X.

‘V ERENA [ARR_AN ' came 1n thC VEr y n y =

ext (13. fIan ( :alu

bl‘ldge to Cl]al leS Stlegt 3 thtlt (]Ua.l ter Of BOStOI] 1S 1In
communication Wlth the acadfﬂl]lc StlbUIb It haidl?

d]] ect 0

seemed direct to poor Verena, perh i

e 2 ; , perhaps, who, in th y
dozit ?;d“ilc:cht dt:iposmted her finally at M,iss leairt:(zev;lgfg
leath’ern strap sffglm :tll?e agllla::?g rga¥, l;a}}f] g

= ) of of the stifli i
::: Et;grée ;)gi?énmg cluster dangling in a hoiﬁgfse‘.rem;}li
ey a; i hver, to these perpendicular journeys, and
withgu; e ave seen, she was not inclined to a’cce t
- el han the social arrangements of her time I1?1:
o laﬁl oc<':It‘1}1;red to her to criticise the rai]w,ays
lChancellcar had béen aneiggzﬂ;?tﬂgis Oftﬁer’ puii
o ; > mother’s, an

i ehti uc;ge?l-]e)gd wh}le this l‘ady, in the seciusic?n‘g?rilrig
- Wiginl;r_ldge, while Selah Tarrant was ¢off;
- S ,h i Thls patients, sketched out a line c;f
worldly, and she. liste:edg 1130 “}’IZST bOt};hSU’bmiSSiVe e
the possible advantages of an intirnm0 M G
:tsj ”s};e w;rl;ld fhave list‘ened to anyaggh‘:;t?a?rd):isaighanceuor
- }F hero the fairy-tale when this .
Bt own h:'mds Verena’s smart hat and feath

er little jacket (the buttons were i:nrmufarlseé.l aflii

gilt), and presented .
fare.’ her with twenty cents to pay her car-

v There was never any
arrant w :
was muc";lmllé;is it thing, and even Verena, who, filiall
St bl arglllmentatlve than in her civic ar;d 4
= ’querm SC;Pamty, had a perception that her rr’:;ti;
; € was queer, indeed—a flaccid, relaxed
3

It was
zealous parent put

knowing in advance how Mrs

X, THE BOSTONIANS. 71

unhealthy, whimsical woman, who still had a capacity to
cling. What she clung to was ¢society,’ and a position in
the world which a secret whisper told her she had never
had and a voice more audible reminded her she was
in danger of losing. To keep it, to recover it, to recon-
secrate it, was the ambition of her heart ; this was one of
the many reasons why Providence had judged her worthy
of having so wonderful a child. Verena was born not only
to lead their common sex out of bondage, but to remodel
a visitinglist which bulged and contracted in the wrong
places, like a country-made garment. As the daughter of
Abraham Greenstreet, Mrs, Tarrant had passed her youth
in the first Abolitionist circles, and she was aware how
much such a prospect was clouded by her union with a
young man who had begun life as an itinerant vendor of
lead-pencils (he had called at Mr. Greenstreet’s door in the
exercise of this function), had afterwards been for a while
2 member of the celebrated Cayuga community, where
there were no wives, Or no husbands, or something of that
sort (Mrs. Tarrant could never remember), and had still
later (though before the development of the healing
faculty) achieved distinction in the spiritualistic world.
He was an extraordinarily favoured medium, only he had
had to stop for reasons of which Mrs, Tarrant possessed
her version) Even in a society much occupied with the
effacement of prejudice there had been certain dim pre-
sumptions against this versatile being, who naturally had
not wanted arts to ingratiate himself with Miss Greenstreet,
her eyes, like his own, being fixed exclusively on the future.
The young couple (he was considerably her elder) had -
gazed on the future together until they found that the past
had completely forsaken them and that the present offered
but a slender foothold. Mrs. Tarrant, in other words, in-
curred the displeasure of her family, who gave her husband
to understand that, much as they desired to remove the
shackles from the slave, there were kinds of behaviour
which struck them as too unfettered. These had prevailed,
to their thinking, at Cayuga, and they naturally felt it was
no use for him to say that his residence there had been
(for him—the community still existed) but a momentary
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episodes) at Cayuga. The poor woman, matrimonially, had
a great deal to put up with; it took, at moments, all her
belief in his genius to sustain her. She knew that he was
very magnetic (that, in fact, was his genius), and she felt
that it was his magnetism that held her to him. He had
carried her through things where she really didn’t know
what to think; there were moments when she suspected
that she had lost the strong moral sense for which the
Greenstreets were always so celebrated.
Of course a woman who had had the bad taste to marry
Selah Tarrant would not have been likely under any cir-
cumstances to possess a very straight judgment ; but there
is no doubt that this poor lady had grown dreadfully limp.
She had blinked and compromised and shuffled ; she asked
herself whether, after all, it was any more than natural that
she should have wanted to help her husband, in those
exciting days of his mediumship, when the table, some-
times, wouldn’t rise from the ground, the sofa wouldn’t float
through the air, and the soft hand of a lost loved one was
not so alert as it might have been to visit the circle. Mis.
Tarrant’s hand was soft enough for the most supernatural
effect, and she consoled her conscience on such occasions
by reflecting that she ministered to 2 belief in immortality.
She was glad, somehow, for Verena’s sake, that they had
emerged from the phase of spirit-intercourse ; her ambition
for her daughter took another form than desiring that she,
too, should minister to a belief in immortality. Yet among
Mrs. Tarrant’s multifarious memories these reminiscences of
the darkened room, the waiting circle, the little taps on
table and wall, the little touches on cheek and foot, the
music in the air, the rain of flowers, the sense of something
mysteriously flitting, were most tenderly cherished. She
hated her husband for having magnetised her so that she
consented to certain things, and even did them, the thought
of which to-day would suddenly make her face burn ; hated
him for the manner in which, somehow, as she felt, he had
lowered her social tone; yet at the same time she admired
him for an impudence so consummate that it had ended (in
the face of mortifications, exposures, failures, all the misery
of a hand-to-mouth existence) by imposing itself on her as
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a kind of infallibility. She knew he was an awf;
and yet her knowledge had this imperfection, tllilal? E?}Llﬁi,
never confessed it—a fact that was really grand when one
thought of his opportunities for doing so. He had never
allowed thlaff he wasn’t straight ; the pair had so often been
in the position of the two augurs behind the altar, and yet
he had never given her a glance that the whole circle
mightn’t have observed. Even in the privacy of domestic
Intercourse he had phrases, excuses, explanations ways of
putting things, which, as she felt, were too sub]im'e for just
herself; they were pitched, as Selah’s nature was pitched
altogether in the key of public life, ;
So it had come to pass, in her distended and demoralised
conscience, that with all the things she despised in her life
and all the things she rather liked, between being worn out
with her husband’s inability to earn a living and a kind of
terror of his consistency (he had a theory that they lived
delightfully), it happened, I say, that the only very definite
criticism she made of him to-day was that he didn’t know
how to speak, That was where the shoe pinched—that
was wherc? Selah was slim. He couldn’t hold the attention
of an audience, he was not acceptable as a lecturer. He had
plenty of thoughts, but it seemed as if he couldn’t fit them
Into each other. Public speaking had been a Greenstreet
tradition, and if Mrs. Tarrant had been asked whether in
her younger years she had ever supposed she should ma
a mesmeric healer, she would have replied : ¢ Well, T never
thought I should marry a gentleman who would be silent
on the platform I’ This was her mogt general humiliati(;n -
it mcluc@ed and exceeded every otherjiand it was a poo;
consolation that Selah possessed as a subglitute—his career
as a healer, to speak of none other, was there to prove it—
the eloquence of the hand. The Greenstreets had never
set much store on manual activity ; they believed in the
influence of the lips. It may be imagined, therefore, with
what exultation, as time went on, Mrs. Tarrant found I;erself
the mother of an inspired maiden, a young lady from whose
l{ps eloquence flowed in streams. The Greenstreet tradi-
tion would not perish, and the dry places of her life would
perhaps, be plentifully watered. It must be added that, o;‘
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late, this sandy surface had been wrrigated, in moderation,
from another source. Since Selah had addicted himself to
the mesmeric mystery, their home had been a little more
what the home of a Greenstreet should be. He had con-
siderable many’ patients, he got about two dollars a sitting,
and he had effected some most gratifying cures. A lady
in Cambridge had been so much indebted to him that she
had recently persuaded them to take a house near her, in
order that Doctor Tarrant might drop in at any time. He
availed himself of this convenience—they had taken so
many houses that another, more or less, didn’t matter—and
Mrs. Tarrant began to feel as if they really had ‘struck’
something,.

Even to Verena, as we know, she was confused and
confusing; the girl had not yet had an opportunity to
ascertain the principles on which her mother’s limpness
was liable suddenly to become rigid. This phenomenon
occurred when the vapours of social ambition mounted to
her brain, when she extended an arm from which a
crumpled dressing-gown fluttered back to seize the passing
occasion. 'Then she surprised her daughter by a volubility
of exhortation as to the duty of making acquaintances, and
by the apparent wealth of her knowledge of the mysteries of
good society. She had, in particular, a way of explaining
confidentially—and in her desire to be graphic she often
made up the oddest faces—the interpretation that you
must sometimes give to the manners of the best people,
and the delicate dignity with which you should meet them,
which made Verena wonder what secret sources of informa-
tion she possessed. Verena took life, as yet, very simply ;
she was not conscious of so many differences of social com-
plexion. She knew that some people were rich and others
poor, and that her father’s house had never been visited by
such abundance as might make one ask one’s self whether
it were right, in a world so full of the disinherited, to roll
in luxury. But except when her mother made her slightly
dizzy by a resentment of some slight that she herself had
never perceived, or a flutter over some opportunity that
appeared already to have passed (while Mrs. Tarrant was
looking for something to ‘put on’), Verena had no vivid
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sense that she was not as good as any one else, for no
authority appealing really to her imagination had fixed the
place of mesmeric healers in the scale of fashion. It was
impossible to know in advance how Mrs. Tarrant would
take things. Sometimes she was abjectly indifferent; at
others she thought that every one who looked at her
wished to insult her. At moments she was full of
suspicion of the ladies (they were mainly ladies) whom
Selah mesmerised ; then again she appeared to have given
up everything but her slippers and the evening-paper (from
this publication she derived inscrutable solace), so that if
Mrs. Foat in person had returned from the summer-land (to
which she had some time since taken her flight),she would not
have disturbed Mrs. Tarrant’s almost cynical equanimity.
It was, however, in her social subtleties that she was
most beyond her daughter; it was when she discovered
extraordinary though latent longings on the part of people
they met to make their acquaintance, that the girl became
conscious of how much she herself had still to learn. All
her desire was to learn, and it must be added that she
regarded her mother, in perfect good faith, as a wonderful
teacher. She was perplexed sometimes by her worldliness ;
that, somehow, was not a part of the higher life which every
one in such a house as theirs must wish above all. things to
lead ; and it was not involved in the reign of justice, which
they were all trying to bring about, that such a strict account
should be kept of every little snub. Her father seemed to
Verena to move more consecutively on the high plane;
though his indifference to old-fashioned standards, his
perpetual invocation of the brighter day, had not yet led
her to ask herself whether, after all, men are more dis-
interested than women. Was it interest that prompted her
mother to respond so warmly to Miss Chancellor, to say to
Verena, with an air of knowingness, that the thing to do
was to go in and see her immediately? No italics can
represent the earnestness of Mrs. Tarrant’s emphasis. Why
hadn’t she said, as she had done in former cases, that if
people wanted to see them they could come out to their
home ; that she was not so low down in the world as not
to know there was such a ceremony as leaving cards?
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When Mrs, Tarrant began on the ql‘.lestiqnlof c_erem{m.le-st
she was apt to go far; but she had waived it in thl; case; 1
suited her more to hold that sts‘Chance}lor had e?n frg
gracious, that she was a most desirable fnen,d, that §{161: at
been more affected than any one by Verena's beau? ul ouh;
pouring ; that she would open to her the, best sa oortxsthe
Boston ; that when she said ¢ Come soon -she mlizan e
very next day, that this was the way to take it, anyd ot‘; one
must know when to go forward gracefully); f:t_n ba t
short she, Mrs. Tarrant, knew what she was talking a 0;11 .to
Verena accepted all this, for she was young enough :
enjoy any journey in a horse-car, and she was eve;:l-cun;);;r
about the world ; she only wondered a little ow{r
mother knew so much about Miss Chancellor just dO{n
looking at her once. What Verena had mainly observe_a;:;
the young lady who came up to her that way th‘ie.l I;lche
before was that she was rather dolefully dressed, t 3 ti -
looked as if she had been crying (Verena recognlsa; :s
lock quickly, she had seen it so ;nuch), and that s i :]';Ie
in a hurry to get away. However, if she was as ren:iar
as her mother said, one would very soon see it ; an hmea?f-
while there was nothing in the girl’s feeling abo_ut 1er;fe ;
in her sense of her importance, to make it a painful e (l)r
for her to run the risk of a mistake. She had no p:urtut:u_ :11;
feeling about herself; she only cared,‘ as ?wet, for ou slde
things. Even the development of her gift’ had not .mahe
her think herself too precious for mere experiments; s

- had neither a particle of diffidence nor a particle of vanity.

Though it would have seemed to you el:mnentl}i ;zgtu;a;}
“that a daughter of Selah Tarrant and his wife shobutt e -
inspirational speaker, yet, as you knew Verena be er,-sj-;ue
would have wondered immensely h0w-she chic to i
from such a pair. Her ideas of enjoyment t?_e}rle_ virg
simple;; she enjoyed putting on her new hat, th 1;5 ;
dundancy of feather, and twenty cents appeared to her
very large sum.
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‘I was certain you would come—I haye 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
all 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 5 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 Miss Birdseye’s. This had been as strange as
1t had been instinctive, and the strangeness, of course, was
what must have struck Mr. Ransom ;5 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 learned how peculiarly her friend was constituted,
how nervous and serious she was, how personal, how ex-
clusive, what a force of will she had, what a concentration
of purpose. Olive had taken her up, in the literal sense of
the phrase, like a bird of the air, had spread an extra-
ordinary 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,
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From this first interview she .felt that she was seized, al&d

she gave herself up, only shutting her eyes a little, asﬁvge (o}

whenever a person in whom we have perfect con tfence

proposes, with our assent, to sub]er,:t us to some sensa 1-011‘.I

‘I want to know you,’” Olive said, on this occasion ;

felt that I must last night, as soon as I l}eard you speak.

You seem to me very wonderful. I don’t know what‘ to

make of you. I think we o_ught to b.e fnends;.sq 1i just
asked you to come to me straight off, without p}fellm}llnarles,

and I believed you would come. It Is 50 7ight that yc;{u
have come, and it proves how right I was.” These remarhs
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 Verel')a
sit down near her on the sofa, and lqol_«:ed at her_all over in
a manner that caused the girl to rejoice at }_1avmg put ;m
the jacket with the gilt buttons. It was this glance that
was the beginning; it was with .thls quick su‘rvey, omitting
nothing, that Olive took possession of her. ‘You ar?’ ve}:y
remarkable ; I wonder if you kno_w how remarkable ! sh?
went on, murmuring the \\grd-s as if she were losing herself,

ing inadvertent in admiration. ;

bec%'?;:;al sat there smiling, without a blush, but with a
pure, bright look which, for her, would always _H’xake prci;_?sts
unnecessary.  “Oh, it isn’t me, you know ; it's some lﬁg
outside !’ She tossed this off lightly, as if she were in the
habit of saying it, and Olive wondered whether it Wefre{ha
sincere disclaimer or only a phrase of the lips. &
question was not a criticism, for she might have been
satisfied that the girl was a mass of fluent catch-words al;ld
yet scarcely have liked her the less. It was just as s ?
was that she liked her; she was so strange, so differen

from the girls one usually met, seemed to bfalong tcl)iso}rlne
queer gipsy-land or transcend.ental Bohemia. ;\htn _ lf;:
bright, vulgar clothes, her salient appearance, she ‘ml;lg :
have been a rope-dancer or a fortt.t_ne-teller ; and this ba

the immense merit, for Olive, that it appeared to makekhe:t'_
belong to the ‘people,’ threw her into the social dll.ls ho
that mysterious democracy which Miss Chancellor held that
the fortunate classes know so little about, and with which (in a
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future possibly very near) they will have to count. More-
over, the girl had moved her as she had never been moved,
and the power to do that, from whatéver 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 Chan-
cellor’s other premonitions, but there is no doubt that in
this respect she took Verena’s measure on the spot. This
was what she wanted ; after that the rest didnt 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. I 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 Chan-
cellor 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 impati-
ence 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, every-
thing, forever and forever?’ Her face was full of eagerness
and tenderness.
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Verena gave a laugh of clear amusement, without a
shade of embarrassment or confusion. ¢Perhaps you like
me too much.’

¢Of course I like you too much! When I like, I like
too much. 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 moments,
these two young women sat looking at each cther. ¢There
is so much I want to ask you,’ said Olive,

¢ Well, I can’t say much except when 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 Chan-
cellor rejoined very gravely, with a great air of security.

‘He is very good,’ Verena said simply. ‘And hes
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 to her indeed very well.

‘Do you want me to give up ?’ 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? Jwill give up—I will give up everything 1’

Filled with the impression of- her hostess's agreeable in-
terior, and of what her mother had told her about Miss
Chancellor’s wealth, her position in Boston society, Verena,
in her fresh, diverted scrutiny of the surrounding objects,
wondered what could be the need of this scheme of re-
nunciation. 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 Chan-
cellor’s eager nature, that intensity of emotion which made
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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.

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 to 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 magni-
fied 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 each other such easy proposals. It was
a part of the romance, the luxury, of wealth ; it belonged to
the world of invitations, 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.

‘T 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.
¢Oh yes, you must use it. That’s what I mean; you
must move the world with it ; it’s divine.’
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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 pro-
tectress and 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 innocence, got her extraordinary powers of reflection.
When her gift was not in exercise she appeared anything
but reflective, and as she sat there now, for instance, you
would never have dreamed that she had had a vivid revela-
tion. 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 reformers she dis- -
criminated ; 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
imfnense 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 her face, and
seemed to pacify their mutual gaze. Olive asked her in-
numerable 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 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
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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 news-
papers 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 revela-
tions actually gave her a vertigo ; they made her perceive
everything from which she should have rescued her. Verena
was perfectly uncontaminated, 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 consider—she
didn’t like the ‘atmosphere’ of circles in which such in-
stitutions 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! Vet 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 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 night.
Verena thought a moment, as if to understand what her com-
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panion 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 from kissing her ; she looked at the moment as if,
like Joan, she might have had visits from the saints. Olive,
of course, remembered afterwards that it had not literally
answered the question; and she also reflected on some-
thing 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 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 angels 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 it, 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 474 think she had
a certain amount of imagination; she supposed she couldn’t
be so effective on the platform 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 to 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—I want to give my life!” she exclaimed, with a
vibrating voice; and then she added gravely, ‘I want to
do something great !’
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“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. ““ Enfsagen sollst du, sollst entsagen!’”

‘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 author 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.

¢%“Thou shalt renounce, refrain, 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 moment
one of the portidres of the room was pushed aside, while a

gentleman was ushered in by Miss Chancellor's little
parlour-maid.

XIT.

VERENA recognised him; she had seen him the night
before at Miss Birdseye’s, and she said to her hostess,
¢Now I must go—you have got another caller!’_ It was
Verena’s belief that in the fashionable world (like Mrs.
Farrinder, she thought Miss Chancellor belonged to it—
thought that, in standing there, she herself was In it)—in
the highest social walks it was the custom of a prior guest
to depart when another friend arrived.  She had been told
at people’s doors that she could not be received because
the lady of the house had a visitor, and she had retired on
these occasions with a feeling of awe much more than a sense
of injury. They had not been the portals of fashion, but
in this respect, she deemed, they had emulated such bul-
warks. Olive Chancellor offered Basil Ransom a greeting
which she believed to be consummately lady-like, and which
the young man, narrating the scene sevgral months later to
Mrs, Luna, whose susceptibilities he .dld not feel hm.nself
obliged to consider (she considered his so little), described
by saying that she glared at him. Olive had thought it
very possible he would come that day if he was to leave
Boston; though she was perfectly mindful that she had
given him no encouragement at the moment they separ?.ted.
If he should not come she should be annoyed, and if he
should come she should be furious ; she was also sufficiently
mindful of that. But she had a foreboding that, of the two
grievances, fortune would confer upon her only the less;
the only one she had as yet was that he ha:d responded to
her letter—a complaint rather wanting in richness. If he
came, at any rate, he would be likely to come shortly before
dinner, at the same hour as yesterday. He had now
anticipated this period considerably, and it seemed to Miss
Chancellor that he had taken a base advantage of her,




