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“And where’s Mr. Campl:ueﬂ?" Charlie asked.

“Gone to Switzerland. Mr. Campl)ell’s a pretty sick man, Mr. Wales.”

“I'm sorry to hear that. And George Hardt?” Charlie inquired.

“Back in America, gone to work.”

“And where is the Snow Bird?”

“He was in here last week. Anyway, his friend, Mr. Schaeffer, is in Paris.”

Two familiar names from the long list of a year and a half ago. Charlie
scribbled an address in his notebook and tore out the page.

“If you see Mr. Schaeffer, give him this,” he said. “It’s my brother-in-law’s
address. I haven't settled on a hotel yet.”

He was not reaﬂy disappointed to find Paris was so empty. But the stillness
in the Ritz bar was strange and portentous. It was not an American bar any
more—he felt poli’te in it, and not as if he owned it. It had gone back into
France. He felt the stillness from the moment he got out of the taxi and saw the
doorman, usuaﬂy ina frenzy of activity at this hour, gossiping with a chasseur l)y
the servants’ entrance.

Passing througll the Corriclor, he heard only a single, bored voice in the
once-clamorous women’s room. When he turned into the bar he traveled the
twenty feet of green carpet with his eyes fixed straight ahead ]:)y old habit; and
then, with his foot firmly on the rail, he turned and surveye(l the room, encoun-
tering only a single pair of eyes that fluttered up from a newspaper in the corner.

Charlie asked for the head barman, Paul, who in the latter days of the bull

market had come to work in his own custom-built car—cliseml;arleing, however,
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with due nicety at the nearest corner. But Paul was at his country house toclay
and Alix giving him information.

“No, no more,” Charlie said. “I'm going slow these days."

Alix congratulated him: “You were going pretty strong a couple of years
ago. i

“T'll stick to it all rigl'lt," Charlie assured him. “I've stuck to it for over a
year and a half now.”

“How do you find conditions in America?”

“I haven’t been to America for months. I'm in business in Prague, repre-

senting a couple of concerns there. They don’t know about me down there.”

Alix smiled.

“Remember the nigh’c of George Hardt’s bachelor dinner here?” said Charlie.
“By the way, what's become of Claude Fessenden?”

Alix lowered his voice confiden’ciaﬂy: “He’s in Paris, but he doesn’t come
here any more. Paul doesn’t allow it. He ran up a bill of ’cl'lirty thousand francs,
charging all his drinks and his lunches, and usuaHy his dinner, for more than a
year. And when Paul finaﬂy told him he had to pay, he gave him a bad check.”

Alix shook his head sacﬂy.

“I don’t understand it, such a clancly fellow. Now he’s all bloated up—" He
made a p]urnp apple of his hands.

Charlie watched a group of strident queens instauing themselves in a cor-
ner.

“Nothing affects them,” he thought. “Stocks rise and fall, people loaf or
worlz, but they go on forever.” The place oppressecl him. He called for the dice
and shook with Alix for the drink.

“Here for 10ng, Mr. Wales?"

“I'm here for four or five cla.ys to see my little girl."

“Oh-h! You have a little girl? i

Outside, the fire-re(l, gas-Mue, ghost-green signs shone smoleily through
the tranquil rain. It was late afternoon and the streets were in movement; the
bistros gleamecl. At the corner of the Boulevard des Capucines he took a taxi.
The Place de la Concorde moved Ly in pinlz majesty; they crossed the logical
Seine, and Charlie felt the sudden provincial quality of the left bank.

Charlie directed his taxi to the Avenue de I’Opera, which was out of his way.
But he wanted to see the blue hour sprea& over the magnificent fagacle, and
imagine that the cab horns, playing encﬂessly the first few bars of Le Plus que
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Lent, were the trumpets of the Second Empire. They were closing the iron griu in
front of Brentano’s Boolz-store, and people were alreacly at dinner behind the
trim little Lourgeois heclge of Duval’s. He had never eaten at a reaﬂy cheap
restaurant in Paris. Five-course dinner, four francs fnf’cy, eigl'lteen cents, wine
included. For some odd reason he wished he had.

As they rolled on to the Left Bank and he felt its sudden provincialism, he
thought, “I spoile(l this city for myself. I didn’t realize it, but the clays came along
one after another, and then two years were gone, and everything was gone, and I
was gone.”

He was ’cl’lirty—ﬁve, and good to look at. The Irish mohility of his face was
sobered Ly a cleep wrinkle between his eyes. As he rang his brother-in-law’s bell in
the Rue Pa]atine, the wrinkle deepened till it puﬂed down his ]orows; he felt a
cramping sensation in his Leuy. From behind the maid who opened the door
darted a 1ove1y little girl of nine who shricked “Daclcly!" and flew up, struggling
like a fish, into his arms. She puﬂecl his head around ]3y one ear and set her cheek
against his.

“My old pie,” he said.

“Oh, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, dads, dads, dads, dads!”

She drew him into the salon, where the family Waitecl, a l)oy and a girl his
claughter's age, his sister-in-law and her husband. He greete& Marion with his
voice pitchecl carefuuy to avoid either feignecl enthusiasm or dislike, but her
response was more franlzly ’cepicl, thougl'l she minimized her expression of unal-
terable mistrust l)y clirecting her regarol toward his child. The two men claspecl
hands in a friencuy way and Lincoln Peters rested his for a moment on Charlie’s
shoulder.

The room was warm and comfortahly American. The three children moved
intimately about, playing through the yeuow ol)longs that led to other rooms; the
cheer of six o’clock spolee in the eager smacks of the fire and the sounds of
French activity in the kitchen. But Charlie did not relax; his heart sat up rigi(ﬂy
in his })ody and he drew confidence from his daughter, who from time to time
came close to him, holcling in her arms the doll he had Lrough’c.

“Reauy ex’cremely weH,” he declared in answer to Lincoln’s question. “There’s
alot of business there that isn't moving at all, but we're doing better than ever. In
£act, damn well. I'm bringing my sister over from America next month to keep

house for me. My income last year was Ligger than it was when I had money. You
see, the Czechs—"
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His })oas’cing was for a speci)[ic purpose; but after a moment, seeing a faint
restiveness in Lincoln’s eye, he changed the subject:

“Those are fine children of yours, well brought up, good manners.”

“We think Honoria’s a great little girl too.”

Marion Peters came back from the kitchen. She was a tall woman with
worried eyes, who had once possessecl a fresh American loveliness. Charlie had
never been sensitive to it and was always surprised when people spolee of how
pretty she had been. From the first there had been an instinctive antipatl'ly be-
tween them.

“Well, how do you find Honoria?” she asked.

“Wonderful. I was astonished how much she’s grown in ten months. All the
children are loolzing well.”

“We haven’t had a doctor for a year. How do you like being back in Paris?”

“It seems {:unny to see so few Americans around.”

“I'm cleligllte&," Marion said Vel’lemently. “Now at least you can go into a
store without their assuming you're a millionaire. We've suffered like everyl)ody,
but on the whole it’s a good deal pleasan’cer.”

“But it was nice while it 1as’cecl," Charlie said. “We were sort of royalty,
almost infauil)le, with a sort of magic around us. In the bar this afternoon”—he
s‘cum]olecl, seeing his mistake—“there wasn’t a man I knew.”

She looked 12een1y at him. “I should think you’d have had enougll of bars.”

“I only staye(l a minute. | take one drink every afternoon, and no more.”

“Don’t you want a cocktail before dinner?” Lincoln asked.

“T take only one drink every a{;ternoon, and I've had that.”

“I hope you 1eeep toit,” said Marion.

Her dislike was evident in the coldness with which she spolze, but Charlie
only smiled; he had larger plans. Her very aggressiveness gave him an aclvantage,
and he knew enough to wait. He wanted them to initiate the discussion of what
t}ley knew had Lrouglit him to Paris.

At dinner he couldn’t decide whether Honoria was most like him or her
mother. Fortunate if she didnt combine the traits of both that had ]:)rought
them to disaster. He thought he knew what to do for her. He believed in charac-
ter; he wanted to jump back a whole generation and trust in character again as
the eternaﬂy valuable element. Every’ching else wore out.

He left soon after clinner, but not to go home. He was curious to see Paris

]ay night with clearer and more juclicious eyes than those of other clays. He ]sought
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a strapontin for the Casino and watched ]osephine Baker go through her choco-
late aralaesques.

After an hour he left and strolled toward Montmartre, up the Rue Pigaﬂe
into the Place Blanche. The rain had s’copped and there were a few people in
evening clothes clisem]oarleing from taxis in front of ca]aarets, and cocottes prow]-
ing singly or in pairs, and many Negroes. He passecl a 1ightec1 door from which
issued music, and stopped with a sense of familiarity; it was Bricletop’s, where he
had partecl with so many hours and so much money. A few doors farther on he
found another ancient rendezvous and incau’ciously put his head inside. Immedi-
ately an eager orchestra burst into sound , a pair of professional dancers leape(l to
their feet and a mattre d’hotel swoopecl toward him, crying, “Crowd just arriving,
sirl” But he withdrew quiclely.

“You would have to be damn clrunle," he thoug}l’c.

Zelli's was closed, the bleak and sinister cl’xeap hotels surrouncling it were
darlz; up in the Rue Blanche there was more 1ight and a 1ocal, couoquial French
crowd. The Poet’s Cave had clisappearecl, but the two great mouths of the Café of
Heaven and the Café of Hell still yawned—even devoureol, as he watched, the
meager contents of a tourist bus—a German, a Japanese, and an American
couple who glancecl at him with frigh’cenecl eyes.

So much for the effort and ingenuity of Montmartre. All the catering to
vice and waste was on an u’c’cer]y childish scale, and he su(l(lenly realized the
meaning of the word “clissipa’ce”—’co clissipa’ce into thin air; to make no’cl’ling out
of something. In the little hours of the night every move from place to place was
an enormous human jump, an increase of paying for the privi]ege of slower and
slower motion.

He remembered thousand-franc notes given to an orchestra for playing a
single num})er, hundred-franc notes tossed to a doorman for cauing a cab.

But it hadn’t been given for nothing.

It had been given, even the most wﬂdly squan(lered sum, as an offering to
clestiny that he migh’c not remember the things most worth rememl)ering, the
things that now he would always remember— his child taken from his con’crol, his
wife escaped to a grave in Vermont.

In the glare of a brasserie, a woman spolee to him. He bought her some eggs
and coﬁee, and t}len, elu(ling her encouraging stare, gave hera twen’cy-ﬁanc note

and took a taxi to his hotel.
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He woke upon a fine fall day—footl)au weather. The &epression of yester(lay was
gone and he liked the people on the streets. At noon he sat opposite Honoria at
Le Grand Vatel, the only restaurant he could think of not reminiscent of cham-
pagne dinners and long luncheons that Legan at two and ended in a blurred and
vague ’cwilight.

“Now, how about Vegetaloles. Oughtn’t you to have some Vege’cal)les?"

“Well, yes.”

“Here’s épinarcls and clzou—ﬂeur and carrots and haricots.”

“T'd like the chou-ﬂeur."

“Wouldn’t you like to have two Vegetal)les?"

“I usua]ly only have one at lunch.”

The waiter was pre’cending to be inordinately fond of children. “Qu ‘elle est
mignonne la petite! Elle par/e exactement comme une Frangaise.”

“How about dessert? Shall we wait and see?”

The waiter c],isappeared. Honoria looked at her father expectantly.

“What are we going to do?”

“First, we're going to that toy store in the Rue Saint-Honoré and l)uy you
any’cljing you like. And then we're going to the vaudeville at the Empire."

She hesitated. “I like it about the Vau(levi]le, but not the toy store.”

“W}ly not?”

“W]eﬂ, you bought me this doll.” She had it with her. “And I've lots of
things. And we're not rich any more, are we?

“We never were. But today you are to have anything you want.”

“All right, " she agreec], resignecﬂy.

When there had been her mother and a French nurse he had been inclined
to be strict; now he extended himself, reached out for a new tolerance; he must be
both parents to her and not shut any of her out of communication.

“I want to get to know you,” he said gravely. “First let me introduce myseH.
My name is Charles J. Wales, of Prague.”

“011, Ja&&y!" her voice cracked with 1aughter.

“And who are you, please?" he persistecl, and she acceptecl a role immedi-
ately: “Honoria Wales, Rue Palatine, Paris.”

“Married or single?’7

“No, not married. Single."
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He indicated the doll. “But I see you have a child, madame.”

Unwiuing to disinherit it, she took it to her heart and tllougllt quiclzly: “Yes,
I've been married, but I'm not married now. My husband is dead.”

He went on quiclely, “And the child’s name?”

“Simone. That's after my best friend at school.”

“I'm very pleasecl that you're cloing so well at school.”

“I'm third this month," she boasted. “Elsie”—that was her cousin—*“is
only about eigllteenth, and Richard is at the bottom.”

“You like Richard and Elsie, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes. | like Richard quite Weﬂ, and I like her all rigl'l’c."

Cautiously and casuaﬂy he asked: “And Aunt Marion and Uncle Lincoln—

"IF Wasr te Gt oo Xxea Fex, ' FMa Jaid Gracaly, “'Firae Let Ma Infrodnce Mesoil, My ¥ave &
chnrirr J. Wales, of Fropertt
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which do you like best?”

“Uncle Lincoln, I guess."

He was increasingly aware of her presence. As they came in, a murmur of
“. .. adorable” followed them, and now the people at the next table bent all their
silences upon her, staring as if she were some’ching no more conscious than a
flower.

“Why don’t I live with you?” she asked sud(lenly. “Because mamma’s dead?”

“You must stay here and learn more French. It would have been hard for
clacldy to take care of you so well.”

“T don’t reaHy need much taleing care of any more. | do every’ching for
myself. g

Going out of the restaurant, a man and a woman unexpecte&ly hailed him.

“%H, the old Wales!”

“Hello there, Lorraine. . . . Dunc.”

Sudden ghos’cs out of the past: Duncan Scl'laeffer, a friend from couege.
Lorraine Quarrles, a lovely, pale blonde of thirty; one of a crowd who had helped
them make months into clays in the lavish times of three years ago.

“My hushand couldn’t come this year,” she sai&, in answer to his question.
“We're poor as hell. So he gave me two hundred a month and told me I could do
my worst on that. . . . This your little girl?"

“What about coming back and sitting down?” Duncan asked.

“Can’t do it.” He was glad for an excuse. As always, he felt Lorraine’s
passionate, provocative attraction, but his own rl'ly‘chm was different now.

“Weu, how about dinner?” she asked.

“I'm not free. Give me your address and let me call you.”

“Charlie, I believe you're sober,” she said jucliciaﬂy. “I hones’tly believe he’s
so]oer, Dunc. Pinch him and see if he’s sober”

Charlie indicated Honoria with his head. They both laughed.

“What's your address?” said Duncan slzepticaﬂy.

He hesitatecl, unwiHing to give the name of his hotel.

“I'm not settled yet. I'd better call you. We're going to see the vaudeville at
the Empire.”

“There! That's what I want to &o," Lorraine said. “I want to see some
clowns and acrobats and jugglers. That’s just what we'll do, Dunc.”

“We've got to do an errand first, ” said Charlie. “Perhaps we'll see you there.”
“All righ’c, you snob. . . . Goocl-]ay, beautiful little girl.”

12 e F.SCOTT FITZGERALD

“Good-l)y. 7

Honoria bobbed politely.

Somehow, an unwelcome encounter. They liked him because he was func-
tioning, because he was serious; ’chey wanted to see him, because he was stronger
than t}ley were now, because they wanted to draw a certain sustenance from his
strength.

At the Empire, Honoria proucuy refused to sit upon her father’s folded
coat. She was alreacly an individual with a code of her own, and Charlie was more
and more absorbed ]oy the desire of putting a little of himself into her before she
crystaﬂizecl utterly. It was hopeless to try to know her in so short a time.

Between the acts they came upon Duncan and Lorraine in the lol)]oy where

the band was playing.
“Have a drink?”

“All right, but not up at the bar. We'll take a table.”

“The perfect father.”

Listening abs’cractecuy to Lorraine, Charlie watched Honoria's eyes leave
their tal)le, and he followed them Wistfuuy about the room, wonclering what they

saw. He met her glance and she smiled.

“T liked that lemonade," she said.

What had she said? What had he expec’ced? Going home in a taxi after-
ward, he puued her over until her head rested against his chest.

“Darling, do you ever think about your mother?”

“Yes, sometimes,” she answered Vaguely.

“I don’t want you to forget her. Have you got a picture of her?”

“Yes, | think so. Aunt Marion has. Why don’t you want me to forge’c her?”

“She loved you very much.”

“T loved her too.”

Tl’ley were silent for a moment.

“Dacldy, [ want to come and live with you,” she said sud(lenly.

His heart leaped; he had wanted it to come like this.

“Aren’t you perfec’cly happy?”

“Yes, but T love you better than anyl)ody. And you love me better than
any})ocly, don’t you, now that mummy’s dead?”

“Of course I do. But you won't always like me lt)est, honey. You'll grow up

and meet some]aocly your own age and go marry him and forge’c you ever had a

daddy.”
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“Yes, that's true,” she said tranquiﬂy.

He didn’t go in. He was coming back at nine o'clock and he wanted to lzeep
himself fresh and new for the thing he must say then.

“When you're safe inside, just show yourself in that window.”

“All rigl'l’c. Goocl-]oy, cla.cls, dacls, dacls, dads.”

He waited in the dark street until she appeared, all warm and glowing, in
the window above and kissed her fingers out into the night.

[T

They were waiting. Marion sat behind the coffee service in a dignified black
dinner dress that just fain’cly suggested mourning, Lincoln was WaHzing up and
down with the animation of one who had alreaoly been taﬂzing. They were as
anxious as he was to get into the question. He opened it almost immedia’cely:

“I suppose you know what I want to see you al)out—why I reaﬂy came to
Paris.”

Marion played with the black stars on her necklace and frowned.

“I'm aWJr:tu anxious to have a home," he continued. “And I'm aw{;uuy
anxious to have Honoria in it. [ appreciate your talzing in Honoria for her mother’s
salze, but ’cl’lings have cl'lange(l now’—he hesitated and then continued more
forci]oly—“c}lange& radicaﬂy with me, and [ want to ask you to reconsider the
matter. It would be siHy for me to deny that about three years ago | was acting
badly_"

Marion looked up at him with hard eyes.

“_but all that’s over. As I told you, I haven’t had more than a drink a (lay
for over a year, and I take that drink clelil)era’cely, so that the idea of alcohol won’t
get too Lig in my imagination. You see the idea?”

“No,” said Marion succinctly.

“It’s a sort of stunt T set rnyself. It keeps the matter in proportion.”

“I get you,” said Lincoln. “You don’t want to admit it’s got any attraction
for you.”

“Some’ching like that. Sometimes 1 forget and don’t take it. But I try to
take it. Anyhow, [ couldn’t afford to drink in my position. The people I represent
are more than satisfied with what I've done X and I'm bringing my sister over from
Burlington to lzeep house for me, and I want awfuﬂy to have Honoria too. You

know that even when her mother and I weren’t getting along well we never let
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any’ching that happened touch Honoria. I know she’s fond of me and I know I'm
able to take care of her an&—weu, there you are. How do you feel about it?”

He knew that now he would have to take a Leating. It would last an hour or
two hours, and it would be dilqicult, but if he modulated his inevitable resent-
ment to the chastened attitude of the reformed sinner, he migh’c win his point in
the end.

Keep your temper, he told himself. You don’t want to be justifiecl. You want
Honoria.

Lincoln spolze first: “We've been ta“zing it over ever since we got
your letter last month. We're happy to have Honoria here. She’s a dear little
thing, and we're glad to be able to help her, but of course that isn’t the question—

”

Marion interrupted sucl(lenly. “How long are you going to stay sober,
Charlie?” she asked.

“Permanently, I hope."

“How can anybocly count on that?”

“You know I never did drink heavily until 1 gave up business and
came over here with no’ching to do. Then Helen and 1 l)egan to run around
with—"

“Please leave Helen out of it. I can’t bear to hear you talk about her like
that.”

He stared at her grimly; he had never been certain how fond of each other
the sisters were in life.

“My drinlzing only lasted a year and a half—from the time we came over
until I—coHapse(l."

“It was time enough."

“It was time enough," he agreed.

“My clu’cy is entirely to Helen,” she said. “I try to think what she would have
wanted me to do. Franlzly, from the nigh’c you did that terrible ’ching you haven’t
reaﬂy existed for me. I can’t help that. She was my sister.”

“Yes.”

“When she was dying she asked me to look out for Honoria. If you hadn’t
been in a sanitorium then, it migh’c have helpecl matters.”

He had no answer.

“I'll never in my life be able to forget the morning when Helen knocked at
my door, soaked to the skin and shivering, and said you’ol locked her out.”
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Charlie grippe(l the sides of the chair. This was more difficult than he
expected; he wanted to launch out into a long expostulation and explanation, but
he only said: “The night I locked her out—"and she interrup’cecl | don’t feel up
to going over that again.”

After a moment’s silence Lincoln said: “We're getting off the su]oject. You
want Marion to set aside her legal guardianship and give you Honoria. | think
the main point for her is whether she has confidence in you or not.”

“T don’t blame Marion,” Charlie said slowly, “but I think she can have
entire confidence in me. [ had a good record up to three years ago. Oof course, it's
within human possibilities I might go wrong any time. But if we wait much
longer I'll lose Honoria’s childhood and my chance for a home.” He shook his
head, “T'll simply lose her, don’t you see?”

“Yes, I see.” said Lincoln.

“W}ly didn’t you think of all this before?” Marion asked.

“I suppose 1 clid, from time to time, but Helen and I were getting along
La(ﬂy. When I consented to the guardianship, [ was flat on my back in a sanito-
rium and the market had cleaned me out. I knew I'd acted loacﬂy, and I thought
if it would bring any peace to Helen, Id agree to any’thing. But now it's different.
I'm functioning, I'm l:)ehaving damn weH, so far as—"

“Please don’t swear at me,” Marion said.

He looked at 1'1e1‘, startled. With each remark the force of her dislike be-
came more and more apparent. She had built up all her fear of life into one wall
and faced it toward him. This trivial reproof was possilaly the result of some
trouble with the cook several hours before. Charlie became increasingly alarmed
at leaving Honoria in this atmosphere of hostilitiy against himself; sooner or
later it would come out, in a word here, a shake of the head ’tl’xere, and some of
that distrust would be irrevocably implan’cecl in Honoria. But he puued his tem-
per down out of his face and shut it up inside him; he had won a point, for
Lincoln realized the a]:)surcli’cy of Marion’s remark and asked her 1ig11tly since
when she had o]:)jec’cecl to the word “damn.”

“Another thing, ” Chatlie said: “I'm able to give her certain advan’cages now.
I'm going to take a French governess to Prague with me. I've gota lease on a new
apartment—"

He stopped, realizing he was Llundering. They couldn’t be expecte(l to ac-
cept with equanimity the fact that his income was again twice as 1arge as their

own.
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“I suppose you can give her more luxuries than we can,” said Marion.
“When you were throwing away money we were living along wa’cching every ten
francs. ... 1 suppose you’ll start cloing it again.”

“Oh, no,” he said. “I've learned. I worked hard for ten years, you know—
until I got 1uc]2y in the marlzet, like so many people. Terril)ly 1uclzy. It didn’t seem
any use worleing any more, so | quit.”

There was a Iong silence. All of them felt their nerves straining, and for the
first time in a year Charlie wanted a drink. He was sure now that Lincoln Peters
wanted him to have his child.

Marion shuddered suclclenly; part of her saw that Charlie’s feet were planted
on the earth now, and her own maternal feelings recognizecl the naturalness of
his (lesire; but she had lived for a long time with a prejudice—a preju&ice founded
on a curious dishelief in her sister’s happiness, and which, in the shock of one
terrible nigh’c, had turned to hatred for him. It had all happeneol at a point in her
life when the J.iscouragement of ill health and adverse circumstances made it
necessary for her to believe in tangil)le Villainy and a tangible villain.

“I can’t help what I think!” she cried out sud&en]y. “How much you were
responsihle for Helen’s death, I don’t know. It’s something you’H have to square
with your own conscience.”

An electric current of agony surge(l through him; for a moment he was
almost on his feet, an unuttered echoing in his throat. He hung on to himself for
a moment, another moment.

“Hold on there," said Lincoln uncomfortably. “I never ’chough’c you were
responsiMe for that.”

“Helen died of heart troul)le,” Charlie said cltu.

“Ves, heart trouble.” Marion spolee as if the phrase had another meaning
for her.

T}len, in the flatness that followed her ou’c]ourst, she saw him plainly and
she knew he had somehow arrived at control over the situation. Glancing at her
hushand, she found no help from him, and as al)ruptly as if it were a matter of no
importance, she threw up the sponge.

“Do what you like!” she cried, springing up from her chair. “She’s your
child. I'm not the person to stand in your way. | think if it were my child 1'd
rather see her—" She managecl to check herself. “You two decide it. I can’t stand
this. I'm sick. I'm going to bed.”

She hurried from the room; after a moment Lincoln said:
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“This has been a hard day for her. You know how strongly she feels—" His
voice was almost apologetic: “When a woman gets an idea in her head.”

“Of course.”

“It’s going to beall right. I think she sees now that you—can provicle for the
child, and we can’t very well stand in your way or Honoria's way.”

“Thank you, Lincoln.”

“T'd better go along and see how she is.”

“I'm going.”

He was still ’creml)ling when he reached the street, but a walk down the Rue
Bonaparte to the quais set him up, and as he crossed the Seine, fresh and new l)y
the quai 1amps, he felt exultant. But back in his room he couldn’t sleep. The
image of Helen haunted him. Helen whom he had loved so until ’cl’ley had sense-
lessly l)egun to abuse each other’s 1ove, tear it into shreds. On that terrible Feb-
ruary nigh’c that Marion remembered so Viviclly, a slow quarrel had gone on for
hours. There was a scene at the Floricla, and then he a’c’cempte& to take her
home, and then she kissed young Webb at a tal)le; after that there was what she
had hys’cericaﬂy said. When he arrived home alone he turned the lzey in the lock
in wild anger. How could he know she would arrive an hour later alone : that there
would be a snowstorm in which she wandered about in slippers, too confused to
find a taxi? Then the aftermath, and all the attendant horror. They were “recon-
ciled, ” but that was the ]oeginning of the end , and Marion, who had seen with her
own eyes and who imagined it to be one of many scenes from her sister’s martyr-
clom, never forgot.

Going over it again ]:)rough‘c Helen nearer, and in the white, soft light that
steals upon half sleep near morning he found himself taﬂeing to her again. She
said that he was perfectly righ’c about Honoria and that she wanted Honoria to be
with him. She said she was glacl he was Leing goocl and cloing better. She said a
lot of other ’chings—very frien(ﬂy things—bu’c she wasina swing in a white (lress,
and swinging faster and faster all the time, so that in the end he could not hear
clearly all that she said.

v

He WOIQB up feeling happy The dOOl‘ O£ tl’le WOI'ld was open again. He made plans,

vistas, futures for Honoria and himself, but suclclenly he grew sacl, remem]oering
all the plans he and Helen had made. She had not plannecl to die. The present

was the thing—worle to do and someone to love. But not to love too much, for he
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knew the injury that a father can do to a daughter or a mother to a son by
attaching them too closely: af’cerwarcl, out in the worlcl, the child would seek in
the marriage partner the same blind tenderness and, failing pro]aa]sly to find it,
turn against love and life.

It was another ]sright, crisp clay. He called Lincoln Peters at the bank where
he worked and asked if he could count on talzing Honoria when he left for
Prague. Lincoln agreed that there was no reason for deal. One thing—t}le legal
guarclianship. Marion wanted to retain that a while longer. She was upset ]ay the
whole matter, and it would oil things if she felt that the situation was still in her
control for another year. Charlie agreecl, wanting only the tangible, visible child.

Then the question of a governess. Charles sat in a gloomy agency and
talked to a cross Béarnaise and to a buxom Breton peasant, neither of whom he
could have endured. There were others whom he would see tomorrow.

He lunched with Lincoln Peters at Griﬁons, trying to 1eeep down his exul-
tation.

“There’s nothing quite like your own child ) Lincoln said. “But you under-
stand how Marion feels too.”

“She’s forgotten how hard I worked for seven years there,” Charlie said.
“She just remembers one nigh’c."

“There’s another thing." Lincoln hesitated. “While you and Helen were
tearing around Europe throwing money away, we were just getting along. I didn’t
touch any of the prosperity because I never got ahead enougl'l to carry anytl'ling
but my insurance. | think Marion felt there was some kind of injustice in it—
you not even worlzing toward the end, and getting richer and richer.”

“It went just as quicle as it came,” said Charlie.

“Yes, a lot of it stayecl in the hands of chasseurs and saxophone players and
maitres d’hotel—well, the l)ig party’s over now. [ just said that to explain Marion’s
feeling about those crazy years. If you clrop in about six o’clock Jconigh’c before
Marion’s too tired, we'll settle the details on the spot.”

Back at his hotel, Chatlie found a pneumatique that had been redirected
from the Ritz bar where Charlie had left his address for the purpose of fin(ling a

certain man.

“Dear Charlie: You were so strange when we saw you the other alay that T
wondered 1'][] did sometking to o][][enal you. I f so, I'm not conscious o][ it. In

fact, I have t]flouglnf about you too much ][or the last year, and it'’s a/ways
been in the back o][my mind that ]miglﬁ see you i][I came over here. We
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did have such gooa] times that crazy spring, like the niglnf you and I stole
the butcher’s tricyc/e, and the time we tried to call on the presia’ent and you
had the old a]erLy rim and the wire cane. Everyéoa’y seems so old /ate/y,
but I don’t ][ee/ old a bit. Couldn’t we get togetlwr some time toc]ay /[or old
time's sake? I've got a vile chmg-over for the moment, but will be fee/ing
better this aﬁernoon and will look ][or you about ][ive in the sweatslzop at
the Ritz.
—A/ways alevotea]/y,

. ”
—Lorrame.

His first £eeling was one of awe that he had ac’tuaﬂy, in his mature years, stolen a
tricycle and pedale(l Lorraine all over the Etoile between the small hours and
dawn. In retrospect it was a nightmare. Locleing out Helen didn’t fit in with any
other act of his life : but the tricycle incident did—it was one of many. How many
weeks or months of &issipa’cion to arrive at that condition of utter irresponsil)il-
ity?

He tried to picture how Lorraine appeare(l to him Jcl’len—ve):y attractive;
Helen was unllappy about it, though she said nothing. Yester&ay, in the restau-
rant, Lorraine had seemed trite, Hurrecl, worn away. He emphaticaﬂy did not
want to see her, and he was glacl Alix had not given away his hotel address. It was
a relief to thinlz, insteacl, of Honoria, to think of Sunclays spent with her and of
saying good morning to her and of lenowing she was there in his house at night,
clrawing her breath in the darkness.

At five he took a taxi and ]oough’c presents for all the Peters—a piquant
cloth dou, a box of Roman soldiers, flowers for Marion, Lig linen hankerchiefs
for Lincoln.

He saw, when he arrived in the apartment, that Marion had accepte& the
inevitable. She greetecl him now as though he were a recalcitrant member of the
farnily, rather than a menacing outsider. Honoria had been told she was going;
Charlie was glacl to see that her tact made her conceal her excessive happiness.
Only on his lap did she whisper her deligh’c and the question “When?” before she
slippecl away with the other children.

He and Marion were alone for a minute in the room, and on an impulse he
spolee out laol(ﬂy:

“Family quarrels are bitter things. They don’t go accorcling to any rules.
They’re not like aches or wouncls; they’re more like splits in the skin that won’t
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heal because there’s not enough material. | wish you and I could be on better
terms.”

“Some things are hard to forget," she answered. “It’s a question of confi-
dence.” There was no answer to this and presently she asked: “When do you
propose to take her?”

“As soon as | can get a governess. | hopecl the clay after to-morrow.”

“That's impossi]ole. ['ve got to get her things in shape. Not before Satur-
day.”

He yielclecl. Coming back into the room, Lincoln offered him a drink.

“T'll take my claily whisleey. 7

[t was warm here, it was home, people togetl'ler })y a fire. The children felt
very safe and important; the mother and father were serious, watchful. They had
things to do for the children more important than his visit here. A spoon{'ul of
medicine was, after aﬂ, more important than the strained relations between Marion
and himself. T}ley were not dull people, but they were very much in the grip of
life and circumstances. He wondered if he couldn’t do something to get Lincoln
out of his rut at the bank.

A 1ong peal at the door—l)eu; the bonne a tout faire passed through and went
down the corridor. The door opened upon another long ring, and then voices,
and the three in the salon looked up expec’tan’tly; Richard moved to l)ring the
corridor within his range of vision, and Marion rose. Then the maid came back
along the corriclor, closely followed })y the voices, which cleveloped under the ligl'l’c
into Duncan Schaeffer and Lorraine Quarrles.

They were gay, they were hilarious, they were roaring with 1aughter. For a
moment Charlie was astounde(l; unable to understand how t}ley ferreted out the
Peters’ address.

“Ah-h-h!” Duncan wagged his finger roguishly at Charlie. “Ah-h-h!”

Tl’ley both slid down another cascade of laugh’cer. Anxious and at a loss,
Charlie shook hands with them quiclzly and presen’ced them to Lincoln and
Marion. Marion nodded, scarcely spealzing. She had drawn back a step toward
the fire; her little girl stood beside her, and Marion put an arm around her
shoulder.

With growing annoyance at the intrusion, Charlie waited for them to ex-
plain themselves. After some concentration Duncan said:

“We came to invite you out to dinner. Lorraine and I insist that all this chi-

chi, cagy business ‘hout your address got to stop.”
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Charlie came closer to them, as if to force them backward down the corri-
dor.

“Sorry, but I can’t. Tell me where you’ﬂ be and I'll phone you in half an
hour.”

This made no impression. Lorraine sat down suddenly on the side of a
cl'la.ir, and focusing her eyes on Ricl'larcl, Cried, “Oh, what a nice little Loy! Come
here, little })oy. ” Richard glance(l at his mother, but did not move. With a percep-
tible shrug of her shoul&ers, Lorraine turned back to Charlie:

“Come and dine. Sure your cousins won’ mine. See you so sel'om. Or
solemn.”

“I can’t,” said Charlie sllarply. “You two have dinner and T'll pllone you.”

Her voice became sud&enly unpleasant. “All right, we'll go. But I remember
once when you hammered on my door at four a.m. I was enough ofa goocl sport
to give you a drink. Come on, Dunc.”

Still in slow motion, with Murre(l, angry faces, with uncertain feet, they
retired along the corridor.

“Good nigh’c," Charlie said.

“Good nigh’c!" responcle(l Lorraine emphaticaﬂy.

When he went back into the salon Marion had not moved, only now her
son was stan&ing in the circle of her other arm. Lincoln was still swinging Honoria
back and forth like a penclulum from side to side.

“What an outrage!" Charlie broke out. “What an absolute outrage!”

Neither of them answered. Charlie &roppe& into an armchair, piclzecl up his
clrinlz, set it down again and said:

“People I haven’t seen for two years having the colossal nerve—"

He broke off. Marion had made the sound “Oh!” in one swif’c, furious
brea’ch, turned her bocly from him with a jerlz and left the room.

Lincoln set down Honoria carefuuy.

“You children goin and start your soup,” he saicl, and when they ol)eyecl, he
said to Charlie:

“Marion’s not well and she can’t stand shocks. That kind of people make
her reaﬂy physicaﬂy sick.”

“T didn’t tell them to come here. They wormed your name out of somelnocly
They (leliberately—"

“Well, it’s too bad. It doesn’t help matters. Excuse me a minute.”

Left alone, Charlie sat tense in his chair. In the next room he could hear
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the children eating, taﬂeing in monosyﬂal)les, alrea(ly oblivious to the scene be-
tween their elders. He heard a murmur of conversation from a farther room and
then the ’cinlzling bell of a telephone receiver piclzecl up, andina panic he moved
to the other side of the room and out of earshot.

In a minute Lincoln came back. “Look here, Charlie. T think we’d better
call off dinner for tonigh’c. Marion’s in bad shape."

“Is she angry with me?”

“Sort of, ” he saicl, almost roughly. “She’s not strong and—"

“You mean she’s changed her mind about Honoria?”

“She’s pretty bitter righ’c now. | don’t know. You p}lone me at the bank

7
tomorrow.

“T wish you'cl explain to her
I never dreamed these people
would come here. I'm just as sore
as you are.”

“T couldn’t explain any’ching
to her now.”

Charlie got up. He took his
coat and hat and started down the
corridor. Then he opened the
door of the dining room and said
in a strange voice, “Good nigl'lt,
children.”

Honoria rose and ran
around the table to hug him.

“Good night, sweetheart,"
he said vaguely, and then trying

to make his voice more ten(ler,

trying to conciliate something, g, o WL S o 7 Mae Faice Dasamis Sudidenls
. . ” L L Sar mrghe, Wl Go Along 't
“Good nlgh’c, dear children.

\Y%
Charlie went directly to the Ritz bar with the furious idea of ﬁncling Lorraine

and Duncan, but Jchey were not there, and he realized that in any case there was
nothing he could do. He had not touched his drink at the Peters’, and now he
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ordered a whisleey—and—soda. Paul came over to say hello.

“It’s a great change,” he said sa(ﬂy. “We do about half the business we did.
So many fellows I hear about back in the States lost everything, mayl)e not in the
first crash, but then in the second. Your friend George Hardt lost every cent, |
hear. Are you back in the States?”

“No, I'm in business in Prague.”

“T heard you lost a lot in the crash.”

“I clid," and he added grimly, “but I lost every‘ching [ wanted in the boom.”

“Seuing short.”

“ Something like that.”

Again the memory of those days swept over him like a nig}ltmare—’cl'le
people they had met traveling; then people who couldn’t add a row of figures or
speale a coherent sentence. The little man Helen had consented to dance with at
the s}lip’s party, who had insulted her ten feet from the ta]ole; the women and
girls carried screaming with drink or clrugs out of pu]olic places—

—The men who locked their wives out in the snow, because the snow of
twenty-nine wasn't real snow. If you didn’t want it to be snow, you just paicl some
money.

He went to the phone and called the Peters’ apartment; Lincoln answered.

“T called up because this ’ching is on my mind. Has Marion said anything
definite?”

“Marion’s sicle,” Lincoln answered shortly. “I know this thing isn’t alto-
gether your fault, but I can’t have her go to pieces about it. I'm afraid we'll have
to let it slide for six months; I can’t take the chance of worlzing her up to this
state again.”

“I see.”

“I'm sorry, Charlie.”

He went back to his table. His whisleey glass was empty, but he shook his
head when Alix looked at it questioningly. There wasn’t much he could do now
except send Honoria some things; he would send her a lot of things tomorrow.
He ’chought rather angrily that this was just money—he had given so many
people money. . . .

“No, no more,” he said to another waiter. “What do I owe you?”

He would come back some day; they couldn’t make him pay forever. But he
wanted his child, and no’c]ning was much goo& now, beside that fact. He wasn’t
young anymore, with a lot of nice thoughts and dreams to have ]oy himself. He

was al)solutely sure Helen wouldn't have wanted him to be o) alone.
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