






than our-s (I mean taking the term in its broadest sense). On the other hand, the

special conditionIlrora1, social, personal--of our sex seems to me to be superior

in this country; 1 mean regarded in relationin proportion as it were-to the

social phase at large. I must add that we did see some noble specimens over

there. In England we met some lovely women, highly cultivated, and of immense

organizing power. In France we saw some wonderful, contagious types; we

passed a delightful evening with the celebrated Marie Vemeuil; she was released

from prison, you know, only a few weeks before. Our total impression was that it

is only a question of time-the future is ours. But everywhere we heard one cry

- “How long, 0 Lord, how long?“’

Basil Ransom listened to this considerable statement with a feeling which,

as the current of Miss Tarrant7s facile utterance flowed on, took the form of an

hilarity charmed into stillness by the fear of losing something. There was indeed a

sweet comicality in seeing this pretty girl sit there and, in answer to a casual,

civil inquiry, drop into oratory as a natural thing. Had she forgotten where she

was, and did she take him for a full house? She had the same turns and

cadences, almost the same gestures, as if she had been on the platform; and the

great queerness of it was that, with such a manner, she should escape being

odious. She was not odious, she was delightful; she was not dogmatic, she was

genial. No  wonder she was a success, if she speechified as a bird sings! Ransom

could see, too, from her easy lapse, how the lecture-tone was the thing in the

world with which, by education, by association, she was most familiar. He didn’t

know what to make of her; she was an astounding young phenomenon. The other

time came back to him afresh, and how she had stood up at Miss Birdseye’s; it

occurred to him that an element here, had been wanting. Several moments after

she had ceased speaking he became conscious that the expression of his face

presented a perceptible analogy to a broad grin. He changed his posture, saying
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that way because I knew it was the direct way to Cambridge+rom  the Common

and I was coming out to see you any way-on the chance.’

‘On the chance? ’ Verena repeated.

‘Yes; Mrs. Luna, in New York, told me you were sometimes here, and I

wanted, at any rate, to make the attempt to find you. ’

It may be communicated to the reader that it was very agreeable to Verena

to learn that her visitor had made this urduous pilgrimage (for she knew well

enough how people in Boston regarded a winter journey to the academic suburb)

with only half’the prospect of a reward; but her pleasure was mixed with other

feelings, or at least with the consciousness that the whole situation was rather less

simple than the elements of her life had been hitherto. There was the germ of

disorder in this invidious distinction which Mr. Ransom had suddenly made

between Olive Chancellor,who  was related to him by blood, and herself, who had

never been related to him in any way whatever. She knew Olive by this time well

enough to wish not to reveal it to her, and yet it would be something quite new

for her to undertake to conceal such an incident as her having spent an hour with

Mr. Ransom during a tlying visit he had made to Boston. She had spent hours

with other gentlemen, whom Olive didn’t see; but that was different, because her

friend knew about her doing it and didn’t care, in regards to the personsdidn’t

care, that is, as she would care in this case. It was vivid to Verena’s mind that

now Olive would care. She had talked about Mr. Burrage,  and Mr. Pardon, and

even about some gentlemen in Europe, and she had not (after the first few days,

a year and a half before) talked about Mr. Ransom.

Nevertheless there were reasons, clear to Verena’s view, for wishing either

that he would go and see Olive or would keep away from her; and the

responsibility of treating the fact that he had not so kept away as a secret seemed

the greater, perhaps, in the light of this other fact, that so far as simply seeing
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public. On seeing Ransom he stopped short, and, gathering his waterproof about

him, measured the young man from head to foot.

‘Well, sir, perhaps you would like to go and explain our hitch,’ he re-

marked, indulging in a smile so comprehensive that the comers of his mouth

seemed almost to meet behind. ‘I presume that you, better than any one else, can

give them an insight into our difficulties!’

‘Father, be still; father, it will come out all right in a moment!’ cried

Verena, below her breath, panting like an emergent diver.

‘There’s one thing I wat to know; are we going to spend half an hour

talking over our domestic affairs ?’ Mr. Filer demanded, wiping his indignant

countenance. ‘Is Miss Tan-ant going to lecture, or ain’t she going to lecture? If

she ain’t, she’ll please to show cause why. Is she aware that every quarter of a

second, at the present instant, is worth about five hundred dollars?’

‘1 know that-J know that, Mr. Filer; I will begin in a moment!’ Verena

went on. ‘I only want to speak to Mr. Ransomjust three words. They are

perfectly quietdon’t you see how quiet they are? They trust me, they trust me,

don’t they, father? I only wanted to speak to Mr. Ransom.’

‘Who the devil is Mr. Ransom?’ cried the exasperated, be wildered  Filer.

Verena spoke to the others, but she looked at her lover, and the expres-

sion of her eyes was ineffably touching and beseeching. She trembled with

nervous passion, there were sobs and supplications in her v.o!oice,  and Ransom felt

himself flushing with pure pity for her pain+er inevitable agony. But at the

same moment he had another perception, which brushed aside remorse; he saw

that he could do what he wanted, that she begged him, with all her being, to

spare her, but that so long as he should protest she was submissive, helpless.

What he wanted, in his light, flamed before him and challenged all  his manhood,

tossing his determination to a height from which not only Doctor Tarrant,  and
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the threshold of the room, and as soon as Ransom looked at her he became aware

that the weakness she had just shown had passed away. She had straightened

herself again, and she was upright in her desolation. The expression of her face

was a thing to remain with him forever; it was impossible to imagine a more

vivid presentment of blighted hope and wounded pride. Dry, desperate, rigid, she

yet wavered and seemed uncertain; her pale, glittering eyes straining forward, as

if they were looking for death. Ransom had a vision, even at that crowded

moment, that if she could have met it there and then, bristling with steel or lurid

with fire, she would have rushed on it without a tremor, like the heroine that she

was. All this while the great agitation in the hall rose and fell, it waves and

surges, as if Selah Tarrant  and the agent were talking to the multitude, trying to

calm them, succeeding for the moment, and then letting them loose again.

Whirled down by one of the fitful gusts, a lady and a gentleman issued from the

passage, and Ransom, glancing at them, recognised  Mrs. Faninder  and her

husband.

‘Well, Miss Chancellor, ’ said that more successful woman, with

considerable asperity, ‘if this is the way you’re going to reinstate our sex!’ She

passed rapidly through the room, followed by Amariah, who remarked in his

transit that it seemed as if there had been a want of organisation, and the two

retreated expeditiously, without the lady’s having taken the smallest notice of

Verena, whose conflict with her mother prolonged itself. Ransom, striving, with

all needful consideration for Mrs. Tat-rant, to separate these two, addressed not a

word to Olive; it was the last of her, for him, and the neither saw how her livid

face suddenly glowed, as if Mrs. Farrinder’s words had been a lash, nor how, as

if with a sudden inspiration, she rushed to the approach to the platform. If he had

observed her, it might have seemed to him that she hoped to find the fierce

expiation she sought for in exposure to the thousands she had disappointed and
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deceived, in offering herself to be trampled to death and tom to pieces. She might

have suggested to him some feminine firebrand  of Paris revolutions, erect on a

barricade, or even the sacrificial figure of Hypatia, whirled through the furious

mob of Algxandria.  She was arrested an instant by the arrival of Mrs. Burr-age

and her son, who had quitted the stage on observing the withdrawal of the

Farrinders, and who swept into the room in the manner of people seeking shelter

from a thunderstorm. The mother’s face expressed the well-bred surprise of a

person who should have been asked out to dinner and seen the cloth pulled off

the table; the young man, who supported her on his arm, instantly lost himself in

the spectacle of Verena disengaging herself from Mrs. Tarrant,  only to be again

overwhelmed, and in the unexpected presence of the Mississippian. His handsome

blue eyes turned from one to the other, and he looked infinitely annoyed and

bewildered. It even seemed to occur to him that he might perhaps, interpose with

effect, and he evidently would have liked to say that, without really bragging, he

would at least have kept the affair from turning into a row. But Verena, muffled

and escaping, was deaf to him, and Ransom didn’t took the right person to

address such a remark as that to. Mrs. Burrage  and Olive, as the latter shot past,

exchanged, a glance which represented quick irony on one side and indis-

criminating defiance on the other.

‘Oh, are you going to speak?’ the lady from New York inquired, with her

cursory laugh.

Oiive had already disappeared; but Ransom heard her answer flung behind

her into the room. ‘I am going to be hissed and hooted and insulted!’

‘Olive, Olive!’ Verena suddenly shrieked; and her piercing cry might have

reached the front. But Ransom had already, by muscular force, wrenched her

away, and was hurrying her out, leaving Mrs. Tarrant  to heave herself into the

arms of Mrs. Burrage,  who, he was sure, would, within the minute, loom upon
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