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					At morn­ing,
					

					The world was young, the winds were free;
					

					A garden fair,
					

					In that blue desert air,
					

					Its guest in­vited me to be.
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			I

			Dr. Howard Arch­ie had just come up from a game of pool with the Jew­ish clothi­er and two trav­el­ing men who happened to be stay­ing overnight in Moon­stone. His of­fices were in the Duke Block, over the drug store. Larry, the doc­tor’s man, had lit the over­head light in the wait­ing-room and the double stu­dent’s lamp on the desk in the study. The isin­glass sides of the hard-coal burn­er were aglow, and the air in the study was so hot that as he came in the doc­tor opened the door in­to his little op­er­at­ing-room, where there was no stove. The wait­ing room was car­peted and stiffly fur­nished, some­thing like a coun­try par­lor. The study had worn, un­painted floors, but there was a look of winter com­fort about it. The doc­tor’s flat­top desk was large and well made; the pa­pers were in or­derly piles, un­der glass weights. Be­hind the stove a wide book­case, with double glass doors, reached from the floor to the ceil­ing. It was filled with med­ic­al books of every thick­ness and col­or. On the top shelf stood a long row of thirty or forty volumes, bound all alike in dark mottled board cov­ers, with im­it­a­tion leath­er backs.

			As the doc­tor in New Eng­land vil­lages is pro­ver­bi­ally old, so the doc­tor in small Col­or­ado towns twenty-five years ago was gen­er­ally young. Dr. Arch­ie was barely thirty. He was tall, with massive shoulders which he held stiffly, and a large, well-shaped head. He was a dis­tin­guished-look­ing man, for that part of the world, at least.

			There was some­thing in­di­vidu­al in the way in which his red­dish-brown hair, par­ted cleanly at the side, bushed over his high fore­head. His nose was straight and thick, and his eyes were in­tel­li­gent. He wore a curly, red­dish mus­tache and an im­per­i­al, cut trimly, which made him look a little like the pic­tures of Na­po­leon III. His hands were large and well kept, but rug­gedly formed, and the backs were shaded with crinkly red­dish hair. He wore a blue suit of woolly, wide-waled serge; the trav­el­ing men had known at a glance that it was made by a Den­ver tail­or. The doc­tor was al­ways well dressed.

			Dr. Arch­ie turned up the stu­dent’s lamp and sat down in the swiv­el chair be­fore his desk. He sat un­eas­ily, beat­ing a tat­too on his knees with his fin­gers, and looked about him as if he were bored. He glanced at his watch, then ab­sently took from his pock­et a bunch of small keys, se­lec­ted one and looked at it. A con­temp­tu­ous smile, barely per­cept­ible, played on his lips, but his eyes re­mained med­it­at­ive. Be­hind the door that led in­to the hall, un­der his buf­falo-skin driv­ing-coat, was a locked cup­board. This the doc­tor opened mech­an­ic­ally, kick­ing aside a pile of muddy over­shoes. In­side, on the shelves, were whis­key glasses and de­canters, lem­ons, sug­ar, and bit­ters. Hear­ing a step in the empty, echo­ing hall without, the doc­tor closed the cup­board again, snap­ping the Yale lock. The door of the wait­ing-room opened, a man entered and came on in­to the con­sult­ing-room.

			“Good even­ing, Mr. Kron­borg,” said the doc­tor care­lessly. “Sit down.”

			His vis­it­or was a tall, loosely built man, with a thin brown beard, streaked with gray. He wore a frock coat, a broad-brimmed black hat, a white lawn neck­tie, and steel-rimmed spec­tacles. Al­to­geth­er there was a pre­ten­tious and im­port­ant air about him, as he lif­ted the skirts of his coat and sat down.

			“Good even­ing, doc­tor. Can you step around to the house with me? I think Mrs. Kron­borg will need you this even­ing.” This was said with pro­found grav­ity and, curi­ously enough, with a slight em­bar­rass­ment.

			“Any hurry?” the doc­tor asked over his shoulder as he went in­to his op­er­at­ing-room.

			Mr. Kron­borg coughed be­hind his hand, and con­trac­ted his brows. His face threatened at every mo­ment to break in­to a smile of fool­ish ex­cite­ment. He con­trolled it only by call­ing upon his ha­bitu­al pul­pit man­ner. “Well, I think it would be as well to go im­me­di­ately. Mrs. Kron­borg will be more com­fort­able if you are there. She has been suf­fer­ing for some time.”

			The doc­tor came back and threw a black bag upon his desk. He wrote some in­struc­tions for his man on a pre­scrip­tion pad and then drew on his over­coat. “All ready,” he an­nounced, put­ting out his lamp. Mr. Kron­borg rose and they tramped through the empty hall and down the stair­way to the street. The drug store be­low was dark, and the sa­loon next door was just clos­ing. Every oth­er light on Main Street was out.

			On either side of the road and at the out­er edge of the board side­walk, the snow had been shoveled in­to breast­works. The town looked small and black, flattened down in the snow, muffled and all but ex­tin­guished. Over­head the stars shone glor­i­ously. It was im­possible not to no­tice them. The air was so clear that the white sand hills to the east of Moon­stone gleamed softly. Fol­low­ing the Rev­er­end Mr. Kron­borg along the nar­row walk, past the little dark, sleep­ing houses, the doc­tor looked up at the flash­ing night and whistled softly. It did seem that people were stu­pider than they need be; as if on a night like this there ought to be some­thing bet­ter to do than to sleep nine hours, or to as­sist Mrs. Kron­borg in func­tions which she could have per­formed so ad­mir­ably un­aided. He wished he had gone down to Den­ver to hear Fay Tem­pleton sing “Seesaw.” Then he re­membered that he had a per­son­al in­terest in this fam­ily, after all. They turned in­to an­oth­er street and saw be­fore them lighted win­dows; a low story-and-a-half house, with a wing built on at the right and a kit­chen ad­di­tion at the back, everything a little on the slant—roofs, win­dows, and doors. As they ap­proached the gate, Peter Kron­borg’s pace grew brisker. His nervous, min­is­teri­al cough an­noyed the doc­tor. “Ex­actly as if he were go­ing to give out a text,” he thought. He drew off his glove and felt in his vest pock­et. “Have a troche, Kron­borg,” he said, pro­du­cing some. “Sent me for samples. Very good for a rough throat.”

			“Ah, thank you, thank you. I was in some­thing of a hurry. I neg­lected to put on my over­shoes. Here we are, doc­tor.” Kron­borg opened his front door—seemed de­lighted to be at home again.

			The front hall was dark and cold; the hat­rack was hung with an as­ton­ish­ing num­ber of chil­dren’s hats and caps and cloaks. They were even piled on the table be­neath the hat­rack. Un­der the table was a heap of rub­bers and over­shoes. While the doc­tor hung up his coat and hat, Peter Kron­borg opened the door in­to the liv­ing-room. A glare of light greeted them, and a rush of hot, stale air, smelling of warm­ing flan­nels.

			At three o’clock in the morn­ing Dr. Arch­ie was in the par­lor put­ting on his cuffs and coat—there was no spare bed­room in that house. Peter Kron­borg’s sev­enth child, a boy, was be­ing soothed and cos­seted by his aunt, Mrs. Kron­borg was asleep, and the doc­tor was go­ing home. But he wanted first to speak to Kron­borg, who, coat­less and flut­tery, was pour­ing coal in­to the kit­chen stove. As the doc­tor crossed the din­ing-room he paused and listened. From one of the wing rooms, off to the left, he heard rap­id, dis­tressed breath­ing. He went to the kit­chen door.

			“One of the chil­dren sick in there?” he asked, nod­ding to­ward the par­ti­tion.

			Kron­borg hung up the stove-lift­er and dus­ted his fin­gers. “It must be Thea. I meant to ask you to look at her. She has a croupy cold. But in my ex­cite­ment—Mrs. Kron­borg is do­ing finely, eh, doc­tor? Not many of your pa­tients with such a con­sti­tu­tion, I ex­pect.”

			“Oh, yes. She’s a fine moth­er.” The doc­tor took up the lamp from the kit­chen table and un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously went in­to the wing room. Two chubby little boys were asleep in a double bed, with the cov­er­lids over their noses and their feet drawn up. In a single bed, next to theirs, lay a little girl of el­ev­en, wide awake, two yel­low braids stick­ing up on the pil­low be­hind her. Her face was scar­let and her eyes were blaz­ing.

			The doc­tor shut the door be­hind him. “Feel pretty sick, Thea?” he asked as he took out his ther­mo­met­er. “Why didn’t you call some­body?”

			She looked at him with greedy af­fec­tion. “I thought you were here,” she spoke between quick breaths. “There is a new baby, isn’t there? Which?”

			“Which?” re­peated the doc­tor.

			“Broth­er or sis­ter?”

			He smiled and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Broth­er,” he said, tak­ing her hand. “Open.”

			“Good. Broth­ers are bet­ter,” she mur­mured as he put the glass tube un­der her tongue.

			“Now, be still, I want to count.” Dr. Arch­ie reached for her hand and took out his watch. When he put her hand back un­der the quilt he went over to one of the win­dows—they were both tight shut—and lif­ted it a little way. He reached up and ran his hand along the cold, un­papered wall. “Keep un­der the cov­ers; I’ll come back to you in a mo­ment,” he said, bend­ing over the glass lamp with his ther­mo­met­er. He winked at her from the door be­fore he shut it.

			Peter Kron­borg was sit­ting in his wife’s room, hold­ing the bundle which con­tained his son. His air of cheer­ful im­port­ance, his beard and glasses, even his shirtsleeves, an­noyed the doc­tor. He beckoned Kron­borg in­to the liv­ing-room and said sternly:—

			“You’ve got a very sick child in there. Why didn’t you call me be­fore? It’s pneu­mo­nia, and she must have been sick for sev­er­al days. Put the baby down some­where, please, and help me make up the bed-lounge here in the par­lor. She’s got to be in a warm room, and she’s got to be quiet. You must keep the oth­er chil­dren out. Here, this thing opens up, I see,” swinging back the top of the car­pet lounge. “We can lift her mat­tress and carry her in just as she is. I don’t want to dis­turb her more than is ne­ces­sary.”

			Kron­borg was all con­cern im­me­di­ately. The two men took up the mat­tress and car­ried the sick child in­to the par­lor. “I’ll have to go down to my of­fice to get some medi­cine, Kron­borg. The drug store won’t be open. Keep the cov­ers on her. I won’t be gone long. Shake down the stove and put on a little coal, but not too much; so it’ll catch quickly, I mean. Find an old sheet for me, and put it there to warm.”

			The doc­tor caught his coat and hur­ried out in­to the dark street. Nobody was stir­ring yet, and the cold was bit­ter. He was tired and hungry and in no mild hu­mor. “The idea!” he muttered; “to be such an ass at his age, about the sev­enth! And to feel no re­spons­ib­il­ity about the little girl. Silly old goat! The baby would have got in­to the world some­how; they al­ways do. But a nice little girl like that—she’s worth the whole lit­ter. Where she ever got it from—” He turned in­to the Duke Block and ran up the stairs to his of­fice.

			Thea Kron­borg, mean­while, was won­der­ing why she happened to be in the par­lor, where nobody but com­pany—usu­ally vis­it­ing preach­ers—ever slept. She had mo­ments of stupor when she did not see any­thing, and mo­ments of ex­cite­ment when she felt that some­thing un­usu­al and pleas­ant was about to hap­pen, when she saw everything clearly in the red light from the isin­glass sides of the hard-coal burn­er—the nick­el trim­mings on the stove it­self, the pic­tures on the wall, which she thought very beau­ti­ful, the flowers on the Brus­sels car­pet, Czerny’s “Daily Stud­ies” which stood open on the up­right pi­ano. She for­got, for the time be­ing, all about the new baby.

			When she heard the front door open, it oc­curred to her that the pleas­ant thing which was go­ing to hap­pen was Dr. Arch­ie him­self. He came in and warmed his hands at the stove. As he turned to her, she threw her­self wear­ily to­ward him, half out of her bed. She would have tumbled to the floor had he not caught her. He gave her some medi­cine and went to the kit­chen for some­thing he needed. She drowsed and lost the sense of his be­ing there. When she opened her eyes again, he was kneel­ing be­fore the stove, spread­ing some­thing dark and sticky on a white cloth, with a big spoon; bat­ter, per­haps. Presently she felt him tak­ing off her night­gown. He wrapped the hot plaster about her chest. There seemed to be straps which he pinned over her shoulders. Then he took out a thread and needle and began to sew her up in it. That, she felt, was too strange; she must be dream­ing any­how, so she suc­cumbed to her drowsi­ness.

			Thea had been moan­ing with every breath since the doc­tor came back, but she did not know it. She did not real­ize that she was suf­fer­ing pain. When she was con­scious at all, she seemed to be sep­ar­ated from her body; to be perched on top of the pi­ano, or on the hanging lamp, watch­ing the doc­tor sew her up. It was per­plex­ing and un­sat­is­fact­ory, like dream­ing. She wished she could waken up and see what was go­ing on.

			The doc­tor thanked God that he had per­suaded Peter Kron­borg to keep out of the way. He could do bet­ter by the child if he had her to him­self. He had no chil­dren of his own. His mar­riage was a very un­happy one. As he lif­ted and un­dressed Thea, he thought to him­self what a beau­ti­ful thing a little girl’s body was—like a flower. It was so neatly and del­ic­ately fash­ioned, so soft, and so milky white. Thea must have got her hair and her silky skin from her moth­er. She was a little Swede, through and through. Dr. Arch­ie could not help think­ing how he would cher­ish a little creature like this if she were his. Her hands, so little and hot, so clev­er, too—he glanced at the open ex­er­cise book on the pi­ano. When he had stitched up the flax­seed jack­et, he wiped it neatly about the edges, where the paste had worked out on the skin. He put on her the clean night­gown he had warmed be­fore the fire, and tucked the blankets about her. As he pushed back the hair that had fuzzed down over her eye­brows, he felt her head thought­fully with the tips of his fin­gers. No, he couldn’t say that it was dif­fer­ent from any oth­er child’s head, though he be­lieved that there was some­thing very dif­fer­ent about her. He looked in­tently at her wide, flushed face, freckled nose, fierce little mouth, and her del­ic­ate, tender chin—the one soft touch in her hard little Scand­inavi­an face, as if some fairy god­moth­er had caressed her there and left a cryptic prom­ise. Her brows were usu­ally drawn to­geth­er de­fi­antly, but nev­er when she was with Dr. Arch­ie. Her af­fec­tion for him was pret­ti­er than most of the things that went to make up the doc­tor’s life in Moon­stone.

			The win­dows grew gray. He heard a tramp­ing on the at­tic floor, on the back stairs, then cries: “Give me my shirt!” “Where’s my oth­er stock­ing?”

			“I’ll have to stay till they get off to school,” he re­flec­ted, “or they’ll be in here tor­ment­ing her, the whole lot of them.”

		
	
		
			II

			For the next four days it seemed to Dr. Arch­ie that his pa­tient might slip through his hands, do what he might. But she did not. On the con­trary, after that she re­covered very rap­idly. As her fath­er re­marked, she must have in­her­ited the “con­sti­tu­tion” which he was nev­er tired of ad­mir­ing in her moth­er.

			One af­ter­noon, when her new broth­er was a week old, the doc­tor found Thea very com­fort­able and happy in her bed in the par­lor. The sun­light was pour­ing in over her shoulders, the baby was asleep on a pil­low in a big rock­ing-chair be­side her. Whenev­er he stirred, she put out her hand and rocked him. Noth­ing of him was vis­ible but a flushed, puffy fore­head and an un­com­prom­isingly big, bald cra­ni­um. The door in­to her moth­er’s room stood open, and Mrs. Kron­borg was sit­ting up in bed darn­ing stock­ings. She was a short, stal­wart wo­man, with a short neck and a de­term­ined-look­ing head. Her skin was very fair, her face calm and un­wrinkled, and her yel­low hair, braided down her back as she lay in bed, still looked like a girl’s. She was a wo­man whom Dr. Arch­ie re­spec­ted; act­ive, prac­tic­al, un­ruffled; good-hu­mored, but de­term­ined. Ex­actly the sort of wo­man to take care of a flighty preach­er. She had brought her hus­band some prop­erty, too—one fourth of her fath­er’s broad acres in Neb­raska—but this she kept in her own name. She had pro­found re­spect for her hus­band’s eru­di­tion and elo­quence. She sat un­der his preach­ing with deep hu­mil­ity, and was as much taken in by his stiff shirt and white neck­ties as if she had not ironed them her­self by lamp­light the night be­fore they ap­peared cor­rect and spot­less in the pul­pit. But for all this, she had no con­fid­ence in his ad­min­is­tra­tion of worldly af­fairs. She looked to him for morn­ing pray­ers and grace at table; she ex­pec­ted him to name the ba­bies and to sup­ply whatever par­ent­al sen­ti­ment there was in the house, to re­mem­ber birth­days and an­niversar­ies, to point the chil­dren to mor­al and pat­ri­ot­ic ideals. It was her work to keep their bod­ies, their clothes, and their con­duct in some sort of or­der, and this she ac­com­plished with a suc­cess that was a source of won­der to her neigh­bors. As she used to re­mark, and her hus­band ad­mir­ingly to echo, she “had nev­er lost one.” With all his flight­i­ness, Peter Kron­borg ap­pre­ci­ated the mat­ter-of-fact, punc­tu­al way in which his wife got her chil­dren in­to the world and along in it. He be­lieved, and he was right in be­liev­ing, that the sov­er­eign State of Col­or­ado was much in­debted to Mrs. Kron­borg and wo­men like her.

			Mrs. Kron­borg be­lieved that the size of every fam­ily was de­cided in heav­en. More mod­ern views would not have startled her; they would simply have seemed fool­ish—thin chat­ter, like the boasts of the men who built the tower of Ba­bel, or like Axel’s plan to breed os­triches in the chick­en yard. From what evid­ence Mrs. Kron­borg formed her opin­ions on this and oth­er mat­ters, it would have been dif­fi­cult to say, but once formed, they were un­change­able. She would no more have ques­tioned her con­vic­tions than she would have ques­tioned rev­el­a­tion. Calm and even tempered, nat­ur­ally kind, she was cap­able of strong pre­ju­dices, and she nev­er for­gave.

			When the doc­tor came in to see Thea, Mrs. Kron­borg was re­flect­ing that the wash­ing was a week be­hind, and de­cid­ing what she had bet­ter do about it. The ar­rival of a new baby meant a re­vi­sion of her en­tire do­mest­ic sched­ule, and as she drove her needle along she had been work­ing out new sleep­ing ar­range­ments and clean­ing days. The doc­tor had entered the house without knock­ing, after mak­ing noise enough in the hall to pre­pare his pa­tients. Thea was read­ing, her book propped up be­fore her in the sun­light.

			“Mustn’t do that; bad for your eyes,” he said, as Thea shut the book quickly and slipped it un­der the cov­ers.

			Mrs. Kron­borg called from her bed: “Bring the baby here, doc­tor, and have that chair. She wanted him in there for com­pany.”

			Be­fore the doc­tor picked up the baby, he put a yel­low pa­per bag down on Thea’s cov­er­lid and winked at her. They had a code of winks and grim­aces. When he went in to chat with her moth­er, Thea opened the bag cau­tiously, try­ing to keep it from crack­ling. She drew out a long bunch of white grapes, with a little of the saw­dust in which they had been packed still cling­ing to them. They were called Malaga grapes in Moon­stone, and once or twice dur­ing the winter the lead­ing gro­cer got a keg of them. They were used mainly for table dec­or­a­tion, about Christ­mas-time. Thea had nev­er had more than one grape at a time be­fore. When the doc­tor came back she was hold­ing the al­most trans­par­ent fruit up in the sun­light, feel­ing the pale-green skins softly with the tips of her fin­gers. She did not thank him; she only snapped her eyes at him in a spe­cial way which he un­der­stood, and, when he gave her his hand, put it quickly and shyly un­der her cheek, as if she were try­ing to do so without know­ing it—and without his know­ing it.

			Dr. Arch­ie sat down in the rock­ing-chair. “And how’s Thea feel­ing today?”

			He was quite as shy as his pa­tient, es­pe­cially when a third per­son over­heard his con­ver­sa­tion. Big and hand­some and su­per­i­or to his fel­low towns­men as Dr. Arch­ie was, he was sel­dom at his ease, and like Peter Kron­borg he of­ten dodged be­hind a pro­fes­sion­al man­ner. There was some­times a con­trac­tion of em­bar­rass­ment and self con­scious­ness all over his big body, which made him awk­ward—likely to stumble, to kick up rugs, or to knock over chairs. If any­one was very sick, he for­got him­self, but he had a clumsy touch in con­vales­cent gos­sip.

			Thea curled up on her side and looked at him with pleas­ure. “All right. I like to be sick. I have more fun then than oth­er times.”

			“How’s that?”

			“I don’t have to go to school, and I don’t have to prac­tice. I can read all I want to, and have good things”—she pat­ted the grapes. “I had lots of fun that time I mashed my fin­ger and you wouldn’t let Pro­fess­or Wun­sch make me prac­tice. Only I had to do left hand, even then. I think that was mean.”

			The doc­tor took her hand and ex­amined the fore­finger, where the nail had grown back a little crooked. “You mustn’t trim it down close at the corner there, and then it will grow straight. You won’t want it crooked when you’re a big girl and wear rings and have sweet­hearts.”

			She made a mock­ing little face at him and looked at his new scarf-pin. “That’s the pret­ti­est one you ever had. I wish you’d stay a long while and let me look at it. What is it?”

			Dr. Arch­ie laughed. “It’s an opal. Span­ish Johnny brought it up for me from Chi­hua­hua in his shoe. I had it set in Den­ver, and I wore it today for your be­ne­fit.”

			Thea had a curi­ous pas­sion for jew­elry. She wanted every shin­ing stone she saw, and in sum­mer she was al­ways go­ing off in­to the sand hills to hunt for crys­tals and agates and bits of pink chalcedony. She had two ci­gar boxes full of stones that she had found or traded for, and she ima­gined that they were of enorm­ous value. She was al­ways plan­ning how she would have them set.

			“What are you read­ing?” The doc­tor reached un­der the cov­ers and pulled out a book of Byron’s poems. “Do you like this?”

			She looked con­fused, turned over a few pages rap­idly, and poin­ted to “My nat­ive land, good night.” “That,” she said sheep­ishly.

			“How about ‘Maid of Athens’?”

			She blushed and looked at him sus­pi­ciously. “I like ‘There was a sound of rev­elry,’ ” she muttered.

			The doc­tor laughed and closed the book. It was clum­sily bound in pad­ded leath­er and had been presen­ted to the Rev­er­end Peter Kron­borg by his Sunday-School class as an or­na­ment for his par­lor table.

			“Come in­to the of­fice some day, and I’ll lend you a nice book. You can skip the parts you don’t un­der­stand. You can read it in va­ca­tion. Per­haps you’ll be able to un­der­stand all of it by then.”

			Thea frowned and looked fret­fully to­ward the pi­ano. “In va­ca­tion I have to prac­tice four hours every day, and then there’ll be Thor to take care of.” She pro­nounced it “Tor.”

			“Thor? Oh, you’ve named the baby Thor?” ex­claimed the doc­tor.

			Thea frowned again, still more fiercely, and said quickly, “That’s a nice name, only maybe it’s a little—old fash­ioned.” She was very sens­it­ive about be­ing thought a for­eign­er, and was proud of the fact that, in town, her fath­er al­ways preached in Eng­lish; very book­ish Eng­lish, at that, one might add.

			Born in an old Scand­inavi­an colony in Min­nesota, Peter Kron­borg had been sent to a small di­vin­ity school in In­di­ana by the wo­men of a Swedish evan­gel­ic­al mis­sion, who were con­vinced of his gifts and who skimped and begged and gave church sup­pers to get the long, lazy youth through the sem­in­ary. He could still speak enough Swedish to ex­hort and to bury the mem­bers of his coun­try church out at Cop­per Hole, and he wiel­ded in his Moon­stone pul­pit a some­what pom­pous Eng­lish vocab­u­lary he had learned out of books at col­lege. He al­ways spoke of “the in­fant Sa­viour,” “our Heav­enly Fath­er,” etc. The poor man had no nat­ur­al, spon­tan­eous hu­man speech. If he had his sin­cere mo­ments, they were per­force in­ar­tic­u­late. Prob­ably a good deal of his pre­ten­tious­ness was due to the fact that he ha­bitu­ally ex­pressed him­self in a book-learned lan­guage, wholly re­mote from any­thing per­son­al, nat­ive, or homely. Mrs. Kron­borg spoke Swedish to her own sis­ters and to her sis­ter-in-law Til­lie, and col­lo­qui­al Eng­lish to her neigh­bors. Thea, who had a rather sens­it­ive ear, un­til she went to school nev­er spoke at all, ex­cept in mono­syl­lables, and her moth­er was con­vinced that she was tongue-tied. She was still in­ept in speech for a child so in­tel­li­gent. Her ideas were usu­ally clear, but she sel­dom at­temp­ted to ex­plain them, even at school, where she ex­celled in “writ­ten work” and nev­er did more than mut­ter a reply.

			“Your mu­sic pro­fess­or stopped me on the street today and asked me how you were,” said the doc­tor, rising. “He’ll be sick him­self, trot­ting around in this slush with no over­coat or over­shoes.”

			“He’s poor,” said Thea simply.

			The doc­tor sighed. “I’m afraid he’s worse than that. Is he al­ways all right when you take your les­sons? Nev­er acts as if he’d been drink­ing?”

			Thea looked angry and spoke ex­citedly. “He knows a lot. More than any­body. I don’t care if he does drink; he’s old and poor.” Her voice shook a little.

			Mrs. Kron­borg spoke up from the next room. “He’s a good teach­er, doc­tor. It’s good for us he does drink. He’d nev­er be in a little place like this if he didn’t have some weak­ness. These wo­men that teach mu­sic around here don’t know noth­ing. I wouldn’t have my child wast­ing time with them. If Pro­fess­or Wun­sch goes away, Thea’ll have nobody to take from. He’s care­ful with his schol­ars; he don’t use bad lan­guage. Mrs. Kohler is al­ways present when Thea takes her les­son. It’s all right.” Mrs. Kron­borg spoke calmly and ju­di­cially. One could see that she had thought the mat­ter out be­fore.

			“I’m glad to hear that, Mrs. Kron­borg. I wish we could get the old man off his bottle and keep him tidy. Do you sup­pose if I gave you an old over­coat you could get him to wear it?” The doc­tor went to the bed­room door and Mrs. Kron­borg looked up from her darn­ing.

			“Why, yes, I guess he’d be glad of it. He’ll take most any­thing from me. He won’t buy clothes, but I guess he’d wear ’em if he had ’em. I’ve nev­er had any clothes to give him, hav­ing so many to make over for.”

			“I’ll have Larry bring the coat around to­night. You aren’t cross with me, Thea?” tak­ing her hand.

			Thea grinned warmly. “Not if you give Pro­fess­or Wun­sch a coat—and things,” she tapped the grapes sig­ni­fic­antly. The doc­tor bent over and kissed her.

		
	
		
			III

			Be­ing sick was all very well, but Thea knew from ex­per­i­ence that start­ing back to school again was at­ten­ded by de­press­ing dif­fi­culties. One Monday morn­ing she got up early with Axel and Gun­ner, who shared her wing room, and hur­ried in­to the back liv­ing-room, between the din­ing-room and the kit­chen. There, be­side a soft-coal stove, the young­er chil­dren of the fam­ily un­dressed at night and dressed in the morn­ing. The older daugh­ter, Anna, and the two big boys slept up­stairs, where the rooms were the­or­et­ic­ally warmed by stovepipes from be­low. The first (and the worst!) thing that con­fron­ted Thea was a suit of clean, prickly red flan­nel, fresh from the wash. Usu­ally the tor­ment of break­ing in a clean suit of flan­nel came on Sunday, but yes­ter­day, as she was stay­ing in the house, she had begged off. Their winter un­der­wear was a tri­al to all the chil­dren, but it was bitterest to Thea be­cause she happened to have the most sens­it­ive skin. While she was tug­ging it on, her Aunt Til­lie brought in warm wa­ter from the boil­er and filled the tin pitch­er. Thea washed her face, brushed and braided her hair, and got in­to her blue cashmere dress. Over this she buttoned a long ap­ron, with sleeves, which would not be re­moved un­til she put on her cloak to go to school. Gun­ner and Axel, on the soap box be­hind the stove, had their usu­al quar­rel about which should wear the tight­est stock­ings, but they ex­changed re­proaches in low tones, for they were whole­somely afraid of Mrs. Kron­borg’s raw­hide whip. She did not chas­tise her chil­dren of­ten, but she did it thor­oughly. Only a some­what stern sys­tem of dis­cip­line could have kept any de­gree of or­der and quiet in that over­crowded house.

			Mrs. Kron­borg’s chil­dren were all trained to dress them­selves at the earli­est pos­sible age, to make their own beds—the boys as well as the girls—to take care of their clothes, to eat what was giv­en them, and to keep out of the way. Mrs. Kron­borg would have made a good chess play­er; she had a head for moves and po­s­i­tions.

			Anna, the eld­er daugh­ter, was her moth­er’s lieu­ten­ant. All the chil­dren knew that they must obey Anna, who was an ob­stin­ate con­tender for pro­pri­et­ies and not al­ways fair-minded. To see the young Kron­borgs headed for Sunday School was like watch­ing a mil­it­ary drill. Mrs. Kron­borg let her chil­dren’s minds alone. She did not pry in­to their thoughts or nag them. She re­spec­ted them as in­di­vidu­als, and out­side of the house they had a great deal of liberty. But their com­mun­al life was def­in­itely ordered.

			In the winter the chil­dren break­fas­ted in the kit­chen; Gus and Char­ley and Anna first, while the young­er chil­dren were dress­ing. Gus was nine­teen and was a clerk in a dry-goods store. Char­ley, eight­een months young­er, worked in a feed store. They left the house by the kit­chen door at sev­en o’clock, and then Anna helped her Aunt Til­lie get the break­fast for the young­er ones. Without the help of this sis­ter-in-law, Til­lie Kron­borg, Mrs. Kron­borg’s life would have been a hard one. Mrs. Kron­borg of­ten re­minded Anna that “no hired help would ever have taken the same in­terest.”

			Mr. Kron­borg came of a poorer stock than his wife; from a lowly, ig­nor­ant fam­ily that had lived in a poor part of Sweden. His great-grand­fath­er had gone to Nor­way to work as a farm laborer and had mar­ried a Nor­we­gi­an girl. This strain of Nor­we­gi­an blood came out some­where in each gen­er­a­tion of the Kron­borgs. The in­tem­per­ance of one of Peter Kron­borg’s uncles, and the re­li­gious mania of an­oth­er, had been alike charged to the Nor­we­gi­an grand­moth­er. Both Peter Kron­borg and his sis­ter Til­lie were more like the Nor­we­gi­an root of the fam­ily than like the Swedish, and this same Nor­we­gi­an strain was strong in Thea, though in her it took a very dif­fer­ent char­ac­ter.

			Til­lie was a queer, addle­pated thing, as flighty as a girl at thirty-five, and over­ween­ingly fond of gay clothes—which taste, as Mrs. Kron­borg philo­soph­ic­ally said, did nobody any harm. Til­lie was al­ways cheer­ful, and her tongue was still for scarcely a minute dur­ing the day. She had been cruelly over­worked on her fath­er’s Min­nesota farm when she was a young girl, and she had nev­er been so happy as she was now; had nev­er be­fore, as she said, had such so­cial ad­vant­ages. She thought her broth­er the most im­port­ant man in Moon­stone. She nev­er missed a church ser­vice, and, much to the em­bar­rass­ment of the chil­dren, she al­ways “spoke a piece” at the Sunday-School con­certs. She had a com­plete set of “Stand­ard Re­cit­a­tions,” which she conned on Sundays. This morn­ing, when Thea and her two young­er broth­ers sat down to break­fast, Til­lie was re­mon­strat­ing with Gun­ner be­cause he had not learned a re­cit­a­tion as­signed to him for George Wash­ing­ton Day at school. The un­mem­or­ized text lay heav­ily on Gun­ner’s con­science as he at­tacked his buck­wheat cakes and saus­age. He knew that Til­lie was in the right, and that “when the day came he would be ashamed of him­self.”

			“I don’t care,” he muttered, stir­ring his cof­fee; “they oughtn’t to make boys speak. It’s all right for girls. They like to show off.”

			“No show­ing off about it. Boys ought to like to speak up for their coun­try. And what was the use of your fath­er buy­ing you a new suit, if you’re not go­ing to take part in any­thing?”

			“That was for Sunday-School. I’d rather wear my old one, any­how. Why didn’t they give the piece to Thea?” Gun­ner grumbled.

			Til­lie was turn­ing buck­wheat cakes at the griddle. “Thea can play and sing, she don’t need to speak. But you’ve got to know how to do some­thing, Gun­ner, that you have. What are you go­ing to do when you git big and want to git in­to so­ci­ety, if you can’t do noth­ing? Every­body’ll say, ‘Can you sing? Can you play? Can you speak? Then git right out of so­ci­ety.’ An’ that’s what they’ll say to you, Mr. Gun­ner.”

			Gun­ner and Alex grinned at Anna, who was pre­par­ing her moth­er’s break­fast. They nev­er made fun of Til­lie, but they un­der­stood well enough that there were sub­jects upon which her ideas were rather fool­ish. When Til­lie struck the shal­lows, Thea was usu­ally prompt in turn­ing the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Will you and Axel let me have your sled at re­cess?” she asked.

			“All the time?” asked Gun­ner du­bi­ously.

			“I’ll work your ex­amples for you to­night, if you do.”

			“Oh, all right. There’ll be a lot of ’em.”

			“I don’t mind, I can work ’em fast. How about yours, Axel?”

			Axel was a fat little boy of sev­en, with pretty, lazy blue eyes. “I don’t care,” he mur­mured, but­ter­ing his last buck­wheat cake without am­bi­tion; “too much trouble to copy ’em down. Jenny Smi­ley’ll let me have hers.”

			The boys were to pull Thea to school on their sled, as the snow was deep. The three set off to­geth­er. Anna was now in the high school, and she no longer went with the fam­ily party, but walked to school with some of the older girls who were her friends, and wore a hat, not a hood like Thea.

		
	
		
			IV

			“And it was Sum­mer, beau­ti­ful Sum­mer!” Those were the clos­ing words of Thea’s fa­vor­ite fairy tale, and she thought of them as she ran out in­to the world one Sat­urday morn­ing in May, her mu­sic book un­der her arm. She was go­ing to the Kohlers’ to take her les­son, but she was in no hurry.

			It was in the sum­mer that one really lived. Then all the little over­crowded houses were opened wide, and the wind blew through them with sweet, earthy smells of garden-plant­ing. The town looked as if it had just been washed. People were out paint­ing their fences. The cot­ton­wood trees were a-flick­er with sticky, yel­low little leaves, and the feath­ery tam­ar­isks were in pink bud. With the warm weath­er came free­dom for every­body. People were dug up, as it were. The very old people, whom one had not seen all winter, came out and sunned them­selves in the yard. The double win­dows were taken off the houses, the tor­ment­ing flan­nels in which chil­dren had been en­cased all winter were put away in boxes, and the young­sters felt a pleas­ure in the cool cot­ton things next their skin.

			Thea had to walk more than a mile to reach the Kohlers’ house, a very pleas­ant mile out of town to­ward the glit­ter­ing sand hills—yel­low this morn­ing, with lines of deep vi­ol­et where the clefts and val­leys were. She fol­lowed the side­walk to the de­pot at the south end of the town; then took the road east to the little group of adobe houses where the Mex­ic­ans lived, then dropped in­to a deep rav­ine; a dry sand creek, across which the rail­road track ran on a trestle. Bey­ond that gulch, on a little rise of ground that faced the open sandy plain, was the Kohlers’ house, where Pro­fess­or Wun­sch lived. Fritz Kohler was the town tail­or, one of the first set­tlers. He had moved there, built a little house and made a garden, when Moon­stone was first marked down on the map. He had three sons, but they now worked on the rail­road and were sta­tioned in dis­tant cit­ies. One of them had gone to work for the Santa Fe, and lived in New Mex­ico.

			Mrs. Kohler sel­dom crossed the rav­ine and went in­to the town ex­cept at Christ­mas-time, when she had to buy presents and Christ­mas cards to send to her old friends in Free­port, Illinois. As she did not go to church, she did not pos­sess such a thing as a hat. Year after year she wore the same red hood in winter and a black sun­bon­net in sum­mer. She made her own dresses; the skirts came barely to her shoe-tops, and were gathered as full as they could pos­sibly be to the waist­band. She pre­ferred men’s shoes, and usu­ally wore the cast-offs of one of her sons. She had nev­er learned much Eng­lish, and her plants and shrubs were her com­pan­ions. She lived for her men and her garden. Be­side that sand gulch, she had tried to re­pro­duce a bit of her own vil­lage in the Rhine Val­ley. She hid her­self be­hind the growth she had fostered, lived un­der the shade of what she had planted and watered and pruned. In the blaze of the open plain she was stu­pid and blind like an owl. Shade, shade; that was what she was al­ways plan­ning and mak­ing. Be­hind the high tam­ar­isk hedge, her garden was a jungle of ver­dure in sum­mer. Above the cherry trees and peach trees and golden plums stood the wind­mill, with its tank on stilts, which kept all this ver­dure alive. Out­side, the sagebrush grew up to the very edge of the garden, and the sand was al­ways drift­ing up to the tam­ar­isks.

			Every­one in Moon­stone was as­ton­ished when the Kohlers took the wan­der­ing mu­sic-teach­er to live with them. In sev­en­teen years old Fritz had nev­er had a crony, ex­cept the har­ness-maker and Span­ish Johnny. This Wun­sch came from God knew where—fol­lowed Span­ish Johnny in­to town when that wan­der­er came back from one of his tramps. Wun­sch played in the dance or­ches­tra, tuned pi­anos, and gave les­sons. When Mrs. Kohler res­cued him, he was sleep­ing in a dirty, un­fur­nished room over one of the sa­loons, and he had only two shirts in the world. Once he was un­der her roof, the old wo­man went at him as she did at her garden. She sewed and washed and men­ded for him, and made him so clean and re­spect­able that he was able to get a large class of pu­pils and to rent a pi­ano. As soon as he had money ahead, he sent to the Nar­row Gauge lodging-house, in Den­ver, for a trunk­ful of mu­sic which had been held there for un­paid board. With tears in his eyes the old man—he was not over fifty, but sadly battered—told Mrs. Kohler that he asked noth­ing bet­ter of God than to end his days with her, and to be bur­ied in the garden, un­der her linden trees. They were not Amer­ic­an bass­wood, but the European linden, which has honey-colored blooms in sum­mer, with a fra­grance that sur­passes all trees and flowers and drives young people wild with joy.

			Thea was re­flect­ing as she walked along that had it not been for Pro­fess­or Wun­sch she might have lived on for years in Moon­stone without ever know­ing the Kohlers, without ever see­ing their garden or the in­side of their house. Be­sides the cuckoo clock—which was won­der­ful enough, and which Mrs. Kohler said she kept for “com­pany when she was lone­some”—the Kohlers had in their house the most won­der­ful thing Thea had ever seen—but of that later.

			Pro­fess­or Wun­sch went to the houses of his oth­er pu­pils to give them their les­sons, but one morn­ing he told Mrs. Kron­borg that Thea had tal­ent, and that if she came to him he could teach her in his slip­pers, and that would be bet­ter. Mrs. Kron­borg was a strange wo­man. That word “tal­ent,” which no one else in Moon­stone, not even Dr. Arch­ie, would have un­der­stood, she com­pre­hen­ded per­fectly. To any oth­er wo­man there, it would have meant that a child must have her hair curled every day and must play in pub­lic. Mrs. Kron­borg knew it meant that Thea must prac­tice four hours a day. A child with tal­ent must be kept at the pi­ano, just as a child with measles must be kept un­der the blankets. Mrs. Kron­borg and her three sis­ters had all stud­ied pi­ano, and all sang well, but none of them had tal­ent. Their fath­er had played the oboe in an or­ches­tra in Sweden, be­fore he came to Amer­ica to bet­ter his for­tunes. He had even known Jenny Lind. A child with tal­ent had to be kept at the pi­ano; so twice a week in sum­mer and once a week in winter Thea went over the gulch to the Kohlers’, though the Ladies’ Aid So­ci­ety thought it was not prop­er for their preach­er’s daugh­ter to go “where there was so much drink­ing.” Not that the Kohler sons ever so much as looked at a glass of beer. They were ashamed of their old folks and got out in­to the world as fast as pos­sible; had their clothes made by a Den­ver tail­or and their necks shaved up un­der their hair and for­got the past. Old Fritz and Wun­sch, how­ever, in­dulged in a friendly bottle pretty of­ten. The two men were like com­rades; per­haps the bond between them was the glass wherein lost hopes are found; per­haps it was com­mon memor­ies of an­oth­er coun­try; per­haps it was the grapev­ine in the garden—knotty, fibrous shrub, full of home­sick­ness and sen­ti­ment, which the Ger­mans have car­ried around the world with them.

			As Thea ap­proached the house she peeped between the pink sprays of the tam­ar­isk hedge and saw the Pro­fess­or and Mrs. Kohler in the garden, spad­ing and rak­ing. The garden looked like a re­lief-map now, and gave no in­dic­a­tion of what it would be in Au­gust; such a jungle! Pole beans and pota­toes and corn and leeks and kale and red cab­bage—there would even be ve­get­ables for which there is no Amer­ic­an name. Mrs. Kohler was al­ways get­ting by mail pack­ages of seeds from Free­port and from the old coun­try. Then the flowers! There were big sun­flowers for the ca­nary bird, ti­ger lilies and phlox and zin­ni­as and lady’s-slip­pers and por­tu­laca and hol­ly­hocks—gi­ant hol­ly­hocks. Be­side the fruit trees there was a great um­brella-shaped catalpa, and a balm-of-Gilead, two lindens, and even a ginka—a ri­gid, poin­ted tree with leaves shaped like but­ter­flies, which shivered, but nev­er bent to the wind.

			This morn­ing Thea saw to her de­light that the two oleander trees, one white and one red, had been brought up from their winter quar­ters in the cel­lar. There is hardly a Ger­man fam­ily in the most ar­id parts of Utah, New Mex­ico, Ari­zona, but has its oleander trees. How­ever lout­ish the Amer­ic­an-born sons of the fam­ily may be, there was nev­er one who re­fused to give his muscle to the back­break­ing task of get­ting those tubbed trees down in­to the cel­lar in the fall and up in­to the sun­light in the spring. They may strive to avert the day, but they grapple with the tub at last.

			When Thea entered the gate, her pro­fess­or leaned his spade against the white post that sup­por­ted the tur­reted dove-house, and wiped his face with his shirtsleeve; some­way he nev­er man­aged to have a handker­chief about him. Wun­sch was short and stocky, with some­thing rough and bear-like about his shoulders. His face was a dark, bricky red, deeply creased rather than wrinkled, and the skin was like loose leath­er over his neck band—he wore a brass col­lar but­ton but no col­lar. His hair was cropped close; iron-gray bristles on a bul­let-like head. His eyes were al­ways suf­fused and blood­shot. He had a coarse, scorn­ful mouth, and ir­reg­u­lar, yel­low teeth, much worn at the edges. His hands were square and red, sel­dom clean, but al­ways alive, im­pa­tient, even sym­path­et­ic.

			“Mor­gen,” he greeted his pu­pil in a busi­ness­like way, put on a black alpaca coat, and con­duc­ted her at once to the pi­ano in Mrs. Kohler’s sit­ting-room. He twirled the stool to the prop­er height, poin­ted to it, and sat down in a wooden chair be­side Thea.

			“The scale of B flat ma­jor,” he dir­ec­ted, and then fell in­to an at­ti­tude of deep at­ten­tion. Without a word his pu­pil set to work.

			To Mrs. Kohler, in the garden, came the cheer­ful sound of ef­fort, of vig­or­ous striv­ing. Un­con­sciously she wiel­ded her rake more lightly. Oc­ca­sion­ally she heard the teach­er’s voice. “Scale of E minor … Weit­er, weit­er! … Im­mer I hear the thumb, like a lame foot. Weit­er … weit­er, once … Schön! The chords, quick!”

			The pu­pil did not open her mouth un­til they began the second move­ment of the Clem­enti son­ata, when she re­mon­strated in low tones about the way he had marked the fin­ger­ing of a pas­sage.

			“It makes no mat­ter what you think,” replied her teach­er coldly. “There is only one right way. The thumb there. ein, zwei, drei, vi­er,” etc. Then for an hour there was no fur­ther in­ter­rup­tion.

			At the end of the les­son Thea turned on her stool and leaned her arm on the key­board. They usu­ally had a little talk after the les­son.

			Herr Wun­sch grinned. “How soon is it you are free from school? Then we make ahead faster, eh?”

			“First week in June. Then will you give me the ‘In­vit­a­tion to the Dance’?”

			He shrugged his shoulders. “It makes no mat­ter. If you want him, you play him out of les­son hours.”

			“All right.” Thea fumbled in her pock­et and brought out a crumpled slip of pa­per. “What does this mean, please? I guess it’s Lat­in.”

			Wun­sch blinked at the line penciled on the pa­per. “Where­from you get this?” he asked gruffly.

			“Out of a book Dr. Arch­ie gave me to read. It’s all Eng­lish but that. Did you ever see it be­fore?” she asked, watch­ing his face.

			“Yes. A long time ago,” he muttered, scowl­ing. “Ovidi­us!” He took a stub of lead pen­cil from his vest pock­et, stead­ied his hand by a vis­ible ef­fort, and un­der the words: “Lente cur­rite, lente cur­rite, noc­tis equi,” he wrote in a clear, el­eg­ant Goth­ic hand—“Go slowly, go slowly, ye steeds of the night.”

			He put the pen­cil back in his pock­et and con­tin­ued to stare at the Lat­in. It re­called the poem, which he had read as a stu­dent, and thought very fine. There were treas­ures of memory which no lodging-house keep­er could at­tach. One car­ried things about in one’s head, long after one’s lin­en could be smuggled out in a tun­ing-bag. He handed the pa­per back to Thea. “There is the Eng­lish, quite el­eg­ant,” he said, rising.

			Mrs. Kohler stuck her head in at the door, and Thea slid off the stool. “Come in, Mrs. Kohler,” she called, “and show me the piece-pic­ture.”

			The old wo­man laughed, pulled off her big garden­ing gloves, and pushed Thea to the lounge be­fore the ob­ject of her de­light. The “piece-pic­ture,” which hung on the wall and nearly covered one whole end of the room, was the handi­work of Fritz Kohler. He had learned his trade un­der an old-fash­ioned tail­or in Mag­de­burg who re­quired from each of his ap­pren­tices a thes­is: that is, be­fore they left his shop, each ap­pren­tice had to copy in cloth some well known Ger­man paint­ing, stitch­ing bits of colored stuff to­geth­er on a lin­en back­ground; a kind of mo­sa­ic. The pu­pil was al­lowed to se­lect his sub­ject, and Fritz Kohler had chosen a pop­u­lar paint­ing of Na­po­leon’s re­treat from Mo­scow. The gloomy Em­per­or and his staff were rep­res­en­ted as cross­ing a stone bridge, and be­hind them was the blaz­ing city, the walls and fort­resses done in gray cloth with or­ange tongues of flame dart­ing about the domes and min­arets. Na­po­leon rode his white horse; Mur­at, in Ori­ent­al dress, a bay char­ger. Thea was nev­er tired of ex­amin­ing this work, of hear­ing how long it had taken Fritz to make it, how much it had been ad­mired, and what nar­row es­capes it had had from moths and fire. Silk, Mrs. Kohler ex­plained, would have been much easi­er to man­age than woolen cloth, in which it was of­ten hard to get the right shades. The reins of the horses, the wheels of the spurs, the brood­ing eye­brows of the Em­per­or, Mur­at’s fierce mus­taches, the great shakos of the Guard, were all worked out with the minutest fi­del­ity. Thea’s ad­mir­a­tion for this pic­ture had en­deared her to Mrs. Kohler. It was now many years since she used to point out its won­ders to her own little boys. As Mrs. Kohler did not go to church, she nev­er heard any singing, ex­cept the songs that floated over from Mex­ic­an Town, and Thea of­ten sang for her after the les­son was over. This morn­ing Wun­sch poin­ted to the pi­ano.

			“On Sunday, when I go by the church, I hear you sing some­thing.”

			Thea obed­i­ently sat down on the stool again and began, “Come, Ye Dis­con­sol­ate.” Wun­sch listened thought­fully, his hands on his knees. Such a beau­ti­ful child’s voice! Old Mrs. Kohler’s face re­laxed in a smile of hap­pi­ness; she half closed her eyes. A big fly was dart­ing in and out of the win­dow; the sun­light made a golden pool on the rag car­pet and bathed the faded cre­tonne pil­lows on the lounge, un­der the piece-pic­ture. “Earth has no sor­row that Heav­en can­not heal,” the song died away.

			“That is a good thing to re­mem­ber,” Wun­sch shook him­self. “You be­lieve that?” look­ing quiz­zically at Thea.

			She be­came con­fused and pecked nervously at a black key with her middle fin­ger. “I don’t know. I guess so,” she mur­mured.

			Her teach­er rose ab­ruptly. “Re­mem­ber, for next time, thirds. You ought to get up earli­er.”

			That night the air was so warm that Fritz and Herr Wun­sch had their after-sup­per pipe in the grape ar­bor, smoking in si­lence while the sound of fiddles and gui­tars came across the rav­ine from Mex­ic­an Town. Long after Fritz and his old Paulina had gone to bed, Wun­sch sat mo­tion­less in the ar­bor, look­ing up through the woolly vine leaves at the glit­ter­ing ma­chinery of heav­en.

			“Lente cur­rite, noc­tis equi.”

			That line awoke many memor­ies. He was think­ing of youth; of his own, so long gone by, and of his pu­pil’s, just be­gin­ning. He would even have cher­ished hopes for her, ex­cept that he had be­come su­per­sti­tious. He be­lieved that whatever he hoped for was destined not to be; that his af­fec­tion brought ill-for­tune, es­pe­cially to the young; that if he held any­thing in his thoughts, he harmed it. He had taught in mu­sic schools in St. Louis and Kan­sas City, where the shal­low­ness and com­pla­cency of the young misses had maddened him. He had en­countered bad man­ners and bad faith, had been the vic­tim of sharp­ers of all kinds, was dogged by bad luck. He had played in or­ches­tras that were nev­er paid and wan­der­ing op­era troupes which dis­ban­ded pen­ni­less. And there was al­ways the old en­emy, more re­lent­less than the oth­ers. It was long since he had wished any­thing or de­sired any­thing bey­ond the ne­ces­sit­ies of the body. Now that he was temp­ted to hope for an­oth­er, he felt alarmed and shook his head.

			It was his pu­pil’s power of ap­plic­a­tion, her rugged will, that in­ter­ested him. He had lived for so long among people whose sole am­bi­tion was to get some­thing for noth­ing that he had learned not to look for ser­i­ous­ness in any­thing. Now that he by chance en­countered it, it re­called stand­ards, am­bi­tions, a so­ci­ety long for­got. What was it she re­minded him of? A yel­low flower, full of sun­light, per­haps. No; a thin glass full of sweet-smelling, spark­ling Moselle wine. He seemed to see such a glass be­fore him in the ar­bor, to watch the bubbles rising and break­ing, like the si­lent dis­charge of en­ergy in the nerves and brain, the rap­id flor­es­cence in young blood—Wun­sch felt ashamed and dragged his slip­pers along the path to the kit­chen, his eyes on the ground.

		
	
		
			V

			The chil­dren in the primary grades were some­times re­quired to make re­lief maps of Moon­stone in sand. Had they used colored sands, as the Navajo medi­cine men do in their sand mo­sa­ics, they could eas­ily have in­dic­ated the so­cial clas­si­fic­a­tions of Moon­stone, since these con­formed to cer­tain to­po­graph­ic­al bound­ar­ies, and every child un­der­stood them per­fectly.

			The main busi­ness street ran, of course, through the cen­ter of the town. To the west of this street lived all the people who were, as Til­lie Kron­borg said, “in so­ci­ety.” Sylvester Street, the third par­al­lel with Main Street on the west, was the longest in town, and the best dwell­ings were built along it. Far out at the north end, nearly a mile from the court­house and its cot­ton­wood grove, was Dr. Arch­ie’s house, its big yard and garden sur­roun­ded by a white pal­ing fence. The Meth­od­ist Church was in the cen­ter of the town, fa­cing the court­house square. The Kron­borgs lived half a mile south of the church, on the long street that stretched out like an arm to the de­pot set­tle­ment. This was the first street west of Main, and was built up only on one side. The preach­er’s house faced the backs of the brick and frame store build­ings and a draw full of sun­flowers and scraps of old iron. The side­walk which ran in front of the Kron­borgs’ house was the one con­tinu­ous side­walk to the de­pot, and all the train men and round­house em­ploy­ees passed the front gate every time they came up­town. Thea and Mrs. Kron­borg had many friends among the rail­road men, who of­ten paused to chat across the fence, and of one of these we shall have more to say.

			In the part of Moon­stone that lay east of Main Street, to­ward the deep rav­ine which, farther south, wound by Mex­ic­an Town, lived all the hum­bler cit­izens, the people who voted but did not run for of­fice. The houses were little story-and-a-half cot­tages, with none of the fussy ar­chi­tec­tur­al ef­forts that marked those on Sylvester Street. They nestled mod­estly be­hind their cot­ton­woods and Vir­gin­ia creep­er; their oc­cu­pants had no so­cial pre­ten­sions to keep up. There were no half-glass front doors with door­bells, or for­mid­able par­lors be­hind closed shut­ters. Here the old wo­men washed in the back­yard, and the men sat in the front door­way and smoked their pipes. The people on Sylvester Street scarcely knew that this part of the town ex­is­ted. Thea liked to take Thor and her ex­press wag­on and ex­plore these quiet, shady streets, where the people nev­er tried to have lawns or to grow elms and pine trees, but let the nat­ive tim­ber have its way and spread in lux­uri­ance. She had many friends there, old wo­men who gave her a yel­low rose or a spray of trum­pet vine and ap­peased Thor with a cooky or a dough­nut. They called Thea “that preach­er’s girl,” but the demon­strat­ive was mis­placed, for when they spoke of Mr. Kron­borg they called him “the Meth­od­ist preach­er.”

			Dr. Arch­ie was very proud of his yard and garden, which he worked him­self. He was the only man in Moon­stone who was suc­cess­ful at grow­ing ram­bler roses, and his straw­ber­ries were fam­ous. One morn­ing when Thea was down­town on an er­rand, the doc­tor stopped her, took her hand and went over her with a quiz­zical eye, as he nearly al­ways did when they met.

			“You haven’t been up to my place to get any straw­ber­ries yet, Thea. They’re at their best just now. Mrs. Arch­ie doesn’t know what to do with them all. Come up this af­ter­noon. Just tell Mrs. Arch­ie I sent you. Bring a big bas­ket and pick till you are tired.”

			When she got home Thea told her moth­er that she didn’t want to go, be­cause she didn’t like Mrs. Arch­ie.

			“She is cer­tainly one queer wo­man,” Mrs. Kron­borg as­sen­ted, “but he’s asked you so of­ten, I guess you’ll have to go this time. She won’t bite you.”

			After din­ner Thea took a bas­ket, put Thor in his baby buggy, and set out for Dr. Arch­ie’s house at the oth­er end of town. As soon as she came with­in sight of the house, she slackened her pace. She ap­proached it very slowly, stop­ping of­ten to pick dan­deli­ons and sand-peas for Thor to crush up in his fist.

			It was his wife’s cus­tom, as soon as Dr. Arch­ie left the house in the morn­ing, to shut all the doors and win­dows to keep the dust out, and to pull down the shades to keep the sun from fad­ing the car­pets. She thought, too, that neigh­bors were less likely to drop in if the house was closed up. She was one of those people who are stingy without motive or reas­on, even when they can gain noth­ing by it. She must have known that skimp­ing the doc­tor in heat and food made him more ex­tra­vag­ant than he would have been had she made him com­fort­able. He nev­er came home for lunch, be­cause she gave him such miser­able scraps and shreds of food. No mat­ter how much milk he bought, he could nev­er get thick cream for his straw­ber­ries. Even when he watched his wife lift it from the milk in smooth, ivory-colored blankets, she man­aged, by some sleight-of-hand, to di­lute it be­fore it got to the break­fast table. The butcher’s fa­vor­ite joke was about the kind of meat he sold Mrs. Arch­ie. She felt no in­terest in food her­self, and she hated to pre­pare it. She liked noth­ing bet­ter than to have Dr. Arch­ie go to Den­ver for a few days—he of­ten went chiefly be­cause he was hungry—and to be left alone to eat canned sal­mon and to keep the house shut up from morn­ing un­til night.

			Mrs. Arch­ie would not have a ser­vant be­cause, she said, “they ate too much and broke too much”; she even said they knew too much. She used what mind she had in de­vis­ing shifts to min­im­ize her house­work. She used to tell her neigh­bors that if there were no men, there would be no house­work. When Mrs. Arch­ie was first mar­ried, she had been al­ways in a pan­ic for fear she would have chil­dren. Now that her ap­pre­hen­sions on that score had grown paler, she was al­most as much afraid of hav­ing dust in the house as she had once been of hav­ing chil­dren in it. If dust did not get in, it did not have to be got out, she said. She would take any amount of trouble to avoid trouble. Why, nobody knew. Cer­tainly her hus­band had nev­er been able to make her out. Such little, mean natures are among the darkest and most baff­ling of cre­ated things. There is no law by which they can be ex­plained. The or­din­ary in­cent­ives of pain and pleas­ure do not ac­count for their be­ha­vi­or. They live like in­sects, ab­sorbed in petty activ­it­ies that seem to have noth­ing to do with any gen­i­al as­pect of hu­man life.

			Mrs. Arch­ie, as Mrs. Kron­borg said, “liked to gad.” She liked to have her house clean, empty, dark, locked, and to be out of it—any­where. A church so­cial, a pray­er meet­ing, a ten-cent show; she seemed to have no pref­er­ence. When there was nowhere else to go, she used to sit for hours in Mrs. Smi­ley’s mil­lin­ery and no­tion store, listen­ing to the talk of the wo­men who came in, watch­ing them while they tried on hats, blink­ing at them from her corner with her sharp, rest­less little eyes. She nev­er talked much her­self, but she knew all the gos­sip of the town and she had a sharp ear for racy an­ec­dotes—“trav­el­ing men’s stor­ies,” they used to be called in Moon­stone. Her click­ing laugh soun­ded like a type­writ­ing ma­chine in ac­tion, and, for very poin­ted stor­ies, she had a little screech.

			Mrs. Arch­ie had been Mrs. Arch­ie for only six years, and when she was Belle White she was one of the “pretty” girls in Lans­ing, Michigan. She had then a train of suit­ors. She could truly re­mind Arch­ie that “the boys hung around her.” They did. They thought her very spir­ited and were al­ways say­ing, “Oh, that Belle White, she’s a case!” She used to play heavy prac­tic­al jokes which the young men thought very clev­er. Arch­ie was con­sidered the most prom­ising young man in “the young crowd,” so Belle se­lec­ted him. She let him see, made him fully aware, that she had se­lec­ted him, and Arch­ie was the sort of boy who could not with­stand such en­light­en­ment. Belle’s fam­ily were sorry for him. On his wed­ding day her sis­ters looked at the big, hand­some boy—he was twenty-four—as he walked down the aisle with his bride, and then they looked at each oth­er. His be­sot­ted con­fid­ence, his sober, ra­di­ant face, his gentle, pro­tect­ing arm, made them un­com­fort­able. Well, they were glad that he was go­ing West at once, to ful­fill his doom where they would not be on­look­ers. Any­how, they con­soled them­selves, they had got Belle off their hands.

			More than that, Belle seemed to have got her­self off her hands. Her re­puted pret­ti­ness must have been en­tirely the res­ult of de­term­in­a­tion, of a fierce little am­bi­tion. Once she had mar­ried, fastened her­self on someone, come to port—it van­ished like the or­na­ment­al plumage which drops away from some birds after the mat­ing sea­son. The one ag­gress­ive ac­tion of her life was over. She began to shrink in face and stature. Of her har­um-scar­um spir­it there was noth­ing left but the little screech. With­in a few years she looked as small and mean as she was.

			Thor’s chari­ot crept along. Thea ap­proached the house un­will­ingly. She didn’t care about the straw­ber­ries, any­how. She had come only be­cause she did not want to hurt Dr. Arch­ie’s feel­ings. She not only dis­liked Mrs. Arch­ie, she was a little afraid of her. While Thea was get­ting the heavy baby-buggy through the iron gate she heard someone call, “Wait a minute!” and Mrs. Arch­ie came run­ning around the house from the back door, her ap­ron over her head. She came to help with the buggy, be­cause she was afraid the wheels might scratch the paint off the gate­posts. She was a skinny little wo­man with a great pile of frizzy light hair on a small head.

			“Dr. Arch­ie told me to come up and pick some straw­ber­ries,” Thea muttered, wish­ing she had stayed at home.

			Mrs. Arch­ie led the way to the back door, squint­ing and shad­ing her eyes with her hand. “Wait a minute,” she said again, when Thea ex­plained why she had come.

			She went in­to her kit­chen and Thea sat down on the porch step. When Mrs. Arch­ie re­appeared she car­ried in her hand a little wooden but­ter-bas­ket trimmed with fringed tis­sue pa­per, which she must have brought home from some church sup­per. “You’ll have to have some­thing to put them in,” she said, ig­nor­ing the yawn­ing wil­low bas­ket which stood empty on Thor’s feet. “You can have this, and you needn’t mind about re­turn­ing it. You know about not tramp­ling the vines, don’t you?”

			Mrs. Arch­ie went back in­to the house and Thea leaned over in the sand and picked a few straw­ber­ries. As soon as she was sure that she was not go­ing to cry, she tossed the little bas­ket in­to the big one and ran Thor’s buggy along the gravel walk and out of the gate as fast as she could push it. She was angry, and she was ashamed for Dr. Arch­ie. She could not help think­ing how un­com­fort­able he would be if he ever found out about it. Little things like that were the ones that cut him most. She slunk home by the back way, and again al­most cried when she told her moth­er about it.

			Mrs. Kron­borg was fry­ing dough­nuts for her hus­band’s sup­per. She laughed as she dropped a new lot in­to the hot grease. “It’s won­der­ful, the way some people are made,” she de­clared. “But I wouldn’t let that up­set me if I was you. Think what it would be to live with it all the time. You look in the black pock­et­book in­side my hand­bag and take a dime and go down­town and get an ice-cream soda. That’ll make you feel bet­ter. Thor can have a little of the ice-cream if you feed it to him with a spoon. He likes it, don’t you, son?” She stooped to wipe his chin. Thor was only six months old and in­ar­tic­u­late, but it was quite true that he liked ice-cream.

		
	
		
			VI

			Seen from a bal­loon, Moon­stone would have looked like a Noah’s ark town set out in the sand and lightly shaded by gray-green tam­ar­isks and cot­ton­woods. A few people were try­ing to make soft maples grow in their turfed lawns, but the fash­ion of plant­ing in­con­gru­ous trees from the North At­lantic States had not be­come gen­er­al then, and the frail, brightly painted desert town was shaded by the light-re­flect­ing, wind-lov­ing trees of the desert, whose roots are al­ways seek­ing wa­ter and whose leaves are al­ways talk­ing about it, mak­ing the sound of rain. The long por­ous roots of the cot­ton­wood are ir­re­press­ible. They break in­to the wells as rats do in­to granar­ies, and thieve the wa­ter.

			The long street which con­nec­ted Moon­stone with the de­pot set­tle­ment tra­versed in its course a con­sid­er­able stretch of rough open coun­try, staked out in lots but not built up at all, a weedy hi­atus between the town and the rail­road. When you set out along this street to go to the sta­tion, you no­ticed that the houses be­came smal­ler and farther apart, un­til they ceased al­to­geth­er, and the board side­walk con­tin­ued its un­even course through sun­flower patches, un­til you reached the sol­it­ary, new brick Cath­ol­ic Church. The church stood there be­cause the land was giv­en to the par­ish by the man who owned the ad­join­ing waste lots, in the hope of mak­ing them more sal­able—“Far­ri­er’s Ad­di­tion,” this patch of prair­ie was called in the clerk’s of­fice. An eighth of a mile bey­ond the church was a washout, a deep sand-gully, where the board side­walk be­came a bridge for per­haps fifty feet. Just bey­ond the gully was old Uncle Billy Beem­er’s grove—twelve town lots set out in fine, well-grown cot­ton­wood trees, de­light­ful to look upon, or to listen to, as they swayed and rippled in the wind. Uncle Billy had been one of the most worth­less old drunk­ards who ever sat on a store box and told filthy stor­ies. One night he played hide-and-seek with a switch en­gine and got his sod­den brains knocked out. But his grove, the one cred­it­able thing he had ever done in his life, rustled on. Bey­ond this grove the houses of the de­pot set­tle­ment began, and the na­ked board walk, that had run in out of the sun­flowers, again be­came a link between hu­man dwell­ings.

			One af­ter­noon, late in the sum­mer, Dr. Howard Arch­ie was fight­ing his way back to town along this walk through a blind­ing sand­storm, a silk handker­chief tied over his mouth. He had been to see a sick wo­man down in the de­pot set­tle­ment, and he was walk­ing be­cause his ponies had been out for a hard drive that morn­ing.

			As he passed the Cath­ol­ic Church he came upon Thea and Thor. Thea was sit­ting in a child’s ex­press wag­on, her feet out be­hind, kick­ing the wag­on along and steer­ing by the tongue. Thor was on her lap and she held him with one arm. He had grown to be a big cub of a baby, with a con­sti­tu­tion­al griev­ance, and he had to be con­tinu­ally amused. Thea took him philo­soph­ic­ally, and tugged and pulled him about, get­ting as much fun as she could un­der her en­cum­brance. Her hair was blow­ing about her face, and her eyes were squint­ing so in­tently at the un­even board side­walk in front of her that she did not see the doc­tor un­til he spoke to her.

			“Look out, Thea. You’ll steer that young­ster in­to the ditch.”

			The wag­on stopped. Thea re­leased the tongue, wiped her hot, sandy face, and pushed back her hair. “Oh, no, I won’t! I nev­er ran off but once, and then he didn’t get any­thing but a bump. He likes this bet­ter than a baby buggy, and so do I.”

			“Are you go­ing to kick that cart all the way home?”

			“Of course. We take long trips; wherever there is a side­walk. It’s no good on the road.”

			“Looks to me like work­ing pretty hard for your fun. Are you go­ing to be busy to­night? Want to make a call with me? Span­ish Johnny’s come home again, all used up. His wife sent me word this morn­ing, and I said I’d go over to see him to­night. He’s an old chum of yours, isn’t he?”

			“Oh, I’m glad. She’s been cry­ing her eyes out. When did he come?”

			“Last night, on Num­ber Six. Paid his fare, they tell me. Too sick to beat it. There’ll come a time when that boy won’t get back, I’m afraid. Come around to my of­fice about eight o’clock—and you needn’t bring that!”

			Thor seemed to un­der­stand that he had been in­sul­ted, for he scowled and began to kick the side of the wag­on, shout­ing, “Go-go, go-go!” Thea leaned for­ward and grabbed the wag­on tongue. Dr. Arch­ie stepped in front of her and blocked the way. “Why don’t you make him wait? What do you let him boss you like that for?”

			“If he gets mad he throws him­self, and then I can’t do any­thing with him. When he’s mad he’s lots stronger than me, aren’t you, Thor?” Thea spoke with pride, and the idol was ap­peased. He grunted ap­prov­ingly as his sis­ter began to kick rap­idly be­hind her, and the wag­on rattled off and soon dis­ap­peared in the fly­ing cur­rents of sand.

			That even­ing Dr. Arch­ie was seated in his of­fice, his desk chair tilted back, read­ing by the light of a hot coal-oil lamp. All the win­dows were open, but the night was breath­less after the sand­storm, and his hair was moist where it hung over his fore­head. He was deeply en­grossed in his book and some­times smiled thought­fully as he read. When Thea Kron­borg entered quietly and slipped in­to a seat, he nod­ded, fin­ished his para­graph, in­ser­ted a book­mark, and rose to put the book back in­to the case. It was one out of the long row of uni­form volumes on the top shelf.

			“Nearly every time I come in, when you’re alone, you’re read­ing one of those books,” Thea re­marked thought­fully. “They must be very nice.”

			The doc­tor dropped back in­to his swiv­el chair, the mottled volume still in his hand. “They aren’t ex­actly books, Thea,” he said ser­i­ously. “They’re a city.”

			“A his­tory, you mean?”

			“Yes, and no. They’re a his­tory of a live city, not a dead one. A French­man un­der­took to write about a whole city­ful of people, all the kinds he knew. And he got them nearly all in, I guess. Yes, it’s very in­ter­est­ing. You’ll like to read it some day, when you’re grown up.”

			Thea leaned for­ward and made out the title on the back, “A Dis­tin­guished Pro­vin­cial in Par­is.”

			“It doesn’t sound very in­ter­est­ing.”

			“Per­haps not, but it is.” The doc­tor scru­tin­ized her broad face, low enough to be in the dir­ect light from un­der the green lamp shade. “Yes,” he went on with some sat­is­fac­tion, “I think you’ll like them some day. You’re al­ways curi­ous about people, and I ex­pect this man knew more about people than any­body that ever lived.”

			“City people or coun­try people?”

			“Both. People are pretty much the same every­where.”

			“Oh, no, they’re not. The people who go through in the din­ing-car aren’t like us.”

			“What makes you think they aren’t, my girl? Their clothes?”

			Thea shook her head. “No, it’s some­thing else. I don’t know.” Her eyes shif­ted un­der the doc­tor’s search­ing gaze and she glanced up at the row of books. “How soon will I be old enough to read them?”

			“Soon enough, soon enough, little girl.” The doc­tor pat­ted her hand and looked at her in­dex fin­ger. “The nail’s com­ing all right, isn’t it? But I think that man makes you prac­tice too much. You have it on your mind all the time.” He had no­ticed that when she talked to him she was al­ways open­ing and shut­ting her hands. “It makes you nervous.”

			“No, he don’t,” Thea replied stub­bornly, watch­ing Dr. Arch­ie re­turn the book to its niche.

			He took up a black leath­er case, put on his hat, and they went down the dark stairs in­to the street. The sum­mer moon hung full in the sky. For the time be­ing, it was the great fact in the world. Bey­ond the edge of the town the plain was so white that every clump of sage stood out dis­tinct from the sand, and the dunes looked like a shin­ing lake. The doc­tor took off his straw hat and car­ried it in his hand as they walked to­ward Mex­ic­an Town, across the sand.

			North of Pueblo, Mex­ic­an set­tle­ments were rare in Col­or­ado then. This one had come about ac­ci­dent­ally. Span­ish Johnny was the first Mex­ic­an who came to Moon­stone. He was a paint­er and dec­or­at­or, and had been work­ing in Trin­id­ad, when Ray Kennedy told him there was a “boom” on in Moon­stone, and a good many new build­ings were go­ing up. A year after Johnny settled in Moon­stone, his cous­in, Famos Ser­reños, came to work in the brick­yard; then Ser­reños’ cous­ins came to help him. Dur­ing the strike, the mas­ter mech­an­ic put a gang of Mex­ic­ans to work in the round­house. The Mex­ic­ans had ar­rived so quietly, with their blankets and mu­sic­al in­stru­ments, that be­fore Moon­stone was awake to the fact, there was a Mex­ic­an quarter; a dozen fam­il­ies or more.

			As Thea and the doc­tor ap­proached the ’dobe houses, they heard a gui­tar, and a rich ba­rytone voice—that of Famos Ser­reños—singing “La Golan­drina.” All the Mex­ic­an houses had neat little yards, with tam­ar­isk hedges and flowers, and walks bordered with shells or white­washed stones. Johnny’s house was dark. His wife, Mrs. Tel­lamantez, was sit­ting on the door­step, comb­ing her long, blue-black hair. (Mex­ic­an wo­men are like the Spartans; when they are in trouble, in love, un­der stress of any kind, they comb and comb their hair.) She rose without em­bar­rass­ment or apo­logy, comb in hand, and greeted the doc­tor.

			“Good even­ing; will you go in?” she asked in a low, mu­sic­al voice. “He is in the back room. I will make a light.” She fol­lowed them in­doors, lit a candle and handed it to the doc­tor, point­ing to­ward the bed­room. Then she went back and sat down on her door­step.

			Dr. Arch­ie and Thea went in­to the bed­room, which was dark and quiet. There was a bed in the corner, and a man was ly­ing on the clean sheets. On the table be­side him was a glass pitch­er, half-full of wa­ter. Span­ish Johnny looked young­er than his wife, and when he was in health he was very hand­some: slender, gold-colored, with wavy black hair, a round, smooth throat, white teeth, and burn­ing black eyes. His pro­file was strong and severe, like an In­di­an’s. What was termed his “wild­ness” showed it­self only in his fe­ver­ish eyes and in the col­or that burned on his tawny cheeks. That night he was a cop­pery green, and his eyes were like black holes. He opened them when the doc­tor held the candle be­fore his face.

			“Mi testa!” he muttered, “mi testa,” doc­tor. “La fiebre!” See­ing the doc­tor’s com­pan­ion at the foot of the bed, he at­temp­ted a smile. “Muchacha!” he ex­claimed de­prec­at­ingly.

			Dr. Arch­ie stuck a ther­mo­met­er in­to his mouth. “Now, Thea, you can run out­side and wait for me.”

			Thea slipped noise­lessly through the dark house and joined Mrs. Tel­lamantez. The somber Mex­ic­an wo­man did not seem in­clined to talk, but her nod was friendly. Thea sat down on the warm sand, her back to the moon, fa­cing Mrs. Tel­lamantez on her door­step, and began to count the moon flowers on the vine that ran over the house. Mrs. Tel­lamantez was al­ways con­sidered a very homely wo­man. Her face was of a strongly marked type not sym­path­et­ic to Amer­ic­ans. Such long, oval faces, with a full chin, a large, mo­bile mouth, a high nose, are not un­com­mon in Spain. Mrs. Tel­lamantez could not write her name, and could read but little. Her strong nature lived upon it­self. She was chiefly known in Moon­stone for her for­bear­ance with her in­cor­ri­gible hus­band.

			Nobody knew ex­actly what was the mat­ter with Johnny, and every­body liked him. His pop­ular­ity would have been un­usu­al for a white man, for a Mex­ic­an it was un­pre­ced­en­ted. His tal­ents were his un­do­ing. He had a high, un­cer­tain ten­or voice, and he played the man­dolin with ex­cep­tion­al skill. Peri­od­ic­ally he went crazy. There was no oth­er way to ex­plain his be­ha­vi­or. He was a clev­er work­man, and, when he worked, as reg­u­lar and faith­ful as a burro. Then some night he would fall in with a crowd at the sa­loon and be­gin to sing. He would go on un­til he had no voice left, un­til he wheezed and rasped. Then he would play his man­dolin furi­ously, and drink un­til his eyes sank back in­to his head. At last, when he was put out of the sa­loon at clos­ing time, and could get nobody to listen to him, he would run away—along the rail­road track, straight across the desert. He al­ways man­aged to get aboard a freight some­where. Once bey­ond Den­ver, he played his way south­ward from sa­loon to sa­loon un­til he got across the bor­der. He nev­er wrote to his wife; but she would soon be­gin to get news­pa­pers from La Junta, Al­buquerque, Chi­hua­hua, with marked para­graphs an­noun­cing that Juan Tel­lamantez and his won­der­ful man­dolin could be heard at the Jack Rab­bit Grill, or the Pearl of Cad­iz Sa­loon. Mrs. Tel­lamantez waited and wept and combed her hair. When he was com­pletely wrung out and burned up—all but des­troyed—her Juan al­ways came back to her to be taken care of—once with an ugly knife wound in the neck, once with a fin­ger miss­ing from his right hand—but he played just as well with three fin­gers as he had with four.

			Pub­lic sen­ti­ment was le­ni­ent to­ward Johnny, but every­body was dis­gus­ted with Mrs. Tel­lamantez for put­ting up with him. She ought to dis­cip­line him, people said; she ought to leave him; she had no self-re­spect. In short, Mrs. Tel­lamantez got all the blame. Even Thea thought she was much too humble. To­night, as she sat with her back to the moon, look­ing at the moon flowers and Mrs. Tel­lamantez’s somber face, she was think­ing that there is noth­ing so sad in the world as that kind of pa­tience and resig­na­tion. It was much worse than Johnny’s crazi­ness. She even wondered wheth­er it did not help to make Johnny crazy. People had no right to be so pass­ive and resigned. She would like to roll over and over in the sand and screech at Mrs. Tel­lamantez. She was glad when the doc­tor came out.

			The Mex­ic­an wo­man rose and stood re­spect­ful and ex­pect­ant. The doc­tor held his hat in his hand and looked kindly at her.

			“Same old thing, Mrs. Tel­lamantez. He’s no worse than he’s been be­fore. I’ve left some medi­cine. Don’t give him any­thing but toast wa­ter un­til I see him again. You’re a good nurse; you’ll get him out.” Dr. Arch­ie smiled en­cour­agingly. He glanced about the little garden and wrinkled his brows. “I can’t see what makes him be­have so. He’s killing him­self, and he’s not a rowdy sort of fel­low. Can’t you tie him up some­way? Can’t you tell when these fits are com­ing on?”

			Mrs. Tel­lamantez put her hand to her fore­head. “The sa­loon, doc­tor, the ex­cite­ment; that is what makes him. People listen to him, and it ex­cites him.”

			The doc­tor shook his head. “Maybe. He’s too much for my cal­cu­la­tions. I don’t see what he gets out of it.”

			“He is al­ways fooled”—the Mex­ic­an wo­man spoke rap­idly and trem­u­lously, her long un­der lip quiv­er­ing.

			“He is good at heart, but he has no head. He fools him­self. You do not un­der­stand in this coun­try, you are pro­gress­ive. But he has no judg­ment, and he is fooled.” She stooped quickly, took up one of the white conch-shells that bordered the walk, and, with an apo­lo­get­ic in­clin­a­tion of her head, held it to Dr. Arch­ie’s ear. “Listen, doc­tor. You hear some­thing in there? You hear the sea; and yet the sea is very far from here. You have judg­ment, and you know that. But he is fooled. To him, it is the sea it­self. A little thing is big to him.” She bent and placed the shell in the white row, with its fel­lows. Thea took it up softly and pressed it to her own ear. The sound in it startled her; it was like some­thing call­ing one. So that was why Johnny ran away. There was some­thing awe-in­spir­ing about Mrs. Tel­lamantez and her shell.

			Thea caught Dr. Arch­ie’s hand and squeezed it hard as she skipped along be­side him back to­ward Moon­stone. She went home, and the doc­tor went back to his lamp and his book. He nev­er left his of­fice un­til after mid­night. If he did not play whist or pool in the even­ing, he read. It had be­come a habit with him to lose him­self.

		
	
		
			VII

			Thea’s twelfth birth­day had passed a few weeks be­fore her mem­or­able call upon Mrs. Tel­lamantez. There was a worthy man in Moon­stone who was already plan­ning to marry Thea as soon as she should be old enough. His name was Ray Kennedy, his age was thirty, and he was con­duct­or on a freight train, his run be­ing from Moon­stone to Den­ver. Ray was a big fel­low, with a square, open Amer­ic­an face, a rock chin, and fea­tures that one would nev­er hap­pen to re­mem­ber. He was an ag­gress­ive ideal­ist, a free­thinker, and, like most rail­road men, deeply sen­ti­ment­al. Thea liked him for reas­ons that had to do with the ad­ven­tur­ous life he had led in Mex­ico and the South­w­est, rather than for any­thing very per­son­al. She liked him, too, be­cause he was the only one of her friends who ever took her to the sand hills. The sand hills were a con­stant tan­tal­iz­a­tion; she loved them bet­ter than any­thing near Moon­stone, and yet she could so sel­dom get to them. The first dunes were ac­cess­ible enough; they were only a few miles bey­ond the Kohlers’, and she could run out there any day when she could do her prac­ti­cing in the morn­ing and get Thor off her hands for an af­ter­noon. But the real hills—the Tur­quoise Hills, the Mex­ic­ans called them—were ten good miles away, and one reached them by a heavy, sandy road. Dr. Arch­ie some­times took Thea on his long drives, but as nobody lived in the sand hills, he nev­er had calls to make in that dir­ec­tion. Ray Kennedy was her only hope of get­ting there.

			This sum­mer Thea had not been to the hills once, though Ray had planned sev­er­al Sunday ex­ped­i­tions. Once Thor was sick, and once the or­gan­ist in her fath­er’s church was away and Thea had to play the or­gan for the three Sunday ser­vices. But on the first Sunday in Septem­ber, Ray drove up to the Kron­borgs’ front gate at nine o’clock in the morn­ing and the party ac­tu­ally set off. Gun­ner and Axel went with Thea, and Ray had asked Span­ish Johnny to come and to bring Mrs. Tel­lamantez and his man­dolin. Ray was art­lessly fond of mu­sic, es­pe­cially of Mex­ic­an mu­sic. He and Mrs. Tel­lamantez had got up the lunch between them, and they were to make cof­fee in the desert.

			When they left Mex­ic­an Town, Thea was on the front seat with Ray and Johnny, and Gun­ner and Axel sat be­hind with Mrs. Tel­lamantez. They ob­jec­ted to this, of course, but there were some things about which Thea would have her own way. “As stub­born as a Finn,” Mrs. Kron­borg some­times said of her, quot­ing an old Swedish say­ing. When they passed the Kohlers’, old Fritz and Wun­sch were cut­ting grapes at the ar­bor. Thea gave them a busi­ness­like nod. Wun­sch came to the gate and looked after them. He di­vined Ray Kennedy’s hopes, and he dis­trus­ted every ex­ped­i­tion that led away from the pi­ano. Un­con­sciously he made Thea pay for frivol­ous­ness of this sort.

			As Ray Kennedy’s party fol­lowed the faint road across the sagebrush, they heard be­hind them the sound of church bells, which gave them a sense of es­cape and bound­less free­dom. Every rab­bit that shot across the path, every sage hen that flew up by the trail, was like a run­away thought, a mes­sage that one sent in­to the desert. As they went farther, the il­lu­sion of the mirage be­came more in­stead of less con­vin­cing; a shal­low sil­ver lake that spread for many miles, a little misty in the sun­light. Here and there one saw re­flec­ted the im­age of a heifer, turned loose to live upon the sparse sand-grass. They were mag­ni­fied to a pre­pos­ter­ous height and looked like mam­moths, pre­his­tor­ic beasts stand­ing sol­it­ary in the wa­ters that for many thou­sands of years ac­tu­ally washed over that desert—the mirage it­self may be the ghost of that long-van­ished sea. Bey­ond the phantom lake lay the line of many-colored hills; rich, sun­baked yel­low, glow­ing tur­quoise, lav­ender, purple; all the open, pas­tel col­ors of the desert.

			After the first five miles the road grew heav­ier. The horses had to slow down to a walk and the wheels sank deep in­to the sand, which now lay in long ridges, like waves, where the last high wind had drif­ted it. Two hours brought the party to Pedro’s Cup, named for a Mex­ic­an des­per­ado who had once held the sher­iff at bay there. The Cup was a great am­phi­theat­er, cut out in the hills, its floor smooth and packed hard, dot­ted with sagebrush and grease­wood.

			On either side of the Cup the yel­low hills ran north and south, with wind­ing rav­ines between them, full of soft sand which drained down from the crum­bling banks. On the sur­face of this flu­id sand, one could find bits of bril­liant stone, crys­tals and agates and onyx, and pet­ri­fied wood as red as blood. Dried toads and liz­ards were to be found there, too. Birds, de­com­pos­ing more rap­idly, left only feathered skel­et­ons.

			After a little re­con­noiter­ing, Mrs. Tel­lamantez de­clared that it was time for lunch, and Ray took his hatchet and began to cut grease­wood, which burns fiercely in its green state. The little boys dragged the bushes to the spot that Mrs. Tel­lamantez had chosen for her fire. Mex­ic­an wo­men like to cook out of doors.

			After lunch Thea sent Gun­ner and Axel to hunt for agates. “If you see a rattlesnake, run. Don’t try to kill it,” she en­joined.

			Gun­ner hes­it­ated. “If Ray would let me take the hatchet, I could kill one all right.”

			Mrs. Tel­lamantez smiled and said some­thing to Johnny in Span­ish.

			“Yes,” her hus­band replied, trans­lat­ing, “they say in Mex­ico, kill a snake but nev­er hurt his feel­ings. Down in the hot coun­try, muchacha,” turn­ing to Thea, “people keep a pet snake in the house to kill rats and mice. They call him the house snake. They keep a little mat for him by the fire, and at night he curl up there and sit with the fam­ily, just as friendly!”

			Gun­ner sniffed with dis­gust. “Well, I think that’s a dirty Mex­ic­an way to keep house; so there!”

			Johnny shrugged his shoulders. “Per­haps,” he muttered. A Mex­ic­an learns to dive be­low in­sults or soar above them, after he crosses the bor­der.

			By this time the south wall of the am­phi­theat­er cast a nar­row shelf of shad­ow, and the party with­drew to this refuge. Ray and Johnny began to talk about the Grand Canyon and Death Val­ley, two places much shrouded in mys­tery in those days, and Thea listened in­tently. Mrs. Tel­lamantez took out her drawn-work and pinned it to her knee. Ray could talk well about the large part of the con­tin­ent over which he had been knocked about, and Johnny was ap­pre­ci­at­ive.

			“You been all over, pretty near. Like a Span­ish boy,” he com­men­ted re­spect­fully.

			Ray, who had taken off his coat, whetted his pock­etknife thought­fully on the sole of his shoe. “I began to browse around early. I had a mind to see some­thing of this world, and I ran away from home be­fore I was twelve. Rustled for my­self ever since.”

			“Ran away?” Johnny looked hope­ful. “What for?”

			“Couldn’t make it go with my old man, and didn’t take to farm­ing. There were plenty of boys at home. I wasn’t missed.”

			Thea wriggled down in the hot sand and res­ted her chin on her arm. “Tell Johnny about the mel­ons, Ray, please do!”

			Ray’s sol­id, sun­burned cheeks grew a shade red­der, and he looked re­proach­fully at Thea. “You’re stuck on that story, kid. You like to get the laugh on me, don’t you? That was the fin­ish­ing split I had with my old man, John. He had a claim along the creek, not far from Den­ver, and raised a little garden stuff for mar­ket. One day he had a load of mel­ons and he de­cided to take ’em to town and sell ’em along the street, and he made me go along and drive for him. Den­ver wasn’t the queen city it is now, by any means, but it seemed a ter­rible big place to me; and when we got there, if he didn’t make me drive right up Cap­it­ol Hill! Pap got out and stopped at folkses houses to ask if they didn’t want to buy any mel­ons, and I was to drive along slow. The farther I went the mad­der I got, but I was try­ing to look un­con­scious, when the end-gate came loose and one of the mel­ons fell out and squashed. Just then a swell girl, all dressed up, comes out of one of the big houses and calls out, ‘Hello, boy, you’re los­ing your mel­ons!’ Some dudes on the oth­er side of the street took their hats off to her and began to laugh. I couldn’t stand it any longer. I grabbed the whip and lit in­to that team, and they tore up the hill like jack­rab­bits, them damned mel­ons boun­cing out the back every jump, the old man cussin’ an’ yel­lin’ be­hind and every­body laugh­in’. I nev­er looked be­hind, but the whole of Cap­it­ol Hill must have been a mess with them squashed mel­ons. I didn’t stop the team till I got out of sight of town. Then I pulled up an’ left ’em with a ranch­er I was ac­quain­ted with, and I nev­er went home to get the lickin’ that was waitin’ for me. I ex­pect it’s waitin’ for me yet.”

			Thea rolled over in the sand. “Oh, I wish I could have seen those mel­ons fly, Ray! I’ll nev­er see any­thing as funny as that. Now, tell Johnny about your first job.”

			Ray had a col­lec­tion of good stor­ies. He was ob­ser­v­ant, truth­ful, and kindly—per­haps the chief re­quis­ites in a good storyteller. Oc­ca­sion­ally he used news­pa­per phrases, con­scien­tiously learned in his ef­forts at self-in­struc­tion, but when he talked nat­ur­ally he was al­ways worth listen­ing to. Nev­er hav­ing had any school­ing to speak of, he had, al­most from the time he first ran away, tried to make good his loss. As a sheep­her­der he had wor­ried an old gram­mar to tat­ters, and read in­struct­ive books with the help of a pock­et dic­tion­ary. By the light of many camp­fires he had pondered upon Prescott’s his­tor­ies, and the works of Wash­ing­ton Irving, which he bought at a high price from a book-agent. Math­em­at­ics and phys­ics were easy for him, but gen­er­al cul­ture came hard, and he was de­term­ined to get it. Ray was a free­thinker, and in­con­sist­ently be­lieved him­self damned for be­ing one. When he was brak­ing, down on the Santa Fe, at the end of his run he used to climb in­to the up­per bunk of the ca­boose, while a noisy gang played poker about the stove be­low him, and by the roof-lamp read Robert In­ger­soll’s speeches and The Age of Reas­on.

			Ray was a loy­al-hearted fel­low, and it had cost him a great deal to give up his God. He was one of the stepchil­dren of For­tune, and he had very little to show for all his hard work; the oth­er fel­low al­ways got the best of it. He had come in too late, or too early, on sev­er­al schemes that had made money. He brought with him from all his wan­der­ings a good deal of in­form­a­tion (more or less cor­rect in it­self, but un­re­lated, and there­fore mis­lead­ing), a high stand­ard of per­son­al hon­or, a sen­ti­ment­al ven­er­a­tion for all wo­men, bad as well as good, and a bit­ter hatred of Eng­lish­men. Thea of­ten thought that the nicest thing about Ray was his love for Mex­ico and the Mex­ic­ans, who had been kind to him when he drif­ted, a home­less boy, over the bor­der. In Mex­ico, Ray was Señor Ken-áy-dy, and when he answered to that name he was some­how a dif­fer­ent fel­low. He spoke Span­ish flu­ently, and the sunny warmth of that tongue kept him from be­ing quite as hard as his chin, or as nar­row as his pop­u­lar sci­ence.

			While Ray was smoking his ci­gar, he and Johnny fell to talk­ing about the great for­tunes that had been made in the South­w­est, and about fel­lows they knew who had “struck it rich.”

			“I guess you been in on some big deals down there?” Johnny asked trust­fully.

			Ray smiled and shook his head. “I’ve been out on some, John. I’ve nev­er been ex­actly in on any. So far, I’ve either held on too long or let go too soon. But mine’s com­ing to me, all right.” Ray looked re­flect­ive. He leaned back in the shad­ow and dug out a rest for his el­bow in the sand. “The nar­row­est es­cape I ever had, was in the Bridal Cham­ber. If I hadn’t let go there, it would have made me rich. That was a close call.”

			Johnny looked de­lighted. “You don’ say! She was sil­ver mine, I guess?”

			“I guess she was! Down at Lake Val­ley. I put up a few hun­dred for the pro­spect­or, and he gave me a bunch of stock. Be­fore we’d got any­thing out of it, my broth­er-in-law died of the fever in Cuba. My sis­ter was be­side her­self to get his body back to Col­or­ado to bury him. Seemed fool­ish to me, but she’s the only sis­ter I got. It’s ex­pens­ive for dead folks to travel, and I had to sell my stock in the mine to raise the money to get Elmer on the move. Two months af­ter­ward, the boys struck that big pock­et in the rock, full of vir­gin sil­ver. They named her the Bridal Cham­ber. It wasn’t ore, you re­mem­ber. It was pure, soft met­al you could have melted right down in­to dol­lars. The boys cut it out with chisels. If old Elmer hadn’t played that trick on me, I’d have been in for about fifty thou­sand. That was a close call, Span­ish.”

			“I re­col­lec’. When the pock­et gone, the town go bust.”

			“You bet. High­er’n a kite. There was no vein, just a pock­et in the rock that had some­time or an­oth­er got filled up with mol­ten sil­ver. You’d think there would be more some­where about, but nada. There’s fools dig­ging holes in that moun­tain yet.”

			When Ray had fin­ished his ci­gar, Johnny took his man­dolin and began Kennedy’s fa­vor­ite, “Ul­timo Amor.” It was now three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, the hot­test hour in the day. The nar­row shelf of shad­ow had widened un­til the floor of the am­phi­theat­er was marked off in two halves, one glit­ter­ing yel­low, and one purple. The little boys had come back and were mak­ing a rob­bers’ cave to en­act the bold deeds of Pedro the ban­dit. Johnny, stretched grace­fully on the sand, passed from “Ul­timo Amor” to “Flu­via de Oro,” and then to “Noches de Al­ger­ia,” play­ing lan­guidly.

			Every­one was busy with his own thoughts. Mrs. Tel­lamantez was think­ing of the square in the little town in which she was born; of the white church steps, with people gen­u­flect­ing as they passed, and the round-topped aca­cia trees, and the band play­ing in the plaza. Ray Kennedy was think­ing of the fu­ture, dream­ing the large West­ern dream of easy money, of a for­tune kicked up some­where in the hills—an oil well, a gold mine, a ledge of cop­per. He al­ways told him­self, when he ac­cep­ted a ci­gar from a newly mar­ried rail­road man, that he knew enough not to marry un­til he had found his ideal, and could keep her like a queen. He be­lieved that in the yel­low head over there in the sand he had found his ideal, and that by the time she was old enough to marry, he would be able to keep her like a queen. He would kick it up from some­where, when he got loose from the rail­road.

			Thea, stirred by tales of ad­ven­ture, of the Grand Canyon and Death Val­ley, was re­call­ing a great ad­ven­ture of her own. Early in the sum­mer her fath­er had been in­vited to con­duct a re­union of old fron­ti­ers­men, up in Wyom­ing, near Lara­m­ie, and he took Thea along with him to play the or­gan and sing pat­ri­ot­ic songs. There they stayed at the house of an old ranch­man who told them about a ridge up in the hills called Lara­m­ie Plain, where the wag­on-trails of the Forty-nin­ers and the Mor­mons were still vis­ible. The old man even vo­lun­teered to take Mr. Kron­borg up in­to the hills to see this place, though it was a very long drive to make in one day. Thea had begged frantic­ally to go along, and the old ranch­er, flattered by her rapt at­ten­tion to his stor­ies, had in­ter­ceded for her.

			They set out from Lara­m­ie be­fore day­light, be­hind a strong team of mules. All the way there was much talk of the Forty-nin­ers. The old ranch­er had been a team­ster in a freight train that used to crawl back and forth across the plains between Omaha and Cherry Creek, as Den­ver was then called, and he had met many a wag­on train bound for Cali­for­nia. He told of In­di­ans and buf­falo, thirst and slaughter, wan­der­ings in snowstorms, and lonely graves in the desert.

			The road they fol­lowed was a wild and beau­ti­ful one. It led up and up, by gran­ite rocks and stun­ted pines, around deep rav­ines and echo­ing gorges. The top of the ridge, when they reached it, was a great flat plain, strewn with white boulders, with the wind howl­ing over it. There was not one trail, as Thea had ex­pec­ted; there were a score; deep fur­rows, cut in the earth by heavy wag­on wheels, and now grown over with dry, whit­ish grass. The fur­rows ran side by side; when one trail had been worn too deep, the next party had aban­doned it and made a new trail to the right or left. They were, in­deed, only old wag­on ruts, run­ning east and west, and grown over with grass. But as Thea ran about among the white stones, her skirts blow­ing this way and that, the wind brought to her eyes tears that might have come any­way. The old ranch­er picked up an iron ox-shoe from one of the fur­rows and gave it to her for a keep­sake. To the west one could see range after range of blue moun­tains, and at last the snowy range, with its white, windy peaks, the clouds caught here and there on their spurs. Again and again Thea had to hide her face from the cold for a mo­ment. The wind nev­er slept on this plain, the old man said. Every little while eagles flew over.

			Com­ing up from Lara­m­ie, the old man had told them that he was in Browns­ville, Neb­raska, when the first tele­graph wires were put across the Mis­souri River, and that the first mes­sage that ever crossed the river was “West­ward the course of Em­pire takes its way.” He had been in the room when the in­stru­ment began to click, and all the men there had, without think­ing what they were do­ing, taken off their hats, wait­ing bare­headed to hear the mes­sage trans­lated. Thea re­membered that mes­sage when she sighted down the wag­on tracks to­ward the blue moun­tains. She told her­self she would nev­er, nev­er for­get it. The spir­it of hu­man cour­age seemed to live up there with the eagles. For long after, when she was moved by a Fourth-of-Ju­ly ora­tion, or a band, or a cir­cus parade, she was apt to re­mem­ber that windy ridge.

			Today she went to sleep while she was think­ing about it. When Ray wakened her, the horses were hitched to the wag­on and Gun­ner and Axel were beg­ging for a place on the front seat. The air had cooled, the sun was set­ting, and the desert was on fire. Thea con­ten­tedly took the back seat with Mrs. Tel­lamantez. As they drove home­ward the stars began to come out, pale yel­low in a yel­low sky, and Ray and Johnny began to sing one of those rail­road dit­ties that are usu­ally born on the South­ern Pa­cific and run the length of the Santa Fe and the “Q” sys­tem be­fore they die to give place to a new one. This was a song about a Greas­er dance, the re­frain be­ing some­thing like this:—

			
				
					Pedró, Pedró, swing high, swing low,
					

					And it’s al­lamand left again;
					

					For there’s boys that’s bold and there’s some that’s cold,
					

					But the gold boys come from Spain,
					

					Oh, the gold boys come from Spain!
				

			

		
	
		
			VIII

			Winter was long in com­ing that year. Through­out Oc­to­ber the days were bathed in sun­light and the air was clear as crys­tal. The town kept its cheer­ful sum­mer as­pect, the desert glistened with light, the sand hills every day went through ma­gic­al changes of col­or. The scar­let sage bloomed late in the front yards, the cot­ton­wood leaves were bright gold long be­fore they fell, and it was not un­til Novem­ber that the green on the tam­ar­isks began to cloud and fade. There was a flurry of snow about Thanks­giv­ing, and then Decem­ber came on warm and clear.

			Thea had three mu­sic pu­pils now, little girls whose moth­ers de­clared that Pro­fess­or Wun­sch was “much too severe.” They took their les­sons on Sat­urday, and this, of course, cut down her time for play. She did not really mind this be­cause she was al­lowed to use the money—her pu­pils paid her twenty-five cents a les­son—to fit up a little room for her­self up­stairs in the half-story. It was the end room of the wing, and was not plastered, but was snugly lined with soft pine. The ceil­ing was so low that a grown per­son could reach it with the palm of the hand, and it sloped down on either side. There was only one win­dow, but it was a double one and went to the floor. In Oc­to­ber, while the days were still warm, Thea and Til­lie papered the room, walls and ceil­ing in the same pa­per, small red and brown roses on a yel­low­ish ground. Thea bought a brown cot­ton car­pet, and her big broth­er, Gus, put it down for her one Sunday. She made white cheese­cloth cur­tains and hung them on a tape. Her moth­er gave her an old wal­nut dress­er with a broken mir­ror, and she had her own dumpy wal­nut single bed, and a blue wash­bowl and pitch­er which she had drawn at a church fair lot­tery. At the head of her bed she had a tall round wooden hat-crate, from the cloth­ing store. This, stand­ing on end and draped with cre­tonne, made a fairly steady table for her lan­tern. She was not al­lowed to take a lamp up­stairs, so Ray Kennedy gave her a rail­road lan­tern by which she could read at night.

			In winter this loft room of Thea’s was bit­terly cold, but against her moth­er’s ad­vice—and Til­lie’s—she al­ways left her win­dow open a little way. Mrs. Kron­borg de­clared that she “had no pa­tience with Amer­ic­an physiology,” though the les­sons about the in­jur­i­ous ef­fects of al­co­hol and to­bacco were well enough for the boys. Thea asked Dr. Arch­ie about the win­dow, and he told her that a girl who sang must al­ways have plenty of fresh air, or her voice would get husky, and that the cold would harden her throat. The im­port­ant thing, he said, was to keep your feet warm. On very cold nights Thea al­ways put a brick in the oven after sup­per, and when she went up­stairs she wrapped it in an old flan­nel pet­ti­coat and put it in her bed. The boys, who would nev­er heat bricks for them­selves, some­times car­ried off Thea’s, and thought it a good joke to get ahead of her.

			When Thea first plunged in between her red blankets, the cold some­times kept her awake for a good while, and she com­for­ted her­self by re­mem­ber­ing all she could of Po­lar Ex­plor­a­tions, a fat, calf-bound volume her fath­er had bought from a book-agent, and by think­ing about the mem­bers of Greely’s party: how they lay in their frozen sleep­ing-bags, each man hoard­ing the warmth of his own body and try­ing to make it last as long as pos­sible against the on­com­ing cold that would be ever­last­ing. After half an hour or so, a warm wave crept over her body and round, sturdy legs; she glowed like a little stove with the warmth of her own blood, and the heavy quilts and red blankets grew warm wherever they touched her, though her breath some­times froze on the cov­er­lid. Be­fore day­light, her in­tern­al fires went down a little, and she of­ten wakened to find her­self drawn up in­to a tight ball, some­what stiff in the legs. But that made it all the easi­er to get up.

			The ac­quis­i­tion of this room was the be­gin­ning of a new era in Thea’s life. It was one of the most im­port­ant things that ever happened to her. Hitherto, ex­cept in sum­mer, when she could be out of doors, she had lived in con­stant tur­moil; the fam­ily, the day school, the Sunday-School. The clam­or about her drowned the voice with­in her­self. In the end of the wing, sep­ar­ated from the oth­er up­stairs sleep­ing-rooms by a long, cold, un­fin­ished lum­ber room, her mind worked bet­ter. She thought things out more clearly. Pleas­ant plans and ideas oc­curred to her which had nev­er come be­fore. She had cer­tain thoughts which were like com­pan­ions, ideas which were like older and wiser friends. She left them there in the morn­ing, when she fin­ished dress­ing in the cold, and at night, when she came up with her lan­tern and shut the door after a busy day, she found them await­ing her. There was no pos­sible way of heat­ing the room, but that was for­tu­nate, for oth­er­wise it would have been oc­cu­pied by one of her older broth­ers.

			From the time when she moved up in­to the wing, Thea began to live a double life. Dur­ing the day, when the hours were full of tasks, she was one of the Kron­borg chil­dren, but at night she was a dif­fer­ent per­son. On Fri­day and Sat­urday nights she al­ways read for a long while after she was in bed. She had no clock, and there was no one to nag her.

			Ray Kennedy, on his way from the de­pot to his board­ing­house, of­ten looked up and saw Thea’s light burn­ing when the rest of the house was dark, and felt cheered as by a friendly greet­ing. He was a faith­ful soul, and many dis­ap­point­ments had not changed his nature. He was still, at heart, the same boy who, when he was six­teen, had settled down to freeze with his sheep in a Wyom­ing bliz­zard, and had been res­cued only to play the los­ing game of fi­del­ity to oth­er charges.

			Ray had no very clear idea of what might be go­ing on in Thea’s head, but he knew that some­thing was. He used to re­mark to Span­ish Johnny, “That girl is de­vel­op­ing some­thing fine.” Thea was pa­tient with Ray, even in re­gard to the liber­ties he took with her name. Out­side the fam­ily, every­one in Moon­stone, ex­cept Wun­sch and Dr. Arch­ie, called her “Thee-a,” but this seemed cold and dis­tant to Ray, so he called her “Thee.” Once, in a mo­ment of ex­as­per­a­tion, Thea asked him why he did this, and he ex­plained that he once had a chum, Theodore, whose name was al­ways ab­bre­vi­ated thus, and that since he was killed down on the Santa Fe, it seemed nat­ur­al to call some­body “Thee.” Thea sighed and sub­mit­ted. She was al­ways help­less be­fore homely sen­ti­ment and usu­ally changed the sub­ject.

			It was the cus­tom for each of the dif­fer­ent Sunday Schools in Moon­stone to give a con­cert on Christ­mas Eve. But this year all the churches were to unite and give, as was an­nounced from the pul­pits, “a semi-sac­red con­cert of picked tal­ent” at the op­era house. The Moon­stone Or­ches­tra, un­der the dir­ec­tion of Pro­fess­or Wun­sch, was to play, and the most tal­en­ted mem­bers of each Sunday School were to take part in the pro­gramme. Thea was put down by the com­mit­tee “for in­stru­ment­al.” This made her in­dig­nant, for the vo­cal num­bers were al­ways more pop­u­lar. Thea went to the pres­id­ent of the com­mit­tee and de­man­ded hotly if her rival, Lily Fish­er, were go­ing to sing. The pres­id­ent was a big, flor­id, powdered wo­man, a fierce W.C.T.U. work­er, one of Thea’s nat­ur­al en­emies. Her name was John­son; her hus­band kept the liv­ery stable, and she was called Mrs. Liv­ery John­son, to dis­tin­guish her from oth­er fam­il­ies of the same sur­name. Mrs. John­son was a prom­in­ent Baptist, and Lily Fish­er was the Baptist prodigy. There was a not very Chris­ti­an rivalry between the Baptist Church and Mr. Kron­borg’s church.

			When Thea asked Mrs. John­son wheth­er her rival was to be al­lowed to sing, Mrs. John­son, with an eager­ness which told how she had waited for this mo­ment, replied that “Lily was go­ing to re­cite to be ob­li­ging, and to give oth­er chil­dren a chance to sing.” As she de­livered this thrust, her eyes glittered more than the An­cient Mar­iner’s, Thea thought. Mrs. John­son dis­ap­proved of the way in which Thea was be­ing brought up, of a child whose chosen as­so­ci­ates were Mex­ic­ans and sin­ners, and who was, as she poin­tedly put it, “bold with men.” She so en­joyed an op­por­tun­ity to re­buke Thea, that, tightly cor­seted as she was, she could scarcely con­trol her breath­ing, and her lace and her gold watch chain rose and fell “with short, un­easy mo­tion.” Frown­ing, Thea turned away and walked slowly home­ward. She sus­pec­ted guile. Lily Fish­er was the most stuck-up doll in the world, and it was cer­tainly not like her to re­cite to be ob­li­ging. Nobody who could sing ever re­cited, be­cause the warmest ap­plause al­ways went to the sing­ers.

			How­ever, when the pro­gramme was prin­ted in the Moon­stone Gleam, there it was: “In­stru­ment­al solo, Thea Kron­borg. Re­cit­a­tion, Lily Fish­er.”

			Be­cause his or­ches­tra was to play for the con­cert, Mr. Wun­sch ima­gined that he had been put in charge of the mu­sic, and he be­came ar­rog­ant. He in­sisted that Thea should play a “Bal­lade” by Rei­necke. When Thea con­sul­ted her moth­er, Mrs. Kron­borg agreed with her that the “Bal­lade” would “nev­er take” with a Moon­stone audi­ence. She ad­vised Thea to play “some­thing with vari­ations,” or, at least, “The In­vit­a­tion to the Dance.”

			“It makes no mat­ter what they like,” Wun­sch replied to Thea’s en­treat­ies. “It is time already that they learn some­thing.”

			Thea’s fight­ing powers had been im­paired by an ul­cer­ated tooth and con­sequent loss of sleep, so she gave in. She fi­nally had the mol­ar pulled, though it was a second tooth and should have been saved. The dent­ist was a clumsy, ig­nor­ant coun­try boy, and Mr. Kron­borg would not hear of Dr. Arch­ie’s tak­ing Thea to a dent­ist in Den­ver, though Ray Kennedy said he could get a pass for her. What with the pain of the tooth, and fam­ily dis­cus­sions about it, with try­ing to make Christ­mas presents and to keep up her school work and prac­ti­cing, and giv­ing les­sons on Sat­urdays, Thea was fairly worn out.

			On Christ­mas Eve she was nervous and ex­cited. It was the first time she had ever played in the op­era house, and she had nev­er be­fore had to face so many people. Wun­sch would not let her play with her notes, and she was afraid of for­get­ting. Be­fore the con­cert began, all the par­ti­cipants had to as­semble on the stage and sit there to be looked at. Thea wore her white sum­mer dress and a blue sash, but Lily Fish­er had a new pink silk, trimmed with white swans­down.

			The hall was packed. It seemed as if every­one in Moon­stone was there, even Mrs. Kohler, in her hood, and old Fritz. The seats were wooden kit­chen chairs, numbered, and nailed to long planks which held them to­geth­er in rows. As the floor was not raised, the chairs were all on the same level. The more in­ter­ested per­sons in the audi­ence peered over the heads of the people in front of them to get a good view of the stage. From the plat­form Thea picked out many friendly faces. There was Dr. Arch­ie, who nev­er went to church en­ter­tain­ments; there was the friendly jew­el­er who ordered her mu­sic for her—he sold ac­cor­di­ons and gui­tars as well as watches—and the drug­gist who of­ten lent her books, and her fa­vor­ite teach­er from the school. There was Ray Kennedy, with a party of freshly barbered rail­road men he had brought along with him. There was Mrs. Kron­borg with all the chil­dren, even Thor, who had been brought out in a new white plush coat. At the back of the hall sat a little group of Mex­ic­ans, and among them Thea caught the gleam of Span­ish Johnny’s white teeth, and of Mrs. Tel­lamantez’s lus­trous, smoothly coiled black hair.

			After the or­ches­tra played “Se­lec­tions from Er­min­ie,” and the Baptist preach­er made a long pray­er, Til­lie Kron­borg came on with a highly colored re­cit­a­tion, “The Pol­ish Boy.” When it was over every­one breathed more freely. No com­mit­tee had the cour­age to leave Til­lie off a pro­gramme. She was ac­cep­ted as a try­ing fea­ture of every en­ter­tain­ment. The Pro­gress­ive Eu­chre Club was the only so­cial or­gan­iz­a­tion in the town that en­tirely es­caped Til­lie. After Til­lie sat down, the Ladies’ Quar­tette sang, “Be­loved, it is Night,” and then it was Thea’s turn.

			The “Bal­lade” took ten minutes, which was five minutes too long. The audi­ence grew rest­ive and fell to whis­per­ing. Thea could hear Mrs. Liv­ery John­son’s brace­lets jangling as she fanned her­self, and she could hear her fath­er’s nervous, min­is­teri­al cough. Thor be­haved bet­ter than any­one else. When Thea bowed and re­turned to her seat at the back of the stage there was the usu­al ap­plause, but it was vig­or­ous only from the back of the house where the Mex­ic­ans sat, and from Ray Kennedy’s claqueurs. Any­one could see that a good-natured audi­ence had been bored.

			Be­cause Mr. Kron­borg’s sis­ter was on the pro­gramme, it had also been ne­ces­sary to ask the Baptist preach­er’s wife’s cous­in to sing. She was a “deep alto” from Mc­Cook, and she sang, “Thy Sen­tinel Am I.” After her came Lily Fish­er. Thea’s rival was also a blonde, but her hair was much heav­ier than Thea’s, and fell in long round curls over her shoulders. She was the an­gel-child of the Baptists, and looked ex­actly like the beau­ti­ful chil­dren on soap cal­en­dars. Her pink-and-white face, her set smile of in­no­cence, were surely born of a col­or-press. She had long, droop­ing eye­lashes, a little pursed-up mouth, and nar­row, poin­ted teeth, like a squir­rel’s.

			Lily began:—

			
				
					Rock of Ages, cleft for me, care­lessly the maid­en sang.
				

			

			Thea drew a long breath. That was the game; it was a re­cit­a­tion and a song in one. Lily trailed the hymn through half a dozen verses with great ef­fect. The Baptist preach­er had an­nounced at the be­gin­ning of the con­cert that “ow­ing to the length of the pro­gramme, there would be no en­cores.” But the ap­plause which fol­lowed Lily to her seat was such an un­mis­tak­able ex­pres­sion of en­thu­si­asm that Thea had to ad­mit Lily was jus­ti­fied in go­ing back. She was at­ten­ded this time by Mrs. Liv­ery John­son her­self, crim­son with tri­umph and gleam­ing-eyed, nervously rolling and un­rolling a sheet of mu­sic. She took off her brace­lets and played Lily’s ac­com­pani­ment. Lily had the ef­frontery to come out with, “She sang the song of Home, Sweet Home, the song that touched my heart.” But this did not sur­prise Thea; as Ray said later in the even­ing, “the cards had been stacked against her from the be­gin­ning.” The next is­sue of the Gleam cor­rectly stated that “un­ques­tion­ably the hon­ors of the even­ing must be ac­cor­ded to Miss Lily Fish­er.” The Baptists had everything their own way.

			After the con­cert Ray Kennedy joined the Kron­borgs’ party and walked home with them. Thea was grate­ful for his si­lent sym­pathy, even while it ir­rit­ated her. She in­wardly vowed that she would nev­er take an­oth­er les­son from old Wun­sch. She wished that her fath­er would not keep cheer­fully singing, “When Shep­herds Watched,” as he marched ahead, car­ry­ing Thor. She felt that si­lence would be­come the Kron­borgs for a while. As a fam­ily, they some­how seemed a little ri­dicu­lous, troop­ing along in the star­light. There were so many of them, for one thing. Then Til­lie was so ab­surd. She was gig­gling and talk­ing to Anna just as if she had not made, as even Mrs. Kron­borg ad­mit­ted, an ex­hib­i­tion of her­self.

			When they got home, Ray took a box from his over­coat pock­et and slipped it in­to Thea’s hand as he said good­night. They all hur­ried in to the glow­ing stove in the par­lor. The sleepy chil­dren were sent to bed. Mrs. Kron­borg and Anna stayed up to fill the stock­ings.

			“I guess you’re tired, Thea. You needn’t stay up.” Mrs. Kron­borg’s clear and seem­ingly in­dif­fer­ent eye usu­ally meas­ured Thea pretty ac­cur­ately.

			Thea hes­it­ated. She glanced at the presents laid out on the din­ing-room table, but they looked un­at­tract­ive. Even the brown plush mon­key she had bought for Thor with such en­thu­si­asm seemed to have lost his wise and hu­mor­ous ex­pres­sion. She mur­mured, “All right,” to her moth­er, lit her lan­tern, and went up­stairs.

			Ray’s box con­tained a hand-painted white sat­in fan, with pond lilies—an un­for­tu­nate re­mind­er. Thea smiled grimly and tossed it in­to her up­per draw­er. She was not to be con­soled by toys. She un­dressed quickly and stood for some time in the cold, frown­ing in the broken look­ing glass at her flax­en pig­tails, at her white neck and arms. Her own broad, res­ol­ute face set its chin at her, her eyes flashed in­to her own de­fi­antly. Lily Fish­er was pretty, and she was will­ing to be just as big a fool as people wanted her to be. Very well; Thea Kron­borg wasn’t. She would rather be hated than be stu­pid, any day. She popped in­to bed and read stub­bornly at a queer pa­per book the drug­store man had giv­en her be­cause he couldn’t sell it. She had trained her­self to put her mind on what she was do­ing, oth­er­wise she would have come to grief with her com­plic­ated daily sched­ule. She read, as in­tently as if she had not been flushed with an­ger, the strange Mu­sic­al Memor­ies of the Rev­er­end H. R. Ha­weis. At last she blew out the lan­tern and went to sleep. She had many curi­ous dreams that night. In one of them Mrs. Tel­lamantez held her shell to Thea’s ear, and she heard the roar­ing, as be­fore, and dis­tant voices call­ing, “Lily Fish­er! Lily Fish­er!”

		
	
		
			IX

			Mr. Kron­borg con­sidered Thea a re­mark­able child; but so were all his chil­dren re­mark­able. If one of the busi­ness men down­town re­marked to him that he “had a mighty bright little girl, there,” he ad­mit­ted it, and at once began to ex­plain what a “long head for busi­ness” his son Gus had, or that Char­ley was “a nat­ur­al elec­tri­cian,” and had put in a tele­phone from the house to the preach­er’s study be­hind the church.

			Mrs. Kron­borg watched her daugh­ter thought­fully. She found her more in­ter­est­ing than her oth­er chil­dren, and she took her more ser­i­ously, without think­ing much about why she did so. The oth­er chil­dren had to be guided, dir­ec­ted, kept from con­flict­ing with one an­oth­er. Char­ley and Gus were likely to want the same thing, and to quar­rel about it. Anna of­ten de­man­ded un­reas­on­able ser­vice from her older broth­ers; that they should sit up un­til after mid­night to bring her home from parties when she did not like the youth who had offered him­self as her es­cort; or that they should drive twelve miles in­to the coun­try, on a winter night, to take her to a ranch dance, after they had been work­ing hard all day. Gun­ner of­ten got bored with his own clothes or stilts or sled, and wanted Axel’s. But Thea, from the time she was a little thing, had her own routine. She kept out of every­one’s way, and was hard to man­age only when the oth­er chil­dren in­terfered with her. Then there was trouble in­deed: bursts of tem­per which used to alarm Mrs. Kron­borg. “You ought to know enough to let Thea alone. She lets you alone,” she of­ten said to the oth­er chil­dren.

			One may have staunch friends in one’s own fam­ily, but one sel­dom has ad­mirers. Thea, how­ever, had one in the per­son of her addle­pated aunt, Til­lie Kron­borg. In older coun­tries, where dress and opin­ions and man­ners are not so thor­oughly stand­ard­ized as in our own West, there is a be­lief that people who are fool­ish about the more ob­vi­ous things of life are apt to have pe­cu­li­ar in­sight in­to what lies bey­ond the ob­vi­ous. The old wo­man who can nev­er learn not to put the ker­osene can on the stove, may yet be able to tell for­tunes, to per­suade a back­ward child to grow, to cure warts, or to tell people what to do with a young girl who has gone mel­an­choly. Til­lie’s mind was a curi­ous ma­chine; when she was awake it went round like a wheel when the belt has slipped off, and when she was asleep she dreamed fol­lies. But she had in­tu­itions. She knew, for in­stance, that Thea was dif­fer­ent from the oth­er Kron­borgs, worthy though they all were. Her ro­mantic ima­gin­a­tion found pos­sib­il­it­ies in her niece. When she was sweep­ing or iron­ing, or turn­ing the ice-cream freez­er at a furi­ous rate, she of­ten built up bril­liant fu­tures for Thea, ad­apt­ing freely the latest nov­el she had read.

			Til­lie made en­emies for her niece among the church people be­cause, at sew­ing so­ci­et­ies and church sup­pers, she some­times spoke vaunt­ingly, with a toss of her head, just as if Thea’s “won­der­ful­ness” were an ac­cep­ted fact in Moon­stone, like Mrs. Arch­ie’s stingi­ness, or Mrs. Liv­ery John­son’s du­pli­city. People de­clared that, on this sub­ject, Til­lie made them tired.

			Til­lie be­longed to a dra­mat­ic club that once a year per­formed in the Moon­stone Op­era House such plays as Among the Break­ers, and The Vet­er­an of 1812. Til­lie played char­ac­ter parts, the flir­ta­tious old maid or the spite­ful in­trig­ante. She used to study her parts up in the at­tic at home. While she was com­mit­ting the lines, she got Gun­ner or Anna to hold the book for her, but when she began “to bring out the ex­pres­sion,” as she said, she used, very timor­ously, to ask Thea to hold the book. Thea was usu­ally—not al­ways—agree­able about it. Her moth­er had told her that, since she had some in­flu­ence with Til­lie, it would be a good thing for them all if she could tone her down a shade and “keep her from tak­ing on any worse than need be.” Thea would sit on the foot of Til­lie’s bed, her feet tucked un­der her, and stare at the silly text. “I wouldn’t make so much fuss, there, Til­lie,” she would re­mark oc­ca­sion­ally; “I don’t see the point in it”; or, “What do you pitch your voice so high for? It don’t carry half as well.”

			“I don’t see how it comes Thea is so pa­tient with Til­lie,” Mrs. Kron­borg more than once re­marked to her hus­band. “She ain’t pa­tient with most people, but it seems like she’s got a pe­cu­li­ar pa­tience for Til­lie.”

			Til­lie al­ways coaxed Thea to go “be­hind the scenes” with her when the club presen­ted a play, and help her with her makeup. Thea hated it, but she al­ways went. She felt as if she had to do it. There was some­thing in Til­lie’s ad­or­a­tion of her that com­pelled her. There was no fam­ily im­pro­pri­ety that Thea was so much ashamed of as Til­lie’s “act­ing” and yet she was al­ways be­ing dragged in to as­sist her. Til­lie simply had her, there. She didn’t know why, but it was so. There was a string in her some­where that Til­lie could pull; a sense of ob­lig­a­tion to Til­lie’s mis­guided as­pir­a­tions. The sa­loon-keep­ers had some such feel­ing of re­spons­ib­il­ity to­ward Span­ish Johnny.

			The dra­mat­ic club was the pride of Til­lie’s heart, and her en­thu­si­asm was the prin­cip­al factor in keep­ing it to­geth­er. Sick or well, Til­lie al­ways at­ten­ded re­hears­als, and was al­ways ur­ging the young people, who took re­hears­als lightly, to “stop fool­ing and be­gin now.” The young men—bank clerks, gro­cery clerks, in­sur­ance agents—played tricks, laughed at Til­lie, and “put it up on each oth­er” about see­ing her home; but they of­ten went to tire­some re­hears­als just to ob­lige her. They were good-natured young fel­lows. Their train­er and stage-man­ager was young Up­ping, the jew­el­er who ordered Thea’s mu­sic for her.

			Though barely thirty, he had fol­lowed half a dozen pro­fes­sions, and had once been a vi­ol­in­ist in the or­ches­tra of the An­drews Op­era Com­pany, then well known in little towns through­out Col­or­ado and Neb­raska.

			By one amaz­ing in­dis­cre­tion Til­lie very nearly lost her hold upon the Moon­stone Drama Club. The club had de­cided to put on The Drum­mer Boy of Shiloh, a very am­bi­tious un­der­tak­ing be­cause of the many su­pers needed and the scen­ic dif­fi­culties of the act which took place in An­der­son­ville Pris­on. The mem­bers of the club con­sul­ted to­geth­er in Til­lie’s ab­sence as to who should play the part of the drum­mer boy. It must be taken by a very young per­son, and vil­lage boys of that age are self-con­scious and are not apt at mem­or­iz­ing. The part was a long one, and clearly it must be giv­en to a girl. Some mem­bers of the club sug­ges­ted Thea Kron­borg, oth­ers ad­voc­ated Lily Fish­er. Lily’s par­tis­ans urged that she was much pret­ti­er than Thea, and had a much “sweeter dis­pos­i­tion.” Nobody denied these facts. But there was noth­ing in the least boy­ish about Lily, and she sang all songs and played all parts alike. Lily’s sim­per was pop­u­lar, but it seemed not quite the right thing for the hero­ic drum­mer boy.

			Up­ping, the train­er, talked to one and an­oth­er: “Lily’s all right for girl parts,” he in­sisted, “but you’ve got to get a girl with some ginger in her for this. Thea’s got the voice, too. When she sings, ‘Just Be­fore the Battle, Moth­er,’ she’ll bring down the house.”

			When all the mem­bers of the club had been privately con­sul­ted, they an­nounced their de­cision to Til­lie at the first reg­u­lar meet­ing that was called to cast the parts. They ex­pec­ted Til­lie to be over­come with joy, but, on the con­trary, she seemed em­bar­rassed. “I’m afraid Thea hasn’t got time for that,” she said jerkily. “She is al­ways so busy with her mu­sic. Guess you’ll have to get some­body else.”

			The club lif­ted its eye­brows. Sev­er­al of Lily Fish­er’s friends coughed. Mr. Up­ping flushed. The stout wo­man who al­ways played the in­jured wife called Til­lie’s at­ten­tion to the fact that this would be a fine op­por­tun­ity for her niece to show what she could do. Her tone was con­des­cend­ing.

			Til­lie threw up her head and laughed; there was some­thing sharp and wild about Til­lie’s laugh—when it was not a giggle. “Oh, I guess Thea hasn’t got time to do any show­ing off. Her time to show off ain’t come yet. I ex­pect she’ll make us all sit up when it does. No use ask­ing her to take the part. She’d turn her nose up at it. I guess they’d be glad to get her in the Den­ver Dra­mat­ics, if they could.”

			The com­pany broke up in­to groups and ex­pressed their amazement. Of course all Swedes were con­ceited, but they would nev­er have be­lieved that all the con­ceit of all the Swedes put to­geth­er would reach such a pitch as this. They con­fided to each oth­er that Til­lie was “just a little off, on the sub­ject of her niece,” and agreed that it would be as well not to ex­cite her fur­ther. Til­lie got a cold re­cep­tion at re­hears­als for a long while af­ter­ward, and Thea had a crop of new en­emies without even know­ing it.

		
	
		
			X

			Wun­sch and old Fritz and Span­ish Johnny cel­eb­rated Christ­mas to­geth­er, so ri­ot­ously that Wun­sch was un­able to give Thea her les­son the next day. In the middle of the va­ca­tion week Thea went to the Kohlers’ through a soft, beau­ti­ful snowstorm. The air was a tender blue-gray, like the col­or on the doves that flew in and out of the white dove-house on the post in the Kohlers’ garden. The sand hills looked dim and sleepy. The tam­ar­isk hedge was full of snow, like a foam of blos­soms drif­ted over it. When Thea opened the gate, old Mrs. Kohler was just com­ing in from the chick­en yard, with five fresh eggs in her ap­ron and a pair of old top-boots on her feet. She called Thea to come and look at a ban­tam egg, which she held up proudly. Her ban­tam hens were re­miss in zeal, and she was al­ways de­lighted when they ac­com­plished any­thing. She took Thea in­to the sit­ting-room, very warm and smelling of food, and brought her a plate­ful of little Christ­mas cakes, made ac­cord­ing to old and hal­lowed for­mu­lae, and put them be­fore her while she warmed her feet. Then she went to the door of the kit­chen stairs and called: “Herr Wun­sch, Herr Wun­sch!”

			Wun­sch came down wear­ing an old wad­ded jack­et, with a vel­vet col­lar. The brown silk was so worn that the wad­ding stuck out al­most every­where. He avoided Thea’s eyes when he came in, nod­ded without speak­ing, and poin­ted dir­ectly to the pi­ano stool. He was not so in­sist­ent upon the scales as usu­al, and through­out the little son­ata of Moz­art’s she was study­ing, he re­mained lan­guid and ab­sent­minded. His eyes looked very heavy, and he kept wip­ing them with one of the new silk handker­chiefs Mrs. Kohler had giv­en him for Christ­mas. When the les­son was over he did not seem in­clined to talk. Thea, loiter­ing on the stool, reached for a tattered book she had taken off the mu­sic-rest when she sat down. It was a very old Leipzig edi­tion of the pi­ano score of Gluck’s Orph­eus. She turned over the pages curi­ously.

			“Is it nice?” she asked.

			“It is the most beau­ti­ful op­era ever made,” Wun­sch de­clared sol­emnly. “You know the story, eh? How, when she die, Orph­eus went down be­low for his wife?”

			“Oh, yes, I know. I didn’t know there was an op­era about it, though. Do people sing this now?”

			“Aber ja! What else? You like to try? See.” He drew her from the stool and sat down at the pi­ano. Turn­ing over the leaves to the third act, he handed the score to Thea. “Listen, I play it through and you get the rhyth­mus. Eins, zwei, drei, vi­er.” He played through Orph­eus’ lament, then pushed back his cuffs with awaken­ing in­terest and nod­ded at Thea. “Now, vom blatt, mit mir.”

			
				
					Ach, ich habe sie ver­loren,
					

					All’ mein Glück ist nun dah­in.
				

			

			Wun­sch sang the aria with much feel­ing. It was evid­ently one that was very dear to him.

			“Noch ein­mal, alone, your­self.” He played the in­tro­duct­ory meas­ures, then nod­ded at her vehe­mently, and she began:—

			
				
					Ach, ich habe sie ver­loren,
				

			

			When she fin­ished, Wun­sch nod­ded again. “Schön,” he muttered as he fin­ished the ac­com­pani­ment softly. He dropped his hands on his knees and looked up at Thea. “That is very fine, eh? There is no such beau­ti­ful melody in the world. You can take the book for one week and learn some­thing, to pass the time. It is good to know—al­ways. Eur­idice, Eu—ri—di—ce, weh dass ich auf Er­den bin!” he sang softly, play­ing the melody with his right hand.

			Thea, who was turn­ing over the pages of the third act, stopped and scowled at a pas­sage. The old Ger­man’s blurred eyes watched her curi­ously.

			“For what do you look so, im­mer?” puck­er­ing up his own face. “You see some­thing a little dif­fi­cult, may‑be, and you make such a face like it was an en­emy.”

			Thea laughed, dis­con­cer­ted. “Well, dif­fi­cult things are en­emies, aren’t they? When you have to get them?”

			Wun­sch lowered his head and threw it up as if he were but­ting some­thing. “Not at all! By no means.” He took the book from her and looked at it. “Yes, that is not so easy, there. This is an old book. They do not print it so now any more, I think. They leave it out, maybe. Only one wo­man could sing that good.”

			Thea looked at him in per­plex­ity.

			Wun­sch went on. “It is writ­ten for alto, you see. A wo­man sings the part, and there was only one to sing that good in there. You un­der­stand? Only one!” He glanced at her quickly and lif­ted his red fore­finger up­right be­fore her eyes.

			Thea looked at the fin­ger as if she were hyp­not­ized. “Only one?” she asked breath­lessly; her hands, hanging at her sides, were open­ing and shut­ting rap­idly.

			Wun­sch nod­ded and still held up that com­pel­ling fin­ger. When he dropped his hands, there was a look of sat­is­fac­tion in his face.

			“Was she very great?”

			Wun­sch nod­ded.

			“Was she beau­ti­ful?”

			“Aber gar nicht! Not at all. She was ugly; big mouth, big teeth, no fig­ure, noth­ing at all,” in­dic­at­ing a lux­uri­ant bos­om by sweep­ing his hands over his chest. “A pole, a post! But for the voice—ach! She have some­thing in there, be­hind the eyes,” tap­ping his temples.

			Thea fol­lowed all his ges­tic­u­la­tions in­tently. “Was she Ger­man?”

			“No, Span­isch.” He looked down and frowned for a mo­ment. “Ach, I tell you, she look like the Frau Tel­lamantez, some­thing. Long face, long chin, and ugly al‑so.”

			“Did she die a long while ago?”

			“Die? I think not. I nev­er hear, any­how. I guess she is alive some­where in the world; Par­is, may‑be. But old, of course. I hear her when I was a youth. She is too old to sing now any more.”

			“Was she the greatest sing­er you ever heard?”

			Wun­sch nod­ded gravely. “Quite so. She was the most—” he hunted for an Eng­lish word, lif­ted his hand over his head and snapped his fin­gers noise­lessly in the air, enun­ci­at­ing fiercely, “künst-ler-isch!” The word seemed to glit­ter in his up­lif­ted hand, his voice was so full of emo­tion.

			Wun­sch rose from the stool and began to but­ton his wad­ded jack­et, pre­par­ing to re­turn to his half-heated room in the loft. Thea re­gret­fully put on her cloak and hood and set out for home.

			When Wun­sch looked for his score late that af­ter­noon, he found that Thea had not for­got­ten to take it with her. He smiled his loose, sar­cast­ic smile, and thought­fully rubbed his stub­bly chin with his red fin­gers. When Fritz came home in the early blue twi­light the snow was fly­ing faster, Mrs. Kohler was cook­ing Hasen­pfef­fer in the kit­chen, and the pro­fess­or was seated at the pi­ano, play­ing the Gluck, which he knew by heart. Old Fritz took off his shoes quietly be­hind the stove and lay down on the lounge be­fore his mas­ter­piece, where the fire­light was play­ing over the walls of Mo­scow. He listened, while the room grew dark­er and the win­dows duller. Wun­sch al­ways came back to the same thing:—

			
				
					Ach, ich habe sie ver­loren,
					

					⋮
					

					Eur­idice, Eur­idice!
				

			

			From time to time Fritz sighed softly. He, too, had lost a Eur­idice.

		
	
		
			XI

			One Sat­urday, late in June, Thea ar­rived early for her les­son. As she perched her­self upon the pi­ano stool—a wobbly, old-fash­ioned thing that worked on a creaky screw—she gave Wun­sch a side glance, smil­ing. “You must not be cross to me today. This is my birth­day.”

			“So?” he poin­ted to the key­board.

			After the les­son they went out to join Mrs. Kohler, who had asked Thea to come early, so that she could stay and smell the linden bloom. It was one of those still days of in­tense light, when every particle of mica in the soil flashed like a little mir­ror, and the glare from the plain be­low seemed more in­tense than the rays from above. The sand ridges ran glit­ter­ing gold out to where the mirage licked them up, shin­ing and steam­ing like a lake in the trop­ics. The sky looked like blue lava, forever in­cap­able of clouds—a tur­quoise bowl that was the lid of the desert. And yet with­in Mrs. Kohler’s green patch the wa­ter dripped, the beds had all been hosed, and the air was fresh with rap­idly evap­or­at­ing mois­ture.

			The two sym­met­ric­al linden trees were the proudest things in the garden. Their sweet­ness em­balmed all the air. At every turn of the paths—wheth­er one went to see the hol­ly­hocks or the bleed­ing heart, or to look at the purple morn­ing-glor­ies that ran over the bean-poles—wherever one went, the sweet­ness of the lindens struck one afresh and one al­ways came back to them. Un­der the round leaves, where the wax­en yel­low blos­soms hung, bevies of wild bees were buzz­ing. The tam­ar­isks were still pink, and the flower­beds were do­ing their best in hon­or of the linden fest­iv­al. The white dove-house was shin­ing with a fresh coat of paint, and the pi­geons were croon­ing con­ten­tedly, fly­ing down of­ten to drink at the drip from the wa­ter tank. Mrs. Kohler, who was trans­plant­ing pan­sies, came up with her trow­el and told Thea it was lucky to have your birth­day when the lindens were in bloom, and that she must go and look at the sweet peas. Wun­sch ac­com­pan­ied her, and as they walked between the flower­beds he took Thea’s hand. “Es flüstern und sprechen die Blu­men,”—he muttered. “You know that von Heine? Im leuchtenden Som­mer­mor­gen?” He looked down at Thea and softly pressed her hand.

			“No, I don’t know it. What does flüstern mean?”

			“Flüstern?—to whis­per. You must be­gin now to know such things. That is ne­ces­sary. How many birth­days?”

			“Thir­teen. I’m in my ’teens now. But how can I know words like that? I only know what you say at my les­sons. They don’t teach Ger­man at school. How can I learn?”

			“It is al­ways pos­sible to learn when one likes,” said Wun­sch. His words were per­emp­tory, as usu­al, but his tone was mild, even con­fid­en­tial. “There is al­ways a way. And if some day you are go­ing to sing, it is ne­ces­sary to know well the Ger­man lan­guage.”

			Thea stooped over to pick a leaf of rose­mary. How did Wun­sch know that, when the very roses on her wall­pa­per had nev­er heard it? “But am I go­ing to?” she asked, still stoop­ing.

			“That is for you to say,” re­turned Wun­sch coldly. “You would bet­ter marry some Jac­ob here and keep the house for him, may‑be? That is as one de­sires.”

			Thea flashed up at him a clear, laugh­ing look. “No, I don’t want to do that. You know,” she brushed his coat sleeve quickly with her yel­low head. “Only how can I learn any­thing here? It’s so far from Den­ver.”

			Wun­sch’s loose lower lip curled in amuse­ment. Then, as if he sud­denly re­membered some­thing, he spoke ser­i­ously. “Noth­ing is far and noth­ing is near, if one de­sires. The world is little, people are little, hu­man life is little. There is only one big thing—de­sire. And be­fore it, when it is big, all is little. It brought Colum­bus across the sea in a little boat, und so weit­er.” Wun­sch made a grim­ace, took his pu­pil’s hand and drew her to­ward the grape ar­bor. “Here­after I will more speak to you in Ger­man. Now, sit down and I will teach you for your birth­day that little song. Ask me the words you do not know already. Now: Im leuchtenden Som­mer­mor­gen.”

			Thea mem­or­ized quickly be­cause she had the power of listen­ing in­tently. In a few mo­ments she could re­peat the eight lines for him. Wun­sch nod­ded en­cour­agingly and they went out of the ar­bor in­to the sun­light again. As they went up and down the gravel paths between the flower­beds, the white and yel­low but­ter­flies kept dart­ing be­fore them, and the pi­geons were wash­ing their pink feet at the drip and croon­ing in their husky bass. Over and over again Wun­sch made her say the lines to him. “You see it is noth­ing. If you learn a great many of the lieder, you will know the Ger­man lan­guage already. Weit­er, nun.” He would in­cline his head gravely and listen.

			
				
					Im leuchtenden Som­mer­mor­gen
					

					Geh’ ich im Garten her­um;
					

					Es flüstern und sprechen die Blu­men,
					

					Ich aber, ich wandte stumm.
				

				
					Es flüstern und sprechen die Blu­men
					

					Und schau’n mitlei­dig mich an:
					

					“Sei un­ser­er Schwest­er nicht böse,
					

					Du trauri­ger, blass­er Mann!”
				

			

			
				
					(In the soft-shin­ing sum­mer morn­ing
					

					I wandered the garden with­in.
					

					The flowers they whispered and mur­mured,
					

					But I, I wandered dumb.
				

				
					The flowers they whis­per and mur­mur,
					

					And me with com­pas­sion they scan:
					

					“Oh, be not harsh to our sis­ter,
					

					Thou sor­row­ful, death-pale man!”)
				

			

			Wun­sch had no­ticed be­fore that when his pu­pil read any­thing in verse the char­ac­ter of her voice changed al­to­geth­er; it was no longer the voice which spoke the speech of Moon­stone. It was a soft, rich con­tralto, and she read quietly; the feel­ing was in the voice it­self, not in­dic­ated by em­phas­is or change of pitch. She re­peated the little verses mu­sic­ally, like a song, and the en­treaty of the flowers was even softer than the rest, as the shy speech of flowers might be, and she ended with the voice sus­pen­ded, al­most with a rising in­flec­tion. It was a nature-voice, Wun­sch told him­self, breathed from the creature and apart from lan­guage, like the sound of the wind in the trees, or the mur­mur of wa­ter.

			“What is it the flowers mean when they ask him not to be harsh to their sis­ter, eh?” he asked, look­ing down at her curi­ously and wrink­ling his dull red fore­head.

			Thea glanced at him in sur­prise. “I sup­pose he thinks they are ask­ing him not to be harsh to his sweet­heart—or some girl they re­mind him of.”

			“And why trauri­ger, blass­er Mann?”

			They had come back to the grape ar­bor, and Thea picked out a sunny place on the bench, where a tor­toise­shell cat was stretched at full length. She sat down, bend­ing over the cat and teas­ing his whiskers. “Be­cause he had been awake all night, think­ing about her, wasn’t it? Maybe that was why he was up so early.”

			Wun­sch shrugged his shoulders. “If he think about her all night already, why do you say the flowers re­mind him?”

			Thea looked up at him in per­plex­ity. A flash of com­pre­hen­sion lit her face and she smiled eagerly. “Oh, I didn’t mean ‘re­mind’ in that way! I didn’t mean they brought her to his mind! I meant it was only when he came out in the morn­ing, that she seemed to him like that—like one of the flowers.”

			“And be­fore he came out, how did she seem?”

			This time it was Thea who shrugged her shoulders. The warm smile left her face. She lif­ted her eye­brows in an­noy­ance and looked off at the sand hills.

			Wun­sch per­sisted. “Why you not an­swer me?”

			“Be­cause it would be silly. You are just try­ing to make me say things. It spoils things to ask ques­tions.”

			Wun­sch bowed mock­ingly; his smile was dis­agree­able. Sud­denly his face grew grave, grew fierce, in­deed. He pulled him­self up from his clumsy stoop and fol­ded his arms. “But it is ne­ces­sary to know if you know some things. Some things can­not be taught. If you not know in the be­gin­ning, you not know in the end. For a sing­er there must be some­thing in the in­side from the be­gin­ning. I shall not be long in this place, may‑be, and I like to know. Yes”—he ground his heel in the gravel—“yes, when you are barely six, you must know that already. That is the be­gin­ning of all things; der Geist, die Phant­as­ie. It must be in the baby, when it makes its first cry, like der Rhyth­mus, or it is not to be. You have some voice already, and if in the be­gin­ning, when you are with things-to-play, you know that what you will not tell me, then you can learn to sing, may‑be.”

			Wun­sch began to pace the ar­bor, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er. The dark flush of his face had spread up un­der the iron-gray bristles on his head. He was talk­ing to him­self, not to Thea. In­si­di­ous power of the linden bloom! “Oh, much you can learn! Aber nicht die Amer­ic­an­is­chen Fräulein. They have noth­ing in­side them,” strik­ing his chest with both fists. “They are like the ones in the Märchen, a grin­ning face and hol­low in the in­sides. Some­thing they can learn, oh, yes, may‑be! But the secret—what make the rose to red, the sky to blue, the man to love—in der Brust, in der Brust it is, und ohne dieses giebt es keine Kunst, giebt es keine Kunst!” He threw up his square hand and shook it, all the fin­gers apart and wag­ging. Purple and breath­less he went out of the ar­bor and in­to the house, without say­ing good­bye. These out­bursts frightened Wun­sch. They were al­ways har­bingers of ill.

			Thea got her mu­sic-book and stole quietly out of the garden. She did not go home, but wandered off in­to the sand dunes, where the prickly pear was in blos­som and the green liz­ards were ra­cing each oth­er in the glit­ter­ing light. She was shaken by a pas­sion­ate ex­cite­ment. She did not al­to­geth­er un­der­stand what Wun­sch was talk­ing about; and yet, in a way she knew. She knew, of course, that there was some­thing about her that was dif­fer­ent. But it was more like a friendly spir­it than like any­thing that was a part of her­self. She thought everything to it, and it answered her; hap­pi­ness con­sisted of that back­ward and for­ward move­ment of her­self. The some­thing came and went, she nev­er knew how. Some­times she hunted for it and could not find it; again, she lif­ted her eyes from a book, or stepped out of doors, or wakened in the morn­ing, and it was there—un­der her cheek, it usu­ally seemed to be, or over her breast—a kind of warm sure­ness. And when it was there, everything was more in­ter­est­ing and beau­ti­ful, even people. When this com­pan­ion was with her, she could get the most won­der­ful things out of Span­ish Johnny, or Wun­sch, or Dr. Arch­ie.

			On her thir­teenth birth­day she wandered for a long while about the sand ridges, pick­ing up crys­tals and look­ing in­to the yel­low prickly-pear blos­soms with their thou­sand sta­mens. She looked at the sand hills un­til she wished she were a sand hill. And yet she knew that she was go­ing to leave them all be­hind some day. They would be chan­ging all day long, yel­low and purple and lav­ender, and she would not be there. From that day on, she felt there was a secret between her and Wun­sch. To­geth­er they had lif­ted a lid, pulled out a draw­er, and looked at some­thing. They hid it away and nev­er spoke of what they had seen; but neither of them for­got it.

		
	
		
			XII

			One Ju­ly night, when the moon was full, Dr. Arch­ie was com­ing up from the de­pot, rest­less and dis­con­ten­ted, wish­ing there were some­thing to do. He car­ried his straw hat in his hand, and kept brush­ing his hair back from his fore­head with a pur­pose­less, un­sat­is­fied ges­ture. After he passed Uncle Billy Beem­er’s cot­ton­wood grove, the side­walk ran out of the shad­ow in­to the white moon­light and crossed the sand gully on high posts, like a bridge. As the doc­tor ap­proached this trestle, he saw a white fig­ure, and re­cog­nized Thea Kron­borg. He quickened his pace and she came to meet him.

			“What are you do­ing out so late, my girl?” he asked as he took her hand.

			“Oh, I don’t know. What do people go to bed so early for? I’d like to run along be­fore the houses and screech at them. Isn’t it glor­i­ous out here?”

			The young doc­tor gave a mel­an­choly laugh and pressed her hand.

			“Think of it,” Thea snorted im­pa­tiently. “Nobody up but us and the rab­bits! I’ve star­ted up half a dozen of ’em. Look at that little one down there now”—she stooped and poin­ted. In the gully be­low them there was, in­deed, a little rab­bit with a white spot of a tail, crouch­ing down on the sand, quite mo­tion­less. It seemed to be lap­ping up the moon­light like cream. On the oth­er side of the walk, down in the ditch, there was a patch of tall, rank sun­flowers, their shaggy leaves white with dust. The moon stood over the cot­ton­wood grove. There was no wind, and no sound but the wheez­ing of an en­gine down on the tracks.

			“Well, we may as well watch the rab­bits.” Dr. Arch­ie sat down on the side­walk and let his feet hang over the edge. He pulled out a smooth lin­en handker­chief that smelled of Ger­man co­logne wa­ter. “Well, how goes it? Work­ing hard? You must know about all Wun­sch can teach you by this time.”

			Thea shook her head. “Oh, no, I don’t, Dr. Arch­ie. He’s hard to get at, but he’s been a real mu­si­cian in his time. Moth­er says she be­lieves he’s for­got­ten more than the mu­sic-teach­ers down in Den­ver ever knew.”

			“I’m afraid he won’t be around here much longer,” said Dr. Arch­ie. “He’s been mak­ing a tank of him­self lately. He’ll be pulling his freight one of these days. That’s the way they do, you know. I’ll be sorry on your ac­count.” He paused and ran his fresh handker­chief over his face. “What the deuce are we all here for any­way, Thea?” he said ab­ruptly.

			“On earth, you mean?” Thea asked in a low voice.

			“Well, primar­ily, yes. But sec­ond­ar­ily, why are we in Moon­stone? It isn’t as if we’d been born here. You were, but Wun­sch wasn’t, and I wasn’t. I sup­pose I’m here be­cause I mar­ried as soon as I got out of med­ic­al school and had to get a prac­tice quick. If you hurry things, you al­ways get left in the end. I don’t learn any­thing here, and as for the people—In my own town in Michigan, now, there were people who liked me on my fath­er’s ac­count, who had even known my grand­fath­er. That meant some­thing. But here it’s all like the sand: blows north one day and south the next. We’re all a lot of gam­blers without much nerve, play­ing for small stakes. The rail­road is the one real fact in this coun­try. That has to be; the world has to be got back and forth. But the rest of us are here just be­cause it’s the end of a run and the en­gine has to have a drink. Some day I’ll get up and find my hair turn­ing gray, and I’ll have noth­ing to show for it.”

			Thea slid closer to him and caught his arm. “No, no. I won’t let you get gray. You’ve got to stay young for me. I’m get­ting young now, too.”

			Arch­ie laughed. “Get­ting?”

			“Yes. People aren’t young when they’re chil­dren. Look at Thor, now; he’s just a little old man. But Gus has a sweet­heart, and he’s young!”

			“Some­thing in that!” Dr. Arch­ie pat­ted her head, and then felt the shape of her skull gently, with the tips of his fin­gers. “When you were little, Thea, I used al­ways to be curi­ous about the shape of your head. You seemed to have more in­side it than most young­sters. I haven’t ex­amined it for a long time. Seems to be the usu­al shape, but un­com­monly hard, some­how. What are you go­ing to do with your­self, any­way?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Hon­est, now?” He lif­ted her chin and looked in­to her eyes.

			Thea laughed and edged away from him.

			“You’ve got some­thing up your sleeve, haven’t you? Any­thing you like; only don’t marry and settle down here without giv­ing your­self a chance, will you?”

			“Not much. See, there’s an­oth­er rab­bit!”

			“That’s all right about the rab­bits, but I don’t want you to get tied up. Re­mem­ber that.”

			Thea nod­ded. “Be nice to Wun­sch, then. I don’t know what I’d do if he went away.”

			“You’ve got older friends than Wun­sch here, Thea.”

			“I know.” Thea spoke ser­i­ously and looked up at the moon, prop­ping her chin on her hand. “But Wun­sch is the only one that can teach me what I want to know. I’ve got to learn to do some­thing well, and that’s the thing I can do best.”

			“Do you want to be a mu­sic-teach­er?”

			“Maybe, but I want to be a good one. I’d like to go to Ger­many to study, some day. Wun­sch says that’s the best place—the only place you can really learn.” Thea hes­it­ated and then went on nervously, “I’ve got a book that says so, too. It’s called My Mu­sic­al Memor­ies. It made me want to go to Ger­many even be­fore Wun­sch said any­thing. Of course it’s a secret. You’re the first one I’ve told.”

			Dr. Arch­ie smiled in­dul­gently. “That’s a long way off. Is that what you’ve got in your hard noddle?” He put his hand on her hair, but this time she shook him off.

			“No, I don’t think much about it. But you talk about go­ing, and a body has to have some­thing to go to!”

			“That’s so.” Dr. Arch­ie sighed. “You’re lucky if you have. Poor Wun­sch, now, he hasn’t. What do such fel­lows come out here for? He’s been ask­ing me about my min­ing stock, and about min­ing towns. What would he do in a min­ing town? He wouldn’t know a piece of ore if he saw one. He’s got noth­ing to sell that a min­ing town wants to buy. Why don’t those old fel­lows stay at home? We won’t need them for an­oth­er hun­dred years. An en­gine wiper can get a job, but a pi­ano play­er! Such people can’t make good.”

			“My grand­fath­er Al­strom was a mu­si­cian, and he made good.”

			Dr. Arch­ie chuckled. “Oh, a Swede can make good any­where, at any­thing! You’ve got that in your fa­vor, miss. Come, you must be get­ting home.”

			Thea rose. “Yes, I used to be ashamed of be­ing a Swede, but I’m not any more. Swedes are kind of com­mon, but I think it’s bet­ter to be some­thing.”

			“It surely is! How tall you are get­ting. You come above my shoulder now.”

			“I’ll keep on grow­ing, don’t you think? I par­tic­u­larly want to be tall. Yes, I guess I must go home. I wish there’d be a fire.”

			“A fire?”

			“Yes, so the fire-bell would ring and the round­house whistle would blow, and every­body would come run­ning out. Some­time I’m go­ing to ring the fire-bell my­self and stir them all up.”

			“You’d be ar­res­ted.”

			“Well, that would be bet­ter than go­ing to bed.”

			“I’ll have to lend you some more books.”

			Thea shook her­self im­pa­tiently. “I can’t read every night.”

			Dr. Arch­ie gave one of his low, sym­path­et­ic chuckles as he opened the gate for her. “You’re be­gin­ning to grow up, that’s what’s the mat­ter with you. I’ll have to keep an eye on you. Now you’ll have to say good night to the moon.”

			“No, I won’t. I sleep on the floor now, right in the moon­light. My win­dow comes down to the floor, and I can look at the sky all night.”

			She shot round the house to the kit­chen door, and Dr. Arch­ie watched her dis­ap­pear with a sigh. He thought of the hard, mean, frizzy little wo­man who kept his house for him; once the belle of a Michigan town, now dry and withered up at thirty. “If I had a daugh­ter like Thea to watch,” he re­flec­ted, “I wouldn’t mind any­thing. I won­der if all of my life’s go­ing to be a mis­take just be­cause I made a big one then? Hardly seems fair.”

			Howard Arch­ie was “re­spec­ted” rather than pop­u­lar in Moon­stone. Every­one re­cog­nized that he was a good phys­i­cian, and a pro­gress­ive West­ern town likes to be able to point to a hand­some, well-set-up, well-dressed man among its cit­izens. But a great many people thought Arch­ie “dis­tant,” and they were right. He had the un­easy man­ner of a man who is not among his own kind, and who has not seen enough of the world to feel that all people are in some sense his own kind. He knew that every­one was curi­ous about his wife, that she played a sort of char­ac­ter part in Moon­stone, and that people made fun of her, not very del­ic­ately. Her own friends—most of them wo­men who were dis­taste­ful to Arch­ie—liked to ask her to con­trib­ute to church char­it­ies, just to see how mean she could be. The little, lop­sided cake at the church sup­per, the cheapest pin­cush­ion, the skim­pi­est ap­ron at the bazaar, were al­ways Mrs. Arch­ie’s con­tri­bu­tion.

			All this hurt the doc­tor’s pride. But if there was one thing he had learned, it was that there was no chan­ging Belle’s nature. He had mar­ried a mean wo­man; and he must ac­cept the con­sequences. Even in Col­or­ado he would have had no pre­text for di­vorce, and, to do him justice, he had nev­er thought of such a thing. The ten­ets of the Pres­by­teri­an Church in which he had grown up, though he had long ceased to be­lieve in them, still in­flu­enced his con­duct and his con­cep­tion of pro­pri­ety. To him there was some­thing vul­gar about di­vorce. A di­vorced man was a dis­graced man; at least, he had ex­hib­ited his hurt, and made it a mat­ter for com­mon gos­sip. Re­spect­ab­il­ity was so ne­ces­sary to Arch­ie that he was will­ing to pay a high price for it. As long as he could keep up a de­cent ex­ter­i­or, he could man­age to get on; and if he could have con­cealed his wife’s lit­tle­ness from all his friends, he would scarcely have com­plained. He was more afraid of pity than he was of any un­hap­pi­ness. Had there been an­oth­er wo­man for whom he cared greatly, he might have had plenty of cour­age; but he was not likely to meet such a wo­man in Moon­stone.

			There was a puzz­ling timid­ity in Arch­ie’s makeup. The thing that held his shoulders stiff, that made him re­sort to a mirth­less little laugh when he was talk­ing to dull people, that made him some­times stumble over rugs and car­pets, had its coun­ter­part in his mind. He had not the cour­age to be an hon­est thinker. He could com­fort him­self by eva­sions and com­prom­ises. He con­soled him­self for his own mar­riage by telling him­self that oth­er people’s were not much bet­ter. In his work he saw pretty deeply in­to mar­it­al re­la­tions in Moon­stone, and he could hon­estly say that there were not many of his friends whom he en­vied. Their wives seemed to suit them well enough, but they would nev­er have suited him.

			Al­though Dr. Arch­ie could not bring him­self to re­gard mar­riage merely as a so­cial con­tract, but looked upon it as some­how made sac­red by a church in which he did not be­lieve—as a phys­i­cian he knew that a young man whose mar­riage is merely nom­in­al must yet go on liv­ing his life. When he went to Den­ver or to Chica­go, he drif­ted about in care­less com­pany where gayety and good-hu­mor can be bought, not be­cause he had any taste for such so­ci­ety, but be­cause he hon­estly be­lieved that any­thing was bet­ter than di­vorce. He of­ten told him­self that “hanging and wiv­ing go by des­tiny.” If wiv­ing went badly with a man—and it did of­ten­er than not—then he must do the best he could to keep up ap­pear­ances and help the tra­di­tion of do­mest­ic hap­pi­ness along. The Moon­stone gos­sips, as­sembled in Mrs. Smi­ley’s mil­lin­ery and no­tion store, of­ten dis­cussed Dr. Arch­ie’s po­lite­ness to his wife, and his pleas­ant man­ner of speak­ing about her. “Nobody has ever got a thing out of him yet,” they agreed. And it was cer­tainly not be­cause no one had ever tried.

			When he was down in Den­ver, feel­ing a little jolly, Arch­ie could for­get how un­happy he was at home, and could even make him­self be­lieve that he missed his wife. He al­ways bought her presents, and would have liked to send her flowers if she had not re­peatedly told him nev­er to send her any­thing but bulbs—which did not ap­peal to him in his ex­pans­ive mo­ments. At the Den­ver Ath­let­ic Club ban­quets, or at din­ner with his col­leagues at the Brown Palace Hotel, he some­times spoke sen­ti­ment­ally about “little Mrs. Arch­ie,” and he al­ways drank the toast “to our wives, God bless them!” with gusto.

			The de­term­in­ing factor about Dr. Arch­ie was that he was ro­mantic. He had mar­ried Belle White be­cause he was ro­mantic—too ro­mantic to know any­thing about wo­men, ex­cept what he wished them to be, or to re­pulse a pretty girl who had set her cap for him. At med­ic­al school, though he was a rather wild boy in be­ha­vi­or, he had al­ways dis­liked coarse jokes and vul­gar stor­ies. In his old Flint’s Physiology there was still a poem he had pas­ted there when he was a stu­dent; some verses by Dr. Oliv­er Wendell Holmes about the ideals of the med­ic­al pro­fes­sion. After so much and such dis­il­lu­sion­ing ex­per­i­ence with it, he still had a ro­mantic feel­ing about the hu­man body; a sense that finer things dwelt in it than could be ex­plained by ana­tomy. He nev­er jes­ted about birth or death or mar­riage, and did not like to hear oth­er doc­tors do it. He was a good nurse, and had a rev­er­ence for the bod­ies of wo­men and chil­dren. When he was tend­ing them, one saw him at his best. Then his con­straint and self-con­scious­ness fell away from him. He was easy, gentle, com­pet­ent, mas­ter of him­self and of oth­er people. Then the ideal­ist in him was not afraid of be­ing dis­covered and ri­diculed.

			In his tastes, too, the doc­tor was ro­mantic. Though he read Balzac all the year through, he still en­joyed the Waver­ley Nov­els as much as when he had first come upon them, in thick leath­er-bound volumes, in his grand­fath­er’s lib­rary. He nearly al­ways read Scott on Christ­mas and hol­i­days, be­cause it brought back the pleas­ures of his boy­hood so vividly. He liked Scott’s wo­men. Con­stance de Bever­ley and the min­strel girl in “The Fair Maid of Perth,” not the Duch­esse de Langeais, were his heroines. But bet­ter than any­thing that ever got from the heart of a man in­to print­er’s ink, he loved the po­etry of Robert Burns. “Death and Dr. Horn­book” and “The Jolly Beg­gars,” Burns’s “Reply to his Tail­or,” he of­ten read aloud to him­self in his of­fice, late at night, after a glass of hot toddy. He used to read “Tam o’Shanter” to Thea Kron­borg, and he got her some of the songs, set to the old airs for which they were writ­ten. He loved to hear her sing them. Some­times when she sang, “Oh, wert thou in the cauld blast,” the doc­tor and even Mr. Kron­borg joined in. Thea nev­er minded if people could not sing; she dir­ec­ted them with her head and some­how car­ried them along. When her fath­er got off the pitch she let her own voice out and covered him.

		
	
		
			XIII

			At the be­gin­ning of June, when school closed, Thea had told Wun­sch that she didn’t know how much prac­ti­cing she could get in this sum­mer be­cause Thor had his worst teeth still to cut.

			“My God! all last sum­mer he was do­ing that!” Wun­sch ex­claimed furi­ously.

			“I know, but it takes them two years, and Thor is slow,” Thea answered re­prov­ingly.

			The sum­mer went well bey­ond her hopes, how­ever. She told her­self that it was the best sum­mer of her life, so far. Nobody was sick at home, and her les­sons were un­in­ter­rup­ted. Now that she had four pu­pils of her own and made a dol­lar a week, her prac­ti­cing was re­garded more ser­i­ously by the house­hold. Her moth­er had al­ways ar­ranged things so that she could have the par­lor four hours a day in sum­mer. Thor proved a friendly ally. He be­haved hand­somely about his mol­ars, and nev­er ob­jec­ted to be­ing pulled off in­to re­mote places in his cart. When Thea dragged him over the hill and made a camp un­der the shade of a bush or a bank, he would waddle about and play with his blocks, or bury his mon­key in the sand and dig him up again. Some­times he got in­to the cac­tus and set up a howl, but usu­ally he let his sis­ter read peace­fully, while he coated his hands and face, first with an all-day suck­er and then with gravel.

			Life was pleas­ant and un­event­ful un­til the first of Septem­ber, when Wun­sch began to drink so hard that he was un­able to ap­pear when Thea went to take her mid­week les­son, and Mrs. Kohler had to send her home after a tear­ful apo­logy. On Sat­urday morn­ing she set out for the Kohlers’ again, but on her way, when she was cross­ing the rav­ine, she no­ticed a wo­man sit­ting at the bot­tom of the gulch, un­der the rail­road trestle. She turned from her path and saw that it was Mrs. Tel­lamantez, and she seemed to be do­ing drawn-work. Then Thea no­ticed that there was some­thing be­side her, covered up with a purple and yel­low Mex­ic­an blanket. She ran up the gulch and called to Mrs. Tel­lamantez. The Mex­ic­an wo­man held up a warn­ing fin­ger. Thea glanced at the blanket and re­cog­nized a square red hand which pro­truded. The middle fin­ger twitched slightly.

			“Is he hurt?” she gasped.

			Mrs. Tel­lamantez shook her head. “No; very sick. He knows noth­ing,” she said quietly, fold­ing her hands over her drawn-work.

			Thea learned that Wun­sch had been out all night, that this morn­ing Mrs. Kohler had gone to look for him and found him un­der the trestle covered with dirt and cinders. Prob­ably he had been try­ing to get home and had lost his way. Mrs. Tel­lamantez was watch­ing be­side the un­con­scious man while Mrs. Kohler and Johnny went to get help.

			“You bet­ter go home now, I think,” said Mrs. Tel­lamantez, in clos­ing her nar­ra­tion.

			Thea hung her head and looked wist­fully to­ward the blanket.

			“Couldn’t I just stay till they come?” she asked. “I’d like to know if he’s very bad.”

			“Bad enough,” sighed Mrs. Tel­lamantez, tak­ing up her work again.

			Thea sat down un­der the nar­row shade of one of the trestle posts and listened to the lo­custs rasp­ing in the hot sand while she watched Mrs. Tel­lamantez evenly draw her threads. The blanket looked as if it were over a heap of bricks.

			“I don’t see him breath­ing any,” she said anxiously.

			“Yes, he breathes,” said Mrs. Tel­lamantez, not lift­ing her eyes.

			It seemed to Thea that they waited for hours. At last they heard voices, and a party of men came down the hill and up the gulch. Dr. Arch­ie and Fritz Kohler came first; be­hind were Johnny and Ray, and sev­er­al men from the round­house. Ray had the can­vas lit­ter that was kept at the de­pot for ac­ci­dents on the road. Be­hind them trailed half a dozen boys who had been hanging round the de­pot.

			When Ray saw Thea, he dropped his can­vas roll and hur­ried for­ward. “Bet­ter run along home, Thee. This is ugly busi­ness.” Ray was in­dig­nant that any­body who gave Thea mu­sic les­sons should be­have in such a man­ner.

			Thea re­sen­ted both his pro­pri­et­ary tone and his su­per­i­or vir­tue. “I won’t. I want to know how bad he is. I’m not a baby!” she ex­claimed in­dig­nantly, stamp­ing her foot in­to the sand.

			Dr. Arch­ie, who had been kneel­ing by the blanket, got up and came to­ward Thea, dust­ing his knees. He smiled and nod­ded con­fid­en­tially. “He’ll be all right when we get him home. But he wouldn’t want you to see him like this, poor old chap! Un­der­stand? Now, skip!”

			Thea ran down the gulch and looked back only once, to see them lift­ing the can­vas lit­ter with Wun­sch upon it, still covered with the blanket.

			The men car­ried Wun­sch up the hill and down the road to the Kohlers’. Mrs. Kohler had gone home and made up a bed in the sit­ting-room, as she knew the lit­ter could not be got round the turn in the nar­row stair­way. Wun­sch was like a dead man. He lay un­con­scious all day. Ray Kennedy stayed with him till two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, when he had to go out on his run. It was the first time he had ever been in­side the Kohlers’ house, and he was so much im­pressed by Na­po­leon that the piece-pic­ture formed a new bond between him and Thea.

			Dr. Arch­ie went back at six o’clock, and found Mrs. Kohler and Span­ish Johnny with Wun­sch, who was in a high fever, mut­ter­ing and groan­ing.

			“There ought to be someone here to look after him to­night, Mrs. Kohler,” he said. “I’m on a con­fine­ment case, and I can’t be here, but there ought to be some­body. He may get vi­ol­ent.”

			Mrs. Kohler in­sisted that she could al­ways do any­thing with Wun­sch, but the doc­tor shook his head and Span­ish Johnny grinned. He said he would stay. The doc­tor laughed at him. “Ten fel­lows like you couldn’t hold him, Span­ish, if he got ob­strep­er­ous; an Ir­ish­man would have his hands full. Guess I’d bet­ter put the soft ped­al on him.” He pulled out his hy­po­derm­ic.

			Span­ish Johnny stayed, how­ever, and the Kohlers went to bed. At about two o’clock in the morn­ing Wun­sch rose from his ig­no­mini­ous cot. Johnny, who was doz­ing on the lounge, awoke to find the Ger­man stand­ing in the middle of the room in his un­der­shirt and draw­ers, his arms bare, his heavy body seem­ing twice its nat­ur­al girth. His face was snarling and sav­age, and his eyes were crazy. He had ris­en to avenge him­self, to wipe out his shame, to des­troy his en­emy. One look was enough for Johnny. Wun­sch raised a chair threat­en­ingly, and Johnny, with the light­ness of a pic­ador, dar­ted un­der the mis­sile and out of the open win­dow. He shot across the gully to get help, mean­while leav­ing the Kohlers to their fate.

			Fritz, up­stairs, heard the chair crash upon the stove. Then he heard doors open­ing and shut­ting, and someone stum­bling about in the shrub­bery of the garden. He and Paulina sat up in bed and held a con­sulta­tion. Fritz slipped from un­der the cov­ers, and go­ing cau­tiously over to the win­dow, poked out his head. Then he rushed to the door and bolted it.

			“Mein Gott, Paulina,” he gasped, “he has the axe, he will kill us!”

			“The dress­er,” cried Mrs. Kohler; “push the dress­er be­fore the door. Ach, if you had your rab­bit gun, now!”

			“It is in the barn,” said Fritz sadly. “It would do no good; he would not be afraid of any­thing now. Stay you in the bed, Paulina.” The dress­er had lost its casters years ago, but he man­aged to drag it in front of the door. “He is in the garden. He makes noth­ing. He will get sick again, may‑be.”

			Fritz went back to bed and his wife pulled the quilt over him and made him lie down. They heard stum­bling in the garden again, then a smash of glass.

			“Ach, das Mist­beet!” gasped Paulina, hear­ing her hot­bed shivered. “The poor soul, Fritz, he will cut him­self. Ach! what is that?” They both sat up in bed. “Wieder! Ach, What is he do­ing?”

			The noise came stead­ily, a sound of chop­ping. Paulina tore off her night­cap. “Die Bäume, die Bäume! He is cut­ting our trees, Fritz!” Be­fore her hus­band could pre­vent her, she had sprung from the bed and rushed to the win­dow. “Der Taubensch­lag! Gerechter Him­mel, he is chop­ping the dove-house down!”

			Fritz reached her side be­fore she had got her breath again, and poked his head out be­side hers. There, in the faint star­light, they saw a bulky man, bare­foot, half dressed, chop­ping away at the white post that formed the ped­es­tal of the dove-house. The startled pi­geons were croak­ing and fly­ing about his head, even beat­ing their wings in his face, so that he struck at them furi­ously with the axe. In a few seconds there was a crash, and Wun­sch had ac­tu­ally felled the dove-house.

			“Oh, if only it is not the trees next!” prayed Paulina. “The dove-house you can make new again, but not die Bäume.”

			They watched breath­lessly. In the garden be­low Wun­sch stood in the at­ti­tude of a wood­man, con­tem­plat­ing the fallen cote. Sud­denly he threw the axe over his shoulder and went out of the front gate to­ward the town.

			“The poor soul, he will meet his death!” Mrs. Kohler wailed. She ran back to her feath­er bed and hid her face in the pil­low.

			Fritz kept watch at the win­dow. “No, no, Paulina,” he called presently; “I see lan­terns com­ing. Johnny must have gone for some­body. Yes, four lan­terns, com­ing along the gulch. They stop; they must have seen him already. Now they are un­der the hill and I can­not see them, but I think they have him. They will bring him back. I must dress and go down.” He caught his trousers and began pulling them on by the win­dow. “Yes, here they come, half a dozen men. And they have tied him with a rope, Paulina!”

			“Ach, the poor man! To be led like a cow,” groaned Mrs. Kohler. “Oh, it is good that he has no wife!” She was re­proach­ing her­self for nag­ging Fritz when he drank him­self in­to fool­ish pleas­antry or mild sulks, and felt that she had nev­er be­fore ap­pre­ci­ated her bless­ings.

			

			Wun­sch was in bed for ten days, dur­ing which time he was gos­siped about and even preached about in Moon­stone. The Baptist preach­er took a shot at the fallen man from his pul­pit, Mrs. Liv­ery John­son nod­ding ap­prov­ingly from her pew. The moth­ers of Wun­sch’s pu­pils sent him notes in­form­ing him that their daugh­ters would dis­con­tin­ue their mu­sic-les­sons. The old maid who had ren­ted him her pi­ano sent the town dray for her con­tam­in­ated in­stru­ment, and ever af­ter­ward de­clared that Wun­sch had ruined its tone and scarred its glossy fin­ish. The Kohlers were un­re­mit­ting in their kind­ness to their friend. Mrs. Kohler made him soups and broths without stint, and Fritz re­paired the dove-house and moun­ted it on a new post, lest it might be a sad re­mind­er.

			As soon as Wun­sch was strong enough to sit about in his slip­pers and wad­ded jack­et, he told Fritz to bring him some stout thread from the shop. When Fritz asked what he was go­ing to sew, he pro­duced the tattered score of Orph­eus and said he would like to fix it up for a little present. Fritz car­ried it over to the shop and stitched it in­to paste­boards, covered with dark suit­ing-cloth. Over the stitches he glued a strip of thin red leath­er which he got from his friend, the har­ness-maker. After Paulina had cleaned the pages with fresh bread, Wun­sch was amazed to see what a fine book he had. It opened stiffly, but that was no mat­ter.

			Sit­ting in the ar­bor one morn­ing, un­der the ripe grapes and the brown, curl­ing leaves, with a pen and ink on the bench be­side him and the Gluck score on his knee, Wun­sch pondered for a long while. Sev­er­al times he dipped the pen in the ink, and then put it back again in the ci­gar box in which Mrs. Kohler kept her writ­ing utensils. His thoughts wandered over a wide ter­rit­ory; over many coun­tries and many years. There was no or­der or lo­gic­al se­quence in his ideas. Pic­tures came and went without reas­on. Faces, moun­tains, rivers, au­tumn days in oth­er vine­yards far away. He thought of a Fuszre­ise he had made through the Hartz Moun­tains in his stu­dent days; of the innkeep­er’s pretty daugh­ter who had lighted his pipe for him in the garden one sum­mer even­ing, of the woods above Wies­baden, hay­makers on an is­land in the river. The round­house whistle woke him from his rev­er­ies. Ah, yes, he was in Moon­stone, Col­or­ado. He frowned for a mo­ment and looked at the book on his knee. He had thought of a great many ap­pro­pri­ate things to write in it, but sud­denly he re­jec­ted all of them, opened the book, and at the top of the much-en­graved title-page he wrote rap­idly in purple ink:—

			
				Einst, O Wun­der!—

				
					A. Wun­sch

					Moon­stone, Colo.,

					Septem­ber 30, 18—
				
			

			Nobody in Moon­stone ever found what Wun­sch’s first name was. That “A” may have stood for Adam, or Au­gust, or even Amadeus; he got very angry if any­one asked him.

			He re­mained A. Wun­sch to the end of his chapter there. When he presen­ted this score to Thea, he told her that in ten years she would either know what the in­scrip­tion meant, or she would not have the least idea, in which case it would not mat­ter.

			When Wun­sch began to pack his trunk, both the Kohlers were very un­happy. He said he was com­ing back some day, but that for the present, since he had lost all his pu­pils, it would be bet­ter for him to try some “new town.” Mrs. Kohler darned and men­ded all his clothes, and gave him two new shirts she had made for Fritz. Fritz made him a new pair of trousers and would have made him an over­coat but for the fact that over­coats were so easy to pawn.

			Wun­sch would not go across the rav­ine to the town un­til he went to take the morn­ing train for Den­ver. He said that after he got to Den­ver he would “look around.” He left Moon­stone one bright Oc­to­ber morn­ing, without telling any­one good­bye. He bought his tick­et and went dir­ectly in­to the smoking-car. When the train was be­gin­ning to pull out, he heard his name called frantic­ally, and look­ing out of the win­dow he saw Thea Kron­borg stand­ing on the sid­ing, bare­headed and pant­ing. Some boys had brought word to school that they saw Wun­sch’s trunk go­ing over to the sta­tion, and Thea had run away from school. She was at the end of the sta­tion plat­form, her hair in two braids, her blue ging­ham dress wet to the knees be­cause she had run across lots through the weeds. It had rained dur­ing the night, and the tall sun­flowers be­hind her were fresh and shin­ing.

			“Good­bye, Herr Wun­sch, good­bye!” she called wav­ing to him.

			He thrust his head out at the car win­dow and called back, “Leben sie wohl, leben sie wohl, mein Kind!” He watched her un­til the train swept around the curve bey­ond the round­house, and then sank back in­to his seat, mut­ter­ing, “She had been run­ning. Ah, she will run a long way; they can­not stop her!”

			What was it about the child that one be­lieved in? Was it her dogged in­dustry, so un­usu­al in this free-and-easy coun­try? Was it her ima­gin­a­tion? More likely it was be­cause she had both ima­gin­a­tion and a stub­born will, curi­ously bal­an­cing and in­ter­pen­et­rat­ing each oth­er. There was some­thing un­con­scious and un­awakened about her, that temp­ted curi­os­ity. She had a kind of ser­i­ous­ness that he had not met with in a pu­pil be­fore. She hated dif­fi­cult things, and yet she could nev­er pass one by. They seemed to chal­lenge her; she had no peace un­til she mastered them. She had the power to make a great ef­fort, to lift a weight heav­ier than her­self. Wun­sch hoped he would al­ways re­mem­ber her as she stood by the track, look­ing up at him; her broad eager face, so fair in col­or, with its high cheekbones, yel­low eye­brows and green­ish-hazel eyes. It was a face full of light and en­ergy, of the un­ques­tion­ing hope­ful­ness of first youth. Yes, she was like a flower full of sun, but not the soft Ger­man flowers of his child­hood. He had it now, the com­par­is­on he had ab­sently reached for be­fore: she was like the yel­low prickly pear blos­soms that open there in the desert; thorn­i­er and stur­di­er than the maid­en flowers he re­membered; not so sweet, but won­der­ful.

			

			That night Mrs. Kohler brushed away many a tear as she got sup­per and set the table for two. When they sat down, Fritz was more si­lent than usu­al. People who have lived long to­geth­er need a third at table: they know each oth­er’s thoughts so well that they have noth­ing left to say. Mrs. Kohler stirred and stirred her cof­fee and clattered the spoon, but she had no heart for her sup­per. She felt, for the first time in years, that she was tired of her own cook­ing. She looked across the glass lamp at her hus­band and asked him if the butcher liked his new over­coat, and wheth­er he had got the shoulders right in a ready-made suit he was patch­ing over for Ray Kennedy. After sup­per Fritz offered to wipe the dishes for her, but she told him to go about his busi­ness, and not to act as if she were sick or get­ting help­less.

			When her work in the kit­chen was all done, she went out to cov­er the oleanders against frost, and to take a last look at her chick­ens. As she came back from the hen­house she stopped by one of the linden trees and stood rest­ing her hand on the trunk. He would nev­er come back, the poor man; she knew that. He would drift on from new town to new town, from cata­strophe to cata­strophe. He would hardly find a good home for him­self again. He would die at last in some rough place, and be bur­ied in the desert or on the wild prair­ie, far enough from any linden tree!

			Fritz, smoking his pipe on the kit­chen door­step, watched his Paulina and guessed her thoughts. He, too, was sorry to lose his friend. But Fritz was get­ting old; he had lived a long while and had learned to lose without struggle.

		
	
		
			XIV

			“Moth­er,” said Peter Kron­borg to his wife one morn­ing about two weeks after Wun­sch’s de­par­ture, “how would you like to drive out to Cop­per Hole with me today?”

			Mrs. Kron­borg said she thought she would en­joy the drive. She put on her gray cashmere dress and gold watch and chain, as be­fit­ted a min­is­ter’s wife, and while her hus­band was dress­ing she packed a black oil­cloth satchel with such cloth­ing as she and Thor would need overnight.

			Cop­per Hole was a set­tle­ment fif­teen miles north­w­est of Moon­stone where Mr. Kron­borg preached every Fri­day even­ing. There was a big spring there and a creek and a few ir­rig­at­ing ditches. It was a com­munity of dis­cour­aged ag­ri­cul­tur­ists who had dis­astrously ex­per­i­mented with dry farm­ing. Mr. Kron­borg al­ways drove out one day and back the next, spend­ing the night with one of his pa­rish­ion­ers. Of­ten, when the weath­er was fine, his wife ac­com­pan­ied him. Today they set out from home after the mid­day meal, leav­ing Til­lie in charge of the house. Mrs. Kron­borg’s ma­ter­nal feel­ing was al­ways garnered up in the baby, who­ever the baby happened to be. If she had the baby with her, the oth­ers could look out for them­selves. Thor, of course, was not, ac­cur­ately speak­ing, a baby any longer. In the mat­ter of nour­ish­ment he was quite in­de­pend­ent of his moth­er, though this in­de­pend­ence had not been won without a struggle. Thor was con­ser­vat­ive in all things, and the whole fam­ily had an­guished with him when he was be­ing weaned. Be­ing the young­est, he was still the baby for Mrs. Kron­borg, though he was nearly four years old and sat up boldly on her lap this af­ter­noon, hold­ing on to the ends of the lines and shout­ing “ ’mup, ’mup, horsey.” His fath­er watched him af­fec­tion­ately and hummed hymn tunes in the jovi­al way that was some­times such a tri­al to Thea.

			Mrs. Kron­borg was en­joy­ing the sun­shine and the bril­liant sky and all the faintly marked fea­tures of the dazzling, mono­ton­ous land­scape. She had a rather un­usu­al ca­pa­city for get­ting the fla­vor of places and of people. Al­though she was so en­meshed in fam­ily cares most of the time, she could emerge se­rene when she was away from them. For a moth­er of sev­en, she had a sin­gu­larly un­pre­ju­diced point of view. She was, moreover, a fa­tal­ist, and as she did not at­tempt to dir­ect things bey­ond her con­trol, she found a good deal of time to en­joy the ways of man and nature.

			When they were well upon their road, out where the first lean pas­ture lands began and the sand grass made a faint show­ing between the sagebrushes, Mr. Kron­borg dropped his tune and turned to his wife. “Moth­er, I’ve been think­ing about some­thing.”

			“I guessed you had. What is it?” She shif­ted Thor to her left knee, where he would be more out of the way.

			“Well, it’s about Thea. Mr. Fol­lans­bee came to my study at the church the oth­er day and said they would like to have their two girls take les­sons of Thea. Then I soun­ded Miss Mey­ers” (Miss Mey­ers was the or­gan­ist in Mr. Kron­borg’s church) “and she said there was a good deal of talk about wheth­er Thea wouldn’t take over Wun­sch’s pu­pils. She said if Thea stopped school she wouldn’t won­der if she could get pretty much all Wun­sch’s class. People think Thea knows about all Wun­sch could teach.”

			Mrs. Kron­borg looked thought­ful. “Do you think we ought to take her out of school so young?”

			“She is young, but next year would be her last year any­way. She’s far along for her age. And she can’t learn much un­der the prin­cip­al we’ve got now, can she?”

			“No, I’m afraid she can’t,” his wife ad­mit­ted. “She frets a good deal and says that man al­ways has to look in the back of the book for the an­swers. She hates all that dia­gram­ming they have to do, and I think my­self it’s a waste of time.”

			Mr. Kron­borg settled him­self back in­to the seat and slowed the mare to a walk. “You see, it oc­curs to me that we might raise Thea’s prices, so it would be worth her while. Sev­enty-five cents for hour les­sons, fifty cents for half-hour les­sons. If she got, say two thirds of Wun­sch’s class, that would bring her in up­wards of ten dol­lars a week. Bet­ter pay than teach­ing a coun­try school, and there would be more work in va­ca­tion than in winter. Steady work twelve months in the year; that’s an ad­vant­age. And she’d be liv­ing at home, with no ex­penses.”

			“There’d be talk if you raised her prices,” said Mrs. Kron­borg du­bi­ously.

			“At first there would. But Thea is so much the best mu­si­cian in town that they’d all come in­to line after a while. A good many people in Moon­stone have been mak­ing money lately, and have bought new pi­anos. There were ten new pi­anos shipped in here from Den­ver in the last year. People ain’t go­ing to let them stand idle; too much money in­ves­ted. I be­lieve Thea can have as many schol­ars as she can handle, if we set her up a little.”

			“How set her up, do you mean?” Mrs. Kron­borg felt a cer­tain re­luct­ance about ac­cept­ing this plan, though she had not yet had time to think out her reas­ons.

			“Well, I’ve been think­ing for some time we could make good use of an­oth­er room. We couldn’t give up the par­lor to her all the time. If we built an­oth­er room on the ell and put the pi­ano in there, she could give les­sons all day long and it wouldn’t both­er us. We could build a clothe­spress in it, and put in a bed-lounge and a dress­er and let Anna have it for her sleep­ing-room. She needs a place of her own, now that she’s be­gin­ning to be dressy.”

			“Seems like Thea ought to have the choice of the room, her­self,” said Mrs. Kron­borg.

			“But, my dear, she don’t want it. Won’t have it. I soun­ded her com­ing home from church on Sunday; asked her if she would like to sleep in a new room, if we built on. She fired up like a little wild­cat and said she’d made her own room all her­self, and she didn’t think any­body ought to take it away from her.”

			“She don’t mean to be im­per­tin­ent, fath­er. She’s made de­cided that way, like my fath­er.” Mrs. Kron­borg spoke warmly. “I nev­er have any trouble with the child. I re­mem­ber my fath­er’s ways and go at her care­fully. Thea’s all right.”

			Mr. Kron­borg laughed in­dul­gently and pinched Thor’s full cheek. “Oh, I didn’t mean any­thing against your girl, moth­er! She’s all right, but she’s a little wild­cat, just the same. I think Ray Kennedy’s plan­ning to spoil a born old maid.”

			“Huh! She’ll get some­thing a good sight bet­ter than Ray Kennedy, you see! Thea’s an aw­ful smart girl. I’ve seen a good many girls take mu­sic les­sons in my time, but I ain’t seen one that took to it so. Wun­sch said so, too. She’s got the mak­ing of some­thing in her.”

			“I don’t deny that, and the soon­er she gets at it in a busi­ness­like way, the bet­ter. She’s the kind that takes re­spons­ib­il­ity, and it’ll be good for her.”

			Mrs. Kron­borg was thought­ful. “In some ways it will, maybe. But there’s a good deal of strain about teach­ing young­sters, and she’s al­ways worked so hard with the schol­ars she has. I’ve of­ten listened to her pound­ing it in­to ’em. I don’t want to work her too hard. She’s so ser­i­ous that she’s nev­er had what you might call any real child­hood. Seems like she ought to have the next few years sort of free and easy. She’ll be tied down with re­spons­ib­il­it­ies soon enough.”

			Mr. Kron­borg pat­ted his wife’s arm. “Don’t you be­lieve it, moth­er. Thea is not the mar­ry­ing kind. I’ve watched ’em. Anna will marry be­fore long and make a good wife, but I don’t see Thea bring­ing up a fam­ily. She’s got a good deal of her moth­er in her, but she hasn’t got all. She’s too pep­pery and too fond of hav­ing her own way. Then she’s al­ways got to be ahead in everything. That kind make good church-work­ers and mis­sion­ar­ies and school teach­ers, but they don’t make good wives. They fret all their en­ergy away, like colts, and get cut on the wire.”

			Mrs. Kron­borg laughed. “Give me the gra­ham crack­ers I put in your pock­et for Thor. He’s hungry. You’re a funny man, Peter. A body wouldn’t think, to hear you, you was talk­ing about your own daugh­ters. I guess you see through ’em. Still, even if Thea ain’t apt to have chil­dren of her own, I don’t know as that’s a good reas­on why she should wear her­self out on oth­er people’s.”

			“That’s just the point, moth­er. A girl with all that en­ergy has got to do some­thing, same as a boy, to keep her out of mis­chief. If you don’t want her to marry Ray, let her do some­thing to make her­self in­de­pend­ent.”

			“Well, I’m not against it. It might be the best thing for her. I wish I felt sure she wouldn’t worry. She takes things hard. She nearly cried her­self sick about Wun­sch’s go­ing away. She’s the smartest child of ’em all, Peter, by a long ways.”

			Peter Kron­borg smiled. “There you go, Anna. That’s you all over again. Now, I have no fa­vor­ites; they all have their good points. But you,” with a twinkle, “al­ways did go in for brains.”

			Mrs. Kron­borg chuckled as she wiped the crack­er crumbs from Thor’s chin and fists. “Well, you’re mighty con­ceited, Peter! But I don’t know as I ever re­gret­ted it. I prefer hav­ing a fam­ily of my own to fuss­ing with oth­er folks’ chil­dren, that’s the truth.”

			Be­fore the Kron­borgs reached Cop­per Hole, Thea’s des­tiny was pretty well mapped out for her. Mr. Kron­borg was al­ways de­lighted to have an ex­cuse for en­lar­ging the house.

			Mrs. Kron­borg was quite right in her con­jec­ture that there would be un­friendly com­ment in Moon­stone when Thea raised her prices for mu­sic-les­sons. People said she was get­ting too con­ceited for any­thing. Mrs. Liv­ery John­son put on a new bon­net and paid up all her back calls to have the pleas­ure of an­noun­cing in each par­lor she entered that her daugh­ters, at least, would “nev­er pay pro­fes­sion­al prices to Thea Kron­borg.”

			Thea raised no ob­jec­tion to quit­ting school. She was now in the “high room,” as it was called, in next to the highest class, and was study­ing geo­metry and be­gin­ning Caesar. She no longer re­cited her les­sons to the teach­er she liked, but to the Prin­cip­al, a man who be­longed, like Mrs. Liv­ery John­son, to the camp of Thea’s nat­ur­al en­emies. He taught school be­cause he was too lazy to work among grown-up people, and he made an easy job of it. He got out of real work by in­vent­ing use­less activ­it­ies for his pu­pils, such as the “tree-dia­gram­ming sys­tem.” Thea had spent hours mak­ing trees out of “Thanatop­sis,” Ham­let’s so­li­lo­quy, Cato on “Im­mor­tal­ity.” She ag­on­ized un­der this waste of time, and was only too glad to ac­cept her fath­er’s of­fer of liberty.

			So Thea left school the first of Novem­ber. By the first of Janu­ary she had eight one-hour pu­pils and ten half-hour pu­pils, and there would be more in the sum­mer. She spent her earn­ings gen­er­ously. She bought a new Brus­sels car­pet for the par­lor, and a rifle for Gun­ner and Axel, and an im­it­a­tion ti­ger-skin coat and cap for Thor. She en­joyed be­ing able to add to the fam­ily pos­ses­sions, and thought Thor looked quite as hand­some in his spots as the rich chil­dren she had seen in Den­ver. Thor was most com­pla­cent in his con­spicu­ous ap­par­el. He could walk any­where by this time—though he al­ways pre­ferred to sit, or to be pulled in his cart. He was a bliss­fully lazy child, and had a num­ber of long, dull plays, such as mak­ing nests for his china duck and wait­ing for her to lay him an egg. Thea thought him very in­tel­li­gent, and she was proud that he was so big and burly. She found him rest­ful, loved to hear him call her “sit­ter,” and really liked his com­pan­ion­ship, es­pe­cially when she was tired. On Sat­urday, for in­stance, when she taught from nine in the morn­ing un­til five in the af­ter­noon, she liked to get off in a corner with Thor after sup­per, away from all the bathing and dress­ing and jok­ing and talk­ing that went on in the house, and ask him about his duck, or hear him tell one of his ram­bling stor­ies.

		
	
		
			XV

			By the time Thea’s fif­teenth birth­day came round, she was es­tab­lished as a mu­sic teach­er in Moon­stone. The new room had been ad­ded to the house early in the spring, and Thea had been giv­ing her les­sons there since the middle of May. She liked the per­son­al in­de­pend­ence which was ac­cor­ded her as a wage-earner. The fam­ily ques­tioned her com­ings and go­ings very little. She could go buggy-rid­ing with Ray Kennedy, for in­stance, without tak­ing Gun­ner or Axel. She could go to Span­ish Johnny’s and sing part songs with the Mex­ic­ans, and nobody ob­jec­ted.

			Thea was still un­der the first ex­cite­ment of teach­ing, and was ter­ribly in earn­est about it. If a pu­pil did not get on well, she fumed and fret­ted. She coun­ted un­til she was hoarse. She listened to scales in her sleep. Wun­sch had taught only one pu­pil ser­i­ously, but Thea taught twenty. The duller they were, the more furi­ously she poked and prod­ded them. With the little girls she was nearly al­ways pa­tient, but with pu­pils older than her­self, she some­times lost her tem­per. One of her mis­takes was to let her­self in for a call­ing-down from Mrs. Liv­ery John­son. That lady ap­peared at the Kron­borgs’ one morn­ing and an­nounced that she would al­low no girl to stamp her foot at her daugh­ter Grace. She ad­ded that Thea’s bad man­ners with the older girls were be­ing talked about all over town, and that if her tem­per did not speedily im­prove she would lose all her ad­vanced pu­pils. Thea was frightened. She felt she could nev­er bear the dis­grace, if such a thing happened. Be­sides, what would her fath­er say, after he had gone to the ex­pense of build­ing an ad­di­tion to the house? Mrs. John­son de­man­ded an apo­logy to Grace. Thea said she was will­ing to make it. Mrs. John­son said that here­after, since she had taken les­sons of the best pi­ano teach­er in Grin­nell, Iowa, she her­self would de­cide what pieces Grace should study. Thea read­ily con­sen­ted to that, and Mrs. John­son rustled away to tell a neigh­bor wo­man that Thea Kron­borg could be meek enough when you went at her right.

			Thea was telling Ray about this un­pleas­ant en­counter as they were driv­ing out to the sand hills the next Sunday.

			“She was stuff­ing you, all right, Thee,” Ray re­as­sured her. “There’s no gen­er­al dis­sat­is­fac­tion among your schol­ars. She just wanted to get in a knock. I talked to the pi­ano tuner the last time he was here, and he said all the people he tuned for ex­pressed them­selves very fa­vor­ably about your teach­ing. I wish you didn’t take so much pains with them, my­self.”

			“But I have to, Ray. They’re all so dumb. They’ve got no am­bi­tion,” Thea ex­claimed ir­rit­ably. “Jenny Smi­ley is the only one who isn’t stu­pid. She can read pretty well, and she has such good hands. But she don’t care a rap about it. She has no pride.”

			Ray’s face was full of com­pla­cent sat­is­fac­tion as he glanced side­wise at Thea, but she was look­ing off in­tently in­to the mirage, at one of those mam­moth cattle that are nearly al­ways re­flec­ted there. “Do you find it easi­er to teach in your new room?” he asked.

			“Yes; I’m not in­ter­rup­ted so much. Of course, if I ever hap­pen to want to prac­tice at night, that’s al­ways the night Anna chooses to go to bed early.”

			“It’s a darned shame, Thee, you didn’t cop that room for your­self. I’m sore at the padre about that. He ought to give you that room. You could fix it up so pretty.”

			“I didn’t want it, hon­est I didn’t. Fath­er would have let me have it. I like my own room bet­ter. Some­how I can think bet­ter in a little room. Be­sides, up there I am away from every­body, and I can read as late as I please and nobody nags me.”

			“A grow­ing girl needs lots of sleep,” Ray provid­ently re­marked.

			Thea moved rest­lessly on the buggy cush­ions. “They need oth­er things more,” she muttered. “Oh, I for­got. I brought some­thing to show you. Look here, it came on my birth­day. Wasn’t it nice of him to re­mem­ber?” She took from her pock­et a post­card, bent in the middle and fol­ded, and handed it to Ray. On it was a white dove, perched on a wreath of very blue for­get-me-nots, and “Birth­day Greet­ings” in gold let­ters. Un­der this was writ­ten, “From A. Wun­sch.”

			Ray turned the card over, ex­amined the post­mark, and then began to laugh.

			“Con­cord, Kan­sas. He has my sym­pathy!”

			“Why, is that a poor town?”

			“It’s the jump­ing-off place, no town at all. Some houses dumped down in the middle of a corn­field. You get lost in the corn. Not even a sa­loon to keep things go­ing; sell whis­key without a li­cense at the butcher shop, beer on ice with the liv­er and beef­steak. I wouldn’t stay there over Sunday for a ten-dol­lar bill.”

			“Oh, dear! What do you sup­pose he’s do­ing there? Maybe he just stopped off there a few days to tune pi­anos,” Thea sug­ges­ted hope­fully.

			Ray gave her back the card. “He’s headed in the wrong dir­ec­tion. What does he want to get back in­to a grass coun­try for? Now, there are lots of good live towns down on the Santa Fe, and every­body down there is mu­sic­al. He could al­ways get a job play­ing in sa­loons if he was dead broke. I’ve figured out that I’ve got no years of my life to waste in a Meth­od­ist coun­try where they raise pork.”

			“We must stop on our way back and show this card to Mrs. Kohler. She misses him so.”

			“By the way, Thee, I hear the old wo­man goes to church every Sunday to hear you sing. Fritz tells me he has to wait till two o’clock for his Sunday din­ner these days. The church people ought to give you cred­it for that, when they go for you.”

			Thea shook her head and spoke in a tone of resig­na­tion. “They’ll al­ways go for me, just as they did for Wun­sch. It wasn’t be­cause he drank they went for him; not really. It was some­thing else.”

			“You want to salt your money down, Thee, and go to Chica­go and take some les­sons. Then you come back, and wear a long feath­er and high heels and put on a few airs, and that’ll fix ’em. That’s what they like.”

			“I’ll nev­er have money enough to go to Chica­go. Moth­er meant to lend me some, I think, but now they’ve got hard times back in Neb­raska, and her farm don’t bring her in any­thing. Takes all the ten­ant can raise to pay the taxes. Don’t let’s talk about that. You prom­ised to tell me about the play you went to see in Den­ver.”

			Any­one would have liked to hear Ray’s simple and clear ac­count of the per­form­ance he had seen at the Tabor Grand Op­era House—Mag­gie Mitchell in Little Bare­foot—and any­one would have liked to watch his kind face. Ray looked his best out of doors, when his thick red hands were covered by gloves, and the dull red of his sun­burned face some­how seemed right in the light and wind. He looked bet­ter, too, with his hat on; his hair was thin and dry, with no par­tic­u­lar col­or or char­ac­ter, “reg­u­lar Willy-boy hair,” as he him­self de­scribed it. His eyes were pale be­side the red­dish bronze of his skin. They had the faded look of­ten seen in the eyes of men who have lived much in the sun and wind and who have been ac­cus­tomed to train their vis­ion upon dis­tant ob­jects.

			Ray real­ized that Thea’s life was dull and ex­act­ing, and that she missed Wun­sch. He knew she worked hard, that she put up with a great many little an­noy­ances, and that her du­ties as a teach­er sep­ar­ated her more than ever from the boys and girls of her own age. He did everything he could to provide re­cre­ation for her. He brought her candy and magazines and pine­apples—of which she was very fond—from Den­ver, and kept his eyes and ears open for any­thing that might in­terest her. He was, of course, liv­ing for Thea. He had thought it all out care­fully and had made up his mind just when he would speak to her. When she was sev­en­teen, then he would tell her his plan and ask her to marry him. He would be will­ing to wait two, or even three years, un­til she was twenty, if she thought best. By that time he would surely have got in on some­thing: cop­per, oil, gold, sil­ver, sheep—some­thing.

			Mean­while, it was pleas­ure enough to feel that she de­pended on him more and more, that she leaned upon his steady kind­ness. He nev­er broke faith with him­self about her; he nev­er hin­ted to her of his hopes for the fu­ture, nev­er sug­ges­ted that she might be more in­tim­ately con­fid­en­tial with him, or talked to her of the thing he thought about so con­stantly. He had the chiv­alry which is per­haps the proudest pos­ses­sion of his race. He had nev­er em­bar­rassed her by so much as a glance. Some­times, when they drove out to the sand hills, he let his left arm lie along the back of the buggy seat, but it nev­er came any near­er to Thea than that, nev­er touched her. He of­ten turned to her a face full of pride, and frank ad­mir­a­tion, but his glance was nev­er so in­tim­ate or so pen­et­rat­ing as Dr. Arch­ie’s. His blue eyes were clear and shal­low, friendly, unin­quir­ing. He res­ted Thea be­cause he was so dif­fer­ent; be­cause, though he of­ten told her in­ter­est­ing things, he nev­er set lively fan­cies go­ing in her head; be­cause he nev­er mis­un­der­stood her, and be­cause he nev­er, by any chance, for a single in­stant, un­der­stood her! Yes, with Ray she was safe; by him she would nev­er be dis­covered!

		
	
		
			XVI

			The pleas­antest ex­per­i­ence Thea had that sum­mer was a trip that she and her moth­er made to Den­ver in Ray Kennedy’s ca­boose. Mrs. Kron­borg had been look­ing for­ward to this ex­cur­sion for a long while, but as Ray nev­er knew at what hour his freight would leave Moon­stone, it was dif­fi­cult to ar­range. The call-boy was as likely to sum­mon him to start on his run at twelve o’clock mid­night as at twelve o’clock noon. The first week in June star­ted out with all the sched­uled trains run­ning on time, and a light freight busi­ness. Tues­day even­ing Ray, after con­sult­ing with the dis­patch­er, stopped at the Kron­borgs’ front gate to tell Mrs. Kron­borg—who was help­ing Til­lie wa­ter the flowers—that if she and Thea could be at the de­pot at eight o’clock the next morn­ing, he thought he could prom­ise them a pleas­ant ride and get them in­to Den­ver be­fore nine o’clock in the even­ing. Mrs. Kron­borg told him cheer­fully, across the fence, that she would “take him up on it,” and Ray hur­ried back to the yards to scrub out his car.

			The one com­plaint Ray’s brake­men had to make of him was that he was too fussy about his ca­boose. His former brake­man had asked to be trans­ferred be­cause, he said, “Kennedy was as fussy about his car as an old maid about her bird­cage.” Joe Giddy, who was brak­ing with Ray now, called him “the bride,” be­cause he kept the ca­boose and bunks so clean.

			It was prop­erly the brake­man’s busi­ness to keep the car clean, but when Ray got back to the de­pot, Giddy was nowhere to be found. Mut­ter­ing that all his brake­men seemed to con­sider him “easy,” Ray went down to his car alone. He built a fire in the stove and put wa­ter on to heat while he got in­to his over­alls and jump­er. Then he set to work with a scrub­bing-brush and plenty of soap and “clean­er.” He scrubbed the floor and seats, blacked the stove, put clean sheets on the bunks, and then began to de­mol­ish Giddy’s pic­ture gal­lery. Ray found that his brake­men were likely to have what he termed “a taste for the nude in art,” and Giddy was no ex­cep­tion. Ray took down half a dozen girls in tights and bal­let skirts—premi­ums for ci­gar­ette coupons—and some racy cal­en­dars ad­vert­ising sa­loons and sport­ing clubs, which had cost Giddy both time and trouble; he even re­moved Giddy’s par­tic­u­lar pet, a na­ked girl ly­ing on a couch with her knee care­lessly poised in the air. Un­der­neath the pic­ture was prin­ted the title, “The Odal­isque.” Giddy was un­der the happy de­lu­sion that this title meant some­thing wicked—there was a wicked look about the con­son­ants—but Ray, of course, had looked it up, and Giddy was in­debted to the dic­tion­ary for the priv­ilege of keep­ing his lady. If “odal­isque” had been what Ray called an ob­jec­tion­able word, he would have thrown the pic­ture out in the first place. Ray even took down a pic­ture of Mrs. Langtry in even­ing dress, be­cause it was en­titled the “Jer­sey Lily,” and be­cause there was a small head of Ed­ward VII, then Prince of Wales, in one corner. Al­bert Ed­ward’s con­duct was a pop­u­lar sub­ject of dis­cus­sion among rail­road men in those days, and as Ray pulled the tacks out of this litho­graph he felt more in­dig­nant with the Eng­lish than ever. He de­pos­ited all these pic­tures un­der the mat­tress of Giddy’s bunk, and stood ad­mir­ing his clean car in the lamp­light; the walls now ex­hib­ited only a wheat­field, ad­vert­ising ag­ri­cul­tur­al im­ple­ments, a map of Col­or­ado, and some pic­tures of race­horses and hunt­ing-dogs. At this mo­ment Giddy, freshly shaved and sham­pooed, his shirt shin­ing with the highest pol­ish known to Chinese laun­dry­men, his straw hat tipped over his right eye, thrust his head in at the door.

			“What in hell—” he brought out furi­ously. His good hu­mored, sun­burned face seemed fairly to swell with amazement and an­ger.

			“That’s all right, Giddy,” Ray called in a con­cili­at­ory tone. “Noth­ing in­jured. I’ll put ’em all up again as I found ’em. Go­ing to take some ladies down in the car to­mor­row.”

			Giddy scowled. He did not dis­pute the pro­pri­ety of Ray’s meas­ures, if there were to be ladies on board, but he felt in­jured. “I sup­pose you’ll ex­pect me to be­have like a Y.M.C.A. sec­ret­ary,” he growled. “I can’t do my work and serve tea at the same time.”

			“No need to have a tea-party,” said Ray with de­term­ined cheer­ful­ness. “Mrs. Kron­borg will bring the lunch, and it will be a darned good one.”

			Giddy lounged against the car, hold­ing his ci­gar between two thick fin­gers. “Then I guess she’ll get it,” he ob­served know­ingly. “I don’t think your mu­sic­al friend is much on the grub-box. Has to keep her hands white to tickle the ivor­ies.” Giddy had noth­ing against Thea, but he felt can­tan­ker­ous and wanted to get a rise out of Kennedy.

			“Every man to his own job,” Ray replied agree­ably, pulling his white shirt on over his head.

			Giddy emit­ted smoke dis­dain­fully. “I sup­pose so. The man that gets her will have to wear an ap­ron and bake the pan­cakes. Well, some men like to mess about the kit­chen.” He paused, but Ray was in­tent on get­ting in­to his clothes as quickly as pos­sible. Giddy thought he could go a little fur­ther. “Of course, I don’t dis­pute your right to haul wo­men in this car if you want to; but per­son­ally, so far as I’m con­cerned, I’d a good deal rather drink a can of to­ma­toes and do without the wo­men and their lunch. I was nev­er much en­slaved to hard-boiled eggs, any­how.”

			“You’ll eat ’em to­mor­row, all the same.” Ray’s tone had a steely glit­ter as he jumped out of the car, and Giddy stood aside to let him pass. He knew that Kennedy’s next reply would be de­livered by hand. He had once seen Ray beat up a nasty fel­low for in­sult­ing a Mex­ic­an wo­man who helped about the grub-car in the work train, and his fists had worked like two steel ham­mers. Giddy wasn’t look­ing for trouble.

			

			At eight o’clock the next morn­ing Ray greeted his ladies and helped them in­to the car. Giddy had put on a clean shirt and yel­low pig­skin gloves and was whist­ling his best. He con­sidered Kennedy a fluke as a ladies’ man, and if there was to be a party, the hon­ors had to be done by someone who wasn’t a black­smith at small-talk. Giddy had, as Ray sar­castic­ally ad­mit­ted, “a loc­al repu­ta­tion as a jol­li­er,” and he was flu­ent in gal­lant speeches of a not too-veiled nature. He in­sisted that Thea should take his seat in the cu­pola, op­pos­ite Ray’s, where she could look out over the coun­try. Thea told him, as she clambered up, that she cared a good deal more about rid­ing in that seat than about go­ing to Den­ver. Ray was nev­er so com­pan­ion­able and easy as when he sat chat­ting in the lookout of his little house on wheels. Good stor­ies came to him, and in­ter­est­ing re­col­lec­tions. Thea had a great re­spect for the re­ports he had to write out, and for the tele­grams that were handed to him at sta­tions; for all the know­ledge and ex­per­i­ence it must take to run a freight train.

			Giddy, down in the car, in the pauses of his work, made him­self agree­able to Mrs. Kron­borg.

			“It’s a great rest to be where my fam­ily can’t get at me, Mr. Giddy,” she told him. “I thought you and Ray might have some house­work here for me to look after, but I couldn’t im­prove any on this car.”

			“Oh, we like to keep her neat,” re­turned Giddy glibly, wink­ing up at Ray’s ex­press­ive back. “If you want to see a clean ice­box, look at this one. Yes, Kennedy al­ways car­ries fresh cream to eat on his oat­meal. I’m not par­tic­u­lar. The tin cow’s good enough for me.”

			“Most of you boys smoke so much that all victu­als taste alike to you,” said Mrs. Kron­borg. “I’ve got no re­li­gious scruples against smoking, but I couldn’t take as much in­terest cook­ing for a man that used to­bacco. I guess it’s all right for bach­el­ors who have to eat round.”

			Mrs. Kron­borg took off her hat and veil and made her­self com­fort­able. She sel­dom had an op­por­tun­ity to be idle, and she en­joyed it. She could sit for hours and watch the sage-hens fly up and the jack­rab­bits dart away from the track, without be­ing bored. She wore a tan bom­bazine dress, made very plainly, and car­ried a roomy, worn, moth­er-of-the-fam­ily hand­bag.

			Ray Kennedy al­ways in­sisted that Mrs. Kron­borg was “a fine-look­ing lady,” but this was not the com­mon opin­ion in Moon­stone. Ray had lived long enough among the Mex­ic­ans to dis­like fussi­ness, to feel that there was some­thing more at­tract­ive in ease of man­ner than in ab­sent­minded con­cern about hair­pins and dabs of lace. He had learned to think that the way a wo­man stood, moved, sat in her chair, looked at you, was more im­port­ant than the ab­sence of wrinkles from her skirt. Ray had, in­deed, such un­usu­al per­cep­tions in some dir­ec­tions, that one could not help won­der­ing what he would have been if he had ever, as he said, had “half a chance.”

			He was right; Mrs. Kron­borg was a fine-look­ing wo­man. She was short and square, but her head was a real head, not a mere jerky ter­min­a­tion of the body. It had some in­di­vidu­al­ity apart from hats and hair­pins. Her hair, Moon­stone wo­men ad­mit­ted, would have been very pretty “on any­body else.” Frizzy bangs were worn then, but Mrs. Kron­borg al­ways dressed her hair in the same way, par­ted in the middle, brushed smoothly back from her low, white fore­head, pinned loosely on the back of her head in two thick braids. It was grow­ing gray about the temples, but after the man­ner of yel­low hair it seemed only to have grown paler there, and had taken on a col­or like that of Eng­lish prim­roses. Her eyes were clear and un­troubled; her face smooth and calm, and, as Ray said, “strong.”

			Thea and Ray, up in the sunny cu­pola, were laugh­ing and talk­ing. Ray got great pleas­ure out of see­ing her face there in the little box where he so of­ten ima­gined it. They were cross­ing a plat­eau where great red sand­stone boulders lay about, most of them much wider at the top than at the base, so that they looked like great toad­stools.

			“The sand has been blow­ing against them for a good many hun­dred years,” Ray ex­plained, dir­ect­ing Thea’s eyes with his gloved hand. “You see the sand blows low, be­ing so heavy, and cuts them out un­der­neath. Wind and sand are pretty high-class ar­chi­tects. That’s the prin­ciple of most of the Cliff-Dwell­er re­mains down at Canyon de Chelly. The sand­storms had dug out big de­pres­sions in the face of a cliff, and the In­di­ans built their houses back in that de­pres­sion.”

			“You told me that be­fore, Ray, and of course you know. But the geo­graphy says their houses were cut out of the face of the liv­ing rock, and I like that bet­ter.”

			Ray sniffed. “What non­sense does get prin­ted! It’s enough to give a man dis­respect for learn­ing. How could them In­di­ans cut houses out of the liv­ing rock, when they knew noth­ing about the art of for­ging metals?” Ray leaned back in his chair, swung his foot, and looked thought­ful and happy. He was in one of his fa­vor­ite fields of spec­u­la­tion, and noth­ing gave him more pleas­ure than talk­ing these things over with Thea Kron­borg. “I’ll tell you, Thee, if those old fel­lows had learned to work metals once, your an­cient Egyp­tians and As­syr­i­ans wouldn’t have beat them very much. Whatever they did do, they did well. Their ma­sonry’s stand­ing there today, the corners as true as the Den­ver Cap­it­ol. They were clev­er at most everything but metals; and that one fail­ure kept them from get­ting across. It was the quick­sand that swal­lowed ’em up, as a race. I guess civil­iz­a­tion prop­er began when men mastered metals.”

			Ray was not vain about his book­ish phrases. He did not use them to show off, but be­cause they seemed to him more ad­equate than col­lo­qui­al speech. He felt strongly about these things, and groped for words, as he said, “to ex­press him­self.” He had the lam­ent­able Amer­ic­an be­lief that “ex­pres­sion” is ob­lig­at­ory. He still car­ried in his trunk, among the un­re­lated pos­ses­sions of a rail­road man, a note­book on the title-page of which was writ­ten “Im­pres­sions on First View­ing the Grand Canyon, Ray H. Kennedy.” The pages of that book were like a bat­tle­field; the la­bor­ing au­thor had fallen back from meta­phor after meta­phor, aban­doned po­s­i­tion after po­s­i­tion. He would have ad­mit­ted that the art of for­ging metals was noth­ing to this treach­er­ous busi­ness of re­cord­ing im­pres­sions, in which the ma­ter­i­al you were so full of van­ished mys­ter­i­ously un­der your striv­ing hand. “Es­cap­ing steam!” he had said to him­self, the last time he tried to read that note­book.

			Thea didn’t mind Ray’s travel-lec­ture ex­pres­sions. She dodged them, un­con­sciously, as she did her fath­er’s pro­fes­sion­al pa­laver. The light in Ray’s pale-blue eyes and the feel­ing in his voice more than made up for the stiff­ness of his lan­guage.

			“Were the Cliff-Dwell­ers really clev­er with their hands, Ray, or do you al­ways have to make al­low­ance and say, ‘That was pretty good for an In­di­an’?” she asked.

			Ray went down in­to the car to give some in­struc­tions to Giddy. “Well,” he said when he re­turned, “about the ab­ori­gines: once or twice I’ve been with some fel­lows who were crack­ing buri­al mounds. Al­ways felt a little ashamed of it, but we did pull out some re­mark­able things. We got some pot­tery out whole; seemed pretty fine to me. I guess their wo­men were their artists. We found lots of old shoes and san­dals made out of yucca fiber, neat and strong; and feath­er blankets, too.”

			“Feath­er blankets? You nev­er told me about them.”

			“Didn’t I? The old fel­lows—or the squaws—wove a close net­ting of yucca fiber, and then tied on little bunches of down feath­ers, over­lap­ping, just the way feath­ers grow on a bird. Some of them were feathered on both sides. You can’t get any­thing warm­er than that, now, can you?—or pret­ti­er. What I like about those old ab­ori­gines is, that they got all their ideas from nature.”

			Thea laughed. “That means you’re go­ing to say some­thing about girls’ wear­ing cor­sets. But some of your In­di­ans flattened their ba­bies’ heads, and that’s worse than wear­ing cor­sets.”

			“Give me an In­di­an girl’s fig­ure for beauty,” Ray in­sisted. “And a girl with a voice like yours ought to have plenty of lung-ac­tion. But you know my sen­ti­ments on that sub­ject. I was go­ing to tell you about the hand­somest thing we ever looted out of those buri­al mounds. It was on a wo­man, too, I re­gret to say. She was pre­served as per­fect as any mummy that ever came out of the pyr­am­ids. She had a big string of tur­quoises around her neck, and she was wrapped in a fox-fur cloak, lined with little yel­low feath­ers that must have come off wild ca­nar­ies. Can you beat that, now? The fel­low that claimed it sold it to a Bo­ston man for a hun­dred and fifty dol­lars.”

			Thea looked at him ad­mir­ingly. “Oh, Ray, and didn’t you get any­thing off her, to re­mem­ber her by, even? She must have been a prin­cess.”

			Ray took a wal­let from the pock­et of the coat that was hanging be­side him, and drew from it a little lump wrapped in worn tis­sue pa­per. In a mo­ment a stone, soft and blue as a robin’s egg, lay in the hard palm of his hand. It was a tur­quoise, rubbed smooth in the In­di­an fin­ish, which is so much more beau­ti­ful than the in­con­gru­ous high pol­ish the white man gives that tender stone. “I got this from her neck­lace. See the hole where the string went through? You know how the In­di­ans drill them? Work the drill with their teeth. You like it, don’t you? They’re just right for you. Blue and yel­low are the Swedish col­ors.” Ray looked in­tently at her head, bent over his hand, and then gave his whole at­ten­tion to the track.

			“I’ll tell you, Thee,” he began after a pause, “I’m go­ing to form a camp­ing party one of these days and per­suade your padre to take you and your moth­er down to that coun­try, and we’ll live in the rock houses—they’re as com­fort­able as can be—and start the cook fires up in ’em once again. I’ll go in­to the buri­al mounds and get you more keep­sakes than any girl ever had be­fore.” Ray had planned such an ex­ped­i­tion for his wed­ding jour­ney, and it made his heart thump to see how Thea’s eyes kindled when he talked about it. “I’ve learned more down there about what makes his­tory,” he went on, “than in all the books I’ve ever read. When you sit in the sun and let your heels hang out of a door­way that drops a thou­sand feet, ideas come to you. You be­gin to feel what the hu­man race has been up against from the be­gin­ning. There’s some­thing mighty el­ev­at­ing about those old hab­it­a­tions. You feel like it’s up to you to do your best, on ac­count of those fel­lows hav­ing it so hard. You feel like you owed them some­thing.”

			At Wassi­wappa, Ray got in­struc­tions to side­track un­til Thirty-six went by. After read­ing the mes­sage, he turned to his guests. “I’m afraid this will hold us up about two hours, Mrs. Kron­borg, and we won’t get in­to Den­ver till near mid­night.”

			“That won’t trouble me,” said Mrs. Kron­borg con­ten­tedly. “They know me at the Y.W.C.A., and they’ll let me in any time of night. I came to see the coun­try, not to make time. I’ve al­ways wanted to get out at this white place and look around, and now I’ll have a chance. What makes it so white?”

			“Some kind of chalky rock.” Ray sprang to the ground and gave Mrs. Kron­borg his hand. “You can get soil of any col­or in Col­or­ado; match most any rib­bon.”

			While Ray was get­ting his train on to a side track, Mrs. Kron­borg strolled off to ex­am­ine the post-of­fice and sta­tion house; these, with the wa­ter tank, made up the town. The sta­tion agent “batched” and raised chick­ens. He ran out to meet Mrs. Kron­borg, clutched at her fe­ver­ishly, and began telling her at once how lonely he was and what bad luck he was hav­ing with his poultry. She went to his chick­en yard with him, and pre­scribed for gapes.

			Wassi­wappa seemed a dreary place enough to people who looked for ver­dure, a bril­liant place to people who liked col­or. Be­side the sta­tion house there was a bluegrass plot, pro­tec­ted by a red plank fence, and six fly-bit­ten box-eld­er trees, not much lar­ger than bushes, were kept alive by fre­quent hos­ings from the wa­ter plug. Over the win­dows some dusty morn­ing-glory vines were trained on strings. All the coun­try about was broken up in­to low chalky hills, which were so in­tensely white, and spot­ted so evenly with sage, that they looked like white leo­pards crouch­ing. White dust powdered everything, and the light was so in­tense that the sta­tion agent usu­ally wore blue glasses. Be­hind the sta­tion there was a wa­ter course, which roared in flood time, and a basin in the soft white rock where a pool of al­kali wa­ter flashed in the sun like a mir­ror. The agent looked al­most as sick as his chick­ens, and Mrs. Kron­borg at once in­vited him to lunch with her party. He had, he con­fessed, a dis­taste for his own cook­ing, and lived mainly on soda crack­ers and canned beef. He laughed apo­lo­get­ic­ally when Mrs. Kron­borg said she guessed she’d look about for a shady place to eat lunch.

			She walked up the track to the wa­ter tank, and there, in the nar­row shad­ows cast by the up­rights on which the tank stood, she found two tramps. They sat up and stared at her, heavy with sleep. When she asked them where they were go­ing, they told her “to the coast.” They res­ted by day and traveled by night; walked the ties un­less they could steal a ride, they said; adding that “these West­ern roads were get­ting strict.” Their faces were blistered, their eyes blood­shot, and their shoes looked fit only for the trash pile.

			“I sup­pose you’re hungry?” Mrs. Kron­borg asked. “I sup­pose you both drink?” she went on thought­fully, not cen­sori­ously.

			The hus­ki­er of the two hoboes, a bushy, bearded fel­low, rolled his eyes and said, “I won­der?” But the oth­er, who was old and spare, with a sharp nose and wa­tery eyes, sighed. “Some has one af­flic­tion, some an­oth­er,” he said.

			Mrs. Kron­borg re­flec­ted. “Well,” she said at last, “you can’t get li­quor here, any­way. I am go­ing to ask you to va­cate, be­cause I want to have a little pic­nic un­der this tank for the freight crew that brought me along. I wish I had lunch enough to provide you, but I ain’t. The sta­tion agent says he gets his pro­vi­sions over there at the post of­fice store, and if you are hungry you can get some canned stuff there.” She opened her hand­bag and gave each of the tramps a half-dol­lar.

			The old man wiped his eyes with his fore­finger. “Thank ’ee, ma’am. A can of to­mat­ters will taste pretty good to me. I wasn’t al­ways walkin’ ties; I had a good job in Clev­e­land be­fore—”

			The hairy tramp turned on him fiercely. “Aw, shut up on that, grand­paw! Ain’t you got no grat­it­ude? What do you want to hand the lady that fur?”

			The old man hung his head and turned away. As he went off, his com­rade looked after him and said to Mrs. Kron­borg: “It’s true, what he says. He had a job in the car shops; but he had bad luck.” They both limped away to­ward the store, and Mrs. Kron­borg sighed. She was not afraid of tramps. She al­ways talked to them, and nev­er turned one away. She hated to think how many of them there were, crawl­ing along the tracks over that vast coun­try.

			Her re­flec­tions were cut short by Ray and Giddy and Thea, who came bring­ing the lunch box and wa­ter bottles. Al­though there was not shad­ow enough to ac­com­mod­ate all the party at once, the air un­der the tank was dis­tinctly cool­er than the sur­round­ing air, and the drip made a pleas­ant sound in that breath­less noon. The sta­tion agent ate as if he had nev­er been fed be­fore, apo­lo­giz­ing every time he took an­oth­er piece of fried chick­en. Giddy was un­abashed be­fore the dev­illed eggs of which he had spoken so scorn­fully last night. After lunch the men lit their pipes and lay back against the up­rights that sup­por­ted the tank.

			“This is the sunny side of rail­road­ing, all right,” Giddy drawled lux­uri­ously.

			“You fel­lows grumble too much,” said Mrs. Kron­borg as she corked the pickle jar. “Your job has its draw­backs, but it don’t tie you down. Of course there’s the risk; but I be­lieve a man’s watched over, and he can’t be hurt on the rail­road or any­where else if it’s in­ten­ded he shouldn’t be.”

			Giddy laughed. “Then the trains must be op­er­ated by fel­lows the Lord has it in for, Mrs. Kron­borg. They fig­ure it out that a rail­road man’s only due to last el­ev­en years; then it’s his turn to be smashed.”

			“That’s a dark Provid­ence, I don’t deny,” Mrs. Kron­borg ad­mit­ted. “But there’s lots of things in life that’s hard to un­der­stand.”

			“I guess!” mur­mured Giddy, look­ing off at the spot­ted white hills.

			Ray smoked in si­lence, watch­ing Thea and her moth­er clear away the lunch. He was think­ing that Mrs. Kron­borg had in her face the same ser­i­ous look that Thea had; only hers was calm and sat­is­fied, and Thea’s was in­tense and ques­tion­ing. But in both it was a large kind of look, that was not all the time be­ing broken up and con­vulsed by trivi­al things. They both car­ried their heads like In­di­an wo­men, with a kind of noble un­con­scious­ness. He got so tired of wo­men who were al­ways nod­ding and jerking; apo­lo­giz­ing, de­prec­at­ing, coax­ing, in­sinu­at­ing with their heads.

			When Ray’s party set off again that af­ter­noon the sun beat fiercely in­to the cu­pola, and Thea curled up in one of the seats at the back of the car and had a nap.

			As the short twi­light came on, Giddy took a turn in the cu­pola, and Ray came down and sat with Thea on the rear plat­form of the ca­boose and watched the dark­ness come in soft waves over the plain. They were now about thirty miles from Den­ver, and the moun­tains looked very near. The great toothed wall be­hind which the sun had gone down now sep­ar­ated in­to four dis­tinct ranges, one be­hind the oth­er. They were a very pale blue, a col­or scarcely stronger than wood smoke, and the sun­set had left bright streaks in the snow-filled gorges. In the clear, yel­low-streaked sky the stars were com­ing out, flick­er­ing like newly lighted lamps, grow­ing stead­i­er and more golden as the sky darkened and the land be­neath them fell in­to com­plete shad­ow. It was a cool, rest­ful dark­ness that was not black or for­bid­ding, but some­how open and free; the night of high plains where there is no moist­ness or misti­ness in the at­mo­sphere.

			Ray lit his pipe. “I nev­er get tired of them old stars, Thee. I miss ’em up in Wash­ing­ton and Ore­gon where it’s misty. Like ’em best down in Moth­er Mex­ico, where they have everything their own way. I’m not for any coun­try where the stars are dim.” Ray paused and drew on his pipe. “I don’t know as I ever really no­ticed ’em much till that first year I her­ded sheep up in Wyom­ing. That was the year the bliz­zard caught me.”

			“And you lost all your sheep, didn’t you, Ray?” Thea spoke sym­path­et­ic­ally. “Was the man who owned them nice about it?”

			“Yes, he was a good loser. But I didn’t get over it for a long while. Sheep are so damned resigned. Some­times, to this day, when I’m dog-tired, I try to save them sheep all night long. It comes kind of hard on a boy when he first finds out how little he is, and how big everything else is.”

			Thea moved rest­lessly to­ward him and dropped her chin on her hand, look­ing at a low star that seemed to rest just on the rim of the earth. “I don’t see how you stood it. I don’t be­lieve I could. I don’t see how people can stand it to get knocked out, any­how!” She spoke with such fierce­ness that Ray glanced at her in sur­prise. She was sit­ting on the floor of the car, crouch­ing like a little an­im­al about to spring.

			“No oc­ca­sion for you to see,” he said warmly. “There’ll al­ways be plenty of oth­er people to take the knocks for you.”

			“That’s non­sense, Ray.” Thea spoke im­pa­tiently and leaned lower still, frown­ing at the red star. “Every­body’s up against it for him­self, suc­ceeds or fails—him­self.”

			“In one way, yes,” Ray ad­mit­ted, knock­ing the sparks from his pipe out in­to the soft dark­ness that seemed to flow like a river be­side the car. “But when you look at it an­oth­er way, there are a lot of halfway people in this world who help the win­ners win, and the fail­ers fail. If a man stumbles, there’s plenty of people to push him down. But if he’s like ‘the youth who bore,’ those same people are fore­or­dained to help him along. They may hate to, worse than blazes, and they may do a lot of cussin’ about it, but they have to help the win­ners and they can’t dodge it. It’s a nat­ur­al law, like what keeps the big clock up there go­ing, little wheels and big, and no mix-up.” Ray’s hand and his pipe were sud­denly out­lined against the sky. “Ever oc­cur to you, Thee, that they have to be on time close enough to make time? The Dis­patch­er up there must have a long head.” Pleased with his simil­it­ude, Ray went back to the lookout. Go­ing in­to Den­ver, he had to keep a sharp watch.

			Giddy came down, cheer­ful at the pro­spect of get­ting in­to port, and singing a new top­ic­al ditty that had come up from the Santa Fe by way of La Junta. Nobody knows who makes these songs; they seem to fol­low events auto­mat­ic­ally. Mrs. Kron­borg made Giddy sing the whole twelve verses of this one, and laughed un­til she wiped her eyes. The story was that of Katie Ca­sey, head din­ing room girl at Winslow, Ari­zona, who was un­justly dis­charged by the Har­vey House man­ager. Her suit­or, the yard­mas­ter, took the switch­men out on a strike un­til she was re­in­stated. Freight trains from the east and the west piled up at Winslow un­til the yards looked like a lo­g­jam. The di­vi­sion su­per­in­tend­ent, who was in Cali­for­nia, had to wire in­struc­tions for Katie Ca­sey’s res­tor­a­tion be­fore he could get his trains run­ning. Giddy’s song told all this with much de­tail, both tender and tech­nic­al, and after each of the dozen verses came the re­frain:—

			
				
					Oh, who would think that Katie Ca­sey owned the Santa Fe?
					

					But it really looks that way,
					

					The dis­patch­er’s turn­in’ gray,
					

					All the crews is off their pay;
					

					She can hold the freight from Al­buquerq’ to Needles any day;
					

					The di­vi­sion su­per­in­tend­ent, he come home from Monterey,
					

					Just to see if things was pleas­in’ Katie Ca—a—a—sey.
				

			

			Thea laughed with her moth­er and ap­plauded Giddy. Everything was so kindly and com­fort­able; Giddy and Ray, and their hos­pit­able little house, and the easy­going coun­try, and the stars. She curled up on the seat again with that warm, sleepy feel­ing of the friend­li­ness of the world—which nobody keeps very long, and which she was to lose early and ir­re­voc­ably.

		
	
		
			XVII

			The sum­mer flew by. Thea was glad when Ray Kennedy had a Sunday in town and could take her driv­ing. Out among the sand hills she could for­get the “new room” which was the scene of wear­ing and fruit­less labor. Dr. Arch­ie was away from home a good deal that year. He had put all his money in­to mines above Col­or­ado Springs, and he hoped for great re­turns from them.

			In the fall of that year, Mr. Kron­borg de­cided that Thea ought to show more in­terest in church work. He put it to her frankly, one night at sup­per, be­fore the whole fam­ily. “How can I in­sist on the oth­er girls in the con­greg­a­tion be­ing act­ive in the work, when one of my own daugh­ters mani­fests so little in­terest?”

			“But I sing every Sunday morn­ing, and I have to give up one night a week to choir prac­tice,” Thea de­clared re­bel­li­ously, push­ing back her plate with an angry de­term­in­a­tion to eat noth­ing more.

			“One night a week is not enough for the pas­tor’s daugh­ter,” her fath­er replied. “You won’t do any­thing in the sew­ing so­ci­ety, and you won’t take part in the Chris­ti­an En­deavor or the Band of Hope. Very well, you must make it up in oth­er ways. I want someone to play the or­gan and lead the singing at pray­er-meet­ing this winter. Dea­con Pot­ter told me some time ago that he thought there would be more in­terest in our pray­er-meet­ings if we had the or­gan. Miss Mey­ers don’t feel that she can play on Wed­nes­day nights. And there ought to be some­body to start the hymns. Mrs. Pot­ter is get­ting old, and she al­ways starts them too high. It won’t take much of your time, and it will keep people from talk­ing.”

			This ar­gu­ment conquered Thea, though she left the table sul­lenly. The fear of the tongue, that ter­ror of little towns, is usu­ally felt more keenly by the min­is­ter’s fam­ily than by oth­er house­holds. Whenev­er the Kron­borgs wanted to do any­thing, even to buy a new car­pet, they had to take coun­sel to­geth­er as to wheth­er people would talk. Mrs. Kron­borg had her own con­vic­tion that people talked when they felt like it, and said what they chose, no mat­ter how the min­is­ter’s fam­ily con­duc­ted them­selves. But she did not im­part these dan­ger­ous ideas to her chil­dren. Thea was still un­der the be­lief that pub­lic opin­ion could be pla­cated; that if you clucked of­ten enough, the hens would mis­take you for one of them­selves.

			Mrs. Kron­borg did not have any par­tic­u­lar zest for pray­er-meet­ings, and she stayed at home whenev­er she had a val­id ex­cuse. Thor was too old to fur­nish such an ex­cuse now, so every Wed­nes­day night, un­less one of the chil­dren was sick, she trudged off with Thea, be­hind Mr. Kron­borg. At first Thea was ter­ribly bored. But she got used to pray­er-meet­ing, got even to feel a mourn­ful in­terest in it.

			The ex­er­cises were al­ways pretty much the same. After the first hymn her fath­er read a pas­sage from the Bible, usu­ally a Psalm. Then there was an­oth­er hymn, and then her fath­er com­men­ted upon the pas­sage he had read and, as he said, “ap­plied the Word to our ne­ces­sit­ies.” After a third hymn, the meet­ing was de­clared open, and the old men and wo­men took turns at pray­ing and talk­ing. Mrs. Kron­borg nev­er spoke in meet­ing. She told people firmly that she had been brought up to keep si­lent and let the men talk, but she gave re­spect­ful at­ten­tion to the oth­ers, sit­ting with her hands fol­ded in her lap.

			The pray­er-meet­ing audi­ence was al­ways small. The young and en­er­get­ic mem­bers of the con­greg­a­tion came only once or twice a year, “to keep people from talk­ing.” The usu­al Wed­nes­day night gath­er­ing was made up of old wo­men, with per­haps six or eight old men, and a few sickly girls who had not much in­terest in life; two of them, in­deed, were already pre­par­ing to die. Thea ac­cep­ted the mourn­ful­ness of the pray­er-meet­ings as a kind of spir­itu­al dis­cip­line, like fu­ner­als. She al­ways read late after she went home and felt a stronger wish than usu­al to live and to be happy.

			The meet­ings were con­duc­ted in the Sunday-School room, where there were wooden chairs in­stead of pews; an old map of Palestine hung on the wall, and the brack­et lamps gave out only a dim light. The old wo­men sat mo­tion­less as In­di­ans in their shawls and bon­nets; some of them wore long black mourn­ing veils. The old men drooped in their chairs. Every back, every face, every head said “resig­na­tion.” Of­ten there were long si­lences, when you could hear noth­ing but the crack­ling of the soft coal in the stove and the muffled cough of one of the sick girls.

			There was one nice old lady—tall, erect, self-re­spect­ing, with a del­ic­ate white face and a soft voice. She nev­er whined, and what she said was al­ways cheer­ful, though she spoke so nervously that Thea knew she dreaded get­ting up, and that she made a real sac­ri­fice to, as she said, “testi­fy to the good­ness of her Sa­viour.” She was the moth­er of the girl who coughed, and Thea used to won­der how she ex­plained things to her­self. There was, in­deed, only one wo­man who talked be­cause she was, as Mr. Kron­borg said, “tonguey.” The oth­ers were some­how im­press­ive. They told about the sweet thoughts that came to them while they were at their work; how, amid their house­hold tasks, they were sud­denly lif­ted by the sense of a di­vine Pres­ence. Some­times they told of their first con­ver­sion, of how in their youth that high­er Power had made it­self known to them. Old Mr. Carsen, the car­penter, who gave his ser­vices as jan­it­or to the church, used of­ten to tell how, when he was a young man and a scoffer, bent on the de­struc­tion of both body and soul, his Sa­viour had come to him in the Michigan woods and had stood, it seemed to him, be­side the tree he was felling; and how he dropped his axe and knelt in pray­er “to Him who died for us upon the tree.” Thea al­ways wanted to ask him more about it; about his mys­ter­i­ous wicked­ness, and about the vis­ion.

			Some­times the old people would ask for pray­ers for their ab­sent chil­dren. Some­times they asked their broth­ers and sis­ters in Christ to pray that they might be stronger against tempta­tions. One of the sick girls used to ask them to pray that she might have more faith in the times of de­pres­sion that came to her, “when all the way be­fore seemed dark.” She re­peated that husky phrase so of­ten, that Thea al­ways re­membered it.

			One old wo­man, who nev­er missed a Wed­nes­day night, and who nearly al­ways took part in the meet­ing, came all the way up from the de­pot set­tle­ment. She al­ways wore a black cro­cheted “fas­cin­at­or” over her thin white hair, and she made long, trem­u­lous pray­ers, full of rail­road ter­min­o­logy. She had six sons in the ser­vice of dif­fer­ent rail­roads, and she al­ways prayed “for the boys on the road, who know not at what mo­ment they may be cut off. When, in Thy di­vine wis­dom, their hour is upon them, may they, O our Heav­enly Fath­er, see only white lights along the road to Etern­ity.” She used to speak, too, of “the en­gines that race with death”; and though she looked so old and little when she was on her knees, and her voice was so shaky, her pray­ers had a thrill of speed and danger in them; they made one think of the deep black canyons, the slender trestles, the pound­ing trains. Thea liked to look at her sunken eyes that seemed full of wis­dom, at her black thread gloves, much too long in the fin­gers and so meekly fol­ded one over the oth­er. Her face was brown, and worn away as rocks are worn by wa­ter. There are many ways of de­scrib­ing that col­or of age, but in real­ity it is not like parch­ment, or like any of the things it is said to be like. That brown­ness and that tex­ture of skin are found only in the faces of old hu­man creatures, who have worked hard and who have al­ways been poor.

			One bit­terly cold night in Decem­ber the pray­er-meet­ing seemed to Thea longer than usu­al. The pray­ers and the talks went on and on. It was as if the old people were afraid to go out in­to the cold, or were stu­pefied by the hot air of the room. She had left a book at home that she was im­pa­tient to get back to. At last the Dox­o­logy was sung, but the old people lingered about the stove to greet each oth­er, and Thea took her moth­er’s arm and hur­ried out to the frozen side­walk, be­fore her fath­er could get away. The wind was whist­ling up the street and whip­ping the na­ked cot­ton­wood trees against the tele­graph poles and the sides of the houses. Thin snow clouds were fly­ing over­head, so that the sky looked gray, with a dull phos­phor­es­cence. The icy streets and the shingle roofs of the houses were gray, too. All along the street, shut­ters banged or win­dows rattled, or gates wobbled, held by their latch but shak­ing on loose hinges. There was not a cat or a dog in Moon­stone that night that was not giv­en a warm shel­ter; the cats un­der the kit­chen stove, the dogs in barns or coal-sheds. When Thea and her moth­er reached home, their mufflers were covered with ice, where their breath had frozen. They hur­ried in­to the house and made a dash for the par­lor and the hard-coal burn­er, be­hind which Gun­ner was sit­ting on a stool, read­ing his Ju­les Verne book. The door stood open in­to the din­ing-room, which was heated from the par­lor. Mr. Kron­borg al­ways had a lunch when he came home from pray­er-meet­ing, and his pump­kin pie and milk were set out on the din­ing-table. Mrs. Kron­borg said she thought she felt hungry, too, and asked Thea if she didn’t want some­thing to eat.

			“No, I’m not hungry, moth­er. I guess I’ll go up­stairs.”

			“I ex­pect you’ve got some book up there,” said Mrs. Kron­borg, bring­ing out an­oth­er pie. “You’d bet­ter bring it down here and read. Nobody’ll dis­turb you, and it’s ter­rible cold up in that loft.”

			Thea was al­ways as­sured that no one would dis­turb her if she read down­stairs, but the boys talked when they came in, and her fath­er fairly de­livered dis­courses after he had been re­newed by half a pie and a pitch­er of milk.

			“I don’t mind the cold. I’ll take a hot brick up for my feet. I put one in the stove be­fore I left, if one of the boys hasn’t stolen it. Good night, moth­er.” Thea got her brick and lan­tern, and dashed up­stairs through the windy loft. She un­dressed at top speed and got in­to bed with her brick. She put a pair of white knit­ted gloves on her hands, and pinned over her head a piece of soft flan­nel that had been one of Thor’s long pet­ti­coats when he was a baby. Thus equipped, she was ready for busi­ness. She took from her table a thick pa­per-backed volume, one of the “line” of pa­per nov­els the drug­gist kept to sell to trav­el­ing men. She had bought it, only yes­ter­day, be­cause the first sen­tence in­ter­ested her very much, and be­cause she saw, as she glanced over the pages, the ma­gic­al names of two Rus­si­an cit­ies. The book was a poor trans­la­tion of Anna Karen­ina. Thea opened it at a mark, and fixed her eyes in­tently upon the small print. The hymns, the sick girl, the resigned black fig­ures were for­got­ten. It was the night of the ball in Mo­scow.

			Thea would have been as­ton­ished if she could have known how, years af­ter­ward, when she had need of them, those old faces were to come back to her, long after they were hid­den away un­der the earth; that they would seem to her then as full of mean­ing, as mys­ter­i­ously marked by Des­tiny, as the people who danced the mazurka un­der the el­eg­ant Kor­sun­sky.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Mr. Kron­borg was too fond of his ease and too sens­ible to worry his chil­dren much about re­li­gion. He was more sin­cere than many preach­ers, but when he spoke to his fam­ily about mat­ters of con­duct it was usu­ally with a re­gard for keep­ing up ap­pear­ances. The church and church work were dis­cussed in the fam­ily like the routine of any oth­er busi­ness. Sunday was the hard day of the week with them, just as Sat­urday was the busy day with the mer­chants on Main Street. Re­viv­als were sea­sons of ex­tra work and pres­sure, just as thresh­ing-time was on the farms. Vis­it­ing eld­ers had to be lodged and cooked for, the fold­ing-bed in the par­lor was let down, and Mrs. Kron­borg had to work in the kit­chen all day long and at­tend the night meet­ings.

			Dur­ing one of these re­viv­als Thea’s sis­ter Anna pro­fessed re­li­gion with, as Mrs. Kron­borg said, “a good deal of fluster.” While Anna was go­ing up to the mourn­ers’ bench nightly and ask­ing for the pray­ers of the con­greg­a­tion, she dis­sem­in­ated gen­er­al gloom through­out the house­hold, and after she joined the church she took on an air of “set-apart­ness” that was ex­tremely try­ing to her broth­ers and her sis­ter, though they real­ized that Anna’s sanc­ti­mo­ni­ous­ness was per­haps a good thing for their fath­er. A preach­er ought to have one child who did more than merely ac­qui­esce in re­li­gious ob­serv­ances, and Thea and the boys were glad enough that it was Anna and not one of them­selves who as­sumed this ob­lig­a­tion.

			“Anna, she’s Amer­ic­an,” Mrs. Kron­borg used to say. The Scand­inavi­an mould of coun­ten­ance, more or less marked in each of the oth­er chil­dren, was scarcely dis­cern­ible in her, and she looked enough like oth­er Moon­stone girls to be thought pretty. Anna’s nature was con­ven­tion­al, like her face. Her po­s­i­tion as the min­is­ter’s eld­est daugh­ter was im­port­ant to her, and she tried to live up to it. She read sen­ti­ment­al re­li­gious story­books and emu­lated the spir­itu­al struggles and mag­nan­im­ous be­ha­vi­or of their per­se­cuted heroines. Everything had to be in­ter­preted for Anna. Her opin­ions about the smal­lest and most com­mon­place things were gleaned from the Den­ver pa­pers, the church weeklies, from ser­mons and Sunday-School ad­dresses. Scarcely any­thing was at­tract­ive to her in its nat­ur­al state—in­deed, scarcely any­thing was de­cent un­til it was clothed by the opin­ion of some au­thor­ity. Her ideas about habit, char­ac­ter, duty, love, mar­riage, were grouped un­der heads, like a book of pop­u­lar quo­ta­tions, and were totally un­re­lated to the emer­gen­cies of hu­man liv­ing. She dis­cussed all these sub­jects with oth­er Meth­od­ist girls of her age. They would spend hours, for in­stance, in de­cid­ing what they would or would not tol­er­ate in a suit­or or a hus­band, and the frailties of mas­cu­line nature were too of­ten a sub­ject of dis­cus­sion among them. In her be­ha­vi­or Anna was a harm­less girl, mild ex­cept where her pre­ju­dices were con­cerned, neat and in­dus­tri­ous, with no graver fault than prig­gish­ness; but her mind had really shock­ing habits of clas­si­fic­a­tion. The wicked­ness of Den­ver and of Chica­go, and even of Moon­stone, oc­cu­pied her thoughts too much. She had none of the del­ic­acy that goes with a nature of warm im­pulses, but the kind of fishy curi­os­ity which jus­ti­fies it­self by an ex­pres­sion of hor­ror.

			Thea, and all Thea’s ways and friends, seemed in­dec­or­ous to Anna. She not only felt a grave so­cial dis­crim­in­a­tion against the Mex­ic­ans; she could not for­get that Span­ish Johnny was a drunk­ard and that “nobody knew what he did when he ran away from home.” Thea pre­ten­ded, of course, that she liked the Mex­ic­ans be­cause they were fond of mu­sic; but every­one knew that mu­sic was noth­ing very real, and that it did not mat­ter in a girl’s re­la­tions with people. What was real, then, and what did mat­ter? Poor Anna!

			Anna ap­proved of Ray Kennedy as a young man of steady habits and blame­less life, but she re­gret­ted that he was an athe­ist, and that he was not a pas­sen­ger con­duct­or with brass but­tons on his coat. On the whole, she wondered what such an ex­em­plary young man found to like in Thea. Dr. Arch­ie she treated re­spect­fully be­cause of his po­s­i­tion in Moon­stone, but she knew he had kissed the Mex­ic­an ba­rytone’s pretty daugh­ter, and she had a whole dossier of evid­ence about his be­ha­vi­or in his hours of re­lax­a­tion in Den­ver. He was “fast,” and it was be­cause he was “fast” that Thea liked him. Thea al­ways liked that kind of people. Dr. Arch­ie’s whole man­ner with Thea, Anna of­ten told her moth­er, was too free. He was al­ways put­ting his hand on Thea’s head, or hold­ing her hand while he laughed and looked down at her. The kind­li­er mani­fest­a­tion of hu­man nature (about which Anna sang and talked, in the in­terests of which she went to con­ven­tions and wore white rib­bons) were nev­er real­it­ies to her after all. She did not be­lieve in them. It was only in at­ti­tudes of protest or re­proof, cling­ing to the cross, that hu­man be­ings could be even tem­por­ar­ily de­cent.

			Preach­er Kron­borg’s secret con­vic­tions were very much like Anna’s. He be­lieved that his wife was ab­so­lutely good, but there was not a man or wo­man in his con­greg­a­tion whom he trus­ted all the way.

			Mrs. Kron­borg, on the oth­er hand, was likely to find some­thing to ad­mire in al­most any hu­man con­duct that was pos­it­ive and en­er­get­ic. She could al­ways be taken in by the stor­ies of tramps and run­away boys. She went to the cir­cus and ad­mired the bare­back riders, who were “likely good enough wo­men in their way.” She ad­mired Dr. Arch­ie’s fine physique and well-cut clothes as much as Thea did, and said she “felt it was a priv­ilege to be handled by such a gen­tle­man when she was sick.”

			Soon after Anna be­came a church mem­ber she began to re­mon­strate with Thea about prac­ti­cing—play­ing “sec­u­lar mu­sic”—on Sunday. One Sunday the dis­pute in the par­lor grew warm and was car­ried to Mrs. Kron­borg in the kit­chen. She listened ju­di­cially and told Anna to read the chapter about how Naa­man the leper was per­mit­ted to bow down in the house of Rim­mon. Thea went back to the pi­ano, and Anna lingered to say that, since she was in the right, her moth­er should have sup­por­ted her.

			“No,” said Mrs. Kron­borg, rather in­dif­fer­ently, “I can’t see it that way, Anna. I nev­er forced you to prac­tice, and I don’t see as I should keep Thea from it. I like to hear her, and I guess your fath­er does. You and Thea will likely fol­low dif­fer­ent lines, and I don’t see as I’m called upon to bring you up alike.”

			Anna looked meek and ab­used. “Of course all the church people must hear her. Ours is the only noisy house on this street. You hear what she’s play­ing now, don’t you?”

			Mrs. Kron­borg rose from brown­ing her cof­fee. “Yes; it’s the Blue Danube waltzes. I’m fa­mil­i­ar with ’em. If any of the church people come at you, you just send ’em to me. I ain’t afraid to speak out on oc­ca­sion, and I wouldn’t mind one bit telling the Ladies’ Aid a few things about stand­ard com­posers.” Mrs. Kron­borg smiled, and ad­ded thought­fully, “No, I wouldn’t mind that one bit.”

			Anna went about with a re­served and dis­tant air for a week, and Mrs. Kron­borg sus­pec­ted that she held a lar­ger place than usu­al in her daugh­ter’s pray­ers; but that was an­oth­er thing she didn’t mind.

			

			Al­though re­viv­als were merely a part of the year’s work, like ex­am­in­a­tion week at school, and al­though Anna’s piety im­pressed her very little, a time came when Thea was per­plexed about re­li­gion. A scourge of typhoid broke out in Moon­stone and sev­er­al of Thea’s school­mates died of it. She went to their fu­ner­als, saw them put in­to the ground, and wondered a good deal about them. But a cer­tain grim in­cid­ent, which caused the epi­dem­ic, troubled her even more than the death of her friends.

			Early in Ju­ly, soon after Thea’s fif­teenth birth­day, a par­tic­u­larly dis­gust­ing sort of tramp came in­to Moon­stone in an empty box car. Thea was sit­ting in the ham­mock in the front yard when he first crawled up to the town from the de­pot, car­ry­ing a bundle wrapped in dirty tick­ing un­der one arm, and un­der the oth­er a wooden box with rusty screen­ing nailed over one end. He had a thin, hungry face covered with black hair. It was just be­fore sup­per­time when he came along, and the street smelled of fried pota­toes and fried onions and cof­fee. Thea saw him sniff­ing the air greed­ily and walk­ing slower and slower. He looked over the fence. She hoped he would not stop at their gate, for her moth­er nev­er turned any­one away, and this was the dirti­est and most ut­terly wretched-look­ing tramp she had ever seen. There was a ter­rible odor about him, too. She caught it even at that dis­tance, and put her handker­chief to her nose. A mo­ment later she was sorry, for she knew that he had no­ticed it. He looked away and shuffled a little faster.

			A few days later Thea heard that the tramp had camped in an empty shack over on the east edge of town, be­side the rav­ine, and was try­ing to give a miser­able sort of show there. He told the boys who went to see what he was do­ing, that he had traveled with a cir­cus. His bundle con­tained a filthy clown’s suit, and his box held half a dozen rattlesnakes.

			Sat­urday night, when Thea went to the butcher shop to get the chick­ens for Sunday, she heard the whine of an ac­cor­di­on and saw a crowd be­fore one of the sa­loons. There she found the tramp, his bony body grot­esquely at­tired in the clown’s suit, his face shaved and painted white—the sweat trick­ling through the paint and wash­ing it away—and his eyes wild and fe­ver­ish. Pulling the ac­cor­di­on in and out seemed to be al­most too great an ef­fort for him, and he panted to the tune of “March­ing through Geor­gia.” After a con­sid­er­able crowd had gathered, the tramp ex­hib­ited his box of snakes, an­nounced that he would now pass the hat, and that when the on­look­ers had con­trib­uted the sum of one dol­lar, he would eat “one of these liv­ing rep­tiles.” The crowd began to cough and mur­mur, and the sa­loon keep­er rushed off for the mar­shal, who ar­res­ted the wretch for giv­ing a show without a li­cense and hur­ried him away to the cala­boose.

			The cala­boose stood in a sun­flower patch—an old hut with a barred win­dow and a pad­lock on the door. The tramp was ut­terly filthy and there was no way to give him a bath. The law made no pro­vi­sion to grubstake vag­rants, so after the con­stable had de­tained the tramp for twenty-four hours, he re­leased him and told him to “get out of town, and get quick.” The fel­low’s rattlesnakes had been killed by the sa­loon keep­er. He hid in a box car in the freight yard, prob­ably hop­ing to get a ride to the next sta­tion, but he was found and put out. After that he was seen no more. He had dis­ap­peared and left no trace ex­cept an ugly, stu­pid word, chalked on the black paint of the sev­enty-five-foot stand­pipe which was the reser­voir for the Moon­stone wa­ter-sup­ply; the same word, in an­oth­er tongue, that the French sol­dier shouted at Wa­ter­loo to the Eng­lish of­ficer who bade the Old Guard sur­render; a com­ment on life which the de­feated, along the hard roads of the world, some­times bawl at the vic­tori­ous.

			A week after the tramp ex­cite­ment had passed over, the city wa­ter began to smell and to taste. The Kron­borgs had a well in their back­yard and did not use city wa­ter, but they heard the com­plaints of their neigh­bors. At first people said that the town well was full of rot­ting cot­ton­wood roots, but the en­gin­eer at the pump­ing-sta­tion con­vinced the may­or that the wa­ter left the well un­tain­ted. May­ors reas­on slowly, but, the well be­ing elim­in­ated, the of­fi­cial mind had to travel to­ward the stand­pipe—there was no oth­er track for it to go in. The stand­pipe amply re­war­ded in­vest­ig­a­tion. The tramp had got even with Moon­stone. He had climbed the stand­pipe by the hand­holds and let him­self down in­to sev­enty-five feet of cold wa­ter, with his shoes and hat and roll of tick­ing. The city coun­cil had a mild pan­ic and passed a new or­din­ance about tramps. But the fever had already broken out, and sev­er­al adults and half a dozen chil­dren died of it.

			Thea had al­ways found everything that happened in Moon­stone ex­cit­ing, dis­asters par­tic­u­larly so. It was grat­i­fy­ing to read sen­sa­tion­al Moon­stone items in the Den­ver pa­per. But she wished she had not chanced to see the tramp as he came in­to town that even­ing, sniff­ing the sup­per-laden air. His face re­mained un­pleas­antly clear in her memory, and her mind struggled with the prob­lem of his be­ha­vi­or as if it were a hard page in arith­met­ic. Even when she was prac­ti­cing, the drama of the tramp kept go­ing on in the back of her head, and she was con­stantly try­ing to make her­self real­ize what pitch of hatred or des­pair could drive a man to do such a hideous thing. She kept see­ing him in his be­draggled clown suit, the white paint on his roughly shaven face, play­ing his ac­cor­di­on be­fore the sa­loon. She had no­ticed his lean body, his high, bald fore­head that sloped back like a curved met­al lid. How could people fall so far out of for­tune? She tried to talk to Ray Kennedy about her per­plex­ity, but Ray would not dis­cuss things of that sort with her. It was in his sen­ti­ment­al con­cep­tion of wo­men that they should be deeply re­li­gious, though men were at liberty to doubt and fi­nally to deny. A pic­ture called The Soul Awakened, pop­u­lar in Moon­stone par­lors, pretty well in­ter­preted Ray’s idea of wo­man’s spir­itu­al nature.

			One even­ing when she was haunted by the fig­ure of the tramp, Thea went up to Dr. Arch­ie’s of­fice. She found him sew­ing up two bad gashes in the face of a little boy who had been kicked by a mule. After the boy had been band­aged and sent away with his fath­er, Thea helped the doc­tor wash and put away the sur­gic­al in­stru­ments. Then she dropped in­to her ac­cus­tomed seat be­side his desk and began to talk about the tramp. Her eyes were hard and green with ex­cite­ment, the doc­tor no­ticed.

			“It seems to me, Dr. Arch­ie, that the whole town’s to blame. I’m to blame, my­self. I know he saw me hold my nose when he went by. Fath­er’s to blame. If he be­lieves the Bible, he ought to have gone to the cala­boose and cleaned that man up and taken care of him. That’s what I can’t un­der­stand; do people be­lieve the Bible, or don’t they? If the next life is all that mat­ters, and we’re put here to get ready for it, then why do we try to make money, or learn things, or have a good time? There’s not one per­son in Moon­stone that really lives the way the New Test­a­ment says. Does it mat­ter, or don’t it?”

			Dr. Arch­ie swung round in his chair and looked at her, hon­estly and le­ni­ently. “Well, Thea, it seems to me like this. Every people has had its re­li­gion. All re­li­gions are good, and all are pretty much alike. But I don’t see how we could live up to them in the sense you mean. I’ve thought about it a good deal, and I can’t help feel­ing that while we are in this world we have to live for the best things of this world, and those things are ma­ter­i­al and pos­it­ive. Now, most re­li­gions are pass­ive, and they tell us chiefly what we should not do.” The doc­tor moved rest­lessly, and his eyes hunted for some­thing along the op­pos­ite wall: “See here, my girl, take out the years of early child­hood and the time we spend in sleep and dull old age, and we only have about twenty able, wak­ing years. That’s not long enough to get ac­quain­ted with half the fine things that have been done in the world, much less to do any­thing ourselves. I think we ought to keep the Com­mand­ments and help oth­er people all we can; but the main thing is to live those twenty splen­did years; to do all we can and en­joy all we can.”

			Dr. Arch­ie met his little friend’s search­ing gaze, the look of acute in­quiry which al­ways touched him.

			“But poor fel­lows like that tramp—” she hes­it­ated and wrinkled her fore­head.

			The doc­tor leaned for­ward and put his hand pro­tect­ingly over hers, which lay clenched on the green felt desktop. “Ugly ac­ci­dents hap­pen, Thea; al­ways have and al­ways will. But the fail­ures are swept back in­to the pile and for­got­ten. They don’t leave any last­ing scar in the world, and they don’t af­fect the fu­ture. The things that last are the good things. The people who forge ahead and do some­thing, they really count.” He saw tears on her cheeks, and he re­membered that he had nev­er seen her cry be­fore, not even when she crushed her fin­ger when she was little. He rose and walked to the win­dow, came back and sat down on the edge of his chair.

			“For­get the tramp, Thea. This is a great big world, and I want you to get about and see it all. You’re go­ing to Chica­go some day, and do some­thing with that fine voice of yours. You’re go­ing to be a num­ber one mu­si­cian and make us proud of you. Take Mary An­der­son, now; even the tramps are proud of her. There isn’t a tramp along the ‘Q’ sys­tem who hasn’t heard of her. We all like people who do things, even if we only see their faces on a ci­gar-box lid.”

			They had a long talk. Thea felt that Dr. Arch­ie had nev­er let him­self out to her so much be­fore. It was the most grown-up con­ver­sa­tion she had ever had with him. She left his of­fice happy, flattered and stim­u­lated. She ran for a long while about the white, moon­lit streets, look­ing up at the stars and the blu­ish night, at the quiet houses sunk in black shade, the glit­ter­ing sand hills. She loved the fa­mil­i­ar trees, and the people in those little houses, and she loved the un­known world bey­ond Den­ver. She felt as if she were be­ing pulled in two, between the de­sire to go away forever and the de­sire to stay forever. She had only twenty years—no time to lose.

			Many a night that sum­mer she left Dr. Arch­ie’s of­fice with a de­sire to run and run about those quiet streets un­til she wore out her shoes, or wore out the streets them­selves; when her chest ached and it seemed as if her heart were spread­ing all over the desert. When she went home, it was not to go to sleep. She used to drag her mat­tress be­side her low win­dow and lie awake for a long while, vi­brat­ing with ex­cite­ment, as a ma­chine vi­brates from speed. Life rushed in upon her through that win­dow—or so it seemed. In real­ity, of course, life rushes from with­in, not from without. There is no work of art so big or so beau­ti­ful that it was not once all con­tained in some youth­ful body, like this one which lay on the floor in the moon­light, pulsing with ar­dor and an­ti­cip­a­tion. It was on such nights that Thea Kron­borg learned the thing that old Du­mas meant when he told the Ro­man­ti­cists that to make a drama he needed but one pas­sion and four walls.

		
	
		
			XIX

			It is well for its peace of mind that the trav­el­ing pub­lic takes rail­roads so much for gran­ted. The only men who are in­cur­ably nervous about rail­way travel are the rail­road op­er­at­ives. A rail­road man nev­er for­gets that the next run may be his turn.

			On a single-track road, like that upon which Ray Kennedy worked, the freight trains make their way as best they can between pas­sen­ger trains. Even when there is such a thing as a freight time-sched­ule, it is merely a form. Along the one track dozens of fast and slow trains dash in both dir­ec­tions, kept from col­li­sion only by the brains in the dis­patch­er’s of­fice. If one pas­sen­ger train is late, the whole sched­ule must be re­vised in an in­stant; the trains fol­low­ing must be warned, and those mov­ing to­ward the be­lated train must be as­signed new meet­ing-places.

			Between the shifts and modi­fic­a­tions of the pas­sen­ger sched­ule, the freight trains play a game of their own. They have no right to the track at any giv­en time, but are sup­posed to be on it when it is free, and to make the best time they can between pas­sen­ger trains. A freight train, on a single-track road, gets any­where at all only by steal­ing bases.

			Ray Kennedy had stuck to the freight ser­vice, al­though he had had op­por­tun­it­ies to go in­to the pas­sen­ger ser­vice at high­er pay. He al­ways re­garded rail­road­ing as a tem­por­ary make­shift, un­til he “got in­to some­thing,” and he dis­liked the pas­sen­ger ser­vice. No brass but­tons for him, he said; too much like a liv­ery. While he was rail­road­ing he would wear a jump­er, thank you!

			The wreck that “caught” Ray was a very com­mon­place one; noth­ing thrill­ing about it, and it got only six lines in the Den­ver pa­pers. It happened about day­break one morn­ing, only thirty-two miles from home.

			At four o’clock in the morn­ing Ray’s train had stopped to take wa­ter at Sax­ony, hav­ing just roun­ded the long curve which lies south of that sta­tion. It was Joe Giddy’s busi­ness to walk back along the curve about three hun­dred yards and put out tor­pedoes to warn any train which might be com­ing up from be­hind—a freight crew is not no­ti­fied of trains fol­low­ing, and the brake­man is sup­posed to pro­tect his train. Ray was so fussy about the punc­tili­ous ob­serv­ance of or­ders that al­most any brake­man would take a chance once in a while, from nat­ur­al per­versity.

			When the train stopped for wa­ter that morn­ing, Ray was at the desk in his ca­boose, mak­ing out his re­port. Giddy took his tor­pedoes, swung off the rear plat­form, and glanced back at the curve. He de­cided that he would not go back to flag this time. If any­thing was com­ing up be­hind, he could hear it in plenty of time. So he ran for­ward to look after a hot journ­al that had been both­er­ing him. In a gen­er­al way, Giddy’s reas­on­ing was sound. If a freight train, or even a pas­sen­ger train, had been com­ing up be­hind them, he could have heard it in time. But as it happened, a light en­gine, which made no noise at all, was com­ing—ordered out to help with the freight that was pil­ing up at the oth­er end of the di­vi­sion. This en­gine got no warn­ing, came round the curve, struck the ca­boose, went straight through it, and crashed in­to the heavy lum­ber car ahead.

			

			The Kron­borgs were just sit­ting down to break­fast, when the night tele­graph op­er­at­or dashed in­to the yard at a run and hammered on the front door. Gun­ner answered the knock, and the tele­graph op­er­at­or told him he wanted to see his fath­er a minute, quick. Mr. Kron­borg ap­peared at the door, nap­kin in hand. The op­er­at­or was pale and pant­ing.

			“Four­teen was wrecked down at Sax­ony this morn­ing,” he shouted, “and Kennedy’s all broke up. We’re send­ing an en­gine down with the doc­tor, and the op­er­at­or at Sax­ony says Kennedy wants you to come along with us and bring your girl.” He stopped for breath.

			Mr. Kron­borg took off his glasses and began rub­bing them with his nap­kin.

			“Bring—I don’t un­der­stand,” he muttered. “How did this hap­pen?”

			“No time for that, sir. Get­ting the en­gine out now. Your girl, Thea. You’ll surely do that for the poor chap. Every­body knows he thinks the world of her.” See­ing that Mr. Kron­borg showed no in­dic­a­tion of hav­ing made up his mind, the op­er­at­or turned to Gun­ner. “Call your sis­ter, kid. I’m go­ing to ask the girl her­self,” he blur­ted out.

			“Yes, yes, cer­tainly. Daugh­ter,” Mr. Kron­borg called. He had some­what re­covered him­self and reached to the hall hat­rack for his hat.

			Just as Thea came out on the front porch, be­fore the op­er­at­or had had time to ex­plain to her, Dr. Arch­ie’s ponies came up to the gate at a brisk trot. Arch­ie jumped out the mo­ment his driver stopped the team and came up to the be­wildered girl without so much as say­ing good morn­ing to any­one. He took her hand with the sym­path­et­ic, re­as­sur­ing grave­ness which had helped her at more than one hard time in her life. “Get your hat, my girl. Kennedy’s hurt down the road, and he wants you to run down with me. They’ll have a car for us. Get in­to my buggy, Mr. Kron­borg. I’ll drive you down, and Larry can come for the team.”

			The driver jumped out of the buggy and Mr. Kron­borg and the doc­tor got in. Thea, still be­wildered, sat on her fath­er’s knee. Dr. Arch­ie gave his ponies a smart cut with the whip.

			When they reached the de­pot, the en­gine, with one car at­tached, was stand­ing on the main track. The en­gin­eer had got his steam up, and was lean­ing out of the cab im­pa­tiently. In a mo­ment they were off. The run to Sax­ony took forty minutes. Thea sat still in her seat while Dr. Arch­ie and her fath­er talked about the wreck. She took no part in the con­ver­sa­tion and asked no ques­tions, but oc­ca­sion­ally she looked at Dr. Arch­ie with a frightened, in­quir­ing glance, which he answered by an en­cour­aging nod. Neither he nor her fath­er said any­thing about how badly Ray was hurt. When the en­gine stopped near Sax­ony, the main track was already cleared. As they got out of the car, Dr. Arch­ie poin­ted to a pile of ties.

			“Thea, you’d bet­ter sit down here and watch the wreck crew while your fath­er and I go up and look Kennedy over. I’ll come back for you when I get him fixed up.”

			The two men went off up the sand gulch, and Thea sat down and looked at the pile of splintered wood and twis­ted iron that had lately been Ray’s ca­boose. She was frightened and ab­sent­minded. She felt that she ought to be think­ing about Ray, but her mind kept ra­cing off to all sorts of trivi­al and ir­rel­ev­ant things. She wondered wheth­er Grace John­son would be furi­ous when she came to take her mu­sic les­son and found nobody there to give it to her; wheth­er she had for­got­ten to close the pi­ano last night and wheth­er Thor would get in­to the new room and mess the keys all up with his sticky fin­gers; wheth­er Til­lie would go up­stairs and make her bed for her. Her mind worked fast, but she could fix it upon noth­ing. The grasshop­pers, the liz­ards, dis­trac­ted her at­ten­tion and seemed more real to her than poor Ray.

			On their way to the sand bank where Ray had been car­ried, Dr. Arch­ie and Mr. Kron­borg met the Sax­ony doc­tor. He shook hands with them.

			“Noth­ing you can do, doc­tor. I couldn’t count the frac­tures. His back’s broken, too. He wouldn’t be alive now if he wer­en’t so con­foun­dedly strong, poor chap. No use both­er­ing him. I’ve giv­en him morphia, one and a half, in eighths.”

			Dr. Arch­ie hur­ried on. Ray was ly­ing on a flat can­vas lit­ter, un­der the shel­ter of a shelving bank, lightly shaded by a slender cot­ton­wood tree. When the doc­tor and the preach­er ap­proached, he looked at them in­tently.

			“Didn’t—” he closed his eyes to hide his bit­ter dis­ap­point­ment.

			Dr. Arch­ie knew what was the mat­ter. “Thea’s back there, Ray. I’ll bring her as soon as I’ve had a look at you.”

			Ray looked up. “You might clean me up a trifle, doc. Won’t need you for any­thing else, thank you all the same.”

			How­ever little there was left of him, that little was cer­tainly Ray Kennedy. His per­son­al­ity was as pos­it­ive as ever, and the blood and dirt on his face seemed merely ac­ci­dent­al, to have noth­ing to do with the man him­self. Dr. Arch­ie told Mr. Kron­borg to bring a pail of wa­ter, and he began to sponge Ray’s face and neck. Mr. Kron­borg stood by, nervously rub­bing his hands to­geth­er and try­ing to think of some­thing to say. Ser­i­ous situ­ations al­ways em­bar­rassed him and made him form­al, even when he felt real sym­pathy.

			“In times like this, Ray,” he brought out at last, crump­ling up his handker­chief in his long fin­gers—“in times like this, we don’t want to for­get the Friend that stick­eth closer than a broth­er.”

			Ray looked up at him; a lonely, dis­con­sol­ate smile played over his mouth and his square cheeks. “Nev­er mind about all that, padre,” he said quietly. “Christ and me fell out long ago.”

			There was a mo­ment of si­lence. Then Ray took pity on Mr. Kron­borg’s em­bar­rass­ment. “You go back for the little girl, padre. I want a word with the doc in private.”

			Ray talked to Dr. Arch­ie for a few mo­ments, then stopped sud­denly, with a broad smile. Over the doc­tor’s shoulder he saw Thea com­ing up the gulch, in her pink cham­bray dress, car­ry­ing her sun­hat by the strings. Such a yel­low head! He of­ten told him­self that he “was per­fectly fool­ish about her hair.” The sight of her, com­ing, went through him softly, like the morphia. “There she is,” he whispered. “Get the old preach­er out of the way, doc. I want to have a little talk with her.”

			Dr. Arch­ie looked up. Thea was hur­ry­ing and yet hanging back. She was more frightened than he had thought she would be. She had gone with him to see very sick people and had al­ways been steady and calm. As she came up, she looked at the ground, and he could see that she had been cry­ing.

			Ray Kennedy made an un­suc­cess­ful ef­fort to put out his hand. “Hello, little kid, noth­ing to be afraid of. Darned if I don’t be­lieve they’ve gone and scared you! Noth­ing to cry about. I’m the same old goods, only a little den­ted. Sit down on my coat there, and keep me com­pany. I’ve got to lay still a bit.”

			Dr. Arch­ie and Mr. Kron­borg dis­ap­peared. Thea cast a tim­id glance after them, but she sat down res­ol­utely and took Ray’s hand.

			“You ain’t scared now, are you?” he asked af­fec­tion­ately. “You were a reg­u­lar brick to come, Thee. Did you get any break­fast?”

			“No, Ray, I’m not scared. Only I’m dread­ful sorry you’re hurt, and I can’t help cry­ing.”

			His broad, earn­est face, lan­guid from the opi­um and smil­ing with such simple hap­pi­ness, re­as­sured her. She drew near­er to him and lif­ted his hand to her knee. He looked at her with his clear, shal­low blue eyes. How he loved everything about that face and head! How many nights in his cu­pola, look­ing up the track, he had seen that face in the dark­ness; through the sleet and snow, or in the soft blue air when the moon­light slept on the desert.

			“You needn’t both­er to talk, Thee. The doc­tor’s medi­cine makes me sort of dopey. But it’s nice to have com­pany. Kind of cozy, don’t you think? Pull my coat un­der you more. It’s a darned shame I can’t wait on you.”

			“No, no, Ray. I’m all right. Yes, I like it here. And I guess you ought not to talk much, ought you? If you can sleep, I’ll stay right here, and be aw­ful quiet. I feel just as much at home with you as ever, now.”

			That simple, humble, faith­ful some­thing in Ray’s eyes went straight to Thea’s heart. She did feel com­fort­able with him, and happy to give him so much hap­pi­ness. It was the first time she had ever been con­scious of that power to be­stow in­tense hap­pi­ness by simply be­ing near any­one. She al­ways re­membered this day as the be­gin­ning of that know­ledge. She bent over him and put her lips softly to his cheek.

			Ray’s eyes filled with light. “Oh, do that again, kid!” he said im­puls­ively. Thea kissed him on the fore­head, blush­ing faintly. Ray held her hand fast and closed his eyes with a deep sigh of hap­pi­ness. The morphia and the sense of her near­ness filled him with con­tent. The gold mine, the oil well, the cop­per ledge—all pipe dreams, he mused, and this was a dream, too. He might have known it be­fore. It had al­ways been like that; the things he ad­mired had al­ways been away out of his reach: a col­lege edu­ca­tion, a gen­tle­man’s man­ner, an Eng­lish­man’s ac­cent—things over his head. And Thea was farther out of his reach than all the rest put to­geth­er. He had been a fool to ima­gine it, but he was glad he had been a fool. She had giv­en him one grand dream. Every mile of his run, from Moon­stone to Den­ver, was painted with the col­ors of that hope. Every cac­tus knew about it. But now that it was not to be, he knew the truth. Thea was nev­er meant for any rough fel­low like him—hadn’t he really known that all along, he asked him­self? She wasn’t meant for com­mon men. She was like wed­ding cake, a thing to dream on. He raised his eye­lids a little. She was strok­ing his hand and look­ing off in­to the dis­tance. He felt in her face that look of un­con­scious power that Wun­sch had seen there. Yes, she was bound for the big ter­min­als of the world; no way sta­tions for her. His lids drooped. In the dark he could see her as she would be after a while; in a box at the Tabor Grand in Den­ver, with dia­monds on her neck and a tiara in her yel­low hair, with all the people look­ing at her through their op­era-glasses, and a United States Sen­at­or, maybe, talk­ing to her. “Then you’ll re­mem­ber me!” He opened his eyes, and they were full of tears.

			Thea leaned closer. “What did you say, Ray? I couldn’t hear.”

			“Then you’ll re­mem­ber me,” he whispered.

			The spark in his eye, which is one’s very self, caught the spark in hers that was her­self, and for a mo­ment they looked in­to each oth­er’s natures. Thea real­ized how good and how great­hearted he was, and he real­ized about her many things. When that elu­sive spark of per­son­al­ity re­treated in each of them, Thea still saw in his wet eyes her own face, very small, but much pret­ti­er than the cracked glass at home had ever shown it. It was the first time she had seen her face in that kind­est mir­ror a wo­man can ever find.

			Ray had felt things in that mo­ment when he seemed to be look­ing in­to the very soul of Thea Kron­borg. Yes, the gold mine, the oil well, the cop­per ledge, they’d all got away from him, as things will; but he’d backed a win­ner once in his life! With all his might he gave his faith to the broad little hand he held. He wished he could leave her the rugged strength of his body to help her through with it all. He would have liked to tell her a little about his old dream—there seemed long years between him and it already—but to tell her now would some­how be un­fair; wouldn’t be quite the straight­est thing in the world. Prob­ably she knew, any­way. He looked up quickly. “You know, don’t you, Thee, that I think you are just the finest thing I’ve struck in this world?”

			The tears ran down Thea’s cheeks. “You’re too good to me, Ray. You’re a lot too good to me,” she faltered.

			“Why, kid,” he mur­mured, “every­body in this world’s go­ing to be good to you!”

			Dr. Arch­ie came to the gulch and stood over his pa­tient. “How’s it go­ing?”

			“Can’t you give me an­oth­er punch with your pa­ci­fier, doc? The little girl had bet­ter run along now.” Ray re­leased Thea’s hand. “See you later, Thee.”

			She got up and moved away aim­lessly, car­ry­ing her hat by the strings. Ray looked after her with the ex­al­ta­tion born of bod­ily pain and said between his teeth, “Al­ways look after that girl, doc. She’s a queen!”

			Thea and her fath­er went back to Moon­stone on the one-o’clock pas­sen­ger. Dr. Arch­ie stayed with Ray Kennedy un­til he died, late in the af­ter­noon.

		
	
		
			XX

			On Monday morn­ing, the day after Ray Kennedy’s fu­ner­al, Dr. Arch­ie called at Mr. Kron­borg’s study, a little room be­hind the church. Mr. Kron­borg did not write out his ser­mons, but spoke from notes jot­ted upon small pieces of card­board in a kind of short­hand of his own. As ser­mons go, they were not worse than most. His con­ven­tion­al rhet­or­ic pleased the ma­jor­ity of his con­greg­a­tion, and Mr. Kron­borg was gen­er­ally re­garded as a mod­el preach­er. He did not smoke, he nev­er touched spir­its. His in­dul­gence in the pleas­ures of the table was an en­dear­ing bond between him and the wo­men of his con­greg­a­tion. He ate enorm­ously, with a zest which seemed in­con­gru­ous with his spare frame.

			This morn­ing the doc­tor found him open­ing his mail and read­ing a pile of ad­vert­ising cir­cu­lars with deep at­ten­tion.

			“Good morn­ing, Mr. Kron­borg,” said Dr. Arch­ie, sit­ting down. “I came to see you on busi­ness. Poor Kennedy asked me to look after his af­fairs for him. Like most rail­road men he spent his wages, ex­cept for a few in­vest­ments in mines which don’t look to me very prom­ising. But his life was in­sured for six hun­dred dol­lars in Thea’s fa­vor.”

			Mr. Kron­borg wound his feet about the stand­ard of his desk-chair. “I as­sure you, doc­tor, this is a com­plete sur­prise to me.”

			“Well, it’s not very sur­pris­ing to me,” Dr. Arch­ie went on. “He talked to me about it the day he was hurt. He said he wanted the money to be used in a par­tic­u­lar way, and in no oth­er.” Dr. Arch­ie paused mean­ingly.

			Mr. Kron­borg fid­geted. “I am sure Thea would ob­serve his wishes in every re­spect.”

			“No doubt; but he wanted me to see that you agreed to his plan. It seems that for some time Thea has wanted to go away to study mu­sic. It was Kennedy’s wish that she should take this money and go to Chica­go this winter. He felt that it would be an ad­vant­age to her in a busi­ness way: that even if she came back here to teach, it would give her more au­thor­ity and make her po­s­i­tion here more com­fort­able.”

			Mr. Kron­borg looked a little startled. “She is very young,” he hes­it­ated; “she is barely sev­en­teen. Chica­go is a long way from home. We would have to con­sider. I think, Dr. Arch­ie, we had bet­ter con­sult Mrs. Kron­borg.”

			“I think I can bring Mrs. Kron­borg around, if I have your con­sent. I’ve al­ways found her pretty level­headed. I have sev­er­al old class­mates prac­ti­cing in Chica­go. One is a throat spe­cial­ist. He has a good deal to do with sing­ers. He prob­ably knows the best pi­ano teach­ers and could re­com­mend a board­ing­house where mu­sic stu­dents stay. I think Thea needs to get among a lot of young people who are clev­er like her­self. Here she has no com­pan­ions but old fel­lows like me. It’s not a nat­ur­al life for a young girl. She’ll either get warped, or with­er up be­fore her time. If it will make you and Mrs. Kron­borg feel any easi­er, I’ll be glad to take Thea to Chica­go and see that she gets star­ted right. This throat man I speak of is a big fel­low in his line, and if I can get him in­ter­ested, he may be able to put her in the way of a good many things. At any rate, he’ll know the right teach­ers. Of course, six hun­dred dol­lars won’t take her very far, but even half the winter there would be a great ad­vant­age. I think Kennedy sized the situ­ation up ex­actly.”

			“Per­haps; I don’t doubt it. You are very kind, Dr. Arch­ie.” Mr. Kron­borg was or­na­ment­ing his desk-blot­ter with hiero­glyph­ics. “I should think Den­ver might be bet­ter. There we could watch over her. She is very young.”

			Dr. Arch­ie rose. “Kennedy didn’t men­tion Den­ver. He said Chica­go, re­peatedly. Un­der the cir­cum­stances, it seems to me we ought to try to carry out his wishes ex­actly, if Thea is will­ing.”

			“Cer­tainly, cer­tainly. Thea is con­scien­tious. She would not waste her op­por­tun­it­ies.” Mr. Kron­borg paused. “If Thea were your own daugh­ter, doc­tor, would you con­sent to such a plan, at her present age?”

			“I most cer­tainly should. In fact, if she were my daugh­ter, I’d have sent her away be­fore this. She’s a most un­usu­al child, and she’s only wast­ing her­self here. At her age she ought to be learn­ing, not teach­ing. She’ll nev­er learn so quickly and eas­ily as she will right now.”

			“Well, doc­tor, you had bet­ter talk it over with Mrs. Kron­borg. I make it a point to de­fer to her wishes in such mat­ters. She un­der­stands all her chil­dren per­fectly. I may say that she has all a moth­er’s in­sight, and more.”

			Dr. Arch­ie smiled. “Yes, and then some. I feel quite con­fid­ent about Mrs. Kron­borg. We usu­ally agree. Good morn­ing.”

			Dr. Arch­ie stepped out in­to the hot sun­shine and walked rap­idly to­ward his of­fice, with a de­term­ined look on his face. He found his wait­ing-room full of pa­tients, and it was one o’clock be­fore he had dis­missed the last one. Then he shut his door and took a drink be­fore go­ing over to the hotel for his lunch. He smiled as he locked his cup­board. “I feel al­most as gay as if I were go­ing to get away for a winter my­self,” he thought.

			

			Af­ter­ward Thea could nev­er re­mem­ber much about that sum­mer, or how she lived through her im­pa­tience. She was to set off with Dr. Arch­ie on the fif­teenth of Oc­to­ber, and she gave les­sons un­til the first of Septem­ber. Then she began to get her clothes ready, and spent whole af­ter­noons in the vil­lage dress­maker’s stuffy, littered little sew­ing-room. Thea and her moth­er made a trip to Den­ver to buy the ma­ter­i­als for her dresses. Ready-made clothes for girls were not to be had in those days. Miss Spen­cer, the dress­maker, de­clared that she could do hand­somely by Thea if they would only let her carry out her own ideas. But Mrs. Kron­borg and Thea felt that Miss Spen­cer’s most dar­ing pro­duc­tions might seem out of place in Chica­go, so they re­strained her with a firm hand. Til­lie, who al­ways helped Mrs. Kron­borg with the fam­ily sew­ing, was for let­ting Miss Spen­cer chal­lenge Chica­go on Thea’s per­son. Since Ray Kennedy’s death, Thea had be­come more than ever one of Til­lie’s heroines. Til­lie swore each of her friends to secrecy, and, com­ing home from church or lean­ing over the fence, told them the most touch­ing stor­ies about Ray’s de­vo­tion, and how Thea would “nev­er get over it.”

			Til­lie’s con­fid­ences stim­u­lated the gen­er­al dis­cus­sion of Thea’s ven­ture. This dis­cus­sion went on, upon front porches and in back­yards, pretty much all sum­mer. Some people ap­proved of Thea’s go­ing to Chica­go, but most people did not. There were oth­ers who changed their minds about it every day.

			Til­lie said she wanted Thea to have a ball dress “above all things.” She bought a fash­ion book es­pe­cially de­voted to even­ing clothes and looked hun­grily over the colored plates, pick­ing out cos­tumes that would be be­com­ing to “a blonde.” She wanted Thea to have all the gay clothes she her­self had al­ways longed for; clothes she of­ten told her­self she needed “to re­cite in.”

			“Til­lie,” Thea used to cry im­pa­tiently, “can’t you see that if Miss Spen­cer tried to make one of those things, she’d make me look like a cir­cus girl? Any­how, I don’t know any­body in Chica­go. I won’t be go­ing to parties.”

			Til­lie al­ways replied with a know­ing toss of her head, “You see! You’ll be in so­ci­ety be­fore you know it. There ain’t many girls as ac­com­plished as you.”

			On the morn­ing of the fif­teenth of Oc­to­ber the Kron­borg fam­ily, all of them but Gus, who couldn’t leave the store, star­ted for the sta­tion an hour be­fore train time. Char­ley had taken Thea’s trunk and tele­scope to the de­pot in his de­liv­ery wag­on early that morn­ing. Thea wore her new blue serge trav­el­ing-dress, chosen for its ser­vice­able qual­it­ies. She had done her hair up care­fully, and had put a pale-blue rib­bon around her throat, un­der a little lace col­lar that Mrs. Kohler had cro­cheted for her. As they went out of the gate, Mrs. Kron­borg looked her over thought­fully. Yes, that blue rib­bon went very well with the dress, and with Thea’s eyes. Thea had a rather un­usu­al touch about such things, she re­flec­ted com­fort­ably. Til­lie al­ways said that Thea was “so in­dif­fer­ent to dress,” but her moth­er no­ticed that she usu­ally put her clothes on well. She felt the more at ease about let­ting Thea go away from home, be­cause she had good sense about her clothes and nev­er tried to dress up too much. Her col­or­ing was so in­di­vidu­al, she was so un­usu­ally fair, that in the wrong clothes she might eas­ily have been “con­spicu­ous.”

			It was a fine morn­ing, and the fam­ily set out from the house in good spir­its. Thea was quiet and calm. She had for­got­ten noth­ing, and she clung tightly to her hand­bag, which held her trunk-key and all of her money that was not in an en­vel­ope pinned to her chemise. Thea walked be­hind the oth­ers, hold­ing Thor by the hand, and this time she did not feel that the pro­ces­sion was too long. Thor was un­com­mu­nic­at­ive that morn­ing, and would only talk about how he would rather get a sand bur in his toe every day than wear shoes and stock­ings. As they passed the cot­ton­wood grove where Thea of­ten used to bring him in his cart, she asked him who would take him for nice long walks after sis­ter went away.

			“Oh, I can walk in our yard,” he replied un­ap­pre­ci­at­ively. “I guess I can make a pond for my duck.”

			Thea leaned down and looked in­to his face. “But you won’t for­get about sis­ter, will you?” Thor shook his head. “And won’t you be glad when sis­ter comes back and can take you over to Mrs. Kohler’s to see the pi­geons?”

			“Yes, I’ll be glad. But I’m go­ing to have a pi­geon my own self.”

			“But you haven’t got any little house for one. Maybe Axel would make you a little house.”

			“Oh, her can live in the barn, her can,” Thor drawled in­dif­fer­ently.

			Thea laughed and squeezed his hand. She al­ways liked his sturdy mat­ter-of-fact­ness. Boys ought to be like that, she thought.

			When they reached the de­pot, Mr. Kron­borg paced the plat­form some­what ce­re­mo­ni­ously with his daugh­ter. Any mem­ber of his flock would have gathered that he was giv­ing her good coun­sel about meet­ing the tempta­tions of the world. He did, in­deed, be­gin to ad­mon­ish her not to for­get that tal­ents come from our Heav­enly Fath­er and are to be used for his glory, but he cut his re­marks short and looked at his watch. He be­lieved that Thea was a re­li­gious girl, but when she looked at him with that in­tent, that pas­sion­ately in­quir­ing gaze which used to move even Wun­sch, Mr. Kron­borg sud­denly felt his elo­quence fail. Thea was like her moth­er, he re­flec­ted; you couldn’t put much sen­ti­ment across with her. As a usu­al thing, he liked girls to be a little more re­spons­ive. He liked them to blush at his com­pli­ments; as Mrs. Kron­borg can­didly said, “Fath­er could be very soft with the girls.” But this morn­ing he was think­ing that hard-headed­ness was a re­as­sur­ing qual­ity in a daugh­ter who was go­ing to Chica­go alone.

			Mr. Kron­borg be­lieved that big cit­ies were places where people went to lose their iden­tity and to be wicked. He him­self, when he was a stu­dent at the Sem­in­ary—he coughed and opened his watch again. He knew, of course, that a great deal of busi­ness went on in Chica­go, that there was an act­ive Board of Trade, and that hogs and cattle were slaughtered there. But when, as a young man, he had stopped over in Chica­go, he had not in­ter­ested him­self in the com­mer­cial activ­it­ies of the city. He re­membered it as a place full of cheap shows and dance halls and boys from the coun­try who were be­hav­ing dis­gust­ingly.

			Dr. Arch­ie drove up to the sta­tion about ten minutes be­fore the train was due. His man tied the ponies and stood hold­ing the doc­tor’s al­ligator-skin bag—very el­eg­ant, Thea thought it. Mrs. Kron­borg did not bur­den the doc­tor with warn­ings and cau­tions. She said again that she hoped he could get Thea a com­fort­able place to stay, where they had good beds, and she hoped the land­lady would be a wo­man who’d had chil­dren of her own. “I don’t go much on old maids look­ing after girls,” she re­marked as she took a pin out of her own hat and thrust it in­to Thea’s blue turban. “You’ll be sure to lose your hat­pins on the train, Thea. It’s bet­ter to have an ex­tra one in case.” She tucked in a little curl that had es­caped from Thea’s care­ful twist. “Don’t for­get to brush your dress of­ten, and pin it up to the cur­tains of your berth to­night, so it won’t wrinkle. If you get it wet, have a tail­or press it be­fore it draws.”

			She turned Thea about by the shoulders and looked her over a last time. Yes, she looked very well. She wasn’t pretty, ex­actly—her face was too broad and her nose was too big. But she had that lovely skin, and she looked fresh and sweet. She had al­ways been a sweet-smelling child. Her moth­er had al­ways liked to kiss her, when she happened to think of it.

			The train whistled in, and Mr. Kron­borg car­ried the can­vas “tele­scope” in­to the car. Thea kissed them all good­bye. Til­lie cried, but she was the only one who did. They all shouted things up at the closed win­dow of the Pull­man car, from which Thea looked down at them as from a frame, her face glow­ing with ex­cite­ment, her turban a little tilted in spite of three hat­pins. She had already taken off her new gloves to save them. Mrs. Kron­borg re­flec­ted that she would nev­er see just that same pic­ture again, and as Thea’s car slid off along the rails, she wiped a tear from her eye. “She won’t come back a little girl,” Mrs. Kron­borg said to her hus­band as they turned to go home. “Any­how, she’s been a sweet one.”

			While the Kron­borg fam­ily were troop­ing slowly home­ward, Thea was sit­ting in the Pull­man, her tele­scope in the seat be­side her, her hand­bag tightly gripped in her fin­gers. Dr. Arch­ie had gone in­to the smoker. He thought she might be a little tear­ful, and that it would be kinder to leave her alone for a while. Her eyes did fill once, when she saw the last of the sand hills and real­ized that she was go­ing to leave them be­hind for a long while. They al­ways made her think of Ray, too. She had had such good times with him out there.

			But, of course, it was her­self and her own ad­ven­ture that mattered to her. If youth did not mat­ter so much to it­self, it would nev­er have the heart to go on. Thea was sur­prised that she did not feel a deep­er sense of loss at leav­ing her old life be­hind her. It seemed, on the con­trary, as she looked out at the yel­low desert speed­ing by, that she had left very little. Everything that was es­sen­tial seemed to be right there in the car with her. She lacked noth­ing. She even felt more com­pact and con­fid­ent than usu­al. She was all there, and some­thing else was there, too—in her heart, was it, or un­der her cheek? Any­how, it was about her some­where, that warm sure­ness, that sturdy little com­pan­ion with whom she shared a secret.

			When Dr. Arch­ie came in from the smoker, she was sit­ting still, look­ing in­tently out of the win­dow and smil­ing, her lips a little par­ted, her hair in a blaze of sun­shine. The doc­tor thought she was the pret­ti­est thing he had ever seen, and very funny, with her tele­scope and big hand­bag. She made him feel jolly, and a little mourn­ful, too. He knew that the splen­did things of life are few, after all, and so very easy to miss.
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				The Song of the Lark

			
		
	
		
			I

			Thea and Dr. Arch­ie had been gone from Moon­stone four days. On the af­ter­noon of the nine­teenth of Oc­to­ber they were in a street­car, rid­ing through the de­press­ing, un­kept wastes of North Chica­go, on their way to call upon the Rev­er­end Lars Larsen, a friend to whom Mr. Kron­borg had writ­ten. Thea was still stay­ing at the rooms of the Young Wo­men’s Chris­ti­an As­so­ci­ation, and was miser­able and home­sick there. The house­keep­er watched her in a way that made her un­com­fort­able. Things had not gone very well, so far. The noise and con­fu­sion of a big city tired and dis­heartened her. She had not had her trunk sent to the Chris­ti­an As­so­ci­ation rooms be­cause she did not want to double cart­age charges, and now she was run­ning up a bill for stor­age on it. The con­tents of her gray tele­scope were be­com­ing un­tidy, and it seemed im­possible to keep one’s face and hands clean in Chica­go. She felt as if she were still on the train, trav­el­ing without enough clothes to keep clean. She wanted an­oth­er night­gown, and it did not oc­cur to her that she could buy one. There were oth­er clothes in her trunk that she needed very much, and she seemed no near­er a place to stay than when she ar­rived in the rain, on that first dis­il­lu­sion­ing morn­ing.

			Dr. Arch­ie had gone at once to his friend Hartley Evans, the throat spe­cial­ist, and had asked him to tell him of a good pi­ano teach­er and dir­ect him to a good board­ing­house. Dr. Evans said he could eas­ily tell him who was the best pi­ano teach­er in Chica­go, but that most stu­dents’ board­ing­houses were “ab­om­in­able places, where girls got poor food for body and mind.” He gave Dr. Arch­ie sev­er­al ad­dresses, how­ever, and the doc­tor went to look the places over. He left Thea in her room, for she seemed tired and was not at all like her­self. His in­spec­tion of board­ing­houses was not en­cour­aging. The only place that seemed to him at all de­sir­able was full, and the mis­tress of the house could not give Thea a room in which she could have a pi­ano. She said Thea might use the pi­ano in her par­lor; but when Dr. Arch­ie went to look at the par­lor he found a girl talk­ing to a young man on one of the corner so­fas. Learn­ing that the boarders re­ceived all their callers there, he gave up that house, too, as hope­less.

			So when they set out to make the ac­quaint­ance of Mr. Larsen on the af­ter­noon he had ap­poin­ted, the ques­tion of a lodging was still un­de­cided. The Swedish Re­form Church was in a sloughy, weedy dis­trict, near a group of factor­ies. The church it­self was a very neat little build­ing. The par­son­age, next door, looked clean and com­fort­able, and there was a well-kept yard about it, with a pick­et fence. Thea saw sev­er­al little chil­dren play­ing un­der a swing, and wondered why min­is­ters al­ways had so many. When they rang at the par­son­age door, a cap­able-look­ing Swedish ser­vant girl answered the bell and told them that Mr. Larsen’s study was in the church, and that he was wait­ing for them there.

			Mr. Larsen re­ceived them very cor­di­ally. The fur­niture in his study was so new and the pic­tures were so heav­ily framed, that Thea thought it looked more like the wait­ing-room of the fash­ion­able Den­ver dent­ist to whom Dr. Arch­ie had taken her that sum­mer, than like a preach­er’s study. There were even flowers in a glass vase on the desk. Mr. Larsen was a small, plump man, with a short, yel­low beard, very white teeth, and a little turned-up nose on which he wore gold-rimmed eye­glasses. He looked about thirty-five, but he was grow­ing bald, and his thin hair was par­ted above his left ear and brought up over the bare spot on the top of his head. He looked cheer­ful and agree­able. He wore a blue coat and no cuffs.

			After Dr. Arch­ie and Thea sat down on a slip­pery leath­er couch, the min­is­ter asked for an out­line of Thea’s plans. Dr. Arch­ie ex­plained that she meant to study pi­ano with Andor Harsa­nyi; that they had already seen him, that Thea had played for him and he said he would be glad to teach her.

			Mr. Larsen lif­ted his pale eye­brows and rubbed his plump white hands to­geth­er. “But he is a con­cert pi­an­ist already. He will be very ex­pens­ive.”

			“That’s why Miss Kron­borg wants to get a church po­s­i­tion if pos­sible. She has not money enough to see her through the winter. There’s no use her com­ing all the way from Col­or­ado and study­ing with a second-rate teach­er. My friends here tell me Harsa­nyi is the best.”

			“Oh, very likely! I have heard him play with Thomas. You West­ern people do things on a big scale. There are half a dozen teach­ers that I should think—How­ever, you know what you want.” Mr. Larsen showed his con­tempt for such ex­tra­vag­ant stand­ards by a shrug. He felt that Dr. Arch­ie was try­ing to im­press him. He had suc­ceeded, in­deed, in bring­ing out the doc­tor’s stiffest man­ner. Mr. Larsen went on to ex­plain that he man­aged the mu­sic in his church him­self, and drilled his choir, though the ten­or was the of­fi­cial choir­mas­ter. Un­for­tu­nately there were no va­can­cies in his choir just now. He had his four voices, very good ones. He looked away from Dr. Arch­ie and glanced at Thea. She looked troubled, even a little frightened when he said this, and drew in her lower lip. She, cer­tainly, was not pre­ten­tious, if her pro­tect­or was. He con­tin­ued to study her. She was sit­ting on the lounge, her knees far apart, her gloved hands ly­ing stiffly in her lap, like a coun­try girl. Her turban, which seemed a little too big for her, had got tilted in the wind—it was al­ways windy in that part of Chica­go—and she looked tired. She wore no veil, and her hair, too, was the worse for the wind and dust. When he said he had all the voices he re­quired, he no­ticed that her gloved hands shut tightly. Mr. Larsen re­flec­ted that she was not, after all, re­spons­ible for the lofty man­ner of her fath­er’s phys­i­cian; that she was not even re­spons­ible for her fath­er, whom he re­membered as a tire­some fel­low. As he watched her tired, wor­ried face, he felt sorry for her.

			“All the same, I would like to try your voice,” he said, turn­ing poin­tedly away from her com­pan­ion. “I am in­ter­ested in voices. Can you sing to the vi­ol­in?”

			“I guess so,” Thea replied dully. “I don’t know. I nev­er tried.”

			Mr. Larsen took his vi­ol­in out of the case and began to tight­en the keys. “We might go in­to the lec­ture-room and see how it goes. I can’t tell much about a voice by the or­gan. The vi­ol­in is really the prop­er in­stru­ment to try a voice.” He opened a door at the back of his study, pushed Thea gently through it, and look­ing over his shoulder to Dr. Arch­ie said, “Ex­cuse us, sir. We will be back soon.”

			Dr. Arch­ie chuckled. All preach­ers were alike, of­fi­cious and on their dig­nity; liked to deal with wo­men and girls, but not with men. He took up a thin volume from the min­is­ter’s desk. To his amuse­ment it proved to be a book of “De­vo­tion­al and Kindred Poems; by Mrs. Aure­lia S. Larsen.” He looked them over, think­ing that the world changed very little. He could re­mem­ber when the wife of his fath­er’s min­is­ter had pub­lished a volume of verses, which all the church mem­bers had to buy and all the chil­dren were en­cour­aged to read. His grand­fath­er had made a face at the book and said, “Puir body!” Both ladies seemed to have chosen the same sub­jects, too: Jeph­thah’s Daugh­ter, Rizpah, Dav­id’s Lament for Ab­sa­lom, etc. The doc­tor found the book very amus­ing.

			The Rev­er­end Lars Larsen was a re­ac­tion­ary Swede. His fath­er came to Iowa in the six­ties, mar­ried a Swedish girl who was am­bi­tious, like him­self, and they moved to Kan­sas and took up land un­der the Homestead Act. After that, they bought land and leased it from the Gov­ern­ment, ac­quired land in every pos­sible way. They worked like horses, both of them; in­deed, they would nev­er have used any horse­flesh they owned as they used them­selves. They reared a large fam­ily and worked their sons and daugh­ters as mer­ci­lessly as they worked them­selves; all of them but Lars. Lars was the fourth son, and he was born lazy. He seemed to bear the mark of over­strain on the part of his par­ents. Even in his cradle he was an ex­ample of phys­ic­al in­er­tia; any­thing to lie still. When he was a grow­ing boy his moth­er had to drag him out of bed every morn­ing, and he had to be driv­en to his chores. At school he had a mod­el “at­tend­ance re­cord,” be­cause he found get­ting his les­sons easi­er than farm work. He was the only one of the fam­ily who went through the high school, and by the time he gradu­ated he had already made up his mind to study for the min­istry, be­cause it seemed to him the least la­bor­i­ous of all call­ings. In so far as he could see, it was the only busi­ness in which there was prac­tic­ally no com­pet­i­tion, in which a man was not all the time pit­ted against oth­er men who were will­ing to work them­selves to death. His fath­er stub­bornly op­posed Lars’s plan, but after keep­ing the boy at home for a year and find­ing how use­less he was on the farm, he sent him to a theo­lo­gic­al sem­in­ary—as much to con­ceal his lazi­ness from the neigh­bors as be­cause he did not know what else to do with him.

			Larsen, like Peter Kron­borg, got on well in the min­istry, be­cause he got on well with the wo­men. His Eng­lish was no worse than that of most young preach­ers of Amer­ic­an par­ent­age, and he made the most of his skill with the vi­ol­in. He was sup­posed to ex­ert a very de­sir­able in­flu­ence over young people and to stim­u­late their in­terest in church work. He mar­ried an Amer­ic­an girl, and when his fath­er died he got his share of the prop­erty—which was very con­sid­er­able. He in­ves­ted his money care­fully and was that rare thing, a preach­er of in­de­pend­ent means. His white, well-kept hands were his res­ult—the evid­ence that he had worked out his life suc­cess­fully in the way that pleased him. His Kan­sas broth­ers hated the sight of his hands.

			Larsen liked all the softer things of life—in­so­far as he knew about them. He slept late in the morn­ing, was fussy about his food, and read a great many nov­els, pre­fer­ring sen­ti­ment­al ones. He did not smoke, but he ate a great deal of candy “for his throat,” and al­ways kept a box of chocol­ate drops in the up­per right-hand draw­er of his desk. He al­ways bought sea­son tick­ets for the sym­phony con­certs, and he played his vi­ol­in for wo­men’s cul­ture clubs. He did not wear cuffs, ex­cept on Sunday, be­cause he be­lieved that a free wrist fa­cil­it­ated his vi­ol­in prac­tice. When he drilled his choir he al­ways held his hand with the little and in­dex fin­gers curved high­er than the oth­er two, like a noted Ger­man con­duct­or he had seen. On the whole, the Rev­er­end Larsen was not an in­sin­cere man; he merely spent his life rest­ing and play­ing, to make up for the time his fore­bears had wasted grub­bing in the earth. He was simple-hearted and kind; he en­joyed his candy and his chil­dren and his sac­red can­tatas. He could work en­er­get­ic­ally at al­most any form of play.

			Dr. Arch­ie was deep in “The Lament of Mary Mag­dalen,” when Mr. Larsen and Thea came back to the study. From the min­is­ter’s ex­pres­sion he judged that Thea had suc­ceeded in in­ter­est­ing him.

			Mr. Larsen seemed to have for­got­ten his hos­til­ity to­ward him, and ad­dressed him frankly as soon as he entered. He stood hold­ing his vi­ol­in, and as Thea sat down he poin­ted to her with his bow:—

			“I have just been telling Miss Kron­borg that though I can­not prom­ise her any­thing per­man­ent, I might give her some­thing for the next few months. My sop­rano is a young mar­ried wo­man and is tem­por­ar­ily in­dis­posed. She would be glad to be ex­cused from her du­ties for a while. I like Miss Kron­borg’s singing very much, and I think she would be­ne­fit by the in­struc­tion in my choir. Singing here might very well lead to some­thing else. We pay our sop­rano only eight dol­lars a Sunday, but she al­ways gets ten dol­lars for singing at fu­ner­als. Miss Kron­borg has a sym­path­et­ic voice, and I think there would be a good deal of de­mand for her at fu­ner­als. Sev­er­al Amer­ic­an churches ap­ply to me for a so­loist on such oc­ca­sions, and I could help her to pick up quite a little money that way.”

			This soun­ded lugubri­ous to Dr. Arch­ie, who had a phys­i­cian’s dis­like of fu­ner­als, but he tried to ac­cept the sug­ges­tion cor­di­ally.

			“Miss Kron­borg tells me she is hav­ing some trouble get­ting loc­ated,” Mr. Larsen went on with an­im­a­tion, still hold­ing his vi­ol­in. “I would ad­vise her to keep away from board­ing­houses al­to­geth­er. Among my pa­rish­ion­ers there are two Ger­man wo­men, a moth­er and daugh­ter. The daugh­ter is a Swede by mar­riage, and clings to the Swedish Church. They live near here, and they rent some of their rooms. They have now a large room va­cant, and have asked me to re­com­mend someone. They have nev­er taken boarders, but Mrs. Lorch, the moth­er, is a good cook—at least, I am al­ways glad to take sup­per with her—and I think I could per­suade her to let this young wo­man par­take of the fam­ily table. The daugh­ter, Mrs. An­der­sen, is mu­sic­al, too, and sings in the Moz­art So­ci­ety. I think they might like to have a mu­sic stu­dent in the house. You speak Ger­man, I sup­pose?” he turned to Thea.

			“Oh, no; a few words. I don’t know the gram­mar,” she mur­mured.

			Dr. Arch­ie no­ticed that her eyes looked alive again, not frozen as they had looked all morn­ing. “If this fel­low can help her, it’s not for me to be stan­doff­ish,” he said to him­self.

			“Do you think you would like to stay in such a quiet place, with old-fash­ioned people?” Mr. Larsen asked. “I shouldn’t think you could find a bet­ter place to work, if that’s what you want.”

			“I think moth­er would like to have me with people like that,” Thea replied. “And I’d be glad to settle down most any­where. I’m los­ing time.”

			“Very well, there’s no time like the present. Let us go to see Mrs. Lorch and Mrs. An­der­sen.”

			The min­is­ter put his vi­ol­in in its case and caught up a black-and-white checked trav­el­ing-cap that he wore when he rode his high Columbia wheel. The three left the church to­geth­er.

		
	
		
			II

			So Thea did not go to a board­ing­house after all. When Dr. Arch­ie left Chica­go she was com­fort­ably settled with Mrs. Lorch, and her happy re­union with her trunk some­what con­soled her for his de­par­ture.

			Mrs. Lorch and her daugh­ter lived half a mile from the Swedish Re­form Church, in an old square frame house, with a porch sup­por­ted by frail pil­lars, set in a damp yard full of big lilac bushes. The house, which had been left over from coun­try times, needed paint badly, and looked gloomy and des­pond­ent among its smart Queen Anne neigh­bors. There was a big back­yard with two rows of apple trees and a grape ar­bor, and a warped walk, two planks wide, which led to the coal bins at the back of the lot. Thea’s room was on the second floor, over­look­ing this back­yard, and she un­der­stood that in the winter she must carry up her own coal and kind­ling from the bin. There was no fur­nace in the house, no run­ning wa­ter ex­cept in the kit­chen, and that was why the room rent was small. All the rooms were heated by stoves, and the lodgers pumped the wa­ter they needed from the cistern un­der the porch, or from the well at the en­trance of the grape ar­bor. Old Mrs. Lorch could nev­er bring her­self to have costly im­prove­ments made in her house; in­deed she had very little money. She pre­ferred to keep the house just as her hus­band built it, and she thought her way of liv­ing good enough for plain people.

			Thea’s room was large enough to ad­mit a ren­ted up­right pi­ano without crowding. It was, the wid­owed daugh­ter said, “a double room that had al­ways be­fore been oc­cu­pied by two gen­tle­men”; the pi­ano now took the place of a second oc­cu­pant. There was an in­grain car­pet on the floor, green ivy leaves on a red ground, and clumsy, old-fash­ioned wal­nut fur­niture. The bed was very wide, and the mat­tress thin and hard. Over the fat pil­lows were “shams” em­broidered in Tur­key red, each with a flower­ing scroll—one with “Gute’ Nacht,” the oth­er with “Guten Mor­gen.” The dress­er was so big that Thea wondered how it had ever been got in­to the house and up the nar­row stairs. Be­sides an old horse­hair arm­chair, there were two low plush “spring-rock­ers,” against the massive ped­es­tals of which one was al­ways stum­bling in the dark. Thea sat in the dark a good deal those first weeks, and some­times a pain­ful bump against one of those bru­tally im­mov­able ped­es­tals roused her tem­per and pulled her out of a heavy hour. The wall­pa­per was brown­ish yel­low, with blue flowers. When it was put on, the car­pet, cer­tainly, had not been con­sul­ted. There was only one pic­ture on the wall when Thea moved in: a large colored print of a brightly lighted church in a snowstorm, on Christ­mas Eve, with greens hanging about the stone door­way and arched win­dows. There was some­thing warm and home­like about this pic­ture, and Thea grew fond of it. One day, on her way in­to town to take her les­son, she stopped at a book­store and bought a pho­to­graph of the Naples bust of Ju­li­us Caesar. This she had framed, and hung it on the big bare wall be­hind her stove. It was a curi­ous choice, but she was at the age when people do in­ex­plic­able things. She had been in­ter­ested in Caesar’s “Com­ment­ar­ies” when she left school to be­gin teach­ing, and she loved to read about great gen­er­als; but these facts would scarcely ex­plain her want­ing that grim bald head to share her daily ex­ist­ence. It seemed a strange freak, when she bought so few things, and when she had, as Mrs. An­der­sen said to Mrs. Lorch, “no pic­tures of the com­posers at all.”

			Both the wid­ows were kind to her, but Thea liked the moth­er bet­ter. Old Mrs. Lorch was fat and jolly, with a red face, al­ways shin­ing as if she had just come from the stove, bright little eyes, and hair of sev­er­al col­ors. Her own hair was one cast of iron-gray, her switch an­oth­er, and her false front still an­oth­er. Her clothes al­ways smelled of sa­vory cook­ing, ex­cept when she was dressed for church or Kaf­feeklatsch, and then she smelled of bay rum or of the lem­on-ver­bena sprig which she tucked in­side her puffy black kid glove. Her cook­ing jus­ti­fied all that Mr. Larsen had said of it, and Thea had nev­er been so well nour­ished be­fore.

			The daugh­ter, Mrs. An­der­sen—Irene, her moth­er called her—was a dif­fer­ent sort of wo­man al­to­geth­er. She was per­haps forty years old, an­gu­lar, big-boned, with large, thin fea­tures, light-blue eyes, and dry, yel­low hair, the bang tightly frizzed. She was pale, an­aem­ic, and sen­ti­ment­al. She had mar­ried the young­est son of a rich, ar­rog­ant Swedish fam­ily who were lum­ber mer­chants in St. Paul. There she dwelt dur­ing her mar­ried life. Oscar An­der­sen was a strong, full-blooded fel­low who had coun­ted on a long life and had been rather care­less about his busi­ness af­fairs. He was killed by the ex­plo­sion of a steam boil­er in the mills, and his broth­ers man­aged to prove that he had very little stock in the big busi­ness. They had strongly dis­ap­proved of his mar­riage and they agreed among them­selves that they were en­tirely jus­ti­fied in de­fraud­ing his wid­ow, who, they said, “would only marry again and give some fel­low a good thing of it.” Mrs. An­der­sen would not go to law with the fam­ily that had al­ways snubbed and wounded her—she felt the hu­mi­li­ation of be­ing thrust out more than she felt her im­pov­er­ish­ment; so she went back to Chica­go to live with her wid­owed moth­er on an in­come of five hun­dred a year. This ex­per­i­ence had giv­en her sen­ti­ment­al nature an in­cur­able hurt. Some­thing withered away in her. Her head had a down­ward droop; her step was soft and apo­lo­get­ic, even in her moth­er’s house, and her smile had the sickly, un­cer­tain flick­er that so of­ten comes from a secret hu­mi­li­ation. She was af­fable and yet shrink­ing, like one who has come down in the world, who has known bet­ter clothes, bet­ter car­pets, bet­ter people, bright­er hopes. Her hus­band was bur­ied in the An­der­sen lot in St. Paul, with a locked iron fence around it. She had to go to his eld­est broth­er for the key when she went to say good­bye to his grave. She clung to the Swedish Church be­cause it had been her hus­band’s church.

			As her moth­er had no room for her house­hold be­long­ings, Mrs. An­der­sen had brought home with her only her bed­room set, which now fur­nished her own room at Mrs. Lorch’s. There she spent most of her time, do­ing fancy­work or writ­ing let­ters to sym­path­iz­ing Ger­man friends in St. Paul, sur­roun­ded by keep­sakes and pho­to­graphs of the burly Oscar An­der­sen. Thea, when she was ad­mit­ted to this room, and shown these pho­to­graphs, found her­self won­der­ing, like the An­der­sen fam­ily, why such a lusty, gay-look­ing fel­low ever thought he wanted this pal­lid, long-cheeked wo­man, whose man­ner was al­ways that of with­draw­ing, and who must have been rather thin-blooded even as a girl.

			Mrs. An­der­sen was cer­tainly a de­press­ing per­son. It some­times an­noyed Thea very much to hear her in­sinu­at­ing knock on the door, her flur­ried ex­plan­a­tion of why she had come, as she backed to­ward the stairs. Mrs. An­der­sen ad­mired Thea greatly. She thought it a dis­tinc­tion to be even a “tem­por­ary sop­rano”—Thea called her­self so quite ser­i­ously—in the Swedish Church. She also thought it dis­tin­guished to be a pu­pil of Harsa­nyi’s. She con­sidered Thea very hand­some, very Swedish, very tal­en­ted. She fluttered about the up­per floor when Thea was prac­ti­cing. In short, she tried to make a heroine of her, just as Til­lie Kron­borg had al­ways done, and Thea was con­scious of some­thing of the sort. When she was work­ing and heard Mrs. An­der­sen tip­toe­ing past her door, she used to shrug her shoulders and won­der wheth­er she was al­ways to have a Til­lie diving furt­ively about her in some dis­guise or oth­er.

			At the dress­maker’s Mrs. An­der­sen re­called Til­lie even more pain­fully. After her first Sunday in Mr. Larsen’s choir, Thea saw that she must have a prop­er dress for morn­ing ser­vice. Her Moon­stone party dress might do to wear in the even­ing, but she must have one frock that could stand the light of day. She, of course, knew noth­ing about Chica­go dress­makers, so she let Mrs. An­der­sen take her to a Ger­man wo­man whom she re­com­men­ded warmly. The Ger­man dress­maker was ex­cit­able and dra­mat­ic. Con­cert dresses, she said, were her spe­cialty. In her fit­ting-room there were pho­to­graphs of sing­ers in the dresses she had made them for this or that sänger­fest. She and Mrs. An­der­sen to­geth­er achieved a cos­tume which would have warmed Til­lie Kron­borg’s heart. It was clearly in­ten­ded for a wo­man of forty, with vi­ol­ent tastes. There seemed to be a piece of every known fab­ric in it some­where. When it came home, and was spread out on her huge bed, Thea looked it over and told her­self can­didly that it was “a hor­ror.” How­ever, her money was gone, and there was noth­ing to do but make the best of the dress. She nev­er wore it ex­cept, as she said, “to sing in,” as if it were an un­be­com­ing uni­form. When Mrs. Lorch and Irene told her that she “looked like a little bird-of-Para­dise in it,” Thea shut her teeth and re­peated to her­self words she had learned from Joe Giddy and Span­ish Johnny.

			In these two good wo­men Thea found faith­ful friends, and in their house she found the quiet and peace which helped her to sup­port the great ex­per­i­ences of that winter.

		
	
		
			III

			Andor Harsa­nyi had nev­er had a pu­pil in the least like Thea Kron­borg. He had nev­er had one more in­tel­li­gent, and he had nev­er had one so ig­nor­ant. When Thea sat down to take her first les­son from him, she had nev­er heard a work by Beeth­oven or a com­pos­i­tion by Chop­in. She knew their names vaguely. Wun­sch had been a mu­si­cian once, long be­fore he wandered in­to Moon­stone, but when Thea awoke his in­terest there was not much left of him. From him Thea had learned some­thing about the works of Gluck and Bach, and he used to play her some of the com­pos­i­tions of Schu­mann. In his trunk he had a mu­til­ated score of the F sharp minor son­ata, which he had heard Clara Schu­mann play at a fest­iv­al in Leipzig. Though his powers of ex­e­cu­tion were at such a low ebb, he used to play at this son­ata for his pu­pil and man­aged to give her some idea of its beauty. When Wun­sch was a young man, it was still dar­ing to like Schu­mann; en­thu­si­asm for his work was con­sidered an ex­pres­sion of youth­ful way­ward­ness. Per­haps that was why Wun­sch re­membered him best. Thea stud­ied some of the Kinder­szen­en with him, as well as some little son­atas by Moz­art and Clem­enti. But for the most part Wun­sch stuck to Czerny and Hum­mel.

			Harsa­nyi found in Thea a pu­pil with sure, strong hands, one who read rap­idly and in­tel­li­gently, who had, he felt, a richly gif­ted nature. But she had been giv­en no dir­ec­tion, and her ar­dor was un­awakened. She had nev­er heard a sym­phony or­ches­tra. The lit­er­at­ure of the pi­ano was an un­dis­covered world to her. He wondered how she had been able to work so hard when she knew so little of what she was work­ing to­ward. She had been taught ac­cord­ing to the old Stut­tgart meth­od; stiff back, stiff el­bows, a very form­al po­s­i­tion of the hands. The best thing about her pre­par­a­tion was that she had de­veloped an un­usu­al power of work. He no­ticed at once her way of char­ging at dif­fi­culties. She ran to meet them as if they were foes she had long been seek­ing, seized them as if they were destined for her and she for them. Whatever she did well, she took for gran­ted. Her eager­ness aroused all the young Hun­gari­an’s chiv­alry. In­stinct­ively one went to the res­cue of a creature who had so much to over­come and who struggled so hard. He used to tell his wife that Miss Kron­borg’s hour took more out of him than half a dozen oth­er les­sons. He usu­ally kept her long over time; he changed her les­sons about so that he could do so, and of­ten gave her time at the end of the day, when he could talk to her af­ter­ward and play for her a little from what he happened to be study­ing. It was al­ways in­ter­est­ing to play for her. Some­times she was so si­lent that he wondered, when she left him, wheth­er she had got any­thing out of it. But a week later, two weeks later, she would give back his idea again in a way that set him vi­brat­ing.

			All this was very well for Harsa­nyi; an in­ter­est­ing vari­ation in the routine of teach­ing. But for Thea Kron­borg, that winter was al­most bey­ond en­dur­ing. She al­ways re­membered it as the hap­pi­est and wild­est and sad­dest of her life. Things came too fast for her; she had not had enough pre­par­a­tion. There were times when she came home from her les­son and lay upon her bed hat­ing Wun­sch and her fam­ily, hat­ing a world that had let her grow up so ig­nor­ant; when she wished that she could die then and there, and be born over again to be­gin anew. She said some­thing of this kind once to her teach­er, in the midst of a bit­ter struggle. Harsa­nyi turned the light of his won­der­ful eye upon her—poor fel­low, he had but one, though that was set in such a hand­some head—and said slowly: “Every artist makes him­self born. It is very much harder than the oth­er time, and longer. Your moth­er did not bring any­thing in­to the world to play pi­ano. That you must bring in­to the world your­self.”

			This com­for­ted Thea tem­por­ar­ily, for it seemed to give her a chance. But a great deal of the time she was com­fort­less. Her let­ters to Dr. Arch­ie were brief and busi­ness­like. She was not apt to chat­ter much, even in the stim­u­lat­ing com­pany of people she liked, and to chat­ter on pa­per was simply im­possible for her. If she tried to write him any­thing def­in­ite about her work, she im­me­di­ately scratched it out as be­ing only par­tially true, or not true at all. Noth­ing that she could say about her stud­ies seemed un­qual­i­fiedly true, once she put it down on pa­per.

			Late one af­ter­noon, when she was thor­oughly tired and wanted to struggle on in­to the dusk, Harsa­nyi, tired too, threw up his hands and laughed at her. “Not today, Miss Kron­borg. That son­ata will keep; it won’t run away. Even if you and I should not waken up to­mor­row, it will be there.”

			Thea turned to him fiercely. “No, it isn’t here un­less I have it—not for me,” she cried pas­sion­ately. “Only what I hold in my two hands is there for me!”

			Harsa­nyi made no reply. He took a deep breath and sat down again. “The second move­ment now, quietly, with the shoulders re­laxed.”

			There were hours, too, of great ex­al­ta­tion; when she was at her best and be­came a part of what she was do­ing and ceased to ex­ist in any oth­er sense. There were oth­er times when she was so shattered by ideas that she could do noth­ing worth­while; when they trampled over her like an army and she felt as if she were bleed­ing to death un­der them. She some­times came home from a late les­son so ex­hausted that she could eat no sup­per. If she tried to eat, she was ill af­ter­ward. She used to throw her­self upon the bed and lie there in the dark, not think­ing, not feel­ing, but evap­or­at­ing. That same night, per­haps, she would waken up res­ted and calm, and as she went over her work in her mind, the pas­sages seemed to be­come some­thing of them­selves, to take a sort of pat­tern in the dark­ness. She had nev­er learned to work away from the pi­ano un­til she came to Harsa­nyi, and it helped her more than any­thing had ever helped her be­fore.

			She al­most nev­er worked now with the sunny, happy con­tent­ment that had filled the hours when she worked with Wun­sch—“like a fat horse turn­ing a sor­gum mill,” she said bit­terly to her­self. Then, by stick­ing to it, she could al­ways do what she set out to do. Now, everything that she really wanted was im­possible; a can­tabile like Harsa­nyi’s, for in­stance, in­stead of her own cloudy tone. No use telling her she might have it in ten years. She wanted it now. She wondered how she had ever found oth­er things in­ter­est­ing: books, Anna Karen­ina—all that seemed so un­real and on the out­side of things. She was not born a mu­si­cian, she de­cided; there was no oth­er way of ex­plain­ing it.

			Some­times she got so nervous at the pi­ano that she left it, and snatch­ing up her hat and cape went out and walked, hur­ry­ing through the streets like Chris­ti­an flee­ing from the City of De­struc­tion. And while she walked she cried. There was scarcely a street in the neigh­bor­hood that she had not cried up and down be­fore that winter was over. The thing that used to lie un­der her cheek, that sat so warmly over her heart when she glided away from the sand hills that au­tumn morn­ing, was far from her. She had come to Chica­go to be with it, and it had deser­ted her, leav­ing in its place a pain­ful long­ing, an un­resigned des­pair.

			

			Harsa­nyi knew that his in­ter­est­ing pu­pil—“the sav­age blonde,” one of his male stu­dents called her—was some­times very un­happy. He saw in her dis­con­tent a curi­ous defin­i­tion of char­ac­ter. He would have said that a girl with so much mu­sic­al feel­ing, so in­tel­li­gent, with good train­ing of eye and hand, would, when thus sud­denly in­tro­duced to the great lit­er­at­ure of the pi­ano, have found bound­less hap­pi­ness. But he soon learned that she was not able to for­get her own poverty in the rich­ness of the world he opened to her. Of­ten when he played to her, her face was the pic­ture of rest­less misery. She would sit crouch­ing for­ward, her el­bows on her knees, her brows drawn to­geth­er and her gray-green eyes smal­ler than ever, re­duced to mere pin­points of cold, pier­cing light. Some­times, while she listened, she would swal­low hard, two or three times, and look nervously from left to right, draw­ing her shoulders to­geth­er. “Ex­actly,” he thought, “as if she were be­ing watched, or as if she were na­ked and heard someone com­ing.”

			On the oth­er hand, when she came sev­er­al times to see Mrs. Harsa­nyi and the two ba­bies, she was like a little girl, jolly and gay and eager to play with the chil­dren, who loved her. The little daugh­ter, Tan­ya, liked to touch Miss Kron­borg’s yel­low hair and pat it, say­ing, “Dolly, dolly,” be­cause it was of a col­or much of­ten­er seen on dolls than on people. But if Harsa­nyi opened the pi­ano and sat down to play, Miss Kron­borg gradu­ally drew away from the chil­dren, re­treated to a corner and be­came sul­len or troubled. Mrs. Harsa­nyi no­ticed this, also, and thought it very strange be­ha­vi­or.

			An­oth­er thing that puzzled Harsa­nyi was Thea’s ap­par­ent lack of curi­os­ity. Sev­er­al times he offered to give her tick­ets to con­certs, but she said she was too tired or that it “knocked her out to be up late.” Harsa­nyi did not know that she was singing in a choir, and had of­ten to sing at fu­ner­als, neither did he real­ize how much her work with him stirred her and ex­hausted her. Once, just as she was leav­ing his stu­dio, he called her back and told her he could give her some tick­ets that had been sent him for Emma Juch that even­ing. Thea fingered the black wool on the edge of her plush cape and replied, “Oh, thank you, Mr. Harsa­nyi, but I have to wash my hair to­night.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi liked Miss Kron­borg thor­oughly. She saw in her the mak­ing of a pu­pil who would re­flect cred­it upon Harsa­nyi. She felt that the girl could be made to look strik­ingly hand­some, and that she had the kind of per­son­al­ity which takes hold of audi­ences. Moreover, Miss Kron­borg was not in the least sen­ti­ment­al about her hus­band. Some­times from the show pu­pils one had to en­dure a good deal. “I like that girl,” she used to say, when Harsa­nyi told her of one of Thea’s gaucher­ies. “She doesn’t sigh every time the wind blows. With her one swal­low doesn’t make a sum­mer.”

			Thea told them very little about her­self. She was not nat­ur­ally com­mu­nic­at­ive, and she found it hard to feel con­fid­ence in new people. She did not know why, but she could not talk to Harsa­nyi as she could to Dr. Arch­ie, or to Johnny and Mrs. Tel­lamantez. With Mr. Larsen she felt more at home, and when she was walk­ing she some­times stopped at his study to eat candy with him or to hear the plot of the nov­el he happened to be read­ing.

			One even­ing to­ward the middle of Decem­ber Thea was to dine with the Harsa­nyis. She ar­rived early, to have time to play with the chil­dren be­fore they went to bed. Mrs. Harsa­nyi took her in­to her own room and helped her take off her coun­try “fas­cin­at­or” and her clumsy plush cape. Thea had bought this cape at a big de­part­ment store and had paid $16.50 for it. As she had nev­er paid more than ten dol­lars for a coat be­fore, that seemed to her a large price. It was very heavy and not very warm, or­na­men­ted with a showy pat­tern in black disks, and trimmed around the col­lar and the edges with some kind of black wool that “crocked” badly in snow or rain. It was lined with a cot­ton stuff called “farm­er’s sat­in.” Mrs. Harsa­nyi was one wo­man in a thou­sand. As she lif­ted this cape from Thea’s shoulders and laid it on her white bed, she wished that her hus­band did not have to charge pu­pils like this one for their les­sons. Thea wore her Moon­stone party dress, white or­gan­die, made with a V-neck and el­bow sleeves, and a blue sash. She looked very pretty in it, and around her throat she had a string of pink cor­al and tiny white shells that Ray once brought her from Los Angeles. Mrs. Harsa­nyi no­ticed that she wore high heavy shoes which needed black­ing. The choir in Mr. Larsen’s church stood be­hind a rail­ing, so Thea did not pay much at­ten­tion to her shoes.

			“You have noth­ing to do to your hair,” Mrs. Harsa­nyi said kindly, as Thea turned to the mir­ror. “How­ever it hap­pens to lie, it’s al­ways pretty. I ad­mire it as much as Tan­ya does.”

			Thea glanced awk­wardly away from her and looked stern, but Mrs. Harsa­nyi knew that she was pleased. They went in­to the liv­ing-room, be­hind the stu­dio, where the two chil­dren were play­ing on the big rug be­fore the coal grate. Andor, the boy, was six, a sturdy, hand­some child, and the little girl was four. She came trip­ping to meet Thea, look­ing like a little doll in her white net dress—her moth­er made all her clothes. Thea picked her up and hugged her. Mrs. Harsa­nyi ex­cused her­self and went to the din­ing-room. She kept only one maid and did a good deal of the house­work her­self, be­sides cook­ing her hus­band’s fa­vor­ite dishes for him. She was still un­der thirty, a slender, grace­ful wo­man, gra­cious, in­tel­li­gent, and cap­able. She ad­ap­ted her­self to cir­cum­stances with a well-bred ease which solved many of her hus­band’s dif­fi­culties, and kept him, as he said, from feel­ing cheap and down at the heel. No mu­si­cian ever had a bet­ter wife. Un­for­tu­nately her beauty was of a very frail and im­pres­sion­able kind, and she was be­gin­ning to lose it. Her face was too thin now, and there were of­ten dark circles un­der her eyes.

			Left alone with the chil­dren, Thea sat down on Tan­ya’s little chair—she would rather have sat on the floor, but was afraid of rump­ling her dress—and helped them play “cars” with Andor’s iron rail­way set. She showed him new ways to lay his tracks and how to make switches, set up his Noah’s ark vil­lage for sta­tions and packed the an­im­als in the open coal cars to send them to the stock­yards. They worked out their ship­ment so real­ist­ic­ally that when Andor put the two little reindeer in­to the stock car, Tan­ya snatched them out and began to cry, say­ing she wasn’t go­ing to have all their an­im­als killed.

			Harsa­nyi came in, jaded and tired, and asked Thea to go on with her game, as he was not equal to talk­ing much be­fore din­ner. He sat down and made pre­tense of glan­cing at the even­ing pa­per, but he soon dropped it. After the rail­road began to grow tire­some, Thea went with the chil­dren to the lounge in the corner, and played for them the game with which she used to amuse Thor for hours to­geth­er be­hind the par­lor stove at home, mak­ing shad­ow pic­tures against the wall with her hands. Her fin­gers were very supple, and she could make a duck and a cow and a sheep and a fox and a rab­bit and even an ele­phant. Harsa­nyi, from his low chair, watched them, smil­ing. The boy was on his knees, jump­ing up and down with the ex­cite­ment of guess­ing the beasts, and Tan­ya sat with her feet tucked un­der her and clapped her frail little hands. Thea’s pro­file, in the lamp­light, teased his fancy. Where had he seen a head like it be­fore?

			When din­ner was an­nounced, little Andor took Thea’s hand and walked to the din­ing-room with her. The chil­dren al­ways had din­ner with their par­ents and be­haved very nicely at table. “Mamma,” said Andor ser­i­ously as he climbed in­to his chair and tucked his nap­kin in­to the col­lar of his blouse, “Miss Kron­borg’s hands are every kind of an­im­al there is.”

			His fath­er laughed. “I wish some­body would say that about my hands, Andor.”

			When Thea dined at the Harsa­nyis be­fore, she no­ticed that there was an in­tense sus­pense from the mo­ment they took their places at the table un­til the mas­ter of the house had tasted the soup. He had a the­ory that if the soup went well, the din­ner would go well; but if the soup was poor, all was lost. To­night he tasted his soup and smiled, and Mrs. Harsa­nyi sat more eas­ily in her chair and turned her at­ten­tion to Thea. Thea loved their din­ner table, be­cause it was lighted by candles in sil­ver can­dle­sticks, and she had nev­er seen a table so lighted any­where else. There were al­ways flowers, too. To­night there was a little or­ange tree, with or­anges on it, that one of Harsa­nyi’s pu­pils had sent him at Thanks­giv­ing time. After Harsa­nyi had fin­ished his soup and a glass of red Hun­gari­an wine, he lost his fagged look and be­came cor­di­al and witty. He per­suaded Thea to drink a little wine to­night. The first time she dined with them, when he urged her to taste the glass of sherry be­side her plate, she as­ton­ished them by telling them that she “nev­er drank.”

			Harsa­nyi was then a man of thirty-two. He was to have a very bril­liant ca­reer, but he did not know it then. Theodore Thomas was per­haps the only man in Chica­go who felt that Harsa­nyi might have a great fu­ture. Harsa­nyi be­longed to the softer Slavic type, and was more like a Pole than a Hun­gari­an. He was tall, slender, act­ive, with slop­ing, grace­ful shoulders and long arms. His head was very fine, strongly and del­ic­ately mod­elled, and, as Thea put it, “so in­de­pend­ent.” A lock of his thick brown hair usu­ally hung over his fore­head. His eye was won­der­ful; full of light and fire when he was in­ter­ested, soft and thought­ful when he was tired or mel­an­choly. The mean­ing and power of two very fine eyes must all have gone in­to this one—the right one, for­tu­nately, the one next his audi­ence when he played. He be­lieved that the glass eye which gave one side of his face such a dull, blind look, had ruined his ca­reer, or rather had made a ca­reer im­possible for him. Harsa­nyi lost his eye when he was twelve years old, in a Pennsylvania min­ing town where ex­plos­ives happened to be kept too near the frame shanties in which the com­pany packed newly ar­rived Hun­gari­an fam­il­ies.

			His fath­er was a mu­si­cian and a good one, but he had cruelly over­worked the boy; keep­ing him at the pi­ano for six hours a day and mak­ing him play in cafés and dance halls for half the night. Andor ran away and crossed the ocean with an uncle, who smuggled him through the port as one of his own many chil­dren. The ex­plo­sion in which Andor was hurt killed a score of people, and he was thought lucky to get off with an eye. He still had a clip­ping from a Pitt­s­burg pa­per, giv­ing a list of the dead and in­jured. He ap­peared as “Harsa­nyi, Andor, left eye and slight in­jur­ies about the head.” That was his first Amer­ic­an “no­tice”; and he kept it. He held no grudge against the coal com­pany; he un­der­stood that the ac­ci­dent was merely one of the things that are bound to hap­pen in the gen­er­al scramble of Amer­ic­an life, where every­one comes to grab and takes his chance.

			While they were eat­ing dessert, Thea asked Harsa­nyi if she could change her Tues­day les­son from af­ter­noon to morn­ing. “I have to be at a choir re­hears­al in the af­ter­noon, to get ready for the Christ­mas mu­sic, and I ex­pect it will last un­til late.”

			Harsa­nyi put down his fork and looked up. “A choir re­hears­al? You sing in a church?”

			“Yes. A little Swedish church, over on the North side.”

			“Why did you not tell us?”

			“Oh, I’m only a tem­por­ary. The reg­u­lar sop­rano is not well.”

			“How long have you been singing there?”

			“Ever since I came. I had to get a po­s­i­tion of some kind,” Thea ex­plained, flush­ing, “and the preach­er took me on. He runs the choir him­self. He knew my fath­er, and I guess he took me to ob­lige.”

			Harsa­nyi tapped the table­cloth with the ends of his fin­gers. “But why did you nev­er tell us? Why are you so reti­cent with us?”

			Thea looked shyly at him from un­der her brows. “Well, it’s cer­tainly not very in­ter­est­ing. It’s only a little church. I only do it for busi­ness reas­ons.”

			“What do you mean? Don’t you like to sing? Don’t you sing well?”

			“I like it well enough, but, of course, I don’t know any­thing about singing. I guess that’s why I nev­er said any­thing about it. Any­body that’s got a voice can sing in a little church like that.”

			Harsa­nyi laughed softly—a little scorn­fully, Thea thought. “So you have a voice, have you?”

			Thea hes­it­ated, looked in­tently at the candles and then at Harsa­nyi. “Yes,” she said firmly; “I have got some, any­way.”

			“Good girl,” said Mrs. Harsa­nyi, nod­ding and smil­ing at Thea. “You must let us hear you sing after din­ner.”

			This re­mark seem­ingly closed the sub­ject, and when the cof­fee was brought they began to talk of oth­er things. Harsa­nyi asked Thea how she happened to know so much about the way in which freight trains are op­er­ated, and she tried to give him some idea of how the people in little desert towns live by the rail­way and or­der their lives by the com­ing and go­ing of the trains. When they left the din­ing room the chil­dren were sent to bed and Mrs. Harsa­nyi took Thea in­to the stu­dio. She and her hus­band usu­ally sat there in the even­ing.

			Al­though their apart­ment seemed so el­eg­ant to Thea, it was small and cramped. The stu­dio was the only spa­cious room. The Harsa­nyis were poor, and it was due to Mrs. Harsa­nyi’s good man­age­ment that their lives, even in hard times, moved along with dig­nity and or­der. She had long ago found out that bills or debts of any kind frightened her hus­band and crippled his work­ing power. He said they were like bars on the win­dows, and shut out the fu­ture; they meant that just so many hun­dred dol­lars’ worth of his life was de­bil­it­ated and ex­hausted be­fore he got to it. So Mrs. Harsa­nyi saw to it that they nev­er owed any­thing. Harsa­nyi was not ex­tra­vag­ant, though he was some­times care­less about money. Quiet and or­der and his wife’s good taste were the things that meant most to him. After these, good food, good ci­gars, a little good wine. He wore his clothes un­til they were shabby, un­til his wife had to ask the tail­or to come to the house and meas­ure him for new ones. His neck­ties she usu­ally made her­self, and when she was in shops she al­ways kept her eye open for silks in very dull or pale shades, grays and olives, warm blacks and browns.

			When they went in­to the stu­dio Mrs. Harsa­nyi took up her em­broid­ery and Thea sat down be­side her on a low stool, her hands clasped about her knees. While his wife and his pu­pil talked, Harsa­nyi sank in­to a chaise longue in which he some­times snatched a few mo­ments’ rest between his les­sons, and smoked. He sat well out of the circle of the lamp­light, his feet to the fire. His feet were slender and well shaped, al­ways el­eg­antly shod. Much of the grace of his move­ments was due to the fact that his feet were al­most as sure and flex­ible as his hands. He listened to the con­ver­sa­tion with amuse­ment. He ad­mired his wife’s tact and kind­ness with crude young people; she taught them so much without seem­ing to be in­struct­ing. When the clock struck nine, Thea said she must be go­ing home.

			Harsa­nyi rose and flung away his ci­gar­ette. “Not yet. We have just be­gun the even­ing. Now you are go­ing to sing for us. I have been wait­ing for you to re­cov­er from din­ner. Come, what shall it be?” he crossed to the pi­ano.

			Thea laughed and shook her head, lock­ing her el­bows still tight­er about her knees. “Thank you, Mr. Harsa­nyi, but if you really make me sing, I’ll ac­com­pany my­self. You couldn’t stand it to play the sort of things I have to sing.”

			As Harsa­nyi still poin­ted to the chair at the pi­ano, she left her stool and went to it, while he re­turned to his chaise longue. Thea looked at the key­board un­eas­ily for a mo­ment, then she began “Come, ye Dis­con­sol­ate,” the hymn Wun­sch had al­ways liked to hear her sing. Mrs. Harsa­nyi glanced ques­tion­ingly at her hus­band, but he was look­ing in­tently at the toes of his boots, shad­ing his fore­head with his long white hand. When Thea fin­ished the hymn she did not turn around, but im­me­di­ately began “The Ninety and Nine.” Mrs. Harsa­nyi kept try­ing to catch her hus­band’s eye; but his chin only sank lower on his col­lar.

			
				
					There were ninety and nine that safely lay
					

					In the shel­ter of the fold,
					

					But one was out on the hills away,
					

					Far off from the gates of gold.
				

			

			Harsa­nyi looked at her, then back at the fire.

			
				
					Re­joice, for the Shep­herd has found his sheep.
				

			

			Thea turned on the chair and grinned. “That’s about enough, isn’t it? That song got me my job. The preach­er said it was sym­path­et­ic,” she minced the word, re­mem­ber­ing Mr. Larsen’s man­ner.

			Harsa­nyi drew him­self up in his chair, rest­ing his el­bows on the low arms. “Yes? That is bet­ter suited to your voice. Your up­per tones are good, above G. I must teach you some songs. Don’t you know any­thing—pleas­ant?”

			Thea shook her head rue­fully. “I’m afraid I don’t. Let me see—Per­haps,” she turned to the pi­ano and put her hands on the keys. “I used to sing this for Mr. Wun­sch a long while ago. It’s for con­tralto, but I’ll try it.” She frowned at the key­board a mo­ment, played the few in­tro­duct­ory meas­ures, and began:

			
				
					Ach, ich habe sie ver­loren,
				

			

			She had not sung it for a long time, and it came back like an old friend­ship. When she fin­ished, Harsa­nyi sprang from his chair and dropped lightly upon his toes, a kind of en­tre­chat that he some­times ex­ecuted when he formed a sud­den res­ol­u­tion, or when he was about to fol­low a pure in­tu­ition, against reas­on. His wife said that when he gave that spring he was shot from the bow of his an­cest­ors, and now when he left his chair in that man­ner she knew he was in­tensely in­ter­ested. He went quickly to the pi­ano.

			“Sing that again. There is noth­ing the mat­ter with your low voice, my girl. I will play for you. Let your voice out.” Without look­ing at her he began the ac­com­pani­ment. Thea drew back her shoulders, re­laxed them in­stinct­ively, and sang.

			When she fin­ished the aria, Harsa­nyi beckoned her near­er. “Sing ah—ah for me, as I in­dic­ate.” He kept his right hand on the key­board and put his left to her throat, pla­cing the tips of his del­ic­ate fin­gers over her larynx. “Again—un­til your breath is gone.—Trill between the two tones, al­ways; good! Again; ex­cel­lent!—Now up—stay there. E and F. Not so good, is it? F is al­ways a hard one.—Now, try the halftone.—That’s right, noth­ing dif­fi­cult about it.—Now, pi­an­is­simo, ah—ah. Now, swell it, ah—ah.—Again, fol­low my hand.—Now, carry it down.—Any­body ever tell you any­thing about your breath­ing?”

			“Mr. Larsen says I have an un­usu­ally long breath,” Thea replied with spir­it.

			Harsa­nyi smiled. “So you have, so you have. That was what I meant. Now, once more; carry it up and then down, ah—ah.” He put his hand back to her throat and sat with his head bent, his one eye closed. He loved to hear a big voice throb in a re­laxed, nat­ur­al throat, and he was think­ing that no one had ever felt this voice vi­brate be­fore. It was like a wild bird that had flown in­to his stu­dio on Middleton Street from good­ness knew how far! No one knew that it had come, or even that it ex­is­ted; least of all the strange, crude girl in whose throat it beat its pas­sion­ate wings. What a simple thing it was, he re­flec­ted; why had he nev­er guessed it be­fore? Everything about her in­dic­ated it—the big mouth, the wide jaw and chin, the strong white teeth, the deep laugh. The ma­chine was so simple and strong, seemed to be so eas­ily op­er­ated. She sang from the bot­tom of her­self. Her breath came from down where her laugh came from, the deep laugh which Mrs. Harsa­nyi had once called “the laugh of the people.” A re­laxed throat, a voice that lay on the breath, that had nev­er been forced off the breath; it rose and fell in the air-column like the little balls which are put to shine in the jet of a foun­tain. The voice did not thin as it went up; the up­per tones were as full and rich as the lower, pro­duced in the same way and as un­con­sciously, only with deep­er breath.

			At last Harsa­nyi threw back his head and rose. “You must be tired, Miss Kron­borg.”

			When she replied, she startled him; he had for­got­ten how hard and full of burs her speak­ing voice was. “No,” she said, “singing nev­er tires me.”

			Harsa­nyi pushed back his hair with a nervous hand. “I don’t know much about the voice, but I shall take liber­ties and teach you some good songs. I think you have a very in­ter­est­ing voice.”

			“I’m glad if you like it. Good night, Mr. Harsa­nyi.” Thea went with Mrs. Harsa­nyi to get her wraps.

			When Mrs. Harsa­nyi came back to her hus­band, she found him walk­ing rest­lessly up and down the room.

			“Don’t you think her voice won­der­ful, dear?” she asked.

			“I scarcely know what to think. All I really know about that girl is that she tires me to death. We must not have her of­ten. If I did not have my liv­ing to make, then—” he dropped in­to a chair and closed his eyes. “How tired I am. What a voice!”

		
	
		
			IV

			After that even­ing Thea’s work with Harsa­nyi changed some­what. He in­sisted that she should study some songs with him, and after al­most every les­son he gave up half an hour of his own time to prac­ti­cing them with her. He did not pre­tend to know much about voice pro­duc­tion, but so far, he thought, she had ac­quired no really in­jur­i­ous habits. A healthy and power­ful or­gan had found its own meth­od, which was not a bad one. He wished to find out a good deal be­fore he re­com­men­ded a vo­cal teach­er. He nev­er told Thea what he thought about her voice, and made her gen­er­al ig­nor­ance of any­thing worth singing his pre­text for the trouble he took. That was in the be­gin­ning. After the first few les­sons his own pleas­ure and hers were pre­text enough. The singing came at the end of the les­son hour, and they both treated it as a form of re­lax­a­tion.

			Harsa­nyi did not say much even to his wife about his dis­cov­ery. He brooded upon it in a curi­ous way. He found that these un­scientif­ic singing les­sons stim­u­lated him in his own study. After Miss Kron­borg left him he of­ten lay down in his stu­dio for an hour be­fore din­ner, with his head full of mu­sic­al ideas, with an ef­fer­ves­cence in his brain which he had some­times lost for weeks to­geth­er un­der the grind of teach­ing. He had nev­er got so much back for him­self from any pu­pil as he did from Miss Kron­borg. From the first she had stim­u­lated him; some­thing in her per­son­al­ity in­vari­ably af­fected him. Now that he was feel­ing his way to­ward her voice, he found her more in­ter­est­ing than ever be­fore. She lif­ted the te­di­um of the winter for him, gave him curi­ous fan­cies and rev­er­ies. Mu­sic­ally, she was sym­path­et­ic to him. Why all this was true, he nev­er asked him­self. He had learned that one must take where and when one can the mys­ter­i­ous men­tal ir­rit­ant that rouses one’s ima­gin­a­tion; that it is not to be had by or­der. She of­ten wear­ied him, but she nev­er bored him. Un­der her crude­ness and brusque hard­ness, he felt there was a nature quite dif­fer­ent, of which he nev­er got so much as a hint ex­cept when she was at the pi­ano, or when she sang. It was to­ward this hid­den creature that he was try­ing, for his own pleas­ure, to find his way. In short, Harsa­nyi looked for­ward to his hour with Thea for the same reas­on that poor Wun­sch had some­times dreaded his; be­cause she stirred him more than any­thing she did could ad­equately ex­plain.

			One af­ter­noon Harsa­nyi, after the les­son, was stand­ing by the win­dow put­ting some col­lo­di­on on a cracked fin­ger, and Thea was at the pi­ano try­ing over “Die Lore­lei” which he had giv­en her last week to prac­tice. It was scarcely a song which a singing mas­ter would have giv­en her, but he had his own reas­ons. How she sang it mattered only to him and to her. He was play­ing his own game now, without in­ter­fer­ence; he sus­pec­ted that he could not do so al­ways.

			When she fin­ished the song, she looked back over her shoulder at him and spoke thought­fully. “That wasn’t right, at the end, was it?”

			“No, that should be an open, flow­ing tone, some­thing like this,”—he waved his fin­gers rap­idly in the air. “You get the idea?”

			“No, I don’t. Seems a queer end­ing, after the rest.”

			Harsa­nyi corked his little bottle and dropped it in­to the pock­et of his vel­vet coat. “Why so? Ship­wrecks come and go, Märchen come and go, but the river keeps right on. There you have your open, flow­ing tone.”

			Thea looked in­tently at the mu­sic. “I see,” she said dully. “Oh, I see!” she re­peated quickly and turned to him a glow­ing coun­ten­ance. “It is the river.—Oh, yes, I get it now!” She looked at him but long enough to catch his glance, then turned to the pi­ano again. Harsa­nyi was nev­er quite sure where the light came from when her face sud­denly flashed out at him in that way. Her eyes were too small to ac­count for it, though they glittered like green ice in the sun. At such mo­ments her hair was yel­low­er, her skin whiter, her cheeks pinker, as if a lamp had sud­denly been turned up in­side of her. She went at the song again:

			
				
					Ich weiss nicht, was soll es bedeu­ten
					

					Das ich so traurig bin
				

			

			A kind of hap­pi­ness vi­brated in her voice. Harsa­nyi no­ticed how much and how un­hes­it­at­ingly she changed her de­liv­ery of the whole song, the first part as well as the last. He had of­ten no­ticed that she could not think a thing out in pas­sages. Un­til she saw it as a whole, she wandered like a blind man sur­roun­ded by tor­ments. After she once had her “rev­el­a­tion,” after she got the idea that to her—not al­ways to him—ex­plained everything, then she went for­ward rap­idly. But she was not al­ways easy to help. She was some­times im­per­vi­ous to sug­ges­tion; she would stare at him as if she were deaf and ig­nore everything he told her to do. Then, all at once, some­thing would hap­pen in her brain and she would be­gin to do all that he had been for weeks telling her to do, without real­iz­ing that he had ever told her.

			To­night Thea for­got Harsa­nyi and his fin­ger. She fin­ished the song only to be­gin it with fresh en­thu­si­asm.

			
				
					Und das hat mit ihr­em sin­gen
					

					Die Lore­lei geth­an
				

			

			She sat there singing it un­til the dark­en­ing room was so flooded with it that Harsa­nyi threw open a win­dow.

			“You really must stop it, Miss Kron­borg. I shan’t be able to get it out of my head to­night.”

			Thea laughed tol­er­antly as she began to gath­er up her mu­sic. “Why, I thought you had gone, Mr. Harsa­nyi. I like that song.”

			That even­ing at din­ner Harsa­nyi sat look­ing in­tently in­to a glass of heavy yel­low wine; bor­ing in­to it, in­deed, with his one eye, when his face sud­denly broke in­to a smile.

			“What is it, Andor?” his wife asked.

			He smiled again, this time at her, and took up the nutcrack­ers and a Brazil nut. “Do you know,” he said in a tone so in­tim­ate and con­fid­en­tial that he might have been speak­ing to him­self—“do you know, I like to see Miss Kron­borg get hold of an idea. In spite of be­ing so tal­en­ted, she’s not quick. But when she does get an idea, it fills her up to the eyes. She had my room so reek­ing of a song this af­ter­noon that I couldn’t stay there.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi looked up quickly, “ ’Die Lore­lei,’ you mean? One couldn’t think of any­thing else any­where in the house. I thought she was pos­sessed. But don’t you think her voice is won­der­ful some­times?”

			Harsa­nyi tasted his wine slowly. “My dear, I’ve told you be­fore that I don’t know what I think about Miss Kron­borg, ex­cept that I’m glad there are not two of her. I some­times won­der wheth­er she is not glad. Fresh as she is at it all, I’ve oc­ca­sion­ally fan­cied that, if she knew how, she would like to—di­min­ish.” He moved his left hand out in­to the air as if he were sug­gest­ing a di­minu­endo to an or­ches­tra.

		
	
		
			V

			By the first of Feb­ru­ary Thea had been in Chica­go al­most four months, and she did not know much more about the city than if she had nev­er quit­ted Moon­stone. She was, as Harsa­nyi said, in­curi­ous. Her work took most of her time, and she found that she had to sleep a good deal. It had nev­er be­fore been so hard to get up in the morn­ing. She had the both­er of caring for her room, and she had to build her fire and bring up her coal. Her routine was fre­quently in­ter­rup­ted by a mes­sage from Mr. Larsen sum­mon­ing her to sing at a fu­ner­al. Every fu­ner­al took half a day, and the time had to be made up. When Mrs. Harsa­nyi asked her if it did not de­press her to sing at fu­ner­als, she replied that she “had been brought up to go to fu­ner­als and didn’t mind.”

			Thea nev­er went in­to shops un­less she had to, and she felt no in­terest in them. In­deed, she shunned them, as places where one was sure to be par­ted from one’s money in some way. She was nervous about count­ing her change, and she could not ac­cus­tom her­self to hav­ing her pur­chases sent to her ad­dress. She felt much safer with her bundles un­der her arm.

			Dur­ing this first winter Thea got no city con­scious­ness. Chica­go was simply a wil­der­ness through which one had to find one’s way. She felt no in­terest in the gen­er­al briskness and zest of the crowds. The crash and scramble of that big, rich, ap­pet­ent West­ern city she did not take in at all, ex­cept to no­tice that the noise of the drays and street­cars tired her. The bril­liant win­dow dis­plays, the splen­did furs and stuffs, the gor­geous flower-shops, the gay candy-shops, she scarcely no­ticed. At Christ­mas-time she did feel some curi­os­ity about the toy-stores, and she wished she held Thor’s little mittened fist in her hand as she stood be­fore the win­dows. The jew­el­ers’ win­dows, too, had a strong at­trac­tion for her—she had al­ways liked bright stones. When she went in­to the city she used to brave the bit­ing lake winds and stand gaz­ing in at the dis­plays of dia­monds and pearls and em­er­alds; the tiaras and neck­laces and ear­rings, on white vel­vet. These seemed very well worth while to her, things worth cov­et­ing.

			Mrs. Lorch and Mrs. An­der­sen of­ten told each oth­er it was strange that Miss Kron­borg had so little ini­ti­at­ive about “vis­it­ing points of in­terest.” When Thea came to live with them she had ex­pressed a wish to see two places: Mont­gomery Ward and Com­pany’s big mail-or­der store, and the pack­ing­houses, to which all the hogs and cattle that went through Moon­stone were bound. One of Mrs. Lorch’s lodgers worked in a pack­ing­house, and Mrs. An­der­sen brought Thea word that she had spoken to Mr. Eck­man and he would gladly take her to Pack­ing­town. Eck­man was a toughish young Swede, and he thought it would be some­thing of a lark to take a pretty girl through the slaughter­houses. But he was dis­ap­poin­ted. Thea neither grew faint nor clung to the arm he kept of­fer­ing her. She asked in­nu­mer­able ques­tions and was im­pa­tient be­cause he knew so little of what was go­ing on out­side of his own de­part­ment. When they got off the street­car and walked back to Mrs. Lorch’s house in the dusk, Eck­man put her hand in his over­coat pock­et—she had no muff—and kept squeez­ing it ar­dently un­til she said, “Don’t do that; my ring cuts me.” That night he told his room­mate that he “could have kissed her as easy as rolling off a log, but she wasn’t worth the trouble.” As for Thea, she had en­joyed the af­ter­noon very much, and wrote her fath­er a brief but clear ac­count of what she had seen.

			One night at sup­per Mrs. An­der­sen was talk­ing about the ex­hib­it of stu­dents’ work she had seen at the Art In­sti­tute that af­ter­noon. Sev­er­al of her friends had sketches in the ex­hib­it. Thea, who al­ways felt that she was be­hind­hand in cour­tesy to Mrs. An­der­sen, thought that here was an op­por­tun­ity to show in­terest without com­mit­ting her­self to any­thing. “Where is that, the In­sti­tute?” she asked ab­sently.

			Mrs. An­der­sen clasped her nap­kin in both hands. “The Art In­sti­tute? Our beau­ti­ful Art In­sti­tute on Michigan Av­en­ue? Do you mean to say you have nev­er vis­ited it?”

			“Oh, is it the place with the big lions out in front? I re­mem­ber; I saw it when I went to Mont­gomery Ward’s. Yes, I thought the lions were beau­ti­ful.”

			“But the pic­tures! Didn’t you vis­it the gal­ler­ies?”

			“No. The sign out­side said it was a pay­day. I’ve al­ways meant to go back, but I haven’t happened to be down that way since.”

			Mrs. Lorch and Mrs. An­der­sen looked at each oth­er. The old moth­er spoke, fix­ing her shin­ing little eyes upon Thea across the table. “Ah, but Miss Kron­borg, there are old mas­ters! Oh, many of them, such as you could not see any­where out of Europe.”

			“And Corots,” breathed Mrs. An­der­sen, tilt­ing her head feel­ingly. “Such ex­amples of the Bar­bizon school!” This was mean­ing­less to Thea, who did not read the art columns of the Sunday Inter-Ocean as Mrs. An­der­sen did.

			“Oh, I’m go­ing there some day,” she re­as­sured them. “I like to look at oil paint­ings.”

			One bleak day in Feb­ru­ary, when the wind was blow­ing clouds of dirt like a Moon­stone sand­storm, dirt that filled your eyes and ears and mouth, Thea fought her way across the un­pro­tec­ted space in front of the Art In­sti­tute and in­to the doors of the build­ing. She did not come out again un­til the clos­ing hour. In the street­car, on the long cold ride home, while she sat star­ing at the waist­coat but­tons of a fat straphanger, she had a ser­i­ous reck­on­ing with her­self. She sel­dom thought about her way of life, about what she ought or ought not to do; usu­ally there was but one ob­vi­ous and im­port­ant thing to be done. But that af­ter­noon she re­mon­strated with her­self severely. She told her­self that she was miss­ing a great deal; that she ought to be more will­ing to take ad­vice and to go to see things. She was sorry that she had let months pass without go­ing to the Art In­sti­tute. After this she would go once a week.

			The In­sti­tute proved, in­deed, a place of re­treat, as the sand hills or the Kohlers’ garden used to be; a place where she could for­get Mrs. An­der­sen’s tire­some over­tures of friend­ship, the stout con­tralto in the choir whom she so un­reas­on­ably hated, and even, for a little while, the tor­ment of her work. That build­ing was a place in which she could re­lax and play, and she could hardly ever play now. On the whole, she spent more time with the casts than with the pic­tures. They were at once more simple and more per­plex­ing; and some way they seemed more im­port­ant, harder to over­look. It nev­er oc­curred to her to buy a cata­logue, so she called most of the casts by names she made up for them. Some of them she knew; the Dy­ing Gla­di­at­or she had read about in “Childe Har­old” al­most as long ago as she could re­mem­ber; he was strongly as­so­ci­ated with Dr. Arch­ie and child­ish ill­nesses. The Venus di Mi­lo puzzled her; she could not see why people thought her so beau­ti­ful. She told her­self over and over that she did not think the Apollo Belvedere “at all hand­some.” Bet­ter than any­thing else she liked a great eques­tri­an statue of an evil, cruel-look­ing gen­er­al with an un­pro­nounce­able name. She used to walk round and round this ter­rible man and his ter­rible horse, frown­ing at him, brood­ing upon him, as if she had to make some mo­ment­ous de­cision about him.

			The casts, when she lingered long among them, al­ways made her gloomy. It was with a light­en­ing of the heart, a feel­ing of throw­ing off the old miser­ies and old sor­rows of the world, that she ran up the wide stair­case to the pic­tures. There she liked best the ones that told stor­ies. There was a paint­ing by Ge­rome called “The Pasha’s Grief” which al­ways made her wish for Gun­ner and Axel. The Pasha was seated on a rug, be­side a green candle al­most as big as a tele­graph pole, and be­fore him was stretched his dead ti­ger, a splen­did beast, and there were pink roses scattered about him. She loved, too, a pic­ture of some boys bring­ing in a new­born calf on a lit­ter, the cow walk­ing be­side it and lick­ing it. The Corot which hung next to this paint­ing she did not like or dis­like; she nev­er saw it.

			But in that same room there was a pic­ture—oh, that was the thing she ran up­stairs so fast to see! That was her pic­ture. She ima­gined that nobody cared for it but her­self, and that it waited for her. That was a pic­ture in­deed. She liked even the name of it, “The Song of the Lark.” The flat coun­try, the early morn­ing light, the wet fields, the look in the girl’s heavy face—well, they were all hers, any­how, whatever was there. She told her­self that that pic­ture was “right.” Just what she meant by this, it would take a clev­er per­son to ex­plain. But to her the word covered the al­most bound­less sat­is­fac­tion she felt when she looked at the pic­ture.

			

			Be­fore Thea had any idea how fast the weeks were fly­ing, be­fore Mr. Larsen’s “per­man­ent” sop­rano had re­turned to her du­ties, spring came; windy, dusty, strident, shrill; a sea­son al­most more vi­ol­ent in Chica­go than the winter from which it re­leases one, or the heat to which it even­tu­ally de­liv­ers one. One sunny morn­ing the apple trees in Mrs. Lorch’s back­yard burst in­to bloom, and for the first time in months Thea dressed without build­ing a fire. The morn­ing shone like a hol­i­day, and for her it was to be a hol­i­day. There was in the air that sud­den, treach­er­ous soft­ness which makes the Poles who work in the pack­ing­houses get drunk. At such times beauty is ne­ces­sary, and in Pack­ing­town there is no place to get it ex­cept at the sa­loons, where one can buy for a few hours the il­lu­sion of com­fort, hope, love—whatever one most longs for.

			Harsa­nyi had giv­en Thea a tick­et for the sym­phony con­cert that af­ter­noon, and when she looked out at the white apple trees her doubts as to wheth­er she ought to go van­ished at once. She would make her work light that morn­ing, she told her­self. She would go to the con­cert full of en­ergy. When she set off, after din­ner, Mrs. Lorch, who knew Chica­go weath­er, pre­vailed upon her to take her cape. The old lady said that such sud­den mild­ness, so early in April, pres­aged a sharp re­turn of winter, and she was anxious about her apple trees.

			The con­cert began at two-thirty, and Thea was in her seat in the Aud­it­or­i­um at ten minutes after two—a fine seat in the first row of the bal­cony, on the side, where she could see the house as well as the or­ches­tra. She had been to so few con­certs that the great house, the crowd of people, and the lights, all had a stim­u­lat­ing ef­fect. She was sur­prised to see so many men in the audi­ence, and wondered how they could leave their busi­ness in the af­ter­noon. Dur­ing the first num­ber Thea was so much in­ter­ested in the or­ches­tra it­self, in the men, the in­stru­ments, the volume of sound, that she paid little at­ten­tion to what they were play­ing. Her ex­cite­ment im­paired her power of listen­ing. She kept say­ing to her­self, “Now I must stop this fool­ish­ness and listen; I may nev­er hear this again”; but her mind was like a glass that is hard to fo­cus. She was not ready to listen un­til the second num­ber, Dvorak’s Sym­phony in E minor, called on the pro­gramme, “From the New World.” The first theme had scarcely been giv­en out when her mind be­came clear; in­stant com­pos­ure fell upon her, and with it came the power of con­cen­tra­tion. This was mu­sic she could un­der­stand, mu­sic from the New World in­deed! Strange how, as the first move­ment went on, it brought back to her that high table­land above Lara­m­ie; the grass-grown wag­on trails, the faraway peaks of the snowy range, the wind and the eagles, that old man and the first tele­graph mes­sage.

			When the first move­ment ended, Thea’s hands and feet were cold as ice. She was too much ex­cited to know any­thing ex­cept that she wanted some­thing des­per­ately, and when the Eng­lish horns gave out the theme of the Largo, she knew that what she wanted was ex­actly that. Here were the sand hills, the grasshop­pers and lo­custs, all the things that wakened and chirped in the early morn­ing; the reach­ing and reach­ing of high plains, the im­meas­ur­able yearn­ing of all flat lands. There was home in it, too; first memor­ies, first morn­ings long ago; the amazement of a new soul in a new world; a soul new and yet old, that had dreamed some­thing des­pair­ing, some­thing glor­i­ous, in the dark be­fore it was born; a soul ob­sessed by what it did not know, un­der the cloud of a past it could not re­call.

			If Thea had had much ex­per­i­ence in con­cert-go­ing, and had known her own ca­pa­city, she would have left the hall when the sym­phony was over. But she sat still, scarcely know­ing where she was, be­cause her mind had been far away and had not yet come back to her. She was startled when the or­ches­tra began to play again—the entry of the gods in­to Wal­halla. She heard it as people hear things in their sleep. She knew scarcely any­thing about the Wag­n­er op­er­as. She had a vague idea that “Rhine­gold” was about the strife between gods and men; she had read some­thing about it in Mr. Ha­weis’s book long ago. Too tired to fol­low the or­ches­tra with much un­der­stand­ing, she crouched down in her seat and closed her eyes. The cold, stately meas­ures of the Wal­halla mu­sic rang out, far away; the rain­bow bridge throbbed out in­to the air, un­der it the wail­ing of the Rhine daugh­ters and the singing of the Rhine. But Thea was sunk in twi­light; it was all go­ing on in an­oth­er world. So it happened that with a dull, al­most list­less ear she heard for the first time that troubled mu­sic, ever-dark­en­ing, ever-bright­en­ing, which was to flow through so many years of her life.

			When Thea emerged from the con­cert hall, Mrs. Lorch’s pre­dic­tions had been ful­filled. A furi­ous gale was beat­ing over the city from Lake Michigan. The streets were full of cold, hur­ry­ing, angry people, run­ning for street­cars and bark­ing at each oth­er. The sun was set­ting in a clear, windy sky, that flamed with red as if there were a great fire some­where on the edge of the city. For al­most the first time Thea was con­scious of the city it­self, of the con­ges­tion of life all about her, of the bru­tal­ity and power of those streams that flowed in the streets, threat­en­ing to drive one un­der. People jostled her, ran in­to her, poked her aside with their el­bows, ut­ter­ing angry ex­clam­a­tions. She got on the wrong car and was roughly ejec­ted by the con­duct­or at a windy corner, in front of a sa­loon. She stood there dazed and shiv­er­ing. The cars passed, scream­ing as they roun­ded curves, but either they were full to the doors, or were bound for places where she did not want to go. Her hands were so cold that she took off her tight kid gloves. The street lights began to gleam in the dusk. A young man came out of the sa­loon and stood eye­ing her ques­tion­ingly while he lit a ci­gar­ette. “Look­ing for a friend to­night?” he asked. Thea drew up the col­lar of her cape and walked on a few paces. The young man shrugged his shoulders and drif­ted away.

			Thea came back to the corner and stood there ir­res­ol­utely. An old man ap­proached her. He, too, seemed to be wait­ing for a car. He wore an over­coat with a black fur col­lar, his gray mus­tache was waxed in­to little points, and his eyes were wa­tery. He kept thrust­ing his face up near hers. Her hat blew off and he ran after it—a stiff, pi­ti­ful skip he had—and brought it back to her. Then, while she was pin­ning her hat on, her cape blew up, and he held it down for her, look­ing at her in­tently. His face worked as if he were go­ing to cry or were frightened. He leaned over and whispered some­thing to her. It struck her as curi­ous that he was really quite tim­id, like an old beg­gar. “Oh, let me alone!” she cried miser­ably between her teeth. He van­ished, dis­ap­peared like the Dev­il in a play. But in the mean­time some­thing had got away from her; she could not re­mem­ber how the vi­ol­ins came in after the horns, just there. When her cape blew up, per­haps—Why did these men tor­ment her? A cloud of dust blew in her face and blinded her. There was some power abroad in the world bent upon tak­ing away from her that feel­ing with which she had come out of the con­cert hall. Everything seemed to sweep down on her to tear it out from un­der her cape. If one had that, the world be­came one’s en­emy; people, build­ings, wag­ons, cars, rushed at one to crush it un­der, to make one let go of it. Thea glared round her at the crowds, the ugly, sprawl­ing streets, the long lines of lights, and she was not cry­ing now. Her eyes were bright­er than even Harsa­nyi had ever seen them. All these things and people were no longer re­mote and neg­li­gible; they had to be met, they were lined up against her, they were there to take some­thing from her. Very well; they should nev­er have it. They might trample her to death, but they should nev­er have it. As long as she lived that ec­stasy was go­ing to be hers. She would live for it, work for it, die for it; but she was go­ing to have it, time after time, height after height. She could hear the crash of the or­ches­tra again, and she rose on the brasses. She would have it, what the trum­pets were singing! She would have it, have it—it! Un­der the old cape she pressed her hands upon her heav­ing bos­om, that was a little girl’s no longer.

		
	
		
			VI

			One af­ter­noon in April, Theodore Thomas, the con­duct­or of the Chica­go Sym­phony Or­ches­tra, had turned out his desk light and was about to leave his of­fice in the Aud­it­or­i­um Build­ing, when Harsa­nyi ap­peared in the door­way. The con­duct­or wel­comed him with a hearty hand­grip and threw off the over­coat he had just put on. He pushed Harsa­nyi in­to a chair and sat down at his burdened desk, point­ing to the piles of pa­pers and rail­way folders upon it.

			“An­oth­er tour, clear to the coast. This trav­el­ing is the part of my work that grinds me, Andor. You know what it means: bad food, dirt, noise, ex­haus­tion for the men and for me. I’m not so young as I once was. It’s time I quit the high­way. This is the last tour, I swear!”

			“Then I’m sorry for the ‘high­way.’ I re­mem­ber when I first heard you in Pitt­s­burg, long ago. It was a life­line you threw me. It’s about one of the people along your high­way that I’ve come to see you. Whom do you con­sider the best teach­er for voice in Chica­go?”

			Mr. Thomas frowned and pulled his heavy mus­tache. “Let me see; I sup­pose on the whole Madis­on Bowers is the best. He’s in­tel­li­gent, and he had good train­ing. I don’t like him.”

			Harsa­nyi nod­ded. “I thought there was no one else. I don’t like him, either, so I hes­it­ated. But I sup­pose he must do, for the present.”

			“Have you found any­thing prom­ising? One of your own stu­dents?”

			“Yes, sir. A young Swedish girl from some­where in Col­or­ado. She is very tal­en­ted, and she seems to me to have a re­mark­able voice.”

			“High voice?”

			“I think it will be; though her low voice has a beau­ti­ful qual­ity, very in­di­vidu­al. She has had no in­struc­tion in voice at all, and I shrink from hand­ing her over to any­body; her own in­stinct about it has been so good. It is one of those voices that man­ages it­self eas­ily, without thin­ning as it goes up; good breath­ing and per­fect re­lax­a­tion. But she must have a teach­er, of course. There is a break in the middle voice, so that the voice does not all work to­geth­er; an un­even­ness.”

			Thomas looked up. “So? Curi­ous; that cleft of­ten hap­pens with the Swedes. Some of their best sing­ers have had it. It al­ways re­minds me of the space you so of­ten see between their front teeth. Is she strong phys­ic­ally?”

			Harsa­nyi’s eye flashed. He lif­ted his hand be­fore him and clenched it. “Like a horse, like a tree! Every time I give her a les­son, I lose a pound. She goes after what she wants.”

			“In­tel­li­gent, you say? Mu­sic­ally in­tel­li­gent?”

			“Yes; but no cul­tiv­a­tion whatever. She came to me like a fine young sav­age, a book with noth­ing writ­ten in it. That is why I feel the re­spons­ib­il­ity of dir­ect­ing her.” Harsa­nyi paused and crushed his soft gray hat over his knee. “She would in­terest you, Mr. Thomas,” he ad­ded slowly. “She has a qual­ity—very in­di­vidu­al.”

			“Yes; the Scand­inavi­ans are apt to have that, too. She can’t go to Ger­many, I sup­pose?”

			“Not now, at any rate. She is poor.”

			Thomas frowned again “I don’t think Bowers a really first-rate man. He’s too petty to be really first-rate; in his nature, I mean. But I dare say he’s the best you can do, if you can’t give her time enough your­self.”

			Harsa­nyi waved his hand. “Oh, the time is noth­ing—she may have all she wants. But I can­not teach her to sing.”

			“Might not come amiss if you made a mu­si­cian of her, how­ever,” said Mr. Thomas dryly.

			“I have done my best. But I can only play with a voice, and this is not a voice to be played with. I think she will be a mu­si­cian, whatever hap­pens. She is not quick, but she is sol­id, real; not like these oth­ers. My wife says that with that girl one swal­low does not make a sum­mer.”

			Mr. Thomas laughed. “Tell Mrs. Harsa­nyi that her re­mark con­veys some­thing to me. Don’t let your­self get too much in­ter­ested. Voices are so of­ten dis­ap­point­ing; es­pe­cially wo­men’s voices. So much chance about it, so many factors.”

			“Per­haps that is why they in­terest one. All the in­tel­li­gence and tal­ent in the world can’t make a sing­er. The voice is a wild thing. It can’t be bred in cap­tiv­ity. It is a sport, like the sil­ver fox. It hap­pens.”

			Mr. Thomas smiled in­to Harsa­nyi’s gleam­ing eye. “Why haven’t you brought her to sing for me?”

			“I’ve been temp­ted to, but I knew you were driv­en to death, with this tour con­front­ing you.”

			“Oh, I can al­ways find time to listen to a girl who has a voice, if she means busi­ness. I’m sorry I’m leav­ing so soon. I could ad­vise you bet­ter if I had heard her. I can some­times give a sing­er sug­ges­tions. I’ve worked so much with them.”

			“You’re the only con­duct­or I know who is not snob­bish about sing­ers.” Harsa­nyi spoke warmly.

			“Dear me, why should I be? They’ve learned from me, and I’ve learned from them.” As they rose, Thomas took the young­er man af­fec­tion­ately by the arm. “Tell me about that wife of yours. Is she well, and as lovely as ever? And such fine chil­dren! Come to see me of­ten­er, when I get back. I miss it when you don’t.”

			The two men left the Aud­it­or­i­um Build­ing to­geth­er. Harsa­nyi walked home. Even a short talk with Thomas al­ways stim­u­lated him. As he walked he was re­call­ing an even­ing they once spent to­geth­er in Cin­cin­nati.

			Harsa­nyi was the so­loist at one of Thomas’s con­certs there, and after the per­form­ance the con­duct­or had taken him off to a Rathskeller where there was ex­cel­lent Ger­man cook­ing, and where the pro­pri­et­or saw to it that Thomas had the best wines pro­cur­able. Thomas had been work­ing with the great chor­us of the Fest­iv­al As­so­ci­ation and was speak­ing of it with en­thu­si­asm when Harsa­nyi asked him how it was that he was able to feel such an in­terest in chor­al dir­ect­ing and in voices gen­er­ally. Thomas sel­dom spoke of his youth or his early struggles, but that night he turned back the pages and told Harsa­nyi a long story.

			He said he had spent the sum­mer of his fif­teenth year wan­der­ing about alone in the South, giv­ing vi­ol­in con­certs in little towns. He traveled on horse­back. When he came in­to a town, he went about all day tack­ing up posters an­noun­cing his con­cert in the even­ing. Be­fore the con­cert, he stood at the door tak­ing in the ad­mis­sion money un­til his audi­ence had ar­rived, and then he went on the plat­form and played. It was a lazy, hand-to-mouth ex­ist­ence, and Thomas said he must have got to like that easy way of liv­ing and the re­lax­ing South­ern at­mo­sphere. At any rate, when he got back to New York in the fall, he was rather tor­pid; per­haps he had been grow­ing too fast. From this ad­oles­cent drowsi­ness the lad was awakened by two voices, by two wo­men who sang in New York in 1851—Jenny Lind and Hen­ri­etta Sontag. They were the first great artists he had ever heard, and he nev­er for­got his debt to them.

			As he said, “It was not voice and ex­e­cu­tion alone. There was a great­ness about them. They were great wo­men, great artists. They opened a new world to me.” Night after night he went to hear them, striv­ing to re­pro­duce the qual­ity of their tone upon his vi­ol­in. From that time his idea about strings was com­pletely changed, and on his vi­ol­in he tried al­ways for the singing, vi­brat­ing tone, in­stead of the loud and some­what harsh tone then pre­val­ent among even the best Ger­man vi­ol­in­ists. In later years he of­ten ad­vised vi­ol­in­ists to study singing, and sing­ers to study vi­ol­in. He told Harsa­nyi that he got his first con­cep­tion of tone qual­ity from Jenny Lind.

			“But, of course,” he ad­ded, “the great thing I got from Lind and Sontag was the in­def­in­ite, not the def­in­ite, thing. For an im­pres­sion­able boy, their in­spir­a­tion was in­cal­cul­able. They gave me my first feel­ing for the Itali­an style—but I could nev­er say how much they gave me. At that age, such in­flu­ences are ac­tu­ally cre­at­ive. I al­ways think of my artist­ic con­scious­ness as be­gin­ning then.”

			All his life Thomas did his best to re­pay what he felt he owed to the sing­er’s art. No man could get such singing from chor­uses, and no man worked harder to raise the stand­ard of singing in schools and churches and chor­al so­ci­et­ies.

		
	
		
			VII

			All through the les­son Thea had felt that Harsa­nyi was rest­less and ab­strac­ted. Be­fore the hour was over, he pushed back his chair and said res­ol­utely, “I am not in the mood, Miss Kron­borg. I have some­thing on my mind, and I must talk to you. When do you in­tend to go home?”

			Thea turned to him in sur­prise. “The first of June, about. Mr. Larsen will not need me after that, and I have not much money ahead. I shall work hard this sum­mer, though.”

			“And today is the first of May; May-day.” Harsa­nyi leaned for­ward, his el­bows on his knees, his hands locked between them. “Yes, I must talk to you about some­thing. I have asked Madis­on Bowers to let me bring you to him on Thursday, at your usu­al les­son-time. He is the best vo­cal teach­er in Chica­go, and it is time you began to work ser­i­ously with your voice.”

			Thea’s brow wrinkled. “You mean take les­sons of Bowers?”

			Harsa­nyi nod­ded, without lift­ing his head.

			“But I can’t, Mr. Harsa­nyi. I haven’t got the time, and, be­sides—” she blushed and drew her shoulders up stiffly—“be­sides, I can’t af­ford to pay two teach­ers.” Thea felt that she had blur­ted this out in the worst pos­sible way, and she turned back to the key­board to hide her chag­rin.

			“I know that. I don’t mean that you shall pay two teach­ers. After you go to Bowers you will not need me. I need scarcely tell you that I shan’t be happy at los­ing you.”

			Thea turned to him, hurt and angry. “But I don’t want to go to Bowers. I don’t want to leave you. What’s the mat­ter? Don’t I work hard enough? I’m sure you teach people that don’t try half as hard.”

			Harsa­nyi rose to his feet. “Don’t mis­un­der­stand me, Miss Kron­borg. You in­terest me more than any pu­pil I have. I have been think­ing for months about what you ought to do, since that night when you first sang for me.” He walked over to the win­dow, turned, and came to­ward her again. “I be­lieve that your voice is worth all that you can put in­to it. I have not come to this de­cision rashly. I have stud­ied you, and I have be­come more and more con­vinced, against my own de­sires. I can­not make a sing­er of you, so it was my busi­ness to find a man who could. I have even con­sul­ted Theodore Thomas about it.”

			“But sup­pose I don’t want to be a sing­er? I want to study with you. What’s the mat­ter? Do you really think I’ve no tal­ent? Can’t I be a pi­an­ist?”

			Harsa­nyi paced up and down the long rug in front of her. “My girl, you are very tal­en­ted. You could be a pi­an­ist, a good one. But the early train­ing of a pi­an­ist, such a pi­an­ist as you would want to be, must be some­thing tre­mend­ous. He must have had no oth­er life than mu­sic. At your age he must be the mas­ter of his in­stru­ment. Noth­ing can ever take the place of that first train­ing. You know very well that your tech­nique is good, but it is not re­mark­able. It will nev­er over­take your in­tel­li­gence. You have a fine power of work, but you are not by nature a stu­dent. You are not by nature, I think, a pi­an­ist. You would nev­er find your­self. In the ef­fort to do so, I’m afraid your play­ing would be­come warped, ec­cent­ric.” He threw back his head and looked at his pu­pil in­tently with that one eye which some­times seemed to see deep­er than any two eyes, as if its single­ness gave it priv­ileges. “Oh, I have watched you very care­fully, Miss Kron­borg. Be­cause you had had so little and had yet done so much for your­self, I had a great wish to help you. I be­lieve that the strongest need of your nature is to find your­self, to emerge as your­self. Un­til I heard you sing I wondered how you were to do this, but it has grown clear­er to me every day.”

			Thea looked away to­ward the win­dow with hard, nar­row eyes. “You mean I can be a sing­er be­cause I haven’t brains enough to be a pi­an­ist.”

			“You have brains enough and tal­ent enough. But to do what you will want to do, it takes more than these—it takes vo­ca­tion. Now, I think you have vo­ca­tion, but for the voice, not for the pi­ano. If you knew”—he stopped and sighed—“if you knew how for­tu­nate I some­times think you. With the voice the way is so much short­er, the re­wards are more eas­ily won. In your voice I think Nature her­self did for you what it would take you many years to do at the pi­ano. Per­haps you were not born in the wrong place after all. Let us talk frankly now. We have nev­er done so be­fore, and I have re­spec­ted your reti­cence. What you want more than any­thing else in the world is to be an artist; is that true?”

			She turned her face away from him and looked down at the key­board. Her an­swer came in a thickened voice. “Yes, I sup­pose so.”

			“When did you first feel that you wanted to be an artist?”

			“I don’t know. There was al­ways—some­thing.”

			“Did you nev­er think that you were go­ing to sing?”

			“Yes.”

			“How long ago was that?”

			“Al­ways, un­til I came to you. It was you who made me want to play pi­ano.” Her voice trembled. “Be­fore, I tried to think I did, but I was pre­tend­ing.”

			Harsa­nyi reached out and caught the hand that was hanging at her side. He pressed it as if to give her some­thing. “Can’t you see, my dear girl, that was only be­cause I happened to be the first artist you have ever known? If I had been a trom­bone play­er, it would have been the same; you would have wanted to play trom­bone. But all the while you have been work­ing with such good­will, some­thing has been strug­gling against me. See, here we were, you and I and this in­stru­ment,”—he tapped the pi­ano—“three good friends, work­ing so hard. But all the while there was some­thing fight­ing us: your gift, and the wo­man you were meant to be. When you find your way to that gift and to that wo­man, you will be at peace. In the be­gin­ning it was an artist that you wanted to be; well, you may be an artist, al­ways.”

			Thea drew a long breath. Her hands fell in her lap. “So I’m just where I began. No teach­er, noth­ing done. No money.”

			Harsa­nyi turned away. “Feel no ap­pre­hen­sion about the money, Miss Kron­borg. Come back in the fall and we shall man­age that. I shall even go to Mr. Thomas if ne­ces­sary. This year will not be lost. If you but knew what an ad­vant­age this winter’s study, all your study of the pi­ano, will give you over most sing­ers. Per­haps things have come out bet­ter for you than if we had planned them know­ingly.”

			“You mean they have if I can sing.”

			Thea spoke with a heavy irony, so heavy, in­deed, that it was coarse. It grated upon Harsa­nyi be­cause he felt that it was not sin­cere, an awk­ward af­fect­a­tion.

			He wheeled to­ward her. “Miss Kron­borg, an­swer me this. You know that you can sing, do you not? You have al­ways known it. While we worked here to­geth­er you some­times said to your­self, ‘I have some­thing you know noth­ing about; I could sur­prise you.’ Is that also true?”

			Thea nod­ded and hung her head.

			“Why were you not frank with me? Did I not de­serve it?”

			She shuddered. Her bent shoulders trembled. “I don’t know,” she muttered. “I didn’t mean to be like that. I couldn’t. I can’t. It’s dif­fer­ent.”

			“You mean it is very per­son­al?” he asked kindly.

			She nod­ded. “Not at church or fu­ner­als, or with people like Mr. Larsen. But with you it was—per­son­al. I’m not like you and Mrs. Harsa­nyi. I come of rough people. I’m rough. But I’m in­de­pend­ent, too. It was—all I had. There is no use my talk­ing, Mr. Harsa­nyi. I can’t tell you.”

			“You needn’t tell me. I know. Every artist knows.” Harsa­nyi stood look­ing at his pu­pil’s back, bent as if she were push­ing some­thing, at her lowered head. “You can sing for those people be­cause with them you do not com­mit your­self. But the real­ity, one can­not un­cov­er that un­til one is sure. One can fail one’s self, but one must not live to see that fail; bet­ter nev­er re­veal it. Let me help you to make your­self sure of it. That I can do bet­ter than Bowers.”

			Thea lif­ted her face and threw out her hands.

			Harsa­nyi shook his head and smiled. “Oh, prom­ise noth­ing! You will have much to do. There will not be voice only, but French, Ger­man, Itali­an. You will have work enough. But some­times you will need to be un­der­stood; what you nev­er show to any­one will need com­pan­ion­ship. And then you must come to me.” He peered in­to her face with that search­ing, in­tim­ate glance. “You know what I mean, the thing in you that has no busi­ness with what is little, that will have to do only with beauty and power.”

			Thea threw out her hands fiercely, as if to push him away. She made a sound in her throat, but it was not ar­tic­u­late. Harsa­nyi took one of her hands and kissed it lightly upon the back. His sa­lute was one of greet­ing, not of farewell, and it was for someone he had nev­er seen.

			When Mrs. Harsa­nyi came in at six o’clock, she found her hus­band sit­ting list­lessly by the win­dow. “Tired?” she asked.

			“A little. I’ve just got through a dif­fi­culty. I’ve sent Miss Kron­borg away; turned her over to Bowers, for voice.”

			“Sent Miss Kron­borg away? Andor, what is the mat­ter with you?”

			“It’s noth­ing rash. I’ve known for a long while I ought to do it. She is made for a sing­er, not a pi­an­ist.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi sat down on the pi­ano chair. She spoke a little bit­terly: “How can you be sure of that? She was, at least, the best you had. I thought you meant to have her play at your stu­dents’ re­cit­al next fall. I am sure she would have made an im­pres­sion. I could have dressed her so that she would have been very strik­ing. She had so much in­di­vidu­al­ity.”

			Harsa­nyi bent for­ward, look­ing at the floor. “Yes, I know. I shall miss her, of course.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi looked at her hus­band’s fine head against the gray win­dow. She had nev­er felt deep­er ten­der­ness for him than she did at that mo­ment. Her heart ached for him. “You will nev­er get on, Andor,” she said mourn­fully.

			Harsa­nyi sat mo­tion­less. “No, I shall nev­er get on,” he re­peated quietly. Sud­denly he sprang up with that light move­ment she knew so well, and stood in the win­dow, with fol­ded arms. “But some day I shall be able to look her in the face and laugh be­cause I did what I could for her. I be­lieve in her. She will do noth­ing com­mon. She is un­com­mon, in a com­mon, com­mon world. That is what I get out of it. It means more to me than if she played at my con­cert and brought me a dozen pu­pils. All this drudgery will kill me if once in a while I can­not hope some­thing, for some­body! If I can­not some­times see a bird fly and wave my hand to it.”

			His tone was angry and in­jured. Mrs. Harsa­nyi un­der­stood that this was one of the times when his wife was a part of the drudgery, of the “com­mon, com­mon world.”

			He had let some­thing he cared for go, and he felt bit­terly about whatever was left. The mood would pass, and he would be sorry. She knew him. It wounded her, of course, but that hurt was not new. It was as old as her love for him. She went out and left him alone.

		
	
		
			VIII

			One warm damp June night the Den­ver Ex­press was speed­ing west­ward across the earthy-smelling plains of Iowa. The lights in the day-coach were turned low and the vent­il­at­ors were open, ad­mit­ting showers of soot and dust upon the oc­cu­pants of the nar­row green plush chairs which were tilted at vari­ous angles of dis­com­fort. In each of these chairs some un­com­fort­able hu­man be­ing lay drawn up, or stretched out, or writh­ing from one po­s­i­tion to an­oth­er. There were tired men in rumpled shirts, their necks bare and their sus­pend­ers down; old wo­men with their heads tied up in black handker­chiefs; be­draggled young wo­men who went to sleep while they were nurs­ing their ba­bies and for­got to but­ton up their dresses; dirty boys who ad­ded to the gen­er­al dis­com­fort by tak­ing off their boots. The brake­man, when he came through at mid­night, sniffed the heavy air dis­dain­fully and looked up at the vent­il­at­ors. As he glanced down the double rows of con­tor­ted fig­ures, he saw one pair of eyes that were wide open and bright, a yel­low head that was not over­come by the stu­pefy­ing heat and smell in the car. “There’s a girl for you,” he thought as he stopped by Thea’s chair.

			“Like to have the win­dow up a little?” he asked.

			Thea smiled up at him, not mis­un­der­stand­ing his friend­li­ness. “The girl be­hind me is sick; she can’t stand a draft. What time is it, please?”

			He took out his open-faced watch and held it be­fore her eyes with a know­ing look. “In a hurry?” he asked. “I’ll leave the end door open and air you out. Catch a wink; the time’ll go faster.”

			Thea nod­ded good night to him and settled her head back on her pil­low, look­ing up at the oil lamps. She was go­ing back to Moon­stone for her sum­mer va­ca­tion, and she was sit­ting up all night in a day-coach be­cause that seemed such an easy way to save money. At her age dis­com­fort was a small mat­ter, when one made five dol­lars a day by it. She had con­fid­ently ex­pec­ted to sleep after the car got quiet, but in the two chairs be­hind her were a sick girl and her moth­er, and the girl had been cough­ing stead­ily since ten o’clock. They had come from some­where in Pennsylvania, and this was their second night on the road. The moth­er said they were go­ing to Col­or­ado “for her daugh­ter’s lungs.” The daugh­ter was a little older than Thea, per­haps nine­teen, with pa­tient dark eyes and curly brown hair. She was pretty in spite of be­ing so sooty and travel-stained. She had put on an ugly figured sat­ine ki­mono over her loosened clothes. Thea, when she boarded the train in Chica­go, happened to stop and plant her heavy tele­scope on this seat. She had not in­ten­ded to re­main there, but the sick girl had looked up at her with an eager smile and said, “Do sit there, miss. I’d so much rather not have a gen­tle­man in front of me.”

			After the girl began to cough there were no empty seats left, and if there had been Thea could scarcely have changed without hurt­ing her feel­ings. The moth­er turned on her side and went to sleep; she was used to the cough. But the girl lay wide awake, her eyes fixed on the roof of the car, as Thea’s were. The two girls must have seen very dif­fer­ent things there.

			Thea fell to go­ing over her winter in Chica­go. It was only un­der un­usu­al or un­com­fort­able con­di­tions like these that she could keep her mind fixed upon her­self or her own af­fairs for any length of time. The rap­id mo­tion and the vi­bra­tion of the wheels un­der her seemed to give her thoughts rapid­ity and clear­ness. She had taken twenty very ex­pens­ive les­sons from Madis­on Bowers, but she did not yet know what he thought of her or of her abil­ity. He was dif­fer­ent from any man with whom she had ever had to do. With her oth­er teach­ers she had felt a per­son­al re­la­tion; but with him she did not. Bowers was a cold, bit­ter, av­ar­i­cious man, but he knew a great deal about voices. He worked with a voice as if he were in a labor­at­ory, con­duct­ing a series of ex­per­i­ments. He was con­scien­tious and in­dus­tri­ous, even cap­able of a cer­tain cold fury when he was work­ing with an in­ter­est­ing voice, but Harsa­nyi de­clared that he had the soul of a shrimp, and could no more make an artist than a throat spe­cial­ist could. Thea real­ized that he had taught her a great deal in twenty les­sons.

			Al­though she cared so much less for Bowers than for Harsa­nyi, Thea was, on the whole, hap­pi­er since she had been study­ing with him than she had been be­fore. She had al­ways told her­self that she stud­ied pi­ano to fit her­self to be a mu­sic teach­er. But she nev­er asked her­self why she was study­ing voice. Her voice, more than any oth­er part of her, had to do with that con­fid­ence, that sense of whole­ness and in­ner well-be­ing that she had felt at mo­ments ever since she could re­mem­ber.

			Of this feel­ing Thea had nev­er spoken to any hu­man be­ing un­til that day when she told Harsa­nyi that “there had al­ways been—some­thing.” Hitherto she had felt but one ob­lig­a­tion to­ward it—secrecy; to pro­tect it even from her­self. She had al­ways be­lieved that by do­ing all that was re­quired of her by her fam­ily, her teach­ers, her pu­pils, she kept that part of her­self from be­ing caught up in the meshes of com­mon things. She took it for gran­ted that some day, when she was older, she would know a great deal more about it. It was as if she had an ap­point­ment to meet the rest of her­self some­time, some­where. It was mov­ing to meet her and she was mov­ing to meet it. That meet­ing awaited her, just as surely as, for the poor girl in the seat be­hind her, there awaited a hole in the earth, already dug.

			For Thea, so much had be­gun with a hole in the earth. Yes, she re­flec­ted, this new part of her life had all be­gun that morn­ing when she sat on the clay bank be­side Ray Kennedy, un­der the flick­er­ing shade of the cot­ton­wood tree. She re­membered the way Ray had looked at her that morn­ing. Why had he cared so much? And Wun­sch, and Dr. Arch­ie, and Span­ish Johnny, why had they? It was some­thing that had to do with her that made them care, but it was not she. It was some­thing they be­lieved in, but it was not she. Per­haps each of them con­cealed an­oth­er per­son in him­self, just as she did. Why was it that they seemed to feel and to hunt for a second per­son in her and not in each oth­er? Thea frowned up at the dull lamp in the roof of the car. What if one’s second self could some­how speak to all these second selves? What if one could bring them out, as whis­key did Span­ish Johnny’s? How deep they lay, these second per­sons, and how little one knew about them, ex­cept to guard them fiercely. It was to mu­sic, more than to any­thing else, that these hid­den things in people re­spon­ded. Her moth­er—even her moth­er had some­thing of that sort which replied to mu­sic.

			Thea found her­self listen­ing for the cough­ing be­hind her and not hear­ing it. She turned cau­tiously and looked back over the head­rest of her chair. The poor girl had fallen asleep. Thea looked at her in­tently. Why was she so afraid of men? Why did she shrink in­to her­self and avert her face whenev­er a man passed her chair? Thea thought she knew; of course, she knew. How hor­rible to waste away like that, in the time when one ought to be grow­ing fuller and stronger and round­er every day. Sup­pose there were such a dark hole open for her, between to­night and that place where she was to meet her­self? Her eyes nar­rowed. She put her hand on her breast and felt how warm it was; and with­in it there was a full, power­ful pulsa­tion. She smiled—though she was ashamed of it—with the nat­ur­al con­tempt of strength for weak­ness, with the sense of phys­ic­al se­cur­ity which makes the sav­age mer­ci­less. Nobody could die while they felt like that in­side. The springs there were wound so tight that it would be a long while be­fore there was any slack in them. The life in there was rooted deep. She was go­ing to have a few things be­fore she died. She real­ized that there were a great many trains dash­ing east and west on the face of the con­tin­ent that night, and that they all car­ried young people who meant to have things. But the dif­fer­ence was that she was go­ing to get them! That was all. Let people try to stop her! She glowered at the rows of feck­less bod­ies that lay sprawled in the chairs. Let them try it once! Along with the yearn­ing that came from some deep part of her, that was self­less and ex­al­ted, Thea had a hard kind of cock­i­ness, a de­term­in­a­tion to get ahead. Well, there are pas­sages in life when that fierce, stub­born self-as­ser­tion will stand its ground after the no­bler feel­ing is over­whelmed and beaten un­der.

			Hav­ing told her­self once more that she meant to grab a few things, Thea went to sleep.

			She was wakened in the morn­ing by the sun­light, which beat fiercely through the glass of the car win­dow upon her face. She made her­self as clean as she could, and while the people all about her were get­ting cold food out of their lunch-bas­kets she es­caped in­to the din­ing-car. Her thrift did not go to the point of en­abling her to carry a lunch-bas­ket. At that early hour there were few people in the din­ing-car. The lin­en was white and fresh, the darkies were trim and smil­ing, and the sun­light gleamed pleas­antly upon the sil­ver and the glass wa­ter-bottles. On each table there was a slender vase with a single pink rose in it. When Thea sat down she looked in­to her rose and thought it the most beau­ti­ful thing in the world; it was wide open, reck­lessly of­fer­ing its yel­low heart, and there were drops of wa­ter on the petals. All the fu­ture was in that rose, all that one would like to be. The flower put her in an ab­so­lutely regal mood. She had a whole pot of cof­fee, and scrambled eggs with chopped ham, ut­terly dis­reg­ard­ing the as­ton­ish­ing price they cost. She had faith enough in what she could do, she told her­self, to have eggs if she wanted them. At the table op­pos­ite her sat a man and his wife and little boy—Thea clas­si­fied them as be­ing “from the East.” They spoke in that quick, sure stac­cato, which Thea, like Ray Kennedy, pre­ten­ded to scorn and secretly ad­mired. People who could use words in that con­fid­ent way, and who spoke them el­eg­antly, had a great ad­vant­age in life, she re­flec­ted. There were so many words which she could not pro­nounce in speech as she had to do in singing. Lan­guage was like clothes; it could be a help to one, or it could give one away. But the most im­port­ant thing was that one should not pre­tend to be what one was not.

			When she paid her check she con­sul­ted the waiter. “Waiter, do you sup­pose I could buy one of those roses? I’m out of the day-coach, and there is a sick girl in there. I’d like to take her a cup of cof­fee and one of those flowers.”

			The waiter liked noth­ing bet­ter than ad­vising trav­el­ers less soph­ist­ic­ated than him­self. He told Thea there were a few roses left in the ice­box and he would get one. He took the flower and the cof­fee in­to the day-coach. Thea poin­ted out the girl, but she did not ac­com­pany him. She hated thanks and nev­er re­ceived them grace­fully. She stood out­side on the plat­form to get some fresh air in­to her lungs. The train was cross­ing the Platte River now, and the sun­light was so in­tense that it seemed to quiver in little flames on the glit­ter­ing sand­bars, the scrub wil­lows, and the curl­ing, fret­ted shal­lows.

			Thea felt that she was com­ing back to her own land. She had of­ten heard Mrs. Kron­borg say that she “be­lieved in im­mig­ra­tion,” and so did Thea be­lieve in it. This earth seemed to her young and fresh and kindly, a place where refugees from old, sad coun­tries were giv­en an­oth­er chance. The mere ab­sence of rocks gave the soil a kind of ami­ab­il­ity and gen­er­os­ity, and the ab­sence of nat­ur­al bound­ar­ies gave the spir­it a wider range. Wire fences might mark the end of a man’s pas­ture, but they could not shut in his thoughts as moun­tains and forests can. It was over flat lands like this, stretch­ing out to drink the sun, that the larks sang—and one’s heart sang there, too. Thea was glad that this was her coun­try, even if one did not learn to speak el­eg­antly there. It was, some­how, an hon­est coun­try, and there was a new song in that blue air which had nev­er been sung in the world be­fore. It was hard to tell about it, for it had noth­ing to do with words; it was like the light of the desert at noon, or the smell of the sagebrush after rain; in­tan­gible but power­ful. She had the sense of go­ing back to a friendly soil, whose friend­ship was some­how go­ing to strengthen her; a na­ive, gen­er­ous coun­try that gave one its joy­ous force, its large-hearted, child­like power to love, just as it gave one its coarse, bril­liant flowers.

			As she drew in that glor­i­ous air Thea’s mind went back to Ray Kennedy. He, too, had that feel­ing of em­pire; as if all the South­w­est really be­longed to him be­cause he had knocked about over it so much, and knew it, as he said, “like the blisters on his own hands.” That feel­ing, she re­flec­ted, was the real ele­ment of com­pan­ion­ship between her and Ray. Now that she was go­ing back to Col­or­ado, she real­ized this as she had not done be­fore.

		
	
		
			IX

			Thea reached Moon­stone in the late af­ter­noon, and all the Kron­borgs were there to meet her ex­cept her two older broth­ers. Gus and Char­ley were young men now, and they had de­clared at noon that it would “look silly if the whole bunch went down to the train.” “There’s no use mak­ing a fuss over Thea just be­cause she’s been to Chica­go,” Char­ley warned his moth­er. “She’s in­clined to think pretty well of her­self, any­how, and if you go treat­ing her like com­pany, there’ll be no liv­ing in the house with her.” Mrs. Kron­borg simply leveled her eyes at Char­ley, and he faded away, mut­ter­ing. She had, as Mr. Kron­borg al­ways said with an in­clin­a­tion of his head, good con­trol over her chil­dren. Anna, too, wished to ab­sent her­self from the party, but in the end her curi­os­ity got the bet­ter of her. So when Thea stepped down from the port­er’s stool, a very cred­it­able Kron­borg rep­res­ent­a­tion was grouped on the plat­form to greet her. After they had all kissed her (Gun­ner and Axel shyly), Mr. Kron­borg hur­ried his flock in­to the hotel om­ni­bus, in which they were to be driv­en ce­re­mo­ni­ously home, with the neigh­bors look­ing out of their win­dows to see them go by.

			All the fam­ily talked to her at once, ex­cept Thor—im­press­ive in new trousers—who was gravely si­lent and who re­fused to sit on Thea’s lap. One of the first things Anna told her was that Mag­gie Evans, the girl who used to cough in pray­er meet­ing, died yes­ter­day, and had made a re­quest that Thea sing at her fu­ner­al.

			Thea’s smile froze. “I’m not go­ing to sing at all this sum­mer, ex­cept my ex­er­cises. Bowers says I taxed my voice last winter, singing at fu­ner­als so much. If I be­gin the first day after I get home, there’ll be no end to it. You can tell them I caught cold on the train, or some­thing.”

			Thea saw Anna glance at their moth­er. Thea re­membered hav­ing seen that look on Anna’s face of­ten be­fore, but she had nev­er thought any­thing about it be­cause she was used to it. Now she real­ized that the look was dis­tinctly spite­ful, even vin­dict­ive. She sud­denly real­ized that Anna had al­ways dis­liked her.

			Mrs. Kron­borg seemed to no­tice noth­ing, and changed the trend of the con­ver­sa­tion, telling Thea that Dr. Arch­ie and Mr. Up­ping, the jew­el­er, were both com­ing in to see her that even­ing, and that she had asked Span­ish Johnny to come, be­cause he had be­haved well all winter and ought to be en­cour­aged.

			The next morn­ing Thea wakened early in her own room up un­der the eaves and lay watch­ing the sun­light shine on the roses of her wall­pa­per. She wondered wheth­er she would ever like a plastered room as well as this one lined with scant­lings. It was snug and tight, like the cab­in of a little boat. Her bed faced the win­dow and stood against the wall, un­der the slant of the ceil­ing. When she went away she could just touch the ceil­ing with the tips of her fin­gers; now she could touch it with the palm of her hand. It was so little that it was like a sunny cave, with roses run­ning all over the roof. Through the low win­dow, as she lay there, she could watch people go­ing by on the farther side of the street; men, go­ing down­town to open their stores. Thor was over there, rat­tling his ex­press wag­on along the side­walk. Til­lie had put a bunch of French pinks in a tum­bler of wa­ter on her dress­er, and they gave out a pleas­ant per­fume. The blue jays were fight­ing and screech­ing in the cot­ton­wood tree out­side her win­dow, as they al­ways did, and she could hear the old Baptist dea­con across the street call­ing his chick­ens, as she had heard him do every sum­mer morn­ing since she could re­mem­ber. It was pleas­ant to waken up in that bed, in that room, and to feel the bright­ness of the morn­ing, while light quivered about the low, papered ceil­ing in golden spots, re­frac­ted by the broken mir­ror and the glass of wa­ter that held the pinks. “Im leuchtenden Som­mer­mor­gen”; those lines, and the face of her old teach­er, came back to Thea, floated to her out of sleep, per­haps. She had been dream­ing some­thing pleas­ant, but she could not re­mem­ber what. She would go to call upon Mrs. Kohler today, and see the pi­geons wash­ing their pink feet in the drip un­der the wa­ter tank, and fly­ing about their house that was sure to have a fresh coat of white paint on it for sum­mer. On the way home she would stop to see Mrs. Tel­lamantez. On Sunday she would coax Gun­ner to take her out to the sand hills. She had missed them in Chica­go; had been home­sick for their bril­liant morn­ing gold and for their soft col­ors at even­ing. The Lake, some­how, had nev­er taken their place.

			While she lay plan­ning, re­laxed in warm drowsi­ness, she heard a knock at her door. She sup­posed it was Til­lie, who some­times fluttered in on her be­fore she was out of bed to of­fer some ser­vice which the fam­ily would have ri­diculed. But in­stead, Mrs. Kron­borg her­self came in, car­ry­ing a tray with Thea’s break­fast set out on one of the best white nap­kins. Thea sat up with some em­bar­rass­ment and pulled her night­gown to­geth­er across her chest. Mrs. Kron­borg was al­ways busy down­stairs in the morn­ing, and Thea could not re­mem­ber when her moth­er had come to her room be­fore.

			“I thought you’d be tired, after trav­el­ing, and might like to take it easy for once.” Mrs. Kron­borg put the tray on the edge of the bed. “I took some thick cream for you be­fore the boys got at it. They raised a howl.” She chuckled and sat down in the big wooden rock­ing chair. Her vis­it made Thea feel grown-up, and, some­how, im­port­ant.

			Mrs. Kron­borg asked her about Bowers and the Harsa­nyis. She felt a great change in Thea, in her face and in her man­ner. Mr. Kron­borg had no­ticed it, too, and had spoken of it to his wife with great sat­is­fac­tion while they were un­dress­ing last night. Mrs. Kron­borg sat look­ing at her daugh­ter, who lay on her side, sup­port­ing her­self on her el­bow and lazily drink­ing her cof­fee from the tray be­fore her. Her short-sleeved night­gown had come open at the throat again, and Mrs. Kron­borg no­ticed how white her arms and shoulders were, as if they had been dipped in new milk. Her chest was fuller than when she went away, her breasts round­er and firmer, and though she was so white where she was un­covered, they looked rosy through the thin muslin. Her body had the elasti­city that comes of be­ing highly charged with the de­sire to live. Her hair, hanging in two loose braids, one by either cheek, was just enough dis­ordered to catch the light in all its curly ends.

			Thea al­ways woke with a pink flush on her cheeks, and this morn­ing her moth­er thought she had nev­er seen her eyes so wide-open and bright; like clear green springs in the wood, when the early sun­light sparkles in them. She would make a very hand­some wo­man, Mrs. Kron­borg said to her­self, if she would only get rid of that fierce look she had some­times. Mrs. Kron­borg took great pleas­ure in good looks, wherever she found them. She still re­membered that, as a baby, Thea had been the “best-formed” of any of her chil­dren.

			“I’ll have to get you a longer bed,” she re­marked, as she put the tray on the table. “You’re get­ting too long for that one.”

			Thea looked up at her moth­er and laughed, drop­ping back on her pil­low with a mag­ni­fi­cent stretch of her whole body. Mrs. Kron­borg sat down again.

			“I don’t like to press you, Thea, but I think you’d bet­ter sing at that fu­ner­al to­mor­row. I’m afraid you’ll al­ways be sorry if you don’t. Some­times a little thing like that, that seems noth­ing at the time, comes back on one af­ter­ward and troubles one a good deal. I don’t mean the church shall run you to death this sum­mer, like they used to. I’ve spoken my mind to your fath­er about that, and he’s very reas­on­able. But Mag­gie talked a good deal about you to people this winter; al­ways asked what word we’d had, and said how she missed your singing and all. I guess you ought to do that much for her.”

			“All right, moth­er, if you think so.” Thea lay look­ing at her moth­er with in­tensely bright eyes.

			“That’s right, daugh­ter.” Mrs. Kron­borg rose and went over to get the tray, stop­ping to put her hand on Thea’s chest. “You’re filling out nice,” she said, feel­ing about. “No, I wouldn’t both­er about the but­tons. Leave ’em stay off. This is a good time to harden your chest.”

			Thea lay still and heard her moth­er’s firm step re­ced­ing along the bare floor of the trunk loft. There was no sham about her moth­er, she re­flec­ted. Her moth­er knew a great many things of which she nev­er talked, and all the church people were forever chat­ter­ing about things of which they knew noth­ing. She liked her moth­er.

			Now for Mex­ic­an Town and the Kohlers! She meant to run in on the old wo­man without warn­ing, and hug her.

		
	
		
			X

			Span­ish Johnny had no shop of his own, but he kept a table and an or­der-book in one corner of the drug store where paints and wall­pa­per were sold, and he was some­times to be found there for an hour or so about noon. Thea had gone in­to the drug store to have a friendly chat with the pro­pri­et­or, who used to lend her books from his shelves. She found Johnny there, trim­ming rolls of wall­pa­per for the par­lor of Banker Smith’s new house. She sat down on the top of his table and watched him.

			“Johnny,” she said sud­denly, “I want you to write down the words of that Mex­ic­an ser­en­ade you used to sing; you know, ‘Rosa de Noche.’ It’s an un­usu­al song. I’m go­ing to study it. I know enough Span­ish for that.”

			Johnny looked up from his roller with his bright, af­fable smile. “Sí, but it is low for you, I think; voz con­tralto. It is low for me.”

			“Non­sense. I can do more with my low voice than I used to. I’ll show you. Sit down and write it out for me, please.” Thea beckoned him with the short yel­low pen­cil tied to his or­der-book.

			Johnny ran his fin­gers through his curly black hair. “If you wish. I do not know if that ser­en­ata all right for young ladies. Down there it is more for mar­ried ladies. They sing it for hus­bands—or some­body else, may-bee.” Johnny’s eyes twinkled and he apo­lo­gized grace­fully with his shoulders. He sat down at the table, and while Thea looked over his arm, began to write the song down in a long, slant­ing script, with highly or­na­ment­al cap­it­als. Presently he looked up. “This-a song not ex­actly Mex­ic­an,” he said thought­fully. “It come from farther down; Brazil, Venezuela, may-bee. I learn it from some fel­low down there, and he learn it from an­oth­er fel­low. It is-a most like Mex­ic­an, but not quite.” Thea did not re­lease him, but poin­ted to the pa­per. There were three verses of the song in all, and when Johnny had writ­ten them down, he sat look­ing at them med­it­at­ively, his head on one side. “I don’ think for a high voice, señor­ita,” he ob­jec­ted with po­lite per­sist­ence. “How you ac­com­pany with pi­ano?”

			“Oh, that will be easy enough.”

			“For you, may-bee!” Johnny smiled and drummed on the table with the tips of his agile brown fin­gers. “You know some­thing? Listen, I tell you.” He rose and sat down on the table be­side her, put­ting his foot on the chair. He loved to talk at the hour of noon. “When you was a little girl, no big­ger than that, you come to my house one day ’bout noon, like this, and I was in the door, play­ing gui­tar. You was bare­head, bare­foot; you run away from home. You stand there and make a frown at me an’ listen. By ’n by you say for me to sing. I sing some lil’ ting, and then I say for you to sing with me. You don’ know no words, of course, but you take the air and you sing it just-a beauti‑ful! I nev­er see a child do that, out­side Mex­ico. You was, oh, I do’ know—sev­en year, may-bee. By ’n by the preach­er come look for you and be­gin for scold. I say, ‘Don’ scold, Meester Kron­borg. She come for hear gui­tar. She gotta some mu­sic in her, that child. Where she get?’ Then he tell me ’bout your gran’papa play oboe in the old coun­try. I nev­er for­getta that time.” Johnny chuckled softly.

			Thea nod­ded. “I re­mem­ber that day, too. I liked your mu­sic bet­ter than the church mu­sic. When are you go­ing to have a dance over there, Johnny?”

			Johnny tilted his head. “Well, Sat­urday night the Span­ish boys have a lil’ party, some danza. You know Miguel Ra­mas? He have some young cous­ins, two boys, very nice-a, come from Torreon. They go­ing to Salt Lake for some job-a, and stay off with him two-three days, and he mus’ have a party. You like to come?”

			That was how Thea came to go to the Mex­ic­an ball. Mex­ic­an Town had been in­creased by half a dozen new fam­il­ies dur­ing the last few years, and the Mex­ic­ans had put up an adobe dance-hall, that looked ex­actly like one of their own dwell­ings, ex­cept that it was a little longer, and was so un­pre­ten­tious that nobody in Moon­stone knew of its ex­ist­ence. The “Span­ish boys” are reti­cent about their own af­fairs. Ray Kennedy used to know about all their little do­ings, but since his death there was no one whom the Mex­ic­ans con­sidered sim­patico.

			On Sat­urday even­ing after sup­per Thea told her moth­er that she was go­ing over to Mrs. Tel­lamantez’s to watch the Mex­ic­ans dance for a while, and that Johnny would bring her home.

			Mrs. Kron­borg smiled. She no­ticed that Thea had put on a white dress and had done her hair up with un­usu­al care, and that she car­ried her best blue scarf. “Maybe you’ll take a turn your­self, eh? I wouldn’t mind watch­ing them Mex­ic­ans. They’re lovely dan­cers.”

			Thea made a feeble sug­ges­tion that her moth­er might go with her, but Mrs. Kron­borg was too wise for that. She knew that Thea would have a bet­ter time if she went alone, and she watched her daugh­ter go out of the gate and down the side­walk that led to the de­pot.

			Thea walked slowly. It was a soft, rosy even­ing. The sand hills were lav­ender. The sun had gone down a glow­ing cop­per disk, and the fleecy clouds in the east were a burn­ing rose-col­or, flecked with gold. Thea passed the cot­ton­wood grove and then the de­pot, where she left the side­walk and took the sandy path to­ward Mex­ic­an Town. She could hear the scrap­ing of vi­ol­ins be­ing tuned, the tinkle of man­dolins, and the growl of a double bass. Where had they got a double bass? She did not know there was one in Moon­stone. She found later that it was the prop­erty of one of Ra­mas’s young cous­ins, who was tak­ing it to Utah with him to cheer him at his “job-a.”

			The Mex­ic­ans nev­er wait un­til it is dark to be­gin to dance, and Thea had no dif­fi­culty in find­ing the new hall, be­cause every oth­er house in the town was deser­ted. Even the ba­bies had gone to the ball; a neigh­bor was al­ways will­ing to hold the baby while the moth­er danced. Mrs. Tel­lamantez came out to meet Thea and led her in. Johnny bowed to her from the plat­form at the end of the room, where he was play­ing the man­dolin along with two fiddles and the bass. The hall was a long low room, with white­washed walls, a fairly tight plank floor, wooden benches along the sides, and a few brack­et lamps screwed to the frame tim­bers. There must have been fifty people there, count­ing the chil­dren. The Mex­ic­an dances were very much fam­ily af­fairs. The fath­ers al­ways danced again and again with their little daugh­ters, as well as with their wives. One of the girls came up to greet Thea, her dark cheeks glow­ing with pleas­ure and cor­di­al­ity, and in­tro­duced her broth­er, with whom she had just been dan­cing. “You bet­ter take him every time he asks you,” she whispered. “He’s the best dan­cer here, ex­cept Johnny.”

			Thea soon de­cided that the poorest dan­cer was her­self. Even Mrs. Tel­lamantez, who al­ways held her shoulders so stiffly, danced bet­ter than she did. The mu­si­cians did not re­main long at their post. When one of them felt like dan­cing, he called some oth­er boy to take his in­stru­ment, put on his coat, and went down on the floor. Johnny, who wore a blousy white silk shirt, did not even put on his coat.

			The dances the rail­road men gave in Fire­men’s Hall were the only dances Thea had ever been al­lowed to go to, and they were very dif­fer­ent from this. The boys played rough jokes and thought it smart to be clumsy and to run in­to each oth­er on the floor. For the square dances there was al­ways the bawl­ing voice of the caller, who was also the county auc­tion­eer.

			This Mex­ic­an dance was soft and quiet. There was no call­ing, the con­ver­sa­tion was very low, the rhythm of the mu­sic was smooth and en­ga­ging, the men were grace­ful and cour­teous. Some of them Thea had nev­er be­fore seen out of their work­ing clothes, smeared with grease from the round­house or clay from the brick­yard. Some­times, when the mu­sic happened to be a pop­u­lar Mex­ic­an waltz song, the dan­cers sang it softly as they moved. There were three little girls un­der twelve, in their first com­mu­nion dresses, and one of them had an or­ange marigold in her black hair, just over her ear. They danced with the men and with each oth­er. There was an at­mo­sphere of ease and friendly pleas­ure in the low, dimly lit room, and Thea could not help won­der­ing wheth­er the Mex­ic­ans had no jeal­ousies or neigh­borly grudges as the people in Moon­stone had. There was no con­straint of any kind there to­night, but a kind of nat­ur­al har­mony about their move­ments, their greet­ings, their low con­ver­sa­tion, their smiles.

			Ra­mas brought up his two young cous­ins, Sil­vo and Fe­lipe, and presen­ted them. They were hand­some, smil­ing youths, of eight­een and twenty, with pale-gold skins, smooth cheeks, aquil­ine fea­tures, and wavy black hair, like Johnny’s. They were dressed alike, in black vel­vet jack­ets and soft silk shirts, with opal shirt-but­tons and flow­ing black ties looped through gold rings. They had charm­ing man­ners, and low, gui­tar-like voices. They knew al­most no Eng­lish, but a Mex­ic­an boy can pay a great many com­pli­ments with a very lim­ited vocab­u­lary. The Ra­mas boys thought Thea dazzlingly beau­ti­ful. They had nev­er seen a Scand­inavi­an girl be­fore, and her hair and fair skin be­witched them. “Blanco y oro, se­mejante la Pas­cua!” (White and gold, like East­er!) they ex­claimed to each oth­er. Sil­vo, the young­er, de­clared that he could nev­er go on to Utah; that he and his double bass had reached their ul­ti­mate des­tin­a­tion. The eld­er was more crafty; he asked Miguel Ra­mas wheth­er there would be “plenty more girls like that a Salt Lake, may-bee?”

			Sil­vo, over­hear­ing, gave his broth­er a con­temp­tu­ous glance. “Plenty more a Paraíso may-bee!” he re­tor­ted. When they were not dan­cing with her, their eyes fol­lowed her, over the coif­fures of their oth­er part­ners. That was not dif­fi­cult; one blonde head mov­ing among so many dark ones.

			Thea had not meant to dance much, but the Ra­mas boys danced so well and were so hand­some and ad­or­ing that she yiel­ded to their en­treat­ies. When she sat out a dance with them, they talked to her about their fam­ily at home, and told her how their moth­er had once punned upon their name. Rama, in Span­ish, meant a branch, they ex­plained. Once when they were little lads their moth­er took them along when she went to help the wo­men dec­or­ate the church for East­er. Someone asked her wheth­er she had brought any flowers, and she replied that she had brought her “ra­mas.” This was evid­ently a cher­ished fam­ily story.

			When it was nearly mid­night, Johnny an­nounced that every­one was go­ing to his house to have “some lil’ ice-cream and some lil’ mu­sica.” He began to put out the lights and Mrs. Tel­lamantez led the way across the square to her casa. The Ra­mas broth­ers es­cor­ted Thea, and as they stepped out of the door, Sil­vo ex­claimed, “Hace frio!” and threw his vel­vet coat about her shoulders.

			Most of the com­pany fol­lowed Mrs. Tel­lamantez, and they sat about on the gravel in her little yard while she and Johnny and Mrs. Miguel Ra­mas served the ice-cream. Thea sat on Fe­lipe’s coat, since Sil­vo’s was already about her shoulders. The youths lay down on the shin­ing gravel be­side her, one on her right and one on her left. Johnny already called them “los acoli­tos,” the al­tar-boys. The talk all about them was low, and in­dol­ent. One of the girls was play­ing on Johnny’s gui­tar, an­oth­er was pick­ing lightly at a man­dolin. The moon­light was so bright that one could see every glance and smile, and the flash of their teeth. The moon­flowers over Mrs. Tel­lamantez’s door were wide open and of an un­earthly white. The moon it­self looked like a great pale flower in the sky.

			After all the ice-cream was gone, Johnny ap­proached Thea, his gui­tar un­der his arm, and the eld­er Ra­mas boy po­litely gave up his place. Johnny sat down, took a long breath, struck a fierce chord, and then hushed it with his oth­er hand. “Now we have some lil’ ser­en­ata, eh? You wan’ a try?”

			When Thea began to sing, in­stant si­lence fell upon the com­pany. She felt all those dark eyes fix them­selves upon her in­tently. She could see them shine. The faces came out of the shad­ow like the white flowers over the door. Fe­lipe leaned his head upon his hand. Sil­vo dropped on his back and lay look­ing at the moon, un­der the im­pres­sion that he was still look­ing at Thea. When she fin­ished the first verse, Thea whispered to Johnny, “Again, I can do it bet­ter than that.”

			She had sung for churches and fu­ner­als and teach­ers, but she had nev­er be­fore sung for a really mu­sic­al people, and this was the first time she had ever felt the re­sponse that such a people can give. They turned them­selves and all they had over to her. For the mo­ment they cared about noth­ing in the world but what she was do­ing. Their faces con­fron­ted her, open, eager, un­pro­tec­ted. She felt as if all these warm-blooded people de­bouched in­to her. Mrs. Tel­lamantez’s fate­ful resig­na­tion, Johnny’s mad­ness, the ad­or­a­tion of the boy who lay still in the sand; in an in­stant these things seemed to be with­in her in­stead of without, as if they had come from her in the first place.

			When she fin­ished, her listen­ers broke in­to ex­cited mur­mur. The men began hunt­ing fe­ver­ishly for ci­gar­ettes. Famos Ser­ranos the ba­rytone brick­lay­er, touched Johnny’s arm, gave him a ques­tion­ing look, then heaved a deep sigh. Johnny dropped on his el­bow, wip­ing his face and neck and hands with his handker­chief. “Señor­ita,” he panted, “if you sing like that once in the City of Mex­ico, they just-a go crazy. In the City of Mex­ico they ain’t-a sit like stumps when they hear that, not-a much! When they like, they just-a give you the town.”

			Thea laughed. She, too, was ex­cited. “Think so, Johnny? Come, sing some­thing with me. ‘El Par­reño’; I haven’t sung that for a long time.”

			Johnny laughed and hugged his gui­tar. “You not-a for­get him?” He began teas­ing his strings. “Come!” He threw back his head, “Anoche-e-e—”

			
				
					Anoche me con­fesse
					

					Con un padre car­mel­ite
					

					Y me dio pen­it­en­cia
					

					Que be­saras tu boquita
				

			

			
				
					(Last night I made con­fes­sion
					

					With a Car­mel­ite fath­er
					

					And he gave me ab­so­lu­tion
					

					For the kisses you im­prin­ted.)
				

			

			Johnny had al­most every fault that a ten­or can have. His voice was thin, un­steady, husky in the middle tones. But it was dis­tinctly a voice, and some­times he man­aged to get some­thing very sweet out of it. Cer­tainly it made him happy to sing. Thea kept glan­cing down at him as he lay there on his el­bow. His eyes seemed twice as large as usu­al and had lights in them like those the moon­light makes on black, run­ning wa­ter. Thea re­membered the old stor­ies about his “spells.” She had nev­er seen him when his mad­ness was on him, but she felt some­thing to­night at her el­bow that gave her an idea of what it might be like. For the first time she fully un­der­stood the cryptic ex­plan­a­tion that Mrs. Tel­lamantez had made to Dr. Arch­ie, long ago. There were the same shells along the walk; she be­lieved she could pick out the very one. There was the same moon up yon­der, and pant­ing at her el­bow was the same Johnny—fooled by the same old things!

			When they had fin­ished, Famos, the ba­rytone, mur­mured some­thing to Johnny; who replied, “Sure we can sing ‘Trovatore.’ We have no alto, but all the girls can sing alto and make some noise.”

			The wo­men laughed. Mex­ic­an wo­men of the poorer class do not sing like the men. Per­haps they are too in­dol­ent. In the even­ing, when the men are singing their throats dry on the door­step, or around the camp­fire be­side the work-train, the wo­men usu­ally sit and comb their hair.

			While Johnny was ges­tic­u­lat­ing and telling every­body what to sing and how to sing it, Thea put out her foot and touched the corpse of Sil­vo with the toe of her slip­per. “Aren’t you go­ing to sing, Sil­vo?” she asked teas­ingly.

			The boy turned on his side and raised him­self on his el­bow for a mo­ment. “Not this night, señor­ita,” he pleaded softly, “not this night!” He dropped back again, and lay with his cheek on his right arm, the hand ly­ing pass­ive on the sand above his head.

			“How does he flat­ten him­self in­to the ground like that?” Thea asked her­self. “I wish I knew. It’s very ef­fect­ive, some­how.”

			Across the gulch the Kohlers’ little house slept among its trees, a dark spot on the white face of the desert. The win­dows of their up­stairs bed­room were open, and Paulina had listened to the dance mu­sic for a long while be­fore she drowsed off. She was a light sleep­er, and when she woke again, after mid­night, Johnny’s con­cert was at its height. She lay still un­til she could bear it no longer. Then she wakened Fritz and they went over to the win­dow and leaned out. They could hear clearly there.

			“Die Thea,” whispered Mrs. Kohler; “it must be. Ach wun­der­schön!”

			Fritz was not so wide awake as his wife. He grunted and scratched on the floor with his bare foot. They were listen­ing to a Mex­ic­an part-song; the ten­or, then the sop­rano, then both to­geth­er; the ba­rytone joins them, rages, is ex­tin­guished; the ten­or ex­pires in sobs, and the sop­rano fin­ishes alone. When the sop­rano’s last note died away, Fritz nod­ded to his wife. “Ja,” he said; “Schön.”

			There was si­lence for a few mo­ments. Then the gui­tar soun­ded fiercely, and sev­er­al male voices began the sex­tette from “Lu­cia.” Johnny’s reedy ten­or they knew well, and the brick­lay­er’s big, opaque ba­rytone; the oth­ers might be any­body over there—just Mex­ic­an voices. Then at the ap­poin­ted, at the acute, mo­ment, the sop­rano voice, like a foun­tain jet, shot up in­to the light. “Horch! Horch!” the old people whispered, both at once. How it leaped from among those dusky male voices! How it played in and about and around and over them, like a gold­fish dart­ing among creek min­nows, like a yel­low but­ter­fly soar­ing above a swarm of dark ones. “Ah,” said Mrs. Kohler softly, “the dear man; if he could hear her now!”

		
	
		
			XI

			Mrs. Kron­borg had said that Thea was not to be dis­turbed on Sunday morn­ing, and she slept un­til noon. When she came down­stairs the fam­ily were just sit­ting down to din­ner, Mr. Kron­borg at one end of the long table, Mrs. Kron­borg at the oth­er. Anna, stiff and ce­re­mo­ni­ous, in her sum­mer silk, sat at her fath­er’s right, and the boys were strung along on either side of the table. There was a place left for Thea between her moth­er and Thor. Dur­ing the si­lence which pre­ceded the bless­ing, Thea felt some­thing un­com­fort­able in the air. Anna and her older broth­ers had lowered their eyes when she came in. Mrs. Kron­borg nod­ded cheer­fully, and after the bless­ing, as she began to pour the cof­fee, turned to her.

			“I ex­pect you had a good time at that dance, Thea. I hope you got your sleep out.”

			“High so­ci­ety, that,” re­marked Char­ley, giv­ing the mashed pota­toes a vi­cious swat. Anna’s mouth and eye­brows be­came half-moons.

			Thea looked across the table at the un­com­prom­ising coun­ten­ances of her older broth­ers. “Why, what’s the mat­ter with the Mex­ic­ans?” she asked, flush­ing. “They don’t trouble any­body, and they are kind to their fam­il­ies and have good man­ners.”

			“Nice clean people; got some style about them. Do you really like that kind, Thea, or do you just pre­tend to? That’s what I’d like to know.” Gus looked at her with pained in­quiry. But he at least looked at her.

			“They’re just as clean as white people, and they have a per­fect right to their own ways. Of course I like ’em. I don’t pre­tend things.”

			“Every­body ac­cord­ing to their own taste,” re­marked Char­ley bit­terly. “Quit crumb­ing your bread up, Thor. Ain’t you learned how to eat yet?”

			“Chil­dren, chil­dren!” said Mr. Kron­borg nervously, look­ing up from the chick­en he was dis­mem­ber­ing. He glanced at his wife, whom he ex­pec­ted to main­tain har­mony in the fam­ily.

			“That’s all right, Char­ley. Drop it there,” said Mrs. Kron­borg. “No use spoil­ing your Sunday din­ner with race pre­ju­dices. The Mex­ic­ans suit me and Thea very well. They are a use­ful people. Now you can just talk about some­thing else.”

			Con­ver­sa­tion, how­ever, did not flour­ish at that din­ner. Every­body ate as fast as pos­sible. Char­ley and Gus said they had en­gage­ments and left the table as soon as they fin­ished their apple pie. Anna sat primly and ate with great el­eg­ance. When she spoke at all she spoke to her fath­er, about church mat­ters, and al­ways in a com­mis­er­at­ing tone, as if he had met with some mis­for­tune. Mr. Kron­borg, quite in­no­cent of her in­ten­tions, replied kindly and ab­sent­mindedly. After the dessert he went to take his usu­al Sunday af­ter­noon nap, and Mrs. Kron­borg car­ried some din­ner to a sick neigh­bor. Thea and Anna began to clear the table.

			“I should think you would show more con­sid­er­a­tion for fath­er’s po­s­i­tion, Thea,” Anna began as soon as she and her sis­ter were alone.

			Thea gave her a side­long glance. “Why, what have I done to fath­er?”

			“Every­body at Sunday-School was talk­ing about you go­ing over there and singing with the Mex­ic­ans all night, when you won’t sing for the church. Some­body heard you, and told it all over town. Of course, we all get the blame for it.”

			“Any­thing dis­grace­ful about singing?” Thea asked with a pro­vok­ing yawn.

			“I must say you choose your com­pany! You al­ways had that streak in you, Thea. We all hoped that go­ing away would im­prove you. Of course, it re­flects on fath­er when you are scarcely po­lite to the nice people here and make up to the row­dies.”

			“Oh, it’s my singing with the Mex­ic­ans you ob­ject to?” Thea put down a tray full of dishes. “Well, I like to sing over there, and I don’t like to over here. I’ll sing for them any time they ask me to. They know some­thing about what I’m do­ing. They’re a tal­en­ted people.”

			“Tal­en­ted!” Anna made the word sound like es­cap­ing steam. “I sup­pose you think it’s smart to come home and throw that at your fam­ily!”

			Thea picked up the tray. By this time she was as white as the Sunday table­cloth. “Well,” she replied in a cold, even tone, “I’ll have to throw it at them soon­er or later. It’s just a ques­tion of when, and it might as well be now as any time.” She car­ried the tray blindly in­to the kit­chen.

			Til­lie, who was al­ways listen­ing and look­ing out for her, took the dishes from her with a furt­ive, frightened glance at her stony face. Thea went slowly up the back stairs to her loft. Her legs seemed as heavy as lead as she climbed the stairs, and she felt as if everything in­side her had so­lid­i­fied and grown hard.

			After shut­ting her door and lock­ing it, she sat down on the edge of her bed. This place had al­ways been her refuge, but there was a hos­til­ity in the house now which this door could not shut out. This would be her last sum­mer in that room. Its ser­vices were over; its time was done. She rose and put her hand on the low ceil­ing. Two tears ran down her cheeks, as if they came from ice that melted slowly. She was not ready to leave her little shell. She was be­ing pulled out too soon. She would nev­er be able to think any­where else as well as here. She would nev­er sleep so well or have such dreams in any oth­er bed; even last night, such sweet, breath­less dreams—Thea hid her face in the pil­low. Wherever she went she would like to take that little bed with her. When she went away from it for good, she would leave some­thing that she could nev­er re­cov­er; memor­ies of pleas­ant ex­cite­ment, of happy ad­ven­tures in her mind; of warm sleep on howl­ing winter nights, and joy­ous awaken­ings on sum­mer morn­ings. There were cer­tain dreams that might re­fuse to come to her at all ex­cept in a little morn­ing cave, fa­cing the sun—where they came to her so power­fully, where they beat a tri­umph in her!

			The room was hot as an oven. The sun was beat­ing fiercely on the shingles be­hind the board ceil­ing. She un­dressed, and be­fore she threw her­self upon her bed in her chemise, she frowned at her­self for a long while in her look­ing-glass. Yes, she and It must fight it out to­geth­er. The thing that looked at her out of her own eyes was the only friend she could count on. Oh, she would make these people sorry enough! There would come a time when they would want to make it up with her. But, nev­er again! She had no little van­it­ies, only one big one, and she would nev­er for­give.

			Her moth­er was all right, but her moth­er was a part of the fam­ily, and she was not. In the nature of things, her moth­er had to be on both sides. Thea felt that she had been be­trayed. A truce had been broken be­hind her back. She had nev­er had much in­di­vidu­al af­fec­tion for any of her broth­ers ex­cept Thor, but she had nev­er been dis­loy­al, nev­er felt scorn or held grudges. As a little girl she had al­ways been good friends with Gun­ner and Axel, whenev­er she had time to play. Even be­fore she got her own room, when they were all sleep­ing and dress­ing to­geth­er, like little cubs, and break­fast­ing in the kit­chen, she had led an ab­sorb­ing per­son­al life of her own. But she had a cub loy­alty to the oth­er cubs. She thought them nice boys and tried to make them get their les­sons. She once fought a bully who “picked on” Axel at school. She nev­er made fun of Anna’s crimp­ings and curl­ings and beauty-rites.

			Thea had al­ways taken it for gran­ted that her sis­ter and broth­ers re­cog­nized that she had spe­cial abil­it­ies, and that they were proud of it. She had done them the hon­or, she told her­self bit­terly, to be­lieve that though they had no par­tic­u­lar en­dow­ments, they were of her kind, and not of the Moon­stone kind. Now they had all grown up and be­come per­sons. They faced each oth­er as in­di­vidu­als, and she saw that Anna and Gus and Char­ley were among the people whom she had al­ways re­cog­nized as her nat­ur­al en­emies. Their am­bi­tions and sac­red pro­pri­et­ies were mean­ing­less to her. She had neg­lected to con­grat­u­late Char­ley upon hav­ing been pro­moted from the gro­cery de­part­ment of Com­mings’s store to the dry-goods de­part­ment. Her moth­er had re­proved her for this omis­sion. And how was she to know, Thea asked her­self, that Anna ex­pec­ted to be teased be­cause Bert Rice now came and sat in the ham­mock with her every night? No, it was all clear enough. Noth­ing that she would ever do in the world would seem im­port­ant to them, and noth­ing they would ever do would seem im­port­ant to her.

			Thea lay think­ing in­tently all through the stifling af­ter­noon. Til­lie whispered some­thing out­side her door once, but she did not an­swer. She lay on her bed un­til the second church bell rang, and she saw the fam­ily go troop­ing up the side­walk on the op­pos­ite side of the street, Anna and her fath­er in the lead. Anna seemed to have taken on a very story­book at­ti­tude to­ward her fath­er; pat­ron­iz­ing and con­des­cend­ing, it seemed to Thea. The older boys were not in the fam­ily band. They now took their girls to church. Til­lie had stayed at home to get sup­per. Thea got up, washed her hot face and arms, and put on the white or­gan­die dress she had worn last night; it was get­ting too small for her, and she might as well wear it out. After she was dressed she un­locked her door and went cau­tiously down­stairs. She felt as if chilling hos­til­it­ies might be await­ing her in the trunk loft, on the stair­way, al­most any­where. In the din­ing-room she found Til­lie, sit­ting by the open win­dow, read­ing the dra­mat­ic news in a Den­ver Sunday pa­per. Til­lie kept a scrap­book in which she pas­ted clip­pings about act­ors and act­resses.

			“Come look at this pic­ture of Pau­line Hall in tights, Thea,” she called. “Ain’t she cute? It’s too bad you didn’t go to the theat­er more when you was in Chica­go; such a good chance! Didn’t you even get to see Clara Mor­ris or Modjeska?”

			“No; I didn’t have time. Be­sides, it costs money, Til­lie,” Thea replied wear­ily, glan­cing at the pa­per Til­lie held out to her.

			Til­lie looked up at her niece. “Don’t you go and be up­set about any of Anna’s no­tions. She’s one of these nar­row kind. Your fath­er and moth­er don’t pay any at­ten­tion to what she says. Anna’s fussy; she is with me, but I don’t mind her.”

			“Oh, I don’t mind her. That’s all right, Til­lie. I guess I’ll take a walk.”

			Thea knew that Til­lie hoped she would stay and talk to her for a while, and she would have liked to please her. But in a house as small as that one, everything was too in­tim­ate and mixed up to­geth­er. The fam­ily was the fam­ily, an in­teg­ral thing. One couldn’t dis­cuss Anna there. She felt dif­fer­ently to­ward the house and everything in it, as if the battered old fur­niture that seemed so kindly, and the old car­pets on which she had played, had been nour­ish­ing a secret grudge against her and were not to be trus­ted any more.

			She went aim­lessly out of the front gate, not know­ing what to do with her­self. Mex­ic­an Town, some­how, was spoiled for her just then, and she felt that she would hide if she saw Sil­vo or Fe­lipe com­ing to­ward her. She walked down through the empty main street. All the stores were closed, their blinds down. On the steps of the bank some idle boys were sit­ting, telling dis­gust­ing stor­ies be­cause there was noth­ing else to do. Sev­er­al of them had gone to school with Thea, but when she nod­ded to them they hung their heads and did not speak. Thea’s body was of­ten curi­ously ex­press­ive of what was go­ing on in her mind, and to­night there was some­thing in her walk and car­riage that made these boys feel that she was “stuck up.” If she had stopped and talked to them, they would have thawed out on the in­stant and would have been friendly and grate­ful. But Thea was hurt afresh, and walked on, hold­ing her chin high­er than ever. As she passed the Duke Block, she saw a light in Dr. Arch­ie’s of­fice, and she went up the stairs and opened the door in­to his study. She found him with a pile of pa­pers and ac­count­books be­fore him. He poin­ted her to her old chair at the end of his desk and leaned back in his own, look­ing at her with sat­is­fac­tion. How hand­some she was grow­ing!

			“I’m still chas­ing the elu­sive met­al, Thea”—he poin­ted to the pa­pers be­fore him—“I’m up to my neck in mines, and I’m go­ing to be a rich man some day.”

			“I hope you will; aw­fully rich. That’s the only thing that counts.” She looked rest­lessly about the con­sult­ing-room. “To do any of the things one wants to do, one has to have lots and lots of money.”

			Dr. Arch­ie was dir­ect. “What’s the mat­ter? Do you need some?”

			Thea shrugged. “Oh, I can get along, in a little way.” She looked in­tently out of the win­dow at the arc street­lamp that was just be­gin­ning to sput­ter. “But it’s silly to live at all for little things,” she ad­ded quietly. “Liv­ing’s too much trouble un­less one can get some­thing big out of it.”

			Dr. Arch­ie res­ted his el­bows on the arms of his chair, dropped his chin on his clasped hands and looked at her. “Liv­ing is no trouble for little people, be­lieve me!” he ex­claimed. “What do you want to get out of it?”

			“Oh—so many things!” Thea shivered.

			“But what? Money? You men­tioned that. Well, you can make money, if you care about that more than any­thing else.” He nod­ded proph­et­ic­ally above his in­ter­la­cing fin­gers.

			“But I don’t. That’s only one thing. Any­how, I couldn’t if I did.” She pulled her dress lower at the neck as if she were suf­foc­at­ing. “I only want im­possible things,” she said roughly. “The oth­ers don’t in­terest me.”

			Dr. Arch­ie watched her con­tem­plat­ively, as if she were a beak­er full of chem­ic­als work­ing. A few years ago, when she used to sit there, the light from un­der his green lamp­shade used to fall full upon her broad face and yel­low pig­tails. Now her face was in the shad­ow and the line of light fell be­low her bare throat, dir­ectly across her bos­om. The shrunken white or­gan­die rose and fell as if she were strug­gling to be free and to break out of it al­to­geth­er. He felt that her heart must be la­bor­ing heav­ily in there, but he was afraid to touch her; he was, in­deed. He had nev­er seen her like this be­fore. Her hair, piled high on her head, gave her a com­mand­ing look, and her eyes, that used to be so in­quis­it­ive, were stormy.

			“Thea,” he said slowly, “I won’t say that you can have everything you want—that means hav­ing noth­ing, in real­ity. But if you de­cide what it is you want most, you can get it.” His eye caught hers for a mo­ment. “Not every­body can, but you can. Only, if you want a big thing, you’ve got to have nerve enough to cut out all that’s easy, everything that’s to be had cheap.” Dr. Arch­ie paused. He picked up a pa­per-cut­ter and, feel­ing the edge of it softly with his fin­gers, he ad­ded slowly, as if to him­self:—

			
				
					He either fears his fate too much,
					

					Or his deserts are small,
					

					Who dares not put it to the touch
					

					To win … or lose it all.
				

			

			Thea’s lips par­ted; she looked at him from un­der a frown, search­ing his face. “Do you mean to break loose, too, and—do some­thing?” she asked in a low voice.

			“I mean to get rich, if you call that do­ing any­thing. I’ve found what I can do without. You make such bar­gains in your mind, first.”

			Thea sprang up and took the pa­per-cut­ter he had put down, twist­ing it in her hands. “A long while first, some­times,” she said with a short laugh. “But sup­pose one can nev­er get out what they’ve got in them? Sup­pose they make a mess of it in the end; then what?” She threw the pa­per-cut­ter on the desk and took a step to­ward the doc­tor, un­til her dress touched him. She stood look­ing down at him. “Oh, it’s easy to fail!” She was breath­ing through her mouth and her throat was throb­bing with ex­cite­ment.

			As he looked up at her, Dr. Arch­ie’s hands tightened on the arms of his chair. He had thought he knew Thea Kron­borg pretty well, but he did not know the girl who was stand­ing there. She was beau­ti­ful, as his little Swede had nev­er been, but she frightened him. Her pale cheeks, her par­ted lips, her flash­ing eyes, seemed sud­denly to mean one thing—he did not know what. A light seemed to break upon her from far away—or per­haps from far with­in. She seemed to grow taller, like a scarf drawn out long; looked as if she were pur­sued and flee­ing, and—yes, she looked tor­men­ted. “It’s easy to fail,” he heard her say again, “and if I fail, you’d bet­ter for­get about me, for I’ll be one of the worst wo­men that ever lived. I’ll be an aw­ful wo­man!”

			In the shad­owy light above the lamp­shade he caught her glance again and held it for a mo­ment. Wild as her eyes were, that yel­low gleam at the back of them was as hard as a dia­mond drill-point. He rose with a nervous laugh and dropped his hand lightly on her shoulder. “No, you won’t. You’ll be a splen­did one!”

			She shook him off be­fore he could say any­thing more, and went out of his door with a kind of bound. She left so quickly and so lightly that he could not even hear her foot­step in the hall­way out­side. Arch­ie dropped back in­to his chair and sat mo­tion­less for a long while.

			So it went; one loved a quaint little girl, cheer­ful, in­dus­tri­ous, al­ways on the run and hust­ling through her tasks; and sud­denly one lost her. He had thought he knew that child like the glove on his hand. But about this tall girl who threw up her head and glittered like that all over, he knew noth­ing. She was goaded by de­sires, am­bi­tions, re­vul­sions that were dark to him. One thing he knew: the old high road of life, worn safe and easy, hug­ging the sunny slopes, would scarcely hold her again.

			After that night Thea could have asked pretty much any­thing of him. He could have re­fused her noth­ing. Years ago a crafty little bunch of hair and smiles had shown him what she wanted, and he had promptly mar­ried her. To­night a very dif­fer­ent sort of girl—driv­en wild by doubts and youth, by poverty and riches—had let him see the fierce­ness of her nature. She went out still dis­traught, not know­ing or caring what she had shown him. But to Arch­ie know­ledge of that sort was ob­lig­a­tion. Oh, he was the same old Howard Arch­ie!

			

			That Sunday in Ju­ly was the turn­ing-point; Thea’s peace of mind did not come back. She found it hard even to prac­tice at home. There was some­thing in the air there that froze her throat. In the morn­ing, she walked as far as she could walk. In the hot af­ter­noons she lay on her bed in her night­gown, plan­ning fiercely. She haunted the post-of­fice. She must have worn a path in the side­walk that led to the post-of­fice, that sum­mer. She was there the mo­ment the mail-sacks came up from the de­pot, morn­ing and even­ing, and while the let­ters were be­ing sor­ted and dis­trib­uted she paced up and down out­side, un­der the cot­ton­wood trees, listen­ing to the thump, thump, thump of Mr. Thompson’s stamp. She hung upon any sort of word from Chica­go; a card from Bowers, a let­ter from Mrs. Harsa­nyi, from Mr. Larsen, from her land­lady—any­thing to re­as­sure her that Chica­go was still there. She began to feel the same rest­less­ness that had tor­tured her the last spring when she was teach­ing in Moon­stone. Sup­pose she nev­er got away again, after all? Sup­pose one broke a leg and had to lie in bed at home for weeks, or had pneu­mo­nia and died there. The desert was so big and thirsty; if one’s foot slipped, it could drink one up like a drop of wa­ter.

			This time, when Thea left Moon­stone to go back to Chica­go, she went alone. As the train pulled out, she looked back at her moth­er and fath­er and Thor. They were calm and cheer­ful; they did not know, they did not un­der­stand. Some­thing pulled in her—and broke. She cried all the way to Den­ver, and that night, in her berth, she kept sob­bing and wak­ing her­self. But when the sun rose in the morn­ing, she was far away. It was all be­hind her, and she knew that she would nev­er cry like that again. People live through such pain only once; pain comes again, but it finds a tough­er sur­face. Thea re­membered how she had gone away the first time, with what con­fid­ence in everything, and what pi­ti­ful ig­nor­ance. Such a silly! She felt re­sent­ful to­ward that stu­pid, good-natured child. How much older she was now, and how much harder! She was go­ing away to fight, and she was go­ing away forever.
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				Stu­pid Faces

			
		
	
		
			I

			So many grin­ning, stu­pid faces! Thea was sit­ting by the win­dow in Bowers’s stu­dio, wait­ing for him to come back from lunch. On her knee was the latest num­ber of an il­lus­trated mu­sic­al journ­al in which mu­si­cians great and little stridently ad­vert­ised their wares. Every af­ter­noon she played ac­com­pani­ments for people who looked and smiled like these. She was get­ting tired of the hu­man coun­ten­ance.

			Thea had been in Chica­go for two months. She had a small church po­s­i­tion which partly paid her liv­ing ex­penses, and she paid for her singing les­sons by play­ing Bowers’s ac­com­pani­ments every af­ter­noon from two un­til six. She had been com­pelled to leave her old friends Mrs. Lorch and Mrs. An­der­sen, be­cause the long ride from North Chica­go to Bowers’s stu­dio on Michigan Av­en­ue took too much time—an hour in the morn­ing, and at night, when the cars were crowded, an hour and a half. For the first month she had clung to her old room, but the bad air in the cars, at the end of a long day’s work, fa­tigued her greatly and was bad for her voice. Since she left Mrs. Lorch, she had been stay­ing at a stu­dents’ club to which she was in­tro­duced by Miss Adler, Bowers’s morn­ing ac­com­pan­ist, an in­tel­li­gent Jew­ish girl from Evan­ston.

			Thea took her les­son from Bowers every day from el­ev­en-thirty un­til twelve. Then she went out to lunch with an Itali­an gram­mar un­der her arm, and came back to the stu­dio to be­gin her work at two. In the af­ter­noon Bowers coached pro­fes­sion­als and taught his ad­vanced pu­pils. It was his the­ory that Thea ought to be able to learn a great deal by keep­ing her ears open while she played for him.

			The con­cert-go­ing pub­lic of Chica­go still re­mem­bers the long, sal­low, dis­con­ten­ted face of Madis­on Bowers. He sel­dom missed an even­ing con­cert, and was usu­ally to be seen loun­ging some­where at the back of the con­cert hall, read­ing a news­pa­per or re­view, and con­spicu­ously ig­nor­ing the ef­forts of the per­formers. At the end of a num­ber he looked up from his pa­per long enough to sweep the ap­plaud­ing audi­ence with a con­temp­tu­ous eye. His face was in­tel­li­gent, with a nar­row lower jaw, a thin nose, faded gray eyes, and a close-cut brown mus­tache. His hair was iron-gray, thin and dead-look­ing. He went to con­certs chiefly to sat­is­fy him­self as to how badly things were done and how gull­ible the pub­lic was. He hated the whole race of artists; the work they did, the wages they got, and the way they spent their money. His fath­er, old Hiram Bowers, was still alive and at work, a gen­i­al old choir­mas­ter in Bo­ston, full of en­thu­si­asm at sev­enty. But Madis­on was of the colder stuff of his grand­fath­ers, a long line of New Hamp­shire farm­ers; hard work­ers, close traders, with good minds, mean natures, and flinty eyes. As a boy Madis­on had a fine ba­rytone voice, and his fath­er made great sac­ri­fices for him, send­ing him to Ger­many at an early age and keep­ing him abroad at his stud­ies for years. Madis­on worked un­der the best teach­ers, and af­ter­ward sang in Eng­land in ora­tor­io. His cold nature and aca­dem­ic meth­ods were against him. His audi­ences were al­ways aware of the con­tempt he felt for them. A dozen poorer sing­ers suc­ceeded, but Bowers did not.

			Bowers had all the qual­it­ies which go to make a good teach­er—ex­cept gen­er­os­ity and warmth. His in­tel­li­gence was of a high or­der, his taste nev­er at fault. He sel­dom worked with a voice without im­prov­ing it, and in teach­ing the de­liv­ery of ora­tor­io he was without a rival. Sing­ers came from far and near to study Bach and Han­del with him. Even the fash­ion­able sop­ranos and con­tral­tos of Chica­go, St. Paul, and St. Louis (they were usu­ally ladies with very rich hus­bands, and Bowers called them the “pampered jades of Asia”) humbly en­dured his sar­don­ic hu­mor for the sake of what he could do for them. He was not at all above help­ing a very lame sing­er across, if her hus­band’s check­book war­ran­ted it. He had a whole bag of tricks for stu­pid people, “life-pre­serv­ers,” he called them. “Cheap re­pairs for a cheap ’un,” he used to say, but the hus­bands nev­er found the re­pairs very cheap. Those were the days when lum­ber­men’s daugh­ters and brew­ers’ wives con­ten­ded in song; stud­ied in Ger­many and then floated from saenger­fest to saenger­fest. Chor­al so­ci­et­ies flour­ished in all the rich lake cit­ies and river cit­ies. The so­loists came to Chica­go to coach with Bowers, and he of­ten took long jour­neys to hear and in­struct a chor­us. He was in­tensely av­ar­i­cious, and from these semi­pro­fes­sion­als he reaped a golden har­vest. They fed his pock­ets and they fed his ever-hungry con­tempt, his scorn of him­self and his ac­com­plices. The more money he made, the more parsi­mo­ni­ous he be­came. His wife was so shabby that she nev­er went any­where with him, which suited him ex­actly. Be­cause his cli­ents were lux­uri­ous and ex­tra­vag­ant, he took a re­venge­ful pleas­ure in hav­ing his shoes half­soled a second time, and in get­ting the last wear out of a broken col­lar. He had first been in­ter­ested in Thea Kron­borg be­cause of her blunt­ness, her coun­try rough­ness, and her mani­fest care­ful­ness about money. The men­tion of Harsa­nyi’s name al­ways made him pull a wry face. For the first time Thea had a friend who, in his own cool and guarded way, liked her for whatever was least ad­mir­able in her.

			Thea was still look­ing at the mu­sic­al pa­per, her gram­mar un­opened on the win­dowsill, when Bowers sauntered in a little be­fore two o’clock. He was smoking a cheap ci­gar­ette and wore the same soft felt hat he had worn all last winter. He nev­er car­ried a cane or wore gloves.

			Thea fol­lowed him from the re­cep­tion-room in­to the stu­dio. “I may cut my les­son out to­mor­row, Mr. Bowers. I have to hunt a new board­ing-place.”

			Bowers looked up lan­guidly from his desk where he had be­gun to go over a pile of let­ters. “What’s the mat­ter with the Stu­dio Club? Been fight­ing with them again?”

			“The Club’s all right for people who like to live that way. I don’t.”

			Bowers lif­ted his eye­brows. “Why so tem­pery?” he asked as he drew a check from an en­vel­ope post­marked “Min­neapol­is.”

			“I can’t work with a lot of girls around. They’re too fa­mil­i­ar. I nev­er could get along with girls of my own age. It’s all too chummy. Gets on my nerves. I didn’t come here to play kinder­garten games.” Thea began en­er­get­ic­ally to ar­range the scattered mu­sic on the pi­ano.

			Bowers grim­aced good-hu­moredly at her over the three checks he was pin­ning to­geth­er. He liked to play at a rough game of banter with her. He flattered him­self that he had made her harsh­er than she was when she first came to him; that he had got off a little of the sug­ar­coat­ing Harsa­nyi al­ways put on his pu­pils.

			“The art of mak­ing your­self agree­able nev­er comes amiss, Miss Kron­borg. I should say you rather need a little prac­tice along that line. When you come to mar­ket­ing your wares in the world, a little smooth­ness goes farther than a great deal of tal­ent some­times. If you hap­pen to be cursed with a real tal­ent, then you’ve got to be very smooth in­deed, or you’ll nev­er get your money back.” Bowers snapped the elast­ic band around his bank­book.

			Thea gave him a sharp, re­cog­niz­ing glance. “Well, that’s the money I’ll have to go without,” she replied.

			“Just what do you mean?”

			“I mean the money people have to grin for. I used to know a rail­road man who said there was money in every pro­fes­sion that you couldn’t take. He’d tried a good many jobs,” Thea ad­ded mus­ingly; “per­haps he was too par­tic­u­lar about the kind he could take, for he nev­er picked up much. He was proud, but I liked him for that.”

			Bowers rose and closed his desk. “Mrs. Priest is late again. By the way, Miss Kron­borg, re­mem­ber not to frown when you are play­ing for Mrs. Priest. You did not re­mem­ber yes­ter­day.”

			“You mean when she hits a tone with her breath like that? Why do you let her? You wouldn’t let me.”

			“I cer­tainly would not. But that is a man­ner­ism of Mrs. Priest’s. The pub­lic like it, and they pay a great deal of money for the pleas­ure of hear­ing her do it. There she is. Re­mem­ber!”

			Bowers opened the door of the re­cep­tion-room and a tall, im­pos­ing wo­man rustled in, bring­ing with her a glow of an­im­a­tion which per­vaded the room as if half a dozen per­sons, all talk­ing gayly, had come in in­stead of one. She was large, hand­some, ex­pans­ive, un­con­trolled; one felt this the mo­ment she crossed the threshold. She shone with care and clean­li­ness, ma­ture vig­or, un­chal­lenged au­thor­ity, gra­cious good-hu­mor, and ab­so­lute con­fid­ence in her per­son, her powers, her po­s­i­tion, and her way of life; a glow­ing, over­whelm­ing self-sat­is­fac­tion, only to be found where hu­man so­ci­ety is young and strong and without yes­ter­days. Her face had a kind of heavy, thought­less beauty, like a pink pe­ony just at the point of be­gin­ning to fade. Her brown hair was waved in front and done up be­hind in a great twist, held by a tor­toise­shell comb with gold fili­gree. She wore a beau­ti­ful little green hat with three long green feath­ers stick­ing straight up in front, a little cape made of vel­vet and fur with a yel­low sat­in rose on it. Her gloves, her shoes, her veil, some­how made them­selves felt. She gave the im­pres­sion of wear­ing a cargo of splen­did mer­chand­ise.

			Mrs. Priest nod­ded gra­ciously to Thea, coquet­tishly to Bowers, and asked him to un­tie her veil for her. She threw her splen­did wrap on a chair, the yel­low lin­ing out. Thea was already at the pi­ano. Mrs. Priest stood be­hind her.

			“ ’Re­joice Greatly’ first, please. And please don’t hurry it in there,” she put her arm over Thea’s shoulder, and in­dic­ated the pas­sage by a sweep of her white glove. She threw out her chest, clasped her hands over her ab­do­men, lif­ted her chin, worked the muscles of her cheeks back and forth for a mo­ment, and then began with con­vic­tion, “Re-jo-oice! Re-jo-oice!”

			Bowers paced the room with his cat­like tread. When he checked Mrs. Priest’s vehe­mence at all, he handled her roughly; poked and hammered her massive per­son with cold sat­is­fac­tion, al­most as if he were tak­ing out a grudge on this splen­did cre­ation. Such treat­ment the im­pos­ing lady did not at all re­sent. She tried harder and harder, her eyes grow­ing all the while more lus­trous and her lips red­der. Thea played on as she was told, ig­nor­ing the sing­er’s struggles.

			When she first heard Mrs. Priest sing in church, Thea ad­mired her. Since she had found out how dull the good-natured sop­rano really was, she felt a deep con­tempt for her. She felt that Mrs. Priest ought to be re­proved and even pun­ished for her short­com­ings; that she ought to be ex­posed—at least to her­self—and not be per­mit­ted to live and shine in happy ig­nor­ance of what a poor thing it was she brought across so ra­di­antly. Thea’s cold looks of re­proof were lost upon Mrs. Priest; al­though the lady did mur­mur one day when she took Bowers home in her car­riage, “How hand­some your af­ter­noon girl would be if she did not have that un­for­tu­nate squint; it gives her that va­cant Swede look, like an an­im­al.” That amused Bowers. He liked to watch the ger­min­a­tion and growth of an­ti­path­ies.

			

			One of the first dis­ap­point­ments Thea had to face when she re­turned to Chica­go that fall, was the news that the Harsa­nyis were not com­ing back. They had spent the sum­mer in a camp in the Ad­iron­dacks and were mov­ing to New York. An old teach­er and friend of Harsa­nyi’s, one of the best-known pi­ano teach­ers in New York, was about to re­tire be­cause of fail­ing health and had ar­ranged to turn his pu­pils over to Harsa­nyi. Andor was to give two re­cit­als in New York in Novem­ber, to de­vote him­self to his new stu­dents un­til spring, and then to go on a short con­cert tour. The Harsa­nyis had taken a fur­nished apart­ment in New York, as they would not at­tempt to settle a place of their own un­til Andor’s re­cit­als were over. The first of Decem­ber, how­ever, Thea re­ceived a note from Mrs. Harsa­nyi, ask­ing her to call at the old stu­dio, where she was pack­ing their goods for ship­ment.

			The morn­ing after this in­vit­a­tion reached her, Thea climbed the stairs and knocked at the fa­mil­i­ar door. Mrs. Harsa­nyi her­self opened it, and em­braced her vis­it­or warmly. Tak­ing Thea in­to the stu­dio, which was littered with ex­cel­si­or and pack­ing-cases, she stood hold­ing her hand and look­ing at her in the strong light from the big win­dow be­fore she al­lowed her to sit down. Her quick eye saw many changes. The girl was taller, her fig­ure had be­come def­in­ite, her car­riage pos­it­ive. She had got used to liv­ing in the body of a young wo­man, and she no longer tried to ig­nore it and be­have as if she were a little girl. With that in­creased in­de­pend­ence of body there had come a change in her face; an in­dif­fer­ence, some­thing hard and skep­tic­al. Her clothes, too, were dif­fer­ent, like the at­tire of a shop­girl who tries to fol­low the fash­ions; a purple suit, a piece of cheap fur, a three-cornered purple hat with a pom­pon stick­ing up in front. The queer coun­try clothes she used to wear suited her much bet­ter, Mrs. Harsa­nyi thought. But such trifles, after all, were ac­ci­dent­al and re­medi­able. She put her hand on the girl’s strong shoulder.

			“How much the sum­mer has done for you! Yes, you are a young lady at last. Andor will be so glad to hear about you.”

			Thea looked about at the dis­order of the fa­mil­i­ar room. The pic­tures were piled in a corner, the pi­ano and the chaise longue were gone. “I sup­pose I ought to be glad you have gone away,” she said, “but I’m not. It’s a fine thing for Mr. Harsa­nyi, I sup­pose.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi gave her a quick glance that said more than words. “If you knew how long I have wanted to get him away from here, Miss Kron­borg! He is nev­er tired, nev­er dis­cour­aged, now.”

			Thea sighed. “I’m glad for that, then.” Her eyes traveled over the faint dis­col­or­a­tions on the walls where the pic­tures had hung. “I may run away my­self. I don’t know wheth­er I can stand it here without you.”

			“We hope that you can come to New York to study be­fore very long. We have thought of that. And you must tell me how you are get­ting on with Bowers. Andor will want to know all about it.”

			“I guess I get on more or less. But I don’t like my work very well. It nev­er seems ser­i­ous as my work with Mr. Harsa­nyi did. I play Bowers’s ac­com­pani­ments in the af­ter­noons, you know. I thought I would learn a good deal from the people who work with him, but I don’t think I get much.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi looked at her in­quir­ingly. Thea took out a care­fully fol­ded handker­chief from the bos­om of her dress and began to draw the corners apart. “Singing doesn’t seem to be a very brainy pro­fes­sion, Mrs. Harsa­nyi,” she said slowly. “The people I see now are not a bit like the ones I used to meet here. Mr. Harsa­nyi’s pu­pils, even the dumb ones, had more—well, more of everything, it seems to me. The people I have to play ac­com­pani­ments for are dis­cour­aging. The pro­fes­sion­als, like Kath­ar­ine Priest and Miles Murd­stone, are worst of all. If I have to play ‘The Mes­si­ah’ much longer for Mrs. Priest, I’ll go out of my mind!” Thea brought her foot down sharply on the bare floor.

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi looked down at the foot in per­plex­ity. “You mustn’t wear such high heels, my dear. They will spoil your walk and make you mince along. Can’t you at least learn to avoid what you dis­like in these sing­ers? I was nev­er able to care for Mrs. Priest’s singing.”

			Thea was sit­ting with her chin lowered. Without mov­ing her head she looked up at Mrs. Harsa­nyi and smiled; a smile much too cold and des­per­ate to be seen on a young face, Mrs. Harsa­nyi felt. “Mrs. Harsa­nyi, it seems to me that what I learn is just to dis­like. I dis­like so much and so hard that it tires me out. I’ve got no heart for any­thing.” She threw up her head sud­denly and sat in de­fi­ance, her hand clenched on the arm of the chair. “Mr. Harsa­nyi couldn’t stand these people an hour, I know he couldn’t. He’d put them right out of the win­dow there, frizzes and feath­ers and all. Now, take that new sop­rano they’re all mak­ing such a fuss about, Jessie Dar­cey. She’s go­ing on tour with a sym­phony or­ches­tra and she’s work­ing up her rep­er­tory with Bowers. She’s singing some Schu­mann songs Mr. Harsa­nyi used to go over with me. Well, I don’t know what he would do if he heard her.”

			“But if your own work goes well, and you know these people are wrong, why do you let them dis­cour­age you?”

			Thea shook her head. “That’s just what I don’t un­der­stand my­self. Only, after I’ve heard them all af­ter­noon, I come out frozen up. Some­how it takes the shine off of everything. People want Jessie Dar­cey and the kind of thing she does; so what’s the use?”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi smiled. “That stile you must simply vault over. You must not be­gin to fret about the suc­cesses of cheap people. After all, what have they to do with you?”

			“Well, if I had some­body like Mr. Harsa­nyi, per­haps I wouldn’t fret about them. He was the teach­er for me. Please tell him so.”

			Thea rose and Mrs. Harsa­nyi took her hand again. “I am sorry you have to go through this time of dis­cour­age­ment. I wish Andor could talk to you, he would un­der­stand it so well. But I feel like ur­ging you to keep clear of Mrs. Priest and Jessie Dar­cey and all their works.”

			Thea laughed dis­cord­antly. “No use ur­ging me. I don’t get on with them at all. My spine gets like a steel rail when they come near me. I liked them at first, you know. Their clothes and their man­ners were so fine, and Mrs. Priest is hand­some. But now I keep want­ing to tell them how stu­pid they are. Seems like they ought to be in­formed, don’t you think so?” There was a flash of the shrewd grin that Mrs. Harsa­nyi re­membered. Thea pressed her hand. “I must go now. I had to give my les­son hour this morn­ing to a Du­luth wo­man who has come on to coach, and I must go and play ‘On Mighty Pens’ for her. Please tell Mr. Harsa­nyi that I think ora­tor­io is a great chance for bluffers.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi de­tained her. “But he will want to know much more than that about you. You are free at sev­en? Come back this even­ing, then, and we will go to din­ner some­where, to some cheer­ful place. I think you need a party.”

			Thea brightened. “Oh, I do! I’ll love to come; that will be like old times. You see,” she lingered a mo­ment, soften­ing, “I wouldn’t mind if there were only one of them I could really ad­mire.”

			“How about Bowers?” Mrs. Harsa­nyi asked as they were ap­proach­ing the stair­way.

			“Well, there’s noth­ing he loves like a good fakir, and noth­ing he hates like a good artist. I al­ways re­mem­ber some­thing Mr. Harsa­nyi said about him. He said Bowers was the cold muffin that had been left on the plate.”

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi stopped short at the head of the stairs and said de­cidedly: “I think Andor made a mis­take. I can’t be­lieve that is the right at­mo­sphere for you. It would hurt you more than most people. It’s all wrong.”

			“Some­thing’s wrong,” Thea called back as she clattered down the stairs in her high heels.

		
	
		
			II

			Dur­ing that winter Thea lived in so many places that some­times at night when she left Bowers’s stu­dio and emerged in­to the street she had to stop and think for a mo­ment to re­mem­ber where she was liv­ing now and what was the best way to get there.

			When she moved in­to a new place her eyes chal­lenged the beds, the car­pets, the food, the mis­tress of the house. The board­ing­houses were wretchedly con­duc­ted and Thea’s com­plaints some­times took an in­sult­ing form. She quarreled with one land­lady after an­oth­er and moved on. When she moved in­to a new room, she was al­most sure to hate it on sight and to be­gin plan­ning to hunt an­oth­er place be­fore she un­packed her trunk. She was moody and con­temp­tu­ous to­ward her fel­low boarders, ex­cept to­ward the young men, whom she treated with a care­less fa­mili­ar­ity which they usu­ally mis­un­der­stood. They liked her, how­ever, and when she left the house after a storm, they helped her to move her things and came to see her after she got settled in a new place. But she moved so of­ten that they soon ceased to fol­low her. They could see no reas­on for keep­ing up with a girl who, un­der her joc­u­lar­ity, was cold, self-centered, and un­im­pres­sion­able. They soon felt that she did not ad­mire them.

			Thea used to waken up in the night and won­der why she was so un­happy. She would have been amazed if she had known how much the people whom she met in Bowers’s stu­dio had to do with her low spir­its. She had nev­er been con­scious of those in­stinct­ive stand­ards which are called ideals, and she did not know that she was suf­fer­ing for them. She of­ten found her­self sneer­ing when she was on a street­car, or when she was brush­ing out her hair be­fore her mir­ror, as some in­ane re­mark or too fa­mil­i­ar man­ner­ism flit­ted across her mind.

			She felt no creature kind­ness, no tol­er­ant good­will for Mrs. Priest or Jessie Dar­cey. After one of Jessie Dar­cey’s con­certs the glow­ing press no­tices, and the ad­mir­ing com­ments that floated about Bowers’s stu­dio, caused Thea bit­ter un­hap­pi­ness. It was not the tor­ment of per­son­al jeal­ousy. She had nev­er thought of her­self as even a pos­sible rival of Miss Dar­cey. She was a poor mu­sic stu­dent, and Jessie Dar­cey was a pop­u­lar and pet­ted pro­fes­sion­al. Mrs. Priest, whatever one held against her, had a fine, big, showy voice and an im­press­ive pres­ence. She read in­dif­fer­ently, was in­ac­cur­ate, and was al­ways put­ting oth­er people wrong, but she at least had the ma­ter­i­al out of which sing­ers can be made. But people seemed to like Jessie Dar­cey ex­actly be­cause she could not sing; be­cause, as they put it, she was “so nat­ur­al and un­pro­fes­sion­al.” Her singing was pro­nounced “art­less,” her voice “bird­like.” Miss Dar­cey was thin and awk­ward in per­son, with a sharp, sal­low face. Thea no­ticed that her plain­ness was ac­coun­ted to her cred­it, and that people spoke of it af­fec­tion­ately. Miss Dar­cey was singing every­where just then; one could not help hear­ing about her. She was backed by some of the pack­ing­house people and by the Chica­go North­west­ern Rail­road. Only one crit­ic raised his voice against her. Thea went to sev­er­al of Jessie Dar­cey’s con­certs. It was the first time she had had an op­por­tun­ity to ob­serve the whims of the pub­lic which sing­ers live by in­ter­est­ing. She saw that people liked in Miss Dar­cey every qual­ity a sing­er ought not to have, and es­pe­cially the nervous com­pla­cency that stamped her as a com­mon­place young wo­man. They seemed to have a warm­er feel­ing for Jessie than for Mrs. Priest, an af­fec­tion­ate and cher­ish­ing re­gard. Chica­go was not so very dif­fer­ent from Moon­stone, after all, and Jessie Dar­cey was only Lily Fish­er un­der an­oth­er name.

			Thea par­tic­u­larly hated to ac­com­pany for Miss Dar­cey be­cause she sang off pitch and didn’t mind it in the least. It was ex­cru­ci­at­ing to sit there day after day and hear her; there was some­thing shame­less and in­de­cent about not singing true.

			One morn­ing Miss Dar­cey came by ap­point­ment to go over the pro­gramme for her Pe­or­ia con­cert. She was such a frail-look­ing girl that Thea ought to have felt sorry for her. True, she had an arch, sprightly little man­ner, and a flash of sal­mon-pink on either brown cheek. But a nar­row up­per jaw gave her face a pinched look, and her eye­lids were heavy and re­laxed. By the morn­ing light, the purplish brown circles un­der her eyes were pathet­ic enough, and fore­told no long or bril­liant fu­ture. A sing­er with a poor di­ges­tion and low vi­tal­ity; she needed no seer to cast her horo­scope. If Thea had ever taken the pains to study her, she would have seen that, un­der all her smiles and arch­ness, poor Miss Dar­cey was really frightened to death. She could not un­der­stand her suc­cess any more than Thea could; she kept catch­ing her breath and lift­ing her eye­brows and try­ing to be­lieve that it was true. Her lo­qua­city was not nat­ur­al, she forced her­self to it, and when she con­fided to you how many de­fects she could over­come by her un­usu­al com­mand of head res­on­ance, she was not so much try­ing to per­suade you as to per­suade her­self.

			When she took a note that was high for her, Miss Dar­cey al­ways put her right hand out in­to the air, as if she were in­dic­at­ing height, or giv­ing an ex­act meas­ure­ment. Some early teach­er had told her that she could “place” a tone more surely by the help of such a ges­ture, and she firmly be­lieved that it was of great as­sist­ance to her. (Even when she was singing in pub­lic, she kept her right hand down with dif­fi­culty, nervously clasp­ing her white kid fin­gers to­geth­er when she took a high note. Thea could al­ways see her el­bows stiffen.) She un­vary­ingly ex­ecuted this ges­ture with a smile of gra­cious con­fid­ence, as if she were ac­tu­ally put­ting her fin­ger on the tone: “There it is, friends!”

			This morn­ing, in Goun­od’s “Ave Maria,” as Miss Dar­cey ap­proached her B nat­ur­al—

			
				
					Dans—nos a-lár—mes!
				

			

			Out went the hand, with the sure airy ges­ture, though it was little above A she got with her voice, whatever she touched with her fin­ger. Of­ten Bowers let such things pass—with the right people—but this morn­ing he snapped his jaws to­geth­er and muttered, “God!” Miss Dar­cey tried again, with the same ges­ture as of put­ting the crown­ing touch, tilt­ing her head and smil­ing ra­di­antly at Bowers, as if to say, “It is for you I do all this!”

			
				
					Dans—nos a-lár—mes!
				

			

			This time she made B flat, and went on in the happy be­lief that she had done well enough, when she sud­denly found that her ac­com­pan­ist was not go­ing on with her, and this put her out com­pletely.

			She turned to Thea, whose hands had fallen in her lap. “Oh why did you stop just there! It is too try­ing! Now we’d bet­ter go back to that oth­er cres­cendo and try it from there.”

			“I beg your par­don,” Thea muttered. “I thought you wanted to get that B nat­ur­al.” She began again, as Miss Dar­cey in­dic­ated.

			After the sing­er was gone, Bowers walked up to Thea and asked lan­guidly, “Why do you hate Jessie so? Her little vari­ations from pitch are between her and her pub­lic; they don’t hurt you. Has she ever done any­thing to you ex­cept be very agree­able?”

			“Yes, she has done things to me,” Thea re­tor­ted hotly.

			Bowers looked in­ter­ested. “What, for ex­ample?”

			“I can’t ex­plain, but I’ve got it in for her.”

			Bowers laughed. “No doubt about that. I’ll have to sug­gest that you con­ceal it a little more ef­fec­tu­ally. That is—ne­ces­sary, Miss Kron­borg,” he ad­ded, look­ing back over the shoulder of the over­coat he was put­ting on.

			He went out to lunch and Thea thought the sub­ject closed. But late in the af­ter­noon, when he was tak­ing his dys­pep­sia tab­let and a glass of wa­ter between les­sons, he looked up and said in a voice iron­ic­ally coax­ing—

			“Miss Kron­borg, I wish you would tell me why you hate Jessie.”

			Taken by sur­prise Thea put down the score she was read­ing and answered be­fore she knew what she was say­ing, “I hate her for the sake of what I used to think a sing­er might be.”

			Bowers bal­anced the tab­let on the end of his long fore­finger and whistled softly. “And how did you form your con­cep­tion of what a sing­er ought to be?” he asked.

			“I don’t know.” Thea flushed and spoke un­der her breath; “but I sup­pose I got most of it from Harsa­nyi.”

			Bowers made no com­ment upon this reply, but opened the door for the next pu­pil, who was wait­ing in the re­cep­tion-room.

			It was dark when Thea left the stu­dio that night. She knew she had of­fen­ded Bowers. Some­how she had hurt her­self, too. She felt un­equal to the board­ing­house table, the sneak­ing di­vin­ity stu­dent who sat next her and had tried to kiss her on the stairs last night. She went over to the wa­ter­side of Michigan Av­en­ue and walked along be­side the lake. It was a clear, frosty winter night. The great empty space over the wa­ter was rest­ful and spoke of free­dom. If she had any money at all, she would go away. The stars glittered over the wide black wa­ter. She looked up at them wear­ily and shook her head. She be­lieved that what she felt was des­pair, but it was only one of the forms of hope. She felt, in­deed, as if she were bid­ding the stars good­bye; but she was re­new­ing a prom­ise. Though their chal­lenge is uni­ver­sal and etern­al, the stars get no an­swer but that—the brief light flashed back to them from the eyes of the young who un­ac­count­ably as­pire.

			The rich, noisy, city, fat with food and drink, is a spent thing; its chief con­cern is its di­ges­tion and its little game of hide-and-seek with the un­der­taker. Money and of­fice and suc­cess are the con­sol­a­tions of im­pot­ence. For­tune turns kind to such sol­id people and lets them suck their bone in peace. She flecks her whip upon flesh that is more alive, upon that stream of hungry boys and girls who tramp the streets of every city, re­cog­niz­able by their pride and dis­con­tent, who are the Fu­ture, and who pos­sess the treas­ure of cre­at­ive power.

		
	
		
			III

			While her liv­ing ar­range­ments were so cas­u­al and for­tu­it­ous, Bowers’s stu­dio was the one fixed thing in Thea’s life. She went out from it to un­cer­tain­ties, and hastened to it from neb­u­lous con­fu­sion. She was more in­flu­enced by Bowers than she knew. Un­con­sciously she began to take on some­thing of his dry con­tempt, and to share his grudge without un­der­stand­ing ex­actly what it was about. His cyn­icism seemed to her hon­est, and the ami­ab­il­ity of his pu­pils ar­ti­fi­cial. She ad­mired his drastic treat­ment of his dull pu­pils. The stu­pid de­served all they got, and more. Bowers knew that she thought him a very clev­er man.

			One af­ter­noon when Bowers came in from lunch Thea handed him a card on which he read the name, “Mr. Philip Fre­d­er­ick Ot­ten­burg.”

			“He said he would be in again to­mor­row and that he wanted some time. Who is he? I like him bet­ter than the oth­ers.”

			Bowers nod­ded. “So do I. He’s not a sing­er. He’s a beer prince: son of the big brew­er in St. Louis. He’s been in Ger­many with his moth­er. I didn’t know he was back.”

			“Does he take les­sons?”

			“Now and again. He sings rather well. He’s at the head of the Chica­go branch of the Ot­ten­burg busi­ness, but he can’t stick to work and is al­ways run­ning away. He has great ideas in beer, people tell me. He’s what they call an ima­gin­at­ive busi­ness man; goes over to Bayreuth and seems to do noth­ing but give parties and spend money, and brings back more good no­tions for the brew­ery than the fel­lows who sit tight dig out in five years. I was born too long ago to be much taken in by these chesty boys with flowered vests, but I like Fred, all the same.”

			“So do I,” said Thea pos­it­ively.

			Bowers made a sound between a cough and a laugh. “Oh, he’s a lady-killer, all right! The girls in here are al­ways mak­ing eyes at him. You won’t be the first.” He threw some sheets of mu­sic on the pi­ano. “Bet­ter look that over; ac­com­pani­ment’s a little tricky. It’s for that new wo­man from De­troit. And Mrs. Priest will be in this af­ter­noon.”

			Thea sighed. “ ’I Know that my Re­deem­er Liv­eth’?”

			“The same. She starts on her con­cert tour next week, and we’ll have a rest. Un­til then, I sup­pose we’ll have to be go­ing over her pro­gramme.”

			The next day Thea hur­ried through her lunch­eon at a Ger­man bakery and got back to the stu­dio at ten minutes past one. She felt sure that the young brew­er would come early, be­fore it was time for Bowers to ar­rive. He had not said he would, but yes­ter­day, when he opened the door to go, he had glanced about the room and at her, and some­thing in his eye had con­veyed that sug­ges­tion.

			Sure enough, at twenty minutes past one the door of the re­cep­tion-room opened, and a tall, ro­bust young man with a cane and an Eng­lish hat and ul­ster looked in ex­pect­antly. “Ah—ha!” he ex­claimed, “I thought if I came early I might have good luck. And how are you today, Miss Kron­borg?”

			Thea was sit­ting in the win­dow chair. At her left el­bow there was a table, and upon this table the young man sat down, hold­ing his hat and cane in his hand, loosen­ing his long coat so that it fell back from his shoulders. He was a gleam­ing, flor­id young fel­low. His hair, thick and yel­low, was cut very short, and he wore a closely trimmed beard, long enough on the chin to curl a little. Even his eye­brows were thick and yel­low, like fleece. He had lively blue eyes—Thea looked up at them with great in­terest as he sat chat­ting and swinging his foot rhyth­mic­ally. He was eas­ily fa­mil­i­ar, and frankly so. Wherever people met young Ot­ten­burg, in his of­fice, on ship­board, in a for­eign hotel or rail­way com­part­ment, they al­ways felt (and usu­ally liked) that art­less pre­sump­tion which seemed to say, “In this case we may waive form­al­it­ies. We really haven’t time. This is today, but it will soon be to­mor­row, and then we may be very dif­fer­ent people, and in some oth­er coun­try.” He had a way of float­ing people out of dull or awk­ward situ­ations, out of their own tor­por or con­straint or dis­cour­age­ment. It was a marked per­son­al tal­ent, of al­most in­cal­cul­able value in the rep­res­ent­at­ive of a great busi­ness foun­ded on so­cial amen­it­ies. Thea had liked him yes­ter­day for the way in which he had picked her up out of her­self and her Ger­man gram­mar for a few ex­cit­ing mo­ments.

			“By the way, will you tell me your first name, please? Thea? Oh, then you are a Swede, sure enough! I thought so. Let me call you Miss Thea, after the Ger­man fash­ion. You won’t mind? Of course not!” He usu­ally made his as­sump­tion of a spe­cial un­der­stand­ing seem a trib­ute to the oth­er per­son and not to him­self.

			“How long have you been with Bowers here? Do you like the old grouch? So do I. I’ve come to tell him about a new sop­rano I heard at Bayreuth. He’ll pre­tend not to care, but he does. Do you warble with him? Have you any­thing of a voice? Hon­est? You look it, you know. What are you go­ing in for, some­thing big? Op­era?”

			Thea blushed crim­son. “Oh, I’m not go­ing in for any­thing. I’m try­ing to learn to sing at fu­ner­als.”

			Ot­ten­burg leaned for­ward. His eyes twinkled. “I’ll en­gage you to sing at mine. You can’t fool me, Miss Thea. May I hear you take your les­son this af­ter­noon?”

			“No, you may not. I took it this morn­ing.”

			He picked up a roll of mu­sic that lay be­hind him on the table. “Is this yours? Let me see what you are do­ing.”

			He snapped back the clasp and began turn­ing over the songs. “All very fine, but tame. What’s he got you at this Moz­art stuff for? I shouldn’t think it would suit your voice. Oh, I can make a pretty good guess at what will suit you! This from Gioconda is more in your line. What’s this Grieg? It looks in­ter­est­ing. ‘Tak for Ditt Rod.’ What does that mean?”

			“ ’Thanks for your Ad­vice.’ Don’t you know it?”

			“No; not at all. Let’s try it.” He rose, pushed open the door in­to the mu­sic-room, and mo­tioned Thea to enter be­fore him. She hung back.

			“I couldn’t give you much of an idea of it. It’s a big song.”

			Ot­ten­burg took her gently by the el­bow and pushed her in­to the oth­er room. He sat down care­lessly at the pi­ano and looked over the mu­sic for a mo­ment. “I think I can get you through it. But how stu­pid not to have the Ger­man words. Can you really sing the Nor­we­gi­an? What an in­fernal lan­guage to sing. Trans­late the text for me.” He handed her the mu­sic.

			Thea looked at it, then at him, and shook her head. “I can’t. The truth is I don’t know either Eng­lish or Swedish very well, and Nor­we­gi­an’s still worse,” she said con­fid­en­tially. She not in­fre­quently re­fused to do what she was asked to do, but it was not like her to ex­plain her re­fus­al, even when she had a good reas­on.

			“I un­der­stand. We im­mig­rants nev­er speak any lan­guage well. But you know what it means, don’t you?”

			“Of course I do!”

			“Then don’t frown at me like that, but tell me.”

			Thea con­tin­ued to frown, but she also smiled. She was con­fused, but not em­bar­rassed. She was not afraid of Ot­ten­burg. He was not one of those people who made her spine like a steel rail. On the con­trary, he made one ven­ture­some.

			“Well, it goes some­thing like this: Thanks for your ad­vice! But I prefer to steer my boat in­to the din of roar­ing break­ers. Even if the jour­ney is my last, I may find what I have nev­er found be­fore. On­ward must I go, for I yearn for the wild sea. I long to fight my way through the angry waves, and to see how far, and how long I can make them carry me.”

			Ot­ten­burg took the mu­sic and began: “Wait a mo­ment. Is that too fast? How do you take it? That right?” He pulled up his cuffs and began the ac­com­pani­ment again. He had be­come en­tirely ser­i­ous, and he played with fine en­thu­si­asm and with un­der­stand­ing.

			Fred’s tal­ent was worth al­most as much to old Otto Ot­ten­burg as the steady in­dustry of his older sons. When Fred sang the Prize Song at an in­ter­state meet of the turnver­ein, ten thou­sand turn­ers went forth pledged to Ot­ten­burg beer.

			As Thea fin­ished the song Fred turned back to the first page, without look­ing up from the mu­sic. “Now, once more,” he called. They began again, and did not hear Bowers when he came in and stood in the door­way. He stood still, blink­ing like an owl at their two heads shin­ing in the sun. He could not see their faces, but there was some­thing about his girl’s back that he had not no­ticed be­fore: a very slight and yet very free mo­tion, from the toes up. Her whole back seemed plastic, seemed to be mould­ing it­self to the gal­lop­ing rhythm of the song. Bowers per­ceived such things some­times—un­will­ingly. He had known today that there was some­thing afoot. The river of sound which had its source in his pu­pil had caught him two flights down. He had stopped and listened with a kind of sneer­ing ad­mir­a­tion. From the door he watched her with a half-in­cred­u­lous, half-ma­li­cious smile.

			When he had struck the keys for the last time, Ot­ten­burg dropped his hands on his knees and looked up with a quick breath. “I got you through. What a stun­ning song! Did I play it right?”

			Thea stud­ied his ex­cited face. There was a good deal of mean­ing in it, and there was a good deal in her own as she answered him. “You suited me,” she said un­grudgingly.

			After Ot­ten­burg was gone, Thea no­ticed that Bowers was more agree­able than usu­al. She had heard the young brew­er ask Bowers to dine with him at his club that even­ing, and she saw that he looked for­ward to the din­ner with pleas­ure. He dropped a re­mark to the ef­fect that Fred knew as much about food and wines as any man in Chica­go. He said this boast­fully.

			“If he’s such a grand busi­ness man, how does he have time to run around listen­ing to singing-les­sons?” Thea asked sus­pi­ciously.

			As she went home to her board­ing­house through the Feb­ru­ary slush, she wished she were go­ing to dine with them. At nine o’clock she looked up from her gram­mar to won­der what Bowers and Ot­ten­burg were hav­ing to eat. At that mo­ment they were talk­ing of her.

		
	
		
			IV

			Thea no­ticed that Bowers took rather more pains with her now that Fred Ot­ten­burg of­ten dropped in at el­ev­en-thirty to hear her les­son. After the les­son the young man took Bowers off to lunch with him, and Bowers liked good food when an­oth­er man paid for it. He en­cour­aged Fred’s vis­its, and Thea soon saw that Fred knew ex­actly why.

			One morn­ing, after her les­son, Ot­ten­burg turned to Bowers. “If you’ll lend me Miss Thea, I think I have an en­gage­ment for her. Mrs. Henry Nath­an­mey­er is go­ing to give three mu­sic­al even­ings in April, first three Sat­urdays, and she has con­sul­ted me about so­loists. For the first even­ing she has a young vi­ol­in­ist, and she would be charmed to have Miss Kron­borg. She will pay fifty dol­lars. Not much, but Miss Thea would meet some people there who might be use­ful. What do you say?”

			Bowers passed the ques­tion on to Thea. “I guess you could use the fifty, couldn’t you, Miss Kron­borg? You can eas­ily work up some songs.”

			Thea was per­plexed. “I need the money aw­fully,” she said frankly; “but I haven’t got the right clothes for that sort of thing. I sup­pose I’d bet­ter try to get some.”

			Ot­ten­burg spoke up quickly, “Oh, you’d make noth­ing out of it if you went to buy­ing even­ing clothes. I’ve thought of that. Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er has a troop of daugh­ters, a per­fect seraglio, all ages and sizes. She’ll be glad to fit you out, if you aren’t sens­it­ive about wear­ing kosh­er clothes. Let me take you to see her, and you’ll find that she’ll ar­range that eas­ily enough. I told her she must pro­duce some­thing nice, blue or yel­low, and prop­erly cut. I brought half a dozen Worth gowns through the cus­toms for her two weeks ago, and she’s not un­grate­ful. When can we go to see her?”

			“I haven’t any time free, ex­cept at night,” Thea replied in some con­fu­sion.

			“To­mor­row even­ing, then? I shall call for you at eight. Bring all your songs along; she will want us to give her a little re­hears­al, per­haps. I’ll play your ac­com­pani­ments, if you’ve no ob­jec­tion. That will save money for you and for Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er. She needs it.” Ot­ten­burg chuckled as he took down the num­ber of Thea’s board­ing­house.

			The Nath­an­mey­ers were so rich and great that even Thea had heard of them, and this seemed a very re­mark­able op­por­tun­ity. Ot­ten­burg had brought it about by merely lift­ing a fin­ger, ap­par­ently. He was a beer prince sure enough, as Bowers had said.

			The next even­ing at a quarter to eight Thea was dressed and wait­ing in the board­ing­house par­lor. She was nervous and fid­gety and found it dif­fi­cult to sit still on the hard, con­vex up­hol­stery of the chairs. She tried them one after an­oth­er, mov­ing about the dimly lighted, musty room, where the gas al­ways leaked gently and sang in the burn­ers. There was no one in the par­lor but the med­ic­al stu­dent, who was play­ing one of Sousa’s marches so vig­or­ously that the china or­na­ments on the top of the pi­ano rattled. In a few mo­ments some of the pen­sion-of­fice girls would come in and be­gin to two-step. Thea wished that Ot­ten­burg would come and let her es­cape. She glanced at her­self in the long, somber mir­ror. She was wear­ing her pale-blue broad­cloth church dress, which was not un­be­com­ing but was cer­tainly too heavy to wear to any­body’s house in the even­ing. Her slip­pers were run over at the heel and she had not had time to have them men­ded, and her white gloves were not so clean as they should be. How­ever, she knew that she would for­get these an­noy­ing things as soon as Ot­ten­burg came.

			Mary, the Hun­gari­an cham­ber­maid, came to the door, stood between the plush por­ti­eres, beckoned to Thea, and made an in­ar­tic­u­late sound in her throat. Thea jumped up and ran in­to the hall, where Ot­ten­burg stood smil­ing, his caped cloak open, his silk hat in his white-kid hand. The Hun­gari­an girl stood like a monu­ment on her flat heels, star­ing at the pink carna­tion in Ot­ten­burg’s coat. Her broad, pock­marked face wore the only ex­pres­sion of which it was cap­able, a kind of an­im­al won­der. As the young man fol­lowed Thea out, he glanced back over his shoulder through the crack of the door; the Hun clapped her hands over her stom­ach, opened her mouth, and made an­oth­er rauc­ous sound in her throat.

			“Isn’t she aw­ful?” Thea ex­claimed. “I think she’s half-wit­ted. Can you un­der­stand her?”

			Ot­ten­burg laughed as he helped her in­to the car­riage. “Oh, yes; I can un­der­stand her!” He settled him­self on the front seat op­pos­ite Thea. “Now, I want to tell you about the people we are go­ing to see. We may have a mu­sic­al pub­lic in this coun­try some day, but as yet there are only the Ger­mans and the Jews. All the oth­er people go to hear Jessie Dar­cey sing, ‘O, Prom­ise Me!’ The Nath­an­mey­ers are the finest kind of Jews. If you do any­thing for Mrs. Henry Nath­an­mey­er, you must put your­self in­to her hands. Whatever she says about mu­sic, about clothes, about life, will be cor­rect. And you may feel at ease with her. She ex­pects noth­ing of people; she has lived in Chica­go twenty years. If you were to be­have like the Mag­yar who was so in­ter­ested in my but­ton­hole, she would not be sur­prised. If you were to sing like Jessie Dar­cey, she would not be sur­prised; but she would man­age not to hear you again.”

			“Would she? Well, that’s the kind of people I want to find.” Thea felt her­self grow­ing bolder.

			“You will be all right with her so long as you do not try to be any­thing that you are not. Her stand­ards have noth­ing to do with Chica­go. Her per­cep­tions—or her grand­moth­er’s, which is the same thing—were keen when all this was an In­di­an vil­lage. So merely be your­self, and you will like her. She will like you be­cause the Jews al­ways sense tal­ent, and,” he ad­ded iron­ic­ally, “they ad­mire cer­tain qual­it­ies of feel­ing that are found only in the white-skinned races.”

			Thea looked in­to the young man’s face as the light of a street lamp flashed in­to the car­riage. His some­what aca­dem­ic man­ner amused her.

			“What makes you take such an in­terest in sing­ers?” she asked curi­ously. “You seem to have a per­fect pas­sion for hear­ing mu­sic-les­sons. I wish I could trade jobs with you!”

			“I’m not in­ter­ested in sing­ers.” His tone was of­fen­ded. “I am in­ter­ested in tal­ent. There are only two in­ter­est­ing things in the world, any­how; and tal­ent is one of them.”

			“What’s the oth­er?” The ques­tion came meekly from the fig­ure op­pos­ite him. An­oth­er arc-light flashed in at the win­dow.

			Fred saw her face and broke in­to a laugh. “Why, you’re guy­ing me, you little wretch! You won’t let me be­have prop­erly.” He dropped his gloved hand lightly on her knee, took it away and let it hang between his own. “Do you know,” he said con­fid­en­tially, “I be­lieve I’m more in earn­est about all this than you are.”

			“About all what?”

			“All you’ve got in your throat there.”

			“Oh! I’m in earn­est all right; only I nev­er was much good at talk­ing. Jessie Dar­cey is the smooth talk­er. ‘You no­tice the ef­fect I get there—’ If she only got ’em, she’d be a won­der, you know!”

			Mr. and Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er were alone in their great lib­rary. Their three un­mar­ried daugh­ters had de­par­ted in suc­cess­ive car­riages, one to a din­ner, one to a Ni­et­szche club, one to a ball giv­en for the girls em­ployed in the big de­part­ment stores. When Ot­ten­burg and Thea entered, Henry Nath­an­mey­er and his wife were sit­ting at a table at the farther end of the long room, with a read­ing-lamp and a tray of ci­gar­ettes and cor­di­al-glasses between them. The over­head lights were too soft to bring out the col­ors of the big rugs, and none of the pic­ture lights were on. One could merely see that there were pic­tures there. Fred whispered that they were Rousseaus and Corots, very fine ones which the old banker had bought long ago for next to noth­ing. In the hall Ot­ten­burg had stopped Thea be­fore a paint­ing of a wo­man eat­ing grapes out of a pa­per bag, and had told her gravely that there was the most beau­ti­ful Manet in the world. He made her take off her hat and gloves in the hall, and looked her over a little be­fore he took her in. But once they were in the lib­rary he seemed per­fectly sat­is­fied with her and led her down the long room to their host­ess.

			Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er was a heavy, power­ful old Jew­ess, with a great pom­pa­dour of white hair, a swarthy com­plex­ion, an eagle nose, and sharp, glit­ter­ing eyes. She wore a black vel­vet dress with a long train, and a dia­mond neck­lace and ear­rings. She took Thea to the oth­er side of the table and presen­ted her to Mr. Nath­an­mey­er, who apo­lo­gized for not rising, point­ing to a slippered foot on a cush­ion; he said that he suffered from gout. He had a very soft voice and spoke with an ac­cent which would have been heavy if it had not been so caress­ing. He kept Thea stand­ing be­side him for some time. He no­ticed that she stood eas­ily, looked straight down in­to his face, and was not em­bar­rassed. Even when Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er told Ot­ten­burg to bring a chair for Thea, the old man did not re­lease her hand, and she did not sit down. He ad­mired her just as she was, as she happened to be stand­ing, and she felt it. He was much hand­somer than his wife, Thea thought. His fore­head was high, his hair soft and white, his skin pink, a little puffy un­der his clear blue eyes. She no­ticed how warm and del­ic­ate his hands were, pleas­ant to touch and beau­ti­ful to look at. Ot­ten­burg had told her that Mr. Nath­an­mey­er had a very fine col­lec­tion of medals and cameos, and his fin­gers looked as if they had nev­er touched any­thing but del­ic­ately cut sur­faces.

			He asked Thea where Moon­stone was; how many in­hab­it­ants it had; what her fath­er’s busi­ness was; from what part of Sweden her grand­fath­er came; and wheth­er she spoke Swedish as a child. He was in­ter­ested to hear that her moth­er’s moth­er was still liv­ing, and that her grand­fath­er had played the oboe. Thea felt at home stand­ing there be­side him; she felt that he was very wise, and that he some way took one’s life up and looked it over kindly, as if it were a story. She was sorry when they left him to go in­to the mu­sic-room.

			As they reached the door of the mu­sic-room, Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er turned a switch that threw on many lights. The room was even lar­ger than the lib­rary, all glit­ter­ing sur­faces, with two Stein­way pi­anos.

			Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er rang for her own maid. “Selma will take you up­stairs, Miss Kron­borg, and you will find some dresses on the bed. Try sev­er­al of them, and take the one you like best. Selma will help you. She has a great deal of taste. When you are dressed, come down and let us go over some of your songs with Mr. Ot­ten­burg.”

			After Thea went away with the maid, Ot­ten­burg came up to Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er and stood be­side her, rest­ing his hand on the high back of her chair.

			“Well, gnädige Frau, do you like her?”

			“I think so. I liked her when she talked to fath­er. She will al­ways get on bet­ter with men.”

			Ot­ten­burg leaned over her chair. “Proph­et­ess! Do you see what I meant?”

			“About her beauty? She has great pos­sib­il­it­ies, but you can nev­er tell about those North­ern wo­men. They look so strong, but they are eas­ily battered. The face falls so early un­der those wide cheekbones. A single idea—hate or greed, or even love—can tear them to shreds. She is nine­teen? Well, in ten years she may have quite a regal beauty, or she may have a heavy, dis­con­ten­ted face, all dug out in chan­nels. That will de­pend upon the kind of ideas she lives with.”

			“Or the kind of people?” Ot­ten­burg sug­ges­ted.

			The old Jew­ess fol­ded her arms over her massive chest, drew back her shoulders, and looked up at the young man. “With that hard glint in her eye? The people won’t mat­ter much, I fancy. They will come and go. She is very much in­ter­ested in her­self—as she should be.”

			Ot­ten­burg frowned. “Wait un­til you hear her sing. Her eyes are dif­fer­ent then. That gleam that comes in them is curi­ous, isn’t it? As you say, it’s im­per­son­al.”

			The ob­ject of this dis­cus­sion came in, smil­ing. She had chosen neither the blue nor the yel­low gown, but a pale rose-col­or, with sil­ver but­ter­flies. Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er lif­ted her lor­gnette and stud­ied her as she ap­proached. She caught the char­ac­ter­ist­ic things at once: the free, strong walk, the calm car­riage of the head, the milky white­ness of the girl’s arms and shoulders.

			“Yes, that col­or is good for you,” she said ap­prov­ingly. “The yel­low one prob­ably killed your hair? Yes; this does very well in­deed, so we need think no more about it.”

			Thea glanced ques­tion­ingly at Ot­ten­burg. He smiled and bowed, seemed per­fectly sat­is­fied. He asked her to stand in the el­bow of the pi­ano, in front of him, in­stead of be­hind him as she had been taught to do.

			“Yes,” said the host­ess with feel­ing. “That oth­er po­s­i­tion is bar­bar­ous.”

			Thea sang an aria from Gioconda, some songs by Schu­mann which she had stud­ied with Harsa­nyi, and the “Tak for Ditt Rod” which Ot­ten­burg liked.

			“That you must do again,” he de­clared when they fin­ished this song. “You did it much bet­ter the oth­er day. You ac­cen­ted it more, like a dance or a galop. How did you do it?”

			Thea laughed, glan­cing side­wise at Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er. “You want it rough­house, do you? Bowers likes me to sing it more ser­i­ously, but it al­ways makes me think about a story my grand­moth­er used to tell.”

			Fred poin­ted to the chair be­hind her. “Won’t you rest a mo­ment and tell us about it? I thought you had some no­tion about it when you first sang it for me.”

			Thea sat down. “In Nor­way my grand­moth­er knew a girl who was aw­fully in love with a young fel­low. She went in­to ser­vice on a big dairy farm to make enough money for her out­fit. They were mar­ried at Christ­mas-time, and every­body was glad, be­cause they’d been sigh­ing around about each oth­er for so long. That very sum­mer, the day be­fore St. John’s Day, her hus­band caught her car­ry­ing on with an­oth­er farm­hand. The next night all the farm people had a bon­fire and a big dance up on the moun­tain, and every­body was dan­cing and singing. I guess they were all a little drunk, for they got to see­ing how near they could make the girls dance to the edge of the cliff. Ole—he was the girl’s hus­band—seemed the jol­li­est and the drunk­est of any­body. He danced his wife near­er and near­er the edge of the rock, and his wife began to scream so that the oth­ers stopped dan­cing and the mu­sic stopped; but Ole went right on singing, and he danced her over the edge of the cliff and they fell hun­dreds of feet and were all smashed to pieces.”

			Ot­ten­burg turned back to the pi­ano. “That’s the idea! Now, come Miss Thea. Let it go!”

			Thea took her place. She laughed and drew her­self up out of her cor­sets, threw her shoulders high and let them drop again. She had nev­er sung in a low dress be­fore, and she found it com­fort­able. Ot­ten­burg jerked his head and they began the song. The ac­com­pani­ment soun­ded more than ever like the thump­ing and scrap­ing of heavy feet.

			When they stopped, they heard a sym­path­et­ic tap­ping at the end of the room. Old Mr. Nath­an­mey­er had come to the door and was sit­ting back in the shad­ow, just in­side the lib­rary, ap­plaud­ing with his cane. Thea threw him a bright smile. He con­tin­ued to sit there, his slippered foot on a low chair, his cane between his fin­gers, and she glanced at him from time to time. The door­way made a frame for him, and he looked like a man in a pic­ture, with the long, shad­owy room be­hind him.

			Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er summoned the maid again. “Selma will pack that gown in a box for you, and you can take it home in Mr. Ot­ten­burg’s car­riage.”

			Thea turned to fol­low the maid, but hes­it­ated. “Shall I wear gloves?” she asked, turn­ing again to Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er.

			“No, I think not. Your arms are good, and you will feel freer without. You will need light slip­pers, pink—or white, if you have them, will do quite as well.”

			Thea went up­stairs with the maid and Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er rose, took Ot­ten­burg’s arm, and walked to­ward her hus­band. “That’s the first real voice I have heard in Chica­go,” she said de­cidedly. “I don’t count that stu­pid Priest wo­man. What do you say, fath­er?”

			Mr. Nath­an­mey­er shook his white head and smiled softly, as if he were think­ing about some­thing very agree­able. “Svensk som­mar,” he mur­mured. “She is like a Swedish sum­mer. I spent nearly a year there when I was a young man,” he ex­plained to Ot­ten­burg.

			When Ot­ten­burg got Thea and her big box in­to the car­riage, it oc­curred to him that she must be hungry, after singing so much. When he asked her, she ad­mit­ted that she was very hungry, in­deed.

			He took out his watch. “Would you mind stop­ping some­where with me? It’s only el­ev­en.”

			“Mind? Of course, I wouldn’t mind. I wasn’t brought up like that. I can take care of my­self.”

			Ot­ten­burg laughed. “And I can take care of my­self, so we can do lots of jolly things to­geth­er.” He opened the car­riage door and spoke to the driver. “I’m stuck on the way you sing that Grieg song,” he de­clared.

			When Thea got in­to bed that night she told her­self that this was the hap­pi­est even­ing she had had in Chica­go. She had en­joyed the Nath­an­mey­ers and their grand house, her new dress, and Ot­ten­burg, her first real car­riage ride, and the good sup­per when she was so hungry. And Ot­ten­burg was jolly! He made you want to come back at him. You wer­en’t al­ways be­ing caught up and mys­ti­fied. When you star­ted in with him, you went; you cut the breeze, as Ray used to say. He had some go in him.

			

			Philip Fre­d­er­ick Ot­ten­burg was the third son of the great brew­er. His moth­er was Katar­ina Furst, the daugh­ter and heir­ess of a brew­ing busi­ness older and rich­er than Otto Ot­ten­burg’s. As a young wo­man she had been a con­spicu­ous fig­ure in Ger­man-Amer­ic­an so­ci­ety in New York, and not un­touched by scan­dal. She was a hand­some, head­strong girl, a re­bel­li­ous and vi­ol­ent force in a pro­vin­cial so­ci­ety. She was bru­tally sen­ti­ment­al and heav­ily ro­mantic. Her free speech, her Con­tin­ent­al ideas, and her pro­cliv­ity for cham­pi­on­ing new causes, even when she did not know much about them, made her an ob­ject of sus­pi­cion. She was al­ways go­ing abroad to seek out in­tel­lec­tu­al af­fin­it­ies, and was one of the group of young wo­men who fol­lowed Wag­n­er about in his old age, keep­ing at a re­spect­ful dis­tance, but re­ceiv­ing now and then a gra­cious ac­know­ledg­ment that he ap­pre­ci­ated their homage. When the com­poser died, Katar­ina, then a mat­ron with a fam­ily, took to her bed and saw no one for a week.

			After hav­ing been en­gaged to an Amer­ic­an act­or, a Welsh so­cial­ist agit­at­or, and a Ger­man army of­ficer, Fräulein Furst at last placed her­self and her great brew­ery in­terests in­to the trust­worthy hands of Otto Ot­ten­burg, who had been her suit­or ever since he was a clerk, learn­ing his busi­ness in her fath­er’s of­fice.

			Her first two sons were ex­actly like their fath­er. Even as chil­dren they were in­dus­tri­ous, earn­est little trades­men. As Frau Ot­ten­burg said, “she had to wait for her Fred, but she got him at last,” the first man who had al­to­geth­er pleased her. Fre­d­er­ick entered Har­vard when he was eight­een. When his moth­er went to Bo­ston to vis­it him, she not only got him everything he wished for, but she made hand­some and of­ten em­bar­rass­ing presents to all his friends. She gave din­ners and sup­per parties for the Glee Club, made the crew break train­ing, and was a gen­er­ally dis­turb­ing in­flu­ence. In his third year Fred left the uni­ver­sity be­cause of a ser­i­ous es­capade which had some­what hampered his life ever since. He went at once in­to his fath­er’s busi­ness, where, in his own way, he had made him­self very use­ful.

			Fred Ot­ten­burg was now twenty-eight, and people could only say of him that he had been less hurt by his moth­er’s in­dul­gence than most boys would have been. He had nev­er wanted any­thing that he could not have it, and he might have had a great many things that he had nev­er wanted. He was ex­tra­vag­ant, but not prod­ig­al. He turned most of the money his moth­er gave him in­to the busi­ness, and lived on his gen­er­ous salary.

			Fred had nev­er been bored for a whole day in his life. When he was in Chica­go or St. Louis, he went to ballgames, prize­fights, and horse-races. When he was in Ger­many, he went to con­certs and to the op­era. He be­longed to a long list of sport­ing-clubs and hunt­ing-clubs, and was a good box­er. He had so many nat­ur­al in­terests that he had no af­fect­a­tions. At Har­vard he kept away from the aes­thet­ic circle that had already dis­covered Fran­cis Thompson. He liked no po­etry but Ger­man po­etry. Phys­ic­al en­ergy was the thing he was full to the brim of, and mu­sic was one of its nat­ur­al forms of ex­pres­sion. He had a healthy love of sport and art, of eat­ing and drink­ing. When he was in Ger­many, he scarcely knew where the soup ended and the sym­phony began.

		
	
		
			V

			March began badly for Thea. She had a cold dur­ing the first week, and after she got through her church du­ties on Sunday she had to go to bed with ton­sil­it­is. She was still in the board­ing­house at which young Ot­ten­burg had called when he took her to see Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er. She had stayed on there be­cause her room, al­though it was in­con­veni­ent and very small, was at the corner of the house and got the sun­light.

			Since she left Mrs. Lorch, this was the first place where she had got away from a north light. Her rooms had all been as damp and mouldy as they were dark, with deep found­a­tions of dirt un­der the car­pets, and dirty walls. In her present room there was no run­ning wa­ter and no clothes closet, and she had to have the dress­er moved out to make room for her pi­ano. But there were two win­dows, one on the south and one on the west, a light wall­pa­per with morn­ing-glory vines, and on the floor a clean mat­ting. The land­lady had tried to make the room look cheer­ful, be­cause it was hard to let. It was so small that Thea could keep it clean her­self, after the Hun had done her worst. She hung her dresses on the door un­der a sheet, used the wash­stand for a dress­er, slept on a cot, and opened both the win­dows when she prac­ticed. She felt less walled in than she had in the oth­er houses.

			Wed­nes­day was her third day in bed. The med­ic­al stu­dent who lived in the house had been in to see her, had left some tab­lets and a foamy gargle, and told her that she could prob­ably go back to work on Monday. The land­lady stuck her head in once a day, but Thea did not en­cour­age her vis­its. The Hun­gari­an cham­ber­maid brought her soup and toast. She made a sloppy pre­tense of put­ting the room in or­der, but she was such a dirty creature that Thea would not let her touch her cot; she got up every morn­ing and turned the mat­tress and made the bed her­self. The ex­er­tion made her feel miser­ably ill, but at least she could lie still con­ten­tedly for a long while af­ter­ward. She hated the poisoned feel­ing in her throat, and no mat­ter how of­ten she gargled she felt un­clean and dis­gust­ing. Still, if she had to be ill, she was al­most glad that she had a con­ta­gious ill­ness. Oth­er­wise she would have been at the mercy of the people in the house. She knew that they dis­liked her, yet now that she was ill, they took it upon them­selves to tap at her door, send her mes­sages, books, even a miser­able flower or two. Thea knew that their sym­pathy was an ex­pres­sion of self-right­eous­ness, and she hated them for it. The di­vin­ity stu­dent, who was al­ways whis­per­ing soft things to her, sent her “The Kreutzer Son­ata.”

			The med­ic­al stu­dent had been kind to her: he knew that she did not want to pay a doc­tor. His gargle had helped her, and he gave her things to make her sleep at night. But he had been a cheat, too. He had ex­ceeded his rights. She had no sore­ness in her chest, and had told him so clearly. All this thump­ing of her back, and listen­ing to her breath­ing, was done to sat­is­fy per­son­al curi­os­ity. She had watched him with a con­temp­tu­ous smile. She was too sick to care; if it amused him—She made him wash his hands be­fore he touched her; he was nev­er very clean. All the same, it wounded her and made her feel that the world was a pretty dis­gust­ing place. “The Kreutzer Son­ata” did not make her feel any more cheer­ful. She threw it aside with hatred. She could not be­lieve it was writ­ten by the same man who wrote the nov­el that had thrilled her.

			Her cot was be­side the south win­dow, and on Wed­nes­day af­ter­noon she lay think­ing about the Harsa­nyis, about old Mr. Nath­an­mey­er, and about how she was miss­ing Fred Ot­ten­burg’s vis­its to the stu­dio. That was much the worst thing about be­ing sick. If she were go­ing to the stu­dio every day, she might be hav­ing pleas­ant en­coun­ters with Fred. He was al­ways run­ning away, Bowers said, and he might be plan­ning to go away as soon as Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er’s even­ings were over. And here she was los­ing all this time!

			After a while she heard the Hun’s clumsy trot in the hall, and then a pound on the door. Mary came in, mak­ing her usu­al un­couth sounds, car­ry­ing a long box and a big bas­ket. Thea sat up in bed and tore off the strings and pa­per. The bas­ket was full of fruit, with a big Hawaii­an pine­apple in the middle, and in the box there were lay­ers of pink roses with long, woody stems and dark-green leaves. They filled the room with a cool smell that made an­oth­er air to breathe. Mary stood with her ap­ron full of pa­per and card­board. When she saw Thea take an en­vel­ope out from un­der the flowers, she uttered an ex­clam­a­tion, poin­ted to the roses, and then to the bos­om of her own dress, on the left side. Thea laughed and nod­ded. She un­der­stood that Mary as­so­ci­ated the col­or with Ot­ten­burg’s bou­ton­niere. She poin­ted to the wa­ter pitch­er—she had noth­ing else big enough to hold the flowers—and made Mary put it on the win­dow sill be­side her.

			After Mary was gone Thea locked the door. When the land­lady knocked, she pre­ten­ded that she was asleep. She lay still all af­ter­noon and with drowsy eyes watched the roses open. They were the first hot­house flowers she had ever had. The cool fra­grance they re­leased was sooth­ing, and as the pink petals curled back, they were the only things between her and the gray sky. She lay on her side, put­ting the room and the board­ing­house be­hind her. Fred knew where all the pleas­ant things in the world were, she re­flec­ted, and knew the road to them. He had keys to all the nice places in his pock­et, and seemed to jingle them from time to time. And then, he was young; and her friends had al­ways been old. Her mind went back over them. They had all been teach­ers; won­der­fully kind, but still teach­ers. Ray Kennedy, she knew, had wanted to marry her, but he was the most pro­tect­ing and teach­er-like of them all. She moved im­pa­tiently in her cot and threw her braids away from her hot neck, over her pil­low. “I don’t want him for a teach­er,” she thought, frown­ing petu­lantly out of the win­dow. “I’ve had such a string of them. I want him for a sweet­heart.”

		
	
		
			VI

			“Thea,” said Fred Ot­ten­burg one drizzly af­ter­noon in April, while they sat wait­ing for their tea at a res­taur­ant in the Pull­man Build­ing, over­look­ing the lake, “what are you go­ing to do this sum­mer?”

			“I don’t know. Work, I sup­pose.”

			“With Bowers, you mean? Even Bowers goes fish­ing for a month. Chica­go’s no place to work, in the sum­mer. Haven’t you made any plans?”

			Thea shrugged her shoulders. “No use hav­ing any plans when you haven’t any money. They are un­be­com­ing.”

			“Aren’t you go­ing home?”

			She shook her head. “No. It won’t be com­fort­able there till I’ve got some­thing to show for my­self. I’m not get­ting on at all, you know. This year has been mostly wasted.”

			“You’re stale; that’s what’s the mat­ter with you. And just now you’re dead tired. You’ll talk more ra­tion­ally after you’ve had some tea. Rest your throat un­til it comes.” They were sit­ting by a win­dow. As Ot­ten­burg looked at her in the gray light, he re­membered what Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er had said about the Swedish face “break­ing early.” Thea was as gray as the weath­er. Her skin looked sick. Her hair, too, though on a damp day it curled charm­ingly about her face, looked pale.

			Fred beckoned the waiter and in­creased his or­der for food. Thea did not hear him. She was star­ing out of the win­dow, down at the roof of the Art In­sti­tute and the green lions, drip­ping in the rain. The lake was all rolling mist, with a soft shim­mer of robin’s-egg blue in the gray. A lum­ber boat, with two very tall masts, was emer­ging gaunt and black out of the fog. When the tea came Thea ate hun­grily, and Fred watched her. He thought her eyes be­came a little less bleak. The kettle sang cheer­fully over the spir­it lamp, and she seemed to con­cen­trate her at­ten­tion upon that pleas­ant sound. She kept look­ing to­ward it list­lessly and in­dul­gently, in a way that gave him a real­iz­a­tion of her loneli­ness. Fred lit a ci­gar­ette and smoked thought­fully. He and Thea were alone in the quiet, dusky room full of white tables. In those days Chica­go people nev­er stopped for tea. “Come,” he said at last, “what would you do this sum­mer, if you could do whatever you wished?”

			“I’d go a long way from here! West, I think. Maybe I could get some of my spring back. All this cold, cloudy weath­er”—she looked out at the lake and shivered—“I don’t know, it does things to me,” she ended ab­ruptly.

			Fred nod­ded. “I know. You’ve been go­ing down ever since you had ton­sil­it­is. I’ve seen it. What you need is to sit in the sun and bake for three months. You’ve got the right idea. I re­mem­ber once when we were hav­ing din­ner some­where you kept ask­ing me about the Cliff-Dwell­er ru­ins. Do they still in­terest you?”

			“Of course they do. I’ve al­ways wanted to go down there—long be­fore I ever got in for this.”

			“I don’t think I told you, but my fath­er owns a whole canyon full of Cliff-Dwell­er ru­ins. He has a big worth­less ranch down in Ari­zona, near a Navajo re­ser­va­tion, and there’s a canyon on the place they call Pan­ther Canyon, chock full of that sort of thing. I of­ten go down there to hunt. Henry Bilt­mer and his wife live there and keep a tidy place. He’s an old Ger­man who worked in the brew­ery un­til he lost his health. Now he runs a few cattle. Henry likes to do me a fa­vor. I’ve done a few for him.” Fred drowned his ci­gar­ette in his sau­cer and stud­ied Thea’s ex­pres­sion, which was wist­ful and in­tent, en­vi­ous and ad­mir­ing. He con­tin­ued with sat­is­fac­tion: “If you went down there and stayed with them for two or three months, they wouldn’t let you pay any­thing. I might send Henry a new gun, but even I couldn’t of­fer him money for put­ting up a friend of mine. I’ll get you trans­port­a­tion. It would make a new girl of you. Let me write to Henry, and you pack your trunk. That’s all that’s ne­ces­sary. No red tape about it. What do you say, Thea?”

			She bit her lip, and sighed as if she were wak­ing up.

			Fred crumpled his nap­kin im­pa­tiently. “Well, isn’t it easy enough?”

			“That’s the trouble; it’s too easy. Doesn’t sound prob­able. I’m not used to get­ting things for noth­ing.”

			Ot­ten­burg laughed. “Oh, if that’s all, I’ll show you how to be­gin. You won’t get this for noth­ing, quite. I’ll ask you to let me stop off and see you on my way to Cali­for­nia. Per­haps by that time you will be glad to see me. Bet­ter let me break the news to Bowers. I can man­age him. He needs a little trans­port­a­tion him­self now and then. You must get cor­duroy rid­ing-things and leath­er leg­gings. There are a few snakes about. Why do you keep frown­ing?”

			“Well, I don’t ex­actly see why you take the trouble. What do you get out of it? You haven’t liked me so well the last two or three weeks.”

			Fred dropped his third ci­gar­ette and looked at his watch. “If you don’t see that, it’s be­cause you need a ton­ic. I’ll show you what I’ll get out of it. Now I’m go­ing to get a cab and take you home. You are too tired to walk a step. You’d bet­ter get to bed as soon as you get there. Of course, I don’t like you so well when you’re half an­aes­thet­ized all the time. What have you been do­ing to your­self?”

			Thea rose. “I don’t know. Be­ing bored eats the heart out of me, I guess.” She walked meekly in front of him to the el­ev­at­or. Fred no­ticed for the hun­dredth time how vehe­mently her body pro­claimed her state of feel­ing. He re­membered how re­mark­ably bril­liant and beau­ti­ful she had been when she sang at Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er’s: flushed and gleam­ing, round and supple, some­thing that couldn’t be dimmed or downed. And now she seemed a mov­ing fig­ure of dis­cour­age­ment. The very waiters glanced at her ap­pre­hens­ively. It was not that she made a fuss, but her back was most ex­traordin­ar­ily vo­cal. One nev­er needed to see her face to know what she was full of that day. Yet she was cer­tainly not mer­cur­i­al. Her flesh seemed to take a mood and to “set,” like plaster. As he put her in­to the cab, Fred re­flec­ted once more that he “gave her up.” He would at­tack her when his lance was bright­er.
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				The An­cient People

			
		
	
		
			I

			The San Fran­cisco Moun­tain lies in North­ern Ari­zona, above Flag­staff, and its blue slopes and snowy sum­mit en­tice the eye for a hun­dred miles across the desert. About its base lie the pine forests of the Nava­jos, where the great red-trunked trees live out their peace­ful cen­tur­ies in that spark­ling air. The piñons and scrub be­gin only where the forest ends, where the coun­try breaks in­to open, stony clear­ings and the sur­face of the earth cracks in­to deep canyons. The great pines stand at a con­sid­er­able dis­tance from each oth­er. Each tree grows alone, mur­murs alone, thinks alone. They do not in­trude upon each oth­er. The Nava­jos are not much in the habit of giv­ing or of ask­ing help. Their lan­guage is not a com­mu­nic­at­ive one, and they nev­er at­tempt an in­ter­change of per­son­al­ity in speech. Over their forests there is the same in­ex­or­able re­serve. Each tree has its ex­al­ted power to bear.

			That was the first thing Thea Kron­borg felt about the forest, as she drove through it one May morn­ing in Henry Bilt­mer’s demo­crat wag­on—and it was the first great forest she had ever seen. She had got off the train at Flag­staff that morn­ing, rolled off in­to the high, chill air when all the pines on the moun­tain were fired by sun­rise, so that she seemed to fall from sleep dir­ectly in­to the forest.

			Old Bilt­mer fol­lowed a faint wag­on trail which ran south­east, and which, as they traveled, con­tinu­ally dipped lower, fall­ing away from the high plat­eau on the slope of which Flag­staff sits. The white peak of the moun­tain, the snow gorges above the tim­ber, now dis­ap­peared from time to time as the road dropped and dropped, and the forest closed be­hind the wag­on. More than the moun­tain dis­ap­peared as the forest closed thus. Thea seemed to be tak­ing very little through the wood with her. The per­son­al­ity of which she was so tired seemed to let go of her. The high, spark­ling air drank it up like blot­ting-pa­per. It was lost in the thrill­ing blue of the new sky and the song of the thin wind in the piñons. The old, fret­ted lines which marked one off, which defined her—made her Thea Kron­borg, Bowers’s ac­com­pan­ist, a sop­rano with a faulty middle voice—were all erased.

			So far she had failed. Her two years in Chica­go had not res­ul­ted in any­thing. She had failed with Harsa­nyi, and she had made no great pro­gress with her voice. She had come to be­lieve that whatever Bowers had taught her was of sec­ond­ary im­port­ance, and that in the es­sen­tial things she had made no ad­vance. Her stu­dent life closed be­hind her, like the forest, and she doubted wheth­er she could go back to it if she tried. Prob­ably she would teach mu­sic in little coun­try towns all her life. Fail­ure was not so tra­gic as she would have sup­posed; she was tired enough not to care.

			She was get­ting back to the earli­est sources of glad­ness that she could re­mem­ber. She had loved the sun, and the bril­liant solitudes of sand and sun, long be­fore these oth­er things had come along to fasten them­selves upon her and tor­ment her. That night, when she clambered in­to her big Ger­man feath­er bed, she felt com­pletely re­leased from the en­slav­ing de­sire to get on in the world. Dark­ness had once again the sweet won­der that it had in child­hood.

		
	
		
			II

			Thea’s life at the Ot­ten­burg ranch was simple and full of light, like the days them­selves. She awoke every morn­ing when the first fierce shafts of sun­light dar­ted through the cur­tain­less win­dows of her room at the ranch house. After break­fast she took her lunch-bas­ket and went down to the canyon. Usu­ally she did not re­turn un­til sun­set.

			Pan­ther Canyon was like a thou­sand oth­ers—one of those ab­rupt fis­sures with which the earth in the South­w­est is riddled; so ab­rupt that you might walk over the edge of any one of them on a dark night and nev­er know what had happened to you. This canyon headed on the Ot­ten­burg ranch, about a mile from the ranch house, and it was ac­cess­ible only at its head. The canyon walls, for the first two hun­dred feet be­low the sur­face, were per­pen­dic­u­lar cliffs, striped with even-run­ning strata of rock. From there on to the bot­tom the sides were less ab­rupt, were shelving, and lightly fringed with piñons and dwarf ce­dars. The ef­fect was that of a gentler canyon with­in a wilder one. The dead city lay at the point where the per­pen­dic­u­lar out­er wall ceased and the V-shaped in­ner gorge began. There a strat­um of rock, softer than those above, had been hol­lowed out by the ac­tion of time un­til it was like a deep groove run­ning along the sides of the canyon. In this hol­low (like a great fold in the rock) the An­cient People had built their houses of yel­low­ish stone and mor­tar. The over­hanging cliff above made a roof two hun­dred feet thick. The hard strat­um be­low was an ever­last­ing floor. The houses stood along in a row, like the build­ings in a city block, or like a bar­racks.

			In both walls of the canyon the same streak of soft rock had been washed out, and the long ho­ri­zont­al groove had been built up with houses. The dead city had thus two streets, one set in either cliff, fa­cing each oth­er across the rav­ine, with a river of blue air between them.

			The canyon twis­ted and wound like a snake, and these two streets went on for four miles or more, in­ter­rup­ted by the ab­rupt turn­ings of the gorge, but be­gin­ning again with­in each turn. The canyon had a dozen of these false end­ings near its head. Bey­ond, the wind­ings were lar­ger and less per­cept­ible, and it went on for a hun­dred miles, too nar­row, pre­cip­it­ous, and ter­rible for man to fol­low it. The Cliff Dwell­ers liked wide canyons, where the great cliffs caught the sun. Pan­ther Canyon had been deser­ted for hun­dreds of years when the first Span­ish mis­sion­ar­ies came in­to Ari­zona, but the ma­sonry of the houses was still won­der­fully firm; had crumbled only where a land­slide or a rolling boulder had torn it.

			All the houses in the canyon were clean with the clean­ness of sun­baked, windswept places, and they all smelled of the tough little ce­dars that twis­ted them­selves in­to the very door­ways. One of these rock-rooms Thea took for her own. Fred had told her how to make it com­fort­able. The day after she came old Henry brought over on one of the pack-ponies a roll of Navajo blankets that be­longed to Fred, and Thea lined her cave with them. The room was not more than eight by ten feet, and she could touch the stone roof with her fin­ger­tips. This was her old idea: a nest in a high cliff, full of sun. All morn­ing long the sun beat upon her cliff, while the ru­ins on the op­pos­ite side of the canyon were in shad­ow. In the af­ter­noon, when she had the shade of two hun­dred feet of rock wall, the ru­ins on the oth­er side of the gulf stood out in the blaz­ing sun­light. Be­fore her door ran the nar­row, wind­ing path that had been the street of the An­cient People. The yucca and nig­ger­head cac­tus grew every­where. From her door­step she looked out on the ocher-colored slope that ran down sev­er­al hun­dred feet to the stream, and this hot rock was sparsely grown with dwarf trees. Their col­ors were so pale that the shad­ows of the little trees on the rock stood out sharp­er than the trees them­selves. When Thea first came, the chokech­erry bushes were in blos­som, and the scent of them was al­most sick­en­ingly sweet after a shower. At the very bot­tom of the canyon, along the stream, there was a thread of bright, flick­er­ing, golden-green—cot­ton­wood seed­lings. They made a liv­ing, chat­ter­ing screen be­hind which she took her bath every morn­ing.

			Thea went down to the stream by the In­di­an wa­ter trail. She had found a bathing-pool with a sand bot­tom, where the creek was damned by fallen trees. The climb back was long and steep, and when she reached her little house in the cliff she al­ways felt fresh de­light in its com­fort and in­ac­cess­ib­il­ity. By the time she got there, the woolly red-and-gray blankets were sat­ur­ated with sun­light, and she some­times fell asleep as soon as she stretched her body on their warm sur­faces. She used to won­der at her own in­activ­ity. She could lie there hour after hour in the sun and listen to the strident whir of the big lo­custs, and to the light, iron­ic­al laughter of the quak­ing asps. All her life she had been hur­ry­ing and sput­ter­ing, as if she had been born be­hind time and had been try­ing to catch up. Now, she re­flec­ted, as she drew her­self out long upon the rugs, it was as if she were wait­ing for some­thing to catch up with her. She had got to a place where she was out of the stream of mean­ing­less activ­ity and un­dir­ec­ted ef­fort.

			Here she could lie for half a day un­dis­trac­ted, hold­ing pleas­ant and in­com­plete con­cep­tions in her mind—al­most in her hands. They were scarcely clear enough to be called ideas. They had some­thing to do with fra­grance and col­or and sound, but al­most noth­ing to do with words. She was singing very little now, but a song would go through her head all morn­ing, as a spring keeps welling up, and it was like a pleas­ant sen­sa­tion in­def­in­itely pro­longed. It was much more like a sen­sa­tion than like an idea, or an act of re­mem­ber­ing. Mu­sic had nev­er come to her in that sen­su­ous form be­fore. It had al­ways been a thing to be struggled with, had al­ways brought anxi­ety and ex­al­ta­tion and chag­rin—nev­er con­tent and in­dol­ence. Thea began to won­der wheth­er people could not ut­terly lose the power to work, as they can lose their voice or their memory. She had al­ways been a little drudge, hur­ry­ing from one task to an­oth­er—as if it mattered! And now her power to think seemed con­ver­ted in­to a power of sus­tained sen­sa­tion. She could be­come a mere re­cept­acle for heat, or be­come a col­or, like the bright liz­ards that dar­ted about on the hot stones out­side her door; or she could be­come a con­tinu­ous re­pe­ti­tion of sound, like the ci­ca­das.

		
	
		
			III

			The fac­ulty of ob­ser­va­tion was nev­er highly de­veloped in Thea Kron­borg. A great deal es­caped her eye as she passed through the world. But the things which were for her, she saw; she ex­per­i­enced them phys­ic­ally and re­membered them as if they had once been a part of her­self. The roses she used to see in the flor­ists’ shops in Chica­go were merely roses. But when she thought of the moon­flowers that grew over Mrs. Tel­lamantez’s door, it was as if she had been that vine and had opened up in white flowers every night. There were memor­ies of light on the sand hills, of masses of prickly-pear blos­soms she had found in the desert in early child­hood, of the late af­ter­noon sun pour­ing through the grape leaves and the mint bed in Mrs. Kohler’s garden, which she would nev­er lose. These re­col­lec­tions were a part of her mind and per­son­al­ity. In Chica­go she had got al­most noth­ing that went in­to her sub­con­scious self and took root there. But here, in Pan­ther Canyon, there were again things which seemed destined for her.

			Pan­ther Canyon was the home of in­nu­mer­able swal­lows. They built nests in the wall far above the hol­low groove in which Thea’s own rock cham­ber lay. They sel­dom ven­tured above the rim of the canyon, to the flat, windswept table­land. Their world was the blue air-river between the canyon walls. In that blue gulf the ar­row-shaped birds swam all day long, with only an oc­ca­sion­al move­ment of the wings. The only sad thing about them was their timid­ity; the way in which they lived their lives between the echo­ing cliffs and nev­er dared to rise out of the shad­ow of the canyon walls. As they swam past her door, Thea of­ten felt how easy it would be to dream one’s life out in some cleft in the world.

			From the an­cient dwell­ing there came al­ways a dig­ni­fied, un­ob­trus­ive sad­ness; now stronger, now faint­er—like the aro­mat­ic smell which the dwarf ce­dars gave out in the sun—but al­ways present, a part of the air one breathed. At night, when Thea dreamed about the canyon—or in the early morn­ing when she hur­ried to­ward it, an­ti­cip­at­ing it—her con­cep­tion of it was of yel­low rocks bak­ing in sun­light, the swal­lows, the ce­dar smell, and that pe­cu­li­ar sad­ness—a voice out of the past, not very loud, that went on say­ing a few simple things to the solitude etern­ally.

			Stand­ing up in her lodge, Thea could with her thumb nail dis­lodge flakes of car­bon from the rock roof—the cook­ing-smoke of the An­cient People. They were that near! A tim­id, nest-build­ing folk, like the swal­lows. How of­ten Thea re­membered Ray Kennedy’s mor­al­iz­ing about the cliff cit­ies. He used to say that he nev­er felt the hard­ness of the hu­man struggle or the sad­ness of his­tory as he felt it among those ru­ins. He used to say, too, that it made one feel an ob­lig­a­tion to do one’s best. On the first day that Thea climbed the wa­ter trail she began to have in­tu­itions about the wo­men who had worn the path, and who had spent so great a part of their lives go­ing up and down it. She found her­self try­ing to walk as they must have walked, with a feel­ing in her feet and knees and loins which she had nev­er known be­fore—which must have come up to her out of the ac­cus­tomed dust of that rocky trail. She could feel the weight of an In­di­an baby hanging to her back as she climbed.

			The empty houses, among which she wandered in the af­ter­noon, the blanketed one in which she lay all morn­ing, were haunted by cer­tain fears and de­sires; feel­ings about warmth and cold and wa­ter and phys­ic­al strength. It seemed to Thea that a cer­tain un­der­stand­ing of those old people came up to her out of the rock shelf on which she lay; that cer­tain feel­ings were trans­mit­ted to her, sug­ges­tions that were simple, in­sist­ent, and mono­ton­ous, like the beat­ing of In­di­an drums. They were not ex­press­ible in words, but seemed rather to trans­late them­selves in­to at­ti­tudes of body, in­to de­grees of mus­cu­lar ten­sion or re­lax­a­tion; the na­ked strength of youth, sharp as the sun­shafts; the crouch­ing timor­ous­ness of age, the sul­len­ness of wo­men who waited for their captors. At the first turn­ing of the canyon there was a half-ruined tower of yel­low ma­sonry, a watchtower upon which the young men used to en­tice eagles and snare them with nets. Some­times for a whole morn­ing Thea could see the cop­pery breast and shoulders of an In­di­an youth there against the sky; see him throw the net, and watch the struggle with the eagle.

			Old Henry Bilt­mer, at the ranch, had been a great deal among the Pueblo In­di­ans who are the des­cend­ants of the Cliff-Dwell­ers. After sup­per he used to sit and smoke his pipe by the kit­chen stove and talk to Thea about them. He had nev­er found any­one be­fore who was in­ter­ested in his ru­ins. Every Sunday the old man prowled about in the canyon, and he had come to know a good deal more about it than he could ac­count for. He had gathered up a whole chest­ful of Cliff-Dwell­er rel­ics which he meant to take back to Ger­many with him some day. He taught Thea how to find things among the ru­ins: grind­ing-stones, and drills and needles made of tur­key-bones. There were frag­ments of pot­tery every­where. Old Henry ex­plained to her that the An­cient People had de­veloped ma­sonry and pot­tery far bey­ond any oth­er crafts. After they had made houses for them­selves, the next thing was to house the pre­cious wa­ter. He ex­plained to her how all their cus­toms and ce­re­mon­ies and their re­li­gion went back to wa­ter. The men provided the food, but wa­ter was the care of the wo­men. The stu­pid wo­men car­ried wa­ter for most of their lives; the cleverer ones made the ves­sels to hold it. Their pot­tery was their most dir­ect ap­peal to wa­ter, the en­vel­ope and sheath of the pre­cious ele­ment it­self. The strongest In­di­an need was ex­pressed in those grace­ful jars, fash­ioned slowly by hand, without the aid of a wheel.

			When Thea took her bath at the bot­tom of the canyon, in the sunny pool be­hind the screen of cot­ton­woods, she some­times felt as if the wa­ter must have sov­er­eign qual­it­ies, from hav­ing been the ob­ject of so much ser­vice and de­sire. That stream was the only liv­ing thing left of the drama that had been played out in the canyon cen­tur­ies ago. In the rap­id, rest­less heart of it, flow­ing swifter than the rest, there was a con­tinu­ity of life that reached back in­to the old time. The glit­ter­ing thread of cur­rent had a kind of lightly worn, loosely knit per­son­al­ity, grace­ful and laugh­ing. Thea’s bath came to have a ce­re­mo­ni­al grav­ity. The at­mo­sphere of the canyon was ritu­al­ist­ic.

			One morn­ing, as she was stand­ing up­right in the pool, splash­ing wa­ter between her shoulder-blades with a big sponge, some­thing flashed through her mind that made her draw her­self up and stand still un­til the wa­ter had quite dried upon her flushed skin. The stream and the broken pot­tery: what was any art but an ef­fort to make a sheath, a mould in which to im­pris­on for a mo­ment the shin­ing, elu­sive ele­ment which is life it­self—life hur­ry­ing past us and run­ning away, too strong to stop, too sweet to lose? The In­di­an wo­men had held it in their jars. In the sculp­ture she had seen in the Art In­sti­tute, it had been caught in a flash of ar­res­ted mo­tion. In singing, one made a ves­sel of one’s throat and nos­trils and held it on one’s breath, caught the stream in a scale of nat­ur­al in­ter­vals.

		
	
		
			IV

			Thea had a su­per­sti­tious feel­ing about the pot­sherds, and liked bet­ter to leave them in the dwell­ings where she found them. If she took a few bits back to her own lodge and hid them un­der the blankets, she did it guiltily, as if she were be­ing watched. She was a guest in these houses, and ought to be­have as such. Nearly every af­ter­noon she went to the cham­bers which con­tained the most in­ter­est­ing frag­ments of pot­tery, sat and looked at them for a while. Some of them were beau­ti­fully dec­or­ated. This care, ex­pen­ded upon ves­sels that could not hold food or wa­ter any bet­ter for the ad­di­tion­al labor put upon them, made her heart go out to those an­cient pot­ters. They had not only ex­pressed their de­sire, but they had ex­pressed it as beau­ti­fully as they could. Food, fire, wa­ter, and some­thing else—even here, in this crack in the world, so far back in the night of the past! Down here at the be­gin­ning that pain­ful thing was already stir­ring; the seed of sor­row, and of so much de­light.

			There were jars done in a del­ic­ate over­lay, like pine cones; and there were many pat­terns in a low re­lief, like bas­ket-work. Some of the pot­tery was dec­or­ated in col­or, red and brown, black and white, in grace­ful geo­met­ric­al pat­terns. One day, on a frag­ment of a shal­low bowl, she found a cres­ted ser­pent’s head, painted in red on terra-cotta. Again she found half a bowl with a broad band of white cliff-houses painted on a black ground. They were scarcely con­ven­tion­al­ized at all; there they were in the black bor­der, just as they stood in the rock be­fore her. It brought her cen­tur­ies near­er to these people to find that they saw their houses ex­actly as she saw them.

			Yes, Ray Kennedy was right. All these things made one feel that one ought to do one’s best, and help to ful­fill some de­sire of the dust that slept there. A dream had been dreamed there long ago, in the night of ages, and the wind had whispered some prom­ise to the sad­ness of the sav­age. In their own way, those people had felt the be­gin­nings of what was to come. These pot­sherds were like fet­ters that bound one to a long chain of hu­man en­deavor.

			Not only did the world seem older and rich­er to Thea now, but she her­self seemed older. She had nev­er been alone for so long be­fore, or thought so much. Noth­ing had ever en­grossed her so deeply as the daily con­tem­pla­tion of that line of pale-yel­low houses tucked in­to the wrinkle of the cliff. Moon­stone and Chica­go had be­come vague. Here everything was simple and def­in­ite, as things had been in child­hood. Her mind was like a rag­bag in­to which she had been frantic­ally thrust­ing whatever she could grab. And here she must throw this lum­ber away. The things that were really hers sep­ar­ated them­selves from the rest. Her ideas were sim­pli­fied, be­came sharp­er and clear­er. She felt united and strong.

			

			When Thea had been at the Ot­ten­burg ranch for two months, she got a let­ter from Fred an­noun­cing that he “might be along at al­most any time now.” The let­ter came at night, and the next morn­ing she took it down in­to the canyon with her. She was de­lighted that he was com­ing soon. She had nev­er felt so grate­ful to any­one, and she wanted to tell him everything that had happened to her since she had been there—more than had happened in all her life be­fore. Cer­tainly she liked Fred bet­ter than any­one else in the world. There was Harsa­nyi, of course—but Harsa­nyi was al­ways tired. Just now, and here, she wanted someone who had nev­er been tired, who could catch an idea and run with it.

			She was ashamed to think what an ap­pre­hens­ive drudge she must al­ways have seemed to Fred, and she wondered why he had con­cerned him­self about her at all. Per­haps she would nev­er be so happy or so good-look­ing again, and she would like Fred to see her, for once, at her best. She had not been singing much, but she knew that her voice was more in­ter­est­ing than it had ever been be­fore. She had be­gun to un­der­stand that—with her, at least—voice was, first of all, vi­tal­ity; a light­ness in the body and a driv­ing power in the blood. If she had that, she could sing. When she felt so keenly alive, ly­ing on that in­sens­ible shelf of stone, when her body bounded like a rub­ber ball away from its hard­ness, then she could sing. This, too, she could ex­plain to Fred. He would know what she meant.

			An­oth­er week passed. Thea did the same things as be­fore, felt the same in­flu­ences, went over the same ideas; but there was a live­li­er move­ment in her thoughts, and a freshen­ing of sen­sa­tion, like the bright­ness which came over the un­der­brush after a shower. A per­sist­ent af­firm­a­tion—or deni­al—was go­ing on in her, like the tap­ping of the wood­peck­er in the one tall pine tree across the chasm. Mu­sic­al phrases drove each oth­er rap­idly through her mind, and the song of the ci­cada was now too long and too sharp. Everything seemed sud­denly to take the form of a de­sire for ac­tion.

			It was while she was in this ab­strac­ted state, wait­ing for the clock to strike, that Thea at last made up her mind what she was go­ing to try to do in the world, and that she was go­ing to Ger­many to study without fur­ther loss of time. Only by the merest chance had she ever got to Pan­ther Canyon. There was cer­tainly no kindly Provid­ence that dir­ec­ted one’s life; and one’s par­ents did not in the least care what be­came of one, so long as one did not mis­be­have and en­danger their com­fort. One’s life was at the mercy of blind chance. She had bet­ter take it in her own hands and lose everything than meekly draw the plough un­der the rod of par­ent­al guid­ance. She had seen it when she was at home last sum­mer—the hos­til­ity of com­fort­able, self-sat­is­fied people to­ward any ser­i­ous ef­fort. Even to her fath­er it seemed in­dec­or­ous. Whenev­er she spoke ser­i­ously, he looked apo­lo­get­ic. Yet she had clung fast to whatever was left of Moon­stone in her mind. No more of that! The Cliff-Dwell­ers had lengthened her past. She had older and high­er ob­lig­a­tions.

		
	
		
			V

			One Sunday af­ter­noon late in Ju­ly old Henry Bilt­mer was rheum­at­ic­ally des­cend­ing in­to the head of the canyon. The Sunday be­fore had been one of those cloudy days—for­tu­nately rare—when the life goes out of that coun­try and it be­comes a gray ghost, an empty, shiv­er­ing un­cer­tainty. Henry had spent the day in the barn; his canyon was a real­ity only when it was flooded with the light of its great lamp, when the yel­low rocks cast purple shad­ows, and the res­in was fairly cook­ing in the cork­screw ce­dars. The yuc­cas were in blos­som now. Out of each clump of sharp bay­on­et leaves rose a tall stalk hung with green­ish-white bells with thick, fleshy petals. The nig­ger­head cac­tus was thrust­ing its crim­son blooms up out of every crevice in the rocks.

			Henry had come out on the pre­text of hunt­ing a spade and pick­axe that young Ot­ten­burg had bor­rowed, but he was keep­ing his eyes open. He was really very curi­ous about the new oc­cu­pants of the canyon, and what they found to do there all day long. He let his eye travel along the gulf for a mile or so to the first turn­ing, where the fis­sure zig­zagged out and then re­ceded be­hind a stone promon­tory on which stood the yel­low­ish, crum­bling ru­in of the old watchtower.

			From the base of this tower, which now threw its shad­ow for­ward, bits of rock kept fly­ing out in­to the open gulf—skat­ing upon the air un­til they lost their mo­mentum, then fall­ing like chips un­til they rang upon the ledges at the bot­tom of the gorge or splashed in­to the stream. Bilt­mer shaded his eyes with his hand. There on the promon­tory, against the cream-colored cliff, were two fig­ures nimbly mov­ing in the light, both slender and agile, en­tirely ab­sorbed in their game. They looked like two boys. Both were hat­less and both wore white shirts.

			Henry for­got his pick­axe and fol­lowed the trail be­fore the cliff-houses to­ward the tower. Be­hind the tower, as he well knew, were heaps of stones, large and small, piled against the face of the cliff. He had al­ways be­lieved that the In­di­an watch­men piled them there for am­muni­tion. Thea and Fred had come upon these mis­siles and were throw­ing them for dis­tance. As Bilt­mer ap­proached he could hear them laugh­ing, and he caught Thea’s voice, high and ex­cited, with a ring of vex­a­tion in it. Fred was teach­ing her to throw a heavy stone like a dis­cus. When it was Fred’s turn, he sent a tri­an­gu­lar-shaped stone out in­to the air with con­sid­er­able skill. Thea watched it en­vi­ously, stand­ing in a half-de­fi­ant pos­ture, her sleeves rolled above her el­bows and her face flushed with heat and ex­cite­ment. After Fred’s third mis­sile had rung upon the rocks be­low, she snatched up a stone and stepped im­pa­tiently out on the ledge in front of him. He caught her by the el­bows and pulled her back.

			“Not so close, you silly! You’ll spin your­self off in a minute.”

			“You went that close. There’s your heel-mark,” she re­tor­ted.

			“Well, I know how. That makes a dif­fer­ence.” He drew a mark in the dust with his toe. “There, that’s right. Don’t step over that. Pivot your­self on your spine, and make a half turn. When you’ve swung your length, let it go.”

			Thea settled the flat piece of rock between her wrist and fin­gers, faced the cliff wall, stretched her arm in po­s­i­tion, whirled round on her left foot to the full stretch of her body, and let the mis­sile spin out over the gulf. She hung ex­pect­antly in the air, for­get­ting to draw back her arm, her eyes fol­low­ing the stone as if it car­ried her for­tunes with it. Her com­rade watched her; there wer­en’t many girls who could show a line like that from the toe to the thigh, from the shoulder to the tip of the out­stretched hand. The stone spent it­self and began to fall. Thea drew back and struck her knee furi­ously with her palm.

			“There it goes again! Not nearly so far as yours. What is the mat­ter with me? Give me an­oth­er.” She faced the cliff and whirled again. The stone spun out, not quite so far as be­fore.

			Ot­ten­burg laughed. “Why do you keep on work­ing after you’ve thrown it? You can’t help it along then.”

			Without reply­ing, Thea stooped and se­lec­ted an­oth­er stone, took a deep breath and made an­oth­er turn. Fred watched the disk, ex­claim­ing, “Good girl! You got past the pine that time. That’s a good throw.”

			She took out her handker­chief and wiped her glow­ing face and throat, paus­ing to feel her right shoulder with her left hand.

			“Ah—ha, you’ve made your­self sore, haven’t you? What did I tell you? You go at things too hard. I’ll tell you what I’m go­ing to do, Thea,” Fred dus­ted his hands and began tuck­ing in the blouse of his shirt, “I’m go­ing to make some single­sticks and teach you to fence. You’d be all right there. You’re light and quick and you’ve got lots of drive in you. I’d like to have you come at me with foils; you’d look so fierce,” he chuckled.

			She turned away from him and stub­bornly sent out an­oth­er stone, hanging in the air after its flight. Her fury amused Fred, who took all games lightly and played them well. She was breath­ing hard, and little beads of mois­ture had gathered on her up­per lip. He slipped his arm about her. “If you will look as pretty as that—” he bent his head and kissed her. Thea was startled, gave him an angry push, drove at him with her free hand in a man­ner quite hos­tile. Fred was on his mettle in an in­stant. He pinned both her arms down and kissed her res­ol­utely.

			When he re­leased her, she turned away and spoke over her shoulder. “That was mean of you, but I sup­pose I de­served what I got.”

			“I should say you did de­serve it,” Fred panted, “turn­ing sav­age on me like that! I should say you did de­serve it!”

			He saw her shoulders harden. “Well, I just said I de­served it, didn’t I? What more do you want?”

			“I want you to tell me why you flew at me like that! You wer­en’t play­ing; you looked as if you’d like to murder me.”

			She brushed back her hair im­pa­tiently. “I didn’t mean any­thing, really. You in­ter­rup­ted me when I was watch­ing the stone. I can’t jump from one thing to an­oth­er. I pushed you without think­ing.”

			Fred thought her back ex­pressed con­tri­tion. He went up to her, stood be­hind her with his chin above her shoulder, and said some­thing in her ear. Thea laughed and turned to­ward him. They left the stone-pile care­lessly, as if they had nev­er been in­ter­ested in it, roun­ded the yel­low tower, and dis­ap­peared in­to the second turn of the canyon, where the dead city, in­ter­rup­ted by the jut­ting promon­tory, began again.

			Old Bilt­mer had been some­what em­bar­rassed by the turn the game had taken. He had not heard their con­ver­sa­tion, but the pan­to­mime against the rocks was clear enough. When the two young people dis­ap­peared, their host re­treated rap­idly to­ward the head of the canyon.

			“I guess that young lady can take care of her­self,” he chuckled. “Young Fred, though, he has quite a way with them.”

		
	
		
			VI

			Day was break­ing over Pan­ther Canyon. The gulf was cold and full of heavy, purplish twi­light. The wood smoke which drif­ted from one of the cliff-houses hung in a blue scarf across the chasm, un­til the draft caught it and whirled it away. Thea was crouch­ing in the door­way of her rock house, while Ot­ten­burg looked after the crack­ling fire in the next cave. He was wait­ing for it to burn down to coals be­fore he put the cof­fee on to boil.

			They had left the ranch house that morn­ing a little after three o’clock, hav­ing packed their camp equip­ment the day be­fore, and had crossed the open pas­ture land with their lan­tern while the stars were still bright. Dur­ing the des­cent in­to the canyon by lan­tern-light, they were chilled through their coats and sweat­ers. The lan­tern crept slowly along the rock trail, where the heavy air seemed to of­fer res­ist­ance. The voice of the stream at the bot­tom of the gorge was hol­low and threat­en­ing, much louder and deep­er than it ever was by day—an­oth­er voice al­to­geth­er. The sul­len­ness of the place seemed to say that the world could get on very well without people, red or white; that un­der the hu­man world there was a geo­lo­gic­al world, con­duct­ing its si­lent, im­mense op­er­a­tions which were in­dif­fer­ent to man. Thea had of­ten seen the desert sun­rise—a light­hearted af­fair, where the sun springs out of bed and the world is golden in an in­stant. But this canyon seemed to waken like an old man, with rheum and stiff­ness of the joints, with heav­i­ness, and a dull, ma­lig­nant mind. She crouched against the wall while the stars faded, and thought what cour­age the early races must have had to en­dure so much for the little they got out of life.

			At last a kind of hope­ful­ness broke in the air. In a mo­ment the pine trees up on the edge of the rim were flash­ing with cop­pery fire. The thin red clouds which hung above their poin­ted tops began to boil and move rap­idly, weav­ing in and out like smoke. The swal­lows dar­ted out of their rock houses as at a sig­nal, and flew up­ward, to­ward the rim. Little brown birds began to chirp in the bushes along the wa­ter­course down at the bot­tom of the rav­ine, where everything was still dusky and pale. At first the golden light seemed to hang like a wave upon the rim of the canyon; the trees and bushes up there, which one scarcely no­ticed at noon, stood out mag­ni­fied by the slant­ing rays. Long, thin streaks of light began to reach quiv­er­ingly down in­to the canyon. The red sun rose rap­idly above the tops of the blaz­ing pines, and its glow burst in­to the gulf, about the very door­step on which Thea sat. It bored in­to the wet, dark un­der­brush. The drip­ping cherry bushes, the pale as­pens, and the frosty piñons were glit­ter­ing and trem­bling, swim­ming in the li­quid gold. All the pale, dusty little herbs of the bean fam­ily, nev­er seen by any­one but a bot­an­ist, be­came for a mo­ment in­di­vidu­al and im­port­ant, their silky leaves quite beau­ti­ful with dew and light. The arch of sky over­head, heavy as lead a little while be­fore, lif­ted, be­came more and more trans­par­ent, and one could look up in­to depths of pearly blue.

			The sa­vor of cof­fee and ba­con mingled with the smell of wet ce­dars dry­ing, and Fred called to Thea that he was ready for her. They sat down in the door­way of his kit­chen, with the warmth of the live coals be­hind them and the sun­light on their faces, and began their break­fast, Mrs. Bilt­mer’s thick cof­fee cups and the cream bottle between them, the cof­fee­pot and fry­ing-pan con­veni­ently keep­ing hot among the em­bers.

			“I thought you were go­ing back on the whole pro­pos­i­tion, Thea, when you were crawl­ing along with that lan­tern. I couldn’t get a word out of you.”

			“I know. I was cold and hungry, and I didn’t be­lieve there was go­ing to be any morn­ing, any­way. Didn’t you feel queer, at all?”

			Fred squin­ted above his smoking cup. “Well, I am nev­er strong for get­ting up be­fore the sun. The world looks un­fur­nished. When I first lit the fire and had a square look at you, I thought I’d got the wrong girl. Pale, grim—you were a sight!”

			Thea leaned back in­to the shad­ow of the rock room and warmed her hands over the coals. “It was dis­mal enough. How warm these walls are, all the way round; and your break­fast is so good. I’m all right now, Fred.”

			“Yes, you’re all right now.” Fred lit a ci­gar­ette and looked at her crit­ic­ally as her head emerged in­to the sun again. “You get up every morn­ing just a little bit hand­somer than you were the day be­fore. I’d love you just as much if you were not turn­ing in­to one of the love­li­est wo­men I’ve ever seen; but you are, and that’s a fact to be reckoned with.” He watched her across the thin line of smoke he blew from his lips. “What are you go­ing to do with all that beauty and all that tal­ent, Miss Kron­borg?”

			She turned away to the fire again. “I don’t know what you’re talk­ing about,” she muttered with an awk­ward­ness which did not con­ceal her pleas­ure.

			Ot­ten­burg laughed softly. “Oh, yes, you do! Nobody bet­ter! You’re a close one, but you give your­self away some­times, like every­body else. Do you know, I’ve de­cided that you nev­er do a single thing without an ul­teri­or motive.” He threw away his ci­gar­ette, took out his to­bacco-pouch and began to fill his pipe. “You ride and fence and walk and climb, but I know that all the while you’re get­ting some­where in your mind. All these things are in­stru­ments; and I, too, am an in­stru­ment.” He looked up in time to in­ter­cept a quick, startled glance from Thea. “Oh, I don’t mind,” he chuckled; “not a bit. Every wo­man, every in­ter­est­ing wo­man, has ul­teri­or motives, many of ’em less cred­it­able than yours. It’s your con­stancy that amuses me. You must have been do­ing it ever since you were two feet high.”

			Thea looked slowly up at her com­pan­ion’s good-hu­mored face. His eyes, some­times too rest­less and sym­path­et­ic in town, had grown stead­i­er and clear­er in the open air. His short curly beard and yel­low hair had reddened in the sun and wind. The pleas­ant vig­or of his per­son was al­ways de­light­ful to her, some­thing to sig­nal to and laugh with in a world of neg­at­ive people. With Fred she was nev­er be­calmed. There was al­ways life in the air, al­ways some­thing com­ing and go­ing, a rhythm of feel­ing and ac­tion—stronger than the nat­ur­al ac­cord of youth. As she looked at him, lean­ing against the sunny wall, she felt a de­sire to be frank with him. She was not will­fully hold­ing any­thing back. But, on the oth­er hand, she could not force things that held them­selves back. “Yes, it was like that when I was little,” she said at last. “I had to be close, as you call it, or go un­der. But I didn’t know I had been like that since you came. I’ve had noth­ing to be close about. I haven’t thought about any­thing but hav­ing a good time with you. I’ve just drif­ted.”

			Fred blew a trail of smoke out in­to the breeze and looked know­ing. “Yes, you drift like a rifle ball, my dear. It’s your—your dir­ec­tion that I like best of all. Most fel­lows wouldn’t, you know. I’m un­usu­al.”

			They both laughed, but Thea frowned ques­tion­ingly. “Why wouldn’t most fel­lows? Oth­er fel­lows have liked me.”

			“Yes, ser­i­ous fel­lows. You told me your­self they were all old, or sol­emn. But jolly fel­lows want to be the whole tar­get. They would say you were all brain and muscle; that you have no feel­ing.”

			She glanced at him side­wise. “Oh, they would, would they?”

			“Of course they would,” Fred con­tin­ued blandly. “Jolly fel­lows have no ima­gin­a­tion. They want to be the an­im­at­ing force. When they are not around, they want a girl to be—ex­tinct,” he waved his hand. “Old fel­lows like Mr. Nath­an­mey­er un­der­stand your kind; but among the young ones, you are rather lucky to have found me. Even I wasn’t al­ways so wise. I’ve had my time of think­ing it would not bore me to be the Apollo of a homey flat, and I’ve paid out a trifle to learn bet­ter. All those things get very te­di­ous un­less they are hooked up with an idea of some sort. It’s be­cause we don’t come out here only to look at each oth­er and drink cof­fee that it’s so pleas­ant to—look at each oth­er.” Fred drew on his pipe for a while, study­ing Thea’s ab­strac­tion. She was star­ing up at the far wall of the canyon with a troubled ex­pres­sion that drew her eyes nar­row and her mouth hard. Her hands lay in her lap, one over the oth­er, the fin­gers in­ter­la­cing. “Sup­pose,” Fred came out at length—“sup­pose I were to of­fer you what most of the young men I know would of­fer a girl they’d been sit­ting up nights about: a com­fort­able flat in Chica­go, a sum­mer camp up in the woods, mu­sic­al even­ings, and a fam­ily to bring up. Would it look at­tract­ive to you?”

			Thea sat up straight and stared at him in alarm, glared in­to his eyes. “Per­fectly hideous!” she ex­claimed.

			Fred dropped back against the old stone­work and laughed deep in his chest. “Well, don’t be frightened. I won’t of­fer them. You’re not a nest-build­ing bird. You know I al­ways liked your song, ‘Me for the jolt of the break­ers!’ I un­der­stand.”

			She rose im­pa­tiently and walked to the edge of the cliff. “It’s not that so much. It’s wak­ing up every morn­ing with the feel­ing that your life is your own, and your strength is your own, and your tal­ent is your own; that you’re all there, and there’s no sag in you.” She stood for a mo­ment as if she were tor­tured by un­cer­tainty, then turned sud­denly back to him. “Don’t talk about these things any more now,” she en­treated. “It isn’t that I want to keep any­thing from you. The trouble is that I’ve got noth­ing to keep—ex­cept (you know as well as I) that feel­ing. I told you about it in Chica­go once. But it al­ways makes me un­happy to talk about it. It will spoil the day. Will you go for a climb with me?” She held out her hands with a smile so eager that it made Ot­ten­burg feel how much she needed to get away from her­self.

			He sprang up and caught the hands she put out so cor­di­ally, and stood swinging them back and forth. “I won’t tease you. A word’s enough to me. But I love it, all the same. Un­der­stand?” He pressed her hands and dropped them. “Now, where are you go­ing to drag me?”

			“I want you to drag me. Over there, to the oth­er houses. They are more in­ter­est­ing than these.” She poin­ted across the gorge to the row of white houses in the oth­er cliff. “The trail is broken away, but I got up there once. It’s pos­sible. You have to go to the bot­tom of the canyon, cross the creek, and then go up hand over hand.”

			Ot­ten­burg, loun­ging against the sunny wall, his hands in the pock­ets of his jack­et, looked across at the dis­tant dwell­ings. “It’s an aw­ful climb,” he sighed, “when I could be per­fectly happy here with my pipe. How­ever—” He took up his stick and hat and fol­lowed Thea down the wa­ter trail. “Do you climb this path every day? You surely earn your bath. I went down and had a look at your pool the oth­er af­ter­noon. Neat place, with all those little cot­ton­woods. Must be very be­com­ing.”

			“Think so?” Thea said over her shoulder, as she swung round a turn.

			“Yes, and so do you, evid­ently. I’m be­com­ing ex­pert at read­ing your mean­ing in your back. I’m be­hind you so much on these single-foot trails. You don’t wear stays, do you?”

			“Not here.”

			“I wouldn’t, any­where, if I were you. They will make you less elast­ic. The side muscles get flabby. If you go in for op­era, there’s a for­tune in a flex­ible body. Most of the Ger­man sing­ers are clumsy, even when they’re well set up.”

			Thea switched a piñon branch back at him. “Oh, I’ll nev­er get fat! That I can prom­ise you.”

			Fred smiled, look­ing after her. “Keep that prom­ise, no mat­ter how many oth­ers you break,” he drawled.

			The up­ward climb, after they had crossed the stream, was at first a breath­less scramble through un­der­brush. When they reached the big boulders, Ot­ten­burg went first be­cause he had the longer leg-reach, and gave Thea a hand when the step was quite bey­ond her, swinging her up un­til she could get a foothold. At last they reached a little plat­form among the rocks, with only a hun­dred feet of jagged, slop­ing wall between them and the cliff-houses.

			Ot­ten­burg lay down un­der a pine tree and de­clared that he was go­ing to have a pipe be­fore he went any farther. “It’s a good thing to know when to stop, Thea,” he said mean­ingly.

			“I’m not go­ing to stop now un­til I get there,” Thea in­sisted. “I’ll go on alone.”

			Fred settled his shoulder against the tree-trunk. “Go on if you like, but I’m here to en­joy my­self. If you meet a rat­tler on the way, have it out with him.”

			She hes­it­ated, fan­ning her­self with her felt hat. “I nev­er have met one.”

			“There’s reas­on­ing for you,” Fred mur­mured lan­guidly.

			Thea turned away res­ol­utely and began to go up the wall, us­ing an ir­reg­u­lar cleft in the rock for a path. The cliff, which looked al­most per­pen­dic­u­lar from the bot­tom, was really made up of ledges and boulders, and be­hind these she soon dis­ap­peared. For a long while Fred smoked with half-closed eyes, smil­ing to him­self now and again. Oc­ca­sion­ally he lif­ted an eye­brow as he heard the rattle of small stones among the rocks above. “In a tem­per,” he con­cluded; “do her good.” Then he sub­sided in­to warm drowsi­ness and listened to the lo­custs in the yuc­cas, and the tap-tap of the old wood­peck­er that was nev­er weary of as­sault­ing the big pine.

			Fred had fin­ished his pipe and was won­der­ing wheth­er he wanted an­oth­er, when he heard a call from the cliff far above him. Look­ing up, he saw Thea stand­ing on the edge of a pro­ject­ing crag. She waved to him and threw her arm over her head, as if she were snap­ping her fin­gers in the air.

			As he saw her there between the sky and the gulf, with that great wash of air and the morn­ing light about her, Fred re­called the bril­liant fig­ure at Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er’s. Thea was one of those people who emerge, un­ex­pec­tedly, lar­ger than we are ac­cus­tomed to see them. Even at this dis­tance one got the im­pres­sion of mus­cu­lar en­ergy and au­da­city—a kind of bril­liancy of mo­tion—of a per­son­al­ity that car­ried across big spaces and ex­pan­ded among big things. Ly­ing still, with his hands un­der his head, Ot­ten­burg rhet­or­ic­ally ad­dressed the fig­ure in the air. “You are the sort that used to run wild in Ger­many, dressed in their hair and a piece of skin. Sol­diers caught ’em in nets. Old Nath­an­mey­er,” he mused, “would like a peep at her now. Know­ing old fel­low. Al­ways buy­ing those Zorn etch­ings of peas­ant girls bathing. No sag in them either. Must be the cold cli­mate.” He sat up. “She’ll be­gin to pitch rocks on me if I don’t move.” In re­sponse to an­oth­er im­pa­tient ges­ture from the crag, he rose and began swinging slowly up the trail.

			

			It was the af­ter­noon of that long day. Thea was ly­ing on a blanket in the door of her rock house. She and Ot­ten­burg had come back from their climb and had lunch, and he had gone off for a nap in one of the cliff-houses farther down the path. He was sleep­ing peace­fully, his coat un­der his head and his face turned to­ward the wall.

			Thea, too, was drowsy, and lay look­ing through half-closed eyes up at the blaz­ing blue arch over the rim of the canyon. She was think­ing of noth­ing at all. Her mind, like her body, was full of warmth, las­sit­ude, phys­ic­al con­tent. Sud­denly an eagle, tawny and of great size, sailed over the cleft in which she lay, across the arch of sky. He dropped for a mo­ment in­to the gulf between the walls, then wheeled, and moun­ted un­til his plumage was so steeped in light that he looked like a golden bird. He swept on, fol­low­ing the course of the canyon a little way and then dis­ap­pear­ing bey­ond the rim. Thea sprang to her feet as if she had been thrown up from the rock by vol­can­ic ac­tion. She stood ri­gid on the edge of the stone shelf, strain­ing her eyes after that strong, tawny flight. O eagle of eagles! En­deavor, achieve­ment, de­sire, glor­i­ous striv­ing of hu­man art! From a cleft in the heart of the world she sa­luted it … It had come all the way; when men lived in caves, it was there. A van­ished race; but along the trails, in the stream, un­der the spread­ing cac­tus, there still glittered in the sun the bits of their frail clay ves­sels, frag­ments of their de­sire.

		
	
		
			VII

			From the day of Fred’s ar­rival, he and Thea were un­ceas­ingly act­ive. They took long rides in­to the Navajo pine forests, bought tur­quoises and sil­ver brace­lets from the wan­der­ing In­di­an herds­men, and rode twenty miles to Flag­staff upon the slight­est pre­text. Thea had nev­er felt this pleas­ant ex­cite­ment about any man be­fore, and she found her­self try­ing very hard to please young Ot­ten­burg. She was nev­er tired, nev­er dull. There was a zest about wak­ing up in the morn­ing and dress­ing, about walk­ing, rid­ing, even about sleep.

			One morn­ing when Thea came out from her room at sev­en o’clock, she found Henry and Fred on the porch, look­ing up at the sky. The day was already hot and there was no breeze. The sun was shin­ing, but heavy brown clouds were hanging in the west, like the smoke of a forest fire. She and Fred had meant to ride to Flag­staff that morn­ing, but Bilt­mer ad­vised against it, fore­tell­ing a storm. After break­fast they lingered about the house, wait­ing for the weath­er to make up its mind. Fred had brought his gui­tar, and as they had the din­ing-room to them­selves, he made Thea go over some songs with him. They got in­ter­ested and kept it up un­til Mrs. Bilt­mer came to set the table for din­ner. Ot­ten­burg knew some of the Mex­ic­an things Span­ish Johnny used to sing. Thea had nev­er be­fore happened to tell him about Span­ish Johnny, and he seemed more in­ter­ested in Johnny than in Dr. Arch­ie or Wun­sch.

			After din­ner they were too rest­less to en­dure the ranch house any longer, and ran away to the canyon to prac­tice with single­sticks. Fred car­ried a slick­er and a sweat­er, and he made Thea wear one of the rub­ber hats that hung in Bilt­mer’s gun-room. As they crossed the pas­ture land the clumsy slick­er kept catch­ing in the la­cings of his leg­gings.

			“Why don’t you drop that thing?” Thea asked. “I won’t mind a shower. I’ve been wet be­fore.”

			“No use tak­ing chances.”

			From the canyon they were un­able to watch the sky, since only a strip of the zenith was vis­ible. The flat ledge about the watchtower was the only level spot large enough for single­stick ex­er­cise, and they were still prac­ti­cing there when, at about four o’clock, a tre­mend­ous roll of thun­der echoed between the cliffs and the at­mo­sphere sud­denly be­came thick.

			Fred thrust the sticks in a cleft in the rock. “We’re in for it, Thea. Bet­ter make for your cave where there are blankets.” He caught her el­bow and hur­ried her along the path be­fore the cliff-houses. They made the half-mile at a quick trot, and as they ran the rocks and the sky and the air between the cliffs turned a tur­bid green, like the col­or in a moss agate. When they reached the blanketed rock room, they looked at each oth­er and laughed. Their faces had taken on a green­ish pal­lor. Thea’s hair, even, was green.

			“Dark as pitch in here,” Fred ex­claimed as they hur­ried over the old rock door­step. “But it’s warm. The rocks hold the heat. It’s go­ing to be ter­ribly cold out­side, all right.” He was in­ter­rup­ted by a deaf­en­ing peal of thun­der. “Lord, what an echo! Lucky you don’t mind. It’s worth watch­ing out there. We needn’t come in yet.”

			The green light grew mur­ki­er and mur­ki­er. The smal­ler ve­get­a­tion was blot­ted out. The yuc­cas, the ce­dars, and piñons stood dark and ri­gid, like bronze. The swal­lows flew up with sharp, ter­ri­fied twit­ter­ings. Even the quak­ing asps were still. While Fred and Thea watched from the door­way, the light changed to purple. Clouds of dark va­por, like chlor­ine gas, began to float down from the head of the canyon and hung between them and the cliff-houses in the op­pos­ite wall. Be­fore they knew it, the wall it­self had dis­ap­peared. The air was pos­it­ively venom­ous-look­ing, and grew colder every minute. The thun­der seemed to crash against one cliff, then against the oth­er, and to go shriek­ing off in­to the in­ner canyon.

			The mo­ment the rain broke, it beat the va­pors down. In the gulf be­fore them the wa­ter fell in spouts, and dashed from the high cliffs over­head. It tore as­pens and chokech­erry bushes out of the ground and left the yuc­cas hanging by their tough roots. Only the little ce­dars stood black and un­moved in the tor­rents that fell from so far above. The rock cham­ber was full of fine spray from the streams of wa­ter that shot over the door­way. Thea crept to the back wall and rolled her­self in a blanket, and Fred threw the heav­ier blankets over her. The wool of the Navajo sheep was soon kindled by the warmth of her body, and was im­pen­et­rable to damp­ness. Her hair, where it hung be­low the rub­ber hat, gathered the mois­ture like a sponge. Fred put on the slick­er, tied the sweat­er about his neck, and settled him­self cross-legged be­side her. The cham­ber was so dark that, al­though he could see the out­line of her head and shoulders, he could not see her face. He struck a wax match to light his pipe. As he sheltered it between his hands, it sizzled and sputtered, throw­ing a yel­low flick­er over Thea and her blankets.

			“You look like a gypsy,” he said as he dropped the match. “Any­one you’d rather be shut up with than me? No? Sure about that?”

			“I think I am. Aren’t you cold?”

			“Not es­pe­cially.” Fred smoked in si­lence, listen­ing to the roar of the wa­ter out­side. “We may not get away from here right away,” he re­marked.

			“I shan’t mind. Shall you?”

			He laughed grimly and pulled on his pipe. “Do you know where you’re at, Miss Thea Kron­borg?” he said at last. “You’ve got me go­ing pretty hard, I sup­pose you know. I’ve had a lot of sweet­hearts, but I’ve nev­er been so much—en­grossed be­fore. What are you go­ing to do about it?” He heard noth­ing from the blankets. “Are you go­ing to play fair, or is it about my cue to cut away?”

			“I’ll play fair. I don’t see why you want to go.”

			“What do you want me around for?—to play with?”

			Thea struggled up among the blankets. “I want you for everything. I don’t know wheth­er I’m what people call in love with you or not. In Moon­stone that meant sit­ting in a ham­mock with some­body. I don’t want to sit in a ham­mock with you, but I want to do al­most everything else. Oh, hun­dreds of things!”

			“If I run away, will you go with me?”

			“I don’t know. I’ll have to think about that. Maybe I would.” She freed her­self from her wrap­pings and stood up. “It’s not rain­ing so hard now. Hadn’t we bet­ter start this minute? It will be night be­fore we get to Bilt­mer’s.”

			Fred struck an­oth­er match. “It’s sev­en. I don’t know how much of the path may be washed away. I don’t even know wheth­er I ought to let you try it without a lan­tern.”

			Thea went to the door­way and looked out. “There’s noth­ing else to do. The sweat­er and the slick­er will keep me dry, and this will be my chance to find out wheth­er these shoes are really wa­ter­tight. They cost a week’s salary.” She re­treated to the back of the cave. “It’s get­ting black­er every minute.”

			Ot­ten­burg took a brandy flask from his coat pock­et. “Bet­ter have some of this be­fore we start. Can you take it without wa­ter?”

			Thea lif­ted it obed­i­ently to her lips. She put on the sweat­er and Fred helped her to get the clumsy slick­er on over it. He buttoned it and fastened the high col­lar. She could feel that his hands were hur­ried and clumsy. The coat was too big, and he took off his neck­tie and belted it in at the waist. While she tucked her hair more se­curely un­der the rub­ber hat he stood in front of her, between her and the gray door­way, without mov­ing.

			“Are you ready to go?” she asked care­lessly.

			“If you are,” he spoke quietly, without mov­ing, ex­cept to bend his head for­ward a little.

			Thea laughed and put her hands on his shoulders. “You know how to handle me, don’t you?” she whispered. For the first time, she kissed him without con­straint or em­bar­rass­ment.

			“Thea, Thea, Thea!” Fred whispered her name three times, shak­ing her a little as if to waken her. It was too dark to see, but he could feel that she was smil­ing.

			When she kissed him she had not hid­den her face on his shoulder—she had ris­en a little on her toes, and stood straight and free. In that mo­ment when he came close to her ac­tu­al per­son­al­ity, he felt in her the same ex­pan­sion that he had no­ticed at Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er’s. She be­came freer and stronger un­der im­pulses. When she rose to meet him like that, he felt her flash in­to everything that she had ever sug­ges­ted to him, as if she filled out her own shad­ow.

			She pushed him away and shot past him out in­to the rain. “Now for it, Fred,” she called back ex­ult­antly. The rain was pour­ing stead­ily down through the dy­ing gray twi­light, and muddy streams were spout­ing and foam­ing over the cliff.

			Fred caught her and held her back. “Keep be­hind me, Thea. I don’t know about the path. It may be gone al­to­geth­er. Can’t tell what there is un­der this wa­ter.”

			But the path was older than the white man’s Ari­zona. The rush of wa­ter had washed away the dust and stones that lay on the sur­face, but the rock skel­et­on of the In­di­an trail was there, ready for the foot. Where the streams poured down through gul­lies, there was al­ways a ce­dar or a piñon to cling to. By wad­ing and slip­ping and climb­ing, they got along. As they neared the head of the canyon, where the path lif­ted and rose in steep loops to the sur­face of the plat­eau, the climb was more dif­fi­cult. The earth above had broken away and washed down over the trail, bring­ing rocks and bushes and even young trees with it. The last ghost of day­light was dy­ing and there was no time to lose. The canyon be­hind them was already black.

			“We’ve got to go right through the top of this pine tree, Thea. No time to hunt a way around. Give me your hand.” After they had crashed through the mass of branches, Fred stopped ab­ruptly. “Gosh, what a hole! Can you jump it? Wait a minute.”

			He cleared the washout, slipped on the wet rock at the farther side, and caught him­self just in time to es­cape a tumble. “If I could only find some­thing to hold to, I could give you a hand. It’s so cursed dark, and there are no trees here where they’re needed. Here’s some­thing; it’s a root. It will hold all right.” He braced him­self on the rock, gripped the crooked root with one hand and swung him­self across to­ward Thea, hold­ing out his arm. “Good jump! I must say you don’t lose your nerve in a tight place. Can you keep at it a little longer? We’re al­most out. Have to make that next ledge. Put your foot on my knee and catch some­thing to pull by.”

			Thea went up over his shoulder. “It’s hard ground up here,” she panted. “Did I wrench your arm when I slipped then? It was a cac­tus I grabbed, and it startled me.”

			“Now, one more pull and we’re on the level.”

			They emerged gasp­ing upon the black plat­eau. In the last five minutes the dark­ness had so­lid­i­fied and it seemed as if the skies were pour­ing black wa­ter. They could not see where the sky ended or the plain began. The light at the ranch house burned a steady spark through the rain. Fred drew Thea’s arm through his and they struck off to­ward the light. They could not see each oth­er, and the rain at their backs seemed to drive them along. They kept laugh­ing as they stumbled over tufts of grass or stepped in­to slip­pery pools. They were de­lighted with each oth­er and with the ad­ven­ture which lay be­hind them.

			“I can’t even see the whites of your eyes, Thea. But I’d know who was here step­ping out with me, any­where. Part coyote you are, by the feel of you. When you make up your mind to jump, you jump! My gra­cious, what’s the mat­ter with your hand?”

			“Cac­tus spines. Didn’t I tell you when I grabbed the cac­tus? I thought it was a root. Are we go­ing straight?”

			“I don’t know. Some­where near it, I think. I’m very com­fort­able, aren’t you? You’re warm, ex­cept your cheeks. How funny they are when they’re wet. Still, you al­ways feel like you. I like this. I could walk to Flag­staff. It’s fun, not be­ing able to see any­thing. I feel surer of you when I can’t see you. Will you run away with me?”

			Thea laughed. “I won’t run far to­night. I’ll think about it. Look, Fred, there’s some­body com­ing.”

			“Henry, with his lan­tern. Good enough! Hal­loo! Hallo—o—o!” Fred shouted.

			The mov­ing light bobbed to­ward them. In half an hour Thea was in her big feath­er bed, drink­ing hot len­til soup, and al­most be­fore the soup was swal­lowed she was asleep.

		
	
		
			VIII

			On the first day of Septem­ber Fred Ot­ten­burg and Thea Kron­borg left Flag­staff by the east­bound ex­press. As the bright morn­ing ad­vanced, they sat alone on the rear plat­form of the ob­ser­va­tion car, watch­ing the yel­low miles un­fold and dis­ap­pear. With com­plete con­tent they saw the bril­liant, empty coun­try flash by. They were tired of the desert and the dead races, of a world without change or ideas. Fred said he was glad to sit back and let the Santa Fe do the work for a while.

			“And where are we go­ing, any­how?” he ad­ded.

			“To Chica­go, I sup­pose. Where else would we be go­ing?” Thea hunted for a handker­chief in her hand­bag.

			“I wasn’t sure, so I had the trunks checked to Al­buquerque. We can recheck there to Chica­go, if you like. Why Chica­go? You’ll nev­er go back to Bowers. Why wouldn’t this be a good time to make a run for it? We could take the south­ern branch at Al­buquerque, down to El Paso, and then over in­to Mex­ico. We are ex­cep­tion­ally free. Nobody wait­ing for us any­where.”

			Thea sighted along the steel rails that quivered in the light be­hind them. “I don’t see why I couldn’t marry you in Chica­go, as well as any place,” she brought out with some em­bar­rass­ment.

			Fred took the hand­bag out of her nervous clasp and swung it about on his fin­ger. “You’ve no par­tic­u­lar love for that spot, have you? Be­sides, as I’ve told you, my fam­ily would make a row. They are an ex­cit­able lot. They dis­cuss and ar­gue ever­last­ingly. The only way I can ever put any­thing through is to go ahead, and con­vince them af­ter­ward.”

			“Yes; I un­der­stand. I don’t mind that. I don’t want to marry your fam­ily. I’m sure you wouldn’t want to marry mine. But I don’t see why we have to go so far.”

			“When we get to Winslow, you look about the freight yards and you’ll prob­ably see sev­er­al yel­low cars with my name on them. That’s why, my dear. When your vis­it­ing-card is on every beer bottle, you can’t do things quietly. Things get in­to the pa­pers.” As he watched her troubled ex­pres­sion, he grew anxious. He leaned for­ward on his camp-chair, and kept twirl­ing the hand­bag between his knees. “Here’s a sug­ges­tion, Thea,” he said presently. “Dis­miss it if you don’t like it: sup­pose we go down to Mex­ico on the chance. You’ve nev­er seen any­thing like Mex­ico City; it will be a lark for you, any­how. If you change your mind, and don’t want to marry me, you can go back to Chica­go, and I’ll take a steam­er from Vera Cruz and go up to New York. When I get to Chica­go, you’ll be at work, and nobody will ever be the wiser. No reas­on why we shouldn’t both travel in Mex­ico, is there? You’ll be trav­el­ing alone. I’ll merely tell you the right places to stop, and come to take you driv­ing. I won’t put any pres­sure on you. Have I ever?” He swung the bag to­ward her and looked up un­der her hat.

			“No, you haven’t,” she mur­mured. She was think­ing that her own po­s­i­tion might be less dif­fi­cult if he had used what he called pres­sure. He clearly wished her to take the re­spons­ib­il­ity.

			“You have your own fu­ture in the back of your mind all the time,” Fred began, “and I have it in mine. I’m not go­ing to try to carry you off, as I might an­oth­er girl. If you wanted to quit me, I couldn’t hold you, no mat­ter how many times you had mar­ried me. I don’t want to over­per­suade you. But I’d like mighty well to get you down to that jolly old city, where everything would please you, and give my­self a chance. Then, if you thought you could have a bet­ter time with me than without me, I’d try to grab you be­fore you changed your mind. You are not a sen­ti­ment­al per­son.”

			Thea drew her veil down over her face. “I think I am, a little; about you,” she said quietly. Fred’s irony some­how hurt her.

			“What’s at the bot­tom of your mind, Thea?” he asked hur­riedly. “I can’t tell. Why do you con­sider it at all, if you’re not sure? Why are you here with me now?”

			Her face was half-aver­ted. He was think­ing that it looked older and more firm—al­most hard—un­der a veil.

			“Isn’t it pos­sible to do things without hav­ing any very clear reas­on?” she asked slowly. “I have no plan in the back of my mind. Now that I’m with you, I want to be with you; that’s all. I can’t settle down to be­ing alone again. I am here today be­cause I want to be with you today.” She paused. “One thing, though; if I gave you my word, I’d keep it. And you could hold me, though you don’t seem to think so. Maybe I’m not sen­ti­ment­al, but I’m not very light, either. If I went off with you like this, it wouldn’t be to amuse my­self.”

			Ot­ten­burg’s eyes fell. His lips worked nervously for a mo­ment. “Do you mean that you really care for me, Thea Kron­borg?” he asked un­stead­ily.

			“I guess so. It’s like any­thing else. It takes hold of you and you’ve got to go through with it, even if you’re afraid. I was afraid to leave Moon­stone, and afraid to leave Harsa­nyi. But I had to go through with it.”

			“And are you afraid now?” Fred asked slowly.

			“Yes; more than I’ve ever been. But I don’t think I could go back. The past closes up be­hind one, some­how. One would rather have a new kind of misery. The old kind seems like death or un­con­scious­ness. You can’t force your life back in­to that mould again. No, one can’t go back.” She rose and stood by the back grat­ing of the plat­form, her hand on the brass rail.

			Fred went to her side. She pushed up her veil and turned her most glow­ing face to him. Her eyes were wet and there were tears on her lashes, but she was smil­ing the rare, whole­hearted smile he had seen once or twice be­fore. He looked at her shin­ing eyes, her par­ted lips, her chin a little lif­ted. It was as if they were colored by a sun­rise he could not see. He put his hand over hers and clasped it with a strength she felt. Her eye­lashes trembled, her mouth softened, but her eyes were still bril­liant.

			“Will you al­ways be like you were down there, if I go with you?” she asked un­der her breath.

			His fin­gers tightened on hers. “By God, I will!” he muttered.

			“That’s the only prom­ise I’ll ask you for. Now go away for a while and let me think about it. Come back at lunch­time and I’ll tell you. Will that do?”

			“Any­thing will do, Thea, if you’ll only let me keep an eye on you. The rest of the world doesn’t in­terest me much. You’ve got me in deep.”

			Fred dropped her hand and turned away. As he glanced back from the front end of the ob­ser­va­tion car, he saw that she was still stand­ing there, and any­one would have known that she was brood­ing over some­thing. The earn­est­ness of her head and shoulders had a cer­tain no­bil­ity. He stood look­ing at her for a mo­ment.

			When he reached the for­ward smoking-car, Fred took a seat at the end, where he could shut the oth­er pas­sen­gers from his sight. He put on his trav­el­ing-cap and sat down wear­ily, keep­ing his head near the win­dow. “In any case, I shall help her more than I shall hurt her,” he kept say­ing to him­self. He ad­mit­ted that this was not the only motive which im­pelled him, but it was one of them. “I’ll make it my busi­ness in life to get her on. There’s noth­ing else I care about so much as see­ing her have her chance. She hasn’t touched her real force yet. She isn’t even aware of it. Lord, don’t I know some­thing about them? There isn’t one of them that has such a depth to draw from. She’ll be one of the great artists of our time. Play­ing ac­com­pani­ments for that cheese-faced sneak! I’ll get her off to Ger­many this winter, or take her. She hasn’t got any time to waste now. I’ll make it up to her, all right.”

			Ot­ten­burg cer­tainly meant to make it up to her, in so far as he could. His feel­ing was as gen­er­ous as strong hu­man feel­ings are likely to be. The only trouble was, that he was mar­ried already, and had been since he was twenty.

			His older friends in Chica­go, people who had been friends of his fam­ily, knew of the un­for­tu­nate state of his per­son­al af­fairs; but they were people whom in the nat­ur­al course of things Thea Kron­borg would scarcely meet. Mrs. Fre­d­er­ick Ot­ten­burg lived in Cali­for­nia, at Santa Bar­bara, where her health was sup­posed to be bet­ter than else­where, and her hus­band lived in Chica­go. He vis­ited his wife every winter to re­in­force her po­s­i­tion, and his de­voted moth­er, al­though her hatred for her daugh­ter-in­law was scarcely ap­proach­able in words, went to Santa Bar­bara every year to make things look bet­ter and to re­lieve her son.

			

			When Fre­d­er­ick Ot­ten­burg was be­gin­ning his ju­ni­or year at Har­vard, he got a let­ter from Dick Bris­bane, a Kan­sas City boy he knew, telling him that his fiancée, Miss Edith Beers, was go­ing to New York to buy her trousseau. She would be at the Hol­land House, with her aunt and a girl from Kan­sas City who was to be a brides­maid, for two weeks or more. If Ot­ten­burg happened to be go­ing down to New York, would he call upon Miss Beers and “show her a good time”?

			Fred did hap­pen to be go­ing to New York. He was go­ing down from New Haven, after the Thanks­giv­ing game. He called on Miss Beers and found her, as he that night tele­graphed Bris­bane, a “rip­ping beauty, no mis­take.” He took her and her aunt and her un­in­ter­est­ing friend to the theat­er and to the op­era, and he asked them to lunch with him at the Wal­dorf. He took no little pains in ar­ran­ging the lunch­eon with the head waiter. Miss Beers was the sort of girl with whom a young man liked to seem ex­per­i­enced. She was dark and slender and fiery. She was witty and slangy; said dar­ing things and car­ried them off with non­chal­ance. Her child­ish ex­tra­vag­ance and con­tempt for all the ser­i­ous facts of life could be charged to her fath­er’s gen­er­os­ity and his long pack­ing­house purse. Freaks that would have been vul­gar and os­ten­ta­tious in a more sim­ple­minded girl, in Miss Beers seemed whim­sic­al and pic­tur­esque. She dar­ted about in mag­ni­fi­cent furs and pumps and close-cling­ing gowns, though that was the day of full skirts. Her hats were large and floppy. When she wriggled out of her mole­skin coat at lunch­eon, she looked like a slim black weasel. Her sat­in dress was a mere sheath, so con­spicu­ous by its sever­ity and scant­ness that every­one in the din­ing-room stared. She ate noth­ing but al­ligator-pear salad and hot­house grapes, drank a little cham­pagne, and took cognac in her cof­fee. She ri­diculed, in the ra­ci­est slang, the sing­ers they had heard at the op­era the night be­fore, and when her aunt pre­ten­ded to re­prove her, she mur­mured in­dif­fer­ently, “What’s the mat­ter with you, old sport?” She rattled on with a sub­dued lo­qua­cious­ness, al­ways keep­ing her voice low and mono­ton­ous, al­ways look­ing out of the corner of her eye and speak­ing, as it were, in asides, out of the corner of her mouth. She was scorn­ful of everything—which be­came her eye­brows. Her face was mo­bile and dis­con­ten­ted, her eyes quick and black. There was a sort of smoul­der­ing fire about her, young Ot­ten­burg thought. She en­ter­tained him prodi­giously.

			After lunch­eon Miss Beers said she was go­ing up­town to be fit­ted, and that she would go alone be­cause her aunt made her nervous. When Fred held her coat for her, she mur­mured, “Thank you, Al­phonse,” as if she were ad­dress­ing the waiter. As she stepped in­to a hansom, with a long stretch of thin silk stock­ing, she said neg­li­gently, over her fur col­lar, “Bet­ter let me take you along and drop you some­where.” He sprang in after her, and she told the driver to go to the Park.

			It was a bright winter day, and bit­terly cold. Miss Beers asked Fred to tell her about the game at New Haven, and when he did so paid no at­ten­tion to what he said. She sank back in­to the hansom and held her muff be­fore her face, lower­ing it oc­ca­sion­ally to ut­ter lac­on­ic re­marks about the people in the car­riages they passed, in­ter­rupt­ing Fred’s nar­rat­ive in a dis­con­cert­ing man­ner. As they entered the Park he happened to glance un­der her wide black hat at her black eyes and hair—the muff hid everything else—and dis­covered that she was cry­ing. To his so­li­cit­ous in­quiry she replied that it “was enough to make you damp, to go and try on dresses to marry a man you wer­en’t keen about.”

			Fur­ther ex­plan­a­tions fol­lowed. She had thought she was “per­fectly cracked” about Bris­bane, un­til she met Fred at the Hol­land House three days ago. Then she knew she would scratch Bris­bane’s eyes out if she mar­ried him. What was she go­ing to do?

			Fred told the driver to keep go­ing. What did she want to do? Well, she didn’t know. One had to marry some­body, after all the ma­chinery had been put in mo­tion. Per­haps she might as well scratch Bris­bane as any­body else; for scratch she would, if she didn’t get what she wanted.

			Of course, Fred agreed, one had to marry some­body. And cer­tainly this girl beat any­thing he had ever been up against be­fore. Again he told the driver to go ahead. Did she mean that she would think of mar­ry­ing him, by any chance? Of course she did, Al­phonse. Hadn’t he seen that all over her face three days ago? If he hadn’t, he was a snow­ball.

			By this time Fred was be­gin­ning to feel sorry for the driver. Miss Beers, how­ever, was com­pas­sion­less. After a few more turns, Fred sug­ges­ted tea at the Casino. He was very cold him­self, and re­mem­ber­ing the shin­ing silk hose and pumps, he wondered that the girl was not frozen. As they got out of the hansom, he slipped the driver a bill and told him to have some­thing hot while he waited.

			At the tea-table, in a snug glass en­clos­ure, with the steam sput­ter­ing in the pipes be­side them and a bril­liant winter sun­set without, they de­veloped their plan. Miss Beers had with her plenty of money, destined for trades­men, which she was quite will­ing to di­vert in­to oth­er chan­nels—the first ex­cite­ment of buy­ing a trousseau had worn off, any­way. It was very much like any oth­er shop­ping. Fred had his al­low­ance and a few hun­dred he had won on the game. She would meet him to­mor­row morn­ing at the Jer­sey ferry. They could take one of the west­bound Pennsylvania trains and go—any­where, some place where the laws wer­en’t too fussy.—Fred had not even thought about the laws!—It would be all right with her fath­er; he knew Fred’s fam­ily.

			Now that they were en­gaged, she thought she would like to drive a little more. They were jerked about in the cab for an­oth­er hour through the deser­ted Park. Miss Beers, hav­ing re­moved her hat, re­clined upon Fred’s shoulder.

			The next morn­ing they left Jer­sey City by the latest fast train out. They had some mis­ad­ven­tures, crossed sev­er­al States be­fore they found a justice ob­li­ging enough to marry two per­sons whose names auto­mat­ic­ally in­stig­ated in­quiry. The bride’s fam­ily were rather pleased with her ori­gin­al­ity; be­sides, any one of the Ot­ten­burg boys was clearly a bet­ter match than young Bris­bane. With Otto Ot­ten­burg, how­ever, the af­fair went down hard, and to his wife, the once proud Katar­ina Furst, such a dis­ap­point­ment was al­most un­bear­able. Her sons had al­ways been clay in her hands, and now the geliebter Sohn had es­caped her.

			Beers, the pack­er, gave his daugh­ter a house in St. Louis, and Fred went in­to his fath­er’s busi­ness. At the end of a year, he was mutely ap­peal­ing to his moth­er for sym­pathy. At the end of two, he was drink­ing and in open re­bel­lion. He had learned to de­test his wife. Her waste­ful­ness and cruelty re­vol­ted him. The ig­nor­ance and the fatu­ous con­ceit which lay be­hind her grim­acing mask of slang and ri­dicule hu­mi­li­ated him so deeply that he be­came ab­so­lutely reck­less. Her grace was only an un­easy wriggle, her au­da­city was the res­ult of in­solence and envy, and her wit was rest­less spite. As her per­son­al man­ner­isms grew more and more odi­ous to him, he began to dull his per­cep­tions with cham­pagne. He had it for tea, he drank it with din­ner, and dur­ing the even­ing he took enough to in­sure that he would be well in­su­lated when he got home. This be­ha­vi­or spread alarm among his friends. It was scan­dal­ous, and it did not oc­cur among brew­ers. He was vi­ol­at­ing the nobless ob­lige of his guild. His fath­er and his fath­er’s part­ners looked alarmed.

			When Fred’s moth­er went to him and with clasped hands en­treated an ex­plan­a­tion, he told her that the only trouble was that he couldn’t hold enough wine to make life en­dur­able, so he was go­ing to get out from un­der and en­list in the navy. He didn’t want any­thing but the shirt on his back and clean salt air. His moth­er could look out; he was go­ing to make a scan­dal.

			Mrs. Otto Ot­ten­burg went to Kan­sas City to see Mr. Beers, and had the sat­is­fac­tion of telling him that he had brought up his daugh­ter like a sav­age, eine Un­ge­bil­dete. All the Ot­ten­burgs and all the Beers, and many of their friends, were drawn in­to the quar­rel. It was to pub­lic opin­ion, how­ever and not to his moth­er’s activ­it­ies, that Fred owed his par­tial es­cape from bond­age. The cos­mo­pol­it­an brew­ing world of St. Louis had con­ser­vat­ive stand­ards. The Ot­ten­burgs’ friends were not pre­dis­posed in fa­vor of the plunging Kan­sas City set, and they dis­liked young Fred’s wife from the day that she was brought among them. They found her ig­nor­ant and ill-bred and in­suf­fer­ably im­per­tin­ent. When they be­came aware of how mat­ters were go­ing between her and Fred, they omit­ted no op­por­tun­ity to snub her. Young Fred had al­ways been pop­u­lar, and St. Louis people took up his cause with warmth. Even the young­er men, among whom Mrs. Fred tried to draft a fol­low­ing, at first avoided and then ig­nored her. Her de­feat was so con­spicu­ous, her life be­came such a desert, that she at last con­sen­ted to ac­cept the house in Santa Bar­bara which Mrs. Otto Ot­ten­burg had long owned and cher­ished. This villa, with its lux­uri­ant gar­dens, was the price of Fred’s fur­lough. His moth­er was only too glad to of­fer it in his be­half. As soon as his wife was es­tab­lished in Cali­for­nia, Fred was trans­ferred from St. Louis to Chica­go.

			A di­vorce was the one thing Edith would nev­er, nev­er, give him. She told him so, and she told his fam­ily so, and her fath­er stood be­hind her. She would enter in­to no ar­range­ment that might even­tu­ally lead to di­vorce. She had in­sul­ted her hus­band be­fore guests and ser­vants, had scratched his face, thrown hand-mir­rors and hair­brushes and nail-scis­sors at him of­ten enough, but she knew that Fred was hardly the fel­low who would go in­to court and of­fer that sort of evid­ence. In her be­ha­vi­or with oth­er men she was dis­creet.

			After Fred went to Chica­go, his moth­er vis­ited him of­ten, and dropped a word to her old friends there, who were already kindly dis­posed to­ward the young man. They gos­siped as little as was com­pat­ible with the in­terest they felt, un­der­took to make life agree­able for Fred, and told his story only where they felt it would do good: to girls who seemed to find the young brew­er at­tract­ive. So far, he had be­haved well, and had kept out of en­tan­gle­ments.

			Since he was trans­ferred to Chica­go, Fred had been abroad sev­er­al times, and had fallen more and more in­to the way of go­ing about among young artists—people with whom per­son­al re­la­tions were in­cid­ent­al. With wo­men, and even girls, who had ca­reers to fol­low, a young man might have pleas­ant friend­ships without be­ing re­garded as a pro­spect­ive suit­or or lov­er. Among artists his po­s­i­tion was not ir­reg­u­lar, be­cause with them his mar­riage­able­ness was not an is­sue. His tastes, his en­thu­si­asm, and his agree­able per­son­al­ity made him wel­come.

			With Thea Kron­borg he had al­lowed him­self more liberty than he usu­ally did in his friend­ships or gal­lantries with young artists, be­cause she seemed to him dis­tinctly not the mar­ry­ing kind. She im­pressed him as equipped to be an artist, and to be noth­ing else; already dir­ec­ted, con­cen­trated, formed as to men­tal habit. He was gen­er­ous and sym­path­et­ic, and she was lonely and needed friend­ship; needed cheer­ful­ness. She had not much power of reach­ing out to­ward use­ful people or use­ful ex­per­i­ences, did not see op­por­tun­it­ies. She had no tact about go­ing after good po­s­i­tions or en­list­ing the in­terest of in­flu­en­tial per­sons. She ant­ag­on­ized people rather than con­cili­ated them. He dis­covered at once that she had a merry side, a ro­bust hu­mor that was deep and hearty, like her laugh, but it slept most of the time un­der her own doubts and the dull­ness of her life. She had not what is called a “sense of hu­mor.” That is, she had no in­tel­lec­tu­al hu­mor; no power to en­joy the ab­surdit­ies of people, no rel­ish of their pre­ten­tious­ness and in­con­sist­en­cies—which only de­pressed her. But her jo­vi­al­ity, Fred felt, was an as­set, and ought to be de­veloped. He dis­covered that she was more re­cept­ive and more ef­fect­ive un­der a pleas­ant stim­u­lus than she was un­der the gray grind which she con­sidered her sal­va­tion. She was still Meth­od­ist enough to be­lieve that if a thing were hard and irk­some, it must be good for her. And yet, whatever she did well was spon­tan­eous. Un­der the least glow of ex­cite­ment, as at Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er’s, he had seen the ap­pre­hens­ive, frown­ing drudge of Bowers’s stu­dio flash in­to a re­source­ful and con­sciously beau­ti­ful wo­man.

			His in­terest in Thea was ser­i­ous, al­most from the first, and so sin­cere that he felt no dis­trust of him­self. He be­lieved that he knew a great deal more about her pos­sib­il­it­ies than Bowers knew, and he liked to think that he had giv­en her a stronger hold on life. She had nev­er seen her­self or known her­self as she did at Mrs. Nath­an­mey­er’s mu­sic­al even­ings. She had been a dif­fer­ent girl ever since. He had not an­ti­cip­ated that she would grow more fond of him than his im­me­di­ate use­ful­ness war­ran­ted. He thought he knew the ways of artists, and, as he said, she must have been “at it from her cradle.” He had ima­gined, per­haps, but nev­er really be­lieved, that he would find her wait­ing for him some­time as he found her wait­ing on the day he reached the Bilt­mer ranch. Once he found her so—well, he did not pre­tend to be any­thing more or less than a reas­on­ably well-in­ten­tioned young man. A love­sick girl or a flir­ta­tious wo­man he could have handled eas­ily enough. But a per­son­al­ity like that, un­con­sciously re­veal­ing it­self for the first time un­der the ex­al­ta­tion of a per­son­al feel­ing—what could one do but watch it? As he used to say to him­self, in reck­less mo­ments back there in the canyon, “You can’t put out a sun­rise.” He had to watch it, and then he had to share it.

			Be­sides, was he really go­ing to do her any harm? The Lord knew he would marry her if he could! Mar­riage would be an in­cid­ent, not an end with her; he was sure of that. If it were not he, it would be someone else; someone who would be a weight about her neck, prob­ably; who would hold her back and beat her down and di­vert her from the first plunge for which he felt she was gath­er­ing all her en­er­gies. He meant to help her, and he could not think of an­oth­er man who would. He went over his un­mar­ried friends, East and West, and he could not think of one who would know what she was driv­ing at—or care. The clev­er ones were selfish, the kindly ones were stu­pid.

			“Damn it, if she’s go­ing to fall in love with some­body, it had bet­ter be me than any of the oth­ers—of the sort she’d find. Get her tied up with some con­ceited ass who’d try to make her over, train her like a puppy! Give one of ’em a big nature like that, and he’d be hor­ri­fied. He wouldn’t show his face in the clubs un­til he’d gone after her and combed her down to con­form to some fool idea in his own head—put there by some oth­er wo­man, too, his first sweet­heart or his grand­moth­er or a maid­en aunt. At least, I un­der­stand her. I know what she needs and where she’s bound, and I mean to see that she has a fight­ing chance.”

			His own con­duct looked crooked, he ad­mit­ted; but he asked him­self wheth­er, between men and wo­men, all ways were not more or less crooked. He be­lieved those which are called straight were the most dan­ger­ous of all. They seemed to him, for the most part, to lie between win­dow­less stone walls, and their rectitude had been achieved at the ex­pense of light and air. In their un­ques­tioned reg­u­lar­ity lurked every sort of hu­man cruelty and mean­ness, and every kind of hu­mi­li­ation and suf­fer­ing. He would rather have any wo­man he cared for wounded than crushed. He would de­ceive her not once, he told him­self fiercely, but a hun­dred times, to keep her free.

			

			When Fred went back to the ob­ser­va­tion car at one o’clock, after the lunch­eon call, it was empty, and he found Thea alone on the plat­form. She put out her hand, and met his eyes.

			“It’s as I said. Things have closed be­hind me. I can’t go back, so I am go­ing on—to Mex­ico?” She lif­ted her face with an eager, ques­tion­ing smile.

			Fred met it with a sink­ing heart. Had he really hoped she would give him an­oth­er an­swer? He would have giv­en pretty much any­thing—But there, that did no good. He could give only what he had. Things were nev­er com­plete in this world; you had to snatch at them as they came or go without. Nobody could look in­to her face and draw back, nobody who had any cour­age. She had cour­age enough for any­thing—look at her mouth and chin and eyes! Where did it come from, that light? How could a face, a fa­mil­i­ar face, be­come so the pic­ture of hope, be painted with the very col­ors of youth’s ex­al­ta­tion? She was right; she was not one of those who draw back. Some people get on by avoid­ing dangers, oth­ers by rid­ing through them.

			They stood by the rail­ing look­ing back at the sand levels, both feel­ing that the train was steam­ing ahead very fast. Fred’s mind was a con­fu­sion of im­ages and ideas. Only two things were clear to him: the force of her de­term­in­a­tion, and the be­lief that, han­di­capped as he was, he could do bet­ter by her than an­oth­er man would do. He knew he would al­ways re­mem­ber her, stand­ing there with that ex­pect­ant, for­ward-look­ing smile, enough to turn the fu­ture in­to sum­mer.
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				Doc­tor Arch­ie’s Ven­ture

			
		
	
		
			I

			Dr. Howard Arch­ie had come down to Den­ver for a meet­ing of the stock­hold­ers in the San Fe­lipe sil­ver mine. It was not ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for him to come, but he had no very press­ing cases at home. Winter was clos­ing down in Moon­stone, and he dreaded the dull­ness of it. On the 10th day of Janu­ary, there­fore, he was re­gistered at the Brown Palace Hotel. On the morn­ing of the 11th he came down to break­fast to find the streets white and the air thick with snow. A wild north­west­er was blow­ing down from the moun­tains, one of those beau­ti­ful storms that wrap Den­ver in dry, furry snow, and make the city a load­stone to thou­sands of men in the moun­tains and on the plains. The brake­men out on their box­cars, the miners up in their dig­gings, the lonely homestead­ers in the sand hills of Yucca and Kit Car­son Counties, be­gin to think of Den­ver, muffled in snow, full of food and drink and good cheer, and to yearn for her with that ad­mir­a­tion which makes her, more than oth­er Amer­ic­an cit­ies, an ob­ject of sen­ti­ment.

			Howard Arch­ie was glad he had got in be­fore the storm came. He felt as cheer­ful as if he had re­ceived a leg­acy that morn­ing, and he greeted the clerk with even great­er friend­li­ness than usu­al when he stopped at the desk for his mail. In the din­ing-room he found sev­er­al old friends seated here and there be­fore sub­stan­tial break­fasts: cat­tle­men and min­ing en­gin­eers from odd corners of the State, all look­ing fresh and well pleased with them­selves. He had a word with one and an­oth­er be­fore he sat down at the little table by a win­dow, where the Aus­tri­an head waiter stood at­tent­ively be­hind a chair. After his break­fast was put be­fore him, the doc­tor began to run over his let­ters. There was one dir­ec­ted in Thea Kron­borg’s hand­writ­ing, for­war­ded from Moon­stone. He saw with as­ton­ish­ment, as he put an­oth­er lump of sug­ar in­to his cup, that this let­ter bore a New York post­mark. He had known that Thea was in Mex­ico, trav­el­ing with some Chica­go people, but New York, to a Den­ver man, seems much farther away than Mex­ico City. He put the let­ter be­hind his plate, up­right against the stem of his wa­ter gob­let, and looked at it thought­fully while he drank his second cup of cof­fee. He had been a little anxious about Thea; she had not writ­ten to him for a long while.

			As he nev­er got good cof­fee at home, the doc­tor al­ways drank three cups for break­fast when he was in Den­ver. Oscar knew just when to bring him a second pot, fresh and smoking. “And more cream, Oscar, please. You know I like lots of cream,” the doc­tor mur­mured, as he opened the square en­vel­ope, marked in the up­per right-hand corner, “Ever­ett House, Uni­on Square.” The text of the let­ter was as fol­lows:—

			
				Dear Doc­tor Arch­ie:—

				I have not writ­ten to you for a long time, but it has not been un­in­ten­tion­al. I could not write you frankly, and so I would not write at all. I can be frank with you now, but not by let­ter. It is a great deal to ask, but I won­der if you could come to New York to help me out? I have got in­to dif­fi­culties, and I need your ad­vice. I need your friend­ship. I am afraid I must even ask you to lend me money, if you can without ser­i­ous in­con­veni­ence. I have to go to Ger­many to study, and it can’t be put off any longer. My voice is ready. Need­less to say, I don’t want any word of this to reach my fam­ily. They are the last people I would turn to, though I love my moth­er dearly. If you can come, please tele­graph me at this hotel. Don’t des­pair of me. I’ll make it up to you yet.

				
					Your old friend,

					Thea Kron­borg.

				
			

			This in a bold, jagged hand­writ­ing with a Goth­ic turn to the let­ters—some­thing between a highly soph­ist­ic­ated hand and a very un­soph­ist­ic­ated one—not in the least smooth or flow­ing.

			The doc­tor bit off the end of a ci­gar nervously and read the let­ter through again, fum­bling dis­trac­tedly in his pock­ets for matches, while the waiter kept try­ing to call his at­ten­tion to the box he had just placed be­fore him. At last Oscar came out, as if the idea had just struck him, “Matches, sir?”

			“Yes, thank you.” The doc­tor slipped a coin in­to his palm and rose, crump­ling Thea’s let­ter in his hand and thrust­ing the oth­ers in­to his pock­et un­opened. He went back to the desk in the lobby and beckoned to the clerk, upon whose kind­ness he threw him­self apo­lo­get­ic­ally.

			“Harry, I’ve got to pull out un­ex­pec­tedly. Call up the Bur­l­ing­ton, will you, and ask them to route me to New York the quick­est way, and to let us know. Ask for the hour I’ll get in. I have to wire.”

			“Cer­tainly, Dr. Arch­ie. Have it for you in a minute.” The young man’s pal­lid, clean-scraped face was all sym­path­et­ic in­terest as he reached for the tele­phone. Dr. Arch­ie put out his hand and stopped him.

			“Wait a minute. Tell me, first, is Cap­tain Har­ris down yet?”

			“No, sir. The Cap­tain hasn’t come down yet this morn­ing.”

			“I’ll wait here for him. If I don’t hap­pen to catch him, nail him and get me. Thank you, Harry.”

			The doc­tor spoke grate­fully and turned away. He began to pace the lobby, his hands be­hind him, watch­ing the bronze el­ev­at­or doors like a hawk. At last Cap­tain Har­ris is­sued from one of them, tall and im­pos­ing, wear­ing a Stet­son and fierce mus­taches, a fur coat on his arm, a solit­aire glit­ter­ing upon his little fin­ger and an­oth­er in his black sat­in as­cot. He was one of the grand old bluffers of those good old days. As gull­ible as a school­boy, he had man­aged, with his sharp eye and know­ing air and twis­ted blond mus­taches, to pass him­self off for an as­tute fin­an­ci­er, and the Den­ver pa­pers re­spect­fully re­ferred to him as the Roth­schild of Cripple Creek.

			Dr. Arch­ie stopped the Cap­tain on his way to break­fast. “Must see you a minute, Cap­tain. Can’t wait. Want to sell you some shares in the San Fe­lipe. Got to raise money.”

			The Cap­tain grandly be­stowed his hat upon an eager port­er who had already lif­ted his fur coat ten­derly from his arm and stood nurs­ing it. In re­mov­ing his hat, the Cap­tain ex­posed a bald, flushed dome, thatched about the ears with yel­low­ish gray hair. “Bad time to sell, doc­tor. You want to hold on to San Fe­lipe, and buy more. What have you got to raise?”

			“Oh, not a great sum. Five or six thou­sand. I’ve been buy­ing up close and have run short.”

			“I see, I see. Well, doc­tor, you’ll have to let me get through that door. I was out last night, and I’m go­ing to get my ba­con, if you lose your mine.” He clapped Arch­ie on the shoulder and pushed him along in front of him. “Come ahead with me, and we’ll talk busi­ness.”

			Dr. Arch­ie at­ten­ded the Cap­tain and waited while he gave his or­der, tak­ing the seat the old pro­moter in­dic­ated.

			“Now, sir,” the Cap­tain turned to him, “you don’t want to sell any­thing. You must be un­der the im­pres­sion that I’m one of these damned New Eng­land sharks that get their pound of flesh off the wid­ow and orphan. If you’re a little short, sign a note and I’ll write a check. That’s the way gen­tle­men do busi­ness. If you want to put up some San Fe­lipe as col­lat­er­al, let her go, but I shan’t touch a share of it. Pens and ink, please, Oscar,”—he lif­ted a large fore­finger to the Aus­tri­an.

			The Cap­tain took out his check­book and a book of blank notes, and ad­jus­ted his nose-nip­pers. He wrote a few words in one book and Arch­ie wrote a few in the oth­er. Then they each tore across per­for­a­tions and ex­changed slips of pa­per.

			“That’s the way. Saves of­fice rent,” the Cap­tain com­men­ted with sat­is­fac­tion, re­turn­ing the books to his pock­et. “And now, Arch­ie, where are you off to?”

			“Got to go East to­night. A deal wait­ing for me in New York.” Dr. Arch­ie rose.

			The Cap­tain’s face brightened as he saw Oscar ap­proach­ing with a tray, and he began tuck­ing the corner of his nap­kin in­side his col­lar, over his as­cot. “Don’t let them un­load any­thing on you back there, doc­tor,” he said gen­i­ally, “and don’t let them re­lieve you of any­thing, either. Don’t let them get any Cripple stuff off you. We can man­age our own sil­ver out here, and we’re go­ing to take it out by the ton, sir!”

			The doc­tor left the din­ing-room, and after an­oth­er con­sulta­tion with the clerk, he wrote his first tele­gram to Thea:—

			
				
					Miss Thea Kron­borg, Ever­ett House, New York.

				
				Will call at your hotel el­ev­en o’clock Fri­day morn­ing. Glad to come. Thank you.

				
					Arch­ie

				
			

			He stood and heard the mes­sage ac­tu­ally clicked off on the wire, with the feel­ing that she was hear­ing the click at the oth­er end. Then he sat down in the lobby and wrote a note to his wife and one to the oth­er doc­tor in Moon­stone. When he at last is­sued out in­to the storm, it was with a feel­ing of ela­tion rather than of anxi­ety. Whatever was wrong, he could make it right. Her let­ter had prac­tic­ally said so.

			He tramped about the snowy streets, from the bank to the Uni­on Sta­tion, where he shoved his money un­der the grat­ing of the tick­et win­dow as if he could not get rid of it fast enough. He had nev­er been in New York, nev­er been farther east than Buf­falo. “That’s rather a shame,” he re­flec­ted boy­ishly as he put the long tick­ets in his pock­et, “for a man nearly forty years old.” How­ever, he thought as he walked up to­ward the club, he was on the whole glad that his first trip had a hu­man in­terest, that he was go­ing for some­thing, and be­cause he was wanted. He loved hol­i­days. He felt as if he were go­ing to Ger­many him­self. “Queer”—he went over it with the snow blow­ing in his face—“but that sort of thing is more in­ter­est­ing than mines and mak­ing your daily bread. It’s worth pay­ing out to be in on it—for a fel­low like me. And when it’s Thea—Oh, I back her!” he laughed aloud as he burst in at the door of the Ath­let­ic Club, powdered with snow.

			Arch­ie sat down be­fore the New York pa­pers and ran over the ad­vert­ise­ments of ho­tels, but he was too rest­less to read. Prob­ably he had bet­ter get a new over­coat, and he was not sure about the shape of his col­lars. “I don’t want to look dif­fer­ent to her from every­body else there,” he mused. “I guess I’ll go down and have Van look me over. He’ll put me right.”

			So he plunged out in­to the snow again and star­ted for his tail­or’s. When he passed a flor­ist’s shop he stopped and looked in at the win­dow, smil­ing; how nat­ur­ally pleas­ant things re­called one an­oth­er. At the tail­or’s he kept whist­ling, “Flow gently, Sweet Af­ton,” while Van Dusen ad­vised him, un­til that re­source­ful tail­or and hab­er­dash­er ex­claimed, “You must have a date back there, doc­tor; you be­have like a bride­groom,” and made him re­mem­ber that he wasn’t one.

			Be­fore he let him go, Van put his fin­ger on the Ma­son­ic pin in his cli­ent’s lapel. “Mustn’t wear that, doc­tor. Very bad form back there.”

		
	
		
			II

			Fred Ot­ten­burg, smartly dressed for the af­ter­noon, with a long black coat and gaiters was sit­ting in the dusty par­lor of the Ever­ett House. His man­ner was not in ac­cord with his per­son­al fresh­ness, the good lines of his clothes, and the shin­ing smooth­ness of his hair. His at­ti­tude was one of deep de­jec­tion, and his face, though it had the cool, un­im­peach­able fair­ness pos­sible only to a very blond young man, was by no means happy. A page shuffled in­to the room and looked about. When he made out the dark fig­ure in a shad­owy corner, tra­cing over the car­pet pat­tern with a cane, he droned, “The lady says you can come up, sir.”

			Fred picked up his hat and gloves and fol­lowed the creature, who seemed an aged boy in uni­form, through dark cor­ridors that smelled of old car­pets. The page knocked at the door of Thea’s sit­ting-room, and then wandered away. Thea came to the door with a tele­gram in her hand. She asked Ot­ten­burg to come in and poin­ted to one of the clumsy, sul­len-look­ing chairs that were as thick as they were high. The room was brown with time, dark in spite of two win­dows that opened on Uni­on Square, with dull cur­tains and car­pet, and heavy, re­spect­able-look­ing fur­niture in somber col­ors. The place was saved from ut­ter dis­mal­ness by a coal fire un­der the black marble man­tel­piece—bril­liantly re­flec­ted in a long mir­ror that hung between the two win­dows. This was the first time Fred had seen the room, and he took it in quickly, as he put down his hat and gloves.

			Thea seated her­self at the wal­nut writ­ing-desk, still hold­ing the slip of yel­low pa­per. “Dr. Arch­ie is com­ing,” she said. “He will be here Fri­day morn­ing.”

			“Well, that’s good, at any rate,” her vis­it­or replied with a de­term­ined ef­fort at cheer­ful­ness. Then, turn­ing to the fire, he ad­ded blankly, “If you want him.”

			“Of course I want him. I would nev­er have asked such a thing of him if I hadn’t wanted him a great deal. It’s a very ex­pens­ive trip.” Thea spoke severely. Then she went on, in a milder tone. “He doesn’t say any­thing about the money, but I think his com­ing means that he can let me have it.”

			Fred was stand­ing be­fore the man­tel, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er nervously. “Prob­ably. You are still de­term­ined to call on him?” He sat down tent­at­ively in the chair Thea had in­dic­ated. “I don’t see why you won’t bor­row from me, and let him sign with you, for in­stance. That would con­sti­tute a per­fectly reg­u­lar busi­ness trans­ac­tion. I could bring suit against either of you for my money.”

			Thea turned to­ward him from the desk. “We won’t take that up again, Fred. I should have a dif­fer­ent feel­ing about it if I went on your money. In a way I shall feel freer on Dr. Arch­ie’s, and in an­oth­er way I shall feel more bound. I shall try even harder.” She paused. “He is al­most like my fath­er,” she ad­ded ir­rel­ev­antly.

			“Still, he isn’t, you know,” Fred per­sisted. “It wouldn’t be any­thing new. I’ve loaned money to stu­dents be­fore, and got it back, too.”

			“Yes; I know you’re gen­er­ous,” Thea hur­ried over it, “but this will be the best way. He will be here on Fri­day did I tell you?”

			“I think you men­tioned it. That’s rather soon. May I smoke?” he took out a small ci­gar­ette case. “I sup­pose you’ll be off next week?” he asked as he struck a match.

			“Just as soon as I can,” she replied with a rest­less move­ment of her arms, as if her dark-blue dress were too tight for her. “It seems as if I’d been here forever.”

			“And yet,” the young man mused, “we got in only four days ago. Facts really don’t count for much, do they? It’s all in the way people feel: even in little things.”

			Thea winced, but she did not an­swer him. She put the tele­gram back in its en­vel­ope and placed it care­fully in one of the pi­geon­holes of the desk.

			“I sup­pose,” Fred brought out with ef­fort, “that your friend is in your con­fid­ence?”

			“He al­ways has been. I shall have to tell him about my­self. I wish I could without drag­ging you in.”

			Fred shook him­self. “Don’t both­er about where you drag me, please,” he put in, flush­ing. “I don’t give—” he sub­sided sud­denly.

			“I’m afraid,” Thea went on gravely, “that he won’t un­der­stand. He’ll be hard on you.”

			Fred stud­ied the white ash of his ci­gar­ette be­fore he flicked it off. “You mean he’ll see me as even worse than I am. Yes, I sup­pose I shall look very low to him: a fifth-rate scoun­drel. But that only mat­ters in so far as it hurts his feel­ings.”

			Thea sighed. “We’ll both look pretty low. And after all, we must really be just about as we shall look to him.”

			Ot­ten­burg star­ted up and threw his ci­gar­ette in­to the grate. “That I deny. Have you ever been really frank with this pre­cept­or of your child­hood, even when you were a child? Think a minute, have you? Of course not! From your cradle, as I once told you, you’ve been ‘do­ing it’ on the side, liv­ing your own life, ad­mit­ting to your­self things that would hor­rify him. You’ve al­ways de­ceived him to the ex­tent of let­ting him think you dif­fer­ent from what you are. He couldn’t un­der­stand then, he can’t un­der­stand now. So why not spare your­self and him?”

			She shook her head. “Of course, I’ve had my own thoughts. Maybe he has had his, too. But I’ve nev­er done any­thing be­fore that he would much mind. I must put my­self right with him—as right as I can—to be­gin over. He’ll make al­low­ances for me. He al­ways has. But I’m afraid he won’t for you.”

			“Leave that to him and me. I take it you want me to see him?” Fred sat down again and began ab­sently to trace the car­pet pat­tern with his cane. “At the worst,” he spoke wan­der­ingly, “I thought you’d per­haps let me go in on the busi­ness end of it and in­vest along with you. You’d put in your tal­ent and am­bi­tion and hard work, and I’d put in the money and—well, nobody’s good wishes are to be scorned, not even mine. Then, when the thing panned out big, we could share to­geth­er. Your doc­tor friend hasn’t cared half so much about your fu­ture as I have.”

			“He’s cared a good deal. He doesn’t know as much about such things as you do. Of course you’ve been a great deal more help to me than any­one else ever has,” Thea said quietly. The black clock on the man­tel began to strike. She listened to the five strokes and then said, “I’d have liked your help­ing me eight months ago. But now, you’d simply be keep­ing me.”

			“You wer­en’t ready for it eight months ago.” Fred leaned back at last in his chair. “You simply wer­en’t ready for it. You were too tired. You were too tim­id. Your whole tone was too low. You couldn’t rise from a chair like that”—she had star­ted up ap­pre­hens­ively and gone to­ward the win­dow.—“You were fum­bling and awk­ward. Since then you’ve come in­to your per­son­al­ity. You were al­ways lock­ing horns with it be­fore. You were a sul­len little drudge eight months ago, afraid of be­ing caught at either look­ing or mov­ing like your­self. Nobody could tell any­thing about you. A voice is not an in­stru­ment that’s found ready-made. A voice is per­son­al­ity. It can be as big as a cir­cus and as com­mon as dirt.—There’s good money in that kind, too, but I don’t hap­pen to be in­ter­ested in them.—Nobody could tell much about what you might be able to do, last winter. I di­vined more than any­body else.”

			“Yes, I know you did.” Thea walked over to the old-fash­ioned man­tel and held her hands down to the glow of the fire. “I owe so much to you, and that’s what makes things hard. That’s why I have to get away from you al­to­geth­er. I de­pend on you for so many things. Oh, I did even last winter, in Chica­go!” She knelt down by the grate and held her hands closer to the coals. “And one thing leads to an­oth­er.”

			Ot­ten­burg watched her as she bent to­ward the fire. His glance brightened a little. “Any­how, you couldn’t look as you do now, be­fore you knew me. You were clumsy. And whatever you do now, you do splen­didly. And you can’t cry enough to spoil your face for more than ten minutes. It comes right back, in spite of you. It’s only since you’ve known me that you’ve let your­self be beau­ti­ful.”

			Without rising she turned her face away. Fred went on im­petu­ously. “Oh, you can turn it away from me, Thea; you can take it away from me! All the same—” his spurt died and he fell back. “How can you turn on me so, after all!” he sighed.

			“I haven’t. But when you ar­ranged with your­self to take me in like that, you couldn’t have been think­ing very kindly of me. I can’t un­der­stand how you car­ried it through, when I was so easy, and all the cir­cum­stances were so easy.”

			Her crouch­ing po­s­i­tion by the fire be­came threat­en­ing. Fred got up, and Thea also rose.

			“No,” he said, “I can’t make you see that now. Some time later, per­haps, you will un­der­stand bet­ter. For one thing, I hon­estly could not ima­gine that words, names, meant so much to you.” Fred was talk­ing with the des­per­a­tion of a man who has put him­self in the wrong and who yet feels that there was an idea of truth in his con­duct. “Sup­pose that you had mar­ried your brake­man and lived with him year after year, caring for him even less than you do for your doc­tor, or for Harsa­nyi. I sup­pose you would have felt quite all right about it, be­cause that re­la­tion has a name in good stand­ing. To me, that seems—sick­en­ing!” He took a rap­id turn about the room and then as Thea re­mained stand­ing, he rolled one of the ele­phant­ine chairs up to the hearth for her.

			“Sit down and listen to me for a mo­ment, Thea.” He began pa­cing from the hearth­rug to the win­dow and back again, while she sat down com­pli­antly. “Don’t you know most of the people in the world are not in­di­vidu­als at all? They nev­er have an in­di­vidu­al idea or ex­per­i­ence. A lot of girls go to board­ing-school to­geth­er, come out the same sea­son, dance at the same parties, are mar­ried off in groups, have their ba­bies at about the same time, send their chil­dren to school to­geth­er, and so the hu­man crop re­news it­self. Such wo­men know as much about the real­ity of the forms they go through as they know about the wars they learn the dates of. They get their most per­son­al ex­per­i­ences out of nov­els and plays. Everything is second­hand with them. Why, you couldn’t live like that.”

			Thea sat look­ing to­ward the man­tel, her eyes half closed, her chin level, her head set as if she were en­dur­ing some­thing. Her hands, very white, lay pass­ive on her dark gown. From the win­dow corner Fred looked at them and at her. He shook his head and flashed an angry, tor­men­ted look out in­to the blue twi­light over the Square, through which muffled cries and calls and the clang of car bells came up from the street. He turned again and began to pace the floor, his hands in his pock­ets.

			“Say what you will, Thea Kron­borg, you are not that sort of per­son. You will nev­er sit alone with a pa­ci­fier and a nov­el. You won’t sub­sist on what the old ladies have put in­to the bottle for you. You will al­ways break through in­to the real­it­ies. That was the first thing Harsa­nyi found out about you; that you couldn’t be kept on the out­side. If you’d lived in Moon­stone all your life and got on with the dis­creet brake­man, you’d have had just the same nature. Your chil­dren would have been the real­it­ies then, prob­ably. If they’d been com­mon­place, you’d have killed them with driv­ing. You’d have man­aged some way to live twenty times as much as the people around you.”

			Fred paused. He sought along the shad­owy ceil­ing and heavy mould­ings for words. When he began again, his voice was lower, and at first he spoke with less con­vic­tion, though again it grew on him. “Now I knew all this—oh, knew it bet­ter than I can ever make you un­der­stand! You’ve been run­ning a han­di­cap. You had no time to lose. I wanted you to have what you need and to get on fast—get through with me, if need be; I coun­ted on that. You’ve no time to sit round and ana­lyze your con­duct or your feel­ings. Oth­er wo­men give their whole lives to it. They’ve noth­ing else to do. Help­ing a man to get his di­vorce is a ca­reer for them; just the sort of in­tel­lec­tu­al ex­er­cise they like.”

			Fred dived fiercely in­to his pock­ets as if he would rip them out and scat­ter their con­tents to the winds. Stop­ping be­fore her, he took a deep breath and went on again, this time slowly. “All that sort of thing is for­eign to you. You’d be nowhere at it. You haven’t that kind of mind. The gram­mat­ic­al niceties of con­duct are dark to you. You’re simple—and po­et­ic.” Fred’s voice seemed to be wan­der­ing about in the thick­en­ing dusk. “You won’t play much. You won’t, per­haps, love many times.” He paused. “And you did love me, you know. Your rail­road friend would have un­der­stood me. I could have thrown you back. The re­verse was there—it stared me in the face—but I couldn’t pull it. I let you drive ahead.” He threw out his hands. What Thea no­ticed, oddly enough, was the flash of the fire­light on his cuff link. He turned again. “And you’ll al­ways drive ahead,” he muttered. “It’s your way.”

			There was a long si­lence. Fred had dropped in­to a chair. He seemed, after such an ex­plo­sion, not to have a word left in him. Thea put her hand to the back of her neck and pressed it, as if the muscles there were aching.

			“Well,” she said at last, “I at least over­look more in you than I do in my­self. I am al­ways ex­cus­ing you to my­self. I don’t do much else.”

			“Then why, in Heav­en’s name, won’t you let me be your friend? You make a scoun­drel of me, bor­row­ing money from an­oth­er man to get out of my clutches.”

			“If I bor­row from him, it’s to study. Any­thing I took from you would be dif­fer­ent. As I said be­fore, you’d be keep­ing me.”

			“Keep­ing! I like your lan­guage. It’s pure Moon­stone, Thea—like your point of view. I won­der how long you’ll be a Meth­od­ist.” He turned away bit­terly.

			“Well, I’ve nev­er said I wasn’t Moon­stone, have I? I am, and that’s why I want Dr. Arch­ie. I can’t see any­thing so funny about Moon­stone, you know.” She pushed her chair back a little from the hearth and clasped her hands over her knee, still look­ing thought­fully in­to the red coals. “We al­ways come back to the same thing, Fred. The name, as you call it, makes a dif­fer­ence to me how I feel about my­self. You would have ac­ted very dif­fer­ently with a girl of your own kind, and that’s why I can’t take any­thing from you now. You’ve made everything im­possible. Be­ing mar­ried is one thing and not be­ing mar­ried is the oth­er thing, and that’s all there is to it. I can’t see how you reasoned with your­self, if you took the trouble to reas­on. You say I was too much alone, and yet what you did was to cut me off more than I ever had been. Now I’m go­ing to try to make good to my friends out there. That’s all there is left for me.”

			“Make good to your friends!” Fred burst out. “What one of them cares as I care, or be­lieves as I be­lieve? I’ve told you I’ll nev­er ask a gra­cious word from you un­til I can ask it with all the churches in Christen­dom at my back.”

			Thea looked up, and when she saw Fred’s face, she thought sadly that he, too, looked as if things were spoiled for him. “If you know me as well as you say you do, Fred,” she said slowly, “then you are not be­ing hon­est with your­self. You know that I can’t do things halfway. If you kept me at all—you’d keep me.” She dropped her head wear­ily on her hand and sat with her fore­head rest­ing on her fin­gers.

			Fred leaned over her and said just above his breath, “Then, when I get that di­vorce, you’ll take it up with me again? You’ll at least let me know, warn me, be­fore there is a ser­i­ous ques­tion of any­body else?”

			Without lift­ing her head, Thea answered him. “Oh, I don’t think there will ever be a ques­tion of any­body else. Not if I can help it. I sup­pose I’ve giv­en you every reas­on to think there will be—at once, on ship­board, any time.”

			Ot­ten­burg drew him­self up like a shot. “Stop it, Thea!” he said sharply. “That’s one thing you’ve nev­er done. That’s like any com­mon wo­man.” He saw her shoulders lift a little and grow calm. Then he went to the oth­er side of the room and took up his hat and gloves from the sofa. He came back cheer­fully. “I didn’t drop in to bully you this af­ter­noon. I came to coax you to go out for tea with me some­where.” He waited, but she did not look up or lift her head, still sunk on her hand.

			Her handker­chief had fallen. Fred picked it up and put it on her knee, press­ing her fin­gers over it. “Good night, dear and won­der­ful,” he whispered—“won­der­ful and dear! How can you ever get away from me when I will al­ways fol­low you, through every wall, through every door, wherever you go.” He looked down at her bent head, and the curve of her neck that was so sad. He stooped, and with his lips just touched her hair where the fire­light made it rud­di­est. “I didn’t know I had it in me, Thea. I thought it was all a fairy tale. I don’t know my­self any more.” He closed his eyes and breathed deeply. “The salt’s all gone out of your hair. It’s full of sun and wind again. I be­lieve it has memor­ies.” Again she heard him take a deep breath. “I could do without you for a life­time, if that would give you to your­self. A wo­man like you doesn’t find her­self, alone.”

			She thrust her free hand up to him. He kissed it softly, as if she were asleep and he were afraid of wak­ing her.

			From the door he turned back ir­rel­ev­antly. “As to your old friend, Thea, if he’s to be here on Fri­day, why,”—he snatched out his watch and held it down to catch the light from the grate—“he’s on the train now! That ought to cheer you. Good night.” She heard the door close.

		
	
		
			III

			On Fri­day af­ter­noon Thea Kron­borg was walk­ing ex­citedly up and down her sit­ting-room, which at that hour was flooded by thin, clear sun­shine. Both win­dows were open, and the fire in the grate was low, for the day was one of those false springs that some­times blow in­to New York from the sea in the middle of winter, soft, warm, with a per­suas­ive salty mois­ture in the air and a re­lax­ing thaw un­der foot. Thea was flushed and an­im­ated, and she seemed as rest­less as the sooty spar­rows that chirped and cheeped dis­tract­ingly about the win­dows. She kept look­ing at the black clock, and then down in­to the Square. The room was full of flowers, and she stopped now and then to ar­range them or to move them in­to the sun­light. After the bell­boy came to an­nounce a vis­it­or, she took some Ro­man hy­acinths from a glass and stuck them in the front of her dark-blue dress.

			When at last Fred Ot­ten­burg ap­peared in the door­way, she met him with an ex­clam­a­tion of pleas­ure. “I am glad you’ve come, Fred. I was afraid you might not get my note, and I wanted to see you be­fore you see Dr. Arch­ie. He’s so nice!” She brought her hands to­geth­er to em­phas­ize her state­ment.

			“Is he? I’m glad. You see I’m quite out of breath. I didn’t wait for the el­ev­at­or, but ran up­stairs. I was so pleased at be­ing sent for.” He dropped his hat and over­coat. “Yes, I should say he is nice! I don’t seem to re­cog­nize all of these,” wav­ing his handker­chief about at the flowers.

			“Yes, he brought them him­self, in a big box. He brought lots with him be­sides flowers. Oh, lots of things! The old Moon­stone feel­ing,”—Thea moved her hand back and forth in the air, flut­ter­ing her fin­gers—“the feel­ing of start­ing out, early in the morn­ing, to take my les­son.”

			“And you’ve had everything out with him?”

			“No, I haven’t.”

			“Haven’t?” He looked up in con­sterna­tion.

			“No, I haven’t!” Thea spoke ex­citedly, mov­ing about over the sunny patches on the grimy car­pet. “I’ve lied to him, just as you said I had al­ways lied to him, and that’s why I’m so happy. I’ve let him think what he likes to think. Oh, I couldn’t do any­thing else, Fred,”—she shook her head em­phat­ic­ally. “If you’d seen him when he came in, so pleased and ex­cited! You see this is a great ad­ven­ture for him. From the mo­ment I began to talk to him, he en­treated me not to say too much, not to spoil his no­tion of me. Not in so many words, of course. But if you’d seen his eyes, his face, his kind hands! Oh, no! I couldn’t.” She took a deep breath, as if with a re­newed sense of her nar­row es­cape.

			“Then, what did you tell him?” Fred de­man­ded.

			Thea sat down on the edge of the sofa and began shut­ting and open­ing her hands nervously. “Well, I told him enough, and not too much. I told him all about how good you were to me last winter, get­ting me en­gage­ments and things, and how you had helped me with my work more than any­body. Then I told him about how you sent me down to the ranch when I had no money or any­thing.” She paused and wrinkled her fore­head. “And I told him that I wanted to marry you and ran away to Mex­ico with you, and that I was aw­fully happy un­til you told me that you couldn’t marry me be­cause—well, I told him why.” Thea dropped her eyes and moved the toe of her shoe about rest­lessly on the car­pet.

			“And he took it from you, like that?” Fred asked, al­most with awe.

			“Yes, just like that, and asked no ques­tions. He was hurt; he had some wretched mo­ments. I could see him squirm­ing and squirm­ing and try­ing to get past it. He kept shut­ting his eyes and rub­bing his fore­head. But when I told him that I ab­so­lutely knew you wanted to marry me, that you would whenev­er you could, that seemed to help him a good deal.”

			“And that sat­is­fied him?” Fred asked won­der­ingly. He could not quite ima­gine what kind of per­son Dr. Arch­ie might be.

			“He took me by the shoulders once and asked, oh, in such a frightened way, ‘Thea, was he good to you, this young man?’ When I told him you were, he looked at me again: ‘And you care for him a great deal, you be­lieve in him?’ Then he seemed sat­is­fied.” Thea paused. “You see, he’s just tre­mend­ously good, and tre­mend­ously afraid of things—of some things. Oth­er­wise he would have got rid of Mrs. Arch­ie.” She looked up sud­denly: “You were right, though; one can’t tell people about things they don’t know already.”

			Fred stood in the win­dow, his back to the sun­light, fin­ger­ing the jon­quils. “Yes, you can, my dear. But you must tell it in such a way that they don’t know you’re telling it, and that they don’t know they’re hear­ing it.”

			Thea smiled past him, out in­to the air. “I see. It’s a secret. Like the sound in the shell.”

			“What’s that?” Fred was watch­ing her and think­ing how mov­ing that faraway ex­pres­sion, in her, happened to be. “What did you say?”

			She came back. “Oh, some­thing old and Moon­stony! I have al­most for­got­ten it my­self. But I feel bet­ter than I thought I ever could again. I can’t wait to be off. Oh, Fred,” she sprang up, “I want to get at it!”

			As she broke out with this, she threw up her head and lif­ted her­self a little on her toes. Fred colored and looked at her fear­fully, hes­it­at­ingly. Her eyes, which looked out through the win­dow, were bright—they had no memor­ies. No, she did not re­mem­ber. That mo­ment­ary el­ev­a­tion had no as­so­ci­ations for her. It was un­con­scious.

			He looked her up and down and laughed and shook his head. “You are just all I want you to be—and that is—not for me! Don’t worry, you’ll get at it. You are at it. My God! have you ever, for one mo­ment, been at any­thing else?”

			Thea did not an­swer him, and clearly she had not heard him. She was watch­ing some­thing out in the thin light of the false spring and its treach­er­ously soft air.

			Fred waited a mo­ment. “Are you go­ing to dine with your friend to­night?”

			“Yes. He has nev­er been in New York be­fore. He wants to go about. Where shall I tell him to go?”

			“Wouldn’t it be a bet­ter plan, since you wish me to meet him, for you both to dine with me? It would seem only nat­ur­al and friendly. You’ll have to live up a little to his no­tion of us.” Thea seemed to con­sider the sug­ges­tion fa­vor­ably. “If you wish him to be easy in his mind,” Fred went on, “that would help. I think, my­self, that we are rather nice to­geth­er. Put on one of the new dresses you got down there, and let him see how lovely you can be. You owe him some pleas­ure, after all the trouble he has taken.”

			Thea laughed, and seemed to find the idea ex­cit­ing and pleas­ant. “Oh, very well! I’ll do my best. Only don’t wear a dress coat, please. He hasn’t one, and he’s nervous about it.”

			Fred looked at his watch. “Your monu­ment up there is fast. I’ll be here with a cab at eight. I’m anxious to meet him. You’ve giv­en me the strangest idea of his cal­low in­no­cence and aged in­dif­fer­ence.”

			She shook her head. “No, he’s none of that. He’s very good, and he won’t ad­mit things. I love him for it. Now, as I look back on it, I see that I’ve al­ways, even when I was little, shiel­ded him.”

			As she laughed, Fred caught the bright spark in her eye that he knew so well, and held it for a happy in­stant. Then he blew her a kiss with his fin­ger­tips and fled.

		
	
		
			IV

			At nine o’clock that even­ing our three friends were seated in the bal­cony of a French res­taur­ant, much gay­er and more in­tim­ate than any that ex­ists in New York today. This old res­taur­ant was built by a lov­er of pleas­ure, who knew that to dine gayly hu­man be­ings must have the re­as­sur­ance of cer­tain lim­it­a­tions of space and of a cer­tain def­in­ite style; that the walls must be near enough to sug­gest shel­ter, the ceil­ing high enough to give the chan­deliers a set­ting. The place was crowded with the kind of people who dine late and well, and Dr. Arch­ie, as he watched the an­im­ated groups in the long room be­low the bal­cony, found this much the most fest­ive scene he had ever looked out upon. He said to him­self, in a jovi­al mood some­what sus­tained by the cheer of the board, that this even­ing alone was worth his long jour­ney. He fol­lowed at­tent­ively the or­ches­tra, en­sconced at the farther end of the bal­cony, and told Thea it made him feel “quite mu­sic­al” to re­cog­nize “The In­vit­a­tion to the Dance” or “The Blue Danube,” and that he could re­mem­ber just what kind of day it was when he heard her prac­ti­cing them at home, and lingered at the gate to listen.

			For the first few mo­ments, when he was in­tro­duced to young Ot­ten­burg in the par­lor of the Ever­ett House, the doc­tor had been awk­ward and un­bend­ing. But Fred, as his fath­er had of­ten ob­served, “was not a good mix­er for noth­ing.” He had brought Dr. Arch­ie around dur­ing the short cab ride, and in an hour they had be­come old friends.

			From the mo­ment when the doc­tor lif­ted his glass and, look­ing con­sciously at Thea, said, “To your suc­cess,” Fred liked him. He felt his qual­ity; un­der­stood his cour­age in some dir­ec­tions and what Thea called his timid­ity in oth­ers, his un­spent and mi­ra­cu­lously pre­served youth­ful­ness. Men could nev­er im­pose upon the doc­tor, he guessed, but wo­men al­ways could. Fred liked, too, the doc­tor’s man­ner with Thea, his bash­ful ad­mir­a­tion and the little hes­it­ancy by which he be­trayed his con­scious­ness of the change in her. It was just this change that, at present, in­ter­ested Fred more than any­thing else. That, he felt, was his “cre­ated value,” and it was his best chance for any peace of mind. If that were not real, ob­vi­ous to an old friend like Arch­ie, then he cut a very poor fig­ure, in­deed.

			Fred got a good deal, too, out of their talk about Moon­stone. From her ques­tions and the doc­tor’s an­swers he was able to form some con­cep­tion of the little world that was al­most the meas­ure of Thea’s ex­per­i­ence, the one bit of the hu­man drama that she had fol­lowed with sym­pathy and un­der­stand­ing. As the two ran over the list of their friends, the mere sound of a name seemed to re­call volumes to each of them, to in­dic­ate mines of know­ledge and ob­ser­va­tion they had in com­mon. At some names they laughed de­lightedly, at some in­dul­gently and even ten­derly.

			“You two young people must come out to Moon­stone when Thea gets back,” the doc­tor said hos­pit­ably.

			“Oh, we shall!” Fred caught it up. “I’m keen to know all these people. It is very tan­tal­iz­ing to hear only their names.”

			“Would they in­terest an out­sider very much, do you think, Dr. Arch­ie?” Thea leaned to­ward him. “Isn’t it only be­cause we’ve known them since I was little?”

			The doc­tor glanced at her de­fer­en­tially. Fred had no­ticed that he seemed a little afraid to look at her squarely—per­haps a trifle em­bar­rassed by a mode of dress to which he was un­ac­cus­tomed. “Well, you are prac­tic­ally an out­sider your­self, Thea, now,” he ob­served smil­ing. “Oh, I know,” he went on quickly in re­sponse to her ges­ture of protest—“I know you don’t change to­ward your old friends, but you can see us all from a dis­tance now. It’s all to your ad­vant­age that you can still take your old in­terest, isn’t it, Mr. Ot­ten­burg?”

			“That’s ex­actly one of her ad­vant­ages, Dr. Arch­ie. Nobody can ever take that away from her, and none of us who came later can ever hope to rival Moon­stone in the im­pres­sion we make. Her scale of val­ues will al­ways be the Moon­stone scale. And, with an artist, that is an ad­vant­age.” Fred nod­ded.

			Dr. Arch­ie looked at him ser­i­ously. “You mean it keeps them from get­ting af­fected?”

			“Yes; keeps them from get­ting off the track gen­er­ally.”

			While the waiter filled the glasses, Fred poin­ted out to Thea a big black French ba­rytone who was eat­ing an­chovies by their tails at one of the tables be­low, and the doc­tor looked about and stud­ied his fel­low diners.

			“Do you know, Mr. Ot­ten­burg,” he said deeply, “these people all look hap­pi­er to me than our West­ern people do. Is it simply good man­ners on their part, or do they get more out of life?”

			Fred laughed to Thea above the glass he had just lif­ted. “Some of them are get­ting a good deal out of it now, doc­tor. This is the hour when bench-joy bright­ens.”

			Thea chuckled and dar­ted him a quick glance. “Bench-joy! Where did you get that slang?”

			“That hap­pens to be very old slang, my dear. Older than Moon­stone or the sov­er­eign State of Col­or­ado. Our old friend Mr. Nath­an­mey­er could tell us why it hap­pens to hit you.” He leaned for­ward and touched Thea’s wrist, “See that fur coat just com­ing in, Thea. It’s D’Al­bert. He’s just back from his West­ern tour. Fine head, hasn’t he?”

			“To go back,” said Dr. Arch­ie; “I in­sist that people do look hap­pi­er here. I’ve no­ticed it even on the street, and es­pe­cially in the ho­tels.”

			Fred turned to him cheer­fully. “New York people live a good deal in the fourth di­men­sion, Dr. Arch­ie. It’s that you no­tice in their faces.”

			The doc­tor was in­ter­ested. “The fourth di­men­sion,” he re­peated slowly; “and is that slang, too?”

			“No,”—Fred shook his head—“that’s merely a fig­ure. I mean that life is not quite so per­son­al here as it is in your part of the world. People are more taken up by hob­bies, in­terests that are less sub­ject to re­verses than their per­son­al af­fairs. If you’re in­ter­ested in Thea’s voice, for in­stance, or in voices in gen­er­al, that in­terest is just the same, even if your min­ing stocks go down.”

			The doc­tor looked at him nar­rowly. “You think that’s about the prin­cip­al dif­fer­ence between coun­try people and city people, don’t you?”

			Fred was a little dis­con­cer­ted at be­ing fol­lowed up so res­ol­utely, and he at­temp­ted to dis­miss it with a pleas­antry. “I’ve nev­er thought much about it, doc­tor. But I should say, on the spur of the mo­ment, that that is one of the prin­cip­al dif­fer­ences between people any­where. It’s the con­sol­a­tion of fel­lows like me who don’t ac­com­plish much. The fourth di­men­sion is not good for busi­ness, but we think we have a bet­ter time.”

			Dr. Arch­ie leaned back in his chair. His heavy shoulders were con­tem­plat­ive. “And she,” he said slowly; “should you say that she is one of the kind you refer to?” He in­clined his head to­ward the shim­mer of the pale-green dress be­side him. Thea was lean­ing, just then, over the bal­cony rail, her head in the light from the chan­deliers be­low.

			“Nev­er, nev­er!” Fred pro­tested. “She’s as hard­headed as the worst of you—with a dif­fer­ence.”

			The doc­tor sighed. “Yes, with a dif­fer­ence; some­thing that makes a good many re­volu­tions to the second. When she was little I used to feel her head to try to loc­ate it.”

			Fred laughed. “Did you, though? So you were on the track of it? Oh, it’s there! We can’t get round it, miss,” as Thea looked back in­quir­ingly. “Dr. Arch­ie, there’s a fel­low towns­man of yours I feel a real kin­ship for.” He pressed a ci­gar upon Dr. Arch­ie and struck a match for him. “Tell me about Span­ish Johnny.”

			The doc­tor smiled be­nig­nantly through the first waves of smoke. “Well, Johnny’s an old pa­tient of mine, and he’s an old ad­mirer of Thea’s. She was born a cos­mo­pol­it­an, and I ex­pect she learned a good deal from Johnny when she used to run away and go to Mex­ic­an Town. We thought it a queer freak then.”

			The doc­tor launched in­to a long story, in which he was of­ten eagerly in­ter­rup­ted or joy­ously con­firmed by Thea, who was drink­ing her cof­fee and for­cing open the petals of the roses with an ar­dent and rather rude hand. Fred settled down in­to en­joy­ing his com­pre­hen­sion of his guests. Thea, watch­ing Dr. Arch­ie and in­ter­ested in his present­a­tion, was un­con­sciously im­per­son­at­ing her suave, gold-tin­ted friend. It was de­light­ful to see her so ra­di­ant and re­spons­ive again. She had kept her prom­ise about look­ing her best; when one could so eas­ily get to­geth­er the col­ors of an apple branch in early spring, that was not hard to do. Even Dr. Arch­ie felt, each time he looked at her, a fresh con­scious­ness. He re­cog­nized the fine tex­ture of her moth­er’s skin, with the dif­fer­ence that, when she reached across the table to give him a bunch of grapes, her arm was not only white, but some­how a little dazzling. She seemed to him taller, and freer in all her move­ments. She had now a way of tak­ing a deep breath when she was in­ter­ested, that made her seem very strong, some­how, and brought her at one quite over­power­ingly. If he seemed shy, it was not that he was in­tim­id­ated by her worldly clothes, but that her great­er pos­it­ive­ness, her whole aug­men­ted self, made him feel that his ac­cus­tomed man­ner to­ward her was in­ad­equate.

			Fred, on his part, was re­flect­ing that the awk­ward po­s­i­tion in which he had placed her would not con­fine or chafe her long. She looked about at oth­er people, at oth­er wo­men, curi­ously. She was not quite sure of her­self, but she was not in the least afraid or apo­lo­get­ic. She seemed to sit there on the edge, emer­ging from one world in­to an­oth­er, tak­ing her bear­ings, get­ting an idea of the con­cer­ted move­ment about her, but with ab­so­lute self-con­fid­ence. So far from shrink­ing, she ex­pan­ded. The mere kindly ef­fort to please Dr. Arch­ie was enough to bring her out.

			There was much talk of aur­ae at that time, and Fred mused that every beau­ti­ful, every com­pel­lingly beau­ti­ful wo­man, had an aura, wheth­er oth­er people did or no. There was, cer­tainly, about the wo­man he had brought up from Mex­ico, such an em­an­a­tion. She ex­is­ted in more space than she oc­cu­pied by meas­ure­ment. The en­vel­op­ing air about her head and shoulders was sub­sid­ized—was more mov­ing than she her­self, for in it lived the awaken­ings, all the first sweet­ness that life kills in people. One felt in her such a wealth of Ju­gendzeit, all those flowers of the mind and the blood that bloom and per­ish by the myri­ad in the few ex­haust­less years when the ima­gin­a­tion first kindles. It was in watch­ing her as she emerged like this, in be­ing near and not too near, that one got, for a mo­ment, so much that one had lost; among oth­er le­gendary things the le­gendary theme of the ab­so­lutely ma­gic­al power of a beau­ti­ful wo­man.

			After they had left Thea at her hotel, Dr. Arch­ie ad­mit­ted to Fred, as they walked up Broad­way through the rap­idly chilling air, that once be­fore he had seen their young friend flash up in­to a more po­tent self, but in a dark­er mood. It was in his of­fice one night, when she was at home the sum­mer be­fore last. “And then I got the idea,” he ad­ded simply, “that she would not live like oth­er people: that, for bet­ter or worse, she had un­com­mon gifts.”

			“Oh, we’ll see that it’s for bet­ter, you and I,” Fred re­as­sured him. “Won’t you come up to my hotel with me? I think we ought to have a long talk.”

			“Yes, in­deed,” said Dr. Arch­ie grate­fully; “I think we ought.”

		
	
		
			V

			Thea was to sail on Tues­day, at noon, and on Sat­urday Fred Ot­ten­burg ar­ranged for her pas­sage, while she and Dr. Arch­ie went shop­ping. With rugs and sea-clothes she was already provided; Fred had got everything of that sort she needed for the voy­age up from Vera Cruz. On Sunday af­ter­noon Thea went to see the Harsa­nyis. When she re­turned to her hotel, she found a note from Ot­ten­burg, say­ing that he had called and would come again to­mor­row.

			On Monday morn­ing, while she was at break­fast, Fred came in. She knew by his hur­ried, dis­trac­ted air as he entered the din­ing-room that some­thing had gone wrong. He had just got a tele­gram from home. His moth­er had been thrown from her car­riage and hurt; a con­cus­sion of some sort, and she was un­con­scious. He was leav­ing for St. Louis that night on the el­ev­en o’clock train. He had a great deal to at­tend to dur­ing the day. He would come that even­ing, if he might, and stay with her un­til train time, while she was do­ing her pack­ing. Scarcely wait­ing for her con­sent, he hur­ried away.

			All day Thea was some­what cast down. She was sorry for Fred, and she missed the feel­ing that she was the one per­son in his mind. He had scarcely looked at her when they ex­changed words at the break­fast-table. She felt as if she were set aside, and she did not seem so im­port­ant even to her­self as she had yes­ter­day. Cer­tainly, she re­flec­ted, it was high time that she began to take care of her­self again. Dr. Arch­ie came for din­ner, but she sent him away early, telling him that she would be ready to go to the boat with him at half-past ten the next morn­ing. When she went up­stairs, she looked gloomily at the open trunk in her sit­ting-room, and at the trays piled on the sofa. She stood at the win­dow and watched a quiet snowstorm spend­ing it­self over the city. More than any­thing else, fall­ing snow al­ways made her think of Moon­stone; of the Kohlers’ garden, of Thor’s sled, of dress­ing by lamp­light and start­ing off to school be­fore the paths were broken.

			When Fred came, he looked tired, and he took her hand al­most without see­ing her.

			“I’m so sorry, Fred. Have you had any more word?”

			“She was still un­con­scious at four this af­ter­noon. It doesn’t look very en­cour­aging.” He ap­proached the fire and warmed his hands. He seemed to have con­trac­ted, and he had not at all his ha­bitu­al ease of man­ner. “Poor moth­er!” he ex­claimed; “noth­ing like this should have happened to her. She has so much pride of per­son. She’s not at all an old wo­man, you know. She’s nev­er got bey­ond vig­or­ous and rather dash­ing middle age.” He turned ab­ruptly to Thea and for the first time really looked at her. “How badly things come out! She’d have liked you for a daugh­ter-in-law. Oh, you’d have fought like the dev­il, but you’d have re­spec­ted each oth­er.” He sank in­to a chair and thrust his feet out to the fire. “Still,” he went on thought­fully, seem­ing to ad­dress the ceil­ing, “it might have been bad for you. Our big Ger­man houses, our good Ger­man cook­ing—you might have got lost in the up­hol­stery. That sub­stan­tial com­fort might take the tem­per out of you, dull your edge. Yes,” he sighed, “I guess you were meant for the jolt of the break­ers.”

			“I guess I’ll get plenty of jolt,” Thea mur­mured, turn­ing to her trunk.

			“I’m rather glad I’m not stay­ing over un­til to­mor­row,” Fred re­flec­ted. “I think it’s easi­er for me to glide out like this. I feel now as if everything were rather cas­u­al, any­how. A thing like that dulls one’s feel­ings.”

			Thea, stand­ing by her trunk, made no reply. Presently he shook him­self and rose. “Want me to put those trays in for you?”

			“No, thank you. I’m not ready for them yet.”

			Fred strolled over to the sofa, lif­ted a scarf from one of the trays and stood ab­strac­tedly draw­ing it through his fin­gers. “You’ve been so kind these last few days, Thea, that I began to hope you might soften a little; that you might ask me to come over and see you this sum­mer.”

			“If you thought that, you were mis­taken,” she said slowly. “I’ve hardened, if any­thing. But I shan’t carry any grudge away with me, if you mean that.”

			He dropped the scarf. “And there’s noth­ing—noth­ing at all you’ll let me do?”

			“Yes, there is one thing, and it’s a good deal to ask. If I get knocked out, or nev­er get on, I’d like you to see that Dr. Arch­ie gets his money back. I’m tak­ing three thou­sand dol­lars of his.”

			“Why, of course I shall. You may dis­miss that from your mind. How fussy you are about money, Thea. You make such a point of it.” He turned sharply and walked to the win­dows.

			Thea sat down in the chair he had quit­ted. “It’s only poor people who feel that way about money, and who are really hon­est,” she said gravely. “Some­times I think that to be really hon­est, you must have been so poor that you’ve been temp­ted to steal.”

			“To what?”

			“To steal. I used to be, when I first went to Chica­go and saw all the things in the big stores there. Nev­er any­thing big, but little things, the kind I’d nev­er seen be­fore and could nev­er af­ford. I did take some­thing once, be­fore I knew it.”

			Fred came to­ward her. For the first time she had his whole at­ten­tion, in the de­gree to which she was ac­cus­tomed to hav­ing it. “Did you? What was it?” he asked with in­terest.

			“A sachet. A little blue silk bag of or­ris-root powder. There was a whole coun­ter­ful of them, marked down to fifty cents. I’d nev­er seen any be­fore, and they seemed ir­res­ist­ible. I took one up and wandered about the store with it. Nobody seemed to no­tice, so I car­ried it off.”

			Fred laughed. “Crazy child! Why, your things al­ways smell of or­ris; is it a pen­ance?”

			“No, I love it. But I saw that the firm didn’t lose any­thing by me. I went back and bought it there whenev­er I had a quarter to spend. I got a lot to take to Ari­zona. I made it up to them.”

			“I’ll bet you did!” Fred took her hand. “Why didn’t I find you that first winter? I’d have loved you just as you came!”

			Thea shook her head. “No, you wouldn’t, but you might have found me amus­ing. The Harsa­nyis said yes­ter­day af­ter­noon that I wore such a funny cape and that my shoes al­ways squeaked. They think I’ve im­proved. I told them it was your do­ing if I had, and then they looked scared.”

			“Did you sing for Harsa­nyi?”

			“Yes. He thinks I’ve im­proved there, too. He said nice things to me. Oh, he was very nice! He agrees with you about my go­ing to Lehmann, if she’ll take me. He came out to the el­ev­at­or with me, after we had said good­bye. He said some­thing nice out there, too, but he seemed sad.”

			“What was it that he said?”

			“He said, ‘When people, ser­i­ous people, be­lieve in you, they give you some of their best, so—take care of it, Miss Kron­borg.’ Then he waved his hands and went back.”

			“If you sang, I wish you had taken me along. Did you sing well?” Fred turned from her and went back to the win­dow. “I won­der when I shall hear you sing again.” He picked up a bunch of vi­ol­ets and smelled them. “You know, your leav­ing me like this—well, it’s al­most in­hu­man to be able to do it so kindly and un­con­di­tion­ally.”

			“I sup­pose it is. It was al­most in­hu­man to be able to leave home, too—the last time, when I knew it was for good. But all the same, I cared a great deal more than any­body else did. I lived through it. I have no choice now. No mat­ter how much it breaks me up, I have to go. Do I seem to en­joy it?”

			Fred bent over her trunk and picked up some­thing which proved to be a score, clum­sily bound. “What’s this? Did you ever try to sing this?” He opened it and on the en­graved title-page read Wun­sch’s in­scrip­tion, “Einst, O Wun­der!” He looked up sharply at Thea.

			“Wun­sch gave me that when he went away. I’ve told you about him, my old teach­er in Moon­stone. He loved that op­era.”

			Fred went to­ward the fire­place, the book un­der his arm, singing softly:—

			
				
					Einst, O Wun­der, ent­blüht auf meinem Grabe,
					

					Eine Blume der Asche meines Herzens;
				

			

			“You have no idea at all where he is, Thea?” He leaned against the man­tel and looked down at her.

			“No, I wish I had. He may be dead by this time. That was five years ago, and he used him­self hard. Mrs. Kohler was al­ways afraid he would die off alone some­where and be stuck un­der the prair­ie. When we last heard of him, he was in Kan­sas.”

			“If he were to be found, I’d like to do some­thing for him. I seem to get a good deal of him from this.” He opened the book again, where he kept the place with his fin­ger, and scru­tin­ized the purple ink. “How like a Ger­man! Had he ever sung the song for you?”

			“No. I didn’t know where the words were from un­til once, when Harsa­nyi sang it for me, I re­cog­nized them.”

			Fred closed the book. “Let me see, what was your noble brake­man’s name?”

			Thea looked up with sur­prise. “Ray, Ray Kennedy.”

			“Ray Kennedy!” he laughed. “It couldn’t well have been bet­ter! Wun­sch and Dr. Arch­ie, and Ray, and I,”—he told them off on his fin­gers—“your whist­ling-posts! You haven’t done so badly. We’ve backed you as we could, some in our weak­ness and some in our might. In your dark hours—and you’ll have them—you may like to re­mem­ber us.” He smiled whim­sic­ally and dropped the score in­to the trunk. “You are tak­ing that with you?”

			“Surely I am. I haven’t so many keep­sakes that I can af­ford to leave that. I haven’t got many that I value so highly.”

			“That you value so highly?” Fred echoed her grav­ity play­fully. “You are de­li­cious when you fall in­to your ver­nacu­lar.” He laughed half to him­self.

			“What’s the mat­ter with that? Isn’t it per­fectly good Eng­lish?”

			“Per­fectly good Moon­stone, my dear. Like the ready-made clothes that hang in the win­dows, made to fit every­body and fit nobody, a phrase that can be used on all oc­ca­sions. Oh,”—he star­ted across the room again—“that’s one of the fine things about your go­ing! You’ll be with the right sort of people and you’ll learn a good, live, warm Ger­man, that will be like your­self. You’ll get a new speech full of shades and col­or like your voice; alive, like your mind. It will be al­most like be­ing born again, Thea.”

			She was not of­fen­ded. Fred had said such things to her be­fore, and she wanted to learn. In the nat­ur­al course of things she would nev­er have loved a man from whom she could not learn a great deal.

			“Harsa­nyi said once,” she re­marked thought­fully, “that if one be­came an artist one had to be born again, and that one owed noth­ing to any­body.”

			“Ex­actly. And when I see you again I shall not see you, but your daugh­ter. May I?” He held up his ci­gar­ette case ques­tion­ingly and then began to smoke, tak­ing up again the song which ran in his head:—

			
				
					Deut­lich schim­mert auf je­dem, Pur­pur­blättchen, Ad­elaide!
				

			

			“I have half an hour with you yet, and then, exit Fred.” He walked about the room, smoking and singing the words un­der his breath. “You’ll like the voy­age,” he said ab­ruptly. “That first ap­proach to a for­eign shore, steal­ing up on it and find­ing it—there’s noth­ing like it. It wakes up everything that’s asleep in you. You won’t mind my writ­ing to some people in Ber­lin? They’ll be nice to you.”

			“I wish you would.” Thea gave a deep sigh. “I wish one could look ahead and see what is com­ing to one.”

			“Oh, no!” Fred was smoking nervously; “that would nev­er do. It’s the un­cer­tainty that makes one try. You’ve nev­er had any sort of chance, and now I fancy you’ll make it up to your­self. You’ll find the way to let your­self out in one long flight.”

			Thea put her hand on her heart. “And then drop like the rocks we used to throw—any­where.” She left the chair and went over to the sofa, hunt­ing for some­thing in the trunk trays. When she came back she found Fred sit­ting in her place. “Here are some handker­chiefs of yours. I’ve kept one or two. They’re lar­ger than mine and use­ful if one has a head­ache.”

			“Thank you. How nicely they smell of your things!” He looked at the white squares for a mo­ment and then put them in his pock­et. He kept the low chair, and as she stood be­side him he took her hands and sat look­ing in­tently at them, as if he were ex­amin­ing them for some spe­cial pur­pose, tra­cing the long round fin­gers with the tips of his own. “Or­din­ar­ily, you know, there are reefs that a man catches to and keeps his nose above wa­ter. But this is a case by it­self. There seems to be no lim­it as to how much I can be in love with you. I keep go­ing.” He did not lift his eyes from her fin­gers, which he con­tin­ued to study with the same fer­vor. “Every kind of stringed in­stru­ment there is plays in your hands, Thea,” he whispered, press­ing them to his face.

			She dropped be­side him and slipped in­to his arms, shut­ting her eyes and lift­ing her cheek to his. “Tell me one thing,” Fred whispered. “You said that night on the boat, when I first told you, that if you could you would crush it all up in your hands and throw it in­to the sea. Would you, all those weeks?”

			She shook her head.

			“An­swer me, would you?”

			“No, I was angry then. I’m not now. I’d nev­er give them up. Don’t make me pay too much.” In that em­brace they lived over again all the oth­ers. When Thea drew away from him, she dropped her face in her hands. “You are good to me,” she breathed, “you are!”

			Rising to his feet, he put his hands un­der her el­bows and lif­ted her gently. He drew her to­ward the door with him. “Get all you can. Be gen­er­ous with your­self. Don’t stop short of splen­did things. I want them for you more than I want any­thing else, more than I want one splen­did thing for my­self. I can’t help feel­ing that you’ll gain, some­how, by my los­ing so much. That you’ll gain the very thing I lose. Take care of her, as Harsa­nyi said. She’s won­der­ful!” He kissed her and went out of the door without look­ing back, just as if he were com­ing again to­mor­row.

			Thea went quickly in­to her bed­room. She brought out an arm­ful of muslin things, knelt down, and began to lay them in the trays. Sud­denly she stopped, dropped for­ward and leaned against the open trunk, her head on her arms. The tears fell down on the dark old car­pet. It came over her how many people must have said good­bye and been un­happy in that room. Oth­er people, be­fore her time, had hired this room to cry in. Strange rooms and strange streets and faces, how sick at heart they made one! Why was she go­ing so far, when what she wanted was some fa­mil­i­ar place to hide in?—the rock house, her little room in Moon­stone, her own bed. Oh, how good it would be to lie down in that little bed, to cut the nerve that kept one strug­gling, that pulled one on and on, to sink in­to peace there, with all the fam­ily safe and happy down­stairs. After all, she was a Moon­stone girl, one of the preach­er’s chil­dren. Everything else was in Fred’s ima­gin­a­tion. Why was she called upon to take such chances? Any safe, hum­drum work that did not com­prom­ise her would be bet­ter. But if she failed now, she would lose her soul. There was nowhere to fall, after one took that step, ex­cept in­to abysses of wretched­ness. She knew what abysses, for she could still hear the old man play­ing in the snowstorm, “Ach, ich habe sie ver­loren!” That melody was re­leased in her like a pas­sion of long­ing. Every nerve in her body thrilled to it. It brought her to her feet, car­ried her some­how to bed and in­to troubled sleep.

			That night she taught in Moon­stone again: she beat her pu­pils in hideous rages, she kept on beat­ing them. She sang at fu­ner­als, and struggled at the pi­ano with Harsa­nyi. In one dream she was look­ing in­to a hand-glass and think­ing that she was get­ting bet­ter-look­ing, when the glass began to grow smal­ler and smal­ler and her own re­flec­tion to shrink, un­til she real­ized that she was look­ing in­to Ray Kennedy’s eyes, see­ing her face in that look of his which she could nev­er for­get. All at once the eyes were Fred Ot­ten­burg’s, and not Ray’s. All night she heard the shriek­ing of trains, whist­ling in and out of Moon­stone, as she used to hear them in her sleep when they blew shrill in the winter air. But to­night they were ter­ri­fy­ing—the spec­tral, fated trains that “raced with death,” about which the old wo­man from the de­pot used to pray.

			In the morn­ing she wakened breath­less after a struggle with Mrs. Liv­ery John­son’s daugh­ter. She star­ted up with a bound, threw the blankets back and sat on the edge of the bed, her night­dress open, her long braids hanging over her bos­om, blink­ing at the day­light. After all, it was not too late. She was only twenty years old, and the boat sailed at noon. There was still time!
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				Kron­borg
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			I

			It is a glor­i­ous winter day. Den­ver, stand­ing on her high plat­eau un­der a thrill­ing green-blue sky, is masked in snow and glit­ter­ing with sun­light. The Cap­it­ol build­ing is ac­tu­ally in ar­mor, and throws off the shafts of the sun un­til the be­hold­er is dazzled and the out­lines of the build­ing are lost in a blaze of re­flec­ted light. The stone ter­race is a white field over which fiery re­flec­tions dance, and the trees and bushes are faith­fully re­peated in snow—on every black twig a soft, blurred line of white. From the ter­race one looks dir­ectly over to where the moun­tains break in their sharp, fa­mil­i­ar lines against the sky. Snow fills the gorges, hangs in scarfs on the great slopes, and on the peaks the fiery sun­shine is gathered up as by a burn­ing-glass.

			Howard Arch­ie is stand­ing at the win­dow of his private room in the of­fices of the San Fe­lipe Min­ing Com­pany, on the sixth floor of the Raton Build­ing, look­ing off at the moun­tain glor­ies of his State while he gives dic­ta­tion to his sec­ret­ary. He is ten years older than when we saw him last, and em­phat­ic­ally ten years more pros­per­ous. A dec­ade of com­ing in­to things has not so much aged him as it has for­ti­fied, smoothed, and as­sured him. His sandy hair and im­per­i­al con­ceal whatever gray they har­bor. He has not grown heav­ier, but more flex­ible, and his massive shoulders carry fifty years and the con­trol of his great min­ing in­terests more lightly than they car­ried forty years and a coun­try prac­tice. In short, he is one of the friends to whom we feel grate­ful for hav­ing got on in the world, for help­ing to keep up the gen­er­al tem­per­at­ure and our own con­fid­ence in life. He is an ac­quaint­ance that one would hurry to over­take and greet among a hun­dred. In his warm hand­shake and gen­er­ous smile there is the stim­u­lat­ing cor­di­al­ity of good fel­lows come in­to good for­tune and eager to pass it on; some­thing that makes one think bet­ter of the lot­tery of life and re­solve to try again.

			When Arch­ie had fin­ished his morn­ing mail, he turned away from the win­dow and faced his sec­ret­ary. “Did any­thing come up yes­ter­day af­ter­noon while I was away, T. B.?”

			Thomas Burk turned over the leaf of his cal­en­dar. “Gov­ernor Alden sent down to say that he wanted to see you be­fore he sends his let­ter to the Board of Par­dons. Asked if you could go over to the State House this morn­ing.”

			Arch­ie shrugged his shoulders. “I’ll think about it.”

			The young man grinned.

			“Any­thing else?” his chief con­tin­ued.

			T. B. swung round in his chair with a look of in­terest on his shrewd, clean-shaven face. “Old Jasper Flight was in, Dr. Arch­ie. I nev­er ex­pec­ted to see him alive again. Seems he’s tucked away for the winter with a sis­ter who’s a house­keep­er at the Ox­ford. He’s all crippled up with rheum­at­ism, but as fierce after it as ever. Wants to know if you or the com­pany won’t grubstake him again. Says he’s sure of it this time; had loc­ated some­thing when the snow shut down on him in Decem­ber. He wants to crawl out at the first break in the weath­er, with that same old burro with the split ear. He got some­body to winter the beast for him. He’s su­per­sti­tious about that burro, too; thinks it’s di­vinely guided. You ought to hear the line of talk he put up here yes­ter­day; said when he rode in his car­riage, that burro was a-go­ing to ride along with him.”

			Arch­ie laughed. “Did he leave you his ad­dress?”

			“He didn’t neg­lect any­thing,” replied the clerk cyn­ic­ally.

			“Well, send him a line and tell him to come in again. I like to hear him. Of all the crazy pro­spect­ors I’ve ever known, he’s the most in­ter­est­ing, be­cause he’s really crazy. It’s a re­li­gious con­vic­tion with him, and with most of ’em it’s a gambling fever or pure vag­rancy. But Jasper Flight be­lieves that the Almighty keeps the secret of the sil­ver de­pos­its in these hills, and gives it away to the de­serving. He’s a down­right noble fig­ure. Of course I’ll stake him! As long as he can crawl out in the spring. He and that burro are a sight to­geth­er. The beast is nearly as white as Jasper; must be twenty years old.”

			“If you stake him this time, you won’t have to again,” said T. B. know­ingly. “He’ll croak up there, mark my word. Says he nev­er ties the burro at night now, for fear he might be called sud­den, and the beast would starve. I guess that an­im­al could eat a lari­at rope, all right, and en­joy it.”

			“I guess if we knew the things those two have eaten, and haven’t eaten, in their time, T. B., it would make us ve­get­ari­ans.” The doc­tor sat down and looked thought­ful. “That’s the way for the old man to go. It would be pretty hard luck if he had to die in a hos­pit­al. I wish he could turn up some­thing be­fore he cashes in. But his kind sel­dom do; they’re be­witched. Still, there was Strat­ton. I’ve been meet­ing Jasper Flight, and his side meat and tin pans, up in the moun­tains for years, and I’d miss him. I al­ways halfway be­lieve the fairy tales he spins me. Old Jasper Flight,” Arch­ie mur­mured, as if he liked the name or the pic­ture it called up.

			A clerk came in from the out­er of­fice and handed Arch­ie a card. He sprang up and ex­claimed, “Mr. Ot­ten­burg? Bring him in.”

			Fred Ot­ten­burg entered, clad in a long, fur-lined coat, hold­ing a checked-cloth hat in his hand, his cheeks and eyes bright with the out­door cold. The two men met be­fore Arch­ie’s desk and their hand­clasp was longer than friend­ship prompts ex­cept in re­gions where the blood warms and quick­ens to meet the dry cold. Un­der the gen­er­al key­ing-up of the alti­tude, man­ners take on a hearti­ness, a vi­va­city, that is one ex­pres­sion of the half-un­con­scious ex­cite­ment which Col­or­ado people miss when they drop in­to lower strata of air. The heart, we are told, wears out early in that high at­mo­sphere, but while it pumps it sends out no slug­gish stream. Our two friends stood grip­ping each oth­er by the hand and smil­ing.

			“When did you get in, Fred? And what have you come for?” Arch­ie gave him a quiz­zical glance.

			“I’ve come to find out what you think you’re do­ing out here,” the young­er man de­clared em­phat­ic­ally. “I want to get next, I do. When can you see me?”

			“Any­thing on to­night? Then sup­pose you dine with me. Where can I pick you up at five-thirty?”

			“Bixby’s of­fice, gen­er­al freight agent of the Bur­l­ing­ton.” Ot­ten­burg began to but­ton his over­coat and drew on his gloves. “I’ve got to have one shot at you be­fore I go, Arch­ie. Didn’t I tell you Pinky Alden was a cheap squirt?”

			Alden’s back­er laughed and shook his head. “Oh, he’s worse than that, Fred. It isn’t po­lite to men­tion what he is, out­side of the Ar­a­bi­an Nights. I guessed you’d come to rub it in­to me.”

			Ot­ten­burg paused, his hand on the doorknob, his high col­or chal­len­ging the doc­tor’s calm. “I’m dis­gus­ted with you, Arch­ie, for train­ing with such a pup. A man of your ex­per­i­ence!”

			“Well, he’s been an ex­per­i­ence,” Arch­ie muttered. “I’m not coy about ad­mit­ting it, am I?”

			Ot­ten­burg flung open the door. “Small cred­it to you. Even the wo­men are out for cap­it­al and cor­rup­tion, I hear. Your Gov­ernor’s done more for the United Brew­er­ies in six months than I’ve been able to do in six years. He’s the lily-livered sort we’re look­ing for. Good morn­ing.”

			That af­ter­noon at five o’clock Dr. Arch­ie emerged from the State House after his talk with Gov­ernor Alden, and crossed the ter­race un­der a saf­fron sky. The snow, beaten hard, was blue in the dusk; a day of blind­ing sun­light had not even star­ted a thaw. The lights of the city twinkled pale be­low him in the quiv­er­ing vi­ol­et air, and the dome of the State House be­hind him was still red with the light from the west. Be­fore he got in­to his car, the doc­tor paused to look about him at the scene of which he nev­er tired. Arch­ie lived in his own house on Col­fax Av­en­ue, where he had roomy grounds and a rose garden and a con­ser­vat­ory. His house­keep­ing was done by three Ja­pan­ese boys, de­voted and re­source­ful, who were able to man­age Arch­ie’s din­ner parties, to see that he kept his en­gage­ments, and to make vis­it­ors who stayed at the house so com­fort­able that they were al­ways loath to go away.

			Arch­ie had nev­er known what com­fort was un­til he be­came a wid­ower, though with char­ac­ter­ist­ic del­ic­acy, or dis­hon­esty, he in­sisted upon ac­cred­it­ing his peace of mind to the San Fe­lipe, to Time, to any­thing but his re­lease from Mrs. Arch­ie.

			Mrs. Arch­ie died just be­fore her hus­band left Moon­stone and came to Den­ver to live, six years ago. The poor wo­man’s fight against dust was her un­do­ing at last. One sum­mer day when she was rub­bing the par­lor up­hol­stery with gas­ol­ine—the doc­tor had of­ten for­bid­den her to use it on any ac­count, so that was one of the pleas­ures she seized upon in his ab­sence—an ex­plo­sion oc­curred. Nobody ever knew ex­actly how it happened, for Mrs. Arch­ie was dead when the neigh­bors rushed in to save her from the burn­ing house. She must have in­haled the burn­ing gas and died in­stantly.

			Moon­stone sever­ity re­len­ted to­ward her some­what after her death. But even while her old cronies at Mrs. Smi­ley’s mil­lin­ery store said that it was a ter­rible thing, they ad­ded that noth­ing but a power­ful ex­plos­ive could have killed Mrs. Arch­ie, and that it was only right the doc­tor should have a chance.

			Arch­ie’s past was lit­er­ally des­troyed when his wife died. The house burned to the ground, and all those ma­ter­i­al re­mind­ers which have such power over people dis­ap­peared in an hour. His min­ing in­terests now took him to Den­ver so of­ten that it seemed bet­ter to make his headquar­ters there. He gave up his prac­tice and left Moon­stone for good. Six months af­ter­ward, while Dr. Arch­ie was liv­ing at the Brown Palace Hotel, the San Fe­lipe mine began to give up that sil­ver hoard which old Cap­tain Har­ris had al­ways ac­cused it of con­ceal­ing, and San Fe­lipe headed the list of min­ing quo­ta­tions in every daily pa­per, East and West. In a few years Dr. Arch­ie was a very rich man. His mine was such an im­port­ant item in the min­er­al out­put of the State, and Arch­ie had a hand in so many of the new in­dus­tries of Col­or­ado and New Mex­ico, that his polit­ic­al in­flu­ence was con­sid­er­able. He had thrown it all, two years ago, to the new re­form party, and had brought about the elec­tion of a gov­ernor of whose con­duct he was now heart­ily ashamed. His friends be­lieved that Arch­ie him­self had am­bi­tious polit­ic­al plans.

		
	
		
			II

			When Ot­ten­burg and his host reached the house on Col­fax Av­en­ue, they went dir­ectly to the lib­rary, a long double room on the second floor which Arch­ie had ar­ranged ex­actly to his own taste. It was full of books and moun­ted spe­ci­mens of wild game, with a big writ­ing-table at either end, stiff, old-fash­ioned en­grav­ings, heavy hangings and deep up­hol­stery.

			When one of the Ja­pan­ese boys brought the cock­tails, Fred turned from the fine spe­ci­men of pec­cary he had been ex­amin­ing and said, “A man is an owl to live in such a place alone, Arch­ie. Why don’t you marry? As for me, just be­cause I can’t marry, I find the world full of charm­ing, un­at­tached wo­men, any one of whom I could fit up a house for with alac­rity.”

			“You’re more know­ing than I.” Arch­ie spoke po­litely. “I’m not very wide awake about wo­men. I’d be likely to pick out one of the un­com­fort­able ones—and there are a few of them, you know.” He drank his cock­tail and rubbed his hands to­geth­er in a friendly way. “My friends here have charm­ing wives, and they don’t give me a chance to get lonely. They are very kind to me, and I have a great many pleas­ant friend­ships.”

			Fred put down his glass. “Yes, I’ve al­ways no­ticed that wo­men have con­fid­ence in you. You have the doc­tor’s way of get­ting next. And you en­joy that kind of thing?”

			“The friend­ship of at­tract­ive wo­men? Oh, dear, yes! I de­pend upon it a great deal.”

			The but­ler an­nounced din­ner, and the two men went down­stairs to the din­ing-room. Dr. Arch­ie’s din­ners were al­ways good and well served, and his wines were ex­cel­lent.

			“I saw the Fuel and Iron people today,” Ot­ten­burg said, look­ing up from his soup. “Their heart is in the right place. I can’t see why in the mis­chief you ever got mixed up with that re­form gang, Arch­ie. You’ve got noth­ing to re­form out here. The situ­ation has al­ways been as simple as two and two in Col­or­ado; mostly a mat­ter of a friendly un­der­stand­ing.”

			“Well,”—Arch­ie spoke tol­er­antly—“some of the young fel­lows seemed to have red-hot con­vic­tions, and I thought it was bet­ter to let them try their ideas out.”

			Ot­ten­burg shrugged his shoulders. “A few dull young men who haven’t abil­ity enough to play the old game the old way, so they want to put on a new game which doesn’t take so much brains and gives away more ad­vert­ising that’s what your anti-sa­loon league and vice com­mis­sion amounts to. They provide no­tori­ety for the fel­lows who can’t dis­tin­guish them­selves at run­ning a busi­ness or prac­ti­cing law or de­vel­op­ing an in­dustry. Here you have a me­diocre law­yer with no brains and no prac­tice, try­ing to get a look-in on some­thing. He comes up with the nov­el pro­pos­i­tion that the pros­ti­tute has a hard time of it, puts his pic­ture in the pa­per, and the first thing you know, he’s a celebrity. He gets the rake-off and she’s just where she was be­fore. How could you fall for a mousetrap like Pink Alden, Arch­ie?”

			Dr. Arch­ie laughed as he began to carve. “Pink seems to get un­der your skin. He’s not worth talk­ing about. He’s gone his lim­it. People won’t read about his blame­less life any more. I knew those in­ter­views he gave out would cook him. They were a last re­sort. I could have stopped him, but by that time I’d come to the con­clu­sion that I’d let the re­formers down. I’m not against a gen­er­al shak­ing-up, but the trouble with Pinky’s crowd is they nev­er get bey­ond a gen­er­al writ­ing-up. We gave them a chance to do some­thing, and they just kept on writ­ing about each oth­er and what tempta­tions they had over­come.”

			While Arch­ie and his friend were busy with Col­or­ado polit­ics, the im­pec­cable Ja­pan­ese at­ten­ded swiftly and in­tel­li­gently to his du­ties, and the din­ner, as Ot­ten­burg at last re­marked, was worthy of more prof­it­able con­ver­sa­tion.

			“So it is,” the doc­tor ad­mit­ted. “Well, we’ll go up­stairs for our cof­fee and cut this out. Bring up some cognac and arak, Tai,” he ad­ded as he rose from the table.

			They stopped to ex­am­ine a moose’s head on the stair­way, and when they reached the lib­rary the pine logs in the fire­place had been lighted, and the cof­fee was bub­bling be­fore the hearth. Tai placed two chairs be­fore the fire and brought a tray of ci­gar­ettes.

			“Bring the ci­gars in my lower desk draw­er, boy,” the doc­tor dir­ec­ted. “Too much light in here, isn’t there, Fred? Light the lamp there on my desk, Tai.” He turned off the elec­tric glare and settled him­self deep in­to the chair op­pos­ite Ot­ten­burg’s.

			“To go back to our con­ver­sa­tion, doc­tor,” Fred began while he waited for the first steam to blow off his cof­fee; “why don’t you make up your mind to go to Wash­ing­ton? There’d be no fight made against you. I needn’t say the United Brew­er­ies would back you. There’d be some kudos com­ing to us, too; back­ing a re­form can­did­ate.”

			Dr. Arch­ie meas­ured his length in his chair and thrust his large boots to­ward the crack­ling pitch-pine. He drank his cof­fee and lit a big black ci­gar while his guest looked over the as­sort­ment of ci­gar­ettes on the tray. “You say why don’t I,” the doc­tor spoke with the de­lib­er­a­tion of a man in the po­s­i­tion of hav­ing sev­er­al courses to choose from, “but, on the oth­er hand, why should I?” He puffed away and seemed, through his half-closed eyes, to look down sev­er­al long roads with the in­ten­tion of lux­uri­ously re­ject­ing all of them and re­main­ing where he was. “I’m sick of polit­ics. I’m dis­il­lu­sioned about serving my crowd, and I don’t par­tic­u­larly want to serve yours. Noth­ing in it that I par­tic­u­larly want; and a man’s not ef­fect­ive in polit­ics un­less he wants some­thing for him­self, and wants it hard. I can reach my ends by straight­er roads. There are plenty of things to keep me busy. We haven’t be­gun to de­vel­op our re­sources in this State; we haven’t had a look in on them yet. That’s the only thing that isn’t fake—mak­ing men and ma­chines go, and ac­tu­ally turn­ing out a product.”

			The doc­tor poured him­self some white cor­di­al and looked over the little glass in­to the fire with an ex­pres­sion which led Ot­ten­burg to be­lieve that he was get­ting at some­thing in his own mind. Fred lit a ci­gar­ette and let his friend grope for his idea.

			“My boys, here,” Arch­ie went on, “have got me rather in­ter­ested in Ja­pan. Think I’ll go out there in the spring, and come back the oth­er way, through Siber­ia. I’ve al­ways wanted to go to Rus­sia.” His eyes still hunted for some­thing in his big fire­place. With a slow turn of his head he brought them back to his guest and fixed them upon him. “Just now, I’m think­ing of run­ning on to New York for a few weeks,” he ended ab­ruptly.

			Ot­ten­burg lif­ted his chin. “Ah!” he ex­claimed, as if he began to see Arch­ie’s drift. “Shall you see Thea?”

			“Yes.” The doc­tor re­plen­ished his cor­di­al glass. “In fact, I sus­pect I am go­ing ex­actly to see her. I’m get­ting stale on things here, Fred. Best people in the world and al­ways do­ing things for me. I’m fond of them, too, but I’ve been with them too much. I’m get­ting ill-tempered, and the first thing I know I’ll be hurt­ing people’s feel­ings. I snapped Mrs. Dandridge up over the tele­phone this af­ter­noon when she asked me to go out to Col­or­ado Springs on Sunday to meet some Eng­lish people who are stay­ing at the Antlers. Very nice of her to want me, and I was as sour as if she’d been try­ing to work me for some­thing. I’ve got to get out for a while, to save my repu­ta­tion.”

			To this ex­plan­a­tion Ot­ten­burg had not paid much at­ten­tion. He seemed to be look­ing at a fixed point: the yel­low glass eyes of a fine wild­cat over one of the book­cases. “You’ve nev­er heard her at all, have you?” he asked re­flect­ively. “Curi­ous, when this is her second sea­son in New York.”

			“I was go­ing on last March. Had everything ar­ranged. And then old Cap Har­ris thought he could drive his car and me through a lamp­post and I was laid up with a com­pound frac­ture for two months. So I didn’t get to see Thea.”

			Ot­ten­burg stud­ied the red end of his ci­gar­ette at­tent­ively. “She might have come out to see you. I re­mem­ber you covered the dis­tance like a streak when she wanted you.”

			Arch­ie moved un­eas­ily. “Oh, she couldn’t do that. She had to get back to Vi­enna to work on some new parts for this year. She sailed two days after the New York sea­son closed.”

			“Well, then she couldn’t, of course.” Fred smoked his ci­gar­ette close and tossed the end in­to the fire. “I’m tre­mend­ously glad you’re go­ing now. If you’re stale, she’ll jack you up. That’s one of her spe­cial­ties. She got a rise out of me last Decem­ber that las­ted me all winter.”

			“Of course,” the doc­tor apo­lo­gized, “you know so much more about such things. I’m afraid it will be rather wasted on me. I’m no judge of mu­sic.”

			“Nev­er mind that.” The young­er man pulled him­self up in his chair. “She gets it across to people who aren’t judges. That’s just what she does.” He re­lapsed in­to his former las­sit­ude. “If you were stone deaf, it wouldn’t all be wasted. It’s a great deal to watch her. In­cid­ent­ally, you know, she is very beau­ti­ful. Pho­to­graphs give you no idea.”

			Dr. Arch­ie clasped his large hands un­der his chin. “Oh, I’m count­ing on that. I don’t sup­pose her voice will sound nat­ur­al to me. Prob­ably I wouldn’t know it.”

			Ot­ten­burg smiled. “You’ll know it, if you ever knew it. It’s the same voice, only more so. You’ll know it.”

			“Did you, in Ger­many that time, when you wrote me? Sev­en years ago, now. That must have been at the very be­gin­ning.”

			“Yes, some­where near the be­gin­ning. She sang one of the Rhine daugh­ters.” Fred paused and drew him­self up again. “Sure, I knew it from the first note. I’d heard a good many young voices come up out of the Rhine, but, by gra­cious, I hadn’t heard one like that!” He fumbled for an­oth­er ci­gar­ette. “Mahler was con­duct­ing that night. I met him as he was leav­ing the house and had a word with him. ‘In­ter­est­ing voice you tried out this even­ing,’ I said. He stopped and smiled. ‘Miss Kron­borg, you mean? Yes, very. She seems to sing for the idea. Un­usu­al in a young sing­er.’ I’d nev­er heard him ad­mit be­fore that a sing­er could have an idea. She not only had it, but she got it across. The Rhine mu­sic, that I’d known since I was a boy, was fresh to me, vo­cal­ized for the first time. You real­ized that she was be­gin­ning that long story, ad­equately, with the end in view. Every phrase she sang was ba­sic. She simply was the idea of the Rhine mu­sic.” Ot­ten­burg rose and stood with his back to the fire. “And at the end, where you don’t see the maid­ens at all, the same thing again: two pretty voices and the Rhine voice.” Fred snapped his fin­gers and dropped his hand.

			The doc­tor looked up at him en­vi­ously. “You see, all that would be lost on me,” he said mod­estly. “I don’t know the dream nor the in­ter­pret­a­tion there­of. I’m out of it. It’s too bad that so few of her old friends can ap­pre­ci­ate her.”

			“Take a try at it,” Fred en­cour­aged him. “You’ll get in deep­er than you can ex­plain to your­self. People with no per­son­al in­terest do that.”

			“I sup­pose,” said Arch­ie dif­fid­ently, “that col­lege Ger­man, gone to seed, wouldn’t help me out much. I used to be able to make my Ger­man pa­tients un­der­stand me.”

			“Sure it would!” cried Ot­ten­burg heart­ily. “Don’t be above know­ing your lib­retto. That’s all very well for mu­si­cians, but com­mon mor­tals like you and me have got to know what she’s singing about. Get out your dic­tion­ary and go at it as you would at any oth­er pro­pos­i­tion. Her dic­tion is beau­ti­ful, and if you know the text you’ll get a great deal. So long as you’re go­ing to hear her, get all that’s com­ing to you. You bet in Ger­many people know their lib­ret­tos by heart! You Amer­ic­ans are so afraid of stoop­ing to learn any­thing.”

			“I am a little ashamed,” Arch­ie ad­mit­ted. “I guess that’s the way we mask our gen­er­al ig­nor­ance. How­ever, I’ll stoop this time; I’m more ashamed not to be able to fol­low her. The pa­pers al­ways say she’s such a fine act­ress.” He took up the tongs and began to re­arrange the logs that had burned through and fallen apart. “I sup­pose she has changed a great deal?” he asked ab­sently.

			“We’ve all changed, my dear Arch­ie—she more than most of us. Yes, and no. She’s all there, only there’s a great deal more of her. I’ve had only a few words with her in sev­er­al years. It’s bet­ter not, when I’m tied up this way. The laws are bar­bar­ous, Arch­ie.”

			“Your wife is—still the same?” the doc­tor asked sym­path­et­ic­ally.

			“Ab­so­lutely. Hasn’t been out of a san­it­ari­um for sev­en years now. No pro­spect of her ever be­ing out, and as long as she’s there I’m tied hand and foot. What does so­ci­ety get out of such a state of things, I’d like to know, ex­cept a tangle of ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies? If you want to re­form, there’s an open­ing for you!”

			“It’s bad, oh, very bad; I agree with you!” Dr. Arch­ie shook his head. “But there would be com­plic­a­tions un­der an­oth­er sys­tem, too. The whole ques­tion of a young man’s mar­ry­ing has looked pretty grave to me for a long while. How have they the cour­age to keep on do­ing it? It de­presses me now to buy wed­ding presents.” For some time the doc­tor watched his guest, who was sunk in bit­ter re­flec­tions. “Such things used to go bet­ter than they do now, I be­lieve. Seems to me all the mar­ried people I knew when I was a boy were happy enough.” He paused again and bit the end off a fresh ci­gar. “You nev­er saw Thea’s moth­er, did you, Ot­ten­burg? That’s a pity. Mrs. Kron­borg was a fine wo­man. I’ve al­ways been afraid Thea made a mis­take, not com­ing home when Mrs. Kron­borg was ill, no mat­ter what it cost her.”

			Ot­ten­burg moved about rest­lessly. “She couldn’t, Arch­ie, she pos­it­ively couldn’t. I felt you nev­er un­der­stood that, but I was in Dresden at the time, and though I wasn’t see­ing much of her, I could size up the situ­ation for my­self. It was by just a lucky chance that she got to sing Eliza­beth that time at the Dresden Op­era, a com­plic­a­tion of cir­cum­stances. If she’d run away, for any reas­on, she might have waited years for such a chance to come again. She gave a won­der­ful per­form­ance and made a great im­pres­sion. They offered her cer­tain terms; she had to take them and fol­low it up then and there. In that game you can’t lose a single trick. She was ill her­self, but she sang. Her moth­er was ill, and she sang. No, you mustn’t hold that against her, Arch­ie. She did the right thing there.” Ot­ten­burg drew out his watch. “Hello! I must be trav­el­ing. You hear from her reg­u­larly?”

			“More or less reg­u­larly. She was nev­er much of a let­ter-writer. She tells me about her en­gage­ments and con­tracts, but I know so little about that busi­ness that it doesn’t mean much to me bey­ond the fig­ures, which seem very im­press­ive. We’ve had a good deal of busi­ness cor­res­pond­ence, about put­ting up a stone to her fath­er and moth­er, and, lately, about her young­est broth­er, Thor. He is with me now; he drives my car. Today he’s up at the mine.”

			Ot­ten­burg, who had picked up his over­coat, dropped it. “Drives your car?” he asked in­cred­u­lously.

			“Yes. Thea and I have had a good deal of both­er about Thor. We tried a busi­ness col­lege, and an en­gin­eer­ing school, but it was no good. Thor was born a chauf­feur be­fore there were cars to drive. He was nev­er good for any­thing else; lay around home and col­lec­ted post­age stamps and took bi­cycles to pieces, wait­ing for the auto­mobile to be in­ven­ted. He’s just as much a part of a car as the steer­ing-gear. I can’t find out wheth­er he likes his job with me or not, or wheth­er he feels any curi­os­ity about his sis­ter. You can’t find any­thing out from a Kron­borg nowadays. The moth­er was dif­fer­ent.”

			Fred plunged in­to his coat. “Well, it’s a queer world, Arch­ie. But you’ll think bet­ter of it, if you go to New York. Wish I were go­ing with you. I’ll drop in on you in the morn­ing at about el­ev­en. I want a word with you about this In­ter­state Com­merce Bill. Good night.”

			Dr. Arch­ie saw his guest to the mo­tor which was wait­ing be­low, and then went back to his lib­rary, where he re­plen­ished the fire and sat down for a long smoke. A man of Arch­ie’s mod­est and rather cred­u­lous nature de­vel­ops late, and makes his largest gain between forty and fifty. At thirty, in­deed, as we have seen, Arch­ie was a soft­hearted boy un­der a manly ex­ter­i­or, still whist­ling to keep up his cour­age. Prosper­ity and large re­spons­ib­il­it­ies—above all, get­ting free of poor Mrs. Arch­ie—had brought out a good deal more than he knew was in him. He was think­ing to­night as he sat be­fore the fire, in the com­fort he liked so well, that but for lucky chances, and lucky holes in the ground, he would still be a coun­try prac­ti­tion­er, read­ing his old books by his of­fice lamp. And yet, he was not so fresh and en­er­get­ic as he ought to be. He was tired of busi­ness and of polit­ics. Worse than that, he was tired of the men with whom he had to do and of the wo­men who, as he said, had been kind to him. He felt as if he were still hunt­ing for some­thing, like old Jasper Flight. He knew that this was an un­be­com­ing and un­grate­ful state of mind, and he re­proached him­self for it. But he could not help won­der­ing why it was that life, even when it gave so much, after all gave so little. What was it that he had ex­pec­ted and missed? Why was he, more than he was any­thing else, dis­ap­poin­ted?

			He fell to look­ing back over his life and ask­ing him­self which years of it he would like to live over again—just as they had been—and they were not many. His col­lege years he would live again, gladly. After them there was noth­ing he would care to re­peat un­til he came to Thea Kron­borg. There had been some­thing stir­ring about those years in Moon­stone, when he was a rest­less young man on the verge of break­ing in­to lar­ger en­ter­prises, and when she was a rest­less child on the verge of grow­ing up in­to some­thing un­known. He real­ized now that she had coun­ted for a great deal more to him than he knew at the time. It was a con­tinu­ous sort of re­la­tion­ship. He was al­ways on the lookout for her as he went about the town, al­ways vaguely ex­pect­ing her as he sat in his of­fice at night. He had nev­er asked him­self then if it was strange that he should find a child of twelve the most in­ter­est­ing and com­pan­ion­able per­son in Moon­stone. It had seemed a pleas­ant, nat­ur­al kind of so­li­citude. He ex­plained it then by the fact that he had no chil­dren of his own. But now, as he looked back at those years, the oth­er in­terests were faded and in­an­im­ate. The thought of them was heavy. But wherever his life had touched Thea Kron­borg’s, there was still a little warmth left, a little sparkle. Their friend­ship seemed to run over those dis­con­ten­ted years like a leafy pat­tern, still bright and fresh when the oth­er pat­terns had faded in­to the dull back­ground. Their walks and drives and con­fid­ences, the night they watched the rab­bit in the moon­light—why were these things stir­ring to re­mem­ber? Whenev­er he thought of them, they were dis­tinctly dif­fer­ent from the oth­er memor­ies of his life; al­ways seemed hu­mor­ous, gay, with a little thrill of an­ti­cip­a­tion and mys­tery about them. They came near­er to be­ing tender secrets than any oth­ers he pos­sessed. Near­er than any­thing else they cor­res­pon­ded to what he had hoped to find in the world, and had not found. It came over him now that the un­ex­pec­ted fa­vors of for­tune, no mat­ter how dazzling, do not mean very much to us. They may ex­cite or di­vert us for a time, but when we look back, the only things we cher­ish are those which in some way met our ori­gin­al want; the de­sire which formed in us in early youth, un­dir­ec­ted, and of its own ac­cord.

		
	
		
			III

			For the first four years after Thea went to Ger­many things went on as usu­al with the Kron­borg fam­ily. Mrs. Kron­borg’s land in Neb­raska in­creased in value and brought her in a good rent­al. The fam­ily drif­ted in­to an easi­er way of liv­ing, half without real­iz­ing it, as fam­il­ies will. Then Mr. Kron­borg, who had nev­er been ill, died sud­denly of can­cer of the liv­er, and after his death Mrs. Kron­borg went, as her neigh­bors said, in­to a de­cline. Hear­ing dis­cour­aging re­ports of her from the phys­i­cian who had taken over his prac­tice, Dr. Arch­ie went up from Den­ver to see her. He found her in bed, in the room where he had more than once at­ten­ded her, a hand­some wo­man of sixty with a body still firm and white, her hair, faded now to a very pale prim­rose, in two thick braids down her back, her eyes clear and calm. When the doc­tor ar­rived, she was sit­ting up in her bed, knit­ting. He felt at once how glad she was to see him, but he soon gathered that she had made no de­term­in­a­tion to get well. She told him, in­deed, that she could not very well get along without Mr. Kron­borg. The doc­tor looked at her with as­ton­ish­ment. Was it pos­sible that she could miss the fool­ish old man so much? He re­minded her of her chil­dren.

			“Yes,” she replied; “the chil­dren are all very well, but they are not fath­er. We were mar­ried young.”

			The doc­tor watched her won­der­ingly as she went on knit­ting, think­ing how much she looked like Thea. The dif­fer­ence was one of de­gree rather than of kind. The daugh­ter had a com­pel­ling en­thu­si­asm, the moth­er had none. But their frame­work, their found­a­tion, was very much the same.

			In a mo­ment Mrs. Kron­borg spoke again. “Have you heard any­thing from Thea lately?”

			Dur­ing his talk with her, the doc­tor gathered that what Mrs. Kron­borg really wanted was to see her daugh­ter Thea. Ly­ing there day after day, she wanted it calmly and con­tinu­ously. He told her that, since she felt so, he thought they might ask Thea to come home.

			“I’ve thought a good deal about it,” said Mrs. Kron­borg slowly. “I hate to in­ter­rupt her, now that she’s be­gun to get ad­vance­ment. I ex­pect she’s seen some pretty hard times, though she was nev­er one to com­plain. Per­haps she’d feel that she would like to come. It would be hard, los­ing both of us while she’s off there.”

			When Dr. Arch­ie got back to Den­ver he wrote a long let­ter to Thea, ex­plain­ing her moth­er’s con­di­tion and how much she wished to see her, and ask­ing Thea to come, if only for a few weeks. Thea had re­paid the money she had bor­rowed from him, and he as­sured her that if she happened to be short of funds for the jour­ney, she had only to cable him.

			A month later he got a frantic sort of reply from Thea. Com­plic­a­tions in the op­era at Dresden had giv­en her an un­hoped-for op­por­tun­ity to go on in a big part. Be­fore this let­ter reached the doc­tor, she would have made her de­but as Eliza­beth, in Tan­nhäuser. She wanted to go to her moth­er more than she wanted any­thing else in the world, but, un­less she failed—which she would not—she ab­so­lutely could not leave Dresden for six months. It was not that she chose to stay; she had to stay—or lose everything. The next few months would put her five years ahead, or would put her back so far that it would be of no use to struggle fur­ther. As soon as she was free, she would go to Moon­stone and take her moth­er back to Ger­many with her. Her moth­er, she was sure, could live for years yet, and she would like Ger­man people and Ger­man ways, and could be hear­ing mu­sic all the time. Thea said she was writ­ing her moth­er and beg­ging her to help her one last time; to get strength and to wait for her six months, and then she (Thea) would do everything. Her moth­er would nev­er have to make an ef­fort again.

			Dr. Arch­ie went up to Moon­stone at once. He had great con­fid­ence in Mrs. Kron­borg’s power of will, and if Thea’s ap­peal took hold of her enough, he be­lieved she might get bet­ter. But when he was shown in­to the fa­mil­i­ar room off the par­lor, his heart sank. Mrs. Kron­borg was ly­ing se­rene and fate­ful on her pil­lows. On the dress­er at the foot of her bed there was a large pho­to­graph of Thea in the char­ac­ter in which she was to make her de­but. Mrs. Kron­borg poin­ted to it.

			“Isn’t she lovely, doc­tor? It’s nice that she hasn’t changed much. I’ve seen her look like that many a time.”

			They talked for a while about Thea’s good for­tune. Mrs. Kron­borg had had a cable­gram say­ing, “First per­form­ance well re­ceived. Great re­lief.” In her let­ter Thea said; “If you’ll only get bet­ter, dear moth­er, there’s noth­ing I can’t do. I will make a really great suc­cess, if you’ll try with me. You shall have everything you want, and we will al­ways be to­geth­er. I have a little house all picked out where we are to live.”

			“Bring­ing up a fam­ily is not all it’s cracked up to be,” said Mrs. Kron­borg with a flick­er of irony, as she tucked the let­ter back un­der her pil­low. “The chil­dren you don’t es­pe­cially need, you have al­ways with you, like the poor. But the bright ones get away from you. They have their own way to make in the world. Seems like the bright­er they are, the farther they go. I used to feel sorry that you had no fam­ily, doc­tor, but maybe you’re as well off.”

			“Thea’s plan seems sound to me, Mrs. Kron­borg. There’s no reas­on I can see why you shouldn’t pull up and live for years yet, un­der prop­er care. You’d have the best doc­tors in the world over there, and it would be won­der­ful to live with any­body who looks like that.” He nod­ded at the pho­to­graph of the young wo­man who must have been singing “Dich, theure Halle, grüss’ ich wieder,” her eyes look­ing up, her beau­ti­ful hands out­spread with pleas­ure.

			Mrs. Kron­borg laughed quite cheer­fully. “Yes, wouldn’t it? If fath­er were here, I might rouse my­self. But some­times it’s hard to come back. Or if she were in trouble, maybe I could rouse my­self.”

			“But, dear Mrs. Kron­borg, she is in trouble,” her old friend ex­pos­tu­lated. “As she says, she’s nev­er needed you as she needs you now. I make my guess that she’s nev­er begged any­body to help her be­fore.”

			Mrs. Kron­borg smiled. “Yes, it’s pretty of her. But that will pass. When these things hap­pen far away they don’t make such a mark; es­pe­cially if your hands are full and you’ve du­ties of your own to think about. My own fath­er died in Neb­raska when Gun­ner was born—we were liv­ing in Iowa then—and I was sorry, but the baby made it up to me. I was fath­er’s fa­vor­ite, too. That’s the way it goes, you see.”

			The doc­tor took out Thea’s let­ter to him, and read it over to Mrs. Kron­borg. She seemed to listen, and not to listen.

			When he fin­ished, she said thought­fully: “I’d coun­ted on hear­ing her sing again. But I al­ways took my pleas­ures as they come. I al­ways en­joyed her singing when she was here about the house. While she was prac­ti­cing I of­ten used to leave my work and sit down in a rock­er and give my­self up to it, the same as if I’d been at an en­ter­tain­ment. I was nev­er one of these house­keep­ers that let their work drive them to death. And when she had the Mex­ic­ans over here, I al­ways took it in. First and last,”—she glanced ju­di­cially at the pho­to­graph—“I guess I got about as much out of Thea’s voice as any­body will ever get.”

			“I guess you did!” the doc­tor as­sen­ted heart­ily; “and I got a good deal my­self. You re­mem­ber how she used to sing those Scotch songs for me, and lead us with her head, her hair bob­bing?”

			“ ‘Flow Gently, Sweet Af­ton,’—I can hear it now,” said Mrs. Kron­borg; “and poor fath­er nev­er knew when he sang sharp! He used to say, ‘Moth­er, how do you al­ways know when they make mis­takes prac­ti­cing?’ ” Mrs. Kron­borg chuckled.

			Dr. Arch­ie took her hand, still firm like the hand of a young wo­man. “It was lucky for her that you did know. I al­ways thought she got more from you than from any of her teach­ers.”

			“Ex­cept Wun­sch; he was a real mu­si­cian,” said Mrs. Kron­borg re­spect­fully. “I gave her what chance I could, in a crowded house. I kept the oth­er chil­dren out of the par­lor for her. That was about all I could do. If she wasn’t dis­turbed, she needed no watch­ing. She went after it like a ter­ri­er after rats from the first, poor child. She was down­right afraid of it. That’s why I al­ways en­cour­aged her tak­ing Thor off to out­land­ish places. When she was out of the house, then she was rid of it.”

			After they had re­called many pleas­ant memor­ies to­geth­er, Mrs. Kron­borg said sud­denly: “I al­ways un­der­stood about her go­ing off without com­ing to see us that time. Oh, I know! You had to keep your own coun­sel. You were a good friend to her. I’ve nev­er for­got that.” She pat­ted the doc­tor’s sleeve and went on ab­sently. “There was some­thing she didn’t want to tell me, and that’s why she didn’t come. Some­thing happened when she was with those people in Mex­ico. I wor­ried for a good while, but I guess she’s come out of it all right. She’d had a pretty hard time, scratch­ing along alone like that when she was so young, and my farms in Neb­raska were down so low that I couldn’t help her none. That’s no way to send a girl out. But I guess, whatever there was, she wouldn’t be afraid to tell me now.” Mrs. Kron­borg looked up at the pho­to­graph with a smile. “She doesn’t look like she was be­hold­ing to any­body, does she?”

			“She isn’t, Mrs. Kron­borg. She nev­er has been. That was why she bor­rowed the money from me.”

			“Oh, I knew she’d nev­er have sent for you if she’d done any­thing to shame us. She was al­ways proud.” Mrs. Kron­borg paused and turned a little on her side. “It’s been quite a sat­is­fac­tion to you and me, doc­tor, hav­ing her voice turn out so fine. The things you hope for don’t al­ways turn out like that, by a long sight. As long as old Mrs. Kohler lived, she used al­ways to trans­late what it said about Thea in the Ger­man pa­pers she sent. I could make some of it out my­self—it’s not very dif­fer­ent from Swedish—but it pleased the old lady. She left Thea her piece-pic­ture of the burn­ing of Mo­scow. I’ve got it put away in moth­balls for her, along with the oboe her grand­fath­er brought from Sweden. I want her to take fath­er’s oboe back there some day.” Mrs. Kron­borg paused a mo­ment and com­pressed her lips. “But I guess she’ll take a finer in­stru­ment than that with her, back to Sweden!” she ad­ded.

			Her tone fairly startled the doc­tor, it was so vi­brat­ing with a fierce, de­fi­ant kind of pride he had heard of­ten in Thea’s voice. He looked down won­der­ingly at his old friend and pa­tient. After all, one nev­er knew people to the core. Did she, with­in her, hide some of that still pas­sion of which her daugh­ter was all-com­pact?

			“That last sum­mer at home wasn’t very nice for her,” Mrs. Kron­borg began as pla­cidly as if the fire had nev­er leaped up in her. “The oth­er chil­dren were act­ing-up be­cause they thought I might make a fuss over her and give her the big­head. We gave her the dare, some­how, the lot of us, be­cause we couldn’t un­der­stand her chan­ging teach­ers and all that. That’s the trouble about giv­ing the dare to them quiet, un­boast­ful chil­dren; you nev­er know how far it’ll take ’em. Well, we ought not to com­plain, doc­tor; she’s giv­en us a good deal to think about.”

			

			The next time Dr. Arch­ie came to Moon­stone, he came to be a pall­bear­er at Mrs. Kron­borg’s fu­ner­al. When he last looked at her, she was so se­rene and queenly that he went back to Den­ver feel­ing al­most as if he had helped to bury Thea Kron­borg her­self. The hand­some head in the coffin seemed to him much more really Thea than did the ra­di­ant young wo­man in the pic­ture, look­ing about at the Goth­ic vault­ings and greet­ing the Hall of Song.

		
	
		
			IV

			One bright morn­ing late in Feb­ru­ary Dr. Arch­ie was break­fast­ing com­fort­ably at the Wal­dorf. He had got in­to Jer­sey City on an early train, and a red, windy sun­rise over the North River had giv­en him a good ap­pet­ite. He con­sul­ted the morn­ing pa­per while he drank his cof­fee and saw that Lo­hen­grin was to sbe sung at the op­era that even­ing. In the list of the artists who would ap­pear was the name “Kron­borg.” Such ab­rupt­ness rather startled him. “Kron­borg”: it was im­press­ive and yet, some­how, dis­respect­ful; some­what rude and brazen, on the back page of the morn­ing pa­per. After break­fast he went to the hotel tick­et of­fice and asked the girl if she could give him some­thing for Lo­hen­grin, “near the front.” His man­ner was a trifle awk­ward and he wondered wheth­er the girl no­ticed it. Even if she did, of course, she could scarcely sus­pect. Be­fore the tick­et stand he saw a bunch of blue posters an­noun­cing the op­era casts for the week. There was Lo­hen­grin, and un­der it he saw:—

			
				Elsa von Bra­bant … Thea Kron­borg.

			

			That looked bet­ter. The girl gave him a tick­et for a seat which she said was ex­cel­lent. He paid for it and went out to the cab­stand. He men­tioned to the driver a num­ber on River­side Drive and got in­to a taxi. It would not, of course, be the right thing to call upon Thea when she was go­ing to sing in the even­ing. He knew that much, thank good­ness! Fred Ot­ten­burg had hin­ted to him that, more than al­most any­thing else, that would put one in wrong.

			When he reached the num­ber to which he dir­ec­ted his let­ters, he dis­missed the cab and got out for a walk. The house in which Thea lived was as im­per­son­al as the Wal­dorf, and quite as large. It was above 116th Street, where the Drive nar­rows, and in front of it the shelving bank dropped to the North River. As Arch­ie strolled about the paths which tra­versed this slope, be­low the street level, the four­teen stor­ies of the apart­ment hotel rose above him like a per­pen­dic­u­lar cliff. He had no idea on which floor Thea lived, but he re­flec­ted, as his eye ran over the many win­dows, that the out­look would be fine from any floor. The for­bid­ding huge­ness of the house made him feel as if he had ex­pec­ted to meet Thea in a crowd and had missed her. He did not really be­lieve that she was hid­den away be­hind any of those glit­ter­ing win­dows, or that he was to hear her this even­ing. His walk was curi­ously un­in­spir­ing and un­sug­gest­ive. Presently re­mem­ber­ing that Ot­ten­burg had en­cour­aged him to study his les­son, he went down to the op­era house and bought a lib­retto. He had even brought his old Adler’s Ger­man and Eng­lish in his trunk, and after lunch­eon he settled down in his gil­ded suite at the Wal­dorf with a big ci­gar and the text of Lo­hen­grin.

			The op­era was an­nounced for sev­en-forty-five, but at half-past sev­en Arch­ie took his seat in the right front of the or­ches­tra circle. He had nev­er been in­side the Met­ro­pol­it­an Op­era House be­fore, and the height of the audi­ence room, the rich col­or, and the sweep of the bal­conies were not without their ef­fect upon him. He watched the house fill with a grow­ing feel­ing of ex­pect­a­tion. When the steel cur­tain rose and the men of the or­ches­tra took their places, he felt dis­tinctly nervous. The burst of ap­plause which greeted the con­duct­or keyed him still high­er. He found that he had taken off his gloves and twis­ted them to a string. When the lights went down and the vi­ol­ins began the over­ture, the place looked lar­ger than ever; a great pit, shad­owy and sol­emn. The whole at­mo­sphere, he re­flec­ted, was some­how more ser­i­ous than he had an­ti­cip­ated.

			After the cur­tains were drawn back upon the scene be­side the Scheldt, he got read­ily in­to the swing of the story. He was so much in­ter­ested in the bass who sang King Henry that he had al­most for­got­ten for what he was wait­ing so nervously, when the Her­ald began in stentori­an tones to sum­mon Elsa Von Bra­bant. Then he began to real­ize that he was rather frightened. There was a flut­ter of white at the back of the stage, and wo­men began to come in: two, four, six, eight, but not the right one. It flashed across him that this was some­thing like buck-fever, the para­lyz­ing mo­ment that comes upon a man when his first elk looks at him through the bushes, un­der its great antlers; the mo­ment when a man’s mind is so full of shoot­ing that he for­gets the gun in his hand un­til the buck nods adieu to him from a dis­tant hill.

			All at once, be­fore the buck had left him, she was there. Yes, un­ques­tion­ably it was she. Her eyes were down­cast, but the head, the cheeks, the chin—there could be no mis­take; she ad­vanced slowly, as if she were walk­ing in her sleep. Someone spoke to her; she only in­clined her head. He spoke again, and she bowed her head still lower. Arch­ie had for­got­ten his lib­retto, and he had not coun­ted upon these long pauses. He had ex­pec­ted her to ap­pear and sing and re­as­sure him. They seemed to be wait­ing for her. Did she ever for­get? Why in thun­der didn’t she—She made a sound, a faint one. The people on the stage whispered to­geth­er and seemed con­foun­ded. His nervous­ness was ab­surd. She must have done this of­ten be­fore; she knew her bear­ings. She made an­oth­er sound, but he could make noth­ing of it. Then the King sang to her, and Arch­ie began to re­mem­ber where they were in the story. She came to the front of the stage, lif­ted her eyes for the first time, clasped her hands and began, “Ein­sam in trüben Ta­gen.”

			Yes, it was ex­actly like buck-fever. Her face was there, to­ward the house now, be­fore his eyes, and he pos­it­ively could not see it. She was singing, at last, and he pos­it­ively could not hear her. He was con­scious of noth­ing but an un­com­fort­able dread and a sense of crush­ing dis­ap­point­ment. He had, after all, missed her. Whatever was there, she was not there—for him.

			The King in­ter­rup­ted her. She began again, “In lichter Waf­fen Scheine.” Arch­ie did not know when his buck-fever passed, but presently he found that he was sit­ting quietly in a darkened house, not listen­ing to but dream­ing upon a river of sil­ver sound. He felt apart from the oth­ers, drift­ing alone on the melody, as if he had been alone with it for a long while and had known it all be­fore. His power of at­ten­tion was not great just then, but in so far as it went he seemed to be look­ing through an ex­al­ted calmness at a beau­ti­ful wo­man from far away, from an­oth­er sort of life and feel­ing and un­der­stand­ing than his own, who had in her face some­thing he had known long ago, much brightened and beau­ti­fied. As a lad he used to be­lieve that the faces of people who died were like that in the next world; the same faces, but shin­ing with the light of a new un­der­stand­ing. No, Ot­ten­burg had not pre­pared him!

			What he felt was ad­mir­a­tion and es­trange­ment. The homely re­union, that he had some­how ex­pec­ted, now seemed fool­ish. In­stead of feel­ing proud that he knew her bet­ter than all these people about him, he felt chag­rined at his own in­genu­ous­ness. For he did not know her bet­ter. This wo­man he had nev­er known; she had some­how de­voured his little friend, as the wolf ate up Red Rid­ing­hood. Beau­ti­ful, ra­di­ant, tender as she was, she chilled his old af­fec­tion; that sort of feel­ing was not ap­pro­pri­ate. She seemed much, much farther away from him than she had seemed all those years when she was in Ger­many. The ocean he could cross, but there was some­thing here he could not cross. There was a mo­ment, when she turned to the King and smiled that rare, sun­rise smile of her child­hood, when he thought she was com­ing back to him. After the Her­ald’s second call for her cham­pi­on, when she knelt in her im­pas­sioned pray­er, there was again some­thing fa­mil­i­ar, a kind of wild won­der that she had had the power to call up long ago. But she merely re­minded him of Thea; this was not the girl her­self.

			After the ten­or came on, the doc­tor ceased try­ing to make the wo­man be­fore him fit in­to any of his cher­ished re­col­lec­tions. He took her, in so far as he could, for what she was then and there. When the knight raised the kneel­ing girl and put his mailed hand on her hair, when she lif­ted to him a face full of wor­ship and pas­sion­ate hu­mil­ity, Arch­ie gave up his last re­ser­va­tion. He knew no more about her than did the hun­dreds around him, who sat in the shad­ow and looked on, as he looked, some with more un­der­stand­ing, some with less. He knew as much about Or­trude or Lo­hen­grin as he knew about Elsa—more, be­cause she went fur­ther than they, she sus­tained the le­gendary beauty of her con­cep­tion more con­sist­ently. Even he could see that. At­ti­tudes, move­ments, her face, her white arms and fin­gers, everything was suf­fused with a rosy ten­der­ness, a warm hu­mil­ity, a gra­cious and yet—to him—wholly es­tranging beauty.

			Dur­ing the bal­cony singing in the second act the doc­tor’s thoughts were as far away from Moon­stone as the sing­er’s doubt­less were. He had be­gun, in­deed, to feel the ex­hil­ar­a­tion of get­ting free from per­son­al­it­ies, of be­ing re­leased from his own past as well as from Thea Kron­borg’s. It was very much, he told him­self, like a mil­it­ary fu­ner­al, ex­alt­ing and im­per­son­al. Some­thing old died in one, and out of it some­thing new was born. Dur­ing the duet with Or­trude, and the splendors of the wed­ding pro­ces­sion­al, this new feel­ing grew and grew. At the end of the act there were many cur­tain calls and Elsa ac­know­ledged them, bril­liant, gra­cious, spir­ited, with her far-break­ing smile; but on the whole she was harder and more self-con­tained be­fore the cur­tain than she was in the scene be­hind it. Arch­ie did his part in the ap­plause that greeted her, but it was the new and won­der­ful he ap­plauded, not the old and dear. His per­son­al, pro­pri­et­ary pride in her was frozen out.

			He walked about the house dur­ing the en­tr’acte, and here and there among the people in the foy­er he caught the name “Kron­borg.” On the stair­case, in front of the cof­fee-room, a long-haired youth with a fat face was dis­cours­ing to a group of old wo­men about “die Kron­borg.” Dr. Arch­ie gathered that he had crossed on the boat with her.

			After the per­form­ance was over, Arch­ie took a taxi and star­ted for River­side Drive. He meant to see it through to­night. When he entered the re­cep­tion hall of the hotel be­fore which he had strolled that morn­ing, the hall port­er chal­lenged him. He said he was wait­ing for Miss Kron­borg. The port­er looked at him sus­pi­ciously and asked wheth­er he had an ap­point­ment. He answered brazenly that he had. He was not used to be­ing ques­tioned by hall boys. Arch­ie sat first in one tapestry chair and then in an­oth­er, keep­ing a sharp eye on the people who came in and went up in the el­ev­at­ors. He walked about and looked at his watch. An hour dragged by. No one had come in from the street now for about twenty minutes, when two wo­men entered, car­ry­ing a great many flowers and fol­lowed by a tall young man in chauf­feur’s uni­form. Arch­ie ad­vanced to­ward the taller of the two wo­men, who was veiled and car­ried her head very firmly. He con­fron­ted her just as she reached the el­ev­at­or. Al­though he did not stand dir­ectly in her way, some­thing in his at­ti­tude com­pelled her to stop. She gave him a pier­cing, de­fi­ant glance through the white scarf that covered her face. Then she lif­ted her hand and brushed the scarf back from her head. There was still black on her brows and lashes. She was very pale and her face was drawn and deeply lined. She looked, the doc­tor told him­self with a sink­ing heart, forty years old. Her sus­pi­cious, mys­ti­fied stare cleared slowly.

			“Par­don me,” the doc­tor mur­mured, not know­ing just how to ad­dress her here be­fore the port­ers, “I came up from the op­era. I merely wanted to say good night to you.”

			Without speak­ing, still look­ing in­cred­u­lous, she pushed him in­to the el­ev­at­or. She kept her hand on his arm while the cage shot up, and she looked away from him, frown­ing, as if she were try­ing to re­mem­ber or real­ize some­thing. When the cage stopped, she pushed him out of the el­ev­at­or through an­oth­er door, which a maid opened, in­to a square hall. There she sank down on a chair and looked up at him.

			“Why didn’t you let me know?” she asked in a hoarse voice.

			Arch­ie heard him­self laugh­ing the old, em­bar­rassed laugh that sel­dom happened to him now. “Oh, I wanted to take my chance with you, like any­body else. It’s been so long, now!”

			She took his hand through her thick glove and her head dropped for­ward. “Yes, it has been long,” she said in the same husky voice, “and so much has happened.”

			“And you are so tired, and I am a clumsy old fel­low to break in on you to­night,” the doc­tor ad­ded sym­path­et­ic­ally. “For­give me, this time.” He bent over and put his hand sooth­ingly on her shoulder. He felt a strong shud­der run through her from head to foot.

			Still bundled in her fur coat as she was, she threw both arms about him and hugged him. “Oh, Dr. Arch­ie, Dr. Arch­ie,”—she shook him—“don’t let me go. Hold on, now you’re here,” she laughed, break­ing away from him at the same mo­ment and slid­ing out of her fur coat. She left it for the maid to pick up and pushed the doc­tor in­to the sit­ting-room, where she turned on the lights. “Let me look at you. Yes; hands, feet, head, shoulders—just the same. You’ve grown no older. You can’t say as much for me, can you?”

			She was stand­ing in the middle of the room, in a white silk shirt­waist and a short black vel­vet skirt, which some­how sug­ges­ted that they had “cut off her pet­ti­coats all round about.” She looked dis­tinctly clipped and plucked. Her hair was par­ted in the middle and done very close to her head, as she had worn it un­der the wig. She looked like a fu­git­ive, who had es­caped from some­thing in clothes caught up at haz­ard. It flashed across Dr. Arch­ie that she was run­ning away from the oth­er wo­man down at the op­era house, who had used her hardly.

			He took a step to­ward her. “I can’t tell a thing in the world about you, Thea—if I may still call you that.”

			She took hold of the col­lar of his over­coat. “Yes, call me that. Do: I like to hear it. You fright­en me a little, but I ex­pect I fright­en you more. I’m al­ways a scare­crow after I sing a long part like that—so high, too.” She ab­sently pulled out the handker­chief that pro­truded from his breast pock­et and began to wipe the black paint off her eye­brows and lashes. “I can’t take you in much to­night, but I must see you for a little while.” She pushed him to a chair. “I shall be more re­cog­niz­able to­mor­row. You mustn’t think of me as you see me to­night. Come at four to­mor­row af­ter­noon and have tea with me. Can you? That’s good.”

			She sat down in a low chair be­side him and leaned for­ward, draw­ing her shoulders to­geth­er. She seemed to him in­ap­pro­pri­ately young and in­ap­pro­pri­ately old, shorn of her long tresses at one end and of her long robes at the oth­er.

			“How do you hap­pen to be here?” she asked ab­ruptly. “How can you leave a sil­ver mine? I couldn’t! Sure nobody’ll cheat you? But you can ex­plain everything to­mor­row.” She paused. “You re­mem­ber how you sewed me up in a poult­ice, once? I wish you could to­night. I need a poult­ice, from top to toe. Some­thing very dis­agree­able happened down there. You said you were out front? Oh, don’t say any­thing about it. I al­ways know ex­actly how it goes, un­for­tu­nately. I was rot­ten in the bal­cony. I nev­er get that. You didn’t no­tice it? Prob­ably not, but I did.”

			Here the maid ap­peared at the door and her mis­tress rose. “My sup­per? Very well, I’ll come. I’d ask you to stay, doc­tor, but there wouldn’t be enough for two. They sel­dom send up enough for one,”—she spoke bit­terly. “I haven’t got a sense of you yet,”—turn­ing dir­ectly to Arch­ie again. “You haven’t been here. You’ve only an­nounced your­self, and told me you are com­ing to­mor­row. You haven’t seen me, either. This is not I. But I’ll be here wait­ing for you to­mor­row, my whole works! Good­night, till then.” She pat­ted him ab­sently on the sleeve and gave him a little shove to­ward the door.

		
	
		
			V

			When Arch­ie got back to his hotel at two o’clock in the morn­ing, he found Fred Ot­ten­burg’s card un­der his door, with a mes­sage scribbled across the top: “When you come in, please call up room 811, this hotel.” A mo­ment later Fred’s voice reached him over the tele­phone.

			“That you, Arch­ie? Won’t you come up? I’m hav­ing some sup­per and I’d like com­pany. Late? What does that mat­ter? I won’t keep you long.”

			Arch­ie dropped his over­coat and set out for room 811. He found Ot­ten­burg in the act of touch­ing a match to a chaf­ing-dish, at a table laid for two in his sit­ting-room. “I’m ca­ter­ing here,” he an­nounced cheer­fully. “I let the waiter off at mid­night, after he’d set me up. You’ll have to ac­count for your­self, Arch­ie.”

			The doc­tor laughed, point­ing to three wine-cool­ers un­der the table. “Are you ex­pect­ing guests?”

			“Yes, two.” Ot­ten­burg held up two fin­gers—“you, and my high­er self. He’s a thirsty boy, and I don’t in­vite him of­ten. He has been known to give me a head­ache. Now, where have you been, Arch­ie, un­til this shock­ing hour?”

			“Bah, you’ve been bant­ing!” the doc­tor ex­claimed, pulling out his white gloves as he searched for his handker­chief and throw­ing them in­to a chair. Ot­ten­burg was in even­ing clothes and very poin­ted dress shoes. His white waist­coat, upon which the doc­tor had fixed a chal­len­ging eye, went down straight from the top but­ton, and he wore a camelia. He was con­spicu­ously brushed and trimmed and pol­ished. His smoothly con­trolled ex­cite­ment was wholly dif­fer­ent from his usu­al easy cor­di­al­ity, though he had his face, as well as his fig­ure, well in hand. On the serving-table there was an empty cham­pagne pint and a glass. He had been hav­ing a little starter, the doc­tor told him­self, and would prob­ably be run­ning on high gear be­fore he got through. There was even now an air of speed about him.

			“Been, Freddy?”—the doc­tor at last took up his ques­tion. “I ex­pect I’ve been ex­actly where you have. Why didn’t you tell me you were com­ing on?”

			“I wasn’t, Arch­ie.” Fred lif­ted the cov­er of the chaf­ing-dish and stirred the con­tents. He stood be­hind the table, hold­ing the lid with his handker­chief. “I had nev­er thought of such a thing. But Landry, a young chap who plays her ac­com­pani­ments and who keeps an eye out for me, tele­graphed me that Ma­dame Rhei­neck­er had gone to At­lantic City with a bad throat, and Thea might have a chance to sing Elsa. She has sung it only twice here be­fore, and I missed it in Dresden. So I came on. I got in at four this af­ter­noon and saw you re­gistered, but I thought I wouldn’t butt in. How lucky you got here just when she was com­ing on for this. You couldn’t have hit a bet­ter time.” Ot­ten­burg stirred the con­tents of the dish faster and put in more sherry. “And where have you been since twelve o’clock, may I ask?”

			Arch­ie looked rather self-con­scious, as he sat down on a fra­gile gilt chair that rocked un­der him, and stretched out his long legs. “Well, if you’ll be­lieve me, I had the bru­tal­ity to go to see her. I wanted to identi­fy her. Couldn’t wait.”

			Ot­ten­burg placed the cov­er quickly on the chaf­ing-dish and took a step back­ward. “You did, old sport? My word! None but the brave de­serve the fair. Well,”—he stooped to turn the wine—“and how was she?”

			“She seemed rather dazed, and pretty well used up. She seemed dis­ap­poin­ted in her­self, and said she hadn’t done her­self justice in the bal­cony scene.”

			“Well, if she didn’t, she’s not the first. Beastly stuff to sing right in there; lies just on the ‘break’ in the voice.” Fred pulled a bottle out of the ice and drew the cork. Lift­ing his glass he looked mean­ingly at Arch­ie. “You know who, doc­tor. Here goes!” He drank off his glass with a sigh of sat­is­fac­tion. After he had turned the lamp low un­der the chaf­ing-dish, he re­mained stand­ing, look­ing pens­ively down at the food on the table. “Well, she rather pulled it off! As a back­er, you’re a win­ner, Arch­ie. I con­grat­u­late you.” Fred poured him­self an­oth­er glass. “Now you must eat some­thing, and so must I. Here, get off that bird cage and find a steady chair. This stuff ought to be rather good; head waiter’s sug­ges­tion. Smells all right.” He bent over the chaf­ing-dish and began to serve the con­tents. “Per­fectly in­noc­u­ous: mush­rooms and truffles and a little crab-meat. And now, on the level, Arch­ie, how did it hit you?”

			Arch­ie turned a frank smile to his friend and shook his head. “It was all miles bey­ond me, of course, but it gave me a pulse. The gen­er­al ex­cite­ment got hold of me, I sup­pose. I like your wine, Freddy.” He put down his glass. “It goes to the spot to­night. She was all right, then? You wer­en’t dis­ap­poin­ted?”

			“Dis­ap­poin­ted? My dear Arch­ie, that’s the high voice we dream of; so pure and yet so virile and hu­man. That com­bin­a­tion hardly ever hap­pens with sop­ranos.” Ot­ten­burg sat down and turned to the doc­tor, speak­ing calmly and try­ing to dis­pel his friend’s mani­fest be­wil­der­ment. “You see, Arch­ie, there’s the voice it­self, so beau­ti­ful and in­di­vidu­al, and then there’s some­thing else; the thing in it which re­sponds to every shade of thought and feel­ing, spon­tan­eously, al­most un­con­sciously. That col­or has to be born in a sing­er, it can’t be ac­quired; lots of beau­ti­ful voices haven’t a vestige of it. It’s al­most like an­oth­er gift—the rarest of all. The voice simply is the mind and is the heart. It can’t go wrong in in­ter­pret­a­tion, be­cause it has in it the thing that makes all in­ter­pret­a­tion. That’s why you feel so sure of her. After you’ve listened to her for an hour or so, you aren’t afraid of any­thing. All the little dreads you have with oth­er artists van­ish. You lean back and you say to your­self, ‘No, that voice will nev­er be­tray.’ Treu­lich ge­führt, treu­lich be­wacht.”

			Arch­ie looked envy­ingly at Fred’s ex­cited, tri­umphant face. How sat­is­fact­ory it must be, he thought, to really know what she was do­ing and not to have to take it on hearsay. He took up his glass with a sigh. “I seem to need a good deal of cool­ing off to­night. I’d just as lief for­get the Re­form Party for once.

			“Yes, Fred,” he went on ser­i­ously; “I thought it soun­ded very beau­ti­ful, and I thought she was very beau­ti­ful, too. I nev­er ima­gined she could be as beau­ti­ful as that.”

			“Wasn’t she? Every at­ti­tude a pic­ture, and al­ways the right kind of pic­ture, full of that le­gendary, su­per­nat­ur­al thing she gets in­to it. I nev­er heard the pray­er sung like that be­fore. That look that came in her eyes; it went right out through the back of the roof. Of course, you get an Elsa who can look through walls like that, and vis­ions and Grail-knights hap­pen nat­ur­ally. She be­comes an ab­bess, that girl, after Lo­hen­grin leaves her. She’s made to live with ideas and en­thu­si­asms, not with a hus­band.” Fred fol­ded his arms, leaned back in his chair, and began to sing softly:—

			
				
					In lichter Waf­fen Scheine,
					

					Ein Ritter nahte da.
				

			

			“Doesn’t she die, then, at the end?” the doc­tor asked guardedly.

			Fred smiled, reach­ing un­der the table. “Some El­sas do; she didn’t. She left me with the dis­tinct im­pres­sion that she was just be­gin­ning. Now, doc­tor, here’s a cold one.” He twirled a nap­kin smoothly about the green glass, the cork gave and slipped out with a soft ex­plo­sion. “And now we must have an­oth­er toast. It’s up to you, this time.”

			The doc­tor watched the agit­a­tion in his glass. “The same,” he said without lift­ing his eyes. “That’s good enough. I can’t raise you.”

			Fred leaned for­ward, and looked sharply in­to his face. “That’s the point; how could you raise me? Once again!”

			“Once again, and al­ways the same!” The doc­tor put down his glass. “This doesn’t seem to pro­duce any symp­toms in me to­night.” He lit a ci­gar. “Ser­i­ously, Freddy, I wish I knew more about what she’s driv­ing at. It makes me jeal­ous, when you are so in it and I’m not.”

			“In it?” Fred star­ted up. “My God, haven’t you seen her this blessed night?—when she’d have kicked any oth­er man down the el­ev­at­or shaft, if I know her. Leave me some­thing; at least what I can pay my five bucks for.”

			“Seems to me you get a good deal for your five bucks,” said Arch­ie rue­fully. “And that, after all, is what she cares about—what people get.”

			Fred lit a ci­gar­ette, took a puff or two, and then threw it away. He was loun­ging back in his chair, and his face was pale and drawn hard by that mood of in­tense con­cen­tra­tion which lurks un­der the sunny shal­lows of the vine­yard. In his voice there was a longer per­spect­ive than usu­al, a slight re­mote­ness. “You see, Arch­ie, it’s all very simple, a nat­ur­al de­vel­op­ment. It’s ex­actly what Mahler said back there in the be­gin­ning, when she sang ‘Woglinde.’ It’s the idea, the ba­sic idea, pulsing be­hind every bar she sings. She sim­pli­fies a char­ac­ter down to the mu­sic­al idea it’s built on, and makes everything con­form to that. The people who chat­ter about her be­ing a great act­ress don’t seem to get the no­tion of where she gets the no­tion. It all goes back to her ori­gin­al en­dow­ment, her tre­mend­ous mu­sic­al tal­ent. In­stead of in­vent­ing a lot of busi­ness and ex­pedi­ents to sug­gest char­ac­ter, she knows the thing at the root, and lets the mu­sic­al pat­tern take care of her. The score pours her in­to all those lovely pos­tures, makes the light and shad­ow go over her face, lifts her and drops her. She lies on it, the way she used to lie on the Rhine mu­sic. Talk about rhythm!”

			The doc­tor frowned du­bi­ously as a third bottle made its ap­pear­ance above the cloth. “Aren’t you go­ing in rather strong?”

			Fred laughed. “No, I’m be­com­ing too sober. You see this is break­fast now; kind of wed­ding break­fast. I feel rather wed­din­gish. I don’t mind. You know,” he went on as the wine gurgled out, “I was think­ing to­night when they sprung the wed­ding mu­sic, how any fool can have that stuff played over him when he walks up the aisle with some dough-faced little hussy who’s hooked him. But it isn’t every fel­low who can see—well, what we saw to­night. There are com­pens­a­tions in life, Dr. Howard Arch­ie, though they come in dis­guise. Did you no­tice her when she came down the stairs? Won­der where she gets that bright-and-morn­ing star look? Car­ries to the last row of the fam­ily circle. I moved about all over the house. I’ll tell you a secret, Arch­ie: that car­ry­ing power was one of the first things that put me wise. No­ticed it down there in Ari­zona, in the open. That, I said, be­longs only to the big ones.” Fred got up and began to move rhyth­mic­ally about the room, his hands in his pock­ets. The doc­tor was as­ton­ished at his ease and stead­i­ness, for there were slight lapses in his speech. “You see, Arch­ie, Elsa isn’t a part that’s par­tic­u­larly suited to Thea’s voice at all, as I see her voice. It’s over-lyr­ic­al for her. She makes it, but there’s noth­ing in it that fits her like a glove, ex­cept, maybe, that long duet in the third act. There, of course,”—he held out his hands as if he were meas­ur­ing some­thing—“we know ex­actly where we are. But wait un­til they give her a chance at some­thing that lies prop­erly in her voice, and you’ll see me ro­si­er than I am to­night.”

			Arch­ie smoothed the table­cloth with his hand. “I am sure I don’t want to see you any ro­si­er, Fred.”

			Ot­ten­burg threw back his head and laughed. “It’s en­thu­si­asm, doc­tor. It’s not the wine. I’ve got as much in­flated as this for a dozen trashy things: brew­ers’ din­ners and polit­ic­al or­gies. You, too, have your ex­tra­vag­ances, Arch­ie. And what I like best in you is this par­tic­u­lar en­thu­si­asm, which is not at all prac­tic­al or sens­ible, which is down­right quix­ot­ic. You are not al­to­geth­er what you seem, and you have your re­ser­va­tions. Liv­ing among the wolves, you have not be­come one. Lupibus vivendi non lupus sum.”

			The doc­tor seemed em­bar­rassed. “I was just think­ing how tired she looked, plucked of all her fine feath­ers, while we get all the fun. In­stead of sit­ting here ca­rous­ing, we ought to go sol­emnly to bed.”

			“I get your idea.” Ot­ten­burg crossed to the win­dow and threw it open. “Fine night out­side; a hag of a moon just set­ting. It be­gins to smell like morn­ing. After all, Arch­ie, think of the lonely and rather sol­emn hours we’ve spent wait­ing for all this, while she’s been—rev­el­ing.”

			Arch­ie lif­ted his brows. “I some­how didn’t get the idea to­night that she rev­els much.”

			“I don’t mean this sort of thing.” Fred turned to­ward the light and stood with his back to the win­dow. “That,” with a nod to­ward the wine-cool­er, “is only a cheap im­it­a­tion, that any poor stiff-fingered fool can buy and feel his shell grow thin­ner. But take it from me, no mat­ter what she pays, or how much she may see fit to lie about it, the real, the mas­ter rev­el is hers.” He leaned back against the win­dow sill and crossed his arms. “Any­body with all that voice and all that tal­ent and all that beauty, has her hour. Her hour,” he went on de­lib­er­ately, “when she can say, ‘there it is, at last, wie im Traum ich—

			
				
					As in my dream I dreamed it,
					

					as in my will it was.’
				

			

			He stood si­lent a mo­ment, twist­ing the flower from his coat by the stem and star­ing at the blank wall with hag­gard ab­strac­tion. “Even I can say to­night, Arch­ie,” he brought out slowly,

			
				
					As in my dream I dreamed it,
					

					as in my will it was.’
				

			

			Now, doc­tor, you may leave me. I’m beau­ti­fully drunk, but not with any­thing that ever grew in France.”

			The doc­tor rose. Fred tossed his flower out of the win­dow be­hind him and came to­ward the door. “I say,” he called, “have you a date with any­body?”

			The doc­tor paused, his hand on the knob. “With Thea, you mean? Yes. I’m to go to her at four this af­ter­noon—if you haven’t para­lyzed me.”

			“Well, you won’t eat me, will you, if I break in and send up my card? She’ll prob­ably turn me down cold, but that won’t hurt my feel­ings. If she ducks me, you tell her for me, that to spite me now she’d have to cut off more than she can spare. Good night, Arch­ie.”

		
	
		
			VI

			It was late on the morn­ing after the night she sang Elsa, when Thea Kron­borg stirred un­eas­ily in her bed. The room was darkened by two sets of win­dow shades, and the day out­side was thick and cloudy. She turned and tried to re­cap­ture un­con­scious­ness, know­ing that she would not be able to do so. She dreaded wak­ing stale and dis­ap­poin­ted after a great ef­fort. The first thing that came was al­ways the sense of the fu­til­ity of such en­deavor, and of the ab­surdity of try­ing too hard. Up to a cer­tain point, say eighty de­grees, artist­ic en­deavor could be fat and com­fort­able, meth­od­ic­al and prudent. But if you went fur­ther than that, if you drew your­self up to­ward ninety de­grees, you par­ted with your de­fenses and left your­self ex­posed to mis­chance. The le­gend was that in those up­per reaches you might be di­vine; but you were much like­li­er to be ri­dicu­lous. Your pub­lic wanted just about eighty de­grees; if you gave it more it blew its nose and put a crimp in you. In the morn­ing, es­pe­cially, it seemed to her very prob­able that whatever struggled above the good av­er­age was not quite sound. Cer­tainly very little of that su­per­flu­ous ar­dor, which cost so dear, ever got across the foot­lights. These mis­giv­ings waited to pounce upon her when she wakened. They hovered about her bed like vul­tures.

			She reached un­der her pil­low for her handker­chief, without open­ing her eyes. She had a shad­owy memory that there was to be some­thing un­usu­al, that this day held more dis­quiet­ing pos­sib­il­it­ies than days com­monly held. There was some­thing she dreaded; what was it? Oh, yes, Dr. Arch­ie was to come at four.

			A real­ity like Dr. Arch­ie, pok­ing up out of the past, re­minded one of dis­ap­point­ments and losses, of a free­dom that was no more: re­minded her of blue, golden morn­ings long ago, when she used to waken with a burst of joy at re­cov­er­ing her pre­cious self and her pre­cious world; when she nev­er lay on her pil­lows at el­ev­en o’clock like some­thing the waves had washed up. After all, why had he come? It had been so long, and so much had happened. The things she had lost, he would miss read­ily enough. What she had gained, he would scarcely per­ceive. He, and all that he re­called, lived for her as memor­ies. In sleep, and in hours of ill­ness or ex­haus­tion, she went back to them and held them to her heart. But they were bet­ter as memor­ies. They had noth­ing to do with the struggle that made up her ac­tu­al life. She felt drear­ily that she was not flex­ible enough to be the per­son her old friend ex­pec­ted her to be, the per­son she her­self wished to be with him.

			Thea reached for the bell and rang twice—a sig­nal to her maid to or­der her break­fast. She rose and ran up the win­dow shades and turned on the wa­ter in her bath­room, glan­cing in­to the mir­ror ap­pre­hens­ively as she passed it. Her bath usu­ally cheered her, even on low morn­ings like this. Her white bath­room, al­most as large as her sleep­ing-room, she re­garded as a refuge. When she turned the key be­hind her, she left care and vex­a­tion on the oth­er side of the door. Neither her maid nor the man­age­ment nor her let­ters nor her ac­com­pan­ist could get at her now.

			When she pinned her braids about her head, dropped her night­gown and stepped out to be­gin her Swedish move­ments, she was a nat­ur­al creature again, and it was so that she liked her­self best. She slid in­to the tub with an­ti­cip­a­tion and splashed and tumbled about a good deal. Whatever else she hur­ried, she nev­er hur­ried her bath. She used her brushes and sponges and soaps like toys, fairly play­ing in the wa­ter. Her own body was al­ways a cheer­ing sight to her. When she was care­worn, when her mind felt old and tired, the fresh­ness of her phys­ic­al self, her long, firm lines, the smooth­ness of her skin, re­as­sured her. This morn­ing, be­cause of awakened memor­ies, she looked at her­self more care­fully than usu­al, and was not dis­cour­aged. While she was in the tub she began to whistle softly the ten­or aria, “Ah! Fuyez, douce im­age,” some­how ap­pro­pri­ate to the bath. After a noisy mo­ment un­der the cold shower, she stepped out on the rug flushed and glow­ing, threw her arms above her head, and rose on her toes, keep­ing the el­ev­a­tion as long as she could. When she dropped back on her heels and began to rub her­self with the tow­els, she took up the aria again, and felt quite in the hu­mor for see­ing Dr. Arch­ie. After she had re­turned to her bed, the maid brought her let­ters and the morn­ing pa­pers with her break­fast.

			“Tele­phone Mr. Landry and ask him if he can come at half-past three, Theresa, and or­der tea to be brought up at five.”

			When Howard Arch­ie was ad­mit­ted to Thea’s apart­ment that af­ter­noon, he was shown in­to the mu­sic-room back of the little re­cep­tion room. Thea was sit­ting in a dav­en­port be­hind the pi­ano, talk­ing to a young man whom she later in­tro­duced as her friend Mr. Landry. As she rose, and came to meet him, Arch­ie felt a deep re­lief, a sud­den thank­ful­ness. She no longer looked clipped and plucked, or dazed and flee­ing.

			Dr. Arch­ie neg­lected to take ac­count of the young man to whom he was presen­ted. He kept Thea’s hands and held her where he met her, tak­ing in the light, lively sweep of her hair, her clear green eyes and her throat that came up strong and dazzlingly white from her green vel­vet gown. The chin was as lovely as ever, the cheeks as smooth. All the lines of last night had dis­ap­peared. Only at the out­er corners of her eyes, between the eye and the temple, were the faintest in­dic­a­tions of a fu­ture at­tack—mere kit­ten scratches that play­fully hin­ted where one day the cat would claw her. He stud­ied her without any em­bar­rass­ment. Last night everything had been awk­ward; but now, as he held her hands, a kind of har­mony came between them, a rees­tab­lish­ment of con­fid­ence.

			“After all, Thea—in spite of all, I still know you,” he mur­mured.

			She took his arm and led him up to the young man who was stand­ing be­side the pi­ano. “Mr. Landry knows all about you, Dr. Arch­ie. He has known about you for many years.” While the two men shook hands she stood between them, draw­ing them to­geth­er by her pres­ence and her glances. “When I first went to Ger­many, Landry was study­ing there. He used to be good enough to work with me when I could not af­ford to have an ac­com­pan­ist for more than two hours a day. We got in­to the way of work­ing to­geth­er. He is a sing­er, too, and has his own ca­reer to look after, but he still man­ages to give me some time. I want you to be friends.” She smiled from one to the oth­er.

			The rooms, Arch­ie no­ticed, full of last night’s flowers, were fur­nished in light col­ors, the hotel bleak­ness of them a little softened by a mag­ni­fi­cent Stein­way pi­ano, white book­shelves full of books and scores, some draw­ings of bal­let dan­cers, and the very deep sofa be­hind the pi­ano.

			“Of course,” Arch­ie asked apo­lo­get­ic­ally, “you have seen the pa­pers?”

			“Very cor­di­al, aren’t they? They evid­ently did not ex­pect as much as I did. Elsa is not really in my voice. I can sing the mu­sic, but I have to go after it.”

			“That is ex­actly,” the doc­tor came out boldly, “what Fred Ot­ten­burg said this morn­ing.”

			They had re­mained stand­ing, the three of them, by the pi­ano, where the gray af­ter­noon light was strongest. Thea turned to the doc­tor with in­terest. “Is Fred in town? They were from him, then—some flowers that came last night without a card.” She in­dic­ated the white lilacs on the win­dow sill. “Yes, he would know, cer­tainly,” she said thought­fully. “Why don’t we sit down? There will be some tea for you in a minute, Landry. He’s very de­pend­ent upon it,” dis­ap­prov­ingly to Arch­ie. “Now tell me, Doc­tor, did you really have a good time last night, or were you un­com­fort­able? Did you feel as if I were try­ing to hold my hat on by my eye­brows?”

			He smiled. “I had all kinds of a time. But I had no feel­ing of that sort. I couldn’t be quite sure that it was you at all. That was why I came up here last night. I felt as if I’d lost you.”

			She leaned to­ward him and brushed his sleeve re­as­sur­ingly. “Then I didn’t give you an im­pres­sion of pain­ful struggle? Landry was singing at Weber and Fields’ last night. He didn’t get in un­til the per­form­ance was half over. But I see the Tribune man felt that I was work­ing pretty hard. Did you see that no­tice, Oliv­er?”

			Dr. Arch­ie looked closely at the red­headed young man for the first time, and met his lively brown eyes, full of a droll, con­fid­ing sort of hu­mor. Mr. Landry was not pre­pos­sess­ing. He was un­der­sized and clum­sily made, with a red, shiny face and a sharp little nose that looked as if it had been whittled out of wood and was al­ways in the air, on the scent of some­thing. Yet it was this queer little beak, with his eyes, that made his coun­ten­ance any­thing of a face at all. From a dis­tance he looked like the gro­cery­man’s de­liv­ery boy in a small town. His dress seemed an ac­know­ledg­ment of his grot­esque­ness: a short coat, like a little boys’ round­about, and a vest fant­ast­ic­ally sprigged and dot­ted, over a lav­ender shirt.

			At the sound of a muffled buzz, Mr. Landry sprang up.

			“May I an­swer the tele­phone for you?” He went to the writ­ing-table and took up the re­ceiv­er. “Mr. Ot­ten­burg is down­stairs,” he said, turn­ing to Thea and hold­ing the mouth­piece against his coat.

			“Tell him to come up,” she replied without hes­it­a­tion. “How long are you go­ing to be in town, Dr. Arch­ie?”

			“Oh, sev­er­al weeks, if you’ll let me stay. I won’t hang around and be a bur­den to you, but I want to try to get edu­cated up to you, though I ex­pect it’s late to be­gin.”

			Thea rose and touched him lightly on the shoulder. “Well, you’ll nev­er be any young­er, will you?”

			“I’m not so sure about that,” the doc­tor replied gal­lantly.

			The maid ap­peared at the door and an­nounced Mr. Fre­d­er­ick Ot­ten­burg. Fred came in, very much got up, the doc­tor re­flec­ted, as he watched him bend­ing over Thea’s hand. He was still pale and looked some­what chastened, and the lock of hair that hung down over his fore­head was dis­tinctly moist. But his black af­ter­noon coat, his gray tie and gaiters were of a cor­rect­ness that Dr. Arch­ie could nev­er at­tain for all the ef­forts of his faith­ful slave, Van Deusen, the Den­ver hab­er­dash­er. To be prop­erly up to those tricks, the doc­tor sup­posed, you had to learn them young. If he were to buy a silk hat that was the twin of Ot­ten­burg’s, it would be shaggy in a week, and he could nev­er carry it as Fred held his.

			Ot­ten­burg had greeted Thea in Ger­man, and as she replied in the same lan­guage, Arch­ie joined Mr. Landry at the win­dow. “You know Mr. Ot­ten­burg, he tells me?”

			Mr. Landry’s eyes twinkled. “Yes, I reg­u­larly fol­low him about, when he’s in town. I would, even if he didn’t send me such won­der­ful Christ­mas presents: Rus­si­an vodka by the half-dozen!”

			Thea called to them, “Come, Mr. Ot­ten­burg is call­ing on all of us. Here’s the tea.”

			The maid opened the door and two waiters from down­stairs ap­peared with covered trays. The tea-table was in the par­lor. Thea drew Ot­ten­burg with her and went to in­spect it. “Where’s the rum? Oh, yes, in that thing! Everything seems to be here, but send up some cur­rant pre­serves and cream cheese for Mr. Ot­ten­burg. And in about fif­teen minutes, bring some fresh toast. That’s all, thank you.”

			For the next few minutes there was a clat­ter of tea­cups and re­sponses about sug­ar. “Landry al­ways takes rum. I’m glad the rest of you don’t. I’m sure it’s bad.” Thea poured the tea stand­ing and got through with it as quickly as pos­sible, as if it were a re­fresh­ment snatched between trains. The tea-table and the little room in which it stood seemed to be out of scale with her long step, her long reach, and the en­ergy of her move­ments. Dr. Arch­ie, stand­ing near her, was pleas­antly aware of the an­im­a­tion of her fig­ure. Un­der the cling­ing vel­vet, her body seemed in­de­pend­ent and un­sub­dued.

			They drif­ted, with their plates and cups, back to the mu­sic-room. When Thea fol­lowed them, Ot­ten­burg put down his tea sud­denly. “Aren’t you tak­ing any­thing? Please let me.” He star­ted back to the table.

			“No, thank you, noth­ing. I’m go­ing to run over that aria for you presently, to con­vince you that I can do it. How did the duet go, with Sch­lag?”

			She was stand­ing in the door­way and Fred came up to her: “That you’ll nev­er do any bet­ter. You’ve worked your voice in­to it per­fectly. Every nu­ance—won­der­ful!”

			“Think so?” She gave him a side­long glance and spoke with a cer­tain gruff shy­ness which did not de­ceive any­body, and was not meant to de­ceive. The tone was equi­val­ent to “Keep it up. I like it, but I’m awk­ward with it.”

			Fred held her by the door and did keep it up, furi­ously, for full five minutes. She took it with some con­fu­sion, seem­ing all the while to be hes­it­at­ing, to be ar­res­ted in her course and try­ing to pass him. But she did not really try to pass, and her col­or deepened. Fred spoke in Ger­man, and Arch­ie caught from her an oc­ca­sion­al Ja? So? muttered rather than spoken.

			When they re­joined Landry and Dr. Arch­ie, Fred took up his tea again. “I see you’re singing Venus Sat­urday night. Will they nev­er let you have a chance at Eliza­beth?”

			She shrugged her shoulders. “Not here. There are so many sing­ers here, and they try us out in such a stingy way. Think of it, last year I came over in Oc­to­ber, and it was the first of Decem­ber be­fore I went on at all! I’m of­ten sorry I left Dresden.”

			“Still,” Fred ar­gued, “Dresden is lim­ited.”

			“Just so, and I’ve be­gun to sigh for those very lim­it­a­tions. In New York everything is im­per­son­al. Your audi­ence nev­er knows its own mind, and its mind is nev­er twice the same. I’d rather sing where the people are pig­headed and throw car­rots at you if you don’t do it the way they like it. The house here is splen­did, and the night audi­ences are ex­cit­ing. I hate the mat­in­ees; like singing at a Kaf­feklatsch.” She rose and turned on the lights.

			“Ah!” Fred ex­claimed, “why do you do that? That is a sig­nal that tea is over.” He got up and drew out his gloves.

			“Not at all. Shall you be here Sat­urday night?” She sat down on the pi­ano bench and leaned her el­bow back on the key­board. “Neck­er sings Eliza­beth. Make Dr. Arch­ie go. Everything she sings is worth hear­ing.”

			“But she’s fail­ing so. The last time I heard her she had no voice at all. She is a poor vo­cal­ist!”

			Thea cut him off. “She’s a great artist, wheth­er she’s in voice or not, and she’s the only one here. If you want a big voice, you can take my Or­trude of last night; that’s big enough, and vul­gar enough.”

			Fred laughed and turned away, this time with de­cision. “I don’t want her!” he pro­tested en­er­get­ic­ally. “I only wanted to get a rise out of you. I like Neck­er’s Eliza­beth well enough. I like your Venus well enough, too.”

			“It’s a beau­ti­ful part, and it’s of­ten dread­fully sung. It’s very hard to sing, of course.”

			Ot­ten­burg bent over the hand she held out to him. “For an un­in­vited guest, I’ve fared very well. You were nice to let me come up. I’d have been ter­ribly cut up if you’d sent me away. May I?” He kissed her hand lightly and backed to­ward the door, still smil­ing, and prom­ising to keep an eye on Arch­ie. “He can’t be trus­ted at all, Thea. One of the waiters at Mar­tin’s worked a Tourain­i­an hare off on him at lunch­eon yes­ter­day, for sev­en twenty-five.”

			Thea broke in­to a laugh, the deep one he re­cog­nized. “Did he have a rib­bon on, this hare? Did they bring him in a gilt cage?”

			“No,”—Arch­ie spoke up for him­self—“they brought him in a brown sauce, which was very good. He didn’t taste very dif­fer­ent from any rab­bit.”

			“Prob­ably came from a push­cart on the East Side.” Thea looked at her old friend com­mis­er­at­ingly. “Yes, do keep an eye on him, Fred. I had no idea,” shak­ing her head. “Yes, I’ll be ob­liged to you.”

			“Count on me!” Their eyes met in a gay smile, and Fred bowed him­self out.

		
	
		
			VII

			On Sat­urday night Dr. Arch­ie went with Fred Ot­ten­burg to hear Tan­nhäuser. Thea had a re­hears­al on Sunday af­ter­noon, but as she was not on the bill again un­til Wed­nes­day, she prom­ised to dine with Arch­ie and Ot­ten­burg on Monday, if they could make the din­ner early.

			At a little after eight on Monday even­ing, the three friends re­turned to Thea’s apart­ment and seated them­selves for an hour of quiet talk.

			“I’m sorry we couldn’t have had Landry with us to­night,” Thea said, “but he’s on at Weber and Fields’ every night now. You ought to hear him, Dr. Arch­ie. He of­ten sings the old Scotch airs you used to love.”

			“Why not go down this even­ing?” Fred sug­ges­ted hope­fully, glan­cing at his watch. “That is, if you’d like to go. I can tele­phone and find what time he comes on.”

			Thea hes­it­ated. “No, I think not. I took a long walk this af­ter­noon and I’m rather tired. I think I can get to sleep early and be so much ahead. I don’t mean at once, how­ever,” see­ing Dr. Arch­ie’s dis­ap­poin­ted look. “I al­ways like to hear Landry,” she ad­ded. “He nev­er had much voice, and it’s worn, but there’s a sweet­ness about it, and he sings with such taste.”

			“Yes, doesn’t he? May I?” Fred took out his ci­gar­ette case. “It really doesn’t both­er your throat?”

			“A little doesn’t. But ci­gar smoke does. Poor Dr. Arch­ie! Can you do with one of those?”

			“I’m learn­ing to like them,” the doc­tor de­clared, tak­ing one from the case Fred proffered him.

			“Landry’s the only fel­low I know in this coun­try who can do that sort of thing,” Fred went on. “Like the best Eng­lish bal­lad sing­ers. He can sing even pop­u­lar stuff by high­er lights, as it were.”

			Thea nod­ded. “Yes; some­times I make him sing his most fool­ish things for me. It’s rest­ful, as he does it. That’s when I’m home­sick, Dr. Arch­ie.”

			“You knew him in Ger­many, Thea?” Dr. Arch­ie had quietly aban­doned his ci­gar­ette as a com­fort­less art­icle. “When you first went over?”

			“Yes. He was a good friend to a green girl. He helped me with my Ger­man and my mu­sic and my gen­er­al dis­cour­age­ment. Seemed to care more about my get­ting on than about him­self. He had no money, either. An old aunt had loaned him a little to study on.—Will you an­swer that, Fred?”

			Fred caught up the tele­phone and stopped the buzz while Thea went on talk­ing to Dr. Arch­ie about Landry. Telling someone to hold the wire, he presently put down the in­stru­ment and ap­proached Thea with a startled ex­pres­sion on his face.

			“It’s the man­age­ment,” he said quietly. “Gloeck­ler has broken down: faint­ing fits. Ma­dame Rhei­neck­er is in At­lantic City and Schramm is singing in Phil­adelphia to­night. They want to know wheth­er you can come down and fin­ish Sieglinde.”

			“What time is it?”

			“Eight fifty-five. The first act is just over. They can hold the cur­tain twenty-five minutes.”

			Thea did not move. “Twenty-five and thirty-five makes sixty,” she muttered. “Tell them I’ll come if they hold the cur­tain till I am in the dress­ing-room. Say I’ll have to wear her cos­tumes, and the dress­er must have everything ready. Then call a taxi, please.”

			Thea had not changed her po­s­i­tion since he first in­ter­rup­ted her, but she had grown pale and was open­ing and shut­ting her hands rap­idly. She looked, Fred thought, ter­ri­fied. He half turned to­ward the tele­phone, but hung on one foot.

			“Have you ever sung the part?” he asked.

			“No, but I’ve re­hearsed it. That’s all right. Get the cab.” Still she made no move. She merely turned per­fectly blank eyes to Dr. Arch­ie and said ab­sently, “It’s curi­ous, but just at this minute I can’t re­mem­ber a bar of Walkure after the first act. And I let my maid go out.” She sprang up and beckoned Arch­ie without so much, he felt sure, as know­ing who he was. “Come with me.” She went quickly in­to her sleep­ing-cham­ber and threw open a door in­to a trunk-room. “See that white trunk? It’s not locked. It’s full of wigs, in boxes. Look un­til you find one marked ‘Ring 2.’ Bring it quick!” While she dir­ec­ted him, she threw open a square trunk and began toss­ing out shoes of every shape and col­or.

			Ot­ten­burg ap­peared at the door. “Can I help you?”

			She threw him some white san­dals with long laces and silk stock­ings pinned to them. “Put those in some­thing, and then go to the pi­ano and give me a few meas­ures in there—you know.” She was be­hav­ing some­what like a cyc­lone now, and while she wrenched open draw­ers and closet doors, Ot­ten­burg got to the pi­ano as quickly as pos­sible and began to her­ald the re­appear­ance of the Volsung pair, trust­ing to memory.

			In a few mo­ments Thea came out en­vel­oped in her long fur coat with a scarf over her head and knit­ted woolen gloves on her hands. Her glassy eye took in the fact that Fred was play­ing from memory, and even in her dis­trac­ted state, a faint smile flickered over her col­or­less lips. She stretched out a woolly hand, “The score, please. Be­hind you, there.”

			Dr. Arch­ie fol­lowed with a can­vas box and a satchel. As they went through the hall, the men caught up their hats and coats. They left the mu­sic-room, Fred no­ticed, just sev­en minutes after he got the tele­phone mes­sage. In the el­ev­at­or Thea said in that husky whis­per which had so per­plexed Dr. Arch­ie when he first heard it, “Tell the driver he must do it in twenty minutes, less if he can. He must leave the light on in the cab. I can do a good deal in twenty minutes. If only you hadn’t made me eat—Damn that duck!” she broke out bit­terly; “why did you?”

			“Wish I had it back! But it won’t both­er you, to­night. You need strength,” he pleaded con­sol­ingly.

			But she only muttered an­grily un­der her breath, “Idi­ot, idi­ot!”

			Ot­ten­burg shot ahead and in­struc­ted the driver, while the doc­tor put Thea in­to the cab and shut the door. She did not speak to either of them again. As the driver scrambled in­to his seat she opened the score and fixed her eyes upon it. Her face, in the white light, looked as bleak as a stone quarry.

			As her cab slid away, Ot­ten­burg shoved Arch­ie in­to a second taxi that waited by the curb. “We’d bet­ter trail her,” he ex­plained. “There might be a hol­dup of some kind.” As the cab whizzed off he broke in­to an erup­tion of pro­fan­ity.

			“What’s the mat­ter, Fred?” the doc­tor asked. He was a good deal dazed by the rap­id evol­u­tions of the last ten minutes.

			“Mat­ter enough!” Fred growled, but­ton­ing his over­coat with a shiver. “What a way to sing a part for the first time! That duck really is on my con­science. It will be a won­der if she can do any­thing but quack! Scram­bling on in the middle of a per­form­ance like this, with no re­hears­al! The stuff she has to sing in there is a fright—rhythm, pitch—and ter­ribly dif­fi­cult in­ter­vals.”

			“She looked frightened,” Dr. Arch­ie said thought­fully, “but I thought she looked—de­term­ined.”

			Fred sniffed. “Oh, de­term­ined! That’s the kind of rough deal that makes sav­ages of sing­ers. Here’s a part she’s worked on and got ready for for years, and now they give her a chance to go on and butcher it. Good­ness knows when she’s looked at the score last, or wheth­er she can use the busi­ness she’s stud­ied with this cast. Neck­er’s singing Brün­nhilde; she may help her, if it’s not one of her sore nights.”

			“Is she sore at Thea?” Dr. Arch­ie asked won­der­ingly.

			“My dear man, Neck­er’s sore at everything. She’s break­ing up; too early; just when she ought to be at her best. There’s one story that she is strug­gling un­der some ser­i­ous mal­ady, an­oth­er that she learned a bad meth­od at the Prague Con­ser­vat­ory and has ruined her or­gan. She’s the sorest thing in the world. If she weath­ers this winter through, it’ll be her last. She’s pay­ing for it with the last rags of her voice. And then—” Fred whistled softly.

			“Well, what then?”

			“Then our girl may come in for some of it. It’s dog eat dog, in this game as in every oth­er.”

			The cab stopped and Fred and Dr. Arch­ie hur­ried to the box of­fice. The Monday-night house was sold out. They bought stand­ing room and entered the aud­it­or­i­um just as the press rep­res­ent­at­ive of the house was thank­ing the audi­ence for their pa­tience and telling them that al­though Ma­dame Gloeck­ler was too ill to sing, Miss Kron­borg had kindly con­sen­ted to fin­ish her part. This an­nounce­ment was met with vehe­ment ap­plause from the up­per circles of the house.

			“She has her—con­stitu­ents,” Dr. Arch­ie mur­mured.

			“Yes, up there, where they’re young and hungry. These people down here have dined too well. They won’t mind, how­ever. They like fires and ac­ci­dents and di­ver­tisse­ments. Two Sieglindes are more un­usu­al than one, so they’ll be sat­is­fied.”

			

			After the fi­nal dis­ap­pear­ance of the moth­er of Siegfried, Ot­ten­burg and the doc­tor slipped out through the crowd and left the house. Near the stage en­trance Fred found the driver who had brought Thea down. He dis­missed him and got a lar­ger car. He and Arch­ie waited on the side­walk, and when Kron­borg came out alone they gathered her in­to the cab and sprang in after her.

			Thea sank back in­to a corner of the back seat and yawned. “Well, I got through, eh?” Her tone was re­as­sur­ing. “On the whole, I think I’ve giv­en you gen­tle­men a pretty lively even­ing, for one who has no so­cial ac­com­plish­ments.”

			“Rather! There was some­thing like a pop­u­lar up­ris­ing at the end of the second act. Arch­ie and I couldn’t keep it up as long as the rest of them did. A howl like that ought to show the man­age­ment which way the wind is blow­ing. You prob­ably know you were mag­ni­fi­cent.”

			“I thought it went pretty well,” she spoke im­par­tially. “I was rather smart to catch his tempo there, at the be­gin­ning of the first re­cit­at­ive, when he came in too soon, don’t you think? It’s tricky in there, without a re­hears­al. Oh, I was all right! He took that syn­co­pa­tion too fast in the be­gin­ning. Some sing­ers take it fast there—think it sounds more im­pas­sioned. That’s one way!” She sniffed, and Fred shot a mirth­ful glance at Arch­ie. Her boast­ful­ness would have been child­ish in a school­boy. In the light of what she had done, of the strain they had lived through dur­ing the last two hours, it made one laugh—al­most cry. She went on, ro­bustly: “And I didn’t feel my din­ner, really, Fred. I am hungry again, I’m ashamed to say—and I for­got to or­der any­thing at my hotel.”

			Fred put his hand on the door. “Where to? You must have food.”

			“Do you know any quiet place, where I won’t be stared at? I’ve still got makeup on.”

			“I do. Nice Eng­lish cho­p­h­ouse on Forty-fourth Street. Nobody there at night but theat­er people after the show, and a few bach­el­ors.” He opened the door and spoke to the driver.

			As the car turned, Thea reached across to the front seat and drew Dr. Arch­ie’s handker­chief out of his breast pock­et.

			“This comes to me nat­ur­ally,” she said, rub­bing her cheeks and eye­brows. “When I was little I al­ways loved your handker­chiefs be­cause they were silk and smelled of Co­logne wa­ter. I think they must have been the only really clean handker­chiefs in Moon­stone. You were al­ways wip­ing my face with them, when you met me out in the dust, I re­mem­ber. Did I nev­er have any?”

			“I think you’d nearly al­ways used yours up on your baby broth­er.”

			Thea sighed. “Yes, Thor had such a way of get­ting messy. You say he’s a good chauf­feur?” She closed her eyes for a mo­ment as if they were tired. Sud­denly she looked up. “Isn’t it funny, how we travel in circles? Here you are, still get­ting me clean, and Fred is still feed­ing me. I would have died of star­va­tion at that board­ing­house on In­di­ana Av­en­ue if he hadn’t taken me out to the Buck­ing­ham and filled me up once in a while. What a cav­ern I was to fill, too. The waiters used to look as­ton­ished. I’m still singing on that food.”

			Fred alighted and gave Thea his arm as they crossed the icy side­walk. They were taken up­stairs in an an­ti­quated lift and found the cheer­ful chop-room half full of sup­per parties. An Eng­lish com­pany play­ing at the Em­pire had just come in. The waiters, in red waist­coats, were hur­ry­ing about. Fred got a table at the back of the room, in a corner, and urged his waiter to get the oysters on at once.

			“Takes a few minutes to open them, sir,” the man ex­pos­tu­lated.

			“Yes, but make it as few as pos­sible, and bring the lady’s first. Then grilled chops with kid­neys, and salad.”

			Thea began eat­ing cel­ery stalks at once, from the base to the fo­liage. “Neck­er said some­thing nice to me to­night. You might have thought the man­age­ment would say some­thing, but not they.” She looked at Fred from un­der her blackened lashes. “It was a stunt, to jump in and sing that second act without re­hears­al. It doesn’t sing it­self.”

			Ot­ten­burg was watch­ing her bril­liant eyes and her face. She was much hand­somer than she had been early in the even­ing. Ex­cite­ment of this sort en­riched her. It was only un­der such ex­cite­ment, he re­flec­ted, that she was en­tirely il­lu­min­ated, or wholly present. At oth­er times there was some­thing a little cold and empty, like a big room with no people in it. Even in her most gen­i­al moods there was a shad­ow of rest­less­ness, as if she were wait­ing for some­thing and were ex­er­cising the vir­tue of pa­tience. Dur­ing din­ner she had been as kind as she knew how to be, to him and to Arch­ie, and had giv­en them as much of her­self as she could. But, clearly, she knew only one way of be­ing really kind, from the core of her heart out; and there was but one way in which she could give her­self to people largely and gladly, spon­tan­eously. Even as a girl she had been at her best in vig­or­ous ef­fort, he re­membered; phys­ic­al ef­fort, when there was no oth­er kind at hand. She could be ex­pans­ive only in ex­plo­sions. Old Nath­an­mey­er had seen it. In the very first song Fred had ever heard her sing, she had un­con­sciously de­clared it.

			Thea Kron­borg turned sud­denly from her talk with Arch­ie and peered sus­pi­ciously in­to the corner where Ot­ten­burg sat with fol­ded arms, ob­serving her. “What’s the mat­ter with you, Fred? I’m afraid of you when you’re quiet—for­tu­nately you al­most nev­er are. What are you think­ing about?”

			“I was won­der­ing how you got right with the or­ches­tra so quickly, there at first. I had a flash of ter­ror,” he replied eas­ily.

			She bolted her last oyster and ducked her head. “So had I! I don’t know how I did catch it. Des­per­a­tion, I sup­pose; same way the In­di­an ba­bies swim when they’re thrown in­to the river. I had to. Now it’s over, I’m glad I had to. I learned a whole lot to­night.”

			Arch­ie, who usu­ally felt that it be­hooved him to be si­lent dur­ing such dis­cus­sions, was en­cour­aged by her gen­i­al­ity to ven­ture, “I don’t see how you can learn any­thing in such a tur­moil; or how you can keep your mind on it, for that mat­ter.”

			Thea glanced about the room and sud­denly put her hand up to her hair. “Mercy, I’ve no hat on! Why didn’t you tell me? And I seem to be wear­ing a rumpled din­ner dress, with all this paint on my face! I must look like some­thing you picked up on Second Av­en­ue. I hope there are no Col­or­ado re­formers about, Dr. Arch­ie. What a dread­ful old pair these people must be think­ing you! Well, I had to eat.” She sniffed the sa­vor of the grill as the waiter un­covered it. “Yes, draught beer, please. No, thank you, Fred, no cham­pagne.—To go back to your ques­tion, Dr. Arch­ie, you can be­lieve I keep my mind on it. That’s the whole trick, in so far as stage ex­per­i­ence goes; keep­ing right there every second. If I think of any­thing else for a flash, I’m gone, done for. But at the same time, one can take things in—with an­oth­er part of your brain, maybe. It’s dif­fer­ent from what you get in study, more prac­tic­al and con­clus­ive. There are some things you learn best in calm, and some in storm. You learn the de­liv­ery of a part only be­fore an audi­ence.”

			“Heav­en help us,” gasped Ot­ten­burg. “Wer­en’t you hungry, though! It’s beau­ti­ful to see you eat.”

			“Glad you like it. Of course I’m hungry. Are you stay­ing over for Rhein­gold Fri­day af­ter­noon?”

			“My dear Thea,”—Fred lit a ci­gar­ette—“I’m a ser­i­ous busi­ness man now. I have to sell beer. I’m due in Chica­go on Wed­nes­day. I’d come back to hear you, but Fricka is not an al­lur­ing part.”

			“Then you’ve nev­er heard it well done.” She spoke up hotly. “Fat Ger­man wo­man scold­ing her hus­band, eh? That’s not my idea. Wait till you hear my Fricka. It’s a beau­ti­ful part.” Thea leaned for­ward on the table and touched Arch­ie’s arm. “You re­mem­ber, Dr. Arch­ie, how my moth­er al­ways wore her hair, par­ted in the middle and done low on her neck be­hind, so you got the shape of her head and such a calm, white fore­head? I wear mine like that for Fricka. A little more cor­on­et ef­fect, built up a little high­er at the sides, but the idea’s the same. I think you’ll no­tice it.” She turned to Ot­ten­burg re­proach­fully: “It’s noble mu­sic, Fred, from the first meas­ure. There’s noth­ing love­li­er than the won­ni­ger Haus­rath. It’s all such com­pre­hens­ive sort of mu­sic—fate­ful. Of course, Fricka knows,” Thea ended quietly.

			Fred sighed. “There, you’ve spoiled my it­in­er­ary. Now I’ll have to come back, of course. Arch­ie, you’d bet­ter get busy about seats to­mor­row.”

			“I can get you box seats, some­where. I know nobody here, and I nev­er ask for any.” Thea began hunt­ing among her wraps. “Oh, how funny! I’ve only these short woolen gloves, and no sleeves. Put on my coat first. Those Eng­lish people can’t make out where you got your lady, she’s so made up of con­tra­dic­tions.” She rose laugh­ing and plunged her arms in­to the coat Dr. Arch­ie held for her. As she settled her­self in­to it and buttoned it un­der her chin, she gave him an old sig­nal with her eye­lid. “I’d like to sing an­oth­er part to­night. This is the sort of even­ing I fancy, when there’s some­thing to do. Let me see: I have to sing in Trovatore Wed­nes­day night, and there are re­hears­als for the Ring every day this week. Con­sider me dead un­til Sat­urday, Dr. Arch­ie. I in­vite you both to dine with me on Sat­urday night, the day after Rhein­gold. And Fred must leave early, for I want to talk to you alone. You’ve been here nearly a week, and I haven’t had a ser­i­ous word with you. Tad for mad, Fred, as the Nor­we­gi­ans say.”

		
	
		
			VIII

			The Ring of the Niebelungs was to be giv­en at the Met­ro­pol­it­an on four suc­cess­ive Fri­day af­ter­noons. After the first of these per­form­ances, Fred Ot­ten­burg went home with Landry for tea. Landry was one of the few pub­lic en­ter­tain­ers who own real es­tate in New York. He lived in a little three-story brick house on Jane Street, in Green­wich Vil­lage, which had been left to him by the same aunt who paid for his mu­sic­al edu­ca­tion.

			Landry was born, and spent the first fif­teen years of his life, on a rocky Con­necti­c­ut farm not far from Cos Cob. His fath­er was an ig­nor­ant, vi­ol­ent man, a bungling farm­er and a bru­tal hus­band. The farm­house, dilap­id­ated and damp, stood in a hol­low be­side a marshy pond. Oliv­er had worked hard while he lived at home, al­though he was nev­er clean or warm in winter and had wretched food all the year round. His spare, dry fig­ure, his prom­in­ent larynx, and the pe­cu­li­ar red of his face and hands be­longed to the chore­boy he had nev­er out­grown. It was as if the farm, know­ing he would es­cape from it as early as he could, had ground its mark on him deep. When he was fif­teen Oliv­er ran away and went to live with his Cath­ol­ic aunt, on Jane Street, whom his moth­er was nev­er al­lowed to vis­it. The priest of St. Joseph’s Par­ish dis­covered that he had a voice.

			Landry had an af­fec­tion for the house on Jane Street, where he had first learned what clean­li­ness and or­der and cour­tesy were. When his aunt died he had the place done over, got an Ir­ish house­keep­er, and lived there with a great many beau­ti­ful things he had col­lec­ted. His liv­ing ex­penses were nev­er large, but he could not re­strain him­self from buy­ing grace­ful and use­less ob­jects. He was a col­lect­or for much the same reas­on that he was a Cath­ol­ic, and he was a Cath­ol­ic chiefly be­cause his fath­er used to sit in the kit­chen and read aloud to his hired men dis­gust­ing “ex­pos­ures” of the Ro­man Church, en­joy­ing equally the hideous stor­ies and the out­rage to his wife’s feel­ings.

			At first Landry bought books; then rugs, draw­ings, china. He had a beau­ti­ful col­lec­tion of old French and Span­ish fans. He kept them in an es­critoire he had brought from Spain, but there were al­ways a few of them ly­ing about in his sit­ting-room.

			While Landry and his guest were wait­ing for the tea to be brought, Ot­ten­burg took up one of these fans from the low marble man­tel-shelf and opened it in the fire­light. One side was painted with a pearly sky and float­ing clouds. On the oth­er was a form­al garden where an el­eg­ant shep­herd­ess with a mask and crook was flee­ing on high heels from a sat­in-coated shep­herd.

			“You ought not to keep these things about, like this, Oliv­er. The dust from your grate must get at them.”

			“It does, but I get them to en­joy them, not to have them. They’re pleas­ant to glance at and to play with at odd times like this, when one is wait­ing for tea or some­thing.”

			Fred smiled. The idea of Landry stretched out be­fore his fire play­ing with his fans, amused him. Mrs. Mc­Gin­nis brought the tea and put it be­fore the hearth: old tea­cups that were vel­vety to the touch and a pot­bel­lied sil­ver cream pitch­er of an Early Geor­gi­an pat­tern, which was al­ways brought, though Landry took rum.

			Fred drank his tea walk­ing about, ex­amin­ing Landry’s sump­tu­ous writ­ing-table in the al­cove and the Bouch­er draw­ing in red chalk over the man­tel. “I don’t see how you can stand this place without a heroine. It would give me a ra­ging thirst for gal­lantries.”

			Landry was help­ing him­self to a second cup of tea. “Works quite the oth­er way with me. It con­soles me for the lack of her. It’s just fem­in­ine enough to be pleas­ant to re­turn to. Not any more tea? Then sit down and play for me. I’m al­ways play­ing for oth­er people, and I nev­er have a chance to sit here quietly and listen.”

			Ot­ten­burg opened the pi­ano and began softly to boom forth the shad­owy in­tro­duc­tion to the op­era they had just heard. “Will that do?” he asked jok­ingly. “I can’t seem to get it out of my head.”

			“Oh, ex­cel­lently! Thea told me it was quite won­der­ful, the way you can do Wag­n­er scores on the pi­ano. So few people can give one any idea of the mu­sic. Go ahead, as long as you like. I can smoke, too.” Landry flattened him­self out on his cush­ions and aban­doned him­self to ease with the cir­cum­stance of one who has nev­er grown quite ac­cus­tomed to ease.

			Ot­ten­burg played on, as he happened to re­mem­ber. He un­der­stood now why Thea wished him to hear her in Rhein­gold. It had been clear to him as soon as Fricka rose from sleep and looked out over the young world, stretch­ing one white arm to­ward the new Got­ter­burg shin­ing on the heights. “Wotan! Gemahl! er­wache!” She was pure Scand­inavi­an, this Fricka: “Swedish sum­mer!” he re­membered old Mr. Nath­an­mey­er’s phrase. She had wished him to see her be­cause she had a dis­tinct kind of love­li­ness for this part, a shin­ing beauty like the light of sun­set on dis­tant sails. She seemed to take on the look of im­mor­tal love­li­ness, the youth of the golden apples, the shin­ing body and the shin­ing mind. Fricka had been a jeal­ous spouse to him for so long that he had for­got she meant wis­dom be­fore she meant do­mest­ic or­der, and that, in any event, she was al­ways a god­dess. The Fricka of that af­ter­noon was so clear and sunny, so nobly con­ceived, that she made a whole at­mo­sphere about her­self and quite re­deemed from shab­bi­ness the help­less­ness and un­scru­pu­lous­ness of the gods. Her re­proaches to Wotan were the plead­ings of a tempered mind, a con­sist­ent sense of beauty. In the long si­lences of her part, her shin­ing pres­ence was a vis­ible com­ple­ment to the dis­cus­sion of the or­ches­tra. As the themes which were to help in weav­ing the drama to its end first came vaguely upon the ear, one saw their im­port and tend­ency in the face of this clearest-vis­ioned of the gods.

			In the scene between Fricka and Wotan, Ot­ten­burg stopped. “I can’t seem to get the voices, in there.”

			Landry chuckled. “Don’t try. I know it well enough. I ex­pect I’ve been over that with her a thou­sand times. I was play­ing for her al­most every day when she was first work­ing on it. When she be­gins with a part she’s hard to work with: so slow you’d think she was stu­pid if you didn’t know her. Of course she blames it all on her ac­com­pan­ist. It goes on like that for weeks some­times. This did. She kept shak­ing her head and star­ing and look­ing gloomy. All at once, she got her line—it usu­ally comes sud­denly, after stretches of not get­ting any­where at all—and after that it kept chan­ging and clear­ing. As she worked her voice in­to it, it got more and more of that ‘gold’ qual­ity that makes her Fricka so dif­fer­ent.”

			Fred began Fricka’s first aria again. “It’s cer­tainly dif­fer­ent. Curi­ous how she does it. Such a beau­ti­ful idea, out of a part that’s al­ways been so un­grate­ful. She’s a lovely thing, but she was nev­er so beau­ti­ful as that, really. Nobody is.” He re­peated the love­li­est phrase. “How does she man­age it, Landry? You’ve worked with her.”

			Landry drew cher­ish­ingly on the last ci­gar­ette he meant to per­mit him­self be­fore singing. “Oh, it’s a ques­tion of a big per­son­al­ity—and all that goes with it. Brains, of course. Ima­gin­a­tion, of course. But the im­port­ant thing is that she was born full of col­or, with a rich per­son­al­ity. That’s a gift of the gods, like a fine nose. You have it, or you haven’t. Against it, in­tel­li­gence and mu­si­cian­ship and habits of in­dustry don’t count at all. Sing­ers are a con­ven­tion­al race. When Thea was study­ing in Ber­lin the oth­er girls were mor­tally afraid of her. She has a pretty rough hand with wo­men, dull ones, and she could be rude, too! The girls used to call her die Wölfin.”

			Fred thrust his hands in­to his pock­ets and leaned back against the pi­ano. “Of course, even a stu­pid wo­man could get ef­fects with such ma­chinery: such a voice and body and face. But they couldn’t pos­sibly be­long to a stu­pid wo­man, could they?”

			Landry shook his head. “It’s per­son­al­ity; that’s as near as you can come to it. That’s what con­sti­tutes real equip­ment. What she does is in­ter­est­ing be­cause she does it. Even the things she dis­cards are sug­gest­ive. I re­gret some of them. Her con­cep­tions are colored in so many dif­fer­ent ways. You’ve heard her Eliza­beth? Won­der­ful, isn’t it? She was work­ing on that part years ago when her moth­er was ill. I could see her anxi­ety and grief get­ting more and more in­to the part. The last act is heart­break­ing. It’s as homely as a coun­try pray­er meet­ing: might be any lonely wo­man get­ting ready to die. It’s full of the thing every plain creature finds out for him­self, but that nev­er gets writ­ten down. It’s un­con­scious memory, maybe; in­her­ited memory, like folk-mu­sic. I call it per­son­al­ity.”

			Fred laughed, and turn­ing to the pi­ano began coax­ing the Fricka mu­sic again. “Call it any­thing you like, my boy. I have a name for it my­self, but I shan’t tell you.” He looked over his shoulder at Landry, stretched out by the fire. “You have a great time watch­ing her, don’t you?”

			“Oh, yes!” replied Landry simply. “I’m not in­ter­ested in much that goes on in New York. Now, if you’ll ex­cuse me, I’ll have to dress.” He rose with a re­luct­ant sigh. “Can I get you any­thing? Some whis­key?”

			“Thank you, no. I’ll amuse my­self here. I don’t of­ten get a chance at a good pi­ano when I’m away from home. You haven’t had this one long, have you? Ac­tion’s a bit stiff. I say,” he stopped Landry in the door­way, “has Thea ever been down here?”

			Landry turned back. “Yes. She came sev­er­al times when I had ery­sipelas. I was a nice mess, with two nurses. She brought down some in­side win­dow-boxes, planted with cro­cuses and things. Very cheer­ing, only I couldn’t see them or her.”

			“Didn’t she like your place?”

			“She thought she did, but I fancy it was a good deal cluttered up for her taste. I could hear her pa­cing about like some­thing in a cage. She pushed the pi­ano back against the wall and the chairs in­to corners, and she broke my am­ber ele­phant.” Landry took a yel­low ob­ject some four inches high from one of his low book­cases. “You can see where his leg is glued on—a souven­ir. Yes, he’s lem­on am­ber, very fine.”

			Landry dis­ap­peared be­hind the cur­tains and in a mo­ment Fred heard the wheeze of an at­om­izer. He put the am­ber ele­phant on the pi­ano be­side him and seemed to get a great deal of amuse­ment out of the beast.

		
	
		
			IX

			When Arch­ie and Ot­ten­burg dined with Thea on Sat­urday even­ing, they were served down­stairs in the hotel din­ing-room, but they were to have their cof­fee in her own apart­ment. As they were go­ing up in the el­ev­at­or after din­ner, Fred turned sud­denly to Thea. “And why, please, did you break Landry’s am­ber ele­phant?”

			She looked guilty and began to laugh. “Hasn’t he got over that yet? I didn’t really mean to break it. I was per­haps care­less. His things are so over-pet­ted that I was temp­ted to be care­less with a lot of them.”

			“How can you be so heart­less, when they’re all he has in the world?”

			“He has me. I’m a great deal of di­ver­sion for him; all he needs. There,” she said as she opened the door in­to her own hall, “I shouldn’t have said that be­fore the el­ev­at­or boy.”

			“Even an el­ev­at­or boy couldn’t make a scan­dal about Oliv­er. He’s such a cat­nip man.”

			Dr. Arch­ie laughed, but Thea, who seemed sud­denly to have thought of some­thing an­noy­ing, re­peated blankly, “Cat­nip man?”

			“Yes, he lives on cat­nip, and rum tea. But he’s not the only one. You are like an ec­cent­ric old wo­man I know in Bo­ston, who goes about in the spring feed­ing cat­nip to street cats. You dis­pense it to a lot of fel­lows. Your pull seems to be more with men than with wo­men, you know; with seasoned men, about my age, or older. Even on Fri­day af­ter­noon I kept run­ning in­to them, old boys I hadn’t seen for years, thin at the part and thick at the girth, un­til I stood still in the draft and held my hair on. They’re al­ways there; I hear them talk­ing about you in the smoking room. Prob­ably we don’t get to the point of ap­pre­hend­ing any­thing good un­til we’re about forty. Then, in the light of what is go­ing, and of what, God help us! is com­ing, we ar­rive at un­der­stand­ing.”

			“I don’t see why people go to the op­era, any­way—ser­i­ous people.” She spoke dis­con­ten­tedly. “I sup­pose they get some­thing, or think they do. Here’s the cof­fee. There, please,” she dir­ec­ted the waiter. Go­ing to the table she began to pour the cof­fee, stand­ing. She wore a white dress trimmed with crys­tals which had rattled a good deal dur­ing din­ner, as all her move­ments had been im­pa­tient and nervous, and she had twis­ted the dark vel­vet rose at her girdle un­til it looked rumpled and weary. She poured the cof­fee as if it were a ce­re­mony in which she did not be­lieve. “Can you make any­thing of Fred’s non­sense, Dr. Arch­ie?” she asked, as he came to take his cup.

			Fred ap­proached her. “My non­sense is all right. The same brand has gone with you be­fore. It’s you who won’t be jol­lied. What’s the mat­ter? You have some­thing on your mind.”

			“I’ve a good deal. Too much to be an agree­able host­ess.” She turned quickly away from the cof­fee and sat down on the pi­ano bench, fa­cing the two men. “For one thing, there’s a change in the cast for Fri­day af­ter­noon. They’re go­ing to let me sing Sieglinde.” Her frown did not con­ceal the pleas­ure with which she made this an­nounce­ment.

			“Are you go­ing to keep us dangling about here forever, Thea? Arch­ie and I are sup­posed to have oth­er things to do.” Fred looked at her with an ex­cite­ment quite as ap­par­ent as her own.

			“Here I’ve been ready to sing Sieglinde for two years, kept in tor­ment, and now it comes off with­in two weeks, just when I want to be see­ing some­thing of Dr. Arch­ie. I don’t know what their plans are down there. After Fri­day they may let me cool for sev­er­al weeks, and they may rush me. I sup­pose it de­pends some­what on how things go Fri­day af­ter­noon.”

			“Oh, they’ll go fast enough! That’s bet­ter suited to your voice than any­thing you’ve sung here. That gives you every op­por­tun­ity I’ve waited for.” Ot­ten­burg crossed the room and stand­ing be­side her began to play “Du bis der Lenz.”

			With a vi­ol­ent move­ment Thea caught his wrists and pushed his hands away from the keys.

			“Fred, can’t you be ser­i­ous? A thou­sand things may hap­pen between this and Fri­day to put me out. Some­thing will hap­pen. If that part were sung well, as well as it ought to be, it would be one of the most beau­ti­ful things in the world. That’s why it nev­er is sung right, and nev­er will be.” She clenched her hands and opened them des­pair­ingly, look­ing out of the open win­dow. “It’s in­ac­cess­ibly beau­ti­ful!” she brought out sharply.

			Fred and Dr. Arch­ie watched her. In a mo­ment she turned back to them. “It’s im­possible to sing a part like that well for the first time, ex­cept for the sort who will nev­er sing it any bet­ter. Everything hangs on that first night, and that’s bound to be bad. There you are,” she shrugged im­pa­tiently. “For one thing, they change the cast at the el­ev­enth hour and then re­hearse the life out of me.”

			Ot­ten­burg put down his cup with ex­ag­ger­ated care. “Still, you really want to do it, you know.”

			“Want to?” she re­peated in­dig­nantly; “of course I want to! If this were only next Thursday night—But between now and Fri­day I’ll do noth­ing but fret away my strength. Oh, I’m not say­ing I don’t need the re­hears­als! But I don’t need them strung out through a week. That sys­tem’s well enough for phleg­mat­ic sing­ers; it only drains me. Every single fea­ture of op­er­at­ic routine is det­ri­ment­al to me. I usu­ally go on like a horse that’s been fixed to lose a race. I have to work hard to do my worst, let alone my best. I wish you could hear me sing well, once,” she turned to Fred de­fi­antly; “I have, a few times in my life, when there was noth­ing to gain by it.”

			Fred ap­proached her again and held out his hand. “I re­call my in­struc­tions, and now I’ll leave you to fight it out with Arch­ie. He can’t pos­sibly rep­res­ent ma­na­geri­al stu­pid­ity to you as I seem to have a gift for do­ing.”

			As he smiled down at her, his good hu­mor, his good wishes, his un­der­stand­ing, em­bar­rassed her and re­called her to her­self. She kept her seat, still hold­ing his hand. “All the same, Fred, isn’t it too bad, that there are so many things—” She broke off with a shake of the head.

			“My dear girl, if I could bridge over the agony between now and Fri­day for you—But you know the rules of the game; why tor­ment your­self? You saw the oth­er night that you had the part un­der your thumb. Now walk, sleep, play with Arch­ie, keep your ti­ger hungry, and she’ll spring all right on Fri­day. I’ll be there to see her, and there’ll be more than I, I sus­pect. Harsa­nyi’s on the Wil­helm der Grosse; gets in on Thursday.”

			“Harsa­nyi?” Thea’s eye lighted. “I haven’t seen him for years. We al­ways miss each oth­er.” She paused, hes­it­at­ing. “Yes, I should like that. But he’ll be busy, maybe?”

			“He gives his first con­cert at Carne­gie Hall, week after next. Bet­ter send him a box if you can.”

			“Yes, I’ll man­age it.” Thea took his hand again. “Oh, I should like that, Fred!” she ad­ded im­puls­ively. “Even if I were put out, he’d get the idea,”—she threw back her head—“for there is an idea!”

			“Which won’t pen­et­rate here,” he tapped his brow and began to laugh. “You are an un­grate­ful hussy, comme les autres!”

			Thea de­tained him as he turned away. She pulled a flower out of a bou­quet on the pi­ano and ab­sently drew the stem through the lapel of his coat. “I shall be walk­ing in the Park to­mor­row af­ter­noon, on the reser­voir path, between four and five, if you care to join me. You know that after Harsa­nyi I’d rather please you than any­one else. You know a lot, but he knows even more than you.”

			“Thank you. Don’t try to ana­lyze it. Sch­lafen Sie wohl!” he kissed her fin­gers and waved from the door, clos­ing it be­hind him.

			“He’s the right sort, Thea.” Dr. Arch­ie looked warmly after his dis­ap­pear­ing friend. “I’ve al­ways hoped you’d make it up with Fred.”

			“Well, haven’t I? Oh, marry him, you mean! Per­haps it may come about, some day. Just at present he’s not in the mar­riage mar­ket any more than I am, is he?”

			“No, I sup­pose not. It’s a damned shame that a man like Ot­ten­burg should be tied up as he is, wast­ing all the best years of his life. A wo­man with gen­er­al pares­is ought to be leg­ally dead.”

			“Don’t let us talk about Fred’s wife, please. He had no busi­ness to get in­to such a mess, and he had no busi­ness to stay in it. He’s al­ways been a softy where wo­men were con­cerned.”

			“Most of us are, I’m afraid,” Dr. Arch­ie ad­mit­ted meekly.

			“Too much light in here, isn’t there? Tires one’s eyes. The stage lights are hard on mine.” Thea began turn­ing them out. “We’ll leave the little one, over the pi­ano.” She sank down by Arch­ie on the deep sofa. “We two have so much to talk about that we keep away from it al­to­geth­er; have you no­ticed? We don’t even nibble the edges. I wish we had Landry here to­night to play for us. He’s very com­fort­ing.”

			“I’m afraid you don’t have enough per­son­al life, out­side your work, Thea.” The doc­tor looked at her anxiously.

			She smiled at him with her eyes half closed. “My dear doc­tor, I don’t have any. Your work be­comes your per­son­al life. You are not much good un­til it does. It’s like be­ing woven in­to a big web. You can’t pull away, be­cause all your little tendrils are woven in­to the pic­ture. It takes you up, and uses you, and spins you out; and that is your life. Not much else can hap­pen to you.”

			“Didn’t you think of mar­ry­ing, sev­er­al years ago?”

			“You mean Nordquist? Yes; but I changed my mind. We had been singing a good deal to­geth­er. He’s a splen­did creature.”

			“Were you much in love with him, Thea?” the doc­tor asked hope­fully.

			She smiled again. “I don’t think I know just what that ex­pres­sion means. I’ve nev­er been able to find out. I think I was in love with you when I was little, but not with any­one since then. There are a great many ways of caring for people. It’s not, after all, a simple state, like measles or ton­sil­it­is. Nordquist is a tak­ing sort of man. He and I were out in a row­boat once in a ter­rible storm. The lake was fed by gla­ciers—ice wa­ter—and we couldn’t have swum a stroke if the boat had filled. If we hadn’t both been strong and kept our heads, we’d have gone down. We pulled for every ounce there was in us, and we just got off with our lives. We were al­ways be­ing thrown to­geth­er like that, un­der some kind of pres­sure. Yes, for a while I thought he would make everything right.” She paused and sank back, rest­ing her head on a cush­ion, press­ing her eye­lids down with her fin­gers. “You see,” she went on ab­ruptly, “he had a wife and two chil­dren. He hadn’t lived with her for sev­er­al years, but when she heard that he wanted to marry again, she began to make trouble. He earned a good deal of money, but he was care­less and al­ways wretchedly in debt. He came to me one day and told me he thought his wife would settle for a hun­dred thou­sand marks and con­sent to a di­vorce. I got very angry and sent him away. Next day he came back and said he thought she’d take fifty thou­sand.”

			Dr. Arch­ie drew away from her, to the end of the sofa.

			“Good God, Thea,”—He ran his handker­chief over his fore­head. “What sort of people—” He stopped and shook his head.

			Thea rose and stood be­side him, her hand on his shoulder. “That’s ex­actly how it struck me,” she said quietly. “Oh, we have things in com­mon, things that go away back, un­der everything. You un­der­stand, of course. Nordquist didn’t. He thought I wasn’t will­ing to part with the money. I couldn’t let my­self buy him from Fru Nordquist, and he couldn’t see why. He had al­ways thought I was close about money, so he at­trib­uted it to that. I am care­ful,”—she ran her arm through Arch­ie’s and when he rose began to walk about the room with him. “I can’t be care­less with money. I began the world on six hun­dred dol­lars, and it was the price of a man’s life. Ray Kennedy had worked hard and been sober and denied him­self, and when he died he had six hun­dred dol­lars to show for it. I al­ways meas­ure things by that six hun­dred dol­lars, just as I meas­ure high build­ings by the Moon­stone stand­pipe. There are stand­ards we can’t get away from.”

			Dr. Arch­ie took her hand. “I don’t be­lieve we should be any hap­pi­er if we did get away from them. I think it gives you some of your poise, hav­ing that an­chor. You look,” glan­cing down at her head and shoulders, “some­times so like your moth­er.”

			“Thank you. You couldn’t say any­thing nicer to me than that. On Fri­day af­ter­noon, didn’t you think?”

			“Yes, but at oth­er times, too. I love to see it. Do you know what I thought about that first night when I heard you sing? I kept re­mem­ber­ing the night I took care of you when you had pneu­mo­nia, when you were ten years old. You were a ter­ribly sick child, and I was a coun­try doc­tor without much ex­per­i­ence. There were no oxy­gen tanks about then. You pretty nearly slipped away from me. If you had—”

			Thea dropped her head on his shoulder. “I’d have saved my­self and you a lot of trouble, wouldn’t I? Dear Dr. Arch­ie!” she mur­mured.

			“As for me, life would have been a pretty bleak stretch, with you left out.” The doc­tor took one of the crys­tal pendants that hung from her shoulder and looked in­to it thought­fully. “I guess I’m a ro­mantic old fel­low, un­der­neath. And you’ve al­ways been my ro­mance. Those years when you were grow­ing up were my hap­pi­est. When I dream about you, I al­ways see you as a little girl.”

			They paused by the open win­dow. “Do you? Nearly all my dreams, ex­cept those about break­ing down on the stage or miss­ing trains, are about Moon­stone. You tell me the old house has been pulled down, but it stands in my mind, every stick and tim­ber. In my sleep I go all about it, and look in the right draw­ers and cup­boards for everything. I of­ten dream that I’m hunt­ing for my rub­bers in that pile of over­shoes that was al­ways un­der the hat­rack in the hall. I pick up every over­shoe and know whose it is, but I can’t find my own. Then the school bell be­gins to ring and I be­gin to cry. That’s the house I rest in when I’m tired. All the old fur­niture and the worn spots in the car­pet—it rests my mind to go over them.”

			They were look­ing out of the win­dow. Thea kept his arm. Down on the river four battle­ships were anchored in line, bril­liantly lighted, and launches were com­ing and go­ing, bring­ing the men ashore. A search­light from one of the iron­clads was play­ing on the great head­land up the river, where it makes its first res­ol­ute turn. Over­head the night-blue sky was in­tense and clear.

			“There’s so much that I want to tell you,” she said at last, “and it’s hard to ex­plain. My life is full of jeal­ousies and dis­ap­point­ments, you know. You get to hat­ing people who do con­tempt­ible work and who get on just as well as you do. There are many dis­ap­point­ments in my pro­fes­sion, and bit­ter, bit­ter con­tempts!” Her face hardened, and looked much older. “If you love the good thing vi­tally, enough to give up for it all that one must give up for it, then you must hate the cheap thing just as hard. I tell you, there is such a thing as cre­at­ive hate! A con­tempt that drives you through fire, makes you risk everything and lose everything, makes you a long sight bet­ter than you ever knew you could be.” As she glanced at Dr. Arch­ie’s face, Thea stopped short and turned her own face away. Her eyes fol­lowed the path of the search­light up the river and res­ted upon the il­lumined head­land.

			“You see,” she went on more calmly, “voices are ac­ci­dent­al things. You find plenty of good voices in com­mon wo­men, with com­mon minds and com­mon hearts. Look at that wo­man who sang Or­trude with me last week. She’s new here and the people are wild about her. ‘Such a beau­ti­ful volume of tone!’ they say. I give you my word she’s as stu­pid as an owl and as coarse as a pig, and any­one who knows any­thing about singing would see that in an in­stant. Yet she’s quite as pop­u­lar as Neck­er, who’s a great artist. How can I get much sat­is­fac­tion out of the en­thu­si­asm of a house that likes her at­ro­ciously bad per­form­ance at the same time that it pre­tends to like mine? If they like her, then they ought to hiss me off the stage. We stand for things that are ir­re­con­cil­able, ab­so­lutely. You can’t try to do things right and not des­pise the people who do them wrong. How can I be in­dif­fer­ent? If that doesn’t mat­ter, then noth­ing mat­ters. Well, some­times I’ve come home as I did the oth­er night when you first saw me, so full of bit­ter­ness that it was as if my mind were full of dag­gers. And I’ve gone to sleep and wakened up in the Kohlers’ garden, with the pi­geons and the white rab­bits, so happy! And that saves me.” She sat down on the pi­ano bench. Arch­ie thought she had for­got­ten all about him, un­til she called his name. Her voice was soft now, and won­der­fully sweet. It seemed to come from some­where deep with­in her, there were such strong vi­bra­tions in it. “You see, Dr. Arch­ie, what one really strives for in art is not the sort of thing you are likely to find when you drop in for a per­form­ance at the op­era. What one strives for is so far away, so deep, so beau­ti­ful”—she lif­ted her shoulders with a long breath, fol­ded her hands in her lap and sat look­ing at him with a resig­na­tion that made her face noble—“that there’s noth­ing one can say about it, Dr. Arch­ie.”

			Without know­ing very well what it was all about, Arch­ie was pas­sion­ately stirred for her. “I’ve al­ways be­lieved in you, Thea; al­ways be­lieved,” he muttered.

			She smiled and closed her eyes. “They save me: the old things, things like the Kohlers’ garden. They are in everything I do.”

			“In what you sing, you mean?”

			“Yes. Not in any dir­ect way,”—she spoke hur­riedly—“the light, the col­or, the feel­ing. Most of all the feel­ing. It comes in when I’m work­ing on a part, like the smell of a garden com­ing in at the win­dow. I try all the new things, and then go back to the old. Per­haps my feel­ings were stronger then. A child’s at­ti­tude to­ward everything is an artist’s at­ti­tude. I am more or less of an artist now, but then I was noth­ing else. When I went with you to Chica­go that first time, I car­ried with me the es­sen­tials, the found­a­tion of all I do now. The point to which I could go was scratched in me then. I haven’t reached it yet, by a long way.”

			Arch­ie had a swift flash of memory. Pic­tures passed be­fore him. “You mean,” he asked won­der­ingly, “that you knew then that you were so gif­ted?”

			Thea looked up at him and smiled. “Oh, I didn’t know any­thing! Not enough to ask you for my trunk when I needed it. But you see, when I set out from Moon­stone with you, I had had a rich, ro­mantic past. I had lived a long, event­ful life, and an artist’s life, every hour of it. Wag­n­er says, in his most beau­ti­ful op­era, that art is only a way of re­mem­ber­ing youth. And the older we grow the more pre­cious it seems to us, and the more richly we can present that memory. When we’ve got it all out—the last, the finest thrill of it, the bright­est hope of it,”—she lif­ted her hand above her head and dropped it—“then we stop. We do noth­ing but re­peat after that. The stream has reached the level of its source. That’s our meas­ure.”

			There was a long, warm si­lence. Thea was look­ing hard at the floor, as if she were see­ing down through years and years, and her old friend stood watch­ing her bent head. His look was one with which he used to watch her long ago, and which, even in think­ing about her, had be­come a habit of his face. It was full of so­li­citude, and a kind of secret grat­it­ude, as if to thank her for some in­ex­press­ible pleas­ure of the heart. Thea turned presently to­ward the pi­ano and began softly to waken an old air:—

			
				
					Ca’ the yowes to the knowes,
					

					Ca’ them where the heath­er grows,
					

					Ca’ them where the burn­ie rowes,
					

					My bon­nie dear-ie.
				

			

			Arch­ie sat down and shaded his eyes with his hand. She turned her head and spoke to him over her shoulder. “Come on, you know the words bet­ter than I. That’s right.”

			
				
					We’ll gae down by Clouden’s side,
					

					Through the hazels spread­ing wide,
					

					O’er the waves that sweetly glide,
					

					To the moon sae clearly.
					

					Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear,
					

					Thou’rt to love and Heav’n sae dear,
					

					Nocht of ill may come thee near,
					

					My bon­nie dear-ie!
				

			

			“We can get on without Landry. Let’s try it again, I have all the words now. Then we’ll have ‘Sweet Af­ton.’ Come: ‘Ca’ the yowes to the knowes’—”

		
	
		
			X

			Ot­ten­burg dis­missed his tax­icab at the 91st Street en­trance of the Park and floundered across the drive through a wild spring snowstorm. When he reached the reser­voir path he saw Thea ahead of him, walk­ing rap­idly against the wind. Ex­cept for that one fig­ure, the path was deser­ted. A flock of gulls were hov­er­ing over the reser­voir, seem­ing be­wildered by the driv­ing cur­rents of snow that whirled above the black wa­ter and then dis­ap­peared with­in it. When he had al­most over­taken Thea, Fred called to her, and she turned and waited for him with her back to the wind. Her hair and furs were powdered with snow­flakes, and she looked like some rich-pel­ted an­im­al, with warm blood, that had run in out of the woods. Fred laughed as he took her hand.

			“No use ask­ing how you do. You surely needn’t feel much anxi­ety about Fri­day, when you can look like this.”

			She moved close to the iron fence to make room for him be­side her, and faced the wind again. “Oh, I’m well enough, in so far as that goes. But I’m not lucky about stage ap­pear­ances. I’m eas­ily up­set, and the most per­verse things hap­pen.”

			“What’s the mat­ter? Do you still get nervous?”

			“Of course I do. I don’t mind nerves so much as get­ting numbed,” Thea muttered, shel­ter­ing her face for a mo­ment with her muff. “I’m un­der a spell, you know, hoo­dooed. It’s the thing I want to do that I can nev­er do. Any oth­er ef­fects I can get eas­ily enough.”

			“Yes, you get ef­fects, and not only with your voice. That’s where you have it over all the rest of them; you’re as much at home on the stage as you were down in Pan­ther Canyon—as if you’d just been let out of a cage. Didn’t you get some of your ideas down there?”

			Thea nod­ded. “Oh, yes! For hero­ic parts, at least. Out of the rocks, out of the dead people. You mean the idea of stand­ing up un­der things, don’t you, meet­ing cata­strophe? No fussi­ness. Seems to me they must have been a re­served, somber people, with only a mus­cu­lar lan­guage, all their move­ments for a pur­pose; simple, strong, as if they were deal­ing with fate bare­han­ded.” She put her gloved fin­gers on Fred’s arm. “I don’t know how I can ever thank you enough. I don’t know if I’d ever have got any­where without Pan­ther Canyon. How did you know that was the one thing to do for me? It’s the sort of thing nobody ever helps one to, in this world. One can learn how to sing, but no singing teach­er can give any­body what I got down there. How did you know?”

			“I didn’t know. Any­thing else would have done as well. It was your cre­at­ive hour. I knew you were get­ting a lot, but I didn’t real­ize how much.”

			Thea walked on in si­lence. She seemed to be think­ing.

			“Do you know what they really taught me?” she came out sud­denly. “They taught me the in­ev­it­able hard­ness of hu­man life. No artist gets far who doesn’t know that. And you can’t know it with your mind. You have to real­ize it in your body, some­how; deep. It’s an an­im­al sort of feel­ing. I some­times think it’s the strongest of all. Do you know what I’m driv­ing at?”

			“I think so. Even your audi­ences feel it, vaguely: that you’ve some­time or oth­er faced things that make you dif­fer­ent.”

			Thea turned her back to the wind, wip­ing away the snow that clung to her brows and lashes. “Ugh!” she ex­claimed; “no mat­ter how long a breath you have, the storm has a longer. I haven’t signed for next sea­son, yet, Fred. I’m hold­ing out for a big con­tract: forty per­form­ances. Neck­er won’t be able to do much next winter. It’s go­ing to be one of those between sea­sons; the old sing­ers are too old, and the new ones are too new. They might as well risk me as any­body. So I want good terms. The next five or six years are go­ing to be my best.”

			“You’ll get what you de­mand, if you are un­com­prom­ising. I’m safe in con­grat­u­lat­ing you now.”

			Thea laughed. “It’s a little early. I may not get it at all. They don’t seem to be break­ing their necks to meet me. I can go back to Dresden.”

			As they turned the curve and walked west­ward they got the wind from the side, and talk­ing was easi­er.

			Fred lowered his col­lar and shook the snow from his shoulders. “Oh, I don’t mean on the con­tract par­tic­u­larly. I con­grat­u­late you on what you can do, Thea, and on all that lies be­hind what you do. On the life that’s led up to it, and on be­ing able to care so much. That, after all, is the un­usu­al thing.”

			She looked at him sharply, with a cer­tain ap­pre­hen­sion. “Care? Why shouldn’t I care? If I didn’t, I’d be in a bad way. What else have I got?” She stopped with a chal­len­ging in­ter­rog­a­tion, but Ot­ten­burg did not reply. “You mean,” she per­sisted, “that you don’t care as much as you used to?”

			“I care about your suc­cess, of course.” Fred fell in­to a slower pace. Thea felt at once that he was talk­ing ser­i­ously and had dropped the tone of half-iron­ic­al ex­ag­ger­a­tion he had used with her of late years. “And I’m grate­ful to you for what you de­mand from your­self, when you might get off so eas­ily. You de­mand more and more all the time, and you’ll do more and more. One is grate­ful to any­body for that; it makes life in gen­er­al a little less sor­did. But as a mat­ter of fact, I’m not much in­ter­ested in how any­body sings any­thing.”

			“That’s too bad of you, when I’m just be­gin­ning to see what is worth do­ing, and how I want to do it!” Thea spoke in an in­jured tone.

			“That’s what I con­grat­u­late you on. That’s the great dif­fer­ence between your kind and the rest of us. It’s how long you’re able to keep it up that tells the story. When you needed en­thu­si­asm from the out­side, I was able to give it to you. Now you must let me with­draw.”

			“I’m not ty­ing you, am I?” she flashed out. “But with­draw to what? What do you want?”

			Fred shrugged. “I might ask you, What have I got? I want things that wouldn’t in­terest you; that you prob­ably wouldn’t un­der­stand. For one thing, I want a son to bring up.”

			“I can un­der­stand that. It seems to me reas­on­able. Have you also found some­body you want to marry?”

			“Not par­tic­u­larly.” They turned an­oth­er curve, which brought the wind to their backs, and they walked on in com­par­at­ive calm, with the snow blow­ing past them. “It’s not your fault, Thea, but I’ve had you too much in my mind. I’ve not giv­en my­self a fair chance in oth­er dir­ec­tions. I was in Rome when you and Nordquist were there. If that had kept up, it might have cured me.”

			“It might have cured a good many things,” re­marked Thea grimly.

			Fred nod­ded sym­path­et­ic­ally and went on. “In my lib­rary in St. Louis, over the fire­place, I have a prop­erty spear I had copied from one in Venice—oh, years ago, after you first went abroad, while you were study­ing. You’ll prob­ably be singing Brün­nhilde pretty soon now, and I’ll send it on to you, if I may. You can take it and its his­tory for what they’re worth. But I’m nearly forty years old, and I’ve served my turn. You’ve done what I hoped for you, what I was hon­estly will­ing to lose you for—then. I’m older now, and I think I was an ass. I wouldn’t do it again if I had the chance, not much! But I’m not sorry. It takes a great many people to make one—Brün­nhilde.”

			Thea stopped by the fence and looked over in­to the black chop­pi­ness on which the snow­flakes fell and dis­ap­peared with ma­gic­al rapid­ity. Her face was both angry and troubled. “So you really feel I’ve been un­grate­ful. I thought you sent me out to get some­thing. I didn’t know you wanted me to bring in some­thing easy. I thought you wanted some­thing—” She took a deep breath and shrugged her shoulders. “But there! nobody on God’s earth wants it, really! If one oth­er per­son wanted it,”—she thrust her hand out be­fore him and clenched it—“my God, what I could do!”

			Fred laughed dis­mally. “Even in my ashes I feel my­self push­ing you! How can any­body help it? My dear girl, can’t you see that any­body else who wanted it as you do would be your rival, your dead­li­est danger? Can’t you see that it’s your great good for­tune that oth­er people can’t care about it so much?”

			But Thea seemed not to take in his protest at all. She went on vin­dic­at­ing her­self. “It’s taken me a long while to do any­thing, of course, and I’ve only be­gun to see day­light. But any­thing good is—ex­pens­ive. It hasn’t seemed long. I’ve al­ways felt re­spons­ible to you.”

			Fred looked at her face in­tently, through the veil of snow­flakes, and shook his head. “To me? You are a truth­ful wo­man, and you don’t mean to lie to me. But after the one re­spons­ib­il­ity you do feel, I doubt if you’ve enough left to feel re­spons­ible to God! Still, if you’ve ever in an idle hour fooled your­self with think­ing I had any­thing to do with it, Heav­en knows I’m grate­ful.”

			“Even if I’d mar­ried Nordquist,” Thea went on, turn­ing down the path again, “there would have been some­thing left out. There al­ways is. In a way, I’ve al­ways been mar­ried to you. I’m not very flex­ible; nev­er was and nev­er shall be. You caught me young. I could nev­er have that over again. One can’t, after one be­gins to know any­thing. But I look back on it. My life hasn’t been a gay one, any more than yours. If I shut things out from you, you shut them out from me. We’ve been a help and a hindrance to each oth­er. I guess it’s al­ways that way, the good and the bad all mixed up. There’s only one thing that’s all beau­ti­ful—and al­ways beau­ti­ful! That’s why my in­terest keeps up.”

			“Yes, I know.” Fred looked side­wise at the out­line of her head against the thick­en­ing at­mo­sphere. “And you give one the im­pres­sion that that is enough. I’ve gradu­ally, gradu­ally giv­en you up.”

			“See, the lights are com­ing out.” Thea poin­ted to where they flickered, flashes of vi­ol­et through the gray tree­tops. Lower down the globes along the drives were be­com­ing a pale lem­on col­or. “Yes, I don’t see why any­body wants to marry an artist, any­how. I re­mem­ber Ray Kennedy used to say he didn’t see how any wo­man could marry a gam­bler, for she would only be mar­ry­ing what the game left.” She shook her shoulders im­pa­tiently. “Who mar­ries who is a small mat­ter, after all. But I hope I can bring back your in­terest in my work. You’ve cared longer and more than any­body else, and I’d like to have some­body hu­man to make a re­port to once in a while. You can send me your spear. I’ll do my best. If you’re not in­ter­ested, I’ll do my best any­how. I’ve only a few friends, but I can lose every one of them, if it has to be. I learned how to lose when my moth­er died.—We must hurry now. My taxi must be wait­ing.”

			The blue light about them was grow­ing deep­er and dark­er, and the fall­ing snow and the faint trees had be­come vi­ol­et. To the south, over Broad­way, there was an or­ange re­flec­tion in the clouds. Mo­tors and car­riage lights flashed by on the drive be­low the reser­voir path, and the air was strident with horns and shrieks from the whistles of the moun­ted po­lice­men.

			Fred gave Thea his arm as they des­cen­ded from the em­bank­ment. “I guess you’ll nev­er man­age to lose me or Arch­ie, Thea. You do pick up queer ones. But lov­ing you is a hero­ic dis­cip­line. It wears a man out. Tell me one thing: could I have kept you, once, if I’d put on every screw?”

			Thea hur­ried him along, talk­ing rap­idly, as if to get it over. “You might have kept me in misery for a while, per­haps. I don’t know. I have to think well of my­self, to work. You could have made it hard. I’m not un­grate­ful. I was a dif­fi­cult pro­pos­i­tion to deal with. I un­der­stand now, of course. Since you didn’t tell me the truth in the be­gin­ning, you couldn’t very well turn back after I’d set my head. At least, if you’d been the sort who could, you wouldn’t have had to—for I’d not have cared a but­ton for that sort, even then.” She stopped be­side a car that waited at the curb and gave him her hand. “There. We part friends?”

			Fred looked at her. “You know. Ten years.”

			“I’m not un­grate­ful,” Thea re­peated as she got in­to her cab.

			“Yes,” she re­flec­ted, as the taxi cut in­to the Park car­riage road, “we don’t get fairy tales in this world, and he has, after all, cared more and longer than any­body else.” It was dark out­side now, and the light from the lamps along the drive flashed in­to the cab. The snow­flakes hovered like swarms of white bees about the globes.

			Thea sat mo­tion­less in one corner star­ing out of the win­dow at the cab lights that wove in and out among the trees, all seem­ing to be bent upon joy­ous courses. Tax­icabs were still new in New York, and the theme of pop­u­lar min­strelsy. Landry had sung her a ditty he heard in some theat­er on Third Av­en­ue, about:

			
				
					But there passed him a bright-eyed taxi
					

					With the girl of his heart in­side.
				

			

			Al­most in­aud­ibly Thea began to hum the air, though she was think­ing of some­thing ser­i­ous, some­thing that had touched her deeply. At the be­gin­ning of the sea­son, when she was not singing of­ten, she had gone one af­ter­noon to hear Paderewski’s re­cit­al. In front of her sat an old Ger­man couple, evid­ently poor people who had made sac­ri­fices to pay for their ex­cel­lent seats. Their in­tel­li­gent en­joy­ment of the mu­sic, and their friend­li­ness with each oth­er, had in­ter­ested her more than any­thing on the pro­gramme. When the pi­an­ist began a lovely melody in the first move­ment of the Beeth­oven D minor son­ata, the old lady put out her plump hand and touched her hus­band’s sleeve and they looked at each oth­er in re­cog­ni­tion. They both wore glasses, but such a look! Like for­get-menots, and so full of happy re­col­lec­tions. Thea wanted to put her arms around them and ask them how they had been able to keep a feel­ing like that, like a nose­gay in a glass of wa­ter.

		
	
		
			XI

			Dr. Arch­ie saw noth­ing of Thea dur­ing the fol­low­ing week. After sev­er­al fruit­less ef­forts, he suc­ceeded in get­ting a word with her over the tele­phone, but she soun­ded so dis­trac­ted and driv­en that he was glad to say good night and hang up the in­stru­ment. There were, she told him, re­hears­als not only for Walkure, but also for Got­ter­dam­mer­ung, in which she was to sing Wal­traute two weeks later.

			On Thursday af­ter­noon Thea got home late, after an ex­haust­ing re­hears­al. She was in no happy frame of mind. Ma­dame Neck­er, who had been very gra­cious to her that night when she went on to com­plete Gloeck­ler’s per­form­ance of Sieglinde, had, since Thea was cast to sing the part in­stead of Gloeck­ler in the pro­duc­tion of the Ring, been chilly and dis­ap­prov­ing, dis­tinctly hos­tile. Thea had al­ways felt that she and Neck­er stood for the same sort of en­deavor, and that Neck­er re­cog­nized it and had a cor­di­al feel­ing for her. In Ger­many she had sev­er­al times sung Brangaena to Neck­er’s Isolde, and the older artist had let her know that she thought she sang it beau­ti­fully. It was a bit­ter dis­ap­point­ment to find that the ap­prov­al of so hon­est an artist as Neck­er could not stand the test of any sig­ni­fic­ant re­cog­ni­tion by the man­age­ment. Ma­dame Neck­er was forty, and her voice was fail­ing just when her powers were at their height. Every fresh young voice was an en­emy, and this one was ac­com­pan­ied by gifts which she could not fail to re­cog­nize.

			Thea had her din­ner sent up to her apart­ment, and it was a very poor one. She tasted the soup and then in­dig­nantly put on her wraps to go out and hunt a din­ner. As she was go­ing to the el­ev­at­or, she had to ad­mit that she was be­hav­ing fool­ishly. She took off her hat and coat and ordered an­oth­er din­ner. When it ar­rived, it was no bet­ter than the first. There was even a burnt match un­der the milk toast. She had a sore throat, which made swal­low­ing pain­ful and boded ill for the mor­row. Al­though she had been speak­ing in whis­pers all day to save her throat, she now per­versely summoned the house­keep­er and de­man­ded an ac­count of some laun­dry that had been lost. The house­keep­er was in­dif­fer­ent and im­per­tin­ent, and Thea got angry and scol­ded vi­ol­ently. She knew it was very bad for her to get in­to a rage just be­fore bed­time, and after the house­keep­er left she real­ized that for ten dol­lars’ worth of un­der­cloth­ing she had been un­fit­ting her­self for a per­form­ance which might even­tu­ally mean many thou­sands. The best thing now was to stop re­proach­ing her­self for her lack of sense, but she was too tired to con­trol her thoughts.

			While she was un­dress­ing—Ther­ese was brush­ing out her Sieglinde wig in the trunk-room—she went on chid­ing her­self bit­terly. “And how am I ever go­ing to get to sleep in this state?” she kept ask­ing her­self. “If I don’t sleep, I’ll be per­fectly worth­less to­mor­row. I’ll go down there to­mor­row and make a fool of my­self. If I’d let that laun­dry alone with whatever nig­ger has stolen it—why did I un­der­take to re­form the man­age­ment of this hotel to­night? After to­mor­row I could pack up and leave the place. There’s the Phil­la­mon—I liked the rooms there bet­ter, any­how—and the Um­berto—” She began go­ing over the ad­vant­ages and dis­ad­vant­ages of dif­fer­ent apart­ment ho­tels. Sud­denly she checked her­self. “What am I do­ing this for? I can’t move in­to an­oth­er hotel to­night. I’ll keep this up till morn­ing. I shan’t sleep a wink.”

			Should she take a hot bath, or shouldn’t she? Some­times it re­laxed her, and some­times it roused her and fairly put her be­side her­self. Between the con­vic­tion that she must sleep and the fear that she couldn’t, she hung para­lyzed. When she looked at her bed, she shrank from it in every nerve. She was much more afraid of it than she had ever been of the stage of any op­era house. It yawned be­fore her like the sunken road at Wa­ter­loo.

			She rushed in­to her bath­room and locked the door. She would risk the bath, and de­fer the en­counter with the bed a little longer. She lay in the bath half an hour. The warmth of the wa­ter pen­et­rated to her bones, in­duced pleas­ant re­flec­tions and a feel­ing of well-be­ing. It was very nice to have Dr. Arch­ie in New York, after all, and to see him get so much sat­is­fac­tion out of the little com­pan­ion­ship she was able to give him. She liked people who got on, and who be­came more in­ter­est­ing as they grew older. There was Fred; he was much more in­ter­est­ing now than he had been at thirty. He was in­tel­li­gent about mu­sic, and he must be very in­tel­li­gent in his busi­ness, or he would not be at the head of the Brew­ers’ Trust. She re­spec­ted that kind of in­tel­li­gence and suc­cess. Any suc­cess was good. She her­self had made a good start, at any rate, and now, if she could get to sleep—Yes, they were all more in­ter­est­ing than they used to be. Look at Harsa­nyi, who had been so long re­tarded; what a place he had made for him­self in Vi­enna. If she could get to sleep, she would show him some­thing to­mor­row that he would un­der­stand.

			She got quickly in­to bed and moved about freely between the sheets. Yes, she was warm all over. A cold, dry breeze was com­ing in from the river, thank good­ness! She tried to think about her little rock house and the Ari­zona sun and the blue sky. But that led to memor­ies which were still too dis­turb­ing. She turned on her side, closed her eyes, and tried an old device.

			She entered her fath­er’s front door, hung her hat and coat on the rack, and stopped in the par­lor to warm her hands at the stove. Then she went out through the din­ing-room, where the boys were get­ting their les­sons at the long table; through the sit­ting-room, where Thor was asleep in his cot bed, his dress and stock­ing hanging on a chair. In the kit­chen she stopped for her lan­tern and her hot brick. She hur­ried up the back stairs and through the windy loft to her own gla­cial room. The il­lu­sion was marred only by the con­scious­ness that she ought to brush her teeth be­fore she went to bed, and that she nev­er used to do it. Why—? The wa­ter was frozen sol­id in the pitch­er, so she got over that. Once between the red blankets there was a short, fierce battle with the cold; then, warm­er—warm­er. She could hear her fath­er shak­ing down the hard-coal burn­er for the night, and the wind rush­ing and banging down the vil­lage street. The boughs of the cot­ton­wood, hard as bone, rattled against her gable. The bed grew softer and warm­er. Every­body was warm and well down­stairs. The sprawl­ing old house had gathered them all in, like a hen, and had settled down over its brood. They were all warm in her fath­er’s house. Softer and softer. She was asleep. She slept ten hours without turn­ing over. From sleep like that, one awakes in shin­ing ar­mor.

			

			On Fri­day af­ter­noon there was an in­spir­ing audi­ence; there was not an empty chair in the house. Ot­ten­burg and Dr. Arch­ie had seats in the or­ches­tra circle, got from a tick­et broker. Landry had not been able to get a seat, so he roamed about in the back of the house, where he usu­ally stood when he dropped in after his own turn in vaudeville was over. He was there so of­ten and at such ir­reg­u­lar hours that the ush­ers thought he was a sing­er’s hus­band, or had some­thing to do with the elec­tric­al plant.

			Harsa­nyi and his wife were in a box, near the stage, in the second circle. Mrs. Harsa­nyi’s hair was no­tice­ably gray, but her face was fuller and hand­somer than in those early years of struggle, and she was beau­ti­fully dressed. Harsa­nyi him­self had changed very little. He had put on his best af­ter­noon coat in hon­or of his pu­pil, and wore a pearl in his black as­cot. His hair was longer and more bushy than he used to wear it, and there was now one gray lock on the right side. He had al­ways been an el­eg­ant fig­ure, even when he went about in shabby clothes and was crushed with work. Be­fore the cur­tain rose he was rest­less and nervous, and kept look­ing at his watch and wish­ing he had got a few more let­ters off be­fore he left his hotel. He had not been in New York since the ad­vent of the tax­icab, and had al­lowed him­self too much time. His wife knew that he was afraid of be­ing dis­ap­poin­ted this af­ter­noon. He did not of­ten go to the op­era be­cause the stu­pid things that sing­ers did vexed him so, and it al­ways put him in a rage if the con­duct­or held the tempo or in any way ac­com­mod­ated the score to the sing­er.

			When the lights went out and the vi­ol­ins began to quaver their long D against the rude fig­ure of the basses, Mrs. Harsa­nyi saw her hus­band’s fin­gers flut­ter­ing on his knee in a rap­id tat­too. At the mo­ment when Sieglinde entered from the side door, she leaned to­ward him and whispered in his ear, “Oh, the lovely creature!” But he made no re­sponse, either by voice or ges­ture. Through­out the first scene he sat sunk in his chair, his head for­ward and his one yel­low eye rolling rest­lessly and shin­ing like a ti­ger’s in the dark. His eye fol­lowed Sieglinde about the stage like a satel­lite, and as she sat at the table listen­ing to Siegmund’s long nar­rat­ive, it nev­er left her. When she pre­pared the sleep­ing draught and dis­ap­peared after Hund­ing, Harsa­nyi bowed his head still lower and put his hand over his eye to rest it. The ten­or—a young man who sang with great vig­or, went on:—

			
				
					Wälse! Wälse!
					

					Wo ist dein Schwert?
				

			

			Harsa­nyi smiled, but he did not look forth again un­til Sieglinde re­appeared. She went through the story of her shame­ful bridal feast and in­to the Wal­hall’ mu­sic, which she al­ways sang so nobly, and the en­trance of the one-eyed stranger:—

			
				
					Mir al­lein
					

					Weckte das Auge.
				

			

			Mrs. Harsa­nyi glanced at her hus­band, won­der­ing wheth­er the sing­er on the stage could not feel his com­mand­ing glance. On came the cres­cendo:—

			
				
					Was je ich ver­lor,
					

					Was je ich be­weint
					

					Wär’ mir ge­wonnen
				

			

			
				
					(All that I have lost,
					

					All that I have mourned,
					

					Would I then have won.)
				

			

			Harsa­nyi touched his wife’s arm softly.

			Seated in the moon­light, the Volsung pair began their lov­ing in­spec­tion of each oth­er’s beau­ties, and the mu­sic born of mur­mur­ing sound passed in­to her face, as the old poet said—and in­to her body as well. In­to one lovely at­ti­tude after an­oth­er the mu­sic swept her, love im­pelled her. And the voice gave out all that was best in it. Like the spring, in­deed, it blos­somed in­to memor­ies and proph­ecies, it re­coun­ted and it fore­told, as she sang the story of her friend­less life, and of how the thing which was truly her­self, “bright as the day, rose to the sur­face” when in the hos­tile world she for the first time be­held her Friend. Fer­vently she rose in­to the har­di­er feel­ing of ac­tion and dar­ing, the pride in hero-strength and hero-blood, un­til in a splen­did burst, tall and shin­ing like a Vic­tory, she christened him:—

			
				
					Siegmund—
					

					So nenn ich dich!
				

			

			Her im­pa­tience for the sword swelled with her an­ti­cip­a­tion of his act, and throw­ing her arms above her head, she fairly tore a sword out of the empty air for him, be­fore Nothung had left the tree. In höch­ster Trunken­heit, in­deed, she burst out with the flam­ing cry of their kin­ship: “If you are Siegmund, I am Sieglinde!” Laugh­ing, singing, bound­ing, ex­ult­ing—with their pas­sion and their sword—the Volsungs ran out in­to the spring night.

			As the cur­tain fell, Harsa­nyi turned to his wife. “At last,” he sighed, “some­body with enough! Enough voice and tal­ent and beauty, enough phys­ic­al power. And such a noble, noble style!”

			“I can scarcely be­lieve it, Andor. I can see her now, that clumsy girl, hunched up over your pi­ano. I can see her shoulders. She al­ways seemed to labor so with her back. And I shall nev­er for­get that night when you found her voice.”

			The audi­ence kept up its clam­or un­til, after many re­appear­ances with the ten­or, Kron­borg came be­fore the cur­tain alone. The house met her with a roar, a greet­ing that was al­most sav­age in its fierce­ness. The sing­er’s eyes, sweep­ing the house, res­ted for a mo­ment on Harsa­nyi, and she waved her long sleeve to­ward his box.

			“She ought to be pleased that you are here,” said Mrs. Harsa­nyi. “I won­der if she knows how much she owes to you.”

			“She owes me noth­ing,” replied her hus­band quickly. “She paid her way. She al­ways gave some­thing back, even then.”

			“I re­mem­ber you said once that she would do noth­ing com­mon,” said Mrs. Harsa­nyi thought­fully.

			“Just so. She might fail, die, get lost in the pack. But if she achieved, it would be noth­ing com­mon. There are people whom one can trust for that. There is one way in which they will nev­er fail.” Harsa­nyi re­tired in­to his own re­flec­tions.

			After the second act Fred Ot­ten­burg brought Arch­ie to the Harsa­nyis’ box and in­tro­duced him as an old friend of Miss Kron­borg. The head of a mu­sic­al pub­lish­ing house joined them, bring­ing with him a journ­al­ist and the pres­id­ent of a Ger­man singing so­ci­ety. The con­ver­sa­tion was chiefly about the new Sieglinde. Mrs. Harsa­nyi was gra­cious and en­thu­si­ast­ic, her hus­band nervous and un­com­mu­nic­at­ive. He smiled mech­an­ic­ally, and po­litely answered ques­tions ad­dressed to him. “Yes, quite so.” “Oh, cer­tainly.” Every­one, of course, said very usu­al things with great con­vic­tion. Mrs. Harsa­nyi was used to hear­ing and ut­ter­ing the com­mon­places which such oc­ca­sions de­man­ded. When her hus­band with­drew in­to the shad­ow, she covered his re­treat by her sym­pathy and cor­di­al­ity. In reply to a dir­ect ques­tion from Ot­ten­burg, Harsa­nyi said, flinch­ing, “Isolde? Yes, why not? She will sing all the great roles, I should think.”

			The chor­us dir­ect­or said some­thing about “dra­mat­ic tem­pera­ment.” The journ­al­ist in­sisted that it was “ex­plos­ive force,” “pro­ject­ing power.”

			Ot­ten­burg turned to Harsa­nyi. “What is it, Mr. Harsa­nyi? Miss Kron­borg says if there is any­thing in her, you are the man who can say what it is.”

			The journ­al­ist scen­ted copy and was eager. “Yes, Harsa­nyi. You know all about her. What’s her secret?”

			Harsa­nyi rumpled his hair ir­rit­ably and shrugged his shoulders. “Her secret? It is every artist’s secret,”—he waved his hand—“pas­sion. That is all. It is an open secret, and per­fectly safe. Like hero­ism, it is in­im­it­able in cheap ma­ter­i­als.”

			The lights went out. Fred and Arch­ie left the box as the second act came on.

			Artist­ic growth is, more than it is any­thing else, a re­fin­ing of the sense of truth­ful­ness. The stu­pid be­lieve that to be truth­ful is easy; only the artist, the great artist, knows how dif­fi­cult it is. That af­ter­noon noth­ing new came to Thea Kron­borg, no en­light­en­ment, no in­spir­a­tion. She merely came in­to full pos­ses­sion of things she had been re­fin­ing and per­fect­ing for so long. Her in­hib­i­tions chanced to be few­er than usu­al, and, with­in her­self, she entered in­to the in­her­it­ance that she her­self had laid up, in­to the full­ness of the faith she had kept be­fore she knew its name or its mean­ing.

			Of­ten when she sang, the best she had was un­avail­able; she could not break through to it, and every sort of dis­trac­tion and mis­chance came between it and her. But this af­ter­noon the closed roads opened, the gates dropped. What she had so of­ten tried to reach, lay un­der her hand. She had only to touch an idea to make it live.

			While she was on the stage she was con­scious that every move­ment was the right move­ment, that her body was ab­so­lutely the in­stru­ment of her idea. Not for noth­ing had she kept it so severely, kept it filled with such en­ergy and fire. All that deep-rooted vi­tal­ity flowered in her voice, her face, in her very fin­ger­tips. She felt like a tree burst­ing in­to bloom. And her voice was as flex­ible as her body; equal to any de­mand, cap­able of every nu­ance. With the sense of its per­fect com­pan­ion­ship, its en­tire trust­wor­thi­ness, she had been able to throw her­self in­to the dra­mat­ic ex­i­gen­cies of the part, everything in her at its best and everything work­ing to­geth­er.

			The third act came on, and the af­ter­noon slipped by. Thea Kron­borg’s friends, old and new, seated about the house on dif­fer­ent floors and levels, en­joyed her tri­umph ac­cord­ing to their natures. There was one there, whom nobody knew, who per­haps got great­er pleas­ure out of that af­ter­noon than Harsa­nyi him­self. Up in the top gal­lery a gray-haired little Mex­ic­an, withered and bright as a string of pep­pers be­side a ’dobe door, kept pray­ing and curs­ing un­der his breath, beat­ing on the brass rail­ing and shout­ing “Bravo! Bravo!” un­til he was repressed by his neigh­bors.

			He happened to be there be­cause a Mex­ic­an band was to be a fea­ture of Barnum and Bailey’s cir­cus that year. One of the man­agers of the show had traveled about the South­w­est, sign­ing up a lot of Mex­ic­an mu­si­cians at low wages, and had brought them to New York. Among them was Span­ish Johnny. After Mrs. Tel­lamantez died, Johnny aban­doned his trade and went out with his man­dolin to pick up a liv­ing for one. His ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies had be­come his reg­u­lar mode of life.

			When Thea Kron­borg came out of the stage en­trance on For­ti­eth Street, the sky was still flam­ing with the last rays of the sun that was sink­ing off be­hind the North River. A little crowd of people was linger­ing about the door—mu­si­cians from the or­ches­tra who were wait­ing for their com­rades, curi­ous young men, and some poorly dressed girls who were hop­ing to get a glimpse of the sing­er. She bowed gra­ciously to the group, through her veil, but she did not look to the right or left as she crossed the side­walk to her cab. Had she lif­ted her eyes an in­stant and glanced out through her white scarf, she must have seen the only man in the crowd who had re­moved his hat when she emerged, and who stood with it crushed up in his hand. And she would have known him, changed as he was. His lus­trous black hair was full of gray, and his face was a good deal worn by the ex­tasi, so that it seemed to have shrunk away from his shin­ing eyes and teeth and left them too prom­in­ent. But she would have known him. She passed so near that he could have touched her, and he did not put on his hat un­til her taxi had snorted away. Then he walked down Broad­way with his hands in his over­coat pock­ets, wear­ing a smile which em­braced all the stream of life that passed him and the lighted towers that rose in­to the limp­id blue of the even­ing sky. If the sing­er, go­ing home ex­hausted in her cab, was won­der­ing what was the good of it all, that smile, could she have seen it, would have answered her. It is the only com­men­sur­ate an­swer.

			

			Here we must leave Thea Kron­borg. From this time on the story of her life is the story of her achieve­ment. The growth of an artist is an in­tel­lec­tu­al and spir­itu­al de­vel­op­ment which can scarcely be fol­lowed in a per­son­al nar­rat­ive. This story at­tempts to deal only with the simple and con­crete be­gin­nings which col­or and ac­cent an artist’s work, and to give some ac­count of how a Moon­stone girl found her way out of a vague, easy­going world in­to a life of dis­cip­lined en­deavor. Any ac­count of the loy­alty of young hearts to some ex­al­ted ideal, and the pas­sion with which they strive, will al­ways, in some of us, re­kindle gen­er­ous emo­tions.

		
	
		
			Epilogue

			Moon­stone again, in the year 1909. The Meth­od­ists are giv­ing an ice-cream so­ci­able in the grove about the new court­house. It is a warm sum­mer night of full moon. The pa­per lan­terns which hang among the trees are fool­ish toys, only dim­ming, in little lur­id circles, the great soft­ness of the lun­ar light that floods the blue heav­ens and the high plat­eau. To the east the sand hills shine white as of old, but the em­pire of the sand is gradu­ally di­min­ish­ing. The grass grows thick­er over the dunes than it used to, and the streets of the town are harder and firmer than they were twenty-five years ago. The old in­hab­it­ants will tell you that sand­storms are in­fre­quent now, that the wind blows less per­sist­ently in the spring and plays a milder tune. Cul­tiv­a­tion has mod­i­fied the soil and the cli­mate, as it mod­i­fies hu­man life.

			The people seated about un­der the cot­ton­woods are much smarter than the Meth­od­ists we used to know. The in­teri­or of the new Meth­od­ist Church looks like a theat­er, with a slop­ing floor, and as the con­greg­a­tion proudly say, “op­era chairs.” The mat­rons who at­tend to serving the re­fresh­ments to­night look young­er for their years than did the wo­men of Mrs. Kron­borg’s time, and the chil­dren all look like city chil­dren. The little boys wear “Buster Browns” and the little girls Rus­si­an blouses. The coun­try child, in made-overs and cut-downs, seems to have van­ished from the face of the earth.

			At one of the tables, with her Dutch-cut twin boys, sits a fair-haired, dimpled mat­ron who was once Lily Fish­er. Her hus­band is pres­id­ent of the new bank, and she “goes East for her sum­mers,” a prac­tice which causes envy and dis­con­tent among her neigh­bors. The twins are well-be­haved chil­dren, bid­dable, meek, neat about their clothes, and al­ways mind­ful of the pro­pri­et­ies they have learned at sum­mer ho­tels. While they are eat­ing their ice-cream and try­ing not to twist the spoon in their mouths, a little shriek of laughter breaks from an ad­ja­cent table. The twins look up. There sits a spry little old spin­ster whom they know well. She has a long chin, a long nose, and she is dressed like a young girl, with a pink sash and a lace garden hat with pink rose­buds. She is sur­roun­ded by a crowd of boys—loose and lanky, short and thick—who are jok­ing with her roughly, but not un­kindly.

			“Mamma,” one of the twins comes out in a shrill treble, “why is Til­lie Kron­borg al­ways talk­ing about a thou­sand dol­lars?”

			The boys, hear­ing this ques­tion, break in­to a roar of laughter, the wo­men tit­ter be­hind their pa­per nap­kins, and even from Til­lie there is a little shriek of ap­pre­ci­ation. The ob­serving child’s re­mark had made every­one sud­denly real­ize that Til­lie nev­er stopped talk­ing about that par­tic­u­lar sum of money. In the spring, when she went to buy early straw­ber­ries, and was told that they were thirty cents a box, she was sure to re­mind the gro­cer that though her name was Kron­borg she didn’t get a thou­sand dol­lars a night. In the au­tumn, when she went to buy her coal for the winter, she ex­pressed amazement at the price quoted her, and told the deal­er he must have got her mixed up with her niece to think she could pay such a sum. When she was mak­ing her Christ­mas presents, she nev­er failed to ask the wo­men who came in­to her shop what you could make for any­body who got a thou­sand dol­lars a night. When the Den­ver pa­pers an­nounced that Thea Kron­borg had mar­ried Fre­d­er­ick Ot­ten­burg, the head of the Brew­ers’ Trust, Moon­stone people ex­pec­ted that Til­lie’s vain-glor­i­ous­ness would take an­oth­er form. But Til­lie had hoped that Thea would marry a title, and she did not boast much about Ot­ten­burg—at least not un­til after her mem­or­able trip to Kan­sas City to hear Thea sing.

			Til­lie is the last Kron­borg left in Moon­stone. She lives alone in a little house with a green yard, and keeps a fancy­work and mil­lin­ery store. Her busi­ness meth­ods are in­form­al, and she would nev­er come out even at the end of the year, if she did not re­ceive a draft for a good round sum from her niece at Christ­mas time. The ar­rival of this draft al­ways re­news the dis­cus­sion as to what Thea would do for her aunt if she really did the right thing. Most of the Moon­stone people think Thea ought to take Til­lie to New York and keep her as a com­pan­ion. While they are feel­ing sorry for Til­lie be­cause she does not live at the Plaza, Til­lie is try­ing not to hurt their feel­ings by show­ing too plainly how much she real­izes the su­peri­or­ity of her po­s­i­tion. She tries to be mod­est when she com­plains to the post­mas­ter that her New York pa­per is more than three days late. It means enough, surely, on the face of it, that she is the only per­son in Moon­stone who takes a New York pa­per or who has any reas­on for tak­ing one. A fool­ish young girl, Til­lie lived in the splen­did sor­rows of “Wanda” and “Strath­more”; a fool­ish old girl, she lives in her niece’s tri­umphs. As she of­ten says, she just missed go­ing on the stage her­self.

			That night after the so­ci­able, as Til­lie tripped home with a crowd of noisy boys and girls, she was per­haps a shade troubled. The twin’s ques­tion rather lingered in her ears. Did she, per­haps, in­sist too much on that thou­sand dol­lars? Surely, people didn’t for a minute think it was the money she cared about? As for that, Til­lie tossed her head, she didn’t care a rap. They must un­der­stand that this money was dif­fer­ent.

			When the laugh­ing little group that brought her home had gone weav­ing down the side­walk through the leafy shad­ows and had dis­ap­peared, Til­lie brought out a rock­ing chair and sat down on her porch. On glor­i­ous, soft sum­mer nights like this, when the moon is op­u­lent and full, the day sub­merged and for­got­ten, she loves to sit there be­hind her rose-vine and let her fancy wander where it will. If you chanced to be passing down that Moon­stone street and saw that alert white fig­ure rock­ing there be­hind the screen of roses and linger­ing late in­to the night, you might feel sorry for her, and how mis­taken you would be! Til­lie lives in a little ma­gic world, full of secret sat­is­fac­tions. Thea Kron­borg has giv­en much noble pleas­ure to a world that needs all it can get, but to no in­di­vidu­al has she giv­en more than to her queer old aunt in Moon­stone. The le­gend of Kron­borg, the artist, fills Til­lie’s life; she feels rich and ex­al­ted in it. What de­light­ful things hap­pen in her mind as she sits there rock­ing! She goes back to those early days of sand and sun, when Thea was a child and Til­lie was her­self, so it seems to her, “young.” When she used to hurry to church to hear Mr. Kron­borg’s won­der­ful ser­mons, and when Thea used to stand up by the or­gan of a bright Sunday morn­ing and sing “Come, Ye Dis­con­sol­ate.” Or she thinks about that won­der­ful time when the Met­ro­pol­it­an Op­era Com­pany sang a week’s en­gage­ment in Kan­sas City, and Thea sent for her and had her stay with her at the Coates House and go to every per­form­ance at Con­ven­tion Hall. Thea let Til­lie go through her cos­tume trunks and try on her wigs and jew­els. And the kind­ness of Mr. Ot­ten­burg! When Thea dined in her own room, he went down to din­ner with Til­lie, and nev­er looked bored or ab­sent­minded when she chattered. He took her to the hall the first time Thea sang there, and sat in the box with her and helped her through Lo­hen­grin. After the first act, when Til­lie turned tear­ful eyes to him and burst out, “I don’t care, she al­ways seemed grand like that, even when she was a girl. I ex­pect I’m crazy, but she just seems to me full of all them old times!”—Ot­ten­burg was so sym­path­et­ic and pat­ted her hand and said, “But that’s just what she is, full of the old times, and you are a wise wo­man to see it.” Yes, he said that to her. Til­lie of­ten wondered how she had been able to bear it when Thea came down the stairs in the wed­ding robe em­broidered in sil­ver, with a train so long it took six wo­men to carry it.

			Til­lie had lived fifty-odd years for that week, but she got it, and no mir­acle was ever more mi­ra­cu­lous than that. When she used to be work­ing in the fields on her fath­er’s Min­nesota farm, she couldn’t help be­liev­ing that she would some day have to do with the “won­der­ful,” though her chances for it had then looked so slender.

			The morn­ing after the so­ci­able, Til­lie, curled up in bed, was roused by the rattle of the milk cart down the street. Then a neigh­bor boy came down the side­walk out­side her win­dow, singing “Ca­sey Jones” as if he hadn’t a care in the world. By this time Til­lie was wide awake. The twin’s ques­tion, and the sub­sequent laughter, came back with a faint twinge. Til­lie knew she was short­sighted about facts, but this time—Why, there were her scrap­books, full of news­pa­per and magazine art­icles about Thea, and halftone cuts, snap­shots of her on land and sea, and pho­to­graphs of her in all her parts. There, in her par­lor, was the phono­graph that had come from Mr. Ot­ten­burg last June, on Thea’s birth­day; she had only to go in there and turn it on, and let Thea speak for her­self. Til­lie fin­ished brush­ing her white hair and laughed as she gave it a smart turn and brought it in­to her usu­al French twist. If Moon­stone doubted, she had evid­ence enough: in black and white, in fig­ures and pho­to­graphs, evid­ence in hair lines on met­al disks. For one who had so of­ten seen two and two as mak­ing six, who had so of­ten stretched a point, ad­ded a touch, in the good game of try­ing to make the world bright­er than it is, there was pos­it­ive bliss in hav­ing such deep found­a­tions of sup­port. She need nev­er tremble in secret lest she might some­time stretch a point in Thea’s fa­vor.—Oh, the com­fort, to a soul too zeal­ous, of hav­ing at last a rose so red it could not be fur­ther painted, a lily so truly auri­fer­ous that no amount of gild­ing could ex­ceed the fact!

			Til­lie hur­ried from her bed­room, threw open the doors and win­dows, and let the morn­ing breeze blow through her little house.

			In two minutes a cob fire was roar­ing in her kit­chen stove, in five she had set the table. At her house­hold work Til­lie was al­ways burst­ing out with shrill snatches of song, and as sud­denly stop­ping, right in the middle of a phrase, as if she had been struck dumb. She emerged upon the back porch with one of these bursts, and bent down to get her but­ter and cream out of the ice­box. The cat was purring on the bench and the morn­ing-glor­ies were thrust­ing their purple trum­pets in through the lat­tice­work in a friendly way. They re­minded Til­lie that while she was wait­ing for the cof­fee to boil she could get some flowers for her break­fast table. She looked out un­cer­tainly at a bush of sweet­bri­ar that grew at the edge of her yard, off across the long grass and the to­mato vines. The front porch, to be sure, was drip­ping with crim­son ram­blers that ought to be cut for the good of the vines; but nev­er the rose in the hand for Til­lie! She caught up the kit­chen shears and off she dashed through grass and drench­ing dew. Snip, snip; the short-stemmed sweet­bri­ars, sal­mon-pink and golden-hearted, with their unique and in­im­it­able woody per­fume, fell in­to her ap­ron.

			After she put the eggs and toast on the table, Til­lie took last Sunday’s New York pa­per from the rack be­side the cup­board and sat down, with it for com­pany. In the Sunday pa­per there was al­ways a page about sing­ers, even in sum­mer, and that week the mu­sic­al page began with a sym­path­et­ic ac­count of Ma­dame Kron­borg’s first per­form­ance of Isolde in Lon­don. At the end of the no­tice, there was a short para­graph about her hav­ing sung for the King at Buck­ing­ham Palace and hav­ing been presen­ted with a jew­el by His Majesty.

			Singing for the King; but Good­ness! she was al­ways do­ing things like that! Til­lie tossed her head. All through break­fast she kept stick­ing her sharp nose down in­to the glass of sweet­bri­ar, with the old in­cred­ible light­ness of heart, like a child’s bal­loon tug­ging at its string. She had al­ways in­sisted, against all evid­ence, that life was full of fairy tales, and it was! She had been feel­ing a little down, per­haps, and Thea had answered her, from so far. From a com­mon per­son, now, if you were troubled, you might get a let­ter. But Thea al­most nev­er wrote let­ters. She answered every­one, friends and foes alike, in one way, her own way, her only way. Once more Til­lie has to re­mind her­self that it is all true, and is not some­thing she has “made up.” Like all ro­man­cers, she is a little ter­ri­fied at see­ing one of her wild­est con­ceits ad­mit­ted by the hard­headed world. If our dream comes true, we are al­most afraid to be­lieve it; for that is the best of all good for­tune, and noth­ing bet­ter can hap­pen to any of us.

			When the people on Sylvester Street tire of Til­lie’s stor­ies, she goes over to the east part of town, where her le­gends are al­ways wel­come. The hum­bler people of Moon­stone still live there. The same little houses sit un­der the cot­ton­woods; the men smoke their pipes in the front door­ways, and the wo­men do their wash­ing in the back­yard. The older wo­men re­mem­ber Thea, and how she used to come kick­ing her ex­press wag­on along the side­walk, steer­ing by the tongue and hold­ing Thor in her lap. Not much hap­pens in that part of town, and the people have long memor­ies. A boy grew up on one of those streets who went to Omaha and built up a great busi­ness, and is now very rich. Moon­stone people al­ways speak of him and Thea to­geth­er, as ex­amples of Moon­stone en­ter­prise. They do, how­ever, talk of­ten­er of Thea. A voice has even a wider ap­peal than a for­tune. It is the one gift that all creatures would pos­sess if they could. Dreary Mag­gie Evans, dead nearly twenty years, is still re­membered be­cause Thea sang at her fu­ner­al “after she had stud­ied in Chica­go.”

			How­ever much they may smile at her, the old in­hab­it­ants would miss Til­lie. Her stor­ies give them some­thing to talk about and to con­jec­ture about, cut off as they are from the rest­less cur­rents of the world. The many na­ked little sand­bars which lie between Venice and the main­land, in the seem­ingly stag­nant wa­ter of the la­goons, are made hab­it­able and whole­some only be­cause, every night, a foot and a half of tide creeps in from the sea and winds its fresh brine up through all that net­work of shin­ing wa­ter­ways. So, in­to all the little set­tle­ments of quiet people, tid­ings of what their boys and girls are do­ing in the world bring real re­fresh­ment; bring to the old, memor­ies, and to the young, dreams.
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