­en­rod, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly a scent­ed wave that meant wild phlox in a near­by ditch. She sniffed all this grate­ful­ly, her mind and body cu­ri­ous­ly alert to sounds, scents, forms even, in the dark­ness. She had suf­fered much in the past week; had eat­en and slept but lit­tle. Had known ter­ror, be­wil­der­ment, agony, shock. Now she was re­laxed, re­cep­tive, a lit­tle light­head­ed per­haps, what with un­der-feed­ing and tears and over­work. The rack­ing process had cleared brain and bow­els; had washed her spir­i­tu­al­ly clean; had quick­ened her per­cep­tions ab­nor­mal­ly. Now she was like a del­i­cate and sen­si­tive elec­tric in­stru­ment keyed to re­ceive and reg­is­ter; vi­brat­ing to ev­ery ether wave.

			She drove along in the dark, a dowdy farm wom­an in shape­less gar­ments; just a bun­dle on the rick­ety seat of a de­crepit truck wag­on. The boy slept on his hard lumpy bed like the lit­tle veg­etable that he was. The farm lights went out. The hous­es were blurs in the black. The lights of the city came near­er. She was think­ing clear­ly, if dis­con­nect­ed­ly, with­out bit­ter­ness, with­out re­proach.

			“My fa­ther was wrong. He said that life was a great ad­ven­ture—a fine show. He said the more things that hap­pen to you the rich­er you are, even if they’re not pleas­ant things. That’s liv­ing, he said. No mat­ter what hap­pens to you, good or bad, it’s just so much—what was that word he used?—so much—oh, yes—‘vel­vet.’ Just so much vel­vet. Well, it isn’t true. He had brains, and charm, and knowl­edge and he died in a gam­bling house, shot while look­ing on at some­one else who was to have been killed. … Now we’re on the cob­ble­stones. Will Dirk wake up? My lit­tle So Big. … No, he’s asleep. Asleep on a pile of pota­to sacks be­cause his moth­er thought that life was a grand ad­ven­ture—a fine show—and that you took it as it came. A lie! I’ve tak­en it as it came and made the best of it. That isn’t the way. You take the best, and make the most of it … Thir­ty-fifth Street, that was. An­oth­er hour and a half to reach the Hay­mar­ket. … I’m not afraid. Af­ter all, you just sell your veg­eta­bles for what you can get. … Well, it’s go­ing to be dif­fer­ent with him. I mustn’t call him So­big any more. He doesn’t like it. Dirk. That’s a fine name. Dirk De­Jong. … No drift­ing along for him. I’ll see that he starts with a plan, and fol­lows it. He’ll have ev­ery chance. Ev­ery chance. Too late for me, now, but he’ll be dif­fer­ent. … Twen­ty-sec­ond Street … Twelfth … Look at all the peo­ple! … I’m en­joy­ing this. No use deny­ing it. I’m en­joy­ing this. Just as I en­joyed driv­ing along with Klaas Pool that evening, years and years ago. Scared, but en­joy­ing it. Per­haps I oughtn’t to be—but that’s hyp­o­crit­i­cal and sneak­ing. Why not, if I re­al­ly do en­joy it! I’ll wake him. … Dirk! Dirk, we’re al­most there. Look at all the peo­ple, and the lights. We’re al­most there.”

			The boy awoke, raised him­self from his bed of sack­ing, looked about, blinked, sank back again and curled in­to a ball. “Don’t want to see the lights … peo­ple …”

			He was asleep again. Seli­na guid­ed the hors­es skil­ful­ly through the down­town streets. She looked about with wide am­bi­ent eyes. Oth­er wag­ons passed her. There was a line of them ahead of her. The men looked at her cu­ri­ous­ly. They called to one an­oth­er, and jerked a thumb in her di­rec­tion, but she paid no heed. She de­cid­ed, though, to have the boy on the seat be­side her. They were with­in two blocks of the Hay­mar­ket, on Ran­dolph Street.

			“Dirk! Come, now. Come up here with moth­er.” Grum­bling, he climbed to the seat, yawned, smacked his lips, rubbed his knuck­les in­to his eyes.

			“What are we here for?”

			“So we can sell the gar­den truck and earn mon­ey.”

			“What for?”

			“To send you to school to learn things.”

			“That’s fun­ny. I go to school al­ready.”

			“A dif­fer­ent school. A big school.”

			He was ful­ly awake now, and look­ing about him in­ter­est­ed­ly. They turned in­to the Hay­mar­ket. It was a tan­gle of hors­es, carts, men. The wag­ons were stream­ing in from the Ger­man truck farms that lay to the north of Chica­go as well as from the Dutch farms that lay to the south­west, whence Seli­na came. Fruits and veg­eta­bles—tons of it—acres of it—piled in the wag­ons that blocked the his­toric square. An un­armed army bring­ing food to feed a great city. Through this lit­tle sec­tion, and South Wa­ter Street that lay to the east, passed all the ver­dant grow­ing things that fed Chica­go’s mil­lions. Some­thing of this came to Seli­na as she ma­neu­vered her way through the throng. She felt a lit­tle thrill of sig­nif­i­cance, of achieve­ment. She knew the spot she want­ed for her own. Since that first trip to Chica­go with Per­vus in the ear­ly days of her mar­riage she had made the jour­ney in­to town per­haps not more than a dozen times, but she had seen, and heard, and re­mem­bered. A place near the cor­ner of Des Plaines, not at the curb, but rather in the dou­ble line of wag­ons that ex­tend­ed down the mid­dle of the road. Here the pur­chas­ing ped­dlers and gro­cers had easy ac­cess to the wag­ons. Here Seli­na could dis­play her wares to the best ad­van­tage. It was just across the way from Chris Span­k­noebel’s restau­rant, room­ing house, and sa­loon. Chris knew her; had known Per­vus for years and his fa­ther be­fore him; would be kind to her and the boy in case of need.

			Dirk was wide awake now; ea­ger, ex­cit­ed. The lights, the men, the hors­es, the sound of talk, and laugh­ter, and clink­ing glass­es from the eat­ing hous­es along the street were be­wil­der­ing­ly strange to his coun­try-bred eyes and ears. He called to the hors­es; stood up in the wag­on; but clung clos­er to her as they found them­selves in the thick of the melee.

			On the street cor­ners where the lights were bright­est there were stands at which men sold choco­late, cigars, col­lar but­tons, sus­penders, shoe strings, patent con­trivances. It was like a fair. Far­ther down the men’s faces loomed mys­te­ri­ous­ly out of the half light. Stol­id, sun­burned faces now looked dark, ter­ri­fy­ing, the whites of the eyes very white, the mus­tach­es very black, their shoul­ders enor­mous. Here was a crap game be­neath the street light. There stood two girls laugh­ing and chat­ting with a po­lice­man.

			“Here’s a good place, Moth­er. Here! There’s a dog on that wag­on like Pom.”

			Pom, hear­ing his name, stood up, looked in­to the boy’s face, quiv­ered, wagged a ner­vous tail, barked sharply. The Hay­mar­ket night life was an old sto­ry to Pom, but it nev­er failed to stim­u­late him. Of­ten he had guard­ed the wag­on when Per­vus was ab­sent for a short time. He would stand on the seat ready to growl at any­one who so much as fin­gered a radish in Per­vus’s ab­sence.

			“Down, Pom! Qui­et, Pom!” She did not want to at­tract at­ten­tion to her­self and the boy. It was still ear­ly. She had made ex­cel­lent time. Per­vus had of­ten slept in snatch­es as he drove in­to town and the hors­es had lagged, but Seli­na had urged them on tonight. They had gained a good half hour over the usu­al time. Half­way down the block Seli­na es­pied the place she want­ed. From the op­po­site di­rec­tion came a truck farmer’s cart ob­vi­ous­ly mak­ing for the same stand. For the first time that night Seli­na drew the whip out of its sock­et and clipped sharply her sur­prised nags. With a start and a shuf­fle they broke in­to an awk­ward lope. Ten sec­onds too late the Ger­man farmer per­ceived her in­ten­tion, whipped up his own tired team, ar­rived at the spot just as Seli­na, block­ing the way, pre­pared to back in­to the va­cant space.

			“Heh, get out of there you—” he roared; then, for the first time, per­ceived in the dim light of the street that his ri­val was a wom­an. He fal­tered, stared open-mouthed, tried oth­er tac­tics. “You can’t go in there, mis­sus.”

			“Oh, yes, I can.” She backed her team dex­ter­ous­ly.

			“Yes, we can!” shout­ed Dirk in an at­ti­tude of fierce bel­liger­ence.

			From the wag­ons on ei­ther side heads were lift­ed. “Where’s your man?” de­mand­ed the de­feat­ed driv­er, glar­ing.

			“Here,” replied Seli­na; put her hand on Dirk’s head.

			The oth­er, pre­par­ing to drive on, re­ceived this with in­creduli­ty. He as­sumed the ex­is­tence of a hus­band in the neigh­bour­hood—at Chris Span­k­noebel’s prob­a­bly, or talk­ing prices with a friend at an­oth­er wag­on when he should be here at­tend­ing to his own. In the ab­sence of this, her nat­u­ral pro­tec­tor, he re­lieved his dis­grun­tled feel­ings as he gath­ered up the reins. “Wom­an ain’t got no busi­ness here in Hay­mar­ket, any­way. Bet­ter you’re home night time in your kitchen where you be­long.”

			This ad­mo­ni­tion, so glibly mouthed by so many peo­ple in the past few days, now was ut­tered once too of­ten. Seli­na’s nerves snapped. A sur­prised Ger­man truck farmer found him­self be­ing ha­rangued from the driv­er’s seat of a veg­etable wag­on by an irate and flu­ent wom­an in a mashed black hat.

			“Don’t talk to me like that, you great stupid! What good does it do a wom­an to stay home in her kitchen if she’s go­ing to starve there, and her boy with her! Stay­ing home in my kitchen won’t earn me any mon­ey. I’m here to sell the veg­eta­bles I helped raise and I’m go­ing to do it. Get out of my way, you. Go along about your busi­ness or I’ll re­port you to Mike, the street po­lice­man.”

			Now she clam­bered over the wag­on wheel to un­hitch the tired hors­es. It is im­pos­si­ble to tell what in­ter­pre­ta­tion the dumb­found­ed north-sider put up­on her move­ments. Cer­tain­ly he had noth­ing to fear from this small gaunt crea­ture with the blaz­ing eyes. Nev­er­the­less as he gath­ered up his reins ter­ror was writ large on his ru­bi­cund face.

			“Teufel! What a wom­an!” Was off in a clat­ter of wheels and hoofs on the cob­ble­stones.

			Seli­na un­har­nessed swift­ly. “You stay here, Dirk, with Pom. Moth­er’ll be back in a minute.” She marched down the street driv­ing the hors­es to the barns where, for twen­ty-five cents, the an­i­mals were to be housed in more com­fort than their own­er. She re­turned to find Dirk deep in con­ver­sa­tion with two young wom­en in red shirt­waists, plaid skirts that swept the ground, and sailor hats tipped at a saucy an­gle over pyra­mi­dal pom­padours.

			“I can’t make any sense out of it, can you, Elsie? Sounds like Dirt to me, but no­body’s go­ing to name a kid that, are they? Stands to rea­son.”

			“Oh, come on. Your name’ll be mud first thing you know. Here it’s af­ter nine al­ready and not a—” she turned and saw Seli­na’s white face.

			“There’s my moth­er,” said Dirk, tri­umphant­ly, point­ing. The three wom­en looked at each oth­er. Two saw the pa­thet­ic hat and the dowdy clothes, and knew. One saw the red shirt­waists and the loose red lips, and knew.

			“We was just talk­ing to the kid,” said the girl who had been puz­zled by Dirk’s name. Her tone was de­fen­sive. “Just ask­ing him his name, and like that.”

			“His name is Dirk,” said Seli­na, mild­ly. “It’s a Dutch name—Hol­land, you know. We’re from out High Prairie way, south. Dirk De­Jong. I’m Mrs. De­Jong.”

			“Yeh?” said the oth­er girl. “I’m Elsie. Elsie from Chelsea, that’s me. Come on, Ma­bel. Stand gab­bin’ all night.” She was blonde and shrill. The oth­er was old­er, dark-haired. There was about her a para­dox­i­cal whole­some­ness.

			Ma­bel, the old­er one, looked at Seli­na sharply. From the next wag­on came loud snores is­su­ing from be­neath the seat. From down the line where a lantern swung from the tail­board of a cart came the rat­tle of dice. “What you do­ing down here, any­way?”

			“I’m here to sell my stuff to­mor­row morn­ing. Veg­eta­bles. From the farm.”

			Ma­bel looked around. Hers was not a quick mind. “Where’s your man?”

			“My hus­band died a week ago.” Seli­na was mak­ing up their bed for the night. From be­neath the seat she took a sack of hay, tight-packed, shook out its con­tents, spread them even­ly on the floor of the wag­on, at the front, first hav­ing un­hinged the seat and clapped it against the wag­on side as a head­board. Over the hay she spread emp­ty sack­ing. She shook out her shawl, which would serve as cov­er. The girl Ma­bel be­held these prepa­ra­tions. Her dull eyes showed a gleam of in­ter­est which deep­ened to hor­ror.

			“Say, you ain’t nev­er go­ing to sleep out here, are you? You and the kid. Like that!”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, for—” She stared, turned to go, came back. From her belt that dipped so stylish­ly in the front hung an ar­se­nal of jan­gling met­al ar­ti­cles—purse, pen­cil, mir­ror, comb—a chate­laine, they called it. She opened the purse now and took from it a sil­ver dol­lar. This she ten­dered Seli­na, al­most rough­ly. “Here. Get the kid a de­cent roost for the night. You and the kid, see.”

			Seli­na stared at the shin­ing round dol­lar; at Ma­bel’s face. The quick sting of tears came to her eyes. She shook her head, smiled. “We don’t mind sleep­ing out here. Thank you just the same—Ma­bel.”

			The girl put her dol­lar plumply back in­to her purse. “Well, takes all kinds, I al­ways say. I thought I had a bum deal but, say, along­side of what you got I ain’t got it so worse. Place to sleep in, any­ways, even if it is—well, good night. Lis­ten to that Elsie, hol­ler­ing for me. I’m comin’! Shut up!”

			You heard the two on their way up the street, arm in arm, laugh­ing.

			“Come Dirk.”

			“Are we go­ing to sleep here!” He was de­light­ed.

			“Right here, all snug in the hay, like campers.”

			The boy lay down, wrig­gling, laugh­ing. “Like gyp­sies. Ain’t it, Mom?”

			“ ‘Isn’t it,’ Dirk—not ‘ain’t it.’ ” The school teach­er.

			She lay down be­side him. The boy seemed ter­ri­bly wide awake. “I liked the Ma­bel one best, didn’t you? She was the nicest, h’m?”

			“Oh, much the nicest,” said Seli­na, and put one arm around him and drew him to her, close. And sud­den­ly he was asleep, deeply. The street be­came qui­eter. The talk­ing and laugh­ter ceased. The lights were dim at Chris Span­k­noebel’s. Now and then the clat­ter of wheels and hors­es’ hoofs pro­claimed a late com­er seek­ing a place, but the sound was not near by, for this block and those to east and west were filled by now. These men had been up at four that morn­ing, must be up be­fore four the next.

			The night was cool, but not cold. Over­head you saw the wide strip of sky be­tween the brick build­ings on ei­ther side of the street. Two men came along singing. “Shut up!” growled a voice from a wag­on along the curb. The singers sub­sid­ed. It must be ten o’clock and af­ter, Seli­na thought. She had with her Per­vus’s nick­el watch, but it was too dark to see its face, and she did not want to risk a match. Mea­sured foot­steps that passed and repassed at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. The night po­lice­man.

			She lay look­ing up at the sky. There were no tears in her eyes. She was past tears. She thought, “Here I am, Seli­na Peake, sleep­ing in a wag­on, in the straw, like a bitch with my pup­py snug­gled be­side me. I was go­ing to be like Jo in Louisa Al­cott’s book. On my feet are boots and on my body a dyed dress. How ter­ri­bly long it is go­ing to be un­til morn­ing … I must try to sleep. … I must try to sleep …”

			She did sleep, mirac­u­lous­ly. The Sep­tem­ber stars twin­kled bright­ly down on them. As she lay there, the child in her arms, asleep, peace came to the hag­gard face, re­laxed the tired limbs. Much like an­oth­er wom­an who had lain in the straw with her child in her arms al­most two thou­sand years be­fore.

		
	
		
			XI

			It would be en­chant­ing to be able to record that Seli­na, next day, had phe­nom­e­nal suc­cess, dis­pos­ing of her care­ful­ly bunched wares to great ad­van­tage, driv­ing smart­ly off up Hal­st­ed Street to­ward High Prairie with a good­ly prof­it jin­gling in her scuffed leather purse. The truth is that she had a day so dev­as­tat­ing, so cat­a­stroph­ic, as would have dis­cour­aged most men and cer­tain­ly any wom­an less des­per­ate and de­ter­mined.

			She had awak­ened, not to day­light, but to the three o’clock black­ness. The street was al­ready astir. Seli­na brushed her skirt to rid it of the cling­ing hay, ti­died her­self as best she could. Leav­ing Dirk still asleep, she called Pom from be­neath the wag­on to act as sen­tinel at the dash­board, and crossed the street to Chris Span­k­noebel’s. She knew Chris, and he her. He would let her wash at the faucet at the rear of the eat­ing house. She would buy hot cof­fee for her­self and Dirk to warm and re­viv­i­fy them. They would eat the sand­wich­es left from the night be­fore.

			Chris him­self, a pot-paunched Aus­tri­an, blond, benev­o­lent, was stand­ing be­hind his bar, wip­ing the slab with a large moist cloth. With the oth­er hand he swept the sur­face with a rub­ber-tipped board about the size of a shin­gle. This con­trivance gath­ered up such beads of mois­ture as might be left by the cloth. Two sweeps of it ren­dered the counter dry and shin­ing. Lat­er Chris al­lowed Dirk to wield this rub­ber-tipped con­trivance—a most sat­is­fac­to­ry thing to do, leav­ing one with a feel­ing of per­fect achieve­ment.

			Span­k­noebel seemed nev­er to sleep, yet his colour was rud­dy, his blue eyes clear. The last truck­ster com­ing in at night for a beer or a cup of cof­fee and a sand­wich was greet­ed by Chris, white-aproned, pink-cheeked, wide awake, swab­bing the bar’s shin­ing sur­face with the thirsty cloth, swish­ing it with the sly rub­ber-tipped board. “Well, how goes it all the while?” said Chris. The ear­li­est morn­ing trad­er found Chris in a fresh white apron crack­ling with starch and iron­ing. He would swab the bar with a ges­ture of wel­come, of greet­ing. “Well, how goes it all the while?”

			As Seli­na en­tered the long room now there was some­thing heart­en­ing, re­as­sur­ing about Chris’s clean white apron, his rud­dy colour, the very sweep of his shirt-sleeved arm as it en­com­passed the bar-slab. From the kitchen at the rear came the sounds of siz­zling and fry­ing, and the gra­cious scent of cof­fee and of fry­ing pork and pota­toes. Al­ready the mar­ket men were seat­ed at the ta­bles eat­ing huge and hur­ried break­fasts: hunks of ham; eggs in pairs; pota­toes cut in great cubes; cups of steam­ing cof­fee and chunks of bread that they plas­tered lib­er­al­ly with but­ter.

			Seli­na ap­proached Chris. His round face loomed out through the smoke like the sun in a fog. “Well, how goes it all the while?” Then he rec­og­nized her. “Um Gottes!—why, it’s Mis’ De­Jong!” He wiped his great hand on a con­ve­nient tow­el, ex­tend­ed it in sym­pa­thy to the wid­ow. “I heerd,” he said, “I heerd.” His inar­tic­u­late­ness made his words dou­bly ef­fec­tive.

			“I’ve come in with the load, Mr. Span­k­noebel. The boy and I. He’s still asleep in the wag­on. May I bring him over here to clean him up a lit­tle be­fore break­fast?”

			“Sure! Sure!” A sud­den sus­pi­cion struck him. “You ain’t slept in the wag­on, Mis’ De­Jong! Um Gottes!—”

			“Yes. It wasn’t bad. The boy slept the night through. I slept, too, quite a lit­tle.”

			“Why you didn’t come here! Why—” At the look in Seli­na’s face he knew then. “For noth­ing you and the boy could sleep here.”

			“I knew that! That’s why.”

			“Don’t talk dumb, Mrs. De­Jong. Half the time the rooms is va­cant. You and the boy chust as well—twen­ty cents, then, and pay me when you got it. But any­way you don’t come in reg’lar with the load, do you? That ain’t for wom­ans.”

			“There’s no one to do it for me, ex­cept Jan. And he’s worse than no­body. Just through Sep­tem­ber and Oc­to­ber. Af­ter that, maybe—” Her voice trailed off. It is hard to be hope­ful at three in the morn­ing, be­fore break­fast.

			She went to the lit­tle wash room at the rear, felt bet­ter im­me­di­ate­ly she had washed vig­or­ous­ly, combed her hair. She re­turned to the wag­on to find a pan­ic-strick­en Dirk sure of noth­ing but that he had been de­sert­ed by his moth­er. Fif­teen min­utes lat­er the two were seat­ed at a ta­ble on which was spread what Chris Span­k­noebel con­sid­ered an ad­e­quate break­fast. A heart­en­ing enough be­gin­ning for the day, and a de­cep­tive.

			The Hay­mar­ket buy­ers did not want to pur­chase its veg­eta­bles from Seli­na De­Jong. It wasn’t used to buy­ing of wom­en, but to sell­ing to them. Ped­dlers and small gro­cers swarmed in at four—Greeks, Ital­ians, Jews. They bought shrewd­ly, crafti­ly, of­ten dis­hon­est­ly. They sold their wares to the house­wives. Their tricks were many. They would change a box of toma­toes while your back was turned; filch a head of cau­li­flow­er. There was lit­tle sys­tem or or­ga­ni­za­tion.

			Take Lui­gi. Lui­gi ped­dled on the north side. He called his wares through the al­leys and side streets of Chica­go, adding his rau­cous voice to the din of an in­choate city. A swarthy face had Lui­gi, a swift bril­liant smile, a crafty eye. The Hay­mar­ket called him Lo­ogy. When prices did not please Lui­gi he pre­tend­ed not to un­der­stand. Then the Hay­mar­ket would yell, un­de­ceived, “Heh, Lo­ogy, what de mat­tah! Spi­ka da En­gleesh!” They knew him.

			Seli­na had tak­en the cov­ers off her veg­eta­bles. They were re­vealed crisp, fresh, colour­ful. But Seli­na knew they must be sold now, quick­ly. When the leaves be­gan to wilt, when the edges of the cau­li­flow­er heads curled ev­er so slight­ly, turned brown and limp, their val­ue de­creased by half, even though the heads them­selves re­mained white and firm.

			Down the street came the buy­ers—lit­tle black-eyed swarthy men; plump, shirt-sleeved, greasy men; shrewd, to­bac­co-chew­ing men in over­alls. Stol­id red Dutch faces, sun­burned. Lean dark for­eign faces. Shout­ing, clat­ter, tur­moil.

			“Heh! Get your horse out­ta here! What the hell!”

			“How much for the whole bar­rel?”

			“Got any beans? No, don’t want no cau­li­flow­er. Beans!”

			“Tough!”

			“Well, keep ’em. I don’t want ’em.”

			“Quar­ter for the sack.”

			“G’wan, them ain’t five-pound heads. Bet they don’t come four pounds to the head.”

			“Who says they don’t!”

			“Gimme five bushels them.”

			Food for Chica­go’s mil­lions. In and out of the wag­ons. Un­der hors­es’ hoofs. Bare­foot­ed chil­dren, bas­kets on their arms, snatch­ing bits of fall­en veg­eta­bles from the cob­bles. Gut­ter An­nie, a shawl pinned across her pen­du­lous breasts, scav­en­ger­ing a pota­to there, an onion fall­en to the street, scraps of fruit and green stuff in the ditch. Big Kate buy­ing car­rots, pars­ley, turnips, beets, all slight­ly wilt­ed and cheap, which she would tie in­to bunch­es with her bit of string and sell to the re­al gro­cers for soup greens.

			The day broke warm. The sun rose red. It would be a hu­mid Sep­tem­ber day such as fre­quent­ly came in the au­tumn to this lake re­gion. Gar­den stuff would have to move quick­ly this morn­ing. Af­ter­noon would find it worth­less.

			Seli­na sta­tioned her­self by her wag­on. She saw the fa­mil­iar faces of a half dozen or more High Prairie neigh­bours. These called to her, or came over briefly to her wag­on, eye­ing her wares with a cal­cu­lat­ing glance. “How you mak­ing out, Mis’ De­Jong? Well, you got a good load there. Move it along quick this morn­ing. It’s go­ing to be hot I betcha.” Their tone was kind­ly, but dis­ap­prov­ing, too. Their look said, “No place for a wom­an. No place for a wom­an.”

			The ped­dlers looked at her bunched bou­quets, glanced at her, passed her by. It was not un­kind­ness that prompt­ed them, but a cer­tain shy­ness, a fear of the un­ac­cus­tomed. They saw her pale fine face with its great som­bre eyes; the slight fig­ure in the de­cent black dress; the slim brown hands clasped so anx­ious­ly to­geth­er. Her wares were tempt­ing but they passed her by with the in­stinct that the ig­no­rant have against that which is un­usu­al.

			By nine o’clock trad­ing be­gan to fall off. In a pan­ic Seli­na re­al­ized that the sales she had made amount­ed to lit­tle more than two dol­lars. If she stayed there un­til noon she might dou­ble that, but no more. In des­per­a­tion she har­nessed the hors­es, thread­ed her way out of the swarm­ing street, and made for South Wa­ter Street far­ther east. Here were the com­mis­sion hous­es. The dis­trict was jammed with laden carts and wag­ons ex­act­ly as the Hay­mar­ket had been, but trad­ing was done on a dif­fer­ent scale. She knew that Per­vus had some­times left his en­tire load with an es­tab­lished deal­er here, to be sold on com­mis­sion. She re­mem­bered the name—Tal­cott—though she did not know the ex­act lo­ca­tion.

			“Where we go­ing now, Mom?” The boy had been al­most in­cred­i­bly pa­tient and good. He had ac­cept­ed his be­wil­der­ing new sur­round­ings with the adapt­abil­i­ty of child­hood. He had rev­elled rich­ly in Chris Span­k­noebel’s gen­er­ous break­fast. He had thought the four dusty ar­ti­fi­cial palms that graced Chris’s back room lux­u­ri­ant­ly trop­i­cal. He had been fas­ci­nat­ed by the kitchen with its long glow­ing range, its great ta­bles for slic­ing, par­ing, cut­ting. He liked the rud­dy cheer of it, the bus­tle, the mouth-wa­ter­ing smells. At the wag­on he had stood stur­di­ly next his moth­er, had bus­ied him­self vast­ly as­sist­ing her in her few piti­ful sales; had plucked wilt­ed leaves, brought for­ward the fresh­est and crispest veg­eta­bles. But now she saw that he was droop­ing a lit­tle as were her wares, with the heat and the ab­sence from ac­cus­tomed soil. “Where we go­ing now, Mom?”

			“To an­oth­er street, So­big—”

			“Dirk!”

			“—Dirk, where there’s a man who’ll buy all our stuff at once—maybe. Won’t that be fine! Then we’ll go home. You help moth­er find his name over the store. Tal­cott—T-a-l-c-o-dou­ble t.”

			South Wa­ter Street was chang­ing with the city’s growth. Yan­kee names they used to be—Flint—Keen—Rusk—Lane. Now you saw Cu­neo—Meleges—Garibal­di—Cam­pagna. There it was: William Tal­cott. Fruits and Veg­eta­bles.

			William Tal­cott, stand­ing in the cool door­way of his great deep shed-like store, was the an­tithe­sis of the fever­ish crowd­ed street which he so calm­ly sur­veyed. He had dealt for forty years in proven­der. His was the un­ruf­fled de­meanour of a man who knows the world must have what he has to sell. Ev­ery week­day morn­ing at six his dim shad­ed cav­ern of a store was packed with sacks, crates, box­es, bar­rels from which peeped ruf­fles and sprigs of green; flash­es of scar­let, plum-colour, or­ange. He bought the best on­ly; sold at high prices. He had known Per­vus, and Per­vus’s fa­ther be­fore him, and had ad­judged them hon­est, ad­mirable men. But of their gar­den truck he had small opin­ion. The Great Lakes boats brought him choice Michi­gan peach­es and grapes; re­frig­er­a­tor cars brought him the prod­ucts of Cal­i­for­nia’s soil in a day when out-of-sea­son food was a rare lux­u­ry. He wore neat pep­per-and-salt pants and vest; shirt sleeves a star­tling white in that blue-shirt­ed over­alled world; a mas­sive gold watch chain span­ning his mid­dle; square-toed boots; a straw fe­do­ra set well back; a pret­ty good cigar, un­light­ed, in his mouth. Shrewd blue eyes he had; sparse hair much the colour of his suit. Like a lean la­con­ic god he stood in his door­way niche while toil­ers of­fered for his in­spec­tion the fruits of the earth.

			“Nope. Can’t use that lot, Jake. Runty. H’m. Wa-a-al, guess you’d bet­ter take them far­ther up the street, Tu­nis. Edges look kind of brown. Wilty.”

			Stew­ards from the best Chica­go ho­tels of that day—the Sher­man House, the Au­di­to­ri­um, the Palmer House, the Welling­ton, the Strat­ford—came to Will Tal­cott for their dai­ly sup­plies. The gro­cers who catered to the well-to-do north-side fam­i­lies and those in the neigh­bour­hood of fash­ion­able Prairie Av­enue on the south bought of him.

			Now, in his door­way, he eyed the spare lit­tle fig­ure that ap­peared be­fore him all in rusty black, with its strained anx­ious face, its great deep-sunk eyes.

			“De­Jong, eh? Sor­ry to hear about your loss, ma’am. Per­vus was a fine lad. No great shakes at truck farm­ing, though. His wid­ow, h’m? Hm.” Here, he saw, was no dull-wit­ted farm wom­an; no stol­id Dutch wom­an truck­ster. He went out to her wag­on, tweaked the boy’s brown cheek. “Wa-al now, Mis’ De­Jong, you got a right smart lot of gar­den stuff here and it looks pret­ty good. Yessir, pret­ty good. But you’re too late. Ten, pret’ near.”

			“Oh, no!” cried Seli­na. “Oh, no! Not too late!” And at the agony in her voice he looked at her sharply.

			“Tell you what, mebbe I can move half of ’em along for you. But stuff don’t keep this weath­er. Turns wilty and my trade won’t touch it … First trip in?”

			She wiped her face that was damp and yet cold to the touch. “First—trip in.” Sud­den­ly she was find­ing it ab­surd­ly hard to breathe.

			He called from the side­walk to the men with­in: “George! Ben! Hus­tle this stuff in. Half of it. The best. Send you check to­mor­row, Mis’ De­Jong. Picked a bad day, didn’t you, for your first day?”

			“Hot, you mean?”

			“Wa-al, hot, yes. But I mean a hol­i­day like this ped­dlers most­ly ain’t buy­ing.”

			“Hol­i­day?”

			“You knew it was a Jew hol­i­day, didn’t you? Didn’t!—Wa-al, my sakes! Worst day in the year. Jew ped­dlers all at church to­day and all the oth­ers not ped­dlers bought in Sat­ur­day for two days. Chick­en men down the street got emp­ty coops and will have till to­mor­row. Yessir. Big­gest chick­en eaters, Jews are, in the world … Hm … Bet­ter just drive along home and just dump the rest that stuff, my good wom­an.”

			One hand on the seat she pre­pared to climb up again—did step to the hub. You saw her shab­by, ab­surd side-boots that were so much too big for the slim lit­tle feet. “If you’re just buy­ing my stuff be­cause you’re sor­ry for me—” The Peake pride.

			“Don’t do busi­ness that way. Can’t af­ford to, ma’am. My da’ter she’s study­ing to be a singer. In Italy now, Car’line is, and costs like all get-out. Takes all the mon­ey I can scrape to­geth­er, just about.”

			There was a lit­tle colour in Seli­na’s face now. “Italy! Oh, Mr. Tal­cott!” You’d have thought she had seen it, from her face. She be­gan to thank him, grave­ly.

			“Now, that’s all right, Mis’ De­Jong. I no­tice your stuff’s bunched kind of ex­try, and all of a size. Fix­in’ to do that way right along?”

			“Yes. I thought—they looked pret­ti­er that way—of course veg­eta­bles aren’t sup­posed to look pret­ty, I ex­pect—” she stam­mered, stopped.

			“You fix ’em pret­ty like that and bring ’em in to me first thing, or send ’em. My trade, they like their stuff kind of spe­cial. Yessir.”

			As she gath­ered up the reins he stood again in his door­way, cool, re­mote, his un­light­ed cigar in his mouth, while hand-trucks rat­tled past him, bar­rels and box­es thumped to the side­walk in front of him, wheels and hoofs and shouts made a great clam­our all about him.

			“We go­ing home now?” de­mand­ed Dirk. “We go­ing home now? I’m hun­gry.”

			“Yes, lamb.” Two dol­lars in her pock­et. All yes­ter­day’s grim toil, and all to­day’s, and months of labour be­hind those two days. Two dol­lars in the pock­et of her black cal­i­co pet­ti­coat. “We’ll get some­thing to eat when we drive out a ways. Some milk and bread and cheese.”

			The sun was very hot. She took the boy’s hat off, passed her ten­der work-cal­loused hand over the damp hair that clung to his fore­head. “It’s been fun, hasn’t it?” she said. “Like an ad­ven­ture. Look at all the kind peo­ple we’ve met. Mr. Span­k­noebel, and Mr. Tal­cott—”

			“And Ma­bel.”

			Star­tled, “And Ma­bel.”

			She want­ed sud­den­ly to kiss him, knew he would hate it with all the boy and all the Hol­land Dutch in him, and did not.

			She made up her mind to drive east and then south. Per­vus had some­times achieved a late sale to out­ly­ing gro­cers. Jan’s face if she came home with half the load still on the wag­on! And what of the un­paid bills? She had, per­haps, thir­ty dol­lars, all told. She owed four hun­dred. More than that. There were seedlings that Per­vus had bought in April to be paid for at the end of the grow­ing sea­son, in the fall. And now fall was here.

			Fear shook her. She told her­self she was tired, ner­vous. That ter­ri­ble week. And now this. The heat. Soon they’d be home, she and Dirk. How cool and qui­et the house would seem. The squares of the kitchen table­cloth. Her own neat bed­room with the black wal­nut bed and dress­er. The so­fa in the par­lour with the ruf­fled cal­i­co cov­er. The old chair on the porch with the cane seat sag­ging where warp and woof had be­come loos­ened with much use and stuck out in ragged tufts. It seemed years since she had seen all this. The com­fort of it, the peace of it. Safe, de­sir­able, sud­den­ly dear. No work for a wom­an, this. Well, per­haps they were right.

			Down Wabash Av­enue, with the L trains thun­der­ing over­head and her hors­es, fright­ened and un­easy with the un­ac­cus­tomed roar and clan­gour of traf­fic, step­ping high and swerv­ing stiffly, grotesque and an­gu­lar in their move­ments. A dowdy farm wom­an and a sun­burned boy in a rick­ety veg­etable wag­on ab­surd­ly out of place in this canyon of cob­ble­stones, shops, street­cars, drays, car­riages, bi­cy­cles, pedes­tri­ans. It was ter­ri­bly hot.

			The boy’s eyes popped with ex­cite­ment and be­wil­der­ment.

			“Pret­ty soon,” Seli­na said. The mus­cles showed white be­neath the skin of her jaw. “Pret­ty soon. Prairie Av­enue. Great big hous­es, and lawns, all qui­et.” She even man­aged a smile.

			“I like it bet­ter home.”

			Prairie Av­enue at last, turn­ing in at Six­teenth Street. It was like calm af­ter a storm. Seli­na felt bat­tered, spent.

			There were gro­ceries near Eigh­teenth, and at the oth­er cross-streets—Twen­ty-sec­ond, Twen­ty-sixth, Thir­ty-first, Thir­ty-fifth. They were pass­ing the great stone hous­es of Prairie Av­enue of the ’90s. Tur­rets and tow­ers, cor­nices and cupo­las, hump­backed con­ser­va­to­ries, porte-cochères, bow win­dows—here lived Chica­go’s rich that had made their rich­es in pork and wheat and dry goods; the sell­ing of ne­ces­si­ties to a city that clam­oured for them.

			“Just like me,” Seli­na thought, hu­mor­ous­ly. Then an­oth­er thought came to her. Her veg­eta­bles, can­vas cov­ered, were fresh­er than those in the near­by mar­kets. Why not try to sell some of them here, in these big hous­es? In an hour she might earn a few dol­lars this way at re­tail prices slight­ly less than those asked by the gro­cers of the neigh­bour­hood.

			She stopped her wag­on in the mid­dle of the block on Twen­ty-fourth Street. Ag­ile­ly she stepped down the wheel, gave the reins to Dirk. The hors­es were no more mind­ed to run than the wood­en steeds on a car­rousel. She filled a large mar­ket bas­ket with the finest and fresh­est of her stock and with this on her arm looked up a mo­ment at the house in front of which she had stopped. It was a four-sto­ry brown­stone, with a hideous high stoop. Be­neath the steps were a lit­tle vestibule and a door that was the trades­men’s en­trance. The kitchen en­trance, she knew, was by way of the al­ley at the back, but this she would not take. Across the side­walk, down a lit­tle flight of stone steps, in­to the vestibule un­der the porch. She looked at the bell—a brass knob. You pulled it out, shoved it in, and there sound­ed a jan­gling down the dim hall­way be­yond. Sim­ple enough. Her hand was on the bell. “Pull it!” said the des­per­ate Seli­na. “I can’t! I can’t!” cried all the prim dim Ver­mont Peakes, in cho­rus. “All right. Starve to death and let them take the farm and Dirk, then.”

			At that she pulled the knob hard. Jan­gle went the bell in the hall. Again. Again.

			Foot­steps up the hall. The door opened to dis­close a large wom­an, high cheek-boned, in a work apron; a cook, ap­par­ent­ly.

			“Good morn­ing,” said Seli­na. “Would you like some fresh coun­try veg­eta­bles?”

			“No.” She half shut the door, open­ing it again to ask, “Got any fresh eggs or but­ter?” At Seli­na’s neg­a­tive she closed the door, bolt­ed it. Seli­na, stand­ing there, bas­ket on arm, could hear her heavy tread down the pas­sage­way to­ward the kitchen. Well, that was all right. Noth­ing so ter­ri­ble about that, Seli­na told her­self. Sim­ply hadn’t want­ed any veg­eta­bles. The next house. The next house, and the next, and the next. Up one side of the street, and down the oth­er. Four times she re­filled her bas­ket. At one house she sold a quar­ter’s worth. Fif­teen at an­oth­er. Twen­ty cents here. Al­most fifty there. “Good morn­ing,” she al­ways said at the door in her clear, dis­tinct way. They stared, usu­al­ly. But they were cu­ri­ous, too, and did not of­ten shut the door in her face.

			“Do you know of a good place?” one kitchen maid said. “This place ain’t so good. She on­ly pays me three dol­lars. You can get four now. Maybe you know a la­dy wants a good girl.”

			“No,” Seli­na an­swered. “No.”

			At an­oth­er house the cook had of­fered her a cup of cof­fee, not­ing the white face, the look of weari­ness. Seli­na re­fused it, po­lite­ly. Twen­ty-first Street—Twen­ty-fifth—Twen­ty-eighth. She had over four dol­lars in her purse. Dirk was weary now and hun­gry to the point of tears. “The last house,” Seli­na promised him, “the very last one. Af­ter this one we’ll go home.” She filled her bas­ket again. “We’ll have some­thing to eat on the way, and maybe you’ll go to sleep with the can­vas over you, high, fas­tened to the seat like a tent. And we’ll be home in a jiffy.”

			The last house was a new gray stone one, al­ready be­gin­ning to turn dingy from the smoke of the Illi­nois Cen­tral sub­ur­ban trains that puffed along the lake front a block to the east. The house had large bow win­dows, plump and shin­ing. There was a lawn, with stat­ues, and a con­ser­va­to­ry in the rear. Re­al lace cur­tains at the down­stairs win­dows with plush hang­ings be­hind them. A high iron grille ran all about the prop­er­ty giv­ing it an air of aloof­ness, of se­cu­ri­ty. Seli­na glanced at this wrought-iron fence. And it seemed to bar her out. There was some­thing for­bid­ding about it—men­ac­ing. She was tired, that was it. The last house. She had al­most five dol­lars, earned in the last hour. “Just five min­utes,” she said to Dirk, try­ing to make her tone bright, her voice gay. Her arms full of veg­eta­bles which she was about to place in the bas­ket at her feet she heard at her el­bow:

			“Now, then, where’s your li­cense?”

			She turned. A po­lice­man at her side. She stared up at him. How enor­mous­ly tall, she thought; and how red his face. “Li­cense?”

			“Yeh, you heard me. Li­cense. Where’s your ped­dler’s li­cense? You got one, I s’pose.”

			“Why, no. No.” She stared at him, still.

			His face grew red­der. Seli­na was a lit­tle wor­ried about him. She thought, stupid­ly, that if it grew any red­der—

			“Well, say, where d’ye think you are, ped­dlin’ with­out a li­cense! A good mind to run you in. Get along out of here, you and the kid. Leave me ketch you around here again!”

			“What’s the trou­ble, Of­fi­cer?” said a wom­an’s voice. A smart open car­riage of the type known as a vic­to­ria, with two chest­nut hors­es whose har­ness shone with met­al. Spank­ing, was the word that came to Seli­na’s mind, which was act­ing per­verse­ly cer­tain­ly; crazi­ly. A spank­ing team. The spankers dis­dain­ful­ly faced Seli­na’s com­ic bony nags which were graz­ing the close-cropped grass that grew in the neat lit­tle lawn-squares be­tween curb and side­walk. “What’s the trou­ble, Reil­ly?”

			The wom­an stepped out of the vic­to­ria. She wore a black silk Eton suit, very mod­ish, and a black hat with a plume.

			“Wom­an ped­dling with­out a li­cense, Mrs. Arnold. You got to watch ’em like a hawk. … Get along wid you, then.” He put a hand on Seli­na’s shoul­der and gave her a gen­tle push.

			There shook Seli­na from head to foot such a pas­sion, such a storm of out­raged sen­si­bil­i­ties, as to cause street, vic­to­ria, silk-clad wom­an, hors­es, and po­lice­man to swim and shiv­er in a haze be­fore her eyes. The rage of a fas­tid­i­ous wom­an who had had an alien male hand put up­on her. Her face was white. Her eyes glowed black, enor­mous. She seemed tall, ma­jes­tic even.

			“Take your hand off me!” Her speech was clipped, vi­brant. “How dare you touch me! How dare you! Take your hand!—” The blaz­ing eyes in the white mask. He took his hand from her shoul­der. The red surged in­to her face. A tanned weath­er-beat­en toil-worn wom­an, her abun­dant hair skew­ered in­to a knob and held by a long gray-black hair­pin, her full skirt grimed with the mud of the wag­on wheel, a pair of old side-boots on her slim feet, a grotesque­ly bat­tered old felt hat (her hus­band’s) on her head, her arms full of ears of sweet corn, and car­rots, and radish­es and bunch­es of beets; a wom­an with bad teeth, flat breasts—even then Julie had known her by her eyes. And she had stared and then run to her in her silk dress and her plumed hat, cry­ing, “Oh, Seli­na! My dear! My dear!” with a sob of hor­ror and pity. “My dear!” And had tak­en Seli­na, car­rots, beets, corn, and radish­es in her arms. The veg­eta­bles lay scat­tered all about them on the side­walk in front of Julie Hempel Arnold’s great stone house on Prairie Av­enue. But strange­ly enough it had been Seli­na who had done the com­fort­ing, pat­ting Julie’s plump silken shoul­der and say­ing, over and over, sooth­ing­ly, as to a child, “There, there! It’s all right, Julie. It’s all right. Don’t cry. What’s there to cry for! Sh-sh! It’s all right.”

			Julie lift­ed her head in its mod­ish black plumed hat, wiped her eyes, blew her nose. “Get along with you, do,” she said to Reil­ly, the po­lice­man, us­ing his very words to Seli­na. “I’m go­ing to re­port you to Mr. Arnold, see if I don’t. And you know what that means.”

			“Well, now, Mrs. Arnold, ma’am, I was on­ly do­ing my du­ty. How cud I know the la­dy was a friend of yours. Sure, I—” He sur­veyed Seli­na, cart, jad­ed hors­es, wilt­ed veg­eta­bles. “Well, how cud I, now, Mrs. Arnold, ma’am!”

			“And why not!” de­mand­ed Julie with su­perb un­rea­son­able­ness. “Why not, I’d like to know. Do get along with you.”

			He got along, a de­feat­ed of­fi­cer of the law, and a bit­ter. And now it was Julie who sur­veyed Seli­na, cart, Dirk, jad­ed hors­es, wilt­ed left­over veg­eta­bles. “Seli­na, what­ev­er in the world! What are you do­ing with—” She caught sight of Seli­na’s ab­surd boots then and she be­gan to cry again. At that Seli­na’s over­wrought nerves snapped and she be­gan to laugh, hys­ter­i­cal­ly. It fright­ened Julie, that laugh­ter. “Seli­na, don’t! Come in the house with me. What are you laugh­ing at! Seli­na!”

			With shak­ing fin­ger Seli­na was point­ing at the veg­eta­bles that lay tum­bled at her feet. “Do you see that cab­bage, Julie? Do you re­mem­ber how I used to de­spise Mrs. Teb­bitt’s be­cause she used to have boiled cab­bage on Mon­day nights?”

			“That’s noth­ing to laugh at, is it? Stop laugh­ing this minute, Seli­na Peake!”

			“I’ll stop. I’ve stopped now. I was just laugh­ing at my ig­no­rance. Sweat and blood and health and youth go in­to ev­ery cab­bage. Did you know that, Julie? One doesn’t de­spise them as food, know­ing that. … Come, climb down, Dirk. Here’s a la­dy moth­er used to know—oh, years and years ago, when she was a girl. Thou­sands of years ago.”

		
	
		
			XII

			The best thing for Dirk. The best thing for Dirk. It was the phrase that re­peat­ed it­self over and over in Seli­na’s speech dur­ing the days that fol­lowed. Julie Arnold was all for tak­ing him in­to her gray stone house, dress­ing him like Lord Fauntleroy and send­ing him to the north-side pri­vate school at­tend­ed by Eu­gene, her boy, and Pauline, her girl. In this pe­ri­od of be­wil­der­ment and fa­tigue Julie had at­tempt­ed to take charge of Seli­na much as she had done a dozen years be­fore at the time of Sime­on Peake’s dra­mat­ic death. And now, as then, she pressed in­to ser­vice her won­der-work­ing fa­ther and bound­en slave, Au­gust Hempel. Her hus­band she dis­missed with af­fec­tion­ate dis­re­gard.

			“Michael’s all right,” she had said on that day of their first meet­ing, “if you tell him what’s to be done. He’ll al­ways do it. But Pa’s the one that thinks of things. He’s like a gen­er­al, and Michael’s the cap­tain. Well, now, Pa’ll be out to­mor­row and I’ll prob­a­bly come with him. I’ve got a com­mit­tee meet­ing, but I can eas­i­ly—”

			“You said—did you say your fa­ther would be out to­mor­row! Out where?”

			“To your place. Farm.”

			“But why should he? It’s a lit­tle twen­ty-five-acre truck farm, and half of it un­der wa­ter a good deal of the time.”

			“Pa’ll find a use for it, nev­er fear. He won’t say much, but he’ll think of things. And then ev­ery­thing will be all right.”

			“It’s miles. Miles. Way out in High Prairie.”

			“Well, if you could make it with those hors­es, Seli­na, I guess we can with Pa’s two grays that hold a record for a mile in three min­utes or three miles in a minute, I for­get which. Or in the au­to, though Pa hates it. Michael is the on­ly one in the fam­i­ly who likes it.”

			A species of ug­ly pride now pos­sessed Seli­na. “I don’t need help. Re­al­ly I don’t, Julie dear. It’s nev­er been like to­day. Nev­er be­fore. We were get­ting on very well, Per­vus and I. Then af­ter Per­vus’s death so sud­den­ly like that I was fright­ened. Ter­ri­bly fright­ened. About Dirk. I want­ed him to have ev­ery­thing. Beau­ti­ful things. I want­ed his life to be beau­ti­ful. Life can be so ug­ly, Julie. You don’t know. You don’t know.”

			“Well, now, that’s why I say. We’ll be out to­mor­row, Pa and I. Dirk’s go­ing to have ev­ery­thing beau­ti­ful. We’ll see to that.”

			It was then that Seli­na had said, “But that’s just it. I want to do it my­self, for him. I can. I want to give him all these things my­self.”

			“But that’s self­ish.”

			“I don’t mean to be. I just want to do the best thing for Dirk.”

			It was short­ly af­ter noon that High Prairie, hear­ing the un­ac­cus­tomed chug of a mo­tor, rushed to its win­dows or porch­es to be­hold Seli­na De­Jong in her mashed black felt hat and Dirk wav­ing his bat­tered straw wild­ly, rid­ing up the Hal­st­ed road to­ward the De­Jong farm in a bright red au­to­mo­bile that had shat­tered the nerves of ev­ery farmer’s team it had met on the way. Of the De­Jong team and the De­Jong dog Pom, and the De­Jong veg­etable wag­on there was ab­so­lute­ly no sign. High Prairie was ren­dered un­fit for work through­out the next twen­ty-four hours.

			The idea had been Julie’s, and Seli­na had sub­mit­ted rather than ac­qui­esced, for by now she was too tired to com­bat any­thing or any­one. If Julie had pro­posed her en­ter­ing High Prairie on the back of an ele­phant with a ma­hout perched be­tween his ears Seli­na would have agreed—rather, would have been un­able to ob­ject.

			“It’ll get you home in no time,” Julie had said, en­er­get­i­cal­ly. “You look like a ghost and the boy’s half asleep. I’ll tele­phone Pa and he’ll have one of the men from the barns drive your team out so it’ll be there by six. Just you leave it all to me. Haven’t you ev­er rid­den in one! Why, there’s noth­ing to be scared of. I like the hors­es best, my­self. I’m like Pa. He says if you use hors­es you get there.”

			Dirk had ac­cept­ed the new con­veyance with the adapt­abil­i­ty of child­hood, had even pre­dict­ed, grand­ly, “I’m go­ing to have one when I grow up that’ll go faster ’n this, even.”

			“Oh, you wouldn’t want to go faster than this, Dirk,” Seli­na had protest­ed breath­less­ly as they chugged along at the alarm­ing rate of al­most fif­teen miles an hour.

			Jan Snip had been ren­dered speech­less. Un­til the ac­tu­al ar­rival of the team and wag­on at six he count­ed them as mys­te­ri­ous­ly lost and De­Jong’s wid­ow clear­ly gone mad. Au­gust Hempel’s ar­rival next day with Julie seat­ed be­side him in the light spi­der-phaeton drawn by two slim wild-eyed quiv­er­ing grays made lit­tle tu­mult in Jan’s stunned mind by now in­ca­pable of ab­sorb­ing any fresh sur­pris­es.

			In the twelve years’ tran­si­tion from butch­er to pack­er Aug Hempel had tak­en on a cer­tain au­thor­i­ty and dis­tinc­tion. Now, at fifty-five, his hair was gray, re­liev­ing the too-rud­dy colour of his face. He talked al­most with­out an ac­cent; used the id­iomat­ic Amer­i­can speech he heard about the yards, where the Hempel pack­ing plant was sit­u­at­ed. On­ly his d’s were like­ly to sound like t’s. The let­ter j had a slight­ly ch sound. In the last few years he had grown very deaf in one ear, so that when you spoke to him he looked at you in­tent­ly. This had giv­en him a rep­u­ta­tion for keen­ness and great char­ac­ter in­sight, when it was mere­ly the pro­tec­tive trick of a man who does not want to con­fess that he is hard of hear­ing. He wore square-toed shoes with soft tips and square-cut gray clothes and a large gray hat with a chron­i­cal­ly in­ad­e­quate sweat­band. The square-cut boots were ex­pen­sive, and the square-cut gray clothes and the large gray hat, but in them he al­ways gave the ef­fect of be­ing dressed in the dis­card­ed gar­ments of a much larg­er man.

			Seli­na’s do­main he sur­veyed with a keen and com­pre­hen­sive eye.

			“You want to sell?”

			“No.”

			“That’s good.” (It was near­ly goot as he said it.) “Few years from now this land will be worth mon­ey.” He had spent a bare fif­teen min­utes tak­ing shrewd val­u­a­tion of the prop­er­ty from fields to barn, from barn to house. “Well, what do you want to do, heh, Seli­na?”

			They were seat­ed in the cool and un­ex­pect­ed­ly pleas­ing lit­tle par­lour, with its old Dutch lus­tre set gleam­ing soft­ly in the cab­i­net, its three rows of books, its air of com­fort and us­age.

			Dirk was in the yard with one of the Van Ruys boys, sur­vey­ing the grays pro­pri­eto­ri­al­ly. Jan was root­ing in the fields. Seli­na clasped her hands tight­ly in her lap—those hands that, from much grub­bing in the soil, had tak­en on some­thing of the look of the gnarled things they tend­ed. The nails were short, dis­coloured, bro­ken. The palms rough, cal­loused. The whole sto­ry of the last twelve years of Seli­na’s life was writ­ten in her two hands.

			“I want to stay here, and work the farm, and make it pay. I can. By next spring my as­para­gus is go­ing to be­gin to bring in mon­ey. I’m not go­ing to grow just the com­mon gar­den stuff any more—not much, any­way. I’m go­ing to spe­cial­ize in the fine things—the kind the South Wa­ter Street com­mis­sion men want. I want to drain the low land. Tile it. That land hasn’t been used for years. It ought to be rich grow­ing land by now, if once it’s prop­er­ly drained. And I want Dirk to go to school. Good schools. I nev­er want my son to go to the Hay­mar­ket. Nev­er. Nev­er.”

			Julie stirred with a lit­tle rus­tle and click of silk and beads. Her gen­tle ami­a­bil­i­ty was vague­ly alarmed by the iron qual­i­ty of de­ter­mi­na­tion in the oth­er’s tone.

			“Yes, but what about you, Seli­na?”

			“Me?”

			“Yes, of course. You talk as though you didn’t count. Your life. Things to make you hap­py.”

			“My life doesn’t count, ex­cept as some­thing for Dirk to use. I’m done with any­thing else. Oh, I don’t mean that I’m dis­cour­aged, or dis­ap­point­ed in life, or any­thing like that. I mean I start­ed out with the wrong idea. I know bet­ter now. I’m here to keep Dirk from mak­ing the mis­takes I made.”

			Here Aug Hempel, loung­ing large­ly in his chair and eye­ing Seli­na in­tent­ly, turned his gaze ab­sent­ly through the win­dow to where the grays, a liv­ing equine stat­ue, stood be­fore the house. His tone was one of med­i­ta­tion, not of ar­gu­ment. “It don’t work out that way, seems. About mis­takes it’s fun­ny. You got to make your own; and not on­ly that, if you try to keep peo­ple from mak­ing theirs they get mad.” He whis­tled soft­ly through his teeth fol­low­ing this ut­ter­ance and tapped the chair seat with his fin­ger nails.

			“It’s beau­ty!” Seli­na said then, al­most pas­sion­ate­ly. Aug Hempel and Julie plain­ly could make noth­ing of this re­mark so she went on, ea­ger, ex­plana­to­ry. “I used to think that if you want­ed beau­ty—if you want­ed it hard enough and hope­ful­ly enough—it came to you. You just wait­ed, and lived your life as best you could, know­ing that beau­ty might be just around the cor­ner. You just wait­ed, and then it came.”

			“Beau­ty!” ex­claimed Julie, weak­ly. She stared at Seli­na in the ev­i­dent be­lief that this work-worn hag­gard wom­an was be­moan­ing her lack of per­son­al pul­chri­tude.

			“Yes. All the worth­while things in life. All mixed up. Rooms in can­dle­light. Leisure. Colour. Trav­el. Books. Mu­sic. Pic­tures. Peo­ple—all kinds of peo­ple. Work that you love. And growth—growth and watch­ing peo­ple grow. Feel­ing very strong­ly about things and then de­vel­op­ing that feel­ing to—to make some­thing fine come of it.” The word self-ex­pres­sion was not in cant use then, and Seli­na hadn’t it to of­fer them. They would not have known what she meant if she had. She threw out her hands now in a fu­tile ges­ture. “That’s what I mean by beau­ty. I want Dirk to have it.”

			Julie blinked and nod­ded with the wise ami­able look of com­pre­hen­sion as­sumed by one who has un­der­stood no sin­gle word of what has been said. Au­gust Hempel cleared his throat.

			“I guess I know what you’re driv­ing at Seli­na, maybe. About Julie I felt just like that. She should have ev­ery­thing fine. I want­ed her to have ev­ery­thing. And she did, too. Cried for the moon she had it.”

			“I nev­er did have it Pa, any such thing!”

			“Nev­er cried for it, I know of.”

			“For pity’s sake!” plead­ed Julie, the lit­er­al, “let’s stop talk­ing and do some­thing. My good­ness, any­body with a lit­tle mon­ey can have books and can­dles and trav­el around and look at pic­tures, if that’s all. So let’s do some­thing. Pa, you’ve prob­a­bly got it all fixed in your mind long ago. It’s time we heard it. Here Seli­na was one of the most pop­u­lar girls in Miss Fis­ter’s school, and lots of peo­ple thought the pret­ti­est. And now just look at her!”

			A flick­er of the old flame leaped up in Seli­na. “Flat­ter­er!” she mur­mured.

			Aug Hempel stood up. “If you think giv­ing your whole life to mak­ing the boy hap­py is go­ing to make him hap­py you ain’t so smart as I took you for. You go try­ing to live some­body else’s life for them.”

			“I’m not go­ing to live his life for him. I want to show him how to live it so that he’ll get full val­ue out of it.”

			“Keep­ing him out of the Hay­mar­ket if the Hay­mar­ket’s the nat­u­ral place for him to be won’t do that. How can you tell! Mon­key­ing with what’s to be. I’m out at the yards ev­ery day, in and out of the cat­tle pens, talk­ing to the drovers and herders, mix­ing in with the buy­ers. I can tell the weight of a hog and what he’s worth just by a look at him, and a steer, too. My son-in-law Michael Arnold sits up in the of­fice all day in our plant, dic­tat­ing let­ters. His clothes they nev­er stink of the pens like mine do. … Now I ain’t say­ing any­thing against him, Julie. But I bet my grand­son Eu­gene”—he re­peat­ed it, stress­ing the name so that you sensed his dis­like of it—“Eu­gene, if he comes in­to the busi­ness at all when he grows up, won’t go with­in smelling dis­tance of the yards. His of­fice I bet will be in a new of­fice build­ing on, say Madi­son Street, with a view of the lake. Life! You’ll be hog­gin’ it all your­self and not know it.”

			“Don’t pay any at­ten­tion to him,” Julie in­ter­posed. “He goes on like that. Old yards!”

			Au­gust Hempel bit off the end of a cigar, was about to spit out the speck ex­plo­sive­ly, thought bet­ter of it and tucked it in his vest pock­et. “I wouldn’t change places with Mike, not—”

			“Please don’t call him Mike, Pa.”

			“Michael, then. Not for ten mil­lion. And I need ten mil­lion right now.”

			“And I sup­pose,” re­tort­ed Seli­na, spirit­ed­ly, “that when your son-in-law Michael Arnold is your age he’ll be telling Eu­gene how he roughed it in an of­fice over at the yards in the old days. These will be the old days.”

			Au­gust Hempel laughed good hu­moured­ly. “That can be, Seli­na. That can be.” He chewed his cigar and set­tled to the busi­ness at hand.

			“You want to drain and tile. Plant high-grade stuff. You got to have a man on the place that knows what’s what, not this Rip Van Win­kle we saw in the cab­bage field. New hors­es. A wag­on.” His eyes nar­rowed spec­u­la­tive­ly. Shrewd wrin­kles ra­di­at­ed from their cor­ners. “I betcha we’ll see the day when you truck farm­ers will run in­to town with your stuff in big au­to­mo­bile wag­ons that will get you there in un­der an hour. It’s bound to come. The horse is doomed, that’s chust what.” Then, abrupt­ly, “I will get you the hors­es, a bar­gain, at the yards.” He took out a long flat check book. He be­gan writ­ing in it with a pen that he took from his pock­et—some sort of mar­vel­lous pen that seemed al­ready filled with ink and that you un­screwed at the top and then screwed at the bot­tom. He squint­ed through his cigar smoke, the check book propped on his knee. He tore off the check with a clean rip. “For a starter,” he said. He held it out to Seli­na.

			“There now!” ex­claimed Julie, in tri­umphant sat­is­fac­tion. That was more like it. Do­ing some­thing.

			But Seli­na did not take the check. She sat very still in her chair, her hands fold­ed. “That isn’t the reg­u­lar way,” she said.

			Au­gust Hempel was screw­ing the top on his foun­tain pen again. “Reg­u­lar way? for what?”

			“I’m bor­row­ing this mon­ey, not tak­ing it. Oh, yes, I am! I couldn’t get along with­out it. I re­al­ize that now, af­ter yes­ter­day. Yes­ter­day! But in five years—sev­en—I’ll pay it back.” Then, at a half-ut­tered protest from Julie, “That’s the on­ly way I’ll take it. It’s for Dirk. But I’m go­ing to earn it—and pay it back. I want a—” she was be­ing enor­mous­ly busi­nesslike, and un­con­scious­ly en­joy­ing it—“a—an I.O.U. A prom­ise to pay you back just as—as soon as I can. That’s busi­ness, isn’t it? And I’ll sign it.”

			“Sure,” said Aug Hempel, and un­screwed his foun­tain pen again. “Sure that’s busi­ness.” Very se­ri­ous, he scrib­bled again, busi­ly, on a piece of pa­per. A year lat­er, when Seli­na had learned many things, among them that sim­ple and com­pound in­ter­est on mon­ey loaned are not mere prob­lems de­vised to fill Duffy’s Arith­metic in her school-teach­ing days, she went to Au­gust Hempel be­tween laugh­ter and tears.

			“You didn’t say one word about in­ter­est, that day. Not a word. What a lit­tle fool you must have thought me.”

			“Be­tween friends,” protest­ed Au­gust Hempel.

			But—“No,” Seli­na in­sist­ed. “In­ter­est.”

			“I guess I bet­ter start me a bank pret­ty soon if you keep on so busi­nesslike.”

			Ten years lat­er he was ac­tu­al­ly the con­trol­ling pow­er in the Yards & Rangers’ Bank. And Seli­na had that orig­i­nal I.O.U. with its “Paid In Full. Aug Hempel,” care­ful­ly tucked away in the carved oak chest to­geth­er with oth­er keep­sakes that she fool­ish­ly trea­sured—ridicu­lous scraps that no one but she would have un­der­stood or val­ued—a small school slate such as lit­tle chil­dren use (the one on which she had taught Per­vus to fig­ure and parse); a dried bunch of tril­li­ums; a bus­tled and pan­niered wine-red cash­mere dress, ab­surd­ly old-fash­ioned; a let­ter telling about the In­fan­ta Eu­lalie of Spain, and signed Julie Hempel Arnold; a pair of men’s old side-boots with mud caked on them; a crude sketch, al­most oblit­er­at­ed now, done on a torn scrap of brown pa­per and show­ing the Hay­mar­ket with the wag­ons veg­etable-laden and the men gath­ered be­neath the street-flares, and the pa­tient farm hors­es—Roelf’s child­ish sketch.

			Among this rub­bish she rum­maged pe­ri­od­i­cal­ly in the years that fol­lowed. In­deed, twen­ty years lat­er Dirk, com­ing up­on her smooth­ing out the wrin­kled yel­low creas­es of the I.O.U. or shak­ing the cam­phor-laden folds of the wine-red cash­mere, would say, “At it again! What a sen­ti­men­tal gen­er­a­tion yours was, Moth­er. Pressed flow­ers! They went out with the at­tic, didn’t they? If the house caught fire you’d prob­a­bly run for the junk in that chest. It isn’t worth two cents, the lot of it.”

			“Per­haps not,” Seli­na said, slow­ly. “Still, there’d be some mon­ey val­ue, I sup­pose, in an ear­ly orig­i­nal signed sketch by Rodin.”

			“Rodin! You haven’t got a—”

			“No, but here’s one by Pool—Roelf Pool—signed. At a sale in New York last week one of his sketch­es—not a fin­ished thing at all—just a rough draw­ing that he’d made of some fig­ures in a group that went in­to the Dough­boy stat­ue—brought one thous—”

			“Oh, well, that—yes. But the rest of the stuff you’ve got there—fun­ny how peo­ple will trea­sure old stuff like that. Use­less stuff. It isn’t even beau­ti­ful.”

			“Beau­ti­ful!” said Seli­na, and shut the lid of the old chest. “Why, Dirk—Dirk! You don’t even know what beau­ty is. You nev­er will know.”

		
	
		
			XIII

			If those vague char­ac­ter­is­tics called (var­i­ous­ly) mag­netism, man­ner, grace, dis­tinc­tion, at­trac­tive­ness, fas­ci­na­tion, go to make up that neb­u­lous qual­i­ty known as charm; and if the pos­ses­sor of that qual­i­ty is ac­count­ed for­tu­nate in his equip­ment for that which the class-day or­a­tors style the bat­tle of life, then Dirk De­Jong was a lucky lad and life lay promis­ing­ly be­fore him. Un­doubt­ed­ly he had it; and un­doubt­ed­ly it did. Peo­ple said that things “came easy” for Dirk. He said so him­self, not boast­ful­ly, but rather shy­ly. He was not one to talk a great deal. Per­haps that was one of his most charm­ing qual­i­ties. He lis­tened so well. And he was so qui­et­ly ef­fort­less. He lis­tened while oth­er peo­ple talked, his fine head in­clined just a lit­tle to one side and bent to­ward you. In­tent on what you were say­ing, and ev­i­dent­ly im­pressed by it. You felt him im­mense­ly in­tel­li­gent, ap­pre­cia­tive. It was a gift more valu­able than any oth­er so­cial tal­ent he might have pos­sessed. He him­self did not know how pre­cious an at­tribute this was to prove in a lat­er day when to be al­lowed to fin­ish a sen­tence was an ex­pe­ri­ence all too rare. Old­er men es­pe­cial­ly said he was a smart young feller and would make his mark. This, sur­pris­ing­ly enough, af­ter a con­ver­sa­tion to which he had con­trib­uted not a word oth­er than “Yes,” or “No,” or, “Per­haps you’re right, sir,” in the prop­er places.

			Seli­na thought con­stant­ly of Dirk’s fu­ture. A thou­sand oth­er thoughts might be rac­ing through her mind dur­ing the day—plans for the farm, for the house—but al­ways, over and above and through all these, like the steady beat of a drum pen­e­trat­ing sharp­er and more ur­gent sounds—was the thought of Dirk. He did well enough at high school. Not a bril­liant stu­dent, nor even a very good one. But good enough. Av­er­age. And well liked.

			It was dur­ing those care­less years of Dirk’s boy­hood be­tween nine and fif­teen that Seli­na changed the De­Jong acres from a worn-out and down-at-heel truck farm whose scant prod­ucts brought a sec­ond-rate price in a sec­ond-rate mar­ket to a pros­per­ous and bloom­ing veg­etable gar­den whose out­put was sought a year in ad­vance by the South Wa­ter Street com­mis­sion mer­chants. De­Jong as­para­gus with firm white thick stalk bases ta­per­ing to a rich green streaked with laven­der at the tips. De­Jong hot­house toma­toes in Feb­ru­ary, plump, scar­let, juicy. You paid for a pound a sum Per­vus had been glad to get for a bushel.

			These six or sev­en years of re­lent­less labour had been no showy suc­cess with Seli­na pos­ing grand­ly as the New Wom­an in Busi­ness. No, it had been a painful, grub­bing, heart­break­ing process as is any project that de­pends on the ac­tu­al soil for its re­al­iza­tion. She drove her­self piti­less­ly. She lit­er­al­ly tore a liv­ing out of the earth with her two bare hands. Yet there was noth­ing pitiable about this small en­er­get­ic wom­an of thir­ty-five or forty with her fine soft dark eyes, her clean-cut jaw-line, her shab­by de­cent clothes that were so like­ly to be spat­tered with the mud of the road or fields, her ex­quis­ite nose with the fun­ny lit­tle wrin­kle across the bridge when she laughed. Rather, there was some­thing splen­did about her; some­thing rich, prophet­ic. It was the splen­dour and rich­ness that achieve­ment im­parts.

			It is doubt­ful that she ev­er could have suc­ceed­ed with­out the mon­ey bor­rowed from Au­gust Hempel; with­out his shrewd coun­sel. She told him this, some­times. He de­nied it. “Eas­i­er, yes. But you would have found a way, Seli­na. Some way. Julie, no. But you, yes. You are like that. Me, too. Say, plen­ty fellers that was butch­ers with me twen­ty years ago over on North Clark Street are butch­ers yet, cut­ting off a steak or a chop. ‘Good morn­ing, Mrs. Kruger. What’ll it be to­day?’ ”

			The Hempel Pack­ing Com­pa­ny was a vast mon­ster now stretch­ing great arms in­to Eu­rope, in­to South Amer­i­ca. In some of the yel­low jour­nals that had cropped up in the last few years you even saw old Aug him­self por­trayed in car­toons as an oc­to­pus with cold slimy eyes and a hun­dred writhing reach­ing ten­ta­cles. These both­ered Aug a lit­tle, though he pre­tend­ed to laugh at them. “What do they want to go to work and make me out like that for? I sell good meat for all I can get for it. That’s busi­ness, ain’t it?”

			Dirk had his tasks on the farm. Seli­na saw to that. But they were not heavy. He left for school at eight in the morn­ing, driv­ing, for the dis­tance was too great for walk­ing. Of­ten it was dark on his re­turn in the late af­ter­noon. Be­tween these hours Seli­na had ac­com­plished the work of two men. She had two field-helpers on the place now dur­ing the busy sea­son and a wom­an in the house, the wife of Adam Bras, one of the labour­ers. Jan Snip, too, still worked about the place in the barn, the sheds, tend­ing the cold­frames and hot­hous­es, do­ing odd jobs of car­pen­ter­ing. He dis­trust­ed Seli­na’s new­fan­gled meth­ods, glow­ered at any mod­ern piece of ma­chin­ery, pre­dict­ed dire things when Seli­na bought the twen­ty acres that com­prised the old Bouts place ad­join­ing the De­Jong farm.

			“You bit off more as you can chaw,” he told her. “You choke yet. You see.”

			By the time Dirk re­turned from school the rough work of the day was over. His food was al­ways hot, ap­pe­tiz­ing, plen­ti­ful. The house was neat, com­fort­able. Seli­na had in­stalled a bath­room—one of the two bath­rooms in High Prairie. The neigh­bour­hood was still rock­ing with the shock of this when it was in­formed by Jan that Seli­na and Dirk ate with can­dles light­ed on the sup­per ta­ble. High Prairie slapped its thigh and howled with mirth.

			“Cab­bages is beau­ti­ful,” said old Klaas Pool when he heard this. “Cab­bages is beau­ti­ful I betcha.”

			Seli­na, dur­ing the years of the boy’s ado­les­cence, had nev­er urged him to a de­ci­sion about his fu­ture. That, she de­cid­ed, would come. As the farm pros­pered and the pres­sure of ne­ces­si­ty lift­ed she tried, in var­i­ous in­ge­nious ways, to ex­tract from him some un­con­scious sign of def­i­nite pref­er­ence for this call­ing, that pro­fes­sion. As in her lean­est days she had bought an oc­ca­sion­al book at the cost of much-need­ed shoes for her­self so now she bought many of them with mon­ey that an­oth­er wom­an would have used for lux­u­ry or adorn­ments. Years of per­son­al pri­va­tion had not killed her love of fine soft silken things, mel­low colour­ing, ex­quis­ite work­man­ship. But they had made it im­pos­si­ble for her to cov­et these things for her­self. She loved to see them, to feel them. Could not wear them. Years lat­er, when she could well af­ford a French hat in one of the Michi­gan Av­enue millinery shops, she would look at the silk and satin tri­fles bloom­ing in the win­dows like gay bril­liant flow­ers in a con­ser­va­to­ry—and would buy an untrimmed “shape” for $2.95 in Field’s base­ment. The habit of a life­time is strong. Just once she made her­self buy one of these cost­ly silk-and-feath­er ex­trav­a­gances, go­ing about the pur­chase de­lib­er­ate­ly and cold­ly as a man gets drunk once for the ex­pe­ri­ence. The hat had cost twen­ty-two dol­lars. She nev­er had worn it.

			Un­til Dirk was six­teen she had been con­tent to let him de­vel­op as nat­u­ral­ly as pos­si­ble, and to ab­sorb im­pres­sions un­con­scious­ly from the traps she so guile­ful­ly left about him. Books on the lives of great men—lives of Lin­coln, of Wash­ing­ton, Glad­stone, Dis­raeli, Voltaire. His­to­ry. Books on paint­ing, charm­ing­ly il­lus­trat­ed. Books on ar­chi­tec­ture; law; medicine, even. She sub­scribed to two of the best en­gi­neer­ing mag­a­zines. There was a shed which he was free to use as a work­shop, fit­ted up with all sorts of tools. He did not use it much, af­ter the first few weeks. He was pleas­ant­ly and mild­ly in­ter­est­ed in all these things; held by none of them. Seli­na had thought of Roelf when they were fit­ting up the work­shop. The Pools had heard from Roelf just once since his flight from the farm. A let­ter had come from France. In it was a sum of mon­ey for Geert­je and Joz­i­na—a small sum to take the trou­ble to send all the way from an out­landish coun­try, the well-to-do Pool house­hold thought. Geert­je was mar­ried now to Van­der Si­jde’s son Ger­rit and liv­ing on a farm out Low Prairie way. Joz­i­na had a crazy idea that she want­ed to go in­to the city as a nurse. Roelf’s small gift of mon­ey made lit­tle dif­fer­ence in their day. They nev­er knew the strug­gle that the im­pe­cu­nious young Paris art stu­dent had had to save it sou by sou. Seli­na had nev­er heard from him. But one day years lat­er she had come run­ning to Dirk with an il­lus­trat­ed mag­a­zine in her hand.

			“Look!” she had cried, and point­ed to a pic­ture. He had rarely seen her so ex­cit­ed, so stirred. The il­lus­tra­tion showed a pho­to­graph­ic re­pro­duc­tion of a piece of sculp­ture—a wom­an’s fig­ure. It was called The Seine. A fig­ure sin­u­ous, snake­like, grace­ful, re­volt­ing, beau­ti­ful, ter­ri­ble. The face al­lur­ing, in­sa­tiable, gen­er­ous, treach­er­ous, all at once. It was the Seine that fed the fer­tile val­ley land; the Seine that claimed a thou­sand bloat­ed life­less float­ing Things; the red-eyed hag of 1793; the dim­pling co­quette of 1650. Be­neath the il­lus­tra­tion a line or two—Roelf Pool … Sa­lon … Amer­i­can … fu­ture …

			“It’s Roelf!” Seli­na had cried. “Roelf. Lit­tle Roelf Pool!” Tears in her eyes. Dirk had been po­lite­ly in­ter­est­ed. But then he had nev­er known him, re­al­ly. He had heard his moth­er speak of him, but—

			Seli­na showed the pic­ture to the Pools, driv­ing over there one evening to sur­prise them with it. Mrs. Klaas Pool had been hor­ri­fied at the pic­ture of a nude wom­an’s fig­ure; had cried “Og heden!” in dis­gust, and had seemed to think that Seli­na had brought it over in a spir­it of spite. Was she go­ing to show it to the rest of High Prairie!

			Seli­na un­der­stood High Prairie folk bet­ter now, though not al­to­geth­er, even af­ter al­most twen­ty years of liv­ing amongst them. A cold peo­ple, yet kind­ly. Sus­pi­cious, yet gen­er­ous. Dis­trust­ful of all change, yet pro­gress­ing by sheer force of thrift and un­ceas­ing labour. Unimag­i­na­tive for gen­er­a­tions, on­ly to pro­duce—a Roelf Pool.

			She tried now to ex­plain the mean­ing of the fig­ure Roelf had mould­ed so mas­ter­ful­ly. “You see, it’s sup­posed to rep­re­sent the Seine. The Riv­er Seine that flows through Paris in­to the coun­try­side be­yond. The whole his­to­ry of Paris—of France—is bound up in the Seine; in­ter­twined with it. Ter­ri­ble things, and mag­nif­i­cent things. It flows just be­neath the Lou­vre. You can see it from the Bastille. On its largest is­land stands Notre Dame. The Seine has seen such things, Mrs. Pool!—”

			“What dom talk!” in­ter­rupt­ed the late wid­ow. “A riv­er can’t see. Any­body knows that.”

			At sev­en­teen Dirk and Seli­na talked of the year to come. He was go­ing to a uni­ver­si­ty. But to what uni­ver­si­ty? And what did he want to study? We-e-ll, hard to say. Kind of a gen­er­al course, wasn’t there? Some lan­guages—lit­tle French or some­thing—and po­lit­i­cal econ­o­my, and some lit­er­a­ture and maybe his­to­ry.

			“Oh,” Seli­na had said. “Yes. Gen­er­al. Of course, if a per­son want­ed to be an ar­chi­tect, why, I sup­pose Cor­nell would be the place. Or Har­vard for law. Or Bos­ton Tech for en­gi­neer­ing, or—”

			Oh, yeh, if a fel­low want­ed any of those things. Good idea, though, to take a kind of gen­er­al course un­til you found out ex­act­ly what you want­ed to do. Lan­guages and lit­er­a­ture and that kind of thing.

			Seli­na was rather de­light­ed than oth­er­wise. That, she knew, was the way they did it in Eng­land. You sent your son to a uni­ver­si­ty not to cram some tech­ni­cal course in­to him, or to rail­road him through a book-knowl­edge of some pro­fes­sion. You sent him so that he might de­vel­op in an at­mos­phere of books, of learn­ing; spend­ing re­laxed hours in the com­pan­ion­ship of men who taught for the love of teach­ing; whose in­for­mal talks be­fore a study fire were more rich­ly valu­able than whole cour­ses of class­room lec­tures. She had read of these things in Eng­lish nov­els. Ox­ford. Cam­bridge. Dons. Ivy. Punt­ing. Prints. Mul­lioned win­dows. Books. Dis­cus­sion. Lit­er­ary clubs.

			This was Eng­land. An old­er civ­i­liza­tion, of course. But there must be some­thing of that in Amer­i­can uni­ver­si­ties. And if that was what Dirk want­ed she was glad. Glad! A reach­ing af­ter true beau­ty.

			You heard such won­der­ful things about Mid­west Uni­ver­si­ty, in Chica­go. On the south side. It was new, yes. But those Goth­ic build­ings gave an ef­fect, some­how, of age and per­ma­nence (the smoke and cin­ders from the Illi­nois Cen­tral sub­ur­ban trains were large­ly re­spon­si­ble for that, as well as the soft coal from a thou­sand neigh­bour­ing chim­neys). And there ac­tu­al­ly was ivy. Un­de­ni­able ivy, and mul­lioned win­dows.

			Dirk had sug­gest­ed it, not she. The en­trance re­quire­ments were quite mild. Har­vard? Yale? Oh, those fel­lows all had wads of mon­ey. Eu­gene Arnold had his own car at New Haven.

			In that case, they de­cid­ed, Mid­west Uni­ver­si­ty, in Chica­go, on the south side near the lake, would do splen­did­ly. For a gen­er­al course, sort of. The world lay ahead of Dirk. It was like the child­hood game of count­ing but­tons.

			
				
					Rich man, poor man, beg­gar-man, thief,

					Doc­tor, lawyer, mer­chant, chief.
				

			

			To­geth­er they count­ed Dirk’s men­tal but­tons but it nev­er came out twice the same. It de­pend­ed on the suit you hap­pened to be wear­ing, of course. Eu­gene Arnold was go­ing to take law at Yale. He said it would be nec­es­sary if he was go­ing in­to the busi­ness. He didn’t put it just that way, when talk­ing to Dirk. He said the damned old hog busi­ness. Pauline (she in­sist­ed that they call her Paula now) was at a girls’ school up the Hud­son—one of those schools that nev­er ad­ver­tise even in the front of the thir­ty-five-cent mag­a­zines.

			So, at eigh­teen, it had been Mid­west Uni­ver­si­ty for Dirk. It was a much more eco­nom­i­cal plan than would have re­sult­ed from the choice of an east­ern col­lege. High Prairie heard that Dirk De­Jong was go­ing away to col­lege. A neigh­bour’s son said, “Go­ing to Wis­con­sin? Agri­cul­tur­al course there?”

			“My gosh, no!” Dirk had an­swered. He told this to Seli­na, laugh­ing. But she had not laughed.

			“I’d like to take that course my­self, if you must know. They say it’s won­der­ful.” She looked at him, sud­den­ly. “Dirk, you wouldn’t like to take it, would you? To go to Madi­son, I mean. Is that what you’d like?”

			He stared. “Me! No! … Un­less you want me to, Moth­er. Then I would, glad­ly. I hate your work­ing like this, on the farm, while I go off to school. It makes me feel kind of rot­ten, hav­ing my moth­er work­ing for me. The oth­er fel­lows—”

			“I’m do­ing the work I’m in­ter­est­ed in, for the per­son I love best in the world. I’d be lost—un­hap­py—with­out the farm. If the city creeps up on me here, as they pre­dict it will, I don’t know what I shall do.”

			But Dirk had a pre­dic­tion of his own to make. “Chica­go’ll nev­er grow this way, with all those steel mills and hunkies to the south of us. The north side is go­ing to be the place to live. It is al­ready.”

			“The place for whom?”

			“For the peo­ple with mon­ey.”

			She smiled then so that you saw the fun­ny lit­tle wrin­kle across her nose. “Well, then the south sec­tion of Chica­go is go­ing to be all right for us yet a while.”

			“Just you wait till I’m suc­cess­ful. Then there’ll be no more work­ing for you.”

			“What do you mean by ‘suc­cess­ful,’ So­big?” She had not called him that in years. But now the old nick­name came to her tongue per­haps be­cause they were speak­ing of his fu­ture, his suc­cess. “What do you mean by ‘suc­cess­ful,’ So­big?”

			“Rich. Lots of mon­ey.”

			“Oh, no, Dirk! No! That’s not suc­cess. Roelf—the thing Roelf does—that’s suc­cess.”

			“Oh, well, if you have mon­ey enough you can buy the things he makes, and have ’em. That’s al­most as good, isn’t it?”

			Mid­west Uni­ver­si­ty had sprung up al­most lit­er­al­ly overnight on the prop­er­ty that had been the site of the Mid­way Plai­sance dur­ing the World’s Fair in Chica­go in ’93. One man’s mil­lions had been the mag­ic wand that, waved over a bare stretch of prairie land, had pro­duced a seat of learn­ing. The uni­ver­si­ty guide book spoke of him rev­er­ent­ly as the Founder, cap­i­tal­iz­ing the word as one does the De­ity. The stu­dent body spoke of him with some­what less ven­er­a­tion. They called him Coal-Oil John­ny. He had al­ready giv­en thir­ty mil­lions to the uni­ver­si­ty and still the in­sa­tiable maw of this in­sti­tute of learn­ing yawned for more. When oil went up a frac­tion of a cent they said, “Guess Coal-Oil John­ny’s fix­ing to feed us an­oth­er mil­lion.”

			Dirk com­menced his stud­ies at Mid­west Uni­ver­si­ty in the au­tumn of 1909. His first year was none too agree­able, as is usu­al­ly the case in first years. He got on well, though. A large pro­por­tion of the men stu­dents were tak­ing law, which ac­counts for the great num­ber of re­al-es­tate sales­men and in­sur­ance agents now do­ing busi­ness in and about Chica­go. Be­fore the end of the first se­mes­ter he was pop­u­lar. He was a nat­u­ral-born floor com­mit­tee­man and badges bloomed in his but­ton­hole. Mere­ly by don­ning a ready-made dress suit he could give it a made-to-or­der air. He had great nat­u­ral charm of man­ner. The men liked him, and the girls, too. He learned to say, “Got Pol Econ at ten,” which meant that he took Po­lit­i­cal Econ­o­my at that hour; and “I’d like to cut Psyk,” meant that he was not up on his ap­proach­ing les­son in Ap­plied Psy­chol­o­gy. He rarely “cut” a class. He would have felt that this was un­fair and dis­loy­al to his moth­er. Some of his fel­low stu­dents joked about this faith­ful­ness to his class­es. “Per­son would think you were an Un­clas­si­fied,” they said.

			The Un­clas­si­fieds were made up, for the most part, of earnest and rather mid­dle-aged stu­dents whose ed­u­ca­tion was a de­layed bloom­ing. They usu­al­ly were not en­rolled for a full course, or were tak­ing dou­ble work fever­ish­ly. The Clas­si­fieds, on the oth­er hand, were the reg­u­lar­ly en­rolled stu­dents, pret­ty well of an age (be­tween sev­en­teen and twen­ty-three) who took their ed­u­ca­tion with a sprin­kling of sug­ar. Of the Un­clas­si­fied stu­dents the Uni­ver­si­ty cat­a­logue said:

			
				Per­sons at least twen­ty-one years of age, not seek­ing a de­gree, may be ad­mit­ted through the of­fice of the Uni­ver­si­ty Ex­am­in­er to the cour­ses of in­struc­tion of­fered in the Uni­ver­si­ty, as un­clas­si­fied stu­dents. They shall present ev­i­dence of suc­cess­ful ex­pe­ri­ence as a teach­er or oth­er valu­able ed­uca­tive ex­pe­ri­ence in prac­ti­cal life. … They are in­el­i­gi­ble for pub­lic ap­pear­ance. …

			

			You saw them the Cin­derel­las and the Smikes of this tem­ple of learn­ing.

			The Clas­si­fieds and the Un­clas­si­fieds rarely mixed. Not age alone, but pur­pose sep­a­rat­ed them. The Clas­si­fieds, boys and girls, were, for the most part, slim young lads with caps and pipes and sweaters, their talk of foot­ball, base­ball, girls; slim young girls in sheer shirt­waists with pink rib­bons run through the corset cov­ers show­ing be­neath, pleat­ed skirts that switched de­light­ful­ly as they strolled across the cam­pus arm in arm, their talk of foot­ball games, fudge, clothes, boys. They cut class­es when­ev­er pos­si­ble. The Stu­dent Body. Mid­west turned them out by the hun­dreds—al­most by the link, one might say, as Aug Hempel’s sausage fac­to­ry turned out its fine plump sausages, each one ex­act­ly like the one be­hind and the one ahead of it. So many hun­dreds grad­u­at­ed in this year’s class. So many more hun­dreds to be grad­u­at­ed in next year’s class. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly an un­ruly sausage burst its skin and was dis­card­ed. They at­tend­ed a uni­ver­si­ty be­cause their par­ents—thrifty shop­keep­ers, man­u­fac­tur­ers, mer­chants, or pro­fes­sion­al men and their good wives—want­ed their chil­dren to have an ed­u­ca­tion. Were am­bi­tious for them. “I couldn’t have it my­self, and al­ways re­gret­ted it. Now I want my boy (or girl) to have a good ed­u­ca­tion that’ll fit ’em for the bat­tle of life. This is an age of spe­cial­iza­tion, let me tell you.”

			Foot­ball, fudge, I-said-to-Jim, I-said-to-Bessie.

			The Un­clas­si­fieds would no more have de­lib­er­ate­ly cut a class than they would have thrown their sparse week­ly bud­get-al­lowance in­to the gut­ter. If it had been phys­i­cal­ly pos­si­ble they would have at­tend­ed two class­es at once, lis­tened to two lec­tures, pre­pared two pa­pers si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly. Drab and earnest wom­en be­tween thir­ty and forty-eight, their hair not an or­na­ment, but some­thing to be pinned up quick­ly out of the way, their clothes a cov­er­ing, their shoes not even smart­ly “sen­si­ble,” but just shoes, scuffed, patched, util­i­tar­i­an. The men were se­ri­ous, shab­by, of­ten spec­ta­cled; dan­druff on their coat col­lars; their lined, anx­ious faces in cu­ri­ous con­trast to the fresh, boy­ish, care­free coun­te­nances of the Clas­si­fieds. They said, care­ful­ly, al­most sonorous­ly, “Po­lit­i­cal Econ­o­my. Ap­plied Psy­chol­o­gy.” Most of them had worked ten years, fif­teen years for this de­ferred school­ing. This one had had to sup­port a moth­er; that one a fam­i­ly of younger broth­ers and sis­ters. This plump wom­an of thir­ty-nine, with the jol­ly kind­ly face, had had a par­a­lyzed fa­ther. An­oth­er had known mere­ly pover­ty, grind­ing, sor­did pover­ty, with fif­teen years of painful pen­ny sav­ings to bring true this glo­ri­ous­ly re­al­ized dream of a uni­ver­si­ty ed­u­ca­tion. Here was one study­ing to be a trained So­cial Ser­vice Work­er. She had done ev­ery­thing from house­work as a ser­vant girl to clerk­ing in a 5- and 10-cent store. She had stud­ied evenings; saved pen­nies, nick­els, dimes, quar­ters. Oth­er valu­able ed­uca­tive ex­pe­ri­ence in prac­ti­cal life. They had had it, God knows.

			They re­gard­ed the uni­ver­si­ty at first with the love-blind eyes of a bride­groom who looks with the pas­sion­ate ten­der­ness of pos­ses­sion up­on his mis­tress for whom he has worked and wait­ed through the years of his youth. The uni­ver­si­ty was to bring back that van­ished youth—and some­thing more. Wis­dom. Knowl­edge. Pow­er. Un­der­stand­ing. They would have died for it—they al­most had, what with pri­va­tion, self-de­nial, work.

			They came with love clasped close in their two hands, an of­fer­to­ry. “Take me!” they cried. “I come with all I have. De­vo­tion, hope, de­sire to learn, a prom­ise to be a cred­it to you. I have had ex­pe­ri­ence, bit­ter­sweet ex­pe­ri­ence. I have known the bat­tle. See, here are my scars. I can bring to your class­rooms much that is valu­able. I ask on­ly for bread—the bread of knowl­edge.”

			And the Uni­ver­si­ty gave them a stone.

			“Get on to the hat!” said the Clas­si­fieds, hu­mor­ous­ly, cross­ing the cam­pus. “A fright!”

			The pro­fes­sors found them a shade too ea­ger, per­haps; too in­quir­ing; de­mand­ing too much. They stayed af­ter class and asked in­nu­mer­able ques­tions. They bris­tled with in­ter­ro­ga­tion. They were prone to hold forth in the class­room, “Well, I have found it to be the case in my ex­pe­ri­ence that—”

			But the pro­fes­sor pre­ferred to do the lec­tur­ing him­self. If there was to be any ex­pe­ri­ence re­lat­ed it should come from the teach­er’s plat­form, not the stu­dent’s chair. Be­sides, this sort of thing in­ter­fered with the rou­tine; kept you from cov­er­ing ground fast enough. The pe­ri­od bell rang, and there you were, half­way through the day’s pre­scribed les­son.

			In his first year Dirk made the al­most fa­tal mis­take of be­ing rather friend­ly with one of these Un­clas­si­fieds—a fe­male Un­clas­si­fied. She was in his Pol Econ class and sat next to him. A large, good-hu­moured, plump girl, about thir­ty-eight, with a shiny skin which she nev­er pow­dered and thick hair that ex­ud­ed a dis­agree­able odour of oil. She was sym­pa­thet­ic and jol­ly, but her clothes were a fright, the Clas­si­fieds would have told you, and no mat­ter how cold the day there was al­ways a half-moon of stain show­ing un­der her armpits. She had a re­al­ly fine mind, quick, ea­ger, bal­anced, al­most ju­di­cial. She knew just which ref­er­ences were valu­able, which use­less. Just how to go about get­ting in­for­ma­tion for next day’s class; for the week­ly pa­per to be pre­pared. Her name was Schwen­gauer—Mat­tie Schwen­gauer. Ter­ri­ble!

			“Here,” she would say good-na­tured­ly, to Dirk. “You don’t need to read all those. My, no! I’ll tell you. You’ll get ex­act­ly what you want by read­ing pages 256 to 273 in Blaine’s; 549 to 567 in Jaeck­el; and the first eleven—no, twelve—pages of Trow­bridge’s re­port. That’ll give you prac­ti­cal­ly ev­ery­thing you need.”

			Dirk was grate­ful. Her notes were al­ways co­pi­ous, per­fect. She nev­er hes­i­tat­ed to let him copy them. They got in the way of walk­ing out of the class­room to­geth­er, across the cam­pus. She told him some­thing of her­self.

			“Your peo­ple farm­ers!” Sur­prised, she looked at his well-cut clothes, his slim, strong, un­marked hands, his smart shoes and cap. “Why, so are mine. Iowa.” She pro­nounced it Ioway. “I lived on the farm all my life till I was twen­ty-sev­en. I al­ways want­ed to go away to school, but we nev­er had the mon­ey and I couldn’t come to town to earn be­cause I was the old­est, and Ma was sick­ly af­ter Em­ma—that’s the youngest—there are nine of us—was born. Ma was anx­ious I should go and Pa was will­ing, but it couldn’t be. No fault of theirs. One year the sum­mer would be so hot, with no rain hard­ly from spring till fall, and the corn would just dry up on the stalks, like pa­per. The next year it would be so wet the seed would rot in the ground. Ma died when I was twen­ty-six. The kids were all pret­ty well grown up by that time. Pa mar­ried again in a year and I went to Des Moines to work. I stayed there six years but I didn’t save much on ac­count of my broth­er. He was kind of wild. He had come to Des Moines, too, af­ter Pa mar­ried. He and Ag­gie—that’s the sec­ond wife—didn’t get along. I came to Chica­go about five years ago. … I’ve done all kinds of work, I guess, ex­cept dig­ging in a coal mine. I’d have done that if I’d had to.”

			She told him all this in­gen­u­ous­ly, sim­ply. Dirk felt drawn to­ward her, sor­ry for her. His was a na­ture quick to sym­pa­thy. Some­thing she said now stirred him while it be­wil­dered him a lit­tle, too.

			“You can’t have any idea what it means to me to be here … All those years! I used to dream about it. Even now it seems to me it can’t be true. I’m con­scious of my sur­round­ings all the time and yet I can’t be­lieve them. You know, like when you are asleep and dream about some­thing beau­ti­ful, and then wake up and find it’s ac­tu­al­ly true. I get a thrill out of just be­ing here. ‘I’m cross­ing the cam­pus,’ I say to my­self. ‘I’m a stu­dent—a girl stu­dent—in Mid­west Uni­ver­si­ty and now I’m cross­ing the cam­pus of my uni­ver­si­ty to go to a class.’ ”

			Her face was very greasy and earnest and fine.

			“Well, that’s great,” Dirk replied, weak­ly. “That’s cer’nly great.”

			He told his moth­er about her. Usu­al­ly he went home on Fri­day nights to stay un­til Mon­day morn­ing. His first Mon­day-morn­ing class was not un­til ten. Seli­na was deeply in­ter­est­ed and stirred. “Do you think she’d spend some Sat­ur­day and Sun­day here with us on the farm? She could come with you on Fri­day and go back Sun­day night if she want­ed to. Or stay un­til Mon­day morn­ing and go back with you. There’s the spare room, all qui­et and cool. She could do as she liked. I’d give her cream and all the fresh fruit and veg­eta­bles she want­ed. And Meena would bake one of her fresh co­conut cakes. I’d have Adam bring a fresh co­conut from South Wa­ter Street.”

			Mat­tie came one Fri­day night. It was the end of Oc­to­ber, and In­di­an sum­mer, the most beau­ti­ful time of the year on the Illi­nois prairie. A mel­low gold­en light seemed to suf­fuse ev­ery­thing. It was as if the very air were liq­uid gold, and ton­ic. The squash and pump­kins next the good brown earth gave back the glow, and the frost-turned leaves of the maples in the sun. About the coun­try­side for miles was the look of boun­teous­ness, of plen­ty, of prophe­cy ful­filled as when a beau­ti­ful and fer­tile wom­an hav­ing borne her chil­dren and found them good, now sits serene-eyed, gra­cious, am­ple bo­somed, sat­is­fied.

			In­to the face of Mat­tie Schwen­gauer there came a cer­tain glo­ry. When she and Seli­na clasped hands Seli­na stared at her rather cu­ri­ous­ly, as though star­tled. Af­ter­ward she said to Dirk, aside, “But I thought you said she was ug­ly!”

			“Well, she is, or—well, isn’t she?”

			“Look at her!”

			Mat­tie Schwen­gauer was talk­ing to Meena Bras, the house­work­er. She was stand­ing with her hands on her am­ple hips, her fine head thrown back, her eyes alight, her lips smil­ing so that you saw her strong square teeth. A new cream sep­a­ra­tor was the sub­ject of their con­ver­sa­tion. Some­thing had amused Mat­tie. She laughed. It was the laugh of a young girl, care­free, re­laxed, at ease.

			For two days Mat­tie did as she pleased, which meant she helped pull veg­eta­bles in the gar­den, milk the cows, sad­dle the hors­es; rode them with­out a sad­dle in the pas­ture. She tramped the road. She scuf­fled through the leaves in the woods, wore a scar­let maple leaf in her hair, slept like one glo­ri­ous­ly dead from ten un­til six; ate prodi­gious­ly of cream, fruits, veg­eta­bles, eggs, sausage, cake.

			“It got so I hat­ed to do all those things on the farm,” she said, laugh­ing a lit­tle shame­faced­ly. “I guess it was be­cause I had to. But now it comes back to me and I en­joy it be­cause it’s nat­u­ral to me, I sup­pose. Any­way, I’m hav­ing a grand time, Mrs. De­Jong. The grand­est time I ev­er had in my life.” Her face was ra­di­ant and al­most beau­ti­ful.

			“If you want me to be­lieve that,” said Seli­na, “you’ll come again.”

			But Mat­tie Schwen­gauer nev­er did come again.

			Ear­ly the next week one of the uni­ver­si­ty stu­dents ap­proached Dirk. He was a Ju­nior, very in­flu­en­tial in his class, and a mem­ber of the fra­ter­ni­ty to which Dirk was prac­ti­cal­ly pledged. A de­cid­ed­ly de­sir­able frat.

			“Say, look here, De­Jong, I want to talk to you a minute. Uh, you’ve got to cut out that girl—Swine­gour or what­ev­er her name is—or it’s all off with the fel­lows in the frat.”

			“What d’you mean! Cut out! What’s the mat­ter with her!”

			“Mat­ter! She’s Un­clas­si­fied, isn’t she! And do you know what the sto­ry is? She told it her­self as an econ­o­my hint to a girl who was work­ing her way through. She bathes with her union suit and white stock­ings on to save laun­dry soap. Scrubs ’em on her! ’S the God’s truth.”

			In­to Dirk’s mind there flashed a pic­ture of this large girl in her tight knit­ted union suit and her white stock­ings sit­ting in a tub half full of wa­ter and scrub­bing them and her­self si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly. A com­ic pic­ture, and a re­volt­ing one. Pa­thet­ic, too, but he would not ad­mit that.

			“Imag­ine!” the frat broth­er-to-be was say­ing. “Well, we can’t have a fel­low who goes around with a girl like that. You got to cut her out, see! Com­plete­ly. The fel­lahs won’t stand for it.”

			Dirk had a men­tal pic­ture of him­self strik­ing a no­ble at­ti­tude and say­ing, “Won’t stand for it, huh! She’s worth more than the whole ca­boo­dle of you put to­geth­er. And you can all go to hell!”

			In­stead he said, vague­ly, “Oh. Well. Uh—”

			Dirk changed his seat in the class­room, avoid­ed Mat­tie’s eye, shot out of the door the minute class was over. One day he saw her com­ing to­ward him on the cam­pus and he sensed that she in­tend­ed to stop and speak to him—chide him laugh­ing­ly, per­haps. He quick­ened his pace, swerved a lit­tle to one side, and as he passed lift­ed his cap and nod­ded, keep­ing his eyes straight ahead. Out of the tail of his eye he could see her stand­ing a mo­ment ir­res­o­lute­ly in the path.

			He got in­to the fra­ter­ni­ty. The fel­lahs liked him from the first. Seli­na said once or twice, “Why don’t you bring that nice Mat­tie home with you again some time soon? Such a nice girl—wom­an, rather. But she seemed so young and care­free while she was here, didn’t she? A fine mind, too, that girl. She’ll make some­thing of her­self. You’ll see. Bring her next week, h’m?”

			Dirk shuf­fled, coughed, looked away. “Oh, I dun­no. Haven’t seen her late­ly. Guess she’s busy with an­oth­er crowd, or some­thing.”

			He tried not to think of what he had done, for he was hon­est­ly ashamed. Ter­ri­bly ashamed. So he said to him­self, “Oh, what of it!” and hid his shame. A month lat­er Seli­na again said, “I wish you’d in­vite Mat­tie for Thanks­giv­ing din­ner. Un­less she’s go­ing home, which I doubt. We’ll have tur­key and pump­kin pie and all the rest of it. She’ll love it.”

			“Mat­tie?” He had ac­tu­al­ly for­got­ten her name.

			“Yes, of course. Isn’t that right? Mat­tie Schwen­gauer?”

			“Oh, her. Uh—well—I haven’t been see­ing her late­ly.”

			“Oh, Dirk, you haven’t quar­relled with that nice girl!”

			He de­cid­ed to have it out. “Lis­ten, Moth­er. There are a lot of dif­fer­ent crowds at the U, see? And Mat­tie doesn’t be­long to any of ’em. You wouldn’t un­der­stand, but it’s like this. She—she’s smart and jol­ly and ev­ery­thing but she just doesn’t be­long. Be­ing friends with a girl like that doesn’t get you any­where. Be­sides, she isn’t a girl. She’s a mid­dle-aged wom­an, when you come to think of it.”

			“Doesn’t get you any­where!” Seli­na’s tone was cool and even. Then, as the boy’s gaze did not meet hers: “Why, Dirk De­Jong, Mat­tie Schwen­gauer is one of my rea­sons for send­ing you to a uni­ver­si­ty. She’s what I call part of a uni­ver­si­ty ed­u­ca­tion. Just talk­ing to her is learn­ing some­thing valu­able. I don’t mean that you wouldn’t nat­u­ral­ly pre­fer pret­ty young girls of your own age to go around with, and all. It would be queer if you didn’t. But this Mat­tie—why, she’s life. Do you re­mem­ber that sto­ry of when she washed dish­es in the kosher restau­rant over on Twelfth Street and the pro­pri­etor used to rent out dish­es and cut­lery for Irish and Ital­ian neigh­bour­hood wed­dings where they had pork and good­ness knows what all, and then use them next day in the restau­rant again for the kosher cus­tomers?”

			Yes, Dirk re­mem­bered. Seli­na wrote Mat­tie, invit­ing her to the farm for Thanks­giv­ing, and Mat­tie an­swered grate­ful­ly, de­clin­ing. “I shall al­ways re­mem­ber you,” she wrote in that let­ter, “with love.”

		
	
		
			XIV

			Through­out Dirk’s Fresh­man year there were, for him, no heart­en­ing, in­for­mal, mel­low talks be­fore the wood-fire in the book-lined study of some pro­fes­sor whose wis­dom was such a mix­ture of clas­sic lore and mod­ernism as to be an in­spi­ra­tion to his lis­ten­ers. Mid­west pro­fes­sors de­liv­ered their lec­tures in the class­room as they had been de­liv­er­ing them in the past ten or twen­ty years and as they would de­liv­er them un­til death or a trustees’ meet­ing should re­move them. The younger pro­fes­sors and in­struc­tors in nat­ty gray suits and bright-coloured ties made a point of be­ing unpedan­tic in the class­room and rather over­did it. They posed as be­ing one of the fel­lows; would dash­ing­ly use a bit of slang to cre­ate a laugh from the boys and an ador­ing tit­ter from the girls. Dirk some­how pre­ferred the pedants to these. When these had to give an in­for­mal talk to the men be­fore some uni­ver­si­ty event they would start by say­ing, “Now lis­ten, fel­lahs—” At the dances they were not above “rush­ing” the pret­ty co-eds.

			Two of Dirk’s class­es were con­duct­ed by wom­en pro­fes­sors. They were well on to­ward mid­dle age, or past it; des­ic­cat­ed wom­en. On­ly their eyes were alive. Their clothes were of some in­def­i­nite dark stuff, brown or drab-gray; their hair life­less; their hands long, bony, un­vi­tal. They had seen class­es and class­es and class­es. A room­ful of fresh young faces that ap­peared briefly on­ly to be re­placed by an­oth­er room­ful of fresh young faces like round white pen­cil marks ma­nip­u­lat­ed mo­men­tar­i­ly on a slate, on­ly to be sponged off to give way to oth­er round white marks. Of the two wom­en one—the el­der—was oc­ca­sion­al­ly like­ly to flare in­to sud­den life; a flame in the ash­es of a burned-out grate. She had hu­mour and a cer­tain caus­tic wit, qual­i­ties that had man­aged mirac­u­lous­ly to sur­vive even the dead­ly and numb­ing ef­fects of thir­ty years in the class­room. A fine mind, and icon­o­clas­tic, ham­pered by the re­stric­tions of a con­ven­tion­al com­mu­ni­ty and the soul of a con­gen­i­tal spin­ster.

			Un­der the guid­ance of these Dirk chafed and grew rest­less. Miss Eu­phemia Hollingswood had a way of em­pha­siz­ing ev­ery third or fifth syl­la­ble, bring­ing her voice down hard on it, thus:

			“In the consider­a­tion of all the facts in the case pre­sent­ed before us we must first re­view the histo­ry and attempt to an­a­lyze the outstand­ing—”

			He found him­self wait­ing for that em­pha­sis and shrink­ing from it as from a sledge­ham­mer blow. It hurt his head.

			Miss Lodge droned. She ap­proached a word with a mad­den­ing uh-uh-uh-uh. In the uh-uh-uh face of the uh-uh-uh-uh ge­o­met­ri­cal sit­u­a­tion of the uh-uh-uh uh—

			He shift­ed rest­less­ly in his chair, found his hands clenched in­to fists, and took refuge in watch­ing the shad­ow cast by an oak branch out­side the win­dow on a patch of sun­light against the black­board be­hind her.

			Dur­ing the ear­ly spring Dirk and Seli­na talked things over again, seat­ed be­fore their own fire­place in the High Prairie farm­house. Seli­na had had that fire­place built five years be­fore and her love of it amount­ed to fire-wor­ship. She had it light­ed al­ways on win­ter evenings and in the spring when the nights were sharp. In Dirk’s ab­sence she would sit be­fore it at night long af­ter the rest of the weary house­hold had gone to bed. Old Pom, the mon­grel, lay stretched at her feet en­joy­ing such lux­u­ry in old age as he had nev­er dreamed of in his bas­tard youth. High Prairie, driv­ing by from some rare so­cial gath­er­ing or mak­ing a late trip to mar­ket as they some­times were forced to do, saw the rosy flick­er of Mrs. De­Jong’s fire danc­ing on the wall and warmed them­selves by it even while they re­sent­ed it.

			“A good heater in there and yet any­way she’s got to have a fire go­ing in a grate. Al­ways she does some­thing fun­ny like that. I should think she’d be lone­some sit­ting there like that with her dog on­ly.”

			They nev­er knew how many guests Seli­na en­ter­tained there be­fore her fire those win­ter evenings—old friends and new. So­big was there, the plump earth-grimed ba­by who rolled and tum­bled in the fields while his young moth­er wiped the sweat from her face to look at him with fond eyes. Dirk De­Jong of ten years hence was there. Sime­on Peake, dap­per, soft-spo­ken, iron­ic, in his shiny boots and his hat al­ways a lit­tle on one side. Per­vus De­Jong, a blue-shirt­ed gi­ant with strong ten­der hands and lit­tle fine gold­en hairs on the backs of them. Fan­ny Dav­en­port, the ac­tress-idol of her girl­hood came back to her, smil­ing, bow­ing; and the gor­geous span­gled crea­tures in the tights and bodices of the old Ex­trav­a­gan­zas. In strange con­trast to these was the pa­tient, tire­less fig­ure of Maart­je Pool stand­ing in the door­way of Roelf’s lit­tle shed, her arms tucked in her apron for warmth. “You make fun, huh?” she said, wist­ful­ly, “you and Roelf. You make fun.” And Roelf, the dark vivid boy, mis­un­der­stood. Roelf, the ge­nius. He was al­ways one of the com­pa­ny.

			Oh, Seli­na De­Jong nev­er was lone­ly on these win­ter evenings be­fore her fire.

			She and Dirk sat there one fine sharp evening in ear­ly April. It was Sat­ur­day. Of late Dirk had not al­ways come to the farm for the week­end. Eu­gene and Paula Arnold had been home for the East­er hol­i­days. Julie Arnold had in­vit­ed Dirk to the gay par­ties at the Prairie Av­enue house. He had even spent two en­tire week­ends there. Af­ter the bro­cad­ed lux­u­ry of the Prairie Av­enue house his farm bed­room seemed al­most star­tling­ly stark and bare. Seli­na frankly en­joyed Dirk’s some­what frag­men­tary ac­counts of these vis­its; ex­tract­ed from them as much vi­car­i­ous plea­sure as he had had in the re­al­i­ty—more, prob­a­bly.

			“Now tell me what you had to eat,” she would say, so­cia­bly, like a child. “What did you have for din­ner, for ex­am­ple? Was it grand? Julie tells me they have a but­ler now. Well! I can’t wait till I hear Aug Hempel on the sub­ject.”

			He would tell her of the grandeurs of the Arnold mé­nage. She would in­ter­rupt and ex­claim: “May­on­naise! On fruit! Oh, I don’t be­lieve I’d like that. You did! Well, I’ll have it for you next week when you come home. I’ll get the recipe from Julie.”

			He didn’t think he’d be home next week. One of the fel­lows he’d met at the Arnolds’ had in­vit­ed him to their place out north, on the lake. He had a boat.

			“That’ll be love­ly!” Seli­na ex­claimed, af­ter an al­most un­no­tice­able mo­ment of si­lence—si­lence with pan­ic in it. “I’ll try not to fuss and be wor­ried like an old hen ev­ery minute of the time I think you’re on the wa­ter. … Now do go on, So­big. First fruit with may­on­naise, h’m? What kind of soup?”

			He was not a nat­u­ral­ly talk­a­tive per­son. There was noth­ing surly about his si­lence. It was a tac­i­turn streak in­her­it­ed from his Dutch an­ces­try. This time, though, he was more vol­u­ble than usu­al. “Paula …” came again and again in­to his con­ver­sa­tion. “Paula … Paula …” and again “… Paula.” He did not seem con­scious of the rep­e­ti­tion, but Seli­na’s quick ear caught it.

			“I haven’t seen her,” Seli­na said, “since she went away to school the first year. She must be—let’s see—she’s a year old­er than you are. She’s nine­teen go­ing on twen­ty. Last time I saw her I thought she was a dark scrawny lit­tle thing. Too bad she didn’t in­her­it Julie’s love­ly gold colour­ing and good looks, in­stead of Eu­gene, who doesn’t need ’em.”

			“She isn’t!” said Dirk, hot­ly. “She’s dark and slim and sort of—uh—sen­su­ous”—Seli­na start­ed vis­i­bly, and raised her hand quick­ly to her mouth to hide a smile—“like Cleopa­tra. Her eyes are big and kind of slant­ing—not squin­ty I don’t mean, but slant­ing up a lit­tle at the cor­ners. Cut out, kind of, so that they look big­ger than most peo­ple’s.”

			“My eyes used to be con­sid­ered rather fine,” said Seli­na, mis­chie­vous­ly; but he did not hear.

			“She makes all the oth­er girls look sort of blowzy.” He was silent a mo­ment. Seli­na was silent, too, and it was not a hap­py si­lence. Dirk spoke again, sud­den­ly, as though con­tin­u­ing aloud a train of thought, “—all but her hands.”

			Seli­na made her voice sound nat­u­ral, not sharply in­quis­i­tive. “What’s the mat­ter with her hands, Dirk?”

			He pon­dered a mo­ment, his brows knit­ted. At last, slow­ly, “Well, I don’t know. They’re brown, and aw­ful­ly thin and sort of—grab­by. I mean it makes me ner­vous to watch them. And when the rest of her is cool they’re hot when you touch them.”

			He looked at his moth­er’s hands that were busy with some sewing. The stuff on which she was work­ing was a bit of satin rib­bon; part of a hood in­tend­ed to grace the head of Geert­je Pool Van­der Si­jde’s sec­ond ba­by. She had dif­fi­cul­ty in keep­ing her rough fin­gers from catch­ing on the soft sur­face of the satin. Man­u­al work, wa­ter, sun, and wind had tanned those hands, hard­ened them, en­larged the knuck­les, spread them, rough­ened them. Yet how sure they were, and strong, and cool and re­li­able—and ten­der. Sud­den­ly, look­ing at them, Dirk said, “Now your hands. I love your hands, Moth­er.”

			She put down her work hasti­ly, yet qui­et­ly, so that the sud­den rush of hap­py grate­ful tears in her eyes should not sul­ly the pink satin rib­bon. She was flushed, like a girl. “Do you, So­big?” she said.

			Af­ter a mo­ment she took up her sewing again. Her face looked young, ea­ger, fresh, like the face of the girl who had found cab­bages so beau­ti­ful that night when she bounced along the rut­ty Hal­st­ed road with Klaas Pool, many years ago. It came in­to her face, that look, when she was hap­py, ex­hil­a­rat­ed, ex­cit­ed. That was why those who loved her and brought that look in­to her face thought her beau­ti­ful, while those who did not love her nev­er saw the look and con­se­quent­ly con­sid­ered her a plain wom­an.

			There was an­oth­er si­lence be­tween the two. Then: “Moth­er, what would you think of my go­ing East next fall, to take a course in ar­chi­tec­ture?”

			“Would you like that, Dirk?”

			“Yes, I think so—yes.”

			“Then I’d like it bet­ter than any­thing in the world. I—it makes me hap­py just to think of it.”

			“It would—cost an aw­ful lot.”

			“I’ll man­age. I’ll man­age. … What made you de­cide on ar­chi­tec­ture?”

			“I don’t know, ex­act­ly. The new build­ings at the uni­ver­si­ty—Goth­ic, you know—are such a con­trast to the old. Then Paula and I were talk­ing the oth­er day. She hates their house on Prairie—ter­ri­ble old lumpy gray stone pile, with the black of the I.C. trains all over it. She wants her fa­ther to build north—an Ital­ian vil­la or French château. Some­thing of that sort. So many of her friends are mov­ing to the north shore, away from these hideous south-side and north-side Chica­go hous­es with their stoops, and their bay win­dows, and their ter­ri­ble tur­rets. Ugh!”

			“Well, now, do you know,” Seli­na re­mon­strat­ed mild­ly, “I like ’em. I sup­pose I’m wrong, but to me they seem sort of nat­u­ral and sol­id and un­pre­ten­tious, like the clothes that old Au­gust Hempel wears, so square-cut and bag­gy. Those hous­es look dig­ni­fied to me, and fit­ting. They may be ug­ly—prob­a­bly are—but any­way they’re not ridicu­lous. They have a cer­tain rugged grandeur. They’re Chica­go. Those French and Ital­ian gim­cracky things they—they’re in­con­gru­ous. It’s as if Abra­ham Lin­coln were to ap­pear sud­den­ly in pink satin knee breech­es and buck­led shoes, and lace ruf­fles at his wrists.”

			Dirk could laugh at that pic­ture. But he protest­ed, too. “But there’s no na­tive ar­chi­tec­ture, so what’s to be done! You wouldn’t call those smoke-black­ened old stone and brick piles with their iron fences and their con­ser­va­to­ries and cupo­las and gin­ger­bread ex­act­ly na­tive, would you?”

			“No,” Seli­na ad­mit­ted, “but those Ital­ian vil­las and French châteaux in north Chica­go sub­urbs are a good deal like a lace evening gown in the Ari­zona desert. It wouldn’t keep you cool in the day­time, and it wouldn’t be warm enough at night. I sup­pose a na­tive ar­chi­tec­ture is evolved from build­ing for the lo­cal cli­mate and the needs of the com­mu­ni­ty, keep­ing beau­ty in mind as you go. We don’t need tur­rets and tow­ers any more than we need draw­bridges and moats. It’s all right to keep them, I sup­pose, where they grew up, in a coun­try where the feu­dal sys­tem meant that any day your next-door neigh­bour might take it in­to his head to call his gang around him and sneak up to steal your wife and ta­pes­tries and gold drink­ing cups.”

			Dirk was in­ter­est­ed and amused. Talks with his moth­er were like­ly to af­fect him thus. “What’s your idea of a re­al Chica­go house, Moth­er?”

			Seli­na an­swered quick­ly, as if she had thought of­ten about it; as if she would have liked just such a dwelling on the site of the old De­Jong farm­house in which they now were seat­ed so com­fort­ably. “Well, it would need big porch­es for the hot days and nights so’s to catch the pre­vail­ing south­west winds from the prairies in the sum­mer—a porch that would be swung clear around to the east, too—or a ter­race or an­oth­er porch east so that if the pre­cious old lake breeze should come up just when you think you’re dy­ing of the heat, as it some­times does, you could catch that, too. It ought to be built—the house, I mean—rather squar­ish and tight and sol­id against our cold win­ters and north­east­ers. Then sleep­ing porch­es, of course. There’s a grand Amer­i­can in­sti­tu­tion for you! Eng­land may have its af­ter­noon tea on the ter­race, and Spain may have its pa­tio, and France its court­yard, and Italy its per­go­la, vine-cov­ered; but Amer­i­ca’s got the sleep­ing porch—the screened-in open-air sleep­ing porch, and I shouldn’t won­der if the man who first thought of that would get prece­dence, on Judg­ment Day, over the men who in­vent­ed the aero­plane, the talk­ing ma­chine, and the tele­phone. Af­ter all, he had noth­ing in mind but the health of the hu­man race.” Af­ter which grand pe­ri­od Seli­na grinned at Dirk, and Dirk grinned at Seli­na and the two gig­gled to­geth­er there by the fire­place, com­pan­ion­ably.

			“Moth­er, you’re sim­ply won­der­ful!—on­ly your na­tive Chica­go dwelling seems to be most­ly porch.”

			Seli­na waved such carp­ing crit­i­cism away with a care­less hand. “Oh, well, any house that has enough porch­es, and two or three bath­rooms and at least eight clos­ets can be lived in com­fort­ably, no mat­ter what else it has or hasn’t got.”

			Next day they were more se­ri­ous. The east­ern col­lege and the ar­chi­tec­tural ca­reer seemed to be set­tled things. Seli­na was con­tent, hap­py. Dirk was trou­bled about the ex­pense. He spoke of it at break­fast next morn­ing (Dirk’s break­fast; his moth­er had had hers hours be­fore and now as he drank his cof­fee, was sit­ting with him a mo­ment and glanc­ing at the pa­per that had come in the ru­ral mail de­liv­ery). She had been out in the fields over­see­ing the trans­plant­ing of young toma­to seedlings from hot­bed to field. She wore an old gray sweater but­toned up tight, for the air was still sharp. On her head was a bat­tered black felt soft hat (an old one of Dirk’s) much like the one she had worn to the Hay­mar­ket that day ten years ago. Seli­na’s cheeks were faint­ly pink from her walk across the fields in the brisk morn­ing air.

			She sniffed. “That cof­fee smells won­der­ful. I think I’ll just—” She poured her­self a half cup with the air of virtue worn by one who re­al­ly longs for a whole cup and doesn’t take it.

			“I’ve been think­ing,” he be­gan, “the ex­pense—”

			“Pigs,” said Seli­na, serene­ly.

			“Pigs!” He looked around, be­wil­dered; stared at his moth­er.

			“Pigs’ll do it,” Seli­na ex­plained, calm­ly. “I’ve been want­ing to put them in for three or four years. It’s Au­gust Hempel’s idea. Hogs, I should have said.”

			Again, as be­fore, he echoed, “Hogs!” rather faint­ly.

			“High-bred hogs. They’re worth their weight in sil­ver this minute, and will be for years to come. I won’t go in for them ex­ten­sive­ly. Just enough to make an ar­chi­tect out of Mr. Dirk De­Jong.” Then, at the ex­pres­sion in his face: “Don’t look so pained, son. There’s noth­ing re­volt­ing about a hog—not my kind, brought up in a pen as san­i­tary as a tiled bath­room and fed on corn. He’s a hand­some, im­pres­sive-look­ing an­i­mal, the hog, when he isn’t treat­ed like one.”

			He looked de­ject­ed. “I’d rather not go to school on—hogs.”

			She took off the felt hat and tossed it over to the old couch by the win­dow; smoothed her hair back with the flat of her palm. You saw that the soft dark hair was lib­er­al­ly sprin­kled with gray now, but the eyes were bright and clear as ev­er.

			“You know, So­big, this is what they call a pay­ing farm—as veg­etable farms go. We’re out of debt, the land’s in good shape, the crop prom­ises well if we don’t have an­oth­er rainy cold spring like last year’s. But no truck gar­den is go­ing to make its own­er rich these days, with labour so high and the mar­ket what it is, and the ex­pense of haul­ing and all. Any truck farmer who comes out even thinks he’s come out ahead.”

			“I know it.” Rather mis­er­ably.

			“Well. I’m not com­plain­ing, son. I’m just telling you. I’m hav­ing a grand time. When I see the as­para­gus plan­ta­tion ac­tu­al­ly yield­ing, that I plant­ed ten years ago, I’m as hap­py as if I’d stum­bled on a gold mine. I think, some­times, of the way your fa­ther ob­ject­ed to my plant­ing the first one. April, like this, in the coun­try, with ev­ery­thing com­ing up green and new in the rich black loam—I can’t tell you. And when I know that it goes to mar­ket as food—the best kind of food, that keeps peo­ple’s bod­ies clean and clear and flex­i­ble and strong! I like to think of ba­bies’ moth­ers say­ing: ‘Now eat your spinach, ev­ery scrap, or you can’t have any dessert! … Car­rots make your eyes bright. … Fin­ish your pota­to. Pota­toes make you strong!’ ”

			Seli­na laughed, flushed a lit­tle.

			“Yes, but how about hogs? Do you feel that way about hogs?”

			“Cer­tain­ly!” said Seli­na, briskly. She pushed to­ward him a lit­tle blue-and-white plat­ter that lay on the white cloth near her el­bow. “Have a bit more ba­con, Dirk. One of these nice curly sliv­ers that are so crisp.”

			“I’ve fin­ished my break­fast, Moth­er.” He rose.

			The fol­low­ing au­tumn saw him a stu­dent of ar­chi­tec­ture at Cor­nell. He worked hard, stud­ied even dur­ing his va­ca­tions. He would come home to the heat and hu­mid­i­ty of the Illi­nois sum­mers and spend hours each day in his own room that he had fit­ted up with a long work ta­ble and a draw­ing board. His T-square was at hand; two tri­an­gles—a 45 and a 60; his com­pass; a pair of di­viders. Seli­na some­times stood be­hind him watch­ing him as he care­ful­ly worked on the trac­ing pa­per. His con­tempt for the lo­cal ar­chi­tec­ture was now com­plete. Es­pe­cial­ly did he hold forth on the sub­ject of the apart­ment-hous­es that were mush­room­ing on ev­ery street in Chica­go from Hyde Park on the south to Evan­ston on the north. Chica­go was very el­e­gant in speak­ing of these; nev­er called them “flats”; al­ways apart­ments. In front of each of these (there were usu­al­ly six to a build­ing), was stuck a lit­tle glass-en­closed cu­bi­cle known as a sun-par­lour. In these (some­times you heard them spo­ken of, grand­ly, as so­lar­i­ums) Chica­go dwellers took refuge from the lead­en skies, the heavy lake at­mos­phere, the gray mist and fog and smoke that so fre­quent­ly swathed the city in gloom. They were done in yel­low or rose cre­tonnes. Silk lamp shades glowed there­in, and flow­er-laden box­es. In these frank lit­tle box­es Chica­go read its pa­per, sewed, played bridge, even ate its break­fast. It nev­er pulled down the shades.

			“Ter­ri­ble!” Dirk fumed. “Not on­ly are they hideous in them­selves, stuck on the front of those hous­es like three pairs of spec­ta­cles; but the lack of de­cent pri­va­cy! They do ev­ery­thing but bathe in ’em. Have they nev­er heard the ad­vice giv­en peo­ple who live in glass hous­es!”

			By his ju­nior year he was talk­ing in a large way about the Beaux Arts. But Seli­na did not laugh at this. “Per­haps,” she thought. “Who can tell! Af­ter a year or two in an of­fice here, why not an­oth­er year of study in Paris if he needs it.”

			Though it was her busiest time on the farm Seli­na went to Itha­ca for his grad­u­a­tion in 1913. He was twen­ty-two and, she was calm­ly sure, the best-look­ing man in his class. Un­de­ni­ably he was a fig­ure to please the eye; tall, well-built, as his fa­ther had been, and blond, too, like his fa­ther, ex­cept for his eyes. These were brown—not so dark as Seli­na’s, but with some of the soft liq­uid qual­i­ty of her glance. They strength­ened his face, some­how; gave him an ar­dent look of which he was not con­scious. Wom­en, feel­ing the ar­dour of that dark glance turned up­on them, were like­ly to cred­it him with feel­ings to­ward them­selves of which he was quite in­no­cent. They did not know that the glance and its ef­fect were mere mat­ters of pig­men­ta­tion and eye-con­for­ma­tion. Then, too, the gaze of a man who talks lit­tle is al­ways more ef­fec­tive than that of one who is lo­qua­cious.

			Seli­na, in her black silk dress, and her plain black hat, and her sen­si­ble shoes was rather a quaint lit­tle fig­ure amongst all those vi­va­cious, bevoiled, and berib­boned mam­mas. But a dis­tinc­tive lit­tle fig­ure, too. Dirk need not be ashamed of her. She eyed the rather paunchy, pros­per­ous, mid­dle-aged fa­thers and thought, with a pang, how much hand­somer Per­vus would have been than any of these, if on­ly he could have lived to see this day. Then, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, she won­dered if this day would ev­er have oc­curred, had Per­vus lived. Chid­ed her­self for think­ing thus.

			When he re­turned to Chica­go, Dirk went in­to the of­fice of Hol­lis & Sprague, Ar­chi­tects. He thought him­self lucky to work with this firm, for it was do­ing much to guide Chica­go’s taste in ar­chi­tec­ture away from the box car. Al­ready Michi­gan Boule­vard’s sky­line soared some­what above the grim­ly hor­i­zon­tal. But his work there was lit­tle more than that of draughts­man, and his week­ly stipend could hard­ly be dig­ni­fied by the term of salary. But he had large ideas about ar­chi­tec­ture and he found ex­pres­sion for his sup­pressed feel­ings on his week­ends spent with Seli­na at the farm. “Baroque” was the word with which he dis­missed the new Beach­side Ho­tel, north. He said the new Lin­coln Park band­stand looked like an igloo. He said that the city coun­cil ought to or­der the Pot­ter Palmer man­sion de­stroyed as a blot on the land­scape, and waxed pro­fane on the sub­ject of the east face of the Pub­lic Li­brary Build­ing, down town.

			“Nev­er mind,” Seli­na as­sured him, hap­pi­ly. “It was all thrown up so hasti­ly. Re­mem­ber that just yes­ter­day, or the day be­fore, Chica­go was an In­di­an fort, with te­pees where tow­ers are now, and mud wal­lows in place of as­phalt. Beau­ty needs time to per­fect it. Per­haps we’ve been wait­ing all these years for just such young­sters as you. And maybe some day I’ll be driv­ing down Michi­gan Boule­vard with a dis­tin­guished vis­i­tor—Roelf Pool, per­haps. Why not? Let’s say Roelf Pool, the fa­mous sculp­tor. And he’ll say, ‘Who de­signed that build­ing—the one that is so strong and yet so light? So gay and grace­ful, and yet so ret­i­cent!’ And I’ll say, ‘Oh, that! That’s one of the ear­li­er ef­forts of my son, Dirk De­Jong.’ ”

			But Dirk pulled at his pipe mood­i­ly; shook his head. “Oh, you don’t know, Moth­er. It’s so damned slow. First thing you know I’ll be thir­ty. And what am I! An of­fice boy—or lit­tle more than that—at Hol­lis’s.”

			Dur­ing his uni­ver­si­ty years Dirk had seen much of the Arnolds, Eu­gene and Paula, but it some­times seemed to Seli­na that he avoid­ed these meet­ings—these par­ties and week­ends. She was con­tent that this should be so, for she guessed that the mat­ter of mon­ey held him back. She thought it was well that he should re­al­ize the dif­fer­ence now. Eu­gene had his own car—one of five in the Arnold garage. Paula, too, had hers. She had been one of the first Chica­go girls to drive a gas car; had breezed about Chica­go’s boule­vards in one when she had been lit­tle more than a child in short skirts. At the wheel she was dex­ter­ous, dare­dev­il, in­cred­i­bly re­laxed. Her fas­ci­na­tion for Dirk was strong. Seli­na knew that, too. In the last year or two he had talked very lit­tle of Paula and that, Seli­na knew, meant that he was hard hit.

			Some­times Paula and Eu­gene drove out to the farm, mak­ing the dis­tance from their new north-shore house to the De­Jong place far south in some breath­tak­ing num­ber of min­utes. Eu­gene would ap­pear in rak­ish cap, loose Lon­don coat, knick­ers, queer bro­gans with an Eng­lish look about them, a care­ful­ly care­less loose­ness about the hang and fit of his jack­et. Paula did not af­fect sports clothes for her­self. She was not the type, she said. Slim, dark, vi­va­cious, she wore slinky clothes—crêpes, chif­fons. Her feet were slim in sheer silk stock­ings and slip­pers with buck­les. Her eyes were lan­guorous, love­ly. She wor­shipped lux­u­ry and said so.

			“I’ll have to mar­ry mon­ey,” she de­clared. “Now that they’ve fin­ished call­ing poor Grand­pa a beef-baron and tak­en I don’t know how many mil­lions away from him, we’re prac­ti­cal­ly on the streets.”

			“You look it!” from Dirk; and there was bit­ter­ness be­neath his light tone.

			“Well, it’s true. All this sil­ly muck­rak­ing in the past ten years or more. Poor Fa­ther! Of course Grand­dad was pur-ty rough, let me tell you. I read some of the ac­counts of that last in­dict­ment—the 1910 one—and I must say I gath­ered that dear old Aug made Jesse James look like a phi­lan­thropist. I should think, at his age, he’d be a lit­tle scared. Af­ter all, when you’re over sev­en­ty you’re like­ly to have some doubts and fears about pun­ish­ment in the next world. But not a grand old pi­rate like Grand­fa­ther. He’ll sack and burn and plun­der un­til he goes down with the ship. And it looks to me as if the old boat had a pret­ty strong list to star­board right now. Fa­ther says him­self that un­less a war breaks, or some­thing, which isn’t at all like­ly, the pack­ing in­dus­try is go­ing to spring a leak.”

			“Elab­o­rate fig­ure of speech,” mur­mured Eu­gene. The four of them—Paula, Dirk, Eu­gene, and Seli­na—, were sit­ting on the wide screened porch that Seli­na had had built at the south­west cor­ner of the house. Paula was, of course, in the couch-swing. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly she touched one slim lan­guid foot to the floor and gave in­do­lent im­pe­tus to the couch.

			“It is, rather, isn’t it? Might as well fin­ish it, then. Dar­ling Aug’s been the grand old cap­tain right through the vi’age. Dad’s nev­er been more than a pret­ty bum sec­ond mate. And as for you, Gene my love, cab­in boy would be, y’un­der­stand me, big.” Eu­gene had gone in­to the busi­ness a year be­fore.

			“What can you ex­pect,” re­tort­ed Eu­gene, “of a lad that hates salt pork? And ev­ery oth­er kind of pig meat?” He de­spised the yards and all that went with it.

			Seli­na now got up and walked to the end of the porch. She looked out across the fields, shad­ing her eyes with her hand. “There’s Adam com­ing in with the last load for the day. He’ll be driv­ing in­to town now. Cor­nelius start­ed an hour ago.” The De­Jong farm sent two great loads to the city now. Seli­na was con­tem­plat­ing the pur­chase of one of the large au­to­mo­bile trucks that would do away with the plod­ding hors­es and save hours of time on the trip. She went down the steps now on her way to over­see the load­ing of Adam Bras’s wag­on. At the bot­tom of the steps she turned. “Why can’t you two stay to sup­per? You can quar­rel com­fort­ably right through the meal and drive home in the cool of the evening.”

			“I’ll stay,” said Paula, “thanks. If you’ll have all kinds of veg­eta­bles, cooked and un­cooked. The cooked ones smoth­ered in cream and ooz­ing but­ter. And let me go out in­to the fields and pick ’em my­self like Maud Muller or Marie An­toinette or any of those make-be­lieve rus­tic gals.”

			In her French-heeled slip­pers and her filmy silk stock­ings she went out in­to the rich black fur­rows of the fields, Dirk car­ry­ing the bas­ket.

			“As­para­gus,” she or­dered first. Then, “But where is it? Is that it!”

			“You dig for it, id­iot,” said Dirk, stoop­ing, and tak­ing from his bas­ket the queer­ly curved sharp knife or spud used for cut­ting the as­para­gus shoots. “Cut the shoots three or four inch­es be­low the sur­face.”

			“Oh, let me do it!” She was down on her silken knees in the dirt, ru­ined a good­ly patch of the fine ten­der shoots, gave it up and sat watch­ing Dirk’s ex­pert ma­nip­u­la­tion of the knife. “Let’s have radish­es, and corn, and toma­toes and let­tuce and peas and ar­ti­chokes and—”

			“Ar­ti­chokes grow in Cal­i­for­nia, not Illi­nois.” He was more than usu­al­ly un­com­mu­nica­tive, and no­tice­ably moody.

			Paula re­marked it. “Why the Oth­el­lo brow?”

			“You didn’t mean that rot, did you? about mar­ry­ing a rich man.”

			“Of course I meant it. What oth­er sort of man do you think I ought to mar­ry?” He looked at her, silent­ly. She smiled. “Yes, wouldn’t I make an ide­al bride for a farmer!”

			“I’m not a farmer.”

			“Well, ar­chi­tect then. Your job as draughts­man at Hol­lis & Sprague’s must pay you all of twen­ty-five a week.”

			“Thir­ty-five,” said Dirk, grim­ly. “What’s that got to do with it!”

			“Not a thing, dar­ling.” She stuck out one foot. “These slip­pers cost thir­ty.”

			“I won’t be get­ting thir­ty-five a week all my life. You’ve got brains enough to know that. Eu­gene wouldn’t be get­ting that much if he weren’t the son of his fa­ther.”

			“The grand­son of his grand­fa­ther,” Paula cor­rect­ed him. “And I’m not so sure he wouldn’t. Gene’s a born me­chan­ic if they’d just let him work at it. He’s crazy about en­gines and all that junk. But no—‘Mil­lion­aire Pack­er’s Son Learns Busi­ness from Bot­tom Rung of Lad­der.’ Pic­ture of Gene in work­man’s over­alls and cap in the Sun­day pa­pers. He drives to the of­fice on Michi­gan at ten and leaves at four and he doesn’t know a steer from a cow when he sees it.”

			“I don’t care a damn about Gene. I’m talk­ing about you. You were jok­ing, weren’t you?”

			“I wasn’t. I’d hate be­ing poor, or even just mod­er­ate­ly rich. I’m used to mon­ey—loads of it. I’m twen­ty-four. And I’m look­ing around.”

			He kicked an in­no­cent beet-top with his boot. “You like me bet­ter than any man you know.”

			“Of course I do. Just my luck.”

			“Well, then!”

			“Well, then, let’s take these weg­gi­bles in and have ’em cooked in cream, as or­dered.”

			She made a pre­tense of lift­ing the heavy bas­ket. Dirk snatched it rough­ly out of her hand so that she gave a lit­tle cry and looked rue­ful­ly down at the red mark on her palm. He caught her by the shoul­der—even shook her a lit­tle. “Look here, Paula. Do you mean to tell me you’d mar­ry a man sim­ply be­cause he hap­pened to have a lot of mon­ey!”

			“Per­haps not sim­ply be­cause he had a lot of mon­ey. But it cer­tain­ly would be a fac­tor, among oth­er things. Cer­tain­ly he would be prefer­able to a man who knocked me about the fields as if I were a bag of pota­toes.”

			“Oh, for­give me. But—lis­ten, Paula—you know I’m—gosh!—And there I am stuck in an ar­chi­tect’s of­fice and it’ll be years be­fore I—”

			“Yes, but it’ll prob­a­bly be years be­fore I meet the mil­lions I re­quire, too. So why both­er? And even if I do, you and I can be just as good friends.”

			“Oh, shut up. Don’t pull that in­génue stuff on me, please. Re­mem­ber I’ve known you since you were ten years old.”

			“And you know just how black my heart is, don’t you, what? You want, re­al­ly, some nice hearty lass who can tell as­para­gus from peas when she sees ’em, and who’ll of­fer to race you from here to the kitchen.”

			“God for­bid!”

			Six months lat­er Paula Arnold was mar­ried to Theodore A. Storm, a man of fifty, a friend of her fa­ther’s, head of so many com­pa­nies, stock­hold­er in so many banks, di­rec­tor of so many cor­po­ra­tions that even old Aug Hempel seemed a recluse from busi­ness in com­par­i­son. She nev­er called him Ted­dy. No one ev­er did. Theodore Storm was a large man—not ex­act­ly stout, per­haps, but flab­by. His inch­es saved him from gross­ness. He had a large white se­ri­ous face, fine thick dark hair, gray­ing at the tem­ples, and he dressed very well ex­cept for a lean­ing to­ward rather ef­fem­i­nate ties. He built for Paula a town house on the Lake Shore drive in the re­gion known as the Gold Coast. The house looked like a re­strained pub­lic li­brary. There was a coun­try place be­yond Lake For­est far out on the north shore, slop­ing down to the lake and sur­round­ed by acres and acres of fine wood­land, ex­pert­ly parked. There were drives, ravines, brooks, bridges, hot­hous­es, sta­bles, a race­track, gar­dens, dairies, foun­tains, bosky paths, keep­er’s cot­tage (twice the size of Seli­na’s farm­house). With­in three years Paula had two chil­dren, a boy and a girl. “There! That’s done,” she said. Her mar­riage was a great mis­take and she knew it. For the war, com­ing in 1914, a few months af­ter her wed­ding, sent the Hempel-Arnold in­ter­ests sky­rock­et­ing. Mil­lions of pounds of Amer­i­can beef and pork were shipped to Eu­rope. In two years the Hempel for­tune was greater than it ev­er had been. Paula was up to her eyes in re­lief work for Bleed­ing Bel­gium. All the Gold Coast was. The Beau­ti­ful Mrs. Theodore A. Storm in her Gift Shop Con­duct­ed for the Re­lief of Bleed­ing Bel­gium.

			Dirk had not seen her in months. She tele­phoned him un­ex­pect­ed­ly one Fri­day af­ter­noon in his of­fice at Hol­lis & Sprague’s.

			“Come out and spend Sat­ur­day and Sun­day with us, won’t you? We’re run­ning away to the coun­try this af­ter­noon. I’m so sick of Bleed­ing Bel­gium, you can’t imag­ine. I’m send­ing the chil­dren out this morn­ing. I can’t get away so ear­ly. I’ll call for you in the road­ster this af­ter­noon at four and drive you out my­self.”

			“I am go­ing to spend the week­end with Moth­er. She’s ex­pect­ing me.”

			“Bring her along.”

			“She wouldn’t come. You know she doesn’t en­joy all that vel­vet-foot­ed servi­tor stuff.”

			“Oh, but we live quite sim­ply out there, re­al­ly. Just sort of rough it. Do come, Dirk. I’ve got some plans to talk over with you … How’s the job?”

			“Oh, good enough. There’s very lit­tle build­ing go­ing on, you know.”

			“Will you come?”

			“I don’t think I—”

			“I’ll call for you at four. I’ll be at the curb. Don’t keep me wait­ing, will you? The cops fuss so if you park in the Loop af­ter four.”

		
	
		
			XV

			“Run along!” said Seli­na, when he called her on the farm tele­phone. “It’ll do you good. You’ve been as grumpy as a gan­der for weeks. How about shirts? And you left one pair of flan­nel ten­nis pants out here last fall—clean ones. Won’t you need …”

			In town he lived in a large front room and al­cove on the third floor of a hand­some old-fash­ioned three-sto­ry-and-base­ment house in Dem­ing Place. He used the front room as a liv­ing room, the al­cove as a bed­room. He and Seli­na had fur­nished it to­geth­er, dis­card­ing all of the room’s orig­i­nal be­long­ings ex­cept the bed, a ta­ble, and one fat com­fort­able fad­ed old arm­chair whose bro­cade sur­face hint­ed a past grandeur. When he had got his books ranged in open shelves along one wall, soft-shad­ed lamps on ta­ble and desk, the place looked more than liv­able; lived in. Dur­ing the process of fur­nish­ing Seli­na got in­to the way of com­ing in­to town for a day or two to prowl the auc­tion rooms and the sec­ond­hand stores. She had a ge­nius for this sort of thing; hat­ed the spick-and-span var­nish and ve­neer of the new fur­ni­ture to be got in the reg­u­lar way.

			“Any piece of fur­ni­ture, I don’t care how beau­ti­ful it is, has got to be lived with, and kicked about, and rubbed down, and mis­treat­ed by ser­vants, and re­pol­ished, and knocked around and dust­ed and sat on or slept in or eat­en off of be­fore it de­vel­ops its re­al char­ac­ter,” Seli­na said. “A good deal like hu­man be­ings. I’d rather have my old maple ta­ble, mel­low with age and rub­bing, that Per­vus’s fa­ther put to­geth­er him­self by hand sev­en­ty years ago, than all the ma­hogany li­brary slabs on Wabash Av­enue.”

			She en­joyed these rare trips in­to town; made a hol­i­day of them. Dirk would take her to the the­atre and she would sit en­tranced. Her feel­ing for this form of en­ter­tain­ment was as fresh and ea­ger as it had been in the days of the Daly Stock Com­pa­ny when she, a lit­tle girl, had been seat­ed in the par­quet with her fa­ther, Sime­on Peake. Strange­ly enough, con­sid­er­ing the lack of what the world calls ro­mance and ad­ven­ture in her life, she did not like the mo­tion pic­tures. “All the dif­fer­ence in the world,” she would say, “be­tween the movies and the thrill I get out of a play at the the­atre. My, yes! Like fool­ing with pa­per dolls when you could be play­ing with a re­al live ba­by.”

			She de­vel­oped a ma­nia for nos­ing in­to strange cor­ners of the huge sprawl­ing city; seemed to dis­cov­er a fresh won­der on each vis­it. In a short time she was more fa­mil­iar with Chica­go than was Dirk—for that mat­ter, than old Aug Hempel who had lived in it for over half a cen­tu­ry but who nev­er had gone far afield in his pen­du­lum path be­tween the yards and his house, his house and the yards.

			The things that ex­cit­ed her about Chica­go did not seem to in­ter­est Dirk at all. Some­times she took a va­cant room for a day or two in Dirk’s board­ing house. “What do you think!” she would say to him, breath­less­ly, when he re­turned from the of­fice in the evening. “I’ve been way over on the north­west side. It’s an­oth­er world. It’s—it’s Poland. Cathe­drals and shops and men sit­ting in restau­rants all day long read­ing pa­pers and drink­ing cof­fee and play­ing domi­noes or some­thing like it. And what do you think I found out! Chica­go’s got the sec­ond largest Pol­ish pop­u­la­tion of any city in the world. In the world!”

			“Yeh?” Dirk would re­ply, ab­sent­ly.

			There was noth­ing ab­sent­mind­ed about his tone this af­ter­noon as he talked to his moth­er on the tele­phone. “Sure you don’t mind? Then I’ll be out next Sat­ur­day. Or I may run out in the mid­dle of the week to stay over night … Are you all right?”

			“I’m fine. Be sure and re­mem­ber all about Paula’s new house so’s you can tell me about it. Julie says it’s like the kind you read of in the nov­els. She says old Aug saw it just once and now won’t go near it even to vis­it his grand­chil­dren.”

			The day was mar­vel­lous­ly mild for March in Chica­go. Spring, usu­al­ly so coy in this re­gion, had flung her­self at them head first. As the mas­sive re­volv­ing door of Dirk’s of­fice build­ing fanned him in­to the street he saw Paula in her long low sport­ing road­ster at the curb. She was dressed in black. All fem­i­nine fash­ion­able and mid­dle-class Chica­go was dressed in black. All fem­i­nine fash­ion­able and mid­dle-class Amer­i­ca was dressed in black. Two years of war had robbed Paris of its hus­bands, broth­ers, sons. All Paris walked in black. Amer­i­ca, un­touched, gay­ly bor­rowed the smart ha­bil­i­ments of mourn­ing and now Michi­gan Boule­vard and Fifth Av­enue walked de­mure­ly in the gloom of crêpe and chif­fon; black hats, black gloves, black slip­pers. On­ly black was “good” this year.

			Paula did not wear black well. She was a shade too sal­low for these som­bre swathings even though re­lieved by a pearl strand of ex­quis­ite colour, flaw­less­ly matched; and a new sly face-pow­der. Paula smiled up at him, pat­ted the leather seat be­side her with one hand that was ab­surd­ly thick-fin­gered in its fur-lined glove.

			“It’s cold driv­ing. But­ton up tight. Where’ll we stop for your bag? Are you still in Dem­ing Place?”

			He was still in Dem­ing Place. He climbed in­to the seat be­side her—a feat for the young and nim­ble. Theodore Storm nev­er tried to dou­ble his bulk in­to the jack­knife po­si­tion nec­es­sary to rid­ing in his wife’s road­ster. The car was built for speed, not com­fort. One sat flat with the length of one’s legs stretched out. Paula’s feet, ped­alling brake and clutch so ex­pert­ly, were in­ad­e­quate­ly clothed in sheer black silk stock­ings and slim buck­led patent-leather slip­pers.

			“You’re not dressed warm­ly enough,” her hus­band would have said. “Those shoes are id­i­ot­ic for driv­ing.” And he would have been right.

			Dirk said noth­ing.

			Her ma­nip­u­la­tion of the wheel was witch­craft. The road­ster slid in and out of traf­fic like a flu­id thing, an enam­el stream, silent as a swift cur­rent in a riv­er. “Can’t let her out here,” said Paula. “Wait till we get past Lin­coln Park. Do you sup­pose they’ll ev­er re­al­ly get rid of this ter­ri­ble Rush Street bridge?” When his house was reached, “I’m com­ing up,” she said. “I sup­pose you haven’t any tea?”

			“Gosh, no! What do you think I am! A young man in an Eng­lish nov­el!”

			“Now, don’t be pro­vin­cial and Chica­go-ish, Dirk.” They climbed the three flights of stairs. She looked about. Her glance was not dis­ap­prov­ing. “This isn’t so bad. Who did it? She did! Very nice. But of course you ought to have your own smart lit­tle apart­ment, with a Jap to do you up. To do that for you, for ex­am­ple.”

			“Yes,” grim­ly. He was pack­ing his bag—not throw­ing clothes in­to it, but fold­ing them deft­ly, neat­ly, as the son of a wise moth­er packs. “My salary’d just about keep him in white linen house­coats.”

			She was walk­ing about the liv­ing room, pick­ing up a book, putting it down, fin­ger­ing an ash tray, gaz­ing out of the win­dow, ex­am­in­ing a pho­to­graph, smok­ing a cig­a­rette from the box on his ta­ble. Rest­less, ner­vous­ly alive, cat­like. “I’m go­ing to send you some things for your room, Dirk.”

			“For God’s sake don’t!”

			“Why not?”

			“Two kinds of wom­en in the world. I learned that at col­lege. Those who send men things for their rooms and those that don’t.”

			“You’re very rude.”

			“You asked me. There! I’m all set.” He snapped the lock of his bag. “I’m sor­ry I can’t give you any­thing. I haven’t a thing. Not even a glass of wine and a—what is it they say in books?—oh, yeh—a bis­cuit.”

			In the road­ster again they slid smooth­ly out along the drive, along Sheri­dan Road, swung sharply around the ceme­tery curve in­to Evan­ston, past the smug mid­dle-class sub­ur­ban neat­ness of Wil­mette and Win­net­ka. She ne­go­ti­at­ed ex­pert­ly the nerve-rack­ing curves of the Hub­bard Woods hills, then main­tained a fierce and steady speed for the re­main­der of the drive.

			“We call the place Storm­wood,” Paula told him. “And no­body out­side the dear fam­i­ly knows how fit­ting that is. Don’t scowl. I’m not go­ing to tell you my mar­i­tal woes. And don’t you say I asked for it. … How’s the job?”

			“Rot­ten.”

			“You don’t like it? The work?”

			“I like it well enough, on­ly—well, you see we leave the uni­ver­si­ty ar­chi­tec­tural course think­ing we’re all go­ing to be Stan­ford Whites or Cass Gilberts, toss­ing off a Wool­worth build­ing and mak­ing our­selves fa­mous overnight. I’ve spent all yes­ter­day and to­day plan­ning how to work in space for toi­lets on ev­ery floor of the new of­fice build­ing, six sto­ries high and shaped like a dry­goods box, that’s go­ing up on the cor­ner of Mil­wau­kee Av­enue and Ash­land, west.”

			“And ten years from now?”

			“Ten years from now maybe they’ll let me do the plans for the dry­goods box all alone.”

			“Why don’t you drop it?”

			He was star­tled. “Drop it! How do you mean?”

			“Chuck it. Do some­thing that will bring you quick re­sults. This isn’t an age of wait­ing. Sup­pose, twen­ty years from now, you do plan a grand Goth­ic of­fice build­ing to grace this new and glo­ri­fied Michi­gan Boule­vard they’re al­ways shout­ing about! You’ll be a mid­dle-aged man liv­ing in a mid­dle-class house in a mid­dle-class sub­urb with a mid­dle-class wife.”

			“Maybe”—slight­ly net­tled. “And maybe I’ll be the Sir Christo­pher Wren of Chica­go.”

			“Who’s he?”

			“Good G——, how of­ten have you been in Lon­don?”

			“Three times.”

			“Next time you find your­self there you might cast your eye over a very nice lit­tle struc­ture called St. Paul’s Cathe­dral. I’ve nev­er seen it but it has been very well spo­ken of.”

			They turned in at the gates of Storm­wood. Though the trees and bush­es were gaunt and bare the grass al­ready showed stretch­es of vivid green. In the fad­ing light one caught glimpses through the shrub­bery of the lake be­yond. It was a daz­zling sap­phire blue in the sun­set. A fi­nal turn of the drive. An av­enue of trees. A house, mas­sive, pil­lared, por­ti­coed. The door opened as they drew up at the en­trance. A maid in cap and apron stood in the door­way. A man ap­peared at the side of the car, com­ing seem­ing­ly from nowhere, greet­ed Paula civil­ly and drove the car off. The glow of an open fire in the hall wel­comed them. “He’ll bring up your bag,” said Paula. “How’re the ba­bies, An­na? Has Mr. Storm got here?”

			“He tele­phoned, Mrs. Storm. He says he won’t be out till late—maybe ten or af­ter. Any­way, you’re not to wait din­ner.”

			Paula, from be­ing the limp, ex­pert, fear­less driv­er of the high-pow­ered road­ster was now sud­den­ly very much the mis­tress of the house, qui­et­ly ob­ser­vant, giv­ing an or­der with a lift of the eye­brow or a nod of the head. Would Dirk like to go to his room at once? Per­haps he’d like to look at the ba­bies be­fore they went to sleep for the night, though the nurse would prob­a­bly throw him out. One of those stern British fe­males. Din­ner at sev­en-thir­ty. He needn’t dress. Just as he liked. Ev­ery­thing was very in­for­mal here. They roughed it. (Dirk had count­ed thir­teen ser­vants by noon next day and hadn’t been near the kitchen, laun­dry, or dairy.)

			His room, when he reached it, he thought pret­ty aw­ful. A great square cham­ber with nar­row lead­ed win­dows, deep-set, on ei­ther side. From one he could get a glimpse of the lake, but on­ly a glimpse. Ev­i­dent­ly the fam­i­ly bed­rooms were the lake rooms. In the De­Jong code and class the guest had the best but ev­i­dent­ly among these mon­eyed ones the fam­i­ly had the best and the guest was made com­fort­able, but was not pam­pered. It was a new an­gle for Dirk. He thought it star­tling but rather sen­si­ble. His bag had been brought up, un­packed, and stowed away in a clos­et be­fore he reached his room. “Have to tell that to Seli­na,” he thought, grin­ning. He looked about the room, crit­i­cal­ly. It was done in a style that he vague­ly de­fined as French. It gave him the feel­ing that he had stum­bled ac­ci­den­tal­ly in­to the cham­ber of a Ré­cami­er and couldn’t get out. Rose bro­cade with gold net and cream lace and rose­buds. “Swell place for a man,” he thought, and kicked a foot­stool—a fau­teuil he sup­posed it was called, and was se­cret­ly glad that he could pro­nounce it fault­less­ly. Long mir­rors, silken hang­ing, cream walls. The bed was lace hung. The cov­er­let was rose satin, feath­er-light. He ex­plored his bath­room. It ac­tu­al­ly was a room, much larg­er than his al­cove bed­room on Dem­ing Place—as large as his own bed­room at home on the farm. The bath was done daz­zling­ly in blue and white. The tub was enor­mous and as sol­id as if the house had been built around it. There were tow­els and tow­els and tow­els in blue and white, rang­ing in size all the way from tiny em­broi­dered wisps to fuzzy all-en­velop­ing bath tow­els as big as a car­pet.

			He was much im­pressed.

			He de­cid­ed to bathe and change in­to din­ner clothes and was glad of this when he found Paula in black chif­fon be­fore the fire in the great beamed room she had called the li­brary. Dirk thought she looked very beau­ti­ful in that di­aphanous stuff, with the pearls. Her heart-shaped face, with its large eyes that slant­ed a lit­tle at the cor­ners; her long slim throat; her dark hair piled high and away from her lit­tle ears. He de­cid­ed not to men­tion it.

			“You look ex­treme­ly dan­ger­ous,” said Paula.

			“I am,” replied Dirk, “but it’s hunger that brings this look of the beast to my usu­al­ly mild Dutch fea­tures. Al­so, why do you call this the li­brary?” Emp­ty shelves gaped from the wall on all sides. The room was meant to hold hun­dreds of vol­umes. Per­haps fifty or six­ty in all now leaned limply against each oth­er or lay supine.

			Paula laughed. “They do look sort of sparse, don’t they? Theodore bought this place, you know, as is. We’ve books enough in town, of course. But I don’t read much out here. And Theodore!—I don’t be­lieve he ev­er in his life read any­thing but de­tec­tive sto­ries and the news­pa­pers.”

			Dirk told him­self that Paula had known her hus­band would not be home un­til ten and had de­lib­er­ate­ly planned a tête-à-tête meal. He would not, there­fore, con­fess him­self a lit­tle net­tled when Paula said, “I’ve asked the Emerys in for din­ner; and we’ll have a game of bridge af­ter­ward. Phil Emery, you know, the Third. He used to have it on his vis­it­ing card, like roy­al­ty.”

			The Emerys were dry­goods; had been dry­goods for six­ty years; were ac­count­ed Chica­go aris­toc­ra­cy; pre­ferred Eng­land; rode to hounds in pink coats along Chica­go’s prim and star­tled sub­ur­ban prairies. They had a vast es­tate on the lake near Storm­wood. They ar­rived a tri­fle late. Dirk had seen pic­tures of old Phillip Emery (“Phillip the First,” he thought, with an in­ward grin) and de­cid­ed, look­ing at the rather ane­mic third edi­tion, that the stock was run­ning a lit­tle thin. Mrs. Emery was blonde, stat­uesque, and un­mag­net­ic. In con­trast Paula seemed to glow like a som­bre jew­el. The din­ner was de­li­cious but sur­pris­ing­ly sim­ple; lit­tle more than Seli­na would have giv­en him, Dirk thought, had he come home to the farm this week­end. The talk was desul­to­ry and rather dull. And this chap had mil­lions, Dirk said to him­self. Mil­lions. No scratch­ing in an ar­chi­tect’s of­fice for this lad. Mrs. Emery was in­ter­est­ed in the cor­rect pro­nun­ci­a­tion of Chica­go street names.

			“It’s ter­ri­ble,” she said. “I think there ought to be a Move­ment for the prop­er pro­nun­ci­a­tion. The peo­ple ought to be taught; and the chil­dren in the schools. They call Goethe Street ‘Ger­ty’; and pro­nounce all the s’s in Des Plaines. Even Illi­nois they call ‘Il­linoise.’ ” She was very much in earnest. Her breast rose and fell. She ate her sal­ad rapid­ly. Dirk thought that large blondes oughn’t to get ex­cit­ed. It made their faces red.

			At bridge af­ter din­ner Phillip the Third proved to be suf­fi­cient­ly the son of his fa­ther to win from Dirk more mon­ey than he could con­ve­nient­ly af­ford to lose. Though Mrs. Phil had much to do with this, as Dirk’s part­ner. Paula played with Emery, a bold shrewd game.

			Theodore Storm came in at ten and stood watch­ing them. When the guests had left the three sat be­fore the fire. “Some­thing to drink?” Storm asked Dirk. Dirk re­fused but Storm mixed a stiff high­ball for him­self, and then an­oth­er. The whiskey brought no flush to his large white im­pas­sive face. He talked al­most not at all. Dirk, nat­u­ral­ly silent, was lo­qua­cious by com­par­i­son. But while there was noth­ing heavy, un­vi­tal about Dirk’s si­lence this man’s was op­pres­sive, ir­ri­tat­ing. His paunch, his large white hands, his great white face gave the ef­fect of bleached blood­less bulk. “I don’t see how she stands him,” Dirk thought. Hus­band and wife seemed to be on terms of po­lite friend­li­ness. Storm ex­cused him­self and took him­self off with a word about be­ing tired, and see­ing them in the morn­ing.

			Af­ter he had gone: “He likes you,” said Paula.

			“Im­por­tant,” said Dirk, “if true.”

			“But it is im­por­tant. He can help you a lot.”

			“Help me how? I don’t want—”

			“But I do. I want you to be suc­cess­ful. I want you to be. You can be. You’ve got it writ­ten all over you. In the way you stand, and talk, and don’t talk. In the way you look at peo­ple. In some­thing in the way you car­ry your­self. It’s what they call force, I sup­pose. Any­way, you’ve got it.”

			“Has your hus­band got it?”

			“Theodore! No! That is—”

			“There you are. I’ve got the force, but he’s got the mon­ey.”

			“You can have both.” She was lean­ing for­ward. Her eyes were bright, enor­mous. Her hands—those thin dark hot hands—were twist­ed in her lap. He looked at her qui­et­ly. Sud­den­ly there were tears in her eyes. “Don’t look at me that way, Dirk.” She hud­dled back in her chair, limp. She looked a lit­tle hag­gard and old­er, some­how. “My mar­riage is a mess, of course. You can see that.”

			“You knew it would be, didn’t you?”

			“No. Yes. Oh, I don’t know. Any­way, what’s the dif­fer­ence, now? I’m not try­ing to be what they call an In­flu­ence in your life. I’m just fond of you—you know that—and I want you to be great and suc­cess­ful. It’s ma­ter­nal, I sup­pose.”

			“I should think two ba­bies would sat­is­fy that urge.”

			“Oh, I can’t get ex­cit­ed about two pink healthy lumps of ba­bies. I love them and all that, but all they need is to have a bot­tle stuffed in­to their mouths at prop­er in­ter­vals and to be bathed, and dressed and aired and slept. It’s a me­chan­i­cal rou­tine and about as ex­cit­ing as a tread­mill. I can’t go round be­ing ma­ter­nal and beat­ing my breast over two nice firm lumps of flesh.”

			“Just what do you want me to do, Paula?”

			She was ea­ger again, vi­tal­ly con­cerned in him. “It’s all so ridicu­lous. All these men whose in­comes are thir­ty—forty—six­ty—a hun­dred thou­sand a year usu­al­ly haven’t any qual­i­ties, re­al­ly, that the five-thou­sand-a-year man hasn’t. The doc­tor who sent Theodore a bill for four thou­sand dol­lars when each of my ba­bies was born didn’t do a thing that a coun­try doc­tor with a Ford wouldn’t do. But he knew he could get it and he asked it. Some­body has to get the fifty-thou­sand-dol­lar salaries—some ad­ver­tis­ing man, or bond sales­man or—why, look at Phil Emery! He prob­a­bly couldn’t sell a yard of pink rib­bon to a school­girl if he had to. Look at Theodore! He just sits and blinks and says noth­ing. But when the time comes he dou­bles up his fat white fist and mum­bles, ‘Ten mil­lion,’ or ‘Fif­teen mil­lion,’ and that set­tles it.”

			Dirk laughed to hide his own lit­tle mount­ing sen­sa­tion of ex­cite­ment. “It isn’t quite as sim­ple as that, I imag­ine. There’s more to it than meets the eye.”

			“There isn’t! I tell you I know the whole crowd of them. I’ve been brought up with this mon­eyed pack all my life, haven’t I? Pork pack­ers and wheat grab­bers and ped­dlers of gas and elec­tric light and dry goods. Grand­fa­ther’s the on­ly one of the crowd that I re­spect. He has stayed the same. They can’t fool him. He knows he just hap­pened to go in­to whole­sale beef and pork when whole­sale beef and pork was a new game in Chica­go. Now look at him!”

			“Still, you will ad­mit there’s some­thing in know­ing when,” he ar­gued.

			Paula stood up. “If you don’t know I’ll tell you. Now is when. I’ve got Grand­fa­ther and Dad and Theodore to work with. You can go on be­ing an ar­chi­tect if you want to. It’s a fine enough pro­fes­sion. But un­less you’re a ge­nius where’ll it get you! Go in with them, and Dirk, in five years—”

			“What!” They were both stand­ing, fac­ing each oth­er, she tense, ea­ger; he re­laxed but stim­u­lat­ed.

			“Try it and see what, will you? Will you, Dirk?”

			“I don’t know, Paula. I should say my moth­er wouldn’t think much of it.”

			“What does she know! Oh, I don’t mean that she isn’t a fine, won­der­ful per­son. She is. I love her. But suc­cess! She thinks suc­cess is an­oth­er acre of as­para­gus or cab­bage; or a new stove in the kitchen now that they’ve brought gas out as far as High Prairie.”

			He had a feel­ing that she pos­sessed him; that her hot ea­ger hands held him though they stood apart and eyed each oth­er al­most hos­tile­ly.

			As he un­dressed that night in his rose and satin room he thought, “Now what’s her game? What’s she up to? Be care­ful, Dirk, old boy.” On com­ing in­to the room he had gone im­me­di­ate­ly to the long mir­ror and had looked at him­self care­ful­ly, search­ing­ly, not know­ing that Paula, in her room, had done the same. He ran a hand over his close-shaved chin, looked at the fit of his din­ner coat. He wished he had had it made at Pe­ter Peel’s, the Eng­lish tai­lor on Michi­gan Boule­vard. But Peel was so damned ex­pen­sive. Per­haps next time …

			As he lay in the soft bed with the satin cov­er­let over him he thought, “Now what’s her lit‑tle game!”

			He awoke at eight, enor­mous­ly hun­gry. He won­dered, un­easi­ly, just how he was go­ing to get his break­fast. She had said his break­fast would be brought him in his room. He stretched lux­u­ri­ous­ly, sprang up, turned on his bath wa­ter, bathed. When he emerged in dress­ing gown and slip­pers his break­fast tray had been brought him mys­te­ri­ous­ly and its con­tents lay ap­pe­tiz­ing­ly on a lit­tle por­ta­ble ta­ble. There were flocks of small cov­ered dish­es and a charm­ing in­di­vid­u­al cof­fee ser­vice. The morn­ing pa­pers, fold­ed and vir­gin, lay next this. A lit­tle note from Paula: “Would you like to take a walk at about half-past nine? Stroll down to the sta­bles. I want to show you my new horse.”

			The dis­tance from the house to the sta­bles was ac­tu­al­ly quite a brisk lit­tle walk in it­self. Paula, in rid­ing clothes, was wait­ing for him. She looked boy­ish and young stand­ing be­side the stur­dy bulk of Pat, the head sta­ble­man. She wore tan whip­cord breech­es, a coat of dark­er stuff, a lit­tle round felt hat whose brim curved away from her face.

			She greet­ed him. “I’ve been out two hours. Had my ride.”

			“I hate peo­ple who tell you, first thing in the morn­ing, that they’ve been out two hours.”

			“If that’s the kind of mood you’re in we won’t show him the horse, will we, Pat?”

			Pat thought they would. Pat showed him the new sad­dle mare as a moth­er ex­hibits her lat­est off­spring, ten­der­ly, proud­ly. “Look at her back,” said Pat. “That’s the way you tell a horse, sir. By the length of this here line. Lookut it! There’s a pic­ture for you, now!”

			Paula looked up at Dirk. “You ride, don’t you?”

			“I used to ride the old nags, bare­back, on the farm.”

			“You’ll have to learn. We’ll teach him, won’t we, Pat?”

			Pat sur­veyed Dirk’s lean, flex­i­ble fig­ure. “Easy.”

			“Oh, say!” protest­ed Dirk.

			“Then I’ll have some­one to ride with me. Theodore nev­er rides. He nev­er takes any sort of ex­er­cise. Sits in that great fat car of his.”

			They went in­to the coach house, a great airy white­washed place with glit­ter­ing har­ness and spurs and bri­dles like jew­els in glass cas­es. There were rib­bons, too, red and yel­low and blue in a rack on the wall; and tro­phy cups. The coach house gave Dirk a lit­tle hope­less feel­ing. He had nev­er be­fore seen any­thing like it. In the first place, there were no mo­tors in it. He had for­got­ten that peo­ple rode in any­thing but mo­tors. A horse on Chica­go’s boule­vards raised a laugh. The sight of a shin­ing brougham with two sleek chest­nuts driv­ing down Michi­gan Av­enue would have set that street to star­ing and snig­ger­ing as a Ro­man char­i­ot drawn by ze­bras might have done. Yet here was such a brougham, glit­ter­ing, spot­less. Here was a smart cream sur­rey with a cream-coloured top hung with fringe. There were two-wheeled carts high and slim and chic. A vic­to­ria. Two pony carts. One would have thought, see­ing this room, that the mo­tor ve­hi­cle had nev­er been in­vent­ed. And tow­er­ing over all, dwarf­ing the rest, out-glit­ter­ing them, stood a tal­ly-ho, a sheer piece of wan­ton in­so­lence. It was in per­fect or­der. Its cush­ions were im­mac­u­late. Its sides shone. Its steps glis­tened. Dirk, look­ing up at it, laughed out­right. It seemed too splen­did, too ab­surd. With a sud­den boy­ish im­pulse he swung him­self up the three steps that led to the box and perched him­self on the fawn cush­ioned seat. He looked very hand­some there. “A coach and four—isn’t that what they call it? Got any Ro­man jug­ger­nauts?”

			“Do you want to drive it?” asked Paula. “This af­ter­noon? Do you think you can? Four hors­es, you know.” She laughed up at him, her dark face up­turned to his.

			Dirk looked down at her. “No.” He climbed down. “I sup­pose that at about the time they drove this here­abouts my fa­ther was tak­ing the farm plugs in­to the Hay­mar­ket.”

			Some­thing had an­noyed him, she saw. Would he wait while she changed to walk­ing things? Or per­haps he’d rather drive in the road­ster. They walked up to the house to­geth­er. He wished that she would not con­sult his wish­es so anx­ious­ly. It made him sulky, im­pa­tient.

			She put a hand on his arm. “Dirk, are you an­noyed at me for what I said last night?”

			“No.”

			“What did you think when you went to your room last night? Tell me. What did you think?”

			“I thought: ‘She’s bored with her hus­band and she’s try­ing to vamp me. I’ll have to be care­ful.’ ”

			Paula laughed de­light­ed­ly. “That’s nice and frank … What else?”

			“I thought my coat didn’t fit very well and I wished I could af­ford to have Peel make my next one.”

			“You can,” said Paula.

		
	
		
			XVI

			As it turned out, Dirk was spared the ne­ces­si­ty of wor­ry­ing about the fit of his next din­ner coat for the fol­low­ing year and a half. His coat, dur­ing that pe­ri­od, was a neat olive drab as was that of some mil­lions of young men of his age, or there­abouts. He wore it very well, and with the calm as­sur­ance of one who knows that his shoul­ders are broad, his waist slim, his stom­ach flat, his flanks lean, and his legs straight. Most of that time he spent at Fort Sheri­dan, first as an of­fi­cer in train­ing, then as an of­fi­cer train­ing oth­ers to be of­fi­cers. He was ex­cel­lent at this job. In­flu­ence put him there and kept him there even af­ter he be­gan to chafe at the re­straint. Fort Sheri­dan is a few miles out­side Chica­go, north. No smart North Shore din­ner was con­sid­ered com­plete with­out at least a ma­jor, a colonel, two cap­tains, and a sprin­kling of first lieu­tenants. Their boots shone so de­light­ful­ly while danc­ing.

			In the last six months of it (though he did not, of course, know that it was to be the last six months) Dirk tried des­per­ate­ly to get to France. He was sud­den­ly sick of the neat job at home; of the din­ners; of the smug rou­tine; of the olive-drab mo­tor car that whisked him wher­ev­er he want­ed to go (he had a cap­tain­cy); of mak­ing them “snap in­to it”; of Paula; of his moth­er, even. Two months be­fore the war’s close he suc­ceed­ed in get­ting over; but Paris was his head­quar­ters.

			Be­tween Dirk and his moth­er the first rift had ap­peared.

			“If I were a man,” Seli­na said, “I’d make up my mind straight about this war and then I’d do one of two things. I’d go in­to it the way Jan Snip goes at fork­ing the ma­nure pile—a dirty job that’s got to be cleaned up; or I’d refuse to do it al­to­geth­er if I didn’t be­lieve in it as a job for me. I’d fight, or I’d be a con­sci­en­tious ob­jec­tor. There’s noth­ing in be­tween for any­one who isn’t old or crip­pled, or sick.”

			Paula was aghast when she heard this. So was Julie whose wail­ings had been loud when Eu­gene had gone in­to the air ser­vice. He was in France now, thor­ough­ly hap­py. “Do you mean,” de­mand­ed Paula, “that you ac­tu­al­ly want Dirk to go over there and be wound­ed or killed!”

			“No. If Dirk were killed my life would stop. I’d go on liv­ing, I sup­pose, but my life would have stopped.”

			They all were do­ing some share in the work to be done.

			Seli­na had thought about her own place in this war wel­ter. She had want­ed to do can­teen work in France but had de­cid­ed against this as be­ing self­ish. “The thing for me to do,” she said, “is to go on rais­ing veg­eta­bles and hogs as fast as I can.” She sup­plied count­less house­holds with free food while their men were gone. She her­self worked like a man, tak­ing the place of the able-bod­ied helper who had been em­ployed on her farm.

			Paula was love­ly in her Red Cross uni­form. She per­suad­ed Dirk to go in­to the Lib­er­ty Bond sell­ing drive and he was un­ex­pect­ed­ly ef­fec­tive in his qui­et, se­ri­ous way; most con­vinc­ing and un­de­ni­ably thrilling to look at in uni­form. Paula’s lit­tle air of pos­ses­sion had grown un­til now it en­veloped him. She wasn’t play­ing now; was deeply and ter­ri­bly in love with him.

			When, in 1918, Dirk took off his uni­form he went in­to the bond de­part­ment of the Great Lakes Trust Com­pa­ny in which Theodore Storm had a large in­ter­est. He said that the war had dis­il­lu­sioned him. It was a word you of­ten heard ut­tered as a rea­son or an ex­cuse for aban­don­ing the nor­mal. “Dis­il­lu­sioned.”

			“What did you think war was go­ing to do?” said Seli­na. “Pu­ri­fy! It nev­er has yet.”

			It was un­der­stood, by Seli­na at least, that Dirk’s aban­don­ing of his pro­fes­sion was a tem­po­rary thing. Quick as she usu­al­ly was to ar­rive at con­clu­sions, she did not re­al­ize un­til too late that this son of hers had def­i­nite­ly de­sert­ed build­ing for bonds; that the on­ly struc­tures he would rear were her own cas­tles in Spain. His first two months as a bond sales­man net­ted him more than a year’s salary at his old post at Hol­lis & Sprague’s. When he told this to Seli­na, in tri­umph, she said, “Yes, but there isn’t much fun in it, is there? This sell­ing things on pa­per? Now ar­chi­tec­ture, that must be thrilling. Next to writ­ing a play and see­ing it act­ed by re­al peo­ple—see­ing it ac­tu­al­ly come alive be­fore your eyes—ar­chi­tec­ture must be the next most fun. Putting a build­ing down on pa­per—lit­tle marks here, straight lines there, fig­ures, cal­cu­la­tions, blue­prints, mea­sure­ments—and then, sud­den­ly one day, the ac­tu­al build­ing it­self. Steel and stone and brick, with en­gines throb­bing in­side it like a heart, and peo­ple flow­ing in and out. Part of a city. A piece of ac­tu­al beau­ty con­ceived by you! Oh, Dirk!” To see her face then must have giv­en him a pang, it was so alive, so ea­ger.

			He found ex­cus­es for him­self. “Sell­ing bonds that make that build­ing pos­si­ble isn’t so dull, ei­ther.”

			But she waved that aside al­most con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “What non­sense, Dirk. It’s like sell­ing seats at the box of­fice of a the­atre for the play in­side.”

			Dirk had made many new friends in the last year and a half. More than that, he had ac­quired a new man­ner; an air of qui­et au­thor­i­ty, of as­sur­ance. The pro­fes­sion of ar­chi­tec­ture was put def­i­nite­ly be­hind him. There had been no build­ing in all the months of the war; prob­a­bly would be none in years. Ma­te­ri­als were pro­hib­i­tive, labour ex­or­bi­tant. He did not say to Seli­na that he had put the oth­er work from him. But af­ter six months in his new po­si­tion he knew that he would nev­er go back.

			From the start he was a suc­cess. With­in one year he was so suc­cess­ful that you could hard­ly dis­tin­guish him from a hun­dred oth­er suc­cess­ful young Chica­go busi­ness and pro­fes­sion­al men whose clothes were made at Peel’s; who kept their col­lars mirac­u­lous­ly clean in the soot-laden at­mos­phere of the Loop; whose shoes were bench-made; who lunched at the Noon Club on the roof of the First Na­tion­al Bank where Chica­go’s mil­lion­aires ate corned-beef hash when­ev­er that ple­beian dish ap­peared on the bill of fare. He had had a lit­tle thrill out of his first meal at this club whose mem­ber­ship was made up of the “big men” of the city’s fi­nan­cial cir­cle. Now he could even feel a lit­tle flick­er of con­tempt for them. He had known old Aug Hempel, of course, for years, as well as Michael Arnold, and, lat­er, Phillip Emery, Theodore Storm, and oth­ers. But he had ex­pect­ed these men to be dif­fer­ent.

			Paula had said, “Theodore, why don’t you take Dirk up to the Noon Club some day? There are a lot of big men he ought to meet.”

			Dirk went in some trep­i­da­tion. The great grilled el­e­va­tor, as large as a room, whisked them up to the roof of the fortress of gold. The club lounge fur­nished his first dis­ap­point­ment. It looked like a Pull­man smok­er. The chairs were up­hol­stered in black leather or red plush. The wood­work was shiny red im­i­ta­tion ma­hogany. The car­pet was green. There were bright shin­ing brass cus­pi­dors in the hall near the cigar counter. The food was well cooked. Man’s food. Nine out of ev­ery ten of these men pos­sessed mil­lions. When­ev­er corned beef and cab­bage ap­peared on the lun­cheon menu nine out of ten took it. These were not at all the Amer­i­can Big Busi­ness Man of the com­ic pa­pers and of fic­tion—that yel­low, ner­vous, dys­pep­tic crea­ture who lunch­es off milk and pie. They were di­vid­ed in­to two def­i­nite types. The old­er men of be­tween fifty and six­ty were great high-coloured fel­lows of full habit. Many of them had had a physi­cian’s warn­ing of high blood pres­sure, hard­en­ing ar­ter­ies, over­worked heart, re­bel­lious kid­neys. So now they waxed cau­tious, tak­ing time over their sub­stan­tial lunch­es, smok­ing and talk­ing. Their faces were im­pas­sive, their eyes shrewd, hard. Their talk was col­lo­qui­al and fre­quent­ly il­lit­er­ate. They of­ten said “was” for “were.” “Was you go­ing to see Bald­win about that South Amer­i­can stuff or is he go­ing to ship it through with­out?” Most of them had known lit­tle of play in their youth and now they played pon­der­ous­ly and a lit­tle sad­ly and yet ea­ger­ly as does one to whom the gift of leisure had come too late. On Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon you saw them in im­port­ed heather green golf stock­ings and Scotch tweed suits mak­ing for the links or the lake. They ru­ined their palates and liv­ers with strong cigars, think­ing cig­a­rette smok­ing undig­ni­fied and pipes com­mon. “Have a cigar!” was their greet­ing, their pass­word, their open sesame. “Have a cigar.” On­ly a few were so rich, so as­sured as to smoke cheap light panatel­las. Old Aug Hempel was one of these. Dirk no­ticed that when he made one of his rare vis­its to the Noon Club his en­trance was met with a lit­tle stir, a def­er­ence. He was near­ing sev­en­ty-five now; was still straight, strong, zest­ful of life; a mag­nif­i­cent old buc­ca­neer among the pet­ti­er crew. His had been the di­rect and bru­tal method—swish! swash! and his en­e­mies walked the plank. The younger men eyed him with a cer­tain amuse­ment and re­spect.

			These younger men whose ages ranged from twen­ty-eight to forty-five were dis­ci­ples of the new sys­tem in busi­ness. They were grad­u­ates of uni­ver­si­ties. They had known lux­u­ry all their lives. They were the sec­ond or third gen­er­a­tion. They used the word “psy­chol­o­gy.” They prac­tised re­straint. They knew the pow­er of sug­ges­tion. Where old Aug Hempel had flown the black flag they re­sort­ed to the periscope. Dirk learned that these men did not talk busi­ness dur­ing meal time ex­cept when they had met def­i­nite­ly for that pur­pose. They wast­ed a good deal of time, Dirk thought, and of­ten, when they were sup­posed to be “in con­fer­ence” or when their sec­re­taries said prim­ly that they were very busy and not to be dis­turbed un­til three, they were doz­ing off for a com­fort­able half hour in their pri­vate of­fices. They were the sons or grand­sons of those beard­ed, rugged, and rather ter­ri­ble old boys who, in 1835 or 1840, had come out of Coun­ty Lim­er­ick or Coun­ty Kilken­ny or out of Scot­land or the Rhineland to mold this new coun­try in their strong hairy hands; those hands whose work had made pos­si­ble the sym­pho­ny or­ches­tras, the yacht clubs, the golf clubs through which their de­scen­dants now found amuse­ment and re­lax­ation.

			Dirk lis­tened to the talk of the Noon Club.

			“I made it in eighty-six. That isn’t so bad for the Tippeca­noe course.”

			“… box­es are go­ing pret­ty well but the Met­ro­pol­i­tan grabs up all the big ones and the house wants names. Gar­den doesn’t draw the way she used to, even in Chica­go. It’s the pop­u­lar sub­scrip­tion that counts.”

			“… grabbed the Cen­tu­ry out of New York at two-forty-five and got back here in time to try out my new horse in the park. She’s a lit­tle ner­vous for city rid­ing but we’re open­ing the house at Lake For­est next week—”

			“… pret­ty good show but they don’t send the orig­i­nal com­pa­nies here, that’s the trou­ble …”

			“… in Lon­don. It’s a neat shade of green, isn’t it? You can’t get ties like this over here, I don’t know why. Got a dozen last time I was over. Yeh, Plumbridge in Bond Street.”

			Well, Dirk could talk like that eas­i­ly enough. He lis­tened qui­et­ly, nod­ded, smiled, agreed or dis­agreed. He looked about him care­ful­ly, ap­prais­ing­ly. Waist lines well kept in; care­ful­ly tai­lored clothes; shrewd wrin­kles of ex­pe­ri­ence ra­di­at­ing in fine sprays in the skin around the cor­ners of their eyes. The pres­i­dent of an ad­ver­tis­ing firm lunch­ing with a banker; a bond sales­man talk­ing to a rare book col­lec­tor; a pack­er seat­ed at a small ta­ble with Ho­r­a­tio Craft, the sculp­tor.

			Two years and Dirk, too, had learned to “grab the Cen­tu­ry” in or­der to save an hour or so of time be­tween Chica­go and New York. Peel said it was a plea­sure to fit a coat to his broad, flat ta­per­ing back, and trousers to his strong stur­dy legs. His colour, in­her­it­ed from his red-cheeked Dutch an­ces­tors brought up in the fresh sea-laden air of the Hol­land flats, was fine and clear. Some­times Seli­na, in pure sen­su­ous de­light, passed her gnarled, work-worn hand over his shoul­ders and down his fine, strong, straight back. He had been abroad twice. He learned to call it “run­ning over to Eu­rope for a few days.” It had all come about in a scant two years, as is the the­atri­cal way in which life speeds in Amer­i­ca.

			Seli­na was a lit­tle be­wil­dered now at this new Dirk whose life was so full with­out her. Some­times she did not see him for two weeks, or three. He sent her gifts which she smoothed and touched de­light­ed­ly and put away; fine soft silken things, hand­made—which she could not wear. The habit of years was too strong up­on her. Though she had al­ways been a wom­an of dain­ty habits and fas­tid­i­ous tastes the grind of her ear­ly mar­ried life had left its in­deli­ble mark. Now, as she dressed, you might have seen that her pet­ti­coat was like­ly to be black sateen and her plain, durable corset cov­er neat­ly patched where it had worn un­der the arms. She em­ployed none of the ar­ti­fices of a youth-mad day. Sun and wind and rain and the cold and heat of the open prairie had wreaked their vengeance on her flout­ing of them. Her skin was tanned, weath­er-beat­en; her hair rough and dry. Her eyes, in that frame, star­tled you by their un­ex­pect­ed­ness, they were so calm, so serene, yet so alive. They were the beau­ti­ful eyes of a wise young girl in the face of a mid­dle-aged wom­an. Life was still so fresh to her.

			She had al­most poignant­ly few per­son­al be­long­ings. Her bu­reau draw­ers were like a nun’s; her brush and comb, a scant stock of plain white un­der­wear. On the bath­room shelf her tooth­brush, some vase­line, a box of tal­cum pow­der. None of those aids to ar­ti­fice with which the el­der­ly wom­an de­ludes her­self in­to think­ing that she is hood­wink­ing the world. She wore well-made walk­ing ox­fords now, with sen­si­ble heels—the kind known as Field’s spe­cial; plain shirt­waists and neat dark suits, or a blue cloth dress. A mid­dle-aged wom­an ap­proach­ing el­der­li­ness; a wom­an who walked and car­ried her­self well; who looked at you with a glance that was di­rect but nev­er hard. That was all. Yet there was about her some­thing ar­rest­ing, some­thing com­pelling. You felt it.

			“I don’t see how you do it!” Julie Arnold com­plained one day as Seli­na was pay­ing her one of her rare vis­its in town. “Your eyes are as bright as a ba­by’s and mine look like dead oys­ters.” They were up in Julie’s dress­ing room in the new house on the north side—the new house that was now the old house. Julie’s dress­ing ta­ble was a be­wil­der­ing thing. Seli­na De­Jong, in her neat black suit and her plain black hat, sat re­gard­ing it and Julie seat­ed be­fore it, with a grim and live­ly in­ter­est.

			“It looks,” Seli­na said, “like Man­del’s toi­lette sec­tion, or a hos­pi­tal op­er­at­ing room just be­fore a ma­jor op­er­a­tion.” There were great glass jars that con­tained meal, white and gold. There were rows and rows of cream pots hold­ing mas­sage cream, van­ish­ing cream, cleans­ing cream. There were lit­tle chi­na bowls of scar­let and white and yel­low­ish pastes. A per­fo­rat­ed con­tain­er spout­ed a wisp of cot­ton. You saw toi­let wa­ters, per­fumes, at­om­iz­ers, French soaps, unguents, tubes. It wasn’t a dress­ing ta­ble mere­ly, but a lab­o­ra­to­ry.

			“This!” ex­claimed Julie. “You ought to see Paula’s. Com­pared to her toi­lette cer­e­mo­ny mine is just a splash at the kitchen sink.” She rubbed cold cream now around her eyes with her two fore­fin­gers, us­ing a prac­tised up­ward stroke.

			“It looks fas­ci­nat­ing,” Seli­na ex­claimed. “Some day I’m go­ing to try it. There are so many things I’m go­ing to try some day. So many things I’ve nev­er done that I’m go­ing to do for the fun of it. Think of it, Julie! I’ve nev­er had a man­i­cure! Some day I’m go­ing to have one. I’ll tell the girl to paint my nails a beau­ti­ful bright ver­mil­ion. And I’ll tip her twen­ty-five cents. They’re so pret­ty with their bobbed hair and their queer bright eyes. I s’pose you’ll think I’m crazy if I tell you they make me feel young.”

			Julie was mas­sag­ing. Her eyes had an ab­sent look. Sud­den­ly: “Lis­ten, Seli­na. Dirk and Paula are to­geth­er too much. Peo­ple are talk­ing.”

			“Talk­ing?” The smile fad­ed from Seli­na’s face.

			“Good­ness knows I’m not strait­laced. You can’t be in this day and age. If I had ev­er thought I’d live to see the time when—Well, since the war of course any­thing’s all right, seems. But Paula has no sense. Ev­ery­body knows she’s in­sane about Dirk. That’s all right for Dirk, but how about Paula! She won’t go any­where un­less he’s in­vit­ed. Of course Dirk is aw­ful­ly pop­u­lar. Good­ness knows there are few enough young men like him in Chica­go—hand­some and suc­cess­ful and pol­ished and all. Most of them dash off East just as soon as they can get their fa­thers to es­tab­lish an East­ern branch or some­thing. … They’re to­geth­er all the time, ev­ery­where. I asked her if she was go­ing to di­vorce Storm and she said no, she hadn’t enough mon­ey of her own and Dirk wasn’t earn­ing enough. His salary’s thou­sands, but she’s used to mil­lions. Well!”

			“They were boy and girl to­geth­er,” Seli­na in­ter­rupt­ed, fee­bly.

			“They’re not any more. Don’t be sil­ly, Seli­na. You’re not as young as that.”

			No, she was not as young as that. When Dirk next paid one of his rare vis­its to the farm she called him in­to her bed­room—the cool, dim shab­by bed­room with the old black wal­nut bed in which she had lain as Per­vus De­Jong’s bride more than thir­ty years ago. She had on a lit­tle knit­ted jack­et over her se­vere white night­gown. Her abun­dant hair was neat­ly braid­ed in two long plaits. She looked some­how girl­ish there in the dim light, her great soft eyes gaz­ing up at him.

			“Dirk, sit down here at the side of my bed the way you used to.”

			“I’m dead tired, Moth­er. Twen­ty-sev­en holes of golf be­fore I came out.”

			“I know. You ache all over—a nice kind of ache. I used to feel like that when I’d worked in the fields all day, pulling veg­eta­bles, or plant­ing.” He was silent. She caught his hand. “You didn’t like that. My say­ing that. I’m sor­ry. I didn’t say it to make you feel bad, dear.”

			“I know you didn’t, Moth­er.”

			“Dirk, do you know what that wom­an who writes the so­ci­ety news in the Sun­day Tri­bune called you to­day?”

			“No. What? I nev­er read it.”

			“She said you were one of the je­unesse dorée.”

			Dirk grinned. “Gosh!”

			“I re­mem­ber enough of my French at Miss Fis­ter’s school to know that that means gild­ed youth.”

			“Me! That’s good! I’m not even span­gled.”

			“Dirk!” her voice was low, vi­brant. “Dirk, I don’t want you to be a gild­ed youth, I don’t care how thick the gild­ing. Dirk, that isn’t what I worked in the sun and cold for. I’m not re­proach­ing you; I didn’t mind the work. For­give me for even men­tion­ing it. But, Dirk, I don’t want my son to be known as one of the je­unesse dorée. No! Not my son!”

			“Now, lis­ten, Moth­er. That’s fool­ish. If you’re go­ing to talk like that. Like a moth­er in a melo­dra­ma whose son’s gone wrong. … I work like a dog. You know that. You get the wrong an­gle on things, stuck out here on this lit­tle farm. Why don’t you come in­to town and take a lit­tle place and sell the farm?”

			“Live with you, you mean?” Pure mis­chievous­ness.

			“Oh, no. You wouldn’t like that,” hasti­ly. “Be­sides, I’d nev­er be there. At the of­fice all day, and out some­where in the evening.”

			“When do you do your read­ing, Dirk?”

			“Why—uh—”

			She sat up in bed, look­ing down at the thin end of her braid as she twined it round and round her fin­ger. “Dirk, what is this you sell in that ma­hogany of­fice of yours? I nev­er did get the hang of it.”

			“Bonds, Moth­er. You know that per­fect­ly well.”

			“Bonds.” She con­sid­ered this a mo­ment. “Are they hard to sell? Who buys them?”

			“That de­pends. Ev­ery­body buys them—that is …”

			“I don’t. I sup­pose be­cause when­ev­er I had any mon­ey it went back in­to the farm for im­ple­ments, or re­pairs, or seed, or stock, or im­prove­ments. That’s al­ways the way with a farmer—even on a lit­tle truck farm like this.” She pon­dered again a mo­ment. He fid­get­ed, yawned. “Dirk De­Jong—Bond Sales­man.”

			“The way you say it, Moth­er, it sounds like a low crim­i­nal pur­suit.”

			“Dirk, do you know some­times I ac­tu­al­ly think that if you had stayed here on the farm—”

			“Good God, Moth­er! What for!”

			“Oh, I don’t know. Time to dream. Time to—no, I sup­pose that isn’t true any more. I sup­pose the day is past when the ge­nius came from the farm. Ma­chin­ery has cut in­to his dreams. He used to sit for hours on the wag­on seat, the reins slack in his hands, while the hors­es plod­ded in­to town. Now he whizzes by in a jit­ney. Patent binders, ploughs, reapers—he’s a me­chan­ic. He hasn’t time to dream. I guess if Lin­coln had lived to­day he’d have split his rails to the tune of a hum­ming, snarling patent wood cut­ter, and in the evening he’d have whirled in­to town to get his books at the pub­lic li­brary, and he’d have read them un­der the glare of the elec­tric light bulb in­stead of ly­ing flat in front of the flick­er­ing wood fire. … Well. …”

			She lay back, looked up at him. “Dirk, why don’t you mar­ry?”

			“Why—there’s no one I want to mar­ry.”

			“No one who’s free, you mean?”

			He stood up. “I mean no one.” He stooped and kissed her light­ly. Her arms went round him close. Her hand with the thick gold wed­ding band on it pressed his head to her hard. “So­big!” He was a ba­by again.

			“You haven’t called me that in years.” He was laugh­ing.

			She re­vert­ed to the old game they had played when he was a child. “How big is my son! How big?” She was smil­ing, but her eyes were som­bre.

			“So big!” an­swered Dirk, and mea­sured a very tiny space be­tween thumb and fore­fin­ger. “So big.”

			She faced him, sit­ting up very straight in bed, the lit­tle wool shawl hunched about her shoul­ders. “Dirk, are you ev­er go­ing back to ar­chi­tec­ture? The war is his­to­ry. It’s now or nev­er with you. Pret­ty soon it will be too late. Are you ev­er go­ing back to ar­chi­tec­ture? To your pro­fes­sion?”

			A clean am­pu­ta­tion. “No, Moth­er.”

			She gave an ac­tu­al gasp, as though icy wa­ter had been thrown full in her face. She looked sud­den­ly old, tired. Her shoul­ders sagged. He stood in the door­way, braced for her re­proach­es. But when she spoke it was to re­proach her­self. “Then I’m a fail­ure.”

			“Oh, what non­sense, Moth­er. I’m hap­py. You can’t live some­body else’s life. You used to tell me, when I was a kid I re­mem­ber, that life wasn’t just an ad­ven­ture, to be tak­en as it came, with the hope that some­thing glo­ri­ous was al­ways hid­den just around the cor­ner. You said you had lived that way and it hadn’t worked. You said—”

			She in­ter­rupt­ed him with a lit­tle cry. “I know I did. I know I did.” Sud­den­ly she raised a warn­ing fin­ger. Her eyes were lu­mi­nous, prophet­ic. “Dirk, you can’t desert her like that!”

			“Desert who?” He was star­tled.

			“Beau­ty! Self-ex­pres­sion. What­ev­er you want to call it. You wait! She’ll turn on you some day. Some day you’ll want her, and she won’t be there.”

			In­ward­ly he had been re­sent­ful of this bed­side con­ver­sa­tion with his moth­er. She made lit­tle of him, he thought, while out­siders ap­pre­ci­at­ed his suc­cess. He had said, “So big,” mea­sur­ing a tiny space be­tween thumb and fore­fin­ger in an­swer to her half-play­ful ques­tion, but he had not hon­est­ly meant it. He thought her ridicu­lous­ly old-fash­ioned now in her view­point, and cer­tain­ly un­rea­son­able. But he would not quar­rel with her.

			“You wait, too, Moth­er,” he said now, smil­ing. “Some day your way­ward son will be a re­al suc­cess. Wait till the mil­lions roll in. Then we’ll see.”

			She lay down, turned her back de­lib­er­ate­ly up­on him, pulled the cov­ers up about her.

			“Shall I turn out your light, Moth­er, and open the win­dows?”

			“Meena’ll do it. She al­ways does. Just call her. … Good night.”

			He knew that he had come to be a rather big man in his world. In­flu­ence had helped. He knew that, too. But he shut his mind to much of Paula’s manœu­vring and wire pulling—re­fused to ac­knowl­edge that her lean, dark, ea­ger fin­gers had ma­nip­u­lat­ed the mech­a­nism that or­dered his ca­reer. Paula her­self was wise enough to know that to hold him she must not let him feel in­debt­ed to her. She knew that the debtor hates his cred­i­tor. She lay awake at night plan­ning for him, schem­ing for his ad­vance­ment, then sug­gest­ed these schemes to him so deft­ly as to make him think he him­self had de­vised them. She had even re­al­ized of late that their grow­ing in­ti­ma­cy might hand­i­cap him if open­ly com­ment­ed on. But now she must see him dai­ly, or speak to him. In the huge house on Lake Shore Drive her own rooms—sit­ting room, bed­room, dress­ing room, bath—were as de­tached as though she oc­cu­pied a sep­a­rate apart­ment. Her tele­phone was a pri­vate wire lead­ing on­ly to her own bed­room. She called him the first thing in the morn­ing; the last thing at night. Her voice, when she spoke to him, was an or­gan trans­formed; low, vi­brant, with a tim­bre in its tone that would have made it un­rec­og­niz­able to an out­sider. Her words were com­mon­place enough, but preg­nant and mean­ing­ful for her.

			“What did you do to­day? Did you have a good day? … Why didn’t you call me? … Did you fol­low up that sug­ges­tion you made about Kennedy? I think it’s a won­der­ful idea, don’t you? You’re a won­der­ful man, Dirk; did you know that? … I miss you. … Do you? … When? … Why not lunch? … Oh, not if you have a busi­ness ap­point­ment … How about five o’clock? … No, not there … Oh, I don’t know. It’s so pub­lic … Yes … Good­bye. … Good night. … Good night. …”

			They be­gan to meet rather furtive­ly, in out-of-the-way places. They would lunch in de­part­ment store restau­rants where none of their friends ev­er came. They spent off af­ter­noon hours in the dim, close at­mos­phere of the mo­tion pic­ture palaces, sit­ting in the back row, see­ing noth­ing of the film, talk­ing in ea­ger whis­pers that failed to an­noy the scat­tered devo­tees in the mid­dle of the house. When they drove it was on ob­scure streets of the south side, as se­cure there from ob­ser­va­tion as though they had been in Africa, for to the north sider the south side of Chica­go is the hin­ter­land of civ­i­liza­tion.

			Paula had grown very beau­ti­ful, her world thought. There was about her the au­ra, the glow, the roseate ex­ha­la­tion that sur­rounds the wom­an in love.

			Fre­quent­ly she ir­ri­tat­ed Dirk. At such times he grew qui­eter than ev­er; more re­served. As he in­vol­un­tar­i­ly with­drew she ad­vanced. Some­times he thought he hat­ed her—her hot ea­ger hands, her glow­ing ask­ing eyes, her thin red mouth, her sal­low heart-shaped ex­quis­ite face, her per­fumed cloth­ing, her air of own­er­ship. That was it! Her pos­ses­sive­ness. She clutched him so with her ev­ery look and ges­ture, even when she did not touch him. There was about her some­thing avid, sul­try. It was like the hot wind that some­times blew over the prairie—blow­ing, blow­ing, but nev­er re­fresh­ing. It made you feel dry, arid, ir­ri­tat­ed, parched. Some­times Dirk won­dered what Theodore Storm thought and knew be­hind that im­pas­sive flab­by white mask of his.

			Dirk met plen­ty of oth­er girls. Paula was clever enough to see to that. She asked them to share her box at the opera. She had them at her din­ners. She af­fect­ed great in­dif­fer­ence to their ef­fect on him. She suf­fered when he talked to one of them.

			“Dirk, why don’t you take out that nice Farn­ham girl?”

			“Is she nice?”

			“Well, isn’t she! You were talk­ing to her long enough at the Kirks’ dance. What were you talk­ing about?”

			“Books.”

			“Oh. Books. She’s aw­ful­ly nice and in­tel­li­gent, isn’t she? A love­ly girl.” She was sud­den­ly hap­py. Books.

			The Farn­ham girl was a nice girl. She was the kind of girl one should fall in love with and doesn’t. The Farn­ham girl was one of many well-bred Chica­go girls of her day and class. Fine, hon­est, clear­head­ed, frank, ca­pa­ble, good-look­ing in an in­def­i­nite and unar­rest­ing sort of way. Hair-coloured hair, good teeth, good enough eyes, clear skin, sen­si­ble medi­um hands and feet; skat­ed well, danced well, talked well. Read the books you had read. A com­pan­ion­able girl. Loads of mon­ey but nev­er spoke of it. Trav­elled. Her hand met yours firm­ly—and it was just a hand. At the con­tact no cur­rent dart­ed through you, send­ing its shaft with a lit­tle zing to your heart.

			But when Paula showed you a book her arm, as she stood next you, would some­how fit in­to the curve of yours and you were con­scious of the feel of her soft slim side against you.

			He knew many girls. There was a dis­tinct type known as the North Shore Girl. Slim, tall, ex­quis­ite; a lit­tle fine nose, a high, sweet, slight­ly nasal voice, ear­rings, a cig­a­rette, lun­cheon at Huyler’s. All these girls looked amaz­ing­ly alike, Dirk thought; talked very much alike. They all spoke French with a pret­ty good ac­cent; danced in­tri­cate sym­bol­ic dances; read the new books; had the same pat­ter. They pref­aced, in­ter­lard­ed, con­clud­ed their re­marks to each oth­er with, “My deah!” It ex­pressed, for them, sur­prise, sym­pa­thy, amuse­ment, ridicule, hor­ror, res­ig­na­tion. “My deah! You should have seen her! My dee-ah!”—hor­ror. Their slang was al­most iden­ti­cal with that used by the girls work­ing in his of­fice. “She’s a good kid,” they said, speak­ing in ad­mi­ra­tion of an­oth­er girl. They made a fetish of frank­ness. In a day when ev­ery­one talked in scream­ing head­lines they knew it was nec­es­sary to red-ink their re­marks in or­der to get them no­ticed at all. The word rot was re­placed by garbage and garbage gave way to the ul­ti­mate swill. One no longer said “How shock­ing!” but, “How per­fect­ly ob­scene!” The words, spo­ken in their sweet clear voic­es, fell non­cha­lant­ly from their pret­ty lips. All very fear­less and un­in­hib­it­ed and free. That, they told you, was the main thing. Some­times Dirk wished they wouldn’t work so hard at their play. They were for­ev­er get­ting up pageants and plays and large fes­ti­vals for char­i­ty; Vene­tian fêtes, Ori­en­tal bazaars, char­i­ty balls. In the pro­gramme per­for­mance of these many of them sang bet­ter, act­ed bet­ter, danced bet­ter than most pro­fes­sion­al per­form­ers, but the whole thing al­ways lacked the flavour, some­how, of pro­fes­sion­al per­for­mance. On these af­fairs they lav­ished thou­sands in cos­tumes and dec­o­ra­tions, re­ceiv­ing in re­turn oth­er thou­sands which they sober­ly turned over to the Cause. They found noth­ing lu­di­crous in this. Spas­mod­i­cal­ly they went in­to busi­ness or semipro­fes­sion­al ven­tures, de­fy­ing the con­ven­tions. Paula did this, too. She or one of her friends were for­ev­er open­ing blouse shops; start­ing Gifte Shoppes; bur­geon­ing in­to tea rooms dec­o­rat­ed in crude green and ver­mil­ion and or­ange and black; an­nounc­ing their af­fil­i­a­tion with an ad­ver­tis­ing agen­cy. These ad­ven­tures blos­somed, with­ered, died. They were the re­sult of post­war rest­less­ness. Many of these girls had worked in­de­fati­ga­bly dur­ing the 1917–1918 pe­ri­od; had driv­en ser­vice cars, man­aged am­bu­lances, nursed, scrubbed, con­duct­ed can­teens. They missed the ex­cite­ment, the sat­is­fac­tion of achieve­ment.

			They found Dirk fair game, re­sent­ed Paula’s pro­pri­etor­ship. Su­sans and Janes and Kates and Bet­tys and Sallys—plain old-fash­ioned names for mod­ern, erot­ic miss­es—they talked to Dirk, danced with him, rode with him, flirt­ed with him. His very unattain­able­ness gave him pi­quan­cy. That Paula Storm had him fast. He didn’t care a hoot about girls.

			“Oh, Mr. De­Jong,” they said, “your name’s Dirk, isn’t it? What a slick name! What does it mean?”

			“Noth­ing, I sup­pose. It’s a Dutch name. My peo­ple—my fa­ther’s peo­ple—were Dutch, you know.”

			“A dirk’s a sort of sword, isn’t it, or poniard? Any­way, it sounds very keen and cru­el and fa­tal—Dirk.”

			He would flush a lit­tle (one of his as­sets) and smile, and look at them, and say noth­ing. He found that to be all that was nec­es­sary.

			He got on enor­mous­ly.

		
	
		
			XVII

			Be­tween these girls and the girls that worked in his of­fice there ex­ist­ed a sim­i­lar­i­ty that struck and amused Dirk. He said, “Take a let­ter, Miss Roach,” to a slim young crea­ture as ex­quis­ite as the girl with whom he had danced the day be­fore; or rid­den or played ten­nis or bridge. Their very clothes were fault­less im­i­ta­tions. They even used the same per­fume. He won­dered, idly, how they did it. They were eigh­teen, nine­teen, twen­ty, and their faces and bod­ies and de­sires and nat­u­ral equip­ment made their pres­ence in a busi­ness of­fice a para­dox, an ab­sur­di­ty. Yet they were ca­pa­ble, too, in a me­chan­i­cal sort of way. Theirs were me­chan­i­cal jobs. They an­swered tele­phones, pressed levers, clicked but­tons, tapped type­writ­ers, jot­ted down names. They were love­ly crea­tures with the minds of four­teen-year-old chil­dren. Their hair was shin­ing, per­fect­ly un­du­lat­ed, as fine and glossy and ten­der­ly curl­ing as a young child’s. Their breasts were flat, their fig­ures sin­gu­lar­ly sex­less like that of a very young boy. They were wise with the wis­dom of the ser­pent. They wore won­der­ful lit­tle sweaters and flat baby­ish col­lars and ridicu­lous­ly sen­si­ble stock­ings and ox­fords. Their legs were slim and stur­dy. Their mouths were pout­ing, soft, pink, the low­er lip a lit­tle curled back, petal-wise, like the moist mouth of a ba­by that has just fin­ished nurs­ing. Their eyes were wide apart, emp­ty, knowl­ed­geous. They man­aged their pri­vate af­fairs like gen­er­als. They were cool, re­mote, dis­dain­ful. They re­duced their boys to des­per­a­tion. They were brig­ands, des­per­a­does, pi­rates, tak­ing all, giv­ing lit­tle. They came, for the most part, from sor­did homes, yet they knew, in some mirac­u­lous way, all the fine arts that Paula knew and prac­tised. They were corset­less, pli­ant, be­wil­der­ing, love­ly, dan­ger­ous. They ate lunch­es that were hor­ri­ble mix­tures of cloy­ing sweets and bit­ing acids yet their skin was like vel­vet and cream. Their voic­es were thin, nasal, vul­gar; their faces like those in a Greuze or a Frag­o­nard. They said, with a twang that racked the lis­ten­er, “I wouldn’t of went if I got an in­vite but he could of give me a ring, any­ways. I called him right. I was sore.”

			“Yeh? Wha’d he say?”

			“Oh, he laffed.”

			“Did­ja go?”

			“Me! No! Whatcha think I yam, any­way?”

			“Oh, he’s a good kid.”

			Among these Dirk worked im­mune, aloof, un­touched. He would have been sur­prised to learn that he was known among them as Frosty. They ap­proved his socks, his scarfs, his nails, his fea­tures, his legs in their well-fit­ting pants, his flat strong back in the Peel coat. They ad­mired and re­sent­ed him. Not one that did not se­cret­ly dream of the day when he would call her in­to his of­fice, shut the door, and say, “Loret­ta” (their names were bur­bankian mon­strosi­ties, born of graft­ing the orig­i­nal ap­pel­la­tion on­to their own idea of beau­ty in nomen­cla­ture—hence Loret­ta, Imo­gene, Na­dine, Na­tal­ie, Ardel­la), “Loret­ta, I have watched you for a long, long time and you must have no­ticed how deeply I ad­mire you.”

			It wasn’t im­pos­si­ble. Those things hap­pen. The movies had taught them that.

			Dirk, all un­con­scious of their piti­less, all-ab­sorb­ing scru­ti­ny, would have been still fur­ther ap­palled to learn how ful­ly aware they were of his per­son­al and pri­vate af­fairs. They knew about Paula, for ex­am­ple. They ad­mired and re­sent­ed her, too. They were fair in grant­ing her the per­fec­tion of her clothes, drew im­mense sat­is­fac­tion from the knowl­edge of their own su­pe­ri­or­i­ty in the mat­ters of youth and colour­ing; de­spised her for the way in which she open­ly dis­played her feel­ing for him (how they knew this was a mir­a­cle and a mys­tery, for she al­most nev­er came in­to the of­fice and dis­guised all her tele­phone talks with him). They thought he was grand to his moth­er. Seli­na had been in his of­fice twice, per­haps. On one of these oc­ca­sions she had spent five min­utes chat­ting so­cia­bly with Ethe­lin­da Quinn who had the face of a Da Vin­ci cherub and the soul of a man-eat­ing shark. Seli­na al­ways talked to ev­ery­one. She en­joyed lis­ten­ing to street car con­duc­tors, wash­wom­en, jan­i­tors, land­ladies, clerks, door­men, chauf­feurs, po­lice­men. Some­thing about her made them talk. They opened to her as flow­ers to the sun. They sensed her in­ter­est, her lik­ing. As they talked Seli­na would ex­claim, “You don’t say! Well, that’s ter­ri­ble!” Her eyes would be bright with sym­pa­thy.

			Seli­na had said, on en­ter­ing Dirk’s of­fice, “My land! I don’t see how you can work among those pret­ty crea­tures and not be a sul­tan. I’m go­ing to ask some of them down to the farm over Sun­day.”

			“Don’t, Moth­er! They wouldn’t un­der­stand. I scarce­ly see them. They’re just part of the of­fice equip­ment.”

			Af­ter­ward, Ethe­lin­da Quinn had passed ex­pert opin­ion. “Say, she’s got ten times the guts that Frosty’s got. I like her fine. Did you see her ter­ri­ble hat! But say, it didn’t look fun­ny on her, did it? Any­body else in that get­up would look com­i­cal, but she’s the kind that could walk off with any­thing. I don’t know. She’s got what I call an air. It beats style. Nice, too. She said I was a pret­ty lit­tle thing. Can you beat it! At that she’s right. I cer’nly yam.”

			All un­con­scious, “Take a let­ter, Miss Quinn,” said Dirk half an hour lat­er.

			In the midst, then, of this fiery fur­nace of fem­i­nin­i­ty Dirk walked un­scorched. Paula, the North Shore girls, well-bred busi­ness and pro­fes­sion­al wom­en he oc­ca­sion­al­ly met in the course of busi­ness, the en­tic­ing lit­tle nymphs he en­coun­tered in his own of­fice, all prac­tised on him their warm and per­fumed wiles. He moved among them cool and serene. Per­haps his sud­den suc­cess had had some­thing to do with this; and his qui­et am­bi­tion for fur­ther suc­cess. For he re­al­ly was ac­count­ed suc­cess­ful now, even in the spec­tac­u­lar whirl of Chica­go’s me­te­oric fi­nan­cial con­stel­la­tion. North-side mam­mas re­gard­ed his in­come, his ca­reer, and his fu­ture with eyes of re­spect and wily spec­u­la­tion. There was al­ways a neat lit­tle pile of in­vi­ta­tions in the mail that lay on the cor­rect lit­tle con­sole in the cor­rect lit­tle apart­ment min­is­tered by the cor­rect lit­tle Jap on the cor­rect north-side street near (but not too near) the lake, and over­look­ing it.

			The apart­ment had been fur­nished with Paula’s aid. To­geth­er she and Dirk had gone to in­te­ri­or dec­o­ra­tors. “But you’ve got to use your own taste, too,” Paula had said, “to give it the in­di­vid­u­al touch.” The apart­ment was fur­nished in a good deal of Ital­ian fur­ni­ture, the fin­ish a dark oak or wal­nut, the whole mas­sive and yet some­how un­con­vinc­ing. The ef­fect was som­bre with­out be­ing im­pres­sive. There were long carved ta­bles on which an ash tray seemed a des­e­cra­tion; great chairs roomy enough for lolling, yet in which you did not re­lax; dull sil­ver can­dle­sticks; vest­ments; Dante’s sat­ur­nine fea­tures sneer­ing down up­on you from a cor­rect cab­i­net. There were not many books. Tiny foy­er, large liv­ing room, bed­room, din­ing room, kitchen, and a cub­by­hole for the Jap. Dirk did not spend much time in the place. Some­times he did not sit in a chair in the sit­ting room for days at a time, us­ing the room on­ly as a short­cut in his rush for the bed­room to change from of­fice to din­ner clothes. His up­ward climb was a tread­mill, re­al­ly. His of­fice, the apart­ment, a din­ner, a dance. His con­tacts were mo­not­o­nous, and too few. His of­fice was a great splen­did of­fice in a great splen­did of­fice build­ing in LaSalle Street. He drove back and forth in a mo­tor car along the boule­vards. His so­cial en­gage­ments lay north. LaSalle Street bound­ed him on the west, Lake Michi­gan on the east, Jack­son Boule­vard on the south, Lake For­est on the north. He might have lived a thou­sand miles away for all he knew of the rest of Chica­go—the mighty, roar­ing, swel­ter­ing, push­ing, scream­ing, mag­nif­i­cent hideous steel gi­ant that was Chica­go.

			Seli­na had had no hand in the fur­nish­ing of his apart­ment. When it was fin­ished Dirk had brought her in tri­umph to see it. “Well,” he had said, “what do you think of it, Moth­er?”

			She had stood in the cen­tre of the room, a small plain fig­ure in the midst of these mas­sive som­bre carved ta­bles, chairs, chests. A lit­tle smile had quirked the cor­ner of her mouth. “I think it’s as cosy as a cathe­dral.”

			Some­times Seli­na re­mon­strat­ed with him, though of late she had tak­en on a strange ret­i­cence. She no longer asked him about the fur­nish­ings of the hous­es he vis­it­ed (Ital­ian vil­las on Ohio Street), or the ex­ot­ic food he ate at splen­did din­ners. The farm flour­ished. The great steel mills and fac­to­ries to the south were clos­ing in up­on her but had not yet set iron foot on her rich green acres. She was rather fa­mous now for the qual­i­ty of her farm prod­ucts and her pens. You saw “De­Jong as­para­gus” on the menu at the Black­stone and the Drake ho­tels. Some­times Dirk’s friends twit­ted him about this and he did not al­ways ac­knowl­edge that the sim­i­lar­i­ty of names was not a co­in­ci­dence.

			“Dirk, you seem to see no one but just these peo­ple,” Seli­na told him in one of her in­fre­quent re­bukes. “You don’t get the full flavour of life. You’ve got to have a vul­gar cu­rios­i­ty about peo­ple and things. All kinds of peo­ple. All kinds of things. You re­volve in the same lit­tle cir­cle, over and over and over.”

			“Haven’t time. Can’t af­ford to take the time.”

			“You can’t af­ford not to.”

			Some­times Seli­na came in­to town for a week or ten days at a stretch, and in­dulged in what she called an or­gy. At such times Julie Arnold would in­vite her to oc­cu­py one of the guest rooms at the Arnold house, or Dirk would of­fer her his bed­room and tell her that he would be com­fort­able on the big couch in the liv­ing room, or that he would take a room at the Uni­ver­si­ty Club. She al­ways de­clined. She would take a room in a ho­tel, some­times north, some­times south. Her hol­i­day be­fore her she would go off roam­ing gai­ly as a small boy on a Sat­ur­day morn­ing, with the day stretch­ing gor­geous­ly and ad­ven­ture­some­ly ahead of him, sal­lies down the street with­out plan or ap­point­ment, know­ing that rich­ness in one form or an­oth­er lies be­fore him for the choos­ing. She loved the Michi­gan Boule­vard and State Street shop win­dows in which haughty waxed ladies in glit­ter­ing evening gowns pos­tured, fin­gers el­e­gant­ly crooked as they held a fan, a rose, a pro­gramme, mean­while smil­ing con­de­scend­ing­ly out up­on an en­vi­ous world flat­ten­ing its nose against the plate glass bar­ri­er. A so­cia­ble wom­an, Seli­na, savour­ing life, she liked the lights, the colour, the rush, the noise. Her years of grind­ing work, with her face pressed down to the very soil it­self, had failed to kill her zest for liv­ing. She prowled in­to the city’s for­eign quar­ters—Ital­ian, Greek, Chi­nese, Jew­ish. She pen­e­trat­ed the Black Belt, where Chica­go’s vast and grow­ing Ne­gro pop­u­la­tion shift­ed and moved and stretched its great limbs omi­nous­ly, reach­ing out and out in protest and over­flow­ing the bounds that irked it. Her serene face and her qui­et man­ner, her bland in­ter­est and friend­ly look pro­tect­ed her. They thought her a so­cial work­er, per­haps; one of the up­lifters. She bought and read the In­de­pen­dent, the Ne­gro news­pa­per in which herb doc­tors ad­ver­tised mag­ic roots. She even sent the twen­ty-five cents re­quired for a box of these, charmed by their names—Adam and Eve roots, Mas­ter of the Woods, Drag­on’s Blood, High John the Con­queror, Jezebel Roots, Grains of Par­adise.

			“Look here, Moth­er,” Dirk would protest, “you can’t wan­der around like that. It isn’t safe. This isn’t High Prairie, you know. If you want to go round I’ll get Sa­ki to drive you.”

			“That would be nice,” she said, mild­ly. But she nev­er availed her­self of this of­fer. Some­times she went over to South Wa­ter Street, changed now, and swollen to such pro­por­tions that it threat­ened to burst its con­fines. She liked to stroll along the crowd­ed side­walks, lined with crates and box­es and bar­rels of fruits, veg­eta­bles, poul­try. Swarthy for­eign faces pre­dom­i­nat­ed now. Where the red-faced over­alled men had been she now saw lean mus­cu­lar lads in old army shirts and kha­ki pants and scuffed put­tees wheel­ing trucks, load­ing box­es, charg­ing down the street in huge rum­bling au­to vans. Their faces were hard, their talk terse. They moved grace­ful­ly, with an econ­o­my of ges­ture. Any one of these, she re­flect­ed, was more vi­tal, more na­tive, func­tioned more use­ful­ly and hon­est­ly than her suc­cess­ful son, Dirk De­Jong.

			“Where ’r’ beans?”

			“In th’ ol’ bean­ery.”

			“Tough.”

			“Best you can get.”

			“Keep ’em.”

			Many of the old­er men knew her, shook hands with her, chat­ted a mo­ment friendlily. William Tal­cott, a lit­tle more dried up, more wrin­kled, his sparse hair quite gray now, still leaned up against the side of his door­way in his shirt sleeves and his neat pep­per-and-salt pants and vest, a pret­ty good cigar, un­light­ed, in his mouth, the heavy gold watch chain span­ning his mid­dle.

			“Well, you cer­tain­ly made good, Mrs. De­Jong. Re­mem­ber the day you come here with your first load?”

			Oh, yes. She re­mem­bered.

			“That boy of yours has made his mark, too, I see. Do­ing grand, ain’t he? Wa-al, great sat­is­fac­tion hav­ing a son turn out well like that. Yes, sir­ree! Why, look at my da’ter Car’line—”

			Life at High Prairie had its savour, too. Fre­quent­ly you saw strange vis­i­tors there for a week or ten days at a time—boys and girls whose city pal­lor gave way to a rich tan; tired-look­ing wom­en with sag­ging fig­ures who drank Seli­na’s cream and ate her abun­dant veg­eta­bles and ten­der chick­ens as though they ex­pect­ed these viands to be mo­men­tar­i­ly snatched from them. Seli­na picked these up in odd cor­ners of the city. Dirk protest­ed against this, too. Seli­na was a mem­ber of the High Prairie school board now. She of­ten drove about the roads and in­to town in a dis­rep­utable Ford which she ma­nip­u­lat­ed with imag­i­na­tion and skill. She was on the Good Roads Com­mit­tee and the Truck Farm­ers’ As­so­ci­a­tion val­ued her opin­ion. Her life was full, pleas­ant, pro­lif­ic.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Paula had a scheme for in­ter­est­ing wom­en in bond buy­ing. It was a good scheme. She sug­gest­ed it so that Dirk thought he had thought of it. Dirk was head now of the bond de­part­ment in the Great Lakes Trust Com­pa­ny’s mag­nif­i­cent new white build­ing on Michi­gan Boule­vard north. Its white tow­ers gleamed pink in the lake mists. Dirk said it was a ter­ri­ble build­ing, bad­ly pro­por­tioned, and that it looked like a vast vanil­la sun­dae. His new pri­vate do­main was more like a splen­did book­less li­brary than a busi­ness of­fice. It was fin­ished in rich dull wal­nut and there were great up­hol­stered chairs, soft rugs, shad­ed lights. Spe­cial at­ten­tion was paid to wom­en clients. There was a room for their con­ve­nience fit­ted with low rest­ful chairs and couch­es, lamps, writ­ing desks, in mauve and rose. Paula had se­lect­ed the fur­nish­ings for this room. Ten years ear­li­er it would have been con­sid­ered ab­surd in a suite of busi­ness of­fices. Now it was a rou­tine part of the equip­ment.

			Dirk’s pri­vate of­fice was al­most as dif­fi­cult of ac­cess as that of the na­tion’s ex­ec­u­tive. Cards, tele­phones, of­fice boys, sec­re­taries stood be­tween the call­er and Dirk De­Jong, head of the bond de­part­ment. You asked for him, ut­ter­ing his name in the ear of the six-foot stat­uesque de­tec­tive who, in the guise of ush­er, stood in the cen­tre of the mar­ble ro­tun­da eye­ing each vis­i­tor with a cold­ly ap­prais­ing gaze. This one padded soft­ly ahead of you on rub­ber heels, on­ly to give you over to the care of a glo­ri­fied of­fice boy who took your name. You wait­ed. He re­turned. You wait­ed. Present­ly there ap­peared a young wom­an with in­quir­ing eye­brows. She con­versed with you. She van­ished. You wait­ed. She reap­peared. You were ush­ered in­to Dirk De­Jong’s large and lux­u­ri­ous in­ner of­fice. And there for­mal­i­ty fled.

			Dirk was glad to see you; qui­et­ly, in­ter­est­ed­ly glad to see you. As you stat­ed your busi­ness he lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly, as was his charm­ing way. The vol­ume of busi­ness done with wom­en clients by the Great Lakes Trust Com­pa­ny was enor­mous. Dirk was con­ser­va­tive, help­ful—and he al­ways got the busi­ness. He talked lit­tle. He was amaz­ing­ly ef­fec­tive. Ladies in the mod­ish black of re­cent be­reave­ment made quite a som­bre pro­ces­sion to his door. His sug­ges­tions (of­ten orig­i­nat­ing with Paula) made the Great Lakes Trust Com­pa­ny’s dis­creet ad­ver­tis­ing rich in re­sults. Neat lit­tle pam­phlets writ­ten for wom­en on the sub­jects of sav­ing, in­vest­ments. “You are not deal­ing with a soul­less cor­po­ra­tion,” said these brochures. “May we serve you? You need more than friends. Be­fore act­ing, you should have your judg­ment vin­di­cat­ed by an or­ga­ni­za­tion of in­vest­ment spe­cial­ists. You may have rel­a­tives and friends, some of whom would glad­ly ad­vise you on in­vest­ments. But per­haps you right­ly feel that the less they know about your fi­nan­cial af­fairs, the bet­ter. To han­dle trusts, and to care for the se­cu­ri­ties of wid­ows and or­phans, is our busi­ness.”

			It was star­tling to note how this sort of thing mount­ed in­to mil­lions. “Wom­en are be­com­ing more and more used to the han­dling of mon­ey,” Paula said, shrewd­ly. “Pret­ty soon their pa­tron­age is go­ing to be as valu­able as that of men. The av­er­age wom­an doesn’t know about bonds—about bond buy­ing. They think they’re some­thing mys­te­ri­ous and risky. They ought to be ed­u­cat­ed up to it. Didn’t you say some­thing, Dirk, about class­es in fi­nance for wom­en? You could make a sort of se­mi-so­cial af­fair of it. Send out in­vi­ta­tions and get var­i­ous bankers—big men, whose names are known—to talk to these wom­en.”

			“But would the wom­en come?”

			“Of course they’d come. Wom­en will ac­cept any in­vi­ta­tion that’s en­graved on heavy cream pa­per.”

			The Great Lakes Trust had a branch in Cleve­land now, and one in New York, on Fifth Av­enue. The drive to in­ter­est wom­en in bond buy­ing and to in­struct them in fi­nance was to take on al­most na­tion­al pro­por­tions. There was to be news­pa­per and mag­a­zine ad­ver­tis­ing.

			The Talks for Wom­en on the Sub­ject of Fi­nance were held ev­ery two weeks in the crys­tal room of the Black­stone and were a great suc­cess. Paula was right. Much of old Aug Hempel’s shrewd­ness and busi­ness fore­sight had de­scend­ed to her. The wom­en came—wid­ows with mon­ey to in­vest; busi­ness wom­en who had thrifti­ly saved a por­tion of their salaries; mon­eyed wom­en who want­ed to man­age their own prop­er­ty, or who re­sent­ed a hus­band’s in­ter­fer­ence. Some came out of cu­rios­i­ty. Oth­ers for lack of any­thing bet­ter to do. Oth­ers to gaze on the well-known banker or lawyer or busi­ness man who was sched­uled to ad­dress the meet­ing. Dirk spoke three or four times dur­ing the win­ter and was marked­ly a favourite. The wom­en, in smart crêpe gowns and tai­lored suits and small chic hats, twit­tered and mur­mured about him, even while they sen­si­bly di­gest­ed his well-thought-out re­marks. He looked very hand­some, clean-cut, and dis­tin­guished there on the plat­form in his ad­mirably tai­lored clothes, a small white flow­er in his but­ton­hole. He talked eas­i­ly, clear­ly, flu­ent­ly; an­swered the ques­tions put to him af­ter­ward with just the right mix­ture of thought­ful hes­i­ta­tion and con­fi­dence.

			It was de­cid­ed that for the na­tion­al ad­ver­tis­ing there must be an il­lus­tra­tion that would catch the eye of wom­en, and in­ter­est them. The per­son to do it, Dirk thought, was this Dal­las O’Mara whose queer hen-track sig­na­ture you saw scrawled on half the ad­ver­tis­ing il­lus­tra­tions that caught your eye. Paula had not been en­thu­si­as­tic about this idea.

			“M-m-m, she’s very good,” Paula had said, guard­ed­ly, “but aren’t there oth­ers who are bet­ter?”

			“She!” Dirk had ex­claimed. “Is it a wom­an? I didn’t know. That name might be any­thing.”

			“Oh, yes, she’s a wom­an. She’s said to be very—very at­trac­tive.”

			Dirk sent for Dal­las O’Mara. She replied, sug­gest­ing an ap­point­ment two weeks from that date. Dirk de­cid­ed not to wait, con­sult­ed oth­er com­mer­cial artists, looked at their work, heard their plans out­lined, and was sat­is­fied with none of them. The time was short. Ten days had passed. He had his sec­re­tary call Dal­las O’Mara on the tele­phone. Could she come down to see him that day at eleven?

			No: she worked un­til four dai­ly at her stu­dio.

			Could she come to his of­fice at four-thir­ty, then?

			Yes, but wouldn’t it be bet­ter if he could come to her stu­dio where he could see some­thing of the var­i­ous types of draw­ings—oils, or black-and-white, or crayons. She was work­ing most­ly in crayons now.

			All this re­layed by his sec­re­tary at the tele­phone to Dirk at his desk. He jammed his cig­a­rette-end vi­cious­ly in­to a tray, blew a fi­nal in­fu­ri­at­ed wraith of smoke, and picked up the tele­phone con­nec­tion on his own desk. “One of those damned tem­per­a­men­tal near-artists try­ing to be grand,” he mut­tered, his hand over the mouth­piece. “Here, Miss Rawl­ings—I’ll talk to her. Switch her over.”

			“Hel­lo, Miss—uh—O’Mara. This is Mr. De­Jong talk­ing. I much pre­fer that you come to my of­fice and talk to me.” (No more of this non­sense.)

			Her voice: “Cer­tain­ly, if you pre­fer it. I thought the oth­er would save us both some time. I’ll be there at four-thir­ty.” Her voice was leisure­ly, low, round­ed. An ad­mirable voice. Rest­ful.

			“Very well. Four-thir­ty,” said Dirk, crisply. Jerked the re­ceiv­er on­to the hook. That was the way to han­dle ’em. These fe­males of forty with strag­gling hair and a bun­dle of draw­ings un­der their arm.

			The fe­male of forty with strag­gling hair and a bun­dle of draw­ings un­der her arm was an­nounced at four-thir­ty to the dot. Dirk let her wait five min­utes in the out­er of­fice, be­ing still a lit­tle an­noyed. At four-thir­ty-five there en­tered his pri­vate of­fice a tall slim girl in a smart lit­tle broad­tail jack­et, fur-trimmed skirt, and a black hat at once so dar­ing and so sim­ple that even a man must rec­og­nize its French na­tiv­i­ty. She car­ried no port­fo­lio of draw­ings un­der her arms.

			Through the man’s mind flashed a se­ries of un­busi­nesslike thoughts such as: “Gosh! … Eyes! … That’s way I like to see girl dress … Tired look­ing … No, guess it’s her eyes—sort of fa­tigued. … Pret­ty … No, she isn’t … yes, she …” Aloud he said, “This is very kind of you, Miss O’Mara.” Then he thought that sound­ed pompous and said, curt­ly, “Sit down.”

			Miss O’Mara sat down. Miss O’Mara looked at him with her tired deep blue eyes. Miss O’Mara said noth­ing. She re­gard­ed him pleas­ant­ly, qui­et­ly, com­pos­ed­ly. He wait­ed for her to say that usu­al­ly she did not come to busi­ness of­fices; that she had on­ly twen­ty min­utes to give him; that the day was warm, or cold; his of­fice hand­some; the view over the riv­er mag­nif­i­cent. Miss O’Mara said noth­ing, pleas­ant­ly. So Dirk be­gan to talk, rather hur­ried­ly.

			Now, this was a new ex­pe­ri­ence for Dirk De­Jong. Usu­al­ly wom­en spoke to him first and flu­ent­ly. Qui­et wom­en waxed vol­u­ble un­der his si­lence; vol­u­ble wom­en chat­tered. Paula al­ways spoke a hun­dred words to his one. But here was a wom­an more silent than he; not sul­len­ly silent, nor heav­i­ly silent, but qui­et­ly, com­pos­ed­ly, rest­ful­ly silent.

			“I’ll tell you the sort of thing we want, Miss O’Mara.” He told her. When he had fin­ished she prob­a­bly would burst out with three or four plans. The oth­ers had done that.

			When he had fin­ished she said, “I’ll think about it for a cou­ple of days while I’m work­ing on some­thing else. I al­ways do. I’m do­ing an olive soap pic­ture now. I can be­gin work on yours Wednes­day.”

			“But I’d like to see it—that is, I’d like to have an idea of what you’re plan­ning to do with it.” Did she think he was go­ing to let her go ahead with­out con­sult­ing his judg­ment!

			“Oh, it will be all right. But drop in­to the stu­dio if you like. It will take me about a week, I sup­pose. I’m over on On­tario in that old stu­dio build­ing. You’ll know it by the way most of the bricks have fall­en out of the build­ing and are scat­tered over the side­walk.” She smiled a slow wide smile. Her teeth were good but her mouth was too big, he thought. Nice big warm kind of smile, though. He found him­self smil­ing, too, so­cia­bly. Then he be­came busi­nesslike again. Very busi­nesslike.

			“How much do you—what is your—what would you ex­pect to get for a draw­ing such as that?”

			“Fif­teen hun­dred dol­lars,” said Miss O’Mara.

			“Non­sense.” He looked at her then. Per­haps that had been hu­mour. But she was not smil­ing. “You mean fif­teen hun­dred for a sin­gle draw­ing?”

			“For that sort of thing, yes.”

			“I’m afraid we can’t pay that, Miss O’Mara.”

			Miss O’Mara stood up. “That is my price.” She was not at all em­bar­rassed. He re­al­ized that he had nev­er seen such ef­fort­less com­po­sure. It was he who was fum­bling with the ob­jects on his flat-topped desk—a pen, a sheet of pa­per, a blot­ter. “Good­bye, Mr. De­Jong.” She held out a friend­ly hand. He took it. Her hair was gold—dull gold, not bright—and coiled in a sin­gle great knot at the back of her head, low. He took her hand. The tired eyes looked up at him.

			“Well, if that’s your price, Miss O’Mara. I wasn’t pre­pared to pay any such—but of course I sup­pose you top-notch­ers do get crazy prices for your work.”

			“Not any cra­zier than the prices you top-notch­ers get.”

			“Still, fif­teen hun­dred dol­lars is quite a lot of mon­ey.”

			“I think so, too. But then, I’ll al­ways think any­thing over nine dol­lars is quite a lot of mon­ey. You see, I used to get twen­ty-five cents apiece for sketch­ing hats for Gage’s.”

			She was un­de­ni­ably at­trac­tive. “And now you’ve ar­rived. You’re suc­cess­ful.”

			“Ar­rived! Heav­ens, no! I’ve start­ed.”

			“Who gets more mon­ey than you do for a draw­ing?”

			“No­body, I sup­pose.”

			“Well, then?”

			“Well, then, in an­oth­er minute I’ll be telling you the sto­ry of my life.”

			She smiled again her slow wide smile; turned to leave. Dirk de­cid­ed that while most wom­en’s mouths were mere­ly fea­tures this girl’s was a dec­o­ra­tion.

			She was gone. Miss Ethe­lin­da Quinn et al., in the out­er of­fice, ap­praised the cos­tume of Miss Dal­las O’Mara from her made-to-or­der foot­gear to her made-in-France millinery and achieved a light­ning men­tal re­con­struc­tion of their own cos­tumes. Dirk De­Jong in the in­ner of­fice re­al­ized that he had or­dered a fif­teen-hun­dred-dol­lar draw­ing, sight un­seen, and that Paula was go­ing to ask ques­tions about it.

			“Make a note, Miss Rawl­ings, to call Miss O’Mara’s stu­dio on Thurs­day.”

			In the next few days he learned that a sur­pris­ing lot of peo­ple knew a sur­pris­ing­ly good deal about this Dal­las O’Mara. She hailed from Texas, hence the ab­surd name. She was twen­ty-eight—twen­ty-five—thir­ty-two—thir­ty-six. She was beau­ti­ful. She was ug­ly. She was an or­phan. She had worked her way through art school. She had no sense of the val­ue of mon­ey. Two years ago she had achieved sud­den suc­cess with her draw­ings. Her am­bi­tion was to work in oils. She toiled like a gal­ley-slave; played like a child; had twen­ty beaux and no lover; her friends, men and wom­en, were le­gion and wan­dered in and out of her stu­dio as though it were a pub­lic thor­ough­fare. You were like­ly to find there at any hour any­one from Bert Col­son, the black­face mu­si­cal com­e­dy star, to Mrs. Robin­son Gilman of Lake For­est and Paris; from Leo Mahler, first vi­o­lin with the Chica­go Sym­pho­ny Or­ches­tra, to Fan­ny Whip­ple who de­signed dress­es for Car­son’s. She sup­port­ed an as­sort­ment of un­lucky broth­ers and spine­less sis­ters in Texas and points west.

			Miss Rawl­ings made an ap­point­ment for Thurs­day at three. Paula said she’d go with him and went. She dressed for Dal­las O’Mara and the re­sult was un­de­ni­ably en­chant­ing. Dal­las some­times did a cray­on por­trait, or even at­tempt­ed one in oils. Had got a prize for her por­trait of Mrs. Robin­son Gilman at last spring’s por­trait ex­hib­it at the Chica­go Art In­sti­tute. It was con­sid­ered some­thing of an achieve­ment to be asked to pose for her. Paula’s hat had been cho­sen in def­er­ence to her hair and pro­file, and the neck line of her gown in def­er­ence to hat, hair, and pro­file, and her pearls with an eye to all four. The whole de­fied com­pe­ti­tion on the part of Miss Dal­las O’Mara.

			Miss Dal­las O’Mara, in her stu­dio, was perched on a high stool be­fore an easel with a large tray of as­sort­ed crayons at her side. She looked a sight and didn’t care at all. She greet­ed Dirk and Paula with a cheer­ful friend­li­ness and went right on work­ing. A mod­el, very smart­ly gowned, was sit­ting for her.

			“Hel­lo!” said Dal­las O’Mara. “This is it. Do you think you’re go­ing to like it?”

			“Oh,” said Dirk. “Is that it?” It was mere­ly the be­gin­ning of a draw­ing of the smart­ly gowned mod­el. “Oh, that’s it, is it?” Fif­teen hun­dred dol­lars!

			“I hope you didn’t think it was go­ing to be a pic­ture of a wom­an buy­ing bonds.” She went on work­ing. She squint­ed one eye, picked up a fun­ny lit­tle mir­ror thing which she held to one side, looked in­to, and put down. She made a black mark on the board with a piece of cray­on then smeared the mark with her thumb. She had on a fad­ed all-en­velop­ing smock over which French ink, rub­ber ce­ment, pen­cil marks, cray­on dust and wash were so im­par­tial­ly dis­trib­uted that the whole blend­ed and mixed in a rich mel­low haze like the Chica­go at­mos­phere it­self. The col­lar of a white silk blouse, not es­pe­cial­ly clean, showed above this. On her feet were soft kid bed­room slip­pers, scuffed, with pom­pons on them. Her dull gold hair was care­less­ly rolled in­to that great loose knot at the back. Across one cheek was a swipe of black.

			“Well,” thought Dirk, “she looks a sight.”

			Dal­las O’Mara waved a friend­ly hand to­ward some chairs on which were piled hats, odd gar­ments, bris­tol board and (on the broad arm of one) a piece of yel­low cake. “Sit down.” She called to the girl who had opened the door to them: “Gil­da, will you dump some of those things. This is Mrs. Storm, Mr. De­Jong—Gil­da Hanan.” Her sec­re­tary, Dirk lat­er learned.

			The place was dis­or­der­ly, com­fort­able, shab­by. A bat­tered grand pi­ano stood in one cor­ner. A great sky­light formed half the ceil­ing and sloped down at the north end of the room. A man and a girl sat talk­ing earnest­ly on the couch in an­oth­er cor­ner. A swarthy for­eign-look­ing chap, vague­ly fa­mil­iar to Dirk, was play­ing soft­ly at the pi­ano. The tele­phone rang. Miss Hanan took the mes­sage, trans­mit­ted it to Dal­las O’Mara, re­ceived the an­swer, re­peat­ed it. Perched atop the stool, one slip­pered foot screwed in a rung, Dal­las worked on con­cen­trat­ed­ly, calm­ly, earnest­ly. A lock of hair strag­gled over her eyes. She pushed it back with her wrist and left an­oth­er dark splotch on her fore­head. There was some­thing splen­did, some­thing im­pres­sive, some­thing mag­nif­i­cent about her ab­sorp­tion, her in­dif­fer­ence to ap­pear­ance, her un­aware­ness of out­siders, her con­cen­tra­tion on the work be­fore her. Her nose was shiny. Dirk hadn’t seen a girl with a shiny nose in years. They were al­ways tak­ing out those lit­tle box­es and things and plas­ter­ing them­selves with the stuff in ’em.

			“How can you work with all this crowd around?”

			“Oh,” said Dal­las in that deep rest­ful leisure­ly voice of hers, “there are al­ways be­tween twen­ty and thir­ty”—she slapped a quick scar­let line on the board, rubbed it out at once—“thou­sand peo­ple in and out of here ev­ery hour, just about. I like it. Friends around me while I’m slav­ing.”

			“Gosh!” he thought, “she’s—I don’t know—she’s—”

			“Shall we go?” said Paula.

			He had for­got­ten all about her. “Yes. Yes, I’m ready if you are.”

			Out­side, “Do you think you’re go­ing to like the pic­ture?” Paula asked. They stepped in­to her car.

			“Oh, I don’t know. Can’t tell much about it at this stage, I sup­pose.”

			“Back to your of­fice?”

			“Sure.”

			“At­trac­tive, isn’t she?”

			“Think so?”

			So he was go­ing to be on his guard, was he! Paula threw in the clutch vi­cious­ly, jerked the lever in­to sec­ond speed. “Her neck was dirty.”

			“Cray­on dust,” said Dirk.

			“Not nec­es­sar­i­ly,” replied Paula.

			Dirk turned side­ways to look at her. It was as though he saw her for the first time. She looked brit­tle, hard, ar­ti­fi­cial—small, some­how. Not in physique but in per­son­al­i­ty.

			The pic­ture was fin­ished and de­liv­ered with­in ten days. In that time Dirk went twice to the stu­dio in On­tario Street. Dal­las did not seem to mind. Nei­ther did she ap­pear par­tic­u­lar­ly in­ter­est­ed. She was work­ing hard both times. Once she looked as he had seen her on her first vis­it. The sec­ond time she had on a fresh crisp smock of fad­ed yel­low that was glo­ri­ous with her hair; and high-heeled beige kid slip­pers, very smart. She was like a lit­tle girl who has just been fresh­ly scrubbed and dressed in a clean pinafore, Dirk thought.

			He thought a good deal about Dal­las O’Mara. He found him­self talk­ing about her in what he as­sumed to be a care­less off­hand man­ner. He liked to talk about her. He told his moth­er of her. He could let him­self go with Seli­na and he must have tak­en ad­van­tage of this for she looked at him in­tent­ly and said: “I’d like to meet her. I’ve nev­er met a girl like that.”

			“I’ll ask her if she’ll let me bring you up to the stu­dio some time when you’re in town.”

			It was prac­ti­cal­ly im­pos­si­ble to get a minute with her alone. That ir­ri­tat­ed him. Peo­ple were al­ways drift­ing in and out of the stu­dio—queer, im­por­tant, star­tling peo­ple; lit­tle, de­ject­ed, shab­by peo­ple. An im­pe­cu­nious girl art stu­dent, red-haired and wist­ful, that Dal­las was tak­ing in un­til the girl got some mon­ey from home; a pearl-hung grand-opera singer who was con­de­scend­ing to the Chica­go Opera for a fort­night. He did not know that Dal­las played un­til he came up­on her late one af­ter­noon sit­ting at the pi­ano in the twi­light with Bert Col­son, the black­face co­me­di­an. Col­son sang those ter­ri­ble songs about April show­ers bring­ing vi­o­lets, and about mah Ma-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-my but they didn’t seem ter­ri­ble when he sang them. There was about this lean, hol­low-chest­ed, som­bre-eyed co­me­di­an a poignant pathos, a gor­geous sense of rhythm—a some­thing un­name­able that bound you to him, made you love him. In the the­atre he came out to the edge of the run­way and took the au­di­ence in his arms. He talked like a boot­black and sang like an an­gel. Dal­las at the pi­ano, he lean­ing over it, were do­ing “blues.” The two were rapt, ec­stat­ic. I got the blues—I said the blues—I got the this or that—the some­thin­gorother—blue—hoo-hoos. They scarce­ly no­ticed Dirk. Dal­las had nod­ded when he came in, and had gone on play­ing. Col­son sang the cheap­ly sen­ti­men­tal bal­lad as though it were the folk­song of a trag­ic race. His arms were ex­tend­ed, his face rapt. As Dal­las played the tears stood in her eyes. When they had fin­ished, “Isn’t it a ter­ri­ble song?” she said. “I’m crazy about it. Bert’s go­ing to try it out tonight.”

			“Who—uh—wrote it?” asked Dirk po­lite­ly.

			Dal­las be­gan to play again. “H’m? Oh, I did.” They were off once more. They paid no more at­ten­tion to Dirk. Yet there was noth­ing rude about their in­dif­fer­ence. They sim­ply were more in­ter­est­ed in what they were do­ing. He left telling him­self that he wouldn’t go there again. Hang­ing around a stu­dio. But next day he was back.

			“Look here, Miss O’Mara,” he had got her alone for a sec­ond. “Look here, will you come out to din­ner with me some time? And the the­atre?”

			“Love to.”

			“When?” He was ac­tu­al­ly trem­bling.

			“Tonight.” He had an im­por­tant en­gage­ment. He cast it out of his life.

			“Tonight! That’s grand. Where do you want to dine? The Casi­no?” The smartest club in Chica­go; a lit­tle pink stuc­co Ital­ian box of a place on the Lake Shore Drive. He was rather proud of be­ing in a po­si­tion to take her there as his guest.

			“Oh, no, I hate those arty lit­tle places. I like din­ing in a ho­tel full of all sorts of peo­ple. Din­ing in a club means you’re sur­round­ed by peo­ple who’re pret­ty much alike. Their mem­ber­ship in the club means they’re there be­cause they are all in­ter­est­ed in golf, or be­cause they’re uni­ver­si­ty grad­u­ates, or be­long to the same po­lit­i­cal par­ty or write, or paint, or have in­comes of over fifty thou­sand a year, or some­thing. I like ’em mixed up, hig­gledy-pig­gledy. A din­ing room full of gam­blers, and in­sur­ance agents, and ac­tors, and mer­chants, thieves, boot­leg­gers, lawyers, kept ladies, wives, flaps, trav­el­ling men, mil­lion­aires—ev­ery­thing. That’s what I call din­ing out. Un­less one is din­ing at a friend’s house, of course.” A rarely long speech for her.

			“Per­haps,” ea­ger­ly, “you’ll dine at my lit­tle apart­ment some time. Just four or six of us, or even—”

			“Per­haps.”

			“Would you like the Drake tonight?”

			“It looks too much like a Ro­man bath. The pil­lars scare me. Let’s go to the Black­stone. I’ll al­ways be suf­fi­cient­ly from Texas to think the Black­stone French room the last word in el­e­gance.”

			They went to the Black­stone. The head wait­er knew him. “Good evening, Mr. De­Jong.” Dirk was se­cret­ly grat­i­fied. Then, with a shock, he re­al­ized that the head wait­er was grin­ning at Dal­las and Dal­las was grin­ning at the head wait­er. “Hel­lo, An­dré,” said Dal­las.

			“Good evening, Miss O’Mara.” The text of his greet­ing was cor­rect and be­fit­ting the head wait­er of the French room at the Black­stone. But his voice was lyric and his eyes glowed. His man­ner of seat­ing her at a ta­ble was an en­throne­ment.

			At the look in Dirk’s eyes, “I met him in the army,” Dal­las ex­plained, “when I was in France. He’s a grand lad.”

			“Were you in—what did you do in France?”

			“Oh, odd jobs.”

			Her din­ner gown was very smart, but the pink rib­bon strap of an un­der­gar­ment showed un­tidi­ly at one side. Her silk brassiere, prob­a­bly. Paula would have—but then, a thing like that was im­pos­si­ble in Paula’s per­fec­tion of toi­lette. He loved the way the gown cut sharply away at the shoul­der to show her firm white arms. It was dull gold, the colour of her hair. This was one Dal­las. There were a dozen—a hun­dred. Yet she was al­ways the same. You nev­er knew whether you were go­ing to meet the gamin of the rum­pled smock and the smudged face or the beau­ty of the lit­tle fur jack­et. Some­times Dirk thought she looked like a Swede hired girl with those high cheek bones of hers and her deep-set eyes and her large ca­pa­ble hands. Some­times he thought she looked like the splen­did god­dess­es you saw in paint­ings—the kind with high point­ed breasts and gra­cious gen­tle pose—hold­ing out a horn of plen­ty. There was about her some­thing gen­uine and earthy and el­e­men­tal. He no­ticed that her nails were short and not well cared for—not glit­ter­ing and point­ed and cru­el­ly sharp and hor­rid­ly ver­mil­ion, like Paula’s. That pleased him, too, some­how.

			“Some oys­ters?” he sug­gest­ed. “They’re per­fect­ly safe here. Or fruit cock­tail? Then breast of guinea hen un­der glass and an ar­ti­choke—”

			She looked a lit­tle wor­ried. “If you—sup­pose you take that. Me, I’d like a steak and some pota­toes au gratin and a sal­ad with Rus­sian—”

			“That’s fine!” He was de­light­ed. He dou­bled that or­der and they con­sumed it with dev­as­tat­ing thor­ough­ness. She ate rolls. She ate but­ter. She made no re­marks about the food ex­cept to say, once, that it was good and that she had for­got­ten to eat lunch be­cause she had been so busy work­ing. All this Dirk found most rest­ful and re­fresh­ing. Usu­al­ly, when you dined in a restau­rant with a wom­an she said, “Oh, I’d love to eat one of those crisp lit­tle rolls!”

			You said, “Why not?”

			In­vari­ably the an­swer to this was, “I daren’t! Good­ness! A half pound at least. I haven’t eat­en a roll with but­ter in a year.”

			Again you said, “Why not?”

			“Afraid I’ll get fat.”

			Au­to­mat­i­cal­ly, “You! Non­sense. You’re just right.”

			He was bored with these wom­en who talked about their weight, fig­ure, lines. He thought it in bad taste. Paula was al­ways rigid­ly re­frain­ing from this or that. It made him un­com­fort­able to sit at the ta­ble fac­ing her; eat­ing his thor­ough meal while she nib­bled frag­ile curls of Mel­ba toast, a let­tuce leaf, and half a sug­ar­less grape­fruit. It less­ened his en­joy­ment of his own oys­ters, steak, cof­fee. He thought that she al­ways eyed his food a lit­tle avid­ly, for all her ex­pressed in­dif­fer­ence to it. She was look­ing a lit­tle hag­gard, too.

			“The the­atre’s next door,” he said. “Just a step. We don’t have to leave here un­til af­ter eight.”

			“That’s nice.” She had her cig­a­rette with her cof­fee in a mel­low sen­su­ous at­mos­phere of en­joy­ment. He was talk­ing about him­self a good deal. He felt re­laxed, at ease, hap­py.

			“You know I’m an ar­chi­tect—at least, I was one. Per­haps that’s why I like to hang around your shop so. I get sort of home­sick for the pen­cils and the draw­ing board—the whole thing.”

			“Why did you give it up, then?”

			“Noth­ing in it.”

			“How do you mean—noth­ing in it?”

			“No mon­ey. Af­ter the war no­body was build­ing. Oh, I sup­pose if I’d hung on—”

			“And then you be­came a banker, h’m? Well, there ought to be mon­ey enough in a bank.”

			He was a lit­tle net­tled. “I wasn’t a banker—at first. I was a bond sales­man.”

			Her brows met in a lit­tle frown. Her eye­brows were thick and strong­ly marked and a lit­tle un­even and in­clined to meet over her nose. Paula’s brows were a mere line of black—a care­ful­ly traced half-paren­the­sis above her un­mys­te­ri­ous dark eyes. “I’d rather,” Dal­las said, slow­ly, “plan one back door of a build­ing that’s go­ing to help make this town beau­ti­ful and sig­nif­i­cant than sell all the bonds that ev­er float­ed a—what­ev­er it is that bonds are sup­posed to float.”

			He de­fend­ed him­self. “I felt that way, too. But you see my moth­er had giv­en me my ed­u­ca­tion, re­al­ly. She worked for it. I couldn’t go dub­bing along, earn­ing just enough to keep me. I want­ed to give her things. I want­ed—”

			“Did she want those things? Did she want you to give up ar­chi­tec­ture and go in­to bonds?”

			“Well—she—I don’t know that she ex­act­ly—” He was too de­cent—still too much the son of Seli­na De­Jong—to be able to lie about that.

			“You said you were go­ing to let me meet her.”

			“Would you let me bring her in? Or per­haps you’d even—would you drive out to the farm with me some day. She’d like that so much.”

			“So would I.”

			He leaned to­ward her, sud­den­ly. “Lis­ten, Dal­las. What do you think of me, any­way?” He want­ed to know. He couldn’t stand not know­ing any longer.

			“I think you’re a nice young man.”

			That was ter­ri­ble. “But I don’t want you to think I’m a nice young man. I want you to like me—a lot. Tell me, what haven’t I got that you think I ought to have? Why do you put me off so many times? I nev­er feel that I’m re­al­ly near you. What is it I lack?” He was ab­ject.

			“Well, if you’re ask­ing for it. I do de­mand of the peo­ple I see of­ten that they pos­sess at least a splash of splen­dour in their make­up. Some peo­ple are nine tenths splen­dour and one tenth taw­dri­ness, like Gene Mer­an. And some are nine tenths taw­dri­ness and one tenth splen­dour, like Sam Hue­bch. But some peo­ple are all just a nice even pink with­out a sin­gle patch of roy­al pur­ple.”

			“And that’s me, h’m?”

			He was hor­ri­bly dis­ap­point­ed, hurt, wretch­ed. But a lit­tle an­gry, too. His pride. Why, he was Dirk De­Jong, the most suc­cess­ful of Chica­go’s younger men; the most promis­ing; the most pop­u­lar. Af­ter all, what did she do but paint com­mer­cial pic­tures for fif­teen hun­dred dol­lars apiece?

			“What hap­pens to the men who fall in love with you? What do they do?”

			Dal­las stirred her cof­fee thought­ful­ly. “They usu­al­ly tell me about it.”

			“And then what?”

			“Then they seem to feel bet­ter and we be­come great friends.”

			“But don’t you ev­er fall in love with them?” Pret­ty damned sure of her­self. “Don’t you ev­er fall in love with them?”

			“I al­most al­ways do,” said Dal­las.

			He plunged. “I could give you a lot of things you haven’t got, pur­ple or no pur­ple.”

			“I’m go­ing to France in April. Paris.”

			“What d’you mean! Paris. What for?”

			“Study. I want to do por­traits. Oils.”

			He was ter­ri­fied. “Can’t you do them here?”

			“Oh, no. Not what I need. I have been study­ing here. I’ve been tak­ing life-work three nights a week at the Art In­sti­tute, just to keep my hand in.”

			“So that’s where you are, evenings.” He was strange­ly re­lieved. “Let me go with you some time, will you?” Any­thing. Any­thing.

			She took him with her one evening, steer­ing him suc­cess­ful­ly past the stern Irish­man who guard­ed the en­trance to the base­ment class­rooms; to her lock­er, got in­to her smock, grabbed her brush­es. She rushed down the hall. “Don’t talk,” she cau­tioned him. “It both­ers them. I won­der what they’d think of my shop.” She turned in­to a small, cru­el­ly bright, breath­less­ly hot lit­tle room, its walls white­washed. Ev­ery inch of the floor space was cov­ered with easels. Be­fore them stood men and wom­en, brush­es in hand, in­tent. Dal­las went di­rect­ly to her place, fell to work at once. Dirk blinked in the strong light. He glanced at the dais to­ward which they were all gaz­ing from time to time as they worked. On it lay a nude wom­an.

			To him­self Dirk said in a sort of pan­ic: “Why, say, she hasn’t got any clothes on! My gosh! this is fierce. She hasn’t got any­thing on!” He tried, mean­while, to look easy, care­less, crit­i­cal. Strange­ly enough, he suc­ceed­ed, af­ter the first shock, not on­ly in look­ing at ease, but feel­ing so. The class was do­ing the whole fig­ure in oils.

			The mod­el was a mo­ron with a skin like vel­vet and rose petals. She fell in­to pos­es that flowed like cream. Her hair was waved in wood­en un­du­la­tions and her nose was pure vul­gar­i­ty and her ear­rings were drug­store pearls in triple strands but her back was prob­a­bly fin­er than He­len’s and her breasts twin snow­drifts peaked with coral. In twen­ty min­utes Dirk found him­self im­per­son­al­ly in­ter­est­ed in tone, shad­ows, colours, line. He lis­tened to the low-voiced in­struc­tor and squint­ed care­ful­ly to as­cer­tain whether that shad­ow on the mod­el’s stom­ach re­al­ly should be paint­ed blue or brown. Even he could see that Dal­las’s can­vas was al­most in­sult­ing­ly su­pe­ri­or to that of the men and wom­en about her. Be­neath the flesh on her can­vas there were mus­cles, and be­neath those mus­cles blood and bone. You felt she had a sur­geon’s knowl­edge of anato­my. That, Dirk de­cid­ed, was what made her com­mer­cial pic­tures so at­trac­tive. The draw­ing she had done for the Great Lakes Trust Com­pa­ny’s bond de­part­ment had been con­ven­tion­al enough in theme. The treat­ment, the tech­nique, had made it ar­rest­ing. He thought that if she ev­er did por­traits in oils they would be vi­tal and com­pelling por­traits. But oh, he wished she didn’t want to do por­traits in oils. He wished—

			It was af­ter eleven when they emerged from the Art In­sti­tute door­way and stood a mo­ment to­geth­er at the top of the broad steps sur­vey­ing the world that lay be­fore them. Dal­las said noth­ing. Sud­den­ly the beau­ty of the night rushed up and over­whelmed Dirk. Gor­geous­ness and taw­dri­ness; colour and gloom. At the right the white tow­er of the Wrigley build­ing rose wraith­like against a back­ground of pur­ple sky. Just this side of it a swarm of imp­ish elec­tric lights grinned their mes­sage in scar­let and white. In white:

			
				Trade At

			

			then black­ness, while you wait­ed against your will. In red:

			
				The Fair

			

			Black­ness again. Then, in a burst of both colours, in big­ger let­ters, and in a blaze that hurled it­self at your eye­balls, mo­men­tar­i­ly shut­ting out tow­er, sky, and street:

			
				Save Mon­ey

			

			Straight ahead the hut of the Adams Street L sta­tion in midair was a Vene­tian bridge with the black canal of as­phalt flow­ing slug­gish­ly be­neath. The re­flec­tion of cafe­te­ria and cigar-shop win­dows on ei­ther side were slen­der shafts of light along the canal. An en­chant­ing sight. Dirk thought sud­den­ly that Dal­las was a good deal like that—like Chica­go. A mix­ture of grandeur and cheap­ness; of taw­dri­ness and mag­nif­i­cence; of splen­dour and ug­li­ness.

			“Nice,” said Dal­las. A long breath. She was a part of all this.

			“Yes.” He felt an out­sider. “Want a sand­wich? Are you hun­gry?”

			“I’m starved.”

			They had sand­wich­es and cof­fee at an all-night one-arm lunch room be­cause Dal­las said her face was too dirty for a restau­rant and she didn’t want to both­er to wash it. She was more than or­di­nar­i­ly com­pan­ion­able that night; a lit­tle tired; less buoy­ant and in­de­pen­dent than usu­al. This gave her a lit­tle air of help­less­ness—of fa­tigue—that aroused all his ten­der­ness. Her smile gave him a warm rush of pure hap­pi­ness—un­til he saw her smile in ex­act­ly the same way at the pim­ply young man who lord­ed it over the shin­ing nick­el cof­fee con­tain­er, as she told him that his cof­fee was grand.

		
	
		
			XIX

			The things that had mat­tered so vi­tal­ly didn’t seem to be im­por­tant, some­how, now. The peo­ple who had seemed so de­sir­able had be­come sud­den­ly in­signif­i­cant. The games he had played ap­peared sil­ly games. He was see­ing things through Dal­las O’Mara’s wise, beau­ty-lov­ing eyes. Strange­ly enough, he did not re­al­ize that this girl saw life from much the same an­gle as that at which his moth­er re­gard­ed it. In the last few years his moth­er had of­ten of­fend­ed him by her at­ti­tude to­ward these rich and pow­er­ful friends of his—their ways, their games, their amuse­ments, their man­ners. And her way of liv­ing in turn of­fend­ed him. On his rare vis­its to the farm it seemed to him there was al­ways some drab de­ject­ed fe­male in the kitchen or liv­ing room or on the porch—a wom­an with bro­ken teeth and com­ic shoes and trag­ic eyes—drink­ing great draughts of cof­fee and telling her woes to Seli­na—Sairey Gamp­ish ladies smelling un­pleas­ant­ly of pep­per­mint and per­spi­ra­tion and pover­ty. “And he ain’t had a lick of work since No­vem­ber—”

			“You don’t say! That’s ter­ri­ble!”

			He wished she wouldn’t.

			Some­times old Aug Hempel drove out there and Dirk would come up­on the two snick­er­ing wicked­ly to­geth­er about some­thing that he knew con­cerned the North Shore crowd.

			It had been years since Seli­na had said, so­cia­bly, “What did they have for din­ner, Dirk? H’m?”

			“Well—soup—”

			“Noth­ing be­fore the soup?”

			“Oh, yeh. Some kind of a—one of those canapé things, you know. Caviar.”

			“My! Caviar!”

			Some­times Seli­na gig­gled like a naughty girl at things that Dirk had tak­en quite se­ri­ous­ly. The fox hunts, for ex­am­ple. Lake For­est had tak­en to fox hunt­ing, and the Tippeca­noe crowd kept ken­nels. Dirk had learned to ride—pret­ty well. An En­glish­man—a cer­tain Cap­tain Stokes-Beat­ty—had ini­ti­at­ed the North Shore in­to the mys­ter­ies of fox hunt­ing. Huntin’. The North Shore learned to say nec’s’ry and con­ser­vat’ry. Cap­tain Stokes-Beat­ty was a tall, bow­legged, and some­what horse-faced young man, re­mote in man­ner. The nice Farn­ham girl seemed fat­ed to mar­ry him. Paula had had a hunt break­fast at Storm­wood and it had been very suc­cess­ful, though the Amer­i­can men had balked a lit­tle at the dev­illed kid­neys. The food had been pat­terned as far as pos­si­ble af­ter the pale flab­by viands served at Eng­lish hunt break­fasts and ru­ined in an at­mos­phere of luke­warm steam. The wom­en were slim and per­fect­ly tai­lored but wore their hunt­ing clothes a tri­fle un­easi­ly and self-con­scious­ly like girls in their first low-cut par­ty dress­es. Most of the men had turned stub­born on the sub­ject of pink coats, but Cap­tain Stokes-Beat­ty wore his hand­some­ly. The fox—a wor­ried and some­what de­ject­ed-look­ing an­i­mal—had been shipped in a crate from the south and on be­ing re­leased had a way of sit­ting so­cia­bly in an Illi­nois corn field in­stead of leap­ing fleet­ly to cov­er. At the fin­ish you had a feel­ing of guilt, as though you had killed a cock­roach.

			Dirk had told Seli­na about it, feel­ing rather mag­nif­i­cent. A fox hunt.

			“A fox hunt! What for?”

			“For! Why, what’s any fox hunt for?”

			“I can’t imag­ine. They used to be for the pur­pose of rid­ding a fox-in­fest­ed coun­try of a nui­sance. Have the fox­es been both­er­ing ’em out in Lake For­est?”

			“Now, Moth­er, don’t be fun­ny.” He told her about the break­fast.

			“Well, but it’s so sil­ly, Dirk. It’s smart to copy from an­oth­er coun­try the things that that coun­try does bet­ter than we do. Eng­land does gar­dens and wood-fires and dogs and tweeds and walk­ing shoes and pipes and leisure bet­ter than we do. But those luke­warm steamy break­fasts of theirs! It’s be­cause they haven’t gas, most of them. No Kan­sas or Ne­bras­ka farmer’s wife would stand for one of their kitchens—not for a minute. And the hired man would balk at such ba­con.” She gig­gled.

			“Oh, well, if you’re go­ing to talk like that.”

			But Dal­las O’Mara felt much the same about these things. Dal­las, it ap­peared, had been some­thing of a fad with the North Shore so­ci­ety crowd af­ter she had paint­ed Mrs. Robin­son Gilman’s por­trait. She had been in­vit­ed to din­ners and lun­cheons and dances, but their do­ings, she told Dirk, had bored her.

			“They’re nice,” she said, “but they don’t have much fun. They’re all try­ing to be some­thing they’re not. And that’s such hard work. The wom­en were al­ways ex­plain­ing that they lived in Chica­go be­cause their hus­band’s busi­ness was here. They all do things pret­ty well—dance or paint or ride or write or sing—but not well enough. They’re pro­fes­sion­al am­a­teurs, try­ing to ex­press some­thing they don’t feel; or that they don’t feel strong­ly enough to make it worth while ex­press­ing.”

			She ad­mit­ted, though, that they did ap­pre­ci­ate the things that oth­er peo­ple did well. Vis­it­ing and ac­knowl­edged writ­ers, painters, lec­tur­ers, he­roes, they en­ter­tained lav­ish­ly and hos­pitably in their Flo­ren­tine or Eng­lish or Span­ish or French palaces on the north side of Chica­go, Illi­nois. Es­pe­cial­ly for­eign no­ta­bles of this de­scrip­tion. Since 1918 these had de­scend­ed up­on Chica­go (and all Amer­i­ca) like a plague of lo­custs, start­ing usu­al­ly in New York and sweep­ing west­ward, de­vour­ing the pleas­ant ver­dure of green­backs and chirp­ing as they came. Re­turn­ing to Eu­rope, burst­ing with prof­its and spleen, they thrifti­ly wrote of what they had seen and the re­sult was more clever than ami­able; bear­ing, too, the taint of bad taste.

			North Shore hostess­es vied for the hon­our of en­ter­tain­ing these no­ta­bles. Paula—pret­ty, clever, mon­eyed, shrewd—of­ten emerged from these con­tests the win­ner. Her lat­est catch was Emile Goguet—Gen­er­al Emile Goguet, hero of Cham­pagne—Goguet of the stiff white beard, the emp­ty left coat-sleeve, and the score of medals. He was com­ing to Amer­i­ca os­ten­si­bly to be the guest of the Amer­i­can Di­vi­sion which, with Goguet’s French troops, had turned the Ger­man on­slaught at Cham­pagne, but re­al­ly, it was whis­pered, to ce­ment friend­ly re­la­tions be­tween his coun­try and a some­what dif­fi­dent Unit­ed States.

			“And guess,” trilled Paula, “guess who’s com­ing with him, Dirk! That won­der­ful Roelf Pool, the French sculp­tor! Goguet’s go­ing to be my guest. Pool’s go­ing to do a bust, you know, of young Quentin Roo­sevelt from a pho­to­graph that Mrs. Theodore Roo­sevelt—”

			“What d’you mean—French sculp­tor! He’s no more French than I am. He was born with­in a cou­ple of miles of my moth­er’s farm. His peo­ple were Dutch truck farm­ers. His fa­ther lived in High Prairie un­til a year ago, when he died of a stroke.”

			When he told Seli­na she flushed like a girl, as she some­times still did when she was much ex­cit­ed. “Yes, I saw it in the pa­per. I won­der,” she added, qui­et­ly, “if I shall see him.”

			That evening you might have seen her sit­ting, cross­legged, be­fore the old carved chest, fin­ger­ing the fad­ed shab­by time­worn ob­jects the sav­ing of which Dirk had de­nounced as sen­ti­men­tal. The crude draw­ing of the Hay­mar­ket; the wine-red cash­mere dress; some fad­ed brit­tle flow­ers.

			Paula was giv­ing a large—but not too large—din­ner on the sec­ond night. She was very an­i­mat­ed about it, ex­cit­ed, gay. “They say,” she told Dirk, “that Goguet doesn’t eat any­thing but hard-boiled eggs and rusks. Oh, well, the oth­ers won’t ob­ject to squabs and mush­rooms and things. And his hob­by is his farm in Brit­tany. Pool’s stun­ning—dark and som­bre and very white teeth.”

			Paula was very gay these days. Too gay. It seemed to Dirk that her ner­vous en­er­gy was in­ex­haustible—and ex­haust­ing. Dirk re­fused to ad­mit to him­self how irked he was by the sal­low heart-shaped ex­quis­ite face, the lean brown clutch­ing fin­gers, the air of own­er­ship. He had be­gun to dis­like things about her as an un­faith­ful spouse is ir­ri­tat­ed by quite in­no­cent man­ner­isms of his un­con­scious mate. She scuffed her heels a lit­tle when she walked, for ex­am­ple. It mad­dened him. She had a way of bit­ing the rough skin around her care­ful­ly tend­ed nails when she was ner­vous. “Don’t do that!” he said.

			Dal­las nev­er ir­ri­tat­ed him. She rest­ed him, he told him­self. He would arm him­self against her, but one minute af­ter meet­ing her he would sink grate­ful­ly and re­sist­less­ly in­to her qui­et depths. Some­times he thought all this was an as­sumed man­ner in her.

			“This calm of your—this ef­fort­less­ness,” he said to her one day, “is a pose, isn’t it?” Any­thing to get her no­tice.

			“Part­ly,” Dal­las had replied, ami­ably. “It’s a nice pose though, don’t you think?”

			What are you go­ing to do with a girl like that!

			Here was the wom­an who could hold him en­tire­ly, and who nev­er held out a fin­ger to hold him. He tore at the smooth wall of her in­dif­fer­ence, though he on­ly cut and bruised his own hands in do­ing it.

			“Is it be­cause I’m a suc­cess­ful busi­ness man that you don’t like me?”

			“But I do like you.”

			“That you don’t find me at­trac­tive, then.”

			“But I think you’re an aw­ful­ly at­trac­tive man. Dan­ger­ous, that’s wot.”

			“Oh, don’t be the wide-eyed in­génue. You know damned well what I mean. You’ve got me and you don’t want me. If I had been a suc­cess­ful ar­chi­tect in­stead of a suc­cess­ful busi­ness man would that have made any dif­fer­ence?” He was think­ing of what his moth­er had said just a few years back, that night when they had talked at her bed­side. “Is that it? He’s got to be an artist, I sup­pose, to in­ter­est you.”

			“Good Lord, no! Some day I’ll prob­a­bly mar­ry a horny-hand­ed son of toil, and if I do it’ll be the horny hands that will win me. If you want to know, I like ’em with their scars on them. There’s some­thing about a man who has fought for it—I don’t know what it is—a look in his eye—the feel of his hand. He needn’t have been suc­cess­ful—though he prob­a­bly would be. I don’t know. I’m not very good at this anal­y­sis stuff. I on­ly know he—well, you haven’t a mark on you. Not a mark. You quit be­ing an ar­chi­tect, or what­ev­er it was, be­cause ar­chi­tec­ture was an up­hill dis­heart­en­ing job at the time. I don’t say that you should have kept on. For all I know you were a bum ar­chi­tect. But if you had kept on—if you had loved it enough to keep on—fight­ing, and strug­gling, and stick­ing it out—why, that fight would show in your face to­day—in your eyes and your jaw and your hands and in your way of stand­ing and walk­ing and sit­ting and talk­ing. Lis­ten. I’m not crit­i­ciz­ing you. But you’re all smooth. I like ’em bumpy. That sounds ter­ri­ble. It isn’t what I mean at all. It isn’t—”

			“Oh, nev­er mind,” Dirk said, weari­ly. “I think I know what you mean.” He sat look­ing down at his hands—his fine strong un­scarred hands. Sud­den­ly and un­rea­son­ably he thought of an­oth­er pair of hands—his moth­er’s—with the knuck­les en­larged, the skin bro­ken—ex­pres­sive—her life writ­ten on them. Scars. She had them. “Lis­ten, Dal­las. If I thought—I’d go back to Hol­lis & Sprague’s and be­gin all over again at forty a week if I thought you’d—”

			“Don’t.”

		
	
		
			XX

			Gen­er­al Goguet and Roelf Pool had been in Chica­go one night and part of a day. Dirk had not met them—was to meet them at Paula’s din­ner that evening. He was cu­ri­ous about Pool but not par­tic­u­lar­ly in­ter­est­ed in the war­rior. Rest­less, un­hap­py, want­ing to see Dal­las (he ad­mit­ted it, bit­ter­ly) he dropped in­to her stu­dio at an un­ac­cus­tomed hour al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter lunch and heard gay voic­es and laugh­ter. Why couldn’t she work alone once in a while with­out that rab­ble around her!

			Dal­las in a grimy smock and the scuffed kid slip­pers was en­ter­tain­ing two tru­ants from Chica­go so­ci­ety—Gen­er­al Emile Goguet and Roelf Pool. They seemed to be en­joy­ing them­selves im­mense­ly. She in­tro­duced Dirk as ca­su­al­ly as though their pres­ence were a nat­u­ral and ex­pect­ed thing—which it was. She had nev­er men­tioned them to him. Yet now: “This is Dirk De­Jong—Gen­er­al Emile Goguet. We were cam­paign­ers to­geth­er in France. Roelf Pool. So were we, weren’t we, Roelf?”

			Gen­er­al Emile Goguet bowed for­mal­ly, but his eyes were twin­kling. He ap­peared to be hav­ing a very good time. Roelf Pool’s dark face had light­ed up with such a glow of sur­prise and plea­sure as to trans­form it. He strode over to Dirk, clasped his hand. “Dirk De­Jong! Not—why, say, don’t you know me? I’m Roelf Pool!”

			“I ought to know you,” said Dirk.

			“Oh, but I mean I’m—I knew you when you were a kid. You’re Seli­na’s Dirk. Aren’t you? My Seli­na. I’m driv­ing out to see her this af­ter­noon. She’s one of my rea­sons for be­ing here. Why, I’m—” He was laugh­ing, talk­ing ex­cit­ed­ly, like a boy. Dal­las, all agrin, was en­joy­ing it im­mense­ly.

			“They’ve run away,” she ex­plained to Dirk, “from the elab­o­rate pro­gramme that was ar­ranged for them this af­ter­noon. I don’t know where the French got their rep­u­ta­tion for be­ing po­lite. The Gen­er­al is a per­fect boor, aren’t you? And scared to death of wom­en. He’s the on­ly French gen­er­al in cap­tiv­i­ty who ev­er took the trou­ble to learn Eng­lish.”

			Gen­er­al Goguet nod­ded vi­o­lent­ly and roared. “And you?” he said to Dirk in his care­ful and per­fect Eng­lish. “You, too, are an artist?”

			“No,” Dirk said, “not an artist.”

			“What, then?”

			“Why—uh—bonds. That is, the bank­ing busi­ness. Bonds.”

			“Ah, yes,” said Gen­er­al Goguet, po­lite­ly. “Bonds. A very good thing, bonds. We French are very fond of them. We have great re­spect for Amer­i­can bonds, we French.” He nod­ded and twin­kled and turned away to Dal­las.

			“We’re all go­ing,” an­nounced Dal­las, and made a dash for the stuffy lit­tle bed­room off the stu­dio.

			Well, this was a bit too in­for­mal. “Go­ing where?” in­quired Dirk. The Gen­er­al, too, ap­peared be­wil­dered.

			Roelf ex­plained, de­light­ed­ly. “It’s a plot. We’re all go­ing to drive out to your moth­er’s. You’ll go, won’t you? You sim­ply must.”

			“Go?” now put in Gen­er­al Goguet. “Where is it that we go? I thought we stayed here, qui­et­ly. It is qui­et here, and no re­cep­tion com­mit­tees.” His tone was wist­ful.

			Roelf at­tempt­ed to make it clear. “Mr. De­Jong’s moth­er is a farmer. You re­mem­ber I told you all about her in the ship com­ing over. She was won­der­ful to me when I was a kid. She was the first per­son to tell me what beau­ty was—is. She’s mag­nif­i­cent. She rais­es veg­eta­bles.”

			“Ah! A farm! But yes! I, too, am a farmer. Well!” He shook Dirk’s hand again. He ap­peared now for the first time to find him in­ter­est­ing.

			“Of course I’ll go. Does Moth­er know you’re com­ing? She has been hop­ing she’d see you but she thought you’d grown so grand—”

			“Wait un­til I tell her about the day I land­ed in Paris with five francs in my pock­et. No, she doesn’t know we’re com­ing, but she’ll be there, won’t she? I’ve a feel­ing she’ll be there, ex­act­ly the same. She will, won’t she?”

			“She’ll be there.” It was ear­ly spring; the busiest of sea­sons on the farm.

			Dal­las emerged in great­coat and a new spring hat. She waved a hand to the faith­ful Gil­da Hanan. “Tell any­one who in­quires for me that I’ve felt the call of spring. And if the boy comes for that clay pack pic­ture tell him to­mor­row was the day.”

			They were down the stairs and off in the pow­er­ful car that seemed to be at the vis­i­tors’ dis­pos­al. Through the Loop, up Michi­gan Av­enue, in­to the south side. Chica­go, of­ten low­er­ing and gray in April, was wear­ing gold and blue to­day. The air was sharp but be­neath the brusque­ness of it was a gen­tle prom­ise. Dal­las and Pool were very much ab­sorbed in Paris plans, Paris rem­i­nis­cences. “And do you re­mem­ber the time we … on­ly sev­en francs among the lot of us and the din­ner was … you’re sure­ly com­ing over in June, then … oils … you’ve got the thing, I tell you … you’ll be great, Dal­las … re­mem­ber what Vi­bray said … study … work …”

			Dirk was wretch­ed. He point­ed out ob­jects of in­ter­est to Gen­er­al Goguet. Six­ty miles of boule­vard. Park sys­tem. Finest in the coun­try. Grand Boule­vard. Drex­el Boule­vard. Jack­son Park. Illi­nois Cen­tral trains. Ter­ri­ble, yes, but they were elec­tri­fy­ing. Go­ing to make ’em run by elec­tric­i­ty, you know. Things wouldn’t look so dirty, af­ter that. Hal­st­ed Street. Long­est street in the world.

			And, “Ah, yes,” said the Gen­er­al, po­lite­ly. “Ah, yes. Quite so. Most in­ter­est­ing.”

			The rich black loam of High Prairie. A hint of fresh green things just peep­ing out of the earth. Hot­hous­es. Cold­frames. The farm.

			It looked very trim and neat. The house, white with green shut­ters (Seli­na’s dream re­al­ized), smiled at them from among the wil­lows that were al­ready bur­geon­ing hazi­ly un­der the woo­ing of a mild and ear­ly spring.

			“But I thought you said it was a small farm!” said Gen­er­al Goguet, as they de­scend­ed from the car. He looked about at the acreage.

			“It is small,” Dirk as­sured him. “On­ly about forty acres.”

			“Ah, well, you Amer­i­cans. In France we farm on a very small scale, you un­der­stand. We have not the land. The great vast coun­try.” He waved his right arm. You felt that if the left sleeve had not been emp­ty he would have made a large and sweep­ing ges­ture with both arms.

			Seli­na was not in the neat qui­et house. She was not on the porch, or in the yard. Meena Bras, phleg­mat­ic and un­flus­tered, came in from the kitchen. Mis’ De­Jong was in the fields. She would call her. This she pro­ceed­ed to do by blow­ing three pow­er­ful blasts and again three on a horn which she took from a hook on the wall. She stood in the kitchen door­way fac­ing the fields, blow­ing, her red cheeks puffed out­ra­geous­ly. “That brings her,” Meena as­sured them; and went back to her work. They came out on the porch to await Seli­na. She was out on the west six­teen—the west six­teen that used to be un­pro­lif­ic, half-drowned muck­land. Dirk felt a lit­tle un­easy, and ashamed that he should feel so.

			Then they saw her com­ing, a small dark fig­ure against the back­ground of sun and sky and fields. She came swift­ly yet plod­ding­ly, for the ground was heavy. They stood fac­ing her, the four of them. As she came near­er they saw that she was wear­ing a dark skirt pinned up about her an­kles to pro­tect it from the wet spring earth and yet it was spat­tered with a bor­der of mud spots. A rough heavy gray sweater was but­toned close­ly about the straight slim body. On her head was a bat­tered soft black hat. Her feet, in broad-toed sen­si­ble boots, she lift­ed high out of the soft cling­ing soil. As she came near­er she took off her hat and hold­ing it a lit­tle to one side against the sun, shad­ed her eyes with it. Her hair blew a lit­tle in the gen­tle spring breeze. Her cheeks were faint­ly pink. She was com­ing up the path now. She could dis­tin­guish their faces. She saw Dirk; smiled, waved. Her glance went in­quir­ing­ly to the oth­ers—the beard­ed man in uni­form, the tall girl, the man with the dark vivid face. Then she stopped, sud­den­ly, and her hand went to her heart as though she had felt a great pang, and her lips were part­ed, and her eyes enor­mous. As Roelf came for­ward swift­ly she took a few quick run­ning steps to­ward him like a young girl. He took the slight fig­ure in the mud-spat­tered skirt, the rough gray sweater, and the bat­tered old hat in­to his arms.

		
	
		
			XXI

			They had had tea in the farm sit­ting room and Dal­las had made a lit­tle moan­ing over the beau­ty of the Dutch lus­tre set. Seli­na had en­ter­tained them with the shin­ing air of one who is robed in silk and fine linen. She and Gen­er­al Goguet had got on fa­mous­ly from the start, meet­ing on the com­mon ground of as­para­gus cul­ture.

			“But how thick?” he had de­mand­ed, for he, too, had his pet as­para­gus beds on the farm in Brit­tany. “How thick at the base?”

			Seli­na made a cir­cle with thumb and fore­fin­ger. The Gen­er­al groaned with en­vy and de­spair. He was very com­fort­able, the Gen­er­al. He par­took large­ly of tea and cakes. He flat­tered Seli­na with his eyes. She ac­tu­al­ly dim­pled, flushed, laughed like a girl. But it was to Roelf she turned; it was on Roelf that her eyes dwelt and rest­ed. It was with him she walked when she was silent and the oth­ers talked. It was as though he were her one son, and had come home. Her face was ra­di­ant, beau­ti­ful.

			Seat­ed next to Dirk, Dal­las said, in a low voice: “There, that’s what I mean. That’s what I mean when I say I want to do por­traits. Not por­traits of ladies with a string of pearls and one lily hand half hid­den in the folds of a satin skirt. I mean char­ac­ter por­traits of men and wom­en who are re­al­ly dis­tin­guished look­ing—dis­tin­guished­ly Amer­i­can, for ex­am­ple—like your moth­er.”

			Dirk looked up at her quick­ly, half smil­ing, as though ex­pect­ing to find her smil­ing, too. But she was not smil­ing. “My moth­er!”

			“Yes, if she’d let me. With that fine splen­did face all lit up with the light that comes from in­side; and the jaw-line like that of the wom­en who came over in the Mayflow­er; or crossed the con­ti­nent in a cov­ered wag­on; and her eyes! And that bat­tered fun­ny gor­geous bum old hat and the white shirt­waist—and her hands! She’s beau­ti­ful. She’d make me fa­mous at one leap. You’d see!”

			Dirk stared at her. It was as though he could not com­pre­hend. Then he turned in his chair to stare at his moth­er. Seli­na was talk­ing to Roelf.

			“And you’ve done all the fa­mous men of Eu­rope, haven’t you, Roelf! To think of it! You’ve seen the world, and you’ve got it in your hand. Lit­tle Roelf Pool. And you did it all alone. In spite of ev­ery­thing.”

			Roelf leaned to­ward her. He put his hand over her rough one. “Cab­bages are beau­ti­ful,” he said. Then they both laughed as at some ex­quis­ite joke. Then, se­ri­ous­ly: “What a fine life you’ve had, too, Seli­na. A full life, and a rich one and suc­cess­ful.”

			“I!” ex­claimed Seli­na. “Why, Roelf, I’ve been here all these years, just where you left me when you were a boy. I think the very hat and dress I’m wear­ing might be the same I wore then. I’ve been nowhere, done noth­ing, seen noth­ing. When I think of all the places I was go­ing to see! All the things I was go­ing to do!”

			“You’ve been ev­ery­where in the world,” said Roelf. “You’ve seen all the places of great beau­ty and light. You re­mem­ber you told me that your fa­ther had once said, when you were a lit­tle girl, that there were on­ly two kinds of peo­ple who re­al­ly mat­tered in the world. One kind was wheat and the oth­er kind emer­alds. You’re wheat, Seli­na.”

			“And you’re emer­ald,” said Seli­na, quick­ly.

			The Gen­er­al was in­ter­est­ed but un­com­pre­hend­ing. He glanced now at the watch on his wrist and gave a lit­tle ex­cla­ma­tion. “But the din­ner! Our host­ess, Madame Storm! It is very fine to run away but one must come back. Our so beau­ti­ful host­ess.” He had sprung to his feet.

			“She is beau­ti­ful, isn’t she?” said Seli­na.

			“No,” Roelf replied, abrupt­ly. “The mouth is small­er than the eyes. With Mrs. Storm from here to here”—he il­lus­trat­ed by turn­ing to Dal­las, touch­ing her lips, her eyes, light­ly with his slen­der pow­er­ful brown fin­gers—“is small­er than from here to here. When the mouth is small­er than the eyes there is no re­al beau­ty. Now Dal­las here—”

			“Yes, me,” scoffed Dal­las, all agrin. “There’s a grand mouth for you. If a large mouth is your no­tion of beau­ty then I must look like He­len of Troy to you, Roelf.”

			“You do,” said Roelf, sim­ply.

			In­side Dirk some­thing was say­ing, over and over, “You’re noth­ing but a rub­ber stamp, Dirk De­Jong. You’re noth­ing but a rub­ber stamp.” Over and over.

			“These din­ners!” ex­claimed the Gen­er­al. “I do not wish to seem un­gra­cious, but these din­ners! Much rather would I re­main here on this qui­et and beau­ti­ful farm.”

			At the porch steps he turned, brought his heels to­geth­er with a sharp smack, bent from the waist, picked up Seli­na’s rough work-worn hand and kissed it. And then, as she smiled a lit­tle, un­cer­tain­ly, her left hand at her breast, her cheeks pink, Roelf, too, kissed her hand ten­der­ly.

			“Why,” said Seli­na, and laughed a soft tremu­lous lit­tle laugh, “Why, I’ve nev­er had my hand kissed be­fore.”

			She stood on the porch steps and waved at them as they were whirled swift­ly away, the four of them. A slight straight lit­tle fig­ure in the plain white blouse and the skirt spat­tered with the soil of the farm.

			“You’ll come out again?” she had said to Dal­las. And Dal­las had said yes, but that she was leav­ing soon for Paris, to study and work.

			“When I come back you’ll let me do your por­trait?”

			“My por­trait!” Seli­na had ex­claimed, won­der­ing­ly.

			Now as the four were whirled back to Chica­go over the as­phalt­ed Hal­st­ed road they were re­laxed, a lit­tle tired. They yield­ed to the nar­cot­ic of spring that was in the air.

			Roelf Pool took off his hat. In the cru­el spring sun­shine you saw that the black hair was sprin­kled with gray. “On days like this I refuse to be­lieve that I’m forty-five. Dal­las, tell me I’m not forty-five.”

			“You’re not forty-five,” said Dal­las in her leisure­ly ca­ress­ing voice.

			Roelf’s lean brown hand reached over frankly and clasped her strong white one. “When you say it like that, Dal­las, it sounds true.”

			“It is true,” said Dal­las.

			They dropped Dal­las first at the shab­by old On­tario Street stu­dio, then Dirk at his smart lit­tle apart­ment, and went on.

			Dirk turned his key in the lock. Sa­ki, the Ja­pa­nese house­man, slid silent­ly in­to the hall mak­ing lit­tle hiss­ing nois­es of greet­ing. On the cor­rect lit­tle con­sole in the hall there was a cor­rect lit­tle pile of let­ters and in­vi­ta­tions. He went through the Ital­ian liv­ing room and in­to his bed­room. The Jap fol­lowed him. Dirk’s cor­rect evening clothes (made by Peel the Eng­lish tai­lor on Michi­gan Boule­vard) were laid cor­rect­ly on his bed—trousers, vest, shirt, coat; fine, im­mac­u­late.

			“Mes­sages, Sa­ki?”

			“Mis­sy St­lom tele­phone.”

			“Oh. Leave any mes­sage?”

			“No. Say s’e call ’gain.”

			“All right, Sa­ki.” He waved him away and out of the room. The man went and closed the door soft­ly be­hind him as a cor­rect Jap ser­vant should. Dirk took off his coat, his vest, threw them on a chair near the bed. He stood at the bed­side look­ing down at his Peel evening clothes, at the glossy shirt­front that nev­er bulged. A bath, he thought, dul­ly, au­to­mat­i­cal­ly. Then, quite sud­den­ly, he flung him­self on the fine silk-cov­ered bed, face down, and lay there, his head in his arms, very still. He was ly­ing there half an hour lat­er when he heard the tele­phone’s shrill in­sis­tence and Sa­ki’s gen­tle def­er­en­tial rap at the bed­room door.
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