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				I

				The Mag­net At­tract­ing: A Waif Amid Forces

			
			When Car­oline Mee­ber boarded the af­ter­noon train for Chica­go, her total out­fit con­sisted of a small trunk, a cheap im­it­a­tion al­ligator-skin satchel, a small lunch in a pa­per box, and a yel­low leath­er snap purse, con­tain­ing her tick­et, a scrap of pa­per with her sis­ter’s ad­dress in Van Bur­en Street, and four dol­lars in money. It was in Au­gust, 1889. She was eight­een years of age, bright, tim­id, and full of the il­lu­sions of ig­nor­ance and youth. Whatever touch of re­gret at part­ing char­ac­ter­ised her thoughts, it was cer­tainly not for ad­vant­ages now be­ing giv­en up. A gush of tears at her moth­er’s farewell kiss, a touch in her throat when the cars clacked by the flour mill where her fath­er worked by the day, a pathet­ic sigh as the fa­mil­i­ar green en­virons of the vil­lage passed in re­view, and the threads which bound her so lightly to girl­hood and home were ir­re­triev­ably broken.

			To be sure there was al­ways the next sta­tion, where one might des­cend and re­turn. There was the great city, bound more closely by these very trains which came up daily. Columbia City was not so very far away, even once she was in Chica­go. What, pray, is a few hours—a few hun­dred miles? She looked at the little slip bear­ing her sis­ter’s ad­dress and wondered. She gazed at the green land­scape, now passing in swift re­view, un­til her swifter thoughts re­placed its im­pres­sion with vague con­jec­tures of what Chica­go might be.

			When a girl leaves her home at eight­een, she does one of two things. Either she falls in­to sav­ing hands and be­comes bet­ter, or she rap­idly as­sumes the cos­mo­pol­it­an stand­ard of vir­tue and be­comes worse. Of an in­ter­me­di­ate bal­ance, un­der the cir­cum­stances, there is no pos­sib­il­ity. The city has its cun­ning wiles, no less than the in­fin­itely smal­ler and more hu­man tempter. There are large forces which al­lure with all the soul­ful­ness of ex­pres­sion pos­sible in the most cul­tured hu­man. The gleam of a thou­sand lights is of­ten as ef­fect­ive as the per­suas­ive light in a woo­ing and fas­cin­at­ing eye. Half the un­do­ing of the un­soph­ist­ic­ated and nat­ur­al mind is ac­com­plished by forces wholly su­per­hu­man. A blare of sound, a roar of life, a vast ar­ray of hu­man hives, ap­peal to the as­ton­ished senses in equi­voc­al terms. Without a coun­sel­lor at hand to whis­per cau­tious in­ter­pret­a­tions, what false­hoods may not these things breathe in­to the un­guarded ear! Un­re­cog­nised for what they are, their beauty, like mu­sic, too of­ten re­laxes, then weak­ens, then per­verts the sim­pler hu­man per­cep­tions.

			Car­oline, or Sis­ter Car­rie, as she had been half af­fec­tion­ately termed by the fam­ily, was pos­sessed of a mind rudi­ment­ary in its power of ob­ser­va­tion and ana­lys­is. Self-in­terest with her was high, but not strong. It was, nev­er­the­less, her guid­ing char­ac­ter­ist­ic. Warm with the fan­cies of youth, pretty with the in­sip­id pret­ti­ness of the form­at­ive peri­od, pos­sessed of a fig­ure prom­ising even­tu­al shape­li­ness and an eye alight with cer­tain nat­ive in­tel­li­gence, she was a fair ex­ample of the middle Amer­ic­an class—two gen­er­a­tions re­moved from the emig­rant. Books were bey­ond her in­terest—know­ledge a sealed book. In the in­tu­it­ive graces she was still crude. She could scarcely toss her head grace­fully. Her hands were al­most in­ef­fec­tu­al. The feet, though small, were set flatly. And yet she was in­ter­ested in her charms, quick to un­der­stand the keen­er pleas­ures of life, am­bi­tious to gain in ma­ter­i­al things. A half-equipped little knight she was, ven­tur­ing to re­con­noitre the mys­ter­i­ous city and dream­ing wild dreams of some vague, far-off su­prem­acy, which should make it prey and sub­ject—the prop­er pen­it­ent, grov­el­ling at a wo­man’s slip­per.

			“That,” said a voice in her ear, “is one of the pret­ti­est little re­sorts in Wis­con­sin.”

			“Is it?” she answered nervously.

			The train was just pulling out of Wauke­sha. For some time she had been con­scious of a man be­hind. She felt him ob­serving her mass of hair. He had been fid­get­ting, and with nat­ur­al in­tu­ition she felt a cer­tain in­terest grow­ing in that quarter. Her maid­enly re­serve, and a cer­tain sense of what was con­ven­tion­al un­der the cir­cum­stances, called her to fore­stall and deny this fa­mili­ar­ity, but the dar­ing and mag­net­ism of the in­di­vidu­al, born of past ex­per­i­ences and tri­umphs, pre­vailed. She answered.

			He leaned for­ward to put his el­bows upon the back of her seat and pro­ceeded to make him­self vol­ubly agree­able.

			“Yes, that is a great re­sort for Chica­go people. The ho­tels are swell. You are not fa­mil­i­ar with this part of the coun­try, are you?”

			“Oh, yes, I am,” answered Car­rie. “That is, I live at Columbia City. I have nev­er been through here, though.”

			“And so this is your first vis­it to Chica­go,” he ob­served.

			All the time she was con­scious of cer­tain fea­tures out of the side of her eye. Flush, col­our­ful cheeks, a light mous­tache, a grey fe­dora hat. She now turned and looked upon him in full, the in­stincts of self-pro­tec­tion and coquetry ming­ling con­fusedly in her brain.

			“I didn’t say that,” she said.

			“Oh,” he answered, in a very pleas­ing way and with an as­sumed air of mis­take, “I thought you did.”

			Here was a type of the trav­el­ling can­vass­er for a man­u­fac­tur­ing house—a class which at that time was first be­ing dubbed by the slang of the day “drum­mers.” He came with­in the mean­ing of a still new­er term, which had sprung in­to gen­er­al use among Amer­ic­ans in 1880, and which con­cisely ex­pressed the thought of one whose dress or man­ners are cal­cu­lated to eli­cit the ad­mir­a­tion of sus­cept­ible young wo­men—a “mash­er.” His suit was of a striped and crossed pat­tern of brown wool, new at that time, but since be­come fa­mil­i­ar as a busi­ness suit. The low crotch of the vest re­vealed a stiff shirt bos­om of white and pink stripes. From his coat sleeves pro­truded a pair of lin­en cuffs of the same pat­tern, fastened with large, gold plate but­tons, set with the com­mon yel­low agates known as “cat’s-eyes.” His fin­gers bore sev­er­al rings—one, the ever-en­dur­ing heavy seal—and from his vest dangled a neat gold watch chain, from which was sus­pen­ded the secret in­signia of the Or­der of Elks. The whole suit was rather tight-fit­ting, and was fin­ished off with heavy-soled tan shoes, highly pol­ished, and the grey fe­dora hat. He was, for the or­der of in­tel­lect rep­res­en­ted, at­tract­ive, and whatever he had to re­com­mend him, you may be sure was not lost upon Car­rie, in this, her first glance.

			Lest this or­der of in­di­vidu­al should per­man­ently pass, let me put down some of the most strik­ing char­ac­ter­ist­ics of his most suc­cess­ful man­ner and meth­od. Good clothes, of course, were the first es­sen­tial, the things without which he was noth­ing. A strong phys­ic­al nature, ac­tu­ated by a keen de­sire for the fem­in­ine, was the next. A mind free of any con­sid­er­a­tion of the prob­lems or forces of the world and ac­tu­ated not by greed, but an in­sa­ti­able love of vari­able pleas­ure. His meth­od was al­ways simple. Its prin­cip­al ele­ment was dar­ing, backed, of course, by an in­tense de­sire and ad­mir­a­tion for the sex. Let him meet with a young wo­man once and he would ap­proach her with an air of kindly fa­mili­ar­ity, not un­mixed with plead­ing, which would res­ult in most cases in a tol­er­ant ac­cept­ance. If she showed any tend­ency to coquetry he would be apt to straight­en her tie, or if she “took up” with him at all, to call her by her first name. If he vis­ited a de­part­ment store it was to lounge fa­mil­iarly over the counter and ask some lead­ing ques­tions. In more ex­clus­ive circles, on the train or in wait­ing sta­tions, he went slower. If some seem­ingly vul­ner­able ob­ject ap­peared he was all at­ten­tion—to pass the com­pli­ments of the day, to lead the way to the par­lor car, car­ry­ing her grip, or, fail­ing that, to take a seat next her with the hope of be­ing able to court her to her des­tin­a­tion. Pil­lows, books, a foot­stool, the shade lowered; all these figured in the things which he could do. If, when she reached her des­tin­a­tion he did not alight and at­tend her bag­gage for her, it was be­cause, in his own es­tim­a­tion, he had sig­nally failed.

			A wo­man should some day write the com­plete philo­sophy of clothes. No mat­ter how young, it is one of the things she wholly com­pre­hends. There is an in­des­crib­ably faint line in the mat­ter of man’s ap­par­el which some­how di­vides for her those who are worth glan­cing at and those who are not. Once an in­di­vidu­al has passed this faint line on the way down­ward he will get no glance from her. There is an­oth­er line at which the dress of a man will cause her to study her own. This line the in­di­vidu­al at her el­bow now marked for Car­rie. She be­came con­scious of an in­equal­ity. Her own plain blue dress, with its black cot­ton tape trim­mings, now seemed to her shabby. She felt the worn state of her shoes.

			“Let’s see,” he went on, “I know quite a num­ber of people in your town. Mor­gen­roth the clothi­er and Gib­son the dry goods man.”

			“Oh, do you?” she in­ter­rup­ted, aroused by memor­ies of long­ings their show win­dows had cost her.

			At last he had a clue to her in­terest, and fol­lowed it deftly. In a few minutes he had come about in­to her seat. He talked of sales of cloth­ing, his travels, Chica­go, and the amuse­ments of that city.

			“If you are go­ing there, you will en­joy it im­mensely. Have you re­l­at­ives?”

			“I am go­ing to vis­it my sis­ter,” she ex­plained.

			“You want to see Lin­coln Park,” he said, “and Michigan Boulevard. They are put­ting up great build­ings there. It’s a second New York—great. So much to see—theatres, crowds, fine houses—oh, you’ll like that.”

			There was a little ache in her fancy of all he de­scribed. Her in­sig­ni­fic­ance in the pres­ence of so much mag­ni­fi­cence faintly af­fected her. She real­ised that hers was not to be a round of pleas­ure, and yet there was some­thing prom­ising in all the ma­ter­i­al pro­spect he set forth. There was some­thing sat­is­fact­ory in the at­ten­tion of this in­di­vidu­al with his good clothes. She could not help smil­ing as he told her of some pop­u­lar act­ress of whom she re­minded him. She was not silly, and yet at­ten­tion of this sort had its weight.

			“You will be in Chica­go some little time, won’t you?” he ob­served at one turn of the now easy con­ver­sa­tion.

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie vaguely—a flash vis­ion of the pos­sib­il­ity of her not se­cur­ing em­ploy­ment rising in her mind.

			“Sev­er­al weeks, any­how,” he said, look­ing stead­ily in­to her eyes.

			There was much more passing now than the mere words in­dic­ated. He re­cog­nised the in­des­crib­able thing that made up for fas­cin­a­tion and beauty in her. She real­ised that she was of in­terest to him from the one stand­point which a wo­man both de­lights in and fears. Her man­ner was simple, though for the very reas­on that she had not yet learned the many little af­fect­a­tions with which wo­men con­ceal their true feel­ings. Some things she did ap­peared bold. A clev­er com­pan­ion—had she ever had one—would have warned her nev­er to look a man in the eyes so stead­ily.

			“Why do you ask?” she said.

			“Well, I’m go­ing to be there sev­er­al weeks. I’m go­ing to study stock at our place and get new samples. I might show you ’round.”

			“I don’t know wheth­er you can or not. I mean I don’t know wheth­er I can. I shall be liv­ing with my sis­ter, and—”

			“Well, if she minds, we’ll fix that.” He took out his pen­cil and a little pock­et note­book as if it were all settled. “What is your ad­dress there?”

			She fumbled her purse which con­tained the ad­dress slip.

			He reached down in his hip pock­et and took out a fat purse. It was filled with slips of pa­per, some mileage books, a roll of green­backs. It im­pressed her deeply. Such a purse had nev­er been car­ried by any­one at­tent­ive to her. In­deed, an ex­per­i­enced trav­el­ler, a brisk man of the world, had nev­er come with­in such close range be­fore. The purse, the shiny tan shoes, the smart new suit, and the air with which he did things, built up for her a dim world of for­tune, of which he was the centre. It dis­posed her pleas­antly to­ward all he might do.

			He took out a neat busi­ness card, on which was en­graved Bart­lett, Ca­ry­oe & Com­pany, and down in the left-hand corner, Chas. H. Drou­et.

			“That’s me,” he said, put­ting the card in her hand and touch­ing his name. “It’s pro­nounced Drew-eh. Our fam­ily was French, on my fath­er’s side.”

			She looked at it while he put up his purse. Then he got out a let­ter from a bunch in his coat pock­et. “This is the house I travel for,” he went on, point­ing to a pic­ture on it, “corner of State and Lake.” There was pride in his voice. He felt that it was some­thing to be con­nec­ted with such a place, and he made her feel that way.

			“What is your ad­dress?” he began again, fix­ing his pen­cil to write.

			She looked at his hand.

			“Car­rie Mee­ber,” she said slowly. “Three hun­dred and fifty-four West Van Bur­en Street, care S. C. Han­son.”

			He wrote it care­fully down and got out the purse again. “You’ll be at home if I come around Monday night?” he said.

			“I think so,” she answered.

			How true it is that words are but the vague shad­ows of the volumes we mean. Little aud­ible links, they are, chain­ing to­geth­er great in­aud­ible feel­ings and pur­poses. Here were these two, ban­dy­ing little phrases, draw­ing purses, look­ing at cards, and both un­con­scious of how in­ar­tic­u­late all their real feel­ings were. Neither was wise enough to be sure of the work­ing of the mind of the oth­er. He could not tell how his lur­ing suc­ceeded. She could not real­ise that she was drift­ing, un­til he se­cured her ad­dress. Now she felt that she had yiel­ded some­thing—he, that he had gained a vic­tory. Already they felt that they were some­how as­so­ci­ated. Already he took con­trol in dir­ect­ing the con­ver­sa­tion. His words were easy. Her man­ner was re­laxed.

			They were near­ing Chica­go. Signs were every­where nu­mer­ous. Trains flashed by them. Across wide stretches of flat, open prair­ie they could see lines of tele­graph poles stalk­ing across the fields to­ward the great city. Far away were in­dic­a­tions of sub­urb­an towns, some big smokestacks tower­ing high in the air.

			Fre­quently there were two-story frame houses stand­ing out in the open fields, without fence or trees, lone out­posts of the ap­proach­ing army of homes.

			To the child, the geni­us with ima­gin­a­tion, or the wholly un­trav­elled, the ap­proach to a great city for the first time is a won­der­ful thing. Par­tic­u­larly if it be even­ing—that mys­tic peri­od between the glare and gloom of the world when life is chan­ging from one sphere or con­di­tion to an­oth­er. Ah, the prom­ise of the night. What does it not hold for the weary! What old il­lu­sion of hope is not here forever re­peated! Says the soul of the toil­er to it­self, “I shall soon be free. I shall be in the ways and the hosts of the merry. The streets, the lamps, the lighted cham­ber set for din­ing, are for me. The theatre, the halls, the parties, the ways of rest and the paths of song—these are mine in the night.” Though all hu­man­ity be still en­closed in the shops, the thrill runs abroad. It is in the air. The dullest feel some­thing which they may not al­ways ex­press or de­scribe. It is the lift­ing of the bur­den of toil.

			Sis­ter Car­rie gazed out of the win­dow. Her com­pan­ion, af­fected by her won­der, so con­ta­gious are all things, felt anew some in­terest in the city and poin­ted out its mar­vels.

			“This is North­w­est Chica­go,” said Drou­et. “This is the Chica­go River,” and he poin­ted to a little muddy creek, crowded with the huge masted wan­der­ers from far-off wa­ters nos­ing the black-pos­ted banks. With a puff, a clang, and a clat­ter of rails it was gone. “Chica­go is get­ting to be a great town,” he went on. “It’s a won­der. You’ll find lots to see here.”

			She did not hear this very well. Her heart was troubled by a kind of ter­ror. The fact that she was alone, away from home, rush­ing in­to a great sea of life and en­deav­our, began to tell. She could not help but feel a little choked for breath—a little sick as her heart beat so fast. She half closed her eyes and tried to think it was noth­ing, that Columbia City was only a little way off.

			“Chica­go! Chica­go!” called the brake­man, slam­ming open the door. They were rush­ing in­to a more crowded yard, alive with the clat­ter and clang of life. She began to gath­er up her poor little grip and closed her hand firmly upon her purse. Drou­et arose, kicked his legs to straight­en his trousers, and seized his clean yel­low grip.

			“I sup­pose your people will be here to meet you?” he said. “Let me carry your grip.”

			“Oh, no,” she said. “I’d rather you wouldn’t. I’d rather you wouldn’t be with me when I meet my sis­ter.”

			“All right,” he said in all kind­ness. “I’ll be near, though, in case she isn’t here, and take you out there safely.”

			“You’re so kind,” said Car­rie, feel­ing the good­ness of such at­ten­tion in her strange situ­ation.

			“Chica­go!” called the brake­man, draw­ing the word out long. They were un­der a great shad­owy train shed, where the lamps were already be­gin­ning to shine out, with pas­sen­ger cars all about and the train mov­ing at a snail’s pace. The people in the car were all up and crowding about the door.

			“Well, here we are,” said Drou­et, lead­ing the way to the door. “Good­bye, till I see you Monday.”

			“Good­bye,” she answered, tak­ing his proffered hand.

			“Re­mem­ber, I’ll be look­ing till you find your sis­ter.”

			She smiled in­to his eyes.

			They filed out, and he af­fected to take no no­tice of her. A lean-faced, rather com­mon­place wo­man re­cog­nised Car­rie on the plat­form and hur­ried for­ward.

			“Why, Sis­ter Car­rie!” she began, and there was a per­func­tory em­brace of wel­come.

			Car­rie real­ised the change of af­fec­tion­al at­mo­sphere at once. Amid all the maze, up­roar, and nov­elty she felt cold real­ity tak­ing her by the hand. No world of light and mer­ri­ment. No round of amuse­ment. Her sis­ter car­ried with her most of the grim­ness of shift and toil.

			“Why, how are all the folks at home?” she began; “how is fath­er, and moth­er?”

			Car­rie answered, but was look­ing away. Down the aisle, to­ward the gate lead­ing in­to the wait­ing-room and the street, stood Drou­et. He was look­ing back. When he saw that she saw him and was safe with her sis­ter he turned to go, send­ing back the shad­ow of a smile. Only Car­rie saw it. She felt some­thing lost to her when he moved away. When he dis­ap­peared she felt his ab­sence thor­oughly. With her sis­ter she was much alone, a lone fig­ure in a toss­ing, thought­less sea.

		
	
		
			
				II

				What Poverty Threatened: Of Gran­ite and Brass

			
			Min­nie’s flat, as the one-floor res­id­ent apart­ments were then be­ing called, was in a part of West Van Bur­en Street in­hab­ited by fam­il­ies of la­bour­ers and clerks, men who had come, and were still com­ing, with the rush of pop­u­la­tion pour­ing in at the rate of 50,000 a year. It was on the third floor, the front win­dows look­ing down in­to the street, where, at night, the lights of gro­cery stores were shin­ing and chil­dren were play­ing. To Car­rie, the sound of the little bells upon the hor­se­cars, as they tinkled in and out of hear­ing, was as pleas­ing as it was nov­el. She gazed in­to the lighted street when Min­nie brought her in­to the front room, and wondered at the sounds, the move­ment, the mur­mur of the vast city which stretched for miles and miles in every dir­ec­tion.

			Mrs. Han­son, after the first greet­ings were over, gave Car­rie the baby and pro­ceeded to get sup­per. Her hus­band asked a few ques­tions and sat down to read the even­ing pa­per. He was a si­lent man, Amer­ic­an born, of a Swede fath­er, and now em­ployed as a clean­er of re­fri­ger­at­or cars at the stock­yards. To him the pres­ence or ab­sence of his wife’s sis­ter was a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence. Her per­son­al ap­pear­ance did not af­fect him one way or the oth­er. His one ob­ser­va­tion to the point was con­cern­ing the chances of work in Chica­go.

			“It’s a big place,” he said. “You can get in some­where in a few days. Every­body does.”

			It had been ta­citly un­der­stood be­fore­hand that she was to get work and pay her board. He was of a clean, sav­ing dis­pos­i­tion, and had already paid a num­ber of monthly in­stal­ments on two lots far out on the West Side. His am­bi­tion was some day to build a house on them.

			In the in­ter­val which marked the pre­par­a­tion of the meal Car­rie found time to study the flat. She had some slight gift of ob­ser­va­tion and that sense, so rich in every wo­man—in­tu­ition.

			She felt the drag of a lean and nar­row life. The walls of the rooms were dis­cord­antly papered. The floors were covered with mat­ting and the hall laid with a thin rag car­pet. One could see that the fur­niture was of that poor, hur­riedly patched to­geth­er qual­ity sold by the in­stal­ment houses.

			She sat with Min­nie, in the kit­chen, hold­ing the baby un­til it began to cry. Then she walked and sang to it, un­til Han­son, dis­turbed in his read­ing, came and took it. A pleas­ant side to his nature came out here. He was pa­tient. One could see that he was very much wrapped up in his off­spring.

			“Now, now,” he said, walk­ing. “There, there,” and there was a cer­tain Swedish ac­cent no­tice­able in his voice.

			“You’ll want to see the city first, won’t you?” said Min­nie, when they were eat­ing. “Well, we’ll go out Sunday and see Lin­coln Park.”

			Car­rie no­ticed that Han­son had said noth­ing to this. He seemed to be think­ing of some­thing else.

			“Well,” she said, “I think I’ll look around to­mor­row. I’ve got Fri­day and Sat­urday, and it won’t be any trouble. Which way is the busi­ness part?”

			Min­nie began to ex­plain, but her hus­band took this part of the con­ver­sa­tion to him­self.

			“It’s that way,” he said, point­ing east. “That’s east.” Then he went off in­to the longest speech he had yet in­dulged in, con­cern­ing the lay of Chica­go. “You’d bet­ter look in those big man­u­fac­tur­ing houses along Frank­lin Street and just the oth­er side of the river,” he con­cluded. “Lots of girls work there. You could get home easy, too. It isn’t very far.”

			Car­rie nod­ded and asked her sis­ter about the neigh­bour­hood. The lat­ter talked in a sub­dued tone, telling the little she knew about it, while Han­son con­cerned him­self with the baby. Fi­nally he jumped up and handed the child to his wife.

			“I’ve got to get up early in the morn­ing, so I’ll go to bed,” and off he went, dis­ap­pear­ing in­to the dark little bed­room off the hall, for the night.

			“He works way down at the stock­yards,” ex­plained Min­nie, “so he’s got to get up at half-past five.”

			“What time do you get up to get break­fast?” asked Car­rie.

			“At about twenty minutes of five.”

			To­geth­er they fin­ished the la­bour of the day, Car­rie wash­ing the dishes while Min­nie un­dressed the baby and put it to bed. Min­nie’s man­ner was one of trained in­dustry, and Car­rie could see that it was a steady round of toil with her.

			She began to see that her re­la­tions with Drou­et would have to be aban­doned. He could not come here. She read from the man­ner of Han­son, in the sub­dued air of Min­nie, and, in­deed, the whole at­mo­sphere of the flat, a settled op­pos­i­tion to any­thing save a con­ser­vat­ive round of toil. If Han­son sat every even­ing in the front room and read his pa­per, if he went to bed at nine, and Min­nie a little later, what would they ex­pect of her? She saw that she would first need to get work and es­tab­lish her­self on a pay­ing basis be­fore she could think of hav­ing com­pany of any sort. Her little flir­ta­tion with Drou­et seemed now an ex­traordin­ary thing.

			“No,” she said to her­self, “he can’t come here.”

			She asked Min­nie for ink and pa­per, which were upon the man­tel in the din­ing-room, and when the lat­ter had gone to bed at ten, got out Drou­et’s card and wrote him.

			“I can­not have you call on me here. You will have to wait un­til you hear from me again. My sis­ter’s place is so small.”

			She troubled her­self over what else to put in the let­ter. She wanted to make some ref­er­ence to their re­la­tions upon the train, but was too tim­id. She con­cluded by thank­ing him for his kind­ness in a crude way, then puzzled over the form­al­ity of sign­ing her name, and fi­nally de­cided upon the severe, wind­ing up with a “Very truly,” which she sub­sequently changed to “Sin­cerely.” She sealed and ad­dressed the let­ter, and go­ing in the front room, the al­cove of which con­tained her bed, drew the one small rock­ing-chair up to the open win­dow, and sat look­ing out upon the night and streets in si­lent won­der. Fi­nally, wear­ied by her own re­flec­tions, she began to grow dull in her chair, and feel­ing the need of sleep, ar­ranged her cloth­ing for the night and went to bed.

			When she awoke at eight the next morn­ing, Han­son had gone. Her sis­ter was busy in the din­ing-room, which was also the sit­ting-room, sew­ing. She worked, after dress­ing, to ar­range a little break­fast for her­self, and then ad­vised with Min­nie as to which way to look. The lat­ter had changed con­sid­er­ably since Car­rie had seen her. She was now a thin, though rugged, wo­man of twenty-sev­en, with ideas of life col­oured by her hus­band’s, and fast harden­ing in­to nar­row­er con­cep­tions of pleas­ure and duty than had ever been hers in a thor­oughly cir­cum­scribed youth. She had in­vited Car­rie, not be­cause she longed for her pres­ence, but be­cause the lat­ter was dis­sat­is­fied at home, and could prob­ably get work and pay her board here. She was pleased to see her in a way, but re­flec­ted her hus­band’s point of view in the mat­ter of work. Any­thing was good enough so long as it paid—say, five dol­lars a week to be­gin with. A shop girl was the des­tiny pre­figured for the new­comer. She would get in one of the great shops and do well enough un­til—well, un­til some­thing happened. Neither of them knew ex­actly what. They did not fig­ure on pro­mo­tion. They did not ex­actly count on mar­riage. Things would go on, though, in a dim kind of way un­til the bet­ter thing would even­tu­ate, and Car­rie would be re­war­ded for com­ing and toil­ing in the city. It was un­der such aus­pi­cious cir­cum­stances that she star­ted out this morn­ing to look for work.

			Be­fore fol­low­ing her in her round of seek­ing, let us look at the sphere in which her fu­ture was to lie. In 1889 Chica­go had the pe­cu­li­ar qual­i­fic­a­tions of growth which made such ad­ven­ture­some pil­grim­ages even on the part of young girls plaus­ible. Its many and grow­ing com­mer­cial op­por­tun­it­ies gave it wide­spread fame, which made of it a gi­ant mag­net, draw­ing to it­self, from all quar­ters, the hope­ful and the hope­less—those who had their for­tune yet to make and those whose for­tunes and af­fairs had reached a dis­astrous cli­max else­where. It was a city of over 500,000, with the am­bi­tion, the dar­ing, the activ­ity of a met­ro­pol­is of a mil­lion. Its streets and houses were already scattered over an area of sev­enty-five square miles. Its pop­u­la­tion was not so much thriv­ing upon es­tab­lished com­merce as upon the in­dus­tries which pre­pared for the ar­rival of oth­ers. The sound of the ham­mer en­gaged upon the erec­tion of new struc­tures was every­where heard. Great in­dus­tries were mov­ing in. The huge rail­road cor­por­a­tions which had long be­fore re­cog­nised the pro­spects of the place had seized upon vast tracts of land for trans­fer and ship­ping pur­poses. Street­car lines had been ex­ten­ded far out in­to the open coun­try in an­ti­cip­a­tion of rap­id growth. The city had laid miles and miles of streets and sew­ers through re­gions where, per­haps, one sol­it­ary house stood out alone—a pi­on­eer of the pop­u­lous ways to be. There were re­gions open to the sweep­ing winds and rain, which were yet lighted through­out the night with long, blink­ing lines of gas-lamps, flut­ter­ing in the wind. Nar­row board walks ex­ten­ded out, passing here a house, and there a store, at far in­ter­vals, even­tu­ally end­ing on the open prair­ie.

			In the cent­ral por­tion was the vast whole­sale and shop­ping dis­trict, to which the un­in­formed seeker for work usu­ally drif­ted. It was a char­ac­ter­ist­ic of Chica­go then, and one not gen­er­ally shared by oth­er cit­ies, that in­di­vidu­al firms of any pre­ten­sion oc­cu­pied in­di­vidu­al build­ings. The pres­ence of ample ground made this pos­sible. It gave an im­pos­ing ap­pear­ance to most of the whole­sale houses, whose of­fices were upon the ground floor and in plain view of the street. The large plates of win­dow glass, now so com­mon, were then rap­idly com­ing in­to use, and gave to the ground floor of­fices a dis­tin­guished and pros­per­ous look. The cas­u­al wan­der­er could see as he passed a pol­ished ar­ray of of­fice fix­tures, much fros­ted glass, clerks hard at work, and gen­teel busi­ness men in “nobby” suits and clean lin­en loun­ging about or sit­ting in groups. Pol­ished brass or nick­el signs at the square stone en­trances an­nounced the firm and the nature of the busi­ness in rather neat and re­served terms. The en­tire met­ro­pol­it­an centre pos­sessed a high and mighty air cal­cu­lated to over­awe and abash the com­mon ap­plic­ant, and to make the gulf between poverty and suc­cess seem both wide and deep.

			In­to this im­port­ant com­mer­cial re­gion the tim­id Car­rie went. She walked east along Van Bur­en Street through a re­gion of lessen­ing im­port­ance, un­til it de­teri­or­ated in­to a mass of shanties and coal-yards, and fi­nally verged upon the river. She walked bravely for­ward, led by an hon­est de­sire to find em­ploy­ment and delayed at every step by the in­terest of the un­fold­ing scene, and a sense of help­less­ness amid so much evid­ence of power and force which she did not un­der­stand. These vast build­ings, what were they? These strange en­er­gies and huge in­terests, for what pur­poses were they there? She could have un­der­stood the mean­ing of a little stone­cut­ter’s yard at Columbia City, carving little pieces of marble for in­di­vidu­al use, but when the yards of some huge stone cor­por­a­tion came in­to view, filled with spur tracks and flat cars, trans­pierced by docks from the river and tra­versed over­head by im­mense trundling cranes of wood and steel, it lost all sig­ni­fic­ance in her little world.

			It was so with the vast rail­road yards, with the crowded ar­ray of ves­sels she saw at the river, and the huge factor­ies over the way, lin­ing the wa­ter’s edge. Through the open win­dows she could see the fig­ures of men and wo­men in work­ing ap­rons, mov­ing busily about. The great streets were wall-lined mys­ter­ies to her; the vast of­fices, strange mazes which con­cerned far-off in­di­vidu­als of im­port­ance. She could only think of people con­nec­ted with them as count­ing money, dress­ing mag­ni­fi­cently, and rid­ing in car­riages. What they dealt in, how they la­boured, to what end it all came, she had only the vaguest con­cep­tion. It was all won­der­ful, all vast, all far re­moved, and she sank in spir­it in­wardly and fluttered feebly at the heart as she thought of en­ter­ing any one of these mighty con­cerns and ask­ing for some­thing to do—some­thing that she could do—any­thing.

		
	
		
			
				III

				We Ques­tion of For­tune: Four-Fifty a Week

			
			Once across the river and in­to the whole­sale dis­trict, she glanced about her for some likely door at which to ap­ply. As she con­tem­plated the wide win­dows and im­pos­ing signs, she be­came con­scious of be­ing gazed upon and un­der­stood for what she was—a wage-seeker. She had nev­er done this thing be­fore, and lacked cour­age. To avoid a cer­tain in­defin­able shame she felt at be­ing caught spy­ing about for a po­s­i­tion, she quickened her steps and as­sumed an air of in­dif­fer­ence sup­posedly com­mon to one upon an er­rand. In this way she passed many man­u­fac­tur­ing and whole­sale houses without once glan­cing in. At last, after sev­er­al blocks of walk­ing, she felt that this would not do, and began to look about again, though without re­lax­ing her pace. A little way on she saw a great door which, for some reas­on, at­trac­ted her at­ten­tion. It was or­na­men­ted by a small brass sign, and seemed to be the en­trance to a vast hive of six or sev­en floors. “Per­haps,” she thought, “they may want someone,” and crossed over to enter. When she came with­in a score of feet of the de­sired goal, she saw through the win­dow a young man in a grey checked suit. That he had any­thing to do with the con­cern, she could not tell, but be­cause he happened to be look­ing in her dir­ec­tion her weak­en­ing heart mis­gave her and she hur­ried by, too over­come with shame to enter. Over the way stood a great six-story struc­ture, la­belled Storm and King, which she viewed with rising hope. It was a whole­sale dry goods con­cern and em­ployed wo­men. She could see them mov­ing about now and then upon the up­per floors. This place she de­cided to enter, no mat­ter what. She crossed over and walked dir­ectly to­ward the en­trance. As she did so, two men came out and paused in the door. A tele­graph mes­sen­ger in blue dashed past her and up the few steps that led to the en­trance and dis­ap­peared. Sev­er­al ped­es­tri­ans out of the hur­ry­ing throng which filled the side­walks passed about her as she paused, hes­it­at­ing. She looked help­lessly around, and then, see­ing her­self ob­served, re­treated. It was too dif­fi­cult a task. She could not go past them.

			So severe a de­feat told sadly upon her nerves. Her feet car­ried her mech­an­ic­ally for­ward, every foot of her pro­gress be­ing a sat­is­fact­ory por­tion of a flight which she gladly made. Block after block passed by. Upon street-lamps at the vari­ous corners she read names such as Madis­on, Mon­roe, La Salle, Clark, Dear­born, State, and still she went, her feet be­gin­ning to tire upon the broad stone flag­ging. She was pleased in part that the streets were bright and clean. The morn­ing sun, shin­ing down with stead­ily in­creas­ing warmth, made the shady side of the streets pleas­antly cool. She looked at the blue sky over­head with more real­isa­tion of its charm than had ever come to her be­fore.

			Her cow­ardice began to trouble her in a way. She turned back, resolv­ing to hunt up Storm and King and enter. On the way she en­countered a great whole­sale shoe com­pany, through the broad plate win­dows of which she saw an en­closed ex­ec­ut­ive de­part­ment, hid­den by fros­ted glass. Without this en­clos­ure, but just with­in the street en­trance, sat a grey-haired gen­tle­man at a small table, with a large open ledger be­fore him. She walked by this in­sti­tu­tion sev­er­al times hes­it­at­ing, but, find­ing her­self un­ob­served, faltered past the screen door and stood humbly wait­ing.

			“Well, young lady,” ob­served the old gen­tle­man, look­ing at her some­what kindly, “what is it you wish?”

			“I am, that is, do you—I mean, do you need any help?” she stammered.

			“Not just at present,” he answered smil­ing. “Not just at present. Come in some time next week. Oc­ca­sion­ally we need someone.”

			She re­ceived the an­swer in si­lence and backed awk­wardly out. The pleas­ant nature of her re­cep­tion rather as­ton­ished her. She had ex­pec­ted that it would be more dif­fi­cult, that some­thing cold and harsh would be said—she knew not what. That she had not been put to shame and made to feel her un­for­tu­nate po­s­i­tion, seemed re­mark­able.

			Some­what en­cour­aged, she ven­tured in­to an­oth­er large struc­ture. It was a cloth­ing com­pany, and more people were in evid­ence—well-dressed men of forty and more, sur­roun­ded by brass rail­ings.

			An of­fice boy ap­proached her.

			“Who is it you wish to see?” he asked.

			“I want to see the man­ager,” she said.

			He ran away and spoke to one of a group of three men who were con­fer­ring to­geth­er. One of these came to­wards her.

			“Well?” he said coldly. The greet­ing drove all cour­age from her at once.

			“Do you need any help?” she stammered.

			“No,” he replied ab­ruptly, and turned upon his heel.

			She went fool­ishly out, the of­fice boy de­fer­en­tially swinging the door for her, and gladly sank in­to the ob­scur­ing crowd. It was a severe set­back to her re­cently pleased men­tal state.

			Now she walked quite aim­lessly for a time, turn­ing here and there, see­ing one great com­pany after an­oth­er, but find­ing no cour­age to pro­sec­ute her single in­quiry. High noon came, and with it hun­ger. She hunted out an un­as­sum­ing res­taur­ant and entered, but was dis­turbed to find that the prices were ex­or­bit­ant for the size of her purse. A bowl of soup was all that she could af­ford, and, with this quickly eaten, she went out again. It re­stored her strength some­what and made her mod­er­ately bold to pur­sue the search.

			In walk­ing a few blocks to fix upon some prob­able place, she again en­countered the firm of Storm and King, and this time man­aged to get in. Some gen­tle­men were con­fer­ring close at hand, but took no no­tice of her. She was left stand­ing, gaz­ing nervously upon the floor. When the lim­it of her dis­tress had been nearly reached, she was beckoned to by a man at one of the many desks with­in the nearby rail­ing.

			“Who is it you wish to see?” he in­quired.

			“Why, any­one, if you please,” she answered. “I am look­ing for some­thing to do.”

			“Oh, you want to see Mr. Mc­Manus,” he re­turned. “Sit down,” and he poin­ted to a chair against the neigh­bour­ing wall. He went on leis­urely writ­ing, un­til after a time a short, stout gen­tle­man came in from the street.

			“Mr. Mc­Manus,” called the man at the desk, “this young wo­man wants to see you.”

			The short gen­tle­man turned about to­wards Car­rie, and she arose and came for­ward.

			“What can I do for you, miss?” he in­quired, sur­vey­ing her curi­ously.

			“I want to know if I can get a po­s­i­tion,” she in­quired.

			“As what?” he asked.

			“Not as any­thing in par­tic­u­lar,” she faltered.

			“Have you ever had any ex­per­i­ence in the whole­sale dry goods busi­ness?” he ques­tioned.

			“No, sir,” she replied.

			“Are you a ste­no­graph­er or type­writer?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Well, we haven’t any­thing here,” he said. “We em­ploy only ex­per­i­enced help.”

			She began to step back­ward to­ward the door, when some­thing about her plaint­ive face at­trac­ted him.

			“Have you ever worked at any­thing be­fore?” he in­quired.

			“No, sir,” she said.

			“Well, now, it’s hardly pos­sible that you would get any­thing to do in a whole­sale house of this kind. Have you tried the de­part­ment stores?”

			She ac­know­ledged that she had not.

			“Well, if I were you,” he said, look­ing at her rather gen­i­ally, “I would try the de­part­ment stores. They of­ten need young wo­men as clerks.”

			“Thank you,” she said, her whole nature re­lieved by this spark of friendly in­terest.

			“Yes,” he said, as she moved to­ward the door, “you try the de­part­ment stores,” and off he went.

			At that time the de­part­ment store was in its earli­est form of suc­cess­ful op­er­a­tion, and there were not many. The first three in the United States, es­tab­lished about 1884, were in Chica­go. Car­rie was fa­mil­i­ar with the names of sev­er­al through the ad­vert­ise­ments in the Daily News, and now pro­ceeded to seek them. The words of Mr. Mc­Manus had some­how man­aged to re­store her cour­age, which had fallen low, and she dared to hope that this new line would of­fer her some­thing. Some time she spent in wan­der­ing up and down, think­ing to en­counter the build­ings by chance, so read­ily is the mind, bent upon pro­sec­ut­ing a hard but need­ful er­rand, eased by that self-de­cep­tion which the semb­lance of search, without the real­ity, gives. At last she in­quired of a po­lice of­ficer, and was dir­ec­ted to pro­ceed “two blocks up,” where she would find “The Fair.”

			The nature of these vast re­tail com­bin­a­tions, should they ever per­man­ently dis­ap­pear, will form an in­ter­est­ing chapter in the com­mer­cial his­tory of our na­tion. Such a flower­ing out of a mod­est trade prin­ciple the world had nev­er wit­nessed up to that time. They were along the line of the most ef­fect­ive re­tail or­gan­isa­tion, with hun­dreds of stores co­ordin­ated in­to one and laid out upon the most im­pos­ing and eco­nom­ic basis. They were hand­some, bust­ling, suc­cess­ful af­fairs, with a host of clerks and a swarm of pat­rons. Car­rie passed along the busy aisles, much af­fected by the re­mark­able dis­plays of trinkets, dress goods, sta­tion­ery, and jew­elry. Each sep­ar­ate counter was a show place of dazzling in­terest and at­trac­tion. She could not help feel­ing the claim of each trinket and valu­able upon her per­son­ally, and yet she did not stop. There was noth­ing there which she could not have used—noth­ing which she did not long to own. The dainty slip­pers and stock­ings, the del­ic­ately frilled skirts and pet­ti­coats, the laces, rib­bons, hair-combs, purses, all touched her with in­di­vidu­al de­sire, and she felt keenly the fact that not any of these things were in the range of her pur­chase. She was a work-seeker, an out­cast without em­ploy­ment, one whom the av­er­age em­ploy­ee could tell at a glance was poor and in need of a situ­ation.

			It must not be thought that any­one could have mis­taken her for a nervous, sens­it­ive, high-strung nature, cast un­duly upon a cold, cal­cu­lat­ing, and un­po­et­ic world. Such cer­tainly she was not. But wo­men are pe­cu­li­arly sens­it­ive to their ad­orn­ment.

			Not only did Car­rie feel the drag of de­sire for all which was new and pleas­ing in ap­par­el for wo­men, but she no­ticed too, with a touch at the heart, the fine ladies who el­bowed and ig­nored her, brush­ing past in ut­ter dis­reg­ard of her pres­ence, them­selves eagerly en­lis­ted in the ma­ter­i­als which the store con­tained. Car­rie was not fa­mil­i­ar with the ap­pear­ance of her more for­tu­nate sis­ters of the city. Neither had she be­fore known the nature and ap­pear­ance of the shop girls with whom she now com­pared poorly. They were pretty in the main, some even hand­some, with an air of in­de­pend­ence and in­dif­fer­ence which ad­ded, in the case of the more fa­voured, a cer­tain pi­quancy. Their clothes were neat, in many in­stances fine, and wherever she en­countered the eye of one it was only to re­cog­nise in it a keen ana­lys­is of her own po­s­i­tion—her in­di­vidu­al short­com­ings of dress and that shad­ow of man­ner which she thought must hang about her and make clear to all who and what she was. A flame of envy lighted in her heart. She real­ised in a dim way how much the city held—wealth, fash­ion, ease—every ad­orn­ment for wo­men, and she longed for dress and beauty with a whole heart.

			On the second floor were the ma­na­geri­al of­fices, to which, after some in­quiry, she was now dir­ec­ted. There she found oth­er girls ahead of her, ap­plic­ants like her­self, but with more of that self-sat­is­fied and in­de­pend­ent air which ex­per­i­ence of the city lends; girls who scru­tin­ised her in a pain­ful man­ner. After a wait of per­haps three-quar­ters of an hour, she was called in turn.

			“Now,” said a sharp, quick-mannered Jew, who was sit­ting at a roll-top desk near the win­dow, “have you ever worked in any oth­er store?”

			“No, sir,” said Car­rie.

			“Oh, you haven’t,” he said, eye­ing her keenly.

			“No, sir,” she replied.

			“Well, we prefer young wo­men just now with some ex­per­i­ence. I guess we can’t use you.”

			Car­rie stood wait­ing a mo­ment, hardly cer­tain wheth­er the in­ter­view had ter­min­ated.

			“Don’t wait!” he ex­claimed. “Re­mem­ber we are very busy here.”

			Car­rie began to move quickly to the door.

			“Hold on,” he said, call­ing her back. “Give me your name and ad­dress. We want girls oc­ca­sion­ally.”

			When she had got­ten safely in­to the street, she could scarcely re­strain the tears. It was not so much the par­tic­u­lar re­buff which she had just ex­per­i­enced, but the whole abash­ing trend of the day. She was tired and nervous. She aban­doned the thought of ap­peal­ing to the oth­er de­part­ment stores and now wandered on, feel­ing a cer­tain safety and re­lief in ming­ling with the crowd.

			In her in­dif­fer­ent wan­der­ing she turned in­to Jack­son Street, not far from the river, and was keep­ing her way along the south side of that im­pos­ing thor­ough­fare, when a piece of wrap­ping pa­per, writ­ten on with mark­ing ink and tacked up on the door, at­trac­ted her at­ten­tion. It read, “Girls wanted—wrap­pers & stitch­ers.” She hes­it­ated a mo­ment, then entered.

			The firm of Spei­gel­heim & Co., makers of boys’ caps, oc­cu­pied one floor of the build­ing, fifty feet in width and some eighty feet in depth. It was a place rather din­gily lighted, the darkest por­tions hav­ing in­can­des­cent lights, filled with ma­chines and work benches. At the lat­ter la­boured quite a com­pany of girls and some men. The former were drabby-look­ing creatures, stained in face with oil and dust, clad in thin, shape­less, cot­ton dresses and shod with more or less worn shoes. Many of them had their sleeves rolled up, re­veal­ing bare arms, and in some cases, ow­ing to the heat, their dresses were open at the neck. They were a fair type of nearly the low­est or­der of shop-girls—care­less, slouchy, and more or less pale from con­fine­ment. They were not tim­id, how­ever; were rich in curi­os­ity, and strong in dar­ing and slang.

			Car­rie looked about her, very much dis­turbed and quite sure that she did not want to work here. Aside from mak­ing her un­com­fort­able by side­long glances, no one paid her the least at­ten­tion. She waited un­til the whole de­part­ment was aware of her pres­ence. Then some word was sent around, and a fore­man, in an ap­ron and shirt sleeves, the lat­ter rolled up to his shoulders, ap­proached.

			“Do you want to see me?” he asked.

			“Do you need any help?” said Car­rie, already learn­ing dir­ect­ness of ad­dress.

			“Do you know how to stitch caps?” he re­turned.

			“No, sir,” she replied.

			“Have you ever had any ex­per­i­ence at this kind of work?” he in­quired.

			She answered that she had not.

			“Well,” said the fore­man, scratch­ing his ear med­it­at­ively, “we do need a stitch­er. We like ex­per­i­enced help, though. We’ve hardly got time to break people in.” He paused and looked away out of the win­dow. “We might, though, put you at fin­ish­ing,” he con­cluded re­flect­ively.

			“How much do you pay a week?” ven­tured Car­rie, em­boldened by a cer­tain soft­ness in the man’s man­ner and his sim­pli­city of ad­dress.

			“Three and a half,” he answered.

			“Oh,” she was about to ex­claim, but checked her­self and al­lowed her thoughts to die without ex­pres­sion.

			“We’re not ex­actly in need of any­body,” he went on vaguely, look­ing her over as one would a pack­age. “You can come on Monday morn­ing, though,” he ad­ded, “and I’ll put you to work.”

			“Thank you,” said Car­rie weakly.

			“If you come, bring an ap­ron,” he ad­ded.

			He walked away and left her stand­ing by the el­ev­at­or, nev­er so much as in­quir­ing her name.

			While the ap­pear­ance of the shop and the an­nounce­ment of the price paid per week op­er­ated very much as a blow to Car­rie’s fancy, the fact that work of any kind was offered after so rude a round of ex­per­i­ence was grat­i­fy­ing. She could not be­gin to be­lieve that she would take the place, mod­est as her as­pir­a­tions were. She had been used to bet­ter than that. Her mere ex­per­i­ence and the free out-of-door life of the coun­try caused her nature to re­volt at such con­fine­ment. Dirt had nev­er been her share. Her sis­ter’s flat was clean. This place was grimy and low, the girls were care­less and hardened. They must be bad-minded and hearted, she ima­gined. Still, a place had been offered her. Surely Chica­go was not so bad if she could find one place in one day. She might find an­oth­er and bet­ter later.

			Her sub­sequent ex­per­i­ences were not of a re­as­sur­ing nature, how­ever. From all the more pleas­ing or im­pos­ing places she was turned away ab­ruptly with the most chilling form­al­ity. In oth­ers where she ap­plied only the ex­per­i­enced were re­quired. She met with pain­ful re­buffs, the most try­ing of which had been in a man­u­fac­tur­ing cloak house, where she had gone to the fourth floor to in­quire.

			“No, no,” said the fore­man, a rough, heav­ily built in­di­vidu­al, who looked after a miser­ably lighted work­shop, “we don’t want any­one. Don’t come here.”

			With the wane of the af­ter­noon went her hopes, her cour­age, and her strength. She had been as­ton­ish­ingly per­sist­ent. So earn­est an ef­fort was well de­serving of a bet­ter re­ward. On every hand, to her fa­tigued senses, the great busi­ness por­tion grew lar­ger, harder, more stol­id in its in­dif­fer­ence. It seemed as if it was all closed to her, that the struggle was too fierce for her to hope to do any­thing at all. Men and wo­men hur­ried by in long, shift­ing lines. She felt the flow of the tide of ef­fort and in­terest—felt her own help­less­ness without quite real­ising the wisp on the tide that she was. She cast about vainly for some pos­sible place to ap­ply, but found no door which she had the cour­age to enter. It would be the same thing all over. The old hu­mi­li­ation of her plea, re­war­ded by curt deni­al. Sick at heart and in body, she turned to the west, the dir­ec­tion of Min­nie’s flat, which she had now fixed in mind, and began that wear­i­some, baffled re­treat which the seeker for em­ploy­ment at night­fall too of­ten makes. In passing through Fifth Av­en­ue, south to­wards Van Bur­en Street, where she in­ten­ded to take a car, she passed the door of a large whole­sale shoe house, through the plate-glass win­dow of which she could see a middle-aged gen­tle­man sit­ting at a small desk. One of those for­lorn im­pulses which of­ten grow out of a fixed sense of de­feat, the last sprout­ing of a baffled and up­rooted growth of ideas, seized upon her. She walked de­lib­er­ately through the door and up to the gen­tle­man, who looked at her weary face with par­tially awakened in­terest.

			“What is it?” he said.

			“Can you give me some­thing to do?” said Car­rie.

			“Now, I really don’t know,” he said kindly. “What kind of work is it you want—you’re not a type­writer, are you?”

			“Oh, no,” answered Car­rie.

			“Well, we only em­ploy book­keep­ers and type­writers here. You might go around to the side and in­quire up­stairs. They did want some help up­stairs a few days ago. Ask for Mr. Brown.”

			She hastened around to the side en­trance and was taken up by the el­ev­at­or to the fourth floor.

			“Call Mr. Brown, Wil­lie,” said the el­ev­at­or man to a boy near by.

			Wil­lie went off and presently re­turned with the in­form­a­tion that Mr. Brown said she should sit down and that he would be around in a little while.

			It was a por­tion of the stock room which gave no idea of the gen­er­al char­ac­ter of the place, and Car­rie could form no opin­ion of the nature of the work.

			“So you want some­thing to do,” said Mr. Brown, after he in­quired con­cern­ing the nature of her er­rand. “Have you ever been em­ployed in a shoe fact­ory be­fore?”

			“No, sir,” said Car­rie.

			“What is your name?” he in­quired, and be­ing in­formed, “Well, I don’t know as I have any­thing for you. Would you work for four and a half a week?”

			Car­rie was too worn by de­feat not to feel that it was con­sid­er­able. She had not ex­pec­ted that he would of­fer her less than six. She ac­qui­esced, how­ever, and he took her name and ad­dress.

			“Well,” he said, fi­nally, “you re­port here at eight o’clock Monday morn­ing. I think I can find some­thing for you to do.”

			He left her re­vived by the pos­sib­il­it­ies, sure that she had found some­thing at last. In­stantly the blood crept warmly over her body. Her nervous ten­sion re­laxed. She walked out in­to the busy street and dis­covered a new at­mo­sphere. Be­hold, the throng was mov­ing with a light­some step. She no­ticed that men and wo­men were smil­ing. Scraps of con­ver­sa­tion and notes of laughter floated to her. The air was light. People were already pour­ing out of the build­ings, their la­bour ended for the day. She no­ticed that they were pleased, and thoughts of her sis­ter’s home and the meal that would be await­ing her quickened her steps. She hur­ried on, tired per­haps, but no longer weary of foot. What would not Min­nie say! Ah, the long winter in Chica­go—the lights, the crowd, the amuse­ment! This was a great, pleas­ing met­ro­pol­is after all. Her new firm was a goodly in­sti­tu­tion. Its win­dows were of huge plate glass. She could prob­ably do well there. Thoughts of Drou­et re­turned—of the things he had told her. She now felt that life was bet­ter, that it was live­li­er, spright­li­er. She boarded a car in the best of spir­its, feel­ing her blood still flow­ing pleas­antly. She would live in Chica­go, her mind kept say­ing to it­self. She would have a bet­ter time than she had ever had be­fore—she would be happy.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Spend­ings of Fancy: Facts An­swer with Sneers

			
			For the next two days Car­rie in­dulged in the most high-flown spec­u­la­tions.

			Her fancy plunged reck­lessly in­to priv­ileges and amuse­ments which would have been much more be­com­ing had she been cradled a child of for­tune. With ready will and quick men­tal se­lec­tion she scattered her mea­gre four-fifty per week with a swift and grace­ful hand. In­deed, as she sat in her rock­ing-chair these sev­er­al even­ings be­fore go­ing to bed and looked out upon the pleas­antly lighted street, this money cleared for its pro­spect­ive pos­sessor the way to every joy and every bauble which the heart of wo­man may de­sire. “I will have a fine time,” she thought.

			Her sis­ter Min­nie knew noth­ing of these rather wild cereb­ra­tions, though they ex­hausted the mar­kets of de­light. She was too busy scrub­bing the kit­chen wood­work and cal­cu­lat­ing the pur­chas­ing power of eighty cents for Sunday’s din­ner. When Car­rie had re­turned home, flushed with her first suc­cess and ready, for all her wear­i­ness, to dis­cuss the now in­ter­est­ing events which led up to her achieve­ment, the former had merely smiled ap­prov­ingly and in­quired wheth­er she would have to spend any of it for car fare. This con­sid­er­a­tion had not entered in be­fore, and it did not now for long af­fect the glow of Car­rie’s en­thu­si­asm. Dis­posed as she then was to cal­cu­late upon that vague basis which al­lows the sub­trac­tion of one sum from an­oth­er without any per­cept­ible di­minu­tion, she was happy.

			When Han­son came home at sev­en o’clock, he was in­clined to be a little crusty—his usu­al de­mean­our be­fore sup­per. This nev­er showed so much in any­thing he said as in a cer­tain solem­nity of coun­ten­ance and the si­lent man­ner in which he slopped about. He had a pair of yel­low car­pet slip­pers which he en­joyed wear­ing, and these he would im­me­di­ately sub­sti­tute for his sol­id pair of shoes. This, and wash­ing his face with the aid of com­mon wash­ing soap un­til it glowed a shiny red, con­sti­tuted his only pre­par­a­tion for his even­ing meal. He would then get his even­ing pa­per and read in si­lence.

			For a young man, this was rather a mor­bid turn of char­ac­ter, and so af­fected Car­rie. In­deed, it af­fected the en­tire at­mo­sphere of the flat, as such things are in­clined to do, and gave to his wife’s mind its sub­dued and tact­ful turn, anxious to avoid ta­cit­urn replies. Un­der the in­flu­ence of Car­rie’s an­nounce­ment he brightened up some­what.

			“You didn’t lose any time, did you?” he re­marked, smil­ing a little.

			“No,” re­turned Car­rie with a touch of pride.

			He asked her one or two more ques­tions and then turned to play with the baby, leav­ing the sub­ject un­til it was brought up again by Min­nie at the table.

			Car­rie, how­ever, was not to be re­duced to the com­mon level of ob­ser­va­tion which pre­vailed in the flat.

			“It seems to be such a large com­pany,” she said, at one place. “Great big plate-glass win­dows and lots of clerks. The man I saw said they hired ever so many people.”

			“It’s not very hard to get work now,” put in Han­son, “if you look right.”

			Min­nie, un­der the warm­ing in­flu­ence of Car­rie’s good spir­its and her hus­band’s some­what con­ver­sa­tion­al mood, began to tell Car­rie of some of the well-known things to see—things the en­joy­ment of which cost noth­ing.

			“You’d like to see Michigan Av­en­ue. There are such fine houses. It is such a fine street.”

			“Where is H. R. Jac­ob’s?” in­ter­rup­ted Car­rie, men­tion­ing one of the theatres de­voted to me­lo­drama which went by that name at the time.

			“Oh, it’s not very far from here,” answered Min­nie. “It’s in Hal­stead Street, right up here.”

			“How I’d like to go there. I crossed Hal­stead Street today, didn’t I?”

			At this there was a slight halt in the nat­ur­al reply. Thoughts are a strangely per­meat­ing factor. At her sug­ges­tion of go­ing to the theatre, the un­spoken shade of dis­ap­prov­al to the do­ing of those things which in­volved the ex­pendit­ure of money—shades of feel­ing which arose in the mind of Han­son and then in Min­nie—slightly af­fected the at­mo­sphere of the table. Min­nie answered “yes,” but Car­rie could feel that go­ing to the theatre was poorly ad­voc­ated here. The sub­ject was put off for a little while un­til Han­son, through with his meal, took his pa­per and went in­to the front room.

			When they were alone, the two sis­ters began a some­what freer con­ver­sa­tion, Car­rie in­ter­rupt­ing it to hum a little, as they worked at the dishes.

			“I should like to walk up and see Hal­stead Street, if it isn’t too far,” said Car­rie, after a time. “Why don’t we go to the theatre to­night?”

			“Oh, I don’t think Sven would want to go to­night,” re­turned Min­nie. “He has to get up so early.”

			“He wouldn’t mind—he’d en­joy it,” said Car­rie.

			“No, he doesn’t go very of­ten,” re­turned Min­nie.

			“Well, I’d like to go,” re­joined Car­rie. “Let’s you and me go.”

			Min­nie pondered a while, not upon wheth­er she could or would go—for that point was already neg­at­ively settled with her—but upon some means of di­vert­ing the thoughts of her sis­ter to some oth­er top­ic.

			“We’ll go some oth­er time,” she said at last, find­ing no ready means of es­cape.

			Car­rie sensed the root of the op­pos­i­tion at once.

			“I have some money,” she said. “You go with me.”

			Min­nie shook her head.

			“He could go along,” said Car­rie.

			“No,” re­turned Min­nie softly, and rat­tling the dishes to drown the con­ver­sa­tion. “He wouldn’t.”

			It had been sev­er­al years since Min­nie had seen Car­rie, and in that time the lat­ter’s char­ac­ter had de­veloped a few shades. Nat­ur­ally tim­id in all things that re­lated to her own ad­vance­ment, and es­pe­cially so when without power or re­source, her crav­ing for pleas­ure was so strong that it was the one stay of her nature. She would speak for that when si­lent on all else.

			“Ask him,” she pleaded softly.

			Min­nie was think­ing of the re­source which Car­rie’s board would add. It would pay the rent and would make the sub­ject of ex­pendit­ure a little less dif­fi­cult to talk about with her hus­band. But if Car­rie was go­ing to think of run­ning around in the be­gin­ning there would be a hitch some­where. Un­less Car­rie sub­mit­ted to a sol­emn round of in­dustry and saw the need of hard work without long­ing for play, how was her com­ing to the city to profit them? These thoughts were not those of a cold, hard nature at all. They were the ser­i­ous re­flec­tions of a mind which in­vari­ably ad­jus­ted it­self, without much com­plain­ing, to such sur­round­ings as its in­dustry could make for it.

			At last she yiel­ded enough to ask Han­son. It was a half­hearted pro­ced­ure without a shade of de­sire on her part.

			“Car­rie wants us to go to the theatre,” she said, look­ing in upon her hus­band. Han­son looked up from his pa­per, and they ex­changed a mild look, which said as plainly as any­thing: “This isn’t what we ex­pec­ted.”

			“I don’t care to go,” he re­turned. “What does she want to see?”

			“H. R. Jac­ob’s,” said Min­nie.

			He looked down at his pa­per and shook his head neg­at­ively.

			When Car­rie saw how they looked upon her pro­pos­i­tion, she gained a still clear­er feel­ing of their way of life. It weighed on her, but took no def­in­ite form of op­pos­i­tion.

			“I think I’ll go down and stand at the foot of the stairs,” she said, after a time.

			Min­nie made no ob­jec­tion to this, and Car­rie put on her hat and went be­low.

			“Where has Car­rie gone?” asked Han­son, com­ing back in­to the din­ing-room when he heard the door close.

			“She said she was go­ing down to the foot of the stairs,” answered Min­nie. “I guess she just wants to look out a while.”

			“She oughtn’t to be think­ing about spend­ing her money on theatres already, do you think?” he said.

			“She just feels a little curi­ous, I guess,” ven­tured Min­nie. “Everything is so new.”

			“I don’t know,” said Han­son, and went over to the baby, his fore­head slightly wrinkled.

			He was think­ing of a full ca­reer of van­ity and waste­ful­ness which a young girl might in­dulge in, and won­der­ing how Car­rie could con­tem­plate such a course when she had so little, as yet, with which to do.

			On Sat­urday Car­rie went out by her­self—first to­ward the river, which in­ter­ested her, and then back along Jack­son Street, which was then lined by the pretty houses and fine lawns which sub­sequently caused it to be made in­to a boulevard. She was struck with the evid­ences of wealth, al­though there was, per­haps, not a per­son on the street worth more than a hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars. She was glad to be out of the flat, be­cause already she felt that it was a nar­row, hum­drum place, and that in­terest and joy lay else­where. Her thoughts now were of a more lib­er­al char­ac­ter, and she punc­tu­ated them with spec­u­la­tions as to the where­abouts of Drou­et. She was not sure but that he might call any­how Monday night, and, while she felt a little dis­turbed at the pos­sib­il­ity, there was, nev­er­the­less, just the shade of a wish that he would.

			On Monday she arose early and pre­pared to go to work. She dressed her­self in a worn shirt­waist of dot­ted blue per­cale, a skirt of light-brown serge rather faded, and a small straw hat which she had worn all sum­mer at Columbia City. Her shoes were old, and her neck­tie was in that crumpled, flattened state which time and much wear­ing im­part. She made a very av­er­age look­ing shop-girl with the ex­cep­tion of her fea­tures. These were slightly more even than com­mon, and gave her a sweet, re­served, and pleas­ing ap­pear­ance.

			It is no easy thing to get up early in the morn­ing when one is used to sleep­ing un­til sev­en and eight, as Car­rie had been at home. She gained some ink­ling of the char­ac­ter of Han­son’s life when, half asleep, she looked out in­to the din­ing-room at six o’clock and saw him si­lently fin­ish­ing his break­fast. By the time she was dressed he was gone, and she, Min­nie, and the baby ate to­geth­er, the lat­ter be­ing just old enough to sit in a high chair and dis­turb the dishes with a spoon. Her spir­its were greatly sub­dued now when the fact of en­ter­ing upon strange and un­tried du­ties con­fron­ted her. Only the ashes of all her fine fan­cies were re­main­ing—ashes still con­ceal­ing, nev­er­the­less, a few red em­bers of hope. So sub­dued was she by her weak­en­ing nerves, that she ate quite in si­lence, go­ing over ima­gin­ary con­cep­tions of the char­ac­ter of the shoe com­pany, the nature of the work, her em­ploy­er’s at­ti­tude. She was vaguely feel­ing that she would come in con­tact with the great own­ers, that her work would be where grave, styl­ishly dressed men oc­ca­sion­ally look on.

			“Well, good luck,” said Min­nie, when she was ready to go. They had agreed it was best to walk, that morn­ing at least, to see if she could do it every day—sixty cents a week for car fare be­ing quite an item un­der the cir­cum­stances.

			“I’ll tell you how it goes to­night,” said Car­rie.

			Once in the sun­lit street, with la­bour­ers tramp­ing by in either dir­ec­tion, the hor­se­cars passing crowded to the rails with the small clerks and floor help in the great whole­sale houses, and men and wo­men gen­er­ally com­ing out of doors and passing about the neigh­bour­hood, Car­rie felt slightly re­as­sured. In the sun­shine of the morn­ing, be­neath the wide, blue heav­ens, with a fresh wind astir, what fears, ex­cept the most des­per­ate, can find a har­bour­age? In the night, or the gloomy cham­bers of the day, fears and mis­giv­ings wax strong, but out in the sun­light there is, for a time, ces­sa­tion even of the ter­ror of death.

			Car­rie went straight for­ward un­til she crossed the river, and then turned in­to Fifth Av­en­ue. The thor­ough­fare, in this part, was like a walled canyon of brown stone and dark red brick. The big win­dows looked shiny and clean. Trucks were rum­bling in in­creas­ing num­bers; men and wo­men, girls and boys were mov­ing on­ward in all dir­ec­tions. She met girls of her own age, who looked at her as if with con­tempt for her dif­fid­ence. She wondered at the mag­nitude of this life and at the im­port­ance of know­ing much in or­der to do any­thing in it at all. Dread at her own in­ef­fi­ciency crept upon her. She would not know how, she would not be quick enough. Had not all the oth­er places re­fused her be­cause she did not know some­thing or oth­er? She would be scol­ded, ab­used, ig­no­mini­ously dis­charged.

			It was with weak knees and a slight catch in her breath­ing that she came up to the great shoe com­pany at Adams and Fifth Av­en­ue and entered the el­ev­at­or. When she stepped out on the fourth floor there was no one at hand, only great aisles of boxes piled to the ceil­ing. She stood, very much frightened, await­ing someone.

			Presently Mr. Brown came up. He did not seem to re­cog­nise her.

			“What is it you want?” he in­quired.

			Car­rie’s heart sank.

			“You said I should come this morn­ing to see about work—”

			“Oh,” he in­ter­rup­ted. “Um—yes. What is your name?”

			“Car­rie Mee­ber.”

			“Yes,” said he. “You come with me.”

			He led the way through dark, box-lined aisles which had the smell of new shoes, un­til they came to an iron door which opened in­to the fact­ory prop­er. There was a large, low-ceiled room, with clack­ing, rat­tling ma­chines at which men in white shirt sleeves and blue ging­ham ap­rons were work­ing. She fol­lowed him dif­fid­ently through the clat­ter­ing auto­matons, keep­ing her eyes straight be­fore her, and flush­ing slightly. They crossed to a far corner and took an el­ev­at­or to the sixth floor. Out of the ar­ray of ma­chines and benches, Mr. Brown sig­nalled a fore­man.

			“This is the girl,” he said, and turn­ing to Car­rie, “You go with him.” He then re­turned, and Car­rie fol­lowed her new su­per­i­or to a little desk in a corner, which he used as a kind of of­fi­cial centre.

			“You’ve nev­er worked at any­thing like this be­fore, have you?” he ques­tioned, rather sternly.

			“No, sir,” she answered.

			He seemed rather an­noyed at hav­ing to both­er with such help, but put down her name and then led her across to where a line of girls oc­cu­pied stools in front of clack­ing ma­chines. On the shoulder of one of the girls who was punch­ing eye-holes in one piece of the up­per, by the aid of the ma­chine, he put his hand.

			“You,” he said, “show this girl how to do what you’re do­ing. When you get through, come to me.”

			The girl so ad­dressed rose promptly and gave Car­rie her place.

			“It isn’t hard to do,” she said, bend­ing over. “You just take this so, fasten it with this clamp, and start the ma­chine.”

			She suited ac­tion to word, fastened the piece of leath­er, which was even­tu­ally to form the right half of the up­per of a man’s shoe, by little ad­justable clamps, and pushed a small steel rod at the side of the ma­chine. The lat­ter jumped to the task of punch­ing, with sharp, snap­ping clicks, cut­ting cir­cu­lar bits of leath­er out of the side of the up­per, leav­ing the holes which were to hold the laces. After ob­serving a few times, the girl let her work at it alone. See­ing that it was fairly well done, she went away.

			The pieces of leath­er came from the girl at the ma­chine to her right, and were passed on to the girl at her left. Car­rie saw at once that an av­er­age speed was ne­ces­sary or the work would pile up on her and all those be­low would be delayed. She had no time to look about, and bent anxiously to her task. The girls at her left and right real­ised her pre­dic­a­ment and feel­ings, and, in a way, tried to aid her, as much as they dared, by work­ing slower.

			At this task she la­boured in­cess­antly for some time, find­ing re­lief from her own nervous fears and ima­gin­ings in the hum­drum, mech­an­ic­al move­ment of the ma­chine. She felt, as the minutes passed, that the room was not very light. It had a thick odour of fresh leath­er, but that did not worry her. She felt the eyes of the oth­er help upon her, and troubled lest she was not work­ing fast enough.

			Once, when she was fum­bling at the little clamp, hav­ing made a slight er­ror in set­ting in the leath­er, a great hand ap­peared be­fore her eyes and fastened the clamp for her. It was the fore­man. Her heart thumped so that she could scarcely see to go on.

			“Start your ma­chine,” he said, “start your ma­chine. Don’t keep the line wait­ing.”

			This re­covered her suf­fi­ciently and she went ex­citedly on, hardly breath­ing un­til the shad­ow moved away from be­hind her. Then she heaved a great breath.

			As the morn­ing wore on the room be­came hot­ter. She felt the need of a breath of fresh air and a drink of wa­ter, but did not ven­ture to stir. The stool she sat on was without a back or footrest, and she began to feel un­com­fort­able. She found, after a time, that her back was be­gin­ning to ache. She twis­ted and turned from one po­s­i­tion to an­oth­er slightly dif­fer­ent, but it did not ease her for long. She was be­gin­ning to weary.

			“Stand up, why don’t you?” said the girl at her right, without any form of in­tro­duc­tion. “They won’t care.”

			Car­rie looked at her grate­fully. “I guess I will,” she said.

			She stood up from her stool and worked that way for a while, but it was a more dif­fi­cult po­s­i­tion. Her neck and shoulders ached in bend­ing over.

			The spir­it of the place im­pressed it­self on her in a rough way. She did not ven­ture to look around, but above the clack of the ma­chine she could hear an oc­ca­sion­al re­mark. She could also note a thing or two out of the side of her eye.

			“Did you see Harry last night?” said the girl at her left, ad­dress­ing her neigh­bour.

			“No.”

			“You ought to have seen the tie he had on. Gee, but he was a mark.”

			“S-s-t,” said the oth­er girl, bend­ing over her work. The first, si­lenced, in­stantly as­sumed a sol­emn face. The fore­man passed slowly along, eye­ing each work­er dis­tinctly. The mo­ment he was gone, the con­ver­sa­tion was re­sumed again.

			“Say,” began the girl at her left, “what jeh think he said?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“He said he saw us with Ed­die Har­ris at Mar­tin’s last night.”

			“No!” They both giggled.

			A youth with tan-col­oured hair, that needed clip­ping very badly, came shuff­ling along between the ma­chines, bear­ing a bas­ket of leath­er find­ings un­der his left arm, and pressed against his stom­ach. When near Car­rie, he stretched out his right hand and gripped one girl un­der the arm.

			“Aw, let me go,” she ex­claimed an­grily. “Duffer.”

			He only grinned broadly in re­turn.

			“Rub­ber!” he called back as she looked after him. There was noth­ing of the gal­lant in him.

			Car­rie at last could scarcely sit still. Her legs began to tire and she wanted to get up and stretch. Would noon nev­er come? It seemed as if she had worked an en­tire day. She was not hungry at all, but weak, and her eyes were tired, strain­ing at the one point where the eye-punch came down. The girl at the right no­ticed her squirm­ings and felt sorry for her. She was con­cen­trat­ing her­self too thor­oughly—what she did really re­quired less men­tal and phys­ic­al strain. There was noth­ing to be done, how­ever. The halves of the up­pers came pil­ing stead­ily down. Her hands began to ache at the wrists and then in the fin­gers, and to­wards the last she seemed one mass of dull, com­plain­ing muscles, fixed in an etern­al po­s­i­tion and per­form­ing a single mech­an­ic­al move­ment which be­came more and more dis­taste­ful, un­til at last it was ab­so­lutely naus­eat­ing. When she was won­der­ing wheth­er the strain would ever cease, a dull-sound­ing bell clanged some­where down an el­ev­at­or shaft, and the end came. In an in­stant there was a buzz of ac­tion and con­ver­sa­tion. All the girls in­stantly left their stools and hur­ried away in an ad­join­ing room, men passed through, com­ing from some de­part­ment which opened on the right. The whirl­ing wheels began to sing in a stead­ily modi­fy­ing key, un­til at last they died away in a low buzz. There was an aud­ible still­ness, in which the com­mon voice soun­ded strange.

			Car­rie got up and sought her lunch box. She was stiff, a little dizzy, and very thirsty. On the way to the small space por­tioned off by wood, where all the wraps and lunches were kept, she en­countered the fore­man, who stared at her hard.

			“Well,” he said, “did you get along all right?”

			“I think so,” she replied, very re­spect­fully.

			“Um,” he replied, for want of some­thing bet­ter, and walked on.

			Un­der bet­ter ma­ter­i­al con­di­tions, this kind of work would not have been so bad, but the new so­cial­ism which in­volves pleas­ant work­ing con­di­tions for em­ploy­ees had not then taken hold upon man­u­fac­tur­ing com­pan­ies.

			The place smelled of the oil of the ma­chines and the new leath­er—a com­bin­a­tion which, ad­ded to the stale odours of the build­ing, was not pleas­ant even in cold weath­er. The floor, though reg­u­larly swept every even­ing, presen­ted a littered sur­face. Not the slight­est pro­vi­sion had been made for the com­fort of the em­ploy­ees, the idea be­ing that some­thing was gained by giv­ing them as little and mak­ing the work as hard and un­re­mu­ner­at­ive as pos­sible. What we know of footrests, swiv­el-back chairs, din­ing-rooms for the girls, clean ap­rons and curl­ing irons sup­plied free, and a de­cent cloak room, were un­thought of. The wash­rooms were dis­agree­able, crude, if not foul places, and the whole at­mo­sphere was sor­did.

			Car­rie looked about her, after she had drunk a tin­ful of wa­ter from a buck­et in one corner, for a place to sit and eat. The oth­er girls had ranged them­selves about the win­dows or the work­benches of those of the men who had gone out. She saw no place which did not hold a couple or a group of girls, and be­ing too tim­id to think of in­trud­ing her­self, she sought out her ma­chine and, seated upon her stool, opened her lunch on her lap. There she sat listen­ing to the chat­ter and com­ment about her. It was, for the most part, silly and graced by the cur­rent slang. Sev­er­al of the men in the room ex­changed com­pli­ments with the girls at long range.

			“Say, Kitty,” called one to a girl who was do­ing a waltz step in a few feet of space near one of the win­dows, “are you go­ing to the ball with me?”

			“Look out, Kitty,” called an­oth­er, “you’ll jar your back hair.”

			“Go on, Rub­ber,” was her only com­ment.

			As Car­rie listened to this and much more of sim­il­ar fa­mil­i­ar bad­in­age among the men and girls, she in­stinct­ively with­drew in­to her­self. She was not used to this type, and felt that there was some­thing hard and low about it all. She feared that the young boys about would ad­dress such re­marks to her—boys who, be­side Drou­et, seemed un­couth and ri­dicu­lous. She made the av­er­age fem­in­ine dis­tinc­tion between clothes, put­ting worth, good­ness, and dis­tinc­tion in a dress suit, and leav­ing all the un­lovely qual­it­ies and those be­neath no­tice in over­alls and jump­er.

			She was glad when the short half hour was over and the wheels began to whirr again. Though wear­ied, she would be in­con­spicu­ous. This il­lu­sion ended when an­oth­er young man passed along the aisle and poked her in­dif­fer­ently in the ribs with his thumb. She turned about, in­dig­na­tion leap­ing to her eyes, but he had gone on and only once turned to grin. She found it dif­fi­cult to con­quer an in­clin­a­tion to cry.

			The girl next her no­ticed her state of mind. “Don’t you mind,” she said. “He’s too fresh.”

			Car­rie said noth­ing, but bent over her work. She felt as though she could hardly en­dure such a life. Her idea of work had been so en­tirely dif­fer­ent. All dur­ing the long af­ter­noon she thought of the city out­side and its im­pos­ing show, crowds, and fine build­ings. Columbia City and the bet­ter side of her home life came back. By three o’clock she was sure it must be six, and by four it seemed as if they had for­got­ten to note the hour and were let­ting all work over­time. The fore­man be­came a true ogre, prowl­ing con­stantly about, keep­ing her tied down to her miser­able task. What she heard of the con­ver­sa­tion about her only made her feel sure that she did not want to make friends with any of these. When six o’clock came she hur­ried eagerly away, her arms aching and her limbs stiff from sit­ting in one po­s­i­tion.

			As she passed out along the hall after get­ting her hat, a young ma­chine hand, at­trac­ted by her looks, made bold to jest with her.

			“Say, Mag­gie,” he called, “if you wait, I’ll walk with you.”

			It was thrown so straight in her dir­ec­tion that she knew who was meant, but nev­er turned to look.

			In the crowded el­ev­at­or, an­oth­er dusty, toil-stained youth tried to make an im­pres­sion on her by leer­ing in her face.

			One young man, wait­ing on the walk out­side for the ap­pear­ance of an­oth­er, grinned at her as she passed.

			“Ain’t go­ing my way, are you?” he called joc­osely.

			Car­rie turned her face to the west with a sub­dued heart. As she turned the corner, she saw through the great shiny win­dow the small desk at which she had ap­plied. There were the crowds, hur­ry­ing with the same buzz and en­ergy-yield­ing en­thu­si­asm. She felt a slight re­lief, but it was only at her es­cape. She felt ashamed in the face of bet­ter dressed girls who went by. She felt as though she should be bet­ter served, and her heart re­vol­ted.

		
	
		
			
				V

				A Glit­ter­ing Night Flower: The Use of a Name

			
			Drou­et did not call that even­ing. After re­ceiv­ing the let­ter, he had laid aside all thought of Car­rie for the time be­ing and was float­ing around hav­ing what he con­sidered a gay time. On this par­tic­u­lar even­ing he dined at Rect­or’s, a res­taur­ant of some loc­al fame, which oc­cu­pied a base­ment at Clark and Mon­roe Streets. There­after he vis­ited the re­sort of Fitzger­ald and Moy’s in Adams Street, op­pos­ite the im­pos­ing Fed­er­al Build­ing. There he leaned over the splen­did bar and swal­lowed a glass of plain whis­key and pur­chased a couple of ci­gars, one of which he lighted. This to him rep­res­en­ted in part high life—a fair sample of what the whole must be.

			Drou­et was not a drink­er in ex­cess. He was not a moneyed man. He only craved the best, as his mind con­ceived it, and such do­ings seemed to him a part of the best. Rect­or’s, with its pol­ished marble walls and floor, its pro­fu­sion of lights, its show of china and sil­ver­ware, and, above all, its repu­ta­tion as a re­sort for act­ors and pro­fes­sion­al men, seemed to him the prop­er place for a suc­cess­ful man to go. He loved fine clothes, good eat­ing, and par­tic­u­larly the com­pany and ac­quaint­ance­ship of suc­cess­ful men. When din­ing, it was a source of keen sat­is­fac­tion to him to know that Joseph Jef­fer­son was wont to come to this same place, or that Henry E. Dixie, a well-known per­former of the day, was then only a few tables off. At Rect­or’s he could al­ways ob­tain this sat­is­fac­tion, for there one could en­counter politi­cians, brokers, act­ors, some rich young “round­ers” of the town, all eat­ing and drink­ing amid a buzz of pop­u­lar com­mon­place con­ver­sa­tion.

			“That’s So-and-so over there,” was a com­mon re­mark of these gen­tle­men among them­selves, par­tic­u­larly among those who had not yet reached, but hoped to do so, the dazzling height which money to dine here lav­ishly rep­res­en­ted.

			“You don’t say so,” would be the reply.

			“Why, yes, didn’t you know that? Why, he’s man­ager of the Grand Op­era House.”

			When these things would fall upon Drou­et’s ears, he would straight­en him­self a little more stiffly and eat with sol­id com­fort. If he had any van­ity, this aug­men­ted it, and if he had any am­bi­tion, this stirred it. He would be able to flash a roll of green­backs too some day. As it was, he could eat where they did.

			His pref­er­ence for Fitzger­ald and Moy’s Adams Street place was an­oth­er yard off the same cloth. This was really a gor­geous sa­loon from a Chica­go stand­point. Like Rect­or’s, it was also or­na­men­ted with a blaze of in­can­des­cent lights, held in hand­some chan­deliers. The floors were of brightly col­oured tiles, the walls a com­pos­i­tion of rich, dark, pol­ished wood, which re­flec­ted the light, and col­oured stucco-work, which gave the place a very sump­tu­ous ap­pear­ance. The long bar was a blaze of lights, pol­ished wood­work, col­oured and cut glass­ware, and many fancy bottles. It was a truly swell sa­loon, with rich screens, fancy wines, and a line of bar goods un­sur­passed in the coun­try.

			At Rect­or’s, Drou­et had met Mr. G. W. Hurst­wood, man­ager of Fitzger­ald and Moy’s. He had been poin­ted out as a very suc­cess­ful and well-known man about town. Hurst­wood looked the part, for, be­sides be­ing slightly un­der forty, he had a good, stout con­sti­tu­tion, an act­ive man­ner, and a sol­id, sub­stan­tial air, which was com­posed in part of his fine clothes, his clean lin­en, his jew­els, and, above all, his own sense of his im­port­ance. Drou­et im­me­di­ately con­ceived a no­tion of him as be­ing someone worth know­ing, and was glad not only to meet him, but to vis­it the Adams Street bar there­after whenev­er he wanted a drink or a ci­gar.

			Hurst­wood was an in­ter­est­ing char­ac­ter after his kind. He was shrewd and clev­er in many little things, and cap­able of cre­at­ing a good im­pres­sion. His ma­na­geri­al po­s­i­tion was fairly im­port­ant—a kind of stew­ard­ship which was im­pos­ing, but lacked fin­an­cial con­trol. He had ris­en by per­sever­ance and in­dustry, through long years of ser­vice, from the po­s­i­tion of bar­keep­er in a com­mon­place sa­loon to his present alti­tude. He had a little of­fice in the place, set off in pol­ished cherry and grill­work, where he kept, in a roll-top desk, the rather simple ac­counts of the place—sup­plies ordered and needed. The chief ex­ec­ut­ive and fin­an­cial func­tions de­volved upon the own­ers—Messrs. Fitzger­ald and Moy—and upon a cash­ier who looked after the money taken in.

			For the most part he lounged about, dressed in ex­cel­lent tailored suits of im­por­ted goods, a solit­aire ring, a fine blue dia­mond in his tie, a strik­ing vest of some new pat­tern, and a watch-chain of sol­id gold, which held a charm of rich design, and a watch of the latest make and en­grav­ing. He knew by name, and could greet per­son­ally with a “Well, old fel­low,” hun­dreds of act­ors, mer­chants, politi­cians, and the gen­er­al run of suc­cess­ful char­ac­ters about town, and it was part of his suc­cess to do so. He had a finely gradu­ated scale of in­form­al­ity and friend­ship, which im­proved from the “How do you do?” ad­dressed to the fif­teen-dol­lar-a-week clerks and of­fice at­tachés, who, by long fre­quent­ing of the place, be­came aware of his po­s­i­tion, to the “Why, old man, how are you?” which he ad­dressed to those noted or rich in­di­vidu­als who knew him and were in­clined to be friendly. There was a class, how­ever, too rich, too fam­ous, or too suc­cess­ful, with whom he could not at­tempt any fa­mili­ar­ity of ad­dress, and with these he was pro­fes­sion­ally tact­ful, as­sum­ing a grave and dig­ni­fied at­ti­tude, pay­ing them the de­fer­ence which would win their good feel­ing without in the least com­prom­ising his own bear­ing and opin­ions. There were, in the last place, a few good fol­low­ers, neither rich nor poor, fam­ous, nor yet re­mark­ably suc­cess­ful, with whom he was friendly on the score of good-fel­low­ship. These were the kind of men with whom he would con­verse longest and most ser­i­ously. He loved to go out and have a good time once in a while—to go to the races, the theatres, the sport­ing en­ter­tain­ments at some of the clubs. He kept a horse and neat trap, had his wife and two chil­dren, who were well es­tab­lished in a neat house on the North Side near Lin­coln Park, and was al­to­geth­er a very ac­cept­able in­di­vidu­al of our great Amer­ic­an up­per class—the first grade be­low the lux­uri­ously rich.

			Hurst­wood liked Drou­et. The lat­ter’s gen­i­al nature and dressy ap­pear­ance pleased him. He knew that Drou­et was only a trav­el­ling sales­man—and not one of many years at that—but the firm of Bart­lett, Ca­ry­oe & Com­pany was a large and pros­per­ous house, and Drou­et stood well. Hurst­wood knew Ca­ry­oe quite well, hav­ing drunk a glass now and then with him, in com­pany with sev­er­al oth­ers, when the con­ver­sa­tion was gen­er­al. Drou­et had what was a help in his busi­ness, a mod­er­ate sense of hu­mour, and could tell a good story when the oc­ca­sion re­quired. He could talk races with Hurst­wood, tell in­ter­est­ing in­cid­ents con­cern­ing him­self and his ex­per­i­ences with wo­men, and re­port the state of trade in the cit­ies which he vis­ited, and so man­aged to make him­self al­most in­vari­ably agree­able. To­night he was par­tic­u­larly so, since his re­port to the com­pany had been fa­vour­ably com­men­ted upon, his new samples had been sat­is­fact­or­ily se­lec­ted, and his trip marked out for the next six weeks.

			“Why, hello, Charlie, old man,” said Hurst­wood, as Drou­et came in that even­ing about eight o’clock. “How goes it?” The room was crowded.

			Drou­et shook hands, beam­ing good nature, and they strolled to­wards the bar.

			“Oh, all right.”

			“I haven’t seen you in six weeks. When did you get in?”

			“Fri­day,” said Drou­et. “Had a fine trip.”

			“Glad of it,” said Hurst­wood, his black eyes lit with a warmth which half dis­placed the cold make-be­lieve that usu­ally dwelt in them. “What are you go­ing to take?” he ad­ded, as the bar­keep­er, in snowy jack­et and tie, leaned to­ward them from be­hind the bar.

			“Old Pep­per,” said Drou­et.

			“A little of the same for me,” put in Hurst­wood.

			“How long are you in town this time?” in­quired Hurst­wood.

			“Only un­til Wed­nes­day. I’m go­ing up to St. Paul.”

			“George Evans was in here Sat­urday and said he saw you in Mil­wau­kee last week.”

			“Yes, I saw George,” re­turned Drou­et. “Great old boy, isn’t he? We had quite a time there to­geth­er.”

			The bar­keep­er was set­ting out the glasses and bottle be­fore them, and they now poured out the draught as they talked, Drou­et filling his to with­in a third of full, as was con­sidered prop­er, and Hurst­wood tak­ing the barest sug­ges­tion of whis­key and modi­fy­ing it with seltzer.

			“What’s be­come of Ca­ry­oe?” re­marked Hurst­wood. “I haven’t seen him around here in two weeks.”

			“Laid up, they say,” ex­claimed Drou­et. “Say, he’s a gouty old boy!”

			“Made a lot of money in his time, though, hasn’t he?”

			“Yes, wads of it,” re­turned Drou­et. “He won’t live much longer. Barely comes down to the of­fice now.”

			“Just one boy, hasn’t he?” asked Hurst­wood.

			“Yes, and a swift-pacer,” laughed Drou­et.

			“I guess he can’t hurt the busi­ness very much, though, with the oth­er mem­bers all there.”

			“No, he can’t in­jure that any, I guess.”

			Hurst­wood was stand­ing, his coat open, his thumbs in his pock­ets, the light on his jew­els and rings re­liev­ing them with agree­able dis­tinct­ness. He was the pic­ture of fas­ti­di­ous com­fort.

			To one not in­clined to drink, and gif­ted with a more ser­i­ous turn of mind, such a bub­bling, chat­ter­ing, glit­ter­ing cham­ber must ever seem an an­om­aly, a strange com­ment­ary on nature and life. Here come the moths, in end­less pro­ces­sion, to bask in the light of the flame. Such con­ver­sa­tion as one may hear would not war­rant a com­mend­a­tion of the scene upon in­tel­lec­tu­al grounds. It seems plain that schemers would choose more se­questered quar­ters to ar­range their plans, that politi­cians would not gath­er here in com­pany to dis­cuss any­thing save form­al­it­ies, where the sharp-eared may hear, and it would scarcely be jus­ti­fied on the score of thirst, for the ma­jor­ity of those who fre­quent these more gor­geous places have no crav­ing for li­quor. Nev­er­the­less, the fact that here men gath­er, here chat­ter, here love to pass and rub el­bows, must be ex­plained upon some grounds. It must be that a strange bundle of pas­sions and vague de­sires give rise to such a curi­ous so­cial in­sti­tu­tion or it would not be.

			Drou­et, for one, was lured as much by his long­ing for pleas­ure as by his de­sire to shine among his bet­ters. The many friends he met here dropped in be­cause they craved, without, per­haps, con­sciously ana­lys­ing it, the com­pany, the glow, the at­mo­sphere which they found. One might take it, after all, as an au­gur of the bet­ter so­cial or­der, for the things which they sat­is­fied here, though sens­ory, were not evil. No evil could come out of the con­tem­pla­tion of an ex­pens­ively dec­or­ated cham­ber. The worst ef­fect of such a thing would be, per­haps, to stir up in the ma­ter­i­al-minded an am­bi­tion to ar­range their lives upon a sim­il­arly splen­did basis. In the last ana­lys­is, that would scarcely be called the fault of the dec­or­a­tions, but rather of the in­nate trend of the mind. That such a scene might stir the less ex­pens­ively dressed to emu­late the more ex­pens­ively dressed could scarcely be laid at the door of any­thing save the false am­bi­tion of the minds of those so af­fected. Re­move the ele­ment so thor­oughly and solely com­plained of—li­quor—and there would not be one to gain­say the qual­it­ies of beauty and en­thu­si­asm which would re­main. The pleased eye with which our mod­ern res­taur­ants of fash­ion are looked upon is proof of this as­ser­tion.

			Yet, here is the fact of the lighted cham­ber, the dressy, greedy com­pany, the small, self-in­ter­ested pa­laver, the dis­or­gan­ized, aim­less, wan­der­ing men­tal ac­tion which it rep­res­ents—the love of light and show and finery which, to one out­side, un­der the se­rene light of the etern­al stars, must seem a strange and shiny thing. Un­der the stars and sweep­ing night winds, what a lamp-flower it must bloom; a strange, glit­ter­ing night-flower, odour-yield­ing, in­sect-draw­ing, in­sect-in­fes­ted rose of pleas­ure.

			“See that fel­low com­ing in there?” said Hurst­wood, glan­cing at a gen­tle­man just en­ter­ing, ar­rayed in a high hat and Prince Al­bert coat, his fat cheeks puffed and red as with good eat­ing.

			“No, where?” said Drou­et.

			“There,” said Hurst­wood, in­dic­at­ing the dir­ec­tion by a cast of his eye, “the man with the silk hat.”

			“Oh, yes,” said Drou­et, now af­fect­ing not to see. “Who is he?”

			“That’s Ju­les Wal­lace, the spir­itu­al­ist.”

			Drou­et fol­lowed him with his eyes, much in­ter­ested.

			“Doesn’t look much like a man who sees spir­its, does he?” said Drou­et.

			“Oh, I don’t know,” re­turned Hurst­wood. “He’s got the money, all right,” and a little twinkle passed over his eyes.

			“I don’t go much on those things, do you?” asked Drou­et.

			“Well, you nev­er can tell,” said Hurst­wood. “There may be some­thing to it. I wouldn’t both­er about it my­self, though. By the way,” he ad­ded, “are you go­ing any­where to­night?”

			“The Hole in the Ground,” said Drou­et, men­tion­ing the pop­u­lar farce of the time.

			“Well, you’d bet­ter be go­ing. It’s half after eight already,” and he drew out his watch.

			The crowd was already thin­ning out con­sid­er­ably—some bound for the theatres, some to their clubs, and some to that most fas­cin­at­ing of all the pleas­ures—for the type of man there rep­res­en­ted, at least—the ladies.

			“Yes, I will,” said Drou­et.

			“Come around after the show. I have some­thing I want to show you,” said Hurst­wood.

			“Sure,” said Drou­et, elated.

			“You haven’t any­thing on hand for the night, have you?” ad­ded Hurst­wood.

			“Not a thing.”

			“Well, come round, then.”

			“I struck a little peach com­ing in on the train Fri­day,” re­marked Drou­et, by way of part­ing. “By George, that’s so, I must go and call on her be­fore I go away.”

			“Oh, nev­er mind her,” Hurst­wood re­marked.

			“Say, she was a little dandy, I tell you,” went on Drou­et con­fid­en­tially, and try­ing to im­press his friend.

			“Twelve o’clock,” said Hurst­wood.

			“That’s right,” said Drou­et, go­ing out.

			Thus was Car­rie’s name ban­died about in the most frivol­ous and gay of places, and that also when the little toil­er was be­moan­ing her nar­row lot, which was al­most in­sep­ar­able from the early stages of this, her un­fold­ing fate.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Ma­chine and the Maid­en: A Knight of Today

			
			At the flat that even­ing Car­rie felt a new phase of its at­mo­sphere. The fact that it was un­changed, while her feel­ings were dif­fer­ent, in­creased her know­ledge of its char­ac­ter. Min­nie, after the good spir­its Car­rie mani­fes­ted at first, ex­pec­ted a fair re­port. Han­son sup­posed that Car­rie would be sat­is­fied.

			“Well,” he said, as he came in from the hall in his work­ing clothes, and looked at Car­rie through the din­ing-room door, “how did you make out?”

			“Oh,” said Car­rie, “it’s pretty hard. I don’t like it.”

			There was an air about her which showed plain­er than any words that she was both weary and dis­ap­poin­ted.

			“What sort of work is it?” he asked, linger­ing a mo­ment as he turned upon his heel to go in­to the bath­room.

			“Run­ning a ma­chine,” answered Car­rie.

			It was very evid­ent that it did not con­cern him much, save from the side of the flat’s suc­cess. He was ir­rit­ated a shade be­cause it could not have come about in the throw of for­tune for Car­rie to be pleased.

			Min­nie worked with less ela­tion than she had just be­fore Car­rie ar­rived. The sizzle of the meat fry­ing did not sound quite so pleas­ing now that Car­rie had re­por­ted her dis­con­tent. To Car­rie, the one re­lief of the whole day would have been a jolly home, a sym­path­et­ic re­cep­tion, a bright sup­per table, and someone to say: “Oh, well, stand it a little while. You will get some­thing bet­ter,” but now this was ashes. She began to see that they looked upon her com­plaint as un­war­ran­ted, and that she was sup­posed to work on and say noth­ing. She knew that she was to pay four dol­lars for her board and room, and now she felt that it would be an ex­ceed­ingly gloomy round, liv­ing with these people.

			Min­nie was no com­pan­ion for her sis­ter—she was too old. Her thoughts were staid and sol­emnly ad­ap­ted to a con­di­tion. If Han­son had any pleas­ant thoughts or happy feel­ings he con­cealed them. He seemed to do all his men­tal op­er­a­tions without the aid of phys­ic­al ex­pres­sion. He was as still as a deser­ted cham­ber. Car­rie, on the oth­er hand, had the blood of youth and some ima­gin­a­tion. Her day of love and the mys­ter­ies of court­ship were still ahead. She could think of things she would like to do, of clothes she would like to wear, and of places she would like to vis­it. These were the things upon which her mind ran, and it was like meet­ing with op­pos­i­tion at every turn to find no one here to call forth or re­spond to her feel­ings.

			She had for­got­ten, in con­sid­er­ing and ex­plain­ing the res­ult of her day, that Drou­et might come. Now, when she saw how un­re­cept­ive these two people were, she hoped he would not. She did not know ex­actly what she would do or how she would ex­plain to Drou­et, if he came. After sup­per she changed her clothes. When she was trimly dressed she was rather a sweet little be­ing, with large eyes and a sad mouth. Her face ex­pressed the mingled ex­pect­ancy, dis­sat­is­fac­tion, and de­pres­sion she felt. She wandered about after the dishes were put away, talked a little with Min­nie, and then de­cided to go down and stand in the door at the foot of the stairs. If Drou­et came, she could meet him there. Her face took on the semb­lance of a look of hap­pi­ness as she put on her hat to go be­low.

			“Car­rie doesn’t seem to like her place very well,” said Min­nie to her hus­band when the lat­ter came out, pa­per in hand, to sit in the din­ing-room a few minutes.

			“She ought to keep it for a time, any­how,” said Han­son. “Has she gone down­stairs?”

			“Yes,” said Min­nie.

			“I’d tell her to keep it if I were you. She might be here weeks without get­ting an­oth­er one.”

			Min­nie said she would, and Han­son read his pa­per.

			“If I were you,” he said a little later, “I wouldn’t let her stand in the door down there. It don’t look good.”

			“I’ll tell her,” said Min­nie.

			The life of the streets con­tin­ued for a long time to in­terest Car­rie. She nev­er wear­ied of won­der­ing where the people in the cars were go­ing or what their en­joy­ments were. Her ima­gin­a­tion trod a very nar­row round, al­ways wind­ing up at points which con­cerned money, looks, clothes, or en­joy­ment. She would have a far-off thought of Columbia City now and then, or an ir­rit­at­ing rush of feel­ing con­cern­ing her ex­per­i­ences of the present day, but, on the whole, the little world about her en­lis­ted her whole at­ten­tion.

			The first floor of the build­ing, of which Han­son’s flat was the third, was oc­cu­pied by a bakery, and to this, while she was stand­ing there, Han­son came down to buy a loaf of bread. She was not aware of his pres­ence un­til he was quite near her.

			“I’m after bread,” was all he said as he passed.

			The con­ta­gion of thought here demon­strated it­self. While Han­son really came for bread, the thought dwelt with him that now he would see what Car­rie was do­ing. No soon­er did he draw near her with that in mind than she felt it. Of course, she had no un­der­stand­ing of what put it in­to her head, but, nev­er­the­less, it aroused in her the first shade of real an­ti­pathy to him. She knew now that she did not like him. He was sus­pi­cious.

			A thought will col­our a world for us. The flow of Car­rie’s med­it­a­tions had been dis­turbed, and Han­son had not long gone up­stairs be­fore she fol­lowed. She had real­ised with the lapse of the quarter hours that Drou­et was not com­ing, and some­how she felt a little re­sent­ful, a little as if she had been for­saken—was not good enough. She went up­stairs, where everything was si­lent. Min­nie was sew­ing by a lamp at the table. Han­son had already turned in for the night. In her wear­i­ness and dis­ap­point­ment Car­rie did no more than an­nounce that she was go­ing to bed.

			“Yes, you’d bet­ter,” re­turned Min­nie. “You’ve got to get up early, you know.”

			The morn­ing was no bet­ter. Han­son was just go­ing out the door as Car­rie came from her room. Min­nie tried to talk with her dur­ing break­fast, but there was not much of in­terest which they could mu­tu­ally dis­cuss. As on the pre­vi­ous morn­ing, Car­rie walked down­town, for she began to real­ise now that her four-fifty would not even al­low her car fare after she paid her board. This seemed a miser­able ar­range­ment. But the morn­ing light swept away the first mis­giv­ings of the day, as morn­ing light is ever wont to do.

			At the shoe fact­ory she put in a long day, scarcely so wear­i­some as the pre­ced­ing, but con­sid­er­ably less nov­el. The head fore­man, on his round, stopped by her ma­chine.

			“Where did you come from?” he in­quired.

			“Mr. Brown hired me,” she replied.

			“Oh, he did, eh!” and then, “See that you keep things go­ing.”

			The ma­chine girls im­pressed her even less fa­vour­ably. They seemed sat­is­fied with their lot, and were in a sense “com­mon.” Car­rie had more ima­gin­a­tion than they. She was not used to slang. Her in­stinct in the mat­ter of dress was nat­ur­ally bet­ter. She dis­liked to listen to the girl next to her, who was rather hardened by ex­per­i­ence.

			“I’m go­ing to quit this,” she heard her re­mark to her neigh­bour. “What with the sti­pend and be­ing up late, it’s too much for me health.”

			They were free with the fel­lows, young and old, about the place, and ex­changed banter in rude phrases, which at first shocked her. She saw that she was taken to be of the same sort and ad­dressed ac­cord­ingly.

			“Hello,” re­marked one of the stout-wris­ted sole-work­ers to her at noon. “You’re a daisy.” He really ex­pec­ted to hear the com­mon “Aw! go chase your­self!” in re­turn, and was suf­fi­ciently abashed, by Car­rie’s si­lently mov­ing away, to re­treat, awk­wardly grin­ning.

			That night at the flat she was even more lonely—the dull situ­ation was be­com­ing harder to en­dure. She could see that the Han­sons sel­dom or nev­er had any com­pany. Stand­ing at the street door look­ing out, she ven­tured to walk out a little way. Her easy gait and idle man­ner at­trac­ted at­ten­tion of an of­fens­ive but com­mon sort. She was slightly taken back at the over­tures of a well-dressed man of thirty, who in passing looked at her, re­duced his pace, turned back, and said:

			“Out for a little stroll, are you, this even­ing?”

			Car­rie looked at him in amazement, and then summoned suf­fi­cient thought to reply: “Why, I don’t know you,” back­ing away as she did so.

			“Oh, that don’t mat­ter,” said the oth­er af­fably.

			She ban­died no more words with him, but hur­ried away, reach­ing her own door quite out of breath. There was some­thing in the man’s look which frightened her.

			Dur­ing the re­mainder of the week it was very much the same. One or two nights she found her­self too tired to walk home, and ex­pen­ded car fare. She was not very strong, and sit­ting all day af­fected her back. She went to bed one night be­fore Han­son.

			Trans­plant­a­tion is not al­ways suc­cess­ful in the mat­ter of flowers or maid­ens. It re­quires some­times a rich­er soil, a bet­ter at­mo­sphere to con­tin­ue even a nat­ur­al growth. It would have been bet­ter if her ac­cli­mat­iz­a­tion had been more gradu­al—less ri­gid. She would have done bet­ter if she had not se­cured a po­s­i­tion so quickly, and had seen more of the city which she con­stantly troubled to know about.

			On the first morn­ing it rained she found that she had no um­brella. Min­nie loaned her one of hers, which was worn and faded. There was the kind of van­ity in Car­rie that troubled at this. She went to one of the great de­part­ment stores and bought her­self one, us­ing a dol­lar and a quarter of her small store to pay for it.

			“What did you do that for, Car­rie?” asked Min­nie, when she saw it.

			“Oh, I need one,” said Car­rie.

			“You fool­ish girl.”

			Car­rie re­sen­ted this, though she did not reply. She was not go­ing to be a com­mon shop-girl, she thought; they need not think it, either.

			On the first Sat­urday night Car­rie paid her board, four dol­lars. Min­nie had a quaver of con­science as she took it, but did not know how to ex­plain to Han­son if she took less. That worthy gave up just four dol­lars less to­ward the house­hold ex­penses with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion. He con­tem­plated in­creas­ing his Build­ing and Loan pay­ments. As for Car­rie, she stud­ied over the prob­lem of find­ing clothes and amuse­ment on fifty cents a week. She brooded over this un­til she was in a state of men­tal re­bel­lion.

			“I’m go­ing up the street for a walk,” she said after sup­per.

			“Not alone, are you?” asked Han­son.

			“Yes,” re­turned Car­rie.

			“I wouldn’t,” said Min­nie.

			“I want to see some­thing,” said Car­rie, and by the tone she put in­to the last word they real­ised for the first time she was not pleased with them.

			“What’s the mat­ter with her?” asked Han­son, when she went in­to the front room to get her hat.

			“I don’t know,” said Min­nie.

			“Well, she ought to know bet­ter than to want to go out alone.”

			Car­rie did not go very far, after all. She re­turned and stood in the door. The next day they went out to Gar­field Park, but it did not please her. She did not look well enough. In the shop next day she heard the highly col­oured re­ports which girls give of their trivi­al amuse­ments. They had been happy. On sev­er­al days it rained and she used up car fare. One night she got thor­oughly soaked, go­ing to catch the car at Van Bur­en Street. All that even­ing she sat alone in the front room look­ing out upon the street, where the lights were re­flec­ted on the wet pave­ments, think­ing. She had ima­gin­a­tion enough to be moody.

			On Sat­urday she paid an­oth­er four dol­lars and pock­eted her fifty cents in des­pair. The speak­ing ac­quaint­ance­ship which she formed with some of the girls at the shop dis­covered to her the fact that they had more of their earn­ings to use for them­selves than she did. They had young men of the kind whom she, since her ex­per­i­ence with Drou­et, felt above, who took them about. She came to thor­oughly dis­like the light­headed young fel­lows of the shop. Not one of them had a show of re­fine­ment. She saw only their work­day side.

			There came a day when the first pre­mon­it­ory blast of winter swept over the city. It scud­ded the fleecy clouds in the heav­ens, trailed long, thin stream­ers of smoke from the tall stacks, and raced about the streets and corners in sharp and sud­den puffs. Car­rie now felt the prob­lem of winter clothes. What was she to do? She had no winter jack­et, no hat, no shoes. It was dif­fi­cult to speak to Min­nie about this, but at last she summoned the cour­age.

			“I don’t know what I’m go­ing to do about clothes,” she said one even­ing when they were to­geth­er. “I need a hat.”

			Min­nie looked ser­i­ous.

			“Why don’t you keep part of your money and buy your­self one?” she sug­ges­ted, wor­ried over the situ­ation which the with­hold­ing of Car­rie’s money would cre­ate.

			“I’d like to for a week or so, if you don’t mind,” ven­tured Car­rie.

			“Could you pay two dol­lars?” asked Min­nie.

			Car­rie read­ily ac­qui­esced, glad to es­cape the try­ing situ­ation, and lib­er­al now that she saw a way out. She was elated and began fig­ur­ing at once. She needed a hat first of all. How Min­nie ex­plained to Han­son she nev­er knew. He said noth­ing at all, but there were thoughts in the air which left dis­agree­able im­pres­sions.

			The new ar­range­ment might have worked if sick­ness had not in­ter­vened. It blew up cold after a rain one af­ter­noon when Car­rie was still without a jack­et. She came out of the warm shop at six and shivered as the wind struck her. In the morn­ing she was sneez­ing, and go­ing down­town made it worse. That day her bones ached and she felt light­headed. To­wards even­ing she felt very ill, and when she reached home was not hungry. Min­nie no­ticed her droop­ing ac­tions and asked her about her­self.

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie. “I feel real bad.”

			She hung about the stove, suffered a chat­ter­ing chill, and went to bed sick. The next morn­ing she was thor­oughly fe­ver­ish.

			Min­nie was truly dis­tressed at this, but main­tained a kindly de­mean­our. Han­son said per­haps she had bet­ter go back home for a while. When she got up after three days, it was taken for gran­ted that her po­s­i­tion was lost. The winter was near at hand, she had no clothes, and now she was out of work.

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie; “I’ll go down Monday and see if I can’t get some­thing.”

			If any­thing, her ef­forts were more poorly re­war­ded on this tri­al than the last. Her clothes were noth­ing suit­able for fall wear­ing. Her last money she had spent for a hat. For three days she wandered about, ut­terly dis­pir­ited. The at­ti­tude of the flat was fast be­com­ing un­bear­able. She hated to think of go­ing back there each even­ing. Han­son was so cold. She knew it could not last much longer. Shortly she would have to give up and go home.

			On the fourth day she was down­town all day, hav­ing bor­rowed ten cents for lunch from Min­nie. She had ap­plied in the cheapest kind of places without suc­cess. She even answered for a wait­ress in a small res­taur­ant where she saw a card in the win­dow, but they wanted an ex­per­i­enced girl. She moved through the thick throng of strangers, ut­terly sub­dued in spir­it. Sud­denly a hand pulled her arm and turned her about.

			“Well, well!” said a voice. In the first glance she be­held Drou­et. He was not only rosy-cheeked, but ra­di­ant. He was the es­sence of sun­shine and good-hu­mour. “Why, how are you, Car­rie?” he said. “You’re a daisy. Where have you been?”

			Car­rie smiled un­der his ir­res­ist­ible flood of gen­i­al­ity.

			“I’ve been out home,” she said.

			“Well,” he said, “I saw you across the street there. I thought it was you. I was just com­ing out to your place. How are you, any­how?”

			“I’m all right,” said Car­rie, smil­ing.

			Drou­et looked her over and saw some­thing dif­fer­ent.

			“Well,” he said, “I want to talk to you. You’re not go­ing any­where in par­tic­u­lar, are you?”

			“Not just now,” said Car­rie.

			“Let’s go up here and have some­thing to eat. George! but I’m glad to see you again.”

			She felt so re­lieved in his ra­di­ant pres­ence, so much looked after and cared for, that she as­sen­ted gladly, though with the slight­est air of hold­ing back.

			“Well,” he said, as he took her arm—and there was an ex­uber­ance of good-fel­low­ship in the word which fairly warmed the cockles of her heart.

			They went through Mon­roe Street to the old Wind­sor din­ing-room, which was then a large, com­fort­able place, with an ex­cel­lent cuisine and sub­stan­tial ser­vice. Drou­et se­lec­ted a table close by the win­dow, where the busy rout of the street could be seen. He loved the chan­ging pan­or­ama of the street—to see and be seen as he dined.

			“Now,” he said, get­ting Car­rie and him­self com­fort­ably settled, “what will you have?”

			Car­rie looked over the large bill of fare which the waiter handed her without really con­sid­er­ing it. She was very hungry, and the things she saw there awakened her de­sires, but the high prices held her at­ten­tion. “Half broiled spring chick­en—sev­enty-five. Sir­loin steak with mush­rooms—one twenty-five.” She had dimly heard of these things, but it seemed strange to be called to or­der from the list.

			“I’ll fix this,” ex­claimed Drou­et. “Sst! waiter.”

			That of­ficer of the board, a full-ches­ted, round-faced negro, ap­proached, and in­clined his ear.

			“Sir­loin with mush­rooms,” said Drou­et. “Stuffed to­ma­toes.”

			“Yas­sah,” as­sen­ted the negro, nod­ding his head.

			“Hashed brown pota­toes.”

			“Yas­sah.”

			“As­paragus.”

			“Yas­sah.”

			“And a pot of cof­fee.”

			Drou­et turned to Car­rie. “I haven’t had a thing since break­fast. Just got in from Rock Is­land. I was go­ing off to dine when I saw you.”

			Car­rie smiled and smiled.

			“What have you been do­ing?” he went on. “Tell me all about your­self. How is your sis­ter?”

			“She’s well,” re­turned Car­rie, an­swer­ing the last query.

			He looked at her hard.

			“Say,” he said, “you haven’t been sick, have you?”

			Car­rie nod­ded.

			“Well, now, that’s a bloom­ing shame, isn’t it? You don’t look very well. I thought you looked a little pale. What have you been do­ing?”

			“Work­ing,” said Car­rie.

			“You don’t say so! At what?”

			She told him.

			“Rhodes, Mor­genthau and Scott—why, I know that house. Over here on Fifth Av­en­ue, isn’t it? They’re a close­fis­ted con­cern. What made you go there?”

			“I couldn’t get any­thing else,” said Car­rie frankly.

			“Well, that’s an out­rage,” said Drou­et. “You oughtn’t to be work­ing for those people. Have the fact­ory right back of the store, don’t they?”

			“Yes,” said Car­rie.

			“That isn’t a good house,” said Drou­et. “You don’t want to work at any­thing like that, any­how.”

			He chattered on at a great rate, ask­ing ques­tions, ex­plain­ing things about him­self, telling her what a good res­taur­ant it was, un­til the waiter re­turned with an im­mense tray, bear­ing the hot sa­voury dishes which had been ordered. Drou­et fairly shone in the mat­ter of serving. He ap­peared to great ad­vant­age be­hind the white napery and sil­ver plat­ters of the table and dis­play­ing his arms with a knife and fork. As he cut the meat his rings al­most spoke. His new suit creaked as he stretched to reach the plates, break the bread, and pour the cof­fee. He helped Car­rie to a rous­ing plate­ful and con­trib­uted the warmth of his spir­it to her body un­til she was a new girl. He was a splen­did fel­low in the true pop­u­lar un­der­stand­ing of the term, and cap­tiv­ated Car­rie com­pletely.

			That little sol­dier of for­tune took her good turn in an easy way. She felt a little out of place, but the great room soothed her and the view of the well-dressed throng out­side seemed a splen­did thing. Ah, what was it not to have money! What a thing it was to be able to come in here and dine! Drou­et must be for­tu­nate. He rode on trains, dressed in such nice clothes, was so strong, and ate in these fine places. He seemed quite a fig­ure of a man, and she wondered at his friend­ship and re­gard for her.

			“So you lost your place be­cause you got sick, eh?” he said. “What are you go­ing to do now?”

			“Look around,” she said, a thought of the need that hung out­side this fine res­taur­ant like a hungry dog at her heels passing in­to her eyes.

			“Oh, no,” said Drou­et, “that won’t do. How long have you been look­ing?”

			“Four days,” she answered.

			“Think of that!” he said, ad­dress­ing some prob­lem­at­ic­al in­di­vidu­al. “You oughtn’t to be do­ing any­thing like that. These girls,” and he waved an in­clu­sion of all shop and fact­ory girls, “don’t get any­thing. Why, you can’t live on it, can you?”

			He was a broth­erly sort of creature in his de­mean­our. When he had scouted the idea of that kind of toil, he took an­oth­er tack. Car­rie was really very pretty. Even then, in her com­mon­place garb, her fig­ure was evid­ently not bad, and her eyes were large and gentle. Drou­et looked at her and his thoughts reached home. She felt his ad­mir­a­tion. It was power­fully backed by his lib­er­al­ity and good-hu­mour. She felt that she liked him—that she could con­tin­ue to like him ever so much. There was some­thing even rich­er than that, run­ning as a hid­den strain, in her mind. Every little while her eyes would meet his, and by that means the in­ter­chan­ging cur­rent of feel­ing would be fully con­nec­ted.

			“Why don’t you stay down­town and go to the theatre with me?” he said, hitch­ing his chair closer. The table was not very wide.

			“Oh, I can’t,” she said.

			“What are you go­ing to do to­night?”

			“Noth­ing,” she answered, a little drear­ily.

			“You don’t like out there where you are, do you?”

			“Oh, I don’t know.”

			“What are you go­ing to do if you don’t get work?”

			“Go back home, I guess.”

			There was the least quaver in her voice as she said this. Some­how, the in­flu­ence he was ex­ert­ing was power­ful. They came to an un­der­stand­ing of each oth­er without words—he of her situ­ation, she of the fact that he real­ised it.

			“No,” he said, “you can’t make it!” genu­ine sym­pathy filling his mind for the time. “Let me help you. You take some of my money.”

			“Oh, no!” she said, lean­ing back.

			“What are you go­ing to do?” he said.

			She sat med­it­at­ing, merely shak­ing her head.

			He looked at her quite ten­derly for his kind. There were some loose bills in his vest pock­et—green­backs. They were soft and noise­less, and he got his fin­gers about them and crumpled them up in his hand.

			“Come on,” he said, “I’ll see you through all right. Get your­self some clothes.”

			It was the first ref­er­ence he had made to that sub­ject, and now she real­ised how bad off she was. In his crude way he had struck the key­note. Her lips trembled a little.

			She had her hand out on the table be­fore her. They were quite alone in their corner, and he put his lar­ger, warm­er hand over it.

			“Aw, come, Car­rie,” he said, “what can you do alone? Let me help you.”

			He pressed her hand gently and she tried to with­draw it. At this he held it fast, and she no longer pro­tested. Then he slipped the green­backs he had in­to her palm, and when she began to protest, he whispered:

			“I’ll loan it to you—that’s all right. I’ll loan it to you.”

			He made her take it. She felt bound to him by a strange tie of af­fec­tion now. They went out, and he walked with her far out south to­ward Polk Street, talk­ing.

			“You don’t want to live with those people?” he said in one place, ab­strac­tedly. Car­rie heard it, but it made only a slight im­pres­sion.

			“Come down and meet me to­mor­row,” he said, “and we’ll go to the mat­in­ee. Will you?”

			Car­rie pro­tested a while, but ac­qui­esced.

			“You’re not do­ing any­thing. Get your­self a nice pair of shoes and a jack­et.”

			She scarcely gave a thought to the com­plic­a­tion which would trouble her when he was gone. In his pres­ence, she was of his own hope­ful, easy-way-out mood.

			“Don’t you both­er about those people out there,” he said at part­ing. “I’ll help you.”

			Car­rie left him, feel­ing as though a great arm had slipped out be­fore her to draw off trouble. The money she had ac­cep­ted was two soft, green, hand­some ten-dol­lar bills.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Lure of the Ma­ter­i­al: Beauty Speaks for It­self

			
			The true mean­ing of money yet re­mains to be pop­ularly ex­plained and com­pre­hen­ded. When each in­di­vidu­al real­ises for him­self that this thing primar­ily stands for and should only be ac­cep­ted as a mor­al due—that it should be paid out as hon­estly stored en­ergy, and not as a usurped priv­ilege—many of our so­cial, re­li­gious, and polit­ic­al troubles will have per­man­ently passed. As for Car­rie, her un­der­stand­ing of the mor­al sig­ni­fic­ance of money was the pop­u­lar un­der­stand­ing, noth­ing more. The old defin­i­tion: “Money: some­thing every­body else has and I must get,” would have ex­pressed her un­der­stand­ing of it thor­oughly. Some of it she now held in her hand—two soft, green ten-dol­lar bills—and she felt that she was im­mensely bet­ter off for the hav­ing of them. It was some­thing that was power in it­self. One of her or­der of mind would have been con­tent to be cast away upon a desert is­land with a bundle of money, and only the long strain of star­va­tion would have taught her that in some cases it could have no value. Even then she would have had no con­cep­tion of the re­l­at­ive value of the thing; her one thought would, un­doubtedly, have con­cerned the pity of hav­ing so much power and the in­ab­il­ity to use it.

			The poor girl thrilled as she walked away from Drou­et. She felt ashamed in part be­cause she had been weak enough to take it, but her need was so dire, she was still glad. Now she would have a nice new jack­et! Now she would buy a nice pair of pretty but­ton shoes. She would get stock­ings, too, and a skirt, and, and—un­til already, as in the mat­ter of her pro­spect­ive salary, she had got bey­ond, in her de­sires, twice the pur­chas­ing power of her bills.

			She con­ceived a true es­tim­ate of Drou­et. To her, and in­deed to all the world, he was a nice, good-hearted man. There was noth­ing evil in the fel­low. He gave her the money out of a good heart—out of a real­isa­tion of her want. He would not have giv­en the same amount to a poor young man, but we must not for­get that a poor young man could not, in the nature of things, have ap­pealed to him like a poor young girl. Fem­in­in­ity af­fected his feel­ings. He was the creature of an in­born de­sire. Yet no beg­gar could have caught his eye and said, “My God, mis­ter, I’m starving,” but he would gladly have handed out what was con­sidered the prop­er por­tion to give beg­gars and thought no more about it. There would have been no spec­u­la­tion, no philo­soph­ising. He had no men­tal pro­cess in him worthy the dig­nity of either of those terms. In his good clothes and fine health, he was a merry, un­think­ing moth of the lamp. De­prived of his po­s­i­tion, and struck by a few of the in­volved and baff­ling forces which some­times play upon man, he would have been as help­less as Car­rie—as help­less, as non-un­der­stand­ing, as pi­ti­able, if you will, as she.

			Now, in re­gard to his pur­suit of wo­men, he meant them no harm, be­cause he did not con­ceive of the re­la­tion which he hoped to hold with them as be­ing harm­ful. He loved to make ad­vances to wo­men, to have them suc­cumb to his charms, not be­cause he was a cold-blooded, dark, schem­ing vil­lain, but be­cause his in­born de­sire urged him to that as a chief de­light. He was vain, he was boast­ful, he was as de­luded by fine clothes as any silly-headed girl. A truly deep-dyed vil­lain could have horn­swaggled him as read­ily as he could have flattered a pretty shop-girl. His fine suc­cess as a sales­man lay in his gen­i­al­ity and the thor­oughly reput­able stand­ing of his house. He bobbed about among men, a ver­it­able bundle of en­thu­si­asm—no power worthy the name of in­tel­lect, no thoughts worthy the ad­ject­ive noble, no feel­ings long con­tin­ued in one strain. A Ma­dame Sap­pho would have called him a pig; a Shakespeare would have said “my merry child”; old, drink­ing Ca­ry­oe thought him a clev­er, suc­cess­ful busi­ness man. In short, he was as good as his in­tel­lect con­ceived.

			The best proof that there was some­thing open and com­mend­able about the man was the fact that Car­rie took the money. No deep, sin­is­ter soul with ul­teri­or motives could have giv­en her fif­teen cents un­der the guise of friend­ship. The un­in­tel­lec­tu­al are not so help­less. Nature has taught the beasts of the field to fly when some un­her­al­ded danger threatens. She has put in­to the small, un­wise head of the chip­munk the un­tutored fear of pois­ons. “He kee­p­eth His creatures whole,” was not writ­ten of beasts alone. Car­rie was un­wise, and, there­fore, like the sheep in its un­wis­dom, strong in feel­ing. The in­stinct of self-pro­tec­tion, strong in all such natures, was roused but feebly, if at all, by the over­tures of Drou­et.

			When Car­rie had gone, he fe­li­cit­ated him­self upon her good opin­ion. By George, it was a shame young girls had to be knocked around like that. Cold weath­er com­ing on and no clothes. Tough. He would go around to Fitzger­ald and Moy’s and get a ci­gar. It made him feel light of foot as he thought about her.

			Car­rie reached home in high good spir­its, which she could scarcely con­ceal. The pos­ses­sion of the money in­volved a num­ber of points which per­plexed her ser­i­ously. How should she buy any clothes when Min­nie knew that she had no money? She had no soon­er entered the flat than this point was settled for her. It could not be done. She could think of no way of ex­plain­ing.

			“How did you come out?” asked Min­nie, re­fer­ring to the day.

			Car­rie had none of the small de­cep­tion which could feel one thing and say some­thing dir­ectly op­posed. She would pre­var­ic­ate, but it would be in the line of her feel­ings at least. So in­stead of com­plain­ing when she felt so good, she said:

			“I have the prom­ise of some­thing.”

			“Where?”

			“At the Bo­ston Store.”

			“Is it sure prom­ised?” ques­tioned Min­nie.

			“Well, I’m to find out to­mor­row,” re­turned Car­rie, dis­lik­ing to draw out a lie any longer than was ne­ces­sary.

			Min­nie felt the at­mo­sphere of good feel­ing which Car­rie brought with her. She felt now was the time to ex­press to Car­rie the state of Han­son’s feel­ing about her en­tire Chica­go ven­ture.

			“If you shouldn’t get it—” she paused, troubled for an easy way.

			“If I don’t get some­thing pretty soon, I think I’ll go home.”

			Min­nie saw her chance.

			“Sven thinks it might be best for the winter, any­how.”

			The situ­ation flashed on Car­rie at once. They were un­will­ing to keep her any longer, out of work. She did not blame Min­nie, she did not blame Han­son very much. Now, as she sat there di­gest­ing the re­mark, she was glad she had Drou­et’s money.

			“Yes,” she said after a few mo­ments, “I thought of do­ing that.”

			She did not ex­plain that the thought, how­ever, had aroused all the ant­ag­on­ism of her nature. Columbia City, what was there for her? She knew its dull, little round by heart. Here was the great, mys­ter­i­ous city which was still a mag­net for her. What she had seen only sug­ges­ted its pos­sib­il­it­ies. Now to turn back on it and live the little old life out there—she al­most ex­claimed against the thought.

			She had reached home early and went in the front room to think. What could she do? She could not buy new shoes and wear them here. She would need to save part of the twenty to pay her fare home. She did not want to bor­row of Min­nie for that. And yet, how could she ex­plain where she even got that money? If she could only get enough to let her out easy.

			She went over the tangle again and again. Here, in the morn­ing, Drou­et would ex­pect to see her in a new jack­et, and that couldn’t be. The Han­sons ex­pec­ted her to go home, and she wanted to get away, and yet she did not want to go home. In the light of the way they would look on her get­ting money without work, the tak­ing of it now seemed dread­ful. She began to be ashamed. The whole situ­ation de­pressed her. It was all so clear when she was with Drou­et. Now it was all so tangled, so hope­less—much worse than it was be­fore, be­cause she had the semb­lance of aid in her hand which she could not use.

			Her spir­its sank so that at sup­per Min­nie felt that she must have had an­oth­er hard day. Car­rie fi­nally de­cided that she would give the money back. It was wrong to take it. She would go down in the morn­ing and hunt for work. At noon she would meet Drou­et as agreed and tell him. At this de­cision her heart sank, un­til she was the old Car­rie of dis­tress.

			Curi­ously, she could not hold the money in her hand without feel­ing some re­lief. Even after all her de­press­ing con­clu­sions, she could sweep away all thought about the mat­ter and then the twenty dol­lars seemed a won­der­ful and de­light­ful thing. Ah, money, money, money! What a thing it was to have. How plenty of it would clear away all these troubles.

			In the morn­ing she got up and star­ted out a little early. Her de­cision to hunt for work was mod­er­ately strong, but the money in her pock­et, after all her troub­ling over it, made the work ques­tion the least shade less ter­rible. She walked in­to the whole­sale dis­trict, but as the thought of ap­ply­ing came with each passing con­cern, her heart shrank. What a cow­ard she was, she thought to her­self. Yet she had ap­plied so of­ten. It would be the same old story. She walked on and on, and fi­nally did go in­to one place, with the old res­ult. She came out feel­ing that luck was against her. It was no use.

			Without much think­ing, she reached Dear­born Street. Here was the great Fair store with its mul­ti­tude of de­liv­ery wag­ons about, its long win­dow dis­play, its crowd of shop­pers. It read­ily changed her thoughts, she who was so weary of them. It was here that she had in­ten­ded to come and get her new things. Now for re­lief from dis­tress; she thought she would go in and see. She would look at the jack­ets.

			There is noth­ing in this world more de­light­ful than that middle state in which we men­tally bal­ance at times, pos­sessed of the means, lured by de­sire, and yet de­terred by con­science or want of de­cision. When Car­rie began wan­der­ing around the store amid the fine dis­plays she was in this mood. Her ori­gin­al ex­per­i­ence in this same place had giv­en her a high opin­ion of its mer­its. Now she paused at each in­di­vidu­al bit of finery, where be­fore she had hur­ried on. Her wo­man’s heart was warm with de­sire for them. How would she look in this, how charm­ing that would make her! She came upon the cor­set counter and paused in rich rev­er­ie as she noted the dainty con­coc­tions of col­our and lace there dis­played. If she would only make up her mind, she could have one of those now. She lingered in the jew­elry de­part­ment. She saw the ear­rings, the brace­lets, the pins, the chains. What would she not have giv­en if she could have had them all! She would look fine too, if only she had some of these things.

			The jack­ets were the greatest at­trac­tion. When she entered the store, she already had her heart fixed upon the pe­cu­li­ar little tan jack­et with large moth­er-of-pearl but­tons which was all the rage that fall. Still she de­lighted to con­vince her­self that there was noth­ing she would like bet­ter. She went about among the glass cases and racks where these things were dis­played, and sat­is­fied her­self that the one she thought of was the prop­er one. All the time she wavered in mind, now per­suad­ing her­self that she could buy it right away if she chose, now re­call­ing to her­self the ac­tu­al con­di­tion. At last the noon hour was dan­ger­ously near, and she had done noth­ing. She must go now and re­turn the money.

			Drou­et was on the corner when she came up.

			“Hello,” he said, “where is the jack­et and”—look­ing down—“the shoes?”

			Car­rie had thought to lead up to her de­cision in some in­tel­li­gent way, but this swept the whole fore-schemed situ­ation by the board.

			“I came to tell you that—that I can’t take the money.”

			“Oh, that’s it, is it?” he re­turned. “Well, you come on with me. Let’s go over here to Part­ridge’s.”

			Car­rie walked with him. Be­hold, the whole fab­ric of doubt and im­possib­il­ity had slipped from her mind. She could not get at the points that were so ser­i­ous, the things she was go­ing to make plain to him.

			“Have you had lunch yet? Of course you haven’t. Let’s go in here,” and Drou­et turned in­to one of the very nicely fur­nished res­taur­ants off State Street, in Mon­roe.

			“I mustn’t take the money,” said Car­rie, after they were settled in a cozy corner, and Drou­et had ordered the lunch. “I can’t wear those things out there. They—they wouldn’t know where I got them.”

			“What do you want to do,” he smiled, “go without them?”

			“I think I’ll go home,” she said, wear­ily.

			“Oh, come,” he said, “you’ve been think­ing it over too long. I’ll tell you what you do. You say you can’t wear them out there. Why don’t you rent a fur­nished room and leave them in that for a week?”

			Car­rie shook her head. Like all wo­men, she was there to ob­ject and be con­vinced. It was for him to brush the doubts away and clear the path if he could.

			“Why are you go­ing home?” he asked.

			“Oh, I can’t get any­thing here.”

			“They won’t keep you?” he re­marked, in­tu­it­ively.

			“They can’t,” said Car­rie.

			“I’ll tell you what you do,” he said. “You come with me. I’ll take care of you.”

			Car­rie heard this pass­ively. The pe­cu­li­ar state which she was in made it sound like the wel­come breath of an open door. Drou­et seemed of her own spir­it and pleas­ing. He was clean, hand­some, well-dressed, and sym­path­et­ic. His voice was the voice of a friend.

			“What can you do back at Columbia City?” he went on, rous­ing by the words in Car­rie’s mind a pic­ture of the dull world she had left. “There isn’t any­thing down there. Chica­go’s the place. You can get a nice room here and some clothes, and then you can do some­thing.”

			Car­rie looked out through the win­dow in­to the busy street. There it was, the ad­mir­able, great city, so fine when you are not poor. An el­eg­ant coach, with a pran­cing pair of bays, passed by, car­ry­ing in its up­holstered depths a young lady.

			“What will you have if you go back?” asked Drou­et. There was no subtle un­der­cur­rent to the ques­tion. He ima­gined that she would have noth­ing at all of the things he thought worth while.

			Car­rie sat still, look­ing out. She was won­der­ing what she could do. They would be ex­pect­ing her to go home this week.

			Drou­et turned to the sub­ject of the clothes she was go­ing to buy.

			“Why not get your­self a nice little jack­et? You’ve got to have it. I’ll loan you the money. You needn’t worry about tak­ing it. You can get your­self a nice room by your­self. I won’t hurt you.”

			Car­rie saw the drift, but could not ex­press her thoughts. She felt more than ever the help­less­ness of her case.

			“If I could only get some­thing to do,” she said.

			“Maybe you can,” went on Drou­et, “if you stay here. You can’t if you go away. They won’t let you stay out there. Now, why not let me get you a nice room? I won’t both­er you—you needn’t be afraid. Then, when you get fixed up, maybe you could get some­thing.”

			He looked at her pretty face and it viv­i­fied his men­tal re­sources. She was a sweet little mor­tal to him—there was no doubt of that. She seemed to have some power back of her ac­tions. She was not like the com­mon run of store-girls. She wasn’t silly.

			In real­ity, Car­rie had more ima­gin­a­tion than he—more taste. It was a finer men­tal strain in her that made pos­sible her de­pres­sion and loneli­ness. Her poor clothes were neat, and she held her head un­con­sciously in a dainty way.

			“Do you think I could get some­thing?” she asked.

			“Sure,” he said, reach­ing over and filling her cup with tea. “I’ll help you.”

			She looked at him, and he laughed re­as­sur­ingly.

			“Now I’ll tell you what we’ll do. We’ll go over here to Part­ridge’s and you pick out what you want. Then we’ll look around for a room for you. You can leave the things there. Then we’ll go to the show to­night.”

			Car­rie shook her head.

			“Well, you can go out to the flat then, that’s all right. You don’t need to stay in the room. Just take it and leave your things there.”

			She hung in doubt about this un­til the din­ner was over.

			“Let’s go over and look at the jack­ets,” he said.

			To­geth­er they went. In the store they found that shine and rustle of new things which im­me­di­ately laid hold of Car­rie’s heart. Un­der the in­flu­ence of a good din­ner and Drou­et’s ra­di­at­ing pres­ence, the scheme pro­posed seemed feas­ible. She looked about and picked a jack­et like the one which she had ad­mired at The Fair. When she got it in her hand it seemed so much nicer. The sales­wo­man helped her on with it, and, by ac­ci­dent, it fit­ted per­fectly. Drou­et’s face lightened as he saw the im­prove­ment. She looked quite smart.

			“That’s the thing,” he said.

			Car­rie turned be­fore the glass. She could not help feel­ing pleased as she looked at her­self. A warm glow crept in­to her cheeks.

			“That’s the thing,” said Drou­et. “Now pay for it.”

			“It’s nine dol­lars,” said Car­rie.

			“That’s all right—take it,” said Drou­et.

			She reached in her purse and took out one of the bills. The wo­man asked if she would wear the coat and went off. In a few minutes she was back and the pur­chase was closed.

			From Part­ridge’s they went to a shoe store, where Car­rie was fit­ted for shoes. Drou­et stood by, and when he saw how nice they looked, said, “Wear them.” Car­rie shook her head, how­ever. She was think­ing of re­turn­ing to the flat. He bought her a purse for one thing, and a pair of gloves for an­oth­er, and let her buy the stock­ings.

			“To­mor­row,” he said, “you come down here and buy your­self a skirt.”

			In all of Car­rie’s ac­tions there was a touch of mis­giv­ing. The deep­er she sank in­to the en­tan­gle­ment, the more she ima­gined that the thing hung upon the few re­main­ing things she had not done. Since she had not done these, there was a way out.

			Drou­et knew a place in Wa­bash Av­en­ue where there were rooms. He showed Car­rie the out­side of these, and said: “Now, you’re my sis­ter.” He car­ried the ar­range­ment off with an easy hand when it came to the se­lec­tion, look­ing around, cri­ti­cising, opin­ing. “Her trunk will be here in a day or so,” he ob­served to the land­lady, who was very pleased.

			When they were alone, Drou­et did not change in the least. He talked in the same gen­er­al way as if they were out in the street. Car­rie left her things.

			“Now,” said Drou­et, “why don’t you move to­night?”

			“Oh, I can’t,” said Car­rie.

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t want to leave them so.”

			He took that up as they walked along the av­en­ue. It was a warm af­ter­noon. The sun had come out and the wind had died down. As he talked with Car­rie, he se­cured an ac­cur­ate de­tail of the at­mo­sphere of the flat.

			“Come out of it,” he said, “they won’t care. I’ll help you get along.”

			She listened un­til her mis­giv­ings van­ished. He would show her about a little and then help her get some­thing. He really ima­gined that he would. He would be out on the road and she could be work­ing.

			“Now, I’ll tell you what you do,” he said, “you go out there and get whatever you want and come away.”

			She thought a long time about this. Fi­nally she agreed. He would come out as far as Pe­or­ia Street and wait for her. She was to meet him at half-past eight. At half-past five she reached home, and at six her de­term­in­a­tion was hardened.

			“So you didn’t get it?” said Min­nie, re­fer­ring to Car­rie’s story of the Bo­ston Store.

			Car­rie looked at her out of the corner of her eye. “No,” she answered.

			“I don’t think you’d bet­ter try any more this fall,” said Min­nie.

			Car­rie said noth­ing.

			When Han­son came home he wore the same in­scrut­able de­mean­our. He washed in si­lence and went off to read his pa­per. At din­ner Car­rie felt a little nervous. The strain of her own plans was con­sid­er­able, and the feel­ing that she was not wel­come here was strong.

			“Didn’t find any­thing, eh?” said Han­son.

			“No.”

			He turned to his eat­ing again, the thought that it was a bur­den to have her here dwell­ing in his mind. She would have to go home, that was all. Once she was away, there would be no more com­ing back in the spring.

			Car­rie was afraid of what she was go­ing to do, but she was re­lieved to know that this con­di­tion was end­ing. They would not care. Han­son par­tic­u­larly would be glad when she went. He would not care what be­came of her.

			After din­ner she went in­to the bath­room, where they could not dis­turb her, and wrote a little note.

			“Good­bye, Min­nie,” it read. “I’m not go­ing home. I’m go­ing to stay in Chica­go a little while and look for work. Don’t worry. I’ll be all right.”

			In the front room Han­son was read­ing his pa­per. As usu­al, she helped Min­nie clear away the dishes and straight­en up. Then she said:

			“I guess I’ll stand down at the door a little while.” She could scarcely pre­vent her voice from trem­bling.

			Min­nie re­membered Han­son’s re­mon­strance.

			“Sven doesn’t think it looks good to stand down there,” she said.

			“Doesn’t he?” said Car­rie. “I won’t do it any more after this.”

			She put on her hat and fid­geted around the table in the little bed­room, won­der­ing where to slip the note. Fi­nally she put it un­der Min­nie’s hair­brush.

			When she had closed the hall-door, she paused a mo­ment and wondered what they would think. Some thought of the queer­ness of her deed af­fected her. She went slowly down the stairs. She looked back up the lighted step, and then af­fected to stroll up the street. When she reached the corner she quickened her pace.

			As she was hur­ry­ing away, Han­son came back to his wife.

			“Is Car­rie down at the door again?” he asked.

			“Yes,” said Min­nie; “she said she wasn’t go­ing to do it any more.”

			He went over to the baby where it was play­ing on the floor and began to poke his fin­ger at it.

			Drou­et was on the corner wait­ing, in good spir­its.

			“Hello, Car­rie,” he said, as a sprightly fig­ure of a girl drew near him. “Got here safe, did you? Well, we’ll take a car.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				In­tim­a­tions by Winter: An Am­bas­sad­or Summoned

			
			Among the forces which sweep and play through­out the uni­verse, un­tutored man is but a wisp in the wind. Our civil­isa­tion is still in a middle stage, scarcely beast, in that it is no longer wholly guided by in­stinct; scarcely hu­man, in that it is not yet wholly guided by reas­on. On the ti­ger no re­spons­ib­il­ity rests. We see him aligned by nature with the forces of life—he is born in­to their keep­ing and without thought he is pro­tec­ted. We see man far re­moved from the lairs of the jungles, his in­nate in­stincts dulled by too near an ap­proach to free-will, his free-will not suf­fi­ciently de­veloped to re­place his in­stincts and af­ford him per­fect guid­ance. He is be­com­ing too wise to hearken al­ways to in­stincts and de­sires; he is still too weak to al­ways pre­vail against them. As a beast, the forces of life aligned him with them; as a man, he has not yet wholly learned to align him­self with the forces. In this in­ter­me­di­ate stage he wavers—neither drawn in har­mony with nature by his in­stincts nor yet wisely put­ting him­self in­to har­mony by his own free-will. He is even as a wisp in the wind, moved by every breath of pas­sion, act­ing now by his will and now by his in­stincts, erring with one, only to re­trieve by the oth­er, fall­ing by one, only to rise by the oth­er—a creature of in­cal­cul­able vari­ab­il­ity. We have the con­sol­a­tion of know­ing that evol­u­tion is ever in ac­tion, that the ideal is a light that can­not fail. He will not forever bal­ance thus between good and evil. When this jangle of free-will and in­stinct shall have been ad­jus­ted, when per­fect un­der­stand­ing has giv­en the former the power to re­place the lat­ter en­tirely, man will no longer vary. The needle of un­der­stand­ing will yet point stead­fast and un­waver­ing to the dis­tant pole of truth.

			In Car­rie—as in how many of our world­lings do they not?—in­stinct and reas­on, de­sire and un­der­stand­ing, were at war for the mas­tery. She fol­lowed whith­er her crav­ing led. She was as yet more drawn than she drew.

			When Min­nie found the note next morn­ing, after a night of mingled won­der and anxi­ety, which was not ex­actly touched by yearn­ing, sor­row, or love, she ex­claimed: “Well, what do you think of that?”

			“What?” said Han­son.

			“Sis­ter Car­rie has gone to live some­where else.”

			Han­son jumped out of bed with more celer­ity than he usu­ally dis­played and looked at the note. The only in­dic­a­tion of his thoughts came in the form of a little click­ing sound made by his tongue; the sound some people make when they wish to urge on a horse.

			“Where do you sup­pose she’s gone to?” said Min­nie, thor­oughly aroused.

			“I don’t know,” a touch of cyn­icism light­ing his eye. “Now she has gone and done it.”

			Min­nie moved her head in a puzzled way.

			“Oh, oh,” she said, “she doesn’t know what she has done.”

			“Well,” said Han­son, after a while, stick­ing his hands out be­fore him, “what can you do?”

			Min­nie’s wo­manly nature was high­er than this. She figured the pos­sib­il­it­ies in such cases.

			“Oh,” she said at last, “poor Sis­ter Car­rie!”

			At the time of this par­tic­u­lar con­ver­sa­tion, which oc­curred at 5 a.m., that little sol­dier of for­tune was sleep­ing a rather troubled sleep in her new room, alone.

			Car­rie’s new state was re­mark­able in that she saw pos­sib­il­it­ies in it. She was no sen­su­al­ist, long­ing to drowse sleepily in the lap of lux­ury. She turned about, troubled by her dar­ing, glad of her re­lease, won­der­ing wheth­er she would get some­thing to do, won­der­ing what Drou­et would do. That worthy had his fu­ture fixed for him bey­ond a perad­ven­ture. He could not help what he was go­ing to do. He could not see clearly enough to wish to do dif­fer­ently. He was drawn by his in­nate de­sire to act the old pur­su­ing part. He would need to de­light him­self with Car­rie as surely as he would need to eat his heavy break­fast. He might suf­fer the least rudi­ment­ary twinge of con­science in whatever he did, and in just so far he was evil and sin­ning. But whatever twinges of con­science he might have would be rudi­ment­ary, you may be sure.

			The next day he called upon Car­rie, and she saw him in her cham­ber. He was the same jolly, en­liven­ing soul.

			“Aw,” he said, “what are you look­ing so blue about? Come on out to break­fast. You want to get your oth­er clothes today.”

			Car­rie looked at him with the hue of shift­ing thought in her large eyes.

			“I wish I could get some­thing to do,” she said.

			“You’ll get that all right,” said Drou­et. “What’s the use wor­ry­ing right now? Get your­self fixed up. See the city. I won’t hurt you.”

			“I know you won’t,” she re­marked, half truth­fully.

			“Got on the new shoes, haven’t you? Stick ’em out. George, they look fine. Put on your jack­et.”

			Car­rie obeyed.

			“Say, that fits like a T, don’t it?” he re­marked, feel­ing the set of it at the waist and eye­ing it from a few paces with real pleas­ure. “What you need now is a new skirt. Let’s go to break­fast.”

			Car­rie put on her hat.

			“Where are the gloves?” he in­quired.

			“Here,” she said, tak­ing them out of the bur­eau draw­er.

			“Now, come on,” he said.

			Thus the first hour of mis­giv­ing was swept away.

			It went this way on every oc­ca­sion. Drou­et did not leave her much alone. She had time for some lone wan­der­ings, but mostly he filled her hours with sight­see­ing. At Car­son, Pir­ie’s he bought her a nice skirt and shirt waist. With his money she pur­chased the little ne­ces­sar­ies of toi­let, un­til at last she looked quite an­oth­er maid­en. The mir­ror con­vinced her of a few things which she had long be­lieved. She was pretty, yes, in­deed! How nice her hat set, and wer­en’t her eyes pretty. She caught her little red lip with her teeth and felt her first thrill of power. Drou­et was so good.

			They went to see The Mi­kado one even­ing, an op­era which was hil­ari­ously pop­u­lar at that time. Be­fore go­ing, they made off for the Wind­sor din­ing-room, which was in Dear­born Street, a con­sid­er­able dis­tance from Car­rie’s room. It was blow­ing up cold, and out of her win­dow Car­rie could see the west­ern sky, still pink with the fad­ing light, but steely blue at the top where it met the dark­ness. A long, thin cloud of pink hung in midair, shaped like some is­land in a far-off sea. Some­how the sway­ing of some dead branches of trees across the way brought back the pic­ture with which she was fa­mil­i­ar when she looked from their front win­dow in Decem­ber days at home.

			She paused and wrung her little hands.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” said Drou­et.

			“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, her lip trem­bling.

			He sensed some­thing, and slipped his arm over her shoulder, pat­ting her arm.

			“Come on,” he said gently, “you’re all right.”

			She turned to slip on her jack­et.

			“Bet­ter wear that boa about your throat to­night.”

			They walked north on Wa­bash to Adams Street and then west. The lights in the stores were already shin­ing out in gushes of golden hue. The arc lights were sput­ter­ing over­head, and high up were the lighted win­dows of the tall of­fice build­ings. The chill wind whipped in and out in gusty breaths. Home­ward bound, the six o’clock throng bumped and jostled. Light over­coats were turned up about the ears, hats were pulled down. Little shop-girls went flut­ter­ing by in pairs and fours, chat­ter­ing, laugh­ing. It was a spec­tacle of warm-blooded hu­man­ity.

			Sud­denly a pair of eyes met Car­rie’s in re­cog­ni­tion. They were look­ing out from a group of poorly dressed girls. Their clothes were faded and loose-hanging, their jack­ets old, their gen­er­al makeup shabby.

			Car­rie re­cog­nised the glance and the girl. She was one of those who worked at the ma­chines in the shoe fact­ory. The lat­ter looked, not quite sure, and then turned her head and looked. Car­rie felt as if some great tide had rolled between them. The old dress and the old ma­chine came back. She ac­tu­ally star­ted. Drou­et didn’t no­tice un­til Car­rie bumped in­to a ped­es­tri­an.

			“You must be think­ing,” he said.

			They dined and went to the theatre. That spec­tacle pleased Car­rie im­mensely. The col­our and grace of it caught her eye. She had vain ima­gin­ings about place and power, about far-off lands and mag­ni­fi­cent people. When it was over, the clat­ter of coaches and the throng of fine ladies made her stare.

			“Wait a minute,” said Drou­et, hold­ing her back in the showy foy­er where ladies and gen­tle­men were mov­ing in a so­cial crush, skirts rust­ling, lace-covered heads nod­ding, white teeth show­ing through par­ted lips. “Let’s see.”

			“Sixty-sev­en,” the coach-caller was say­ing, his voice lif­ted in a sort of eu­pho­ni­ous cry. “Sixty-sev­en.”

			“Isn’t it fine?” said Car­rie.

			“Great,” said Drou­et. He was as much af­fected by this show of finery and gayety as she. He pressed her arm warmly. Once she looked up, her even teeth glisten­ing through her smil­ing lips, her eyes alight. As they were mov­ing out he whispered down to her, “You look lovely!” They were right where the coach-caller was swinging open a coach-door and ush­er­ing in two ladies.

			“You stick to me and we’ll have a coach,” laughed Drou­et.

			Car­rie scarcely heard, her head was so full of the swirl of life.

			They stopped in at a res­taur­ant for a little after-theatre lunch. Just a shade of a thought of the hour entered Car­rie’s head, but there was no house­hold law to gov­ern her now. If any habits ever had time to fix upon her, they would have op­er­ated here. Habits are pe­cu­li­ar things. They will drive the really non-re­li­gious mind out of bed to say pray­ers that are only a cus­tom and not a de­vo­tion. The vic­tim of habit, when he has neg­lected the thing which it was his cus­tom to do, feels a little scratch­ing in the brain, a little ir­rit­at­ing some­thing which comes of be­ing out of the rut, and ima­gines it to be the prick of con­science, the still, small voice that is ur­ging him ever to right­eous­ness. If the di­gres­sion is un­usu­al enough, the drag of habit will be heavy enough to cause the un­reas­on­ing vic­tim to re­turn and per­form the per­func­tory thing. “Now, bless me,” says such a mind, “I have done my duty,” when, as a mat­ter of fact, it has merely done its old, un­break­able trick once again.

			Car­rie had no ex­cel­lent home prin­ciples fixed upon her. If she had, she would have been more con­sciously dis­tressed. Now the lunch went off with con­sid­er­able warmth. Un­der the in­flu­ence of the var­ied oc­cur­rences, the fine, in­vis­ible pas­sion which was em­an­at­ing from Drou­et, the food, the still un­usu­al lux­ury, she re­laxed and heard with open ears. She was again the vic­tim of the city’s hyp­not­ic in­flu­ence.

			“Well,” said Drou­et at last, “we had bet­ter be go­ing.”

			They had been dawdling over the dishes, and their eyes had fre­quently met. Car­rie could not help but feel the vi­bra­tion of force which fol­lowed, which, in­deed, was his gaze. He had a way of touch­ing her hand in ex­plan­a­tion, as if to im­press a fact upon her. He touched it now as he spoke of go­ing.

			They arose and went out in­to the street. The down­town sec­tion was now bare, save for a few whist­ling strollers, a few owl cars, a few open re­sorts whose win­dows were still bright. Out Wa­bash Av­en­ue they strolled, Drou­et still pour­ing forth his volume of small in­form­a­tion. He had Car­rie’s arm in his, and held it closely as he ex­plained. Once in a while, after some wit­ti­cism, he would look down, and his eyes would meet hers. At last they came to the steps, and Car­rie stood up on the first one, her head now com­ing even with his own. He took her hand and held it gen­i­ally. He looked stead­ily at her as she glanced about, warmly mus­ing.

			At about that hour, Min­nie was soundly sleep­ing, after a long even­ing of troubled thought. She had her el­bow in an awk­ward po­s­i­tion un­der her side. The muscles so held ir­rit­ated a few nerves, and now a vague scene floated in on the drowsy mind. She fan­cied she and Car­rie were some­where be­side an old coal-mine. She could see the tall run­way and the heap of earth and coal cast out. There was a deep pit, in­to which they were look­ing; they could see the curi­ous wet stones far down where the wall dis­ap­peared in vague shad­ows. An old bas­ket, used for des­cend­ing, was hanging there, fastened by a worn rope.

			“Let’s get in,” said Car­rie.

			“Oh, no,” said Min­nie.

			“Yes, come on,” said Car­rie.

			She began to pull the bas­ket over, and now, in spite of all protest, she had swung over and was go­ing down.

			“Car­rie,” she called, “Car­rie, come back”; but Car­rie was far down now and the shad­ow had swal­lowed her com­pletely.

			She moved her arm.

			Now the mys­tic scenery merged queerly and the place was by wa­ters she had nev­er seen. They were upon some board or ground or some­thing that reached far out, and at the end of this was Car­rie. They looked about, and now the thing was sink­ing, and Min­nie heard the low sip of the en­croach­ing wa­ter.

			“Come on, Car­rie,” she called, but Car­rie was reach­ing farther out. She seemed to re­cede, and now it was dif­fi­cult to call to her.

			“Car­rie,” she called, “Car­rie,” but her own voice soun­ded far away, and the strange wa­ters were blur­ring everything. She came away suf­fer­ing as though she had lost some­thing. She was more in­ex­press­ibly sad than she had ever been in life.

			It was this way through many shifts of the tired brain, those curi­ous phantoms of the spir­it slip­ping in, blur­ring strange scenes, one with the oth­er. The last one made her cry out, for Car­rie was slip­ping away some­where over a rock, and her fin­gers had let loose and she had seen her fall­ing.

			“Min­nie! What’s the mat­ter? Here, wake up,” said Han­son, dis­turbed, and shak­ing her by the shoulder.

			“Wha—what’s the mat­ter?” said Min­nie, drowsily.

			“Wake up,” he said, “and turn over. You’re talk­ing in your sleep.”

			A week or so later Drou­et strolled in­to Fitzger­ald and Moy’s, spruce in dress and man­ner.

			“Hello, Char­ley,” said Hurst­wood, look­ing out from his of­fice door.

			Drou­et strolled over and looked in upon the man­ager at his desk.

			“When do you go out on the road again?” he in­quired.

			“Pretty soon,” said Drou­et.

			“Haven’t seen much of you this trip,” said Hurst­wood.

			“Well, I’ve been busy,” said Drou­et.

			They talked some few minutes on gen­er­al top­ics.

			“Say,” said Drou­et, as if struck by a sud­den idea, “I want you to come out some even­ing.”

			“Out where?” in­quired Hurst­wood.

			“Out to my house, of course,” said Drou­et, smil­ing.

			Hurst­wood looked up quiz­zically, the least sug­ges­tion of a smile hov­er­ing about his lips. He stud­ied the face of Drou­et in his wise way, and then with the de­mean­our of a gen­tle­man, said: “Cer­tainly; glad to.”

			“We’ll have a nice game of eu­chre.”

			“May I bring a nice little bottle of Sec?” asked Hurst­wood.

			“Cer­tainly,” said Drou­et. “I’ll in­tro­duce you.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Con­ven­tion’s Own Tinder­box: The Eye That Is Green

			
			Hurst­wood’s res­id­ence on the North Side, near Lin­coln Park, was a brick build­ing of a very pop­u­lar type then, a three-story af­fair with the first floor sunk a very little be­low the level of the street. It had a large bay win­dow bul­ging out from the second floor, and was graced in front by a small grassy plot, twenty-five feet wide and ten feet deep. There was also a small rear yard, walled in by the fences of the neigh­bours and hold­ing a stable where he kept his horse and trap.

			The ten rooms of the house were oc­cu­pied by him­self, his wife Ju­lia, and his son and daugh­ter, George, Jr., and Jes­sica. There were be­sides these a maid­ser­vant, rep­res­en­ted from time to time by girls of vari­ous ex­trac­tion, for Mrs. Hurst­wood was not al­ways easy to please.

			“George, I let Mary go yes­ter­day,” was not an un­fre­quent sa­luta­tion at the din­ner table.

			“All right,” was his only reply. He had long since wear­ied of dis­cuss­ing the rancor­ous sub­ject.

			A lovely home at­mo­sphere is one of the flowers of the world, than which there is noth­ing more tender, noth­ing more del­ic­ate, noth­ing more cal­cu­lated to make strong and just the natures cradled and nour­ished with­in it. Those who have nev­er ex­per­i­enced such a be­ne­fi­cent in­flu­ence will not un­der­stand where­fore the tear springs glisten­ing to the eye­lids at some strange breath in lovely mu­sic. The mys­tic chords which bind and thrill the heart of the na­tion, they will nev­er know.

			Hurst­wood’s res­id­ence could scarcely be said to be in­fused with this home spir­it. It lacked that tol­er­a­tion and re­gard without which the home is noth­ing. There was fine fur­niture, ar­ranged as sooth­ingly as the artist­ic per­cep­tion of the oc­cu­pants war­ran­ted. There were soft rugs, rich, up­holstered chairs and di­vans, a grand pi­ano, a marble carving of some un­known Venus by some un­known artist, and a num­ber of small bronzes gathered from heav­en knows where, but gen­er­ally sold by the large fur­niture houses along with everything else which goes to make the “per­fectly ap­poin­ted house.”

			In the din­ing-room stood a side­board laden with glisten­ing de­canters and oth­er util­it­ies and or­na­ments in glass, the ar­range­ment of which could not be ques­tioned. Here was some­thing Hurst­wood knew about. He had stud­ied the sub­ject for years in his busi­ness. He took no little sat­is­fac­tion in telling each Mary, shortly after she ar­rived, some­thing of what the art of the thing re­quired. He was not gar­rulous by any means. On the con­trary, there was a fine re­serve in his man­ner to­ward the en­tire do­mest­ic eco­nomy of his life which was all that is com­pre­hen­ded by the pop­u­lar term, gen­tle­manly. He would not ar­gue, he would not talk freely. In his man­ner was some­thing of the dog­mat­ist. What he could not cor­rect, he would ig­nore. There was a tend­ency in him to walk away from the im­possible thing.

			There was a time when he had been con­sid­er­ably en­am­oured of his Jes­sica, es­pe­cially when he was young­er and more con­fined in his suc­cess. Now, how­ever, in her sev­en­teenth year, Jes­sica had de­veloped a cer­tain amount of re­serve and in­de­pend­ence which was not in­vit­ing to the richest form of par­ent­al de­vo­tion. She was in the high school, and had no­tions of life which were de­cidedly those of a pa­tri­cian. She liked nice clothes and urged for them con­stantly. Thoughts of love and el­eg­ant in­di­vidu­al es­tab­lish­ments were run­ning in her head. She met girls at the high school whose par­ents were truly rich and whose fath­ers had stand­ing loc­ally as part­ners or own­ers of sol­id busi­nesses. These girls gave them­selves the airs be­fit­ting the thriv­ing do­mest­ic es­tab­lish­ments from whence they is­sued. They were the only ones of the school about whom Jes­sica con­cerned her­self.

			Young Hurst­wood, Jr., was in his twen­ti­eth year, and was already con­nec­ted in a prom­ising ca­pa­city with a large real es­tate firm. He con­trib­uted noth­ing for the do­mest­ic ex­penses of the fam­ily, but was thought to be sav­ing his money to in­vest in real es­tate. He had some abil­ity, con­sid­er­able van­ity, and a love of pleas­ure that had not, as yet, in­fringed upon his du­ties, whatever they were. He came in and went out, pur­su­ing his own plans and fan­cies, ad­dress­ing a few words to his moth­er oc­ca­sion­ally, re­lat­ing some little in­cid­ent to his fath­er, but for the most part con­fin­ing him­self to those gen­er­al­it­ies with which most con­ver­sa­tion con­cerns it­self. He was not lay­ing bare his de­sires for any­one to see. He did not find any­one in the house who par­tic­u­larly cared to see.

			Mrs. Hurst­wood was the type of the wo­man who has ever en­deav­oured to shine and has been more or less chag­rined at the evid­ences of su­per­i­or cap­ab­il­ity in this dir­ec­tion else­where. Her know­ledge of life ex­ten­ded to that little con­ven­tion­al round of so­ci­ety of which she was not—but longed to be—a mem­ber. She was not without real­isa­tion already that this thing was im­possible, so far as she was con­cerned. For her daugh­ter, she hoped bet­ter things. Through Jes­sica she might rise a little. Through George, Jr.’s, pos­sible suc­cess she might draw to her­self the priv­ilege of point­ing proudly. Even Hurst­wood was do­ing well enough, and she was anxious that his small real es­tate ad­ven­tures should prosper. His prop­erty hold­ings, as yet, were rather small, but his in­come was pleas­ing and his po­s­i­tion with Fitzger­ald and Moy was fixed. Both those gen­tle­men were on pleas­ant and rather in­form­al terms with him.

			The at­mo­sphere which such per­son­al­it­ies would cre­ate must be ap­par­ent to all. It worked out in a thou­sand little con­ver­sa­tions, all of which were of the same cal­ibre.

			“I’m go­ing up to Fox Lake to­mor­row,” an­nounced George, Jr., at the din­ner table one Fri­day even­ing.

			“What’s go­ing on up there?” quer­ied Mrs. Hurst­wood.

			“Ed­die Fahr­way’s got a new steam launch, and he wants me to come up and see how it works.”

			“How much did it cost him?” asked his moth­er.

			“Oh, over two thou­sand dol­lars. He says it’s a dandy.”

			“Old Fahr­way must be mak­ing money,” put in Hurst­wood.

			“He is, I guess. Jack told me they were ship­ping Vega-cura to Aus­tralia now—said they sent a whole box to Cape Town last week.”

			“Just think of that!” said Mrs. Hurst­wood, “and only four years ago they had that base­ment in Madis­on Street.”

			“Jack told me they were go­ing to put up a six-story build­ing next spring in Robey Street.”

			“Just think of that!” said Jes­sica.

			On this par­tic­u­lar oc­ca­sion Hurst­wood wished to leave early.

			“I guess I’ll be go­ing down­town,” he re­marked, rising.

			“Are we go­ing to McVick­ar’s Monday?” ques­tioned Mrs. Hurst­wood, without rising.

			“Yes,” he said in­dif­fer­ently.

			They went on din­ing, while he went up­stairs for his hat and coat. Presently the door clicked.

			“I guess papa’s gone,” said Jes­sica.

			The lat­ter’s school news was of a par­tic­u­lar stripe.

			“They’re go­ing to give a per­form­ance in the Ly­ceum, up­stairs,” she re­por­ted one day, “and I’m go­ing to be in it.”

			“Are you?” said her moth­er.

			“Yes, and I’ll have to have a new dress. Some of the nicest girls in the school are go­ing to be in it. Miss Palmer is go­ing to take the part of Por­tia.”

			“Is she?” said Mrs. Hurst­wood.

			“They’ve got that Martha Gris­wold in it again. She thinks she can act.”

			“Her fam­ily doesn’t amount to any­thing, does it?” said Mrs. Hurst­wood sym­path­et­ic­ally. “They haven’t any­thing, have they?”

			“No,” re­turned Jes­sica, “they’re poor as church mice.”

			She dis­tin­guished very care­fully between the young boys of the school, many of whom were at­trac­ted by her beauty.

			“What do you think?” she re­marked to her moth­er one even­ing; “that Her­bert Crane tried to make friends with me.”

			“Who is he, my dear?” in­quired Mrs. Hurst­wood.

			“Oh, no one,” said Jes­sica, purs­ing her pretty lips. “He’s just a stu­dent there. He hasn’t any­thing.”

			The oth­er half of this pic­ture came when young Bly­ford, son of Bly­ford, the soap man­u­fac­turer, walked home with her. Mrs. Hurst­wood was on the third floor, sit­ting in a rock­ing-chair read­ing, and happened to look out at the time.

			“Who was that with you, Jes­sica?” she in­quired, as Jes­sica came up­stairs.

			“It’s Mr. Bly­ford, mamma,” she replied.

			“Is it?” said Mrs. Hurst­wood.

			“Yes, and he wants me to stroll over in­to the park with him,” ex­plained Jes­sica, a little flushed with run­ning up the stairs.

			“All right, my dear,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood. “Don’t be gone long.”

			As the two went down the street, she glanced in­ter­estedly out of the win­dow. It was a most sat­is­fact­ory spec­tacle in­deed, most sat­is­fact­ory.

			In this at­mo­sphere Hurst­wood had moved for a num­ber of years, not think­ing deeply con­cern­ing it. His was not the or­der of nature to trouble for some­thing bet­ter, un­less the bet­ter was im­me­di­ately and sharply con­tras­ted. As it was, he re­ceived and gave, ir­rit­ated some­times by the little dis­plays of selfish in­dif­fer­ence, pleased at times by some show of finery which sup­posedly made for dig­nity and so­cial dis­tinc­tion. The life of the re­sort which he man­aged was his life. There he spent most of his time. When he went home even­ings the house looked nice. With rare ex­cep­tions the meals were ac­cept­able, be­ing the kind that an or­din­ary ser­vant can ar­range. In part, he was in­ter­ested in the talk of his son and daugh­ter, who al­ways looked well. The van­ity of Mrs. Hurst­wood caused her to keep her per­son rather show­ily ar­rayed, but to Hurst­wood this was much bet­ter than plain­ness. There was no love lost between them. There was no great feel­ing of dis­sat­is­fac­tion. Her opin­ion on any sub­ject was not start­ling. They did not talk enough to­geth­er to come to the ar­gu­ment of any one point. In the ac­cep­ted and pop­u­lar phrase, she had her ideas and he had his. Once in a while he would meet a wo­man whose youth, spright­li­ness, and hu­mour would make his wife seem rather de­fi­cient by con­trast, but the tem­por­ary dis­sat­is­fac­tion which such an en­counter might arouse would be coun­ter­bal­anced by his so­cial po­s­i­tion and a cer­tain mat­ter of policy. He could not com­plic­ate his home life, be­cause it might af­fect his re­la­tions with his em­ploy­ers. They wanted no scan­dals. A man, to hold his po­s­i­tion, must have a dig­ni­fied man­ner, a clean re­cord, a re­spect­able home an­chor­age. There­fore he was cir­cum­spect in all he did, and whenev­er he ap­peared in the pub­lic ways in the af­ter­noon, or on Sunday, it was with his wife, and some­times his chil­dren. He would vis­it the loc­al re­sorts, or those near by in Wis­con­sin, and spend a few stiff, pol­ished days strolling about con­ven­tion­al places do­ing con­ven­tion­al things. He knew the need of it.

			When some one of the many middle-class in­di­vidu­als whom he knew, who had money, would get in­to trouble, he would shake his head. It didn’t do to talk about those things. If it came up for dis­cus­sion among such friends as with him passed for close, he would de­prec­ate the folly of the thing. “It was all right to do it—all men do those things—but why wasn’t he care­ful? A man can’t be too care­ful.” He lost sym­pathy for the man that made a mis­take and was found out.

			On this ac­count he still de­voted some time to show­ing his wife about—time which would have been wear­i­some in­deed if it had not been for the people he would meet and the little en­joy­ments which did not de­pend upon her pres­ence or ab­sence. He watched her with con­sid­er­able curi­os­ity at times, for she was still at­tract­ive in a way and men looked at her. She was af­fable, vain, sub­ject to flat­tery, and this com­bin­a­tion, he knew quite well, might pro­duce a tragedy in a wo­man of her home po­s­i­tion. Ow­ing to his or­der of mind, his con­fid­ence in the sex was not great. His wife nev­er pos­sessed the vir­tues which would win the con­fid­ence and ad­mir­a­tion of a man of his nature. As long as she loved him vig­or­ously he could see how con­fid­ence could be, but when that was no longer the bind­ing chain—well, some­thing might hap­pen.

			Dur­ing the last year or two the ex­penses of the fam­ily seemed a large thing. Jes­sica wanted fine clothes, and Mrs. Hurst­wood, not to be out­shone by her daugh­ter, also fre­quently en­livened her ap­par­el. Hurst­wood had said noth­ing in the past, but one day he mur­mured.

			“Jes­sica must have a new dress this month,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood one morn­ing.

			Hurst­wood was ar­ray­ing him­self in one of his per­fec­tion vests be­fore the glass at the time.

			“I thought she just bought one,” he said.

			“That was just some­thing for even­ing wear,” re­turned his wife com­pla­cently.

			“It seems to me,” re­turned Hurst­wood, “that she’s spend­ing a good deal for dresses of late.”

			“Well, she’s go­ing out more,” con­cluded his wife, but the tone of his voice im­pressed her as con­tain­ing some­thing she had not heard there be­fore.

			He was not a man who trav­elled much, but when he did, he had been ac­cus­tomed to take her along. On one oc­ca­sion re­cently a loc­al al­der­man­ic jun­ket had been ar­ranged to vis­it Phil­adelphia—a jun­ket that was to last ten days. Hurst­wood had been in­vited.

			“Nobody knows us down there,” said one, a gen­tle­man whose face was a slight im­prove­ment over gross ig­nor­ance and sen­su­al­ity. He al­ways wore a silk hat of most im­pos­ing pro­por­tions. “We can have a good time.” His left eye moved with just the semb­lance of a wink. “You want to come along, George.”

			The next day Hurst­wood an­nounced his in­ten­tion to his wife.

			“I’m go­ing away, Ju­lia,” he said, “for a few days.”

			“Where?” she asked, look­ing up.

			“To Phil­adelphia, on busi­ness.”

			She looked at him con­sciously, ex­pect­ing some­thing else.

			“I’ll have to leave you be­hind this time.”

			“All right,” she replied, but he could see that she was think­ing that it was a curi­ous thing. Be­fore he went she asked him a few more ques­tions, and that ir­rit­ated him. He began to feel that she was a dis­agree­able at­tach­ment.

			On this trip he en­joyed him­self thor­oughly, and when it was over he was sorry to get back. He was not will­ingly a pre­var­ic­at­or, and hated thor­oughly to make ex­plan­a­tions con­cern­ing it. The whole in­cid­ent was glossed over with gen­er­al re­marks, but Mrs. Hurst­wood gave the sub­ject con­sid­er­able thought. She drove out more, dressed bet­ter, and at­ten­ded theatres freely to make up for it.

			Such an at­mo­sphere could hardly come un­der the cat­egory of home life. It ran along by force of habit, by force of con­ven­tion­al opin­ion. With the lapse of time it must ne­ces­sar­ily be­come dry­er and dry­er—must even­tu­ally be tinder, eas­ily lighted and des­troyed.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Coun­sel of Winter: For­tune’s Am­bas­sad­or Calls

			
			In the light of the world’s at­ti­tude to­ward wo­man and her du­ties, the nature of Car­rie’s men­tal state de­serves con­sid­er­a­tion. Ac­tions such as hers are meas­ured by an ar­bit­rary scale. So­ci­ety pos­sesses a con­ven­tion­al stand­ard whereby it judges all things. All men should be good, all wo­men vir­tu­ous. Where­fore, vil­lain, hast thou failed?

			For all the lib­er­al ana­lys­is of Spen­cer and our mod­ern nat­ur­al­ist­ic philo­soph­ers, we have but an in­fant­ile per­cep­tion of mor­als. There is more in the sub­ject than mere con­form­ity to a law of evol­u­tion. It is yet deep­er than con­form­ity to things of earth alone. It is more in­volved than we, as yet, per­ceive. An­swer, first, why the heart thrills; ex­plain where­fore some plaint­ive note goes wan­der­ing about the world, un­dy­ing; make clear the rose’s subtle al­chemy evolving its ruddy lamp in light and rain. In the es­sence of these facts lie the first prin­ciples of mor­als.

			“Oh,” thought Drou­et, “how de­li­cious is my con­quest.”

			“Ah,” thought Car­rie, with mourn­ful mis­giv­ings, “what is it I have lost?”

			Be­fore this world-old pro­pos­i­tion we stand, ser­i­ous, in­ter­ested, con­fused; en­deav­our­ing to evolve the true the­ory of mor­als—the true an­swer to what is right.

			In the view of a cer­tain strat­um of so­ci­ety, Car­rie was com­fort­ably es­tab­lished—in the eyes of the starveling, beaten by every wind and gusty sheet of rain, she was safe in a hal­cy­on har­bour. Drou­et had taken three rooms, fur­nished, in Og­den Place, fa­cing Uni­on Park, on the West Side. That was a little, green-car­peted breath­ing spot, than which, today, there is noth­ing more beau­ti­ful in Chica­go. It af­forded a vista pleas­ant to con­tem­plate. The best room looked out upon the lawn of the park, now sear and brown, where a little lake lay sheltered. Over the bare limbs of the trees, which now swayed in the wintry wind, rose the steeple of the Uni­on Park Con­greg­a­tion­al Church, and far off the towers of sev­er­al oth­ers.

			The rooms were com­fort­ably enough fur­nished. There was a good Brus­sels car­pet on the floor, rich in dull red and lem­on shades, and rep­res­ent­ing large jardin­ières filled with gor­geous, im­possible flowers. There was a large pier-glass mir­ror between the two win­dows. A large, soft, green, plush-covered couch oc­cu­pied one corner, and sev­er­al rock­ing-chairs were set about. Some pic­tures, sev­er­al rugs, a few small pieces of bric-a-brac, and the tale of con­tents is told.

			In the bed­room, off the front room, was Car­rie’s trunk, bought by Drou­et, and in the ward­robe built in­to the wall quite an ar­ray of cloth­ing—more than she had ever pos­sessed be­fore, and of very be­com­ing designs. There was a third room for pos­sible use as a kit­chen, where Drou­et had Car­rie es­tab­lish a little port­able gas stove for the pre­par­a­tion of small lunches, oysters, Welsh rarebits, and the like, of which he was ex­ceed­ingly fond; and, lastly, a bath. The whole place was cozy, in that it was lighted by gas and heated by fur­nace re­gisters, pos­sess­ing also a small grate, set with an as­bes­tos back, a meth­od of cheer­ful warm­ing which was then first com­ing in­to use. By her in­dustry and nat­ur­al love of or­der, which now de­veloped, the place main­tained an air pleas­ing in the ex­treme.

			Here, then, was Car­rie, es­tab­lished in a pleas­ant fash­ion, free of cer­tain dif­fi­culties which most omin­ously con­fron­ted her, laden with many new ones which were of a men­tal or­der, and al­to­geth­er so turned about in all of her earthly re­la­tion­ships that she might well have been a new and dif­fer­ent in­di­vidu­al. She looked in­to her glass and saw a pret­ti­er Car­rie than she had seen be­fore; she looked in­to her mind, a mir­ror pre­pared of her own and the world’s opin­ions, and saw a worse. Between these two im­ages she wavered, hes­it­at­ing which to be­lieve.

			“My, but you’re a little beauty,” Drou­et was wont to ex­claim to her.

			She would look at him with large, pleased eyes.

			“You know it, don’t you?” he would con­tin­ue.

			“Oh, I don’t know,” she would reply, feel­ing de­light in the fact that one should think so, hes­it­at­ing to be­lieve, though she really did, that she was vain enough to think so much of her­self.

			Her con­science, how­ever, was not a Drou­et, in­ter­ested to praise. There she heard a dif­fer­ent voice, with which she ar­gued, pleaded, ex­cused. It was no just and sapi­ent coun­sel­lor, in its last ana­lys­is. It was only an av­er­age little con­science, a thing which rep­res­en­ted the world, her past en­vir­on­ment, habit, con­ven­tion, in a con­fused way. With it, the voice of the people was truly the voice of God.

			“Oh, thou fail­ure!” said the voice.

			“Why?” she ques­tioned.

			“Look at those about,” came the whispered an­swer. “Look at those who are good. How would they scorn to do what you have done. Look at the good girls; how will they draw away from such as you when they know you have been weak. You had not tried be­fore you failed.”

			It was when Car­rie was alone, look­ing out across the park, that she would be listen­ing to this. It would come in­fre­quently—when some­thing else did not in­ter­fere, when the pleas­ant side was not too ap­par­ent, when Drou­et was not there. It was some­what clear in ut­ter­ance at first, but nev­er wholly con­vin­cing. There was al­ways an an­swer, al­ways the Decem­ber days threatened. She was alone; she was de­sire­ful; she was fear­ful of the whist­ling wind. The voice of want made an­swer for her.

			Once the bright days of sum­mer pass by, a city takes on that sombre garb of grey, wrapped in which it goes about its la­bours dur­ing the long winter. Its end­less build­ings look grey, its sky and its streets as­sume a sombre hue; the scattered, leaf­less trees and wind­blown dust and pa­per but add to the gen­er­al solem­nity of col­our. There seems to be some­thing in the chill breezes which scurry through the long, nar­row thor­ough­fares pro­duct­ive of rue­ful thoughts. Not po­ets alone, nor artists, nor that su­per­i­or or­der of mind which ar­rog­ates to it­self all re­fine­ment, feel this, but dogs and all men. These feel as much as the poet, though they have not the same power of ex­pres­sion. The spar­row upon the wire, the cat in the door­way, the dray horse tug­ging his weary load, feel the long, keen breaths of winter. It strikes to the heart of all life, an­im­ate and in­an­im­ate. If it were not for the ar­ti­fi­cial fires of mer­ri­ment, the rush of profit-seek­ing trade, and pleas­ure-selling amuse­ments; if the vari­ous mer­chants failed to make the cus­tom­ary dis­play with­in and without their es­tab­lish­ments; if our streets were not strung with signs of gor­geous hues and thronged with hur­ry­ing pur­chasers, we would quickly dis­cov­er how firmly the chill hand of winter lays upon the heart; how dis­pir­it­ing are the days dur­ing which the sun with­holds a por­tion of our al­low­ance of light and warmth. We are more de­pend­ent upon these things than is of­ten thought. We are in­sects pro­duced by heat, and pass without it.

			In the drag of such a grey day the secret voice would re­as­sert it­self, feebly and more feebly.

			Such men­tal con­flict was not al­ways up­per­most. Car­rie was not by any means a gloomy soul. More, she had not the mind to get firm hold upon a def­in­ite truth. When she could not find her way out of the labyrinth of ill-lo­gic which thought upon the sub­ject cre­ated, she would turn away en­tirely.

			Drou­et, all the time, was con­duct­ing him­self in a mod­el way for one of his sort. He took her about a great deal, spent money upon her, and when he trav­elled took her with him. There were times when she would be alone for two or three days, while he made the short­er cir­cuits of his busi­ness, but, as a rule, she saw a great deal of him.

			“Say, Car­rie,” he said one morn­ing, shortly after they had so es­tab­lished them­selves, “I’ve in­vited my friend Hurst­wood to come out some day and spend the even­ing with us.”

			“Who is he?” asked Car­rie, doubt­fully.

			“Oh, he’s a nice man. He’s man­ager of Fitzger­ald and Moy’s.”

			“What’s that?” said Car­rie.

			“The finest re­sort in town. It’s a way-up, swell place.”

			Car­rie puzzled a mo­ment. She was won­der­ing what Drou­et had told him, what her at­ti­tude would be.

			“That’s all right,” said Drou­et, feel­ing her thought. “He doesn’t know any­thing. You’re Mrs. Drou­et now.”

			There was some­thing about this which struck Car­rie as slightly in­con­sid­er­ate. She could see that Drou­et did not have the keen­est sens­ib­il­it­ies.

			“Why don’t we get mar­ried?” she in­quired, think­ing of the vol­uble prom­ises he had made.

			“Well, we will,” he said, “just as soon as I get this little deal of mine closed up.”

			He was re­fer­ring to some prop­erty which he said he had, and which re­quired so much at­ten­tion, ad­just­ment, and what­not, that some­how or oth­er it in­terfered with his free mor­al, per­son­al ac­tions.

			“Just as soon as I get back from my Den­ver trip in Janu­ary we’ll do it.”

			Car­rie ac­cep­ted this as basis for hope—it was a sort of salve to her con­science, a pleas­ant way out. Un­der the cir­cum­stances, things would be righted. Her ac­tions would be jus­ti­fied.

			She really was not en­am­oured of Drou­et. She was more clev­er than he. In a dim way, she was be­gin­ning to see where he lacked. If it had not been for this, if she had not been able to meas­ure and judge him in a way, she would have been worse off than she was. She would have ad­ored him. She would have been ut­terly wretched in her fear of not gain­ing his af­fec­tion, of los­ing his in­terest, of be­ing swept away and left without an an­chor­age. As it was, she wavered a little, slightly anxious, at first, to gain him com­pletely, but later feel­ing at ease in wait­ing. She was not ex­actly sure what she thought of him—what she wanted to do.

			When Hurst­wood called, she met a man who was more clev­er than Drou­et in a hun­dred ways. He paid that pe­cu­li­ar de­fer­ence to wo­men which every mem­ber of the sex ap­pre­ci­ates. He was not over­awed, he was not over­bold. His great charm was at­tent­ive­ness. Schooled in win­ning those birds of fine feath­er among his own sex, the mer­chants and pro­fes­sion­als who vis­ited his re­sort, he could use even great­er tact when en­deav­our­ing to prove agree­able to someone who charmed him. In a pretty wo­man of any re­fine­ment of feel­ing what­so­ever he found his greatest in­cent­ive. He was mild, pla­cid, as­sured, giv­ing the im­pres­sion that he wished to be of ser­vice only—to do some­thing which would make the lady more pleased.

			Drou­et had abil­ity in this line him­self when the game was worth the candle, but he was too much the egot­ist to reach the pol­ish which Hurst­wood pos­sessed. He was too buoy­ant, too full of ruddy life, too as­sured. He suc­ceeded with many who were not quite schooled in the art of love. He failed dis­mally where the wo­man was slightly ex­per­i­enced and pos­sessed in­nate re­fine­ment. In the case of Car­rie he found a wo­man who was all of the lat­ter, but none of the former. He was lucky in the fact that op­por­tun­ity tumbled in­to his lap, as it were. A few years later, with a little more ex­per­i­ence, the slight­est tide of suc­cess, and he had not been able to ap­proach Car­rie at all.

			“You ought to have a pi­ano here, Drou­et,” said Hurst­wood, smil­ing at Car­rie, on the even­ing in ques­tion, “so that your wife could play.”

			Drou­et had not thought of that.

			“So we ought,” he ob­served read­ily.

			“Oh, I don’t play,” ven­tured Car­rie.

			“It isn’t very dif­fi­cult,” re­turned Hurst­wood. “You could do very well in a few weeks.”

			He was in the best form for en­ter­tain­ing this even­ing. His clothes were par­tic­u­larly new and rich in ap­pear­ance. The coat lapels stood out with that me­di­um stiff­ness which ex­cel­lent cloth pos­sesses. The vest was of a rich Scotch plaid, set with a double row of round moth­er-of-pearl but­tons. His cravat was a shiny com­bin­a­tion of silken threads, not loud, not in­con­spicu­ous. What he wore did not strike the eye so for­cibly as that which Drou­et had on, but Car­rie could see the el­eg­ance of the ma­ter­i­al. Hurst­wood’s shoes were of soft, black calf, pol­ished only to a dull shine. Drou­et wore pat­ent leath­er, but Car­rie could not help feel­ing that there was a dis­tinc­tion in fa­vour of the soft leath­er, where all else was so rich. She no­ticed these things al­most un­con­sciously. They were things which would nat­ur­ally flow from the situ­ation. She was used to Drou­et’s ap­pear­ance.

			“Sup­pose we have a little game of eu­chre?” sug­ges­ted Hurst­wood, after a light round of con­ver­sa­tion. He was rather dex­ter­ous in avoid­ing everything that would sug­gest that he knew any­thing of Car­rie’s past. He kept away from per­son­al­it­ies al­to­geth­er, and con­fined him­self to those things which did not con­cern in­di­vidu­als at all. By his man­ner, he put Car­rie at her ease, and by his de­fer­ence and pleas­ant­ries he amused her. He pre­ten­ded to be ser­i­ously in­ter­ested in all she said.

			“I don’t know how to play,” said Car­rie.

			“Charlie, you are neg­lect­ing a part of your duty,” he ob­served to Drou­et most af­fably. “Between us, though,” he went on, “we can show you.”

			By his tact he made Drou­et feel that he ad­mired his choice. There was some­thing in his man­ner that showed that he was pleased to be there. Drou­et felt really closer to him than ever be­fore. It gave him more re­spect for Car­rie. Her ap­pear­ance came in­to a new light, un­der Hurst­wood’s ap­pre­ci­ation. The situ­ation livened con­sid­er­ably.

			“Now, let me see,” said Hurst­wood, look­ing over Car­rie’s shoulder very de­fer­en­tially. “What have you?” He stud­ied for a mo­ment. “That’s rather good,” he said.

			“You’re lucky. Now, I’ll show you how to trounce your hus­band. You take my ad­vice.”

			“Here,” said Drou­et, “if you two are go­ing to scheme to­geth­er, I won’t stand a ghost of a show. Hurst­wood’s a reg­u­lar sharp.”

			“No, it’s your wife. She brings me luck. Why shouldn’t she win?”

			Car­rie looked grate­fully at Hurst­wood, and smiled at Drou­et. The former took the air of a mere friend. He was simply there to en­joy him­self. Any­thing that Car­rie did was pleas­ing to him, noth­ing more.

			“There,” he said, hold­ing back one of his own good cards, and giv­ing Car­rie a chance to take a trick. “I count that clev­er play­ing for a be­gin­ner.”

			The lat­ter laughed glee­fully as she saw the hand com­ing her way. It was as if she were in­vin­cible when Hurst­wood helped her.

			He did not look at her of­ten. When he did, it was with a mild light in his eye. Not a shade was there of any­thing save gen­i­al­ity and kind­ness. He took back the shifty, clev­er gleam, and re­placed it with one of in­no­cence. Car­rie could not guess but that it was pleas­ure with him in the im­me­di­ate thing. She felt that he con­sidered she was do­ing a great deal.

			“It’s un­fair to let such play­ing go without earn­ing some­thing,” he said after a time, slip­ping his fin­ger in­to the little coin pock­et of his coat. “Let’s play for dimes.”

			“All right,” said Drou­et, fish­ing for bills.

			Hurst­wood was quick­er. His fin­gers were full of new ten-cent pieces. “Here we are,” he said, sup­ply­ing each one with a little stack.

			“Oh, this is gambling,” smiled Car­rie. “It’s bad.”

			“No,” said Drou­et, “only fun. If you nev­er play for more than that, you will go to Heav­en.”

			“Don’t you mor­al­ise,” said Hurst­wood to Car­rie gently, “un­til you see what be­comes of the money.”

			Drou­et smiled.

			“If your hus­band gets them, he’ll tell you how bad it is.”

			Drou­et laughed loud.

			There was such an in­gra­ti­at­ing tone about Hurst­wood’s voice, the in­sinu­ation was so per­cept­ible that even Car­rie got the hu­mour of it.

			“When do you leave?” said Hurst­wood to Drou­et.

			“On Wed­nes­day,” he replied.

			“It’s rather hard to have your hus­band run­ning about like that, isn’t it?” said Hurst­wood, ad­dress­ing Car­rie.

			“She’s go­ing along with me this time,” said Drou­et.

			“You must both go with me to the theatre be­fore you go.”

			“Cer­tainly,” said Drou­et. “Eh, Car­rie?”

			“I’d like it ever so much,” she replied.

			Hurst­wood did his best to see that Car­rie won the money. He re­joiced in her suc­cess, kept count­ing her win­nings, and fi­nally gathered and put them in her ex­ten­ded hand. They spread a little lunch, at which he served the wine, and af­ter­wards he used fine tact in go­ing.

			“Now,” he said, ad­dress­ing first Car­rie and then Drou­et with his eyes, “you must be ready at 7:30. I’ll come and get you.”

			They went with him to the door and there was his cab wait­ing, its red lamps gleam­ing cheer­fully in the shad­ow.

			“Now,” he ob­served to Drou­et, with a tone of good-fel­low­ship, “when you leave your wife alone, you must let me show her around a little. It will break up her loneli­ness.”

			“Sure,” said Drou­et, quite pleased at the at­ten­tion shown.

			“You’re so kind,” ob­served Car­rie.

			“Not at all,” said Hurst­wood, “I would want your hus­band to do as much for me.”

			He smiled and went lightly away. Car­rie was thor­oughly im­pressed. She had nev­er come in con­tact with such grace. As for Drou­et, he was equally pleased.

			“There’s a nice man,” he re­marked to Car­rie, as they re­turned to their cozy cham­ber. “A good friend of mine, too.”

			“He seems to be,” said Car­rie.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Per­sua­sion of Fash­ion: Feel­ing Guards O’er Its Own

			
			Car­rie was an apt stu­dent of for­tune’s ways—of for­tune’s su­per­fi­ci­al­it­ies. See­ing a thing, she would im­me­di­ately set to in­quir­ing how she would look, prop­erly re­lated to it. Be it known that this is not fine feel­ing, it is not wis­dom. The greatest minds are not so af­flic­ted; and, on the con­trary, the low­est or­der of mind is not so dis­turbed. Fine clothes to her were a vast per­sua­sion; they spoke ten­derly and Je­suit­ic­ally for them­selves. When she came with­in earshot of their plead­ing, de­sire in her bent a will­ing ear. The voice of the so-called in­an­im­ate! Who shall trans­late for us the lan­guage of the stones?

			“My dear,” said the lace col­lar she se­cured from Part­ridge’s, “I fit you beau­ti­fully; don’t give me up.”

			“Ah, such little feet,” said the leath­er of the soft new shoes; “how ef­fect­ively I cov­er them. What a pity they should ever want my aid.”

			Once these things were in her hand, on her per­son, she might dream of giv­ing them up; the meth­od by which they came might in­trude it­self so for­cibly that she would ache to be rid of the thought of it, but she would not give them up. “Put on the old clothes—that torn pair of shoes,” was called to her by her con­science in vain. She could pos­sibly have conquered the fear of hun­ger and gone back; the thought of hard work and a nar­row round of suf­fer­ing would, un­der the last pres­sure of con­science, have yiel­ded, but spoil her ap­pear­ance?—be old-clothed and poor-ap­pear­ing?—nev­er!

			Drou­et heightened her opin­ion on this and al­lied sub­jects in such a man­ner as to weak­en her power of res­ist­ing their in­flu­ence. It is so easy to do this when the thing opined is in the line of what we de­sire. In his hearty way, he in­sisted upon her good looks. He looked at her ad­mir­ingly, and she took it at its full value. Un­der the cir­cum­stances, she did not need to carry her­self as pretty wo­men do. She picked that know­ledge up fast enough for her­self. Drou­et had a habit, char­ac­ter­ist­ic of his kind, of look­ing after styl­ishly dressed or pretty wo­men on the street and re­mark­ing upon them. He had just enough of the fem­in­ine love of dress to be a good judge—not of in­tel­lect, but of clothes. He saw how they set their little feet, how they car­ried their chins, with what grace and sinu­os­ity they swung their bod­ies. A dainty, self-con­scious sway­ing of the hips by a wo­man was to him as al­lur­ing as the glint of rare wine to a toper. He would turn and fol­low the dis­ap­pear­ing vis­ion with his eyes. He would thrill as a child with the un­hindered pas­sion that was in him. He loved the thing that wo­men love in them­selves, grace. At this, their own shrine, he knelt with them, an ar­dent de­votee.

			“Did you see that wo­man who went by just now?” he said to Car­rie on the first day they took a walk to­geth­er. “Fine step­per, wasn’t she?”

			Car­rie looked, and ob­served the grace com­men­ded.

			“Yes, she is,” she re­turned, cheer­fully, a little sug­ges­tion of pos­sible de­fect in her­self awaken­ing in her mind. If that was so fine, she must look at it more closely. In­stinct­ively, she felt a de­sire to im­it­ate it. Surely she could do that too.

			When one of her mind sees many things em­phas­ized and ree­m­phas­ized and ad­mired, she gath­ers the lo­gic of it and ap­plies ac­cord­ingly. Drou­et was not shrewd enough to see that this was not tact­ful. He could not see that it would be bet­ter to make her feel that she was com­pet­ing with her­self, not oth­ers bet­ter than her­self. He would not have done it with an older, wiser wo­man, but in Car­rie he saw only the novice. Less clev­er than she, he was nat­ur­ally un­able to com­pre­hend her sens­ib­il­ity. He went on edu­cat­ing and wound­ing her, a thing rather fool­ish in one whose ad­mir­a­tion for his pu­pil and vic­tim was apt to grow.

			Car­rie took the in­struc­tions af­fably. She saw what Drou­et liked; in a vague way she saw where he was weak. It lessens a wo­man’s opin­ion of a man when she learns that his ad­mir­a­tion is so poin­tedly and gen­er­ously dis­trib­uted. She sees but one ob­ject of su­preme com­pli­ment in this world, and that is her­self. If a man is to suc­ceed with many wo­men, he must be all in all to each.

			In her own apart­ments Car­rie saw things which were les­sons in the same school.

			In the same house with her lived an of­fi­cial of one of the theatres, Mr. Frank A. Hale, man­ager of the Stand­ard, and his wife, a pleas­ing-look­ing bru­nette of thirty-five. They were people of a sort very com­mon in Amer­ica today, who live re­spect­ably from hand to mouth. Hale re­ceived a salary of forty-five dol­lars a week. His wife, quite at­tract­ive, af­fected the feel­ing of youth, and ob­jec­ted to that sort of home life which means the care of a house and the rais­ing of a fam­ily. Like Drou­et and Car­rie, they also oc­cu­pied three rooms on the floor above.

			Not long after she ar­rived Mrs. Hale es­tab­lished so­cial re­la­tions with her, and to­geth­er they went about. For a long time this was her only com­pan­ion­ship, and the gos­sip of the man­ager’s wife formed the me­di­um through which she saw the world. Such tri­vi­al­it­ies, such praises of wealth, such con­ven­tion­al ex­pres­sion of mor­als as sifted through this pass­ive creature’s mind, fell upon Car­rie and for the while con­fused her.

			On the oth­er hand, her own feel­ings were a cor­rect­ive in­flu­ence. The con­stant drag to some­thing bet­ter was not to be denied. By those things which ad­dress the heart was she stead­ily re­called. In the apart­ments across the hall were a young girl and her moth­er. They were from Evans­ville, In­di­ana, the wife and daugh­ter of a rail­road treas­urer. The daugh­ter was here to study mu­sic, the moth­er to keep her com­pany.

			Car­rie did not make their ac­quaint­ance, but she saw the daugh­ter com­ing in and go­ing out. A few times she had seen her at the pi­ano in the par­lour, and not in­fre­quently had heard her play. This young wo­man was par­tic­u­larly dressy for her sta­tion, and wore a jew­elled ring or two which flashed upon her white fin­gers as she played.

			Now Car­rie was af­fected by mu­sic. Her nervous com­pos­i­tion re­spon­ded to cer­tain strains, much as cer­tain strings of a harp vi­brate when a cor­res­pond­ing key of a pi­ano is struck. She was del­ic­ately moul­ded in sen­ti­ment, and answered with vague ru­min­a­tions to cer­tain wist­ful chords. They awoke long­ings for those things which she did not have. They caused her to cling closer to things she pos­sessed. One short song the young lady played in a most soul­ful and tender mood. Car­rie heard it through the open door from the par­lour be­low. It was at that hour between af­ter­noon and night when, for the idle, the wan­der­er, things are apt to take on a wist­ful as­pect. The mind wanders forth on far jour­neys and re­turns with sheaves of withered and de­par­ted joys. Car­rie sat at her win­dow look­ing out. Drou­et had been away since ten in the morn­ing. She had amused her­self with a walk, a book by Ber­tha M. Clay which Drou­et had left there, though she did not wholly en­joy the lat­ter, and by chan­ging her dress for the even­ing. Now she sat look­ing out across the park as wist­ful and de­pressed as the nature which craves vari­ety and life can be un­der such cir­cum­stances. As she con­tem­plated her new state, the strain from the par­lour be­low stole up­ward. With it her thoughts be­came col­oured and en­meshed. She re­ver­ted to the things which were best and sad­dest with­in the small lim­it of her ex­per­i­ence. She be­came for the mo­ment a re­pent­ant.

			While she was in this mood Drou­et came in, bring­ing with him an en­tirely dif­fer­ent at­mo­sphere. It was dusk and Car­rie had neg­lected to light the lamp. The fire in the grate, too, had burned low.

			“Where are you, Cad?” he said, us­ing a pet name he had giv­en her.

			“Here,” she answered.

			There was some­thing del­ic­ate and lonely in her voice, but he could not hear it. He had not the po­etry in him that would seek a wo­man out un­der such cir­cum­stances and con­sole her for the tragedy of life. In­stead, he struck a match and lighted the gas.

			“Hello,” he ex­claimed, “you’ve been cry­ing.”

			Her eyes were still wet with a few vague tears.

			“Pshaw,” he said, “you don’t want to do that.”

			He took her hand, feel­ing in his good-natured egot­ism that it was prob­ably lack of his pres­ence which had made her lonely.

			“Come on, now,” he went on; “it’s all right. Let’s waltz a little to that mu­sic.”

			He could not have in­tro­duced a more in­con­gru­ous pro­pos­i­tion. It made clear to Car­rie that he could not sym­path­ise with her. She could not have framed thoughts which would have ex­pressed his de­fect or made clear the dif­fer­ence between them, but she felt it. It was his first great mis­take.

			What Drou­et said about the girl’s grace, as she tripped out even­ings ac­com­pan­ied by her moth­er, caused Car­rie to per­ceive the nature and value of those little mod­ish ways which wo­men ad­opt when they would pre­sume to be some­thing. She looked in the mir­ror and pursed up her lips, ac­com­pa­ny­ing it with a little toss of the head, as she had seen the rail­road treas­urer’s daugh­ter do. She caught up her skirts with an easy swing, for had not Drou­et re­marked that in her and sev­er­al oth­ers, and Car­rie was nat­ur­ally im­it­at­ive. She began to get the hang of those little things which the pretty wo­man who has van­ity in­vari­ably ad­opts. In short, her know­ledge of grace doubled, and with it her ap­pear­ance changed. She be­came a girl of con­sid­er­able taste.

			Drou­et no­ticed this. He saw the new bow in her hair and the new way of ar­ran­ging her locks which she af­fected one morn­ing.

			“You look fine that way, Cad,” he said.

			“Do I?” she replied, sweetly. It made her try for oth­er ef­fects that self­same day.

			She used her feet less heav­ily, a thing that was brought about by her at­tempt­ing to im­it­ate the treas­urer’s daugh­ter’s grace­ful car­riage. How much in­flu­ence the pres­ence of that young wo­man in the same house had upon her it would be dif­fi­cult to say. But, be­cause of all these things, when Hurst­wood called he had found a young wo­man who was much more than the Car­rie to whom Drou­et had first spoken. The primary de­fects of dress and man­ner had passed. She was pretty, grace­ful, rich in the timid­ity born of un­cer­tainty, and with a some­thing child­like in her large eyes which cap­tured the fancy of this starched and con­ven­tion­al poser among men. It was the an­cient at­trac­tion of the fresh for the stale. If there was a touch of ap­pre­ci­ation left in him for the bloom and un­soph­ist­ic­a­tion which is the charm of youth, it re­kindled now. He looked in­to her pretty face and felt the subtle waves of young life ra­di­at­ing there­from. In that large clear eye he could see noth­ing that his blasé nature could un­der­stand as guile. The little van­ity, if he could have per­ceived it there, would have touched him as a pleas­ant thing.

			“I won­der,” he said, as he rode away in his cab, “how Drou­et came to win her.”

			He gave her cred­it for feel­ings su­per­i­or to Drou­et at the first glance.

			The cab plopped along between the far-re­ced­ing lines of gas lamps on either hand. He fol­ded his gloved hands and saw only the lighted cham­ber and Car­rie’s face. He was pon­der­ing over the de­light of youth­ful beauty.

			“I’ll have a bou­quet for her,” he thought. “Drou­et won’t mind.”

			He nev­er for a mo­ment con­cealed the fact of her at­trac­tion for him­self. He troubled him­self not at all about Drou­et’s pri­or­ity. He was merely float­ing those gos­samer threads of thought which, like the spider’s, he hoped would lay hold some­where. He did not know, he could not guess, what the res­ult would be.

			A few weeks later Drou­et, in his per­eg­rin­a­tions, en­countered one of his well-dressed lady ac­quaint­ances in Chica­go on his re­turn from a short trip to Omaha. He had in­ten­ded to hurry out to Og­den Place and sur­prise Car­rie, but now he fell in­to an in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion and soon mod­i­fied his ori­gin­al in­ten­tion.

			“Let’s go to din­ner,” he said, little reck­ing any chance meet­ing which might trouble his way.

			“Cer­tainly,” said his com­pan­ion.

			They vis­ited one of the bet­ter res­taur­ants for a so­cial chat. It was five in the af­ter­noon when they met; it was sev­en-thirty be­fore the last bone was picked.

			Drou­et was just fin­ish­ing a little in­cid­ent he was re­lat­ing, and his face was ex­pand­ing in­to a smile, when Hurst­wood’s eye caught his own. The lat­ter had come in with sev­er­al friends, and, see­ing Drou­et and some wo­man, not Car­rie, drew his own con­clu­sion.

			“Ah, the ras­cal,” he thought, and then, with a touch of right­eous sym­pathy, “that’s pretty hard on the little girl.”

			Drou­et jumped from one easy thought to an­oth­er as he caught Hurst­wood’s eye. He felt but very little mis­giv­ing, un­til he saw that Hurst­wood was cau­tiously pre­tend­ing not to see. Then some of the lat­ter’s im­pres­sion forced it­self upon him. He thought of Car­rie and their last meet­ing. By George, he would have to ex­plain this to Hurst­wood. Such a chance half-hour with an old friend must not have any­thing more at­tached to it than it really war­ran­ted.

			For the first time he was troubled. Here was a mor­al com­plic­a­tion of which he could not pos­sibly get the ends. Hurst­wood would laugh at him for be­ing a fickle boy. He would laugh with Hurst­wood. Car­rie would nev­er hear, his present com­pan­ion at table would nev­er know, and yet he could not help feel­ing that he was get­ting the worst of it—there was some faint stigma at­tached, and he was not guilty. He broke up the din­ner by be­com­ing dull, and saw his com­pan­ion on her car. Then he went home.

			“He hasn’t talked to me about any of these later flames,” thought Hurst­wood to him­self. “He thinks I think he cares for the girl out there.”

			“He ought not to think I’m knock­ing around, since I have just in­tro­duced him out there,” thought Drou­et.

			“I saw you,” Hurst­wood said, gen­i­ally, the next time Drou­et drif­ted in to his pol­ished re­sort, from which he could not stay away. He raised his fore­finger in­dic­at­ively, as par­ents do to chil­dren.

			“An old ac­quaint­ance of mine that I ran in­to just as I was com­ing up from the sta­tion,” ex­plained Drou­et. “She used to be quite a beauty.”

			“Still at­tracts a little, eh?” re­turned the oth­er, af­fect­ing to jest.

			“Oh, no,” said Drou­et, “just couldn’t es­cape her this time.”

			“How long are you here?” asked Hurst­wood.

			“Only a few days.”

			“You must bring the girl down and take din­ner with me,” he said. “I’m afraid you keep her cooped up out there. I’ll get a box for Joe Jef­fer­son.”

			“Not me,” answered the drum­mer. “Sure I’ll come.”

			This pleased Hurst­wood im­mensely. He gave Drou­et no cred­it for any feel­ings to­ward Car­rie whatever. He en­vied him, and now, as he looked at the well-dressed, jolly sales­man, whom he so much liked, the gleam of the rival glowed in his eye. He began to “size up” Drou­et from the stand­points of wit and fas­cin­a­tion. He began to look to see where he was weak. There was no dis­put­ing that, whatever he might think of him as a good fel­low, he felt a cer­tain amount of con­tempt for him as a lov­er. He could hood­wink him all right. Why, if he would just let Car­rie see one such little in­cid­ent as that of Thursday, it would settle the mat­ter. He ran on in thought, al­most ex­ult­ing, the while he laughed and chat­ted, and Drou­et felt noth­ing. He had no power of ana­lys­ing the glance and the at­mo­sphere of a man like Hurst­wood. He stood and smiled and ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion while his friend ex­amined him with the eye of a hawk.

			The ob­ject of this pe­cu­li­arly in­volved com­edy was not think­ing of either. She was busy ad­just­ing her thoughts and feel­ings to new­er con­di­tions, and was not in danger of suf­fer­ing dis­turb­ing pangs from either quarter.

			One even­ing Drou­et found her dress­ing her­self be­fore the glass.

			“Cad,” said he, catch­ing her, “I be­lieve you’re get­ting vain.”

			“Noth­ing of the kind,” she re­turned, smil­ing.

			“Well, you’re mighty pretty,” he went on, slip­ping his arm around her. “Put on that navy-blue dress of yours and I’ll take you to the show.”

			“Oh, I’ve prom­ised Mrs. Hale to go with her to the Ex­pos­i­tion to­night,” she re­turned, apo­lo­get­ic­ally.

			“You did, eh?” he said, study­ing the situ­ation ab­strac­tedly. “I wouldn’t care to go to that my­self.”

			“Well, I don’t know,” answered Car­rie, puzz­ling, but not of­fer­ing to break her prom­ise in his fa­vour.

			Just then a knock came at their door and the maid­ser­vant handed a let­ter in.

			“He says there’s an an­swer ex­pec­ted,” she ex­plained.

			“It’s from Hurst­wood,” said Drou­et, not­ing the su­per­scrip­tion as he tore it open.

			“You are to come down and see Joe Jef­fer­son with me to­night,” it ran in part. “It’s my turn, as we agreed the oth­er day. All oth­er bets are off.”

			“Well, what do you say to this?” asked Drou­et, in­no­cently, while Car­rie’s mind bubbled with fa­vour­able replies.

			“You had bet­ter de­cide, Charlie,” she said, re­servedly.

			“I guess we had bet­ter go, if you can break that en­gage­ment up­stairs,” said Drou­et.

			“Oh, I can,” re­turned Car­rie without think­ing.

			Drou­et se­lec­ted writ­ing pa­per while Car­rie went to change her dress. She hardly ex­plained to her­self why this latest in­vit­a­tion ap­pealed to her most.

			“Shall I wear my hair as I did yes­ter­day?” she asked, as she came out with sev­er­al art­icles of ap­par­el pending.

			“Sure,” he re­turned, pleas­antly.

			She was re­lieved to see that he felt noth­ing. She did not cred­it her will­ing­ness to go to any fas­cin­a­tion Hurst­wood held for her. It seemed that the com­bin­a­tion of Hurst­wood, Drou­et, and her­self was more agree­able than any­thing else that had been sug­ges­ted. She ar­rayed her­self most care­fully and they star­ted off, ex­tend­ing ex­cuses up­stairs.

			“I say,” said Hurst­wood, as they came up the theatre lobby, “we are ex­ceed­ingly charm­ing this even­ing.”

			Car­rie fluttered un­der his ap­prov­ing glance.

			“Now, then,” he said, lead­ing the way up the foy­er in­to the theatre.

			If ever there was dressi­ness it was here. It was the per­son­i­fic­a­tion of the old term spick and span.

			“Did you ever see Jef­fer­son?” he ques­tioned, as he leaned to­ward Car­rie in the box.

			“I nev­er did,” she re­turned.

			“He’s de­light­ful, de­light­ful,” he went on, giv­ing the com­mon­place rendi­tion of ap­prov­al which such men know. He sent Drou­et after a pro­gramme, and then dis­coursed to Car­rie con­cern­ing Jef­fer­son as he had heard of him. The former was pleased bey­ond ex­pres­sion, and was really hyp­not­ised by the en­vir­on­ment, the trap­pings of the box, the el­eg­ance of her com­pan­ion. Sev­er­al times their eyes ac­ci­dent­ally met, and then there poured in­to hers such a flood of feel­ing as she had nev­er be­fore ex­per­i­enced. She could not for the mo­ment ex­plain it, for in the next glance or the next move of the hand there was seem­ing in­dif­fer­ence, mingled only with the kind­est at­ten­tion.

			Drou­et shared in the con­ver­sa­tion, but he was al­most dull in com­par­is­on. Hurst­wood en­ter­tained them both, and now it was driv­en in­to Car­rie’s mind that here was the su­per­i­or man. She in­stinct­ively felt that he was stronger and high­er, and yet with­al so simple. By the end of the third act she was sure that Drou­et was only a kindly soul, but oth­er­wise de­fect­ive. He sank every mo­ment in her es­tim­a­tion by the strong com­par­is­on.

			“I have had such a nice time,” said Car­rie, when it was all over and they were com­ing out.

			“Yes, in­deed,” ad­ded Drou­et, who was not in the least aware that a battle had been fought and his de­fences weakened. He was like the Em­per­or of China, who sat glory­ing in him­self, un­aware that his fairest provinces were be­ing wres­ted from him.

			“Well, you have saved me a dreary even­ing,” re­turned Hurst­wood. “Good night.”

			He took Car­rie’s little hand, and a cur­rent of feel­ing swept from one to the oth­er.

			“I’m so tired,” said Car­rie, lean­ing back in the car when Drou­et began to talk.

			“Well, you rest a little while I smoke,” he said, rising, and then he fool­ishly went to the for­ward plat­form of the car and left the game as it stood.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Of the Lamps of the Man­sions: The Am­bas­sad­or’s Plea

			
			Mrs. Hurst­wood was not aware of any of her hus­band’s mor­al de­fec­tions, though she might read­ily have sus­pec­ted his tend­en­cies, which she well un­der­stood. She was a wo­man upon whose ac­tion un­der pro­voca­tion you could nev­er count. Hurst­wood, for one, had not the slight­est idea of what she would do un­der cer­tain cir­cum­stances. He had nev­er seen her thor­oughly aroused. In fact, she was not a wo­man who would fly in­to a pas­sion. She had too little faith in man­kind not to know that they were erring. She was too cal­cu­lat­ing to jeop­ard­ise any ad­vant­age she might gain in the way of in­form­a­tion by fruit­less clam­our. Her wrath would nev­er wreak it­self in one fell blow. She would wait and brood, study­ing the de­tails and adding to them un­til her power might be com­men­sur­ate with her de­sire for re­venge. At the same time, she would not delay to in­flict any in­jury, big or little, which would wound the ob­ject of her re­venge and still leave him un­cer­tain as to the source of the evil. She was a cold, self-centred wo­man, with many a thought of her own which nev­er found ex­pres­sion, not even by so much as the glint of an eye.

			Hurst­wood felt some of this in her nature, though he did not ac­tu­ally per­ceive it. He dwelt with her in peace and some sat­is­fac­tion. He did not fear her in the least—there was no cause for it. She still took a faint pride in him, which was aug­men­ted by her de­sire to have her so­cial in­teg­rity main­tained. She was secretly some­what pleased by the fact that much of her hus­band’s prop­erty was in her name, a pre­cau­tion which Hurst­wood had taken when his home in­terests were some­what more al­lur­ing than at present. His wife had not the slight­est reas­on to feel that any­thing would ever go amiss with their house­hold, and yet the shad­ows which run be­fore gave her a thought of the good of it now and then. She was in a po­s­i­tion to be­come re­fract­ory with con­sid­er­able ad­vant­age, and Hurst­wood con­duc­ted him­self cir­cum­spectly be­cause he felt that he could not be sure of any­thing once she be­came dis­sat­is­fied.

			It so happened that on the night when Hurst­wood, Car­rie, and Drou­et were in the box at McVick­ar’s, George, Jr., was in the sixth row of the par­quet with the daugh­ter of H. B. Car­mi­chael, the third part­ner of a whole­sale dry-goods house of that city. Hurst­wood did not see his son, for he sat, as was his wont, as far back as pos­sible, leav­ing him­self just par­tially vis­ible, when he bent for­ward, to those with­in the first six rows in ques­tion. It was his wont to sit this way in every theatre—to make his per­son­al­ity as in­con­spicu­ous as pos­sible where it would be no ad­vant­age to him to have it oth­er­wise.

			He nev­er moved but what, if there was any danger of his con­duct be­ing mis­con­strued or ill-re­por­ted, he looked care­fully about him and coun­ted the cost of every inch of con­spicu­ity.

			The next morn­ing at break­fast his son said:

			“I saw you, Gov­ernor, last night.”

			“Were you at McVick­ar’s?” said Hurst­wood, with the best grace in the world.

			“Yes,” said young George.

			“Who with?”

			“Miss Car­mi­chael.”

			Mrs. Hurst­wood dir­ec­ted an in­quir­ing glance at her hus­band, but could not judge from his ap­pear­ance wheth­er it was any more than a cas­u­al look in­to the theatre which was re­ferred to.

			“How was the play?” she in­quired.

			“Very good,” re­turned Hurst­wood, “only it’s the same old thing, Rip van Winkle.”

			“Whom did you go with?” quer­ied his wife, with as­sumed in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Charlie Drou­et and his wife. They are friends of Moy’s, vis­it­ing here.”

			Ow­ing to the pe­cu­li­ar nature of his po­s­i­tion, such a dis­clos­ure as this would or­din­ar­ily cre­ate no dif­fi­culty. His wife took it for gran­ted that his situ­ation called for cer­tain so­cial move­ments in which she might not be in­cluded. But of late he had pleaded of­fice duty on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions when his wife asked for his com­pany to any even­ing en­ter­tain­ment. He had done so in re­gard to the very even­ing in ques­tion only the morn­ing be­fore.

			“I thought you were go­ing to be busy,” she re­marked, very care­fully.

			“So I was,” he ex­claimed. “I couldn’t help the in­ter­rup­tion, but I made up for it af­ter­ward by work­ing un­til two.”

			This settled the dis­cus­sion for the time be­ing, but there was a residue of opin­ion which was not sat­is­fact­ory. There was no time at which the claims of his wife could have been more un­sat­is­fact­or­ily pushed. For years he had been stead­ily modi­fy­ing his mat­ri­mo­ni­al de­vo­tion, and found her com­pany dull. Now that a new light shone upon the ho­ri­zon, this older lu­minary paled in the west. He was sat­is­fied to turn his face away en­tirely, and any call to look back was irk­some.

			She, on the con­trary, was not at all in­clined to ac­cept any­thing less than a com­plete ful­fil­ment of the let­ter of their re­la­tion­ship, though the spir­it might be want­ing.

			“We are com­ing down­town this af­ter­noon,” she re­marked, a few days later. “I want you to come over to Kins­ley’s and meet Mr. Phil­lips and his wife. They’re stop­ping at the Tremont, and we’re go­ing to show them around a little.”

			After the oc­cur­rence of Wed­nes­day, he could not re­fuse, though the Phil­lips were about as un­in­ter­est­ing as van­ity and ig­nor­ance could make them. He agreed, but it was with short grace. He was angry when he left the house.

			“I’ll put a stop to this,” he thought. “I’m not go­ing to be bothered fool­ing around with vis­it­ors when I have work to do.”

			Not long after this Mrs. Hurst­wood came with a sim­il­ar pro­pos­i­tion, only it was to a mat­in­ee this time.

			“My dear,” he re­turned, “I haven’t time. I’m too busy.”

			“You find time to go with oth­er people, though,” she replied, with con­sid­er­able ir­rit­a­tion.

			“Noth­ing of the kind,” he answered. “I can’t avoid busi­ness re­la­tions, and that’s all there is to it.”

			“Well, nev­er mind,” she ex­claimed. Her lips tightened. The feel­ing of mu­tu­al ant­ag­on­ism was in­creased.

			On the oth­er hand, his in­terest in Drou­et’s little shop-girl grew in an al­most evenly bal­anced pro­por­tion. That young lady, un­der the stress of her situ­ation and the tu­tel­age of her new friend, changed ef­fect­ively. She had the aptitude of the strug­gler who seeks eman­cip­a­tion. The glow of a more showy life was not lost upon her. She did not grow in know­ledge so much as she awakened in the mat­ter of de­sire. Mrs. Hale’s ex­ten­ded har­angues upon the sub­jects of wealth and po­s­i­tion taught her to dis­tin­guish between de­grees of wealth.

			Mrs. Hale loved to drive in the af­ter­noon in the sun when it was fine, and to sat­is­fy her soul with a sight of those man­sions and lawns which she could not af­ford. On the North Side had been erec­ted a num­ber of el­eg­ant man­sions along what is now known as the North Shore Drive. The present lake wall of stone and gran­it­oid was not then in place, but the road had been well laid out, the in­ter­me­di­ate spaces of lawn were lovely to look upon, and the houses were thor­oughly new and im­pos­ing. When the winter sea­son had passed and the first fine days of the early spring ap­peared, Mrs. Hale se­cured a buggy for an af­ter­noon and in­vited Car­rie. They rode first through Lin­coln Park and on far out to­wards Evan­ston, turn­ing back at four and ar­riv­ing at the north end of the Shore Drive at about five o’clock. At this time of year the days are still com­par­at­ively short, and the shad­ows of the even­ing were be­gin­ning to settle down upon the great city. Lamps were be­gin­ning to burn with that mel­low ra­di­ance which seems al­most wa­tery and trans­lu­cent to the eye. There was a soft­ness in the air which speaks with an in­fin­ite del­ic­acy of feel­ing to the flesh as well as to the soul. Car­rie felt that it was a lovely day. She was ripened by it in spir­it for many sug­ges­tions. As they drove along the smooth pave­ment an oc­ca­sion­al car­riage passed. She saw one stop and the foot­man dis­mount, open­ing the door for a gen­tle­man who seemed to be leis­urely re­turn­ing from some af­ter­noon pleas­ure. Across the broad lawns, now first freshen­ing in­to green, she saw lamps faintly glow­ing upon rich in­teri­ors. Now it was but a chair, now a table, now an or­nate corner, which met her eye, but it ap­pealed to her as al­most noth­ing else could. Such child­ish fan­cies as she had had of fairy palaces and kingly quar­ters now came back. She ima­gined that across these richly carved en­trance­ways, where the globed and crys­talled lamps shone upon pan­elled doors set with stained and de­signed panes of glass, was neither care nor un­sat­is­fied de­sire. She was per­fectly cer­tain that here was hap­pi­ness. If she could but stroll up yon broad walk, cross that rich en­trance­way, which to her was of the beauty of a jew­el, and sweep in grace and lux­ury to pos­ses­sion and com­mand—oh! how quickly would sad­ness flee; how, in an in­stant, would the heartache end. She gazed and gazed, won­der­ing, de­light­ing, long­ing, and all the while the siren voice of the un­rest­ful was whis­per­ing in her ear.

			“If we could have such a home as that,” said Mrs. Hale sadly, “how de­light­ful it would be.”

			“And yet they do say,” said Car­rie, “that no one is ever happy.”

			She had heard so much of the cant­ing philo­sophy of the grape­less fox.

			“I no­tice,” said Mrs. Hale, “that they all try mighty hard, though, to take their misery in a man­sion.”

			When she came to her own rooms, Car­rie saw their com­par­at­ive in­sig­ni­fic­ance. She was not so dull but that she could per­ceive they were but three small rooms in a mod­er­ately well-fur­nished board­ing­house. She was not con­trast­ing it now with what she had had, but what she had so re­cently seen. The glow of the pala­tial doors was still in her eye, the roll of cush­ioned car­riages still in her ears. What, after all, was Drou­et? What was she? At her win­dow, she thought it over, rock­ing to and fro, and gaz­ing out across the lamp-lit park to­ward the lamp-lit houses on War­ren and Ash­land av­en­ues. She was too wrought up to care to go down to eat, too pens­ive to do aught but rock and sing. Some old tunes crept to her lips, and, as she sang them, her heart sank. She longed and longed and longed. It was now for the old cot­tage room in Columbia City, now the man­sion upon the Shore Drive, now the fine dress of some lady, now the el­eg­ance of some scene. She was sad bey­ond meas­ure, and yet un­cer­tain, wish­ing, fancy­ing. Fi­nally, it seemed as if all her state was one of loneli­ness and for­saken­ness, and she could scarce re­frain from trem­bling at the lip. She hummed and hummed as the mo­ments went by, sit­ting in the shad­ow by the win­dow, and was therein as happy, though she did not per­ceive it, as she ever would be.

			While Car­rie was still in this frame of mind, the house-ser­vant brought up the in­tel­li­gence that Mr. Hurst­wood was in the par­lour ask­ing to see Mr. and Mrs. Drou­et.

			“I guess he doesn’t know that Charlie is out of town,” thought Car­rie.

			She had seen com­par­at­ively little of the man­ager dur­ing the winter, but had been kept con­stantly in mind of him by one thing and an­oth­er, prin­cip­ally by the strong im­pres­sion he had made. She was quite dis­turbed for the mo­ment as to her ap­pear­ance, but soon sat­is­fied her­self by the aid of the mir­ror, and went be­low.

			Hurst­wood was in his best form, as usu­al. He hadn’t heard that Drou­et was out of town. He was but slightly af­fected by the in­tel­li­gence, and de­voted him­self to the more gen­er­al top­ics which would in­terest Car­rie. It was sur­pris­ing—the ease with which he con­duc­ted a con­ver­sa­tion. He was like every man who has had the ad­vant­age of prac­tice and knows he has sym­pathy. He knew that Car­rie listened to him pleas­ur­ably, and, without the least ef­fort, he fell in­to a train of ob­ser­va­tion which ab­sorbed her fancy. He drew up his chair and mod­u­lated his voice to such a de­gree that what he said seemed wholly con­fid­en­tial. He con­fined him­self al­most ex­clus­ively to his ob­ser­va­tion of men and pleas­ures. He had been here and there, he had seen this and that. Some­how he made Car­rie wish to see sim­il­ar things, and all the while kept her aware of him­self. She could not shut out the con­scious­ness of his in­di­vidu­al­ity and pres­ence for a mo­ment. He would raise his eyes slowly in smil­ing em­phas­is of some­thing, and she was fixed by their mag­net­ism. He would draw out, with the easi­est grace, her ap­prov­al. Once he touched her hand for em­phas­is and she only smiled. He seemed to ra­di­ate an at­mo­sphere which suf­fused her be­ing. He was nev­er dull for a minute, and seemed to make her clev­er. At least, she brightened un­der his in­flu­ence un­til all her best side was ex­hib­ited. She felt that she was more clev­er with him than with oth­ers. At least, he seemed to find so much in her to ap­plaud. There was not the slight­est touch of pat­ron­age. Drou­et was full of it.

			There had been some­thing so per­son­al, so subtle, in each meet­ing between them, both when Drou­et was present and when he was ab­sent, that Car­rie could not speak of it without feel­ing a sense of dif­fi­culty. She was no talk­er. She could nev­er ar­range her thoughts in flu­ent or­der. It was al­ways a mat­ter of feel­ing with her, strong and deep. Each time there had been no sen­tence of im­port­ance which she could re­late, and as for the glances and sen­sa­tions, what wo­man would re­veal them? Such things had nev­er been between her and Drou­et. As a mat­ter of fact, they could nev­er be. She had been dom­in­ated by dis­tress and the en­thu­si­ast­ic forces of re­lief which Drou­et rep­res­en­ted at an op­por­tune mo­ment when she yiel­ded to him. Now she was per­suaded by secret cur­rent feel­ings which Drou­et had nev­er un­der­stood. Hurst­wood’s glance was as ef­fect­ive as the spoken words of a lov­er, and more. They called for no im­me­di­ate de­cision, and could not be answered.

			People in gen­er­al at­tach too much im­port­ance to words. They are un­der the il­lu­sion that talk­ing ef­fects great res­ults. As a mat­ter of fact, words are, as a rule, the shal­low­est por­tion of all the ar­gu­ment. They but dimly rep­res­ent the great sur­ging feel­ings and de­sires which lie be­hind. When the dis­trac­tion of the tongue is re­moved, the heart listens.

			In this con­ver­sa­tion she heard, in­stead of his words, the voices of the things which he rep­res­en­ted. How suave was the coun­sel of his ap­pear­ance! How feel­ingly did his su­per­i­or state speak for it­self! The grow­ing de­sire he felt for her lay upon her spir­it as a gentle hand. She did not need to tremble at all, be­cause it was in­vis­ible; she did not need to worry over what oth­er people would say—what she her­self would say—be­cause it had no tan­gib­il­ity. She was be­ing pleaded with, per­suaded, led in­to deny­ing old rights and as­sum­ing new ones, and yet there were no words to prove it. Such con­ver­sa­tion as was in­dulged in held the same re­la­tion­ship to the ac­tu­al men­tal en­act­ments of the twain that the low mu­sic of the or­ches­tra does to the dra­mat­ic in­cid­ent which it is used to cov­er.

			“Have you ever seen the houses along the Lake Shore on the North Side?” asked Hurst­wood.

			“Why, I was just over there this af­ter­noon—Mrs. Hale and I. Aren’t they beau­ti­ful?”

			“They’re very fine,” he answered.

			“Oh, me,” said Car­rie, pens­ively. “I wish I could live in such a place.”

			“You’re not happy,” said Hurst­wood, slowly, after a slight pause.

			He had raised his eyes sol­emnly and was look­ing in­to her own. He as­sumed that he had struck a deep chord. Now was a slight chance to say a word in his own be­half. He leaned over quietly and con­tin­ued his steady gaze. He felt the crit­ic­al char­ac­ter of the peri­od. She en­deav­oured to stir, but it was use­less. The whole strength of a man’s nature was work­ing. He had good cause to urge him on. He looked and looked, and the longer the situ­ation las­ted the more dif­fi­cult it be­came. The little shop-girl was get­ting in­to deep wa­ter. She was let­ting her few sup­ports float away from her.

			“Oh,” she said at last, “you mustn’t look at me like that.”

			“I can’t help it,” he answered.

			She re­laxed a little and let the situ­ation en­dure, giv­ing him strength.

			“You are not sat­is­fied with life, are you?”

			“No,” she answered, weakly.

			He saw he was the mas­ter of the situ­ation—he felt it. He reached over and touched her hand.

			“You mustn’t,” she ex­claimed, jump­ing up.

			“I didn’t in­tend to,” he answered, eas­ily.

			She did not run away, as she might have done. She did not ter­min­ate the in­ter­view, but he drif­ted off in­to a pleas­ant field of thought with the read­i­est grace. Not long after he rose to go, and she felt that he was in power.

			“You mustn’t feel bad,” he said, kindly; “things will straight­en out in the course of time.”

			She made no an­swer, be­cause she could think of noth­ing to say.

			“We are good friends, aren’t we?” he said, ex­tend­ing his hand.

			“Yes,” she answered.

			“Not a word, then, un­til I see you again.”

			He re­tained a hold on her hand.

			“I can’t prom­ise,” she said, doubt­fully.

			“You must be more gen­er­ous than that,” he said, in such a simple way that she was touched.

			“Let’s not talk about it any more,” she re­turned.

			“All right,” he said, bright­en­ing.

			He went down the steps and in­to his cab. Car­rie closed the door and as­cen­ded in­to her room. She un­did her broad lace col­lar be­fore the mir­ror and un­fastened her pretty al­ligator belt which she had re­cently bought.

			“I’m get­ting ter­rible,” she said, hon­estly af­fected by a feel­ing of trouble and shame. “I don’t seem to do any­thing right.”

			She un­loosed her hair after a time, and let it hang in loose brown waves. Her mind was go­ing over the events of the even­ing.

			“I don’t know,” she mur­mured at last, “what I can do.”

			“Well,” said Hurst­wood as he rode away, “she likes me all right; that I know.”

			The aroused man­ager whistled mer­rily for a good four miles to his of­fice an old melody that he had not re­called for fif­teen years.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				His Cre­den­tials Ac­cep­ted: A Ba­bel of Tongues

			
			It was not quite two days after the scene between Car­rie and Hurst­wood in the Og­den Place par­lour be­fore he again put in his ap­pear­ance. He had been think­ing al­most un­in­ter­rup­tedly of her. Her le­ni­ency had, in a way, in­flamed his re­gard. He felt that he must suc­ceed with her, and that speedily.

			The reas­on for his in­terest, not to say fas­cin­a­tion, was deep­er than mere de­sire. It was a flower­ing out of feel­ings which had been with­er­ing in dry and al­most bar­ren soil for many years. It is prob­able that Car­rie rep­res­en­ted a bet­ter or­der of wo­man than had ever at­trac­ted him be­fore. He had had no love af­fair since that which cul­min­ated in his mar­riage, and since then time and the world had taught him how raw and er­ro­neous was his ori­gin­al judg­ment. Whenev­er he thought of it, he told him­self that, if he had it to do over again, he would nev­er marry such a wo­man. At the same time, his ex­per­i­ence with wo­men in gen­er­al had lessened his re­spect for the sex. He main­tained a cyn­ic­al at­ti­tude, well groun­ded on nu­mer­ous ex­per­i­ences. Such wo­men as he had known were of nearly one type, selfish, ig­nor­ant, flashy. The wives of his friends were not in­spir­ing to look upon. His own wife had de­veloped a cold, com­mon­place nature which to him was any­thing but pleas­ing. What he knew of that un­der­world where grovel the beast-men of so­ci­ety (and he knew a great deal) had hardened his nature. He looked upon most wo­men with sus­pi­cion—a single eye to the util­ity of beauty and dress. He fol­lowed them with a keen, sug­gest­ive glance. At the same time, he was not so dull but that a good wo­man com­manded his re­spect. Per­son­ally, he did not at­tempt to ana­lyse the mar­vel of a saintly wo­man. He would take off his hat, and would si­lence the light-tongued and the vi­cious in her pres­ence—much as the Ir­ish keep­er of a Bowery hall will humble him­self be­fore a Sis­ter of Mercy, and pay toll to char­ity with a will­ing and rev­er­ent hand. But he would not think much upon the ques­tion of why he did so.

			A man in his situ­ation who comes, after a long round of worth­less or harden­ing ex­per­i­ences, upon a young, un­soph­ist­ic­ated, in­no­cent soul, is apt either to hold aloof, out of a sense of his own re­mote­ness, or to draw near and be­come fas­cin­ated and elated by his dis­cov­ery. It is only by a round­about pro­cess that such men ever do draw near such a girl. They have no meth­od, no un­der­stand­ing of how to in­gra­ti­ate them­selves in youth­ful fa­vour, save when they find vir­tue in the toils. If, un­for­tu­nately, the fly has got caught in the net, the spider can come forth and talk busi­ness upon its own terms. So when maid­en­hood has wandered in­to the moil of the city, when it is brought with­in the circle of the “round­er” and the roué, even though it be at the out­er­most rim, they can come forth and use their al­lur­ing arts.

			Hurst­wood had gone, at Drou­et’s in­vit­a­tion, to meet a new bag­gage of fine clothes and pretty fea­tures. He entered, ex­pect­ing to in­dulge in an even­ing of light­some frol­ic, and then lose track of the new­comer forever. In­stead he found a wo­man whose youth and beauty at­trac­ted him. In the mild light of Car­rie’s eye was noth­ing of the cal­cu­la­tion of the mis­tress. In the dif­fid­ent man­ner was noth­ing of the art of the cour­tes­an. He saw at once that a mis­take had been made, that some dif­fi­cult con­di­tions had pushed this troubled creature in­to his pres­ence, and his in­terest was en­lis­ted. Here sym­pathy sprang to the res­cue, but it was not un­mixed with selfish­ness. He wanted to win Car­rie be­cause he thought her fate mingled with his was bet­ter than if it were united with Drou­et’s. He en­vied the drum­mer his con­quest as he had nev­er en­vied any man in all the course of his ex­per­i­ence.

			Car­rie was cer­tainly bet­ter than this man, as she was su­per­i­or, men­tally, to Drou­et. She came fresh from the air of the vil­lage, the light of the coun­try still in her eye. Here was neither guile nor ra­pa­city. There were slight in­her­ited traits of both in her, but they were rudi­ment­ary. She was too full of won­der and de­sire to be greedy. She still looked about her upon the great maze of the city without un­der­stand­ing. Hurst­wood felt the bloom and the youth. He picked her as he would the fresh fruit of a tree. He felt as fresh in her pres­ence as one who is taken out of the flash of sum­mer to the first cool breath of spring.

			Car­rie, left alone since the scene in ques­tion, and hav­ing no one with whom to coun­sel, had at first wandered from one strange men­tal con­clu­sion to an­oth­er, un­til at last, tired out, she gave it up. She owed some­thing to Drou­et, she thought. It did not seem more than yes­ter­day that he had aided her when she was wor­ried and dis­tressed. She had the kind­li­est feel­ings for him in every way. She gave him cred­it for his good looks, his gen­er­ous feel­ings, and even, in fact, failed to re­col­lect his egot­ism when he was ab­sent; but she could not feel any bind­ing in­flu­ence keep­ing her for him as against all oth­ers. In fact, such a thought had nev­er had any ground­ing, even in Drou­et’s de­sires.

			The truth is, that this goodly drum­mer car­ried the doom of all en­dur­ing re­la­tion­ships in his own light­some man­ner and un­stable fancy. He went mer­rily on, as­sured that he was al­lur­ing all, that af­fec­tion fol­lowed ten­derly in his wake, that things would en­dure un­chan­gingly for his pleas­ure. When he missed some old face, or found some door fi­nally shut to him, it did not grieve him deeply. He was too young, too suc­cess­ful. He would re­main thus young in spir­it un­til he was dead.

			As for Hurst­wood, he was alive with thoughts and feel­ings con­cern­ing Car­rie. He had no def­in­ite plans re­gard­ing her, but he was de­term­ined to make her con­fess an af­fec­tion for him. He thought he saw in her droop­ing eye, her un­stable glance, her waver­ing man­ner, the symp­toms of a bud­ding pas­sion. He wanted to stand near her and make her lay her hand in his—he wanted to find out what her next step would be—what the next sign of feel­ing for him would be. Such anxi­ety and en­thu­si­asm had not af­fected him for years. He was a youth again in feel­ing—a cava­lier in ac­tion.

			In his po­s­i­tion op­por­tun­ity for tak­ing his even­ings out was ex­cel­lent. He was a most faith­ful work­er in gen­er­al, and a man who com­manded the con­fid­ence of his em­ploy­ers in so far as the dis­tri­bu­tion of his time was con­cerned. He could take such hours off as he chose, for it was well known that he ful­filled his ma­na­geri­al du­ties suc­cess­fully, whatever time he might take. His grace, tact, and or­nate ap­pear­ance gave the place an air which was most es­sen­tial, while at the same time his long ex­per­i­ence made him a most ex­cel­lent judge of its stock ne­ces­sit­ies. Bar­tenders and as­sist­ants might come and go, singly or in groups, but, so long as he was present, the host of old-time cus­tom­ers would barely no­tice the change. He gave the place the at­mo­sphere to which they were used. Con­sequently, he ar­ranged his hours very much to suit him­self, tak­ing now an af­ter­noon, now an even­ing, but in­vari­ably re­turn­ing between el­ev­en and twelve to wit­ness the last hour or two of the day’s busi­ness and look after the clos­ing de­tails.

			“You see that things are safe and all the em­ploy­ees are out when you go home, George,” Moy had once re­marked to him, and he nev­er once, in all the peri­od of his long ser­vice, neg­lected to do this. Neither of the own­ers had for years been in the re­sort after five in the af­ter­noon, and yet their man­ager as faith­fully ful­filled this re­quest as if they had been there reg­u­larly to ob­serve.

			On this Fri­day af­ter­noon, scarcely two days after his pre­vi­ous vis­it, he made up his mind to see Car­rie. He could not stay away longer.

			“Evans,” he said, ad­dress­ing the head bar­keep­er, “if any­one calls, I will be back between four and five.”

			He hur­ried to Madis­on Street and boarded a hor­se­car, which car­ried him to Og­den Place in half an hour.

			Car­rie had thought of go­ing for a walk, and had put on a light grey wool­len dress with a jaunty double-breasted jack­et. She had out her hat and gloves, and was fasten­ing a white lace tie about her throat when the house­maid brought up the in­form­a­tion that Mr. Hurst­wood wished to see her.

			She star­ted slightly at the an­nounce­ment, but told the girl to say that she would come down in a mo­ment, and pro­ceeded to hasten her dress­ing.

			Car­rie could not have told her­self at this mo­ment wheth­er she was glad or sorry that the im­press­ive man­ager was await­ing her pres­ence. She was slightly flur­ried and tingling in the cheeks, but it was more nervous­ness than either fear or fa­vour. She did not try to con­jec­ture what the drift of the con­ver­sa­tion would be. She only felt that she must be care­ful, and that Hurst­wood had an in­defin­able fas­cin­a­tion for her. Then she gave her tie its last touch with her fin­gers and went be­low.

			The deep-feel­ing man­ager was him­self a little strained in the nerves by the thor­ough con­scious­ness of his mis­sion. He felt that he must make a strong play on this oc­ca­sion, but now that the hour was come, and he heard Car­rie’s feet upon the stair, his nerve failed him. He sank a little in de­term­in­a­tion, for he was not so sure, after all, what her opin­ion might be.

			When she entered the room, how­ever, her ap­pear­ance gave him cour­age. She looked simple and charm­ing enough to strengthen the dar­ing of any lov­er. Her ap­par­ent nervous­ness dis­pelled his own.

			“How are you?” he said, eas­ily. “I could not res­ist the tempta­tion to come out this af­ter­noon, it was so pleas­ant.”

			“Yes,” said Car­rie, halt­ing be­fore him, “I was just pre­par­ing to go for a walk my­self.”

			“Oh, were you?” he said. “Sup­pos­ing, then, you get your hat and we both go?”

			They crossed the park and went west along Wash­ing­ton Boulevard, beau­ti­ful with its broad mac­ad­am­ised road, and large frame houses set back from the side­walks. It was a street where many of the more pros­per­ous res­id­ents of the West Side lived, and Hurst­wood could not help feel­ing nervous over the pub­li­city of it. They had gone but a few blocks when a liv­ery stable sign in one of the side streets solved the dif­fi­culty for him. He would take her to drive along the new Boulevard.

			The Boulevard at that time was little more than a coun­try road. The part he in­ten­ded show­ing her was much farther out on this same West Side, where there was scarcely a house. It con­nec­ted Douglas Park with Wash­ing­ton or South Park, and was noth­ing more than a neatly made road, run­ning due south for some five miles over an open, grassy prair­ie, and then due east over the same kind of prair­ie for the same dis­tance. There was not a house to be en­countered any­where along the lar­ger part of the route, and any con­ver­sa­tion would be pleas­antly free of in­ter­rup­tion.

			At the stable he picked a gentle horse, and they were soon out of range of either pub­lic ob­ser­va­tion or hear­ing.

			“Can you drive?” he said, after a time.

			“I nev­er tried,” said Car­rie.

			He put the reins in her hand, and fol­ded his arms.

			“You see there’s noth­ing to it much,” he said, smil­ingly.

			“Not when you have a gentle horse,” said Car­rie.

			“You can handle a horse as well as any­one, after a little prac­tice,” he ad­ded, en­cour­agingly.

			He had been look­ing for some time for a break in the con­ver­sa­tion when he could give it a ser­i­ous turn. Once or twice he had held his peace, hop­ing that in si­lence her thoughts would take the col­our of his own, but she had lightly con­tin­ued the sub­ject. Presently, how­ever, his si­lence con­trolled the situ­ation. The drift of his thoughts began to tell. He gazed fix­edly at noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar, as if he were think­ing of some­thing which con­cerned her not at all. His thoughts, how­ever, spoke for them­selves. She was very much aware that a cli­max was pending.

			“Do you know,” he said, “I have spent the hap­pi­est even­ings in years since I have known you?”

			“Have you?” she said, with as­sumed air­i­ness, but still ex­cited by the con­vic­tion which the tone of his voice car­ried.

			“I was go­ing to tell you the oth­er even­ing,” he ad­ded, “but some­how the op­por­tun­ity slipped away.”

			Car­rie was listen­ing without at­tempt­ing to reply. She could think of noth­ing worth while to say. Des­pite all the ideas con­cern­ing right which had troubled her vaguely since she had last seen him, she was now in­flu­enced again strongly in his fa­vour.

			“I came out here today,” he went on, sol­emnly, “to tell you just how I feel—to see if you wouldn’t listen to me.”

			Hurst­wood was some­thing of a ro­man­ti­cist after his kind. He was cap­able of strong feel­ings—of­ten po­et­ic ones—and un­der a stress of de­sire, such as the present, he waxed elo­quent. That is, his feel­ings and his voice were col­oured with that seem­ing re­pres­sion and pathos which is the es­sence of elo­quence.

			“You know,” he said, put­ting his hand on her arm, and keep­ing a strange si­lence while he for­mu­lated words, “that I love you?”

			Car­rie did not stir at the words. She was bound up com­pletely in the man’s at­mo­sphere. He would have church-like si­lence in or­der to ex­press his feel­ings, and she kept it. She did not move her eyes from the flat, open scene be­fore her. Hurst­wood waited for a few mo­ments, and then re­peated the words.

			“You must not say that,” she said, weakly.

			Her words were not con­vin­cing at all. They were the res­ult of a feeble thought that some­thing ought to be said. He paid no at­ten­tion to them whatever.

			“Car­rie,” he said, us­ing her first name with sym­path­et­ic fa­mili­ar­ity, “I want you to love me. You don’t know how much I need someone to waste a little af­fec­tion on me. I am prac­tic­ally alone. There is noth­ing in my life that is pleas­ant or de­light­ful. It’s all work and worry with people who are noth­ing to me.”

			As he said this, Hurst­wood really ima­gined that his state was pi­ti­ful. He had the abil­ity to get off at a dis­tance and view him­self ob­ject­ively—of see­ing what he wanted to see in the things which made up his ex­ist­ence. Now, as he spoke, his voice trembled with that pe­cu­li­ar vi­bra­tion which is the res­ult of tens­ity. It went ringing home to his com­pan­ion’s heart.

			“Why, I should think,” she said, turn­ing upon him large eyes which were full of sym­pathy and feel­ing, “that you would be very happy. You know so much of the world.”

			“That is it,” he said, his voice drop­ping to a soft minor, “I know too much of the world.”

			It was an im­port­ant thing to her to hear one so well-po­si­tioned and power­ful speak­ing in this man­ner. She could not help feel­ing the strange­ness of her situ­ation. How was it that, in so little a while, the nar­row life of the coun­try had fallen from her as a gar­ment, and the city, with all its mys­tery, taken its place? Here was this greatest mys­tery, the man of money and af­fairs sit­ting be­side her, ap­peal­ing to her. Be­hold, he had ease and com­fort, his strength was great, his po­s­i­tion high, his cloth­ing rich, and yet he was ap­peal­ing to her. She could for­mu­late no thought which would be just and right. She troubled her­self no more upon the mat­ter. She only basked in the warmth of his feel­ing, which was as a grate­ful blaze to one who is cold. Hurst­wood glowed with his own in­tens­ity, and the heat of his pas­sion was already melt­ing the wax of his com­pan­ion’s scruples.

			“You think,” he said, “I am happy; that I ought not to com­plain? If you were to meet all day with people who care ab­so­lutely noth­ing about you, if you went day after day to a place where there was noth­ing but show and in­dif­fer­ence, if there was not one per­son in all those you knew to whom you could ap­peal for sym­pathy or talk to with pleas­ure, per­haps you would be un­happy too.”

			He was strik­ing a chord now which found sym­path­et­ic re­sponse in her own situ­ation. She knew what it was to meet with people who were in­dif­fer­ent, to walk alone amid so many who cared ab­so­lutely noth­ing about you. Had not she? Was not she at this very mo­ment quite alone? Who was there among all whom she knew to whom she could ap­peal for sym­pathy? Not one. She was left to her­self to brood and won­der.

			“I could be con­tent,” went on Hurst­wood, “if I had you to love me. If I had you to go to; you for a com­pan­ion. As it is, I simply move about from place to place without any sat­is­fac­tion. Time hangs heav­ily on my hands. Be­fore you came I did noth­ing but idle and drift in­to any­thing that offered it­self. Since you came—well, I’ve had you to think about.”

			The old il­lu­sion that here was someone who needed her aid began to grow in Car­rie’s mind. She truly pit­ied this sad, lonely fig­ure. To think that all his fine state should be so bar­ren for want of her; that he needed to make such an ap­peal when she her­self was lonely and without an­chor. Surely, this was too bad.

			“I am not very bad,” he said, apo­lo­get­ic­ally, as if he owed it to her to ex­plain on this score. “You think, prob­ably, that I roam around, and get in­to all sorts of evil? I have been rather reck­less, but I could eas­ily come out of that. I need you to draw me back, if my life ever amounts to any­thing.”

			Car­rie looked at him with the ten­der­ness which vir­tue ever feels in its hope of re­claim­ing vice. How could such a man need re­claim­ing? His er­rors, what were they, that she could cor­rect? Small they must be, where all was so fine. At worst, they were gil­ded af­fairs, and with what le­ni­ency are gil­ded er­rors viewed.

			He put him­self in such a lonely light that she was deeply moved.

			“Is it that way?” she mused.

			He slipped his arm about her waist, and she could not find the heart to draw away. With his free hand he seized upon her fin­gers. A breath of soft spring wind went bound­ing over the road, rolling some brown twigs of the pre­vi­ous au­tumn be­fore it. The horse paced leis­urely on, un­guided.

			“Tell me,” he said, softly, “that you love me.”

			Her eyes fell con­sciously.

			“Own to it, dear,” he said, feel­ingly; “you do, don’t you?”

			She made no an­swer, but he felt his vic­tory.

			“Tell me,” he said, richly, draw­ing her so close that their lips were near to­geth­er. He pressed her hand warmly, and then re­leased it to touch her cheek.

			“You do?” he said, press­ing his lips to her own.

			For an­swer, her lips replied.

			“Now,” he said, joy­ously, his fine eyes ablaze, “you’re my own girl, aren’t you?”

			By way of fur­ther con­clu­sion, her head lay softly upon his shoulder.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				With Eyes and Not See­ing: One In­flu­ence Wanes

			
			Car­rie in her rooms that even­ing was in a fine glow, phys­ic­ally and men­tally. She was deeply re­joicing in her af­fec­tion for Hurst­wood and his love, and looked for­ward with fine fancy to their next meet­ing Sunday night. They had agreed, without any feel­ing of en­forced secrecy, that she should come down­town and meet him, though, after all, the need of it was the cause.

			Mrs. Hale, from her up­per win­dow, saw her come in.

			“Um,” she thought to her­self, “she goes rid­ing with an­oth­er man when her hus­band is out of the city. He had bet­ter keep an eye on her.”

			The truth is that Mrs. Hale was not the only one who had a thought on this score. The house­maid who had wel­comed Hurst­wood had her opin­ion also. She had no par­tic­u­lar re­gard for Car­rie, whom she took to be cold and dis­agree­able. At the same time, she had a fancy for the merry and easy-mannered Drou­et, who threw her a pleas­ant re­mark now and then, and in oth­er ways ex­ten­ded her the evid­ence of that re­gard which he had for all mem­bers of the sex. Hurst­wood was more re­served and crit­ic­al in his man­ner. He did not ap­peal to this bod­iced func­tion­ary in the same pleas­ant way. She wondered that he came so fre­quently, that Mrs. Drou­et should go out with him this af­ter­noon when Mr. Drou­et was ab­sent. She gave vent to her opin­ions in the kit­chen where the cook was. As a res­ult, a hum of gos­sip was set go­ing which moved about the house in that secret man­ner com­mon to gos­sip.

			Car­rie, now that she had yiel­ded suf­fi­ciently to Hurst­wood to con­fess her af­fec­tion, no longer troubled about her at­ti­tude to­wards him. Tem­por­ar­ily she gave little thought to Drou­et, think­ing only of the dig­nity and grace of her lov­er and of his con­sum­ing af­fec­tion for her. On the first even­ing, she did little but go over the de­tails of the af­ter­noon. It was the first time her sym­path­ies had ever been thor­oughly aroused, and they threw a new light on her char­ac­ter. She had some power of ini­ti­at­ive, lat­ent be­fore, which now began to ex­ert it­self. She looked more prac­tic­ally upon her state and began to see glim­mer­ings of a way out. Hurst­wood seemed a drag in the dir­ec­tion of hon­our. Her feel­ings were ex­ceed­ingly cred­it­able, in that they con­struc­ted out of these re­cent de­vel­op­ments some­thing which conquered free­dom from dis­hon­our. She had no idea what Hurst­wood’s next word would be. She only took his af­fec­tion to be a fine thing, and ap­pen­ded bet­ter, more gen­er­ous res­ults ac­cord­ingly.

			As yet, Hurst­wood had only a thought of pleas­ure without re­spons­ib­il­ity. He did not feel that he was do­ing any­thing to com­plic­ate his life. His po­s­i­tion was se­cure, his home-life, if not sat­is­fact­ory, was at least un­dis­turbed, his per­son­al liberty rather un­tram­melled. Car­rie’s love rep­res­en­ted only so much ad­ded pleas­ure. He would en­joy this new gift over and above his or­din­ary al­low­ance of pleas­ure. He would be happy with her and his own af­fairs would go on as they had, un­dis­turbed.

			On Sunday even­ing Car­rie dined with him at a place he had se­lec­ted in East Adams Street, and there­after they took a cab to what was then a pleas­ant even­ing re­sort out on Cot­tage Grove Av­en­ue near 39th Street. In the pro­cess of his de­clar­a­tion he soon real­ised that Car­rie took his love upon a high­er basis than he had an­ti­cip­ated. She kept him at a dis­tance in a rather earn­est way, and sub­mit­ted only to those tender tokens of af­fec­tion which bet­ter be­come the in­ex­per­i­enced lov­er. Hurst­wood saw that she was not to be pos­sessed for the ask­ing, and de­ferred press­ing his suit too warmly.

			Since he feigned to be­lieve in her mar­ried state he found that he had to carry out the part. His tri­umph, he saw, was still at a little dis­tance. How far he could not guess.

			They were re­turn­ing to Og­den Place in the cab, when he asked:

			“When will I see you again?”

			“I don’t know,” she answered, won­der­ing her­self.

			“Why not come down to The Fair,” he sug­ges­ted, “next Tues­day?”

			She shook her head.

			“Not so soon,” she answered.

			“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he ad­ded. “I’ll write you, care of this West Side Post-of­fice. Could you call next Tues­day?”

			Car­rie as­sen­ted.

			The cab stopped one door out of the way ac­cord­ing to his call.

			“Good night,” he whispered, as the cab rolled away.

			Un­for­tu­nately for the smooth pro­gres­sion of this af­fair, Drou­et re­turned. Hurst­wood was sit­ting in his im­pos­ing little of­fice the next af­ter­noon when he saw Drou­et enter.

			“Why, hello, Charles,” he called af­fably; “back again?”

			“Yes,” smiled Drou­et, ap­proach­ing and look­ing in at the door.

			Hurst­wood arose.

			“Well,” he said, look­ing the drum­mer over, “rosy as ever, eh?”

			They began talk­ing of the people they knew and things that had happened.

			“Been home yet?” fi­nally asked Hurst­wood.

			“No, I am go­ing, though,” said Drou­et.

			“I re­membered the little girl out there,” said Hurst­wood, “and called once. Thought you wouldn’t want her left quite alone.”

			“Right you are,” agreed Drou­et. “How is she?”

			“Very well,” said Hurst­wood. “Rather anxious about you, though. You’d bet­ter go out now and cheer her up.”

			“I will,” said Drou­et, smil­ingly.

			“Like to have you both come down and go to the show with me Wed­nes­day,” con­cluded Hurst­wood at part­ing.

			“Thanks, old man,” said his friend, “I’ll see what the girl says and let you know.”

			They sep­ar­ated in the most cor­di­al man­ner.

			“There’s a nice fel­low,” Drou­et thought to him­self as he turned the corner to­wards Madis­on.

			“Drou­et is a good fel­low,” Hurst­wood thought to him­self as he went back in­to his of­fice, “but he’s no man for Car­rie.”

			The thought of the lat­ter turned his mind in­to a most pleas­ant vein, and he wondered how he would get ahead of the drum­mer.

			When Drou­et entered Car­rie’s pres­ence, he caught her in his arms as usu­al, but she re­spon­ded to his kiss with a tremour of op­pos­i­tion.

			“Well,” he said, “I had a great trip.”

			“Did you? How did you come out with that La Crosse man you were telling me about?”

			“Oh, fine; sold him a com­plete line. There was an­oth­er fel­low there, rep­res­ent­ing Burn­stein, a reg­u­lar hook-nosed sheeny, but he wasn’t in it. I made him look like noth­ing at all.”

			As he un­did his col­lar and un­fastened his studs, pre­par­at­ory to wash­ing his face and chan­ging his clothes, he dilated upon his trip. Car­rie could not help listen­ing with amuse­ment to his an­im­ated de­scrip­tions.

			“I tell you,” he said, “I sur­prised the people at the of­fice. I’ve sold more goods this last quarter than any oth­er man of our house on the road. I sold three thou­sand dol­lars’ worth in La Crosse.”

			He plunged his face in a basin of wa­ter, and puffed and blew as he rubbed his neck and ears with his hands, while Car­rie gazed upon him with mingled thoughts of re­col­lec­tion and present judg­ment. He was still wip­ing his face, when he con­tin­ued:

			“I’m go­ing to strike for a raise in June. They can af­ford to pay it, as much busi­ness as I turn in. I’ll get it too, don’t you for­get.”

			“I hope you do,” said Car­rie.

			“And then if that little real es­tate deal I’ve got on goes through, we’ll get mar­ried,” he said with a great show of earn­est­ness, the while he took his place be­fore the mir­ror and began brush­ing his hair.

			“I don’t be­lieve you ever in­tend to marry me, Charlie,” Car­rie said rue­fully. The re­cent prot­est­a­tions of Hurst­wood had giv­en her cour­age to say this.

			“Oh, yes I do—course I do—what put that in­to your head?”

			He had stopped his tri­fling be­fore the mir­ror now and crossed over to her. For the first time Car­rie felt as if she must move away from him.

			“But you’ve been say­ing that so long,” she said, look­ing with her pretty face up­turned in­to his.

			“Well, and I mean it too, but it takes money to live as I want to. Now, when I get this in­crease, I can come pretty near fix­ing things all right, and I’ll do it. Now, don’t you worry, girlie.”

			He pat­ted her re­as­sur­ingly upon the shoulder, but Car­rie felt how really fu­tile had been her hopes. She could clearly see that this easy­going soul in­ten­ded no move in her be­half. He was simply let­ting things drift be­cause he pre­ferred the free round of his present state to any leg­al tram­mel­lings.

			In con­trast, Hurst­wood ap­peared strong and sin­cere. He had no easy man­ner of put­ting her off. He sym­path­ised with her and showed her what her true value was. He needed her, while Drou­et did not care.

			“Oh, no,” she said re­morse­fully, her tone re­flect­ing some of her own suc­cess and more of her help­less­ness, “you nev­er will.”

			“Well, you wait a little while and see,” he con­cluded. “I’ll marry you all right.”

			Car­rie looked at him and felt jus­ti­fied. She was look­ing for some­thing which would calm her con­science, and here it was, a light, airy dis­reg­ard of her claims upon his justice. He had faith­fully prom­ised to marry her, and this was the way he ful­filled his prom­ise.

			“Say,” he said, after he had, as he thought, pleas­antly dis­posed of the mar­riage ques­tion, “I saw Hurst­wood today, and he wants us to go to the theatre with him.”

			Car­rie star­ted at the name, but re­covered quickly enough to avoid no­tice.

			“When?” she asked, with as­sumed in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Wed­nes­day. We’ll go, won’t we?”

			“If you think so,” she answered, her man­ner be­ing so en­forcedly re­served as to al­most ex­cite sus­pi­cion. Drou­et no­ticed some­thing, but he thought it was due to her feel­ings con­cern­ing their talk about mar­riage.

			“He called once, he said.”

			“Yes,” said Car­rie, “he was out here Sunday even­ing.”

			“Was he?” said Drou­et. “I thought from what he said that he had called a week or so ago.”

			“So he did,” answered Car­rie, who was wholly un­aware of what con­ver­sa­tion her lov­ers might have held. She was all at sea men­tally, and fear­ful of some en­tan­gle­ment which might en­sue from what she would an­swer.

			“Oh, then he called twice?” said Drou­et, the first shade of mis­un­der­stand­ing show­ing in his face.

			“Yes,” said Car­rie in­no­cently, feel­ing now that Hurst­wood must have men­tioned but one call.

			Drou­et ima­gined that he must have mis­un­der­stood his friend. He did not at­tach par­tic­u­lar im­port­ance to the in­form­a­tion, after all.

			“What did he have to say?” he quer­ied, with slightly in­creased curi­os­ity.

			“He said he came be­cause he thought I might be lonely. You hadn’t been in there so long he wondered what had be­come of you.”

			“George is a fine fel­low,” said Drou­et, rather grat­i­fied by his con­cep­tion of the man­ager’s in­terest. “Come on and we’ll go out to din­ner.”

			When Hurst­wood saw that Drou­et was back he wrote at once to Car­rie, say­ing:

			“I told him I called on you, dearest, when he was away. I did not say how of­ten, but he prob­ably thought once. Let me know of any­thing you may have said. An­swer by spe­cial mes­sen­ger when you get this, and, darling, I must see you. Let me know if you can’t meet me at Jack­son and Throop Streets Wed­nes­day af­ter­noon at two o’clock. I want to speak with you be­fore we meet at the theatre.”

			Car­rie re­ceived this Tues­day morn­ing when she called at the West Side branch of the post-of­fice, and answered at once.

			“I said you called twice,” she wrote. “He didn’t seem to mind. I will try and be at Throop Street if noth­ing in­ter­feres. I seem to be get­ting very bad. It’s wrong to act as I do, I know.”

			Hurst­wood, when he met her as agreed, re­as­sured her on this score.

			“You mustn’t worry, sweet­heart,” he said. “Just as soon as he goes on the road again we will ar­range some­thing. We’ll fix it so that you won’t have to de­ceive any­one.”

			Car­rie ima­gined that he would marry her at once, though he had not dir­ectly said so, and her spir­its rose. She pro­posed to make the best of the situ­ation un­til Drou­et left again.

			“Don’t show any more in­terest in me than you ever have,” Hurst­wood coun­selled con­cern­ing the even­ing at the theatre.

			“You mustn’t look at me stead­ily then,” she answered, mind­ful of the power of his eyes.

			“I won’t,” he said, squeez­ing her hand at part­ing and giv­ing the glance she had just cau­tioned against.

			“There,” she said play­fully, point­ing a fin­ger at him.

			“The show hasn’t be­gun yet,” he re­turned.

			He watched her walk from him with tender so­li­cit­a­tion. Such youth and pret­ti­ness re­acted upon him more subtly than wine.

			At the theatre things passed as they had in Hurst­wood’s fa­vour. If he had been pleas­ing to Car­rie be­fore, how much more so was he now. His grace was more per­meat­ing be­cause it found a read­i­er me­di­um. Car­rie watched his every move­ment with pleas­ure. She al­most for­got poor Drou­et, who babbled on as if he were the host.

			Hurst­wood was too clev­er to give the slight­est in­dic­a­tion of a change. He paid, if any­thing, more at­ten­tion to his old friend than usu­al, and yet in no way held him up to that subtle ri­dicule which a lov­er in fa­vour may so secretly prac­tise be­fore the mis­tress of his heart. If any­thing, he felt the in­justice of the game as it stood, and was not cheap enough to add to it the slight­est men­tal taunt.

			Only the play pro­duced an iron­ic­al situ­ation, and this was due to Drou­et alone.

			The scene was one in The Cov­en­ant, in which the wife listened to the se­duct­ive voice of a lov­er in the ab­sence of her hus­band.

			“Served him right,” said Drou­et af­ter­ward, even in view of her keen ex­pi­ation of her er­ror. “I haven’t any pity for a man who would be such a chump as that.”

			“Well, you nev­er can tell,” re­turned Hurst­wood gently. “He prob­ably thought he was right.”

			“Well, a man ought to be more at­tent­ive than that to his wife if he wants to keep her.”

			They had come out of the lobby and made their way through the showy crush about the en­trance way.

			“Say, mis­ter,” said a voice at Hurst­wood’s side, “would you mind giv­ing me the price of a bed?”

			Hurst­wood was in­ter­estedly re­mark­ing to Car­rie.

			“Hon­est to God, mis­ter, I’m without a place to sleep.”

			The plea was that of a gaunt-faced man of about thirty, who looked the pic­ture of priva­tion and wretched­ness. Drou­et was the first to see. He handed over a dime with an up­welling feel­ing of pity in his heart. Hurst­wood scarcely no­ticed the in­cid­ent. Car­rie quickly for­got.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				The Irk of the Old Ties: The Ma­gic of Youth

			
			The com­plete ig­nor­ing by Hurst­wood of his own home came with the growth of his af­fec­tion for Car­rie. His ac­tions, in all that re­lated to his fam­ily, were of the most per­func­tory kind. He sat at break­fast with his wife and chil­dren, ab­sorbed in his own fan­cies, which reached far without the realm of their in­terests. He read his pa­per, which was heightened in in­terest by the shal­low­ness of the themes dis­cussed by his son and daugh­ter. Between him­self and his wife ran a river of in­dif­fer­ence.

			Now that Car­rie had come, he was in a fair way to be bliss­ful again. There was de­light in go­ing down­town even­ings. When he walked forth in the short days, the street lamps had a merry twinkle. He began to ex­per­i­ence the al­most for­got­ten feel­ing which hastens the lov­er’s feet. When he looked at his fine clothes, he saw them with her eyes—and her eyes were young.

			When in the flush of such feel­ings he heard his wife’s voice, when the in­sist­ent de­mands of mat­ri­mony re­called him from dreams to a stale prac­tice, how it grated. He then knew that this was a chain which bound his feet.

			“George,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood, in that tone of voice which had long since come to be as­so­ci­ated in his mind with de­mands, “we want you to get us a sea­son tick­et to the races.”

			“Do you want to go to all of them?” he said with a rising in­flec­tion.

			“Yes,” she answered.

			The races in ques­tion were soon to open at Wash­ing­ton Park, on the South Side, and were con­sidered quite so­ci­ety af­fairs among those who did not af­fect re­li­gious rectitude and con­ser­vat­ism. Mrs. Hurst­wood had nev­er asked for a whole sea­son tick­et be­fore, but this year cer­tain con­sid­er­a­tions de­cided her to get a box. For one thing, one of her neigh­bours, a cer­tain Mr. and Mrs. Ram­sey, who were pos­sessors of money, made out of the coal busi­ness, had done so. In the next place, her fa­vour­ite phys­i­cian, Dr. Beale, a gen­tle­man in­clined to horses and bet­ting, had talked with her con­cern­ing his in­ten­tion to enter a two-year-old in the Derby. In the third place, she wished to ex­hib­it Jes­sica, who was gain­ing in ma­tur­ity and beauty, and whom she hoped to marry to a man of means. Her own de­sire to be about in such things and parade among her ac­quaint­ances and the com­mon throng was as much an in­cent­ive as any­thing.

			Hurst­wood thought over the pro­pos­i­tion a few mo­ments without an­swer­ing. They were in the sit­ting-room on the second floor, wait­ing for sup­per. It was the even­ing of his en­gage­ment with Car­rie and Drou­et to see The Cov­en­ant, which had brought him home to make some al­ter­a­tions in his dress.

			“You’re sure sep­ar­ate tick­ets wouldn’t do as well?” he asked, hes­it­at­ing to say any­thing more rugged.

			“No,” she replied im­pa­tiently.

			“Well,” he said, tak­ing of­fence at her man­ner, “you needn’t get mad about it. I’m just ask­ing you.”

			“I’m not mad,” she snapped. “I’m merely ask­ing you for a sea­son tick­et.”

			“And I’m telling you,” he re­turned, fix­ing a clear, steady eye on her, “that it’s no easy thing to get. I’m not sure wheth­er the man­ager will give it to me.”

			He had been think­ing all the time of his “pull” with the racetrack mag­nates.

			“We can buy it then,” she ex­claimed sharply.

			“You talk easy,” he said. “A sea­son fam­ily tick­et costs one hun­dred and fifty dol­lars.”

			“I’ll not ar­gue with you,” she replied with de­term­in­a­tion. “I want the tick­et and that’s all there is to it.”

			She had ris­en, and now walked an­grily out of the room.

			“Well, you get it then,” he said grimly, though in a mod­i­fied tone of voice.

			As usu­al, the table was one short that even­ing.

			The next morn­ing he had cooled down con­sid­er­ably, and later the tick­et was duly se­cured, though it did not heal mat­ters. He did not mind giv­ing his fam­ily a fair share of all that he earned, but he did not like to be forced to provide against his will.

			“Did you know, moth­er,” said Jes­sica an­oth­er day, “the Spen­cers are get­ting ready to go away?”

			“No. Where, I won­der?”

			“Europe,” said Jes­sica. “I met Geor­gine yes­ter­day and she told me. She just put on more airs about it.”

			“Did she say when?”

			“Monday, I think. They’ll get a no­tice in the pa­pers again—they al­ways do.”

			“Nev­er mind,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood con­sol­ingly, “we’ll go one of these days.”

			Hurst­wood moved his eyes over the pa­per slowly, but said noth­ing.

			“ ‘We sail for Liv­er­pool from New York,’ ” Jes­sica ex­claimed, mock­ing her ac­quaint­ance. “ ‘Ex­pect to spend most of the “summah” in France’—vain thing. As if it was any­thing to go to Europe.”

			“It must be if you envy her so much,” put in Hurst­wood.

			It grated upon him to see the feel­ing his daugh­ter dis­played.

			“Don’t worry over them, my dear,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood.

			“Did George get off?” asked Jes­sica of her moth­er an­oth­er day, thus re­veal­ing some­thing that Hurst­wood had heard noth­ing about.

			“Where has he gone?” he asked, look­ing up. He had nev­er be­fore been kept in ig­nor­ance con­cern­ing de­par­tures.

			“He was go­ing to Wheaton,” said Jes­sica, not no­ti­cing the slight put upon her fath­er.

			“What’s out there?” he asked, secretly ir­rit­ated and chag­rined to think that he should be made to pump for in­form­a­tion in this man­ner.

			“A ten­nis match,” said Jes­sica.

			“He didn’t say any­thing to me,” Hurst­wood con­cluded, find­ing it dif­fi­cult to re­frain from a bit­ter tone.

			“I guess he must have for­got­ten,” ex­claimed his wife blandly.

			In the past he had al­ways com­manded a cer­tain amount of re­spect, which was a com­pound of ap­pre­ci­ation and awe. The fa­mili­ar­ity which in part still ex­is­ted between him­self and his daugh­ter he had cour­ted. As it was, it did not go bey­ond the light as­sump­tion of words. The tone was al­ways mod­est. Whatever had been, how­ever, had lacked af­fec­tion, and now he saw that he was los­ing track of their do­ings. His know­ledge was no longer in­tim­ate. He some­times saw them at table, and some­times did not. He heard of their do­ings oc­ca­sion­ally, more of­ten not. Some days he found that he was all at sea as to what they were talk­ing about—things they had ar­ranged to do or that they had done in his ab­sence. More af­fect­ing was the feel­ing that there were little things go­ing on of which he no longer heard. Jes­sica was be­gin­ning to feel that her af­fairs were her own. George, Jr., flour­ished about as if he were a man en­tirely and must needs have private mat­ters. All this Hurst­wood could see, and it left a trace of feel­ing, for he was used to be­ing con­sidered—in his of­fi­cial po­s­i­tion, at least—and felt that his im­port­ance should not be­gin to wane here. To darken it all, he saw the same in­dif­fer­ence and in­de­pend­ence grow­ing in his wife, while he looked on and paid the bills.

			He con­soled him­self with the thought, how­ever, that, after all, he was not without af­fec­tion. Things might go as they would at his house, but he had Car­rie out­side of it. With his mind’s eye he looked in­to her com­fort­able room in Og­den Place, where he had spent sev­er­al such de­light­ful even­ings, and thought how charm­ing it would be when Drou­et was dis­posed of en­tirely and she was wait­ing even­ings in cozy little quar­ters for him. That no cause would come up whereby Drou­et would be led to in­form Car­rie con­cern­ing his mar­ried state, he felt hope­ful. Things were go­ing so smoothly that he be­lieved they would not change. Shortly now he would per­suade Car­rie and all would be sat­is­fact­ory.

			The day after their theatre vis­it he began writ­ing her reg­u­larly—a let­ter every morn­ing, and beg­ging her to do as much for him. He was not lit­er­ary by any means, but ex­per­i­ence of the world and his grow­ing af­fec­tion gave him some­what of a style. This he ex­er­cised at his of­fice desk with per­fect de­lib­er­a­tion. He pur­chased a box of del­ic­ately col­oured and scen­ted writ­ing pa­per in mono­gram, which he kept locked in one of the draw­ers. His friends now wondered at the cler­ic and very of­fi­cial-look­ing nature of his po­s­i­tion. The five bar­tenders viewed with re­spect the du­ties which could call a man to do so much desk-work and pen­man­ship.

			Hurst­wood sur­prised him­self with his flu­ency. By the nat­ur­al law which gov­erns all ef­fort, what he wrote re­acted upon him. He began to feel those sub­tleties which he could find words to ex­press. With every ex­pres­sion came in­creased con­cep­tion. Those in­most breath­ings which there found words took hold upon him. He thought Car­rie worthy of all the af­fec­tion he could there ex­press.

			Car­rie was in­deed worth lov­ing if ever youth and grace are to com­mand that token of ac­know­ledg­ment from life in their bloom. Ex­per­i­ence had not yet taken away that fresh­ness of the spir­it which is the charm of the body. Her soft eyes con­tained in their li­quid lustre no sug­ges­tion of the know­ledge of dis­ap­point­ment. She had been troubled in a way by doubt and long­ing, but these had made no deep­er im­pres­sion than could be traced in a cer­tain open wist­ful­ness of glance and speech. The mouth had the ex­pres­sion at times, in talk­ing and in re­pose, of one who might be upon the verge of tears. It was not that grief was thus ever present. The pro­nun­ci­ation of cer­tain syl­lables gave to her lips this pe­cu­li­ar­ity of form­a­tion—a form­a­tion as sug­gest­ive and mov­ing as pathos it­self.

			There was noth­ing bold in her man­ner. Life had not taught her dom­in­a­tion—su­per­cili­ous­ness of grace, which is the lordly power of some wo­men. Her long­ing for con­sid­er­a­tion was not suf­fi­ciently power­ful to move her to de­mand it. Even now she lacked self-as­sur­ance, but there was that in what she had already ex­per­i­enced which left her a little less than tim­id. She wanted pleas­ure, she wanted po­s­i­tion, and yet she was con­fused as to what these things might be. Every hour the kal­eido­scope of hu­man af­fairs threw a new lustre upon some­thing, and there­with it be­came for her the de­sired—the all. An­oth­er shift of the box, and some oth­er had be­come the beau­ti­ful, the per­fect.

			On her spir­itu­al side, also, she was rich in feel­ing, as such a nature well might be. Sor­row in her was aroused by many a spec­tacle—an un­crit­ic­al up­welling of grief for the weak and the help­less. She was con­stantly pained by the sight of the white-faced, ragged men who slopped des­per­ately by her in a sort of wretched men­tal stupor. The poorly clad girls who went blow­ing by her win­dow even­ings, hur­ry­ing home from some of the shops of the West Side, she pit­ied from the depths of her heart. She would stand and bite her lips as they passed, shak­ing her little head and won­der­ing. They had so little, she thought. It was so sad to be ragged and poor. The hang of faded clothes pained her eyes.

			“And they have to work so hard!” was her only com­ment.

			On the street some­times she would see men work­ing—Ir­ish­men with picks, coal-heavers with great loads to shovel, Amer­ic­ans busy about some work which was a mere mat­ter of strength—and they touched her fancy. Toil, now that she was free of it, seemed even a more des­ol­ate thing than when she was part of it. She saw it through a mist of fancy—a pale, sombre half-light, which was the es­sence of po­et­ic feel­ing. Her old fath­er, in his flour-dus­ted miller’s suit, some­times re­turned to her in memory, re­vived by a face in a win­dow. A shoe­maker peg­ging at his last, a blast­man seen through a nar­row win­dow in some base­ment where iron was be­ing melted, a bench-work­er seen high aloft in some win­dow, his coat off, his sleeves rolled up; these took her back in fancy to the de­tails of the mill. She felt, though she sel­dom ex­pressed them, sad thoughts upon this score. Her sym­path­ies were ever with that un­der­world of toil from which she had so re­cently sprung, and which she best un­der­stood.

			Though Hurst­wood did not know it, he was deal­ing with one whose feel­ings were as tender and as del­ic­ate as this. He did not know, but it was this in her, after all, which at­trac­ted him. He nev­er at­temp­ted to ana­lyse the nature of his af­fec­tion. It was suf­fi­cient that there was ten­der­ness in her eye, weak­ness in her man­ner, good-nature and hope in her thoughts. He drew near this lily, which had sucked its wax­en beauty and per­fume from be­low a depth of wa­ters which he had nev­er pen­et­rated, and out of ooze and mould which he could not un­der­stand. He drew near be­cause it was wax­en and fresh. It lightened his feel­ings for him. It made the morn­ing worth while.

			In a ma­ter­i­al way, she was con­sid­er­ably im­proved. Her awk­ward­ness had all but passed, leav­ing, if any­thing, a quaint residue which was as pleas­ing as per­fect grace. Her little shoes now fit­ted her smartly and had high heels. She had learned much about laces and those little neck­pieces which add so much to a wo­man’s ap­pear­ance. Her form had filled out un­til it was ad­mir­ably plump and well-roun­ded.

			Hurst­wood wrote her one morn­ing, ask­ing her to meet him in Jef­fer­son Park, Mon­roe Street. He did not con­sider it policy to call any more, even when Drou­et was at home.

			The next af­ter­noon he was in the pretty little park by one, and had found a rus­tic bench be­neath the green leaves of a lilac bush which bordered one of the paths. It was at that sea­son of the year when the full­ness of spring had not yet worn quite away. At a little pond near by some cleanly dressed chil­dren were sail­ing white can­vas boats. In the shade of a green pa­goda a be­buttoned of­ficer of the law was rest­ing, his arms fol­ded, his club at rest in his belt. An old garden­er was upon the lawn, with a pair of prun­ing shears, look­ing after some bushes. High over­head was the clear blue sky of the new sum­mer, and in the thick­ness of the shiny green leaves of the trees hopped and twittered the busy spar­rows.

			Hurst­wood had come out of his own home that morn­ing feel­ing much of the same old an­noy­ance. At his store he had idled, there be­ing no need to write. He had come away to this place with the light­ness of heart which char­ac­ter­ises those who put wear­i­ness be­hind. Now, in the shade of this cool, green bush, he looked about him with the fancy of the lov­er. He heard the carts go lum­ber­ing by upon the neigh­bour­ing streets, but they were far off, and only buzzed upon his ear. The hum of the sur­round­ing city was faint, the clang of an oc­ca­sion­al bell was as mu­sic. He looked and dreamed a new dream of pleas­ure which con­cerned his present fixed con­di­tion not at all. He got back in fancy to the old Hurst­wood, who was neither mar­ried nor fixed in a sol­id po­s­i­tion for life. He re­membered the light spir­it in which he once looked after the girls—how he had danced, es­cor­ted them home, hung over their gates. He al­most wished he was back there again—here in this pleas­ant scene he felt as if he were wholly free.

			At two Car­rie came trip­ping along the walk to­ward him, rosy and clean. She had just re­cently donned a sail­or hat for the sea­son with a band of pretty white-dot­ted blue silk. Her skirt was of a rich blue ma­ter­i­al, and her shirt waist matched it, with a thin stripe of blue upon a snow-white ground—stripes that were as fine as hairs. Her brown shoes peeped oc­ca­sion­ally from be­neath her skirt. She car­ried her gloves in her hand.

			Hurst­wood looked up at her with de­light.

			“You came, dearest,” he said eagerly, stand­ing to meet her and tak­ing her hand.

			“Of course,” she said, smil­ing; “did you think I wouldn’t?”

			“I didn’t know,” he replied.

			He looked at her fore­head, which was moist from her brisk walk. Then he took out one of his own soft, scen­ted silk handker­chiefs and touched her face here and there.

			“Now,” he said af­fec­tion­ately, “you’re all right.”

			They were happy in be­ing near one an­oth­er—in look­ing in­to each oth­er’s eyes. Fi­nally, when the long flush of de­light had sub­sided, he said:

			“When is Charlie go­ing away again?”

			“I don’t know,” she answered. “He says he has some things to do for the house here now.”

			Hurst­wood grew ser­i­ous, and he lapsed in­to quiet thought. He looked up after a time to say:

			“Come away and leave him.”

			He turned his eyes to the boys with the boats, as if the re­quest were of little im­port­ance.

			“Where would we go?” she asked in much the same man­ner, rolling her gloves, and look­ing in­to a neigh­bour­ing tree.

			“Where do you want to go?” he en­quired.

			There was some­thing in the tone in which he said this which made her feel as if she must re­cord her feel­ings against any loc­al hab­it­a­tion.

			“We can’t stay in Chica­go,” she replied.

			He had no thought that this was in her mind—that any re­mov­al would be sug­ges­ted.

			“Why not?” he asked softly.

			“Oh, be­cause,” she said, “I wouldn’t want to.”

			He listened to this with but dull per­cep­tion of what it meant. It had no ser­i­ous ring to it. The ques­tion was not up for im­me­di­ate de­cision.

			“I would have to give up my po­s­i­tion,” he said.

			The tone he used made it seem as if the mat­ter de­served only slight con­sid­er­a­tion. Car­rie thought a little, the while en­joy­ing the pretty scene.

			“I wouldn’t like to live in Chica­go and him here,” she said, think­ing of Drou­et.

			“It’s a big town, dearest,” Hurst­wood answered. “It would be as good as mov­ing to an­oth­er part of the coun­try to move to the South Side.”

			He had fixed upon that re­gion as an ob­ject­ive point.

			“Any­how,” said Car­rie, “I shouldn’t want to get mar­ried as long as he is here. I wouldn’t want to run away.”

			The sug­ges­tion of mar­riage struck Hurst­wood for­cibly. He saw clearly that this was her idea—he felt that it was not to be got­ten over eas­ily. Bi­gamy lightened the ho­ri­zon of his shad­owy thoughts for a mo­ment. He wondered for the life of him how it would all come out. He could not see that he was mak­ing any pro­gress save in her re­gard. When he looked at her now, he thought her beau­ti­ful. What a thing it was to have her love him, even if it be en­tangling! She in­creased in value in his eyes be­cause of her ob­jec­tion. She was some­thing to struggle for, and that was everything. How dif­fer­ent from the wo­men who yiel­ded will­ingly! He swept the thought of them from his mind.

			“And you don’t know when he’ll go away?” asked Hurst­wood, quietly.

			She shook her head.

			He sighed.

			“You’re a de­term­ined little miss, aren’t you?” he said, after a few mo­ments, look­ing up in­to her eyes.

			She felt a wave of feel­ing sweep over her at this. It was pride at what seemed his ad­mir­a­tion—af­fec­tion for the man who could feel this con­cern­ing her.

			“No,” she said coyly, “but what can I do?”

			Again he fol­ded his hands and looked away over the lawn in­to the street.

			“I wish,” he said pathet­ic­ally, “you would come to me. I don’t like to be away from you this way. What good is there in wait­ing? You’re not any hap­pi­er, are you?”

			“Hap­pi­er!” she ex­claimed softly, “you know bet­ter than that.”

			“Here we are then,” he went on in the same tone, “wast­ing our days. If you are not happy, do you think I am? I sit and write to you the biggest part of the time. I’ll tell you what, Car­rie,” he ex­claimed, throw­ing sud­den force of ex­pres­sion in­to his voice and fix­ing her with his eyes, “I can’t live without you, and that’s all there is to it. Now,” he con­cluded, show­ing the palm of one of his white hands in a sort of at-an-end, help­less ex­pres­sion, “what shall I do?”

			This shift­ing of the bur­den to her ap­pealed to Car­rie. The semb­lance of the load without the weight touched the wo­man’s heart.

			“Can’t you wait a little while yet?” she said ten­derly. “I’ll try and find out when he’s go­ing.”

			“What good will it do?” he asked, hold­ing the same strain of feel­ing.

			“Well, per­haps we can ar­range to go some­where.”

			She really did not see any­thing clear­er than be­fore, but she was get­ting in­to that frame of mind where, out of sym­pathy, a wo­man yields.

			Hurst­wood did not un­der­stand. He was won­der­ing how she was to be per­suaded—what ap­peal would move her to for­sake Drou­et. He began to won­der how far her af­fec­tion for him would carry her. He was think­ing of some ques­tion which would make her tell.

			Fi­nally he hit upon one of those prob­lem­at­ic­al pro­pos­i­tions which of­ten dis­guise our own de­sires while lead­ing us to an un­der­stand­ing of the dif­fi­culties which oth­ers make for us, and so dis­cov­er for us a way. It had not the slight­est con­nec­tion with any­thing in­ten­ded on his part, and was spoken at ran­dom be­fore he had giv­en it a mo­ment’s ser­i­ous thought.

			“Car­rie,” he said, look­ing in­to her face and as­sum­ing a ser­i­ous look which he did not feel, “sup­pose I were to come to you next week; or this week for that mat­ter—to­night say—and tell you I had to go away—that I couldn’t stay an­oth­er minute and wasn’t com­ing back any more—would you come with me?”

			His sweet­heart viewed him with the most af­fec­tion­ate glance, her an­swer ready be­fore the words were out of his mouth.

			“Yes,” she said.

			“You wouldn’t stop to ar­gue or ar­range?”

			“Not if you couldn’t wait.”

			He smiled when he saw that she took him ser­i­ously, and he thought what a chance it would af­ford for a pos­sible jun­ket of a week or two. He had a no­tion to tell her that he was jok­ing and so brush away her sweet ser­i­ous­ness, but the ef­fect of it was too de­light­ful. He let it stand.

			“Sup­pose we didn’t have time to get mar­ried here?” he ad­ded, an af­ter­thought strik­ing him.

			“If we got mar­ried as soon as we got to the oth­er end of the jour­ney it would be all right.”

			“I meant that,” he said.

			“Yes.”

			The morn­ing seemed pe­cu­li­arly bright to him now. He wondered whatever could have put such a thought in­to his head. Im­possible as it was, he could not help smil­ing at its clev­erness. It showed how she loved him. There was no doubt in his mind now, and he would find a way to win her.

			“Well,” he said, jok­ingly, “I’ll come and get you one of these even­ings,” and then he laughed.

			“I wouldn’t stay with you, though, if you didn’t marry me,” Car­rie ad­ded re­flect­ively.

			“I don’t want you to,” he said ten­derly, tak­ing her hand.

			She was ex­tremely happy now that she un­der­stood. She loved him the more for think­ing that he would res­cue her so. As for him, the mar­riage clause did not dwell in his mind. He was think­ing that with such af­fec­tion there could be no bar to his even­tu­al hap­pi­ness.

			“Let’s stroll about,” he said gayly, rising and sur­vey­ing all the lovely park.

			“All right,” said Car­rie.

			They passed the young Ir­ish­man, who looked after them with en­vi­ous eyes.

			“ ’Tis a foine couple,” he ob­served to him­self. “They must be rich.”

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				A Wit­less Alad­din: The Gate to the World

			
			In the course of his present stay in Chica­go, Drou­et paid some slight at­ten­tion to the secret or­der to which he be­longed. Dur­ing his last trip he had re­ceived a new light on its im­port­ance.

			“I tell you,” said an­oth­er drum­mer to him, “it’s a great thing. Look at Hazen­stab. He isn’t so deuced clev­er. Of course he’s got a good house be­hind him, but that won’t do alone. I tell you it’s his de­gree. He’s a way-up Ma­son, and that goes a long way. He’s got a secret sign that stands for some­thing.”

			Drou­et re­solved then and there that he would take more in­terest in such mat­ters. So when he got back to Chica­go he re­paired to his loc­al lodge headquar­ters.

			“I say, Drou­et,” said Mr. Harry Quincel, an in­di­vidu­al who was very prom­in­ent in this loc­al branch of the Elks, “you’re the man that can help us out.”

			It was after the busi­ness meet­ing and things were go­ing so­cially with a hum. Drou­et was bob­bing around chat­ting and jok­ing with a score of in­di­vidu­als whom he knew.

			“What are you up to?” he in­quired gen­i­ally, turn­ing a smil­ing face upon his secret broth­er.

			“We’re try­ing to get up some the­at­ric­als for two weeks from today, and we want to know if you don’t know some young lady who could take a part—it’s an easy part.”

			“Sure,” said Drou­et, “what is it?” He did not trouble to re­mem­ber that he knew no one to whom he could ap­peal on this score. His in­nate good-nature, how­ever, dic­tated a fa­vour­able reply.

			“Well, now, I’ll tell you what we are try­ing to do,” went on Mr. Quincel. “We are try­ing to get a new set of fur­niture for the lodge. There isn’t enough money in the treas­ury at the present time, and we thought we would raise it by a little en­ter­tain­ment.”

			“Sure,” in­ter­rup­ted Drou­et, “that’s a good idea.”

			“Sev­er­al of the boys around here have got tal­ent. There’s Harry Burbe­ck, he does a fine black­face turn. Mac Lewis is all right at heavy dra­mat­ics. Did you ever hear him re­cite ‘Over the Hills’?”

			“Nev­er did.”

			“Well, I tell you, he does it fine.”

			“And you want me to get some wo­man to take a part?” ques­tioned Drou­et, anxious to ter­min­ate the sub­ject and get on to some­thing else. “What are you go­ing to play?”

			“Un­der the Gas­light,” said Mr. Quincel, men­tion­ing Au­gustin Daly’s fam­ous pro­duc­tion, which had worn from a great pub­lic suc­cess down to an am­a­teur the­at­ric­al fa­vour­ite, with many of the trouble­some ac­cessor­ies cut out and the dramatis per­sonae re­duced to the smal­lest pos­sible num­ber.

			Drou­et had seen this play some time in the past.

			“That’s it,” he said; “that’s a fine play. It will go all right. You ought to make a lot of money out of that.”

			“We think we’ll do very well,” Mr. Quincel replied. “Don’t you for­get now,” he con­cluded, Drou­et show­ing signs of rest­less­ness; “some young wo­man to take the part of Laura.”

			“Sure, I’ll at­tend to it.”

			He moved away, for­get­ting al­most all about it the mo­ment Mr. Quincel had ceased talk­ing. He had not even thought to ask the time or place.

			Drou­et was re­minded of his prom­ise a day or two later by the re­ceipt of a let­ter an­noun­cing that the first re­hears­al was set for the fol­low­ing Fri­day even­ing, and ur­ging him to kindly for­ward the young lady’s ad­dress at once, in or­der that the part might be de­livered to her.

			“Now, who the deuce do I know?” asked the drum­mer re­flect­ively, scratch­ing his rosy ear. “I don’t know any­one that knows any­thing about am­a­teur the­at­ric­als.”

			He went over in memory the names of a num­ber of wo­men he knew, and fi­nally fixed on one, largely be­cause of the con­veni­ent loc­a­tion of her home on the West Side, and prom­ised him­self that as he came out that even­ing he would see her. When, how­ever, he star­ted west on the car he for­got, and was only re­minded of his de­lin­quency by an item in the Even­ing News—a small three-line af­fair un­der the head of Secret So­ci­ety Notes—which stated the Custer Lodge of the Or­der of Elks would give a the­at­ric­al per­form­ance in Avery Hall on the 16th, when Un­der the Gas­light would be pro­duced.

			“George!” ex­claimed Drou­et, “I for­got that.”

			“What?” in­quired Car­rie.

			They were at their little table in the room which might have been used for a kit­chen, where Car­rie oc­ca­sion­ally served a meal. To­night the fancy had caught her, and the little table was spread with a pleas­ing re­past.

			“Why, my lodge en­ter­tain­ment. They’re go­ing to give a play, and they wanted me to get them some young lady to take a part.”

			“What is it they’re go­ing to play?”

			“Un­der the Gas­light.”

			“When?”

			“On the 16th.”

			“Well, why don’t you?” asked Car­rie.

			“I don’t know any­one,” he replied.

			Sud­denly he looked up.

			“Say,” he said, “how would you like to take the part?”

			“Me?” said Car­rie. “I can’t act.”

			“How do you know?” ques­tioned Drou­et re­flect­ively.

			“Be­cause,” answered Car­rie, “I nev­er did.”

			Nev­er­the­less, she was pleased to think he would ask. Her eyes brightened, for if there was any­thing that en­lis­ted her sym­path­ies it was the art of the stage.

			True to his nature, Drou­et clung to this idea as an easy way out.

			“That’s noth­ing. You can act all you have to down there.”

			“No, I can’t,” said Car­rie weakly, very much drawn to­ward the pro­pos­i­tion and yet fear­ful.

			“Yes, you can. Now, why don’t you do it? They need someone, and it will be lots of fun for you.”

			“Oh, no, it won’t,” said Car­rie ser­i­ously.

			“You’d like that. I know you would. I’ve seen you dan­cing around here and giv­ing im­it­a­tions and that’s why I asked you. You’re clev­er enough, all right.”

			“No, I’m not,” said Car­rie shyly.

			“Now, I’ll tell you what you do. You go down and see about it. It’ll be fun for you. The rest of the com­pany isn’t go­ing to be any good. They haven’t any ex­per­i­ence. What do they know about the­at­ric­als?”

			He frowned as he thought of their ig­nor­ance.

			“Hand me the cof­fee,” he ad­ded.

			“I don’t be­lieve I could act, Charlie,” Car­rie went on pet­tishly. “You don’t think I could, do you?”

			“Sure. Out o’ sight. I bet you make a hit. Now you want to go, I know you do. I knew it when I came home. That’s why I asked you.”

			“What is the play, did you say?”

			“Un­der the Gas­light.”

			“What part would they want me to take?”

			“Oh, one of the heroines—I don’t know.”

			“What sort of a play is it?”

			“Well,” said Drou­et, whose memory for such things was not the best, “it’s about a girl who gets kid­napped by a couple of crooks—a man and a wo­man that live in the slums. She had some money or some­thing and they wanted to get it. I don’t know now how it did go ex­actly.”

			“Don’t you know what part I would have to take?”

			“No, I don’t, to tell the truth.” He thought a mo­ment. “Yes, I do, too. Laura, that’s the thing—you’re to be Laura.”

			“And you can’t re­mem­ber what the part is like?”

			“To save me, Cad, I can’t,” he answered. “I ought to, too; I’ve seen the play enough. There’s a girl in it that was stolen when she was an in­fant—was picked off the street or some­thing—and she’s the one that’s houn­ded by the two old crim­in­als I was telling you about.” He stopped with a mouth­ful of pie poised on a fork be­fore his face. “She comes very near get­ting drowned—no, that’s not it. I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he con­cluded hope­lessly, “I’ll get you the book. I can’t re­mem­ber now for the life of me.”

			“Well, I don’t know,” said Car­rie, when he had con­cluded, her in­terest and de­sire to shine dra­mat­ic­ally strug­gling with her timid­ity for the mas­tery. “I might go if you thought I’d do all right.”

			“Of course, you’ll do,” said Drou­et, who, in his ef­forts to en­thuse Car­rie, had in­ter­ested him­self. “Do you think I’d come home here and urge you to do some­thing that I didn’t think you would make a suc­cess of? You can act all right. It’ll be good for you.”

			“When must I go?” said Car­rie, re­flect­ively.

			“The first re­hears­al is Fri­day night. I’ll get the part for you to­night.”

			“All right,” said Car­rie resign­edly, “I’ll do it, but if I make a fail­ure now it’s your fault.”

			“You won’t fail,” as­sured Drou­et. “Just act as you do around here. Be nat­ur­al. You’re all right. I’ve of­ten thought you’d make a cork­ing good act­ress.”

			“Did you really?” asked Car­rie.

			“That’s right,” said the drum­mer.

			He little knew as he went out of the door that night what a secret flame he had kindled in the bos­om of the girl he left be­hind. Car­rie was pos­sessed of that sym­path­et­ic, im­pres­sion­able nature which, ever in the most de­veloped form, has been the glory of the drama. She was cre­ated with that passiv­ity of soul which is al­ways the mir­ror of the act­ive world. She pos­sessed an in­nate taste for im­it­a­tion and no small abil­ity. Even without prac­tice, she could some­times re­store dra­mat­ic situ­ations she had wit­nessed by re­cre­at­ing, be­fore her mir­ror, the ex­pres­sions of the vari­ous faces tak­ing part in the scene. She loved to mod­u­late her voice after the con­ven­tion­al man­ner of the dis­tressed heroine, and re­peat such pathet­ic frag­ments as ap­pealed most to her sym­path­ies. Of late, see­ing the airy grace of the in­génue in sev­er­al well-con­struc­ted plays, she had been moved to secretly im­it­ate it, and many were the little move­ments and ex­pres­sions of the body in which she in­dulged from time to time in the pri­vacy of her cham­ber. On sev­er­al oc­ca­sions, when Drou­et had caught her ad­mir­ing her­self, as he ima­gined, in the mir­ror, she was do­ing noth­ing more than re­call­ing some little grace of the mouth or the eyes which she had wit­nessed in an­oth­er. Un­der his airy ac­cus­a­tion she mis­took this for van­ity and ac­cep­ted the blame with a faint sense of er­ror, though, as a mat­ter of fact, it was noth­ing more than the first subtle out­crop­pings of an artist­ic nature, en­deav­our­ing to re­cre­ate the per­fect like­ness of some phase of beauty which ap­pealed to her. In such feeble tend­en­cies, be it known, such out­work­ing of de­sire to re­pro­duce life, lies the basis of all dra­mat­ic art.

			Now, when Car­rie heard Drou­et’s laud­at­ory opin­ion of her dra­mat­ic abil­ity, her body tingled with sat­is­fac­tion. Like the flame which welds the loosened particles in­to a sol­id mass, his words united those float­ing wisps of feel­ing which she had felt, but nev­er be­lieved, con­cern­ing her pos­sible abil­ity, and made them in­to a gaudy shred of hope. Like all hu­man be­ings, she had a touch of van­ity. She felt that she could do things if she only had a chance. How of­ten had she looked at the well-dressed act­resses on the stage and wondered how she would look, how de­light­ful she would feel if only she were in their place. The glam­our, the tense situ­ation, the fine clothes, the ap­plause, these had lured her un­til she felt that she, too, could act—that she, too, could com­pel ac­know­ledg­ment of power. Now she was told that she really could—that little things she had done about the house had made even him feel her power. It was a de­light­ful sen­sa­tion while it las­ted.

			When Drou­et was gone, she sat down in her rock­ing-chair by the win­dow to think about it. As usu­al, ima­gin­a­tion ex­ag­ger­ated the pos­sib­il­it­ies for her. It was as if he had put fifty cents in her hand and she had ex­er­cised the thoughts of a thou­sand dol­lars. She saw her­self in a score of pathet­ic situ­ations in which she as­sumed a trem­u­lous voice and suf­fer­ing man­ner. Her mind de­lighted it­self with scenes of lux­ury and re­fine­ment, situ­ations in which she was the cy­nos­ure of all eyes, the ar­bit­er of all fates. As she rocked to and fro she felt the tens­ity of woe in aban­don­ment, the mag­ni­fi­cence of wrath after de­cep­tion, the lan­gu­our of sor­row after de­feat. Thoughts of all the charm­ing wo­men she had seen in plays—every fancy, every il­lu­sion which she had con­cern­ing the stage—now came back as a re­turn­ing tide after the ebb. She built up feel­ings and a de­term­in­a­tion which the oc­ca­sion did not war­rant.

			Drou­et dropped in at the lodge when he went down­town, and swashed around with a great air, as Quincel met him.

			“Where is that young lady you were go­ing to get for us?” asked the lat­ter.

			“I’ve got her,” said Drou­et.

			“Have you?” said Quincel, rather sur­prised by his prompt­ness; “that’s good. What’s her ad­dress?” and he pulled out his note­book in or­der to be able to send her part to her.

			“You want to send her her part?” asked the drum­mer.

			“Yes.”

			“Well, I’ll take it. I’m go­ing right by her house in the morn­ing.”

			“What did you say her ad­dress was? We only want it in case we have any in­form­a­tion to send her.”

			“Twenty-nine Og­den Place.”

			“And her name?”

			“Car­rie Madenda,” said the drum­mer, fir­ing at ran­dom. The lodge mem­bers knew him to be single.

			“That sounds like some­body that can act, doesn’t it?” said Quincel.

			“Yes, it does.”

			He took the part home to Car­rie and handed it to her with the man­ner of one who does a fa­vour.

			“He says that’s the best part. Do you think you can do it?”

			“I don’t know un­til I look it over. You know I’m afraid, now that I’ve said I would.”

			“Oh, go on. What have you got to be afraid of? It’s a cheap com­pany. The rest of them aren’t as good as you are.”

			“Well, I’ll see,” said Car­rie, pleased to have the part, for all her mis­giv­ings.

			He sidled around, dress­ing and fid­get­ing be­fore he ar­ranged to make his next re­mark.

			“They were get­ting ready to print the pro­grammes,” he said, “and I gave them the name of Car­rie Madenda. Was that all right?”

			“Yes, I guess so,” said his com­pan­ion, look­ing up at him. She was think­ing it was slightly strange.

			“If you didn’t make a hit, you know,” he went on.

			“Oh, yes,” she answered, rather pleased now with his cau­tion. It was clev­er for Drou­et.

			“I didn’t want to in­tro­duce you as my wife, be­cause you’d feel worse then if you didn’t go. They all know me so well. But you’ll go all right. Any­how, you’ll prob­ably nev­er meet any of them again.”

			“Oh, I don’t care,” said Car­rie des­per­ately. She was de­term­ined now to have a try at the fas­cin­at­ing game.

			Drou­et breathed a sigh of re­lief. He had been afraid that he was about to pre­cip­it­ate an­oth­er con­ver­sa­tion upon the mar­riage ques­tion.

			The part of Laura, as Car­rie found out when she began to ex­am­ine it, was one of suf­fer­ing and tears. As de­lin­eated by Mr. Daly, it was true to the most sac­red tra­di­tions of me­lo­drama as he found it when he began his ca­reer. The sor­row­ful de­mean­our, the trem­olo mu­sic, the long, ex­plan­at­ory, cu­mu­lat­ive ad­dresses, all were there.

			“Poor fel­low,” read Car­rie, con­sult­ing the text and draw­ing her voice out pathet­ic­ally. “Mar­tin, be sure and give him a glass of wine be­fore he goes.”

			She was sur­prised at the brief­ness of the en­tire part, not know­ing that she must be on the stage while oth­ers were talk­ing, and not only be there, but also keep her­self in har­mony with the dra­mat­ic move­ment of the scenes.

			“I think I can do that, though,” she con­cluded.

			When Drou­et came the next night, she was very much sat­is­fied with her day’s study.

			“Well, how goes it, Cad­die?” he said.

			“All right,” she laughed. “I think I have it mem­or­ised nearly.”

			“That’s good,” he said. “Let’s hear some of it.”

			“Oh, I don’t know wheth­er I can get up and say it off here,” she said bash­fully.

			“Well, I don’t know why you shouldn’t. It’ll be easi­er here than it will there.”

			“I don’t know about that,” she answered.

			Even­tu­ally she took off the ball­room epis­ode with con­sid­er­able feel­ing, for­get­ting, as she got deep­er in the scene, all about Drou­et, and let­ting her­self rise to a fine state of feel­ing.

			“Good,” said Drou­et; “fine; out o’ sight! You’re all right, Cad­die, I tell you.”

			He was really moved by her ex­cel­lent rep­res­ent­a­tion and the gen­er­al ap­pear­ance of the pathet­ic little fig­ure as it swayed and fi­nally fain­ted to the floor. He had bounded up to catch her, and now held her laugh­ing in his arms.

			“Ain’t you afraid you’ll hurt your­self?” he asked.

			“Not a bit.”

			“Well, you’re a won­der. Say, I nev­er knew you could do any­thing like that.”

			“I nev­er did, either,” said Car­rie mer­rily, her face flushed with de­light.

			“Well, you can bet that you’re all right,” said Drou­et. “You can take my word for that. You won’t fail.”

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				A Glimpse Through the Gate­way: Hope Light­ens the Eye

			
			The, to Car­rie, very im­port­ant the­at­ric­al per­form­ance was to take place at the Avery on con­di­tions which were to make it more note­worthy than was at first an­ti­cip­ated. The little dra­mat­ic stu­dent had writ­ten to Hurst­wood the very morn­ing her part was brought her that she was go­ing to take part in a play.

			“I really am,” she wrote, feel­ing that he might take it as a jest; “I have my part now, hon­est, truly.”

			Hurst­wood smiled in an in­dul­gent way as he read this.

			“I won­der what it is go­ing to be? I must see that.”

			He answered at once, mak­ing a pleas­ant ref­er­ence to her abil­ity. “I haven’t the slight­est doubt you will make a suc­cess. You must come to the park to­mor­row morn­ing and tell me all about it.”

			Car­rie gladly com­plied, and re­vealed all the de­tails of the un­der­tak­ing as she un­der­stood it.

			“Well,” he said, “that’s fine. I’m glad to hear it. Of course, you will do well, you’re so clev­er.”

			He had truly nev­er seen so much spir­it in the girl be­fore. Her tend­ency to dis­cov­er a touch of sad­ness had for the nonce dis­ap­peared. As she spoke her eyes were bright, her cheeks red. She ra­di­ated much of the pleas­ure which her un­der­tak­ings gave her. For all her mis­giv­ings—and they were as plen­ti­ful as the mo­ments of the day—she was still happy. She could not repress her de­light in do­ing this little thing which, to an or­din­ary ob­serv­er, had no im­port­ance at all.

			Hurst­wood was charmed by the de­vel­op­ment of the fact that the girl had cap­ab­il­it­ies. There is noth­ing so in­spir­ing in life as the sight of a le­git­im­ate am­bi­tion, no mat­ter how in­cip­i­ent. It gives col­our, force, and beauty to the pos­sessor.

			Car­rie was now lightened by a touch of this di­vine af­flat­us. She drew to her­self com­mend­a­tion from her two ad­mirers which she had not earned. Their af­fec­tion for her nat­ur­ally heightened their per­cep­tion of what she was try­ing to do and their ap­prov­al of what she did. Her in­ex­per­i­ence con­served her own ex­uber­ant fancy, which ran ri­ot with every straw of op­por­tun­ity, mak­ing of it a golden divin­ing rod whereby the treas­ure of life was to be dis­covered.

			“Let’s see,” said Hurst­wood, “I ought to know some of the boys in the lodge. I’m an Elk my­self.”

			“Oh, you mustn’t let him know I told you.”

			“That’s so,” said the man­ager.

			“I’d like for you to be there, if you want to come, but I don’t see how you can un­less he asks you.”

			“I’ll be there,” said Hurst­wood af­fec­tion­ately. “I can fix it so he won’t know you told me. You leave it to me.”

			This in­terest of the man­ager was a large thing in it­self for the per­form­ance, for his stand­ing among the Elks was some­thing worth talk­ing about. Already he was think­ing of a box with some friends, and flowers for Car­rie. He would make it a dress-suit af­fair and give the little girl a chance.

			With­in a day or two, Drou­et dropped in­to the Adams Street re­sort, and he was at once spied by Hurst­wood. It was at five in the af­ter­noon and the place was crowded with mer­chants, act­ors, man­agers, politi­cians, a goodly com­pany of ro­tund, rosy fig­ures, silk-hat­ted, starchy-bos­omed, beringed and bescar­fpinned to the queen’s taste. John L. Sul­li­van, the pu­gil­ist, was at one end of the glit­ter­ing bar, sur­roun­ded by a com­pany of loudly dressed sports, who were hold­ing a most an­im­ated con­ver­sa­tion. Drou­et came across the floor with a fest­ive stride, a new pair of tan shoes squeak­ing aud­ibly at his pro­gress.

			“Well, sir,” said Hurst­wood, “I was won­der­ing what had be­come of you. I thought you had gone out of town again.”

			Drou­et laughed.

			“If you don’t re­port more reg­u­larly we’ll have to cut you off the list.”

			“Couldn’t help it,” said the drum­mer, “I’ve been busy.”

			They strolled over to­ward the bar amid the noisy, shift­ing com­pany of not­ables. The dressy man­ager was shaken by the hand three times in as many minutes.

			“I hear your lodge is go­ing to give a per­form­ance,” ob­served Hurst­wood, in the most off­hand man­ner.

			“Yes, who told you?”

			“No one,” said Hurst­wood. “They just sent me a couple of tick­ets, which I can have for two dol­lars. Is it go­ing to be any good?”

			“I don’t know,” replied the drum­mer. “They’ve been try­ing to get me to get some wo­man to take a part.”

			“I wasn’t in­tend­ing to go,” said the man­ager eas­ily. “I’ll sub­scribe, of course. How are things over there?”

			“All right. They’re go­ing to fit things up out of the pro­ceeds.”

			“Well,” said the man­ager, “I hope they make a suc­cess of it. Have an­oth­er?”

			He did not in­tend to say any more. Now, if he should ap­pear on the scene with a few friends, he could say that he had been urged to come along. Drou­et had a de­sire to wipe out the pos­sib­il­ity of con­fu­sion.

			“I think the girl is go­ing to take a part in it,” he said ab­ruptly, after think­ing it over.

			“You don’t say so! How did that hap­pen?”

			“Well, they were short and wanted me to find them someone. I told Car­rie, and she seems to want to try.”

			“Good for her,” said the man­ager. “It’ll be a real nice af­fair. Do her good, too. Has she ever had any ex­per­i­ence?”

			“Not a bit.”

			“Oh, well, it isn’t any­thing very ser­i­ous.”

			“She’s clev­er, though,” said Drou­et, cast­ing off any im­puta­tion against Car­rie’s abil­ity. “She picks up her part quick enough.”

			“You don’t say so!” said the man­ager.

			“Yes, sir; she sur­prised me the oth­er night. By George, if she didn’t.”

			“We must give her a nice little send-off,” said the man­ager. “I’ll look after the flowers.”

			Drou­et smiled at his good-nature.

			“After the show you must come with me and we’ll have a little sup­per.”

			“I think she’ll do all right,” said Drou­et.

			“I want to see her. She’s got to do all right. We’ll make her,” and the man­ager gave one of his quick, steely half-smiles, which was a com­pound of good-nature and shrewd­ness.

			Car­rie, mean­while, at­ten­ded the first re­hears­al. At this per­form­ance Mr. Quincel presided, aided by Mr. Mil­lice, a young man who had some qual­i­fic­a­tions of past ex­per­i­ence, which were not ex­actly un­der­stood by any­one. He was so ex­per­i­enced and so busi­ness­like, how­ever, that he came very near be­ing rude—fail­ing to re­mem­ber, as he did, that the in­di­vidu­als he was try­ing to in­struct were vo­lun­teer play­ers and not salar­ied un­der­lings.

			“Now, Miss Madenda,” he said, ad­dress­ing Car­rie, who stood in one part un­cer­tain as to what move to make, “you don’t want to stand like that. Put ex­pres­sion in your face. Re­mem­ber, you are troubled over the in­tru­sion of the stranger. Walk so,” and he struck out across the Avery stage in a most droop­ing man­ner.

			Car­rie did not ex­actly fancy the sug­ges­tion, but the nov­elty of the situ­ation, the pres­ence of strangers, all more or less nervous, and the de­sire to do any­thing rather than make a fail­ure, made her tim­id. She walked in im­it­a­tion of her ment­or as re­ques­ted, in­wardly feel­ing that there was some­thing strangely lack­ing.

			“Now, Mrs. Mor­gan,” said the dir­ect­or to one young mar­ried wo­man who was to take the part of Pearl, “you sit here. Now, Mr. Bam­ber­ger, you stand here, so. Now, what is it you say?”

			“Ex­plain,” said Mr. Bam­ber­ger feebly. He had the part of Ray, Laura’s lov­er, the so­ci­ety in­di­vidu­al who was to waver in his thoughts of mar­ry­ing her, upon find­ing that she was a waif and a nobody by birth.

			“How is that—what does your text say?”

			“Ex­plain,” re­peated Mr. Bam­ber­ger, look­ing in­tently at his part.

			“Yes, but it also says,” the dir­ect­or re­marked, “that you are to look shocked. Now, say it again, and see if you can’t look shocked.”

			“Ex­plain!” de­man­ded Mr. Bam­ber­ger vig­or­ously.

			“No, no, that won’t do! Say it this way—ex­plain.”

			“Ex­plain,” said Mr. Bam­ber­ger, giv­ing a mod­i­fied im­it­a­tion.

			“That’s bet­ter. Now go on.”

			“One night,” re­sumed Mrs. Mor­gan, whose lines came next, “fath­er and moth­er were go­ing to the op­era. When they were cross­ing Broad­way, the usu­al crowd of chil­dren ac­cos­ted them for alms—”

			“Hold on,” said the dir­ect­or, rush­ing for­ward, his arm ex­ten­ded. “Put more feel­ing in­to what you are say­ing.”

			Mrs. Mor­gan looked at him as if she feared a per­son­al as­sault. Her eye lightened with re­sent­ment.

			“Re­mem­ber, Mrs. Mor­gan,” he ad­ded, ig­nor­ing the gleam, but modi­fy­ing his man­ner, “that you’re de­tail­ing a pathet­ic story. You are now sup­posed to be telling some­thing that is a grief to you. It re­quires feel­ing, re­pres­sion, thus: ‘The usu­al crowd of chil­dren ac­cos­ted them for alms.’ ”

			“All right,” said Mrs. Mor­gan.

			“Now, go on.”

			“As moth­er felt in her pock­et for some change, her fin­gers touched a cold and trem­bling hand which had clutched her purse.”

			“Very good,” in­ter­rup­ted the dir­ect­or, nod­ding his head sig­ni­fic­antly.

			“A pick­pock­et! Well!” ex­claimed Mr. Bam­ber­ger, speak­ing the lines that here fell to him.

			“No, no, Mr. Bam­ber­ger,” said the dir­ect­or, ap­proach­ing, “not that way. ‘A pick­pock­et—well?’ so. That’s the idea.”

			“Don’t you think,” said Car­rie weakly, no­ti­cing that it had not been proved yet wheth­er the mem­bers of the com­pany knew their lines, let alone the de­tails of ex­pres­sion, “that it would be bet­ter if we just went through our lines once to see if we know them? We might pick up some points.”

			“A very good idea, Miss Madenda,” said Mr. Quincel, who sat at the side of the stage, look­ing se­renely on and vo­lun­teer­ing opin­ions which the dir­ect­or did not heed.

			“All right,” said the lat­ter, some­what abashed, “it might be well to do it.” Then bright­en­ing, with a show of au­thor­ity, “Sup­pose we run right through, put­ting in as much ex­pres­sion as we can.”

			“Good,” said Mr. Quincel.

			“This hand,” re­sumed Mrs. Mor­gan, glan­cing up at Mr. Bam­ber­ger and down at her book, as the lines pro­ceeded, “my moth­er grasped in her own, and so tight that a small, feeble voice uttered an ex­clam­a­tion of pain. Moth­er looked down, and there be­side her was a little ragged girl.”

			“Very good,” ob­served the dir­ect­or, now hope­lessly idle.

			“The thief!” ex­claimed Mr. Bam­ber­ger.

			“Louder,” put in the dir­ect­or, find­ing it al­most im­possible to keep his hands off.

			“The thief!” roared poor Bam­ber­ger.

			“Yes, but a thief hardly six years old, with a face like an an­gel’s. ‘Stop,’ said my moth­er. ‘What are you do­ing?’

			“ ‘Try­ing to steal,’ said the child.

			“ ‘Don’t you know that it is wicked to do so?’ asked my fath­er.

			“ ‘No,’ said the girl, ‘but it is dread­ful to be hungry.’

			“ ‘Who told you to steal?’ asked my moth­er.

			“ ‘She—there,’ said the child, point­ing to a squal­id wo­man in a door­way op­pos­ite, who fled sud­denly down the street. ‘That is old Ju­das,’ said the girl.”

			Mrs. Mor­gan read this rather flatly, and the dir­ect­or was in des­pair. He fid­geted around, and then went over to Mr. Quincel.

			“What do you think of them?” he asked.

			“Oh, I guess we’ll be able to whip them in­to shape,” said the lat­ter, with an air of strength un­der dif­fi­culties.

			“I don’t know,” said the dir­ect­or. “That fel­low Bam­ber­ger strikes me as be­ing a pretty poor shift for a lov­er.”

			“He’s all we’ve got,” said Quincel, rolling up his eyes. “Har­ris­on went back on me at the last minute. Who else can we get?”

			“I don’t know,” said the dir­ect­or. “I’m afraid he’ll nev­er pick up.”

			At this mo­ment Bam­ber­ger was ex­claim­ing, “Pearl, you are jok­ing with me.”

			“Look at that now,” said the dir­ect­or, whis­per­ing be­hind his hand. “My Lord! what can you do with a man who drawls out a sen­tence like that?”

			“Do the best you can,” said Quincel con­sol­ingly.

			The rendi­tion ran on in this wise un­til it came to where Car­rie, as Laura, comes in­to the room to ex­plain to Ray, who, after hear­ing Pearl’s state­ment about her birth, had writ­ten the let­ter re­pu­di­at­ing her, which, how­ever, he did not de­liv­er. Bam­ber­ger was just con­clud­ing the words of Ray, “I must go be­fore she re­turns. Her step! Too late,” and was cram­ming the let­ter in his pock­et, when she began sweetly with:

			“Ray!”

			“Miss—Miss Court­land,” Bam­ber­ger faltered weakly.

			Car­rie looked at him a mo­ment and for­got all about the com­pany present. She began to feel the part, and summoned an in­dif­fer­ent smile to her lips, turn­ing as the lines dir­ec­ted and go­ing to a win­dow, as if he were not present. She did it with a grace which was fas­cin­at­ing to look upon.

			“Who is that wo­man?” asked the dir­ect­or, watch­ing Car­rie in her little scene with Bam­ber­ger.

			“Miss Madenda,” said Quincel.

			“I know her name,” said the dir­ect­or, “but what does she do?”

			“I don’t know,” said Quincel. “She’s a friend of one of our mem­bers.”

			“Well, she’s got more gump­tion than any­one I’ve seen here so far—seems to take an in­terest in what she’s do­ing.”

			“Pretty, too, isn’t she?” said Quincel.

			The dir­ect­or strolled away without an­swer­ing.

			In the second scene, where she was sup­posed to face the com­pany in the ball­room, she did even bet­ter, win­ning the smile of the dir­ect­or, who vo­lun­teered, be­cause of her fas­cin­a­tion for him, to come over and speak with her.

			“Were you ever on the stage?” he asked in­sinu­at­ingly.

			“No,” said Car­rie.

			“You do so well, I thought you might have had some ex­per­i­ence.”

			Car­rie only smiled con­sciously.

			He walked away to listen to Bam­ber­ger, who was feebly spout­ing some ar­dent line.

			Mrs. Mor­gan saw the drift of things and gleamed at Car­rie with en­vi­ous and snap­ping black eyes.

			“She’s some cheap pro­fes­sion­al,” she gave her­self the sat­is­fac­tion of think­ing, and scorned and hated her ac­cord­ingly.

			The re­hears­al ended for one day, and Car­rie went home feel­ing that she had ac­quit­ted her­self sat­is­fact­or­ily. The words of the dir­ect­or were ringing in her ears, and she longed for an op­por­tun­ity to tell Hurst­wood. She wanted him to know just how well she was do­ing. Drou­et, too, was an ob­ject for her con­fid­ences. She could hardly wait un­til he should ask her, and yet she did not have the van­ity to bring it up. The drum­mer, how­ever, had an­oth­er line of thought to­night, and her little ex­per­i­ence did not ap­peal to him as im­port­ant. He let the con­ver­sa­tion drop, save for what she chose to re­cite without so­li­cit­a­tion, and Car­rie was not good at that. He took it for gran­ted that she was do­ing very well and he was re­lieved of fur­ther worry. Con­sequently he threw Car­rie in­to re­pres­sion, which was ir­rit­at­ing. She felt his in­dif­fer­ence keenly and longed to see Hurst­wood. It was as if he were now the only friend she had on earth. The next morn­ing Drou­et was in­ter­ested again, but the dam­age had been done.

			She got a pretty let­ter from the man­ager, say­ing that by the time she got it he would be wait­ing for her in the park. When she came, he shone upon her as the morn­ing sun.

			“Well, my dear,” he asked, “how did you come out?”

			“Well enough,” she said, still some­what re­duced after Drou­et.

			“Now, tell me just what you did. Was it pleas­ant?”

			Car­rie re­lated the in­cid­ents of the re­hears­al, warm­ing up as she pro­ceeded.

			“Well, that’s de­light­ful,” said Hurst­wood. “I’m so glad. I must get over there to see you. When is the next re­hears­al?”

			“Tues­day,” said Car­rie, “but they don’t al­low vis­it­ors.”

			“I ima­gine I could get in,” said Hurst­wood sig­ni­fic­antly.

			She was com­pletely re­stored and de­lighted by his con­sid­er­a­tion, but she made him prom­ise not to come around.

			“Now, you must do your best to please me,” he said en­cour­agingly. “Just re­mem­ber that I want you to suc­ceed. We will make the per­form­ance worth while. You do that now.”

			“I’ll try,” said Car­rie, brim­ming with af­fec­tion and en­thu­si­asm.

			“That’s the girl,” said Hurst­wood fondly. “Now, re­mem­ber,” shak­ing an af­fec­tion­ate fin­ger at her, “your best.”

			“I will,” she answered, look­ing back.

			The whole earth was brim­ming sun­shine that morn­ing. She tripped along, the clear sky pour­ing li­quid blue in­to her soul. Oh, blessed are the chil­dren of en­deav­our in this, that they try and are hope­ful. And blessed also are they who, know­ing, smile and ap­prove.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				Just Over the Bor­der: A Hail and Farewell

			
			By the even­ing of the 16th the subtle hand of Hurst­wood had made it­self ap­par­ent. He had giv­en the word among his friends—and they were many and in­flu­en­tial—that here was some­thing which they ought to at­tend, and, as a con­sequence, the sale of tick­ets by Mr. Quincel, act­ing for the lodge, had been large. Small four-line notes had ap­peared in all of the daily news­pa­pers. These he had ar­ranged for by the aid of one of his news­pa­per friends on the Times, Mr. Harry Mc­Gar­ren, the man­aging ed­it­or.

			“Say, Harry,” Hurst­wood said to him one even­ing, as the lat­ter stood at the bar drink­ing be­fore wend­ing his be­lated way home­ward, “you can help the boys out, I guess.”

			“What is it?” said Mc­Gar­ren, pleased to be con­sul­ted by the op­u­lent man­ager.

			“The Custer Lodge is get­ting up a little en­ter­tain­ment for their own good, and they’d like a little news­pa­per no­tice. You know what I mean—a squib or two say­ing that it’s go­ing to take place.”

			“Cer­tainly,” said Mc­Gar­ren, “I can fix that for you, George.”

			At the same time Hurst­wood kept him­self wholly in the back­ground. The mem­bers of Custer Lodge could scarcely un­der­stand why their little af­fair was tak­ing so well. Mr. Harry Quincel was looked upon as quite a star for this sort of work.

			By the time the 16th had ar­rived Hurst­wood’s friends had ral­lied like Ro­mans to a sen­at­or’s call. A well-dressed, good-natured, flat­ter­ingly-in­clined audi­ence was as­sured from the mo­ment he thought of as­sist­ing Car­rie.

			That little stu­dent had mastered her part to her own sat­is­fac­tion, much as she trembled for her fate when she should once face the gathered throng, be­hind the glare of the foot­lights. She tried to con­sole her­self with the thought that a score of oth­er per­sons, men and wo­men, were equally trem­u­lous con­cern­ing the out­come of their ef­forts, but she could not dis­as­so­ci­ate the gen­er­al danger from her own in­di­vidu­al li­ab­il­ity. She feared that she would for­get her lines, that she might be un­able to mas­ter the feel­ing which she now felt con­cern­ing her own move­ments in the play. At times she wished that she had nev­er gone in­to the af­fair; at oth­ers, she trembled lest she should be para­lysed with fear and stand white and gasp­ing, not know­ing what to say and spoil­ing the en­tire per­form­ance.

			In the mat­ter of the com­pany, Mr. Bam­ber­ger had dis­ap­peared. That hope­less ex­ample had fallen un­der the lance of the dir­ect­or’s cri­ti­cism. Mrs. Mor­gan was still present, but en­vi­ous and de­term­ined, if for noth­ing more than spite, to do as well as Car­rie at least. A loaf­ing pro­fes­sion­al had been called in to as­sume the role of Ray, and, while he was a poor stick of his kind, he was not troubled by any of those qualms which at­tack the spir­it of those who have nev­er faced an audi­ence. He swashed about (cau­tioned though he was to main­tain si­lence con­cern­ing his past the­at­ric­al re­la­tion­ships) in such a self-con­fid­ent man­ner that he was like to con­vince every one of his iden­tity by mere mat­ter of cir­cum­stan­tial evid­ence.

			“It is so easy,” he said to Mrs. Mor­gan, in the usu­al af­fected stage voice. “An audi­ence would be the last thing to trouble me. It’s the spir­it of the part, you know, that is dif­fi­cult.”

			Car­rie dis­liked his ap­pear­ance, but she was too much the act­ress not to swal­low his qual­it­ies with com­plais­ance, see­ing that she must suf­fer his fic­ti­tious love for the even­ing.

			At six she was ready to go. The­at­ric­al paraphernalia had been provided over and above her care. She had prac­tised her makeup in the morn­ing, had re­hearsed and ar­ranged her ma­ter­i­al for the even­ing by one o’clock, and had gone home to have a fi­nal look at her part, wait­ing for the even­ing to come.

			On this oc­ca­sion the lodge sent a car­riage. Drou­et rode with her as far as the door, and then went about the neigh­bour­ing stores, look­ing for some good ci­gars. The little act­ress marched nervously in­to her dress­ing-room and began that pain­fully an­ti­cip­ated mat­ter of makeup which was to trans­form her, a simple maid­en, to Laura, The Belle of So­ci­ety.

			The flare of the gas-jets, the open trunks, sug­gest­ive of travel and dis­play, the scattered con­tents of the makeup box—rouge, pearl powder, whit­ing, burnt cork, In­dia ink, pen­cils for the eye­lids, wigs, scis­sors, look­ing-glasses, drapery—in short, all the name­less paraphernalia of dis­guise, have a re­mark­able at­mo­sphere of their own. Since her ar­rival in the city many things had in­flu­enced her, but al­ways in a far-re­moved man­ner. This new at­mo­sphere was more friendly. It was wholly un­like the great bril­liant man­sions which waved her coldly away, per­mit­ting her only awe and dis­tant won­der. This took her by the hand kindly, as one who says, “My dear, come in.” It opened for her as if for its own. She had wondered at the great­ness of the names upon the bill­boards, the mar­vel of the long no­tices in the pa­pers, the beauty of the dresses upon the stage, the at­mo­sphere of car­riages, flowers, re­fine­ment. Here was no il­lu­sion. Here was an open door to see all of that. She had come upon it as one who stumbles upon a secret pas­sage, and, be­hold, she was in the cham­ber of dia­monds and de­light!

			As she dressed with a flut­ter, in her little stage room, hear­ing the voices out­side, see­ing Mr. Quincel hur­ry­ing here and there, not­ing Mrs. Mor­gan and Mrs. Hoag­land at their nervous work of pre­par­a­tion, see­ing all the twenty mem­bers of the cast mov­ing about and wor­ry­ing over what the res­ult would be, she could not help think­ing what a de­light this would be if it would en­dure; how per­fect a state, if she could only do well now, and then some time get a place as a real act­ress. The thought had taken a mighty hold upon her. It hummed in her ears as the melody of an old song.

			Out­side in the little lobby an­oth­er scene was be­ing en­acted. Without the in­terest of Hurst­wood, the little hall would prob­ably have been com­fort­ably filled, for the mem­bers of the lodge were mod­er­ately in­ter­ested in its wel­fare. Hurst­wood’s word, how­ever, had gone the rounds. It was to be a full-dress af­fair. The four boxes had been taken. Dr. Nor­man McNeill Hale and his wife were to oc­cupy one. This was quite a card. C. R. Walk­er, dry-goods mer­chant and pos­sessor of at least two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars, had taken an­oth­er; a well-known coal mer­chant had been in­duced to take the third, and Hurst­wood and his friends the fourth. Among the lat­ter was Drou­et. The people who were now pour­ing here were not celebrit­ies, nor even loc­al not­ab­il­it­ies, in a gen­er­al sense. They were the lights of a cer­tain circle—the circle of small for­tunes and secret or­der dis­tinc­tions. These gen­tle­men Elks knew the stand­ing of one an­oth­er. They had re­gard for the abil­ity which could amass a small for­tune, own a nice home, keep a ba­rouche or car­riage, per­haps, wear fine clothes, and main­tain a good mer­cant­ile po­s­i­tion. Nat­ur­ally, Hurst­wood, who was a little above the or­der of mind which ac­cep­ted this stand­ard as per­fect, who had shrewd­ness and much as­sump­tion of dig­nity, who held an im­pos­ing and au­thor­it­at­ive po­s­i­tion, and com­manded friend­ship by in­tu­it­ive tact in hand­ling people, was quite a fig­ure. He was more gen­er­ally known than most oth­ers in the same circle, and was looked upon as someone whose re­serve covered a mine of in­flu­ence and sol­id fin­an­cial prosper­ity.

			To­night he was in his ele­ment. He came with sev­er­al friends dir­ectly from Rect­or’s in a car­riage. In the lobby he met Drou­et, who was just re­turn­ing from a trip for more ci­gars. All five now joined in an an­im­ated con­ver­sa­tion con­cern­ing the com­pany present and the gen­er­al drift of lodge af­fairs.

			“Who’s here?” said Hurst­wood, passing in­to the theatre prop­er, where the lights were turned up and a com­pany of gen­tle­men were laugh­ing and talk­ing in the open space back of the seats.

			“Why, how do you do, Mr. Hurst­wood?” came from the first in­di­vidu­al re­cog­nised.

			“Glad to see you,” said the lat­ter, grasp­ing his hand lightly.

			“Looks quite an af­fair, doesn’t it?”

			“Yes, in­deed,” said the man­ager.

			“Custer seems to have the back­ing of its mem­bers,” ob­served the friend.

			“So it should,” said the know­ing man­ager. “I’m glad to see it.”

			“Well, George,” said an­oth­er ro­tund cit­izen, whose avoir­dupois made ne­ces­sary an al­most alarm­ing dis­play of starched shirt bos­om, “how goes it with you?”

			“Ex­cel­lent,” said the man­ager.

			“What brings you over here? You’re not a mem­ber of Custer.”

			“Good-nature,” re­turned the man­ager. “Like to see the boys, you know.”

			“Wife here?”

			“She couldn’t come to­night. She’s not well.”

			“Sorry to hear it—noth­ing ser­i­ous, I hope.”

			“No, just feel­ing a little ill.”

			“I re­mem­ber Mrs. Hurst­wood when she was trav­el­ling once with you over to St. Joe—” and here the new­comer launched off in a trivi­al re­col­lec­tion, which was ter­min­ated by the ar­rival of more friends.

			“Why, George, how are you?” said an­oth­er gen­i­al West Side politi­cian and lodge mem­ber. “My, but I’m glad to see you again; how are things, any­how?”

			“Very well; I see you got that nom­in­a­tion for al­der­man.”

			“Yes, we whipped them out over there without much trouble.”

			“What do you sup­pose Hen­nessy will do now?”

			“Oh, he’ll go back to his brick busi­ness. He has a brick­yard, you know.”

			“I didn’t know that,” said the man­ager. “Felt pretty sore, I sup­pose, over his de­feat.”

			“Per­haps,” said the oth­er, wink­ing shrewdly.

			Some of the more fa­voured of his friends whom he had in­vited began to roll up in car­riages now. They came shuff­ling in with a great show of finery and much evid­ent feel­ing of con­tent and im­port­ance.

			“Here we are,” said Hurst­wood, turn­ing to one from a group with whom he was talk­ing.

			“That’s right,” re­turned the new­comer, a gen­tle­man of about forty-five.

			“And say,” he whispered, jovi­ally, pulling Hurst­wood over by the shoulder so that he might whis­per in his ear, “if this isn’t a good show, I’ll punch your head.”

			“You ought to pay for see­ing your old friends. Both­er the show!”

			To an­oth­er who in­quired, “Is it some­thing really good?” the man­ager replied:

			“I don’t know. I don’t sup­pose so.” Then, lift­ing his hand gra­ciously, “For the lodge.”

			“Lots of boys out, eh?”

			“Yes, look up Sha­na­han. He was just ask­ing for you a mo­ment ago.”

			It was thus that the little theatre re­soun­ded to a babble of suc­cess­ful voices, the creak of fine clothes, the com­mon­place of good-nature, and all largely be­cause of this man’s bid­ding. Look at him any time with­in the half hour be­fore the cur­tain was up, he was a mem­ber of an em­in­ent group—a roun­ded com­pany of five or more whose stout fig­ures, large white bos­oms, and shin­ing pins be­spoke the char­ac­ter of their suc­cess. The gen­tle­men who brought their wives called him out to shake hands. Seats clicked, ush­ers bowed while he looked blandly on. He was evid­ently a light among them, re­flect­ing in his per­son­al­ity the am­bi­tions of those who greeted him. He was ac­know­ledged, fawned upon, in a way li­on­ised. Through it all one could see the stand­ing of the man. It was great­ness in a way, small as it was.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				An Hour in El­f­land: A Clam­our Half Heard

			
			At last the cur­tain was ready to go up. All the de­tails of the makeup had been com­pleted, and the com­pany settled down as the lead­er of the small, hired or­ches­tra tapped sig­ni­fic­antly upon his mu­sic rack with his bat­on and began the soft cur­tain-rais­ing strain. Hurst­wood ceased talk­ing, and went with Drou­et and his friend Sagar Mor­ris­on around to the box.

			“Now, we’ll see how the little girl does,” he said to Drou­et, in a tone which no one else could hear.

			On the stage, six of the char­ac­ters had already ap­peared in the open­ing par­lour scene. Drou­et and Hurst­wood saw at a glance that Car­rie was not among them, and went on talk­ing in a whis­per. Mrs. Mor­gan, Mrs. Hoag­land, and the act­or who had taken Bam­ber­ger’s part were rep­res­ent­ing the prin­cip­al roles in this scene. The pro­fes­sion­al, whose name was Pat­ton, had little to re­com­mend him out­side of his as­sur­ance, but this at the present mo­ment was most palp­ably needed. Mrs. Mor­gan, as Pearl, was stiff with fright. Mrs. Hoag­land was husky in the throat. The whole com­pany was so weak-kneed that the lines were merely spoken, and noth­ing more. It took all the hope and un­crit­ic­al good-nature of the audi­ence to keep from mani­fest­ing pity by that un­rest which is the agony of fail­ure.

			Hurst­wood was per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent. He took it for gran­ted that it would be worth­less. All he cared for was to have it en­dur­able enough to al­low for pre­ten­sion and con­grat­u­la­tion af­ter­ward.

			After the first rush of fright, how­ever, the play­ers got over the danger of col­lapse. They rambled weakly for­ward, los­ing nearly all the ex­pres­sion which was in­ten­ded, and mak­ing the thing dull in the ex­treme, when Car­rie came in.

			One glance at her, and both Hurst­wood and Drou­et saw plainly that she also was weak-kneed. She came faintly across the stage, say­ing:

			“And you, sir; we have been look­ing for you since eight o’clock,” but with so little col­our and in such a feeble voice that it was pos­it­ively pain­ful.

			“She’s frightened,” whispered Drou­et to Hurst­wood.

			The man­ager made no an­swer.

			She had a line presently which was sup­posed to be funny.

			“Well, that’s as much as to say that I’m a sort of life pill.”

			It came out so flat, how­ever, that it was a deathly thing. Drou­et fid­geted. Hurst­wood moved his toe the least bit.

			There was an­oth­er place in which Laura was to rise and, with a sense of im­pend­ing dis­aster, say, sadly:

			“I wish you hadn’t said that, Pearl. You know the old pro­verb, ‘Call a maid by a mar­ried name.’ ”

			The lack of feel­ing in the thing was ri­dicu­lous. Car­rie did not get it at all. She seemed to be talk­ing in her sleep. It looked as if she were cer­tain to be a wretched fail­ure. She was more hope­less than Mrs. Mor­gan, who had re­covered some­what, and was now say­ing her lines clearly at least. Drou­et looked away from the stage at the audi­ence. The lat­ter held out si­lently, hop­ing for a gen­er­al change, of course. Hurst­wood fixed his eye on Car­rie, as if to hyp­not­ise her in­to do­ing bet­ter. He was pour­ing de­term­in­a­tion of his own in her dir­ec­tion. He felt sorry for her.

			In a few more minutes it fell to her to read the let­ter sent in by the strange vil­lain. The audi­ence had been slightly di­ver­ted by a con­ver­sa­tion between the pro­fes­sion­al act­or and a char­ac­ter called Snorky, im­per­son­ated by a short little Amer­ic­an, who really de­veloped some hu­mour as a half-crazed, one-armed sol­dier, turned mes­sen­ger for a liv­ing. He bawled his lines out with such de­fi­ance that, while they really did not par­take of the hu­mour in­ten­ded, they were funny. Now he was off, how­ever, and it was back to pathos, with Car­rie as the chief fig­ure. She did not re­cov­er. She wandered through the whole scene between her­self and the in­trud­ing vil­lain, strain­ing the pa­tience of the audi­ence, and fi­nally ex­it­ing, much to their re­lief.

			“She’s too nervous,” said Drou­et, feel­ing in the mild­ness of the re­mark that he was ly­ing for once.

			“Bet­ter go back and say a word to her.”

			Drou­et was glad to do any­thing for re­lief. He fairly hustled around to the side en­trance, and was let in by the friendly door­keep­er. Car­rie was stand­ing in the wings, weakly wait­ing her next cue, all the snap and nerve gone out of her.

			“Say, Cad,” he said, look­ing at her, “you mustn’t be nervous. Wake up. Those guys out there don’t amount to any­thing. What are you afraid of?”

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie. “I just don’t seem to be able to do it.”

			She was grate­ful for the drum­mer’s pres­ence, though. She had found the com­pany so nervous that her own strength had gone.

			“Come on,” said Drou­et. “Brace up. What are you afraid of? Go on out there now, and do the trick. What do you care?”

			Car­rie re­vived a little un­der the drum­mer’s elec­tric­al, nervous con­di­tion.

			“Did I do so very bad?”

			“Not a bit. All you need is a little more ginger. Do it as you showed me. Get that toss of your head you had the oth­er night.”

			Car­rie re­membered her tri­umph in the room. She tried to think she could do it.

			“What’s next?” he said, look­ing at her part, which she had been study­ing.

			“Why, the scene between Ray and me when I re­fuse him.”

			“Well, now you do that lively,” said the drum­mer. “Put in snap, that’s the thing. Act as if you didn’t care.”

			“Your turn next, Miss Madenda,” said the prompt­er.

			“Oh, dear,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, you’re a chump for be­ing afraid,” said Drou­et. “Come on now, brace up. I’ll watch you from right here.”

			“Will you?” said Car­rie.

			“Yes, now go on. Don’t be afraid.”

			The prompt­er sig­nalled her.

			She star­ted out, weak as ever, but sud­denly her nerve par­tially re­turned. She thought of Drou­et look­ing.

			“Ray,” she said, gently, us­ing a tone of voice much more calm than when she had last ap­peared. It was the scene which had pleased the dir­ect­or at the re­hears­al.

			“She’s easi­er,” thought Hurst­wood to him­self.

			She did not do the part as she had at re­hears­al, but she was bet­ter. The audi­ence was at least not ir­rit­ated. The im­prove­ment of the work of the en­tire com­pany took away dir­ect ob­ser­va­tion from her. They were mak­ing very fair pro­gress, and now it looked as if the play would be pass­able, in the less try­ing parts at least.

			Car­rie came off warm and nervous.

			“Well,” she said, look­ing at him, “was it any bet­ter?”

			“Well, I should say so. That’s the way. Put life in­to it. You did that about a thou­sand per­cent bet­ter than you did the oth­er scene. Now go on and fire up. You can do it. Knock ’em.”

			“Was it really bet­ter?”

			“Bet­ter, I should say so. What comes next?”

			“That ball­room scene.”

			“Well, you can do that all right,” he said.

			“I don’t know,” answered Car­rie.

			“Why, wo­man,” he ex­claimed, “you did it for me! Now you go out there and do it. It’ll be fun for you. Just do as you did in the room. If you’ll reel it off that way, I’ll bet you make a hit. Now, what’ll you bet? You do it.”

			The drum­mer usu­ally al­lowed his ar­dent good-nature to get the bet­ter of his speech. He really did think that Car­rie had ac­ted this par­tic­u­lar scene very well, and he wanted her to re­peat it in pub­lic. His en­thu­si­asm was due to the mere spir­it of the oc­ca­sion.

			When the time came, he buoyed Car­rie up most ef­fec­tu­ally. He began to make her feel as if she had done very well. The old mel­an­choly of de­sire began to come back as he talked at her, and by the time the situ­ation rolled around she was run­ning high in feel­ing.

			“I think I can do this.”

			“Sure you can. Now you go ahead and see.”

			On the stage, Mrs. Van Dam was mak­ing her cruel in­sinu­ation against Laura.

			Car­rie listened, and caught the in­fec­tion of some­thing—she did not know what. Her nos­trils sniffed thinly.

			“It means,” the pro­fes­sion­al act­or began, speak­ing as Ray, “that so­ci­ety is a ter­rible avenger of in­sult. Have you ever heard of the Siberi­an wolves? When one of the pack falls through weak­ness, the oth­ers de­vour him. It is not an el­eg­ant com­par­is­on, but there is some­thing wolfish in so­ci­ety. Laura has mocked it with a pre­tence, and so­ci­ety, which is made up of pre­tence, will bit­terly re­sent the mock­ery.”

			At the sound of her stage name Car­rie star­ted. She began to feel the bit­ter­ness of the situ­ation. The feel­ings of the out­cast des­cen­ded upon her. She hung at the wing’s edge, wrapped in her own mount­ing thoughts. She hardly heard any­thing more, save her own rum­bling blood.

			“Come, girls,” said Mrs. Van Dam, sol­emnly, “let us look after our things. They are no longer safe when such an ac­com­plished thief enters.”

			“Cue,” said the prompt­er, close to her side, but she did not hear. Already she was mov­ing for­ward with a steady grace, born of in­spir­a­tion. She dawned upon the audi­ence, hand­some and proud, shift­ing, with the ne­ces­sity of the situ­ation, to a cold, white, help­less ob­ject, as the so­cial pack moved away from her scorn­fully.

			Hurst­wood blinked his eyes and caught the in­fec­tion. The ra­di­at­ing waves of feel­ing and sin­cer­ity were already break­ing against the farthest walls of the cham­ber. The ma­gic of pas­sion, which will yet dis­solve the world, was here at work.

			There was a draw­ing, too, of at­ten­tion, a riv­et­ing of feel­ing, here­to­fore wan­der­ing.

			“Ray! Ray! Why do you not come back to her?” was the cry of Pearl.

			Every eye was fixed on Car­rie, still proud and scorn­ful. They moved as she moved. Their eyes were with her eyes.

			Mrs. Mor­gan, as Pearl, ap­proached her.

			“Let us go home,” she said.

			“No,” answered Car­rie, her voice as­sum­ing for the first time a pen­et­rat­ing qual­ity which it had nev­er known. “Stay with him!”

			She poin­ted an al­most ac­cus­ing hand to­ward her lov­er. Then, with a pathos which struck home be­cause of its ut­ter sim­pli­city, “He shall not suf­fer long.”

			Hurst­wood real­ised that he was see­ing some­thing ex­traordin­ar­ily good. It was heightened for him by the ap­plause of the audi­ence as the cur­tain des­cen­ded and the fact that it was Car­rie. He thought now that she was beau­ti­ful. She had done some­thing which was above his sphere. He felt a keen de­light in real­ising that she was his.

			“Fine,” he said, and then, seized by a sud­den im­pulse, arose and went about to the stage door.

			When he came in upon Car­rie she was still with Drou­et. His feel­ings for her were most ex­uber­ant. He was al­most swept away by the strength and feel­ing she ex­hib­ited. His de­sire was to pour forth his praise with the un­boun­ded feel­ings of a lov­er, but here was Drou­et, whose af­fec­tion was also rap­idly re­viv­ing. The lat­ter was more fas­cin­ated, if any­thing, than Hurst­wood. At least, in the nature of things, it took a more ruddy form.

			“Well, well,” said Drou­et, “you did out of sight. That was simply great. I knew you could do it. Oh, but you’re a little daisy!”

			Car­rie’s eyes flamed with the light of achieve­ment.

			“Did I do all right?”

			“Did you? Well, I guess. Didn’t you hear the ap­plause?”

			There was some faint sound of clap­ping yet.

			“I thought I got it some­thing like—I felt it.”

			Just then Hurst­wood came in. In­stinct­ively he felt the change in Drou­et. He saw that the drum­mer was near to Car­rie, and jeal­ousy leaped alight in his bos­om. In a flash of thought, he re­proached him­self for hav­ing sent him back. Also, he hated him as an in­truder. He could scarcely pull him­self down to the level where he would have to con­grat­u­late Car­rie as a friend. Nev­er­the­less, the man mastered him­self, and it was a tri­umph. He al­most jerked the old subtle light to his eyes.

			“I thought,” he said, look­ing at Car­rie, “I would come around and tell you how well you did, Mrs. Drou­et. It was de­light­ful.”

			Car­rie took the cue, and replied:

			“Oh, thank you.”

			“I was just telling her,” put in Drou­et, now de­lighted with his pos­ses­sion, “that I thought she did fine.”

			“In­deed you did,” said Hurst­wood, turn­ing upon Car­rie eyes in which she read more than the words.

			Car­rie laughed lux­uri­antly.

			“If you do as well in the rest of the play, you will make us all think you are a born act­ress.”

			Car­rie smiled again. She felt the acute­ness of Hurst­wood’s po­s­i­tion, and wished deeply that she could be alone with him, but she did not un­der­stand the change in Drou­et. Hurst­wood found that he could not talk, repressed as he was, and grudging Drou­et every mo­ment of his pres­ence, he bowed him­self out with the el­eg­ance of a Faust. Out­side he set his teeth with envy.

			“Damn it!” he said, “is he al­ways go­ing to be in the way?” He was moody when he got back to the box, and could not talk for think­ing of his wretched situ­ation.

			As the cur­tain for the next act arose, Drou­et came back. He was very much en­livened in tem­per and in­clined to whis­per, but Hurst­wood pre­ten­ded in­terest. He fixed his eyes on the stage, al­though Car­rie was not there, a short bit of me­lo­dra­mat­ic com­edy pre­ced­ing her en­trance. He did not see what was go­ing on, how­ever. He was think­ing his own thoughts, and they were wretched.

			The pro­gress of the play did not im­prove mat­ters for him. Car­rie, from now on, was eas­ily the centre of in­terest. The audi­ence, which had been in­clined to feel that noth­ing could be good after the first gloomy im­pres­sion, now went to the oth­er ex­treme and saw power where it was not. The gen­er­al feel­ing re­acted on Car­rie. She presen­ted her part with some fe­li­city, though noth­ing like the in­tens­ity which had aroused the feel­ing at the end of the long first act.

			Both Hurst­wood and Drou­et viewed her pretty fig­ure with rising feel­ings. The fact that such abil­ity should re­veal it­self in her, that they should see it set forth un­der such ef­fect­ive cir­cum­stances, framed al­most in massy gold and shone upon by the ap­pro­pri­ate lights of sen­ti­ment and per­son­al­ity, heightened her charm for them. She was more than the old Car­rie to Drou­et. He longed to be at home with her un­til he could tell her. He awaited im­pa­tiently the end, when they should go home alone.

			Hurst­wood, on the con­trary, saw in the strength of her new at­tract­ive­ness his miser­able pre­dic­a­ment. He could have cursed the man be­side him. By the Lord, he could not even ap­plaud feel­ingly as he would. For once he must sim­u­late when it left a taste in his mouth.

			It was in the last act that Car­rie’s fas­cin­a­tion for her lov­ers as­sumed its most ef­fect­ive char­ac­ter.

			Hurst­wood listened to its pro­gress, won­der­ing when Car­rie would come on. He had not long to wait. The au­thor had used the ar­ti­fice of send­ing all the merry com­pany for a drive, and now Car­rie came in alone. It was the first time that Hurst­wood had had a chance to see her fa­cing the audi­ence quite alone, for nowhere else had she been without a foil of some sort. He sud­denly felt, as she entered, that her old strength—the power that had grasped him at the end of the first act—had come back. She seemed to be gain­ing feel­ing, now that the play was draw­ing to a close and the op­por­tun­ity for great ac­tion was passing.

			“Poor Pearl,” she said, speak­ing with nat­ur­al pathos. “It is a sad thing to want for hap­pi­ness, but it is a ter­rible thing to see an­oth­er grop­ing about blindly for it, when it is al­most with­in the grasp.”

			She was gaz­ing now sadly out upon the open sea, her arm rest­ing list­lessly upon the pol­ished door­post.

			Hurst­wood began to feel a deep sym­pathy for her and for him­self. He could al­most feel that she was talk­ing to him. He was, by a com­bin­a­tion of feel­ings and en­tan­gle­ments, al­most de­luded by that qual­ity of voice and man­ner which, like a pathet­ic strain of mu­sic, seems ever a per­son­al and in­tim­ate thing. Pathos has this qual­ity, that it seems ever ad­dressed to one alone.

			“And yet, she can be very happy with him,” went on the little act­ress. “Her sunny tem­per, her joy­ous face will bright­en any home.”

			She turned slowly to­ward the audi­ence without see­ing. There was so much sim­pli­city in her move­ments that she seemed wholly alone. Then she found a seat by a table, and turned over some books, de­vot­ing a thought to them.

			“With no long­ings for what I may not have,” she breathed in con­clu­sion—and it was al­most a sigh—“my ex­ist­ence hid­den from all save two in the wide world, and mak­ing my joy out of the joy of that in­no­cent girl who will soon be his wife.”

			Hurst­wood was sorry when a char­ac­ter, known as Peach Blos­som, in­ter­rup­ted her. He stirred ir­rit­ably, for he wished her to go on. He was charmed by the pale face, the lis­some fig­ure, draped in pearl grey, with a coiled string of pears at the throat. Car­rie had the air of one who was weary and in need of pro­tec­tion, and, un­der the fas­cin­at­ing make-be­lieve of the mo­ment, he rose in feel­ing un­til he was ready in spir­it to go to her and ease her out of her misery by adding to his own de­light.

			In a mo­ment Car­rie was alone again, and was say­ing, with an­im­a­tion:

			“I must re­turn to the city, no mat­ter what dangers may lurk here. I must go, secretly if I can; openly, if I must.”

			There was a sound of horses’ hoofs out­side, and then Ray’s voice say­ing:

			“No, I shall not ride again. Put him up.”

			He entered, and then began a scene which had as much to do with the cre­ation of the tragedy of af­fec­tion in Hurst­wood as any­thing in his pe­cu­li­ar and in­volved ca­reer. For Car­rie had re­solved to make some­thing of this scene, and, now that the cue had come, it began to take a feel­ing hold upon her. Both Hurst­wood and Drou­et noted the rising sen­ti­ment as she pro­ceeded.

			“I thought you had gone with Pearl,” she said to her lov­er.

			“I did go part of the way, but I left the party a mile down the road.”

			“You and Pearl had no dis­agree­ment?”

			“No—yes; that is, we al­ways have. Our so­cial ba­ro­met­ers al­ways stand at ‘cloudy’ and ‘over­cast.’ ”

			“And whose fault is that?” she said, eas­ily.

			“Not mine,” he answered, pet­tishly. “I know I do all I can—I say all I can—but she—”

			This was rather awk­wardly put by Pat­ton, but Car­rie re­deemed it with a grace which was in­spir­ing.

			“But she is your wife,” she said, fix­ing her whole at­ten­tion upon the stilled act­or, and soften­ing the qual­ity of her voice un­til it was again low and mu­sic­al. “Ray, my friend, court­ship is the text from which the whole ser­mon of mar­ried life takes its theme. Do not let yours be dis­con­ten­ted and un­happy.”

			She put her two little hands to­geth­er and pressed them ap­peal­ingly.

			Hurst­wood gazed with slightly par­ted lips. Drou­et was fid­get­ing with sat­is­fac­tion.

			“To be my wife, yes,” went on the act­or in a man­ner which was weak by com­par­is­on, but which could not now spoil the tender at­mo­sphere which Car­rie had cre­ated and main­tained. She did not seem to feel that he was wretched. She would have done nearly as well with a block of wood. The ac­cessor­ies she needed were with­in her own ima­gin­a­tion. The act­ing of oth­ers could not af­fect them.

			“And you re­pent already?” she said, slowly.

			“I lost you,” he said, seiz­ing her little hand, “and I was at the mercy of any flirt who chose to give me an in­vit­ing look. It was your fault—you know it was—why did you leave me?”

			Car­rie turned slowly away, and seemed to be mas­ter­ing some im­pulse in si­lence. Then she turned back.

			“Ray,” she said, “the greatest hap­pi­ness I have ever felt has been the thought that all your af­fec­tion was forever be­stowed upon a vir­tu­ous wo­man, your equal in fam­ily, for­tune, and ac­com­plish­ments. What a rev­el­a­tion do you make to me now! What is it makes you con­tinu­ally war with your hap­pi­ness?”

			The last ques­tion was asked so simply that it came to the audi­ence and the lov­er as a per­son­al thing.

			At last it came to the part where the lov­er ex­claimed, “Be to me as you used to be.”

			Car­rie answered, with af­fect­ing sweet­ness, “I can­not be that to you, but I can speak in the spir­it of the Laura who is dead to you forever.”

			“Be it as you will,” said Pat­ton.

			Hurst­wood leaned for­ward. The whole audi­ence was si­lent and in­tent.

			“Let the wo­man you look upon be wise or vain,” said Car­rie, her eyes bent sadly upon the lov­er, who had sunk in­to a seat, “beau­ti­ful or homely, rich or poor, she has but one thing she can really give or re­fuse—her heart.”

			Drou­et felt a scratch in his throat.

			“Her beauty, her wit, her ac­com­plish­ments, she may sell to you; but her love is the treas­ure without money and without price.”

			The man­ager suffered this as a per­son­al ap­peal. It came to him as if they were alone, and he could hardly re­strain the tears for sor­row over the hope­less, pathet­ic, and yet dainty and ap­peal­ing wo­man whom he loved. Drou­et also was be­side him­self. He was resolv­ing that he would be to Car­rie what he had nev­er been be­fore. He would marry her, by George! She was worth it.

			“She asks only in re­turn,” said Car­rie, scarcely hear­ing the small, sched­uled reply of her lov­er, and put­ting her­self even more in har­mony with the plaint­ive melody now is­su­ing from the or­ches­tra, “that when you look upon her your eyes shall speak de­vo­tion; that when you ad­dress her your voice shall be gentle, lov­ing, and kind; that you shall not des­pise her be­cause she can­not un­der­stand all at once your vig­or­ous thoughts and am­bi­tious designs; for, when mis­for­tune and evil have de­feated your greatest pur­poses, her love re­mains to con­sole you. You look to the trees,” she con­tin­ued, while Hurst­wood re­strained his feel­ings only by the grim­mest re­pres­sion, “for strength and grandeur; do not des­pise the flowers be­cause their fra­grance is all they have to give. Re­mem­ber,” she con­cluded, ten­derly, “love is all a wo­man has to give,” and she laid a strange, sweet ac­cent on the all, “but it is the only thing which God per­mits us to carry bey­ond the grave.”

			The two men were in the most har­rowed state of af­fec­tion. They scarcely heard the few re­main­ing words with which the scene con­cluded. They only saw their idol, mov­ing about with ap­peal­ing grace, con­tinu­ing a power which to them was a rev­el­a­tion.

			Hurst­wood re­solved a thou­sand things, Drou­et as well. They joined equally in the burst of ap­plause which called Car­rie out. Drou­et poun­ded his hands un­til they ached. Then he jumped up again and star­ted out. As he went, Car­rie came out, and, see­ing an im­mense bas­ket of flowers be­ing hur­ried down the aisle to­ward her, she waited. They were Hurst­wood’s. She looked to­ward the man­ager’s box for a mo­ment, caught his eye, and smiled. He could have leaped out of the box to en­fold her. He for­got the need of cir­cum­spect­ness which his mar­ried state en­forced. He al­most for­got that he had with him in the box those who knew him. By the Lord, he would have that lovely girl if it took his all. He would act at once. This should be the end of Drou­et, and don’t you for­get it. He would not wait an­oth­er day. The drum­mer should not have her.

			He was so ex­cited that he could not stay in the box. He went in­to the lobby, and then in­to the street, think­ing. Drou­et did not re­turn. In a few minutes the last act was over, and he was crazy to have Car­rie alone. He cursed the luck that could keep him smil­ing, bow­ing, sham­ming, when he wanted to tell her that he loved her, when he wanted to whis­per to her alone. He groaned as he saw that his hopes were fu­tile. He must even take her to sup­per, sham­ming. He fi­nally went about and asked how she was get­ting along. The act­ors were all dress­ing, talk­ing, hur­ry­ing about. Drou­et was pa­laver­ing him­self with the loose­ness of ex­cite­ment and pas­sion. The man­ager mastered him­self only by a great ef­fort.

			“We are go­ing to sup­per, of course,” he said, with a voice that was a mock­ery of his heart.

			“Oh, yes,” said Car­rie, smil­ing.

			The little act­ress was in fine feath­er. She was real­ising now what it was to be pet­ted. For once she was the ad­mired, the sought-for. The in­de­pend­ence of suc­cess now made its first faint show­ing. With the tables turned, she was look­ing down, rather than up, to her lov­er. She did not fully real­ise that this was so, but there was some­thing in con­des­cen­sion com­ing from her which was in­fin­itely sweet. When she was ready they climbed in­to the wait­ing coach and drove down­town; once, only, did she find an op­por­tun­ity to ex­press her feel­ing, and that was when the man­ager pre­ceded Drou­et in the coach and sat be­side her. Be­fore Drou­et was fully in she had squeezed Hurst­wood’s hand in a gentle, im­puls­ive man­ner. The man­ager was be­side him­self with af­fec­tion. He could have sold his soul to be with her alone. “Ah,” he thought, “the agony of it.”

			Drou­et hung on, think­ing he was all in all. The din­ner was spoiled by his en­thu­si­asm. Hurst­wood went home feel­ing as if he should die if he did not find af­fec­tion­ate re­lief. He whispered “to­mor­row” pas­sion­ately to Car­rie, and she un­der­stood. He walked away from the drum­mer and his prize at part­ing feel­ing as if he could slay him and not re­gret. Car­rie also felt the misery of it.

			“Good night,” he said, sim­u­lat­ing an easy friend­li­ness.

			“Good night,” said the little act­ress, ten­derly.

			“The fool!” he said, now hat­ing Drou­et. “The idi­ot! I’ll do him yet, and that quick! We’ll see to­mor­row.”

			“Well, if you aren’t a won­der,” Drou­et was say­ing, com­pla­cently, squeez­ing Car­rie’s arm. “You are the dan­di­est little girl on earth.”

		
	
		
			
				XX

				The Lure of the Spir­it: The Flesh in Pur­suit

			
			Pas­sion in a man of Hurst­wood’s nature takes a vig­or­ous form. It is no mus­ing, dreamy thing. There is none of the tend­ency to sing out­side of my lady’s win­dow—to lan­guish and re­pine in the face of dif­fi­culties. In the night he was long get­ting to sleep be­cause of too much think­ing, and in the morn­ing he was early awake, seiz­ing with alac­rity upon the same dear sub­ject and pur­su­ing it with vigour. He was out of sorts phys­ic­ally, as well as dis­ordered men­tally, for did he not de­light in a new man­ner in his Car­rie, and was not Drou­et in the way? Nev­er was man more har­assed than he by the thoughts of his love be­ing held by the elated, flush-mannered drum­mer. He would have giv­en any­thing, it seemed to him, to have the com­plic­a­tion ended—to have Car­rie ac­qui­esce to an ar­range­ment which would dis­pose of Drou­et ef­fec­tu­ally and forever.

			What to do. He dressed think­ing. He moved about in the same cham­ber with his wife, un­mind­ful of her pres­ence.

			At break­fast he found him­self without an ap­pet­ite. The meat to which he helped him­self re­mained on his plate un­touched. His cof­fee grew cold, while he scanned the pa­per in­dif­fer­ently. Here and there he read a little thing, but re­membered noth­ing. Jes­sica had not yet come down. His wife sat at one end of the table re­volving thoughts of her own in si­lence. A new ser­vant had been re­cently in­stalled and had for­got the nap­kins. On this ac­count the si­lence was ir­rit­ably broken by a re­proof.

			“I’ve told you about this be­fore, Mag­gie,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood. “I’m not go­ing to tell you again.”

			Hurst­wood took a glance at his wife. She was frown­ing. Just now her man­ner ir­rit­ated him ex­cess­ively. Her next re­mark was ad­dressed to him.

			“Have you made up your mind, George, when you will take your va­ca­tion?”

			It was cus­tom­ary for them to dis­cuss the reg­u­lar sum­mer out­ing at this sea­son of the year.

			“Not yet,” he said, “I’m very busy just now.”

			“Well, you’ll want to make up your mind pretty soon, won’t you, if we’re go­ing?” she re­turned.

			“I guess we have a few days yet,” he said.

			“Hmff,” she re­turned. “Don’t wait un­til the sea­son’s over.”

			She stirred in ag­grav­a­tion as she said this.

			“There you go again,” he ob­served. “One would think I nev­er did any­thing, the way you be­gin.”

			“Well, I want to know about it,” she re­it­er­ated.

			“You’ve got a few days yet,” he in­sisted. “You’ll not want to start be­fore the races are over.”

			He was ir­rit­ated to think that this should come up when he wished to have his thoughts for oth­er pur­poses.

			“Well, we may. Jes­sica doesn’t want to stay un­til the end of the races.”

			“What did you want with a sea­son tick­et, then?”

			“Uh!” she said, us­ing the sound as an ex­clam­a­tion of dis­gust, “I’ll not ar­gue with you,” and there­with arose to leave the table.

			“Say,” he said, rising, put­ting a note of de­term­in­a­tion in his voice which caused her to delay her de­par­ture, “what’s the mat­ter with you of late? Can’t I talk with you any more?”

			“Cer­tainly, you can talk with me,” she replied, lay­ing em­phas­is on the word.

			“Well, you wouldn’t think so by the way you act. Now, you want to know when I’ll be ready—not for a month yet. Maybe not then.”

			“We’ll go without you.”

			“You will, eh?” he sneered.

			“Yes, we will.”

			He was as­ton­ished at the wo­man’s de­term­in­a­tion, but it only ir­rit­ated him the more.

			“Well, we’ll see about that. It seems to me you’re try­ing to run things with a pretty high hand of late. You talk as though you settled my af­fairs for me. Well, you don’t. You don’t reg­u­late any­thing that’s con­nec­ted with me. If you want to go, go, but you won’t hurry me by any such talk as that.”

			He was thor­oughly aroused now. His dark eyes snapped, and he crunched his pa­per as he laid it down. Mrs. Hurst­wood said noth­ing more. He was just fin­ish­ing when she turned on her heel and went out in­to the hall and up­stairs. He paused for a mo­ment, as if hes­it­at­ing, then sat down and drank a little cof­fee, and there­after arose and went for his hat and gloves upon the main floor.

			His wife had really not an­ti­cip­ated a row of this char­ac­ter. She had come down to the break­fast table feel­ing a little out of sorts with her­self and re­volving a scheme which she had in her mind. Jes­sica had called her at­ten­tion to the fact that the races were not what they were sup­posed to be. The so­cial op­por­tun­it­ies were not what they had thought they would be this year. The beau­ti­ful girl found go­ing every day a dull thing. There was an earli­er ex­odus this year of people who were any­body to the wa­ter­ing places and Europe. In her own circle of ac­quaint­ances sev­er­al young men in whom she was in­ter­ested had gone to Wauke­sha. She began to feel that she would like to go too, and her moth­er agreed with her.

			Ac­cord­ingly, Mrs. Hurst­wood de­cided to broach the sub­ject. She was think­ing this over when she came down to the table, but for some reas­on the at­mo­sphere was wrong. She was not sure, after it was all over, just how the trouble had be­gun. She was de­term­ined now, how­ever, that her hus­band was a brute, and that, un­der no cir­cum­stances, would she let this go by un­settled. She would have more lady­like treat­ment or she would know why.

			For his part, the man­ager was loaded with the care of this new ar­gu­ment un­til he reached his of­fice and star­ted from there to meet Car­rie. Then the oth­er com­plic­a­tions of love, de­sire, and op­pos­i­tion pos­sessed him. His thoughts fled on be­fore him upon eagles’ wings. He could hardly wait un­til he should meet Car­rie face to face. What was the night, after all, without her—what the day? She must and should be his.

			For her part, Car­rie had ex­per­i­enced a world of fancy and feel­ing since she had left him, the night be­fore. She had listened to Drou­et’s en­thu­si­ast­ic maun­der­ings with much re­gard for that part which con­cerned her­self, with very little for that which af­fected his own gain. She kept him at such lengths as she could, be­cause her thoughts were with her own tri­umph. She felt Hurst­wood’s pas­sion as a de­light­ful back­ground to her own achieve­ment, and she wondered what he would have to say. She was sorry for him, too, with that pe­cu­li­ar sor­row which finds some­thing com­pli­ment­ary to it­self in the misery of an­oth­er. She was now ex­per­i­en­cing the first shades of feel­ing of that subtle change which re­moves one out of the ranks of the sup­pli­ants in­to the lines of the dis­pensers of char­ity. She was, all in all, ex­ceed­ingly happy.

			On the mor­row, how­ever, there was noth­ing in the pa­pers con­cern­ing the event, and, in view of the flow of com­mon, every­day things about, it now lost a shade of the glow of the pre­vi­ous even­ing. Drou­et him­self was not talk­ing so much of as for her. He felt in­stinct­ively that, for some reas­on or oth­er, he needed re­con­struc­tion in her re­gard.

			“I think,” he said, as he spruced around their cham­bers the next morn­ing, pre­par­at­ory to go­ing down­town, “that I’ll straight­en out that little deal of mine this month and then we’ll get mar­ried. I was talk­ing with Mosh­er about that yes­ter­day.”

			“No, you won’t,” said Car­rie, who was com­ing to feel a cer­tain faint power to jest with the drum­mer.

			“Yes, I will,” he ex­claimed, more feel­ingly than usu­al, adding, with the tone of one who pleads, “Don’t you be­lieve what I’ve told you?”

			Car­rie laughed a little.

			“Of course I do,” she answered.

			Drou­et’s as­sur­ance now mis­gave him. Shal­low as was his men­tal ob­ser­va­tion, there was that in the things which had happened which made his little power of ana­lys­is use­less. Car­rie was still with him, but not help­less and plead­ing. There was a lilt in her voice which was new. She did not study him with eyes ex­press­ive of de­pend­ence. The drum­mer was feel­ing the shad­ow of some­thing which was com­ing. It col­oured his feel­ings and made him de­vel­op those little at­ten­tions and say those little words which were mere fore­fend­a­tions against danger.

			Shortly af­ter­ward he de­par­ted, and Car­rie pre­pared for her meet­ing with Hurst­wood. She hur­ried at her toi­let, which was soon made, and hastened down the stairs. At the corner she passed Drou­et, but they did not see each oth­er.

			The drum­mer had for­got­ten some bills which he wished to turn in­to his house. He hastened up the stairs and burst in­to the room, but found only the cham­ber­maid, who was clean­ing up.

			“Hello,” he ex­claimed, half to him­self, “has Car­rie gone?”

			“Your wife? Yes, she went out just a few minutes ago.”

			“That’s strange,” thought Drou­et. “She didn’t say a word to me. I won­der where she went?”

			He hastened about, rum­ma­ging in his valise for what he wanted, and fi­nally pock­et­ing it. Then he turned his at­ten­tion to his fair neigh­bour, who was good-look­ing and kindly dis­posed to­wards him.

			“What are you up to?” he said, smil­ing.

			“Just clean­ing,” she replied, stop­ping and wind­ing a dust­ing tow­el about her hand.

			“Tired of it?”

			“Not so very.”

			“Let me show you some­thing,” he said, af­fably, com­ing over and tak­ing out of his pock­et a little litho­graphed card which had been is­sued by a whole­sale to­bacco com­pany. On this was prin­ted a pic­ture of a pretty girl, hold­ing a striped para­sol, the col­ours of which could be changed by means of a re­volving disk in the back, which showed red, yel­low, green, and blue through little in­ter­stices made in the ground oc­cu­pied by the um­brella top.

			“Isn’t that clev­er?” he said, hand­ing it to her and show­ing her how it worked. “You nev­er saw any­thing like that be­fore.”

			“Isn’t it nice?” she answered.

			“You can have it if you want it,” he re­marked.

			“That’s a pretty ring you have,” he said, touch­ing a com­mon­place set­ting which ad­orned the hand hold­ing the card he had giv­en her.

			“Do you think so?”

			“That’s right,” he answered, mak­ing use of a pre­tence at ex­am­in­a­tion to se­cure her fin­ger. “That’s fine.”

			The ice be­ing thus broken, he launched in­to fur­ther ob­ser­va­tion, pre­tend­ing to for­get that her fin­gers were still re­tained by his. She soon with­drew them, how­ever, and re­treated a few feet to rest against the win­dowsill.

			“I didn’t see you for a long time,” she said, coquet­tishly, re­pulsing one of his ex­uber­ant ap­proaches. “You must have been away.”

			“I was,” said Drou­et.

			“Do you travel far?”

			“Pretty far—yes.”

			“Do you like it?”

			“Oh, not very well. You get tired of it after a while.”

			“I wish I could travel,” said the girl, gaz­ing idly out of the win­dow.

			“What has be­come of your friend, Mr. Hurst­wood?” she sud­denly asked, be­think­ing her­self of the man­ager, who, from her own ob­ser­va­tion, seemed to con­tain prom­ising ma­ter­i­al.

			“He’s here in town. What makes you ask about him?”

			“Oh, noth­ing, only he hasn’t been here since you got back.”

			“How did you come to know him?”

			“Didn’t I take up his name a dozen times in the last month?”

			“Get out,” said the drum­mer, lightly. “He hasn’t called more than half a dozen times since we’ve been here.”

			“He hasn’t, eh?” said the girl, smil­ing. “That’s all you know about it.”

			Drou­et took on a slightly more ser­i­ous tone. He was un­cer­tain as to wheth­er she was jok­ing or not.

			“Tease,” he said, “what makes you smile that way?”

			“Oh, noth­ing.”

			“Have you seen him re­cently?”

			“Not since you came back,” she laughed.

			“Be­fore?”

			“Cer­tainly.”

			“How of­ten?”

			“Why, nearly every day.”

			She was a mis­chiev­ous news­mon­ger, and was keenly won­der­ing what the ef­fect of her words would be.

			“Who did he come to see?” asked the drum­mer, in­cred­u­lously.

			“Mrs. Drou­et.”

			He looked rather fool­ish at this an­swer, and then at­temp­ted to cor­rect him­self so as not to ap­pear a dupe.

			“Well,” he said, “what of it?”

			“Noth­ing,” replied the girl, her head cocked coquet­tishly on one side.

			“He’s an old friend,” he went on, get­ting deep­er in­to the mire.

			He would have gone on fur­ther with his little flir­ta­tion, but the taste for it was tem­por­ar­ily re­moved. He was quite re­lieved when the girl’s name was called from be­low.

			“I’ve got to go,” she said, mov­ing away from him air­ily.

			“I’ll see you later,” he said, with a pre­tence of dis­turb­ance at be­ing in­ter­rup­ted.

			When she was gone, he gave freer play to his feel­ings. His face, nev­er eas­ily con­trolled by him, ex­pressed all the per­plex­ity and dis­turb­ance which he felt. Could it be that Car­rie had re­ceived so many vis­its and yet said noth­ing about them? Was Hurst­wood ly­ing? What did the cham­ber­maid mean by it, any­way? He had thought there was some­thing odd about Car­rie’s man­ner at the time. Why did she look so dis­turbed when he had asked her how many times Hurst­wood had called? By George! he re­membered now. There was some­thing strange about the whole thing.

			He sat down in a rock­ing-chair to think the bet­ter, draw­ing up one leg on his knee and frown­ing migh­tily. His mind ran on at a great rate.

			And yet Car­rie hadn’t ac­ted out of the or­din­ary. It couldn’t be, by George, that she was de­ceiv­ing him. She hadn’t ac­ted that way. Why, even last night she had been as friendly to­ward him as could be, and Hurst­wood too. Look how they ac­ted! He could hardly be­lieve they would try to de­ceive him.

			His thoughts burst in­to words.

			“She did act sort of funny at times. Here she had dressed and gone out this morn­ing and nev­er said a word.”

			He scratched his head and pre­pared to go down­town. He was still frown­ing. As he came in­to the hall he en­countered the girl, who was now look­ing after an­oth­er cham­ber. She had on a white dust­ing cap, be­neath which her chubby face shone good-naturedly. Drou­et al­most for­got his worry in the fact that she was smil­ing on him. He put his hand fa­mil­iarly on her shoulder, as if only to greet her in passing.

			“Got over be­ing mad?” she said, still mis­chiev­ously in­clined.

			“I’m not mad,” he answered.

			“I thought you were,” she said, smil­ing.

			“Quit your fool­ing about that,” he said, in an off­hand way. “Were you ser­i­ous?”

			“Cer­tainly,” she answered. Then, with an air of one who did not in­ten­tion­ally mean to cre­ate trouble, “He came lots of times. I thought you knew.”

			The game of de­cep­tion was up with Drou­et. He did not try to sim­u­late in­dif­fer­ence fur­ther.

			“Did he spend the even­ings here?” he asked.

			“Some­times. Some­times they went out.”

			“In the even­ing?”

			“Yes. You mustn’t look so mad, though.”

			“I’m not,” he said. “Did any­one else see him?”

			“Of course,” said the girl, as if, after all, it were noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar.

			“How long ago was this?”

			“Just be­fore you came back.”

			The drum­mer pinched his lip nervously.

			“Don’t say any­thing, will you?” he asked, giv­ing the girl’s arm a gentle squeeze.

			“Cer­tainly not,” she re­turned. “I wouldn’t worry over it.”

			“All right,” he said, passing on, ser­i­ously brood­ing for once, and yet not wholly un­con­scious of the fact that he was mak­ing a most ex­cel­lent im­pres­sion upon the cham­ber­maid.

			“I’ll see her about that,” he said to him­self, pas­sion­ately, feel­ing that he had been un­duly wronged. “I’ll find out, b’George, wheth­er she’ll act that way or not.”

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				The Lure of the Spir­it: The Flesh in Pur­suit

			
			When Car­rie came Hurst­wood had been wait­ing many minutes. His blood was warm; his nerves wrought up. He was anxious to see the wo­man who had stirred him so pro­foundly the night be­fore.

			“Here you are,” he said, repressedly, feel­ing a spring in his limbs and an ela­tion which was tra­gic in it­self.

			“Yes,” said Car­rie.

			They walked on as if bound for some ob­ject­ive point, while Hurst­wood drank in the ra­di­ance of her pres­ence. The rustle of her pretty skirt was like mu­sic to him.

			“Are you sat­is­fied?” he asked, think­ing of how well she did the night be­fore.

			“Are you?”

			He tightened his fin­gers as he saw the smile she gave him.

			“It was won­der­ful.”

			Car­rie laughed ec­stat­ic­ally.

			“That was one of the best things I’ve seen in a long time,” he ad­ded.

			He was dwell­ing on her at­tract­ive­ness as he had felt it the even­ing be­fore, and ming­ling it with the feel­ing her pres­ence in­spired now.

			Car­rie was dwell­ing in the at­mo­sphere which this man cre­ated for her. Already she was en­livened and suf­fused with a glow. She felt his draw­ing to­ward her in every sound of his voice.

			“Those were such nice flowers you sent me,” she said, after a mo­ment or two. “They were beau­ti­ful.”

			“Glad you liked them,” he answered, simply.

			He was think­ing all the time that the sub­ject of his de­sire was be­ing delayed. He was anxious to turn the talk to his own feel­ings. All was ripe for it. His Car­rie was be­side him. He wanted to plunge in and ex­pos­tu­late with her, and yet he found him­self fish­ing for words and feel­ing for a way.

			“You got home all right,” he said, gloomily, of a sud­den, his tone modi­fy­ing it­self to one of self-com­mis­er­a­tion.

			“Yes,” said Car­rie, eas­ily.

			He looked at her stead­ily for a mo­ment, slow­ing his pace and fix­ing her with his eye.

			She felt the flood of feel­ing.

			“How about me?” he asked.

			This con­fused Car­rie con­sid­er­ably, for she real­ised the floodgates were open. She didn’t know ex­actly what to an­swer.

			“I don’t know,” she answered.

			He took his lower lip between his teeth for a mo­ment, and then let it go. He stopped by the walk side and kicked the grass with his toe. He searched her face with a tender, ap­peal­ing glance.

			“Won’t you come away from him?” he asked, in­tensely.

			“I don’t know,” re­turned Car­rie, still il­lo­gic­ally drift­ing and find­ing noth­ing at which to catch.

			As a mat­ter of fact, she was in a most hope­less quandary. Here was a man whom she thor­oughly liked, who ex­er­cised an in­flu­ence over her, suf­fi­cient al­most to de­lude her in­to the be­lief that she was pos­sessed of a lively pas­sion for him. She was still the vic­tim of his keen eyes, his suave man­ners, his fine clothes. She looked and saw be­fore her a man who was most gra­cious and sym­path­et­ic, who leaned to­ward her with a feel­ing that was a de­light to ob­serve. She could not res­ist the glow of his tem­pera­ment, the light of his eye. She could hardly keep from feel­ing what he felt.

			And yet she was not without thoughts which were dis­turb­ing. What did he know? What had Drou­et told him? Was she a wife in his eyes, or what? Would he marry her? Even while he talked, and she softened, and her eyes were lighted with a tender glow, she was ask­ing her­self if Drou­et had told him they were not mar­ried. There was nev­er any­thing at all con­vin­cing about what Drou­et said.

			And yet she was not grieved at Hurst­wood’s love. No strain of bit­ter­ness was in it for her, whatever he knew. He was evid­ently sin­cere. His pas­sion was real and warm. There was power in what he said. What should she do? She went on think­ing this, an­swer­ing vaguely, lan­guish­ing af­fec­tion­ately, and al­to­geth­er drift­ing, un­til she was on a bor­der­less sea of spec­u­la­tion.

			“Why don’t you come away?” he said, ten­derly. “I will ar­range for you whatever—”

			“Oh, don’t,” said Car­rie.

			“Don’t what?” he asked. “What do you mean?”

			There was a look of con­fu­sion and pain in her face. She was won­der­ing why that miser­able thought must be brought in. She was struck as by a blade with the miser­able pro­vi­sion which was out­side the pale of mar­riage.

			He him­self real­ised that it was a wretched thing to have dragged in. He wanted to weigh the ef­fects of it, and yet he could not see. He went beat­ing on, flushed by her pres­ence, clearly awakened, in­tensely en­lis­ted in his plan.

			“Won’t you come?” he said, be­gin­ning over and with a more rev­er­ent feel­ing. “You know I can’t do without you—you know it—it can’t go on this way—can it?”

			“I know,” said Car­rie.

			“I wouldn’t ask if I—I wouldn’t ar­gue with you if I could help it. Look at me, Car­rie. Put your­self in my place. You don’t want to stay away from me, do you?”

			She shook her head as if in deep thought.

			“Then why not settle the whole thing, once and for all?”

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie.

			“Don’t know! Ah, Car­rie, what makes you say that? Don’t tor­ment me. Be ser­i­ous.”

			“I am,” said Car­rie, softly.

			“You can’t be, dearest, and say that. Not when you know how I love you. Look at last night.”

			His man­ner as he said this was the most quiet ima­gin­able. His face and body re­tained ut­ter com­pos­ure. Only his eyes moved, and they flashed a subtle, dis­solv­ing fire. In them the whole in­tens­ity of the man’s nature was dis­tilling it­self.

			Car­rie made no an­swer.

			“How can you act this way, dearest?” he in­quired, after a time. “You love me, don’t you?”

			He turned on her such a storm of feel­ing that she was over­whelmed. For the mo­ment all doubts were cleared away.

			“Yes,” she answered, frankly and ten­derly.

			“Well, then you’ll come, won’t you—come to­night?”

			Car­rie shook her head in spite of her dis­tress.

			“I can’t wait any longer,” urged Hurst­wood. “If that is too soon, come Sat­urday.”

			“When will we be mar­ried?” she asked, dif­fid­ently, for­get­ting in her dif­fi­cult situ­ation that she had hoped he took her to be Drou­et’s wife.

			The man­ager star­ted, hit as he was by a prob­lem which was more dif­fi­cult than hers. He gave no sign of the thoughts that flashed like mes­sages to his mind.

			“Any time you say,” he said, with ease, re­fus­ing to dis­col­our his present de­light with this miser­able prob­lem.

			“Sat­urday?” asked Car­rie.

			He nod­ded his head.

			“Well, if you will marry me then,” she said, “I’ll go.”

			The man­ager looked at his lovely prize, so beau­ti­ful, so win­some, so dif­fi­cult to be won, and made strange res­ol­u­tions. His pas­sion had got­ten to that stage now where it was no longer col­oured with reas­on. He did not trouble over little bar­ri­ers of this sort in the face of so much love­li­ness. He would ac­cept the situ­ation with all its dif­fi­culties; he would not try to an­swer the ob­jec­tions which cold truth thrust upon him. He would prom­ise any­thing, everything, and trust to for­tune to dis­en­tangle him. He would make a try for Para­dise, whatever might be the res­ult. He would be happy, by the Lord, if it cost all hon­esty of state­ment, all aban­don­ment of truth.

			Car­rie looked at him ten­derly. She could have laid her head upon his shoulder, so de­light­ful did it all seem.

			“Well,” she said, “I’ll try and get ready then.”

			Hurst­wood looked in­to her pretty face, crossed with little shad­ows of won­der and mis­giv­ing, and thought he had nev­er seen any­thing more lovely.

			“I’ll see you again to­mor­row,” he said, joy­ously, “and we’ll talk over the plans.”

			He walked on with her, elated bey­ond words, so de­light­ful had been the res­ult. He im­pressed a long story of joy and af­fec­tion upon her, though there was but here and there a word. After a half-hour he began to real­ise that the meet­ing must come to an end, so ex­act­ing is the world.

			“To­mor­row,” he said at part­ing, a gayety of man­ner adding won­der­fully to his brave de­mean­our.

			“Yes,” said Car­rie, trip­ping elatedly away.

			There had been so much en­thu­si­asm en­gendered that she was be­liev­ing her­self deeply in love. She sighed as she thought of her hand­some ad­orer. Yes, she would get ready by Sat­urday. She would go, and they would be happy.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				The Blaze of the Tinder: Flesh Wars with the Flesh

			
			The mis­for­tune of the Hurst­wood house­hold was due to the fact that jeal­ousy, hav­ing been born of love, did not per­ish with it. Mrs. Hurst­wood re­tained this in such form that sub­sequent in­flu­ences could trans­form it in­to hate. Hurst­wood was still worthy, in a phys­ic­al sense, of the af­fec­tion his wife had once be­stowed upon him, but in a so­cial sense he fell short. With his re­gard died his power to be at­tent­ive to her, and this, to a wo­man, is much great­er than out­right crime to­ward an­oth­er. Our self-love dic­tates our ap­pre­ci­ation of the good or evil in an­oth­er. In Mrs. Hurst­wood it dis­col­oured the very hue of her hus­band’s in­dif­fer­ent nature. She saw design in deeds and phrases which sprung only from a faded ap­pre­ci­ation of her pres­ence.

			As a con­sequence, she was re­sent­ful and sus­pi­cious. The jeal­ousy that promp­ted her to ob­serve every fall­ing away from the little amen­it­ies of the mar­ried re­la­tion on his part served to give her no­tice of the airy grace with which he still took the world. She could see from the scru­pu­lous care which he ex­er­cised in the mat­ter of his per­son­al ap­pear­ance that his in­terest in life had abated not a jot. Every mo­tion, every glance had some­thing in it of the pleas­ure he felt in Car­rie, of the zest this new pur­suit of pleas­ure lent to his days. Mrs. Hurst­wood felt some­thing, sniff­ing change, as an­im­als do danger, afar off.

			This feel­ing was strengthened by ac­tions of a dir­ect and more po­tent nature on the part of Hurst­wood. We have seen with what ir­rit­a­tion he shirked those little du­ties which no longer con­tained any amuse­ment or sat­is­fac­tion for him, and the open snarls with which, more re­cently, he re­sen­ted her ir­rit­at­ing goads. These little rows were really pre­cip­it­ated by an at­mo­sphere which was sur­charged with dis­sen­sion. That it would shower, with a sky so full of black­en­ing thun­der­clouds, would scarcely be thought worthy of com­ment. Thus, after leav­ing the break­fast table this morn­ing, ra­ging in­wardly at his blank de­clar­a­tion of in­dif­fer­ence at her plans, Mrs. Hurst­wood en­countered Jes­sica in her dress­ing-room, very leis­urely ar­ran­ging her hair. Hurst­wood had already left the house.

			“I wish you wouldn’t be so late com­ing down to break­fast,” she said, ad­dress­ing Jes­sica, while mak­ing for her crochet bas­ket. “Now here the things are quite cold, and you haven’t eaten.”

			Her nat­ur­al com­pos­ure was sadly ruffled, and Jes­sica was doomed to feel the fag end of the storm.

			“I’m not hungry,” she answered.

			“Then why don’t you say so, and let the girl put away the things, in­stead of keep­ing her wait­ing all morn­ing?”

			“She doesn’t mind,” answered Jes­sica, coolly.

			“Well, I do, if she doesn’t,” re­turned the moth­er, “and, any­how, I don’t like you to talk that way to me. You’re too young to put on such an air with your moth­er.”

			“Oh, mamma, don’t row,” answered Jes­sica. “What’s the mat­ter this morn­ing, any­way?”

			“Noth­ing’s the mat­ter, and I’m not row­ing. You mustn’t think be­cause I in­dulge you in some things that you can keep every­body wait­ing. I won’t have it.”

			“I’m not keep­ing any­body wait­ing,” re­turned Jes­sica, sharply, stirred out of a cyn­ic­al in­dif­fer­ence to a sharp de­fence. “I said I wasn’t hungry. I don’t want any break­fast.”

			“Mind how you ad­dress me, missy. I’ll not have it. Hear me now; I’ll not have it!”

			Jes­sica heard this last while walk­ing out of the room, with a toss of her head and a flick of her pretty skirts in­dic­at­ive of the in­de­pend­ence and in­dif­fer­ence she felt. She did not pro­pose to be quar­relled with.

			Such little ar­gu­ments were all too fre­quent, the res­ult of a growth of natures which were largely in­de­pend­ent and selfish. George, Jr., mani­fes­ted even great­er touchi­ness and ex­ag­ger­a­tion in the mat­ter of his in­di­vidu­al rights, and at­temp­ted to make all feel that he was a man with a man’s priv­ileges—an as­sump­tion which, of all things, is most ground­less and point­less in a youth of nine­teen.

			Hurst­wood was a man of au­thor­ity and some fine feel­ing, and it ir­rit­ated him ex­cess­ively to find him­self sur­roun­ded more and more by a world upon which he had no hold, and of which he had a lessen­ing un­der­stand­ing.

			Now, when such little things, such as the pro­posed earli­er start to Wauke­sha, came up, they made clear to him his po­s­i­tion. He was be­ing made to fol­low, was not lead­ing. When, in ad­di­tion, a sharp tem­per was mani­fes­ted, and to the pro­cess of shoul­der­ing him out of his au­thor­ity was ad­ded a rous­ing in­tel­lec­tu­al kick, such as a sneer or a cyn­ic­al laugh, he was un­able to keep his tem­per. He flew in­to hardly repressed pas­sion, and wished him­self clear of the whole house­hold. It seemed a most ir­rit­at­ing drag upon all his de­sires and op­por­tun­it­ies.

			For all this, he still re­tained the semb­lance of lead­er­ship and con­trol, even though his wife was strain­ing to re­volt. Her dis­play of tem­per and open as­ser­tion of op­pos­i­tion were based upon noth­ing more than the feel­ing that she could do it. She had no spe­cial evid­ence where­with to jus­ti­fy her­self—the know­ledge of some­thing which would give her both au­thor­ity and ex­cuse. The lat­ter was all that was lack­ing, how­ever, to give a sol­id found­a­tion to what, in a way, seemed ground­less dis­con­tent. The clear proof of one overt deed was the cold breath needed to con­vert the lower­ing clouds of sus­pi­cion in­to a rain of wrath.

			An ink­ling of un­to­ward deeds on the part of Hurst­wood had come. Doc­tor Beale, the hand­some res­id­ent phys­i­cian of the neigh­bour­hood, met Mrs. Hurst­wood at her own door­step some days after Hurst­wood and Car­rie had taken the drive west on Wash­ing­ton Boulevard. Dr. Beale, com­ing east on the same drive, had re­cog­nised Hurst­wood, but not be­fore he was quite past him. He was not so sure of Car­rie—did not know wheth­er it was Hurst­wood’s wife or daugh­ter.

			“You don’t speak to your friends when you meet them out driv­ing, do you?” he said, joc­osely, to Mrs. Hurst­wood.

			“If I see them, I do. Where was I?”

			“On Wash­ing­ton Boulevard,” he answered, ex­pect­ing her eye to light with im­me­di­ate re­mem­brance.

			She shook her head.

			“Yes, out near Hoyne Av­en­ue. You were with your hus­band.”

			“I guess you’re mis­taken,” she answered. Then, re­mem­ber­ing her hus­band’s part in the af­fair, she im­me­di­ately fell a prey to a host of young sus­pi­cions, of which, how­ever, she gave no sign.

			“I know I saw your hus­band,” he went on. “I wasn’t so sure about you. Per­haps it was your daugh­ter.”

			“Per­haps it was,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood, know­ing full well that such was not the case, as Jes­sica had been her com­pan­ion for weeks. She had re­covered her­self suf­fi­ciently to wish to know more of the de­tails.

			“Was it in the af­ter­noon?” she asked, art­fully, as­sum­ing an air of ac­quaint­ance­ship with the mat­ter.

			“Yes, about two or three.”

			“It must have been Jes­sica,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood, not wish­ing to seem to at­tach any im­port­ance to the in­cid­ent.

			The phys­i­cian had a thought or two of his own, but dis­missed the mat­ter as worthy of no fur­ther dis­cus­sion on his part at least.

			Mrs. Hurst­wood gave this bit of in­form­a­tion con­sid­er­able thought dur­ing the next few hours, and even days. She took it for gran­ted that the doc­tor had really seen her hus­band, and that he had been rid­ing, most likely, with some oth­er wo­man, after an­noun­cing him­self as busy to her. As a con­sequence, she re­called, with rising feel­ing, how of­ten he had re­fused to go to places with her, to share in little vis­its, or, in­deed, take part in any of the so­cial amen­it­ies which fur­nished the di­ver­sion of her ex­ist­ence. He had been seen at the theatre with people whom he called Moy’s friends; now he was seen driv­ing, and, most likely, would have an ex­cuse for that. Per­haps there were oth­ers of whom she did not hear, or why should he be so busy, so in­dif­fer­ent, of late? In the last six weeks he had be­come strangely ir­rit­able—strangely sat­is­fied to pick up and go out, wheth­er things were right or wrong in the house. Why?

			She re­called, with more subtle emo­tions, that he did not look at her now with any of the old light of sat­is­fac­tion or ap­prov­al in his eye. Evid­ently, along with oth­er things, he was tak­ing her to be get­ting old and un­in­ter­est­ing. He saw her wrinkles, per­haps. She was fad­ing, while he was still preen­ing him­self in his el­eg­ance and youth. He was still an in­ter­ested factor in the mer­ry­mak­ings of the world, while she—but she did not pur­sue the thought. She only found the whole situ­ation bit­ter, and hated him for it thor­oughly.

			Noth­ing came of this in­cid­ent at the time, for the truth is it did not seem con­clus­ive enough to war­rant any dis­cus­sion. Only the at­mo­sphere of dis­trust and ill-feel­ing was strengthened, pre­cip­it­at­ing every now and then little sprink­lings of ir­rit­able con­ver­sa­tion, en­livened by flashes of wrath. The mat­ter of the Wauke­sha out­ing was merely a con­tinu­ation of oth­er things of the same nature.

			The day after Car­rie’s ap­pear­ance on the Avery stage, Mrs. Hurst­wood vis­ited the races with Jes­sica and a youth of her ac­quaint­ance, Mr. Bart Taylor, the son of the own­er of a loc­al house-fur­nish­ing es­tab­lish­ment. They had driv­en out early, and, as it chanced, en­countered sev­er­al friends of Hurst­wood, all Elks, and two of whom had at­ten­ded the per­form­ance the even­ing be­fore. A thou­sand chances the sub­ject of the per­form­ance had nev­er been brought up had Jes­sica not been so en­gaged by the at­ten­tions of her young com­pan­ion, who usurped as much time as pos­sible. This left Mrs. Hurst­wood in the mood to ex­tend the per­func­tory greet­ings of some who knew her in­to short con­ver­sa­tions, and the short con­ver­sa­tions of friends in­to long ones. It was from one who meant but to greet her per­func­tor­ily that this in­ter­est­ing in­tel­li­gence came.

			“I see,” said this in­di­vidu­al, who wore sport­ing clothes of the most at­tract­ive pat­tern, and had a field-glass strung over his shoulder, “that you did not get over to our little en­ter­tain­ment last even­ing.”

			“No?” said Mrs. Hurst­wood, in­quir­ingly, and won­der­ing why he should be us­ing the tone he did in not­ing the fact that she had not been to some­thing she knew noth­ing about. It was on her lips to say, “What was it?” when he ad­ded, “I saw your hus­band.”

			Her won­der was at once re­placed by the more subtle qual­ity of sus­pi­cion.

			“Yes,” she said, cau­tiously, “was it pleas­ant? He did not tell me much about it.”

			“Very. Really one of the best private the­at­ric­als I ever at­ten­ded. There was one act­ress who sur­prised us all.”

			“In­deed,” said Mrs. Hurst­wood.

			“It’s too bad you couldn’t have been there, really. I was sorry to hear you wer­en’t feel­ing well.”

			Feel­ing well! Mrs. Hurst­wood could have echoed the words after him open-mouthed. As it was, she ex­tric­ated her­self from her mingled im­pulse to deny and ques­tion, and said, al­most rasp­ingly:

			“Yes, it is too bad.”

			“Looks like there will be quite a crowd here today, doesn’t it?” the ac­quaint­ance ob­served, drift­ing off upon an­oth­er top­ic.

			The man­ager’s wife would have ques­tioned farther, but she saw no op­por­tun­ity. She was for the mo­ment wholly at sea, anxious to think for her­self, and won­der­ing what new de­cep­tion was this which caused him to give out that she was ill when she was not. An­oth­er case of her com­pany not wanted, and ex­cuses be­ing made. She re­solved to find out more.

			“Were you at the per­form­ance last even­ing?” she asked of the next of Hurst­wood’s friends who greeted her, as she sat in her box.

			“Yes. You didn’t get around.”

			“No,” she answered, “I was not feel­ing very well.”

			“So your hus­band told me,” he answered. “Well, it was really very en­joy­able. Turned out much bet­ter than I ex­pec­ted.”

			“Were there many there?”

			“The house was full. It was quite an Elk night. I saw quite a num­ber of your friends—Mrs. Har­ris­on, Mrs. Barnes, Mrs. Collins.”

			“Quite a so­cial gath­er­ing.”

			“In­deed it was. My wife en­joyed it very much.”

			Mrs. Hurst­wood bit her lip.

			“So,” she thought, “that’s the way he does. Tells my friends I am sick and can­not come.”

			She wondered what could in­duce him to go alone. There was some­thing back of this. She rum­maged her brain for a reas­on.

			By even­ing, when Hurst­wood reached home, she had brooded her­self in­to a state of sul­len de­sire for ex­plan­a­tion and re­venge. She wanted to know what this pe­cu­li­ar ac­tion of his im­por­ted. She was cer­tain there was more be­hind it all than what she had heard, and evil curi­os­ity mingled well with dis­trust and the rem­nants of her wrath of the morn­ing. She, im­pend­ing dis­aster it­self, walked about with gathered shad­ow at the eyes and the rudi­ment­ary muscles of sav­agery fix­ing the hard lines of her mouth.

			On the oth­er hand, as we may well be­lieve, the man­ager came home in the sun­ni­est mood. His con­ver­sa­tion and agree­ment with Car­rie had raised his spir­its un­til he was in the frame of mind of one who sings joy­ously. He was proud of him­self, proud of his suc­cess, proud of Car­rie. He could have been gen­i­al to all the world, and he bore no grudge against his wife. He meant to be pleas­ant, to for­get her pres­ence, to live in the at­mo­sphere of youth and pleas­ure which had been re­stored to him.

			So now, the house, to his mind, had a most pleas­ing and com­fort­able ap­pear­ance. In the hall he found an even­ing pa­per, laid there by the maid and for­got­ten by Mrs. Hurst­wood. In the din­ing-room the table was clean laid with lin­en and napery and shiny with glasses and dec­or­ated china. Through an open door he saw in­to the kit­chen, where the fire was crack­ling in the stove and the even­ing meal already well un­der way. Out in the small back yard was George, Jr., frol­ick­ing with a young dog he had re­cently pur­chased, and in the par­lour Jes­sica was play­ing at the pi­ano, the sounds of a merry waltz filling every nook and corner of the com­fort­able home. Every­one, like him­self, seemed to have re­gained his good spir­its, to be in sym­pathy with youth and beauty, to be in­clined to joy and mer­ry­mak­ing. He felt as if he could say a good word all around him­self, and took a most gen­i­al glance at the spread table and pol­ished side­board be­fore go­ing up­stairs to read his pa­per in the com­fort­able arm­chair of the sit­ting-room which looked through the open win­dows in­to the street. When he entered there, how­ever, he found his wife brush­ing her hair and mus­ing to her­self the while.

			He came lightly in, think­ing to smooth over any feel­ing that might still ex­ist by a kindly word and a ready prom­ise, but Mrs. Hurst­wood said noth­ing. He seated him­self in the large chair, stirred lightly in mak­ing him­self com­fort­able, opened his pa­per, and began to read. In a few mo­ments he was smil­ing mer­rily over a very com­ic­al ac­count of a base­ball game which had taken place between the Chica­go and De­troit teams.

			The while he was do­ing this Mrs. Hurst­wood was ob­serving him cas­u­ally through the me­di­um of the mir­ror which was be­fore her. She no­ticed his pleas­ant and con­ten­ted man­ner, his airy grace and smil­ing hu­mour, and it merely ag­grav­ated her the more. She wondered how he could think to carry him­self so in her pres­ence after the cyn­icism, in­dif­fer­ence, and neg­lect he had here­to­fore mani­fes­ted and would con­tin­ue to mani­fest so long as she would en­dure it. She thought how she should like to tell him—what stress and em­phas­is she would lend her as­ser­tions, how she should drive over this whole af­fair un­til sat­is­fac­tion should be rendered her. In­deed, the shin­ing sword of her wrath was but weakly sus­pen­ded by a thread of thought.

			In the mean­while Hurst­wood en­countered a hu­mor­ous item con­cern­ing a stranger who had ar­rived in the city and be­came en­tangled with a bunco-steer­er. It amused him im­mensely, and at last he stirred and chuckled to him­self. He wished that he might en­list his wife’s at­ten­tion and read it to her.

			“Ha, ha,” he ex­claimed softly, as if to him­self, “that’s funny.”

			Mrs. Hurst­wood kept on ar­ran­ging her hair, not so much as deign­ing a glance.

			He stirred again and went on to an­oth­er sub­ject. At last he felt as if his good-hu­mour must find some out­let. Ju­lia was prob­ably still out of hu­mour over that af­fair of this morn­ing, but that could eas­ily be straightened. As a mat­ter of fact, she was in the wrong, but he didn’t care. She could go to Wauke­sha right away if she wanted to. The soon­er the bet­ter. He would tell her that as soon as he got a chance, and the whole thing would blow over.

			“Did you no­tice,” he said, at last, break­ing forth con­cern­ing an­oth­er item which he had found, “that they have entered suit to com­pel the Illinois Cent­ral to get off the lake front, Ju­lia?” he asked.

			She could scarcely force her­self to an­swer, but man­aged to say “No,” sharply.

			Hurst­wood pricked up his ears. There was a note in her voice which vi­brated keenly.

			“It would be a good thing if they did,” he went on, half to him­self, half to her, though he felt that some­thing was amiss in that quarter. He with­drew his at­ten­tion to his pa­per very cir­cum­spectly, listen­ing men­tally for the little sounds which should show him what was on foot.

			As a mat­ter of fact, no man as clev­er as Hurst­wood—as ob­ser­v­ant and sens­it­ive to at­mo­spheres of many sorts, par­tic­u­larly upon his own plane of thought—would have made the mis­take which he did in re­gard to his wife, wrought up as she was, had he not been oc­cu­pied men­tally with a very dif­fer­ent train of thought. Had not the in­flu­ence of Car­rie’s re­gard for him, the ela­tion which her prom­ise aroused in him, las­ted over, he would not have seen the house in so pleas­ant a mood. It was not ex­traordin­ar­ily bright and merry this even­ing. He was merely very much mis­taken, and would have been much more fit­ted to cope with it had he come home in his nor­mal state.

			After he had stud­ied his pa­per a few mo­ments longer, he felt that he ought to modi­fy mat­ters in some way or oth­er. Evid­ently his wife was not go­ing to patch up peace at a word. So he said:

			“Where did George get the dog he has there in the yard?”

			“I don’t know,” she snapped.

			He put his pa­per down on his knees and gazed idly out of the win­dow. He did not pro­pose to lose his tem­per, but merely to be per­sist­ent and agree­able, and by a few ques­tions bring around a mild un­der­stand­ing of some sort.

			“Why do you feel so bad about that af­fair of this morn­ing?” he said, at last. “We needn’t quar­rel about that. You know you can go to Wauke­sha if you want to.”

			“So you can stay here and trifle around with someone else?” she ex­claimed, turn­ing to him a de­term­ined coun­ten­ance upon which was drawn a sharp and wrath­ful sneer.

			He stopped as if slapped in the face. In an in­stant his per­suas­ive, con­cili­at­ory man­ner fled. He was on the de­fens­ive at a wink and puzzled for a word to reply.

			“What do you mean?” he said at last, straight­en­ing him­self and gaz­ing at the cold, de­term­ined fig­ure be­fore him, who paid no at­ten­tion, but went on ar­ran­ging her­self be­fore the mir­ror.

			“You know what I mean,” she said, fi­nally, as if there were a world of in­form­a­tion which she held in re­serve—which she did not need to tell.

			“Well, I don’t,” he said, stub­bornly, yet nervous and alert for what should come next. The fi­nal­ity of the wo­man’s man­ner took away his feel­ing of su­peri­or­ity in battle.

			She made no an­swer.

			“Hmph!” he mur­mured, with a move­ment of his head to one side. It was the weak­est thing he had ever done. It was totally un­as­sured.

			Mrs. Hurst­wood no­ticed the lack of col­our in it. She turned upon him, an­im­al-like, able to strike an ef­fec­tu­al second blow.

			“I want the Wauke­sha money to­mor­row morn­ing,” she said.

			He looked at her in amazement. Nev­er be­fore had he seen such a cold, steely de­term­in­a­tion in her eye—such a cruel look of in­dif­fer­ence. She seemed a thor­ough mas­ter of her mood—thor­oughly con­fid­ent and de­term­ined to wrest all con­trol from him. He felt that all his re­sources could not de­fend him. He must at­tack.

			“What do you mean?” he said, jump­ing up. “You want! I’d like to know what’s got in­to you to­night.”

			“Noth­ing’s got in­to me,” she said, flam­ing. “I want that money. You can do your swag­ger­ing af­ter­wards.”

			“Swag­ger­ing, eh! What! You’ll get noth­ing from me. What do you mean by your in­sinu­ations, any­how?”

			“Where were you last night?” she answered. The words were hot as they came. “Who were you driv­ing with on Wash­ing­ton Boulevard? Who were you with at the theatre when George saw you? Do you think I’m a fool to be duped by you? Do you think I’ll sit at home here and take your ‘too busys’ and ‘can’t come,’ while you parade around and make out that I’m un­able to come? I want you to know that lordly airs have come to an end so far as I am con­cerned. You can’t dic­tate to me nor my chil­dren. I’m through with you en­tirely.”

			“It’s a lie,” he said, driv­en to a corner and know­ing no oth­er ex­cuse.

			“Lie, eh!” she said, fiercely, but with re­turn­ing re­serve; “you may call it a lie if you want to, but I know.”

			“It’s a lie, I tell you,” he said, in a low, sharp voice. “You’ve been search­ing around for some cheap ac­cus­a­tion for months, and now you think you have it. You think you’ll spring some­thing and get the up­per hand. Well, I tell you, you can’t. As long as I’m in this house I’m mas­ter of it, and you or any­one else won’t dic­tate to me—do you hear?”

			He crept to­ward her with a light in his eye that was omin­ous. Some­thing in the wo­man’s cool, cyn­ic­al, up­per-handish man­ner, as if she were already mas­ter, caused him to feel for the mo­ment as if he could strangle her.

			She gazed at him—a py­thon­ess in hu­mour.

			“I’m not dic­tat­ing to you,” she re­turned; “I’m telling you what I want.”

			The an­swer was so cool, so rich in bravado, that some­how it took the wind out of his sails. He could not at­tack her, he could not ask her for proofs. Some­how he felt evid­ence, law, the re­mem­brance of all his prop­erty which she held in her name, to be shin­ing in her glance. He was like a ves­sel, power­ful and dan­ger­ous, but rolling and flounder­ing without sail.

			“And I’m telling you,” he said in the end, slightly re­cov­er­ing him­self, “what you’ll not get.”

			“We’ll see about it,” she said. “I’ll find out what my rights are. Per­haps you’ll talk to a law­yer, if you won’t to me.”

			It was a mag­ni­fi­cent play, and had its ef­fect. Hurst­wood fell back beaten. He knew now that he had more than mere bluff to con­tend with. He felt that he was face to face with a dull pro­pos­i­tion. What to say he hardly knew. All the mer­ri­ment had gone out of the day. He was dis­turbed, wretched, re­sent­ful. What should he do?

			“Do as you please,” he said, at last. “I’ll have noth­ing more to do with you,” and out he strode.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				A Spir­it in Trav­ail: One Rung Put Be­hind

			
			When Car­rie reached her own room she had already fallen a prey to those doubts and mis­giv­ings which are ever the res­ult of a lack of de­cision. She could not per­suade her­self as to the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of her prom­ise, or that now, hav­ing giv­en her word, she ought to keep it. She went over the whole ground in Hurst­wood’s ab­sence, and dis­covered little ob­jec­tions that had not oc­curred to her in the warmth of the man­ager’s ar­gu­ment. She saw where she had put her­self in a pe­cu­li­ar light, namely, that of agree­ing to marry when she was already sup­posedly mar­ried. She re­membered a few things Drou­et had done, and now that it came to walk­ing away from him without a word, she felt as if she were do­ing wrong. Now, she was com­fort­ably situ­ated, and to one who is more or less afraid of the world, this is an ur­gent mat­ter, and one which puts up strange, un­canny ar­gu­ments. “You do not know what will come. There are miser­able things out­side. People go a-beg­ging. Wo­men are wretched. You nev­er can tell what will hap­pen. Re­mem­ber the time you were hungry. Stick to what you have.”

			Curi­ously, for all her lean­ing to­wards Hurst­wood, he had not taken a firm hold on her un­der­stand­ing. She was listen­ing, smil­ing, ap­prov­ing, and yet not fi­nally agree­ing. This was due to a lack of power on his part, a lack of that majesty of pas­sion that sweeps the mind from its seat, fuses and melts all ar­gu­ments and the­or­ies in­to a tangled mass, and des­troys for the time be­ing the reas­on­ing power. This majesty of pas­sion is pos­sessed by nearly every man once in his life, but it is usu­ally an at­trib­ute of youth and con­duces to the first suc­cess­ful mat­ing.

			Hurst­wood, be­ing an older man, could scarcely be said to re­tain the fire of youth, though he did pos­sess a pas­sion warm and un­reas­on­ing. It was strong enough to in­duce the lean­ing to­ward him which, on Car­rie’s part, we have seen. She might have been said to be ima­gin­ing her­self in love, when she was not. Wo­men fre­quently do this. It flows from the fact that in each ex­ists a bi­as to­ward af­fec­tion, a crav­ing for the pleas­ure of be­ing loved. The long­ing to be shiel­ded, bettered, sym­path­ised with, is one of the at­trib­utes of the sex. This, coupled with sen­ti­ment and a nat­ur­al tend­ency to emo­tion, of­ten makes re­fus­ing dif­fi­cult. It per­suades them that they are in love.

			Once at home, she changed her clothes and straightened the rooms for her­self. In the mat­ter of the ar­range­ment of the fur­niture she nev­er took the house­maid’s opin­ion. That young wo­man in­vari­ably put one of the rock­ing-chairs in the corner, and Car­rie as reg­u­larly moved it out. Today she hardly no­ticed that it was in the wrong place, so ab­sorbed was she in her own thoughts. She worked about the room un­til Drou­et put in ap­pear­ance at five o’clock. The drum­mer was flushed and ex­cited and full of de­term­in­a­tion to know all about her re­la­tions with Hurst­wood. Nev­er­the­less, after go­ing over the sub­ject in his mind the livelong day, he was rather weary of it and wished it over with. He did not fore­see ser­i­ous con­sequences of any sort, and yet he rather hes­it­ated to be­gin. Car­rie was sit­ting by the win­dow when he came in, rock­ing and look­ing out.

			“Well,” she said in­no­cently, weary of her own men­tal dis­cus­sion and won­der­ing at his haste and ill-con­cealed ex­cite­ment, “what makes you hurry so?”

			Drou­et hes­it­ated, now that he was in her pres­ence, un­cer­tain as to what course to pur­sue. He was no dip­lo­mat. He could neither read nor see.

			“When did you get home?” he asked fool­ishly.

			“Oh, an hour or so ago. What makes you ask that?”

			“You wer­en’t here,” he said, “when I came back this morn­ing, and I thought you had gone out.”

			“So I did,” said Car­rie simply. “I went for a walk.”

			Drou­et looked at her won­der­ingly. For all his lack of dig­nity in such mat­ters he did not know how to be­gin. He stared at her in the most flag­rant man­ner un­til at last she said:

			“What makes you stare at me so? What’s the mat­ter?”

			“Noth­ing,” he answered. “I was just think­ing.”

			“Just think­ing what?” she re­turned smil­ingly, puzzled by his at­ti­tude.

			“Oh, noth­ing—noth­ing much.”

			“Well, then, what makes you look so?”

			Drou­et was stand­ing by the dress­er, gaz­ing at her in a com­ic man­ner. He had laid off his hat and gloves and was now fid­get­ing with the little toi­let pieces which were nearest him. He hes­it­ated to be­lieve that the pretty wo­man be­fore him was in­volved in any­thing so un­sat­is­fact­ory to him­self. He was very much in­clined to feel that it was all right, after all. Yet the know­ledge im­par­ted to him by the cham­ber­maid was rank­ling in his mind. He wanted to plunge in with a straight re­mark of some sort, but he knew not what.

			“Where did you go this morn­ing?” he fi­nally asked weakly.

			“Why, I went for a walk,” said Car­rie.

			“Sure you did?” he asked.

			“Yes, what makes you ask?”

			She was be­gin­ning to see now that he knew some­thing. In­stantly she drew her­self in­to a more re­served po­s­i­tion. Her cheeks blanched slightly.

			“I thought maybe you didn’t,” he said, beat­ing about the bush in the most use­less man­ner.

			Car­rie gazed at him, and as she did so her ebbing cour­age hal­ted. She saw that he him­self was hes­it­at­ing, and with a wo­man’s in­tu­ition real­ised that there was no oc­ca­sion for great alarm.

			“What makes you talk like that?” she asked, wrink­ling her pretty fore­head. “You act so funny to­night.”

			“I feel funny,” he answered.

			They looked at one an­oth­er for a mo­ment, and then Drou­et plunged des­per­ately in­to his sub­ject.

			“What’s this about you and Hurst­wood?” he asked.

			“Me and Hurst­wood—what do you mean?”

			“Didn’t he come here a dozen times while I was away?”

			“A dozen times,” re­peated Car­rie, guiltily. “No, but what do you mean?”

			“Some­body said that you went out rid­ing with him and that he came here every night.”

			“No such thing,” answered Car­rie. “It isn’t true. Who told you that?”

			She was flush­ing scar­let to the roots of her hair, but Drou­et did not catch the full hue of her face, ow­ing to the mod­i­fied light of the room. He was re­gain­ing much con­fid­ence as Car­rie de­fen­ded her­self with deni­als.

			“Well, someone,” he said. “You’re sure you didn’t?”

			“Cer­tainly,” said Car­rie. “You know how of­ten he came.”

			Drou­et paused for a mo­ment and thought.

			“I know what you told me,” he said fi­nally.

			He moved nervously about, while Car­rie looked at him con­fusedly.

			“Well, I know that I didn’t tell you any such thing as that,” said Car­rie, re­cov­er­ing her­self.

			“If I were you,” went on Drou­et, ig­nor­ing her last re­mark, “I wouldn’t have any­thing to do with him. He’s a mar­ried man, you know.”

			“Who—who is?” said Car­rie, stum­bling at the word.

			“Why, Hurst­wood,” said Drou­et, not­ing the ef­fect and feel­ing that he was de­liv­er­ing a telling blow.

			“Hurst­wood!” ex­claimed Car­rie, rising. Her face had changed sev­er­al shades since this an­nounce­ment was made. She looked with­in and without her­self in a half-dazed way.

			“Who told you this?” she asked, for­get­ting that her in­terest was out of or­der and ex­ceed­ingly in­crim­in­at­ing.

			“Why, I know it. I’ve al­ways known it,” said Drou­et.

			Car­rie was feel­ing about for a right thought. She was mak­ing a most miser­able show­ing, and yet feel­ings were gen­er­at­ing with­in her which were any­thing but crum­bling cow­ardice.

			“I thought I told you,” he ad­ded.

			“No, you didn’t,” she con­tra­dicted, sud­denly re­cov­er­ing her voice. “You didn’t do any­thing of the kind.”

			Drou­et listened to her in as­ton­ish­ment. This was some­thing new.

			“I thought I did,” he said.

			Car­rie looked around her very sol­emnly, and then went over to the win­dow.

			“You oughtn’t to have had any­thing to do with him,” said Drou­et in an in­jured tone, “after all I’ve done for you.”

			“You,” said Car­rie, “you! What have you done for me?”

			Her little brain had been sur­ging with con­tra­dict­ory feel­ings—shame at ex­pos­ure, shame at Hurst­wood’s per­fidy, an­ger at Drou­et’s de­cep­tion, the mock­ery he had made of her. Now one clear idea came in­to her head. He was at fault. There was no doubt about it. Why did he bring Hurst­wood out—Hurst­wood, a mar­ried man, and nev­er say a word to her? Nev­er mind now about Hurst­wood’s per­fidy—why had he done this? Why hadn’t he warned her? There he stood now, guilty of this miser­able breach of con­fid­ence and talk­ing about what he had done for her!

			“Well, I like that,” ex­claimed Drou­et, little real­ising the fire his re­mark had gen­er­ated. “I think I’ve done a good deal.”

			“You have, eh?” she answered. “You’ve de­ceived me—that’s what you’ve done. You’ve brought your old friends out here un­der false pre­tences. You’ve made me out to be—Oh,” and with this her voice broke and she pressed her two little hands to­geth­er tra­gic­ally.

			“I don’t see what that’s got to do with it,” said the drum­mer quaintly.

			“No,” she answered, re­cov­er­ing her­self and shut­ting her teeth. “No, of course you don’t see. There isn’t any­thing you see. You couldn’t have told me in the first place, could you? You had to make me out wrong un­til it was too late. Now you come sneak­ing around with your in­form­a­tion and your talk about what you have done.”

			Drou­et had nev­er sus­pec­ted this side of Car­rie’s nature. She was alive with feel­ing, her eyes snap­ping, her lips quiv­er­ing, her whole body sens­ible of the in­jury she felt, and par­tak­ing of her wrath.

			“Who’s sneak­ing?” he asked, mildly con­scious of er­ror on his part, but cer­tain that he was wronged.

			“You are,” stamped Car­rie. “You’re a hor­rid, con­ceited cow­ard, that’s what you are. If you had any sense of man­hood in you, you wouldn’t have thought of do­ing any such thing.”

			The drum­mer stared.

			“I’m not a cow­ard,” he said. “What do you mean by go­ing with oth­er men, any­way?”

			“Oth­er men!” ex­claimed Car­rie. “Oth­er men—you know bet­ter than that. I did go with Mr. Hurst­wood, but whose fault was it? Didn’t you bring him here? You told him your­self that he should come out here and take me out. Now, after it’s all over, you come and tell me that I oughtn’t to go with him and that he’s a mar­ried man.”

			She paused at the sound of the last two words and wrung her hands. The know­ledge of Hurst­wood’s per­fidy wounded her like a knife.

			“Oh,” she sobbed, re­press­ing her­self won­der­fully and keep­ing her eyes dry. “Oh, oh!”

			“Well, I didn’t think you’d be run­ning around with him when I was away,” in­sisted Drou­et.

			“Didn’t think!” said Car­rie, now angered to the core by the man’s pe­cu­li­ar at­ti­tude. “Of course not. You thought only of what would be to your sat­is­fac­tion. You thought you’d make a toy of me—a plaything. Well, I’ll show you that you won’t. I’ll have noth­ing more to do with you at all. You can take your old things and keep them,” and un­fasten­ing a little pin he had giv­en her, she flung it vig­or­ously upon the floor and began to move about as if to gath­er up the things which be­longed to her.

			By this Drou­et was not only ir­rit­ated but fas­cin­ated the more. He looked at her in amazement, and fi­nally said:

			“I don’t see where your wrath comes in. I’ve got the right of this thing. You oughtn’t to have done any­thing that wasn’t right after all I did for you.”

			“What have you done for me?” asked Car­rie blaz­ing, her head thrown back and her lips par­ted.

			“I think I’ve done a good deal,” said the drum­mer, look­ing around. “I’ve giv­en you all the clothes you wanted, haven’t I? I’ve taken you every­where you wanted to go. You’ve had as much as I’ve had, and more too.”

			Car­rie was not un­grate­ful, whatever else might be said of her. In so far as her mind could con­strue, she ac­know­ledged be­ne­fits re­ceived. She hardly knew how to an­swer this, and yet her wrath was not pla­cated. She felt that the drum­mer had in­jured her ir­re­par­ably.

			“Did I ask you to?” she re­turned.

			“Well, I did it,” said Drou­et, “and you took it.”

			“You talk as though I had per­suaded you,” answered Car­rie. “You stand there and throw up what you’ve done. I don’t want your old things. I’ll not have them. You take them to­night and do what you please with them. I’ll not stay here an­oth­er minute.”

			“That’s nice!” he answered, be­com­ing angered now at the sense of his own ap­proach­ing loss. “Use everything and ab­use me and then walk off. That’s just like a wo­man. I take you when you haven’t got any­thing, and then when someone else comes along, why I’m no good. I al­ways thought it’d come out that way.”

			He felt really hurt as he thought of his treat­ment, and looked as if he saw no way of ob­tain­ing justice.

			“It’s not so,” said Car­rie, “and I’m not go­ing with any­body else. You have been as miser­able and in­con­sid­er­ate as you can be. I hate you, I tell you, and I wouldn’t live with you an­oth­er minute. You’re a big, in­sult­ing”—here she hes­it­ated and used no word at all—“or you wouldn’t talk that way.”

			She had se­cured her hat and jack­et and slipped the lat­ter on over her little even­ing dress. Some wisps of wavy hair had loosened from the bands at the side of her head and were strag­gling over her hot, red cheeks. She was angry, mor­ti­fied, grief-stricken. Her large eyes were full of the an­guish of tears, but her lids were not yet wet. She was dis­trac­ted and un­cer­tain, de­cid­ing and do­ing things without an aim or con­clu­sion, and she had not the slight­est con­cep­tion of how the whole dif­fi­culty would end.

			“Well, that’s a fine fin­ish,” said Drou­et. “Pack up and pull out, eh? You take the cake. I bet you were knock­ing around with Hurst­wood or you wouldn’t act like that. I don’t want the old rooms. You needn’t pull out for me. You can have them for all I care, but b’George, you haven’t done me right.”

			“I’ll not live with you,” said Car­rie. “I don’t want to live with you. You’ve done noth­ing but brag around ever since you’ve been here.”

			“Aw, I haven’t any­thing of the kind,” he answered.

			Car­rie walked over to the door.

			“Where are you go­ing?” he said, step­ping over and head­ing her off.

			“Let me out,” she said.

			“Where are you go­ing?” he re­peated.

			He was, above all, sym­path­et­ic, and the sight of Car­rie wan­der­ing out, he knew not where, af­fected him, des­pite his griev­ance.

			Car­rie merely pulled at the door.

			The strain of the situ­ation was too much for her, how­ever. She made one more vain ef­fort and then burst in­to tears.

			“Now, be reas­on­able, Cad,” said Drou­et gently. “What do you want to rush out for this way? You haven’t any place to go. Why not stay here now and be quiet? I’ll not both­er you. I don’t want to stay here any longer.”

			Car­rie had gone sob­bing from the door to the win­dow. She was so over­come she could not speak.

			“Be reas­on­able now,” he said. “I don’t want to hold you. You can go if you want to, but why don’t you think it over? Lord knows, I don’t want to stop you.”

			He re­ceived no an­swer. Car­rie was quiet­ing, how­ever, un­der the in­flu­ence of his plea.

			“You stay here now, and I’ll go,” he ad­ded at last.

			Car­rie listened to this with mingled feel­ings. Her mind was shaken loose from the little moor­ing of lo­gic that it had. She was stirred by this thought, angered by that—her own in­justice, Hurst­wood’s, Drou­et’s, their re­spect­ive qual­it­ies of kind­ness and fa­vour, the threat of the world out­side, in which she had failed once be­fore, the im­possib­il­ity of this state in­side, where the cham­bers were no longer justly hers, the ef­fect of the ar­gu­ment upon her nerves, all com­bined to make her a mass of jangling fibres—an an­chor­less, storm-beaten little craft which could do ab­so­lutely noth­ing but drift.

			“Say,” said Drou­et, com­ing over to her after a few mo­ments, with a new idea, and put­ting his hand upon her.

			“Don’t!” said Car­rie, draw­ing away, but not re­mov­ing her handker­chief from her eyes.

			“Nev­er mind about this quar­rel now. Let it go. You stay here un­til the month’s out, any­how, and then you can tell bet­ter what you want to do. Eh?”

			Car­rie made no an­swer.

			“You’d bet­ter do that,” he said. “There’s no use your pack­ing up now. You can’t go any­where.”

			Still he got noth­ing for his words.

			“If you’ll do that, we’ll call it off for the present and I’ll get out.”

			Car­rie lowered her handker­chief slightly and looked out of the win­dow.

			“Will you do that?” he asked.

			Still no an­swer.

			“Will you?” he re­peated.

			She only looked vaguely in­to the street.

			“Aw! come on,” he said, “tell me. Will you?”

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie softly, forced to an­swer.

			“Prom­ise me you’ll do that,” he said, “and we’ll quit talk­ing about it. It’ll be the best thing for you.”

			Car­rie heard him, but she could not bring her­self to an­swer reas­on­ably. She felt that the man was gentle, and that his in­terest in her had not abated, and it made her suf­fer a pang of re­gret. She was in a most help­less plight.

			As for Drou­et, his at­ti­tude had been that of the jeal­ous lov­er. Now his feel­ings were a mix­ture of an­ger at de­cep­tion, sor­row at los­ing Car­rie, misery at be­ing de­feated. He wanted his rights in some way or oth­er, and yet his rights in­cluded the re­tain­ing of Car­rie, the mak­ing her feel her er­ror.

			“Will you?” he urged.

			“Well, I’ll see,” said Car­rie.

			This left the mat­ter as open as be­fore, but it was some­thing. It looked as if the quar­rel would blow over, if they could only get some way of talk­ing to one an­oth­er. Car­rie was ashamed, and Drou­et ag­grieved. He pre­ten­ded to take up the task of pack­ing some things in a valise.

			Now, as Car­rie watched him out of the corner of her eye, cer­tain sound thoughts came in­to her head. He had erred, true, but what had she done? He was kindly and good-natured for all his egot­ism. Through­out this ar­gu­ment he had said noth­ing very harsh. On the oth­er hand, there was Hurst­wood—a great­er de­ceiv­er than he. He had pre­ten­ded all this af­fec­tion, all this pas­sion, and he was ly­ing to her all the while. Oh, the per­fidy of men! And she had loved him. There could be noth­ing more in that quarter. She would see Hurst­wood no more. She would write him and let him know what she thought. Thereupon what would she do? Here were these rooms. Here was Drou­et, plead­ing for her to re­main. Evid­ently things could go on here some­what as be­fore, if all were ar­ranged. It would be bet­ter than the street, without a place to lay her head.

			All this she thought of as Drou­et rum­maged the draw­ers for col­lars and la­boured long and painstak­ingly at find­ing a shirt-stud. He was in no hurry to rush this mat­ter. He felt an at­trac­tion to Car­rie which would not down. He could not think that the thing would end by his walk­ing out of the room. There must be some way round, some way to make her own up that he was right and she was wrong—to patch up a peace and shut out Hurst­wood forever. Mercy, how he turned at the man’s shame­less du­pli­city.

			“Do you think,” he said, after a few mo­ments’ si­lence, “that you’ll try and get on the stage?”

			He was won­der­ing what she was in­tend­ing.

			“I don’t know what I’ll do yet,” said Car­rie.

			“If you do, maybe I can help you. I’ve got a lot of friends in that line.”

			She made no an­swer to this.

			“Don’t go and try to knock around now without any money. Let me help you,” he said. “It’s no easy thing to go on your own hook here.”

			Car­rie only rocked back and forth in her chair.

			“I don’t want you to go up against a hard game that way.”

			He be­stirred him­self about some oth­er de­tails and Car­rie rocked on.

			“Why don’t you tell me all about this thing,” he said, after a time, “and let’s call it off? You don’t really care for Hurst­wood, do you?”

			“Why do you want to start on that again?” said Car­rie. “You were to blame.”

			“No, I wasn’t,” he answered.

			“Yes, you were, too,” said Car­rie. “You shouldn’t have ever told me such a story as that.”

			“But you didn’t have much to do with him, did you?” went on Drou­et, anxious for his own peace of mind to get some dir­ect deni­al from her.

			“I won’t talk about it,” said Car­rie, pained at the quiz­zical turn the peace ar­range­ment had taken.

			“What’s the use of act­ing like that now, Cad?” in­sisted the drum­mer, stop­ping in his work and put­ting up a hand ex­press­ively. “You might let me know where I stand, at least.”

			“I won’t,” said Car­rie, feel­ing no refuge but in an­ger. “Whatever has happened is your own fault.”

			“Then you do care for him?” said Drou­et, stop­ping com­pletely and ex­per­i­en­cing a rush of feel­ing.

			“Oh, stop!” said Car­rie.

			“Well, I’ll not be made a fool of,” ex­claimed Drou­et. “You may trifle around with him if you want to, but you can’t lead me. You can tell me or not, just as you want to, but I won’t fool any longer!”

			He shoved the last few re­main­ing things he had laid out in­to his valise and snapped it with a ven­geance. Then he grabbed his coat, which he had laid off to work, picked up his gloves, and star­ted out.

			“You can go to the deuce as far as I am con­cerned,” he said, as he reached the door. “I’m no suck­er,” and with that he opened it with a jerk and closed it equally vig­or­ously.

			Car­rie listened at her win­dow view, more as­ton­ished than any­thing else at this sud­den rise of pas­sion in the drum­mer. She could hardly be­lieve her senses—so good-natured and tract­able had he in­vari­ably been. It was not for her to see the well­spring of hu­man pas­sion. A real flame of love is a subtle thing. It burns as a will-o’-the-wisp, dan­cing on­ward to fairy­lands of de­light. It roars as a fur­nace. Too of­ten jeal­ousy is the qual­ity upon which it feeds.

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				Ashes of Tinder: A Face at the Win­dow

			
			That night Hurst­wood re­mained down­town en­tirely, go­ing to the Palmer House for a bed after his work was through. He was in a fevered state of mind, ow­ing to the blight his wife’s ac­tion threatened to cast upon his en­tire fu­ture. While he was not sure how much sig­ni­fic­ance might be at­tached to the threat she had made, he was sure that her at­ti­tude, if long con­tin­ued, would cause him no end of trouble. She was de­term­ined, and had worsted him in a very im­port­ant con­test. How would it be from now on? He walked the floor of his little of­fice, and later that of his room, put­ting one thing and an­oth­er to­geth­er to no avail.

			Mrs. Hurst­wood, on the con­trary, had de­cided not to lose her ad­vant­age by in­ac­tion. Now that she had prac­tic­ally cowed him, she would fol­low up her work with de­mands, the ac­know­ledg­ment of which would make her word law in the fu­ture. He would have to pay her the money which she would now reg­u­larly de­mand or there would be trouble. It did not mat­ter what he did. She really did not care wheth­er he came home any more or not. The house­hold would move along much more pleas­antly without him, and she could do as she wished without con­sult­ing any­one. Now she pro­posed to con­sult a law­yer and hire a de­tect­ive. She would find out at once just what ad­vant­ages she could gain.

			Hurst­wood walked the floor, men­tally ar­ran­ging the chief points of his situ­ation. “She has that prop­erty in her name,” he kept say­ing to him­self. “What a fool trick that was. Curse it! What a fool move that was.”

			He also thought of his ma­na­geri­al po­s­i­tion. “If she raises a row now I’ll lose this thing. They won’t have me around if my name gets in the pa­pers. My friends, too!” He grew more angry as he thought of the talk any ac­tion on her part would cre­ate. How would the pa­pers talk about it? Every man he knew would be won­der­ing. He would have to ex­plain and deny and make a gen­er­al mark of him­self. Then Moy would come and con­fer with him and there would be the dev­il to pay.

			Many little wrinkles gathered between his eyes as he con­tem­plated this, and his brow moistened. He saw no solu­tion of any­thing—not a loop­hole left.

			Through all this thoughts of Car­rie flashed upon him, and the ap­proach­ing af­fair of Sat­urday. Tangled as all his mat­ters were, he did not worry over that. It was the one pleas­ing thing in this whole rout of trouble. He could ar­range that sat­is­fact­or­ily, for Car­rie would be glad to wait, if ne­ces­sary. He would see how things turned out to­mor­row, and then he would talk to her. They were go­ing to meet as usu­al. He saw only her pretty face and neat fig­ure and wondered why life was not ar­ranged so that such joy as he found with her could be stead­ily main­tained. How much more pleas­ant it would be. Then he would take up his wife’s threat again, and the wrinkles and mois­ture would re­turn.

			In the morn­ing he came over from the hotel and opened his mail, but there was noth­ing in it out­side the or­din­ary run. For some reas­on he felt as if some­thing might come that way, and was re­lieved when all the en­vel­opes had been scanned and noth­ing sus­pi­cious no­ticed. He began to feel the ap­pet­ite that had been want­ing be­fore he had reached the of­fice, and de­cided be­fore go­ing out to the park to meet Car­rie to drop in at the Grand Pa­cific and have a pot of cof­fee and some rolls. While the danger had not lessened, it had not as yet ma­ter­i­al­ised, and with him no news was good news. If he could only get plenty of time to think, per­haps some­thing would turn up. Surely, surely, this thing would not drift along to cata­strophe and he not find a way out.

			His spir­its fell, how­ever, when, upon reach­ing the park, he waited and waited and Car­rie did not come. He held his fa­vour­ite post for an hour or more, then arose and began to walk about rest­lessly. Could some­thing have happened out there to keep her away? Could she have been reached by his wife? Surely not. So little did he con­sider Drou­et that it nev­er once oc­curred to him to worry about his find­ing out. He grew rest­less as he ru­min­ated, and then de­cided that per­haps it was noth­ing. She had not been able to get away this morn­ing. That was why no let­ter no­ti­fy­ing him had come. He would get one today. It would prob­ably be on his desk when he got back. He would look for it at once.

			After a time he gave up wait­ing and drear­ily headed for the Madis­on car. To add to his dis­tress, the bright blue sky be­came over­cast with little fleecy clouds which shut out the sun. The wind veered to the east, and by the time he reached his of­fice it was threat­en­ing to drizzle all af­ter­noon.

			He went in and ex­amined his let­ters, but there was noth­ing from Car­rie. For­tu­nately, there was noth­ing from his wife either. He thanked his stars that he did not have to con­front that pro­pos­i­tion just now when he needed to think so much. He walked the floor again, pre­tend­ing to be in an or­din­ary mood, but secretly troubled bey­ond the ex­pres­sion of words.

			At one-thirty he went to Rect­or’s for lunch, and when he re­turned a mes­sen­ger was wait­ing for him. He looked at the little chap with a feel­ing of doubt.

			“I’m to bring an an­swer,” said the boy.

			Hurst­wood re­cog­nised his wife’s writ­ing. He tore it open and read without a show of feel­ing. It began in the most form­al man­ner and was sharply and coldly worded through­out.

			“I want you to send the money I asked for at once. I need it to carry out my plans. You can stay away if you want to. It doesn’t mat­ter in the least. But I must have some money. So don’t delay, but send it by the boy.”

			When he had fin­ished it, he stood hold­ing it in his hands. The au­da­city of the thing took his breath. It roused his ire also—the deep­est ele­ment of re­volt in him. His first im­pulse was to write but four words in reply—“Go to the dev­il!”—but he com­prom­ised by telling the boy that there would be no reply. Then he sat down in his chair and gazed without see­ing, con­tem­plat­ing the res­ult of his work. What would she do about that? The con­foun­ded wretch! Was she go­ing to try to bull­doze him in­to sub­mis­sion? He would go up there and have it out with her, that’s what he would do. She was car­ry­ing things with too high a hand. These were his first thoughts.

			Later, how­ever, his old dis­cre­tion as­ser­ted it­self. Some­thing had to be done. A cli­max was near and she would not sit idle. He knew her well enough to know that when she had de­cided upon a plan she would fol­low it up. Pos­sibly mat­ters would go in­to a law­yer’s hands at once.

			“Damn her!” he said softly, with his teeth firmly set, “I’ll make it hot for her if she causes me trouble. I’ll make her change her tone if I have to use force to do it!”

			He arose from his chair and went and looked out in­to the street. The long drizzle had be­gun. Ped­es­tri­ans had turned up col­lars, and trousers at the bot­tom. Hands were hid­den in the pock­ets of the um­brella­less; um­brel­las were up. The street looked like a sea of round black cloth roofs, twist­ing, bob­bing, mov­ing. Trucks and vans were rat­tling in a noisy line and every­where men were shield­ing them­selves as best they could. He scarcely no­ticed the pic­ture. He was forever con­front­ing his wife, de­mand­ing of her to change her at­ti­tude to­ward him be­fore he worked her bod­ily harm.

			At four o’clock an­oth­er note came, which simply said that if the money was not forth­com­ing that even­ing the mat­ter would be laid be­fore Fitzger­ald and Moy on the mor­row, and oth­er steps would be taken to get it.

			Hurst­wood al­most ex­claimed out loud at the in­sist­ency of this thing. Yes, he would send her the money. He’d take it to her—he would go up there and have a talk with her, and that at once.

			He put on his hat and looked around for his um­brella. He would have some ar­range­ment of this thing.

			He called a cab and was driv­en through the dreary rain to the North Side. On the way his tem­per cooled as he thought of the de­tails of the case. What did she know? What had she done? Maybe she’d got hold of Car­rie, who knows—or—or Drou­et. Per­haps she really had evid­ence, and was pre­pared to fell him as a man does an­oth­er from secret am­bush. She was shrewd. Why should she taunt him this way un­less she had good grounds?

			He began to wish that he had com­prom­ised in some way or oth­er—that he had sent the money. Per­haps he could do it up here. He would go in and see, any­how. He would have no row.

			By the time he reached his own street he was keenly alive to the dif­fi­culties of his situ­ation and wished over and over that some solu­tion would of­fer it­self, that he could see his way out. He alighted and went up the steps to the front door, but it was with a nervous pal­pit­a­tion of the heart. He pulled out his key and tried to in­sert it, but an­oth­er key was on the in­side. He shook at the knob, but the door was locked. Then he rang the bell. No an­swer. He rang again—this time harder. Still no an­swer. He jangled it fiercely sev­er­al times in suc­ces­sion, but without avail. Then he went be­low.

			There was a door which opened un­der the steps in­to the kit­chen, pro­tec­ted by an iron grat­ing, in­ten­ded as a safe­guard against burg­lars. When he reached this he no­ticed that it also was bolted and that the kit­chen win­dows were down. What could it mean? He rang the bell and then waited. Fi­nally, see­ing that no one was com­ing, he turned and went back to his cab.

			“I guess they’ve gone out,” he said apo­lo­get­ic­ally to the in­di­vidu­al who was hid­ing his red face in a loose tar­paul­in rain­coat.

			“I saw a young girl up in that winder,” re­turned the cabby.

			Hurst­wood looked, but there was no face there now. He climbed moodily in­to the cab, re­lieved and dis­tressed.

			So this was the game, was it? Shut him out and make him pay. Well, by the Lord, that did beat all!

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				Ashes of Tinder: The Loos­ing of Stays

			
			When Hurst­wood got back to his of­fice again he was in a great­er quandary than ever. Lord, Lord, he thought, what had he got in­to? How could things have taken such a vi­ol­ent turn, and so quickly? He could hardly real­ise how it had all come about. It seemed a mon­strous, un­nat­ur­al, un­war­ran­ted con­di­tion which had sud­denly des­cen­ded upon him without his let or hindrance.

			Mean­while he gave a thought now and then to Car­rie. What could be the trouble in that quarter? No let­ter had come, no word of any kind, and yet here it was late in the even­ing and she had agreed to meet him that morn­ing. To­mor­row they were to have met and gone off—where? He saw that in the ex­cite­ment of re­cent events he had not for­mu­lated a plan upon that score. He was des­per­ately in love, and would have taken great chances to win her un­der or­din­ary cir­cum­stances, but now—now what? Sup­pos­ing she had found out some­thing? Sup­pos­ing she, too, wrote him and told him that she knew all—that she would have noth­ing more to do with him? It would be just like this to hap­pen as things were go­ing now. Mean­while he had not sent the money.

			He strolled up and down the pol­ished floor of the re­sort, his hands in his pock­ets, his brow wrinkled, his mouth set. He was get­ting some vague com­fort out of a good ci­gar, but it was no pan­acea for the ill which af­fected him. Every once in a while he would clinch his fin­gers and tap his foot—signs of the stir­ring men­tal pro­cess he was un­der­go­ing. His whole nature was vig­or­ously and power­fully shaken up, and he was find­ing what lim­its the mind has to en­dur­ance. He drank more brandy and soda than he had any even­ing in months. He was al­to­geth­er a fine ex­ample of great men­tal per­turb­a­tion.

			For all his study noth­ing came of the even­ing ex­cept this—he sent the money. It was with great op­pos­i­tion, after two or three hours of the most ur­gent men­tal af­firm­a­tion and deni­al, that at last he got an en­vel­ope, placed in it the re­ques­ted amount, and slowly sealed it up.

			Then he called Harry, the boy of all work around the place.

			“You take this to this ad­dress,” he said, hand­ing him the en­vel­ope, “and give it to Mrs. Hurst­wood.”

			“Yes, sir,” said the boy.

			“If she isn’t there bring it back.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“You’ve seen my wife?” he asked as a pre­cau­tion­ary meas­ure as the boy turned to go.

			“Oh, yes, sir. I know her.”

			“All right, now. Hurry right back.”

			“Any an­swer?”

			“I guess not.”

			The boy hastened away and the man­ager fell to his mus­ings. Now he had done it. There was no use spec­u­lat­ing over that. He was beaten for to­night and he might just as well make the best of it. But, oh, the wretched­ness of be­ing forced this way! He could see her meet­ing the boy at the door and smil­ing sar­don­ic­ally. She would take the en­vel­ope and know that she had tri­umphed. If he only had that let­ter back he wouldn’t send it. He breathed heav­ily and wiped the mois­ture from his face.

			For re­lief, he arose and joined in con­ver­sa­tion with a few friends who were drink­ing. He tried to get the in­terest of things about him, but it was not to be. All the time his thoughts would run out to his home and see the scene be­ing therein en­acted. All the time he was won­der­ing what she would say when the boy handed her the en­vel­ope.

			In about an hour and three-quar­ters the boy re­turned. He had evid­ently de­livered the pack­age, for, as he came up, he made no sign of tak­ing any­thing out of his pock­et.

			“Well?” said Hurst­wood.

			“I gave it to her.”

			“My wife?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Any an­swer?”

			“She said it was high time.”

			Hurst­wood scowled fiercely.

			There was no more to be done upon that score that night. He went on brood­ing over his situ­ation un­til mid­night, when he re­paired again to the Palmer House. He wondered what the morn­ing would bring forth, and slept any­thing but soundly upon it.

			Next day he went again to the of­fice and opened his mail, sus­pi­cious and hope­ful of its con­tents. No word from Car­rie. Noth­ing from his wife, which was pleas­ant.

			The fact that he had sent the money and that she had re­ceived it worked to the ease of his mind, for, as the thought that he had done it re­ceded, his chag­rin at it grew less and his hope of peace more. He fan­cied, as he sat at his desk, that noth­ing would be done for a week or two. Mean­while, he would have time to think.

			This pro­cess of think­ing began by a re­ver­sion to Car­rie and the ar­range­ment by which he was to get her away from Drou­et. How about that now? His pain at her fail­ure to meet or write him rap­idly in­creased as he de­voted him­self to this sub­ject. He de­cided to write her care of the West Side Post-of­fice and ask for an ex­plan­a­tion, as well as to have her meet him. The thought that this let­ter would prob­ably not reach her un­til Monday chafed him ex­ceed­ingly. He must get some speedi­er meth­od—but how?

			He thought upon it for a half-hour, not con­tem­plat­ing a mes­sen­ger or a cab dir­ect to the house, ow­ing to the ex­pos­ure of it, but find­ing that time was slip­ping away to no pur­pose, he wrote the let­ter and then began to think again.

			The hours slipped by, and with them the pos­sib­il­ity of the uni­on he had con­tem­plated. He had thought to be joy­ously aid­ing Car­rie by now in the task of join­ing her in­terests to his, and here it was af­ter­noon and noth­ing done. Three o’clock came, four, five, six, and no let­ter. The help­less man­ager paced the floor and grimly en­dured the gloom of de­feat. He saw a busy Sat­urday ushered out, the Sab­bath in, and noth­ing done. All day, the bar be­ing closed, he brooded alone, shut out from home, from the ex­cite­ment of his re­sort, from Car­rie, and without the abil­ity to al­ter his con­di­tion one iota. It was the worst Sunday he had spent in his life.

			In Monday’s second mail he en­countered a very leg­al-look­ing let­ter, which held his in­terest for some time. It bore the im­print of the law of­fices of Mc­Gregor, James and Hay, and with a very form­al “Dear Sir,” and “We beg to state,” went on to in­form him briefly that they had been re­tained by Mrs. Ju­lia Hurst­wood to ad­just cer­tain mat­ters which re­lated to her susten­ance and prop­erty rights, and would he kindly call and see them about the mat­ter at once.

			He read it through care­fully sev­er­al times, and then merely shook his head. It seemed as if his fam­ily troubles were just be­gin­ning.

			“Well!” he said after a time, quite aud­ibly, “I don’t know.”

			Then he fol­ded it up and put it in his pock­et.

			To add to his misery there was no word from Car­rie. He was quite cer­tain now that she knew he was mar­ried and was angered at his per­fidy. His loss seemed all the more bit­ter now that he needed her most. He thought he would go out and in­sist on see­ing her if she did not send him word of some sort soon. He was really af­fected most miser­ably of all by this deser­tion. He had loved her earn­estly enough, but now that the pos­sib­il­ity of los­ing her stared him in the face she seemed much more at­tract­ive. He really pined for a word, and looked out upon her with his mind’s eye in the most wist­ful man­ner. He did not pro­pose to lose her, whatever she might think. Come what might, he would ad­just this mat­ter, and soon. He would go to her and tell her all his fam­ily com­plic­a­tions. He would ex­plain to her just where he stood and how much he needed her. Surely she couldn’t go back on him now? It wasn’t pos­sible. He would plead un­til her an­ger would melt—un­til she would for­give him.

			Sud­denly he thought: “Sup­pos­ing she isn’t out there—sup­pose she has gone?”

			He was forced to take his feet. It was too much to think of and sit still.

			Nev­er­the­less, his rous­ing availed him noth­ing.

			On Tues­day it was the same way. He did man­age to bring him­self in­to the mood to go out to Car­rie, but when he got in Og­den Place he thought he saw a man watch­ing him and went away. He did not go with­in a block of the house.

			One of the galling in­cid­ents of this vis­it was that he came back on a Ran­dolph Street car, and without no­ti­cing ar­rived al­most op­pos­ite the build­ing of the con­cern with which his son was con­nec­ted. This sent a pang through his heart. He had called on his boy there sev­er­al times. Now the lad had not sent him a word. His ab­sence did not seem to be no­ticed by either of his chil­dren. Well, well, for­tune plays a man queer tricks. He got back to his of­fice and joined in a con­ver­sa­tion with friends. It was as if idle chat­ter deadened the sense of misery.

			That night he dined at Rect­or’s and re­turned at once to his of­fice. In the bustle and show of the lat­ter was his only re­lief. He troubled over many little de­tails and talked per­func­tor­ily to every­body. He stayed at his desk long after all oth­ers had gone, and only quit­ted it when the night watch­man on his round pulled at the front door to see if it was safely locked.

			On Wed­nes­day he re­ceived an­oth­er po­lite note from Mc­Gregor, James and Hay. It read:

			
				Dear Sir: We beg to in­form you that we are in­struc­ted to wait un­til to­mor­row (Thursday) at one o’clock, be­fore fil­ing suit against you, on be­half of Mrs. Ju­lia Hurst­wood, for di­vorce and al­i­mony. If we do not hear from you be­fore that time we shall con­sider that you do not wish to com­prom­ise the mat­ter in any way and act ac­cord­ingly.

				
					Very truly yours, etc.

				
			

			“Com­prom­ise!” ex­claimed Hurst­wood bit­terly. “Com­prom­ise!”

			Again he shook his head.

			So here it was spread out clear be­fore him, and now he knew what to ex­pect. If he didn’t go and see them they would sue him promptly. If he did, he would be offered terms that would make his blood boil. He fol­ded the let­ter and put it with the oth­er one. Then he put on his hat and went for a turn about the block.

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				The Am­bas­sad­or Fallen: A Search for the Gate

			
			Car­rie, left alone by Drou­et, listened to his re­treat­ing steps, scarcely real­ising what had happened. She knew that he had stormed out. It was some mo­ments be­fore she ques­tioned wheth­er he would re­turn, not now ex­actly, but ever. She looked around her upon the rooms, out of which the even­ing light was dy­ing, and wondered why she did not feel quite the same to­wards them. She went over to the dress­er and struck a match, light­ing the gas. Then she went back to the rock­er to think.

			It was some time be­fore she could col­lect her thoughts, but when she did, this truth began to take on im­port­ance. She was quite alone. Sup­pose Drou­et did not come back? Sup­pose she should nev­er hear any­thing more of him? This fine ar­range­ment of cham­bers would not last long. She would have to quit them.

			To her cred­it, be it said, she nev­er once coun­ted on Hurst­wood. She could only ap­proach that sub­ject with a pang of sor­row and re­gret. For a truth, she was rather shocked and frightened by this evid­ence of hu­man de­prav­ity. He would have tricked her without turn­ing an eye­lash. She would have been led in­to a new­er and worse situ­ation. And yet she could not keep out the pic­tures of his looks and man­ners. Only this one deed seemed strange and miser­able. It con­tras­ted sharply with all she felt and knew con­cern­ing the man.

			But she was alone. That was the great­er thought just at present. How about that? Would she go out to work again? Would she be­gin to look around in the busi­ness dis­trict? The stage! Oh, yes. Drou­et had spoken about that. Was there any hope there? She moved to and fro, in deep and var­ied thoughts, while the minutes slipped away and night fell com­pletely. She had had noth­ing to eat, and yet there she sat, think­ing it over.

			She re­membered that she was hungry and went to the little cup­board in the rear room where were the re­mains of one of their break­fasts. She looked at these things with cer­tain mis­giv­ings. The con­tem­pla­tion of food had more sig­ni­fic­ance than usu­al.

			While she was eat­ing she began to won­der how much money she had. It struck her as ex­ceed­ingly im­port­ant, and without ado she went to look for her purse. It was on the dress­er, and in it were sev­en dol­lars in bills and some change. She quailed as she thought of the in­sig­ni­fic­ance of the amount and re­joiced be­cause the rent was paid un­til the end of the month. She began also to think what she would have done if she had gone out in­to the street when she first star­ted. By the side of that situ­ation, as she looked at it now, the present seemed agree­able. She had a little time at least, and then, per­haps, everything would come out all right, after all.

			Drou­et had gone, but what of it? He did not seem ser­i­ously angry. He only ac­ted as if he were huffy. He would come back—of course he would. There was his cane in the corner. Here was one of his col­lars. He had left his light over­coat in the ward­robe. She looked about and tried to as­sure her­self with the sight of a dozen such de­tails, but, alas, the sec­ond­ary thought ar­rived. Sup­pos­ing he did come back. Then what?

			Here was an­oth­er pro­pos­i­tion nearly, if not quite, as dis­turb­ing. She would have to talk with and ex­plain to him. He would want her to ad­mit that he was right. It would be im­possible for her to live with him.

			On Fri­day Car­rie re­membered her ap­point­ment with Hurst­wood, and the passing of the hour when she should, by all right of prom­ise, have been in his com­pany served to keep the calam­ity which had be­fallen her ex­ceed­ingly fresh and clear. In her nervous­ness and stress of mind she felt it ne­ces­sary to act, and con­sequently put on a brown street dress, and at el­ev­en o’clock star­ted to vis­it the busi­ness por­tion once again. She must look for work.

			The rain, which threatened at twelve and began at one, served equally well to cause her to re­trace her steps and re­main with­in doors as it did to re­duce Hurst­wood’s spir­its and give him a wretched day.

			The mor­row was Sat­urday, a half-hol­i­day in many busi­ness quar­ters, and be­sides it was a balmy, ra­di­ant day, with the trees and grass shin­ing ex­ceed­ingly green after the rain of the night be­fore. When she went out the spar­rows were twit­ter­ing mer­rily in joy­ous chor­uses. She could not help feel­ing, as she looked across the lovely park, that life was a joy­ous thing for those who did not need to worry, and she wished over and over that some­thing might in­ter­fere now to pre­serve for her the com­fort­able state which she had oc­cu­pied. She did not want Drou­et or his money when she thought of it, nor any­thing more to do with Hurst­wood, but only the con­tent and ease of mind she had ex­per­i­enced, for, after all, she had been happy—hap­pi­er, at least, than she was now when con­fron­ted by the ne­ces­sity of mak­ing her way alone.

			When she ar­rived in the busi­ness part it was quite el­ev­en o’clock, and the busi­ness had little longer to run. She did not real­ise this at first, be­ing af­fected by some of the old dis­tress which was a res­ult of her earli­er ad­ven­ture in­to this strenu­ous and ex­act­ing quarter. She wandered about, as­sur­ing her­self that she was mak­ing up her mind to look for some­thing, and at the same time feel­ing that per­haps it was not ne­ces­sary to be in such haste about it. The thing was dif­fi­cult to en­counter, and she had a few days. Be­sides, she was not sure that she was really face to face again with the bit­ter prob­lem of self-susten­ance. Any­how, there was one change for the bet­ter. She knew that she had im­proved in ap­pear­ance. Her man­ner had vastly changed. Her clothes were be­com­ing, and men—well-dressed men, some of the kind who be­fore had gazed at her in­dif­fer­ently from be­hind their pol­ished rail­ings and im­pos­ing of­fice par­ti­tions—now gazed in­to her face with a soft light in their eyes. In a way, she felt the power and sat­is­fac­tion of the thing, but it did not wholly re­as­sure her. She looked for noth­ing save what might come le­git­im­ately and without the ap­pear­ance of spe­cial fa­vour. She wanted some­thing, but no man should buy her by false prot­est­a­tions or fa­vour. She pro­posed to earn her liv­ing hon­estly.

			“This store closes at one on Sat­urdays,” was a pleas­ing and sat­is­fact­ory le­gend to see upon doors which she felt she ought to enter and in­quire for work. It gave her an ex­cuse, and after en­coun­ter­ing quite a num­ber of them, and not­ing that the clock re­gistered 12:15, she de­cided that it would be no use to seek fur­ther today, so she got on a car and went to Lin­coln Park. There was al­ways some­thing to see there—the flowers, the an­im­als, the lake—and she flattered her­self that on Monday she would be up be­times and search­ing. Be­sides, many things might hap­pen between now and Monday.

			Sunday passed with equal doubts, wor­ries, as­sur­ances, and heav­en knows what vagar­ies of mind and spir­it. Every half-hour in the day the thought would come to her most sharply, like the tail of a swish­ing whip, that ac­tion—im­me­di­ate ac­tion—was im­per­at­ive. At oth­er times she would look about her and as­sure her­self that things were not so bad—that cer­tainly she would come out safe and sound. At such times she would think of Drou­et’s ad­vice about go­ing on the stage, and saw some chance for her­self in that quarter. She de­cided to take up that op­por­tun­ity on the mor­row.

			Ac­cord­ingly, she arose early Monday morn­ing and dressed her­self care­fully. She did not know just how such ap­plic­a­tions were made, but she took it to be a mat­ter which re­lated more dir­ectly to the theatre build­ings. All you had to do was to in­quire of someone about the theatre for the man­ager and ask for a po­s­i­tion. If there was any­thing, you might get it, or, at least, he could tell you how.

			She had had no ex­per­i­ence with this class of in­di­vidu­als what­so­ever, and did not know the sa­la­city and hu­mour of the the­at­ric­al tribe. She only knew of the po­s­i­tion which Mr. Hale oc­cu­pied, but, of all things, she did not wish to en­counter that per­son­age, on ac­count of her in­tim­acy with his wife.

			There was, how­ever, at this time, one theatre, the Chica­go Op­era House, which was con­sid­er­ably in the pub­lic eye, and its man­ager, Dav­id A. Hende­r­son, had a fair loc­al repu­ta­tion. Car­rie had seen one or two elab­or­ate per­form­ances there and had heard of sev­er­al oth­ers. She knew noth­ing of Hende­r­son nor of the meth­ods of ap­ply­ing, but she in­stinct­ively felt that this would be a likely place, and ac­cord­ingly strolled about in that neigh­bour­hood. She came bravely enough to the showy en­trance way, with the pol­ished and be­gil­ded lobby, set with framed pic­tures out of the cur­rent at­trac­tion, lead­ing up to the quiet box-of­fice, but she could get no fur­ther. A noted com­ic op­era comedi­an was hold­ing forth that week, and the air of dis­tinc­tion and prosper­ity over­awed her. She could not ima­gine that there would be any­thing in such a lofty sphere for her. She al­most trembled at the au­da­city which might have car­ried her on to a ter­rible re­buff. She could find heart only to look at the pic­tures which were showy and then walk out. It seemed to her as if she had made a splen­did es­cape and that it would be fool­hardy to think of ap­ply­ing in that quarter again.

			This little ex­per­i­ence settled her hunt­ing for one day. She looked around else­where, but it was from the out­side. She got the loc­a­tion of sev­er­al play­houses fixed in her mind—not­ably the Grand Op­era House and McVick­ar’s, both of which were lead­ing in at­trac­tions—and then came away. Her spir­its were ma­ter­i­ally re­duced, ow­ing to the newly re­stored sense of mag­nitude of the great in­terests and the in­sig­ni­fic­ance of her claims upon so­ci­ety, such as she un­der­stood them to be.

			That night she was vis­ited by Mrs. Hale, whose chat­ter and pro­trac­ted stay made it im­possible to dwell upon her pre­dic­a­ment or the for­tune of the day. Be­fore re­tir­ing, how­ever, she sat down to think, and gave her­self up to the most gloomy fore­bod­ings. Drou­et had not put in an ap­pear­ance. She had had no word from any quarter, she had spent a dol­lar of her pre­cious sum in pro­cur­ing food and pay­ing car fare. It was evid­ent that she would not en­dure long. Be­sides, she had dis­covered no re­source.

			In this situ­ation her thoughts went out to her sis­ter in Van Bur­en Street, whom she had not seen since the night of her flight, and to her home at Columbia City, which seemed now a part of some­thing that could not be again. She looked for no refuge in that dir­ec­tion. Noth­ing but sor­row was brought her by thoughts of Hurst­wood, which would re­turn. That he could have chosen to dupe her in so ready a man­ner seemed a cruel thing.

			Tues­day came, and with it ap­pro­pri­ate in­de­cision and spec­u­la­tion. She was in no mood, after her fail­ure of the day be­fore, to hasten forth upon her work-seek­ing er­rand, and yet she re­buked her­self for what she con­sidered her weak­ness the day be­fore. Ac­cord­ingly she star­ted out to re­vis­it the Chica­go Op­era House, but pos­sessed scarcely enough cour­age to ap­proach.

			She did man­age to in­quire at the box-of­fice, how­ever.

			“Man­ager of the com­pany or the house?” asked the smartly dressed in­di­vidu­al who took care of the tick­ets. He was fa­vour­ably im­pressed by Car­rie’s looks.

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie, taken back by the ques­tion.

			“You couldn’t see the man­ager of the house today, any­how,” vo­lun­teered the young man. “He’s out of town.”

			He noted her puzzled look, and then ad­ded: “What is it you wish to see about?”

			“I want to see about get­ting a po­s­i­tion,” she answered.

			“You’d bet­ter see the man­ager of the com­pany,” he re­turned, “but he isn’t here now.”

			“When will he be in?” asked Car­rie, some­what re­lieved by this in­form­a­tion.

			“Well, you might find him in between el­ev­en and twelve. He’s here after two o’clock.”

			Car­rie thanked him and walked briskly out, while the young man gazed after her through one of the side win­dows of his gil­ded coop.

			“Good-look­ing,” he said to him­self, and pro­ceeded to vis­ions of con­des­cen­sions on her part which were ex­ceed­ingly flat­ter­ing to him­self.

			One of the prin­cip­al com­edy com­pan­ies of the day was play­ing an en­gage­ment at the Grand Op­era House. Here Car­rie asked to see the man­ager of the com­pany. She little knew the trivi­al au­thor­ity of this in­di­vidu­al, or that had there been a va­cancy an act­or would have been sent on from New York to fill it.

			“His of­fice is up­stairs,” said a man in the box-of­fice.

			Sev­er­al per­sons were in the man­ager’s of­fice, two loun­ging near a win­dow, an­oth­er talk­ing to an in­di­vidu­al sit­ting at a roll-top desk—the man­ager. Car­rie glanced nervously about, and began to fear that she should have to make her ap­peal be­fore the as­sembled com­pany, two of whom—the oc­cu­pants of the win­dow—were already ob­serving her care­fully.

			“I can’t do it,” the man­ager was say­ing; “it’s a rule of Mr. Froh­man’s nev­er to al­low vis­it­ors back of the stage. No, no!”

			Car­rie tim­idly waited, stand­ing. There were chairs, but no one mo­tioned her to be seated. The in­di­vidu­al to whom the man­ager had been talk­ing went away quite crest­fal­len. That lu­minary gazed earn­estly at some pa­pers be­fore him, as if they were of the greatest con­cern.

			“Did you see that in the Her­ald this morn­ing about Nat Good­win, Har­ris?”

			“No,” said the per­son ad­dressed. “What was it?”

			“Made quite a cur­tain ad­dress at Hooley’s last night. Bet­ter look it up.”

			Har­ris reached over to a table and began to look for the Her­ald.

			“What is it?” said the man­ager to Car­rie, ap­par­ently no­ti­cing her for the first time. He thought he was go­ing to be held up for free tick­ets.

			Car­rie summoned up all her cour­age, which was little at best. She real­ised that she was a novice, and felt as if a re­buff were cer­tain. Of this she was so sure that she only wished now to pre­tend she had called for ad­vice.

			“Can you tell me how to go about get­ting on the stage?”

			It was the best way after all to have gone about the mat­ter. She was in­ter­est­ing, in a man­ner, to the oc­cu­pant of the chair, and the sim­pli­city of her re­quest and at­ti­tude took his fancy. He smiled, as did the oth­ers in the room, who, how­ever, made some slight ef­fort to con­ceal their hu­mour.

			“I don’t know,” he answered, look­ing her brazenly over. “Have you ever had any ex­per­i­ence upon the stage?”

			“A little,” answered Car­rie. “I have taken part in am­a­teur per­form­ances.”

			She thought she had to make some sort of show­ing in or­der to re­tain his in­terest.

			“Nev­er stud­ied for the stage?” he said, put­ting on an air in­ten­ded as much to im­press his friends with his dis­cre­tion as Car­rie.

			“No, sir.”

			“Well, I don’t know,” he answered, tip­ping lazily back in his chair while she stood be­fore him. “What makes you want to get on the stage?”

			She felt abashed at the man’s dar­ing, but could only smile in an­swer to his en­ga­ging smirk, and say:

			“I need to make a liv­ing.”

			“Oh,” he answered, rather taken by her trim ap­pear­ance, and feel­ing as if he might scrape up an ac­quaint­ance with her. “That’s a good reas­on, isn’t it? Well, Chica­go is not a good place for what you want to do. You ought to be in New York. There’s more chance there. You could hardly ex­pect to get star­ted out here.”

			Car­rie smiled gen­i­ally, grate­ful that he should con­des­cend to ad­vise her even so much. He no­ticed the smile, and put a slightly dif­fer­ent con­struc­tion on it. He thought he saw an easy chance for a little flir­ta­tion.

			“Sit down,” he said, pulling a chair for­ward from the side of his desk and drop­ping his voice so that the two men in the room should not hear. Those two gave each oth­er the sug­ges­tion of a wink.

			“Well, I’ll be go­ing, Barney,” said one, break­ing away and so ad­dress­ing the man­ager. “See you this af­ter­noon.”

			“All right,” said the man­ager.

			The re­main­ing in­di­vidu­al took up a pa­per as if to read.

			“Did you have any idea what sort of part you would like to get?” asked the man­ager softly.

			“Oh, no,” said Car­rie. “I would take any­thing to be­gin with.”

			“I see,” he said. “Do you live here in the city?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			The man­ager smiled most blandly.

			“Have you ever tried to get in as a chor­us girl?” he asked, as­sum­ing a more con­fid­en­tial air.

			Car­rie began to feel that there was some­thing ex­uber­ant and un­nat­ur­al in his man­ner.

			“No,” she said.

			“That’s the way most girls be­gin,” he went on, “who go on the stage. It’s a good way to get ex­per­i­ence.”

			He was turn­ing on her a glance of the com­pan­ion­able and per­suas­ive man­ner.

			“I didn’t know that,” said Car­rie.

			“It’s a dif­fi­cult thing,” he went on, “but there’s al­ways a chance, you know.” Then, as if he sud­denly re­membered, he pulled out his watch and con­sul­ted it. “I’ve an ap­point­ment at two,” he said, “and I’ve got to go to lunch now. Would you care to come and dine with me? We can talk it over there.”

			“Oh, no,” said Car­rie, the whole motive of the man flash­ing on her at once. “I have an en­gage­ment my­self.”

			“That’s too bad,” he said, real­ising that he had been a little be­fore­hand in his of­fer and that Car­rie was about to go away. “Come in later. I may know of some­thing.”

			“Thank you,” she answered, with some trep­id­a­tion, and went out.

			“She was good-look­ing, wasn’t she?” said the man­ager’s com­pan­ion, who had not caught all the de­tails of the game he had played.

			“Yes, in a way,” said the oth­er, sore to think the game had been lost. “She’d nev­er make an act­ress, though. Just an­oth­er chor­us girl—that’s all.”

			This little ex­per­i­ence nearly des­troyed her am­bi­tion to call upon the man­ager at the Chica­go Op­era House, but she de­cided to do so after a time. He was of a more sed­ate turn of mind. He said at once that there was no open­ing of any sort, and seemed to con­sider her search fool­ish.

			“Chica­go is no place to get a start,” he said. “You ought to be in New York.”

			Still she per­sisted, and went to McVick­ar’s, where she could not find any­one. The Old Homestead was run­ning there, but the per­son to whom she was re­ferred was not to be found.

			These little ex­ped­i­tions took up her time un­til quite four o’clock, when she was weary enough to go home. She felt as if she ought to con­tin­ue and in­quire else­where, but the res­ults so far were too dis­pir­it­ing. She took the car and ar­rived at Og­den Place in three-quar­ters of an hour, but de­cided to ride on to the West Side branch of the Post-of­fice, where she was ac­cus­tomed to re­ceive Hurst­wood’s let­ters. There was one there now, writ­ten Sat­urday, which she tore open and read with mingled feel­ings. There was so much warmth in it and such tense com­plaint at her hav­ing failed to meet him, and her sub­sequent si­lence, that she rather pit­ied the man. That he loved her was evid­ent enough. That he had wished and dared to do so, mar­ried as he was, was the evil. She felt as if the thing de­served an an­swer, and con­sequently de­cided that she would write and let him know that she knew of his mar­ried state and was justly in­censed at his de­cep­tion. She would tell him that it was all over between them.

			At her room, the word­ing of this missive oc­cu­pied her for some time, for she fell to the task at once. It was most dif­fi­cult.

			
				“You do not need to have me ex­plain why I did not meet you,” she wrote in part. “How could you de­ceive me so? You can­not ex­pect me to have any­thing more to do with you. I wouldn’t un­der any cir­cum­stances. Oh, how could you act so?” she ad­ded in a burst of feel­ing. “You have caused me more misery than you can think. I hope you will get over your in­fatu­ation for me. We must not meet any more. Good­bye.”

			

			She took the let­ter the next morn­ing, and at the corner dropped it re­luct­antly in­to the let­ter-box, still un­cer­tain as to wheth­er she should do so or not. Then she took the car and went down­town.

			This was the dull sea­son with the de­part­ment stores, but she was listened to with more con­sid­er­a­tion than was usu­ally ac­cor­ded to young wo­men ap­plic­ants, ow­ing to her neat and at­tract­ive ap­pear­ance. She was asked the same old ques­tions with which she was already fa­mil­i­ar.

			“What can you do? Have you ever worked in a re­tail store be­fore? Are you ex­per­i­enced?”

			At The Fair, See and Com­pany’s, and all the great stores it was much the same. It was the dull sea­son, she might come in a little later, pos­sibly they would like to have her.

			When she ar­rived at the house at the end of the day, weary and dis­heartened, she dis­covered that Drou­et had been there. His um­brella and light over­coat were gone. She thought she missed oth­er things, but could not be sure. Everything had not been taken.

			So his go­ing was crys­tal­lising in­to stay­ing. What was she to do now? Evid­ently she would be fa­cing the world in the same old way with­in a day or two. Her clothes would get poor. She put her two hands to­geth­er in her cus­tom­ary ex­press­ive way and pressed her fin­gers. Large tears gathered in her eyes and broke hot across her cheeks. She was alone, very much alone.

			Drou­et really had called, but it was with a very dif­fer­ent mind from that which Car­rie had ima­gined. He ex­pec­ted to find her, to jus­ti­fy his re­turn by claim­ing that he came to get the re­main­ing por­tion of his ward­robe, and be­fore he got away again to patch up a peace.

			Ac­cord­ingly, when he ar­rived, he was dis­ap­poin­ted to find Car­rie out. He trifled about, hop­ing that she was some­where in the neigh­bour­hood and would soon re­turn. He con­stantly listened, ex­pect­ing to hear her foot on the stair.

			When he did so, it was his in­ten­tion to make be­lieve that he had just come in and was dis­turbed at be­ing caught. Then he would ex­plain his need of his clothes and find out how things stood.

			Wait as he did, how­ever, Car­rie did not come. From pot­ter­ing around among the draw­ers, in mo­ment­ary ex­pect­a­tion of her ar­rival, he changed to look­ing out of the win­dow, and from that to rest­ing him­self in the rock­ing-chair. Still no Car­rie. He began to grow rest­less and lit a ci­gar. After that he walked the floor. Then he looked out of the win­dow and saw clouds gath­er­ing. He re­membered an ap­point­ment at three. He began to think that it would be use­less to wait, and got hold of his um­brella and light coat, in­tend­ing to take these things, any­way. It would scare her, he hoped. To­mor­row he would come back for the oth­ers. He would find out how things stood.

			As he star­ted to go he felt truly sorry that he had missed her. There was a little pic­ture of her on the wall, show­ing her ar­rayed in the little jack­et he had first bought her—her face a little more wist­ful than he had seen it lately. He was really touched by it, and looked in­to the eyes of it with a rather rare feel­ing for him.

			“You didn’t do me right, Cad,” he said, as if he were ad­dress­ing her in the flesh.

			Then he went to the door, took a good look around, and went out.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				When Wa­ters En­gulf Us We Reach for a Star

			
			It was when he re­turned from his dis­turbed stroll about the streets, after re­ceiv­ing the de­cis­ive note from Mc­Gregor, James and Hay, that Hurst­wood found the let­ter Car­rie had writ­ten him that morn­ing. He thrilled in­tensely as he noted the hand­writ­ing, and rap­idly tore it open.

			“Then,” he thought, “she loves me or she would not have writ­ten to me at all.”

			He was slightly de­pressed at the ten­or of the note for the first few minutes, but soon re­covered. “She wouldn’t write at all if she didn’t care for me.”

			This was his one re­source against the de­pres­sion which held him. He could ex­tract little from the word­ing of the let­ter, but the spir­it he thought he knew.

			There was really some­thing ex­ceed­ingly hu­man—if not pathet­ic—in his be­ing thus re­lieved by a clearly worded re­proof. He who had for so long re­mained sat­is­fied with him­self now looked out­side of him­self for com­fort—and to such a source. The mys­tic cords of af­fec­tion! How they bind us all.

			The col­our came to his cheeks. For the mo­ment he for­got the let­ter from Mc­Gregor, James and Hay. If he could only have Car­rie, per­haps he could get out of the whole en­tan­gle­ment—per­haps it would not mat­ter. He wouldn’t care what his wife did with her­self if only he might not lose Car­rie. He stood up and walked about, dream­ing his de­light­ful dream of a life con­tin­ued with this lovely pos­sessor of his heart.

			It was not long, how­ever, be­fore the old worry was back for con­sid­er­a­tion, and with it what wear­i­ness! He thought of the mor­row and the suit. He had done noth­ing, and here was the af­ter­noon slip­ping away. It was now a quarter of four. At five the at­tor­neys would have gone home. He still had the mor­row un­til noon. Even as he thought, the last fif­teen minutes passed away and it was five. Then he aban­doned the thought of see­ing them any more that day and turned to Car­rie.

			It is to be ob­served that the man did not jus­ti­fy him­self to him­self. He was not troub­ling about that. His whole thought was the pos­sib­il­ity of per­suad­ing Car­rie. Noth­ing was wrong in that. He loved her dearly. Their mu­tu­al hap­pi­ness de­pended upon it. Would that Drou­et were only away!

			While he was think­ing thus elatedly, he re­membered that he wanted some clean lin­en in the morn­ing.

			This he pur­chased, to­geth­er with a half-dozen ties, and went to the Palmer House. As he entered he thought he saw Drou­et as­cend­ing the stairs with a key. Surely not Drou­et! Then he thought, per­haps they had changed their abode tem­por­ar­ily. He went straight up to the desk.

			“Is Mr. Drou­et stop­ping here?” he asked of the clerk.

			“I think he is,” said the lat­ter, con­sult­ing his private re­gistry list. “Yes.”

			“Is that so?” ex­claimed Hurst­wood, oth­er­wise con­ceal­ing his as­ton­ish­ment. “Alone?” he ad­ded.

			“Yes,” said the clerk.

			Hurst­wood turned away and set his lips so as best to ex­press and con­ceal his feel­ings.

			“How’s that?” he thought. “They’ve had a row.”

			He hastened to his room with rising spir­its and changed his lin­en. As he did so, he made up his mind that if Car­rie was alone, or if she had gone to an­oth­er place, it be­hooved him to find out. He de­cided to call at once.

			“I know what I’ll do,” he thought. “I’ll go to the door and ask if Mr. Drou­et is at home. That will bring out wheth­er he is there or not and where Car­rie is.”

			He was al­most moved to some mus­cu­lar dis­play as he thought of it. He de­cided to go im­me­di­ately after sup­per.

			On com­ing down from his room at six, he looked care­fully about to see if Drou­et was present and then went out to lunch. He could scarcely eat, how­ever, he was so anxious to be about his er­rand. Be­fore start­ing he thought it well to dis­cov­er where Drou­et would be, and re­turned to his hotel.

			“Has Mr. Drou­et gone out?” he asked of the clerk.

			“No,” answered the lat­ter, “he’s in his room. Do you wish to send up a card?”

			“No, I’ll call around later,” answered Hurst­wood, and strolled out.

			He took a Madis­on car and went dir­ect to Og­den Place, this time walk­ing boldly up to the door. The cham­ber­maid answered his knock.

			“Is Mr. Drou­et in?” said Hurst­wood blandly.

			“He is out of the city,” said the girl, who had heard Car­rie tell this to Mrs. Hale.

			“Is Mrs. Drou­et in?”

			“No, she has gone to the theatre.”

			“Is that so?” said Hurst­wood, con­sid­er­ably taken back; then, as if burdened with some­thing im­port­ant, “You don’t know to which theatre?”

			The girl really had no idea where she had gone, but not lik­ing Hurst­wood, and wish­ing to cause him trouble, answered: “Yes, Hooley’s.”

			“Thank you,” re­turned the man­ager, and, tip­ping his hat slightly, went away.

			“I’ll look in at Hooley’s,” thought he, but as a mat­ter of fact he did not. Be­fore he had reached the cent­ral por­tion of the city he thought the whole mat­ter over and de­cided it would be use­less. As much as he longed to see Car­rie, he knew she would be with someone and did not wish to in­trude with his plea there. A little later he might do so—in the morn­ing. Only in the morn­ing he had the law­yer ques­tion be­fore him.

			This little pil­grim­age threw quite a wet blanket upon his rising spir­its. He was soon down again to his old worry, and reached the re­sort anxious to find re­lief. Quite a com­pany of gen­tle­men were mak­ing the place lively with their con­ver­sa­tion. A group of Cook County politi­cians were con­fer­ring about a round cherry-wood table in the rear por­tion of the room. Sev­er­al young mer­ry­makers were chat­ter­ing at the bar be­fore mak­ing a be­lated vis­it to the theatre. A shab­bily-gen­teel in­di­vidu­al, with a red nose and an old high hat, was sip­ping a quiet glass of ale alone at one end of the bar. Hurst­wood nod­ded to the politi­cians and went in­to his of­fice.

			About ten o’clock a friend of his, Mr. Frank L. Tain­tor, a loc­al sport and ra­cing man, dropped in, and see­ing Hurst­wood alone in his of­fice came to the door.

			“Hello, George!” he ex­claimed.

			“How are you, Frank?” said Hurst­wood, some­what re­lieved by the sight of him. “Sit down,” and he mo­tioned him to one of the chairs in the little room.

			“What’s the mat­ter, George?” asked Tain­tor. “You look a little glum. Haven’t lost at the track, have you?”

			“I’m not feel­ing very well to­night. I had a slight cold the oth­er day.”

			“Take whis­key, George,” said Tain­tor. “You ought to know that.”

			Hurst­wood smiled.

			While they were still con­fer­ring there, sev­er­al oth­er of Hurst­wood’s friends entered, and not long after el­ev­en, the theatres be­ing out, some act­ors began to drop in—among them some not­ab­il­it­ies.

			Then began one of those point­less so­cial con­ver­sa­tions so com­mon in Amer­ic­an re­sorts where the would-be gil­ded at­tempt to rub off gilt from those who have it in abund­ance. If Hurst­wood had one lean­ing, it was to­ward not­ab­il­it­ies. He con­sidered that, if any­where, he be­longed among them. He was too proud to toady, too keen not to strictly ob­serve the plane he oc­cu­pied when there were those present who did not ap­pre­ci­ate him, but, in situ­ations like the present, where he could shine as a gen­tle­man and be re­ceived without equi­voc­a­tion as a friend and equal among men of known abil­ity, he was most de­lighted. It was on such oc­ca­sions, if ever, that he would “take some­thing.” When the so­cial fla­vour was strong enough he would even un­bend to the ex­tent of drink­ing glass for glass with his as­so­ci­ates, punc­tili­ously ob­serving his turn to pay as if he were an out­sider like the oth­ers. If he ever ap­proached in­tox­ic­a­tion—or rather that ruddy warmth and com­fort­able­ness which pre­cedes the more slov­en state—it was when in­di­vidu­als such as these were gathered about him, when he was one of a circle of chat­ting celebrit­ies. To­night, dis­turbed as was his state, he was rather re­lieved to find com­pany, and now that not­ab­il­it­ies were gathered, he laid aside his troubles for the nonce, and joined in right heart­ily.

			It was not long be­fore the im­bib­ing began to tell. Stor­ies began to crop up—those ever-en­dur­ing, droll stor­ies which form the ma­jor por­tion of the con­ver­sa­tion among Amer­ic­an men un­der such cir­cum­stances.

			Twelve o’clock ar­rived, the hour for clos­ing, and with it the com­pany took leave. Hurst­wood shook hands with them most cor­di­ally. He was very roseate phys­ic­ally. He had ar­rived at that state where his mind, though clear, was, nev­er­the­less, warm in its fan­cies. He felt as if his troubles were not very ser­i­ous. Go­ing in­to his of­fice, he began to turn over cer­tain ac­counts, await­ing the de­par­ture of the bar­tenders and the cash­ier, who soon left.

			It was the man­ager’s duty, as well as his cus­tom, after all were gone to see that everything was safely closed up for the night. As a rule, no money ex­cept the cash taken in after bank­ing hours was kept about the place, and that was locked in the safe by the cash­ier, who, with the own­ers, was joint keep­er of the secret com­bin­a­tion, but, nev­er­the­less, Hurst­wood nightly took the pre­cau­tion to try the cash draw­ers and the safe in or­der to see that they were tightly closed. Then he would lock his own little of­fice and set the prop­er light burn­ing near the safe, after which he would take his de­par­ture.

			Nev­er in his ex­per­i­ence had he found any­thing out of or­der, but to­night, after shut­ting down his desk, he came out and tried the safe. His way was to give a sharp pull. This time the door re­spon­ded. He was slightly sur­prised at that, and look­ing in found the money cases as left for the day, ap­par­ently un­pro­tec­ted. His first thought was, of course, to in­spect the draw­ers and shut the door.

			“I’ll speak to May­hew about this to­mor­row,” he thought.

			The lat­ter had cer­tainly ima­gined upon go­ing out a half-hour be­fore that he had turned the knob on the door so as to spring the lock. He had nev­er failed to do so be­fore. But to­night May­hew had oth­er thoughts. He had been re­volving the prob­lem of a busi­ness of his own.

			“I’ll look in here,” thought the man­ager, pulling out the money draw­ers. He did not know why he wished to look in there. It was quite a su­per­flu­ous ac­tion, which an­oth­er time might not have happened at all.

			As he did so, a lay­er of bills, in par­cels of a thou­sand, such as banks is­sue, caught his eye. He could not tell how much they rep­res­en­ted, but paused to view them. Then he pulled out the second of the cash draw­ers. In that were the re­ceipts of the day.

			“I didn’t know Fitzger­ald and Moy ever left any money this way,” his mind said to it­self. “They must have for­got­ten it.”

			He looked at the oth­er draw­er and paused again.

			“Count them,” said a voice in his ear.

			He put his hand in­to the first of the boxes and lif­ted the stack, let­ting the sep­ar­ate par­cels fall. They were bills of fifty and one hun­dred dol­lars done in pack­ages of a thou­sand. He thought he coun­ted ten such.

			“Why don’t I shut the safe?” his mind said to it­self, linger­ing. “What makes me pause here?”

			For an­swer there came the strangest words:

			“Did you ever have ten thou­sand dol­lars in ready money?”

			Lo, the man­ager re­membered that he had nev­er had so much. All his prop­erty had been slowly ac­cu­mu­lated, and now his wife owned that. He was worth more than forty thou­sand, all told—but she would get that.

			He puzzled as he thought of these things, then pushed in the draw­ers and closed the door, paus­ing with his hand upon the knob, which might so eas­ily lock it all bey­ond tempta­tion. Still he paused. Fi­nally he went to the win­dows and pulled down the cur­tains. Then he tried the door, which he had pre­vi­ously locked. What was this thing, mak­ing him sus­pi­cious? Why did he wish to move about so quietly. He came back to the end of the counter as if to rest his arm and think. Then he went and un­locked his little of­fice door and turned on the light. He also opened his desk, sit­ting down be­fore it, only to think strange thoughts.

			“The safe is open,” said a voice. “There is just the least little crack in it. The lock has not been sprung.”

			The man­ager floundered among a jumble of thoughts. Now all the en­tan­gle­ment of the day came back. Also the thought that here was a solu­tion. That money would do it. If he had that and Car­rie. He rose up and stood stock-still, look­ing at the floor.

			“What about it?” his mind asked, and for an­swer he put his hand slowly up and scratched his head.

			The man­ager was no fool to be led blindly away by such an er­rant pro­pos­i­tion as this, but his situ­ation was pe­cu­li­ar. Wine was in his veins. It had crept up in­to his head and giv­en him a warm view of the situ­ation. It also col­oured the pos­sib­il­it­ies of ten thou­sand for him. He could see great op­por­tun­it­ies with that. He could get Car­rie. Oh, yes, he could! He could get rid of his wife. That let­ter, too, was wait­ing dis­cus­sion to­mor­row morn­ing. He would not need to an­swer that. He went back to the safe and put his hand on the knob. Then he pulled the door open and took the draw­er with the money quite out.

			With it once out and be­fore him, it seemed a fool­ish thing to think about leav­ing it. Cer­tainly it would. Why, he could live quietly with Car­rie for years.

			Lord! what was that? For the first time he was tense, as if a stern hand had been laid upon his shoulder. He looked fear­fully around. Not a soul was present. Not a sound. Someone was shuff­ling by on the side­walk. He took the box and the money and put it back in the safe. Then he partly closed the door again.

			To those who have nev­er wavered in con­science, the pre­dic­a­ment of the in­di­vidu­al whose mind is less strongly con­sti­tuted and who trembles in the bal­ance between duty and de­sire is scarcely ap­pre­ciable, un­less graph­ic­ally por­trayed. Those who have nev­er heard that sol­emn voice of the ghostly clock which ticks with aw­ful dis­tinct­ness, “thou shalt,” “thou shalt not,” “thou shalt,” “thou shalt not,” are in no po­s­i­tion to judge. Not alone in sens­it­ive, highly or­gan­ised natures is such a men­tal con­flict pos­sible. The dullest spe­ci­men of hu­man­ity, when drawn by de­sire to­ward evil, is re­called by a sense of right, which is pro­por­tion­ate in power and strength to his evil tend­ency. We must re­mem­ber that it may not be a know­ledge of right, for no know­ledge of right is pre­dic­ated of the an­im­al’s in­stinct­ive re­coil at evil. Men are still led by in­stinct be­fore they are reg­u­lated by know­ledge. It is in­stinct which re­calls the crim­in­al—it is in­stinct (where highly or­gan­ised reas­on­ing is ab­sent) which gives the crim­in­al his feel­ing of danger, his fear of wrong.

			At every first ad­ven­ture, then, in­to some un­tried evil, the mind wavers. The clock of thought ticks out its wish and its deni­al. To those who have nev­er ex­per­i­enced such a men­tal di­lemma, the fol­low­ing will ap­peal on the simple ground of rev­el­a­tion.

			When Hurst­wood put the money back, his nature again re­sumed its ease and dar­ing. No one had ob­served him. He was quite alone. No one could tell what he wished to do. He could work this thing out for him­self.

			The im­bib­a­tion of the even­ing had not yet worn off. Moist as was his brow, tremble as did his hand once after the name­less fright, he was still flushed with the fumes of li­quor. He scarcely no­ticed that the time was passing. He went over his situ­ation once again, his eye al­ways see­ing the money in a lump, his mind al­ways see­ing what it would do. He strolled in­to his little room, then to the door, then to the safe again. He put his hand on the knob and opened it. There was the money! Surely no harm could come from look­ing at it!

			He took out the draw­er again and lif­ted the bills. They were so smooth, so com­pact, so port­able. How little they made, after all. He de­cided he would take them. Yes, he would. He would put them in his pock­et. Then he looked at that and saw they would not go there. His hand satchel! To be sure, his hand satchel. They would go in that—all of it would. No one would think any­thing of it either. He went in­to the little of­fice and took it from the shelf in the corner. Now he set it upon his desk and went out to­ward the safe. For some reas­on he did not want to fill it out in the big room.

			First he brought the bills and then the loose re­ceipts of the day. He would take it all. He put the empty draw­ers back and pushed the iron door al­most to, then stood be­side it med­it­at­ing.

			The waver­ing of a mind un­der such cir­cum­stances is an al­most in­ex­plic­able thing, and yet it is ab­so­lutely true. Hurst­wood could not bring him­self to act def­in­itely. He wanted to think about it—to pon­der over it, to de­cide wheth­er it were best. He was drawn by such a keen de­sire for Car­rie, driv­en by such a state of tur­moil in his own af­fairs that he thought con­stantly it would be best, and yet he wavered. He did not know what evil might res­ult from it to him—how soon he might come to grief. The true eth­ics of the situ­ation nev­er once oc­curred to him, and nev­er would have, un­der any cir­cum­stances.

			After he had all the money in the hand bag, a re­vul­sion of feel­ing seized him. He would not do it—no! Think of what a scan­dal it would make. The po­lice! They would be after him. He would have to fly, and where? Oh, the ter­ror of be­ing a fu­git­ive from justice! He took out the two boxes and put all the money back. In his ex­cite­ment he for­got what he was do­ing, and put the sums in the wrong boxes. As he pushed the door to, he thought he re­membered do­ing it wrong and opened the door again. There were the two boxes mixed.

			He took them out and straightened the mat­ter, but now the ter­ror had gone. Why be afraid?

			While the money was in his hand the lock clicked. It had sprung! Did he do it? He grabbed at the knob and pulled vig­or­ously. It had closed. Heav­ens! he was in for it now, sure enough.

			The mo­ment he real­ised that the safe was locked for a surety, the sweat burst out upon his brow and he trembled vi­ol­ently. He looked about him and de­cided in­stantly. There was no delay­ing now.

			“Sup­pos­ing I do lay it on the top,” he said, “and go away, they’ll know who took it. I’m the last to close up. Be­sides, oth­er things will hap­pen.”

			At once he be­came the man of ac­tion.

			“I must get out of this,” he thought.

			He hur­ried in­to his little room, took down his light over­coat and hat, locked his desk, and grabbed the satchel. Then he turned out all but one light and opened the door. He tried to put on his old as­sured air, but it was al­most gone. He was re­pent­ing rap­idly.

			“I wish I hadn’t done that,” he said. “That was a mis­take.”

			He walked stead­ily down the street, greet­ing a night watch­man whom he knew who was try­ing doors. He must get out of the city, and that quickly.

			“I won­der how the trains run?” he thought.

			In­stantly he pulled out his watch and looked. It was nearly half-past one.

			At the first drug store he stopped, see­ing a long-dis­tance tele­phone booth in­side. It was a fam­ous drug store, and con­tained one of the first private tele­phone booths ever erec­ted.

			“I want to use your phone a minute,” he said to the night clerk.

			The lat­ter nod­ded.

			“Give me 1643,” he called to Cent­ral, after look­ing up the Michigan Cent­ral de­pot num­ber. Soon he got the tick­et agent.

			“How do the trains leave here for De­troit?” he asked.

			The man ex­plained the hours.

			“No more to­night?”

			“Noth­ing with a sleep­er. Yes, there is, too,” he ad­ded. “There is a mail train out of here at three o’clock.”

			“All right,” said Hurst­wood. “What time does that get to De­troit?”

			He was think­ing if he could only get there and cross the river in­to Canada, he could take his time about get­ting to Montreal. He was re­lieved to learn that it would reach there by noon.

			“May­hew won’t open the safe till nine,” he thought. “They can’t get on my track be­fore noon.”

			Then he thought of Car­rie. With what speed must he get her, if he got her at all. She would have to come along. He jumped in­to the nearest cab stand­ing by.

			“To Og­den Place,” he said sharply. “I’ll give you a dol­lar more if you make good time.”

			The cabby beat his horse in­to a sort of im­it­a­tion gal­lop, which was fairly fast, how­ever. On the way Hurst­wood thought what to do. Reach­ing the num­ber, he hur­ried up the steps and did not spare the bell in wak­ing the ser­vant.

			“Is Mrs. Drou­et in?” he asked.

			“Yes,” said the as­ton­ished girl.

			“Tell her to dress and come to the door at once. Her hus­band is in the hos­pit­al, in­jured, and wants to see her.”

			The ser­vant girl hur­ried up­stairs, con­vinced by the man’s strained and em­phat­ic man­ner.

			“What!” said Car­rie, light­ing the gas and search­ing for her clothes.

			“Mr. Drou­et is hurt and in the hos­pit­al. He wants to see you. The cab’s down­stairs.”

			Car­rie dressed very rap­idly, and soon ap­peared be­low, for­get­ting everything save the ne­ces­sit­ies.

			“Drou­et is hurt,” said Hurst­wood quickly. “He wants to see you. Come quickly.”

			Car­rie was so be­wildered that she swal­lowed the whole story.

			“Get in,” said Hurst­wood, help­ing her and jump­ing after.

			The cabby began to turn the horse around.

			“Michigan Cent­ral de­pot,” he said, stand­ing up and speak­ing so low that Car­rie could not hear, “as fast as you can go.”

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				A Pil­grim, an Out­law: The Spir­it De­tained

			
			The cab had not trav­elled a short block be­fore Car­rie, set­tling her­self and thor­oughly wak­ing in the night at­mo­sphere, asked:

			“What’s the mat­ter with him? Is he hurt badly?”

			“It isn’t any­thing very ser­i­ous,” Hurst­wood said sol­emnly. He was very much dis­turbed over his own situ­ation, and now that he had Car­rie with him, he only wanted to get safely out of reach of the law. There­fore he was in no mood for any­thing save such words as would fur­ther his plans dis­tinctly.

			Car­rie did not for­get that there was some­thing to be settled between her and Hurst­wood, but the thought was ig­nored in her agit­a­tion. The one thing was to fin­ish this strange pil­grim­age.

			“Where is he?”

			“Way out on the South Side,” said Hurst­wood. “We’ll have to take the train. It’s the quick­est way.”

			Car­rie said noth­ing, and the horse gam­bolled on. The weird­ness of the city by night held her at­ten­tion. She looked at the long re­ced­ing rows of lamps and stud­ied the dark, si­lent houses.

			“How did he hurt him­self?” she asked—mean­ing what was the nature of his in­jur­ies. Hurst­wood un­der­stood. He hated to lie any more than ne­ces­sary, and yet he wanted no protests un­til he was out of danger.

			“I don’t know ex­actly,” he said. “They just called me up to go and get you and bring you out. They said there wasn’t any need for alarm, but that I shouldn’t fail to bring you.”

			The man’s ser­i­ous man­ner con­vinced Car­rie, and she be­came si­lent, won­der­ing.

			Hurst­wood ex­amined his watch and urged the man to hurry. For one in so del­ic­ate a po­s­i­tion he was ex­ceed­ingly cool. He could only think of how need­ful it was to make the train and get quietly away. Car­rie seemed quite tract­able, and he con­grat­u­lated him­self.

			In due time they reached the de­pot, and after help­ing her out he handed the man a five-dol­lar bill and hur­ried on.

			“You wait here,” he said to Car­rie, when they reached the wait­ing-room, “while I get the tick­ets.”

			“Have I much time to catch that train for De­troit?” he asked of the agent.

			“Four minutes,” said the lat­ter.

			He paid for two tick­ets as cir­cum­spectly as pos­sible.

			“Is it far?” said Car­rie, as he hur­ried back.

			“Not very,” he said. “We must get right in.”

			He pushed her be­fore him at the gate, stood between her and the tick­et man while the lat­ter punched their tick­ets, so that she could not see, and then hur­ried after.

			There was a long line of ex­press and pas­sen­ger cars and one or two com­mon day coaches. As the train had only re­cently been made up and few pas­sen­gers were ex­pec­ted, there were only one or two brake­men wait­ing. They entered the rear day coach and sat down. Al­most im­me­di­ately, “All aboard,” re­soun­ded faintly from the out­side, and the train star­ted.

			Car­rie began to think it was a little bit curi­ous—this go­ing to a de­pot—but said noth­ing. The whole in­cid­ent was so out of the nat­ur­al that she did not at­tach too much weight to any­thing she ima­gined.

			“How have you been?” asked Hurst­wood gently, for he now breathed easi­er.

			“Very well,” said Car­rie, who was so dis­turbed that she could not bring a prop­er at­ti­tude to bear in the mat­ter. She was still nervous to reach Drou­et and see what could be the mat­ter. Hurst­wood con­tem­plated her and felt this. He was not dis­turbed that it should be so. He did not trouble be­cause she was moved sym­path­et­ic­ally in the mat­ter. It was one of the qual­it­ies in her which pleased him ex­ceed­ingly. He was only think­ing how he should ex­plain. Even this was not the most ser­i­ous thing in his mind, how­ever. His own deed and present flight were the great shad­ows which weighed upon him.

			“What a fool I was to do that,” he said over and over. “What a mis­take!”

			In his sober senses, he could scarcely real­ise that the thing had been done. He could not be­gin to feel that he was a fu­git­ive from justice. He had of­ten read of such things, and had thought they must be ter­rible, but now that the thing was upon him, he only sat and looked in­to the past. The fu­ture was a thing which con­cerned the Ca­na­dian line. He wanted to reach that. As for the rest, he sur­veyed his ac­tions for the even­ing, and coun­ted them parts of a great mis­take.

			“Still,” he said, “what could I have done?”

			Then he would de­cide to make the best of it, and would be­gin to do so by start­ing the whole in­quiry over again. It was a fruit­less, har­ass­ing round, and left him in a queer mood to deal with the pro­pos­i­tion he had in the pres­ence of Car­rie.

			The train clacked through the yards along the lake front, and ran rather slowly to Twenty-fourth Street. Brakes and sig­nals were vis­ible without. The en­gine gave short calls with its whistle, and fre­quently the bell rang. Sev­er­al brake­men came through, bear­ing lan­terns. They were lock­ing the ves­ti­bules and put­ting the cars in or­der for a long run.

			Presently it began to gain speed, and Car­rie saw the si­lent streets flash­ing by in rap­id suc­ces­sion. The en­gine also began its whistle-calls of four parts, with which it sig­nalled danger to im­port­ant cross­ings.

			“Is it very far?” asked Car­rie.

			“Not so very,” said Hurst­wood. He could hardly repress a smile at her sim­pli­city. He wanted to ex­plain and con­cili­ate her, but he also wanted to be well out of Chica­go.

			In the lapse of an­oth­er half-hour it be­came ap­par­ent to Car­rie that it was quite a run to wherever he was tak­ing her, any­how.

			“Is it in Chica­go?” she asked nervously. They were now far bey­ond the city lim­its, and the train was scud­ding across the In­di­ana line at a great rate.

			“No,” he said, “not where we are go­ing.”

			There was some­thing in the way he said this which aroused her in an in­stant.

			Her pretty brow began to con­tract.

			“We are go­ing to see Charlie, aren’t we?” she asked.

			He felt that the time was up. An ex­plan­a­tion might as well come now as later. There­fore, he shook his head in the most gentle neg­at­ive.

			“What?” said Car­rie. She was non­plussed at the pos­sib­il­ity of the er­rand be­ing dif­fer­ent from what she had thought.

			He only looked at her in the most kindly and mol­li­fy­ing way.

			“Well, where are you tak­ing me, then?” she asked, her voice show­ing the qual­ity of fright.

			“I’ll tell you, Car­rie, if you’ll be quiet. I want you to come along with me to an­oth­er city.”

			“Oh,” said Car­rie, her voice rising in­to a weak cry. “Let me off. I don’t want to go with you.”

			She was quite ap­palled at the man’s au­da­city. This was some­thing which had nev­er for a mo­ment entered her head. Her one thought now was to get off and away. If only the fly­ing train could be stopped, the ter­rible trick would be amended.

			She arose and tried to push out in­to the aisle—any­where. She knew she had to do some­thing. Hurst­wood laid a gentle hand on her.

			“Sit still, Car­rie,” he said. “Sit still. It won’t do you any good to get up here. Listen to me and I’ll tell you what I’ll do. Wait a mo­ment.”

			She was push­ing at his knees, but he only pulled her back. No one saw this little al­ter­ca­tion, for very few per­sons were in the car, and they were at­tempt­ing to doze.

			“I won’t,” said Car­rie, who was, nev­er­the­less, com­ply­ing against her will. “Let me go,” she said. “How dare you?” and large tears began to gath­er in her eyes.

			Hurst­wood was now fully aroused to the im­me­di­ate dif­fi­culty, and ceased to think of his own situ­ation. He must do some­thing with this girl, or she would cause him trouble. He tried the art of per­sua­sion with all his powers aroused.

			“Look here now, Car­rie,” he said, “you mustn’t act this way. I didn’t mean to hurt your feel­ings. I don’t want to do any­thing to make you feel bad.”

			“Oh,” sobbed Car­rie, “oh, oh—oo—o!”

			“There, there,” he said, “you mustn’t cry. Won’t you listen to me? Listen to me a minute, and I’ll tell you why I came to do this thing. I couldn’t help it. I as­sure you I couldn’t. Won’t you listen?”

			Her sobs dis­turbed him so that he was quite sure she did not hear a word he said.

			“Won’t you listen?” he asked.

			“No, I won’t,” said Car­rie, flash­ing up. “I want you to take me out of this, or I’ll tell the con­duct­or. I won’t go with you. It’s a shame,” and again sobs of fright cut off her de­sire for ex­pres­sion.

			Hurst­wood listened with some as­ton­ish­ment. He felt that she had just cause for feel­ing as she did, and yet he wished that he could straight­en this thing out quickly. Shortly the con­duct­or would come through for the tick­ets. He wanted no noise, no trouble of any kind. Be­fore everything he must make her quiet.

			“You couldn’t get out un­til the train stops again,” said Hurst­wood. “It won’t be very long un­til we reach an­oth­er sta­tion. You can get out then if you want to. I won’t stop you. All I want you to do is to listen a mo­ment. You’ll let me tell you, won’t you?”

			Car­rie seemed not to listen. She only turned her head to­ward the win­dow, where out­side all was black. The train was speed­ing with steady grace across the fields and through patches of wood. The long whistles came with sad, mu­sic­al ef­fect as the lonely wood­land cross­ings were ap­proached.

			Now the con­duct­or entered the car and took up the one or two fares that had been ad­ded at Chica­go. He ap­proached Hurst­wood, who handed out the tick­ets. Poised as she was to act, Car­rie made no move. She did not look about.

			When the con­duct­or had gone again Hurst­wood felt re­lieved.

			“You’re angry at me be­cause I de­ceived you,” he said. “I didn’t mean to, Car­rie. As I live I didn’t. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stay away from you after the first time I saw you.”

			He was ig­nor­ing the last de­cep­tion as some­thing that might go by the board. He wanted to con­vince her that his wife could no longer be a factor in their re­la­tion­ship. The money he had stolen he tried to shut out of his mind.

			“Don’t talk to me,” said Car­rie, “I hate you. I want you to go away from me. I am go­ing to get out at the very next sta­tion.”

			She was in a tremble of ex­cite­ment and op­pos­i­tion as she spoke.

			“All right,” he said, “but you’ll hear me out, won’t you? After all you have said about lov­ing me, you might hear me. I don’t want to do you any harm. I’ll give you the money to go back with when you go. I merely want to tell you, Car­rie. You can’t stop me from lov­ing you, whatever you may think.”

			He looked at her ten­derly, but re­ceived no reply.

			“You think I have de­ceived you badly, but I haven’t. I didn’t do it will­ingly. I’m through with my wife. She hasn’t any claims on me. I’ll nev­er see her any more. That’s why I’m here to­night. That’s why I came and got you.”

			“You said Charlie was hurt,” said Car­rie, sav­agely. “You de­ceived me. You’ve been de­ceiv­ing me all the time, and now you want to force me to run away with you.”

			She was so ex­cited that she got up and tried to get by him again. He let her, and she took an­oth­er seat. Then he fol­lowed.

			“Don’t run away from me, Car­rie,” he said gently. “Let me ex­plain. If you will only hear me out you will see where I stand. I tell you my wife is noth­ing to me. She hasn’t been any­thing for years or I wouldn’t have ever come near you. I’m go­ing to get a di­vorce just as soon as I can. I’ll nev­er see her again. I’m done with all that. You’re the only per­son I want. If I can have you I won’t ever think of an­oth­er wo­man again.”

			Car­rie heard all this in a very ruffled state. It soun­ded sin­cere enough, how­ever, des­pite all he had done. There was a tense­ness in Hurst­wood’s voice and man­ner which could but have some ef­fect. She did not want any­thing to do with him. He was mar­ried, he had de­ceived her once, and now again, and she thought him ter­rible. Still there is some­thing in such dar­ing and power which is fas­cin­at­ing to a wo­man, es­pe­cially if she can be made to feel that it is all promp­ted by love of her.

			The pro­gress of the train was hav­ing a great deal to do with the solu­tion of this dif­fi­cult situ­ation. The speed­ing wheels and dis­ap­pear­ing coun­try put Chica­go farther and farther be­hind. Car­rie could feel that she was be­ing borne a long dis­tance off—that the en­gine was mak­ing an al­most through run to some dis­tant city. She felt at times as if she could cry out and make such a row that someone would come to her aid; at oth­er times it seemed an al­most use­less thing—so far was she from any aid, no mat­ter what she did. All the while Hurst­wood was en­deav­our­ing to for­mu­late his plea in such a way that it would strike home and bring her in­to sym­pathy with him.

			“I was simply put where I didn’t know what else to do.”

			Car­rie deigned no sug­ges­tion of hear­ing this.

			“When I saw you wouldn’t come un­less I could marry you, I de­cided to put everything else be­hind me and get you to come away with me. I’m go­ing off now to an­oth­er city. I want to go to Montreal for a while, and then any­where you want to. We’ll go and live in New York, if you say.”

			“I’ll not have any­thing to do with you,” said Car­rie. “I want to get off this train. Where are we go­ing?”

			“To De­troit,” said Hurst­wood.

			“Oh!” said Car­rie, in a burst of an­guish. So dis­tant and def­in­ite a point seemed to in­crease the dif­fi­culty.

			“Won’t you come along with me?” he said, as if there was great danger that she would not. “You won’t need to do any­thing but travel with me. I’ll not trouble you in any way. You can see Montreal and New York, and then if you don’t want to stay you can go back. It will be bet­ter than try­ing to go back to­night.”

			The first gleam of fair­ness shone in this pro­pos­i­tion for Car­rie. It seemed a plaus­ible thing to do, much as she feared his op­pos­i­tion if she tried to carry it out. Montreal and New York! Even now she was speed­ing to­ward those great, strange lands, and could see them if she liked. She thought, but made no sign.

			Hurst­wood thought he saw a shade of com­pli­ance in this. He re­doubled his ar­dour.

			“Think,” he said, “what I’ve giv­en up. I can’t go back to Chica­go any more. I’ve got to stay away and live alone now, if you don’t come with me. You won’t go back on me en­tirely, will you, Car­rie?”

			“I don’t want you to talk to me,” she answered for­cibly.

			Hurst­wood kept si­lent for a while.

			Car­rie felt the train to be slow­ing down. It was the mo­ment to act if she was to act at all. She stirred un­eas­ily.

			“Don’t think of go­ing, Car­rie,” he said. “If you ever cared for me at all, come along and let’s start right. I’ll do whatever you say. I’ll marry you, or I’ll let you go back. Give your­self time to think it over. I wouldn’t have wanted you to come if I hadn’t loved you. I tell you, Car­rie, be­fore God, I can’t live without you. I won’t!”

			There was the tens­ity of fierce­ness in the man’s plea which ap­pealed deeply to her sym­path­ies. It was a dis­solv­ing fire which was ac­tu­at­ing him now. He was lov­ing her too in­tensely to think of giv­ing her up in this, his hour of dis­tress. He clutched her hand nervously and pressed it with all the force of an ap­peal.

			The train was now all but stopped. It was run­ning by some cars on a side track. Everything out­side was dark and dreary. A few sprinkles on the win­dow began to in­dic­ate that it was rain­ing. Car­rie hung in a quandary, bal­an­cing between de­cision and help­less­ness. Now the train stopped, and she was listen­ing to his plea. The en­gine backed a few feet and all was still.

			She wavered, totally un­able to make a move. Minute after minute slipped by and still she hes­it­ated, he plead­ing.

			“Will you let me come back if I want to?” she asked, as if she now had the up­per hand and her com­pan­ion was ut­terly sub­dued.

			“Of course,” he answered, “you know I will.”

			Car­rie only listened as one who has gran­ted a tem­por­ary am­nesty. She began to feel as if the mat­ter were in her hands en­tirely.

			The train was again in rap­id mo­tion. Hurst­wood changed the sub­ject.

			“Aren’t you very tired?” he said.

			“No,” she answered.

			“Won’t you let me get you a berth in the sleep­er?”

			She shook her head, though for all her dis­tress and his trick­ery she was be­gin­ning to no­tice what she had al­ways felt—his thought­ful­ness.

			“Oh, yes,” he said, “you will feel so much bet­ter.”

			She shook her head.

			“Let me fix my coat for you, any­way,” and he arose and ar­ranged his light coat in a com­fort­able po­s­i­tion to re­ceive her head.

			“There,” he said ten­derly, “now see if you can’t rest a little.” He could have kissed her for her com­pli­ance. He took his seat be­side her and thought a mo­ment.

			“I be­lieve we’re in for a heavy rain,” he said.

			“So it looks,” said Car­rie, whose nerves were quiet­ing un­der the sound of the rain drops, driv­en by a gusty wind, as the train swept on frantic­ally through the shad­ow to a new­er world.

			The fact that he had in a meas­ure mol­li­fied Car­rie was a source of sat­is­fac­tion to Hurst­wood, but it fur­nished only the most tem­por­ary re­lief. Now that her op­pos­i­tion was out of the way, he had all of his time to de­vote to the con­sid­er­a­tion of his own er­ror.

			His con­di­tion was bit­ter in the ex­treme, for he did not want the miser­able sum he had stolen. He did not want to be a thief. That sum or any oth­er could nev­er com­pensate for the state which he had thus fool­ishly doffed. It could not give him back his host of friends, his name, his house and fam­ily, nor Car­rie, as he had meant to have her. He was shut out from Chica­go—from his easy, com­fort­able state. He had robbed him­self of his dig­nity, his merry meet­ings, his pleas­ant even­ings. And for what? The more he thought of it the more un­bear­able it be­came. He began to think that he would try and re­store him­self to his old state. He would re­turn the miser­able thiev­ings of the night and ex­plain. Per­haps Moy would un­der­stand. Per­haps they would for­give him and let him come back.

			By noon­time the train rolled in­to De­troit and he began to feel ex­ceed­ingly nervous. The po­lice must be on his track by now. They had prob­ably no­ti­fied all the po­lice of the big cit­ies, and de­tect­ives would be watch­ing for him. He re­membered in­stances in which de­fault­ers had been cap­tured. Con­sequently, he breathed heav­ily and paled some­what. His hands felt as if they must have some­thing to do. He sim­u­lated in­terest in sev­er­al scenes without which he did not feel. He re­peatedly beat his foot upon the floor.

			Car­rie no­ticed his agit­a­tion, but said noth­ing. She had no idea what it meant or that it was im­port­ant.

			He wondered now why he had not asked wheth­er this train went on through to Montreal or some Ca­na­dian point. Per­haps he could have saved time. He jumped up and sought the con­duct­or.

			“Does any part of this train go to Montreal?” he asked.

			“Yes, the next sleep­er back does.”

			He would have asked more, but it did not seem wise, so he de­cided to in­quire at the de­pot.

			The train rolled in­to the yards, clanging and puff­ing.

			“I think we had bet­ter go right on through to Montreal,” he said to Car­rie. “I’ll see what the con­nec­tions are when we get off.”

			He was ex­ceed­ingly nervous, but did his best to put on a calm ex­ter­i­or. Car­rie only looked at him with large, troubled eyes. She was drift­ing men­tally, un­able to say to her­self what to do.

			The train stopped and Hurst­wood led the way out. He looked war­ily around him, pre­tend­ing to look after Car­rie. See­ing noth­ing that in­dic­ated stud­ied ob­ser­va­tion, he made his way to the tick­et of­fice.

			“The next train for Montreal leaves when?” he asked.

			“In twenty minutes,” said the man.

			He bought two tick­ets and Pull­man berths. Then he hastened back to Car­rie.

			“We go right out again,” he said, scarcely no­ti­cing that Car­rie looked tired and weary.

			“I wish I was out of all this,” she ex­claimed gloomily.

			“You’ll feel bet­ter when we reach Montreal,” he said.

			“I haven’t an earthly thing with me,” said Car­rie; “not even a handker­chief.”

			“You can buy all you want as soon as you get there, dearest,” he ex­plained. “You can call in a dress­maker.”

			Now the cri­er called the train ready and they got on. Hurst­wood breathed a sigh of re­lief as it star­ted. There was a short run to the river, and there they were fer­ried over. They had barely pulled the train off the ferry­boat when he settled back with a sigh.

			“It won’t be so very long now,” he said, re­mem­ber­ing her in his re­lief. “We get there the first thing in the morn­ing.”

			Car­rie scarcely deigned to reply.

			“I’ll see if there is a din­ing-car,” he ad­ded. “I’m hungry.”

		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				The Solace of Travel: The Boats of the Sea

			
			To the un­trav­elled, ter­rit­ory oth­er than their own fa­mil­i­ar heath is in­vari­ably fas­cin­at­ing. Next to love, it is the one thing which solaces and de­lights. Things new are too im­port­ant to be neg­lected, and mind, which is a mere re­flec­tion of sens­ory im­pres­sions, suc­cumbs to the flood of ob­jects. Thus lov­ers are for­got­ten, sor­rows laid aside, death hid­den from view. There is a world of ac­cu­mu­lated feel­ing back of the trite dra­mat­ic ex­pres­sion—“I am go­ing away.”

			As Car­rie looked out upon the fly­ing scenery she al­most for­got that she had been tricked in­to this long jour­ney against her will and that she was without the ne­ces­sary ap­par­el for trav­el­ling. She quite for­got Hurst­wood’s pres­ence at times, and looked away to homely farm­houses and cozy cot­tages in vil­lages with won­der­ing eyes. It was an in­ter­est­ing world to her. Her life had just be­gun. She did not feel her­self de­feated at all. Neither was she blas­ted in hope. The great city held much. Pos­sibly she would come out of bond­age in­to free­dom—who knows? Per­haps she would be happy. These thoughts raised her above the level of erring. She was saved in that she was hope­ful.

			The fol­low­ing morn­ing the train pulled safely in­to Montreal and they stepped down, Hurst­wood glad to be out of danger, Car­rie won­der­ing at the nov­el at­mo­sphere of the north­ern city. Long be­fore, Hurst­wood had been here, and now he re­membered the name of the hotel at which he had stopped. As they came out of the main en­trance of the de­pot he heard it called anew by a bus­man.

			“We’ll go right up and get rooms,” he said.

			At the clerk’s of­fice Hurst­wood swung the re­gister about while the clerk came for­ward. He was think­ing what name he would put down. With the lat­ter be­fore him he found no time for hes­it­a­tion. A name he had seen out of the car win­dow came swiftly to him. It was pleas­ing enough. With an easy hand he wrote, “G. W. Mur­dock and wife.” It was the largest con­ces­sion to ne­ces­sity he felt like mak­ing. His ini­tials he could not spare.

			When they were shown their room Car­rie saw at once that he had se­cured her a lovely cham­ber.

			“You have a bath there,” said he. “Now you can clean up when you get ready.”

			Car­rie went over and looked out the win­dow, while Hurst­wood looked at him­self in the glass. He felt dusty and un­clean. He had no trunk, no change of lin­en, not even a hair­brush.

			“I’ll ring for soap and tow­els,” he said, “and send you up a hair­brush. Then you can bathe and get ready for break­fast. I’ll go for a shave and come back and get you, and then we’ll go out and look for some clothes for you.”

			He smiled good-naturedly as he said this.

			“All right,” said Car­rie.

			She sat down in one of the rock­ing-chairs, while Hurst­wood waited for the boy, who soon knocked.

			“Soap, tow­els, and a pitch­er of ice-wa­ter.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“I’ll go now,” he said to Car­rie, com­ing to­ward her and hold­ing out his hands, but she did not move to take them.

			“You’re not mad at me, are you?” he asked softly.

			“Oh, no!” she answered, rather in­dif­fer­ently.

			“Don’t you care for me at all?”

			She made no an­swer, but looked stead­ily to­ward the win­dow.

			“Don’t you think you could love me a little?” he pleaded, tak­ing one of her hands, which she en­deav­oured to draw away. “You once said you did.”

			“What made you de­ceive me so?” asked Car­rie.

			“I couldn’t help it,” he said, “I wanted you too much.”

			“You didn’t have any right to want me,” she answered, strik­ing cleanly home.

			“Oh, well, Car­rie,” he answered, “here I am. It’s too late now. Won’t you try and care for me a little?”

			He looked rather worsted in thought as he stood be­fore her.

			She shook her head neg­at­ively.

			“Let me start all over again. Be my wife from today on.”

			Car­rie rose up as if to step away, he hold­ing her hand. Now he slipped his arm about her and she struggled, but in vain. He held her quite close. In­stantly there flamed up in his body the all-com­pel­ling de­sire. His af­fec­tion took an ar­dent form.

			“Let me go,” said Car­rie, who was fol­ded close to him.

			“Won’t you love me?” he said. “Won’t you be mine from now on?”

			Car­rie had nev­er been ill-dis­posed to­ward him. Only a mo­ment be­fore she had been listen­ing with some com­pla­cency, re­mem­ber­ing her old af­fec­tion for him. He was so hand­some, so dar­ing!

			Now, how­ever, this feel­ing had changed to one of op­pos­i­tion, which rose feebly. It mastered her for a mo­ment, and then, held close as she was, began to wane. Some­thing else in her spoke. This man, to whose bos­om she was be­ing pressed, was strong; he was pas­sion­ate, he loved her, and she was alone. If she did not turn to him—ac­cept of his love—where else might she go? Her res­ist­ance half dis­solved in the flood of his strong feel­ing.

			She found him lift­ing her head and look­ing in­to her eyes. What mag­net­ism there was she could nev­er know. His many sins, how­ever, were for the mo­ment all for­got­ten.

			He pressed her closer and kissed her, and she felt that fur­ther op­pos­i­tion was use­less.

			“Will you marry me?” she asked, for­get­ting how.

			“This very day,” he said, with all de­light.

			Now the hall-boy poun­ded on the door and he re­leased his hold upon her re­gret­fully.

			“You get ready now, will you,” he said, “at once?”

			“Yes,” she answered.

			“I’ll be back in three-quar­ters of an hour.”

			Car­rie, flushed and ex­cited, moved away as he ad­mit­ted the boy.

			Be­low stairs, he hal­ted in the lobby to look for a barber shop. For the mo­ment, he was in fine feath­er. His re­cent vic­tory over Car­rie seemed to atone for much he had en­dured dur­ing the last few days. Life seemed worth fight­ing for. This east­ward flight from all things cus­tom­ary and at­tached seemed as if it might have hap­pi­ness in store. The storm showed a rain­bow at the end of which might be a pot of gold.

			He was about to cross to a little red-and-white striped bar which was fastened up be­side a door when a voice greeted him fa­mil­iarly. In­stantly his heart sank.

			“Why, hello, George, old man!” said the voice. “What are you do­ing down here?”

			Hurst­wood was already con­fron­ted, and re­cog­nised his friend Kenny, the stock­broker.

			“Just at­tend­ing to a little private mat­ter,” he answered, his mind work­ing like a key­board of a tele­phone sta­tion. This man evid­ently did not know—he had not read the pa­pers.

			“Well, it seems strange to see you way up here,” said Mr. Kenny gen­i­ally. “Stop­ping here?”

			“Yes,” said Hurst­wood un­eas­ily, think­ing of his hand­writ­ing on the re­gister.

			“Go­ing to be in town long?”

			“No, only a day or so.”

			“Is that so? Had your break­fast?”

			“Yes,” said Hurst­wood, ly­ing blandly. “I’m just go­ing for a shave.”

			“Won’t you come have a drink?”

			“Not un­til af­ter­wards,” said the ex-man­ager. “I’ll see you later. Are you stop­ping here?”

			“Yes,” said Mr. Kenny, and then, turn­ing the word again, ad­ded: “How are things out in Chica­go?”

			“About the same as usu­al,” said Hurst­wood, smil­ing gen­i­ally.

			“Wife with you?”

			“No.”

			“Well, I must see more of you today. I’m just go­ing in here for break­fast. Come in when you’re through.”

			“I will,” said Hurst­wood, mov­ing away. The whole con­ver­sa­tion was a tri­al to him. It seemed to add com­plic­a­tions with every word. This man called up a thou­sand memor­ies. He rep­res­en­ted everything he had left. Chica­go, his wife, the el­eg­ant re­sort—all these were in his greet­ing and in­quir­ies. And here he was in this same hotel ex­pect­ing to con­fer with him, un­ques­tion­ably wait­ing to have a good time with him. All at once the Chica­go pa­pers would ar­rive. The loc­al pa­pers would have ac­counts in them this very day. He for­got his tri­umph with Car­rie in the pos­sib­il­ity of soon be­ing known for what he was, in this man’s eyes, a safe-break­er. He could have groaned as he went in­to the barber shop. He de­cided to es­cape and seek a more se­cluded hotel.

			Ac­cord­ingly, when he came out he was glad to see the lobby clear, and hastened to­ward the stairs. He would get Car­rie and go out by the ladies’ en­trance. They would have break­fast in some more in­con­spicu­ous place.

			Across the lobby, how­ever, an­oth­er in­di­vidu­al was sur­vey­ing him. He was of a com­mon­place Ir­ish type, small of stature, cheaply dressed, and with a head that seemed a smal­ler edi­tion of some huge ward politi­cian’s. This in­di­vidu­al had been evid­ently talk­ing with the clerk, but now he sur­veyed the ex-man­ager keenly.

			Hurst­wood felt the long-range ex­am­in­a­tion and re­cog­nised the type. In­stinct­ively he felt that the man was a de­tect­ive—that he was be­ing watched. He hur­ried across, pre­tend­ing not to no­tice, but in his mind was a world of thoughts. What would hap­pen now? What could these people do? He began to trouble con­cern­ing the ex­tra­di­tion laws. He did not un­der­stand them ab­so­lutely. Per­haps he could be ar­res­ted. Oh, if Car­rie should find out! Montreal was too warm for him. He began to long to be out of it.

			Car­rie had bathed and was wait­ing when he ar­rived. She looked re­freshed—more de­light­ful than ever, but re­served. Since he had gone she had re­sumed some­what of her cold at­ti­tude to­wards him. Love was not blaz­ing in her heart. He felt it, and his troubles seemed in­creased. He could not take her in his arms; he did not even try. Some­thing about her for­bade it. In part his opin­ion was the res­ult of his own ex­per­i­ences and re­flec­tions be­low stairs.

			“You’re ready, are you?” he said kindly.

			“Yes,” she answered.

			“We’ll go out for break­fast. This place down here doesn’t ap­peal to me very much.”

			“All right,” said Car­rie.

			They went out, and at the corner the com­mon­place Ir­ish in­di­vidu­al was stand­ing, eye­ing him. Hurst­wood could scarcely re­frain from show­ing that he knew of this chap’s pres­ence. The in­solence in the fel­low’s eye was galling. Still they passed, and he ex­plained to Car­rie con­cern­ing the city. An­oth­er res­taur­ant was not long in show­ing it­self, and here they entered.

			“What a queer town this is,” said Car­rie, who mar­velled at it solely be­cause it was not like Chica­go.

			“It isn’t as lively as Chica­go,” said Hurst­wood. “Don’t you like it?”

			“No,” said Car­rie, whose feel­ings were already loc­al­ised in the great West­ern city.

			“Well, it isn’t as in­ter­est­ing,” said Hurst­wood.

			“What’s here?” asked Car­rie, won­der­ing at his choos­ing to vis­it this town.

			“Noth­ing much,” re­turned Hurst­wood. “It’s quite a re­sort. There’s some pretty scenery about here.”

			Car­rie listened, but with a feel­ing of un­rest. There was much about her situ­ation which des­troyed the pos­sib­il­ity of ap­pre­ci­ation.

			“We won’t stay here long,” said Hurst­wood, who was now really glad to note her dis­sat­is­fac­tion. “You pick out your clothes as soon as break­fast is over and we’ll run down to New York soon. You’ll like that. It’s a lot more like a city than any place out­side Chica­go.”

			He was really plan­ning to slip out and away. He would see what these de­tect­ives would do—what move his em­ploy­ers at Chica­go would make—then he would slip away—down to New York, where it was easy to hide. He knew enough about that city to know that its mys­ter­ies and pos­sib­il­it­ies of mys­ti­fic­a­tion were in­fin­ite.

			The more he thought, how­ever, the more wretched his situ­ation be­came. He saw that get­ting here did not ex­actly clear up the ground. The firm would prob­ably em­ploy de­tect­ives to watch him—Pinker­ton men or agents of Mooney and Bo­land. They might ar­rest him the mo­ment he tried to leave Canada. So he might be com­pelled to re­main here months, and in what a state!

			Back at the hotel Hurst­wood was anxious and yet fear­ful to see the morn­ing pa­pers. He wanted to know how far the news of his crim­in­al deed had spread. So he told Car­rie he would be up in a few mo­ments, and went to se­cure and scan the dailies. No fa­mil­i­ar or sus­pi­cious faces were about, and yet he did not like read­ing in the lobby, so he sought the main par­lour on the floor above and, seated by a win­dow there, looked them over. Very little was giv­en to his crime, but it was there, sev­er­al “sticks” in all, among all the rif­fraff of tele­graphed murders, ac­ci­dents, mar­riages, and oth­er news. He wished, half sadly, that he could undo it all. Every mo­ment of his time in this far-off abode of safety but ad­ded to his feel­ing that he had made a great mis­take. There could have been an easi­er way out if he had only known.

			He left the pa­pers be­fore go­ing to the room, think­ing thus to keep them out of the hands of Car­rie.

			“Well, how are you feel­ing?” he asked of her. She was en­gaged in look­ing out of the win­dow.

			“Oh, all right,” she answered.

			He came over, and was about to be­gin a con­ver­sa­tion with her, when a knock came at their door.

			“Maybe it’s one of my par­cels,” said Car­rie.

			Hurst­wood opened the door, out­side of which stood the in­di­vidu­al whom he had so thor­oughly sus­pec­ted.

			“You’re Mr. Hurst­wood, are you?” said the lat­ter, with a volume of af­fected shrewd­ness and as­sur­ance.

			“Yes,” said Hurst­wood calmly. He knew the type so thor­oughly that some of his old fa­mil­i­ar in­dif­fer­ence to it re­turned. Such men as these were of the low­est strat­um wel­comed at the re­sort. He stepped out and closed the door.

			“Well, you know what I am here for, don’t you?” said the man con­fid­en­tially.

			“I can guess,” said Hurst­wood softly.

			“Well, do you in­tend to try and keep the money?”

			“That’s my af­fair,” said Hurst­wood grimly.

			“You can’t do it, you know,” said the de­tect­ive, eye­ing him coolly.

			“Look here, my man,” said Hurst­wood au­thor­it­at­ively, “you don’t un­der­stand any­thing about this case, and I can’t ex­plain to you. Whatever I in­tend to do I’ll do without ad­vice from the out­side. You’ll have to ex­cuse me.”

			“Well, now, there’s no use of your talk­ing that way,” said the man, “when you’re in the hands of the po­lice. We can make a lot of trouble for you if we want to. You’re not re­gistered right in this house, you haven’t got your wife with you, and the news­pa­pers don’t know you’re here yet. You might as well be reas­on­able.”

			“What do you want to know?” asked Hurst­wood.

			“Wheth­er you’re go­ing to send back that money or not.”

			Hurst­wood paused and stud­ied the floor.

			“There’s no use ex­plain­ing to you about this,” he said at last. “There’s no use of your ask­ing me. I’m no fool, you know. I know just what you can do and what you can’t. You can cre­ate a lot of trouble if you want to. I know that all right, but it won’t help you to get the money. Now, I’ve made up my mind what to do. I’ve already writ­ten Fitzger­ald and Moy, so there’s noth­ing I can say. You wait un­til you hear more from them.”

			All the time he had been talk­ing he had been mov­ing away from the door, down the cor­ridor, out of the hear­ing of Car­rie. They were now near the end where the cor­ridor opened in­to the large gen­er­al par­lour.

			“You won’t give it up?” said the man.

			The words ir­rit­ated Hurst­wood greatly. Hot blood poured in­to his brain. Many thoughts for­mu­lated them­selves. He was no thief. He didn’t want the money. If he could only ex­plain to Fitzger­ald and Moy, maybe it would be all right again.

			“See here,” he said, “there’s no use my talk­ing about this at all. I re­spect your power all right, but I’ll have to deal with the people who know.”

			“Well, you can’t get out of Canada with it,” said the man.

			“I don’t want to get out,” said Hurst­wood. “When I get ready there’ll be noth­ing to stop me for.”

			He turned back, and the de­tect­ive watched him closely. It seemed an in­tol­er­able thing. Still he went on and in­to the room.

			“Who was it?” asked Car­rie.

			“A friend of mine from Chica­go.”

			The whole of this con­ver­sa­tion was such a shock that, com­ing as it did after all the oth­er worry of the past week, it suf­ficed to in­duce a deep gloom and mor­al re­vul­sion in Hurst­wood. What hurt him most was the fact that he was be­ing pur­sued as a thief. He began to see the nature of that so­cial in­justice which sees but one side—of­ten but a single point in a long tragedy. All the news­pa­pers noted but one thing, his tak­ing the money. How and where­fore were but in­dif­fer­ently dealt with. All the com­plic­a­tions which led up to it were un­known. He was ac­cused without be­ing un­der­stood.

			Sit­ting in his room with Car­rie the same day, he de­cided to send the money back. He would write Fitzger­ald and Moy, ex­plain all, and then send it by ex­press. Maybe they would for­give him. Per­haps they would ask him back. He would make good the false state­ment he had made about writ­ing them. Then he would leave this pe­cu­li­ar town.

			For an hour he thought over this plaus­ible state­ment of the tangle. He wanted to tell them about his wife, but couldn’t. He fi­nally nar­rowed it down to an as­ser­tion that he was light­headed from en­ter­tain­ing friends, had found the safe open, and hav­ing gone so far as to take the money out, had ac­ci­dent­ally closed it. This act he re­gret­ted very much. He was sorry he had put them to so much trouble. He would undo what he could by send­ing the money back—the ma­jor por­tion of it. The re­mainder he would pay up as soon as he could. Was there any pos­sib­il­ity of his be­ing re­stored? This he only hin­ted at.

			The troubled state of the man’s mind may be judged by the very con­struc­tion of this let­ter. For the nonce he for­got what a pain­ful thing it would be to re­sume his old place, even if it were giv­en him. He for­got that he had severed him­self from the past as by a sword, and that if he did man­age to in some way re­unite him­self with it, the jagged line of sep­ar­a­tion and re­union would al­ways show. He was al­ways for­get­ting some­thing—his wife, Car­rie, his need of money, present situ­ation, or some­thing—and so did not reas­on clearly. Nev­er­the­less, he sent the let­ter, wait­ing a reply be­fore send­ing the money.

			Mean­while, he ac­cep­ted his present situ­ation with Car­rie, get­ting what joy out of it he could.

			Out came the sun by noon, and poured a golden flood through their open win­dows. Spar­rows were twit­ter­ing. There were laughter and song in the air. Hurst­wood could not keep his eyes from Car­rie. She seemed the one ray of sun­shine in all his trouble. Oh, if she would only love him wholly—only throw her arms around him in the bliss­ful spir­it in which he had seen her in the little park in Chica­go—how happy he would be! It would re­pay him; it would show him that he had not lost all. He would not care.

			“Car­rie,” he said, get­ting up once and com­ing over to her, “are you go­ing to stay with me from now on?”

			She looked at him quiz­zically, but melted with sym­pathy as the value of the look upon his face forced it­self upon her. It was love now, keen and strong—love en­hanced by dif­fi­culty and worry. She could not help smil­ing.

			“Let me be everything to you from now on,” he said. “Don’t make me worry any more. I’ll be true to you. We’ll go to New York and get a nice flat. I’ll go in­to busi­ness again, and we’ll be happy. Won’t you be mine?”

			Car­rie listened quite sol­emnly. There was no great pas­sion in her, but the drift of things and this man’s prox­im­ity cre­ated a semb­lance of af­fec­tion. She felt rather sorry for him—a sor­row born of what had only re­cently been a great ad­mir­a­tion. True love she had nev­er felt for him. She would have known as much if she could have ana­lysed her feel­ings, but this thing which she now felt aroused by his great feel­ing broke down the bar­ri­ers between them.

			“You’ll stay with me, won’t you?” he asked.

			“Yes,” she said, nod­ding her head.

			He gathered her to him­self, im­print­ing kisses upon her lips and cheeks.

			“You must marry me, though,” she said.

			“I’ll get a li­cense today,” he answered.

			“How?” she asked.

			“Un­der a new name,” he answered. “I’ll take a new name and live a new life. From now on I’m Mur­dock.”

			“Oh, don’t take that name,” said Car­rie.

			“Why not?” he said.

			“I don’t like it.”

			“Well, what shall I take?” he asked.

			“Oh, any­thing, only don’t take that.”

			He thought a while, still keep­ing his arms about her, and then said:

			“How would Wheel­er do?”

			“That’s all right,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, then, Wheel­er,” he said. “I’ll get the li­cense this af­ter­noon.”

			They were mar­ried by a Baptist min­is­ter, the first di­vine they found con­veni­ent.

			At last the Chica­go firm answered. It was by Mr. Moy’s dic­ta­tion. He was as­ton­ished that Hurst­wood had done this; very sorry that it had come about as it had. If the money were re­turned, they would not trouble to pro­sec­ute him, as they really bore him no ill-will. As for his re­turn­ing, or their restor­ing him to his former po­s­i­tion, they had not quite de­cided what the ef­fect of it would be. They would think it over and cor­res­pond with him later, pos­sibly, after a little time, and so on.

			The sum and sub­stance of it was that there was no hope, and they wanted the money with the least trouble pos­sible. Hurst­wood read his doom. He de­cided to pay $9,500 to the agent whom they said they would send, keep­ing $1,300 for his own use. He tele­graphed his ac­qui­es­cence, ex­plained to the rep­res­ent­at­ive who called at the hotel the same day, took a cer­ti­fic­ate of pay­ment, and told Car­rie to pack her trunk. He was slightly de­pressed over this new­est move at the time he began to make it, but even­tu­ally re­stored him­self. He feared that even yet he might be seized and taken back, so he tried to con­ceal his move­ments, but it was scarcely pos­sible. He ordered Car­rie’s trunk sent to the de­pot, where he had it sent by ex­press to New York. No one seemed to be ob­serving him, but he left at night. He was greatly agit­ated lest at the first sta­tion across the bor­der or at the de­pot in New York there should be wait­ing for him an of­ficer of the law.

			Car­rie, ig­nor­ant of his theft and his fears, en­joyed the entry in­to the lat­ter city in the morn­ing. The round green hills sen­tinelling the broad, ex­pans­ive bos­om of the Hud­son held her at­ten­tion by their beauty as the train fol­lowed the line of the stream. She had heard of the Hud­son River, the great city of New York, and now she looked out, filling her mind with the won­der of it.

			As the train turned east at Spuyten Duyvil and fol­lowed the east bank of the Har­lem River, Hurst­wood nervously called her at­ten­tion to the fact that they were on the edge of the city. After her ex­per­i­ence with Chica­go, she ex­pec­ted long lines of cars—a great high­way of tracks—and noted the dif­fer­ence. The sight of a few boats in the Har­lem and more in the East River tickled her young heart. It was the first sign of the great sea. Next came a plain street with five-story brick flats, and then the train plunged in­to the tun­nel.

			“Grand Cent­ral Sta­tion!” called the train­man, as, after a few minutes of dark­ness and smoke, day­light re­appeared. Hurst­wood arose and gathered up his small grip. He was screwed up to the highest ten­sion. With Car­rie he waited at the door and then dis­moun­ted. No one ap­proached him, but he glanced furt­ively to and fro as he made for the street en­trance. So ex­cited was he that he for­got all about Car­rie, who fell be­hind, won­der­ing at his self-ab­sorp­tion. As he passed through the de­pot prop­er the strain reached its cli­max and began to wane. All at once he was on the side­walk, and none but cab­men hailed him. He heaved a great breath and turned, re­mem­ber­ing Car­rie.

			“I thought you were go­ing to run off and leave me,” she said.

			“I was try­ing to re­mem­ber which car takes us to the Gil­sey,” he answered.

			Car­rie hardly heard him, so in­ter­ested was she in the busy scene.

			“How large is New York?” she asked.

			“Oh, a mil­lion or more,” said Hurst­wood.

			He looked around and hailed a cab, but he did so in a changed way.

			For the first time in years the thought that he must count these little ex­penses flashed through his mind. It was a dis­agree­able thing.

			He de­cided he would lose no time liv­ing in ho­tels but would rent a flat. Ac­cord­ingly he told Car­rie, and she agreed.

			“We’ll look today, if you want to,” she said.

			Sud­denly he thought of his ex­per­i­ence in Montreal. At the more im­port­ant ho­tels he would be cer­tain to meet Chica­goans whom he knew. He stood up and spoke to the driver.

			“Take me to the Belford,” he said, know­ing it to be less fre­quen­ted by those whom he knew. Then he sat down.

			“Where is the res­id­ence part?” asked Car­rie, who did not take the tall five-story walls on either hand to be the abodes of fam­il­ies.

			“Every­where,” said Hurst­wood, who knew the city fairly well. “There are no lawns in New York. All these are houses.”

			“Well, then, I don’t like it,” said Car­rie, who was com­ing to have a few opin­ions of her own.

		
	
		
			
				XXX

				The King­dom of Great­ness: The Pil­grim Ad­ream

			
			Whatever a man like Hurst­wood could be in Chica­go, it is very evid­ent that he would be but an in­con­spicu­ous drop in an ocean like New York. In Chica­go, whose pop­u­la­tion still ranged about 500,000, mil­lion­aires were not nu­mer­ous. The rich had not be­come so con­spicu­ously rich as to drown all mod­er­ate in­comes in ob­scur­ity. The at­ten­tion of the in­hab­it­ants was not so dis­trac­ted by loc­al celebrit­ies in the dra­mat­ic, artist­ic, so­cial, and re­li­gious fields as to shut the well-po­si­tioned man from view. In Chica­go the two roads to dis­tinc­tion were polit­ics and trade. In New York the roads were any one of a half-hun­dred, and each had been di­li­gently pur­sued by hun­dreds, so that celebrit­ies were nu­mer­ous. The sea was already full of whales. A com­mon fish must needs dis­ap­pear wholly from view—re­main un­seen. In oth­er words, Hurst­wood was noth­ing.

			There is a more subtle res­ult of such a situ­ation as this, which, though not al­ways taken in­to ac­count, pro­duces the tra­gedies of the world. The great cre­ate an at­mo­sphere which re­acts badly upon the small. This at­mo­sphere is eas­ily and quickly felt. Walk among the mag­ni­fi­cent res­id­ences, the splen­did equipages, the gil­ded shops, res­taur­ants, re­sorts of all kinds; scent the flowers, the silks, the wines; drink of the laughter spring­ing from the soul of lux­uri­ous con­tent, of the glances which gleam like light from de­fi­ant spears; feel the qual­ity of the smiles which cut like glisten­ing swords and of strides born of place, and you shall know of what is the at­mo­sphere of the high and mighty. Little use to ar­gue that of such is not the king­dom of great­ness, but so long as the world is at­trac­ted by this and the hu­man heart views this as the one de­sir­able realm which it must at­tain, so long, to that heart, will this re­main the realm of great­ness. So long, also, will the at­mo­sphere of this realm work its des­per­ate res­ults in the soul of man. It is like a chem­ic­al re­agent. One day of it, like one drop of the oth­er, will so af­fect and dis­col­our the views, the aims, the de­sire of the mind, that it will there­after re­main forever dyed. A day of it to the un­tried mind is like opi­um to the un­tried body. A crav­ing is set up which, if grat­i­fied, shall etern­ally res­ult in dreams and death. Aye! dreams un­ful­filled—gnaw­ing, lur­ing, idle phantoms which beck­on and lead, beck­on and lead, un­til death and dis­sol­u­tion dis­solve their power and re­store us blind to nature’s heart.

			A man of Hurst­wood’s age and tem­pera­ment is not sub­ject to the il­lu­sions and burn­ing de­sires of youth, but neither has he the strength of hope which gushes as a foun­tain in the heart of youth. Such an at­mo­sphere could not in­cite in him the crav­ings of a boy of eight­een, but in so far as they were ex­cited, the lack of hope made them pro­por­tion­ately bit­ter. He could not fail to no­tice the signs of af­flu­ence and lux­ury on every hand. He had been to New York be­fore and knew the re­sources of its folly. In part it was an awe­some place to him, for here gathered all that he most re­spec­ted on this earth—wealth, place, and fame. The ma­jor­ity of the celebrit­ies with whom he had tipped glasses in his day as man­ager hailed from this self-centred and pop­u­lous spot. The most in­vit­ing stor­ies of pleas­ure and lux­ury had been told of places and in­di­vidu­als here. He knew it to be true that un­con­sciously he was brush­ing el­bows with for­tune the livelong day; that a hun­dred or five hun­dred thou­sand gave no one the priv­ilege of liv­ing more than com­fort­ably in so wealthy a place. Fash­ion and pomp re­quired more ample sums, so that the poor man was nowhere. All this he real­ised, now quite sharply, as he faced the city, cut off from his friends, de­spoiled of his mod­est for­tune, and even his name, and forced to be­gin the battle for place and com­fort all over again. He was not old, but he was not so dull but that he could feel he soon would be. Of a sud­den, then, this show of fine clothes, place, and power took on pe­cu­li­ar sig­ni­fic­ance. It was em­phas­ised by con­trast with his own dis­tress­ing state.

			And it was dis­tress­ing. He soon found that free­dom from fear of ar­rest was not the sine qua non of his ex­ist­ence. That danger dis­solved, the next ne­ces­sity be­came the griev­ous thing. The paltry sum of thir­teen hun­dred and some odd dol­lars set against the need of rent, cloth­ing, food, and pleas­ure for years to come was a spec­tacle little cal­cu­lated to in­duce peace of mind in one who had been ac­cus­tomed to spend five times that sum in the course of a year. He thought upon the sub­ject rather act­ively the first few days he was in New York, and de­cided that he must act quickly. As a con­sequence, he con­sul­ted the busi­ness op­por­tun­it­ies ad­vert­ised in the morn­ing pa­pers and began in­vest­ig­a­tions on his own ac­count.

			That was not be­fore he had be­come settled, how­ever. Car­rie and he went look­ing for a flat, as ar­ranged, and found one in Sev­enty-eighth Street near Am­s­ter­dam Av­en­ue. It was a five-story build­ing, and their flat was on the third floor. Ow­ing to the fact that the street was not yet built up solidly, it was pos­sible to see east to the green tops of the trees in Cent­ral Park and west to the broad wa­ters of the Hud­son, a glimpse of which was to be had out of the west win­dows. For the priv­ilege of six rooms and a bath, run­ning in a straight line, they were com­pelled to pay thirty-five dol­lars a month—an av­er­age, and yet ex­or­bit­ant, rent for a home at the time. Car­rie no­ticed the dif­fer­ence between the size of the rooms here and in Chica­go and men­tioned it.

			“You’ll not find any­thing bet­ter, dear,” said Hurst­wood, “un­less you go in­to one of the old-fash­ioned houses, and then you won’t have any of these con­veni­ences.”

			Car­rie picked out the new abode be­cause of its new­ness and bright wood­work. It was one of the very new ones sup­plied with steam heat, which was a great ad­vant­age. The sta­tion­ary range, hot and cold wa­ter, dumb­waiter, speak­ing tubes, and call-bell for the jan­it­or pleased her very much. She had enough of the in­stincts of a house­wife to take great sat­is­fac­tion in these things.

			Hurst­wood made ar­range­ment with one of the in­stal­ment houses whereby they fur­nished the flat com­plete and ac­cep­ted fifty dol­lars down and ten dol­lars a month. He then had a little plate, bear­ing the name G. W. Wheel­er, made, which he placed on his let­ter-box in the hall. It soun­ded ex­ceed­ingly odd to Car­rie to be called Mrs. Wheel­er by the jan­it­or, but in time she be­came used to it and looked upon the name as her own.

			These house de­tails settled, Hurst­wood vis­ited some of the ad­vert­ised op­por­tun­it­ies to pur­chase an in­terest in some flour­ish­ing down­town bar. After the pala­tial re­sort in Adams Street, he could not stom­ach the com­mon­place sa­loons which he found ad­vert­ised. He lost a num­ber of days look­ing up these and find­ing them dis­agree­able. He did, how­ever, gain con­sid­er­able know­ledge by talk­ing, for he dis­covered the in­flu­ence of Tam­many Hall and the value of stand­ing in with the po­lice. The most prof­it­able and flour­ish­ing places he found to be those which con­duc­ted any­thing but a le­git­im­ate busi­ness, such as that con­trolled by Fitzger­ald and Moy. El­eg­ant back rooms and private drink­ing booths on the second floor were usu­ally ad­juncts of very prof­it­able places. He saw by portly keep­ers, whose shirt fronts shone with large dia­monds, and whose clothes were prop­erly cut, that the li­quor busi­ness here, as else­where, yiel­ded the same golden profit.

			At last he found an in­di­vidu­al who had a re­sort in War­ren Street, which seemed an ex­cel­lent ven­ture. It was fairly well-ap­pear­ing and sus­cept­ible of im­prove­ment. The own­er claimed the busi­ness to be ex­cel­lent, and it cer­tainly looked so.

			“We deal with a very good class of people,” he told Hurst­wood. “Mer­chants, sales­men, and pro­fes­sion­als. It’s a well-dressed class. No bums. We don’t al­low ’em in the place.”

			Hurst­wood listened to the cash-re­gister ring, and watched the trade for a while.

			“It’s prof­it­able enough for two, is it?” he asked.

			“You can see for your­self if you’re any judge of the li­quor trade,” said the own­er. “This is only one of the two places I have. The oth­er is down in Nas­sau Street. I can’t tend to them both alone. If I had someone who knew the busi­ness thor­oughly I wouldn’t mind shar­ing with him in this one and let­ting him man­age it.”

			“I’ve had ex­per­i­ence enough,” said Hurst­wood blandly, but he felt a little dif­fid­ent about re­fer­ring to Fitzger­ald and Moy.

			“Well, you can suit your­self, Mr. Wheel­er,” said the pro­pri­et­or.

			He only offered a third in­terest in the stock, fix­tures, and good­will, and this in re­turn for a thou­sand dol­lars and ma­na­geri­al abil­ity on the part of the one who should come in. There was no prop­erty in­volved, be­cause the own­er of the sa­loon merely ren­ted from an es­tate.

			The of­fer was genu­ine enough, but it was a ques­tion with Hurst­wood wheth­er a third in­terest in that loc­al­ity could be made to yield one hun­dred and fifty dol­lars a month, which he figured he must have in or­der to meet the or­din­ary fam­ily ex­penses and be com­fort­able. It was not the time, how­ever, after many fail­ures to find what he wanted, to hes­it­ate. It looked as though a third would pay a hun­dred a month now. By ju­di­cious man­age­ment and im­prove­ment, it might be made to pay more. Ac­cord­ingly he agreed to enter in­to part­ner­ship, and made over his thou­sand dol­lars, pre­par­ing to enter the next day.

			His first in­clin­a­tion was to be elated, and he con­fided to Car­rie that he thought he had made an ex­cel­lent ar­range­ment. Time, how­ever, in­tro­duced food for re­flec­tion. He found his part­ner to be very dis­agree­able. Fre­quently he was the worse for li­quor, which made him surly. This was the last thing which Hurst­wood was used to in busi­ness. Be­sides, the busi­ness var­ied. It was noth­ing like the class of pat­ron­age which he had en­joyed in Chica­go. He found that it would take a long time to make friends. These people hur­ried in and out without seek­ing the pleas­ures of friend­ship. It was no gath­er­ing or loun­ging place. Whole days and weeks passed without one such hearty greet­ing as he had been wont to en­joy every day in Chica­go.

			For an­oth­er thing, Hurst­wood missed the celebrit­ies—those well-dressed, elite in­di­vidu­als who lend grace to the av­er­age bars and bring news from far-off and ex­clus­ive circles. He did not see one such in a month. Even­ings, when still at his post, he would oc­ca­sion­ally read in the even­ing pa­pers in­cid­ents con­cern­ing celebrit­ies whom he knew—whom he had drunk a glass with many a time. They would vis­it a bar like Fitzger­ald and Moy’s in Chica­go, or the Hoff­man House, up­town, but he knew that he would nev­er see them down here.

			Again, the busi­ness did not pay as well as he thought. It in­creased a little, but he found he would have to watch his house­hold ex­penses, which was hu­mi­li­at­ing.

			In the very be­gin­ning it was a de­light to go home late at night, as he did, and find Car­rie. He man­aged to run up and take din­ner with her between six and sev­en, and to re­main home un­til nine o’clock in the morn­ing, but the nov­elty of this waned after a time, and he began to feel the drag of his du­ties.

			The first month had scarcely passed be­fore Car­rie said in a very nat­ur­al way: “I think I’ll go down this week and buy a dress.”

			“What kind?” said Hurst­wood.

			“Oh, some­thing for street wear.”

			“All right,” he answered, smil­ing, al­though he noted men­tally that it would be more agree­able to his fin­ances if she didn’t. Noth­ing was said about it the next day, but the fol­low­ing morn­ing he asked:

			“Have you done any­thing about your dress?”

			“Not yet,” said Car­rie.

			He paused a few mo­ments, as if in thought, and then said:

			“Would you mind put­ting it off a few days?”

			“No,” replied Car­rie, who did not catch the drift of his re­marks. She had nev­er thought of him in con­nec­tion with money troubles be­fore. “Why?”

			“Well, I’ll tell you,” said Hurst­wood. “This in­vest­ment of mine is tak­ing a lot of money just now. I ex­pect to get it all back shortly, but just at present I am run­ning close.”

			“Oh!” answered Car­rie. “Why, cer­tainly, dear. Why didn’t you tell me be­fore?”

			“It wasn’t ne­ces­sary,” said Hurst­wood.

			For all her ac­qui­es­cence, there was some­thing about the way Hurst­wood spoke which re­minded Car­rie of Drou­et and his little deal which he was al­ways about to put through. It was only the thought of a second, but it was a be­gin­ning. It was some­thing new in her think­ing of Hurst­wood.

			Oth­er things fol­lowed from time to time, little things of the same sort, which in their cu­mu­lat­ive ef­fect were even­tu­ally equal to a full rev­el­a­tion. Car­rie was not dull by any means. Two per­sons can­not long dwell to­geth­er without com­ing to an un­der­stand­ing of one an­oth­er. The men­tal dif­fi­culties of an in­di­vidu­al re­veal them­selves wheth­er he vol­un­tar­ily con­fesses them or not. Trouble gets in the air and con­trib­utes gloom, which speaks for it­self. Hurst­wood dressed as nicely as usu­al, but they were the same clothes he had in Canada. Car­rie no­ticed that he did not in­stall a large ward­robe, though his own was any­thing but large. She no­ticed, also, that he did not sug­gest many amuse­ments, said noth­ing about the food, seemed con­cerned about his busi­ness. This was not the easy Hurst­wood of Chica­go—not the lib­er­al, op­u­lent Hurst­wood she had known. The change was too ob­vi­ous to es­cape de­tec­tion.

			In time she began to feel that a change had come about, and that she was not in his con­fid­ence. He was evid­ently se­cret­ive and kept his own coun­sel. She found her­self ask­ing him ques­tions about little things. This is a dis­agree­able state to a wo­man. Great love makes it seem reas­on­able, some­times plaus­ible, but nev­er sat­is­fact­ory. Where great love is not, a more def­in­ite and less sat­is­fact­ory con­clu­sion is reached.

			As for Hurst­wood, he was mak­ing a great fight against the dif­fi­culties of a changed con­di­tion. He was too shrewd not to real­ise the tre­mend­ous mis­take he had made, and ap­pre­ci­ate that he had done well in get­ting where he was, and yet he could not help con­trast­ing his present state with his former, hour after hour, and day after day.

			Be­sides, he had the dis­agree­able fear of meet­ing old-time friends, ever since one such en­counter which he made shortly after his ar­rival in the city. It was in Broad­way that he saw a man ap­proach­ing him whom he knew. There was no time for sim­u­lat­ing non-re­cog­ni­tion. The ex­change of glances had been too sharp, the know­ledge of each oth­er too ap­par­ent. So the friend, a buy­er for one of the Chica­go whole­sale houses, felt, per­force, the ne­ces­sity of stop­ping.

			“How are you?” he said, ex­tend­ing his hand with an evid­ent mix­ture of feel­ing and a lack of plaus­ible in­terest.

			“Very well,” said Hurst­wood, equally em­bar­rassed. “How is it with you?”

			“All right; I’m down here do­ing a little buy­ing. Are you loc­ated here now?”

			“Yes,” said Hurst­wood, “I have a place down in War­ren Street.”

			“Is that so?” said the friend. “Glad to hear it. I’ll come down and see you.”

			“Do,” said Hurst­wood.

			“So long,” said the oth­er, smil­ing af­fably and go­ing on.

			“He nev­er asked for my num­ber,” thought Hurst­wood; “he wouldn’t think of com­ing.” He wiped his fore­head, which had grown damp, and hoped sin­cerely he would meet no one else.

			These things told upon his good-nature, such as it was. His one hope was that things would change for the bet­ter in a money way. He had Car­rie. His fur­niture was be­ing paid for. He was main­tain­ing his po­s­i­tion. As for Car­rie, the amuse­ments he could give her would have to do for the present. He could prob­ably keep up his pre­ten­sions suf­fi­ciently long without ex­pos­ure to make good, and then all would be well. He failed therein to take ac­count of the frailties of hu­man nature—the dif­fi­culties of mat­ri­mo­ni­al life. Car­rie was young. With him and with her vary­ing men­tal states were com­mon. At any mo­ment the ex­tremes of feel­ing might be anti-po­lar­ised at the din­ner table. This of­ten hap­pens in the best reg­u­lated fam­il­ies. Little things brought out on such oc­ca­sions need great love to ob­lit­er­ate them af­ter­ward. Where that is not, both parties count two and two and make a prob­lem after a while.

		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				A Pet of Good For­tune: Broad­way Flaunts Its Joys

			
			The ef­fect of the city and his own situ­ation on Hurst­wood was par­alleled in the case of Car­rie, who ac­cep­ted the things which for­tune provided with the most gen­i­al good-nature. New York, des­pite her first ex­pres­sion of dis­ap­prov­al, soon in­ter­ested her ex­ceed­ingly. Its clear at­mo­sphere, more pop­u­lous thor­ough­fares, and pe­cu­li­ar in­dif­fer­ence struck her for­cibly. She had nev­er seen such a little flat as hers, and yet it soon en­lis­ted her af­fec­tion. The new fur­niture made an ex­cel­lent show­ing, the side­board which Hurst­wood him­self ar­ranged gleamed brightly. The fur­niture for each room was ap­pro­pri­ate, and in the so-called par­lour, or front room, was in­stalled a pi­ano, be­cause Car­rie said she would like to learn to play. She kept a ser­vant and de­veloped rap­idly in house­hold tac­tics and in­form­a­tion. For the first time in her life she felt settled, and some­what jus­ti­fied in the eyes of so­ci­ety as she con­ceived of it. Her thoughts were merry and in­no­cent enough. For a long while she con­cerned her­self over the ar­range­ment of New York flats, and wondered at ten fam­il­ies liv­ing in one build­ing and all re­main­ing strange and in­dif­fer­ent to each oth­er. She also mar­velled at the whistles of the hun­dreds of ves­sels in the har­bour—the long, low cries of the Sound steam­ers and ferry­boats when fog was on. The mere fact that these things spoke from the sea made them won­der­ful. She looked much at what she could see of the Hud­son from her west win­dows and of the great city build­ing up rap­idly on either hand. It was much to pon­der over, and suf­ficed to en­ter­tain her for more than a year without be­com­ing stale.

			For an­oth­er thing, Hurst­wood was ex­ceed­ingly in­ter­est­ing in his af­fec­tion for her. Troubled as he was, he nev­er ex­posed his dif­fi­culties to her. He car­ried him­self with the same self-im­port­ant air, took his new state with easy fa­mili­ar­ity, and re­joiced in Car­rie’s pro­cliv­it­ies and suc­cesses. Each even­ing he ar­rived promptly to din­ner, and found the little din­ing-room a most in­vit­ing spec­tacle. In a way, the small­ness of the room ad­ded to its lux­ury. It looked full and re­plete. The white-covered table was ar­rayed with pretty dishes and lighted with a four-armed can­de­labra, each light of which was topped with a red shade. Between Car­rie and the girl the steaks and chops came out all right, and canned goods did the rest for a while. Car­rie stud­ied the art of mak­ing bis­cuit, and soon reached the stage where she could show a plate of light, pal­at­able morsels for her la­bour.

			In this man­ner the second, third, and fourth months passed. Winter came, and with it a feel­ing that in­doors was best, so that the at­tend­ing of theatres was not much talked of. Hurst­wood made great ef­forts to meet all ex­pendit­ures without a show of feel­ing one way or the oth­er. He pre­ten­ded that he was re­in­vest­ing his money in strength­en­ing the busi­ness for great­er ends in the fu­ture. He con­ten­ted him­self with a very mod­er­ate al­low­ance of per­son­al ap­par­el, and rarely sug­ges­ted any­thing for Car­rie. Thus the first winter passed.

			In the second year, the busi­ness which Hurst­wood man­aged did in­crease some­what. He got out of it reg­u­larly the $150 per month which he had an­ti­cip­ated. Un­for­tu­nately, by this time Car­rie had reached cer­tain con­clu­sions, and he had scraped up a few ac­quaint­ances.

			Be­ing of a pass­ive and re­cept­ive rather than an act­ive and ag­gress­ive nature, Car­rie ac­cep­ted the situ­ation. Her state seemed sat­is­fact­ory enough. Once in a while they would go to a theatre to­geth­er, oc­ca­sion­ally in sea­son to the beaches and dif­fer­ent points about the city, but they picked up no ac­quaint­ances. Hurst­wood nat­ur­ally aban­doned his show of fine man­ners with her and mod­i­fied his at­ti­tude to one of easy fa­mili­ar­ity. There were no mis­un­der­stand­ings, no ap­par­ent dif­fer­ences of opin­ion. In fact, without money or vis­it­ing friends, he led a life which could neither arouse jeal­ousy nor com­ment. Car­rie rather sym­path­ised with his ef­forts and thought noth­ing upon her lack of en­ter­tain­ment such as she had en­joyed in Chica­go. New York as a cor­por­ate en­tity and her flat tem­por­ar­ily seemed suf­fi­cient.

			How­ever, as Hurst­wood’s busi­ness in­creased, he, as stated, began to pick up ac­quaint­ances. He also began to al­low him­self more clothes. He con­vinced him­self that his home life was very pre­cious to him, but al­lowed that he could oc­ca­sion­ally stay away from din­ner. The first time he did this he sent a mes­sage say­ing that he would be de­tained. Car­rie ate alone, and wished that it might not hap­pen again. The second time, also, he sent word, but at the last mo­ment. The third time he for­got en­tirely and ex­plained af­ter­wards. These events were months apart, each.

			“Where were you, George?” asked Car­rie, after the first ab­sence.

			“Tied up at the of­fice,” he said gen­i­ally. “There were some ac­counts I had to straight­en.”

			“I’m sorry you couldn’t get home,” she said kindly. “I was fix­ing to have such a nice din­ner.”

			The second time he gave a sim­il­ar ex­cuse, but the third time the feel­ing about it in Car­rie’s mind was a little bit out of the or­din­ary.

			“I couldn’t get home,” he said, when he came in later in the even­ing, “I was so busy.”

			“Couldn’t you have sent me word?” asked Car­rie.

			“I meant to,” he said, “but you know I for­got it un­til it was too late to do any good.”

			“And I had such a good din­ner!” said Car­rie.

			Now, it so happened that from his ob­ser­va­tions of Car­rie he began to ima­gine that she was of the thor­oughly do­mest­ic type of mind. He really thought, after a year, that her chief ex­pres­sion in life was find­ing its nat­ur­al chan­nel in house­hold du­ties. Not­with­stand­ing the fact that he had ob­served her act in Chica­go, and that dur­ing the past year he had only seen her lim­ited in her re­la­tions to her flat and him by con­di­tions which he made, and that she had not gained any friends or as­so­ci­ates, he drew this pe­cu­li­ar con­clu­sion. With it came a feel­ing of sat­is­fac­tion in hav­ing a wife who could thus be con­tent, and this sat­is­fac­tion worked its nat­ur­al res­ult. That is, since he ima­gined he saw her sat­is­fied, he felt called upon to give only that which con­trib­uted to such sat­is­fac­tion. He sup­plied the fur­niture, the dec­or­a­tions, the food, and the ne­ces­sary cloth­ing. Thoughts of en­ter­tain­ing her, lead­ing her out in­to the shine and show of life, grew less and less. He felt at­trac­ted to the out­er world, but did not think she would care to go along. Once he went to the theatre alone. An­oth­er time he joined a couple of his new friends at an even­ing game of poker. Since his money-feath­ers were be­gin­ning to grow again he felt like spru­cing about. All this, how­ever, in a much less im­pos­ing way than had been his wont in Chica­go. He avoided the gay places where he would be apt to meet those who had known him.

			Now, Car­rie began to feel this in vari­ous sens­ory ways. She was not the kind to be ser­i­ously dis­turbed by his ac­tions. Not lov­ing him greatly, she could not be jeal­ous in a dis­turb­ing way. In fact, she was not jeal­ous at all. Hurst­wood was pleased with her pla­cid man­ner, when he should have duly con­sidered it. When he did not come home it did not seem any­thing like a ter­rible thing to her. She gave him cred­it for hav­ing the usu­al al­lure­ments of men—people to talk to, places to stop, friends to con­sult with. She was per­fectly will­ing that he should en­joy him­self in his way, but she did not care to be neg­lected her­self. Her state still seemed fairly reas­on­able, how­ever. All she did ob­serve was that Hurst­wood was some­what dif­fer­ent.

			Some time in the second year of their res­id­ence in Sev­enty-eighth Street the flat across the hall from Car­rie be­came va­cant, and in­to it moved a very hand­some young wo­man and her hus­band, with both of whom Car­rie af­ter­wards be­came ac­quain­ted. This was brought about solely by the ar­range­ment of the flats, which were united in one place, as it were, by the dumb­waiter. This use­ful el­ev­at­or, by which fuel, gro­cer­ies, and the like were sent up from the base­ment, and garbage and waste sent down, was used by both res­id­ents of one floor; that is, a small door opened in­to it from each flat.

			If the oc­cu­pants of both flats answered to the whistle of the jan­it­or at the same time, they would stand face to face when they opened the dumb­waiter doors. One morn­ing, when Car­rie went to re­move her pa­per, the new­comer, a hand­some bru­nette of per­haps twenty-three years of age, was there for a like pur­pose. She was in a night-robe and dress­ing-gown, with her hair very much tousled, but she looked so pretty and good-natured that Car­rie in­stantly con­ceived a lik­ing for her. The new­comer did no more than smile shame­facedly, but it was suf­fi­cient. Car­rie felt that she would like to know her, and a sim­il­ar feel­ing stirred in the mind of the oth­er, who ad­mired Car­rie’s in­no­cent face.

			“That’s a real pretty wo­man who has moved in next door,” said Car­rie to Hurst­wood at the break­fast table.

			“Who are they?” asked Hurst­wood.

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie. “The name on the bell is Vance. Someone over there plays beau­ti­fully. I guess it must be she.”

			“Well, you nev­er can tell what sort of people you’re liv­ing next to in this town, can you?” said Hurst­wood, ex­press­ing the cus­tom­ary New York opin­ion about neigh­bours.

			“Just think,” said Car­rie, “I have been in this house with nine oth­er fam­il­ies for over a year and I don’t know a soul. These people have been here over a month and I haven’t seen any­one be­fore this morn­ing.”

			“It’s just as well,” said Hurst­wood. “You nev­er know who you’re go­ing to get in with. Some of these people are pretty bad com­pany.”

			“I ex­pect so,” said Car­rie, agree­ably.

			The con­ver­sa­tion turned to oth­er things, and Car­rie thought no more upon the sub­ject un­til a day or two later, when, go­ing out to mar­ket, she en­countered Mrs. Vance com­ing in. The lat­ter re­cog­nised her and nod­ded, for which Car­rie re­turned a smile. This settled the prob­ab­il­ity of ac­quaint­ance­ship. If there had been no faint re­cog­ni­tion on this oc­ca­sion, there would have been no fu­ture as­so­ci­ation.

			Car­rie saw no more of Mrs. Vance for sev­er­al weeks, but she heard her play through the thin walls which di­vided the front rooms of the flats, and was pleased by the merry se­lec­tion of pieces and the bril­liance of their rendi­tion. She could play only mod­er­ately her­self, and such vari­ety as Mrs. Vance ex­er­cised bordered, for Car­rie, upon the verge of great art. Everything she had seen and heard thus far—the merest scraps and shad­ows—in­dic­ated that these people were, in a meas­ure, re­fined and in com­fort­able cir­cum­stances. So Car­rie was ready for any ex­ten­sion of the friend­ship which might fol­low.

			One day Car­rie’s bell rang and the ser­vant, who was in the kit­chen, pressed the but­ton which caused the front door of the gen­er­al en­trance on the ground floor to be elec­tric­ally un­latched. When Car­rie waited at her own door on the third floor to see who it might be com­ing up to call on her, Mrs. Vance ap­peared.

			“I hope you’ll ex­cuse me,” she said. “I went out a while ago and for­got my out­side key, so I thought I’d ring your bell.”

			This was a com­mon trick of oth­er res­id­ents of the build­ing, whenev­er they had for­got­ten their out­side keys. They did not apo­lo­gise for it, how­ever.

			“Cer­tainly,” said Car­rie. “I’m glad you did. I do the same thing some­times.”

			“Isn’t it just de­light­ful weath­er?” said Mrs. Vance, paus­ing for a mo­ment.

			Thus, after a few more pre­lim­in­ar­ies, this vis­it­ing ac­quaint­ance was well launched, and in the young Mrs. Vance Car­rie found an agree­able com­pan­ion.

			On sev­er­al oc­ca­sions Car­rie vis­ited her and was vis­ited. Both flats were good to look upon, though that of the Vances ten­ded some­what more to the lux­uri­ous.

			“I want you to come over this even­ing and meet my hus­band,” said Mrs. Vance, not long after their in­tim­acy began. “He wants to meet you. You play cards, don’t you?”

			“A little,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, we’ll have a game of cards. If your hus­band comes home bring him over.”

			“He’s not com­ing to din­ner to­night,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, when he does come we’ll call him in.”

			Car­rie ac­qui­esced, and that even­ing met the portly Vance, an in­di­vidu­al a few years young­er than Hurst­wood, and who owed his seem­ingly com­fort­able mat­ri­mo­ni­al state much more to his money than to his good looks. He thought well of Car­rie upon the first glance and laid him­self out to be gen­i­al, teach­ing her a new game of cards and talk­ing to her about New York and its pleas­ures. Mrs. Vance played some upon the pi­ano, and at last Hurst­wood came.

			“I am very glad to meet you,” he said to Mrs. Vance when Car­rie in­tro­duced him, show­ing much of the old grace which had cap­tiv­ated Car­rie.

			“Did you think your wife had run away?” said Mr. Vance, ex­tend­ing his hand upon in­tro­duc­tion.

			“I didn’t know but what she might have found a bet­ter hus­band,” said Hurst­wood.

			He now turned his at­ten­tion to Mrs. Vance, and in a flash Car­rie saw again what she for some time had sub­con­sciously missed in Hurst­wood—the adroit­ness and flat­tery of which he was cap­able. She also saw that she was not well dressed—not nearly as well dressed—as Mrs. Vance. These were not vague ideas any longer. Her situ­ation was cleared up for her. She felt that her life was be­com­ing stale, and therein she felt cause for gloom. The old help­ful, ur­ging mel­an­choly was re­stored. The de­sirous Car­rie was whispered to con­cern­ing her pos­sib­il­it­ies.

			There were no im­me­di­ate res­ults to this awaken­ing, for Car­rie had little power of ini­ti­at­ive; but, nev­er­the­less, she seemed ever cap­able of get­ting her­self in­to the tide of change where she would be eas­ily borne along. Hurst­wood no­ticed noth­ing. He had been un­con­scious of the marked con­trasts which Car­rie had ob­served. He did not even de­tect the shade of mel­an­choly which settled in her eyes. Worst of all, she now began to feel the loneli­ness of the flat and seek the com­pany of Mrs. Vance, who liked her ex­ceed­ingly.

			“Let’s go to the mat­in­ee this af­ter­noon,” said Mrs. Vance, who had stepped across in­to Car­rie’s flat one morn­ing, still ar­rayed in a soft pink dress­ing-gown, which she had donned upon rising. Hurst­wood and Vance had gone their sep­ar­ate ways nearly an hour be­fore.

			“All right,” said Car­rie, no­ti­cing the air of the pet­ted and well-groomed wo­man in Mrs. Vance’s gen­er­al ap­pear­ance. She looked as though she was dearly loved and her every wish grat­i­fied. “What shall we see?”

			“Oh, I do want to see Nat Good­win,” said Mrs. Vance. “I do think he is the jol­li­est act­or. The pa­pers say this is such a good play.”

			“What time will we have to start?” asked Car­rie.

			“Let’s go at one and walk down Broad­way from Thirty-fourth Street,” said Mrs. Vance. “It’s such an in­ter­est­ing walk. He’s at the Madis­on Square.”

			“I’ll be glad to go,” said Car­rie. “How much will we have to pay for seats?”

			“Not more than a dol­lar,” said Mrs. Vance.

			The lat­ter de­par­ted, and at one o’clock re­appeared, stun­ningly ar­rayed in a dark-blue walk­ing dress, with a nobby hat to match. Car­rie had got­ten her­self up charm­ingly enough, but this wo­man pained her by con­trast. She seemed to have so many dainty little things which Car­rie had not. There were trinkets of gold, an el­eg­ant green leath­er purse set with her ini­tials, a fancy handker­chief, ex­ceed­ingly rich in design, and the like. Car­rie felt that she needed more and bet­ter clothes to com­pare with this wo­man, and that any­one look­ing at the two would pick Mrs. Vance for her raiment alone. It was a try­ing, though rather un­just thought, for Car­rie had now de­veloped an equally pleas­ing fig­ure, and had grown in come­li­ness un­til she was a thor­oughly at­tract­ive type of her col­our of beauty. There was some dif­fer­ence in the cloth­ing of the two, both of qual­ity and age, but this dif­fer­ence was not es­pe­cially no­tice­able. It served, how­ever, to aug­ment Car­rie’s dis­sat­is­fac­tion with her state.

			The walk down Broad­way, then as now, was one of the re­mark­able fea­tures of the city. There gathered, be­fore the mat­in­ee and af­ter­wards, not only all the pretty wo­men who love a showy parade, but the men who love to gaze upon and ad­mire them. It was a very im­pos­ing pro­ces­sion of pretty faces and fine clothes. Wo­men ap­peared in their very best hats, shoes, and gloves, and walked arm in arm on their way to the fine shops or theatres strung along from Four­teenth to Thirty-fourth streets. Equally the men paraded with the very latest they could af­ford. A tail­or might have se­cured hints on suit meas­ure­ments, a shoe­maker on prop­er lasts and col­ours, a hat­ter on hats. It was lit­er­ally true that if a lov­er of fine clothes se­cured a new suit, it was sure to have its first air­ing on Broad­way. So true and well un­der­stood was this fact, that sev­er­al years later a pop­u­lar song, de­tail­ing this and oth­er facts con­cern­ing the af­ter­noon parade on mat­in­ee days, and en­titled “What Right Has He on Broad­way?” was pub­lished, and had quite a vogue about the mu­sic-halls of the city.

			In all her stay in the city, Car­rie had nev­er heard of this showy parade; had nev­er even been on Broad­way when it was tak­ing place. On the oth­er hand, it was a fa­mil­i­ar thing to Mrs. Vance, who not only knew of it as an en­tity, but had of­ten been in it, go­ing pur­posely to see and be seen, to cre­ate a stir with her beauty and dis­pel any tend­ency to fall short in dressi­ness by con­trast­ing her­self with the beauty and fash­ion of the town.

			Car­rie stepped along eas­ily enough after they got out of the car at Thirty-fourth Street, but soon fixed her eyes upon the lovely com­pany which swarmed by and with them as they pro­ceeded. She no­ticed sud­denly that Mrs. Vance’s man­ner had rather stiffened un­der the gaze of hand­some men and el­eg­antly dressed ladies, whose glances were not mod­i­fied by any rules of pro­pri­ety. To stare seemed the prop­er and nat­ur­al thing. Car­rie found her­self stared at and ogled. Men in flaw­less top­coats, high hats, and sil­ver-headed walk­ing sticks el­bowed near and looked too of­ten in­to con­scious eyes. Ladies rustled by in dresses of stiff cloth, shed­ding af­fected smiles and per­fume. Car­rie no­ticed among them the sprink­ling of good­ness and the heavy per­cent­age of vice. The rouged and powdered cheeks and lips, the scen­ted hair, the large, misty, and lan­guor­ous eye, were com­mon enough. With a start she awoke to find that she was in fash­ion’s crowd, on parade in a show place—and such a show place! Jew­ellers’ win­dows gleamed along the path with re­mark­able fre­quency. Flor­ist shops, fur­ri­ers, hab­er­dash­ers, con­fec­tion­ers—all fol­lowed in rap­id suc­ces­sion. The street was full of coaches. Pom­pous door­men in im­mense coats, shiny brass belts and but­tons, waited in front of ex­pens­ive sales­rooms. Coach­men in tan boots, white tights, and blue jack­ets waited ob­sequiously for the mis­tresses of car­riages who were shop­ping in­side. The whole street bore the fla­vour of riches and show, and Car­rie felt that she was not of it. She could not, for the life of her, as­sume the at­ti­tude and smart­ness of Mrs. Vance, who, in her beauty, was all as­sur­ance. She could only ima­gine that it must be evid­ent to many that she was the less hand­somely dressed of the two. It cut her to the quick, and she re­solved that she would not come here again un­til she looked bet­ter. At the same time she longed to feel the de­light of parad­ing here as an equal. Ah, then she would be happy!

		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				The Feast of Belshaz­zar: A Seer to Trans­late

			
			Such feel­ings as were gen­er­ated in Car­rie by this walk put her in an ex­ceed­ingly re­cept­ive mood for the pathos which fol­lowed in the play. The act­or whom they had gone to see had achieved his pop­ular­ity by present­ing a mel­low type of com­edy, in which suf­fi­cient sor­row was in­tro­duced to lend con­trast and re­lief to hu­mour. For Car­rie, as we well know, the stage had a great at­trac­tion. She had nev­er for­got­ten her one his­tri­on­ic achieve­ment in Chica­go. It dwelt in her mind and oc­cu­pied her con­scious­ness dur­ing many long af­ter­noons in which her rock­ing-chair and her latest nov­el con­trib­uted the only pleas­ures of her state. Nev­er could she wit­ness a play without hav­ing her own abil­ity vividly brought to con­scious­ness. Some scenes made her long to be a part of them—to give ex­pres­sion to the feel­ings which she, in the place of the char­ac­ter rep­res­en­ted, would feel. Al­most in­vari­ably she would carry the vivid ima­gin­a­tions away with her and brood over them the next day alone. She lived as much in these things as in the real­it­ies which made up her daily life.

			It was not of­ten that she came to the play stirred to her heart’s core by ac­tu­al­it­ies. Today a low song of long­ing had been set singing in her heart by the finery, the mer­ri­ment, the beauty she had seen. Oh, these wo­men who had passed her by, hun­dreds and hun­dreds strong, who were they? Whence came the rich, el­eg­ant dresses, the as­ton­ish­ingly col­oured but­tons, the knick­knacks of sil­ver and gold? Where were these lovely creatures housed? Amid what el­eg­an­cies of carved fur­niture, dec­or­ated walls, elab­or­ate tapestries did they move? Where were their rich apart­ments, loaded with all that money could provide? In what stables champed these sleek, nervous horses and res­ted the gor­geous car­riages? Where lounged the richly groomed foot­men? Oh, the man­sions, the lights, the per­fume, the loaded bou­doirs and tables! New York must be filled with such bowers, or the beau­ti­ful, in­solent, su­per­cili­ous creatures could not be. Some hot­houses held them. It ached her to know that she was not one of them—that, alas, she had dreamed a dream and it had not come true. She wondered at her own solitude these two years past—her in­dif­fer­ence to the fact that she had nev­er achieved what she had ex­pec­ted.

			The play was one of those draw­ing-room con­coc­tions in which charm­ingly over­dressed ladies and gen­tle­men suf­fer the pangs of love and jeal­ousy amid gil­ded sur­round­ings. Such bon-mots are ever en­ti­cing to those who have all their days longed for such ma­ter­i­al sur­round­ings and have nev­er had them grat­i­fied. They have the charm of show­ing suf­fer­ing un­der ideal con­di­tions. Who would not grieve upon a gil­ded chair? Who would not suf­fer amid per­fumed tapestries, cush­ioned fur­niture, and liv­er­ied ser­vants? Grief un­der such cir­cum­stances be­comes an en­ti­cing thing. Car­rie longed to be of it. She wanted to take her suf­fer­ings, whatever they were, in such a world, or fail­ing that, at least to sim­u­late them un­der such charm­ing con­di­tions upon the stage. So af­fected was her mind by what she had seen, that the play now seemed an ex­traordin­ar­ily beau­ti­ful thing. She was soon lost in the world it rep­res­en­ted, and wished that she might nev­er re­turn. Between the acts she stud­ied the galaxy of mat­in­ee at­tend­ants in front rows and boxes, and con­ceived a new idea of the pos­sib­il­it­ies of New York. She was sure she had not seen it all—that the city was one whirl of pleas­ure and de­light.

			Go­ing out, the same Broad­way taught her a sharp­er les­son. The scene she had wit­nessed com­ing down was now aug­men­ted and at its height. Such a crush of finery and folly she had nev­er seen. It clinched her con­vic­tions con­cern­ing her state. She had not lived, could not lay claim to hav­ing lived, un­til some­thing of this had come in­to her own life. Wo­men were spend­ing money like wa­ter; she could see that in every el­eg­ant shop she passed. Flowers, candy, jew­elry, seemed the prin­cip­al things in which the el­eg­ant dames were in­ter­ested. And she—she had scarcely enough pin money to in­dulge in such out­ings as this a few times a month.

			That night the pretty little flat seemed a com­mon­place thing. It was not what the rest of the world was en­joy­ing. She saw the ser­vant work­ing at din­ner with an in­dif­fer­ent eye. In her mind were run­ning scenes of the play. Par­tic­u­larly she re­membered one beau­ti­ful act­ress—the sweet­heart who had been wooed and won. The grace of this wo­man had won Car­rie’s heart. Her dresses had been all that art could sug­gest, her suf­fer­ings had been so real. The an­guish which she had por­trayed Car­rie could feel. It was done as she was sure she could do it. There were places in which she could even do bet­ter. Hence she re­peated the lines to her­self. Oh, if she could only have such a part, how broad would be her life! She, too, could act ap­peal­ingly.

			When Hurst­wood came, Car­rie was moody. She was sit­ting, rock­ing and think­ing, and did not care to have her en­ti­cing ima­gin­a­tions broken in upon; so she said little or noth­ing.

			“What’s the mat­ter, Car­rie?” said Hurst­wood after a time, no­ti­cing her quiet, al­most moody state.

			“Noth­ing,” said Car­rie. “I don’t feel very well to­night.”

			“Not sick, are you?” he asked, ap­proach­ing very close.

			“Oh, no,” she said, al­most pet­tishly, “I just don’t feel very good.”

			“That’s too bad,” he said, step­ping away and ad­just­ing his vest after his slight bend­ing over. “I was think­ing we might go to a show to­night.”

			“I don’t want to go,” said Car­rie, an­noyed that her fine vis­ions should have thus been broken in­to and driv­en out of her mind. “I’ve been to the mat­in­ee this af­ter­noon.”

			“Oh, you have?” said Hurst­wood. “What was it?”

			“A Gold Mine.”

			“How was it?”

			“Pretty good,” said Car­rie.

			“And you don’t want to go again to­night?”

			“I don’t think I do,” she said.

			Nev­er­the­less, wakened out of her mel­an­cho­lia and called to the din­ner table, she changed her mind. A little food in the stom­ach does won­ders. She went again, and in so do­ing tem­por­ar­ily re­covered her equan­im­ity. The great awaken­ing blow had, how­ever, been de­livered. As of­ten as she might re­cov­er from these dis­con­ten­ted thoughts now, they would oc­cur again. Time and re­pe­ti­tion—ah, the won­der of it! The drop­ping wa­ter and the sol­id stone—how ut­terly it yields at last!

			Not long after this mat­in­ee ex­per­i­ence—per­haps a month—Mrs. Vance in­vited Car­rie to an even­ing at the theatre with them. She heard Car­rie say that Hurst­wood was not com­ing home to din­ner.

			“Why don’t you come with us? Don’t get din­ner for your­self. We’re go­ing down to Sherry’s for din­ner and then over to the Ly­ceum. Come along with us.”

			“I think I will,” answered Car­rie.

			She began to dress at three o’clock for her de­par­ture at half-past five for the noted din­ing-room which was then crowding Del­monico’s for po­s­i­tion in so­ci­ety. In this dress­ing Car­rie showed the in­flu­ence of her as­so­ci­ation with the dash­ing Mrs. Vance. She had con­stantly had her at­ten­tion called by the lat­ter to nov­el­ties in everything which per­tains to a wo­man’s ap­par­el.

			“Are you go­ing to get such and such a hat?” or, “Have you seen the new gloves with the oval pearl but­tons?” were but sample phrases out of a large se­lec­tion.

			“The next time you get a pair of shoes, dear­ie,” said Mrs. Vance, “get but­ton, with thick soles and pat­ent-leath­er tips. They’re all the rage this fall.”

			“I will,” said Car­rie.

			“Oh, dear, have you seen the new shirt­waists at Alt­man’s? They have some of the love­li­est pat­terns. I saw one there that I know would look stun­ning on you. I said so when I saw it.”

			Car­rie listened to these things with con­sid­er­able in­terest, for they were sug­ges­ted with more of friend­li­ness than is usu­ally com­mon between pretty wo­men. Mrs. Vance liked Car­rie’s stable good-nature so well that she really took pleas­ure in sug­gest­ing to her the latest things.

			“Why don’t you get your­self one of those nice serge skirts they’re selling at Lord & Taylor’s?” she said one day. “They’re the cir­cu­lar style, and they’re go­ing to be worn from now on. A dark blue one would look so nice on you.”

			Car­rie listened with eager ears. These things nev­er came up between her and Hurst­wood. Nev­er­the­less, she began to sug­gest one thing and an­oth­er, which Hurst­wood agreed to without any ex­pres­sion of opin­ion. He no­ticed the new tend­ency on Car­rie’s part, and fi­nally, hear­ing much of Mrs. Vance and her de­light­ful ways, sus­pec­ted whence the change came. He was not in­clined to of­fer the slight­est ob­jec­tion so soon, but he felt that Car­rie’s wants were ex­pand­ing. This did not ap­peal to him ex­actly, but he cared for her in his own way, and so the thing stood. Still, there was some­thing in the de­tails of the trans­ac­tions which caused Car­rie to feel that her re­quests were not a de­light to him. He did not en­thuse over the pur­chases. This led her to be­lieve that neg­lect was creep­ing in, and so an­oth­er small wedge was entered.

			Nev­er­the­less, one of the res­ults of Mrs. Vance’s sug­ges­tions was the fact that on this oc­ca­sion Car­rie was dressed some­what to her own sat­is­fac­tion. She had on her best, but there was com­fort in the thought that if she must con­fine her­self to a best, it was neat and fit­ting. She looked the well-groomed wo­man of twenty-one, and Mrs. Vance praised her, which brought col­our to her plump cheeks and a no­tice­able bright­ness in­to her large eyes. It was threat­en­ing rain, and Mr. Vance, at his wife’s re­quest, had called a coach.

			“Your hus­band isn’t com­ing?” sug­ges­ted Mr. Vance, as he met Car­rie in his little par­lour.

			“No; he said he wouldn’t be home for din­ner.”

			“Bet­ter leave a little note for him, telling him where we are. He might turn up.”

			“I will,” said Car­rie, who had not thought of it be­fore.

			“Tell him we’ll be at Sherry’s un­til eight o’clock. He knows, though, I guess.”

			Car­rie crossed the hall with rust­ling skirts, and scrawled the note, gloves on. When she re­turned a new­comer was in the Vance flat.

			“Mrs. Wheel­er, let me in­tro­duce Mr. Ames, a cous­in of mine,” said Mrs. Vance. “He’s go­ing along with us, aren’t you, Bob?”

			“I’m very glad to meet you,” said Ames, bow­ing po­litely to Car­rie.

			The lat­ter caught in a glance the di­men­sions of a very stal­wart fig­ure. She also no­ticed that he was smooth-shaven, good look­ing, and young, but noth­ing more.

			“Mr. Ames is just down in New York for a few days,” put in Vance, “and we’re try­ing to show him around a little.”

			“Oh, are you?” said Car­rie, tak­ing an­oth­er glance at the new­comer.

			“Yes; I am just on here from In­di­ana­pol­is for a week or so,” said young Ames, seat­ing him­self on the edge of a chair to wait while Mrs. Vance com­pleted the last touches of her toi­let.

			“I guess you find New York quite a thing to see, don’t you?” said Car­rie, ven­tur­ing some­thing to avoid a pos­sible deadly si­lence.

			“It is rather large to get around in a week,” answered Ames, pleas­antly.

			He was an ex­ceed­ingly gen­i­al soul, this young man, and wholly free of af­fect­a­tion. It seemed to Car­rie he was as yet only over­com­ing the last traces of the bash­ful­ness of youth. He did not seem apt at con­ver­sa­tion, but he had the mer­it of be­ing well dressed and wholly cour­ageous. Car­rie felt as if it were not go­ing to be hard to talk to him.

			“Well, I guess we’re ready now. The coach is out­side.”

			“Come on, people,” said Mrs. Vance, com­ing in smil­ing. “Bob, you’ll have to look after Mrs. Wheel­er.”

			“I’ll try to,” said Bob smil­ing, and edging closer to Car­rie. “You won’t need much watch­ing, will you?” he vo­lun­teered, in a sort of in­gra­ti­at­ing and help-me-out kind of way.

			“Not very, I hope,” said Car­rie.

			They des­cen­ded the stairs, Mrs. Vance of­fer­ing sug­ges­tions, and climbed in­to the open coach.

			“All right,” said Vance, slam­ming the coach door, and the con­vey­ance rolled away.

			“What is it we’re go­ing to see?” asked Ames.

			“So­th­ern,” said Vance, “in Lord Chum­ley.”

			“Oh, he is so good!” said Mrs. Vance. “He’s just the fun­ni­est man.”

			“I no­tice the pa­pers praise it,” said Ames.

			“I haven’t any doubt,” put in Vance, “but we’ll all en­joy it very much.”

			Ames had taken a seat be­side Car­rie, and ac­cord­ingly he felt it his bounden duty to pay her some at­ten­tion. He was in­ter­ested to find her so young a wife, and so pretty, though it was only a re­spect­ful in­terest. There was noth­ing of the dash­ing lady’s man about him. He had re­spect for the mar­ried state, and thought only of some pretty mar­riage­able girls in In­di­ana­pol­is.

			“Are you a born New York­er?” asked Ames of Car­rie.

			“Oh, no; I’ve only been here for two years.”

			“Oh, well, you’ve had time to see a great deal of it, any­how.”

			“I don’t seem to have,” answered Car­rie. “It’s about as strange to me as when I first came here.”

			“You’re not from the West, are you?”

			“Yes. I’m from Wis­con­sin,” she answered.

			“Well, it does seem as if most people in this town haven’t been here so very long. I hear of lots of In­di­ana people in my line who are here.”

			“What is your line?” asked Car­rie.

			“I’m con­nec­ted with an elec­tric­al com­pany,” said the youth.

			Car­rie fol­lowed up this des­ultory con­ver­sa­tion with oc­ca­sion­al in­ter­rup­tions from the Vances. Sev­er­al times it be­came gen­er­al and par­tially hu­mor­ous, and in that man­ner the res­taur­ant was reached.

			Car­rie had no­ticed the ap­pear­ance of gayety and pleas­ure-seek­ing in the streets which they were fol­low­ing. Coaches were nu­mer­ous, ped­es­tri­ans many, and in Fifty-ninth Street the street cars were crowded. At Fifty-ninth Street and Fifth Av­en­ue a blaze of lights from sev­er­al new ho­tels which bordered the Plaza Square gave a sug­ges­tion of sump­tu­ous hotel life. Fifth Av­en­ue, the home of the wealthy, was no­tice­ably crowded with car­riages, and gen­tle­men in even­ing dress. At Sherry’s an im­pos­ing door­man opened the coach door and helped them out. Young Ames held Car­rie’s el­bow as he helped her up the steps. They entered the lobby already swarm­ing with pat­rons, and then, after di­vest­ing them­selves of their wraps, went in­to a sump­tu­ous din­ing-room.

			In all Car­rie’s ex­per­i­ence she had nev­er seen any­thing like this. In the whole time she had been in New York Hurst­wood’s mod­i­fied state had not per­mit­ted his bring­ing her to such a place. There was an al­most in­des­crib­able at­mo­sphere about it which con­vinced the new­comer that this was the prop­er thing. Here was the place where the mat­ter of ex­pense lim­ited the pat­rons to the moneyed or pleas­ure-lov­ing class. Car­rie had read of it of­ten in the Morn­ing and Even­ing World. She had seen no­tices of dances, parties, balls, and sup­pers at Sherry’s. The Misses So-and-so would give a party on Wed­nes­day even­ing at Sherry’s. Young Mr. So-and-so would en­ter­tain a party of friends at a private lunch­eon on the six­teenth, at Sherry’s. The com­mon run of con­ven­tion­al, per­func­tory no­tices of the do­ings of so­ci­ety, which she could scarcely re­frain from scan­ning each day, had giv­en her a dis­tinct idea of the gor­geous­ness and lux­ury of this won­der­ful temple of gast­ro­nomy. Now, at last, she was really in it. She had come up the im­pos­ing steps, guarded by the large and portly door­man. She had seen the lobby, guarded by an­oth­er large and portly gen­tle­man, and been waited upon by uni­formed youths who took care of canes, over­coats, and the like. Here was the splen­did din­ing-cham­ber, all dec­or­ated and aglow, where the wealthy ate. Ah, how for­tu­nate was Mrs. Vance; young, beau­ti­ful, and well off—at least, suf­fi­ciently so to come here in a coach. What a won­der­ful thing it was to be rich.

			Vance led the way through lanes of shin­ing tables, at which were seated parties of two, three, four, five, or six. The air of as­sur­ance and dig­nity about it all was ex­ceed­ingly no­tice­able to the noviti­ate. In­can­des­cent lights, the re­flec­tion of their glow in pol­ished glasses, and the shine of gilt upon the walls, com­bined in­to one tone of light which it re­quires minutes of com­pla­cent ob­ser­va­tion to sep­ar­ate and take par­tic­u­lar note of. The white shirt fronts of the gen­tle­men, the bright cos­tumes of the ladies, dia­monds, jew­els, fine feath­ers—all were ex­ceed­ingly no­tice­able.

			Car­rie walked with an air equal to that of Mrs. Vance, and ac­cep­ted the seat which the head waiter provided for her. She was keenly aware of all the little things that were done—the little gen­u­flec­tions and at­ten­tions of the waiters and head waiter which Amer­ic­ans pay for. The air with which the lat­ter pulled out each chair, and the wave of the hand with which he mo­tioned them to be seated, were worth sev­er­al dol­lars in them­selves.

			Once seated, there began that ex­hib­i­tion of showy, waste­ful, and un­whole­some gast­ro­nomy as prac­tised by wealthy Amer­ic­ans, which is the won­der and as­ton­ish­ment of true cul­ture and dig­nity the world over. The large bill of fare held an ar­ray of dishes suf­fi­cient to feed an army, side­lined with prices which made reas­on­able ex­pendit­ure a ri­dicu­lous im­possib­il­ity—an or­der of soup at fifty cents or a dol­lar, with a dozen kinds to choose from; oysters in forty styles and at sixty cents the half-dozen; en­trées, fish, and meats at prices which would house one over night in an av­er­age hotel. One dol­lar fifty and two dol­lars seemed to be the most com­mon fig­ures upon this most taste­fully prin­ted bill of fare.

			Car­rie no­ticed this, and in scan­ning it the price of spring chick­en car­ried her back to that oth­er bill of fare and far dif­fer­ent oc­ca­sion when, for the first time, she sat with Drou­et in a good res­taur­ant in Chica­go. It was only mo­ment­ary—a sad note as out of an old song—and then it was gone. But in that flash was seen the oth­er Car­rie—poor, hungry, drift­ing at her wits’ ends, and all Chica­go a cold and closed world, from which she only wandered be­cause she could not find work.

			On the walls were designs in col­our, square spots of robin’s-egg blue, set in or­nate frames of gilt, whose corners were elab­or­ate mould­ings of fruit and flowers, with fat cu­pids hov­er­ing in an­gel­ic com­fort. On the ceil­ings were col­oured tracer­ies with more gilt, lead­ing to a centre where spread a cluster of lights—in­can­des­cent globes mingled with glit­ter­ing prisms and stucco tendrils of gilt. The floor was of a red­dish hue, waxed and pol­ished, and in every dir­ec­tion were mir­rors—tall, bril­liant, bevel-edged mir­rors—re­flect­ing and re-re­flect­ing forms, faces, and can­de­labra a score and a hun­dred times.

			The tables were not so re­mark­able in them­selves, and yet the im­print of Sherry upon the napery, the name of Tiffany upon the sil­ver­ware, the name of Havil­and upon the china, and over all the glow of the small, red-shaded can­de­labra and the re­flec­ted tints of the walls on gar­ments and faces, made them seem re­mark­able. Each waiter ad­ded an air of ex­clus­ive­ness and el­eg­ance by the man­ner in which he bowed, scraped, touched, and trifled with things. The ex­clus­ively per­son­al at­ten­tion which he de­voted to each one, stand­ing half bent, ear to one side, el­bows akimbo, say­ing: “Soup—green turtle, yes. One por­tion, yes. Oysters—cer­tainly—half-dozen—yes. As­paragus. Olives—yes.”

			It would be the same with each one, only Vance es­sayed to or­der for all, in­vit­ing coun­sel and sug­ges­tions. Car­rie stud­ied the com­pany with open eyes. So this was high life in New York. It was so that the rich spent their days and even­ings. Her poor little mind could not rise above ap­ply­ing each scene to all so­ci­ety. Every fine lady must be in the crowd on Broad­way in the af­ter­noon, in the theatre at the mat­in­ee, in the coaches and din­ing-halls at night. It must be glow and shine every­where, with coaches wait­ing, and foot­men at­tend­ing, and she was out of it all. In two long years she had nev­er even been in such a place as this.

			Vance was in his ele­ment here, as Hurst­wood would have been in former days. He ordered freely of soup, oysters, roast meats, and side dishes, and had sev­er­al bottles of wine brought, which were set down be­side the table in a wick­er bas­ket.

			Ames was look­ing away rather ab­strac­tedly at the crowd and showed an in­ter­est­ing pro­file to Car­rie. His fore­head was high, his nose rather large and strong, his chin mod­er­ately pleas­ing. He had a good, wide, well-shaped mouth, and his dark-brown hair was par­ted slightly on one side. He seemed to have the least touch of boy­ish­ness to Car­rie, and yet he was a man full grown.

			“Do you know,” he said, turn­ing back to Car­rie, after his re­flec­tion, “I some­times think it is a shame for people to spend so much money this way.”

			Car­rie looked at him a mo­ment with the faintest touch of sur­prise at his ser­i­ous­ness. He seemed to be think­ing about some­thing over which she had nev­er pondered.

			“Do you?” she answered, in­ter­estedly.

			“Yes,” he said, “they pay so much more than these things are worth. They put on so much show.”

			“I don’t know why people shouldn’t spend when they have it,” said Mrs. Vance.

			“It doesn’t do any harm,” said Vance, who was still study­ing the bill of fare, though he had ordered.

			Ames was look­ing away again, and Car­rie was again look­ing at his fore­head. To her he seemed to be think­ing about strange things. As he stud­ied the crowd his eye was mild.

			“Look at that wo­man’s dress over there,” he said, again turn­ing to Car­rie, and nod­ding in a dir­ec­tion.

			“Where?” said Car­rie, fol­low­ing his eyes.

			“Over there in the corner—way over. Do you see that brooch?”

			“Isn’t it large?” said Car­rie.

			“One of the largest clusters of jew­els I have ever seen,” said Ames.

			“It is, isn’t it?” said Car­rie. She felt as if she would like to be agree­able to this young man, and also there came with it, or per­haps pre­ceded it, the slight­est shade of a feel­ing that he was bet­ter edu­cated than she was—that his mind was bet­ter. He seemed to look it, and the sav­ing grace in Car­rie was that she could un­der­stand that people could be wiser. She had seen a num­ber of people in her life who re­minded her of what she had vaguely come to think of as schol­ars. This strong young man be­side her, with his clear, nat­ur­al look, seemed to get a hold of things which she did not quite un­der­stand, but ap­proved of. It was fine to be so, as a man, she thought.

			The con­ver­sa­tion changed to a book that was hav­ing its vogue at the time—Mould­ing a Maid­en, by Al­bert Ross. Mrs. Vance had read it. Vance had seen it dis­cussed in some of the pa­pers.

			“A man can make quite a strike writ­ing a book,” said Vance. “I no­tice this fel­low Ross is very much talked about.” He was look­ing at Car­rie as he spoke.

			“I hadn’t heard of him,” said Car­rie, hon­estly.

			“Oh, I have,” said Mrs. Vance. “He’s writ­ten lots of things. This last story is pretty good.”

			“He doesn’t amount to much,” said Ames.

			Car­rie turned her eyes to­ward him as to an or­acle.

			“His stuff is nearly as bad as Dora Thorne,” con­cluded Ames.

			Car­rie felt this as a per­son­al re­proof. She read Dora Thorne, or had a great deal in the past. It seemed only fair to her, but she sup­posed that people thought it very fine. Now this clear-eyed, fine-headed youth, who looked some­thing like a stu­dent to her, made fun of it. It was poor to him, not worth read­ing. She looked down, and for the first time felt the pain of not un­der­stand­ing.

			Yet there was noth­ing sar­cast­ic or su­per­cili­ous in the way Ames spoke. He had very little of that in him. Car­rie felt that it was just kindly thought of a high or­der—the right thing to think, and wondered what else was right, ac­cord­ing to him. He seemed to no­tice that she listened and rather sym­path­ised with him, and from now on he talked mostly to her.

			As the waiter bowed and scraped about, felt the dishes to see if they were hot enough, brought spoons and forks, and did all those little at­tent­ive things cal­cu­lated to im­press the lux­ury of the situ­ation upon the diner, Ames also leaned slightly to one side and told her of In­di­ana­pol­is in an in­tel­li­gent way. He really had a very bright mind, which was find­ing its chief de­vel­op­ment in elec­tric­al know­ledge. His sym­path­ies for oth­er forms of in­form­a­tion, how­ever, and for types of people, were quick and warm. The red glow on his head gave it a sandy tinge and put a bright glint in his eye. Car­rie no­ticed all these things as he leaned to­ward her and felt ex­ceed­ingly young. This man was far ahead of her. He seemed wiser than Hurst­wood, saner and bright­er than Drou­et. He seemed in­no­cent and clean, and she thought that he was ex­ceed­ingly pleas­ant. She no­ticed, also, that his in­terest in her was a far-off one. She was not in his life, nor any of the things that touched his life, and yet now, as he spoke of these things, they ap­pealed to her.

			“I shouldn’t care to be rich,” he told her, as the din­ner pro­ceeded and the sup­ply of food warmed up his sym­path­ies; “not rich enough to spend my money this way.”

			“Oh, wouldn’t you?” said Car­rie, the, to her, new at­ti­tude for­cing it­self dis­tinctly upon her for the first time.

			“No,” he said. “What good would it do? A man doesn’t need this sort of thing to be happy.”

			Car­rie thought of this doubt­fully; but, com­ing from him, it had weight with her.

			“He prob­ably could be happy,” she thought to her­self, “all alone. He’s so strong.”

			Mr. and Mrs. Vance kept up a run­ning fire of in­ter­rup­tions, and these im­press­ive things by Ames came at odd mo­ments. They were suf­fi­cient, how­ever, for the at­mo­sphere that went with this youth im­pressed it­self upon Car­rie without words. There was some­thing in him, or the world he moved in, which ap­pealed to her. He re­minded her of scenes she had seen on the stage—the sor­rows and sac­ri­fices that al­ways went with she knew not what. He had taken away some of the bit­ter­ness of the con­trast between this life and her life, and all by a cer­tain calm in­dif­fer­ence which con­cerned only him.

			As they went out, he took her arm and helped her in­to the coach, and then they were off again, and so to the show.

			Dur­ing the acts Car­rie found her­self listen­ing to him very at­tent­ively. He men­tioned things in the play which she most ap­proved of—things which swayed her deeply.

			“Don’t you think it rather fine to be an act­or?” she asked once.

			“Yes, I do,” he said, “to be a good one. I think the theatre a great thing.”

			Just this little ap­prov­al set Car­rie’s heart bound­ing. Ah, if she could only be an act­ress—a good one! This man was wise—he knew—and he ap­proved of it. If she were a fine act­ress, such men as he would ap­prove of her. She felt that he was good to speak as he had, al­though it did not con­cern her at all. She did not know why she felt this way.

			At the close of the show it sud­denly de­veloped that he was not go­ing back with them.

			“Oh, aren’t you?” said Car­rie, with an un­war­rant­able feel­ing.

			“Oh, no,” he said; “I’m stop­ping right around here in Thirty-third Street.”

			Car­rie could not say any­thing else, but some­how this de­vel­op­ment shocked her. She had been re­gret­ting the wane of a pleas­ant even­ing, but she had thought there was a half-hour more. Oh, the half-hours, the minutes of the world; what miser­ies and griefs are crowded in­to them!

			She said good­bye with feigned in­dif­fer­ence. What mat­ter could it make? Still, the coach seemed lorn.

			When she went in­to her own flat she had this to think about. She did not know wheth­er she would ever see this man any more. What dif­fer­ence could it make—what dif­fer­ence could it make?

			Hurst­wood had re­turned, and was already in bed. His clothes were scattered loosely about. Car­rie came to the door and saw him, then re­treated. She did not want to go in yet a while. She wanted to think. It was dis­agree­able to her.

			Back in the din­ing-room she sat in her chair and rocked. Her little hands were fol­ded tightly as she thought. Through a fog of long­ing and con­flict­ing de­sires she was be­gin­ning to see. Oh, ye le­gions of hope and pity—of sor­row and pain! She was rock­ing, and be­gin­ning to see.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				Without the Walled City: The Slope of the Years

			
			The im­me­di­ate res­ult of this was noth­ing. Res­ults from such things are usu­ally long in grow­ing. Morn­ing brings a change of feel­ing. The ex­ist­ent con­di­tion in­vari­ably pleads for it­self. It is only at odd mo­ments that we get glimpses of the misery of things. The heart un­der­stands when it is con­fron­ted with con­trasts. Take them away and the ache sub­sides.

			Car­rie went on, lead­ing much this same life for six months there­after or more. She did not see Ames any more. He called once upon the Vances, but she only heard about it through the young wife. Then he went West, and there was a gradu­al sub­sid­ence of whatever per­son­al at­trac­tion had ex­is­ted. The men­tal ef­fect of the thing had not gone, how­ever, and nev­er would en­tirely. She had an ideal to con­trast men by—par­tic­u­larly men close to her.

			Dur­ing all this time—a peri­od rap­idly ap­proach­ing three years—Hurst­wood had been mov­ing along in an even path. There was no ap­par­ent slope down­ward, and dis­tinctly none up­ward, so far as the cas­u­al ob­serv­er might have seen. But psy­cho­lo­gic­ally there was a change, which was marked enough to sug­gest the fu­ture very dis­tinctly in­deed. This was in the mere mat­ter of the halt his ca­reer had re­ceived when he de­par­ted from Chica­go. A man’s for­tune or ma­ter­i­al pro­gress is very much the same as his bod­ily growth. Either he is grow­ing stronger, health­i­er, wiser, as the youth ap­proach­ing man­hood, or he is grow­ing weak­er, older, less in­cis­ive men­tally, as the man ap­proach­ing old age. There are no oth­er states. Fre­quently there is a peri­od between the ces­sa­tion of youth­ful ac­cre­tion and the set­ting in, in the case of the middle-aged man, of the tend­ency to­ward de­cay when the two pro­cesses are al­most per­fectly bal­anced and there is little do­ing in either dir­ec­tion. Giv­en time enough, how­ever, the bal­ance be­comes a sag­ging to the grave side. Slowly at first, then with a mod­est mo­mentum, and at last the grave­ward pro­cess is in the full swing. So it is fre­quently with man’s for­tune. If its pro­cess of ac­cre­tion is nev­er hal­ted, if the bal­an­cing stage is nev­er reached, there will be no top­pling. Rich men are, fre­quently, in these days, saved from this dis­sol­u­tion of their for­tune by their abil­ity to hire young­er brains. These young­er brains look upon the in­terests of the for­tune as their own, and so steady and dir­ect its pro­gress. If each in­di­vidu­al were left ab­so­lutely to the care of his own in­terests, and were giv­en time enough in which to grow ex­ceed­ingly old, his for­tune would pass as his strength and will. He and his would be ut­terly dis­solved and scattered un­to the four winds of the heav­ens.

			But now see wherein the par­al­lel changes. A for­tune, like a man, is an or­gan­ism which draws to it­self oth­er minds and oth­er strength than that in­her­ent in the founder. Be­side the young minds drawn to it by salar­ies, it be­comes al­lied with young forces, which make for its ex­ist­ence even when the strength and wis­dom of the founder are fad­ing. It may be con­served by the growth of a com­munity or of a state. It may be in­volved in provid­ing some­thing for which there is a grow­ing de­mand. This re­moves it at once bey­ond the spe­cial care of the founder. It needs not so much foresight now as dir­ec­tion. The man wanes, the need con­tin­ues or grows, and the for­tune, fallen in­to whose hands it may, con­tin­ues. Hence, some men nev­er re­cog­nise the turn­ing in the tide of their abil­it­ies. It is only in chance cases, where a for­tune or a state of suc­cess is wres­ted from them, that the lack of abil­ity to do as they did formerly be­comes ap­par­ent. Hurst­wood, set down un­der new con­di­tions, was in a po­s­i­tion to see that he was no longer young. If he did not, it was due wholly to the fact that his state was so well bal­anced that an ab­so­lute change for the worse did not show.

			Not trained to reas­on or in­tro­spect him­self, he could not ana­lyse the change that was tak­ing place in his mind, and hence his body, but he felt the de­pres­sion of it. Con­stant com­par­is­on between his old state and his new showed a bal­ance for the worse, which pro­duced a con­stant state of gloom or, at least, de­pres­sion. Now, it has been shown ex­per­i­ment­ally that a con­stantly sub­dued frame of mind pro­duces cer­tain pois­ons in the blood, called kata­states, just as vir­tu­ous feel­ings of pleas­ure and de­light pro­duce help­ful chem­ic­als called ana­states. The pois­ons gen­er­ated by re­morse in­veigh against the sys­tem, and even­tu­ally pro­duce marked phys­ic­al de­teri­or­a­tion. To these Hurst­wood was sub­ject.

			In the course of time it told upon his tem­per. His eye no longer pos­sessed that buoy­ant, search­ing shrewd­ness which had char­ac­ter­ised it in Adams Street. His step was not as sharp and firm. He was giv­en to think­ing, think­ing, think­ing. The new friends he made were not celebrit­ies. They were of a cheap­er, a slightly more sen­su­al and cruder, grade. He could not pos­sibly take the pleas­ure in this com­pany that he had in that of those fine fre­quenters of the Chica­go re­sort. He was left to brood.

			Slowly, ex­ceed­ingly slowly, his de­sire to greet, con­cili­ate, and make at home these people who vis­ited the War­ren Street place passed from him. More and more slowly the sig­ni­fic­ance of the realm he had left began to be clear. It did not seem so won­der­ful to be in it when he was in it. It had seemed very easy for any­one to get up there and have ample raiment and money to spend, but now that he was out of it, how far off it be­came. He began to see as one sees a city with a wall about it. Men were pos­ted at the gates. You could not get in. Those in­side did not care to come out to see who you were. They were so merry in­side there that all those out­side were for­got­ten, and he was on the out­side.

			Each day he could read in the even­ing pa­pers of the do­ings with­in this walled city. In the no­tices of pas­sen­gers for Europe he read the names of em­in­ent fre­quenters of his old re­sort. In the the­at­ric­al column ap­peared, from time to time, an­nounce­ments of the latest suc­cesses of men he had known. He knew that they were at their old gayeties. Pull­mans were haul­ing them to and fro about the land, pa­pers were greet­ing them with in­ter­est­ing men­tions, the el­eg­ant lob­bies of ho­tels and the glow of pol­ished din­ing-rooms were keep­ing them close with­in the walled city. Men whom he had known, men whom he had tipped glasses with—rich men, and he was for­got­ten! Who was Mr. Wheel­er? What was the War­ren Street re­sort? Bah!

			If one thinks that such thoughts do not come to so com­mon a type of mind—that such feel­ings re­quire a high­er men­tal de­vel­op­ment—I would urge for their con­sid­er­a­tion the fact that it is the high­er men­tal de­vel­op­ment that does away with such thoughts. It is the high­er men­tal de­vel­op­ment which in­duces philo­sophy and that forti­tude which re­fuses to dwell upon such things—re­fuses to be made to suf­fer by their con­sid­er­a­tion. The com­mon type of mind is ex­ceed­ingly keen on all mat­ters which re­late to its phys­ic­al wel­fare—ex­ceed­ingly keen. It is the un­in­tel­lec­tu­al miser who sweats blood at the loss of a hun­dred dol­lars. It is the Epic­t­etus who smiles when the last vestige of phys­ic­al wel­fare is re­moved.

			The time came, in the third year, when this think­ing began to pro­duce res­ults in the War­ren Street place. The tide of pat­ron­age dropped a little be­low what it had been at its best since he had been there. This ir­rit­ated and wor­ried him.

			There came a night when he con­fessed to Car­rie that the busi­ness was not do­ing as well this month as it had the month be­fore. This was in lieu of cer­tain sug­ges­tions she had made con­cern­ing little things she wanted to buy. She had not failed to no­tice that he did not seem to con­sult her about buy­ing clothes for him­self. For the first time, it struck her as a ruse, or that he said it so that she would not think of ask­ing for things. Her reply was mild enough, but her thoughts were re­bel­li­ous. He was not look­ing after her at all. She was de­pend­ing for her en­joy­ment upon the Vances.

			And now the lat­ter an­nounced that they were go­ing away. It was ap­proach­ing spring, and they were go­ing North.

			“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Vance to Car­rie, “we think we might as well give up the flat and store our things. We’ll be gone for the sum­mer, and it would be a use­less ex­pense. I think we’ll settle a little farther down­town when we come back.”

			Car­rie heard this with genu­ine sor­row. She had en­joyed Mrs. Vance’s com­pan­ion­ship so much. There was no one else in the house whom she knew. Again she would be all alone.

			Hurst­wood’s gloom over the slight de­crease in profits and the de­par­ture of the Vances came to­geth­er. So Car­rie had loneli­ness and this mood of her hus­band to en­joy at the same time. It was a griev­ous thing. She be­came rest­less and dis­sat­is­fied, not ex­actly, as she thought, with Hurst­wood, but with life. What was it? A very dull round in­deed. What did she have? Noth­ing but this nar­row, little flat. The Vances could travel, they could do the things worth do­ing, and here she was. For what was she made, any­how? More thought fol­lowed, and then tears—tears seemed jus­ti­fied, and the only re­lief in the world.

			For an­oth­er peri­od this state con­tin­ued, the twain lead­ing a rather mono­ton­ous life, and then there was a slight change for the worse. One even­ing, Hurst­wood, after think­ing about a way to modi­fy Car­rie’s de­sire for clothes and the gen­er­al strain upon his abil­ity to provide, said:

			“I don’t think I’ll ever be able to do much with Shaugh­nessy.”

			“What’s the mat­ter?” said Car­rie.

			“Oh, he’s a slow, greedy mick! He won’t agree to any­thing to im­prove the place, and it won’t ever pay without it.”

			“Can’t you make him?” said Car­rie.

			“No; I’ve tried. The only thing I can see, if I want to im­prove, is to get hold of a place of my own.”

			“Why don’t you?” said Car­rie.

			“Well, all I have is tied up in there just now. If I had a chance to save a while I think I could open a place that would give us plenty of money.”

			“Can’t we save?” said Car­rie.

			“We might try it,” he sug­ges­ted. “I’ve been think­ing that if we’d take a smal­ler flat down­town and live eco­nom­ic­ally for a year, I would have enough, with what I have in­ves­ted, to open a good place. Then we could ar­range to live as you want to.”

			“It would suit me all right,” said Car­rie, who, nev­er­the­less, felt badly to think it had come to this. Talk of a smal­ler flat soun­ded like poverty.

			“There are lots of nice little flats down around Sixth Av­en­ue, be­low Four­teenth Street. We might get one down there.”

			“I’ll look at them if you say so,” said Car­rie.

			“I think I could break away from this fel­low in­side of a year,” said Hurst­wood. “Noth­ing will ever come of this ar­range­ment as it’s go­ing on now.”

			“I’ll look around,” said Car­rie, ob­serving that the pro­posed change seemed to be a ser­i­ous thing with him.

			The up­shot of this was that the change was even­tu­ally ef­fected; not without great gloom on the part of Car­rie. It really af­fected her more ser­i­ously than any­thing that had yet happened. She began to look upon Hurst­wood wholly as a man, and not as a lov­er or hus­band. She felt thor­oughly bound to him as a wife, and that her lot was cast with his, whatever it might be; but she began to see that he was gloomy and ta­cit­urn, not a young, strong, and buoy­ant man. He looked a little bit old to her about the eyes and mouth now, and there were oth­er things which placed him in his true rank, so far as her es­tim­a­tion was con­cerned. She began to feel that she had made a mis­take. In­cid­ent­ally, she also began to re­call the fact that he had prac­tic­ally forced her to flee with him.

			The new flat was loc­ated in Thir­teenth Street, a half block west of Sixth Av­en­ue, and con­tained only four rooms. The new neigh­bour­hood did not ap­peal to Car­rie as much. There were no trees here, no west view of the river. The street was solidly built up. There were twelve fam­il­ies here, re­spect­able enough, but noth­ing like the Vances. Rich­er people re­quired more space.

			Be­ing left alone in this little place, Car­rie did without a girl. She made it charm­ing enough, but could not make it de­light her. Hurst­wood was not in­wardly pleased to think that they should have to modi­fy their state, but he ar­gued that he could do noth­ing. He must put the best face on it, and let it go at that.

			He tried to show Car­rie that there was no cause for fin­an­cial alarm, but only con­grat­u­la­tion over the chance he would have at the end of the year by tak­ing her rather more fre­quently to the theatre and by provid­ing a lib­er­al table. This was for the time only. He was get­ting in the frame of mind where he wanted prin­cip­ally to be alone and to be al­lowed to think. The dis­ease of brood­ing was be­gin­ning to claim him as a vic­tim. Only the news­pa­pers and his own thoughts were worth while. The de­light of love had again slipped away. It was a case of live, now, mak­ing the best you can out of a very com­mon­place sta­tion in life.

			The road down­ward has but few land­ings and level places. The very state of his mind, su­per­in­duced by his con­di­tion, caused the breach to widen between him and his part­ner. At last that in­di­vidu­al began to wish that Hurst­wood was out of it. It so happened, how­ever, that a real es­tate deal on the part of the own­er of the land ar­ranged things even more ef­fec­tu­ally than ill-will could have schemed.

			“Did you see that?” said Shaugh­nessy one morn­ing to Hurst­wood, point­ing to the real es­tate column in a copy of the Her­ald, which he held.

			“No, what is it?” said Hurst­wood, look­ing down the items of news.

			“The man who owns this ground has sold it.”

			“You don’t say so?” said Hurst­wood.

			He looked, and there was the no­tice. Mr. Au­gust Viele had yes­ter­day re­gistered the trans­fer of the lot, 25 × 75 feet, at the corner of War­ren and Hud­son streets, to J. F. Slawson for the sum of $57,000.

			“Our lease ex­pires when?” asked Hurst­wood, think­ing. “Next Feb­ru­ary, isn’t it?”

			“That’s right,” said Shaugh­nessy.

			“It doesn’t say what the new man’s go­ing to do with it,” re­marked Hurst­wood, look­ing back to the pa­per.

			“We’ll hear, I guess, soon enough,” said Shaugh­nessy.

			Sure enough, it did de­vel­op. Mr. Slawson owned the prop­erty ad­join­ing, and was go­ing to put up a mod­ern of­fice build­ing. The present one was to be torn down. It would take prob­ably a year and a half to com­plete the oth­er one.

			All these things de­veloped by de­grees, and Hurst­wood began to pon­der over what would be­come of the sa­loon. One day he spoke about it to his part­ner.

			“Do you think it would be worth while to open up some­where else in the neigh­bour­hood?”

			“What would be the use?” said Shaugh­nessy. “We couldn’t get an­oth­er corner around here.”

			“It wouldn’t pay any­where else, do you think?”

			“I wouldn’t try it,” said the oth­er.

			The ap­proach­ing change now took on a most ser­i­ous as­pect to Hurst­wood. Dis­sol­u­tion meant the loss of his thou­sand dol­lars, and he could not save an­oth­er thou­sand in the time. He un­der­stood that Shaugh­nessy was merely tired of the ar­range­ment, and would prob­ably lease the new corner, when com­pleted, alone. He began to worry about the ne­ces­sity of a new con­nec­tion and to see im­pend­ing ser­i­ous fin­an­cial straits un­less some­thing turned up. This left him in no mood to en­joy his flat or Car­rie, and con­sequently the de­pres­sion in­vaded that quarter.

			Mean­while, he took such time as he could to look about, but op­por­tun­it­ies were not nu­mer­ous. More, he had not the same im­press­ive per­son­al­ity which he had when he first came to New York. Bad thoughts had put a shade in­to his eyes which did not im­press oth­ers fa­vour­ably. Neither had he thir­teen hun­dred dol­lars in hand to talk with. About a month later, find­ing that he had not made any pro­gress, Shaugh­nessy re­por­ted def­in­itely that Slawson would not ex­tend the lease.

			“I guess this thing’s got to come to an end,” he said, af­fect­ing an air of con­cern.

			“Well, if it has, it has,” answered Hurst­wood, grimly. He would not give the oth­er a key to his opin­ions, whatever they were. He should not have the sat­is­fac­tion.

			A day or two later he saw that he must say some­thing to Car­rie.

			“You know,” he said, “I think I’m go­ing to get the worst of my deal down there.”

			“How is that?” asked Car­rie in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Well, the man who owns the ground has sold it, and the new own­er won’t re­lease it to us. The busi­ness may come to an end.”

			“Can’t you start some­where else?”

			“There doesn’t seem to be any place. Shaugh­nessy doesn’t want to.”

			“Do you lose what you put in?”

			“Yes,” said Hurst­wood, whose face was a study.

			“Oh, isn’t that too bad?” said Car­rie.

			“It’s a trick,” said Hurst­wood. “That’s all. They’ll start an­oth­er place there all right.”

			Car­rie looked at him, and gathered from his whole de­mean­our what it meant. It was ser­i­ous, very ser­i­ous.

			“Do you think you can get some­thing else?” she ven­tured, tim­idly.

			Hurst­wood thought a while. It was all up with the bluff about money and in­vest­ment. She could see now that he was “broke.”

			“I don’t know,” he said sol­emnly; “I can try.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				The Grind of the Mill­stones: A Sample of Chaff

			
			Car­rie pondered over this situ­ation as con­sist­ently as Hurst­wood, once she got the facts ad­jus­ted in her mind. It took sev­er­al days for her to fully real­ise that the ap­proach of the dis­sol­u­tion of her hus­band’s busi­ness meant com­mon­place struggle and priva­tion. Her mind went back to her early ven­ture in Chica­go, the Han­sons and their flat, and her heart re­vol­ted. That was ter­rible! Everything about poverty was ter­rible. She wished she knew a way out. Her re­cent ex­per­i­ences with the Vances had wholly un­fit­ted her to view her own state with com­pla­cence. The glam­our of the high life of the city had, in the few ex­per­i­ences af­forded her by the former, seized her com­pletely. She had been taught how to dress and where to go without hav­ing ample means to do either. Now, these things—ever-present real­it­ies as they were—filled her eyes and mind. The more cir­cum­scribed be­came her state, the more en­tran­cing seemed this oth­er. And now poverty threatened to seize her en­tirely and to re­move this oth­er world far up­ward like a heav­en to which any Laz­arus might ex­tend, ap­peal­ingly, his hands.

			So, too, the ideal brought in­to her life by Ames re­mained. He had gone, but here was his word that riches were not everything; that there was a great deal more in the world than she knew; that the stage was good, and the lit­er­at­ure she read poor. He was a strong man and clean—how much stronger and bet­ter than Hurst­wood and Drou­et she only half for­mu­lated to her­self, but the dif­fer­ence was pain­ful. It was some­thing to which she vol­un­tar­ily closed her eyes.

			Dur­ing the last three months of the War­ren Street con­nec­tion, Hurst­wood took parts of days off and hunted, track­ing the busi­ness ad­vert­ise­ments. It was a more or less de­press­ing busi­ness, wholly be­cause of the thought that he must soon get some­thing or he would be­gin to live on the few hun­dred dol­lars he was sav­ing, and then he would have noth­ing to in­vest—he would have to hire out as a clerk.

			Everything he dis­covered in his line ad­vert­ised as an op­por­tun­ity, was either too ex­pens­ive or too wretched for him. Be­sides, winter was com­ing, the pa­pers were an­noun­cing hard­ships, and there was a gen­er­al feel­ing of hard times in the air, or, at least, he thought so. In his worry, oth­er people’s wor­ries be­came ap­par­ent. No item about a firm fail­ing, a fam­ily starving, or a man dy­ing upon the streets, sup­posedly of star­va­tion, but ar­res­ted his eye as he scanned the morn­ing pa­pers. Once the World came out with a flar­ing an­nounce­ment about “80,000 people out of em­ploy­ment in New York this winter,” which struck as a knife at his heart.

			“Eighty thou­sand!” he thought. “What an aw­ful thing that is.”

			This was new reas­on­ing for Hurst­wood. In the old days the world had seemed to be get­ting along well enough. He had been wont to see sim­il­ar things in the Daily News, in Chica­go, but they did not hold his at­ten­tion. Now, these things were like grey clouds hov­er­ing along the ho­ri­zon of a clear day. They threatened to cov­er and ob­scure his life with chilly grey­ness. He tried to shake them off, to for­get and brace up. Some­times he said to him­self, men­tally:

			“What’s the use wor­ry­ing? I’m not out yet. I’ve got six weeks more. Even if worst comes to worst, I’ve got enough to live on for six months.”

			Curi­ously, as he troubled over his fu­ture, his thoughts oc­ca­sion­ally re­ver­ted to his wife and fam­ily. He had avoided such thoughts for the first three years as much as pos­sible. He hated her, and he could get along without her. Let her go. He would do well enough. Now, how­ever, when he was not do­ing well enough, he began to won­der what she was do­ing, how his chil­dren were get­ting along. He could see them liv­ing as nicely as ever, oc­cupy­ing the com­fort­able house and us­ing his prop­erty.

			“By George! it’s a shame they should have it all,” he vaguely thought to him­self on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions. “I didn’t do any­thing.”

			As he looked back now and ana­lysed the situ­ation which led up to his tak­ing the money, he began mildly to jus­ti­fy him­self. What had he done—what in the world—that should bar him out this way and heap such dif­fi­culties upon him? It seemed only yes­ter­day to him since he was com­fort­able and well-to-do. But now it was all wres­ted from him.

			“She didn’t de­serve what she got out of me, that is sure. I didn’t do so much, if every­body could just know.”

			There was no thought that the facts ought to be ad­vert­ised. It was only a men­tal jus­ti­fic­a­tion he was seek­ing from him­self—some­thing that would en­able him to bear his state as a right­eous man.

			One af­ter­noon, five weeks be­fore the War­ren Street place closed up, he left the sa­loon to vis­it three or four places he saw ad­vert­ised in the Her­ald. One was down in Gold Street, and he vis­ited that, but did not enter. It was such a cheap look­ing place he felt that he could not abide it. An­oth­er was on the Bowery, which he knew con­tained many showy re­sorts. It was near Grand Street, and turned out to be very hand­somely fit­ted up. He talked around about in­vest­ments for fully three-quar­ters of an hour with the pro­pri­et­or, who main­tained that his health was poor, and that was the reas­on he wished a part­ner.

			“Well, now, just how much money would it take to buy a half in­terest here?” said Hurst­wood, who saw sev­en hun­dred dol­lars as his lim­it.

			“Three thou­sand,” said the man.

			Hurst­wood’s jaw fell.

			“Cash?” he said.

			“Cash.”

			He tried to put on an air of de­lib­er­a­tion, as one who might really buy; but his eyes showed gloom. He wound up by say­ing he would think it over, and came away. The man he had been talk­ing to sensed his con­di­tion in a vague way.

			“I don’t think he wants to buy,” he said to him­self. “He doesn’t talk right.”

			The af­ter­noon was as grey as lead and cold. It was blow­ing up a dis­agree­able winter wind. He vis­ited a place far up on the east side, near Sixty-ninth Street, and it was five o’clock, and grow­ing dim, when he reached there. A portly Ger­man kept this place.

			“How about this ad of yours?” asked Hurst­wood, who rather ob­jec­ted to the looks of the place.

			“Oh, dat iss all over,” said the Ger­man. “I vill not sell now.”

			“Oh, is that so?”

			“Yes; dere is noth­ing to dat. It iss all over.”

			“Very well,” said Hurst­wood, turn­ing around.

			The Ger­man paid no more at­ten­tion to him, and it made him angry.

			“The crazy ass!” he said to him­self. “What does he want to ad­vert­ise for?”

			Wholly de­pressed, he star­ted for Thir­teenth Street. The flat had only a light in the kit­chen, where Car­rie was work­ing. He struck a match and, light­ing the gas, sat down in the din­ing-room without even greet­ing her. She came to the door and looked in.

			“It’s you, is it?” she said, and went back.

			“Yes,” he said, without even look­ing up from the even­ing pa­per he had bought.

			Car­rie saw things were wrong with him. He was not so hand­some when gloomy. The lines at the sides of the eyes were deepened. Nat­ur­ally dark of skin, gloom made him look slightly sin­is­ter. He was quite a dis­agree­able fig­ure.

			Car­rie set the table and brought in the meal.

			“Din­ner’s ready,” she said, passing him for some­thing.

			He did not an­swer, read­ing on.

			She came in and sat down at her place, feel­ing ex­ceed­ingly wretched.

			“Won’t you eat now?” she asked.

			He fol­ded his pa­per and drew near, si­lence hold­ing for a time, ex­cept for the “Pass me’s.”

			“It’s been gloomy today, hasn’t it?” ven­tured Car­rie, after a time.

			“Yes,” he said.

			He only picked at his food.

			“Are you still sure to close up?” said Car­rie, ven­tur­ing to take up the sub­ject which they had dis­cussed of­ten enough.

			“Of course we are,” he said, with the slight­est modi­fic­a­tion of sharp­ness.

			This re­tort angered Car­rie. She had had a dreary day of it her­self.

			“You needn’t talk like that,” she said.

			“Oh!” he ex­claimed, push­ing back from the table, as if to say more, but let­ting it go at that. Then he picked up his pa­per. Car­rie left her seat, con­tain­ing her­self with dif­fi­culty. He saw she was hurt.

			“Don’t go ’way,” he said, as she star­ted back in­to the kit­chen. “Eat your din­ner.”

			She passed, not an­swer­ing.

			He looked at the pa­per a few mo­ments, and then rose up and put on his coat.

			“I’m go­ing down­town, Car­rie,” he said, com­ing out. “I’m out of sorts to­night.”

			She did not an­swer.

			“Don’t be angry,” he said. “It will be all right to­mor­row.”

			He looked at her, but she paid no at­ten­tion to him, work­ing at her dishes.

			“Good­bye!” he said fi­nally, and went out.

			This was the first strong res­ult of the situ­ation between them, but with the near­ing of the last day of the busi­ness the gloom be­came al­most a per­man­ent thing. Hurst­wood could not con­ceal his feel­ings about the mat­ter. Car­rie could not help won­der­ing where she was drift­ing. It got so that they talked even less than usu­al, and yet it was not Hurst­wood who felt any ob­jec­tion to Car­rie. It was Car­rie who shied away from him. This he no­ticed. It aroused an ob­jec­tion to her be­com­ing in­dif­fer­ent to him. He made the pos­sib­il­ity of friendly in­ter­course al­most a gi­ant task, and then no­ticed with dis­con­tent that Car­rie ad­ded to it by her man­ner and made it more im­possible.

			At last the fi­nal day came. When it ac­tu­ally ar­rived, Hurst­wood, who had got his mind in­to such a state where a thun­der­clap and ra­ging storm would have seemed highly ap­pro­pri­ate, was rather re­lieved to find that it was a plain, or­din­ary day. The sun shone, the tem­per­at­ure was pleas­ant. He felt, as he came to the break­fast table, that it wasn’t so ter­rible, after all.

			“Well,” he said to Car­rie, “today’s my last day on earth.”

			Car­rie smiled in an­swer to his hu­mour.

			Hurst­wood glanced over his pa­per rather gayly. He seemed to have lost a load.

			“I’ll go down for a little while,” he said after break­fast, “and then I’ll look around. To­mor­row I’ll spend the whole day look­ing about. I think I can get some­thing, now this thing’s off my hands.”

			He went out smil­ing and vis­ited the place. Shaugh­nessy was there. They had made all ar­range­ments to share ac­cord­ing to their in­terests. When, how­ever, he had been there sev­er­al hours, gone out three more, and re­turned, his ela­tion had de­par­ted. As much as he had ob­jec­ted to the place, now that it was no longer to ex­ist, he felt sorry. He wished that things were dif­fer­ent.

			Shaugh­nessy was coolly busi­ness­like.

			“Well,” he said at five o’clock, “we might as well count the change and di­vide.”

			They did so. The fix­tures had already been sold and the sum di­vided.

			“Good night,” said Hurst­wood at the fi­nal mo­ment, in a last ef­fort to be gen­i­al.

			“So long,” said Shaugh­nessy, scarcely deign­ing a no­tice.

			Thus the War­ren Street ar­range­ment was per­man­ently con­cluded.

			Car­rie had pre­pared a good din­ner at the flat, but after his ride up, Hurst­wood was in a sol­emn and re­flect­ive mood.

			“Well?” said Car­rie, in­quis­it­ively.

			“I’m out of that,” he answered, tak­ing off his coat.

			As she looked at him, she wondered what his fin­an­cial state was now. They ate and talked a little.

			“Will you have enough to buy in any­where else?” asked Car­rie.

			“No,” he said. “I’ll have to get some­thing else and save up.”

			“It would be nice if you could get some place,” said Car­rie, promp­ted by anxi­ety and hope.

			“I guess I will,” he said re­flect­ively.

			For some days there­after he put on his over­coat reg­u­larly in the morn­ing and sal­lied forth. On these ven­tures he first con­soled him­self with the thought that with the sev­en hun­dred dol­lars he had he could still make some ad­vant­age­ous ar­range­ment. He thought about go­ing to some brew­ery, which, as he knew, fre­quently con­trolled sa­loons which they leased, and get them to help him. Then he re­membered that he would have to pay out sev­er­al hun­dred any­way for fix­tures and that he would have noth­ing left for his monthly ex­penses. It was cost­ing him nearly eighty dol­lars a month to live.

			“No,” he said, in his sanest mo­ments, “I can’t do it. I’ll get some­thing else and save up.”

			This get­ting-some­thing pro­pos­i­tion com­plic­ated it­self the mo­ment he began to think of what it was he wanted to do. Man­age a place? Where should he get such a po­s­i­tion? The pa­pers con­tained no re­quests for man­agers. Such po­s­i­tions, he knew well enough, were either se­cured by long years of ser­vice or were bought with a half or third in­terest. In­to a place im­port­ant enough to need such a man­ager he had not money enough to buy.

			Nev­er­the­less, he star­ted out. His clothes were very good and his ap­pear­ance still ex­cel­lent, but it in­volved the trouble of de­lud­ing. People, look­ing at him, ima­gined in­stantly that a man of his age, stout and well dressed, must be well off. He ap­peared a com­fort­able own­er of some­thing, a man from whom the com­mon run of mor­tals could well ex­pect gra­tu­it­ies. Be­ing now forty-three years of age, and com­fort­ably built, walk­ing was not easy. He had not been used to ex­er­cise for many years. His legs tired, his shoulders ached, and his feet pained him at the close of the day, even when he took street cars in al­most every dir­ec­tion. The mere get­ting up and down, if long con­tin­ued, pro­duced this res­ult.

			The fact that people took him to be bet­ter off than he was, he well un­der­stood. It was so pain­fully clear to him that it re­tarded his search. Not that he wished to be less well-ap­pear­ing, but that he was ashamed to be­lie his ap­pear­ance by in­con­gru­ous ap­peals. So he hes­it­ated, won­der­ing what to do.

			He thought of the ho­tels, but in­stantly he re­membered that he had had no ex­per­i­ence as a clerk, and, what was more im­port­ant, no ac­quaint­ances or friends in that line to whom he could go. He did know some hotel own­ers in sev­er­al cit­ies, in­clud­ing New York, but they knew of his deal­ings with Fitzger­ald and Moy. He could not ap­ply to them. He thought of oth­er lines sug­ges­ted by large build­ings or busi­nesses which he knew of—whole­sale gro­cer­ies, hard­ware, in­sur­ance con­cerns, and the like—but he had had no ex­per­i­ence.

			How to go about get­ting any­thing was a bit­ter thought. Would he have to go per­son­ally and ask; wait out­side an of­fice door, and, then, dis­tin­guished and af­flu­ent look­ing, an­nounce that he was look­ing for some­thing to do? He strained pain­fully at the thought. No, he could not do that.

			He really strolled about, think­ing, and then, the weath­er be­ing cold, stepped in­to a hotel. He knew ho­tels well enough to know that any de­cent look­ing in­di­vidu­al was wel­come to a chair in the lobby. This was in the Broad­way Cent­ral, which was then one of the most im­port­ant ho­tels in the city. Tak­ing a chair here was a pain­ful thing to him. To think he should come to this! He had heard loun­gers about ho­tels called chair-warm­ers. He had called them that him­self in his day. But here he was, des­pite the pos­sib­il­ity of meet­ing someone who knew him, shield­ing him­self from cold and the wear­i­ness of the streets in a hotel lobby.

			“I can’t do this way,” he said to him­self. “There’s no use of my start­ing out morn­ings without first think­ing up some place to go. I’ll think of some places and then look them up.”

			It oc­curred to him that the po­s­i­tions of bar­tenders were some­times open, but he put this out of his mind. Bar­tender—he, the ex-man­ager!

			It grew aw­fully dull sit­ting in the hotel lobby, and so at four he went home. He tried to put on a busi­ness air as he went in, but it was a feeble im­it­a­tion. The rock­ing-chair in the din­ing-room was com­fort­able. He sank in­to it gladly, with sev­er­al pa­pers he had bought, and began to read.

			As she was go­ing through the room to be­gin pre­par­ing din­ner, Car­rie said:

			“The man was here for the rent today.”

			“Oh, was he?” said Hurst­wood.

			The least wrinkle crept in­to his brow as he re­membered that this was Feb­ru­ary 2nd, the time the man al­ways called. He fished down in his pock­et for his purse, get­ting the first taste of pay­ing out when noth­ing is com­ing in. He looked at the fat, green roll as a sick man looks at the one pos­sible sav­ing cure. Then he coun­ted off twenty-eight dol­lars.

			“Here you are,” he said to Car­rie, when she came through again.

			He bur­ied him­self in his pa­pers and read. Oh, the rest of it—the re­lief from walk­ing and think­ing! What Lethean wa­ters were these floods of tele­graphed in­tel­li­gence! He for­got his troubles, in part. Here was a young, hand­some wo­man, if you might be­lieve the news­pa­per draw­ing, su­ing a rich, fat, candy-mak­ing hus­band in Brook­lyn for di­vorce. Here was an­oth­er item de­tail­ing the wreck­ing of a ves­sel in ice and snow off Prince’s Bay on Staten Is­land. A long, bright column told of the do­ings in the the­at­ric­al world—the plays pro­duced, the act­ors ap­pear­ing, the man­agers mak­ing an­nounce­ments. Fan­nie Dav­en­port was just open­ing at the Fifth Av­en­ue. Daly was pro­du­cing King Lear. He read of the early de­par­ture for the sea­son of a party com­posed of the Vander­bilts and their friends for Flor­ida. An in­ter­est­ing shoot­ing af­fray was on in the moun­tains of Ken­tucky. So he read, read, read, rock­ing in the warm room near the ra­di­at­or and wait­ing for din­ner to be served.

		
	
		
			
				XXXV

				The Passing of Ef­fort: The Vis­age of Care

			
			The next morn­ing he looked over the pa­pers and waded through a long list of ad­vert­ise­ments, mak­ing a few notes. Then he turned to the male-help-wanted column, but with dis­agree­able feel­ings. The day was be­fore him—a long day in which to dis­cov­er some­thing—and this was how he must be­gin to dis­cov­er. He scanned the long column, which mostly con­cerned bakers, bushel­men, cooks, com­pos­it­ors, drivers, and the like, find­ing two things only which ar­res­ted his eye. One was a cash­ier wanted in a whole­sale fur­niture house, and the oth­er a sales­man for a whis­key house. He had nev­er thought of the lat­ter. At once he de­cided to look that up.

			The firm in ques­tion was Als­bery & Co., whis­key brokers.

			He was ad­mit­ted al­most at once to the man­ager on his ap­pear­ance.

			“Good morn­ing, sir,” said the lat­ter, think­ing at first that he was en­coun­ter­ing one of his out-of-town cus­tom­ers.

			“Good morn­ing,” said Hurst­wood. “You ad­vert­ised, I be­lieve, for a sales­man?”

			“Oh,” said the man, show­ing plainly the en­light­en­ment which had come to him. “Yes. Yes, I did.”

			“I thought I’d drop in,” said Hurst­wood, with dig­nity. “I’ve had some ex­per­i­ence in that line my­self.”

			“Oh, have you?” said the man. “What ex­per­i­ence have you had?”

			“Well, I’ve man­aged sev­er­al li­quor houses in my time. Re­cently I owned a third-in­terest in a sa­loon at War­ren and Hud­son streets.”

			“I see,” said the man.

			Hurst­wood ceased, wait­ing for some sug­ges­tion.

			“We did want a sales­man,” said the man. “I don’t know as it’s any­thing you’d care to take hold of, though.”

			“I see,” said Hurst­wood. “Well, I’m in no po­s­i­tion to choose, just at present. If it were open, I should be glad to get it.”

			The man did not take kindly at all to his “No po­s­i­tion to choose.” He wanted someone who wasn’t think­ing of a choice or some­thing bet­ter. Es­pe­cially not an old man. He wanted someone young, act­ive, and glad to work act­ively for a mod­er­ate sum. Hurst­wood did not please him at all. He had more of an air than his em­ploy­ers.

			“Well,” he said in an­swer, “we’d be glad to con­sider your ap­plic­a­tion. We shan’t de­cide for a few days yet. Sup­pose you send us your ref­er­ences.”

			“I will,” said Hurst­wood.

			He nod­ded good morn­ing and came away. At the corner he looked at the fur­niture com­pany’s ad­dress, and saw that it was in West Twenty-third Street. Ac­cord­ingly, he went up there. The place was not large enough, how­ever. It looked mod­er­ate, the men in it idle and small salar­ied. He walked by, glan­cing in, and then de­cided not to go in there.

			“They want a girl, prob­ably, at ten a week,” he said.

			At one o’clock he thought of eat­ing, and went to a res­taur­ant in Madis­on Square. There he pondered over places which he might look up. He was tired. It was blow­ing up grey again. Across the way, through Madis­on Square Park, stood the great ho­tels, look­ing down upon a busy scene. He de­cided to go over to the lobby of one and sit a while. It was warm in there and bright. He had seen no one he knew at the Broad­way Cent­ral. In all like­li­hood he would en­counter no one here. Find­ing a seat on one of the red plush di­vans close to the great win­dows which look out on Broad­way’s busy rout, he sat mus­ing. His state did not seem so bad in here. Sit­ting still and look­ing out, he could take some slight con­sol­a­tion in the few hun­dred dol­lars he had in his purse. He could for­get, in a meas­ure, the wear­i­ness of the street and his tire­some searches. Still, it was only es­cape from a severe to a less severe state. He was still gloomy and dis­heartened. There, minutes seemed to go very slowly. An hour was a long, long time in passing. It was filled for him with ob­ser­va­tions and men­tal com­ments con­cern­ing the ac­tu­al guests of the hotel, who passed in and out, and those more pros­per­ous ped­es­tri­ans whose good for­tune showed in their clothes and spir­its as they passed along Broad­way, out­side. It was nearly the first time since he had ar­rived in the city that his leis­ure af­forded him ample op­por­tun­ity to con­tem­plate this spec­tacle. Now, be­ing, per­force, idle him­self, he wondered at the activ­ity of oth­ers. How gay were the youths he saw, how pretty the wo­men. Such fine clothes they all wore. They were so in­tent upon get­ting some­where. He saw coquet­tish glances cast by mag­ni­fi­cent girls. Ah, the money it re­quired to train with such—how well he knew! How long it had been since he had had the op­por­tun­ity to do so!

			The clock out­side re­gistered four. It was a little early, but he thought he would go back to the flat.

			This go­ing back to the flat was coupled with the thought that Car­rie would think he was sit­ting around too much if he came home early. He hoped he wouldn’t have to, but the day hung heav­ily on his hands. Over there he was on his own ground. He could sit in his rock­ing-chair and read. This busy, dis­tract­ing, sug­gest­ive scene was shut out. He could read his pa­pers. Ac­cord­ingly, he went home. Car­rie was read­ing, quite alone. It was rather dark in the flat, shut in as it was.

			“You’ll hurt your eyes,” he said when he saw her.

			After tak­ing off his coat, he felt it in­cum­bent upon him to make some little re­port of his day.

			“I’ve been talk­ing with a whole­sale li­quor com­pany,” he said. “I may go out on the road.”

			“Wouldn’t that be nice!” said Car­rie.

			“It wouldn’t be such a bad thing,” he answered.

			Al­ways from the man at the corner now he bought two pa­pers—the Even­ing World and Even­ing Sun. So now he merely picked his pa­pers up, as he came by, without stop­ping.

			He drew up his chair near the ra­di­at­or and lighted the gas. Then it was as the even­ing be­fore. His dif­fi­culties van­ished in the items he so well loved to read.

			The next day was even worse than the one be­fore, be­cause now he could not think of where to go. Noth­ing he saw in the pa­pers he stud­ied—till ten o’clock—ap­pealed to him. He felt that he ought to go out, and yet he sickened at the thought. Where to, where to?

			“You mustn’t for­get to leave me my money for this week,” said Car­rie, quietly.

			They had an ar­range­ment by which he placed twelve dol­lars a week in her hands, out of which to pay cur­rent ex­penses. He heaved a little sigh as she said this, and drew out his purse. Again he felt the dread of the thing. Here he was tak­ing off, tak­ing off, and noth­ing com­ing in.

			“Lord!” he said, in his own thoughts, “this can’t go on.”

			To Car­rie he said noth­ing what­so­ever. She could feel that her re­quest dis­turbed him. To pay her would soon be­come a dis­tress­ing thing.

			“Yet, what have I got to do with it?” she thought. “Oh, why should I be made to worry?”

			Hurst­wood went out and made for Broad­way. He wanted to think up some place. Be­fore long, though, he reached the Grand Hotel at Thirty-first Street. He knew of its com­fort­able lobby. He was cold after his twenty blocks’ walk.

			“I’ll go in their barber shop and get a shave,” he thought.

			Thus he jus­ti­fied him­self in sit­ting down in here after his ton­sori­al treat­ment.

			Again, time hanging heav­ily on his hands, he went home early, and this con­tin­ued for sev­er­al days, each day the need to hunt pain­ing him, and each day dis­gust, de­pres­sion, shame­faced­ness driv­ing him in­to lobby idle­ness.

			At last three days came in which a storm pre­vailed, and he did not go out at all. The snow began to fall late one af­ter­noon. It was a reg­u­lar flurry of large, soft, white flakes. In the morn­ing it was still com­ing down with a high wind, and the pa­pers an­nounced a bliz­zard. From out the front win­dows one could see a deep, soft bed­ding.

			“I guess I’ll not try to go out today,” he said to Car­rie at break­fast. “It’s go­ing to be aw­ful bad, so the pa­pers say.”

			“The man hasn’t brought my coal, either,” said Car­rie, who ordered by the bushel.

			“I’ll go over and see about it,” said Hurst­wood. This was the first time he had ever sug­ges­ted do­ing an er­rand, but, some­how, the wish to sit about the house promp­ted it as a sort of com­pens­a­tion for the priv­ilege.

			All day and all night it snowed, and the city began to suf­fer from a gen­er­al block­ade of traffic. Great at­ten­tion was giv­en to the de­tails of the storm by the news­pa­pers, which played up the dis­tress of the poor in large type.

			Hurst­wood sat and read by his ra­di­at­or in the corner. He did not try to think about his need of work. This storm be­ing so ter­rif­ic, and ty­ing up all things, robbed him of the need. He made him­self wholly com­fort­able and toasted his feet.

			Car­rie ob­served his ease with some mis­giv­ing. For all the fury of the storm she doubted his com­fort. He took his situ­ation too philo­soph­ic­ally.

			Hurst­wood, how­ever, read on and on. He did not pay much at­ten­tion to Car­rie. She ful­filled her house­hold du­ties and said little to dis­turb him.

			The next day it was still snow­ing, and the next, bit­ter cold. Hurst­wood took the alarm of the pa­per and sat still. Now he vo­lun­teered to do a few oth­er little things. One was to go to the butcher, an­oth­er to the gro­cery. He really thought noth­ing of these little ser­vices in con­nec­tion with their true sig­ni­fic­ance. He felt as if he were not wholly use­less—in­deed, in such a stress of weath­er, quite worth while about the house.

			On the fourth day, how­ever, it cleared, and he read that the storm was over. Now, how­ever, he idled, think­ing how sloppy the streets would be.

			It was noon be­fore he fi­nally aban­doned his pa­pers and got un­der way. Ow­ing to the slightly warm­er tem­per­at­ure the streets were bad. He went across Four­teenth Street on the car and got a trans­fer south on Broad­way. One little ad­vert­ise­ment he had, re­lat­ing to a sa­loon down in Pearl Street. When he reached the Broad­way Cent­ral, how­ever, he changed his mind.

			“What’s the use?” he thought, look­ing out upon the slop and snow. “I couldn’t buy in­to it. It’s a thou­sand to one noth­ing comes of it. I guess I’ll get off,” and off he got. In the lobby he took a seat and waited again, won­der­ing what he could do.

			While he was idly pon­der­ing, sat­is­fied to be in­side, a well-dressed man passed up the lobby, stopped, looked sharply, as if not sure of his memory, and then ap­proached. Hurst­wood re­cog­nised Car­gill, the own­er of the large stables in Chica­go of the same name, whom he had last seen at Avery Hall, the night Car­rie ap­peared there. The re­mem­brance of how this in­di­vidu­al brought up his wife to shake hands on that oc­ca­sion was also on the in­stant clear.

			Hurst­wood was greatly abashed. His eyes ex­pressed the dif­fi­culty he felt.

			“Why, it’s Hurst­wood!” said Car­gill, re­mem­ber­ing now, and sorry that he had not re­cog­nised him quickly enough in the be­gin­ning to have avoided this meet­ing.

			“Yes,” said Hurst­wood. “How are you?”

			“Very well,” said Car­gill, troubled for some­thing to talk about. “Stop­ping here?”

			“No,” said Hurst­wood, “just keep­ing an ap­point­ment.”

			“I knew you had left Chica­go. I was won­der­ing what had be­come of you.”

			“Oh, I’m here now,” answered Hurst­wood, anxious to get away.

			“Do­ing well, I sup­pose?”

			“Ex­cel­lent.”

			“Glad to hear it.”

			They looked at one an­oth­er, rather em­bar­rassed.

			“Well, I have an en­gage­ment with a friend up­stairs. I’ll leave you. So long.”

			Hurst­wood nod­ded his head.

			“Damn it all,” he mur­mured, turn­ing to­ward the door. “I knew that would hap­pen.”

			He walked sev­er­al blocks up the street. His watch only re­gistered 1:30. He tried to think of some place to go or some­thing to do. The day was so bad he wanted only to be in­side. Fi­nally his feet began to feel wet and cold, and he boarded a car. This took him to Fifty-ninth Street, which was as good as any­where else. Landed here, he turned to walk back along Sev­enth Av­en­ue, but the slush was too much. The misery of loun­ging about with nowhere to go be­came in­tol­er­able. He felt as if he were catch­ing cold.

			Stop­ping at a corner, he waited for a car south bound. This was no day to be out; he would go home.

			Car­rie was sur­prised to see him at a quarter of three.

			“It’s a miser­able day out,” was all he said. Then he took off his coat and changed his shoes.

			That night he felt a cold com­ing on and took quin­ine. He was fe­ver­ish un­til morn­ing, and sat about the next day while Car­rie waited on him. He was a help­less creature in sick­ness, not very hand­some in a dull-col­oured bath gown and his hair un­combed. He looked hag­gard about the eyes and quite old. Car­rie no­ticed this, and it did not ap­peal to her. She wanted to be good-natured and sym­path­et­ic, but some­thing about the man held her aloof.

			To­ward even­ing he looked so badly in the weak light that she sug­ges­ted he go to bed.

			“You’d bet­ter sleep alone,” she said, “you’ll feel bet­ter. I’ll open your bed for you now.”

			“All right,” he said.

			As she did all these things, she was in a most des­pond­ent state.

			“What a life! What a life!” was her one thought.

			Once dur­ing the day, when he sat near the ra­di­at­or, hunched up and read­ing, she passed through, and see­ing him, wrinkled her brows. In the front room, where it was not so warm, she sat by the win­dow and cried. This was the life cut out for her, was it? To live cooped up in a small flat with someone who was out of work, idle, and in­dif­fer­ent to her. She was merely a ser­vant to him now, noth­ing more.

			This cry­ing made her eyes red, and when, in pre­par­ing his bed, she lighted the gas, and, hav­ing pre­pared it, called him in, he no­ticed the fact.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you?” he asked, look­ing in­to her face. His voice was hoarse and his un­kempt head only ad­ded to its grue­some qual­ity.

			“Noth­ing,” said Car­rie, weakly.

			“You’ve been cry­ing,” he said.

			“I haven’t, either,” she answered.

			It was not for love of him, that he knew.

			“You needn’t cry,” he said, get­ting in­to bed. “Things will come out all right.”

			In a day or two he was up again, but rough weath­er hold­ing, he stayed in. The Itali­an news­deal­er now de­livered the morn­ing pa­pers, and these he read as­sidu­ously. A few times after that he ven­tured out, but meet­ing an­oth­er of his old-time friends, he began to feel un­easy sit­ting about hotel cor­ridors.

			Every day he came home early, and at last made no pre­tence of go­ing any­where. Winter was no time to look for any­thing.

			Nat­ur­ally, be­ing about the house, he no­ticed the way Car­rie did things. She was far from per­fect in house­hold meth­ods and eco­nomy, and her little de­vi­ations on this score first caught his eye. Not, how­ever, be­fore her reg­u­lar de­mand for her al­low­ance be­came a griev­ous thing. Sit­ting around as he did, the weeks seemed to pass very quickly. Every Tues­day Car­rie asked for her money.

			“Do you think we live as cheaply as we might?” he asked one Tues­day morn­ing.

			“I do the best I can,” said Car­rie.

			Noth­ing was ad­ded to this at the mo­ment, but the next day he said:

			“Do you ever go to the Gan­se­voort Mar­ket over here?”

			“I didn’t know there was such a mar­ket,” said Car­rie.

			“They say you can get things lots cheap­er there.”

			Car­rie was very in­dif­fer­ent to the sug­ges­tion. These were things which she did not like at all.

			“How much do you pay for a pound of meat?” he asked one day.

			“Oh, there are dif­fer­ent prices,” said Car­rie. “Sir­loin steak is twenty-two cents.”

			“That’s steep, isn’t it?” he answered.

			So he asked about oth­er things, un­til fi­nally, with the passing days, it seemed to be­come a mania with him. He learned the prices and re­membered them.

			His er­rand-run­ning ca­pa­city also im­proved. It began in a small way, of course. Car­rie, go­ing to get her hat one morn­ing, was stopped by him.

			“Where are you go­ing, Car­rie?” he asked.

			“Over to the baker’s,” she answered.

			“I’d just as leave go for you,” he said.

			She ac­qui­esced, and he went. Each af­ter­noon he would go to the corner for the pa­pers.

			“Is there any­thing you want?” he would say.

			By de­grees she began to use him. Do­ing this, how­ever, she lost the weekly pay­ment of twelve dol­lars.

			“You want to pay me today,” she said one Tues­day, about this time.

			“How much?” he asked.

			She un­der­stood well enough what it meant.

			“Well, about five dol­lars,” she answered. “I owe the coal man.”

			The same day he said:

			“I think this Itali­an up here on the corner sells coal at twenty-five cents a bushel. I’ll trade with him.”

			Car­rie heard this with in­dif­fer­ence.

			“All right,” she said.

			Then it came to be:

			“George, I must have some coal today,” or, “You must get some meat of some kind for din­ner.”

			He would find out what she needed and or­der.

			Ac­com­pa­ny­ing this plan came skimp­i­ness.

			“I only got a half-pound of steak,” he said, com­ing in one af­ter­noon with his pa­pers. “We nev­er seem to eat very much.”

			These miser­able de­tails ate the heart out of Car­rie. They blackened her days and grieved her soul. Oh, how this man had changed! All day and all day, here he sat, read­ing his pa­pers. The world seemed to have no at­trac­tion. Once in a while he would go out, in fine weath­er, it might be four or five hours, between el­ev­en and four. She could do noth­ing but view him with gnaw­ing con­tempt.

			It was apathy with Hurst­wood, res­ult­ing from his in­ab­il­ity to see his way out. Each month drew from his small store. Now, he had only five hun­dred dol­lars left, and this he hugged, half feel­ing as if he could stave off ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity for an in­def­in­ite peri­od. Sit­ting around the house, he de­cided to wear some old clothes he had. This came first with the bad days. Only once he apo­lo­gised in the very be­gin­ning:

			“It’s so bad today, I’ll just wear these around.”

			Even­tu­ally these be­came the per­man­ent thing.

			Also, he had been wont to pay fif­teen cents for a shave, and a tip of ten cents. In his first dis­tress, he cut down the tip to five, then to noth­ing. Later, he tried a ten-cent barber shop, and, find­ing that the shave was sat­is­fact­ory, pat­ron­ised reg­u­larly. Later still, he put off shav­ing to every oth­er day, then to every third, and so on, un­til once a week be­came the rule. On Sat­urday he was a sight to see.

			Of course, as his own self-re­spect van­ished, it per­ished for him in Car­rie. She could not un­der­stand what had got­ten in­to the man. He had some money, he had a de­cent suit re­main­ing, he was not bad look­ing when dressed up. She did not for­get her own dif­fi­cult struggle in Chica­go, but she did not for­get either that she had nev­er ceased try­ing. He nev­er tried. He did not even con­sult the ads in the pa­pers any more.

			Fi­nally, a dis­tinct im­pres­sion es­caped from her.

			“What makes you put so much but­ter on the steak?” he asked her one even­ing, stand­ing around in the kit­chen.

			“To make it good, of course,” she answered.

			“But­ter is aw­ful dear these days,” he sug­ges­ted.

			“You wouldn’t mind it if you were work­ing,” she answered.

			He shut up after this, and went in to his pa­per, but the re­tort rankled in his mind. It was the first cut­ting re­mark that had come from her.

			That same even­ing, Car­rie, after read­ing, went off to the front room to bed. This was un­usu­al. When Hurst­wood de­cided to go, he re­tired, as usu­al, without a light. It was then that he dis­covered Car­rie’s ab­sence.

			“That’s funny,” he said; “maybe she’s sit­ting up.”

			He gave the mat­ter no more thought, but slept. In the morn­ing she was not be­side him. Strange to say, this passed without com­ment.

			Night ap­proach­ing, and a slightly more con­ver­sa­tion­al feel­ing pre­vail­ing, Car­rie said:

			“I think I’ll sleep alone to­night. I have a head­ache.”

			“All right,” said Hurst­wood.

			The third night she went to her front bed without apo­lo­gies.

			This was a grim blow to Hurst­wood, but he nev­er men­tioned it.

			“All right,” he said to him­self, with an ir­re­press­ible frown, “let her sleep alone.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXVI

				A Grim Ret­ro­gres­sion: The Phantom of Chance

			
			The Vances, who had been back in the city ever since Christ­mas, had not for­got­ten Car­rie; but they, or rather Mrs. Vance, had nev­er called on her, for the very simple reas­on that Car­rie had nev­er sent her ad­dress. True to her nature, she cor­res­pon­ded with Mrs. Vance as long as she still lived in Sev­enty-eighth Street, but when she was com­pelled to move in­to Thir­teenth, her fear that the lat­ter would take it as an in­dic­a­tion of re­duced cir­cum­stances caused her to study some way of avoid­ing the ne­ces­sity of giv­ing her ad­dress. Not find­ing any con­veni­ent meth­od, she sor­row­fully resigned the priv­ilege of writ­ing to her friend en­tirely. The lat­ter wondered at this strange si­lence, thought Car­rie must have left the city, and in the end gave her up as lost. So she was thor­oughly sur­prised to en­counter her in Four­teenth Street, where she had gone shop­ping. Car­rie was there for the same pur­pose.

			“Why, Mrs. Wheel­er,” said Mrs. Vance, look­ing Car­rie over in a glance, “where have you been? Why haven’t you been to see me? I’ve been won­der­ing all this time what had be­come of you. Really, I—”

			“I’m so glad to see you,” said Car­rie, pleased and yet non­plussed. Of all times, this was the worst to en­counter Mrs. Vance. “Why, I’m liv­ing down­town here. I’ve been in­tend­ing to come and see you. Where are you liv­ing now?”

			“In Fifty-eighth Street,” said Mrs. Vance, “just off Sev­enth Av­en­ue—218. Why don’t you come and see me?”

			“I will,” said Car­rie. “Really, I’ve been want­ing to come. I know I ought to. It’s a shame. But you know—”

			“What’s your num­ber?” said Mrs. Vance.

			“Thir­teenth Street,” said Car­rie, re­luct­antly. “112 West.”

			“Oh,” said Mrs. Vance, “that’s right near here, isn’t it?”

			“Yes,” said Car­rie. “You must come down and see me some time.”

			“Well, you’re a fine one,” said Mrs. Vance, laugh­ing, the while not­ing that Car­rie’s ap­pear­ance had mod­i­fied some­what. “The ad­dress, too,” she ad­ded to her­self. “They must be hard up.”

			Still she liked Car­rie well enough to take her in tow.

			“Come with me in here a minute,” she ex­claimed, turn­ing in­to a store.

			When Car­rie re­turned home, there was Hurst­wood, read­ing as usu­al. He seemed to take his con­di­tion with the ut­most non­chal­ance. His beard was at least four days old.

			“Oh,” thought Car­rie, “if she were to come here and see him?”

			She shook her head in ab­so­lute misery. It looked as if her situ­ation was be­com­ing un­bear­able.

			Driv­en to des­per­a­tion, she asked at din­ner:

			“Did you ever hear any more from that whole­sale house?”

			“No,” he said. “They don’t want an in­ex­per­i­enced man.”

			Car­rie dropped the sub­ject, feel­ing un­able to say more.

			“I met Mrs. Vance this af­ter­noon,” she said, after a time.

			“Did, eh?” he answered.

			“They’re back in New York now,” Car­rie went on. “She did look so nice.”

			“Well, she can af­ford it as long as he puts up for it,” re­turned Hurst­wood. “He’s got a soft job.”

			Hurst­wood was look­ing in­to the pa­per. He could not see the look of in­fin­ite wear­i­ness and dis­con­tent Car­rie gave him.

			“She said she thought she’d call here some day.”

			“She’s been long get­ting round to it, hasn’t she?” said Hurst­wood, with a kind of sar­casm.

			The wo­man didn’t ap­peal to him from her spend­ing side.

			“Oh, I don’t know,” said Car­rie, angered by the man’s at­ti­tude. “Per­haps I didn’t want her to come.”

			“She’s too gay,” said Hurst­wood, sig­ni­fic­antly. “No one can keep up with her pace un­less they’ve got a lot of money.”

			“Mr. Vance doesn’t seem to find it very hard.”

			“He may not now,” answered Hurst­wood, dog­gedly, well un­der­stand­ing the in­fer­ence; “but his life isn’t done yet. You can’t tell what’ll hap­pen. He may get down like any­body else.”

			There was some­thing quite knav­ish in the man’s at­ti­tude. His eye seemed to be cocked with a twinkle upon the for­tu­nate, ex­pect­ing their de­feat. His own state seemed a thing apart—not con­sidered.

			This thing was the re­mains of his old-time cock­sure­ness and in­de­pend­ence. Sit­ting in his flat, and read­ing of the do­ings of oth­er people, some­times this in­de­pend­ent, un­defeated mood came upon him. For­get­ting the wear­i­ness of the streets and the de­grad­a­tion of search, he would some­times prick up his ears. It was as if he said:

			“I can do some­thing. I’m not down yet. There’s a lot of things com­ing to me if I want to go after them.”

			It was in this mood that he would oc­ca­sion­ally dress up, go for a shave, and, put­ting on his gloves, sally forth quite act­ively. Not with any def­in­ite aim. It was more a ba­ro­met­ric con­di­tion. He felt just right for be­ing out­side and do­ing some­thing.

			On such oc­ca­sions, his money went also. He knew of sev­er­al poker rooms down­town. A few ac­quaint­ances he had in down­town re­sorts and about the City Hall. It was a change to see them and ex­change a few friendly com­mon­places.

			He had once been ac­cus­tomed to hold a pretty fair hand at poker. Many a friendly game had net­ted him a hun­dred dol­lars or more at the time when that sum was merely sauce to the dish of the game—not the all in all. Now, he thought of play­ing.

			“I might win a couple of hun­dred. I’m not out of prac­tice.”

			It is but fair to say that this thought had oc­curred to him sev­er­al times be­fore he ac­ted upon it.

			The poker room which he first in­vaded was over a sa­loon in West Street, near one of the fer­ries. He had been there be­fore. Sev­er­al games were go­ing. These he watched for a time and no­ticed that the pots were quite large for the ante in­volved.

			“Deal me a hand,” he said at the be­gin­ning of a new shuffle. He pulled up a chair and stud­ied his cards. Those play­ing made that quiet study of him which is so un­ap­par­ent, and yet in­vari­ably so search­ing.

			Poor for­tune was with him at first. He re­ceived a mixed col­lec­tion without pro­gres­sion or pairs. The pot was opened.

			“I pass,” he said.

			On the strength of this, he was con­tent to lose his ante. The deals did fairly by him in the long run, caus­ing him to come away with a few dol­lars to the good.

			The next af­ter­noon he was back again, seek­ing amuse­ment and profit. This time he fol­lowed up three of a kind to his doom. There was a bet­ter hand across the table, held by a pug­na­cious Ir­ish youth, who was a polit­ic­al hanger-on of the Tam­many dis­trict in which they were loc­ated. Hurst­wood was sur­prised at the per­sist­ence of this in­di­vidu­al, whose bets came with a sang­froid which, if a bluff, was ex­cel­lent art. Hurst­wood began to doubt, but kept, or thought to keep, at least, the cool de­mean­our with which, in olden times, he de­ceived those psych­ic stu­dents of the gam­ing table, who seem to read thoughts and moods, rather than ex­ter­i­or evid­ences, how­ever subtle. He could not down the cow­ardly thought that this man had some­thing bet­ter and would stay to the end, draw­ing his last dol­lar in­to the pot, should he choose to go so far. Still, he hoped to win much—his hand was ex­cel­lent. Why not raise it five more?

			“I raise you three,” said the youth.

			“Make it five,” said Hurst­wood, push­ing out his chips.

			“Come again,” said the youth, push­ing out a small pile of reds.

			“Let me have some more chips,” said Hurst­wood to the keep­er in charge, tak­ing out a bill.

			A cyn­ic­al grin lit up the face of his youth­ful op­pon­ent. When the chips were laid out, Hurst­wood met the raise.

			“Five again,” said the youth.

			Hurst­wood’s brow was wet. He was deep in now—very deep for him. Sixty dol­lars of his good money was up. He was or­din­ar­ily no cow­ard, but the thought of los­ing so much weakened him. Fi­nally he gave way. He would not trust to this fine hand any longer.

			“I call,” he said.

			“A full house!” said the youth, spread­ing out his cards.

			Hurst­wood’s hand dropped.

			“I thought I had you,” he said, weakly.

			The youth raked in his chips, and Hurst­wood came away, not without first stop­ping to count his re­main­ing cash on the stair.

			“Three hun­dred and forty dol­lars,” he said.

			With this loss and or­din­ary ex­penses, so much had already gone.

			Back in the flat, he de­cided he would play no more.

			Re­mem­ber­ing Mrs. Vance’s prom­ise to call, Car­rie made one oth­er mild protest. It was con­cern­ing Hurst­wood’s ap­pear­ance. This very day, com­ing home, he changed his clothes to the old togs he sat around in.

			“What makes you al­ways put on those old clothes?” asked Car­rie.

			“What’s the use wear­ing my good ones around here?” he asked.

			“Well, I should think you’d feel bet­ter.” Then she ad­ded: “Someone might call.”

			“Who?” he said.

			“Well, Mrs. Vance,” said Car­rie.

			“She needn’t see me,” he answered, sul­lenly.

			This lack of pride and in­terest made Car­rie al­most hate him.

			“Oh,” she thought, “there he sits. ‘She needn’t see me.’ I should think he would be ashamed of him­self.”

			The real bit­ter­ness of this thing was ad­ded when Mrs. Vance did call. It was on one of her shop­ping rounds. Mak­ing her way up the com­mon­place hall, she knocked at Car­rie’s door. To her sub­sequent and ag­on­ising dis­tress, Car­rie was out. Hurst­wood opened the door, half-think­ing that the knock was Car­rie’s. For once, he was taken hon­estly aback. The lost voice of youth and pride spoke in him.

			“Why,” he said, ac­tu­ally stam­mer­ing, “how do you do?”

			“How do you do?” said Mrs. Vance, who could scarcely be­lieve her eyes. His great con­fu­sion she in­stantly per­ceived. He did not know wheth­er to in­vite her in or not.

			“Is your wife at home?” she in­quired.

			“No,” he said, “Car­rie’s out; but won’t you step in? She’ll be back shortly.”

			“No-o,” said Mrs. Vance, real­ising the change of it all. “I’m really very much in a hurry. I thought I’d just run up and look in, but I couldn’t stay. Just tell your wife she must come and see me.”

			“I will,” said Hurst­wood, stand­ing back, and feel­ing in­tense re­lief at her go­ing. He was so ashamed that he fol­ded his hands weakly, as he sat in the chair af­ter­wards, and thought.

			Car­rie, com­ing in from an­oth­er dir­ec­tion, thought she saw Mrs. Vance go­ing away. She strained her eyes, but could not make sure.

			“Was any­body here just now?” she asked of Hurst­wood.

			“Yes,” he said guiltily; “Mrs. Vance.”

			“Did she see you?” she asked, ex­press­ing her full des­pair.

			This cut Hurst­wood like a whip, and made him sul­len.

			“If she had eyes, she did. I opened the door.”

			“Oh,” said Car­rie, clos­ing one hand tightly out of sheer nervous­ness. “What did she have to say?”

			“Noth­ing,” he answered. “She couldn’t stay.”

			“And you look­ing like that!” said Car­rie, throw­ing aside a long re­serve.

			“What of it?” he said, an­ger­ing. “I didn’t know she was com­ing, did I?”

			“You knew she might,” said Car­rie. “I told you she said she was com­ing. I’ve asked you a dozen times to wear your oth­er clothes. Oh, I think this is just ter­rible.”

			“Oh, let up,” he answered. “What dif­fer­ence does it make? You couldn’t as­so­ci­ate with her, any­way. They’ve got too much money.”

			“Who said I wanted to?” said Car­rie, fiercely.

			“Well, you act like it, row­ing around over my looks. You’d think I’d com­mit­ted—”

			Car­rie in­ter­rup­ted:

			“It’s true,” she said. “I couldn’t if I wanted to, but whose fault is it? You’re very free to sit and talk about who I could as­so­ci­ate with. Why don’t you get out and look for work?”

			This was a thun­der­bolt in camp.

			“What’s it to you?” he said, rising, al­most fiercely. “I pay the rent, don’t I? I fur­nish the—”

			“Yes, you pay the rent,” said Car­rie. “You talk as if there was noth­ing else in the world but a flat to sit around in. You haven’t done a thing for three months ex­cept sit around and in­ter­fere here. I’d like to know what you mar­ried me for?”

			“I didn’t marry you,” he said, in a snarling tone.

			“I’d like to know what you did, then, in Montreal?” she answered.

			“Well, I didn’t marry you,” he answered. “You can get that out of your head. You talk as though you didn’t know.”

			Car­rie looked at him a mo­ment, her eyes dis­tend­ing. She had be­lieved it was all leg­al and bind­ing enough.

			“What did you lie to me for, then?” she asked, fiercely. “What did you force me to run away with you for?”

			Her voice be­came al­most a sob.

			“Force!” he said, with curled lip. “A lot of for­cing I did.”

			“Oh!” said Car­rie, break­ing un­der the strain, and turn­ing. “Oh, oh!” and she hur­ried in­to the front room.

			Hurst­wood was now hot and waked up. It was a great shak­ing up for him, both men­tal and mor­al. He wiped his brow as he looked around, and then went for his clothes and dressed. Not a sound came from Car­rie; she ceased sob­bing when she heard him dress­ing. She thought, at first, with the faintest alarm, of be­ing left without money—not of los­ing him, though he might be go­ing away per­man­ently. She heard him open the top of the ward­robe and take out his hat. Then the din­ing-room door closed, and she knew he had gone.

			After a few mo­ments of si­lence, she stood up, dry-eyed, and looked out the win­dow. Hurst­wood was just strolling up the street, from the flat, to­ward Sixth Av­en­ue.

			The lat­ter made pro­gress along Thir­teenth and across Four­teenth Street to Uni­on Square.

			“Look for work!” he said to him­self. “Look for work! She tells me to get out and look for work.”

			He tried to shield him­self from his own men­tal ac­cus­a­tion, which told him that she was right.

			“What a cursed thing that Mrs. Vance’s call was, any­how,” he thought. “Stood right there, and looked me over. I know what she was think­ing.”

			He re­membered the few times he had seen her in Sev­enty-eighth Street. She was al­ways a swell-look­er; and he had tried to put on the air of be­ing worthy of such as she, in front of her. Now, to think she had caught him look­ing this way. He wrinkled his fore­head in his dis­tress.

			“The dev­il!” he said a dozen times in an hour.

			It was a quarter after four when he left the house. Car­rie was in tears. There would be no din­ner that night.

			“What the deuce,” he said, swag­ger­ing men­tally to hide his own shame from him­self. “I’m not so bad. I’m not down yet.”

			He looked around the square, and see­ing the sev­er­al large ho­tels, de­cided to go to one for din­ner. He would get his pa­pers and make him­self com­fort­able there.

			He as­cen­ded in­to the fine par­lour of the Mor­ton House, then one of the best New York ho­tels, and, find­ing a cush­ioned seat, read. It did not trouble him much that his de­creas­ing sum of money did not al­low of such ex­tra­vag­ance. Like the morphine fiend, he was be­com­ing ad­dicted to his ease. Any­thing to re­lieve his men­tal dis­tress, to sat­is­fy his crav­ing for com­fort. He must do it. No thoughts for the mor­row—he could not stand to think of it any more than he could of any oth­er calam­ity. Like the cer­tainty of death, he tried to shut the cer­tainty of soon be­ing without a dol­lar com­pletely out of his mind, and he came very near do­ing it.

			Well-dressed guests mov­ing to and fro over the thick car­pets car­ried him back to the old days. A young lady, a guest of the house, play­ing a pi­ano in an al­cove pleased him. He sat there read­ing.

			His din­ner cost him $1.50. By eight o’clock he was through, and then, see­ing guests leav­ing and the crowd of pleas­ure-seekers thick­en­ing out­side, wondered where he should go. Not home. Car­rie would be up. No, he would not go back there this even­ing. He would stay out and knock around as a man who was in­de­pend­ent—not broke—well might. He bought a ci­gar, and went out­side on the corner where oth­er in­di­vidu­als were loun­ging—brokers, ra­cing people, thespi­ans—his own flesh and blood. As he stood there, he thought of the old even­ings in Chica­go, and how he used to dis­pose of them. Many’s the game he had had. This took him to poker.

			“I didn’t do that thing right the oth­er day,” he thought, re­fer­ring to his loss of sixty dol­lars. “I shouldn’t have weakened. I could have bluffed that fel­low down. I wasn’t in form, that’s what ailed me.”

			Then he stud­ied the pos­sib­il­it­ies of the game as it had been played, and began to fig­ure how he might have won, in sev­er­al in­stances, by bluff­ing a little harder.

			“I’m old enough to play poker and do some­thing with it. I’ll try my hand to­night.”

			Vis­ions of a big stake floated be­fore him. Sup­pos­ing he did win a couple of hun­dred, wouldn’t he be in it? Lots of sports he knew made their liv­ing at this game, and a good liv­ing, too.

			“They al­ways had as much as I had,” he thought.

			So off he went to a poker room in the neigh­bour­hood, feel­ing much as he had in the old days. In this peri­od of self-for­get­ful­ness, aroused first by the shock of ar­gu­ment and per­fec­ted by a din­ner in the hotel, with cock­tails and ci­gars, he was as nearly like the old Hurst­wood as he would ever be again. It was not the old Hurst­wood—only a man ar­guing with a di­vided con­science and lured by a phantom.

			This poker room was much like the oth­er one, only it was a back room in a bet­ter drink­ing re­sort. Hurst­wood watched a while, and then, see­ing an in­ter­est­ing game, joined in. As be­fore, it went easy for a while, he win­ning a few times and cheer­ing up, los­ing a few pots and grow­ing more in­ter­ested and de­term­ined on that ac­count. At last the fas­cin­at­ing game took a strong hold on him. He en­joyed its risks and ven­tured, on a tri­fling hand, to bluff the com­pany and se­cure a fair stake. To his self-sat­is­fac­tion in­tense and strong, he did it.

			In the height of this feel­ing he began to think his luck was with him. No one else had done so well. Now came an­oth­er mod­er­ate hand, and again he tried to open the jack­pot on it. There were oth­ers there who were al­most read­ing his heart, so close was their ob­ser­va­tion.

			“I have three of a kind,” said one of the play­ers to him­self. “I’ll just stay with that fel­low to the fin­ish.”

			The res­ult was that bid­ding began.

			“I raise you ten.”

			“Good.”

			“Ten more.”

			“Good.”

			“Ten again.”

			“Right you are.”

			It got to where Hurst­wood had sev­enty-five dol­lars up. The oth­er man really be­came ser­i­ous. Per­haps this in­di­vidu­al (Hurst­wood) really did have a stiff hand.

			“I call,” he said.

			Hurst­wood showed his hand. He was done. The bit­ter fact that he had lost sev­enty-five dol­lars made him des­per­ate.

			“Let’s have an­oth­er pot,” he said, grimly.

			“All right,” said the man.

			Some of the oth­er play­ers quit, but ob­ser­v­ant loun­gers took their places. Time passed, and it came to twelve o’clock. Hurst­wood held on, neither win­ning nor los­ing much. Then he grew weary, and on a last hand lost twenty more. He was sick at heart.

			At a quarter after one in the morn­ing he came out of the place. The chill, bare streets seemed a mock­ery of his state. He walked slowly west, little think­ing of his row with Car­rie. He as­cen­ded the stairs and went in­to his room as if there had been no trouble. It was his loss that oc­cu­pied his mind. Sit­ting down on the bed­side he coun­ted his money. There was now but a hun­dred and ninety dol­lars and some change. He put it up and began to un­dress.

			“I won­der what’s get­ting in­to me, any­how?” he said.

			In the morn­ing Car­rie scarcely spoke, and he felt as if he must go out again. He had treated her badly, but he could not af­ford to make up. Now des­per­a­tion seized him, and for a day or two, go­ing out thus, he lived like a gen­tle­man—or what he con­ceived to be a gen­tle­man—which took money. For his es­capades he was soon poorer in mind and body, to say noth­ing of his purse, which had lost thirty by the pro­cess. Then he came down to cold, bit­ter sense again.

			“The rent man comes today,” said Car­rie, greet­ing him thus in­dif­fer­ently three morn­ings later.

			“He does?”

			“Yes; this is the second,” answered Car­rie.

			Hurst­wood frowned. Then in des­pair he got out his purse.

			“It seems an aw­ful lot to pay for rent,” he said.

			He was near­ing his last hun­dred dol­lars.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVII

				The Spir­it Awakens: New Search for the Gate

			
			It would be use­less to ex­plain how in due time the last fifty dol­lars was in sight. The sev­en hun­dred, by his pro­cess of hand­ling, had only car­ried them in­to June. Be­fore the fi­nal hun­dred mark was reached he began to in­dic­ate that a calam­ity was ap­proach­ing.

			“I don’t know,” he said one day, tak­ing a trivi­al ex­pendit­ure for meat as a text, “it seems to take an aw­ful lot for us to live.”

			“It doesn’t seem to me,” said Car­rie, “that we spend very much.”

			“My money is nearly gone,” he said, “and I hardly know where it’s gone to.”

			“All that sev­en hun­dred dol­lars?” asked Car­rie.

			“All but a hun­dred.”

			He looked so dis­con­sol­ate that it scared her. She began to see that she her­self had been drift­ing. She had felt it all the time.

			“Well, George,” she ex­claimed, “why don’t you get out and look for some­thing? You could find some­thing.”

			“I have looked,” he said. “You can’t make people give you a place.”

			She gazed weakly at him and said: “Well, what do you think you will do? A hun­dred dol­lars won’t last long.”

			“I don’t know,” he said. “I can’t do any more than look.”

			Car­rie be­came frightened over this an­nounce­ment. She thought des­per­ately upon the sub­ject. Fre­quently she had con­sidered the stage as a door through which she might enter that gil­ded state which she had so much craved. Now, as in Chica­go, it came as a last re­source in dis­tress. Some­thing must be done if he did not get work soon. Per­haps she would have to go out and battle again alone.

			She began to won­der how one would go about get­ting a place. Her ex­per­i­ence in Chica­go proved that she had not tried the right way. There must be people who would listen to and try you—men who would give you an op­por­tun­ity.

			They were talk­ing at the break­fast table, a morn­ing or two later, when she brought up the dra­mat­ic sub­ject by say­ing that she saw that Sarah Bernhardt was com­ing to this coun­try. Hurst­wood had seen it, too.

			“How do people get on the stage, George?” she fi­nally asked, in­no­cently.

			“I don’t know,” he said. “There must be dra­mat­ic agents.”

			Car­rie was sip­ping cof­fee, and did not look up.

			“Reg­u­lar people who get you a place?”

			“Yes, I think so,” he answered.

			Sud­denly the air with which she asked at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion.

			“You’re not still think­ing about be­ing an act­ress, are you?” he asked.

			“No,” she answered, “I was just won­der­ing.”

			Without be­ing clear, there was some­thing in the thought which he ob­jec­ted to. He did not be­lieve any more, after three years of ob­ser­va­tion, that Car­rie would ever do any­thing great in that line. She seemed too simple, too yield­ing. His idea of the art was that it in­volved some­thing more pom­pous. If she tried to get on the stage she would fall in­to the hands of some cheap man­ager and be­come like the rest of them. He had a good idea of what he meant by them. Car­rie was pretty. She would get along all right, but where would he be?

			“I’d get that idea out of my head, if I were you. It’s a lot more dif­fi­cult than you think.”

			Car­rie felt this to con­tain, in some way, an as­per­sion upon her abil­ity.

			“You said I did real well in Chica­go,” she re­joined.

			“You did,” he answered, see­ing that he was arous­ing op­pos­i­tion, “but Chica­go isn’t New York, by a big jump.”

			Car­rie did not an­swer this at all. It hurt her.

			“The stage,” he went on, “is all right if you can be one of the big guns, but there’s noth­ing to the rest of it. It takes a long while to get up.”

			“Oh, I don’t know,” said Car­rie, slightly aroused.

			In a flash, he thought he foresaw the res­ult of this thing. Now, when the worst of his situ­ation was ap­proach­ing, she would get on the stage in some cheap way and for­sake him. Strangely, he had not con­ceived well of her men­tal abil­ity. That was be­cause he did not un­der­stand the nature of emo­tion­al great­ness. He had nev­er learned that a per­son might be emo­tion­ally—in­stead of in­tel­lec­tu­ally—great. Avery Hall was too far away for him to look back and sharply re­mem­ber. He had lived with this wo­man too long.

			“Well, I do,” he answered. “If I were you I wouldn’t think of it. It’s not much of a pro­fes­sion for a wo­man.”

			“It’s bet­ter than go­ing hungry,” said Car­rie. “If you don’t want me to do that, why don’t you get work your­self?”

			There was no an­swer ready for this. He had got used to the sug­ges­tion.

			“Oh, let up,” he answered.

			The res­ult of this was that she secretly re­solved to try. It didn’t mat­ter about him. She was not go­ing to be dragged in­to poverty and some­thing worse to suit him. She could act. She could get some­thing and then work up. What would he say then? She pic­tured her­self already ap­pear­ing in some fine per­form­ance on Broad­way; of go­ing every even­ing to her dress­ing-room and mak­ing up. Then she would come out at el­ev­en o’clock and see the car­riages ranged about, wait­ing for the people. It did not mat­ter wheth­er she was the star or not. If she were only once in, get­ting a de­cent salary, wear­ing the kind of clothes she liked, hav­ing the money to do with, go­ing here and there as she pleased, how de­light­ful it would all be. Her mind ran over this pic­ture all the day long. Hurst­wood’s dreary state made its beauty be­come more and more vivid.

			Curi­ously this idea soon took hold of Hurst­wood. His van­ish­ing sum sug­ges­ted that he would need susten­ance. Why could not Car­rie as­sist him a little un­til he could get some­thing?

			He came in one day with some­thing of this idea in his mind.

			“I met John B. Drake today,” he said. “He’s go­ing to open a hotel here in the fall. He says that he can make a place for me then.”

			“Who is he?” asked Car­rie.

			“He’s the man that runs the Grand Pa­cific in Chica­go.”

			“Oh,” said Car­rie.

			“I’d get about four­teen hun­dred a year out of that.”

			“That would be good, wouldn’t it?” she said, sym­path­et­ic­ally.

			“If I can only get over this sum­mer,” he ad­ded, “I think I’ll be all right. I’m hear­ing from some of my friends again.”

			Car­rie swal­lowed this story in all its pristine beauty. She sin­cerely wished he could get through the sum­mer. He looked so hope­less.

			“How much money have you left?”

			“Only fifty dol­lars.”

			“Oh, mercy,” she ex­claimed, “what will we do? It’s only twenty days un­til the rent will be due again.”

			Hurst­wood res­ted his head on his hands and looked blankly at the floor.

			“Maybe you could get some­thing in the stage line?” he blandly sug­ges­ted.

			“Maybe I could,” said Car­rie, glad that someone ap­proved of the idea.

			“I’ll lay my hand to whatever I can get,” he said, now that he saw her bright­en up. “I can get some­thing.”

			She cleaned up the things one morn­ing after he had gone, dressed as neatly as her ward­robe per­mit­ted, and set out for Broad­way. She did not know that thor­ough­fare very well. To her it was a won­der­ful con­glom­er­a­tion of everything great and mighty. The theatres were there—these agen­cies must be some­where about.

			She de­cided to stop in at the Madis­on Square Theatre and ask how to find the the­at­ric­al agents. This seemed the sens­ible way. Ac­cord­ingly, when she reached that theatre she ap­plied to the clerk at the box of­fice.

			“Eh?” he said, look­ing out. “Dra­mat­ic agents? I don’t know. You’ll find them in the Clip­per, though. They all ad­vert­ise in that.”

			“Is that a pa­per?” said Car­rie.

			“Yes,” said the clerk, mar­vel­ling at such ig­nor­ance of a com­mon fact. “You can get it at the news­stands,” he ad­ded po­litely, see­ing how pretty the in­quirer was.

			Car­rie pro­ceeded to get the Clip­per, and tried to find the agents by look­ing over it as she stood be­side the stand. This could not be done so eas­ily. Thir­teenth Street was a num­ber of blocks off, but she went back, car­ry­ing the pre­cious pa­per and re­gret­ting the waste of time.

			Hurst­wood was already there, sit­ting in his place.

			“Where were you?” he asked.

			“I’ve been try­ing to find some dra­mat­ic agents.”

			He felt a little dif­fid­ent about ask­ing con­cern­ing her suc­cess. The pa­per she began to scan at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion.

			“What have you got there?” he asked.

			“The Clip­per. The man said I’d find their ad­dresses in here.”

			“Have you been all the way over to Broad­way to find that out? I could have told you.”

			“Why didn’t you?” she asked, without look­ing up.

			“You nev­er asked me,” he re­turned.

			She went hunt­ing aim­lessly through the crowded columns. Her mind was dis­trac­ted by this man’s in­dif­fer­ence. The dif­fi­culty of the situ­ation she was fa­cing was only ad­ded to by all he did. Self-com­mis­er­a­tion brewed in her heart. Tears trembled along her eye­lids but did not fall. Hurst­wood no­ticed some­thing.

			“Let me look.”

			To re­cov­er her­self she went in­to the front room while he searched. Presently she re­turned. He had a pen­cil, and was writ­ing upon an en­vel­ope.

			“Here ’re three,” he said.

			Car­rie took it and found that one was Mrs. Ber­mudez, an­oth­er Mar­cus Jenks, a third Percy Weil. She paused only a mo­ment, and then moved to­ward the door.

			“I might as well go right away,” she said, without look­ing back.

			Hurst­wood saw her de­part with some faint stir­rings of shame, which were the ex­pres­sion of a man­hood rap­idly be­com­ing stul­ti­fied. He sat a while, and then it be­came too much. He got up and put on his hat.

			“I guess I’ll go out,” he said to him­self, and went, strolling nowhere in par­tic­u­lar, but feel­ing some­how that he must go.

			Car­rie’s first call was upon Mrs. Ber­mudez, whose ad­dress was quite the nearest. It was an old-fash­ioned res­id­ence turned in­to of­fices. Mrs. Ber­mudez’s of­fices con­sisted of what formerly had been a back cham­ber and a hall bed­room, marked “Private.”

			As Car­rie entered she no­ticed sev­er­al per­sons loun­ging about—men, who said noth­ing and did noth­ing.

			While she was wait­ing to be no­ticed, the door of the hall bed­room opened and from it is­sued two very man­nish-look­ing wo­men, very tightly dressed, and wear­ing white col­lars and cuffs. After them came a portly lady of about forty-five, light-haired, sharp-eyed, and evid­ently good-natured. At least she was smil­ing.

			“Now, don’t for­get about that,” said one of the man­nish wo­men.

			“I won’t,” said the portly wo­man. “Let’s see,” she ad­ded, “where are you the first week in Feb­ru­ary?”

			“Pitt­s­burg,” said the wo­man.

			“I’ll write you there.”

			“All right,” said the oth­er, and the two passed out.

			In­stantly the portly lady’s face be­came ex­ceed­ingly sober and shrewd. She turned about and fixed on Car­rie a very search­ing eye.

			“Well,” she said, “young wo­man, what can I do for you?”

			“Are you Mrs. Ber­mudez?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well,” said Car­rie, hes­it­at­ing how to be­gin, “do you get places for per­sons upon the stage?”

			“Yes.”

			“Could you get me one?”

			“Have you ever had any ex­per­i­ence?”

			“A very little,” said Car­rie.

			“Whom did you play with?”

			“Oh, with no one,” said Car­rie. “It was just a show got­ten—”

			“Oh, I see,” said the wo­man, in­ter­rupt­ing her. “No, I don’t know of any­thing now.”

			Car­rie’s coun­ten­ance fell.

			“You want to get some New York ex­per­i­ence,” con­cluded the af­fable Mrs. Ber­mudez. “We’ll take your name, though.”

			Car­rie stood look­ing while the lady re­tired to her of­fice.

			“What is your ad­dress?” in­quired a young lady be­hind the counter, tak­ing up the cur­tailed con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Mrs. George Wheel­er,” said Car­rie, mov­ing over to where she was writ­ing. The wo­man wrote her ad­dress in full and then al­lowed her to de­part at her leis­ure.

			She en­countered a very sim­il­ar ex­per­i­ence in the of­fice of Mr. Jenks, only he var­ied it by say­ing at the close: “If you could play at some loc­al house, or had a pro­gramme with your name on it, I might do some­thing.”

			In the third place the in­di­vidu­al asked:

			“What sort of work do you want to do?”

			“What do you mean?” said Car­rie.

			“Well, do you want to get in a com­edy or on the vaudeville stage or in the chor­us?”

			“Oh, I’d like to get a part in a play,” said Car­rie.

			“Well,” said the man, “it’ll cost you some­thing to do that.”

			“How much?” said Car­rie, who, ri­dicu­lous as it may seem, had not thought of this be­fore.

			“Well, that’s for you to say,” he answered shrewdly.

			Car­rie looked at him curi­ously. She hardly knew how to con­tin­ue the in­quiry.

			“Could you get me a part if I paid?”

			“If we didn’t you’d get your money back.”

			“Oh,” she said.

			The agent saw he was deal­ing with an in­ex­per­i­enced soul, and con­tin­ued ac­cord­ingly.

			“You’d want to de­pos­it fifty dol­lars, any­way. No agent would trouble about you for less than that.”

			Car­rie saw a light.

			“Thank you,” she said. “I’ll think about it.”

			She star­ted to go, and then be­thought her­self.

			“How soon would I get a place?” she asked.

			“Well, that’s hard to say,” said the man. “You might get one in a week, or it might be a month. You’d get the first thing that we thought you could do.”

			“I see,” said Car­rie, and then, half-smil­ing to be agree­able, she walked out.

			The agent stud­ied a mo­ment, and then said to him­self:

			“It’s funny how anxious these wo­men are to get on the stage.”

			Car­rie found ample food for re­flec­tion in the fifty-dol­lar pro­pos­i­tion. “Maybe they’d take my money and not give me any­thing,” she thought. She had some jew­elry—a dia­mond ring and pin and sev­er­al oth­er pieces. She could get fifty dol­lars for those if she went to a pawn­broker.

			Hurst­wood was home be­fore her. He had not thought she would be so long seek­ing.

			“Well?” he said, not ven­tur­ing to ask what news.

			“I didn’t find out any­thing today,” said Car­rie, tak­ing off her gloves. “They all want money to get you a place.”

			“How much?” asked Hurst­wood.

			“Fifty dol­lars.”

			“They don’t want any­thing, do they?”

			“Oh, they’re like every­body else. You can’t tell wheth­er they’d ever get you any­thing after you did pay them.”

			“Well, I wouldn’t put up fifty on that basis,” said Hurst­wood, as if he were de­cid­ing, money in hand.

			“I don’t know,” said Car­rie. “I think I’ll try some of the man­agers.”

			Hurst­wood heard this, dead to the hor­ror of it. He rocked a little to and fro, and chewed at his fin­ger. It seemed all very nat­ur­al in such ex­treme states. He would do bet­ter later on.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVIII

				In Elf Land Dis­port­ing: The Grim World Without

			
			When Car­rie re­newed her search, as she did the next day, go­ing to the Casino, she found that in the op­era chor­us, as in oth­er fields, em­ploy­ment is dif­fi­cult to se­cure. Girls who can stand in a line and look pretty are as nu­mer­ous as la­bour­ers who can swing a pick. She found there was no dis­crim­in­a­tion between one and the oth­er of ap­plic­ants, save as re­gards a con­ven­tion­al stand­ard of pret­ti­ness and form. Their own opin­ion or know­ledge of their abil­ity went for noth­ing.

			“Where shall I find Mr. Gray?” she asked of a sulky door­man at the stage en­trance of the Casino.

			“You can’t see him now; he’s busy.”

			“Do you know when I can see him?”

			“Got an ap­point­ment with him?”

			“No.”

			“Well, you’ll have to call at his of­fice.”

			“Oh, dear!” ex­claimed Car­rie. “Where is his of­fice?”

			He gave her the num­ber.

			She knew there was no need of call­ing there now. He would not be in. Noth­ing re­mained but to em­ploy the in­ter­me­di­ate hours in search.

			The dis­mal story of ven­tures in oth­er places is quickly told. Mr. Daly saw no one save by ap­point­ment. Car­rie waited an hour in a dingy of­fice, quite in spite of obstacles, to learn this fact of the pla­cid, in­dif­fer­ent Mr. Dor­ney.

			“You will have to write and ask him to see you.”

			So she went away.

			At the Em­pire Theatre she found a hive of pe­cu­li­arly list­less and in­dif­fer­ent in­di­vidu­als. Everything or­nately up­holstered, everything care­fully fin­ished, everything re­mark­ably re­served.

			At the Ly­ceum she entered one of those se­cluded, un­der-stair­way closets, ber­ugged and be­panneled, which causes one to feel the great­ness of all po­s­i­tions of au­thor­ity. Here was re­serve it­self done in­to a box-of­fice clerk, a door­man, and an as­sist­ant, glory­ing in their fine po­s­i­tions.

			“Ah, be very humble now—very humble in­deed. Tell us what it is you re­quire. Tell it quickly, nervously, and without a vestige of self-re­spect. If no trouble to us in any way, we may see what we can do.”

			This was the at­mo­sphere of the Ly­ceum—the at­ti­tude, for that mat­ter, of every ma­na­geri­al of­fice in the city. These little pro­pri­et­ors of busi­nesses are lords in­deed on their own ground.

			Car­rie came away wear­ily, some­what more abashed for her pains.

			Hurst­wood heard the de­tails of the weary and un­avail­ing search that even­ing.

			“I didn’t get to see any­one,” said Car­rie. “I just walked, and walked, and waited around.”

			Hurst­wood only looked at her.

			“I sup­pose you have to have some friends be­fore you can get in,” she ad­ded, dis­con­sol­ately.

			Hurst­wood saw the dif­fi­culty of this thing, and yet it did not seem so ter­rible. Car­rie was tired and dis­pir­ited, but now she could rest. View­ing the world from his rock­ing-chair, its bit­ter­ness did not seem to ap­proach so rap­idly. To­mor­row was an­oth­er day.

			To­mor­row came, and the next, and the next.

			Car­rie saw the man­ager at the Casino once.

			“Come around,” he said, “the first of next week. I may make some changes then.”

			He was a large and cor­pu­lent in­di­vidu­al, sur­feited with good clothes and good eat­ing, who judged wo­men as an­oth­er would horse­flesh. Car­rie was pretty and grace­ful. She might be put in even if she did not have any ex­per­i­ence. One of the pro­pri­et­ors had sug­ges­ted that the chor­us was a little weak on looks.

			The first of next week was some days off yet. The first of the month was draw­ing near. Car­rie began to worry as she had nev­er wor­ried be­fore.

			“Do you really look for any­thing when you go out?” she asked Hurst­wood one morn­ing as a cli­max to some pain­ful thoughts of her own.

			“Of course I do,” he said pet­tishly, troub­ling only a little over the dis­grace of the in­sinu­ation.

			“I’d take any­thing,” she said, “for the present. It will soon be the first of the month again.”

			She looked the pic­ture of des­pair.

			Hurst­wood quit read­ing his pa­per and changed his clothes.

			“He would look for some­thing,” he thought. “He would go and see if some brew­ery couldn’t get him in some­where. Yes, he would take a po­s­i­tion as bar­tender, if he could get it.”

			It was the same sort of pil­grim­age he had made be­fore. One or two slight re­buffs, and the bravado dis­ap­peared.

			“No use,” he thought. “I might as well go on back home.”

			Now that his money was so low, he began to ob­serve his clothes and feel that even his best ones were be­gin­ning to look com­mon­place. This was a bit­ter thought.

			Car­rie came in after he did.

			“I went to see some of the vari­ety man­agers,” she said, aim­lessly. “You have to have an act. They don’t want any­body that hasn’t.”

			“I saw some of the brew­ery people today,” said Hurst­wood. “One man told me he’d try to make a place for me in two or three weeks.”

			In the face of so much dis­tress on Car­rie’s part, he had to make some show­ing, and it was thus he did so. It was las­sit­ude’s apo­logy to en­ergy.

			Monday Car­rie went again to the Casino.

			“Did I tell you to come around today?” said the man­ager, look­ing her over as she stood be­fore him.

			“You said the first of the week,” said Car­rie, greatly abashed.

			“Ever had any ex­per­i­ence?” he asked again, al­most severely.

			Car­rie owned to ig­nor­ance.

			He looked her over again as he stirred among some pa­pers. He was secretly pleased with this pretty, dis­turbed-look­ing young wo­man. “Come around to the theatre to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			Car­rie’s heart bounded to her throat.

			“I will,” she said with dif­fi­culty. She could see he wanted her, and turned to go.

			“Would he really put her to work? Oh, blessed for­tune, could it be?”

			Already the hard rumble of the city through the open win­dows be­came pleas­ant.

			A sharp voice answered her men­tal in­ter­rog­a­tion, driv­ing away all im­me­di­ate fears on that score.

			“Be sure you’re there promptly,” the man­ager said roughly. “You’ll be dropped if you’re not.”

			Car­rie hastened away. She did not quar­rel now with Hurst­wood’s idle­ness. She had a place—she had a place! This sang in her ears.

			In her de­light she was al­most anxious to tell Hurst­wood. But, as she walked home­ward, and her sur­vey of the facts of the case be­came lar­ger, she began to think of the an­om­aly of her find­ing work in sev­er­al weeks and his loun­ging in idle­ness for a num­ber of months.

			“Why don’t he get some­thing?” she openly said to her­self. “If I can he surely ought to. It wasn’t very hard for me.”

			She for­got her youth and her beauty. The han­di­cap of age she did not, in her en­thu­si­asm, per­ceive.

			Thus, ever, the voice of suc­cess.

			Still, she could not keep her secret. She tried to be calm and in­dif­fer­ent, but it was a palp­able sham.

			“Well?” he said, see­ing her re­lieved face.

			“I have a place.”

			“You have?” he said, breath­ing a bet­ter breath.

			“Yes.”

			“What sort of a place is it?” he asked, feel­ing in his veins as if now he might get some­thing good also.

			“In the chor­us,” she answered.

			“Is it the Casino show you told me about?”

			“Yes,” she answered. “I be­gin re­hears­ing to­mor­row.”

			There was more ex­plan­a­tion vo­lun­teered by Car­rie, be­cause she was happy. At last Hurst­wood said:

			“Do you know how much you’ll get?”

			“No, I didn’t want to ask,” said Car­rie. “I guess they pay twelve or four­teen dol­lars a week.”

			“About that, I guess,” said Hurst­wood.

			There was a good din­ner in the flat that even­ing, ow­ing to the mere lift­ing of the ter­rible strain. Hurst­wood went out for a shave, and re­turned with a fair-sized sir­loin steak.

			“Now, to­mor­row,” he thought, “I’ll look around my­self,” and with re­newed hope he lif­ted his eyes from the ground.

			On the mor­row Car­rie re­por­ted promptly and was giv­en a place in the line. She saw a large, empty, shad­owy play­house, still redol­ent of the per­fumes and blaz­onry of the night, and not­able for its rich, ori­ent­al ap­pear­ance. The won­der of it awed and de­lighted her. Blessed be its won­drous real­ity. How hard she would try to be worthy of it. It was above the com­mon mass, above idle­ness, above want, above in­sig­ni­fic­ance. People came to it in finery and car­riages to see. It was ever a centre of light and mirth. And here she was of it. Oh, if she could only re­main, how happy would be her days!

			“What is your name?” said the man­ager, who was con­duct­ing the drill.

			“Madenda,” she replied, in­stantly mind­ful of the name Drou­et had se­lec­ted in Chica­go. “Car­rie Madenda.”

			“Well, now, Miss Madenda,” he said, very af­fably, as Car­rie thought, “you go over there.”

			Then he called to a young wo­man who was already of the com­pany:

			“Miss Clark, you pair with Miss Madenda.”

			This young lady stepped for­ward, so that Car­rie saw where to go, and the re­hears­al began.

			Car­rie soon found that while this drilling had some slight re­semb­lance to the re­hears­als as con­duc­ted at Avery Hall, the at­ti­tude of the man­ager was much more pro­nounced. She had mar­velled at the in­sist­ence and su­per­i­or airs of Mr. Mil­lice, but the in­di­vidu­al con­duct­ing here had the same in­sist­ence, coupled with al­most bru­tal rough­ness. As the drilling pro­ceeded, he seemed to wax ex­ceed­ingly wroth over trifles, and to in­crease his lung power in pro­por­tion. It was very evid­ent that he had a great con­tempt for any as­sump­tion of dig­nity or in­no­cence on the part of these young wo­men.

			“Clark,” he would call—mean­ing, of course, Miss Clark—“why don’t you catch step there?”

			“By fours, right! Right, I said, right! For heav­en’s sake, get on to your­self! Right!” and in say­ing this he would lift the last sounds in­to a vehe­ment roar.

			“Mait­land! Mait­land!” he called once.

			A nervous, comely-dressed little girl stepped out. Car­rie trembled for her out of the full­ness of her own sym­path­ies and fear.

			“Yes, sir,” said Miss Mait­land.

			“Is there any­thing the mat­ter with your ears?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Do you know what ‘column left’ means?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Well, what are you stum­bling around the right for? Want to break up the line?”

			“I was just—”

			“Nev­er mind what you were just. Keep your ears open.”

			Car­rie pit­ied, and trembled for her turn.

			Yet an­oth­er suffered the pain of per­son­al re­buke.

			“Hold on a minute,” cried the man­ager, throw­ing up his hands, as if in des­pair. His de­mean­our was fierce.

			“Elvers,” he shouted, “what have you got in your mouth?”

			“Noth­ing,” said Miss Elvers, while some smiled and stood nervously by.

			“Well, are you talk­ing?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Well, keep your mouth still then. Now, all to­geth­er again.”

			At last Car­rie’s turn came. It was be­cause of her ex­treme anxi­ety to do all that was re­quired that brought on the trouble.

			She heard someone called.

			“Ma­son,” said the voice. “Miss Ma­son.”

			She looked around to see who it could be. A girl be­hind shoved her a little, but she did not un­der­stand.

			“You, you!” said the man­ager. “Can’t you hear?”

			“Oh,” said Car­rie, col­lapsing, and blush­ing fiercely.

			“Isn’t your name Ma­son?” asked the man­ager.

			“No, sir,” said Car­rie, “it’s Madenda.”

			“Well, what’s the mat­ter with your feet? Can’t you dance?”

			“Yes, sir,” said Car­rie, who had long since learned this art.

			“Why don’t you do it then? Don’t go shuff­ling along as if you were dead. I’ve got to have people with life in them.”

			Car­rie’s cheek burned with a crim­son heat. Her lips trembled a little.

			“Yes, sir,” she said.

			It was this con­stant ur­ging, coupled with iras­cib­il­ity and en­ergy, for three long hours. Car­rie came away worn enough in body, but too ex­cited in mind to no­tice it. She meant to go home and prac­tise her evol­u­tions as pre­scribed. She would not err in any way, if she could help it.

			When she reached the flat Hurst­wood was not there. For a won­der he was out look­ing for work, as she sup­posed. She took only a mouth­ful to eat and then prac­tised on, sus­tained by vis­ions of free­dom from fin­an­cial dis­tress—“The sound of glory ringing in her ears.”

			When Hurst­wood re­turned he was not so elated as when he went away, and now she was ob­liged to drop prac­tice and get din­ner. Here was an early ir­rit­a­tion. She would have her work and this. Was she go­ing to act and keep house?

			“I’ll not do it,” she said, “after I get star­ted. He can take his meals out.”

			Each day there­after brought its cares. She found it was not such a won­der­ful thing to be in the chor­us, and she also learned that her salary would be twelve dol­lars a week. After a few days she had her first sight of those high and migh­ties—the lead­ing ladies and gen­tle­men. She saw that they were priv­ileged and de­ferred to. She was noth­ing—ab­so­lutely noth­ing at all.

			At home was Hurst­wood, daily giv­ing her cause for thought. He seemed to get noth­ing to do, and yet he made bold to in­quire how she was get­ting along. The reg­u­lar­ity with which he did this smacked of someone who was wait­ing to live upon her la­bour. Now that she had a vis­ible means of sup­port, this ir­rit­ated her. He seemed to be de­pend­ing upon her little twelve dol­lars.

			“How are you get­ting along?” he would blandly in­quire.

			“Oh, all right,” she would reply.

			“Find it easy?”

			“It will be all right when I get used to it.”

			His pa­per would then en­gross his thoughts.

			“I got some lard,” he would add, as an af­ter­thought. “I thought maybe you might want to make some bis­cuit.”

			The calm sug­ges­tion of the man as­ton­ished her a little, es­pe­cially in the light of re­cent de­vel­op­ments. Her dawn­ing in­de­pend­ence gave her more cour­age to ob­serve, and she felt as if she wanted to say things. Still she could not talk to him as she had to Drou­et. There was some­thing in the man’s man­ner of which she had al­ways stood in awe. He seemed to have some in­vis­ible strength in re­serve.

			One day, after her first week’s re­hears­al, what she ex­pec­ted came openly to the sur­face.

			“We’ll have to be rather sav­ing,” he said, lay­ing down some meat he had pur­chased. “You won’t get any money for a week or so yet.”

			“No,” said Car­rie, who was stir­ring a pan at the stove.

			“I’ve only got the rent and thir­teen dol­lars more,” he ad­ded.

			“That’s it,” she said to her­self. “I’m to use my money now.”

			In­stantly she re­membered that she had hoped to buy a few things for her­self. She needed clothes. Her hat was not nice.

			“What will twelve dol­lars do to­wards keep­ing up this flat?” she thought. “I can’t do it. Why doesn’t he get some­thing to do?”

			The im­port­ant night of the first real per­form­ance came. She did not sug­gest to Hurst­wood that he come and see. He did not think of go­ing. It would only be money wasted. She had such a small part.

			The ad­vert­ise­ments were already in the pa­pers; the posters upon the bill­boards. The lead­ing lady and many mem­bers were cited. Car­rie was noth­ing.

			As in Chica­go, she was seized with stage fright as the very first en­trance of the bal­let ap­proached, but later she re­covered. The ap­par­ent and pain­ful in­sig­ni­fic­ance of the part took fear away from her. She felt that she was so ob­scure it did not mat­ter. For­tu­nately, she did not have to wear tights. A group of twelve were as­signed pretty golden-hued skirts which came only to a line about an inch above the knee. Car­rie happened to be one of the twelve.

			In stand­ing about the stage, march­ing, and oc­ca­sion­ally lift­ing up her voice in the gen­er­al chor­us, she had a chance to ob­serve the audi­ence and to see the in­aug­ur­a­tion of a great hit. There was plenty of ap­plause, but she could not help not­ing how poorly some of the wo­men of al­leged abil­ity did.

			“I could do bet­ter than that,” Car­rie ven­tured to her­self, in sev­er­al in­stances. To do her justice, she was right.

			After it was over she dressed quickly, and as the man­ager had scol­ded some oth­ers and passed her, she ima­gined she must have proved sat­is­fact­ory. She wanted to get out quickly, be­cause she knew but few, and the stars were gos­sip­ing. Out­side were car­riages and some cor­rect youths in at­tract­ive cloth­ing, wait­ing. Car­rie saw that she was scanned closely. The flut­ter of an eye­lash would have brought her a com­pan­ion. That she did not give.

			One ex­per­i­enced youth vo­lun­teered, any­how.

			“Not go­ing home alone, are you?” he said.

			Car­rie merely hastened her steps and took the Sixth Av­en­ue car. Her head was so full of the won­der of it that she had time for noth­ing else.

			“Did you hear any more from the brew­ery?” she asked at the end of the week, hop­ing by the ques­tion to stir him on to ac­tion.

			“No,” he answered, “they’re not quite ready yet. I think some­thing will come of that, though.”

			She said noth­ing more then, ob­ject­ing to giv­ing up her own money, and yet feel­ing that such would have to be the case. Hurst­wood felt the crisis, and art­fully de­cided to ap­peal to Car­rie. He had long since real­ised how good-natured she was, how much she would stand. There was some little shame in him at the thought of do­ing so, but he jus­ti­fied him­self with the thought that he really would get some­thing. Rent day gave him his op­por­tun­ity.

			“Well,” he said, as he coun­ted it out, “that’s about the last of my money. I’ll have to get some­thing pretty soon.”

			Car­rie looked at him askance, half-sus­pi­cious of an ap­peal.

			“If I could only hold out a little longer I think I could get some­thing. Drake is sure to open a hotel here in Septem­ber.”

			“Is he?” said Car­rie, think­ing of the short month that still re­mained un­til that time.

			“Would you mind help­ing me out un­til then?” he said ap­peal­ingly. “I think I’ll be all right after that time.”

			“No,” said Car­rie, feel­ing sadly han­di­capped by fate.

			“We can get along if we eco­nom­ise. I’ll pay you back all right.”

			“Oh, I’ll help you,” said Car­rie, feel­ing quite hard­hearted at thus for­cing him to humbly ap­peal, and yet her de­sire for the be­ne­fit of her earn­ings wrung a faint protest from her.

			“Why don’t you take any­thing, George, tem­por­ar­ily?” she said. “What dif­fer­ence does it make? Maybe, after a while, you’ll get some­thing bet­ter.”

			“I will take any­thing,” he said, re­lieved, and win­cing un­der re­proof. “I’d just as leave dig on the streets. Nobody knows me here.”

			“Oh, you needn’t do that,” said Car­rie, hurt by the pity of it. “But there must be oth­er things.”

			“I’ll get some­thing!” he said, as­sum­ing de­term­in­a­tion.

			Then he went back to his pa­per.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIX

				Of Lights and of Shad­ows: The Part­ing of Worlds

			
			What Hurst­wood got as the res­ult of this de­term­in­a­tion was more self-as­sur­ance that each par­tic­u­lar day was not the day. At the same time, Car­rie passed through thirty days of men­tal dis­tress.

			Her need of clothes—to say noth­ing of her de­sire for or­na­ments—grew rap­idly as the fact de­veloped that for all her work she was not to have them. The sym­pathy she felt for Hurst­wood, at the time he asked her to tide him over, van­ished with these new­er ur­gings of de­cency. He was not al­ways re­new­ing his re­quest, but this love of good ap­pear­ance was. It in­sisted, and Car­rie wished to sat­is­fy it, wished more and more that Hurst­wood was not in the way.

			Hurst­wood reasoned, when he neared the last ten dol­lars, that he had bet­ter keep a little pock­et change and not be­come wholly de­pend­ent for car­fare, shaves, and the like; so when this sum was still in his hand he an­nounced him­self as pen­ni­less.

			“I’m clear out,” he said to Car­rie one af­ter­noon. “I paid for some coal this morn­ing, and that took all but ten or fif­teen cents.”

			“I’ve got some money there in my purse.”

			Hurst­wood went to get it, start­ing for a can of to­ma­toes. Car­rie scarcely no­ticed that this was the be­gin­ning of the new or­der. He took out fif­teen cents and bought the can with it. There­after it was dribs and drabs of this sort, un­til one morn­ing Car­rie sud­denly re­membered that she would not be back un­til close to din­ner time.

			“We’re all out of flour,” she said; “you’d bet­ter get some this af­ter­noon. We haven’t any meat, either. How would it do if we had liv­er and ba­con?”

			“Suits me,” said Hurst­wood.

			“Bet­ter get a half or three-quar­ters of a pound of that.”

			“Half’ll be enough,” vo­lun­teered Hurst­wood.

			She opened her purse and laid down a half dol­lar. He pre­ten­ded not to no­tice it.

			Hurst­wood bought the flour—which all gro­cers sold in 3½-pound pack­ages—for thir­teen cents and paid fif­teen cents for a half-pound of liv­er and ba­con. He left the pack­ages, to­geth­er with the bal­ance of thirty-two cents, upon the kit­chen table, where Car­rie found it. It did not es­cape her that the change was ac­cur­ate. There was some­thing sad in real­ising that, after all, all that he wanted of her was some­thing to eat. She felt as if hard thoughts were un­just. Maybe he would get some­thing yet. He had no vices.

			That very even­ing, how­ever, on go­ing in­to the theatre, one of the chor­us girls passed her all newly ar­rayed in a pretty mottled tweed suit, which took Car­rie’s eye. The young wo­man wore a fine bunch of vi­ol­ets and seemed in high spir­its. She smiled at Car­rie good-naturedly as she passed, show­ing pretty, even teeth, and Car­rie smiled back.

			“She can af­ford to dress well,” thought Car­rie, “and so could I, if I could only keep my money. I haven’t a de­cent tie of any kind to wear.”

			She put out her foot and looked at her shoe re­flect­ively.

			“I’ll get a pair of shoes Sat­urday, any­how; I don’t care what hap­pens.”

			One of the sweetest and most sym­path­et­ic little chor­us girls in the com­pany made friends with her be­cause in Car­rie she found noth­ing to fright­en her away. She was a gay little Man­on, un­wit­ting of so­ci­ety’s fierce con­cep­tion of mor­al­ity, but, nev­er­the­less, good to her neigh­bour and char­it­able. Little li­cense was al­lowed the chor­us in the mat­ter of con­ver­sa­tion, but, nev­er­the­less, some was in­dulged in.

			“It’s warm to­night, isn’t it?” said this girl, ar­rayed in pink flesh­ings and an im­it­a­tion golden hel­met. She also car­ried a shin­ing shield.

			“Yes; it is,” said Car­rie, pleased that someone should talk to her.

			“I’m al­most roast­ing,” said the girl.

			Car­rie looked in­to her pretty face, with its large blue eyes, and saw little beads of mois­ture.

			“There’s more march­ing in this op­era than ever I did be­fore,” ad­ded the girl.

			“Have you been in oth­ers?” asked Car­rie, sur­prised at her ex­per­i­ence.

			“Lots of them,” said the girl; “haven’t you?”

			“This is my first ex­per­i­ence.”

			“Oh, is it? I thought I saw you the time they ran The Queen’s Mate here.”

			“No,” said Car­rie, shak­ing her head; “not me.”

			This con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rup­ted by the blare of the or­ches­tra and the sput­ter­ing of the cal­ci­um lights in the wings as the line was called to form for a new en­trance. No fur­ther op­por­tun­ity for con­ver­sa­tion oc­curred, but the next even­ing, when they were get­ting ready for the stage, this girl ap­peared anew at her side.

			“They say this show is go­ing on the road next month.”

			“Is it?” said Car­rie.

			“Yes; do you think you’ll go?”

			“I don’t know; I guess so, if they’ll take me.”

			“Oh, they’ll take you. I wouldn’t go. They won’t give you any more, and it will cost you everything you make to live. I nev­er leave New York. There are too many shows go­ing on here.”

			“Can you al­ways get in an­oth­er show?”

			“I al­ways have. There’s one go­ing on up at the Broad­way this month. I’m go­ing to try and get in that if this one really goes.”

			Car­rie heard this with aroused in­tel­li­gence. Evid­ently it wasn’t so very dif­fi­cult to get on. Maybe she also could get a place if this show went away.

			“Do they all pay about the same?” she asked.

			“Yes. Some­times you get a little more. This show doesn’t pay very much.”

			“I get twelve,” said Car­rie.

			“Do you?” said the girl. “They pay me fif­teen, and you do more work than I do. I wouldn’t stand it if I were you. They’re just giv­ing you less be­cause they think you don’t know. You ought to be mak­ing fif­teen.”

			“Well, I’m not,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, you’ll get more at the next place if you want it,” went on the girl, who ad­mired Car­rie very much. “You do fine, and the man­ager knows it.”

			To say the truth, Car­rie did un­con­sciously move about with an air pleas­ing and some­what dis­tinct­ive. It was due wholly to her nat­ur­al man­ner and total lack of self-con­scious­ness.

			“Do you sup­pose I could get more up at the Broad­way?”

			“Of course you can,” answered the girl. “You come with me when I go. I’ll do the talk­ing.”

			Car­rie heard this, flush­ing with thank­ful­ness. She liked this little gas­light sol­dier. She seemed so ex­per­i­enced and self-re­li­ant in her tin­sel hel­met and mil­it­ary ac­coutre­ments.

			“My fu­ture must be as­sured if I can al­ways get work this way,” thought Car­rie.

			Still, in the morn­ing, when her house­hold du­ties would in­fringe upon her and Hurst­wood sat there, a per­fect load to con­tem­plate, her fate seemed dis­mal and un­re­lieved. It did not take so very much to feed them un­der Hurst­wood’s close-meas­ured buy­ing, and there would pos­sibly be enough for rent, but it left noth­ing else. Car­rie bought the shoes and some oth­er things, which com­plic­ated the rent prob­lem very ser­i­ously. Sud­denly, a week from the fatal day, Car­rie real­ised that they were go­ing to run short.

			“I don’t be­lieve,” she ex­claimed, look­ing in­to her purse at break­fast, “that I’ll have enough to pay the rent.”

			“How much have you?” in­quired Hurst­wood.

			“Well, I’ve got twenty-two dol­lars, but there’s everything to be paid for this week yet, and if I use all I get Sat­urday to pay this, there won’t be any left for next week. Do you think your hotel man will open his hotel this month?”

			“I think so,” re­turned Hurst­wood. “He said he would.”

			After a while, Hurst­wood said:

			“Don’t worry about it. Maybe the gro­cer will wait. He can do that. We’ve traded there long enough to make him trust us for a week or two.”

			“Do you think he will?” she asked.

			“I think so.”

			On this ac­count, Hurst­wood, this very day, looked gro­cer Oes­logge clearly in the eye as he ordered a pound of cof­fee, and said:

			“Do you mind car­ry­ing my ac­count un­til the end of every week?”

			“No, no, Mr. Wheel­er,” said Mr. Oes­logge. “Dat iss all right.”

			Hurst­wood, still tact­ful in dis­tress, ad­ded noth­ing to this. It seemed an easy thing. He looked out of the door, and then gathered up his cof­fee when ready and came away. The game of a des­per­ate man had be­gun.

			Rent was paid, and now came the gro­cer. Hurst­wood man­aged by pay­ing out of his own ten and col­lect­ing from Car­rie at the end of the week. Then he delayed a day next time set­tling with the gro­cer, and so soon had his ten back, with Oes­logge get­ting his pay on this Thursday or Fri­day for last Sat­urday’s bill.

			This en­tan­gle­ment made Car­rie anxious for a change of some sort. Hurst­wood did not seem to real­ise that she had a right to any­thing. He schemed to make what she earned cov­er all ex­penses, but seemed not to trouble over adding any­thing him­self.

			“He talks about wor­ry­ing,” thought Car­rie. “If he wor­ried enough he couldn’t sit there and wait for me. He’d get some­thing to do. No man could go sev­en months without find­ing some­thing if he tried.”

			The sight of him al­ways around in his un­tidy clothes and gloomy ap­pear­ance drove Car­rie to seek re­lief in oth­er places. Twice a week there were mat­in­ees, and then Hurst­wood ate a cold snack, which he pre­pared him­self. Two oth­er days there were re­hears­als be­gin­ning at ten in the morn­ing and last­ing usu­ally un­til one. Now, to this Car­rie ad­ded a few vis­its to one or two chor­us girls, in­clud­ing the blue-eyed sol­dier of the golden hel­met. She did it be­cause it was pleas­ant and a re­lief from dull­ness of the home over which her hus­band brooded.

			The blue-eyed sol­dier’s name was Os­borne—Lola Os­borne. Her room was in Nine­teenth Street near Fourth Av­en­ue, a block now giv­en up wholly to of­fice build­ings. Here she had a com­fort­able back room, look­ing over a col­lec­tion of back yards in which grew a num­ber of shade trees pleas­ant to see.

			“Isn’t your home in New York?” she asked of Lola one day.

			“Yes; but I can’t get along with my people. They al­ways want me to do what they want. Do you live here?”

			“Yes,” said Car­rie.

			“With your fam­ily?”

			Car­rie was ashamed to say that she was mar­ried. She had talked so much about get­ting more salary and con­fessed to so much anxi­ety about her fu­ture, that now, when the dir­ect ques­tion of fact was wait­ing, she could not tell this girl.

			“With some re­l­at­ives,” she answered.

			Miss Os­borne took it for gran­ted that, like her­self, Car­rie’s time was her own. She in­vari­ably asked her to stay, pro­pos­ing little out­ings and oth­er things of that sort un­til Car­rie began neg­lect­ing her din­ner hours. Hurst­wood no­ticed it, but felt in no po­s­i­tion to quar­rel with her. Sev­er­al times she came so late as scarcely to have an hour in which to patch up a meal and start for the theatre.

			“Do you re­hearse in the af­ter­noons?” Hurst­wood once asked, con­ceal­ing al­most com­pletely the cyn­ic­al protest and re­gret which promp­ted it.

			“No; I was look­ing around for an­oth­er place,” said Car­rie.

			As a mat­ter of fact she was, but only in such a way as fur­nished the least straw of an ex­cuse. Miss Os­borne and she had gone to the of­fice of the man­ager who was to pro­duce the new op­era at the Broad­way and re­turned straight to the former’s room, where they had been since three o’clock.

			Car­rie felt this ques­tion to be an in­fringe­ment on her liberty. She did not take in­to ac­count how much liberty she was se­cur­ing. Only the latest step, the new­est free­dom, must not be ques­tioned.

			Hurst­wood saw it all clearly enough. He was shrewd after his kind, and yet there was enough de­cency in the man to stop him from mak­ing any ef­fec­tu­al protest. In his al­most in­ex­plic­able apathy he was con­tent to droop su­pinely while Car­rie drif­ted out of his life, just as he was will­ing su­pinely to see op­por­tun­ity pass bey­ond his con­trol. He could not help cling­ing and protest­ing in a mild, ir­rit­at­ing, and in­ef­fec­tu­al way, how­ever—a way that simply widened the breach by slow de­grees.

			A fur­ther en­large­ment of this chasm between them came when the man­ager, look­ing between the wings upon the brightly lighted stage where the chor­us was go­ing through some of its glit­ter­ing evol­u­tions, said to the mas­ter of the bal­let:

			“Who is that fourth girl there on the right—the one com­ing round at the end now?”

			“Oh,” said the bal­let-mas­ter, “that’s Miss Madenda.”

			“She’s good look­ing. Why don’t you let her head that line?”

			“I will,” said the man.

			“Just do that. She’ll look bet­ter there than the wo­man you’ve got.”

			“All right. I will do that,” said the mas­ter.

			The next even­ing Car­rie was called out, much as if for an er­ror.

			“You lead your com­pany to­night,” said the mas­ter.

			“Yes, sir,” said Car­rie.

			“Put snap in­to it,” he ad­ded. “We must have snap.”

			“Yes, sir,” replied Car­rie.

			As­ton­ished at this change, she thought that the here­to­fore lead­er must be ill; but when she saw her in the line, with a dis­tinct ex­pres­sion of some­thing un­fa­vour­able in her eye, she began to think that per­haps it was mer­it.

			She had a chic way of toss­ing her head to one side, and hold­ing her arms as if for ac­tion—not list­lessly. In front of the line this showed up even more ef­fec­tu­ally.

			“That girl knows how to carry her­self,” said the man­ager, an­oth­er even­ing. He began to think that he should like to talk with her. If he hadn’t made it a rule to have noth­ing to do with the mem­bers of the chor­us, he would have ap­proached her most un­bend­ingly.

			“Put that girl at the head of the white column,” he sug­ges­ted to the man in charge of the bal­let.

			This white column con­sisted of some twenty girls, all in snow-white flan­nel trimmed with sil­ver and blue. Its lead­er was most stun­ningly ar­rayed in the same col­ours, elab­or­ated, how­ever, with epaul­ets and a belt of sil­ver, with a short sword dangling at one side. Car­rie was fit­ted for this cos­tume, and a few days later ap­peared, proud of her new laurels. She was es­pe­cially grat­i­fied to find that her salary was now eight­een in­stead of twelve.

			Hurst­wood heard noth­ing about this.

			“I’ll not give him the rest of my money,” said Car­rie. “I do enough. I am go­ing to get me some­thing to wear.”

			As a mat­ter of fact, dur­ing this second month she had been buy­ing for her­self as reck­lessly as she dared, re­gard­less of the con­sequences. There were im­pend­ing more com­plic­a­tions rent day, and more ex­ten­sion of the cred­it sys­tem in the neigh­bour­hood. Now, how­ever, she pro­posed to do bet­ter by her­self.

			Her first move was to buy a shirt waist, and in study­ing these she found how little her money would buy—how much, if she could only use all. She for­got that if she were alone she would have to pay for a room and board, and ima­gined that every cent of her eight­een could be spent for clothes and things that she liked.

			At last she picked upon some­thing, which not only used up all her sur­plus above twelve, but in­vaded that sum. She knew she was go­ing too far, but her fem­in­ine love of finery pre­vailed. The next day Hurst­wood said:

			“We owe the gro­cer five dol­lars and forty cents this week.”

			“Do we?” said Car­rie, frown­ing a little.

			She looked in her purse to leave it.

			“I’ve only got eight dol­lars and twenty cents al­to­geth­er.”

			“We owe the milk­man sixty cents,” ad­ded Hurst­wood.

			“Yes, and there’s the coal man,” said Car­rie.

			Hurst­wood said noth­ing. He had seen the new things she was buy­ing; the way she was neg­lect­ing house­hold du­ties; the read­i­ness with which she was slip­ping out af­ter­noons and stay­ing. He felt that some­thing was go­ing to hap­pen. All at once she spoke:

			“I don’t know,” she said; “I can’t do it all. I don’t earn enough.”

			This was a dir­ect chal­lenge. Hurst­wood had to take it up. He tried to be calm.

			“I don’t want you to do it all,” he said. “I only want a little help un­til I can get some­thing to do.”

			“Oh, yes,” answered Car­rie. “That’s al­ways the way. It takes more than I can earn to pay for things. I don’t see what I’m go­ing to do.”

			“Well, I’ve tried to get some­thing,” he ex­claimed. “What do you want me to do?”

			“You couldn’t have tried so very hard,” said Car­rie. “I got some­thing.”

			“Well, I did,” he said, angered al­most to harsh words. “You needn’t throw up your suc­cess to me. All I asked was a little help un­til I could get some­thing. I’m not down yet. I’ll come up all right.”

			He tried to speak stead­ily, but his voice trembled a little.

			Car­rie’s an­ger melted on the in­stant. She felt ashamed.

			“Well,” she said, “here’s the money,” and emp­tied it out on the table. “I haven’t got quite enough to pay it all. If they can wait un­til Sat­urday, though, I’ll have some more.”

			“You keep it,” said Hurst­wood, sadly. “I only want enough to pay the gro­cer.”

			She put it back, and pro­ceeded to get din­ner early and in good time. Her little bravado made her feel as if she ought to make amends.

			In a little while their old thoughts re­turned to both.

			“She’s mak­ing more than she says,” thought Hurst­wood. “She says she’s mak­ing twelve, but that wouldn’t buy all those things. I don’t care. Let her keep her money. I’ll get some­thing again one of these days. Then she can go to the deuce.”

			He only said this in his an­ger, but it pre­figured a pos­sible course of ac­tion and at­ti­tude well enough.

			“I don’t care,” thought Car­rie. “He ought to be told to get out and do some­thing. It isn’t right that I should sup­port him.”

			In these days Car­rie was in­tro­duced to sev­er­al youths, friends of Miss Os­borne, who were of the kind most aptly de­scribed as gay and fest­ive. They called once to get Miss Os­borne for an af­ter­noon drive. Car­rie was with her at the time.

			“Come and go along,” said Lola.

			“No, I can’t,” said Car­rie.

			“Oh, yes, come and go. What have you got to do?”

			“I have to be home by five,” said Car­rie.

			“What for?”

			“Oh, din­ner.”

			“They’ll take us to din­ner,” said Lola.

			“Oh, no,” said Car­rie. “I won’t go. I can’t.”

			“Oh, do come. They’re aw­ful nice boys. We’ll get you back in time. We’re only go­ing for a drive in Cent­ral Park.”

			Car­rie thought a while, and at last yiel­ded.

			“Now, I must be back by half-past four,” she said.

			The in­form­a­tion went in one ear of Lola and out the oth­er.

			After Drou­et and Hurst­wood, there was the least touch of cyn­icism in her at­ti­tude to­ward young men—es­pe­cially of the gay and frivol­ous sort. She felt a little older than they. Some of their pretty com­pli­ments seemed silly. Still, she was young in heart and body and youth ap­pealed to her.

			“Oh, we’ll be right back, Miss Madenda,” said one of the chaps, bow­ing. “You wouldn’t think we’d keep you over time, now, would you?”

			“Well, I don’t know,” said Car­rie, smil­ing.

			They were off for a drive—she, look­ing about and no­ti­cing fine cloth­ing, the young men voicing those silly pleas­ant­ries and weak quips which pass for hu­mour in coy circles. Car­rie saw the great park parade of car­riages, be­gin­ning at the Fifty-ninth Street en­trance and wind­ing past the Mu­seum of Art to the exit at One Hun­dred and Tenth Street and Sev­enth Av­en­ue. Her eye was once more taken by the show of wealth—the elab­or­ate cos­tumes, el­eg­ant har­nesses, spir­ited horses, and, above all, the beauty. Once more the plague of poverty galled her, but now she for­got in a meas­ure her own troubles so far as to for­get Hurst­wood. He waited un­til four, five, and even six. It was get­ting dark when he got up out of his chair.

			“I guess she isn’t com­ing home,” he said, grimly.

			“That’s the way,” he thought. “She’s get­ting a start now. I’m out of it.”

			Car­rie had really dis­covered her neg­lect, but only at a quarter after five, and the open car­riage was now far up Sev­enth Av­en­ue, near the Har­lem River.

			“What time is it?” she in­quired. “I must be get­ting back.”

			“A quarter after five,” said her com­pan­ion, con­sult­ing an el­eg­ant, open-faced watch.

			“Oh, dear me!” ex­claimed Car­rie. Then she settled back with a sigh. “There’s no use cry­ing over spilt milk,” she said. “It’s too late.”

			“Of course it is,” said the youth, who saw vis­ions of a fine din­ner now, and such in­vig­or­at­ing talk as would res­ult in a re­union after the show. He was greatly taken with Car­rie. “We’ll drive down to Del­monico’s now and have some­thing there, won’t we, Or­rin?”

			“To be sure,” replied Or­rin, gaily.

			Car­rie thought of Hurst­wood. Nev­er be­fore had she neg­lected din­ner without an ex­cuse.

			They drove back, and at 6:15 sat down to dine. It was the Sherry in­cid­ent over again, the re­mem­brance of which came pain­fully back to Car­rie. She re­membered Mrs. Vance, who had nev­er called again after Hurst­wood’s re­cep­tion, and Ames.

			At this fig­ure her mind hal­ted. It was a strong, clean vis­ion. He liked bet­ter books than she read, bet­ter people than she as­so­ci­ated with. His ideals burned in her heart.

			“It’s fine to be a good act­ress,” came dis­tinctly back.

			What sort of an act­ress was she?

			“What are you think­ing about, Miss Madenda?” in­quired her merry com­pan­ion. “Come, now, let’s see if I can guess.”

			“Oh, no,” said Car­rie. “Don’t try.”

			She shook it off and ate. She for­got, in part, and was merry. When it came to the after-theatre pro­pos­i­tion, how­ever, she shook her head.

			“No,” she said, “I can’t. I have a pre­vi­ous en­gage­ment.”

			“Oh, now, Miss Madenda,” pleaded the youth.

			“No,” said Car­rie, “I can’t. You’ve been so kind, but you’ll have to ex­cuse me.”

			The youth looked ex­ceed­ingly crest­fal­len.

			“Cheer up, old man,” whispered his com­pan­ion. “We’ll go around, any­how. She may change her mind.”

		
	
		
			
				XL

				A Pub­lic Dis­sen­sion: A Fi­nal Ap­peal

			
			There was no after-theatre lark, how­ever, so far as Car­rie was con­cerned. She made her way home­ward, think­ing about her ab­sence. Hurst­wood was asleep, but roused up to look as she passed through to her own bed.

			“Is that you?” he said.

			“Yes,” she answered.

			The next morn­ing at break­fast she felt like apo­lo­gising.

			“I couldn’t get home last even­ing,” she said.

			“Ah, Car­rie,” he answered, “what’s the use say­ing that? I don’t care. You needn’t tell me that, though.”

			“I couldn’t,” said Car­rie, her col­our rising. Then, see­ing that he looked as if he said “I know,” she ex­claimed: “Oh, all right. I don’t care.”

			From now on, her in­dif­fer­ence to the flat was even great­er. There seemed no com­mon ground on which they could talk to one an­oth­er. She let her­self be asked for ex­penses. It be­came so with him that he hated to do it. He pre­ferred stand­ing off the butcher and baker. He ran up a gro­cery bill of six­teen dol­lars with Oes­logge, lay­ing in a sup­ply of staple art­icles, so that they would not have to buy any of those things for some time to come. Then he changed his gro­cery. It was the same with the butcher and sev­er­al oth­ers. Car­rie nev­er heard any­thing of this dir­ectly from him. He asked for such as he could ex­pect, drift­ing farther and farther in­to a situ­ation which could have but one end­ing.

			In this fash­ion, Septem­ber went by.

			“Isn’t Mr. Drake go­ing to open his hotel?” Car­rie asked sev­er­al times.

			“Yes. He won’t do it be­fore Oc­to­ber, though, now.”

			Car­rie be­came dis­gus­ted. “Such a man,” she said to her­self fre­quently. More and more she vis­ited. She put most of her spare money in clothes, which, after all, was not an as­ton­ish­ing amount. At last the op­era she was with an­nounced its de­par­ture with­in four weeks. “Last two weeks of the Great Com­ic Op­era suc­cess—The ———,” etc., was upon all bill­boards and in the news­pa­pers, be­fore she ac­ted.

			“I’m not go­ing out on the road,” said Miss Os­borne.

			Car­rie went with her to ap­ply to an­oth­er man­ager.

			“Ever had any ex­per­i­ence?” was one of his ques­tions.

			“I’m with the com­pany at the Casino now.”

			“Oh, you are?” he said.

			The end of this was an­oth­er en­gage­ment at twenty per week.

			Car­rie was de­lighted. She began to feel that she had a place in the world. People re­cog­nised abil­ity.

			So changed was her state that the home at­mo­sphere be­came in­tol­er­able. It was all poverty and trouble there, or seemed to be, be­cause it was a load to bear. It be­came a place to keep away from. Still she slept there, and did a fair amount of work, keep­ing it in or­der. It was a sit­ting place for Hurst­wood. He sat and rocked, rocked and read, en­vel­oped in the gloom of his own fate. Oc­to­ber went by, and Novem­ber. It was the dead of winter al­most be­fore he knew it, and there he sat.

			Car­rie was do­ing bet­ter, that he knew. Her clothes were im­proved now, even fine. He saw her com­ing and go­ing, some­times pic­tur­ing to him­self her rise. Little eat­ing had thinned him some­what. He had no ap­pet­ite. His clothes, too, were a poor man’s clothes. Talk about get­ting some­thing had be­come even too thread­bare and ri­dicu­lous for him. So he fol­ded his hands and waited—for what, he could not an­ti­cip­ate.

			At last, how­ever, troubles be­came too thick. The hound­ing of cred­it­ors, the in­dif­fer­ence of Car­rie, the si­lence of the flat, and pres­ence of winter, all joined to pro­duce a cli­max. It was ef­fected by the ar­rival of Oes­logge, per­son­ally, when Car­rie was there.

			“I call about my bill,” said Mr. Oes­logge.

			Car­rie was only faintly sur­prised.

			“How much is it?” she asked.

			“Six­teen dol­lars,” he replied.

			“Oh, that much?” said Car­rie. “Is this right?” she asked, turn­ing to Hurst­wood.

			“Yes,” he said.

			“Well, I nev­er heard any­thing about it.”

			She looked as if she thought he had been con­tract­ing some need­less ex­pense.

			“Well, we had it all right,” he answered. Then he went to the door. “I can’t pay you any­thing on that today,” he said, mildly.

			“Well, when can you?” said the gro­cer.

			“Not be­fore Sat­urday, any­how,” said Hurst­wood.

			“Huh!” re­turned the gro­cer. “This is fine. I must have that. I need the money.”

			Car­rie was stand­ing farther back in the room, hear­ing it all. She was greatly dis­tressed. It was so bad and com­mon­place. Hurst­wood was an­noyed also.

			“Well,” he said, “there’s no use talk­ing about it now. If you’ll come in Sat­urday, I’ll pay you some­thing on it.”

			The gro­cery man went away.

			“How are we go­ing to pay it?” asked Car­rie, as­ton­ished by the bill. “I can’t do it.”

			“Well, you don’t have to,” he said. “He can’t get what he can’t get. He’ll have to wait.”

			“I don’t see how we ran up such a bill as that,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, we ate it,” said Hurst­wood.

			“It’s funny,” she replied, still doubt­ing.

			“What’s the use of your stand­ing there and talk­ing like that, now?” he asked. “Do you think I’ve had it alone? You talk as if I’d taken some­thing.”

			“Well, it’s too much, any­how,” said Car­rie. “I oughtn’t to be made to pay for it. I’ve got more than I can pay for now.”

			“All right,” replied Hurst­wood, sit­ting down in si­lence. He was sick of the grind of this thing.

			Car­rie went out, and there he sat, de­term­in­ing to do some­thing.

			There had been ap­pear­ing in the pa­pers about this time ru­mours and no­tices of an ap­proach­ing strike on the trol­ley lines in Brook­lyn. There was gen­er­al dis­sat­is­fac­tion as to the hours of la­bour re­quired and the wages paid. As usu­al—and for some in­ex­plic­able reas­on—the men chose the winter for the for­cing of the hand of their em­ploy­ers and the set­tle­ment of their dif­fi­culties.

			Hurst­wood had been read­ing of this thing, and won­der­ing con­cern­ing the huge tie-up which would fol­low. A day or two be­fore this trouble with Car­rie, it came. On a cold af­ter­noon, when everything was grey and it threatened to snow, the pa­pers an­nounced that the men had been called out on all the lines.

			Be­ing so ut­terly idle, and his mind filled with the nu­mer­ous pre­dic­tions which had been made con­cern­ing the scarcity of la­bour this winter and the pan­icky state of the fin­an­cial mar­ket, Hurst­wood read this with in­terest. He noted the claims of the strik­ing mo­tor­men and con­duct­ors, who said that they had been wont to re­ceive two dol­lars a day in times past, but that for a year or more “trip­pers” had been in­tro­duced, which cut down their chance of live­li­hood one-half, and in­creased their hours of ser­vitude from ten to twelve, and even four­teen. These “trip­pers” were men put on dur­ing the busy and rush hours, to take a car out for one trip. The com­pens­a­tion paid for such a trip was only twenty-five cents. When the rush or busy hours were over, they were laid off. Worst of all, no man might know when he was go­ing to get a car. He must come to the barns in the morn­ing and wait around in fair and foul weath­er un­til such time as he was needed. Two trips were an av­er­age re­ward for so much wait­ing—a little over three hours’ work for fifty cents. The work of wait­ing was not coun­ted.

			The men com­plained that this sys­tem was ex­tend­ing, and that the time was not far off when but a few out of 7,000 em­ploy­ees would have reg­u­lar two-dol­lar-a-day work at all. They de­man­ded that the sys­tem be ab­ol­ished, and that ten hours be con­sidered a day’s work, bar­ring un­avoid­able delays, with $2.25 pay. They de­man­ded im­me­di­ate ac­cept­ance of these terms, which the vari­ous trol­ley com­pan­ies re­fused.

			Hurst­wood at first sym­path­ised with the de­mands of these men—in­deed, it is a ques­tion wheth­er he did not al­ways sym­path­ise with them to the end, be­lie him as his ac­tions might. Read­ing nearly all the news, he was at­trac­ted first by the scare-heads with which the trouble was noted in the World. He read it fully—the names of the sev­en com­pan­ies in­volved, the num­ber of men.

			“They’re fool­ish to strike in this sort of weath­er,” he thought to him­self. “Let ’em win if they can, though.”

			The next day there was even a lar­ger no­tice of it. “Brook­lyn­ites Walk,” said the World. “Knights of La­bour Tie up the Trol­ley Lines Across the Bridge.” “About Sev­en Thou­sand Men Out.”

			Hurst­wood read this, for­mu­lat­ing to him­self his own idea of what would be the out­come. He was a great be­liev­er in the strength of cor­por­a­tions.

			“They can’t win,” he said, con­cern­ing the men. “They haven’t any money. The po­lice will pro­tect the com­pan­ies. They’ve got to. The pub­lic has to have its cars.”

			He didn’t sym­path­ise with the cor­por­a­tions, but strength was with them. So was prop­erty and pub­lic util­ity.

			“Those fel­lows can’t win,” he thought.

			Among oth­er things, he no­ticed a cir­cu­lar is­sued by one of the com­pan­ies, which read:

			
				
					At­lantic Av­en­ue Rail­road.

					Spe­cial No­tice.

				
				The mo­tor­men and con­duct­ors and oth­er em­ploy­ees of this com­pany hav­ing ab­ruptly left its ser­vice, an op­por­tun­ity is now giv­en to all loy­al men who have struck against their will to be re­in­stated, provid­ing they will make their ap­plic­a­tions by twelve o’clock noon on Wed­nes­day, Janu­ary 16th. Such men will be giv­en em­ploy­ment (with guar­an­teed pro­tec­tion) in the or­der in which such ap­plic­a­tions are re­ceived, and runs and po­s­i­tions as­signed them ac­cord­ingly. Oth­er­wise, they will be con­sidered dis­charged, and every va­cancy will be filled by a new man as soon as his ser­vices can be se­cured.

				
					(Signed)

					Ben­jamin Norton

					Pres­id­ent.

				
			

			He also noted among the want ads one which read:

			
				Wanted—50 skilled mo­tor­men, ac­cus­tomed to West­ing­house sys­tem, to run U.S. mail cars only, in the City of Brook­lyn; pro­tec­tion guar­an­teed.

			

			He noted par­tic­u­larly in each the “pro­tec­tion guar­an­teed.” It sig­ni­fied to him the un­as­sail­able power of the com­pan­ies.

			“They’ve got the mi­li­tia on their side,” he thought. “There isn’t any­thing those men can do.”

			While this was still in his mind, the in­cid­ent with Oes­logge and Car­rie oc­curred. There had been a good deal to ir­rit­ate him, but this seemed much the worst. Nev­er be­fore had she ac­cused him of steal­ing—or very near that. She doubted the nat­ur­al­ness of so large a bill. And he had worked so hard to make ex­penses seem light. He had been “do­ing” butcher and baker in or­der not to call on her. He had eaten very little—al­most noth­ing.

			“Damn it all!” he said. “I can get some­thing. I’m not down yet.”

			He thought that he really must do some­thing now. It was too cheap to sit around after such an in­sinu­ation as this. Why, after a little, he would be stand­ing any­thing.

			He got up and looked out the win­dow in­to the chilly street. It came gradu­ally in­to his mind, as he stood there, to go to Brook­lyn.

			“Why not?” his mind said. “Any­one can get work over there. You’ll get two a day.”

			“How about ac­ci­dents?” said a voice. “You might get hurt.”

			“Oh, there won’t be much of that,” he answered. “They’ve called out the po­lice. Any­one who wants to run a car will be pro­tec­ted all right.”

			“You don’t know how to run a car,” re­joined the voice.

			“I won’t ap­ply as a mo­tor­man,” he answered. “I can ring up fares all right.”

			“They’ll want mo­tor­men mostly.”

			“They’ll take any­body; that I know.”

			For sev­er­al hours he ar­gued pro and con with this men­tal coun­sel­lor, feel­ing no need to act at once in a mat­ter so sure of profit.

			In the morn­ing he put on his best clothes, which were poor enough, and began stir­ring about, put­ting some bread and meat in­to a page of a news­pa­per. Car­rie watched him, in­ter­ested in this new move.

			“Where are you go­ing?” she asked.

			“Over to Brook­lyn,” he answered. Then, see­ing her still in­quis­it­ive, he ad­ded: “I think I can get on over there.”

			“On the trol­ley lines?” said Car­rie, as­ton­ished.

			“Yes,” he re­joined.

			“Aren’t you afraid?” she asked.

			“What of?” he answered. “The po­lice are pro­tect­ing them.”

			“The pa­per said four men were hurt yes­ter­day.”

			“Yes,” he re­turned; “but you can’t go by what the pa­pers say. They’ll run the cars all right.”

			He looked rather de­term­ined now, in a des­ol­ate sort of way, and Car­rie felt very sorry. Some­thing of the old Hurst­wood was here—the least shad­ow of what was once shrewd and pleas­ant strength. Out­side, it was cloudy and blow­ing a few flakes of snow.

			“What a day to go over there,” thought Car­rie.

			Now he left be­fore she did, which was a re­mark­able thing, and tramped east­ward to Four­teenth Street and Sixth Av­en­ue, where he took the car. He had read that scores of ap­plic­ants were ap­ply­ing at the of­fice of the Brook­lyn City Rail­road build­ing and were be­ing re­ceived. He made his way there by hor­se­car and ferry—a dark, si­lent man—to the of­fices in ques­tion. It was a long way, for no cars were run­ning, and the day was cold; but he trudged along grimly. Once in Brook­lyn, he could clearly see and feel that a strike was on. People showed it in their man­ner. Along the routes of cer­tain tracks not a car was run­ning. About cer­tain corners and nearby sa­loons small groups of men were loun­ging. Sev­er­al spring wag­ons passed him, equipped with plain wooden chairs, and la­belled “Flat­bush” or “Pro­spect Park. Fare, Ten Cents.” He no­ticed cold and even gloomy faces. La­bour was hav­ing its little war.

			When he came near the of­fice in ques­tion, he saw a few men stand­ing about, and some po­lice­men. On the far corners were oth­er men—whom he took to be strikers—watch­ing. All the houses were small and wooden, the streets poorly paved. After New York, Brook­lyn looked ac­tu­ally poor and hard-up.

			He made his way in­to the heart of the small group, eyed by po­lice­men and the men already there. One of the of­ficers ad­dressed him.

			“What are you look­ing for?”

			“I want to see if I can get a place.”

			“The of­fices are up those steps,” said the blue­coat. His face was a very neut­ral thing to con­tem­plate. In his heart of hearts, he sym­path­ised with the strikers and hated this “scab.” In his heart of hearts, also, he felt the dig­nity and use of the po­lice force, which com­manded or­der. Of its true so­cial sig­ni­fic­ance, he nev­er once dreamed. His was not the mind for that. The two feel­ings blen­ded in him—neut­ral­ised one an­oth­er and him. He would have fought for this man as de­term­inedly as for him­self, and yet only so far as com­manded. Strip him of his uni­form, and he would have soon picked his side.

			Hurst­wood as­cen­ded a dusty flight of steps and entered a small, dust-col­oured of­fice, in which were a rail­ing, a long desk, and sev­er­al clerks.

			“Well, sir?” said a middle-aged man, look­ing up at him from the long desk.

			“Do you want to hire any men?” in­quired Hurst­wood.

			“What are you—a mo­tor­man?”

			“No; I’m not any­thing,” said Hurst­wood.

			He was not at all abashed by his po­s­i­tion. He knew these people needed men. If one didn’t take him, an­oth­er would. This man could take him or leave him, just as he chose.

			“Well, we prefer ex­per­i­enced men, of course,” said the man. He paused, while Hurst­wood smiled in­dif­fer­ently. Then he ad­ded: “Still, I guess you can learn. What is your name?”

			“Wheel­er,” said Hurst­wood.

			The man wrote an or­der on a small card. “Take that to our barns,” he said, “and give it to the fore­man. He’ll show you what to do.”

			Hurst­wood went down and out. He walked straight away in the dir­ec­tion in­dic­ated, while the po­lice­men looked after.

			“There’s an­oth­er wants to try it,” said Of­ficer Kiely to Of­ficer Macey.

			“I have my mind he’ll get his fill,” re­turned the lat­ter, quietly.

			They had been in strikes be­fore.

		
	
		
			
				XLI

				The Strike

			
			The barn at which Hurst­wood ap­plied was ex­ceed­ingly short-handed, and was be­ing op­er­ated prac­tic­ally by three men as dir­ect­ors. There were a lot of green hands around—queer, hungry-look­ing men, who looked as if want had driv­en them to des­per­ate means. They tried to be lively and will­ing, but there was an air of hang­dog dif­fid­ence about the place.

			Hurst­wood went back through the barns and out in­to a large, en­closed lot, where were a series of tracks and loops. A half-dozen cars were there, manned by in­struct­ors, each with a pu­pil at the lever. More pu­pils were wait­ing at one of the rear doors of the barn.

			In si­lence Hurst­wood viewed this scene, and waited. His com­pan­ions took his eye for a while, though they did not in­terest him much more than the cars. They were an un­com­fort­able-look­ing gang, how­ever. One or two were very thin and lean. Sev­er­al were quite stout. Sev­er­al oth­ers were rawboned and sal­low, as if they had been beaten upon by all sorts of rough weath­er.

			“Did you see by the pa­per they are go­ing to call out the mi­li­tia?” Hurst­wood heard one of them re­mark.

			“Oh, they’ll do that,” re­turned the oth­er. “They al­ways do.”

			“Think we’re li­able to have much trouble?” said an­oth­er, whom Hurst­wood did not see.

			“Not very.”

			“That Scotch­man that went out on the last car,” put in a voice, “told me that they hit him in the ear with a cinder.”

			A small, nervous laugh ac­com­pan­ied this.

			“One of those fel­lows on the Fifth Av­en­ue line must have had a hell of a time, ac­cord­ing to the pa­pers,” drawled an­oth­er. “They broke his car win­dows and pulled him off in­to the street ’fore the po­lice could stop ’em.”

			“Yes; but there are more po­lice around today,” was ad­ded by an­oth­er.

			Hurst­wood hearkened without much men­tal com­ment. These talk­ers seemed scared to him. Their gab­bling was fe­ver­ish—things said to quiet their own minds. He looked out in­to the yard and waited.

			Two of the men got around quite near him, but be­hind his back. They were rather so­cial, and he listened to what they said.

			“Are you a rail­road man?” said one.

			“Me? No. I’ve al­ways worked in a pa­per fact­ory.”

			“I had a job in Ne­wark un­til last Oc­to­ber,” re­turned the oth­er, with re­cip­roc­al feel­ing.

			There were some words which passed too low to hear. Then the con­ver­sa­tion be­came strong again.

			“I don’t blame these fellers for strik­ing,” said one. “They’ve got the right of it, all right, but I had to get some­thing to do.”

			“Same here,” said the oth­er. “If I had any job in Ne­wark I wouldn’t be over here takin’ chances like these.”

			“It’s hell these days, ain’t it?” said the man. “A poor man ain’t nowhere. You could starve, by God, right in the streets, and there ain’t most no one would help you.”

			“Right you are,” said the oth­er. “The job I had I lost ’cause they shut down. They run all sum­mer and lay up a big stock, and then shut down.”

			Hurst­wood paid some little at­ten­tion to this. Some­how, he felt a little su­per­i­or to these two—a little bet­ter off. To him these were ig­nor­ant and com­mon­place, poor sheep in a driver’s hand.

			“Poor dev­ils,” he thought, speak­ing out of the thoughts and feel­ings of a by­gone peri­od of suc­cess.

			“Next,” said one of the in­struct­ors.

			“You’re next,” said a neigh­bour, touch­ing him.

			He went out and climbed on the plat­form. The in­struct­or took it for gran­ted that no pre­lim­in­ar­ies were needed.

			“You see this handle,” he said, reach­ing up to an elec­tric cutoff, which was fastened to the roof. “This throws the cur­rent off or on. If you want to re­verse the car you turn it over here. If you want to send it for­ward, you put it over here. If you want to cut off the power, you keep it in the middle.”

			Hurst­wood smiled at the simple in­form­a­tion.

			“Now, this handle here reg­u­lates your speed. To here,” he said, point­ing with his fin­ger, “gives you about four miles an hour. This is eight. When it’s full on, you make about four­teen miles an hour.”

			Hurst­wood watched him calmly. He had seen mo­tor­men work be­fore. He knew just about how they did it, and was sure he could do as well, with a very little prac­tice.

			The in­struct­or ex­plained a few more de­tails, and then said:

			“Now, we’ll back her up.”

			Hurst­wood stood pla­cidly by, while the car rolled back in­to the yard.

			“One thing you want to be care­ful about, and that is to start easy. Give one de­gree time to act be­fore you start an­oth­er. The one fault of most men is that they al­ways want to throw her wide open. That’s bad. It’s dan­ger­ous, too. Wears out the mo­tor. You don’t want to do that.”

			“I see,” said Hurst­wood.

			He waited and waited, while the man talked on.

			“Now you take it,” he said, fi­nally.

			The ex-man­ager laid hand to the lever and pushed it gently, as he thought. It worked much easi­er than he ima­gined, how­ever, with the res­ult that the car jerked quickly for­ward, throw­ing him back against the door. He straightened up sheep­ishly, while the in­struct­or stopped the car with the brake.

			“You want to be care­ful about that,” was all he said.

			Hurst­wood found, how­ever, that hand­ling a brake and reg­u­lat­ing speed were not so in­stantly mastered as he had ima­gined. Once or twice he would have ploughed through the rear fence if it had not been for the hand and word of his com­pan­ion. The lat­ter was rather pa­tient with him, but he nev­er smiled.

			“You’ve got to get the knack of work­ing both arms at once,” he said. “It takes a little prac­tice.”

			One o’clock came while he was still on the car prac­tising, and he began to feel hungry. The day set in snow­ing, and he was cold. He grew weary of run­ning to and fro on the short track.

			They ran the car to the end and both got off. Hurst­wood went in­to the barn and sought a car step, pulling out his pa­per-wrapped lunch from his pock­et. There was no wa­ter and the bread was dry, but he en­joyed it. There was no ce­re­mony about din­ing. He swal­lowed and looked about, con­tem­plat­ing the dull, homely la­bour of the thing. It was dis­agree­able—miser­ably dis­agree­able—in all its phases. Not be­cause it was bit­ter, but be­cause it was hard. It would be hard to any­one, he thought.

			After eat­ing, he stood about as be­fore, wait­ing un­til his turn came.

			The in­ten­tion was to give him an af­ter­noon of prac­tice, but the great­er part of the time was spent in wait­ing about.

			At last even­ing came, and with it hun­ger and a de­bate with him­self as to how he should spend the night. It was half-past five. He must soon eat. If he tried to go home, it would take him two hours and a half of cold walk­ing and rid­ing. Be­sides, he had or­ders to re­port at sev­en the next morn­ing, and go­ing home would ne­ces­sit­ate his rising at an un­holy and dis­agree­able hour. He had only some­thing like a dol­lar and fif­teen cents of Car­rie’s money, with which he had in­ten­ded to pay the two weeks’ coal bill be­fore the present idea struck him.

			“They must have some place around here,” he thought. “Where does that fel­low from Ne­wark stay?”

			Fi­nally he de­cided to ask. There was a young fel­low stand­ing near one of the doors in the cold, wait­ing a last turn. He was a mere boy in years—twenty-one about—but with a body lank and long, be­cause of priva­tion. A little good liv­ing would have made this youth plump and swag­ger­ing.

			“How do they ar­range this, if a man hasn’t any money?” in­quired Hurst­wood, dis­creetly.

			The fel­low turned a keen, watch­ful face on the in­quirer.

			“You mean eat?” he replied.

			“Yes, and sleep. I can’t go back to New York to­night.”

			“The fore­man’ll fix that if you ask him, I guess. He did me.”

			“That so?”

			“Yes. I just told him I didn’t have any­thing. Gee, I couldn’t go home. I live way over in Hoboken.”

			Hurst­wood only cleared his throat by way of ac­know­ledg­ment.

			“They’ve got a place up­stairs here, I un­der­stand. I don’t know what sort of a thing it is. Purty tough, I guess. He gave me a meal tick­et this noon. I know that wasn’t much.”

			Hurst­wood smiled grimly, and the boy laughed.

			“It ain’t no fun, is it?” he in­quired, wish­ing vainly for a cheery reply.

			“Not much,” answered Hurst­wood.

			“I’d tackle him now,” vo­lun­teered the youth. “He may go ’way.”

			Hurst­wood did so.

			“Isn’t there some place I can stay around here to­night?” he in­quired. “If I have to go back to New York, I’m afraid I won’t—”

			“There’re some cots up­stairs,” in­ter­rup­ted the man, “if you want one of them.”

			“That’ll do,” he as­sen­ted.

			He meant to ask for a meal tick­et, but the seem­ingly prop­er mo­ment nev­er came, and he de­cided to pay him­self that night.

			“I’ll ask him in the morn­ing.”

			He ate in a cheap res­taur­ant in the vi­cin­ity, and, be­ing cold and lonely, went straight off to seek the loft in ques­tion. The com­pany was not at­tempt­ing to run cars after night­fall. It was so ad­vised by the po­lice.

			The room seemed to have been a loun­ging place for night work­ers. There were some nine cots in the place, two or three wooden chairs, a soap box, and a small, round-bel­lied stove, in which a fire was blaz­ing. Early as he was, an­oth­er man was there be­fore him. The lat­ter was sit­ting be­side the stove warm­ing his hands.

			Hurst­wood ap­proached and held out his own to­ward the fire. He was sick of the bare­ness and priva­tion of all things con­nec­ted with his ven­ture, but was steel­ing him­self to hold out. He fan­cied he could for a while.

			“Cold, isn’t it?” said the early guest.

			“Rather.”

			A long si­lence.

			“Not much of a place to sleep in, is it?” said the man.

			“Bet­ter than noth­ing,” replied Hurst­wood.

			An­oth­er si­lence.

			“I be­lieve I’ll turn in,” said the man.

			Rising, he went to one of the cots and stretched him­self, re­mov­ing only his shoes, and pulling the one blanket and dirty old com­fort­er over him in a sort of bundle. The sight dis­gus­ted Hurst­wood, but he did not dwell on it, choos­ing to gaze in­to the stove and think of some­thing else. Presently he de­cided to re­tire, and picked a cot, also re­mov­ing his shoes.

			While he was do­ing so, the youth who had ad­vised him to come here entered, and, see­ing Hurst­wood, tried to be gen­i­al.

			“Bet­ter’n noth­in’,” he ob­served, look­ing around.

			Hurst­wood did not take this to him­self. He thought it to be an ex­pres­sion of in­di­vidu­al sat­is­fac­tion, and so did not an­swer. The youth ima­gined he was out of sorts, and set to whist­ling softly. See­ing an­oth­er man asleep, he quit that and lapsed in­to si­lence.

			Hurst­wood made the best of a bad lot by keep­ing on his clothes and push­ing away the dirty cov­er­ing from his head, but at last he dozed in sheer wear­i­ness. The cov­er­ing be­came more and more com­fort­able, its char­ac­ter was for­got­ten, and he pulled it about his neck and slept.

			In the morn­ing he was aroused out of a pleas­ant dream by sev­er­al men stir­ring about in the cold, cheer­less room. He had been back in Chica­go in fancy, in his own com­fort­able home. Jes­sica had been ar­ran­ging to go some­where, and he had been talk­ing with her about it. This was so clear in his mind, that he was startled now by the con­trast of this room. He raised his head, and the cold, bit­ter real­ity jarred him in­to wake­ful­ness.

			“Guess I’d bet­ter get up,” he said.

			There was no wa­ter on this floor. He put on his shoes in the cold and stood up, shak­ing him­self in his stiff­ness. His clothes felt dis­agree­able, his hair bad.

			“Hell!” he muttered, as he put on his hat.

			Down­stairs things were stir­ring again.

			He found a hy­drant, with a trough which had once been used for horses, but there was no tow­el here, and his handker­chief was soiled from yes­ter­day. He con­ten­ted him­self with wet­ting his eyes with the ice-cold wa­ter. Then he sought the fore­man, who was already on the ground.

			“Had your break­fast yet?” in­quired that worthy.

			“No,” said Hurst­wood.

			“Bet­ter get it, then; your car won’t be ready for a little while.”

			Hurst­wood hes­it­ated.

			“Could you let me have a meal tick­et?” he asked, with an ef­fort.

			“Here you are,” said the man, hand­ing him one.

			He break­fas­ted as poorly as the night be­fore on some fried steak and bad cof­fee. Then he went back.

			“Here,” said the fore­man, mo­tion­ing him, when he came in. “You take this car out in a few minutes.”

			Hurst­wood climbed up on the plat­form in the gloomy barn and waited for a sig­nal. He was nervous, and yet the thing was a re­lief. Any­thing was bet­ter than the barn.

			On this the fourth day of the strike, the situ­ation had taken a turn for the worse. The strikers, fol­low­ing the coun­sel of their lead­ers and the news­pa­pers, had struggled peace­ably enough. There had been no great vi­ol­ence done. Cars had been stopped, it is true, and the men ar­gued with. Some crews had been won over and led away, some win­dows broken, some jeer­ing and yelling done; but in no more than five or six in­stances had men been ser­i­ously in­jured. These by crowds whose acts the lead­ers dis­claimed.

			Idle­ness, how­ever, and the sight of the com­pany, backed by the po­lice, tri­umph­ing, angered the men. They saw that each day more cars were go­ing on, each day more de­clar­a­tions were be­ing made by the com­pany of­fi­cials that the ef­fect­ive op­pos­i­tion of the strikers was broken. This put des­per­ate thoughts in the minds of the men. Peace­ful meth­ods meant, they saw, that the com­pan­ies would soon run all their cars and those who had com­plained would be for­got­ten. There was noth­ing so help­ful to the com­pan­ies as peace­ful meth­ods.

			All at once they blazed forth, and for a week there was storm and stress. Cars were as­sailed, men at­tacked, po­lice­men struggled with, tracks torn up, and shots fired, un­til at last street fights and mob move­ments be­came fre­quent, and the city was in­ves­ted with mi­li­tia.

			Hurst­wood knew noth­ing of the change of tem­per.

			“Run your car out,” called the fore­man, wav­ing a vig­or­ous hand at him. A green con­duct­or jumped up be­hind and rang the bell twice as a sig­nal to start. Hurst­wood turned the lever and ran the car out through the door in­to the street in front of the barn. Here two brawny po­lice­men got up be­side him on the plat­form—one on either hand.

			At the sound of a gong near the barn door, two bells were giv­en by the con­duct­or and Hurst­wood opened his lever.

			The two po­lice­men looked about them calmly.

			“ ’Tis cold, all right, this morn­ing,” said the one on the left, who pos­sessed a rich brogue.

			“I had enough of it yes­ter­day,” said the oth­er. “I wouldn’t want a steady job of this.”

			“Nor I.”

			Neither paid the slight­est at­ten­tion to Hurst­wood, who stood fa­cing the cold wind, which was chilling him com­pletely, and think­ing of his or­ders.

			“Keep a steady gait,” the fore­man had said. “Don’t stop for any­one who doesn’t look like a real pas­sen­ger. Whatever you do, don’t stop for a crowd.”

			The two of­ficers kept si­lent for a few mo­ments.

			“The last man must have gone through all right,” said the of­ficer on the left. “I don’t see his car any­where.”

			“Who’s on there?” asked the second of­ficer, re­fer­ring, of course, to its com­ple­ment of po­lice­men.

			“Schaef­fer and Ry­an.”

			There was an­oth­er si­lence, in which the car ran smoothly along. There were not so many houses along this part of the way. Hurst­wood did not see many people either. The situ­ation was not wholly dis­agree­able to him. If he were not so cold, he thought he would do well enough.

			He was brought out of this feel­ing by the sud­den ap­pear­ance of a curve ahead, which he had not ex­pec­ted. He shut off the cur­rent and did an en­er­get­ic turn at the brake, but not in time to avoid an un­nat­ur­ally quick turn. It shook him up and made him feel like mak­ing some apo­lo­get­ic re­marks, but he re­frained.

			“You want to look out for them things,” said the of­ficer on the left, con­des­cend­ingly.

			“That’s right,” agreed Hurst­wood, shame­facedly.

			“There’s lots of them on this line,” said the of­ficer on the right.

			Around the corner a more pop­u­lated way ap­peared. One or two ped­es­tri­ans were in view ahead. A boy com­ing out of a gate with a tin milk buck­et gave Hurst­wood his first ob­jec­tion­able greet­ing.

			“Scab!” he yelled. “Scab!”

			Hurst­wood heard it, but tried to make no com­ment, even to him­self. He knew he would get that, and much more of the same sort, prob­ably.

			At a corner farther up a man stood by the track and sig­nalled the car to stop.

			“Nev­er mind him,” said one of the of­ficers. “He’s up to some game.”

			Hurst­wood obeyed. At the corner he saw the wis­dom of it. No soon­er did the man per­ceive the in­ten­tion to ig­nore him, than he shook his fist.

			“Ah, you bloody cow­ard!” he yelled.

			Some half dozen men, stand­ing on the corner, flung taunts and jeers after the speed­ing car.

			Hurst­wood winced the least bit. The real thing was slightly worse than the thoughts of it had been.

			Now came in sight, three or four blocks farther on, a heap of some­thing on the track.

			“They’ve been at work, here, all right,” said one of the po­lice­men.

			“We’ll have an ar­gu­ment, maybe,” said the oth­er.

			Hurst­wood ran the car close and stopped. He had not done so wholly, how­ever, be­fore a crowd gathered about. It was com­posed of ex-mo­tor­men and con­duct­ors in part, with a sprink­ling of friends and sym­path­isers.

			“Come off the car, pard­ner,” said one of the men in a voice meant to be con­cili­at­ory. “You don’t want to take the bread out of an­oth­er man’s mouth, do you?”

			Hurst­wood held to his brake and lever, pale and very un­cer­tain what to do.

			“Stand back,” yelled one of the of­ficers, lean­ing over the plat­form rail­ing. “Clear out of this, now. Give the man a chance to do his work.”

			“Listen, pard­ner,” said the lead­er, ig­nor­ing the po­lice­man and ad­dress­ing Hurst­wood. “We’re all work­ing men, like your­self. If you were a reg­u­lar mo­tor­man, and had been treated as we’ve been, you wouldn’t want any­one to come in and take your place, would you? You wouldn’t want any­one to do you out of your chance to get your rights, would you?”

			“Shut her off! shut her off!” urged the oth­er of the po­lice­men, roughly. “Get out of this, now,” and he jumped the rail­ing and landed be­fore the crowd and began shov­ing. In­stantly the oth­er of­ficer was down be­side him.

			“Stand back, now,” they yelled. “Get out of this. What the hell do you mean? Out, now.”

			It was like a small swarm of bees.

			“Don’t shove me,” said one of the strikers, de­term­inedly. “I’m not do­ing any­thing.”

			“Get out of this!” cried the of­ficer, swinging his club. “I’ll give ye a bat on the sconce. Back, now.”

			“What the hell!” cried an­oth­er of the strikers, push­ing the oth­er way, adding at the same time some lusty oaths.

			Crack came an of­ficer’s club on his fore­head. He blinked his eyes blindly a few times, wabbled on his legs, threw up his hands, and staggered back. In re­turn, a swift fist landed on the of­ficer’s neck.

			In­furi­ated by this, the lat­ter plunged left and right, lay­ing about madly with his club. He was ably as­sisted by his broth­er of the blue, who poured pon­der­ous oaths upon the troubled wa­ters. No severe dam­age was done, ow­ing to the agil­ity of the strikers in keep­ing out of reach. They stood about the side­walk now and jeered.

			“Where is the con­duct­or?” yelled one of the of­ficers, get­ting his eye on that in­di­vidu­al, who had come nervously for­ward to stand by Hurst­wood. The lat­ter had stood gaz­ing upon the scene with more as­ton­ish­ment than fear.

			“Why don’t you come down here and get these stones off the track?” in­quired the of­ficer. “What you stand­ing there for? Do you want to stay here all day? Get down.”

			Hurst­wood breathed heav­ily in ex­cite­ment and jumped down with the nervous con­duct­or as if he had been called.

			“Hurry up, now,” said the oth­er po­lice­man.

			Cold as it was, these of­ficers were hot and mad. Hurst­wood worked with the con­duct­or, lift­ing stone after stone and warm­ing him­self by the work.

			“Ah, you scab, you!” yelled the crowd. “You cow­ard! Steal a man’s job, will you? Rob the poor, will you, you thief? We’ll get you yet, now. Wait.”

			Not all of this was de­livered by one man. It came from here and there, in­cor­por­ated with much more of the same sort and curses.

			“Work, you black­guards,” yelled a voice. “Do the dirty work. You’re the suck­ers that keep the poor people down!”

			“May God starve ye yet,” yelled an old Ir­ish wo­man, who now threw open a nearby win­dow and stuck out her head.

			“Yes, and you,” she ad­ded, catch­ing the eye of one of the po­lice­men. “You bloody, mur­ther­in’ thafe! Crack my son over the head, will you, you hard­hearted, mur­ther­in’ di­vil? Ah, ye—”

			But the of­ficer turned a deaf ear.

			“Go to the dev­il, you old hag,” he half muttered as he stared round upon the scattered com­pany.

			Now the stones were off, and Hurst­wood took his place again amid a con­tin­ued chor­us of epi­thets. Both of­ficers got up be­side him and the con­duct­or rang the bell, when, bang! bang! through win­dow and door came rocks and stones. One nar­rowly grazed Hurst­wood’s head. An­oth­er shattered the win­dow be­hind.

			“Throw open your lever,” yelled one of the of­ficers, grabbing at the handle him­self.

			Hurst­wood com­plied and the car shot away, fol­lowed by a rattle of stones and a rain of curses.

			“That — — — ——— hit me in the neck,” said one of the of­ficers. “I gave him a good crack for it, though.”

			“I think I must have left spots on some of them,” said the oth­er.

			“I know that big guy that called us a — — — ———,” said the first. “I’ll get him yet for that.”

			“I thought we were in for it sure, once there,” said the second.

			Hurst­wood, warmed and ex­cited, gazed stead­ily ahead. It was an as­ton­ish­ing ex­per­i­ence for him. He had read of these things, but the real­ity seemed some­thing al­to­geth­er new. He was no cow­ard in spir­it. The fact that he had suffered this much now rather op­er­ated to arouse a stol­id de­term­in­a­tion to stick it out. He did not re­cur in thought to New York or the flat. This one trip seemed a con­sum­ing thing.

			They now ran in­to the busi­ness heart of Brook­lyn un­in­ter­rup­ted. People gazed at the broken win­dows of the car and at Hurst­wood in his plain clothes. Voices called “scab” now and then, as well as oth­er epi­thets, but no crowd at­tacked the car. At the down­town end of the line, one of the of­ficers went to call up his sta­tion and re­port the trouble.

			“There’s a gang out there,” he said, “lay­ing for us yet. Bet­ter send someone over there and clean them out.”

			The car ran back more quietly—hooted, watched, flung at, but not at­tacked. Hurst­wood breathed freely when he saw the barns.

			“Well,” he ob­served to him­self, “I came out of that all right.”

			The car was turned in and he was al­lowed to loaf a while, but later he was again called. This time a new team of of­ficers was aboard. Slightly more con­fid­ent, he sped the car along the com­mon­place streets and felt some­what less fear­ful. On one side, how­ever, he suffered in­tensely. The day was raw, with a sprink­ling of snow and a gusty wind, made all the more in­tol­er­able by the speed of the car. His cloth­ing was not in­ten­ded for this sort of work. He shivered, stamped his feet, and beat his arms as he had seen oth­er mo­tor­men do in the past, but said noth­ing. The nov­elty and danger of the situ­ation mod­i­fied in a way his dis­gust and dis­tress at be­ing com­pelled to be here, but not enough to pre­vent him from feel­ing grim and sour. This was a dog’s life, he thought. It was a tough thing to have to come to.

			The one thought that strengthened him was the in­sult offered by Car­rie. He was not down so low as to take all that, he thought. He could do some­thing—this, even—for a while. It would get bet­ter. He would save a little.

			A boy threw a clod of mud while he was thus re­flect­ing and hit him upon the arm. It hurt sharply and angered him more than he had been any time since morn­ing.

			“The little cur!” he muttered.

			“Hurt you?” asked one of the po­lice­men.

			“No,” he answered.

			At one of the corners, where the car slowed up be­cause of a turn, an ex-mo­tor­man, stand­ing on the side­walk, called to him:

			“Won’t you come out, pard­ner, and be a man? Re­mem­ber we’re fight­ing for de­cent day’s wages, that’s all. We’ve got fam­il­ies to sup­port.” The man seemed most peace­ably in­clined.

			Hurst­wood pre­ten­ded not to see him. He kept his eyes straight on be­fore and opened the lever wide. The voice had some­thing ap­peal­ing in it.

			All morn­ing this went on and long in­to the af­ter­noon. He made three such trips. The din­ner he had was no stay for such work and the cold was telling on him. At each end of the line he stopped to thaw out, but he could have groaned at the an­guish of it. One of the barn­men, out of pity, loaned him a heavy cap and a pair of sheep­skin gloves, and for once he was ex­tremely thank­ful.

			On the second trip of the af­ter­noon he ran in­to a crowd about halfway along the line, that had blocked the car’s pro­gress with an old tele­graph pole.

			“Get that thing off the track,” shouted the two po­lice­men.

			“Yah, yah, yah!” yelled the crowd. “Get it off your­self.”

			The two po­lice­men got down and Hurst­wood star­ted to fol­low.

			“You stay there,” one called. “Someone will run away with your car.”

			Amid the ba­bel of voices, Hurst­wood heard one close be­side him.

			“Come down, pard­ner, and be a man. Don’t fight the poor. Leave that to the cor­por­a­tions.”

			He saw the same fel­low who had called to him from the corner. Now, as be­fore, he pre­ten­ded not to hear him.

			“Come down,” the man re­peated gently. “You don’t want to fight poor men. Don’t fight at all.” It was a most philo­soph­ic and Je­suit­ic­al mo­tor­man.

			A third po­lice­man joined the oth­er two from some­where and someone ran to tele­phone for more of­ficers. Hurst­wood gazed about, de­term­ined but fear­ful.

			A man grabbed him by the coat.

			“Come off of that,” he ex­claimed, jerking at him and try­ing to pull him over the rail­ing.

			“Let go,” said Hurst­wood, sav­agely.

			“I’ll show you—you scab!” cried a young Ir­ish­man, jump­ing up on the car and aim­ing a blow at Hurst­wood. The lat­ter ducked and caught it on the shoulder in­stead of the jaw.

			“Away from here,” shouted an of­ficer, hasten­ing to the res­cue, and adding, of course, the usu­al oaths.

			Hurst­wood re­covered him­self, pale and trem­bling. It was be­com­ing ser­i­ous with him now. People were look­ing up and jeer­ing at him. One girl was mak­ing faces.

			He began to waver in his res­ol­u­tion, when a patrol wag­on rolled up and more of­ficers dis­moun­ted. Now the track was quickly cleared and the re­lease ef­fected.

			“Let her go now, quick,” said the of­ficer, and again he was off.

			The end came with a real mob, which met the car on its re­turn trip a mile or two from the barns. It was an ex­ceed­ingly poor-look­ing neigh­bour­hood. He wanted to run fast through it, but again the track was blocked. He saw men car­ry­ing some­thing out to it when he was yet a half-dozen blocks away.

			“There they are again!” ex­claimed one po­lice­man.

			“I’ll give them some­thing this time,” said the second of­ficer, whose pa­tience was be­com­ing worn. Hurst­wood suffered a qualm of body as the car rolled up. As be­fore, the crowd began hoot­ing, but now, rather than come near, they threw things. One or two win­dows were smashed and Hurst­wood dodged a stone.

			Both po­lice­men ran out to­ward the crowd, but the lat­ter replied by run­ning to­ward the car. A wo­man—a mere girl in ap­pear­ance—was among these, bear­ing a rough stick. She was ex­ceed­ingly wrath­ful and struck at Hurst­wood, who dodged. Thereupon, her com­pan­ions, duly en­cour­aged, jumped on the car and pulled Hurst­wood over. He had hardly time to speak or shout be­fore he fell.

			“Let go of me,” he said, fall­ing on his side.

			“Ah, you suck­er,” he heard someone say. Kicks and blows rained on him. He seemed to be suf­foc­at­ing. Then two men seemed to be drag­ging him off and he wrestled for free­dom.

			“Let up,” said a voice, “you’re all right. Stand up.”

			He was let loose and re­covered him­self. Now he re­cog­nised two of­ficers. He felt as if he would faint from ex­haus­tion. Some­thing was wet on his chin. He put up his hand and felt, then looked. It was red.

			“They cut me,” he said, fool­ishly, fish­ing for his handker­chief.

			“Now, now,” said one of the of­ficers. “It’s only a scratch.”

			His senses be­came cleared now and he looked around. He was stand­ing in a little store, where they left him for the mo­ment. Out­side, he could see, as he stood wip­ing his chin, the car and the ex­cited crowd. A patrol wag­on was there, and an­oth­er.

			He walked over and looked out. It was an am­bu­lance, back­ing in.

			He saw some en­er­get­ic char­ging by the po­lice and ar­rests be­ing made.

			“Come on, now, if you want to take your car,” said an of­ficer, open­ing the door and look­ing in.

			He walked out, feel­ing rather un­cer­tain of him­self. He was very cold and frightened.

			“Where’s the con­duct­or?” he asked.

			“Oh, he’s not here now,” said the po­lice­man.

			Hurst­wood went to­ward the car and stepped nervously on. As he did so there was a pis­tol shot. Some­thing stung his shoulder.

			“Who fired that?” he heard an of­ficer ex­claim. “By God! who did that?” Both left him, run­ning to­ward a cer­tain build­ing. He paused a mo­ment and then got down.

			“George!” ex­claimed Hurst­wood, weakly, “this is too much for me.”

			He walked nervously to the corner and hur­ried down a side street.

			“Whew!” he said, draw­ing in his breath.

			A half block away, a small girl gazed at him.

			“You’d bet­ter sneak,” she called.

			He walked home­ward in a blind­ing snowstorm, reach­ing the ferry by dusk. The cab­ins were filled with com­fort­able souls, who stud­ied him curi­ously. His head was still in such a whirl that he felt con­fused. All the won­der of the twink­ling lights of the river in a white storm passed for noth­ing. He trudged dog­gedly on un­til he reached the flat. There he entered and found the room warm. Car­rie was gone. A couple of even­ing pa­pers were ly­ing on the table where she left them. He lit the gas and sat down. Then he got up and stripped to ex­am­ine his shoulder. It was a mere scratch. He washed his hands and face, still in a brown study, ap­par­ently, and combed his hair. Then he looked for some­thing to eat, and fi­nally, his hun­ger gone, sat down in his com­fort­able rock­ing-chair. It was a won­der­ful re­lief.

			He put his hand to his chin, for­get­ting, for the mo­ment, the pa­pers.

			“Well,” he said, after a time, his nature re­cov­er­ing it­self, “that’s a pretty tough game over there.”

			Then he turned and saw the pa­pers. With half a sigh he picked up the World.

			“Strike Spread­ing in Brook­lyn,” he read. “Ri­ot­ing Breaks Out in all Parts of the City.”

			He ad­jus­ted his pa­per very com­fort­ably and con­tin­ued. It was the one thing he read with ab­sorb­ing in­terest.

		
	
		
			
				XLII

				A Touch of Spring: The Empty Shell

			
			Those who look upon Hurst­wood’s Brook­lyn ven­ture as an er­ror of judg­ment will none the less real­ise the neg­at­ive in­flu­ence on him of the fact that he had tried and failed. Car­rie got a wrong idea of it. He said so little that she ima­gined he had en­countered noth­ing worse than the or­din­ary rough­ness—quit­ting so soon in the face of this seemed tri­fling. He did not want to work.

			She was now one of a group of ori­ent­al beau­ties who, in the second act of the com­ic op­era, were paraded by the viz­ier be­fore the new po­tentate as the treas­ures of his har­em. There was no word as­signed to any of them, but on the even­ing when Hurst­wood was hous­ing him­self in the loft of the street­car barn, the lead­ing comedi­an and star, feel­ing ex­ceed­ingly fa­cetious, said in a pro­found voice, which cre­ated a ripple of laughter:

			“Well, who are you?”

			It merely happened to be Car­rie who was cour­tesy­ing be­fore him. It might as well have been any of the oth­ers, so far as he was con­cerned. He ex­pec­ted no an­swer and a dull one would have been re­proved. But Car­rie, whose ex­per­i­ence and be­lief in her­self gave her dar­ing, cour­tesied sweetly again and answered:

			“I am yours truly.”

			It was a trivi­al thing to say, and yet some­thing in the way she did it caught the audi­ence, which laughed heart­ily at the mock-fierce po­tentate tower­ing be­fore the young wo­man. The comedi­an also liked it, hear­ing the laughter.

			“I thought your name was Smith,” he re­turned, en­deav­our­ing to get the last laugh.

			Car­rie al­most trembled for her dar­ing after she had said this. All mem­bers of the com­pany had been warned that to in­ter­pol­ate lines or “busi­ness” meant a fine or worse. She did not know what to think.

			As she was stand­ing in her prop­er po­s­i­tion in the wings, await­ing an­oth­er entry, the great comedi­an made his exit past her and paused in re­cog­ni­tion.

			“You can just leave that in here­after,” he re­marked, see­ing how in­tel­li­gent she ap­peared. “Don’t add any more, though.”

			“Thank you,” said Car­rie, humbly. When he went on she found her­self trem­bling vi­ol­ently.

			“Well, you’re in luck,” re­marked an­oth­er mem­ber of the chor­us. “There isn’t an­oth­er one of us has got a line.”

			There was no gain­say­ing the value of this. Every­body in the com­pany real­ised that she had got a start. Car­rie hugged her­self when next even­ing the lines got the same ap­plause. She went home re­joicing, know­ing that soon some­thing must come of it. It was Hurst­wood who, by his pres­ence, caused her merry thoughts to flee and re­placed them with sharp long­ings for an end of dis­tress.

			The next day she asked him about his ven­ture.

			“They’re not try­ing to run any cars ex­cept with po­lice. They don’t want any­body just now—not be­fore next week.”

			Next week came, but Car­rie saw no change. Hurst­wood seemed more apathet­ic than ever. He saw her off morn­ings to re­hears­als and the like with the ut­most calm. He read and read. Sev­er­al times he found him­self star­ing at an item, but think­ing of some­thing else. The first of these lapses that he sharply no­ticed con­cerned a hil­ari­ous party he had once at­ten­ded at a driv­ing club, of which he had been a mem­ber. He sat, gaz­ing down­ward, and gradu­ally thought he heard the old voices and the clink of glasses.

			“You’re a dandy, Hurst­wood,” his friend Walk­er said. He was stand­ing again well dressed, smil­ing, good-natured, the re­cip­i­ent of en­cores for a good story.

			All at once he looked up. The room was so still it seemed ghost­like. He heard the clock tick­ing aud­ibly and half sus­pec­ted that he had been doz­ing. The pa­per was so straight in his hands, how­ever, and the items he had been read­ing so dir­ectly be­fore him, that he rid him­self of the doze idea. Still, it seemed pe­cu­li­ar. When it oc­curred a second time, how­ever, it did not seem quite so strange.

			Butcher and gro­cery man, baker and coal man—not the group with whom he was then deal­ing, but those who had trus­ted him to the lim­it—called. He met them all blandly, be­com­ing deft in ex­cuse. At last he be­came bold, pre­ten­ded to be out, or waved them off.

			“They can’t get blood out of a turnip,” he said. “If I had it I’d pay them.”

			Car­rie’s little sol­dier friend, Miss Os­borne, see­ing her suc­ceed­ing, had be­come a sort of satel­lite. Little Os­borne could nev­er of her­self amount to any­thing. She seemed to real­ise it in a sort of pussy-like way and in­stinct­ively con­cluded to cling with her soft little claws to Car­rie.

			“Oh, you’ll get up,” she kept telling Car­rie with ad­mir­a­tion. “You’re so good.”

			Tim­id as Car­rie was, she was strong in cap­ab­il­ity. The re­li­ance of oth­ers made her feel as if she must, and when she must she dared. Ex­per­i­ence of the world and of ne­ces­sity was in her fa­vour. No longer the light­est word of a man made her head dizzy. She had learned that men could change and fail. Flat­tery in its most palp­able form had lost its force with her. It re­quired su­peri­or­ity—kindly su­peri­or­ity—to move her—the su­peri­or­ity of a geni­us like Ames.

			“I don’t like the act­ors in our com­pany,” she told Lola one day. “They’re all so struck on them­selves.”

			“Don’t you think Mr. Barclay’s pretty nice?” in­quired Lola, who had re­ceived a con­des­cend­ing smile or two from that quarter.

			“Oh, he’s nice enough,” answered Car­rie; “but he isn’t sin­cere. He as­sumes such an air.”

			Lola felt for her first hold upon Car­rie in the fol­low­ing man­ner:

			“Are you pay­ing room-rent where you are?”

			“Cer­tainly,” answered Car­rie. “Why?”

			“I know where I could get the love­li­est room and bath, cheap. It’s too big for me, but it would be just right for two, and the rent is only six dol­lars a week for both.”

			“Where?” said Car­rie.

			“In Sev­en­teenth Street.”

			“Well, I don’t know as I’d care to change,” said Car­rie, who was already turn­ing over the three-dol­lar rate in her mind. She was think­ing if she had only her­self to sup­port this would leave her sev­en­teen for her­self.

			Noth­ing came of this un­til after the Brook­lyn ad­ven­ture of Hurst­wood’s and her suc­cess with the speak­ing part. Then she began to feel as if she must be free. She thought of leav­ing Hurst­wood and thus mak­ing him act for him­self, but he had de­veloped such pe­cu­li­ar traits she feared he might res­ist any ef­fort to throw him off. He might hunt her out at the show and hound her in that way. She did not wholly be­lieve that he would, but he might. This, she knew, would be an em­bar­rass­ing thing if he made him­self con­spicu­ous in any way. It troubled her greatly.

			Things were pre­cip­it­ated by the of­fer of a bet­ter part. One of the act­resses play­ing the part of a mod­est sweet­heart gave no­tice of leav­ing and Car­rie was se­lec­ted.

			“How much are you go­ing to get?” asked Miss Os­borne, on hear­ing the good news.

			“I didn’t ask him,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, find out. Good­ness, you’ll nev­er get any­thing if you don’t ask. Tell them you must have forty dol­lars, any­how.”

			“Oh, no,” said Car­rie.

			“Cer­tainly!” ex­claimed Lola. “Ask ’em, any­way.”

			Car­rie suc­cumbed to this prompt­ing, wait­ing, how­ever, un­til the man­ager gave her no­tice of what cloth­ing she must have to fit the part.

			“How much do I get?” she in­quired.

			“Thirty-five dol­lars,” he replied.

			Car­rie was too much as­ton­ished and de­lighted to think of men­tion­ing forty. She was nearly be­side her­self, and al­most hugged Lola, who clung to her at the news.

			“It isn’t as much as you ought to get,” said the lat­ter, “es­pe­cially when you’ve got to buy clothes.”

			Car­rie re­membered this with a start. Where to get the money? She had none laid up for such an emer­gency. Rent day was draw­ing near.

			“I’ll not do it,” she said, re­mem­ber­ing her ne­ces­sity. “I don’t use the flat. I’m not go­ing to give up my money this time. I’ll move.”

			Fit­ting in­to this came an­oth­er ap­peal from Miss Os­borne, more ur­gent than ever.

			“Come live with me, won’t you?” she pleaded. “We can have the love­li­est room. It won’t cost you hardly any­thing that way.”

			“I’d like to,” said Car­rie, frankly.

			“Oh, do,” said Lola. “We’ll have such a good time.”

			Car­rie thought a while.

			“I be­lieve I will,” she said, and then ad­ded: “I’ll have to see first, though.”

			With the idea thus groun­ded, rent day ap­proach­ing, and clothes call­ing for in­stant pur­chase, she soon found ex­cuse in Hurst­wood’s las­sit­ude. He said less and drooped more than ever.

			As rent day ap­proached, an idea grew in him. It was fostered by the de­mands of cred­it­ors and the im­possib­il­ity of hold­ing up many more. Twenty-eight dol­lars was too much for rent. “It’s hard on her,” he thought. “We could get a cheap­er place.”

			Stirred with this idea, he spoke at the break­fast table.

			“Don’t you think we pay too much rent here?” he asked.

			“In­deed I do,” said Car­rie, not catch­ing his drift.

			“I should think we could get a smal­ler place,” he sug­ges­ted. “We don’t need four rooms.”

			Her coun­ten­ance, had he been scru­tin­ising her, would have ex­hib­ited the dis­turb­ance she felt at this evid­ence of his de­term­in­a­tion to stay by her. He saw noth­ing re­mark­able in ask­ing her to come down lower.

			“Oh, I don’t know,” she answered, grow­ing wary.

			“There must be places around here where we could get a couple of rooms, which would do just as well.”

			Her heart re­vol­ted. “Nev­er!” she thought. Who would fur­nish the money to move? To think of be­ing in two rooms with him! She re­solved to spend her money for clothes quickly, be­fore some­thing ter­rible happened. That very day she did it. Hav­ing done so, there was but one oth­er thing to do.

			“Lola,” she said, vis­it­ing her friend, “I think I’ll come.”

			“Oh, jolly!” cried the lat­ter.

			“Can we get it right away?” she asked, mean­ing the room.

			“Cer­tainly,” cried Lola.

			They went to look at it. Car­rie had saved ten dol­lars from her ex­pendit­ures—enough for this and her board be­side. Her en­larged salary would not be­gin for ten days yet—would not reach her for sev­en­teen. She paid half of the six dol­lars with her friend.

			“Now, I’ve just enough to get on to the end of the week,” she con­fided.

			“Oh, I’ve got some,” said Lola. “I’ve got twenty-five dol­lars, if you need it.”

			“No,” said Car­rie. “I guess I’ll get along.”

			They de­cided to move Fri­day, which was two days away. Now that the thing was settled, Car­rie’s heart mis­gave her. She felt very much like a crim­in­al in the mat­ter. Each day look­ing at Hurst­wood, she had real­ised that, along with the dis­agree­able­ness of his at­ti­tude, there was some­thing pathet­ic.

			She looked at him the same even­ing she had made up her mind to go, and now he seemed not so shift­less and worth­less, but run down and beaten upon by chance. His eyes were not keen, his face marked, his hands flabby. She thought his hair had a touch of grey. All un­con­scious of his doom, he rocked and read his pa­per, while she glanced at him.

			Know­ing that the end was so near, she be­came rather so­li­cit­ous.

			“Will you go over and get some canned peaches?” she asked Hurst­wood, lay­ing down a two-dol­lar bill.

			“Cer­tainly,” he said, look­ing in won­der at the money.

			“See if you can get some nice as­paragus,” she ad­ded. “I’ll cook it for din­ner.”

			Hurst­wood rose and took the money, slip­ping on his over­coat and get­ting his hat. Car­rie no­ticed that both of these art­icles of ap­par­el were old and poor look­ing in ap­pear­ance. It was plain enough be­fore, but now it came home with pe­cu­li­ar force. Per­haps he couldn’t help it, after all. He had done well in Chica­go. She re­membered his fine ap­pear­ance the days he had met her in the park. Then he was so sprightly, so clean. Had it been all his fault?

			He came back and laid the change down with the food.

			“You’d bet­ter keep it,” she ob­served. “We’ll need oth­er things.”

			“No,” he said, with a sort of pride; “you keep it.”

			“Oh, go on and keep it,” she replied, rather un­nerved. “There’ll be oth­er things.”

			He wondered at this, not know­ing the pathet­ic fig­ure he had be­come in her eyes. She re­strained her­self with dif­fi­culty from show­ing a quaver in her voice.

			To say truly, this would have been Car­rie’s at­ti­tude in any case. She had looked back at times upon her part­ing from Drou­et and had re­gret­ted that she had served him so badly. She hoped she would nev­er meet him again, but she was ashamed of her con­duct. Not that she had any choice in the fi­nal sep­ar­a­tion. She had gone will­ingly to seek him, with sym­pathy in her heart, when Hurst­wood had re­por­ted him ill. There was some­thing cruel some­where, and not be­ing able to track it men­tally to its lo­gic­al lair, she con­cluded with feel­ing that he would nev­er un­der­stand what Hurst­wood had done and would see hard­hearted de­cision in her deed; hence her shame. Not that she cared for him. She did not want to make any­one who had been good to her feel badly.

			She did not real­ise what she was do­ing by al­low­ing these feel­ings to pos­sess her. Hurst­wood, no­ti­cing the kind­ness, con­ceived bet­ter of her. “Car­rie’s good-natured, any­how,” he thought.

			Go­ing to Miss Os­borne’s that af­ter­noon, she found that little lady pack­ing and singing.

			“Why don’t you come over with me today?” she asked.

			“Oh, I can’t,” said Car­rie. “I’ll be there Fri­day. Would you mind lend­ing me the twenty-five dol­lars you spoke of?”

			“Why, no,” said Lola, go­ing for her purse.

			“I want to get some oth­er things,” said Car­rie.

			“Oh, that’s all right,” answered the little girl, good-naturedly, glad to be of ser­vice.

			It had been days since Hurst­wood had done more than go to the gro­cery or to the news­stand. Now the wear­i­ness of in­doors was upon him—had been for two days—but chill, grey weath­er had held him back. Fri­day broke fair and warm. It was one of those lovely har­bingers of spring, giv­en as a sign in dreary winter that earth is not for­saken of warmth and beauty. The blue heav­en, hold­ing its one golden orb, poured down a crys­tal wash of warm light. It was plain, from the voice of the spar­rows, that all was hal­cy­on out­side. Car­rie raised the front win­dows, and felt the south wind blow­ing.

			“It’s lovely out today,” she re­marked.

			“Is it?” said Hurst­wood.

			After break­fast, he im­me­di­ately got his oth­er clothes.

			“Will you be back for lunch?” asked Car­rie, nervously.

			“No,” he said.

			He went out in­to the streets and tramped north, along Sev­enth Av­en­ue, idly fix­ing upon the Har­lem River as an ob­ject­ive point. He had seen some ships up there, the time he had called upon the brew­ers. He wondered how the ter­rit­ory there­abouts was grow­ing.

			Passing Fifty-ninth Street, he took the west side of Cent­ral Park, which he fol­lowed to Sev­enty-eighth Street. Then he re­membered the neigh­bour­hood and turned over to look at the mass of build­ings erec­ted. It was very much im­proved. The great open spaces were filling up. Com­ing back, he kept to the Park un­til 110th Street, and then turned in­to Sev­enth Av­en­ue again, reach­ing the pretty river by one o’clock.

			There it ran wind­ing be­fore his gaze, shin­ing brightly in the clear light, between the un­du­lat­ing banks on the right and the tall, tree-covered heights on the left. The spring­like at­mo­sphere woke him to a sense of its love­li­ness, and for a few mo­ments he stood look­ing at it, fold­ing his hands be­hind his back. Then he turned and fol­lowed it to­ward the east side, idly seek­ing the ships he had seen. It was four o’clock be­fore the wan­ing day, with its sug­ges­tion of a cool­er even­ing, caused him to re­turn. He was hungry and would en­joy eat­ing in the warm room.

			When he reached the flat by half-past five, it was still dark. He knew that Car­rie was not there, not only be­cause there was no light show­ing through the transom, but be­cause the even­ing pa­pers were stuck between the out­side knob and the door. He opened with his key and went in. Everything was still dark. Light­ing the gas, he sat down, pre­par­ing to wait a little while. Even if Car­rie did come now, din­ner would be late. He read un­til six, then got up to fix some­thing for him­self.

			As he did so, he no­ticed that the room seemed a little queer. What was it? He looked around, as if he missed some­thing, and then saw an en­vel­ope near where he had been sit­ting. It spoke for it­self, al­most without fur­ther ac­tion on his part.

			Reach­ing over, he took it, a sort of chill set­tling upon him even while he reached. The crackle of the en­vel­ope in his hands was loud. Green pa­per money lay soft with­in the note.

			
				“Dear George,” he read, crunch­ing the money in one hand. “I’m go­ing away. I’m not com­ing back any more. It’s no use try­ing to keep up the flat; I can’t do it. I wouldn’t mind help­ing you, if I could, but I can’t sup­port us both, and pay the rent. I need what little I make to pay for my clothes. I’m leav­ing twenty dol­lars. It’s all I have just now. You can do whatever you like with the fur­niture. I won’t want it. —Car­rie.”

			

			He dropped the note and looked quietly round. Now he knew what he missed. It was the little or­na­ment­al clock, which was hers. It had gone from the man­tel­piece. He went in­to the front room, his bed­room, the par­lour, light­ing the gas as he went. From the chif­fonier had gone the knick­knacks of sil­ver and plate. From the tab­letop, the lace cov­er­ings. He opened the ward­robe—no clothes of hers. He opened the draw­ers—noth­ing of hers. Her trunk was gone from its ac­cus­tomed place. Back in his own room hung his old clothes, just as he had left them. Noth­ing else was gone.

			He stepped in­to the par­lour and stood for a few mo­ments look­ing va­cantly at the floor. The si­lence grew op­press­ive. The little flat seemed won­der­fully deser­ted. He wholly for­got that he was hungry, that it was only din­ner­time. It seemed later in the night.

			Sud­denly, he found that the money was still in his hands. There were twenty dol­lars in all, as she had said. Now he walked back, leav­ing the lights ablaze, and feel­ing as if the flat were empty.

			“I’ll get out of this,” he said to him­self.

			Then the sheer loneli­ness of his situ­ation rushed upon him in full.

			“Left me!” he muttered, and re­peated, “left me!”

			The place that had been so com­fort­able, where he had spent so many days of warmth, was now a memory. Some­thing colder and chil­li­er con­fron­ted him. He sank down in his chair, rest­ing his chin in his hand—mere sen­sa­tion, without thought, hold­ing him.

			Then some­thing like a be­reaved af­fec­tion and self-pity swept over him.

			“She needn’t have gone away,” he said. “I’d have got some­thing.”

			He sat a long while without rock­ing, and ad­ded quite clearly, out loud:

			“I tried, didn’t I?”

			At mid­night he was still rock­ing, star­ing at the floor.

		
	
		
			
				XLIII

				The World Turns Flat­ter­er: An Eye in the Dark

			
			In­stalled in her com­fort­able room, Car­rie wondered how Hurst­wood had taken her de­par­ture. She ar­ranged a few things hast­ily and then left for the theatre, half ex­pect­ing to en­counter him at the door. Not find­ing him, her dread lif­ted, and she felt more kindly to­ward him. She quite for­got him un­til about to come out, after the show, when the chance of his be­ing there frightened her. As day after day passed and she heard noth­ing at all, the thought of be­ing bothered by him passed. In a little while she was, ex­cept for oc­ca­sion­al thoughts, wholly free of the gloom with which her life had been weighed in the flat.

			It is curi­ous to note how quickly a pro­fes­sion ab­sorbs one. Car­rie be­came wise in the­at­ric­al lore, hear­ing the gos­sip of little Lola. She learned what the the­at­ric­al pa­pers were, which ones pub­lished items about act­resses and the like. She began to read the news­pa­per no­tices, not only of the op­era in which she had so small a part, but of oth­ers. Gradu­ally the de­sire for no­tice took hold of her. She longed to be renowned like oth­ers, and read with avid­ity all the com­pli­ment­ary or crit­ic­al com­ments made con­cern­ing oth­ers high in her pro­fes­sion. The showy world in which her in­terest lay com­pletely ab­sorbed her.

			It was about this time that the news­pa­pers and magazines were be­gin­ning to pay that il­lus­trat­ive at­ten­tion to the beau­ties of the stage which has since be­come fer­vid. The news­pa­pers, and par­tic­u­larly the Sunday news­pa­pers, in­dulged in large dec­or­at­ive the­at­ric­al pages, in which the faces and forms of well-known the­at­ric­al celebrit­ies ap­peared, en­closed with artist­ic scrolls. The magazines also—or at least one or two of the new­er ones—pub­lished oc­ca­sion­al por­traits of pretty stars, and now and again pho­tos of scenes from vari­ous plays. Car­rie watched these with grow­ing in­terest. When would a scene from her op­era ap­pear? When would some pa­per think her photo worth while?

			The Sunday be­fore tak­ing her new part she scanned the the­at­ric­al pages for some little no­tice. It would have ac­cor­ded with her ex­pect­a­tions if noth­ing had been said, but there in the squibs, tail­ing off sev­er­al more sub­stan­tial items, was a wee no­tice. Car­rie read it with a tingling body:

			
				The part of Kat­isha, the coun­try maid, in The Wives of Ab­dul at the Broad­way, here­to­fore played by In­ez Carew, will be here­after filled by Car­rie Madenda, one of the cleverest mem­bers of the chor­us.

			

			Car­rie hugged her­self with de­light. Oh, wasn’t it just fine! At last! The first, the long-hoped for, the de­light­ful no­tice! And they called her clev­er. She could hardly re­strain her­self from laugh­ing loudly. Had Lola seen it?

			“They’ve got a no­tice here of the part I’m go­ing to play to­mor­row night,” said Car­rie to her friend.

			“Oh, jolly! Have they?” cried Lola, run­ning to her. “That’s all right,” she said, look­ing. “You’ll get more now, if you do well. I had my pic­ture in the World once.”

			“Did you?” asked Car­rie.

			“Did I? Well, I should say,” re­turned the little girl. “They had a frame around it.”

			Car­rie laughed.

			“They’ve nev­er pub­lished my pic­ture.”

			“But they will,” said Lola. “You’ll see. You do bet­ter than most that get theirs in now.”

			Car­rie felt deeply grate­ful for this. She al­most loved Lola for the sym­pathy and praise she ex­ten­ded. It was so help­ful to her—so al­most ne­ces­sary.

			Ful­filling her part cap­ably brought an­oth­er no­tice in the pa­pers that she was do­ing her work ac­cept­ably. This pleased her im­mensely. She began to think the world was tak­ing note of her.

			The first week she got her thirty-five dol­lars, it seemed an enorm­ous sum. Pay­ing only three dol­lars for room rent seemed ri­dicu­lous. After giv­ing Lola her twenty-five, she still had sev­en dol­lars left. With four left over from pre­vi­ous earn­ings, she had el­ev­en. Five of this went to pay the reg­u­lar in­stall­ment on the clothes she had to buy. The next week she was even in great­er feath­er. Now, only three dol­lars need be paid for room rent and five on her clothes. The rest she had for food and her own whims.

			“You’d bet­ter save a little for sum­mer,” cau­tioned Lola. “We’ll prob­ably close in May.”

			“I in­tend to,” said Car­rie.

			The reg­u­lar en­trance of thirty-five dol­lars a week to one who has en­dured scant al­low­ances for sev­er­al years is a de­mor­al­ising thing. Car­rie found her purse burst­ing with good green bills of com­fort­able de­nom­in­a­tions. Hav­ing no one de­pend­ent upon her, she began to buy pretty clothes and pleas­ing trinkets, to eat well, and to or­na­ment her room. Friends were not long in gath­er­ing about. She met a few young men who be­longed to Lola’s staff. The mem­bers of the op­era com­pany made her ac­quaint­ance without the form­al­ity of in­tro­duc­tion. One of these dis­covered a fancy for her. On sev­er­al oc­ca­sions he strolled home with her.

			“Let’s stop in and have a rarebit,” he sug­ges­ted one mid­night.

			“Very well,” said Car­rie.

			In the rosy res­taur­ant, filled with the merry lov­ers of late hours, she found her­self cri­ti­cising this man. He was too stil­ted, too self-opin­ion­ated. He did not talk of any­thing that lif­ted her above the com­mon run of clothes and ma­ter­i­al suc­cess. When it was all over, he smiled most gra­ciously.

			“Got to go straight home, have you?” he said.

			“Yes,” she answered, with an air of quiet un­der­stand­ing.

			“She’s not so in­ex­per­i­enced as she looks,” he thought, and there­after his re­spect and ar­dour were in­creased.

			She could not help shar­ing in Lola’s love for a good time. There were days when they went car­riage rid­ing, nights when after the show they dined, af­ter­noons when they strolled along Broad­way, taste­fully dressed. She was get­ting in the met­ro­pol­it­an whirl of pleas­ure.

			At last her pic­ture ap­peared in one of the weeklies. She had not known of it, and it took her breath. “Miss Car­rie Madenda,” it was la­belled. “One of the fa­vour­ites of The Wives of Ab­dul com­pany.” At Lola’s ad­vice she had had some pic­tures taken by Sarony. They had got one there. She thought of go­ing down and buy­ing a few cop­ies of the pa­per, but re­membered that there was no one she knew well enough to send them to. Only Lola, ap­par­ently, in all the world was in­ter­ested.

			The met­ro­pol­is is a cold place so­cially, and Car­rie soon found that a little money brought her noth­ing. The world of wealth and dis­tinc­tion was quite as far away as ever. She could feel that there was no warm, sym­path­et­ic friend­ship back of the easy mer­ri­ment with which many ap­proached her. All seemed to be seek­ing their own amuse­ment, re­gard­less of the pos­sible sad con­sequence to oth­ers. So much for the les­sons of Hurst­wood and Drou­et.

			In April she learned that the op­era would prob­ably last un­til the middle or the end of May, ac­cord­ing to the size of the audi­ences. Next sea­son it would go on the road. She wondered if she would be with it. As usu­al, Miss Os­borne, ow­ing to her mod­er­ate salary, was for se­cur­ing a home en­gage­ment.

			“They’re put­ting on a sum­mer play at the Casino,” she an­nounced, after fig­ur­at­ively put­ting her ear to the ground. “Let’s try and get in that.”

			“I’m will­ing,” said Car­rie.

			They tried in time and were ap­prised of the prop­er date to ap­ply again. That was May 16th. Mean­while their own show closed May 5th.

			“Those that want to go with the show next sea­son,” said the man­ager, “will have to sign this week.”

			“Don’t you sign,” ad­vised Lola. “I wouldn’t go.”

			“I know,” said Car­rie, “but maybe I can’t get any­thing else.”

			“Well, I won’t,” said the little girl, who had a re­source in her ad­mirers. “I went once and I didn’t have any­thing at the end of the sea­son.”

			Car­rie thought this over. She had nev­er been on the road.

			“We can get along,” ad­ded Lola. “I al­ways have.”

			Car­rie did not sign.

			The man­ager who was put­ting on the sum­mer skit at the Casino had nev­er heard of Car­rie, but the sev­er­al no­tices she had re­ceived, her pub­lished pic­ture, and the pro­gramme bear­ing her name had some little weight with him. He gave her a si­lent part at thirty dol­lars a week.

			“Didn’t I tell you?” said Lola. “It doesn’t do you any good to go away from New York. They for­get all about you if you do.”

			Now, be­cause Car­rie was pretty, the gen­tle­men who made up the ad­vance il­lus­tra­tions of shows about to ap­pear for the Sunday pa­pers se­lec­ted Car­rie’s photo along with oth­ers to il­lus­trate the an­nounce­ment. Be­cause she was very pretty, they gave it ex­cel­lent space and drew scrolls about it. Car­rie was de­lighted. Still, the man­age­ment did not seem to have seen any­thing of it. At least, no more at­ten­tion was paid to her than be­fore. At the same time there seemed very little in her part. It con­sisted of stand­ing around in all sorts of scenes, a si­lent little Quakeress. The au­thor of the skit had fan­cied that a great deal could be made of such a part, giv­en to the right act­ress, but now, since it had been doled out to Car­rie, he would as leave have had it cut out.

			“Don’t kick, old man,” re­marked the man­ager. “If it don’t go the first week we will cut it out.”

			Car­rie had no warn­ing of this hal­cy­on in­ten­tion. She prac­tised her part rue­fully, feel­ing that she was ef­fec­tu­ally shelved. At the dress re­hears­al she was dis­con­sol­ate.

			“That isn’t so bad,” said the au­thor, the man­ager not­ing the curi­ous ef­fect which Car­rie’s blues had upon the part. “Tell her to frown a little more when Sparks dances.”

			Car­rie did not know it, but there was the least show of wrinkles between her eyes and her mouth was puckered quaintly.

			“Frown a little more, Miss Madenda,” said the stage man­ager.

			Car­rie in­stantly brightened up, think­ing he had meant it as a re­buke.

			“No; frown,” he said. “Frown as you did be­fore.”

			Car­rie looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“I mean it,” he said. “Frown hard when Mr. Sparks dances. I want to see how it looks.”

			It was easy enough to do. Car­rie scowled. The ef­fect was some­thing so quaint and droll it caught even the man­ager.

			“That is good,” he said. “If she’ll do that all through, I think it will take.”

			Go­ing over to Car­rie, he said:

			“Sup­pose you try frown­ing all through. Do it hard. Look mad. It’ll make the part really funny.”

			On the open­ing night it looked to Car­rie as if there were noth­ing to her part, after all. The happy, swel­ter­ing audi­ence did not seem to see her in the first act. She frowned and frowned, but to no ef­fect. Eyes were riv­eted upon the more elab­or­ate ef­forts of the stars.

			In the second act, the crowd, wear­ied by a dull con­ver­sa­tion, roved with its eyes about the stage and sighted her. There she was, grey-suited, sweet-faced, de­mure, but scowl­ing. At first the gen­er­al idea was that she was tem­por­ar­ily ir­rit­ated, that the look was genu­ine and not fun at all. As she went on frown­ing, look­ing now at one prin­cip­al and now at the oth­er, the audi­ence began to smile. The portly gen­tle­men in the front rows began to feel that she was a de­li­cious little morsel. It was the kind of frown they would have loved to force away with kisses. All the gen­tle­men yearned to­ward her. She was cap­it­al.

			At last, the chief comedi­an, singing in the centre of the stage, no­ticed a giggle where it was not ex­pec­ted. Then an­oth­er and an­oth­er. When the place came for loud ap­plause it was only mod­er­ate. What could be the trouble? He real­ised that some­thing was up.

			All at once, after an exit, he caught sight of Car­rie. She was frown­ing alone on the stage and the audi­ence was gig­gling and laugh­ing.

			“By George, I won’t stand that!” thought the thespi­an. “I’m not go­ing to have my work cut up by someone else. Either she quits that when I do my turn or I quit.”

			“Why, that’s all right,” said the man­ager, when the kick came. “That’s what she’s sup­posed to do. You needn’t pay any at­ten­tion to that.”

			“But she ru­ins my work.”

			“No, she don’t,” re­turned the former, sooth­ingly. “It’s only a little fun on the side.”

			“It is, eh?” ex­claimed the big comedi­an. “She killed my hand all right. I’m not go­ing to stand that.”

			“Well, wait un­til after the show. Wait un­til to­mor­row. We’ll see what we can do.”

			The next act, how­ever, settled what was to be done. Car­rie was the chief fea­ture of the play. The audi­ence, the more it stud­ied her, the more it in­dic­ated its de­light. Every oth­er fea­ture paled be­side the quaint, teas­ing, de­light­ful at­mo­sphere which Car­rie con­trib­uted while on the stage. Man­ager and com­pany real­ised she had made a hit.

			The crit­ics of the daily pa­pers com­pleted her tri­umph. There were long no­tices in praise of the qual­ity of the bur­lesque, touched with re­cur­rent ref­er­ences to Car­rie. The con­ta­gious mirth of the thing was re­peatedly em­phas­ised.

			
				“Miss Madenda presents one of the most de­light­ful bits of char­ac­ter work ever seen on the Casino stage,” ob­served the sage crit­ic of the Sun. “It is a bit of quiet, un­as­sum­ing drollery which warms like good wine. Evid­ently the part was not in­ten­ded to take pre­ced­ence, as Miss Madenda is not of­ten on the stage, but the audi­ence, with the char­ac­ter­ist­ic per­versity of such bod­ies, se­lec­ted for it­self. The little Quakeress was marked for a fa­vour­ite the mo­ment she ap­peared, and there­after eas­ily held at­ten­tion and ap­plause. The vagar­ies of for­tune are in­deed curi­ous.”

			

			The crit­ic of the Even­ing World, seek­ing as usu­al to es­tab­lish a catch phrase which should “go” with the town, wound up by ad­vising: “If you wish to be merry, see Car­rie frown.”

			The res­ult was mi­ra­cu­lous so far as Car­rie’s for­tune was con­cerned. Even dur­ing the morn­ing she re­ceived a con­grat­u­lat­ory mes­sage from the man­ager.

			“You seem to have taken the town by storm,” he wrote. “This is de­light­ful. I am as glad for your sake as for my own.”

			The au­thor also sent word.

			That even­ing when she entered the theatre the man­ager had a most pleas­ant greet­ing for her.

			“Mr. Stevens,” he said, re­fer­ring to the au­thor, “is pre­par­ing a little song, which he would like you to sing next week.”

			“Oh, I can’t sing,” re­turned Car­rie.

			“It isn’t any­thing dif­fi­cult. ‘It’s some­thing that is very simple,’ he says, ‘and would suit you ex­actly.’ ”

			“Of course, I wouldn’t mind try­ing,” said Car­rie, archly.

			“Would you mind com­ing to the box-of­fice a few mo­ments be­fore you dress?” ob­served the man­ager, in ad­di­tion. “There’s a little mat­ter I want to speak to you about.”

			“Cer­tainly,” replied Car­rie.

			In that lat­ter place the man­ager pro­duced a pa­per.

			“Now, of course,” he said, “we want to be fair with you in the mat­ter of salary. Your con­tract here only calls for thirty dol­lars a week for the next three months. How would it do to make it, say, one hun­dred and fifty a week and ex­tend it for twelve months?”

			“Oh, very well,” said Car­rie, scarcely be­liev­ing her ears.

			“Sup­pos­ing, then, you just sign this.”

			Car­rie looked and be­held a new con­tract made out like the oth­er one, with the ex­cep­tion of the new fig­ures of salary and time. With a hand trem­bling from ex­cite­ment she af­fixed her name.

			“One hun­dred and fifty a week!” she mur­mured, when she was again alone. She found, after all—as what mil­lion­aire has not?—that there was no real­ising, in con­scious­ness, the mean­ing of large sums. It was only a shim­mer­ing, glit­ter­ing phrase in which lay a world of pos­sib­il­it­ies.

			Down in a third-rate Bleeck­er Street hotel, the brood­ing Hurst­wood read the dra­mat­ic item cov­er­ing Car­rie’s suc­cess, without at first real­ising who was meant. Then sud­denly it came to him and he read the whole thing over again.

			“That’s her, all right, I guess,” he said.

			Then he looked about upon a dingy, moth-eaten hotel lobby.

			“I guess she’s struck it,” he thought, a pic­ture of the old shiny, plush-covered world com­ing back, with its lights, its or­na­ments, its car­riages, and flowers. Ah, she was in the walled city now! Its splen­did gates had opened, ad­mit­ting her from a cold, dreary out­side. She seemed a creature afar off—like every oth­er celebrity he had known.

			“Well, let her have it,” he said. “I won’t both­er her.”

			It was the grim res­ol­u­tion of a bent, be­draggled, but un­broken pride.

		
	
		
			
				XLIV

				And This Is Not Elf Land: What Gold Will Not Buy

			
			When Car­rie got back on the stage, she found that over night her dress­ing-room had been changed.

			“You are to use this room, Miss Madenda,” said one of the stage lack­eys.

			No longer any need of climb­ing sev­er­al flights of steps to a small coop shared with an­oth­er. In­stead, a com­par­at­ively large and com­mo­di­ous cham­ber with con­veni­ences not en­joyed by the small fry over­head. She breathed deeply and with de­light. Her sen­sa­tions were more phys­ic­al than men­tal. In fact, she was scarcely think­ing at all. Heart and body were hav­ing their say.

			Gradu­ally the de­fer­ence and con­grat­u­la­tion gave her a men­tal ap­pre­ci­ation of her state. She was no longer ordered, but re­ques­ted, and that po­litely. The oth­er mem­bers of the cast looked at her en­vi­ously as she came out ar­rayed in her simple habit, which she wore all through the play. All those who had sup­posedly been her equals and su­per­i­ors now smiled the smile of so­ci­ab­il­ity, as much as to say: “How friendly we have al­ways been.” Only the star comedi­an whose part had been so deeply in­jured stalked by him­self. Fig­ur­at­ively, he could not kiss the hand that smote him.

			Do­ing her simple part, Car­rie gradu­ally real­ised the mean­ing of the ap­plause which was for her, and it was sweet. She felt mildly guilty of some­thing—per­haps un­wor­thi­ness. When her as­so­ci­ates ad­dressed her in the wings she only smiled weakly. The pride and dar­ing of place were not for her. It nev­er once crossed her mind to be re­served or haughty—to be oth­er than she had been. After the per­form­ances she rode to her room with Lola, in a car­riage provided.

			Then came a week in which the first fruits of suc­cess were offered to her lips—bowl after bowl. It did not mat­ter that her splen­did salary had not be­gun. The world seemed sat­is­fied with the prom­ise. She began to get let­ters and cards. A Mr. With­ers—whom she did not know from Adam—hav­ing learned by some hook or crook where she resided, bowed him­self po­litely in.

			“You will ex­cuse me for in­trud­ing,” he said; “but have you been think­ing of chan­ging your apart­ments?”

			“I hadn’t thought of it,” re­turned Car­rie.

			“Well, I am con­nec­ted with the Wel­ling­ton—the new hotel on Broad­way. You have prob­ably seen no­tices of it in the pa­pers.”

			Car­rie re­cog­nised the name as stand­ing for one of the new­est and most im­pos­ing hostel­ries. She had heard it spoken of as hav­ing a splen­did res­taur­ant.

			“Just so,” went on Mr. With­ers, ac­cept­ing her ac­know­ledg­ment of fa­mili­ar­ity. “We have some very el­eg­ant rooms at present which we would like to have you look at, if you have not made up your mind where you in­tend to reside for the sum­mer. Our apart­ments are per­fect in every de­tail—hot and cold wa­ter, private baths, spe­cial hall ser­vice for every floor, el­ev­at­ors, and all that. You know what our res­taur­ant is.”

			Car­rie looked at him quietly. She was won­der­ing wheth­er he took her to be a mil­lion­aire.

			“What are your rates?” she in­quired.

			“Well, now, that is what I came to talk with you privately about. Our reg­u­lar rates are any­where from three to fifty dol­lars a day.”

			“Mercy!” in­ter­rup­ted Car­rie. “I couldn’t pay any such rate as that.”

			“I know how you feel about it,” ex­claimed Mr. With­ers, halt­ing. “But just let me ex­plain. I said those are our reg­u­lar rates. Like every oth­er hotel we make spe­cial ones, how­ever. Pos­sibly you have not thought about it, but your name is worth some­thing to us.”

			“Oh!” ejac­u­lated Car­rie, see­ing at a glance.

			“Of course. Every hotel de­pends upon the re­pute of its pat­rons. A well-known act­ress like your­self,” and he bowed po­litely, while Car­rie flushed, “draws at­ten­tion to the hotel, and—al­though you may not be­lieve it—pat­rons.”

			“Oh, yes,” re­turned Car­rie, va­cantly, try­ing to ar­range this curi­ous pro­pos­i­tion in her mind.

			“Now,” con­tin­ued Mr. With­ers, sway­ing his derby hat softly and beat­ing one of his pol­ished shoes upon the floor, “I want to ar­range, if pos­sible, to have you come and stop at the Wel­ling­ton. You need not trouble about terms. In fact, we need hardly dis­cuss them. Any­thing will do for the sum­mer—a mere fig­ure—any­thing that you think you could af­ford to pay.”

			Car­rie was about to in­ter­rupt, but he gave her no chance.

			“You can come today or to­mor­row—the earli­er the bet­ter—and we will give you your choice of nice, light, out­side rooms—the very best we have.”

			“You’re very kind,” said Car­rie, touched by the agent’s ex­treme af­fabil­ity. “I should like to come very much. I would want to pay what is right, how­ever. I shouldn’t want to—”

			“You need not trouble about that at all,” in­ter­rup­ted Mr. With­ers. “We can ar­range that to your en­tire sat­is­fac­tion at any time. If three dol­lars a day is sat­is­fact­ory to you, it will be so to us. All you have to do is to pay that sum to the clerk at the end of the week or month, just as you wish, and he will give you a re­ceipt for what the rooms would cost if charged for at our reg­u­lar rates.”

			The speak­er paused.

			“Sup­pose you come and look at the rooms,” he ad­ded.

			“I’d be glad to,” said Car­rie, “but I have a re­hears­al this morn­ing.”

			“I did not mean at once,” he re­turned. “Any time will do. Would this af­ter­noon be in­con­veni­ent?”

			“Not at all,” said Car­rie.

			Sud­denly she re­membered Lola, who was out at the time.

			“I have a room­mate,” she ad­ded, “who will have to go wherever I do. I for­got about that.”

			“Oh, very well,” said Mr. With­ers, blandly. “It is for you to say whom you want with you. As I say, all that can be ar­ranged to suit your­self.”

			He bowed and backed to­ward the door.

			“At four, then, we may ex­pect you?”

			“Yes,” said Car­rie.

			“I will be there to show you,” and so Mr. With­ers with­drew.

			After re­hears­al Car­rie in­formed Lola.

			“Did they really?” ex­claimed the lat­ter, think­ing of the Wel­ling­ton as a group of man­agers. “Isn’t that fine? Oh, jolly! It’s so swell. That’s where we dined that night we went with those two Cush­ing boys. Don’t you know?”

			“I re­mem­ber,” said Car­rie.

			“Oh, it’s as fine as it can be.”

			“We’d bet­ter be go­ing up there,” ob­served Car­rie, later in the af­ter­noon.

			The rooms which Mr. With­ers dis­played to Car­rie and Lola were three and bath—a suite on the par­lour floor. They were done in chocol­ate and dark red, with rugs and hangings to match. Three win­dows looked down in­to busy Broad­way on the east, three in­to a side street which crossed there. There were two lovely bed­rooms, set with brass and white enamel beds, white, rib­bon-trimmed chairs and chif­foniers to match. In the third room, or par­lour, was a pi­ano, a heavy pi­ano lamp, with a shade of gor­geous pat­tern, a lib­rary table, sev­er­al huge easy rock­ers, some dado book shelves, and a gilt curio case, filled with oddit­ies. Pic­tures were upon the walls, soft Turk­ish pil­lows upon the di­van, foot­stools of brown plush upon the floor. Such ac­com­mod­a­tions would or­din­ar­ily cost a hun­dred dol­lars a week.

			“Oh, lovely!” ex­claimed Lola, walk­ing about.

			“It is com­fort­able,” said Car­rie, who was lift­ing a lace cur­tain and look­ing down in­to crowded Broad­way.

			The bath was a hand­some af­fair, done in white enamel, with a large, blue-bordered stone tub and nick­el trim­mings. It was bright and com­mo­di­ous, with a bev­elled mir­ror set in the wall at one end and in­can­des­cent lights ar­ranged in three places.

			“Do you find these sat­is­fact­ory?” ob­served Mr. With­ers.

			“Oh, very,” answered Car­rie.

			“Well, then, any time you find it con­veni­ent to move in, they are ready. The boy will bring you the keys at the door.”

			Car­rie noted the el­eg­antly car­peted and dec­or­ated hall, the mar­belled lobby, and showy wait­ing-room. It was such a place as she had of­ten dreamed of oc­cupy­ing.

			“I guess we’d bet­ter move right away, don’t you think so?” she ob­served to Lola, think­ing of the com­mon­place cham­ber in Sev­en­teenth Street.

			“Oh, by all means,” said the lat­ter.

			The next day her trunks left for the new abode.

			Dress­ing, after the mat­in­ee on Wed­nes­day, a knock came at her dress­ing-room door.

			Car­rie looked at the card handed by the boy and suffered a shock of sur­prise.

			“Tell her I’ll be right out,” she said softly. Then, look­ing at the card, ad­ded: “Mrs. Vance.”

			“Why, you little sin­ner,” the lat­ter ex­claimed, as she saw Car­rie com­ing to­ward her across the now va­cant stage. “How in the world did this hap­pen?”

			Car­rie laughed mer­rily. There was no trace of em­bar­rass­ment in her friend’s man­ner. You would have thought that the long sep­ar­a­tion had come about ac­ci­dent­ally.

			“I don’t know,” re­turned Car­rie, warm­ing, in spite of her first troubled feel­ings, to­ward this hand­some, good-natured young mat­ron.

			“Well, you know, I saw your pic­ture in the Sunday pa­per, but your name threw me off. I thought it must be you or some­body that looked just like you, and I said: ‘Well, now, I will go right down there and see.’ I was nev­er more sur­prised in my life. How are you any­way?”

			“Oh, very well,” re­turned Car­rie. “How have you been?”

			“Fine. But aren’t you a suc­cess! Dear, oh! All the pa­pers talk­ing about you. I should think you would be just too proud to breathe. I was al­most afraid to come back here this af­ter­noon.”

			“Oh, non­sense,” said Car­rie, blush­ing. “You know I’d be glad to see you.”

			“Well, any­how, here you are. Can’t you come up and take din­ner with me now? Where are you stop­ping?”

			“At the Wel­ling­ton,” said Car­rie, who per­mit­ted her­self a touch of pride in the ac­know­ledg­ment.

			“Oh, are you?” ex­claimed the oth­er, upon whom the name was not without its prop­er ef­fect.

			Tact­fully, Mrs. Vance avoided the sub­ject of Hurst­wood, of whom she could not help think­ing. No doubt Car­rie had left him. That much she sur­mised.

			“Oh, I don’t think I can,” said Car­rie, “to­night. I have so little time. I must be back here by 7:30. Won’t you come and dine with me?”

			“I’d be de­lighted, but I can’t to­night,” said Mrs. Vance, study­ing Car­rie’s fine ap­pear­ance. The lat­ter’s good for­tune made her seem more than ever worthy and de­light­ful in the oth­er’s eyes. “I prom­ised faith­fully to be home at six.” Glan­cing at the small gold watch pinned to her bos­om, she ad­ded: “I must be go­ing, too. Tell me when you’re com­ing up, if at all.”

			“Why, any time you like,” said Car­rie.

			“Well, to­mor­row then. I’m liv­ing at the Chelsea now.”

			“Moved again?” ex­claimed Car­rie, laugh­ing.

			“Yes. You know I can’t stay six months in one place. I just have to move. Re­mem­ber now—half-past five.”

			“I won’t for­get,” said Car­rie, cast­ing a glance at her as she went away. Then it came to her that she was as good as this wo­man now—per­haps bet­ter. Some­thing in the oth­er’s so­li­citude and in­terest made her feel as if she were the one to con­des­cend.

			Now, as on each pre­ced­ing day, let­ters were handed her by the door­man at the Casino. This was a fea­ture which had rap­idly de­veloped since Monday. What they con­tained she well knew. Mash notes were old af­fairs in their mild­est form. She re­membered hav­ing re­ceived her first one far back in Columbia City. Since then, as a chor­us girl, she had re­ceived oth­ers—gen­tle­men who prayed for an en­gage­ment. They were com­mon sport between her and Lola, who re­ceived some also. They both fre­quently made light of them.

			Now, how­ever, they came thick and fast. Gen­tle­men with for­tunes did not hes­it­ate to note, as an ad­di­tion to their own ami­able col­lec­tion of vir­tues, that they had their horses and car­riages. Thus one:

			
				I have a mil­lion in my own right. I could give you every lux­ury. There isn’t any­thing you could ask for that you couldn’t have. I say this, not be­cause I want to speak of my money, but be­cause I love you and wish to grat­i­fy your every de­sire. It is love that prompts me to write. Will you not give me one half-hour in which to plead my cause?

			

			Such of these let­ters as came while Car­rie was still in the Sev­en­teenth Street place were read with more in­terest—though nev­er de­light—than those which ar­rived after she was in­stalled in her lux­uri­ous quar­ters at the Wel­ling­ton. Even there her van­ity—or that self-ap­pre­ci­ation which, in its more ra­bid form, is called van­ity—was not suf­fi­ciently cloyed to make these things wear­i­some. Ad­u­la­tion, be­ing new in any form, pleased her. Only she was suf­fi­ciently wise to dis­tin­guish between her old con­di­tion and her new one. She had not had fame or money be­fore. Now they had come. She had not had ad­u­la­tion and af­fec­tion­ate pro­pos­i­tions be­fore. Now they had come. Where­fore? She smiled to think that men should sud­denly find her so much more at­tract­ive. In the least way it in­cited her to cool­ness and in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Do look here,” she re­marked to Lola. “See what this man says: ‘If you will only deign to grant me one half-hour,’ ” she re­peated, with an im­it­a­tion of lan­guor. “The idea. Aren’t men silly?”

			“He must have lots of money, the way he talks,” ob­served Lola.

			“That’s what they all say,” said Car­rie, in­no­cently.

			“Why don’t you see him,” sug­ges­ted Lola, “and hear what he has to say?”

			“In­deed I won’t,” said Car­rie. “I know what he’d say. I don’t want to meet any­body that way.”

			Lola looked at her with big, merry eyes.

			“He couldn’t hurt you,” she re­turned. “You might have some fun with him.”

			Car­rie shook her head.

			“You’re aw­fully queer,” re­turned the little, blue-eyed sol­dier.

			Thus crowded for­tune. For this whole week, though her large salary had not yet ar­rived, it was as if the world un­der­stood and trus­ted her. Without money—or the re­quis­ite sum, at least—she en­joyed the lux­ur­ies which money could buy. For her the doors of fine places seemed to open quite without the ask­ing. These pala­tial cham­bers, how mar­vel­lously they came to her. The el­eg­ant apart­ments of Mrs. Vance in the Chelsea—these were hers. Men sent flowers, love notes, of­fers of for­tune. And still her dreams ran ri­ot. The one hun­dred and fifty! the one hun­dred and fifty! What a door to an Alad­din’s cave it seemed to be. Each day, her head al­most turned by de­vel­op­ments, her fan­cies of what her for­tune must be, with ample money, grew and mul­ti­plied. She con­ceived of de­lights which were not—saw lights of joy that nev­er were on land or sea. Then, at last, after a world of an­ti­cip­a­tion, came her first in­stall­ment of one hun­dred and fifty dol­lars.

			It was paid to her in green­backs—three twen­ties, six tens, and six fives. Thus col­lec­ted it made a very con­veni­ent roll. It was ac­com­pan­ied by a smile and a sa­luta­tion from the cash­ier who paid it.

			“Ah, yes,” said the lat­ter, when she ap­plied; “Miss Madenda—one hun­dred and fifty dol­lars. Quite a suc­cess the show seems to have made.”

			“Yes, in­deed,” re­turned Car­rie.

			Right after came one of the in­sig­ni­fic­ant mem­bers of the com­pany, and she heard the changed tone of ad­dress.

			“How much?” said the same cash­ier, sharply. One, such as she had only re­cently been, was wait­ing for her mod­est salary. It took her back to the few weeks in which she had col­lec­ted—or rather had re­ceived—al­most with the air of a do­mest­ic, four-fifty per week from a lordly fore­man in a shoe fact­ory—a man who, in dis­trib­ut­ing the en­vel­opes, had the man­ner of a prince dol­ing out fa­vours to a servile group of pe­ti­tion­ers. She knew that out in Chica­go this very day the same fact­ory cham­ber was full of poor homely-clad girls work­ing in long lines at clat­ter­ing ma­chines; that at noon they would eat a miser­able lunch in a half-hour; that Sat­urday they would gath­er, as they had when she was one of them, and ac­cept the small pay for work a hun­dred times harder than she was now do­ing. Oh, it was so easy now! The world was so rosy and bright. She felt so thrilled that she must needs walk back to the hotel to think, won­der­ing what she should do.

			It does not take money long to make plain its im­pot­ence, provid­ing the de­sires are in the realm of af­fec­tion. With her one hun­dred and fifty in hand, Car­rie could think of noth­ing par­tic­u­larly to do. In it­self, as a tan­gible, ap­par­ent thing which she could touch and look upon, it was a di­vert­ing thing for a few days, but this soon passed. Her hotel bill did not re­quire its use. Her clothes had for some time been wholly sat­is­fact­ory. An­oth­er day or two and she would re­ceive an­oth­er hun­dred and fifty. It began to ap­pear as if this were not so start­lingly ne­ces­sary to main­tain her present state. If she wanted to do any­thing bet­ter or move high­er she must have more—a great deal more.

			Now a crit­ic called to get up one of those tin­sel in­ter­views which shine with clev­er ob­ser­va­tions, show up the wit of crit­ics, dis­play the folly of celebrit­ies, and di­vert the pub­lic. He liked Car­rie, and said so, pub­licly—adding, how­ever, that she was merely pretty, good-natured, and lucky. This cut like a knife. The Her­ald, get­ting up an en­ter­tain­ment for the be­ne­fit of its free ice fund, did her the hon­our to beg her to ap­pear along with celebrit­ies for noth­ing. She was vis­ited by a young au­thor, who had a play which he thought she could pro­duce. Alas, she could not judge. It hurt her to think it. Then she found she must put her money in the bank for safety, and so mov­ing, fi­nally reached the place where it struck her that the door to life’s per­fect en­joy­ment was not open.

			Gradu­ally she began to think it was be­cause it was sum­mer. Noth­ing was go­ing on much save such en­ter­tain­ments as the one in which she was star. Fifth Av­en­ue was boarded up where the rich had deser­ted their man­sions. Madis­on Av­en­ue was little bet­ter. Broad­way was full of loaf­ing thespi­ans in search of next sea­son en­gage­ments. The whole city was quiet and her nights were taken up with her work. Hence the feel­ing that there was little to do.

			“I don’t know,” she said to Lola one day, sit­ting at one of the win­dows which looked down in­to Broad­way, “I get lonely; don’t you?”

			“No,” said Lola, “not very of­ten. You won’t go any­where. That’s what’s the mat­ter with you.”

			“Where can I go?”

			“Why, there’re lots of places,” re­turned Lola, who was think­ing of her own light­some tour­neys with the gay youths. “You won’t go with any­body.”

			“I don’t want to go with these people who write to me. I know what kind they are.”

			“You oughtn’t to be lonely,” said Lola, think­ing of Car­rie’s suc­cess. “There’re lots would give their ears to be in your shoes.”

			Car­rie looked out again at the passing crowd.

			“I don’t know,” she said.

			Un­con­sciously her idle hands were be­gin­ning to weary.

		
	
		
			
				XLV

				Curi­ous Shifts of the Poor

			
			The gloomy Hurst­wood, sit­ting in his cheap hotel, where he had taken refuge with sev­enty dol­lars—the price of his fur­niture—between him and noth­ing, saw a hot sum­mer out and a cool fall in, read­ing. He was not wholly in­dif­fer­ent to the fact that his money was slip­ping away. As fifty cents after fifty cents were paid out for a day’s lodging he be­came un­easy, and fi­nally took a cheap­er room—thirty-five cents a day—to make his money last longer. Fre­quently he saw no­tices of Car­rie. Her pic­ture was in the World once or twice, and an old Her­ald he found in a chair in­formed him that she had re­cently ap­peared with some oth­ers at a be­ne­fit for some­thing or oth­er. He read these things with mingled feel­ings. Each one seemed to put her farther and farther away in­to a realm which be­came more im­pos­ing as it re­ceded from him. On the bill­boards, too, he saw a pretty poster, show­ing her as the Quaker Maid, de­mure and dainty. More than once he stopped and looked at these, gaz­ing at the pretty face in a sul­len sort of way. His clothes were shabby, and he presen­ted a marked con­trast to all that she now seemed to be.

			Some­how, so long as he knew she was at the Casino, though he had nev­er any in­ten­tion of go­ing near her, there was a sub­con­scious com­fort for him—he was not quite alone. The show seemed such a fix­ture that, after a month or two, he began to take it for gran­ted that it was still run­ning. In Septem­ber it went on the road and he did not no­tice it. When all but twenty dol­lars of his money was gone, he moved to a fif­teen-cent lodging-house in the Bowery, where there was a bare loun­ging-room filled with tables and benches as well as some chairs. Here his pref­er­ence was to close his eyes and dream of oth­er days, a habit which grew upon him. It was not sleep at first, but a men­tal heark­en­ing back to scenes and in­cid­ents in his Chica­go life. As the present be­came dark­er, the past grew bright­er, and all that con­cerned it stood in re­lief.

			He was un­con­scious of just how much this habit had hold of him un­til one day he found his lips re­peat­ing an old an­swer he had made to one of his friends. They were in Fitzger­ald and Moy’s. It was as if he stood in the door of his el­eg­ant little of­fice, com­fort­ably dressed, talk­ing to Sagar Mor­ris­on about the value of South Chica­go real es­tate in which the lat­ter was about to in­vest.

			“How would you like to come in on that with me?” he heard Mor­ris­on say.

			“Not me,” he answered, just as he had years be­fore. “I have my hands full now.”

			The move­ment of his lips aroused him. He wondered wheth­er he had really spoken. The next time he no­ticed any­thing of the sort he really did talk.

			“Why don’t you jump, you bloody fool?” he was say­ing. “Jump!”

			It was a funny Eng­lish story he was telling to a com­pany of act­ors. Even as his voice re­called him, he was smil­ing. A crusty old codger, sit­ting near by, seemed dis­turbed; at least, he stared in a most poin­ted way. Hurst­wood straightened up. The hu­mour of the memory fled in an in­stant and he felt ashamed. For re­lief, he left his chair and strolled out in­to the streets.

			One day, look­ing down the ad columns of the Even­ing World, he saw where a new play was at the Casino. In­stantly, he came to a men­tal halt. Car­rie had gone! He re­membered see­ing a poster of her only yes­ter­day, but no doubt it was one left un­covered by the new signs. Curi­ously, this fact shook him up. He had al­most to ad­mit that some­how he was de­pend­ing upon her be­ing in the city. Now she was gone. He wondered how this im­port­ant fact had skipped him. Good­ness knows when she would be back now. Im­pelled by a nervous fear, he rose and went in­to the dingy hall, where he coun­ted his re­main­ing money, un­seen. There were but ten dol­lars in all.

			He wondered how all these oth­er lodging-house people around him got along. They didn’t seem to do any­thing. Per­haps they begged—un­ques­tion­ably they did. Many was the dime he had giv­en to such as they in his day. He had seen oth­er men ask­ing for money on the streets. Maybe he could get some that way. There was hor­ror in this thought.

			Sit­ting in the lodging-house room, he came to his last fifty cents. He had saved and coun­ted un­til his health was af­fected. His stout­ness had gone. With it, even the semb­lance of a fit in his clothes. Now he de­cided he must do some­thing, and, walk­ing about, saw an­oth­er day go by, bring­ing him down to his last twenty cents—not enough to eat for the mor­row.

			Sum­mon­ing all his cour­age, he crossed to Broad­way and up to the Broad­way Cent­ral hotel. With­in a block he hal­ted, un­de­cided. A big, heavy-faced port­er was stand­ing at one of the side en­trances, look­ing out. Hurst­wood pur­posed to ap­peal to him. Walk­ing straight up, he was upon him be­fore he could turn away.

			“My friend,” he said, re­cog­nising even in his plight the man’s in­feri­or­ity, “is there any­thing about this hotel that I could get to do?”

			The port­er stared at him the while he con­tin­ued to talk.

			“I’m out of work and out of money and I’ve got to get some­thing—it doesn’t mat­ter what. I don’t care to talk about what I’ve been, but if you’d tell me how to get some­thing to do, I’d be much ob­liged to you. It wouldn’t mat­ter if it only las­ted a few days just now. I’ve got to have some­thing.”

			The port­er still gazed, try­ing to look in­dif­fer­ent. Then, see­ing that Hurst­wood was about to go on, he said:

			“I’ve noth­ing to do with it. You’ll have to ask in­side.”

			Curi­ously, this stirred Hurst­wood to fur­ther ef­fort.

			“I thought you might tell me.”

			The fel­low shook his head ir­rit­ably.

			In­side went the ex-man­ager and straight to an of­fice off the clerk’s desk. One of the man­agers of the hotel happened to be there. Hurst­wood looked him straight in the eye.

			“Could you give me some­thing to do for a few days?” he said. “I’m in a po­s­i­tion where I have to get some­thing at once.”

			The com­fort­able man­ager looked at him, as much as to say: “Well, I should judge so.”

			“I came here,” ex­plained Hurst­wood, nervously, “be­cause I’ve been a man­ager my­self in my day. I’ve had bad luck in a way, but I’m not here to tell you that. I want some­thing to do, if only for a week.”

			The man ima­gined he saw a fe­ver­ish gleam in the ap­plic­ant’s eye.

			“What hotel did you man­age?” he in­quired.

			“It wasn’t a hotel,” said Hurst­wood. “I was man­ager of Fitzger­ald and Moy’s place in Chica­go for fif­teen years.”

			“Is that so?” said the hotel man. “How did you come to get out of that?”

			The fig­ure of Hurst­wood was rather sur­pris­ing in con­trast to the fact.

			“Well, by fool­ish­ness of my own. It isn’t any­thing to talk about now. You could find out if you wanted to. I’m broke now and, if you will be­lieve me, I haven’t eaten any­thing today.”

			The hotel man was slightly in­ter­ested in this story. He could hardly tell what to do with such a fig­ure, and yet Hurst­wood’s earn­est­ness made him wish to do some­thing.

			“Call Olsen,” he said, turn­ing to the clerk.

			In reply to a bell and a dis­ap­pear­ing hall-boy, Olsen, the head port­er, ap­peared.

			“Olsen,” said the man­ager, “is there any­thing down­stairs you could find for this man to do? I’d like to give him some­thing.”

			“I don’t know, sir,” said Olsen. “We have about all the help we need. I think I could find some­thing, sir, though, if you like.”

			“Do. Take him to the kit­chen and tell Wilson to give him some­thing to eat.”

			“All right, sir,” said Olsen.

			Hurst­wood fol­lowed. Out of the man­ager’s sight, the head port­er’s man­ner changed.

			“I don’t know what the dev­il there is to do,” he ob­served.

			Hurst­wood said noth­ing. To him the big trunk hust­ler was a sub­ject for private con­tempt.

			“You’re to give this man some­thing to eat,” he ob­served to the cook.

			The lat­ter looked Hurst­wood over, and see­ing some­thing keen and in­tel­lec­tu­al in his eyes, said:

			“Well, sit down over there.”

			Thus was Hurst­wood in­stalled in the Broad­way Cent­ral, but not for long. He was in no shape or mood to do the scrub work that ex­ists about the found­a­tion of every hotel. Noth­ing bet­ter of­fer­ing, he was set to aid the fire­man, to work about the base­ment, to do any­thing and everything that might of­fer. Port­ers, cooks, fire­men, clerks—all were over him. Moreover his ap­pear­ance did not please these in­di­vidu­als—his tem­per was too lonely—and they made it dis­agree­able for him.

			With the stolid­ity and in­dif­fer­ence of des­pair, how­ever, he en­dured it all, sleep­ing in an at­tic at the roof of the house, eat­ing what the cook gave him, ac­cept­ing a few dol­lars a week, which he tried to save. His con­sti­tu­tion was in no shape to en­dure.

			One day the fol­low­ing Feb­ru­ary he was sent on an er­rand to a large coal com­pany’s of­fice. It had been snow­ing and thaw­ing and the streets were sloppy. He soaked his shoes in his pro­gress and came back feel­ing dull and weary. All the next day he felt un­usu­ally de­pressed and sat about as much as pos­sible, to the ir­rit­a­tion of those who ad­mired en­ergy in oth­ers.

			In the af­ter­noon some boxes were to be moved to make room for new culin­ary sup­plies. He was ordered to handle a truck. En­coun­ter­ing a big box, he could not lift it.

			“What’s the mat­ter there?” said the head port­er. “Can’t you handle it?”

			He was strain­ing hard to lift it, but now he quit.

			“No,” he said, weakly.

			The man looked at him and saw that he was deathly pale.

			“Not sick, are you?” he asked.

			“I think I am,” re­turned Hurst­wood.

			“Well, you’d bet­ter go sit down, then.”

			This he did, but soon grew rap­idly worse. It seemed all he could do to crawl to his room, where he re­mained for a day.

			“That man Wheel­er’s sick,” re­por­ted one of the lack­eys to the night clerk.

			“What’s the mat­ter with him?”

			“I don’t know. He’s got a high fever.”

			The hotel phys­i­cian looked at him.

			“Bet­ter send him to Bel­levue,” he re­com­men­ded. “He’s got pneu­mo­nia.”

			Ac­cord­ingly, he was car­ted away.

			In three weeks the worst was over, but it was nearly the first of May be­fore his strength per­mit­ted him to be turned out. Then he was dis­charged.

			No more weakly look­ing ob­ject ever strolled out in­to the spring sun­shine than the once hale, lusty man­ager. All his cor­pu­lency had fled. His face was thin and pale, his hands white, his body flabby. Clothes and all, he weighed but one hun­dred and thirty-five pounds. Some old gar­ments had been giv­en him—a cheap brown coat and mis­fit pair of trousers. Also some change and ad­vice. He was told to ap­ply to the char­it­ies.

			Again he re­sor­ted to the Bowery lodging-house, brood­ing over where to look. From this it was but a step to beg­gary.

			“What can a man do?” he said. “I can’t starve.”

			His first ap­plic­a­tion was in sunny Second Av­en­ue. A well-dressed man came leis­urely strolling to­ward him out of Stuyves­ant Park. Hurst­wood nerved him­self and sidled near.

			“Would you mind giv­ing me ten cents?” he said, dir­ectly. “I’m in a po­s­i­tion where I must ask someone.”

			The man scarcely looked at him, but fished in his vest pock­et and took out a dime.

			“There you are,” he said.

			“Much ob­liged,” said Hurst­wood, softly, but the oth­er paid no more at­ten­tion to him.

			Sat­is­fied with his suc­cess and yet ashamed of his situ­ation, he de­cided that he would only ask for twenty-five cents more, since that would be suf­fi­cient. He strolled about siz­ing up people, but it was long be­fore just the right face and situ­ation ar­rived. When he asked, he was re­fused. Shocked by this res­ult, he took an hour to re­cov­er and then asked again. This time a nick­el was giv­en him. By the most watch­ful ef­fort he did get twenty cents more, but it was pain­ful.

			The next day he re­sor­ted to the same ef­fort, ex­per­i­en­cing a vari­ety of re­buffs and one or two gen­er­ous re­cep­tions. At last it crossed his mind that there was a sci­ence of faces, and that a man could pick the lib­er­al coun­ten­ance if he tried.

			It was no pleas­ure to him, how­ever, this stop­ping of pass­ersby. He saw one man taken up for it and now troubled lest he should be ar­res­ted. Nev­er­the­less, he went on, vaguely an­ti­cip­at­ing that in­def­in­ite some­thing which is al­ways bet­ter.

			It was with a sense of sat­is­fac­tion, then, that he saw an­nounced one morn­ing the re­turn of the Casino Com­pany, “with Miss Car­rie Madenda.” He had thought of her of­ten enough in days past. How suc­cess­ful she was—how much money she must have! Even now, how­ever, it took a severe run of ill-luck to de­cide him to ap­peal to her. He was truly hungry be­fore he said:

			“I’ll ask her. She won’t re­fuse me a few dol­lars.”

			Ac­cord­ingly, he headed for the Casino one af­ter­noon, passing it sev­er­al times in an ef­fort to loc­ate the stage en­trance. Then he sat in Bry­ant Park, a block away, wait­ing. “She can’t re­fuse to help me a little,” he kept say­ing to him­self.

			Be­gin­ning with half-past six, he hovered like a shad­ow about the Thirty-ninth Street en­trance, pre­tend­ing al­ways to be a hur­ry­ing ped­es­tri­an and yet fear­ful lest he should miss his ob­ject. He was slightly nervous, too, now that the event­ful hour had ar­rived; but be­ing weak and hungry, his abil­ity to suf­fer was mod­i­fied. At last he saw that the act­ors were be­gin­ning to ar­rive, and his nervous ten­sion in­creased, un­til it seemed as if he could not stand much more.

			Once he thought he saw Car­rie com­ing and moved for­ward, only to see that he was mis­taken.

			“She can’t be long, now,” he said to him­self, half fear­ing to en­counter her and equally de­pressed at the thought that she might have gone in by an­oth­er way. His stom­ach was so empty that it ached.

			In­di­vidu­al after in­di­vidu­al passed him, nearly all well dressed, al­most all in­dif­fer­ent. He saw coaches rolling by, gen­tle­men passing with ladies—the even­ing’s mer­ri­ment was be­gin­ning in this re­gion of theatres and ho­tels.

			Sud­denly a coach rolled up and the driver jumped down to open the door. Be­fore Hurst­wood could act, two ladies flounced across the broad walk and dis­ap­peared in the stage door. He thought he saw Car­rie, but it was so un­ex­pec­ted, so el­eg­ant and far away, he could hardly tell. He waited a while longer, grow­ing fe­ver­ish with want, and then see­ing that the stage door no longer opened, and that a merry audi­ence was ar­riv­ing, he con­cluded it must have been Car­rie and turned away.

			“Lord,” he said, hasten­ing out of the street in­to which the more for­tu­nate were pour­ing, “I’ve got to get some­thing.”

			At that hour, when Broad­way is wont to as­sume its most in­ter­est­ing as­pect, a pe­cu­li­ar in­di­vidu­al in­vari­ably took his stand at the corner of Twenty-sixth Street and Broad­way—a spot which is also in­ter­sec­ted by Fifth Av­en­ue. This was the hour when the theatres were just be­gin­ning to re­ceive their pat­rons. Fire signs an­noun­cing the night’s amuse­ments blazed on every hand. Cabs and car­riages, their lamps gleam­ing like yel­low eyes, pattered by. Couples and parties of three and four freely mingled in the com­mon crowd, which poured by in a thick stream, laugh­ing and jest­ing. On Fifth Av­en­ue were loun­gers—a few wealthy strollers, a gen­tle­man in even­ing dress with his lady on his arm, some club­men passing from one smoking-room to an­oth­er. Across the way the great ho­tels showed a hun­dred gleam­ing win­dows, their cafés and bil­liard-rooms filled with a com­fort­able, well-dressed, and pleas­ure-lov­ing throng. All about was the night, pulsat­ing with the thoughts of pleas­ure and ex­hil­ar­a­tion—the curi­ous en­thu­si­asm of a great city bent upon find­ing joy in a thou­sand dif­fer­ent ways.

			This unique in­di­vidu­al was no less than an ex-sol­dier turned re­li­gion­ist, who, hav­ing suffered the whips and priva­tions of our pe­cu­li­ar so­cial sys­tem, had con­cluded that his duty to the God which he con­ceived lay in aid­ing his fel­low-man. The form of aid which he chose to ad­min­is­ter was en­tirely ori­gin­al with him­self. It con­sisted of se­cur­ing a bed for all such home­less way­farers as should ap­ply to him at this par­tic­u­lar spot, though he had scarcely the where­with­al to provide a com­fort­able hab­it­a­tion for him­self.

			Tak­ing his place amid this light­some at­mo­sphere, he would stand, his stocky fig­ure cloaked in a great cape over­coat, his head pro­tec­ted by a broad slouch hat, await­ing the ap­plic­ants who had in vari­ous ways learned the nature of his char­ity. For a while he would stand alone, gaz­ing like any idler upon an ever-fas­cin­at­ing scene. On the even­ing in ques­tion, a po­lice­man passing sa­luted him as “cap­tain,” in a friendly way. An urchin who had fre­quently seen him be­fore, stopped to gaze. All oth­ers took him for noth­ing out of the or­din­ary, save in the mat­ter of dress, and con­ceived of him as a stranger whist­ling and id­ling for his own amuse­ment.

			As the first half-hour waned, cer­tain char­ac­ters ap­peared. Here and there in the passing crowds one might see, now and then, a loiter­er edging in­ter­estedly near. A slouchy fig­ure crossed the op­pos­ite corner and glanced furt­ively in his dir­ec­tion. An­oth­er came down Fifth Av­en­ue to the corner of Twenty-sixth Street, took a gen­er­al sur­vey, and hobbled off again. Two or three no­tice­able Bowery types edged along the Fifth Av­en­ue side of Madis­on Square, but did not ven­ture over. The sol­dier, in his cape over­coat, walked a short line of ten feet at his corner, to and fro, in­dif­fer­ently whist­ling.

			As nine o’clock ap­proached, some of the hub­bub of the earli­er hour passed. The at­mo­sphere of the ho­tels was not so youth­ful. The air, too, was colder. On every hand curi­ous fig­ures were mov­ing—watch­ers and peep­ers, without an ima­gin­ary circle, which they seemed afraid to enter—a dozen in all. Presently, with the ar­rival of a keen­er sense of cold, one fig­ure came for­ward. It crossed Broad­way from out the shad­ow of Twenty-sixth Street, and, in a halt­ing, cir­cuit­ous way, ar­rived close to the wait­ing fig­ure. There was some­thing shame­faced or dif­fid­ent about the move­ment, as if the in­ten­tion were to con­ceal any idea of stop­ping un­til the very last mo­ment. Then sud­denly, close to the sol­dier, came the halt.

			The cap­tain looked in re­cog­ni­tion, but there was no es­pe­cial greet­ing. The new­comer nod­ded slightly and mur­mured some­thing like one who waits for gifts. The oth­er simply mo­tioned to­ward the edge of the walk.

			“Stand over there,” he said.

			By this the spell was broken. Even while the sol­dier re­sumed his short, sol­emn walk, oth­er fig­ures shuffled for­ward. They did not so much as greet the lead­er, but joined the one, sniff­ling and hitch­ing and scrap­ing their feet.

			“Cold, ain’t it?”

			“I’m glad winter’s over.”

			“Looks as though it might rain.”

			The mot­ley com­pany had in­creased to ten. One or two knew each oth­er and con­versed. Oth­ers stood off a few feet, not wish­ing to be in the crowd and yet not coun­ted out. They were peev­ish, crusty, si­lent, ey­ing noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar and mov­ing their feet.

			There would have been talk­ing soon, but the sol­dier gave them no chance. Count­ing suf­fi­cient to be­gin, he came for­ward.

			“Beds, eh, all of you?”

			There was a gen­er­al shuffle and mur­mur of ap­prov­al.

			“Well, line up here. I’ll see what I can do. I haven’t a cent my­self.”

			They fell in­to a sort of broken, ragged line. One might see, now, some of the chief char­ac­ter­ist­ics by con­trast. There was a wooden leg in the line. Hats were all droop­ing, a group that would ill be­come a second­hand Hester Street base­ment col­lec­tion. Trousers were all warped and frayed at the bot­tom and coats worn and faded. In the glare of the store lights, some of the faces looked dry and chalky; oth­ers were red with blotches and puffed in the cheeks and un­der the eyes; one or two were rawboned and re­minded one of rail­road hands. A few spec­tat­ors came near, drawn by the seem­ingly con­fer­ring group, then more and more, and quickly there was a push­ing, gap­ing crowd. Someone in the line began to talk.

			“Si­lence!” ex­claimed the cap­tain. “Now, then, gen­tle­men, these men are without beds. They have to have some place to sleep to­night. They can’t lie out in the streets. I need twelve cents to put one of them to bed. Who will give it to me?”

			No reply.

			“Well, we’ll have to wait here, boys, un­til someone does. Twelve cents isn’t so very much for one man.”

			“Here’s fif­teen,” ex­claimed a young man, peer­ing for­ward with strained eyes. “It’s all I can af­ford.”

			“All right. Now I have fif­teen. Step out of the line,” and seiz­ing one by the shoulder, the cap­tain marched him off a little way and stood him up alone.

			Com­ing back, he re­sumed his place and began again.

			“I have three cents left. These men must be put to bed some­how. There are”—count­ing—“one, two, three, four, five, six, sev­en, eight, nine, ten, el­ev­en, twelve men. Nine cents more will put the next man to bed; give him a good, com­fort­able bed for the night. I go right along and look after that my­self. Who will give me nine cents?”

			One of the watch­ers, this time a middle-aged man, handed him a five-cent piece.

			“Now, I have eight cents. Four more will give this man a bed. Come, gen­tle­men. We are go­ing very slow this even­ing. You all have good beds. How about these?”

			“Here you are,” re­marked a bystand­er, put­ting a coin in­to his hand.

			“That,” said the cap­tain, look­ing at the coin, “pays for two beds for two men and gives me five on the next one. Who will give me sev­en cents more?”

			“I will,” said a voice.

			Com­ing down Sixth Av­en­ue this even­ing, Hurst­wood chanced to cross east through Twenty-sixth Street to­ward Third Av­en­ue. He was wholly dis­con­sol­ate in spir­it, hungry to what he deemed an al­most mor­tal ex­tent, weary, and de­feated. How should he get at Car­rie now? It would be el­ev­en be­fore the show was over. If she came in a coach, she would go away in one. He would need to in­ter­rupt un­der most try­ing cir­cum­stances. Worst of all, he was hungry and weary, and at best a whole day must in­ter­vene, for he had not heart to try again to­night. He had no food and no bed.

			When he neared Broad­way, he no­ticed the cap­tain’s gath­er­ing of wan­der­ers, but think­ing it to be the res­ult of a street preach­er or some pat­ent medi­cine fakir, was about to pass on. How­ever, in cross­ing the street to­ward Madis­on Square Park, he no­ticed the line of men whose beds were already se­cured, stretch­ing out from the main body of the crowd. In the glare of the neigh­bour­ing elec­tric light he re­cog­nised a type of his own kind—the fig­ures whom he saw about the streets and in the lodging-houses, drift­ing in mind and body like him­self. He wondered what it could be and turned back.

			There was the cap­tain curtly plead­ing as be­fore. He heard with as­ton­ish­ment and a sense of re­lief the oft-re­peated words: “These men must have a bed.” Be­fore him was the line of un­for­tu­nates whose beds were yet to be had, and see­ing a new­comer quietly edge up and take a po­s­i­tion at the end of the line, he de­cided to do like­wise. What use to con­tend? He was weary to­night. It was a simple way out of one dif­fi­culty, at least. To­mor­row, maybe, he would do bet­ter.

			Back of him, where some of those were whose beds were safe, a re­laxed air was ap­par­ent. The strain of un­cer­tainty be­ing re­moved, he heard them talk­ing with mod­er­ate free­dom and some lean­ing to­ward so­ci­ab­il­ity. Polit­ics, re­li­gion, the state of the gov­ern­ment, some news­pa­per sen­sa­tions, and the more no­tori­ous facts the world over, found mouth­pieces and aud­it­ors there. Cracked and husky voices pro­nounced for­cibly upon odd mat­ters. Vague and ram­bling ob­ser­va­tions were made in reply.

			There were squints, and leers, and some dull, ox-like stares from those who were too dull or too weary to con­verse.

			Stand­ing tells. Hurst­wood be­came more weary wait­ing. He thought he should drop soon and shif­ted rest­lessly from one foot to the oth­er. At last his turn came. The man ahead had been paid for and gone to the blessed line of suc­cess. He was now first, and already the cap­tain was talk­ing for him.

			“Twelve cents, gen­tle­men—twelve cents puts this man to bed. He wouldn’t stand here in the cold if he had any place to go.”

			Hurst­wood swal­lowed some­thing that rose to his throat. Hun­ger and weak­ness had made a cow­ard of him.

			“Here you are,” said a stranger, hand­ing money to the cap­tain.

			Now the lat­ter put a kindly hand on the ex-man­ager’s shoulder.

			“Line up over there,” he said.

			Once there, Hurst­wood breathed easi­er. He felt as if the world were not quite so bad with such a good man in it. Oth­ers seemed to feel like him­self about this.

			“Cap­tain’s a great feller, ain’t he?” said the man ahead—a little, woe­be­gone, help­less-look­ing sort of in­di­vidu­al, who looked as though he had ever been the sport and care of for­tune.

			“Yes,” said Hurst­wood, in­dif­fer­ently.

			“Huh! there’s a lot back there yet,” said a man farther up, lean­ing out and look­ing back at the ap­plic­ants for whom the cap­tain was plead­ing.

			“Yes. Must be over a hun­dred to­night,” said an­oth­er.

			“Look at the guy in the cab,” ob­served a third.

			A cab had stopped. Some gen­tle­man in even­ing dress reached out a bill to the cap­tain, who took it with simple thanks and turned away to his line. There was a gen­er­al cran­ing of necks as the jew­el in the white shirt front sparkled and the cab moved off. Even the crowd gaped in awe.

			“That fixes up nine men for the night,” said the cap­tain, count­ing out as many of the line near him. “Line up over there. Now, then, there are only sev­en. I need twelve cents.”

			Money came slowly. In the course of time the crowd thinned out to a mea­gre hand­ful. Fifth Av­en­ue, save for an oc­ca­sion­al cab or foot pas­sen­ger, was bare. Broad­way was thinly peopled with ped­es­tri­ans. Only now and then a stranger passing no­ticed the small group, handed out a coin, and went away, un­heed­ing.

			The cap­tain re­mained stol­id and de­term­ined. He talked on, very slowly, ut­ter­ing the few­est words and with a cer­tain as­sur­ance, as though he could not fail.

			“Come; I can’t stay out here all night. These men are get­ting tired and cold. Someone give me four cents.”

			There came a time when he said noth­ing at all. Money was handed him, and for each twelve cents he singled out a man and put him in the oth­er line. Then he walked up and down as be­fore, look­ing at the ground.

			The theatres let out. Fire signs dis­ap­peared. A clock struck el­ev­en. An­oth­er half-hour and he was down to the last two men.

			“Come, now,” he ex­claimed to sev­er­al curi­ous ob­serv­ers; “eight­een cents will fix us all up for the night. Eight­een cents. I have six. Some­body give me the money. Re­mem­ber, I have to go over to Brook­lyn yet to­night. Be­fore that I have to take these men down and put them to bed. Eight­een cents.”

			No one re­spon­ded. He walked to and fro, look­ing down for sev­er­al minutes, oc­ca­sion­ally say­ing softly: “Eight­een cents.” It seemed as if this paltry sum would delay the de­sired cul­min­a­tion longer than all the rest had. Hurst­wood, buoyed up slightly by the long line of which he was a part, re­frained with an ef­fort from groan­ing, he was so weak.

			At last a lady in op­era cape and rust­ling skirts came down Fifth Av­en­ue, ac­com­pan­ied by her es­cort. Hurst­wood gazed wear­ily, re­minded by her both of Car­rie in her new world and of the time when he had es­cor­ted his own wife in like man­ner.

			While he was gaz­ing, she turned and, look­ing at the re­mark­able com­pany, sent her es­cort over. He came, hold­ing a bill in his fin­gers, all el­eg­ant and grace­ful.

			“Here you are,” he said.

			“Thanks,” said the cap­tain, turn­ing to the two re­main­ing ap­plic­ants. “Now we have some for to­mor­row night,” he ad­ded.

			There­with he lined up the last two and pro­ceeded to the head, count­ing as he went.

			“One hun­dred and thirty-sev­en,” he an­nounced. “Now, boys, line up. Right dress there. We won’t be much longer about this. Steady, now.”

			He placed him­self at the head and called out “For­ward.” Hurst­wood moved with the line. Across Fifth Av­en­ue, through Madis­on Square by the wind­ing paths, east on Twenty-third Street, and down Third Av­en­ue wound the long, ser­pent­ine com­pany. Mid­night ped­es­tri­ans and loiter­ers stopped and stared as the com­pany passed. Chat­ting po­lice­men, at vari­ous corners, stared in­dif­fer­ently or nod­ded to the lead­er, whom they had seen be­fore. On Third Av­en­ue they marched, a seem­ingly weary way, to Eighth Street, where there was a lodging-house, closed, ap­par­ently, for the night. They were ex­pec­ted, how­ever.

			Out­side in the gloom they stood, while the lead­er par­leyed with­in. Then doors swung open and they were in­vited in with a “Steady, now.”

			Someone was at the head show­ing rooms, so that there was no delay for keys. Toil­ing up the creaky stairs, Hurst­wood looked back and saw the cap­tain, watch­ing; the last one of the line be­ing in­cluded in his broad so­li­citude. Then he gathered his cloak about him and strolled out in­to the night.

			“I can’t stand much of this,” said Hurst­wood, whose legs ached him pain­fully, as he sat down upon the miser­able bunk in the small, light­less cham­ber al­lot­ted to him. “I’ve got to eat, or I’ll die.”

		
	
		
			
				XLVI

				Stir­ring Troubled Wa­ters

			
			Play­ing in New York one even­ing on this her re­turn, Car­rie was put­ting the fin­ish­ing touches to her toi­let be­fore leav­ing for the night, when a com­mo­tion near the stage door caught her ear. It in­cluded a fa­mil­i­ar voice.

			“Nev­er mind, now. I want to see Miss Madenda.”

			“You’ll have to send in your card.”

			“Oh, come off! Here.”

			A half-dol­lar was passed over, and now a knock came at her dress­ing-room door.

			Car­rie opened it.

			“Well, well!” said Drou­et. “I do swear! Why, how are you? I knew that was you the mo­ment I saw you.”

			Car­rie fell back a pace, ex­pect­ing a most em­bar­rass­ing con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Aren’t you go­ing to shake hands with me? Well, you’re a dandy! That’s all right, shake hands.”

			Car­rie put out her hand, smil­ing, if for noth­ing more than the man’s ex­uber­ant good-nature. Though older, he was but slightly changed. The same fine clothes, the same stocky body, the same rosy coun­ten­ance.

			“That fel­low at the door there didn’t want to let me in, un­til I paid him. I knew it was you, all right. Say, you’ve got a great show. You do your part fine. I knew you would. I just happened to be passing to­night and thought I’d drop in for a few minutes. I saw your name on the pro­gramme, but I didn’t re­mem­ber it un­til you came on the stage. Then it struck me all at once. Say, you could have knocked me down with a feath­er. That’s the same name you used out there in Chica­go, isn’t it?”

			“Yes,” answered Car­rie, mildly, over­whelmed by the man’s as­sur­ance.

			“I knew it was, the mo­ment I saw you. Well, how have you been, any­how?”

			“Oh, very well,” said Car­rie, linger­ing in her dress­ing-room. She was rather dazed by the as­sault. “How have you been?”

			“Me? Oh, fine. I’m here now.”

			“Is that so?” said Car­rie.

			“Yes. I’ve been here for six months. I’ve got charge of a branch here.”

			“How nice!”

			“Well, when did you go on the stage, any­how?” in­quired Drou­et.

			“About three years ago,” said Car­rie.

			“You don’t say so! Well, sir, this is the first I’ve heard of it. I knew you would, though. I al­ways said you could act—didn’t I?”

			Car­rie smiled.

			“Yes, you did,” she said.

			“Well, you do look great,” he said. “I nev­er saw any­body im­prove so. You’re taller, aren’t you?”

			“Me? Oh, a little, maybe.”

			He gazed at her dress, then at her hair, where a be­com­ing hat was set jauntily, then in­to her eyes, which she took all oc­ca­sion to avert. Evid­ently he ex­pec­ted to re­store their old friend­ship at once and without modi­fic­a­tion.

			“Well,” he said, see­ing her gath­er up her purse, handker­chief, and the like, pre­par­at­ory to de­part­ing, “I want you to come out to din­ner with me; won’t you? I’ve got a friend out here.”

			“Oh, I can’t,” said Car­rie. “Not to­night. I have an early en­gage­ment to­mor­row.”

			“Aw, let the en­gage­ment go. Come on. I can get rid of him. I want to have a good talk with you.”

			“No, no,” said Car­rie; “I can’t. You mustn’t ask me any more. I don’t care for a late din­ner.”

			“Well, come on and have a talk, then, any­how.”

			“Not to­night,” she said, shak­ing her head. “We’ll have a talk some oth­er time.”

			As a res­ult of this, she no­ticed a shade of thought pass over his face, as if he were be­gin­ning to real­ise that things were changed. Good-nature dic­tated some­thing bet­ter than this for one who had al­ways liked her.

			“You come around to the hotel to­mor­row,” she said, as sort of pen­ance for er­ror. “You can take din­ner with me.”

			“All right,” said Drou­et, bright­en­ing. “Where are you stop­ping?”

			“At the Wal­dorf,” she answered, men­tion­ing the fash­ion­able hostelry then but newly erec­ted.

			“What time?”

			“Well, come at three,” said Car­rie, pleas­antly.

			The next day Drou­et called, but it was with no es­pe­cial de­light that Car­rie re­membered her ap­point­ment. How­ever, see­ing him, hand­some as ever, after his kind, and most gen­i­ally dis­posed, her doubts as to wheth­er the din­ner would be dis­agree­able were swept away. He talked as vol­ubly as ever.

			“They put on a lot of lugs here, don’t they?” was his first re­mark.

			“Yes; they do,” said Car­rie.

			Gen­i­al egot­ist that he was, he went at once in­to a de­tailed ac­count of his own ca­reer.

			“I’m go­ing to have a busi­ness of my own pretty soon,” he ob­served in one place. “I can get back­ing for two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars.”

			Car­rie listened most good-naturedly.

			“Say,” he said, sud­denly; “where is Hurst­wood now?”

			Car­rie flushed a little.

			“He’s here in New York, I guess,” she said. “I haven’t seen him for some time.”

			Drou­et mused for a mo­ment. He had not been sure un­til now that the ex-man­ager was not an in­flu­en­tial fig­ure in the back­ground. He ima­gined not; but this as­sur­ance re­lieved him. It must be that Car­rie had got rid of him—as well she ought, he thought.

			“A man al­ways makes a mis­take when he does any­thing like that,” he ob­served.

			“Like what?” said Car­rie, un­wit­ting of what was com­ing.

			“Oh, you know,” and Drou­et waved her in­tel­li­gence, as it were, with his hand.

			“No, I don’t,” she answered. “What do you mean?”

			“Why that af­fair in Chica­go—the time he left.”

			“I don’t know what you are talk­ing about,” said Car­rie. Could it be he would refer so rudely to Hurst­wood’s flight with her?

			“Oho!” said Drou­et, in­cred­u­lously. “You knew he took ten thou­sand dol­lars with him when he left, didn’t you?”

			“What!” said Car­rie. “You don’t mean to say he stole money, do you?”

			“Why,” said Drou­et, puzzled at her tone, “you knew that, didn’t you?”

			“Why, no,” said Car­rie. “Of course I didn’t.”

			“Well, that’s funny,” said Drou­et. “He did, you know. It was in all the pa­pers.”

			“How much did you say he took?” said Car­rie.

			“Ten thou­sand dol­lars. I heard he sent most of it back af­ter­wards, though.”

			Car­rie looked va­cantly at the richly car­peted floor. A new light was shin­ing upon all the years since her en­forced flight. She re­membered now a hun­dred things that in­dic­ated as much. She also ima­gined that he took it on her ac­count. In­stead of hatred spring­ing up there was a kind of sor­row gen­er­ated. Poor fel­low! What a thing to have had hanging over his head all the time.

			At din­ner Drou­et, warmed up by eat­ing and drink­ing and softened in mood, fan­cied he was win­ning Car­rie to her old-time good-natured re­gard for him. He began to ima­gine it would not be so dif­fi­cult to enter in­to her life again, high as she was. Ah, what a prize! he thought. How beau­ti­ful, how el­eg­ant, how fam­ous! In her the­at­ric­al and Wal­dorf set­ting, Car­rie was to him the all-de­sir­able.

			“Do you re­mem­ber how nervous you were that night at the Avery?” he asked.

			Car­rie smiled to think of it.

			“I nev­er saw any­body do bet­ter than you did then, Cad,” he ad­ded rue­fully, as he leaned an el­bow on the table; “I thought you and I were go­ing to get along fine those days.”

			“You mustn’t talk that way,” said Car­rie, bring­ing in the least touch of cold­ness.

			“Won’t you let me tell you—”

			“No,” she answered, rising. “Be­sides, it’s time I was get­ting ready for the theatre. I’ll have to leave you. Come, now.”

			“Oh, stay a minute,” pleaded Drou­et. “You’ve got plenty of time.”

			“No,” said Car­rie, gently.

			Re­luct­antly Drou­et gave up the bright table and fol­lowed. He saw her to the el­ev­at­or and, stand­ing there, said:

			“When do I see you again?”

			“Oh, some time, pos­sibly,” said Car­rie. “I’ll be here all sum­mer. Good night!”

			The el­ev­at­or door was open.

			“Good night!” said Drou­et, as she rustled in.

			Then he strolled sadly down the hall, all his old long­ing re­vived, be­cause she was now so far off. The merry frou-frou of the place spoke all of her. He thought him­self hardly dealt with. Car­rie, how­ever, had oth­er thoughts.

			That night it was that she passed Hurst­wood, wait­ing at the Casino, without ob­serving him.

			The next night, walk­ing to the theatre, she en­countered him face to face. He was wait­ing, more gaunt than ever, de­term­ined to see her, if he had to send in word. At first she did not re­cog­nise the shabby, baggy fig­ure. He frightened her, edging so close, a seem­ingly hungry stranger.

			“Car­rie,” he half whispered, “can I have a few words with you?”

			She turned and re­cog­nised him on the in­stant. If there ever had lurked any feel­ing in her heart against him, it deser­ted her now. Still, she re­membered what Drou­et said about his hav­ing stolen the money.

			“Why, George,” she said; “what’s the mat­ter with you?”

			“I’ve been sick,” he answered. “I’ve just got out of the hos­pit­al. For God’s sake, let me have a little money, will you?”

			“Of course,” said Car­rie, her lip trem­bling in a strong ef­fort to main­tain her com­pos­ure. “But what’s the mat­ter with you, any­how?”

			She was open­ing her purse, and now pulled out all the bills in it—a five and two twos.

			“I’ve been sick, I told you,” he said, peev­ishly, al­most re­sent­ing her ex­cess­ive pity. It came hard to him to re­ceive it from such a source.

			“Here,” she said. “It’s all I have with me.”

			“All right,” he answered, softly. “I’ll give it back to you some day.”

			Car­rie looked at him, while ped­es­tri­ans stared at her. She felt the strain of pub­li­city. So did Hurst­wood.

			“Why don’t you tell me what’s the mat­ter with you?” she asked, hardly know­ing what to do. “Where are you liv­ing?”

			“Oh, I’ve got a room down in the Bowery,” he answered. “There’s no use try­ing to tell you here. I’m all right now.”

			He seemed in a way to re­sent her kindly in­quir­ies—so much bet­ter had fate dealt with her.

			“Bet­ter go on in,” he said. “I’m much ob­liged, but I won’t both­er you any more.”

			She tried to an­swer, but he turned away and shuffled off to­ward the east.

			For days this ap­par­i­tion was a drag on her soul be­fore it began to wear par­tially away. Drou­et called again, but now he was not even seen by her. His at­ten­tions seemed out of place.

			“I’m out,” was her reply to the boy.

			So pe­cu­li­ar, in­deed, was her lonely, self-with­draw­ing tem­per, that she was be­com­ing an in­ter­est­ing fig­ure in the pub­lic eye—she was so quiet and re­served.

			Not long after the man­age­ment de­cided to trans­fer the show to Lon­don. A second sum­mer sea­son did not seem to prom­ise well here.

			“How would you like to try sub­du­ing Lon­don?” asked her man­ager, one af­ter­noon.

			“It might be just the oth­er way,” said Car­rie.

			“I think we’ll go in June,” he answered.

			In the hurry of de­par­ture, Hurst­wood was for­got­ten. Both he and Drou­et were left to dis­cov­er that she was gone. The lat­ter called once, and ex­claimed at the news. Then he stood in the lobby, chew­ing the ends of his mous­tache. At last he reached a con­clu­sion—the old days had gone for good.

			“She isn’t so much,” he said; but in his heart of hearts he did not be­lieve this.

			Hurst­wood shif­ted by curi­ous means through a long sum­mer and fall. A small job as jan­it­or of a dance hall helped him for a month. Beg­ging, some­times go­ing hungry, some­times sleep­ing in the park, car­ried him over more days. Re­sort­ing to those pe­cu­li­ar char­it­ies, sev­er­al of which, in the press of hungry search, he ac­ci­dent­ally stumbled upon, did the rest. To­ward the dead of winter, Car­rie came back, ap­pear­ing on Broad­way in a new play; but he was not aware of it. For weeks he wandered about the city, beg­ging, while the fire sign, an­noun­cing her en­gage­ment, blazed nightly upon the crowded street of amuse­ments. Drou­et saw it, but did not ven­ture in.

			About this time Ames re­turned to New York. He had made a little suc­cess in the West, and now opened a labor­at­ory in Woost­er Street. Of course, he en­countered Car­rie through Mrs. Vance; but there was noth­ing re­spons­ive between them. He thought she was still united to Hurst­wood, un­til oth­er­wise in­formed. Not know­ing the facts then, he did not pro­fess to un­der­stand, and re­frained from com­ment.

			With Mrs. Vance, he saw the new play, and ex­pressed him­self ac­cord­ingly.

			“She ought not to be in com­edy,” he said. “I think she could do bet­ter than that.”

			One af­ter­noon they met at the Vances’ ac­ci­dent­ally, and began a very friendly con­ver­sa­tion. She could hardly tell why the one­time keen in­terest in him was no longer with her. Un­ques­tion­ably, it was be­cause at that time he had rep­res­en­ted some­thing which she did not have; but this she did not un­der­stand. Suc­cess had giv­en her the mo­ment­ary feel­ing that she was now blessed with much of which he would ap­prove. As a mat­ter of fact, her little news­pa­per fame was noth­ing at all to him. He thought she could have done bet­ter, by far.

			“You didn’t go in­to com­edy-drama, after all?” he said, re­mem­ber­ing her in­terest in that form of art.

			“No,” she answered; “I haven’t, so far.”

			He looked at her in such a pe­cu­li­ar way that she real­ised she had failed. It moved her to add: “I want to, though.”

			“I should think you would,” he said. “You have the sort of dis­pos­i­tion that would do well in com­edy-drama.”

			It sur­prised her that he should speak of dis­pos­i­tion. Was she, then, so clearly in his mind?

			“Why?” she asked.

			“Well,” he said, “I should judge you were rather sym­path­et­ic in your nature.”

			Car­rie smiled and col­oured slightly. He was so in­no­cently frank with her that she drew near­er in friend­ship. The old call of the ideal was sound­ing.

			“I don’t know,” she answered, pleased, nev­er­the­less, bey­ond all con­ceal­ment.

			“I saw your play,” he re­marked. “It’s very good.”

			“I’m glad you liked it.”

			“Very good, in­deed,” he said, “for a com­edy.”

			This is all that was said at the time, ow­ing to an in­ter­rup­tion, but later they met again. He was sit­ting in a corner after din­ner, star­ing at the floor, when Car­rie came up with an­oth­er of the guests. Hard work had giv­en his face the look of one who is weary. It was not for Car­rie to know the thing in it which ap­pealed to her.

			“All alone?” she said.

			“I was listen­ing to the mu­sic.”

			“I’ll be back in a mo­ment,” said her com­pan­ion, who saw noth­ing in the in­vent­or.

			Now he looked up in her face, for she was stand­ing a mo­ment, while he sat.

			“Isn’t that a pathet­ic strain?” he in­quired, listen­ing.

			“Oh, very,” she re­turned, also catch­ing it, now that her at­ten­tion was called.

			“Sit down,” he ad­ded, of­fer­ing her the chair be­side him.

			They listened a few mo­ments in si­lence, touched by the same feel­ing, only hers reached her through the heart. Mu­sic still charmed her as in the old days.

			“I don’t know what it is about mu­sic,” she star­ted to say, moved by the in­ex­plic­able long­ings which surged with­in her; “but it al­ways makes me feel as if I wanted some­thing—I—”

			“Yes,” he replied; “I know how you feel.”

			Sud­denly he turned to con­sid­er­ing the pe­cu­li­ar­ity of her dis­pos­i­tion, ex­press­ing her feel­ings so frankly.

			“You ought not to be mel­an­choly,” he said.

			He thought a while, and then went off in­to a seem­ingly ali­en ob­ser­va­tion which, how­ever, ac­cor­ded with their feel­ings.

			“The world is full of de­sir­able situ­ations, but, un­for­tu­nately, we can oc­cupy but one at a time. It doesn’t do us any good to wring our hands over the far-off things.”

			The mu­sic ceased and he arose, tak­ing a stand­ing po­s­i­tion be­fore her, as if to rest him­self.

			“Why don’t you get in­to some good, strong com­edy-drama?” he said. He was look­ing dir­ectly at her now, study­ing her face. Her large, sym­path­et­ic eyes and pain-touched mouth ap­pealed to him as proofs of his judg­ment.

			“Per­haps I shall,” she re­turned.

			“That’s your field,” he ad­ded.

			“Do you think so?”

			“Yes,” he said; “I do. I don’t sup­pose you’re aware of it, but there is some­thing about your eyes and mouth which fits you for that sort of work.”

			Car­rie thrilled to be taken so ser­i­ously. For the mo­ment, loneli­ness deser­ted her. Here was praise which was keen and ana­lyt­ic­al.

			“It’s in your eyes and mouth,” he went on ab­strac­tedly. “I re­mem­ber think­ing, the first time I saw you, that there was some­thing pe­cu­li­ar about your mouth. I thought you were about to cry.”

			“How odd,” said Car­rie, warm with de­light. This was what her heart craved.

			“Then I no­ticed that that was your nat­ur­al look, and to­night I saw it again. There’s a shad­ow about your eyes, too, which gives your face much this same char­ac­ter. It’s in the depth of them, I think.”

			Car­rie looked straight in­to his face, wholly aroused.

			“You prob­ably are not aware of it,” he ad­ded.

			She looked away, pleased that he should speak thus, long­ing to be equal to this feel­ing writ­ten upon her coun­ten­ance. It un­locked the door to a new de­sire.

			She had cause to pon­der over this un­til they met again—sev­er­al weeks or more. It showed her she was drift­ing away from the old ideal which had filled her in the dress­ing-rooms of the Avery stage and there­after, for a long time. Why had she lost it?

			“I know why you should be a suc­cess,” he said, an­oth­er time, “if you had a more dra­mat­ic part. I’ve stud­ied it out—”

			“What is it?” said Car­rie.

			“Well,” he said, as one pleased with a puzzle, “the ex­pres­sion in your face is one that comes out in dif­fer­ent things. You get the same thing in a pathet­ic song, or any pic­ture which moves you deeply. It’s a thing the world likes to see, be­cause it’s a nat­ur­al ex­pres­sion of its long­ing.”

			Car­rie gazed without ex­actly get­ting the im­port of what he meant.

			“The world is al­ways strug­gling to ex­press it­self,” he went on. “Most people are not cap­able of voicing their feel­ings. They de­pend upon oth­ers. That is what geni­us is for. One man ex­presses their de­sires for them in mu­sic; an­oth­er one in po­etry; an­oth­er one in a play. Some­times nature does it in a face—it makes the face rep­res­ent­at­ive of all de­sire. That’s what has happened in your case.”

			He looked at her with so much of the im­port of the thing in his eyes that she caught it. At least, she got the idea that her look was some­thing which rep­res­en­ted the world’s long­ing. She took it to heart as a cred­it­able thing, un­til he ad­ded:

			“That puts a bur­den of duty on you. It so hap­pens that you have this thing. It is no cred­it to you—that is, I mean, you might not have had it. You paid noth­ing to get it. But now that you have it, you must do some­thing with it.”

			“What?” asked Car­rie.

			“I should say, turn to the dra­mat­ic field. You have so much sym­pathy and such a me­lodi­ous voice. Make them valu­able to oth­ers. It will make your powers en­dure.”

			Car­rie did not un­der­stand this last. All the rest showed her that her com­edy suc­cess was little or noth­ing.

			“What do you mean?” she asked.

			“Why, just this. You have this qual­ity in your eyes and mouth and in your nature. You can lose it, you know. If you turn away from it and live to sat­is­fy your­self alone, it will go fast enough. The look will leave your eyes. Your mouth will change. Your power to act will dis­ap­pear. You may think they won’t, but they will. Nature takes care of that.”

			He was so in­ter­ested in for­ward­ing all good causes that he some­times be­came en­thu­si­ast­ic, giv­ing vent to these preach­ments. Some­thing in Car­rie ap­pealed to him. He wanted to stir her up.

			“I know,” she said, ab­sently, feel­ing slightly guilty of neg­lect.

			“If I were you,” he said, “I’d change.”

			The ef­fect of this was like roil­ing help­less wa­ters. Car­rie troubled over it in her rock­ing-chair for days.

			“I don’t be­lieve I’ll stay in com­edy so very much longer,” she even­tu­ally re­marked to Lola.

			“Oh, why not?” said the lat­ter.

			“I think,” she said, “I can do bet­ter in a ser­i­ous play.”

			“What put that idea in your head?”

			“Oh, noth­ing,” she answered; “I’ve al­ways thought so.”

			Still, she did noth­ing—griev­ing. It was a long way to this bet­ter thing—or seemed so—and com­fort was about her; hence the in­activ­ity and long­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XLVII

				The Way of the Beaten: A Harp in the Wind

			
			In the city, at that time, there were a num­ber of char­it­ies sim­il­ar in nature to that of the cap­tain’s, which Hurst­wood now pat­ron­ised in a like un­for­tu­nate way. One was a con­vent mis­sion-house of the Sis­ters of Mercy in Fif­teenth Street—a row of red brick fam­ily dwell­ings, be­fore the door of which hung a plain wooden con­tri­bu­tion box, on which was painted the state­ment that every noon a meal was giv­en free to all those who might ap­ply and ask for aid. This simple an­nounce­ment was mod­est in the ex­treme, cov­er­ing, as it did, a char­ity so broad. In­sti­tu­tions and char­it­ies are so large and so nu­mer­ous in New York that such things as this are not of­ten no­ticed by the more com­fort­ably situ­ated. But to one whose mind is upon the mat­ter, they grow ex­ceed­ingly un­der in­spec­tion. Un­less one were look­ing up this mat­ter in par­tic­u­lar, he could have stood at Sixth Av­en­ue and Fif­teenth Street for days around the noon hour and nev­er have no­ticed that out of the vast crowd that surged along that busy thor­ough­fare there turned out, every few seconds, some weath­er-beaten, heavy-footed spe­ci­men of hu­man­ity, gaunt in coun­ten­ance and dilap­id­ated in the mat­ter of clothes. The fact is none the less true, how­ever, and the colder the day the more ap­par­ent it be­came. Space and a lack of culin­ary room in the mis­sion-house, com­pelled an ar­range­ment which per­mit­ted of only twenty-five or thirty eat­ing at one time, so that a line had to be formed out­side and an or­derly en­trance ef­fected. This caused a daily spec­tacle which, how­ever, had be­come so com­mon by re­pe­ti­tion dur­ing a num­ber of years that now noth­ing was thought of it. The men waited pa­tiently, like cattle, in the cold­est weath­er—waited for sev­er­al hours be­fore they could be ad­mit­ted. No ques­tions were asked and no ser­vice rendered. They ate and went away again, some of them re­turn­ing reg­u­larly day after day the winter through.

			A big, moth­erly look­ing wo­man in­vari­ably stood guard at the door dur­ing the en­tire op­er­a­tion and coun­ted the ad­miss­ible num­ber. The men moved up in sol­emn or­der. There was no haste and no eager­ness dis­played. It was al­most a dumb pro­ces­sion. In the bitterest weath­er this line was to be found here. Un­der an icy wind there was a prodi­gious slap­ping of hands and a dan­cing of feet. Fin­gers and the fea­tures of the face looked as if severely nipped by the cold. A study of these men in broad light proved them to be nearly all of a type. They be­longed to the class that sit on the park benches dur­ing the en­dur­able days and sleep upon them dur­ing the sum­mer nights. They fre­quent the Bowery and those down-at-the-heels East Side streets where poor clothes and shrunken fea­tures are not singled out as curi­ous. They are the men who are in the lodging-house sit­ting-rooms dur­ing bleak and bit­ter weath­er and who swarm about the cheap­er shel­ters which only open at six in a num­ber of the lower East Side streets. Miser­able food, ill-timed and greed­ily eaten, had played hav­oc with bone and muscle. They were all pale, flabby, sunken-eyed, hol­low-ches­ted, with eyes that glin­ted and shone and lips that were a sickly red by con­trast. Their hair was but half at­ten­ded to, their ears an­aem­ic in hue, and their shoes broken in leath­er and run down at heel and toe. They were of the class which simply floats and drifts, every wave of people wash­ing up one, as break­ers do drift­wood upon a stormy shore.

			For nearly a quarter of a cen­tury, in an­oth­er sec­tion of the city, Fleischmann, the baker, had giv­en a loaf of bread to any­one who would come for it to the side door of his res­taur­ant at the corner of Broad­way and Tenth Street, at mid­night. Every night dur­ing twenty years about three hun­dred men had formed in line and at the ap­poin­ted time marched past the door­way, picked their loaf from a great box placed just out­side, and van­ished again in­to the night. From the be­gin­ning to the present time there had been little change in the char­ac­ter or num­ber of these men. There were two or three fig­ures that had grown fa­mil­i­ar to those who had seen this little pro­ces­sion pass year after year. Two of them had missed scarcely a night in fif­teen years. There were about forty, more or less, reg­u­lar callers. The re­mainder of the line was formed of strangers. In times of pan­ic and un­usu­al hard­ships there were sel­dom more than three hun­dred. In times of prosper­ity, when little is heard of the un­em­ployed, there were sel­dom less. The same num­ber, winter and sum­mer, in storm or calm, in good times and bad, held this mel­an­choly mid­night ren­dez­vous at Fleischmann’s bread box.

			At both of these two char­it­ies, dur­ing the severe winter which was now on, Hurst­wood was a fre­quent vis­it­or. On one oc­ca­sion it was pe­cu­li­arly cold, and find­ing no com­fort in beg­ging about the streets, he waited un­til noon be­fore seek­ing this free of­fer­ing to the poor. Already, at el­ev­en o’clock of this morn­ing, sev­er­al such as he had shambled for­ward out of Sixth Av­en­ue, their thin clothes flap­ping and flut­ter­ing in the wind. They leaned against the iron rail­ing which pro­tects the walls of the Ninth Re­gi­ment Ar­mory, which fronts upon that sec­tion of Fif­teenth Street, hav­ing come early in or­der to be first in. Hav­ing an hour to wait, they at first lingered at a re­spect­ful dis­tance; but oth­ers com­ing up, they moved closer in or­der to pro­tect their right of pre­ced­ence. To this col­lec­tion Hurst­wood came up from the west out of Sev­enth Av­en­ue and stopped close to the door, near­er than all the oth­ers. Those who had been wait­ing be­fore him, but farther away, now drew near, and by a cer­tain stolid­ity of de­mean­our, no words be­ing spoken, in­dic­ated that they were first.

			See­ing the op­pos­i­tion to his ac­tion, he looked sul­lenly along the line, then moved out, tak­ing his place at the foot. When or­der had been re­stored, the an­im­al feel­ing of op­pos­i­tion re­laxed.

			“Must be pretty near noon,” ven­tured one.

			“It is,” said an­oth­er. “I’ve been wait­ing nearly an hour.”

			“Gee, but it’s cold!”

			They peered eagerly at the door, where all must enter. A gro­cery man drove up and car­ried in sev­er­al bas­kets of eat­ables. This star­ted some words upon gro­cery men and the cost of food in gen­er­al.

			“I see meat’s gone up,” said one.

			“If there wuz war, it would help this coun­try a lot.”

			The line was grow­ing rap­idly. Already there were fifty or more, and those at the head, by their de­mean­our, evid­ently con­grat­u­lated them­selves upon not hav­ing so long to wait as those at the foot. There was much jerking of heads, and look­ing down the line.

			“It don’t mat­ter how near you get to the front, so long as you’re in the first twenty-five,” com­men­ted one of the first twenty-five. “You all go in to­geth­er.”

			“Humph!” ejac­u­lated Hurst­wood, who had been so sturdily dis­placed.

			“This here Single Tax is the thing,” said an­oth­er. “There ain’t go­ing to be no or­der till it comes.”

			For the most part there was si­lence; gaunt men shuff­ling, glan­cing, and beat­ing their arms.

			At last the door opened and the moth­erly-look­ing sis­ter ap­peared. She only looked an or­der. Slowly the line moved up and, one by one, passed in, un­til twenty-five were coun­ted. Then she in­ter­posed a stout arm, and the line hal­ted, with six men on the steps. Of these the ex-man­ager was one. Wait­ing thus, some talked, some ejac­u­lated con­cern­ing the misery of it; some brooded, as did Hurst­wood. At last he was ad­mit­ted, and, hav­ing eaten, came away, al­most angered be­cause of his pains in get­ting it.

			At el­ev­en o’clock of an­oth­er even­ing, per­haps two weeks later, he was at the mid­night of­fer­ing of a loaf—wait­ing pa­tiently. It had been an un­for­tu­nate day with him, but now he took his fate with a touch of philo­sophy. If he could se­cure no sup­per, or was hungry late in the even­ing, here was a place he could come. A few minutes be­fore twelve, a great box of bread was pushed out, and ex­actly on the hour a portly, round-faced Ger­man took po­s­i­tion by it, call­ing “Ready.” The whole line at once moved for­ward, each tak­ing his loaf in turn and go­ing his sep­ar­ate way. On this oc­ca­sion, the ex-man­ager ate his as he went, plod­ding the dark streets in si­lence to his bed.

			By Janu­ary he had about con­cluded that the game was up with him. Life had al­ways seemed a pre­cious thing, but now con­stant want and weakened vi­tal­ity had made the charms of earth rather dull and in­con­spicu­ous. Sev­er­al times, when for­tune pressed most harshly, he thought he would end his troubles; but with a change of weath­er, or the ar­rival of a quarter or a dime, his mood would change, and he would wait. Each day he would find some old pa­per ly­ing about and look in­to it, to see if there was any trace of Car­rie, but all sum­mer and fall he had looked in vain. Then he no­ticed that his eyes were be­gin­ning to hurt him, and this ail­ment rap­idly in­creased un­til, in the dark cham­bers of the lodgings he fre­quen­ted, he did not at­tempt to read. Bad and ir­reg­u­lar eat­ing was weak­en­ing every func­tion of his body. The one re­course left him was to doze when a place offered and he could get the money to oc­cupy it.

			He was be­gin­ning to find, in his wretched cloth­ing and mea­gre state of body, that people took him for a chron­ic type of bum and beg­gar. Po­lice hustled him along, res­taur­ant and lodging-house keep­ers turned him out promptly the mo­ment he had his due; ped­es­tri­ans waved him off. He found it more and more dif­fi­cult to get any­thing from any­body.

			At last he ad­mit­ted to him­self that the game was up. It was after a long series of ap­peals to ped­es­tri­ans, in which he had been re­fused and re­fused—every one hasten­ing from con­tact.

			“Give me a little some­thing, will you, mis­ter?” he said to the last one. “For God’s sake, do; I’m starving.”

			“Aw, get out,” said the man, who happened to be a com­mon type him­self. “You’re no good. I’ll give you nawth­in’.”

			Hurst­wood put his hands, red from cold, down in his pock­ets. Tears came in­to his eyes.

			“That’s right,” he said; “I’m no good now. I was all right. I had money. I’m go­ing to quit this,” and, with death in his heart, he star­ted down to­ward the Bowery. People had turned on the gas be­fore and died; why shouldn’t he? He re­membered a lodging-house where there were little, close rooms, with gas-jets in them, al­most pre­arranged, he thought, for what he wanted to do, which ren­ted for fif­teen cents. Then he re­membered that he had no fif­teen cents.

			On the way he met a com­fort­able-look­ing gen­tle­man, com­ing, clean-shaven, out of a fine barber shop.

			“Would you mind giv­ing me a little some­thing?” he asked this man boldly.

			The gen­tle­man looked him over and fished for a dime. Noth­ing but quar­ters were in his pock­et.

			“Here,” he said, hand­ing him one, to be rid of him. “Be off, now.”

			Hurst­wood moved on, won­der­ing. The sight of the large, bright coin pleased him a little. He re­membered that he was hungry and that he could get a bed for ten cents. With this, the idea of death passed, for the time be­ing, out of his mind. It was only when he could get noth­ing but in­sults that death seemed worth while.

			One day, in the middle of the winter, the sharpest spell of the sea­son set in. It broke grey and cold in the first day, and on the second snowed. Poor luck pur­su­ing him, he had se­cured but ten cents by night­fall, and this he had spent for food. At even­ing he found him­self at the Boulevard and Sixty-sev­enth Street, where he fi­nally turned his face Bowery-ward. Es­pe­cially fa­tigued be­cause of the wan­der­ing propensity which had seized him in the morn­ing, he now half dragged his wet feet, shuff­ling the soles upon the side­walk. An old, thin coat was turned up about his red ears—his cracked derby hat was pulled down un­til it turned them out­ward. His hands were in his pock­ets.

			“I’ll just go down Broad­way,” he said to him­self.

			When he reached Forty-second Street, the fire signs were already blaz­ing brightly. Crowds were hasten­ing to dine. Through bright win­dows, at every corner, might be seen gay com­pan­ies in lux­uri­ant res­taur­ants. There were coaches and crowded cable cars.

			In his weary and hungry state, he should nev­er have come here. The con­trast was too sharp. Even he was re­called keenly to bet­ter things.

			“What’s the use?” he thought. “It’s all up with me. I’ll quit this.”

			People turned to look after him, so un­couth was his sham­bling fig­ure. Sev­er­al of­ficers fol­lowed him with their eyes, to see that he did not beg of any­body.

			Once he paused in an aim­less, in­co­her­ent sort of way and looked through the win­dows of an im­pos­ing res­taur­ant, be­fore which blazed a fire sign, and through the large, plate win­dows of which could be seen the red and gold dec­or­a­tions, the palms, the white napery, and shin­ing glass­ware, and, above all, the com­fort­able crowd. Weak as his mind had be­come, his hun­ger was sharp enough to show the im­port­ance of this. He stopped stock still, his frayed trousers soak­ing in the slush, and peered fool­ishly in.

			“Eat,” he mumbled. “That’s right, eat. Nobody else wants any.”

			Then his voice dropped even lower, and his mind half lost the fancy it had.

			“It’s mighty cold,” he said. “Aw­ful cold.”

			At Broad­way and Thirty-ninth Street was blaz­ing, in in­can­des­cent fire, Car­rie’s name. “Car­rie Madenda,” it read, “and the Casino Com­pany.” All the wet, snowy side­walk was bright with this ra­di­ated fire. It was so bright that it at­trac­ted Hurst­wood’s gaze. He looked up, and then at a large, gilt-framed poster-board, on which was a fine litho­graph of Car­rie, life-size.

			Hurst­wood gazed at it a mo­ment, snuff­ling and hunch­ing one shoulder, as if some­thing were scratch­ing him. He was so run down, how­ever, that his mind was not ex­actly clear.

			“That’s you,” he said at last, ad­dress­ing her. “Wasn’t good enough for you, was I? Huh!”

			He lingered, try­ing to think lo­gic­ally. This was no longer pos­sible with him.

			“She’s got it,” he said, in­co­her­ently, think­ing of money. “Let her give me some.”

			He star­ted around to the side door. Then he for­got what he was go­ing for and paused, push­ing his hands deep­er to warm the wrists. Sud­denly it re­turned. The stage door! That was it.

			He ap­proached that en­trance and went in.

			“Well?” said the at­tend­ant, star­ing at him. See­ing him pause, he went over and shoved him. “Get out of here,” he said.

			“I want to see Miss Madenda,” he said.

			“You do, eh?” the oth­er said, al­most tickled at the spec­tacle. “Get out of here,” and he shoved him again. Hurst­wood had no strength to res­ist.

			“I want to see Miss Madenda,” he tried to ex­plain, even as he was be­ing hustled away. “I’m all right. I—”

			The man gave him a last push and closed the door. As he did so, Hurst­wood slipped and fell in the snow. It hurt him, and some vague sense of shame re­turned. He began to cry and swear fool­ishly.

			“God damned dog!” he said. “Damned old cur,” wip­ing the slush from his worth­less coat. “I—I hired such people as you once.”

			Now a fierce feel­ing against Car­rie welled up—just one fierce, angry thought be­fore the whole thing slipped out of his mind.

			“She owes me some­thing to eat,” he said. “She owes it to me.”

			Hope­lessly he turned back in­to Broad­way again and slopped on­ward and away, beg­ging, cry­ing, los­ing track of his thoughts, one after an­oth­er, as a mind de­cayed and dis­join­ted is wont to do.

			It was truly a wintry even­ing, a few days later, when his one dis­tinct men­tal de­cision was reached. Already, at four o’clock, the sombre hue of night was thick­en­ing the air. A heavy snow was fall­ing—a fine pick­ing, whip­ping snow, borne for­ward by a swift wind in long, thin lines. The streets were bed­ded with it—six inches of cold, soft car­pet, churned to a dirty brown by the crush of teams and the feet of men. Along Broad­way men picked their way in ul­sters and um­brel­las. Along the Bowery, men slouched through it with col­lars and hats pulled over their ears. In the former thor­ough­fare busi­ness men and trav­el­lers were mak­ing for com­fort­able ho­tels. In the lat­ter, crowds on cold er­rands shif­ted past dingy stores, in the deep re­cesses of which lights were already gleam­ing. There were early lights in the cable cars, whose usu­al clat­ter was re­duced by the mantle about the wheels. The whole city was muffled by this fast-thick­en­ing mantle.

			In her com­fort­able cham­bers at the Wal­dorf, Car­rie was read­ing at this time Père Gori­ot, which Ames had re­com­men­ded to her. It was so strong, and Ames’s mere re­com­mend­a­tion had so aroused her in­terest, that she caught nearly the full sym­path­et­ic sig­ni­fic­ance of it. For the first time, it was be­ing borne in upon her how silly and worth­less had been her earli­er read­ing, as a whole. Be­com­ing wear­ied, how­ever, she yawned and came to the win­dow, look­ing out upon the old wind­ing pro­ces­sion of car­riages rolling up Fifth Av­en­ue.

			“Isn’t it bad?” she ob­served to Lola.

			“Ter­rible!” said that little lady, join­ing her. “I hope it snows enough to go sleigh rid­ing.”

			“Oh, dear,” said Car­rie, with whom the suf­fer­ings of Fath­er Gori­ot were still keen. “That’s all you think of. Aren’t you sorry for the people who haven’t any­thing to­night?”

			“Of course I am,” said Lola; “but what can I do? I haven’t any­thing.”

			Car­rie smiled.

			“You wouldn’t care, if you had,” she re­turned.

			“I would, too,” said Lola. “But people nev­er gave me any­thing when I was hard up.”

			“Isn’t it just aw­ful?” said Car­rie, study­ing the winter’s storm.

			“Look at that man over there,” laughed Lola, who had caught sight of someone fall­ing down. “How sheep­ish men look when they fall, don’t they?”

			“We’ll have to take a coach to­night,” answered Car­rie, ab­sently.

			

			In the lobby of the Im­per­i­al, Mr. Charles Drou­et was just ar­riv­ing, shak­ing the snow from a very hand­some ul­ster. Bad weath­er had driv­en him home early and stirred his de­sire for those pleas­ures which shut out the snow and gloom of life. A good din­ner, the com­pany of a young wo­man, and an even­ing at the theatre were the chief things for him.

			“Why, hello, Harry!” he said, ad­dress­ing a loun­ger in one of the com­fort­able lobby chairs. “How are you?”

			“Oh, about six and six,” said the oth­er.

			“Rot­ten weath­er, isn’t it?”

			“Well, I should say,” said the oth­er. “I’ve been just sit­ting here think­ing where I’d go to­night.”

			“Come along with me,” said Drou­et. “I can in­tro­duce you to some­thing dead swell.”

			“Who is it?” said the oth­er.

			“Oh, a couple of girls over here in For­ti­eth Street. We could have a dandy time. I was just look­ing for you.”

			“Sup­pos­ing we get ’em and take ’em out to din­ner?”

			“Sure,” said Drou­et. “Wait’ll I go up­stairs and change my clothes.”

			“Well, I’ll be in the barber shop,” said the oth­er. “I want to get a shave.”

			“All right,” said Drou­et, creak­ing off in his good shoes to­ward the el­ev­at­or. The old but­ter­fly was as light on the wing as ever.

			

			On an in­com­ing ves­ti­buled Pull­man, speed­ing at forty miles an hour through the snow of the even­ing, were three oth­ers, all re­lated.

			“First call for din­ner in the din­ing-car,” a Pull­man ser­vit­or was an­noun­cing, as he hastened through the aisle in snow-white ap­ron and jack­et.

			“I don’t be­lieve I want to play any more,” said the young­est, a black-haired beauty, turned su­per­cili­ous by for­tune, as she pushed a eu­chre hand away from her.

			“Shall we go in­to din­ner?” in­quired her hus­band, who was all that fine raiment can make.

			“Oh, not yet,” she answered. “I don’t want to play any more, though.”

			“Jes­sica,” said her moth­er, who was also a study in what good cloth­ing can do for age, “push that pin down in your tie—it’s com­ing up.”

			Jes­sica obeyed, in­cid­ent­ally touch­ing at her lovely hair and look­ing at a little jew­el-faced watch. Her hus­band stud­ied her, for beauty, even cold, is fas­cin­at­ing from one point of view.

			“Well, we won’t have much more of this weath­er,” he said. “It only takes two weeks to get to Rome.”

			Mrs. Hurst­wood nestled com­fort­ably in her corner and smiled. It was so nice to be the moth­er-in-law of a rich young man—one whose fin­an­cial state had borne her per­son­al in­spec­tion.

			“Do you sup­pose the boat will sail promptly?” asked Jes­sica, “if it keeps up like this?”

			“Oh, yes,” answered her hus­band. “This won’t make any dif­fer­ence.”

			Passing down the aisle came a very fair-haired banker’s son, also of Chica­go, who had long eyed this su­per­cili­ous beauty. Even now he did not hes­it­ate to glance at her, and she was con­scious of it. With a spe­cially con­jured show of in­dif­fer­ence, she turned her pretty face wholly away. It was not wifely mod­esty at all. By so much was her pride sat­is­fied.

			

			At this mo­ment Hurst­wood stood be­fore a dirty four-story build­ing in a side street quite near the Bowery, whose one­time coat of buff had been changed by soot and rain. He mingled with a crowd of men—a crowd which had been, and was still, gath­er­ing by de­grees.

			It began with the ap­proach of two or three, who hung about the closed wooden doors and beat their feet to keep them warm. They had on faded derby hats with dents in them. Their mis­fit coats were heavy with melted snow and turned up at the col­lars. Their trousers were mere bags, frayed at the bot­tom and wob­bling over big, soppy shoes, torn at the sides and worn al­most to shreds. They made no ef­fort to go in, but shif­ted rue­fully about, dig­ging their hands deep in their pock­ets and leer­ing at the crowd and the in­creas­ing lamps. With the minutes, in­creased the num­ber. There were old men with grizzled beards and sunken eyes, men who were com­par­at­ively young but shrunken by dis­eases, men who were middle-aged. None were fat. There was a face in the thick of the col­lec­tion which was as white as drained veal. There was an­oth­er red as brick. Some came with thin, roun­ded shoulders; oth­ers with wooden legs, still oth­ers with frames so lean that clothes only flapped about them. There were great ears, swollen noses, thick lips, and, above all, red, blood­shot eyes. Not a nor­mal, healthy face in the whole mass; not a straight fig­ure; not a straight­for­ward, steady glance.

			In the drive of the wind and sleet they pushed in on one an­oth­er. There were wrists, un­pro­tec­ted by coat or pock­et, which were red with cold. There were ears, half covered by every con­ceiv­able semb­lance of a hat, which still looked stiff and bit­ten. In the snow they shif­ted, now one foot, now an­oth­er, al­most rock­ing in uni­son.

			With the growth of the crowd about the door came a mur­mur. It was not con­ver­sa­tion, but a run­ning com­ment dir­ec­ted at any­one in gen­er­al. It con­tained oaths and slang phrases.

			“By damn, I wish they’d hurry up.”

			“Look at the cop­per watchin’.”

			“Maybe it ain’t winter, nuth­er!”

			“I wisht I was in Sing Sing.”

			Now a sharp­er lash of wind cut down and they huddled closer. It was an edging, shift­ing, push­ing throng. There was no an­ger, no plead­ing, no threat­en­ing words. It was all sul­len en­dur­ance, un­lightened by either wit or good fel­low­ship.

			A car­riage went jingling by with some re­clin­ing fig­ure in it. One of the men nearest the door saw it.

			“Look at the bloke rid­in’.”

			“He ain’t so cold.”

			“Eh, eh, eh!” yelled an­oth­er, the car­riage hav­ing long since passed out of hear­ing.

			Little by little the night crept on. Along the walk a crowd turned out on its way home. Men and shop-girls went by with quick steps. The crosstown cars began to be crowded. The gas lamps were blaz­ing, and every win­dow bloomed ruddy with a steady flame. Still the crowd hung about the door, un­waver­ing.

			“Ain’t they ever goin’ to open up?” quer­ied a hoarse voice, sug­gest­ively.

			This seemed to re­new the gen­er­al in­terest in the closed door, and many gazed in that dir­ec­tion. They looked at it as dumb brutes look, as dogs paw and whine and study the knob. They shif­ted and blinked and muttered, now a curse, now a com­ment. Still they waited and still the snow whirled and cut them with bit­ing flakes. On the old hats and peaked shoulders it was pil­ing. It gathered in little heaps and curves and no one brushed it off. In the centre of the crowd the warmth and steam melted it, and wa­ter trickled off hat rims and down noses, which the own­ers could not reach to scratch. On the out­er rim the piles re­mained un­melted. Hurst­wood, who could not get in the centre, stood with head lowered to the weath­er and bent his form.

			A light ap­peared through the transom over­head. It sent a thrill of pos­sib­il­ity through the watch­ers. There was a mur­mur of re­cog­ni­tion. At last the bars grated in­side and the crowd pricked up its ears. Foot­steps shuffled with­in and it mur­mured again. Someone called: “Slow up there, now,” and then the door opened. It was push and jam for a minute, with grim, beast si­lence to prove its qual­ity, and then it melted in­ward, like logs float­ing, and dis­ap­peared. There were wet hats and wet shoulders, a cold, shrunken, dis­gruntled mass, pour­ing in between bleak walls. It was just six o’clock and there was sup­per in every hur­ry­ing ped­es­tri­an’s face. And yet no sup­per was provided here—noth­ing but beds.

			Hurst­wood laid down his fif­teen cents and crept off with weary steps to his al­lot­ted room. It was a dingy af­fair—wooden, dusty, hard. A small gas-jet fur­nished suf­fi­cient light for so rue­ful a corner.

			“Hm!” he said, clear­ing his throat and lock­ing the door.

			Now he began leis­urely to take off his clothes, but stopped first with his coat, and tucked it along the crack un­der the door. His vest he ar­ranged in the same place. His old wet, cracked hat he laid softly upon the table. Then he pulled off his shoes and lay down.

			It seemed as if he thought a while, for now he arose and turned the gas out, stand­ing calmly in the black­ness, hid­den from view. After a few mo­ments, in which he re­viewed noth­ing, but merely hes­it­ated, he turned the gas on again, but ap­plied no match. Even then he stood there, hid­den wholly in that kind­ness which is night, while the up­ris­ing fumes filled the room. When the odour reached his nos­trils, he quit his at­ti­tude and fumbled for the bed.

			“What’s the use?” he said, weakly, as he stretched him­self to rest.

			

			And now Car­rie had at­tained that which in the be­gin­ning seemed life’s ob­ject, or, at least, such frac­tion of it as hu­man be­ings ever at­tain of their ori­gin­al de­sires. She could look about on her gowns and car­riage, her fur­niture and bank ac­count. Friends there were, as the world takes it—those who would bow and smile in ac­know­ledg­ment of her suc­cess. For these she had once craved. Ap­plause there was, and pub­li­city—once far off, es­sen­tial things, but now grown trivi­al and in­dif­fer­ent. Beauty also—her type of love­li­ness—and yet she was lonely. In her rock­ing-chair she sat, when not oth­er­wise en­gaged—singing and dream­ing.

			Thus in life there is ever the in­tel­lec­tu­al and the emo­tion­al nature—the mind that reas­ons, and the mind that feels. Of one come the men of ac­tion—gen­er­als and states­men; of the oth­er, the po­ets and dream­ers—artists all.

			As harps in the wind, the lat­ter re­spond to every breath of fancy, voicing in their moods all the ebb and flow of the ideal.

			Man has not yet com­pre­hen­ded the dream­er any more than he has the ideal. For him the laws and mor­als of the world are un­duly severe. Ever heark­en­ing to the sound of beauty, strain­ing for the flash of its dis­tant wings, he watches to fol­low, weary­ing his feet in trav­el­ling. So watched Car­rie, so fol­lowed, rock­ing and singing.

			And it must be re­membered that reas­on had little part in this. Chica­go dawn­ing, she saw the city of­fer­ing more of love­li­ness than she had ever known, and in­stinct­ively, by force of her moods alone, clung to it. In fine raiment and el­eg­ant sur­round­ings, men seemed to be con­ten­ted. Hence, she drew near these things. Chica­go, New York; Drou­et, Hurst­wood; the world of fash­ion and the world of stage—these were but in­cid­ents. Not them, but that which they rep­res­en­ted, she longed for. Time proved the rep­res­ent­a­tion false.

			Oh, the tangle of hu­man life! How dimly as yet we see. Here was Car­rie, in the be­gin­ning poor, un­soph­ist­ic­ated, emo­tion­al; re­spond­ing with de­sire to everything most lovely in life, yet find­ing her­self turned as by a wall. Laws to say: “Be al­lured, if you will, by everything lovely, but draw not nigh un­less by right­eous­ness.” Con­ven­tion to say: “You shall not bet­ter your situ­ation save by hon­est la­bour.” If hon­est la­bour be un­re­mu­ner­at­ive and dif­fi­cult to en­dure; if it be the long, long road which nev­er reaches beauty, but wear­ies the feet and the heart; if the drag to fol­low beauty be such that one aban­dons the ad­mired way, tak­ing rather the des­pised path lead­ing to her dreams quickly, who shall cast the first stone? Not evil, but long­ing for that which is bet­ter, more of­ten dir­ects the steps of the erring. Not evil, but good­ness more of­ten al­lures the feel­ing mind un­used to reas­on.

			Amid the tin­sel and shine of her state walked Car­rie, un­happy. As when Drou­et took her, she had thought: “Now am I lif­ted in­to that which is best”; as when Hurst­wood seem­ingly offered her the bet­ter way: “Now am I happy.” But since the world goes its way past all who will not par­take of its folly, she now found her­self alone. Her purse was open to him whose need was greatest. In her walks on Broad­way, she no longer thought of the el­eg­ance of the creatures who passed her. Had they more of that peace and beauty which glimmered afar off, then were they to be en­vied.

			Drou­et aban­doned his claim and was seen no more. Of Hurst­wood’s death she was not even aware. A slow, black boat set­ting out from the pier at Twenty-sev­enth Street upon its weekly er­rand bore, with many oth­ers, his name­less body to the Pot­ter’s Field.

			Thus passed all that was of in­terest con­cern­ing these twain in their re­la­tion to her. Their in­flu­ence upon her life is ex­plic­able alone by the nature of her long­ings. Time was when both rep­res­en­ted for her all that was most po­tent in earthly suc­cess. They were the per­son­al rep­res­ent­at­ives of a state most blessed to at­tain—the titled am­bas­sad­ors of com­fort and peace, aglow with their cre­den­tials. It is but nat­ur­al that when the world which they rep­res­en­ted no longer al­lured her, its am­bas­sad­ors should be dis­cred­ited. Even had Hurst­wood re­turned in his ori­gin­al beauty and glory, he could not now have al­lured her. She had learned that in his world, as in her own present state, was not hap­pi­ness.

			Sit­ting alone, she was now an il­lus­tra­tion of the de­vi­ous ways by which one who feels, rather than reas­ons, may be led in the pur­suit of beauty. Though of­ten dis­il­lu­sioned, she was still wait­ing for that hal­cy­on day when she should be led forth among dreams be­come real. Ames had poin­ted out a farther step, but on and on bey­ond that, if ac­com­plished, would lie oth­ers for her. It was forever to be the pur­suit of that ra­di­ance of de­light which tints the dis­tant hill­tops of the world.

			Oh, Car­rie, Car­rie! Oh, blind striv­ings of the hu­man heart! On­ward, on­ward, it saith, and where beauty leads, there it fol­lows. Wheth­er it be the tinkle of a lone sheep bell o’er some quiet land­scape, or the glim­mer of beauty in sylvan places, or the show of soul in some passing eye, the heart knows and makes an­swer, fol­low­ing. It is when the feet weary and hope seems vain that the heartaches and the long­ings arise. Know, then, that for you is neither sur­feit nor con­tent. In your rock­ing-chair, by your win­dow dream­ing, shall you long, alone. In your rock­ing-chair, by your win­dow, shall you dream such hap­pi­ness as you may nev­er feel.
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