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‘You're so simple—so much like a child,” Olive

Chancellar said.
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‘Will you be my friend, my friend of friends, beyond

every one, everything, forever and forever?

The Bostonians
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The Bostonians \Junuidisulugeananwss 1aus  wud Flaaafia
Hueau 9 Tunsasiugs (Century Magazine) lufl a.6. 1885 nauiiezfinv
saanlull a.a. 1886 Tumsifiouniiena®es The Bostonians gus aud
uanM

I wished to write a very American tale, a tale very
characteristic of our social conditions, and I asked
myself what was the most salient and peculiar point in

our social life. The answer was : the situation of

1
women . . . the agitation in their behalf.

The Bostonians uansnsnnnudevlugausn 9 7 woud @ad Tianw
aulafisndudawaseuandiulusmauay  wwdinldnlumed  @ud  wud
Guswianauladasmludiensey 9 ¢ lunhuwAedausuneaies was
Wu@a #3989 The Bostonians B9 0dUs FEOILEY (Elizabeth Stevenson)

= ¥ [~ 2
(38NN WY ‘the novel of reform’
(394988 (Plot Summary)

The Bostonians \{u38951msaagdeinvinanmuesaning anusadu
unsegiNadnianamevesani TadW umuwa@es (Olive Chancellor) U
MU NRTIEIEUT (wEs usutn (Basil Ransom) (Wearld

' F.O. Matthiessen and Kenneth B. Murdock, eds. The Notebooks of
Henry James (New York : Oxford Press, 1947) 47.

? Elizabeth Steyenson, The Crooked Corridor : A Study of Henry James
(New York : The Macmillan Company, 1961) 46.
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LﬁBfﬁﬂ’hLﬁﬂ%ﬂLﬂﬁ ‘She loved, she was in love - she felt it in every throb of her

being.’
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WAUL389 (Theme)
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#@3Axn (The Collision of people and society) DULLDININANAUAGUIDANN
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HNWBY (Point of View)

(389 The Bostonians Wilfihiauannyuussadazasiladani
lasaw: (single point of view %3 single consciousness ) R L'%IEN Daisy
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iluFesmumingideudis mahwuadsniuliludnvaeigdouie @il
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Beulull a.a. 1899 |

I ‘go behind’ right and left in ‘The Princess
Casamassima,’ ‘The Bostonians,’ ‘The Tragic

Muse, . . . .
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It is interesting to note that the three novels mentioned
by James as ones in which he was content to ‘go
behind’ right and left are his realistic, broad novels of
‘the middle part of his career. Not one of them contains
the strict and single ‘point of view’. The eyes which
see and describe the action are anonymous and see
beyond the range of vision possible to any one character

. . . . 3
taking part in the action.

b ) ﬂ' o Qs J
matmsiauaizadluuuuladiiaauasluiGas The Bostonians

Basil Ransom

This lean, pale, sallow, shabby, striking young man, with his superior head, his
sedentary shoulders, his expression of bright grimness and hard enthusiasm, his provincial,
distinguished appearance . . . the reader who likes a complete image, who desires to read
with the senses as well as with the reason, is entreated not to forget that he prolonged his
consonants and swallowed his vowels, that he was guilty of elisions anci interpolations which
were equally unexpected, and that his discourse was pervaded by something sultry and vast,

something almost African in its rich, basking tone, something that suggested the teeming

expanse of the cottonfield.

3 .
Elizabeth Stevenson, The Crooked Corridor @ A Study of Henry
James (New York : The Macmillan Company, 1961) 149.
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Olive Chancellor

She was habited in a plain dark dress, without any ornaments, and her smooth,
coloutless hair was confined . . . this pale girl, with her light-green eyes, her pointed
features and nervous manner, was visibly morbid; it was as plain as day that she was

morbid.
Miss Birdseye

She was a little old lady, with an enormous head, that was the first thing Ransom
noticed-the vast, fair, protuberant, candid, ungamished brow, surmounting a pair of weak,
kind, tired-looking eyes, and ineffectually balanced in the rear by a cap which had the air of
falling backward, and which Miss Birdseye suddenly felt for while she talked, with
unsuccessful irrelevant movements. She had a sad, soft, pale face, which (and it was the
effect of her whole head) looked as if it had been soaked, blurred, and made vague by
exposure to some slow disolvent. The long practice of philanthropy had not given accent to
her features; it had rubbed out their transitions, their meanings. The waves of sympathy, of
enthusiasm, had wrought upon them in the same way in which the waves of time finally
modify the surface of old marble busts, gradually washing away their sharpness, their

details.

AN (Setting)
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UMNTUAIAEAS (Character Analysis)
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ooy ‘a female Jacobin’ @'E]’Hﬁlt ‘reform the solar system if she could -

get hold of it.’
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Her habit of conduct is characterized by a strenuous ego
centricity that she mistakes for idealistic altruism. . . . A

pathological selfishness impels her to try to make the

4
world reflect her own image.

. .
William McMurray, “Pragmatic Realism in The Bostonians,” Henry
James . Modern Judgements, ed., Tony Tanner (Bristal : Western Printing

Services LTD., 1968) 161.
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Homosexuality in Olive is the biological evidence of a
rigid self-centeredness that has blinded itself to the

heterogeneous character of reality.
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wiaan lularazsudy ‘at the sweet grotesqueness of this virginal creature’s
standing up before a company of middle-aged people to talk to them about
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I am glad! said Verena, when they reached the street.
But though she was glad, he presently discovered that,
beneath her hood , she was in tears. It is to be feared
that with the union, so far from brilliant, into which she
was to enfer, these were not the last she was destined to

shed. (370; ch.42)
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uniasel (Critical Commentary)
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The Bostonians (1885-86) is his most thorough-

5
going treatment of Americans in America.

5
D.W. lJefferson, Henry James (London : Oliver and Boyd, 1960) 43.
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Public and private experience are both dealt with by the
novelist as complement aspects of what he perceived as
a uniquely American conduct of life; and it is this
conduct, dramatically focused in a conflict among
characters who, James said, were evoived from his
‘moral c¢onsciousness’, that is the subject of The

6
Bostonians.

A NENNT

But the point that should always be borne in mind is
that the question of the ballot for women is used by
James only as the background for his drama,. . .. The
novel is about the conflict, not between those who

advocate and those who oppose the ballot for women,

James ! Modern Judgements, ed., Tony Tanner (Bristal : Western Printing

6
William McMurray, “Pragmatic Realism in The Bostonians,” Henry

Services L.LTD., 1968) 160.
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but between Olive Chancellor and Basil Ransom for the

7
ownership of Verena.

18U 1 ANd  WADN The Bostonians lunaviansiwndeauts Jabou
d = J
wud Wme 1141.] @.7f. 1885 7 ‘the story is, I think, the best fiction I have

written.’
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7
Louis Auchincloss, introduction, The Bostonians, by Henry James (New

York : The New American Library, Inc., 1633) vii.
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I was certain you would come=—1 have felt it all day—something told me!
It was with these words that Olive Chancellor greeted her young visitor, coming
to her quickly from the window, where she might have been waiting for her
arrival. Some weeks later she explained to Verena how definite this prevision had
been, how it had filled her éH day with a nervous agitation so violent as to be
painful. She told her that such forebodings were a peculiarity of her organisation,
that she didn’t know what to make of them, that she had to accept them; and she
mentioned, as another example, the sudden dread that had come to her the

evening before in the carriage, after proposing to Mr. Ransom to go with her to

8 :
Elizabeth Stevenson, The Crooked Corrodors :@ A Study of Henry
_James (New York : The Macmillan Company, 1-961) 28.
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 Miss Birdseye’s. This had béen as strange as it had been Instinctive, and the
strangeness, of course, was what must have.struck Mr. Ransom; for the idea that
he might come had been hers, and yet she suddenly veered round. She couldn’t
help it; her heart had begun to throb with the conviction that if he crossed that
threshold some harm would come of it for her. She hadn’t prevented him, and
now she didn’t care, for now, as she intimated, she had the interest of Verena,
and that made her indifferent to every danger, to every ordinary pleasure. By this
time Verena had leamed how peculiarly her friend was constituted, how nervous
had serious she was, how personal, how exclusive, what a force of will she had,
what a concentration of purpose. Olive had taken her up, in the literal sense of
the phrase, Iike a bird of the air, had spread an extraordinary pair of wings, and
carried her through the dizzying void of space. Verena liked it, for the most part;
liked to shoot upward without an effort of her own and look down upon all
creation, upon all history, from such a height. From this first interview she felt
that she was seized, and she gave herself up, only shutting her eyes a little, as we
do whenever a person in whom we have perfect confidence proposes, with our
assent, to subject us to some sensation.

‘I want to know vou,’ Olive said, on this occasion; ‘I felt that I must last
night, as soon as I heard you speak. You seem to me very wonderful. I don’t
know what to make of you, I think we ought to be friends, so I just asked you to
come to me straight off, without preliminaries, and I believed you would come.
It is so right that you have come, and it proves how right I was.” These remarks
fell from Miss Chancellor’s lips one by one, as she caught her breath, with the
tremor that was always In her voice, even when she was the least excited, while
she made Verena sit down near her on the sofa, and looked at her all over in a
manner that caused the girl to rejoice at having put on the jacket with the gilt

buttons. It was this glance that was the beginning, it was with this quick survey,
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omitting nothing, that Olive took possession of her. ‘You are very remarkable; 1
wonder if you know how remarkable!’ she went on, murmuring the words as if
she were losing herself, becominig inadvertent in admiration.

Verena sat there smiling, without a blush, but with a pure, bright look
which, for her, would always make protests unnecessary. ‘Oh, it isn’t me, you
know; it’s something outside!’ She tossed this off lightly, as if she were in the
habit of saying it, and Olive wondered whether it were a sincere disclaimer or
only a phrase of the lips. The question was not a criticism, for she might have
been satisfied that the girl was a mass of fluent catch-words and yet scarcely
have liked her the less. It was just as she was that she liked her; she was so
strange, so different from the girls one usually met, seemed to belong to some
queer gipsy-land or transcendental Bohemia. With her bright, vulgar clothes, her
salient appearance, she might have been a rope-dancer or a fortune—teller; and
this had the immense merit, for Olive, that it appeared to make her belong to the
‘people,’ threw her into the social dusk of that mysterious democracy which Miss
Chancellor held that the fortunate classes know so little about, and with which (in
a future possibly very near) they will have to count. Moreover, the girl had
moved her as she had never been moved, and the power to do that, from
whatever source it came, was a force that one must admire. Her emotion was
still acute, however much she might speak to her visitor as if everything that had
happened seemed to her natural; and what kept it, above all, from subsiding was
her sense that she found here what she had been looking for so long—a friend of
her own sex with whom she might have a union of soul. It took a double consent
to make a friendship, but it was not possible that this intensely sympathetic girl
would refuse. Olive had the penetration to discover in a moment that she was a
creature of unlimited generosity. I know not what may have been the reality of

Miss Chancellor’s other premonitions, but there is no doubt that in this respect
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she took Verena’s measure on the spot. This was what she wanted; after that the
rest didn’t matter; Miss Tarrant might wear gilt buttons from head to foot, her
soul could not be vulgar.

?

‘Mother told me I had better come right in,” said Verena, looking now
about the room, very glad to find herself in so pleasant a place, and noticing a
great many things that she should like to see in detail.

‘Your mother saw that I meant what I said; it isn’t everybody that does .
me the honour to perceive that. She saw that I was shaken from head to foot. 1
could only say three words—I couldn’t have spoken more! What a power—what a
power, Miss Tarrant!’

‘Yes, I suppose it is a power. If it wasn’t a power, it couldn’t do much
with me!’

‘You are so simple—so much like a child,” Olive Chancellor said. That
was the truth, and she wanted to say it because quickly, without forms or
circumlocutions, it made them familiar. She wished to arrive at this; her
impatience was such that before the girl had been five minutes in the room she
jumped to her point—inquired of her,interrupting herself, interrupting everything:
‘Will you be my friend, my friend of friends, beyond every one, everything,
forever and forever?’ Her face was full of eagemess and tenderness.

Verena gave a laugh of clear amusement, without a shade of em-
barrassment of confusion. ‘Perhaps you like me too each.’ |

‘Of course I like you too much! When I like, I like too such. But of
course it’s another thing, your liking me,’ Olive Chancellor added.- ‘We must
wait—we must wait. When I care for anything, I can be patient,” She put out her
hand to Verena, and the movement was at once so appealing and so confident

that the girl instinctively placed her own in it. So, hand in hand, for some
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moments, these two young women saf looking at each other. ‘Tilere is so much 1
want to ask you,’ said Olive.

‘Well, I can’t say much except &hen father has worked on me,’ Verena
answered, with an ingenuousness beside which humility would have seemed
pretentious.

‘I don’t care anything about your father,” Olive Chancellor rejoined,very
gravely, with a great air of security.

‘He is very good,’ Verena said simply. ‘And he’s wonderfully magnetic.’

‘It isn’t your father, and It isn’t your mother; I don’t think of them, and
it’s not them I want. It’s only you—just as you are.’

Verena dropped her eyes over the front of her dress. ‘Just as she was’
seemed fo her indeed very well.

‘Do you want me to give up——7%’ she demanded, smiling.

Olive Chancellor drew in her breath for an instant, like a creature in .pain;
then, with her quavering voice, touched with a vibration of anguish, she said;
‘Oh, how can I ask you to give up? I will give up—1 will give up everything!’

Filled with the impression of her hostess’s agreeable interior, and of what
her mother had told her about Miss Chancellor’s wealth, her position in Boston
society, Verena, in her fresh, divefted scrutiny of the surrounding objects,
wondered what could be the need of this scheme of renunciation. Oh, no, indeed,
she hoped she wouldn’t give up—at least not before she, Verena, had had a
chance to see. She felt, however, that for the present there would be no answer
for her save in the mere pressure of Miss Chancellor’s eager nature, that intensity
of emotion which made her suddenly exclaim, as if in a nervous ecstasy of
anticipation, ‘But we must wait! Why do we talk of this? We must wait! All will

be right,’ she added more calmly, with great sweetness.
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Verena wondered afterward why she had not been more afraid of her—
why, indeed, she had not turned and saved herself by darting out of the room.
But it was not in this young woman’s nature to be either timid or cautious; she
had as yet té make acquaintance with the sentiment of fear. She knew too little
of the world to have learned to mistrust sudden enthusiasms, and if she had had a
suspicion it would have been (in accordance with common worldly knowledge)
the wrong one—the suspicion that such a whimsical liking would burn itself out.
She could not have that one, for there was a light in Miss Chancellor’s magnified
face which seemed to say that a sentiment, with her, might consume its object,
might consume Miss Chancellor, but would never consume itself. Verena, as
yet, had no sense of being scorched; she was only agreeably warmed. She also
had dreamed of a friendship, though it was not what she had dreamed of most,
and it came over her that this was the one which fortune might have been
keeping. She never held back.

‘Do you live here all alone?’ she asked of Olive.

‘I shouldn’t if you would come and live with me!’

Even this really passionate rejoinder failed to make Verena shrink; she
thought it so possible that in the wealthy class people made eaéh other such easy
proposals. It was a part of the romance, the luxury of wealth; it belonged to the

- world of invitation, in which she had had so little share. But it seemed almost a
mockery when she thought of the little house in Cambridge, where the boards
were loose in the steps of‘the porch.

‘I must stay with my father and mother,’ she said. ‘And then I have my
work, you know. That’s the way I must live now.’

“Your work ?’ Olive repeated, not quite understanding.

‘My gift,” said Verena, smiling.
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‘Oh yes, you must use it. That’s what I mean, you must move the world
‘with it; it’s divine.’

It was so much what she meant that she had lain awake all night thinking
of it, and the substance of her thought was that if she could only rescue the girl
from the danger of vulgar exploitation, could only constitute herself her protec-
tress aﬁd devotee, the two, between them, might achieve the great result. Verena’s
genius was a mystery, and it might remain a mystery, it was impossible to see
how this charming, blooming, simple creature, all youth and grace and inno-
cence, got her extraordinary powers of reflection. When her gift was not in a
exercise she appeared anything but reflective, and as she sat there now, for
instance, you would never have dreamed but she had had a vivid revelation. Olive
had to content herself, provisionally,with saying that her precious faculty had
come to her just as her beauty and distinction (to Olive she was full of that
quality) had come; it had dropped straight from heaven, without filtering through
her parents, whom Miss Chancellor decidedly did not fancy. Even among re-
formers she discriminated; she thought all wise people wanted great changes, but
the votaries of change were not necessarily wise. She remained silent a little,
after her last remark, and then she repeated again, as if it were the solution of
everything, as if it represented with absolute certainty some immense happiness In
the future—‘We must wait, we must wait!’ Verena was perfectly willing to wait,
though she did not exactly know what they were to wait for, and the aspiring
frankness of her assent shone out of face, and seemed t? pacify their mutual gaze.
Olive asked her innumerable questions; she wanted to enter into her life. It was
one of those talks which people remember afterwards, in which every word has
been given and taken, and in which they see the signs of a beginning that was
to be justified. The more Olive learnt of her visitor’s life the more she wanted to

enter into it, the more it took her out of herself. Such strange lives are led in
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America, she always knew that; but this was queerer than anything she had
dreamed of, and the queerest part was that the girl herself didn’t appear to think
it queer. She had been nursed in darkened rooms, and suckled in the midst of
manifestations; she had begun to ‘attend lectures’ as she said, when she was
quite an infant, because her mother had no one to leave her with at home. She
had sat on the knees of somnambulists, and had been passed from hand to hand
by trance-speakers; she was familiar with every kind of ‘cure’, and had grown
up among lady-editors of newspapers advocating new religions, and people who
disapproved of the marriage-tie. Verena talked of the marriage-tie as she would
have talked of the last novel—as if she had heard it as frequently discussed, and
at certain times, listening to the answers she made to her questions, Olive
Chancellor closed her eyes in the manner of a person waiting till giddiness
passed. Her young friend’s revelations actuaily gave her a vertigo, they made her
perceive everything from which she should have rescued her. Verena was
perfectly uncontaﬁinated, and she would never be touched by evil; but though
Olive had no views about the marriage-tie except that she should hate it for
herself—that particular reform she did not propose to ccnsider—she didn’t like the
‘atmosphere’ of circles in which such institutions were called into question. She
had no wish now to enter into an examination of that particular one, nevertheless,
to make sure, she would just ask Verena whether she disapproved of it.

‘Well, I must say, ’said Miss Tarrant, ‘I prefer free unions.’

Olive held her breath an instant; such an idea was so disagreeable to her.
Then, for all answer, she murmured, irresolutely, ‘I wish you would let me help
you!’Yet it seemed, at the same time, that Verena needed little help, for it was
more and more clear that her eloquence, when she stood up that way before a
roomful of people, was literally inspiration. She answered all her friend’s

questions with a good-nature which evidently took no pains to make things
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plausible, an effort to oblige, not to please; but, after all, she could give very
little account of herself. This was very visible when Olive asked her where she
had got her ‘intense realisation’of the suffering of women; for her address at
Miss Birdseye’s showed that she, too (like Olive herself), had had that vision in
the watches of the ‘m'ght_. Verena thought a moment, as if to understand what her
companion referred to, and then she inquired, always smiling, where Joan of Arc
had got her idea of the suffering of France. This was so prettily said that Olive
could scarcely keep ;rom kissing her; she looked at the moment as if, like Joan,
she might have had visits from the saints. Olive, of course, remembered after-
wards that it had not literally answered the question;, and she also reflected on
something that made an answer seem more difficult—the fact that the girl had
grown up among lady-doctors, lady-mediums, lady-editors, lady-preachers,
lady-healers, women who, having rescued themselves from a passive existence,
could illustrate only partially the misery of the sex at large. It was true that they
might have illustrated it by their talk, by all they have had ‘been through’ and
all they could tell a younger sister; but Olive was sure that Verena’s prophetic
impulse had not been stirred by the chatter of women (Miss Chancellor knew
that sound as well as any one); it had proceeded rather out of their silence. She
said to her visitor that whether or no the angles came down to her in glittering
armour, she struck her as the only person she had yet encountered who had
exactly the same tenderness, the same pity, for women that she herself had. Miss
Birdseye had something of if, but Miss Birdseye wanted passion, wanted
keenness, was capable of the weakest concessions. Mrs. Farrinder was not weak,
of course, and she brought a great intellect to the matter; but she was not personal
enough—she was too abstract. Verena was not abstract; she seemed to have lived
in imagination through all the ages. Verena said she did think she had a certain

amount of imagination, she supposed she couldn’t be so effective on the platform
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if she hadn’t a rich fancy. Then Olive said to her, taking her hand again, that she
wanted her to assure her of this—that it was the only thing in all the world she
cared for, the redemption of women, the thing she hoped under Providence (o
give her life to. Verena flushed a little at this appeal, and the deeper glow of her
eyes was the first sign of exaltation she had offered. ‘Oh yes— want to give my
life!” she exclaimed, with a vibrating voice; and then she added gravely, ‘I want
to do something great!’

“You will, you will, we both will!” Olive Chancellor cried, in rapture. But
after a little she went on: ‘I wonder if you know what it means, young and lovely
as you are—giving your life!’

Verena looked down for a moment in meditation.

‘Well,’ she replied. ‘I guess I have thought more than I appear.’

‘Do you understand German? Do you know “Faust”?’ said Olive.
*“Entsagen sollst du, sollst enstagen!”’

‘I don’t know German; I should like so to study it; I want to know
everything.’

‘We will work at it together—we will study everything,’ Olive almost
panted; and while she spoke the peaceful picture hung before her of still winter
- evenings under the lamp, with falling snow outside, and tea on a little table, and
successful renderings, with a chosen companion, of Goethe, almost the only
foreign a‘uthor she cared about; for she hated the writing of the French, in spite of
the importance they have given to women. Such a vision as this was the highest
indulgence she could offer herself, she had it only at considerable intervals. It
seemed as if Verena caught a glimpse of it too, for her face kindled still more,
and she said she should like that ever so much. At the same time she asked the

meaning of the German words.
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““Thou shalt renounce, refréin, abstain!” That’s the way Bayard Taylor
has translated them,’ Olive answered.

‘Oh, well, I guess I can abstain!’ Verena exclaimed, with a laugh. And
- she got up rather quickly, as if by taking leave she might give a proof of what
she meant. Olive put out her hands to hold her, and at this mément one of the
portieres of the room was pushed aside, while a gentleman was ushered in by
Miss Chancellor’s little parlour-maid.

o 5 o o
UNNAADUUNNNBUNINNUNT 24

A little more than an hour after this he stood in the parlour of Doctor
Tarrant’s suburban residence, in Monadnoc Place. He had induced a juvenile
maid-servant, by an appeal somewhat impassioned, to let the ladies know that he
was there; and she had lretumed, after a long absence, to say that Miss Tarrant
would come down to him in a little while. He possessed himself, according to his
wont, of the nearest book (it lay on the table, with an old magazine and a little
japanned tray containing Tarrant’s professional cards—his denominatibn as a
mesmeric healer), and spent ten minutes in turning it over. It was a biography of
Mrs. Ada T.P. Foat, the celebrated trance-lecturer, and wﬁs embellished by a -
~ portrait representing the lady with a swprised expression and innumerable
ringlets. Ransom said to himself, after reading a few pages, that much ridicule
had been cast upon Southemn literature; but if that was a fair specimen of
Northern!—and he threw it back upon ‘the table with a gesture almost as
contemptuous as if he had not known perfectly, after so long a residence in the
North, that it was not, while he wondered whether this was the sort of thing.
Miss Tarrant had been brought up on. There was no other book to be seen, and

he remembered to have read the magazine, so there was finally nothing for him,
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as the occupants of the house failed still to appear, but to stare before him, into
the bright, bare, common little room, which was so hot that he wished to open a
window, and of which an ugly, undraped cross-light seemed to have taken upon
itself to reveal the poverty. Ransom, as I have mentioned, had not a high standard
of comfort, and noticed little, usually, how people’s houses were furnished—it
was only when they Wére very pretty that he observed; but what he saw while he
waited at Doctor Tarrant’s madé him say to himself that it was no wonder Verena
liked better to live with Olive Chancellor. He even began to wonder whether it
were for the sake of that superior softness she had cultivated Miss Chancellor’s
favour, and Wilether Mrs. Luna had been right about her being mercenary and
insincere. So many minutes elapsed before she appeared that he had time to
remember he really knew nothing to the contrary, as well as to consider the
oddity (so great when one did consider it), of his coming out to Cambridge fo
see her, when he had only a few hours in Boston to spare, a year and a half after
she had given him her very casual invitation. She had not refused to receive him,
at any rate; she was free to, if it didn’t please her. And not only this, but she
~ Was apparently making herself fine in his honour, inasmuch as he heard a rapid
footstep move to and fro move his head, and even, through the slightness which
in Monadnoc Place did service for an upper floor, the sound of drawers and
presses opened and closed. Some one was ‘flying round,’ as they said in
Mississippi. At last the stairs creaked under a light tread, and the next moment a
brilliant person came into the room.

His reminiscence of her had beecn very pretty; but now that she had .
developed and matured, the little prophetess was prettier still. Her spIendid hair
seemed to shine; her cheek and chin had a curve which struck him by its
fineness; her eyes and lips were full of smiles and greetings. She had appeared to

him before as a creature of brightness, but now she lighted up the place, she
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