Maud-Evelyn

By Henry James

On some dlusion to a lady who, though unknown to mysdf, was known to two or three
of the company it was asked by one of these if we had heard the odd circumstance of
what she had just “come in for"—the piece of luck suddenly overtaking, in the grey
afternoon of her career, so obscure and lonely a personage. We were a first, in our
ignorance, mainly reduced to crude envy; but old Lady Emma, who for a while had said
nothing, scarcely even appearing to lisen, and letting the chatter, which was indeed
plainly besde the mark, subside of itself, came back from a mental absence to observe
that if what had hgppened to Lavinia was wonderful, certainly what had for years gone
before it, led up D it, had likewise not been without some singular festures. From this we
perceived that Lady Emma had a story—a story, moreover, out of the ken even of those
of her liseners acquainted with the quiet person who was the subject of it. Almost the
oddest thing—as came out afterwards—was that such a stuation should for the world
have remained s0 in the background of this person’s life. By “afterwards’ | mean smply
before we separated; for what came out came on the spot, under encouragement and
pressure, our common, eager Solicitation. Lady Emma, who aways reminded me of a
fine old ingrument that has fird to be tuned, agreed, after a few of our scrapings and
fingerings, that, having sad 0 much, she couldn't without wantonly tormenting us,
forbear to say dl. She had known Lavinia, whom she mentioned throughout only by that
name, from far away, and she had aso known— But what she had known | must give as
nearly as possible as she hersdf gave it. She talked to us from her corner of the sofa, and
the flicker of the firdight in her face was like the glow of memory, the play of fancy from
within.

“Then why on earth don’t you take him?’ | asked. | think that was the way that, one day
when she was about twenty—before some of you perhaps were born—the dffair, for me,
must have begun. | put the question because | knew she had had a chance, though | didn't
know how grest a mistake her failure to embrace it was to prove. | took an interest
because | liked them both—you see how | like young people gtill—and because, as they
had origindly met a my house, | had in a manner to answer to each for the other. I'm
afrad I'm thrown badly back on the fact that if the girl was the daughter of my earliest,
amog my only governess, to whom | had remained much atached and who, after leaving
me, had maried—for a governess—"wdl,” Marmaduke (it isn't his red name!) was the
son of one of the clever men who had—I was charming then, | assure you | was—
wanted, years before, and this one as a widower, to marry me. | hadn’t cared, somehow,
for widowers, but even after | had taken somebody else | was conscious of a pleasant link
with the boy whose stepmother it had been open to me to become and to whom it was
perhaps a little a matter of vanity with me to show that | should Fave been for him one of
the kindest. This was what the woman his father eventudly did marry was not, and tha
threw him upon me the more.



Lavinia was one of nine, and her brothers and ssters, who had never done anything for
her, hdp, actudly, in different countries and on something, | believe, of that same scae,
to people the globe. There were mixed in her then, in a puzzling way, two qudities that
mogtly exclude eech other—an extreme timidity and, as the smdlest fault that could
qudify a harmless creature for a world of wickedness, a sdf-complacency hard in tiny,
unexpected spots, for which | used sometimes to take her up, but which, | subsequently
saw, would have done something for the flainess of her life had they not evaporated with
evaything else. She was a any rate one of those persons as to whom you don’'t know
whether they might have been dtractive if they had been hgppy, or might have been
happy if they had been atractive. If | was a trifle vexed a her not jumping a
Marmaduke, it was probably rather less because | expected wonders of him than because
| thought she took her own prospect too much for granted. She had made a mistake and,
before long, admitted it; yet | remember that when she expressed to me a conviction that
he would ask her again, | adso thought this highly probable, for in the meantime | had
gpoken to him. “She does care for you,” | declared; and | can see a this moment, long
ago though it be, his handsome empty young face look, on the words, as if, in spite of
itsdf for a little, it redly thought. | didn't press the matter, for he had, after dl, no great
things to offer; yet my conscience was easer, later on, for having not sad less. He had
three hundred and fifty a year from his mother, and one of his uncles had pomised him
something—I don't mean an dlowance, but a place, if | recollect, in a busness. He
assured me that he loved as a man loves—a man of twenty-two!—but once. He sad it, at
al events, asaman saysit but once.

“Well, then,” | replied, “your courseis clear.”

“To speak to her again, you mean?’

“Yes—try it

He seemed to try it @ moment in imagination; after which, a little to my surprise, he
asked: “Would it be very awful if she should spesk to me?”

| stared. “Do you mean pursue you—overtake you? Ah, if you're running avay—"

“I'm not running away!”—he was podtive as to that. “But when a fdlow has gone so
fa—"

“He can't go any further? Perhaps,” | replied dryly. “But in that case he shouldn’t talk
of ‘caring.” ”

“Oh, but I do, | do.”

I hook my head. “Not if you're too proud!” On which | turned away, looking round at
him again, however, after he had surprised me by a slence that seemed to accept my
judgment. Then | saw he had not accepted it; | perceived it indeed to be essentidly
absurd. He expressed more, on this, than | had yet seen him do—had the queeres,
frankest, and, for ayoung man of his conditions, saddest smile.

“I'm not proud. It isn't in me. If you're not, you're not, you know. | don't think I'm
proud enough.”

It came over me that this was, after dl, probable; yet somehow | didn't at the moment
like him the less for it, though | spoke with some sharpness. “Then what's the matter with
you?’

He took a turn or two about the room, as if what he had just said had made him a lttle
happier. “Well, how can a man say more?’ Then, just as | was on the point of assuring



him that | didn't know what he had said, he went on: “I swore to her that | would never
marry. Oughtn’t that to be enough?’

“To make her come after you?’

“No—I suppose scarcely that; but to make her fed sure of me—to make her wait.”

“Wait for what?’

“Wdl, till | come back.”

“Back from where?’

“From Switzerland—haven't | told you? | go there next month with my aunt and my
cousn.”

He was quite right about not being proud—this was an dterndive distinctly humble.

And yet see what it brought forth—the beginning of which was something thet, early in
the autumn, | learned from poor Lavinia He had written to her, they were ill such
friends, and thus it was that she knew his aunt and his cousin to have come back without
him. He had stayed on—stayed much longer and travelled much further: he had been to
the Itadian lakes and to Venice he was now in Pais. At this | vagudy wondered,
knowing that he was dways short of funds and that he mugt, by his uncleé's beneficence,
have dtarted on the journey on a bass of expenses paid. “Then whom has he picked up?’
| asked; but feding sorry, as soon as | had spoken, to have made Lavinia blush. It was
amog as if he had picked up some improper lady, though in this case he wouldn’'t have
told her, and it wouldn't have saved him money.

“Oh, he makes acquaintance 0 quickly, knows people in two minutes,” the girl sad.
“And every one dways wants to be nice to him.”

This was perfectly true, and | saw what she saw in it. “Ah, my dear, he will have an
immense circle reedy for you!”

“Wel,” she replied, “if they do run after us I'm not likdy to suppose it will ever be for
me. It will be for him, and they may do to me what they like. My pleasure will be—but
you'll see” | dready saw—saw at least what she supposed she hersdf saw: her drawing-
room crowded with femde fashion and her atitude angdic. “Do you know what he sad
to me again before he went?’ she continued.

| wondered; he had then spoken to her. “Tha he will never, never marry— “Any one
but me!” She ingenuoudy took me up. “Then you knew?’ It might be. “1 guessed.” “And
don't you believe it?” Again | hestated. “Yes” Yet dl this didn't tel me why she had
changed colour. “Is it a secret—whom he' swith?’

“Oh no, they seem 0 nice. | was only sruck with the way you know him—your seeing
immediady that it must be a new friendship that has kept him over. It's the devotion of
the Dedricks,” Laviniasaid. “He straveling with them.”

Once more | wondered. “Do you mean they’ re taking him about?’

“Y es—they’ve invited him.”

No, indeed, | reflected—he wasn't proud. But what | said was “Who in the world are
the Dedricks?’

“Kind, good people whom, last month he accidentaly met. He was waking some Swiss
pass—a long, rather stupid one, | believe, without his aunt and his cousin, who had gone
round some other way and were to mest him somewhere. It came on to rain in torrents,



and while he was huddliing under a shdter he was overtaken by some people in a
cariage, who kindly made him get in. They drove him, | gather, for severd hours, it
began an intimacy, and they’ ve continued to be charming to him.”

| thought a moment. “Are they ladies?’

Her own imagination meanwhile had aso strayed alittle. “I think about forty.”

“Forty ladies?’

She quickly came back. “Oh no; | mean Mrs. Dedrick is” “About forty? Then Miss
Dedrick

“Thereisn't any Miss Dedrick.”

“No daughter?’

“Not with them, a any rate. No one but the husband.” | thought again. “And how old is
he?”

Laviniafollowed my example. “Well, about forty, too.”

“About forty-two?” We laughed, but “That's dl right!” | sad; and so, for the time, it
seemed.

He continued absent, none the less, and | saw Lavinia repeatedly, and we aways talked
of him, though this represented a grester concern with his affars than 1 had redly
supposed mysdf committed to. | had never sought the acquaintance of his faher's
people, nor seen ether his aunt or his cousin, so that the account given by these reatives
of the circumstances of their separation reached me at last only through the girl, to whom,
dso—for she knew them as little—it had circuitoudy come. They conddered, it
appeared, the poor ladies he had started with, hat he had treated them ill and thrown
them over, sacrificing them sdfishly to company picked up on the road—a reproach
deeply resented by Lavinia, though about the company too | could see she was not much
more a& her ease. “How can he help it if he's so taking?’ she asked; and to be properly
indignant in one quarter she had to pretend to be ddighted in the other. Marmaduke was
“taking”; yet it dso came out between us a last that the Dedricks must certainly be
extraordinary. We had scant added evidence, for his letters stopped, and that naturdly
was one of our 9gns. | had meanwhile leisure to reflect—it was a sort of study of the
human scene | dways liked—on what to be teking condsted of. The upshot of my
meditations, which experience has only confirmed, was that it condsted smply of itsef.
It was a qudity implying no others. Marmaduke had no others. What indeed was his need
of any?

He a lagt, however, turned up; but then it happened that if, on his coming to see me, his
immediate picture of his charming new friends quickened even more than | had expected
my sense of the variety of the human species, my curiosty about them failed to make me
respond when he suggested | should go to see them. It's a difficult thing to explain, and |
don't pretend to put it successfully, but does't it often happen that one may think wel
enough of a person without being inflamed with the desre to meet—on the ground of any
such sentiment— other persons who think il better? Somehow—little harm as there
was in Marmaduke—it was but haf a recommendation of the Dedricks that they were
crazy about him. | didn't say this—I was careful to say little; which didn't prevent his



presently asking if he mightn't then bring them to me. “If not, why not?’ he laughed. He
laughed about everything.

“Why not? Because it strikes me that your surrender doesn't require any backing. Since
you' ve done it you must teke care of yoursdlf.”

“Oh, but they're as safe)” he returned, “as the Bank of England. They're wonderful—
for respectability and goodness.”

“Those are precisely qudities to which my poor intercourse can cortribute nothing.”
He hadn't, | observed, gone so far as to tdl me they would be “fun,” and he had, on the
other hand, promptly mentioned that they lived in Westbourne Terrace. They were not
forty—they were forty-five; but Mr. Dedrick had dready, on consderable gains, retired
from some primitive professon. They were the smplest, kindest, yet mog origind and
unusua people, and nothing could exceed, frankly, the fancy they had taken to him.
Mamaduke spoke of it with a placidity of resgnation that was dmog irritating. |
suppose | should have despised him if, after benefits accepted, he had said they bored
him; yet ther not boring him vexed me even more than it puzzled. “Whom do they
know?’

“No one but me. There are peoplein London like that.”

“Who know no one but you?’

“No—I| mean no one a dl. There are extraordinary people in London, and awfully
nice. You haven't an idea. You people don't know every ore. They lead ther lives—they
go their way. One finds—what do you cdl it?—refinement, books, cleverness, don’'t you
know, and music, and pictures, and religion, and an excdlent table—al sorts of pleasant
things. Y ou only come across them by chance; but it's al perpetudly going on.

| assented to this: the world was very wonderful, and one must certainly see what one
could. In my own quarter too | found wonders enough. “But are you,” | asked, “as fond
of them—"

“As they are of me?” He took me up promptly, and his eyes were quite unclouded.
“I'm quite sure | shal become so.

“Then are you teking Lavinia—7"

“Not to see them—no.” | saw, mysdf, the next minute, of course, that | had made a
migtake. “On what footing can |7’

| bethought mysdif. “I keep forgetting you' re not engaged.”

“Wdl,” he said after amoment, “I shal never marry another.”

It somehow, repested again, gave on my nerves. “Ah, but what good will that do her, or
me ether, if you don't marry her?”

He made no answer to this—only turned away to look at something in the room; after
which, when he next faced me, he had a heightened colour. “She ought to have taken me
that day,” he said gravely and gently, fixing me dso asif he wished to say more.

| remember that his very mildness irritated me, some show of resentment would have
been a promise that the case might Hill be righted. But | dropped it, the slly case, without
letting him say more, and, coming back to Mr. and Mrs. Dedrick, asked him how in the
world, without ether occupation or society, they passed so much of ther time. My
question gppeared for a moment to leave him a a loss, but he presently found light;
which, a the same time, | saw on my sde, redly suited him better than further talk about
Lavinia “Oh, they live for Maud-Eveyn.”

“And who's Maud-Eveyn?’



“Why, their daughter.”

“Their daughter?’ | had supposed them childless.

He partly explained. “Unfortunately they’ve lost her.”

“Logt her?’ | required more.

He hedtated again. “I mean that a great many people would take it that way. But they
don’ t—they won't.”

| speculated. “ Do you mean other people would have given her up?’

“Y es—perhaps even tried to forget her. But the Dedricks can't.”

| wondered what she had done: had it been anything very bad? However, it was none of
my business, and | only said: “They communicate with her?’

“Oh, dl thewhile”

“Then why is1't she with them?’

Marmaduke thought. * She is—now.”

“ *Now’? Since when?’

“Well, thislast year.”

“Then why do you say they've lost her?”

“Ah,” he sad, amiling sadly, “| should cdl it that. I, & any rate,” he went on, “don’t
see her.”

Still more | wondered. “They keep her apart?’

He thought again. “No, it's not that. As| say, they livefor her.”

“But they don’t want you to—isthat it?’

At thishelooked & mefor thefirst time, as | thought, alittle srangely. “How can 17’

He put it to me as if it were bad of him, somehow, that he shouldn’'t; but | made, to the
best of my ability, a quick end of tha. “You can't. Why in the world should you? Live
for my girl. Livefor Lavinia”

A%

| had unfortunately run the risk of boring him again with tha idea, and, though he had not
repudiated it a the time | fet in my having returned to it the reason why he never
regppeared for weeks. | saw “my girl,” as | had caled her, in the interva, but we avoided
with much intengty the subject of Mamaduke It was just this tha gave me my
perspective for finding her congantly full of him. It determined me, in dl the circum-
stances, not to rectify her mistake about the childlessness of the Dedricks. But whatever |
left unsaid, her naming the young man was only a quesion of time, for a the end of a
month she told me he had been twice to her mother’s and that she had seen him on esch
of these occasiors.

“Wdl then?’

“Wdll then, he' s very happy.”

“And gill taken up—"

“As much as ever, yes, with those people. He didn’t tell me so, but | could seeit.”

| could too, and her own view of it. “What, in that case, did he tdll you?’

“Nothing—but | think there's something he wants to. Only not what you think,” she
added.

| wondered then if it were what | had had from him the lagt time. “Well, what prevents
him?’ | asked.



“From bringing it out? | don’t know.”

It was in the tone of this that she struck, b my ear, the first note of an acceptance so
deep and a patience s0 drange that they gave me, a the end, even more food for
wonderment than the rest of the business. “If he can’t speak, why does he come?’

Shedmog smiled. “Wll, | think | shall know.”

| looked &t her; | remember that | kissed her. “Y ou're admirable; but it' s very ugly.”

“Ah,” shereplied, “he only wants to be kind!”

“To them? Then he should let others done. But what | cdl ugly is his being content to
be s0 ‘beholden’ —"

“To Mr. and Mrs. Dedrick?” She consdered as if there might be many sides to it. “But
mayn’t he do them some good?’

The idea failed to gpped to me. “What good can Marmaduke do? There's one thing,” |
went on, “in case he should want you to know them. Will you promise me to refuse?’

She only looked helpless and blank. “Making their acquaintance?’

“Seaing them, going near them—ever, ever.

Again she brooded. “Do you mean you won't?’

“Never, never.”

“Wadll, then, | don't think | want to.”

Ah, but that’s not apromise.” | kept her up to it. “I want your word.”

She demurred alittle. “But why?’

“So that at least he shan’'t make use of you,” | said with energy.

My energy overbore her, though | saw how she would redly have given hersdf. “I
promise, but it's only because it's something | know he will never ask.”

| differed from her a the time, bdieving the proposa in question to have been exactly
the subject she had supposed him to be wishing to broach; but on our very next meeting |
heard from her of quite another matter, upon which, as soon as she came in, | saw her to
be much excited.

“You know then about the daughter without having told me? He cdled agan
yesterday,” she explained as she met my sare a her uncomected plunge, “and now |
know that he has wanted to spesk to me. He at last brought it out.”

| continued to stare. “ Brought what?’

“Why, everything.” She looked surprised a my face. “Didn’'t he tell you about Maud-
Evdyn?

| perfectly recollected, but | momentarily wondered. “He spoke of there being a
daughter, but only to say that there s something the matter with her. What isit?’

The girl echoed my words. “What ‘is it?—you dear, strange thing! The matter with her
issmply that she's dead.”

“Dead?’ | was naturdly mystified. “When then did she die?’

“Why, years and years ago—fifteen, | believe. As a little girl. Didn't you understand it
so?’

“How should I—when he spoke of her as ‘with’ them and said that they lived for her!”

“Wdl,” my young friend explaned, “that’'s just what he meant—they live for her
memory. She iswith them in the sense that they think of nothing else”

| found matter for surprise in this correction, but aso, at first, matter for relief. At the
same time it left, as | turned it over, a fresh ambiguity. “If they think of nothing se, how
can they think so much of Marmaduke?’



The difficulty struck her, though she gave me even then a dim impresson of being
dready, as it were, raher on Marmaduke's sde, or, & any rate—admos as agang
hersdf—in sympathy with the Dedricks. But her answer was prompt: “Why, that's just
their reason—that they can talk to him so much about her.”

“I see” Yet dill | wondered. “But what's his interet—7?"

“In beng drawn into it?” Agan Lavinia met her difficulty. “Wdl, that she was so0
interesting! It appears she was lovely.”

| doubtlessfarly gaped. “A little girl in a pinafore?’

“She was out of pinafores;, she was, | believe, when she died, about fourteen. Unless it
was Sxteen! Shewas a dl events wonderful for beauty.”

“That’ stherule. But what good doesit do him if he has never seen her?’

She thought a moment, but this time she had no answer. “Well, you must ask him!”

| determined without delay to do so; but | had before me meanwhile other
contradictions. “Hadn't | better ask him on the same occason wha he means by their
‘communiceting’ 7’

Oh, this was smple. “They go in for ‘mediums’ don't you know, and rgps, and Sttings.
They began ayear or two ago.”

“Ah, the idiotd” | remember, a this, narrow-mindedly exdaming. “Do they want to
drag himin—?"

“Not in the least; they don't desireit, and he has nothing to do with it.”

“Then where does hisfun comein?’

Lavinia turned away; agan she seemed a a loss. At last she brought out: “Make him
show you her little photograph.”

But | remained unenlightened. “Is her little photograph his fun?’

Once more she coloured for him. “Waell, it represents a young loveiness!”

“That he goes about showing?’

She hestated. “1 think he has only shown it to me.”

“Ah, you're just the last onel” | permitted mysdlf to observe.

“Why <0, if I’'m also struck?’

There was something about her that began to escape me, and | must have looked at her
hard. “1t's very good of you to be struck!”

“I don't only mean by the beauty of the face” she went on; “I mean by the whole
thing—by that dso of the attitude of the parents, their extraordinary fiddity, and the way
that, as he says, they have made of her memory a red religion. That was what, above al,
he came to tell me about.”

| turned away from her now, and she soon afterwards left me; but | couldn’t help its
dropping from me before we parted that | had never supposed him to be that sort of fool.

Vv

If | were redly the perfect cynic you probably think me, | should frankly say that the
main interest of the rest of this metter lay for me in fixing the sort of fool |1 did suppose
him. But I'm afrad, after dl, that my anecdote amounts manly to a presentation of my
own folly. 1 shouldn't be s0 in possesson of the whole spectacle had | not ended by
accepting it, and | shouldn’t have accepted it had it not, for my imagination, been saved
somehow from grotesqueness. Let me say a once, however, that grotesqueness, and even



indeed something worse, did a firs appear to me drongly to season it. After that tak
with Lavinia | immediately addressed to our friend a request that he would come to see
me when | took the liberty of chdlenging him outright on everything she had told me
There was one point in particular that | desired to clear up and hat seemed to me much
more important even than the colour of Maud-Evelyn's har or the length of her
pinafores. the quedtion, | of course mean, of my young man's good fath. Was he
dtogether slly or was he only atogether mercenary? | felt my choice restricted for the
moment to these aternatives.

After he had said to me “It's as ridiculous as you please, but they've smply adopted
me” | had it out with him, on the spot, on the issue of common honesty, the question of
what he was conscious, S0 that his saf-respect should be saved, of being able to give such
benefactors in return for such bounty. I'm obliged to say that to a person so inclined at
the sart to quarrd with him his amiability could yet prove persuasve. His contention was
that the equivdent he represented was something for his friends done to measure. He
didn't for a moment pretend to sound deeper than the fancy they had taken to him. He
had not, from the firs, made up to them in any way: it was dl their own doing, their own
inggtence, their own eccentricity, no doubt, and even, if | liked, ther own insanity.
Waan't it enough that he was ready to declare to me, looking me draight in the eye, that
he was “redly and truly” fond of them and that they didn't bore him a mite? | had
evidently—didn't | see?—an ided for him that he wasn't a dl, if 1 didn't mind, the
fdlow to live up to. It was he himsdf who put it so, and it drew from me the
pronouncement that there was something irresdtible in the refinement of his impudence.
“I don't go near Mrs. Jex,” he said—Mrs. Jex was their favourite medium: “I do find her
ugly and vulgar and tiresome, and | hate that part of the business. Besides,” he added in
words that | afterwards remembered, “1 don't require it: | do beautifully without it. But
my friends themsdves” he pursued, “though they’'re of a type you've never come within
miles of, are not ugly, are not vulgar, are not in any degree whatever any sort of a ‘dose’
They're, on the contrary, in ther own unconventiond way, the very best company.
They're endesdy amusng. They're ddightfully queer and quaint and kind—they're like
people in some old story or of some old time. It's a any rate our own affar—mine and
thers—and | beg you to believe that | should make short work of a remonstrance on the
subject from any one but you.

| remember saying to him three months later: “You've never yet told me what they
redly want of you’; but I'm afrad this was a form of criticism that occurred to me
precisely because | had dready begun to guess. By tha time indeed | had had great
initiations, and poor Lavinia had had them as well—hers in fact throughout went further
than mine—and we had shared them together, and | had settled down to a tolerably exact
sense of what | was to see. It was what Lavinia added to it that redly made the picture.
The portrait of the little dead girl had evoked something attractive, though one had not
lived s0 long in the world without hearing of plenty of little dead girls and the day came
when | fdt as if | had actudly sat with Marmaduke in each of the rooms converted by her
parents—with the ad not only of the few smdl, cherished rdics, but that of the fondest
figments and fictions, ingenious imaginary mementoes and tokens, the unexposed make-
believes of the sorrow that broods and the passion that clings—into a temple of grief and
worship. The child, incontestably beautiful, had evidently been passionately loved, and in
the aisence from ther lives—I suppose origindly a mere accident—of such other



elements, ether new pleasures or new pains, as abound for most people, their feding had
drawn to itsdf ther whole consciousness: it had become mildly maniaca. The idea was
fixed, and it kept others out. The world, for the most part, dlows no leisure for such a
ritud, but the world had consgtently neglected this plain, shy couple, who were sengtive
to the wrong things and whose dncerity and fiddity, as well as ther tameness and
twaddle, were of arigid, antique pattern.

| must not represent that ether of these objects of interest, or my care for ther
concerns, took up dl my leisure for | had many clams to meet and many complications
to handle, a hundred preoccupations and much deeper anxieties. My young woman, on
her sde, had other contacts and contingencies—other troubles too, poor girl; and there
were dretches of time in which | neither ssw Marmaduke nor heard a word of the De-
dricks. Once, only once, abroad, in Germany a a rallway dation, | met him in their
company. They were colourless, commonplace, ederly Britons, of the kind you identify
by the livery of ther footman or the labds of ther luggage, and the mere sght of them
judified me to my corscience in having avoided, from the firgt, the iff problem of
conversation with them. Marmaduke saw me on the spot and came over to me. There was
no doubt whatever of his vivid bloom. He had grown fat—or amog, but not with
grossness—and might perfectly have passed for the handsome, happy, full-blown son of
doting parents who couldn’'t let him out of view and to whom he was a model of respect
and solicitude. They followed him with placid, pleased eyes when he joined me, but
aking nothing a dl for themsdves and quite fitting into his own manner of saying
nothing about them. It had its charm, | confess, the way he could be natura and easy, and
yet intensdy conscious, too, on such a bass. What he was conscious of was that there
were things | by this time knew; just as, while we stood there and good-humouredly
sounded each other’s faces—for, having accepted everything a last, | was only a little
curious—I| knew that he messured my indght. When he returned again to his doting
parents | had to admit that, doting as they were, | fdt him not to have been spoiled. It was
incongruous in such a career, but he was rather more of a man. There came back to me
with a shade of regret after | had got on this occason into my train, which was not thers,
a memory of some words that, a couple of years before, | had uttered to poor Lavinia. She
had said to me, spesking in reference to what was then our frequent topic and on some
fresh evidence that | have forgotten:

“He feds now, you know, about Maud-Eveyn quite as the old people themsdves do.”

“Wdl,” | had replied, “it'sonly a pity he's paid for it!”

“Paid?’ She had looked very blank.

“By dl the luxuries and conveniences” | had explained, “that he comes in for through
living with them. For that’s what he practicaly does”

At present | saw how wrong | had been. He was paid, but paid differently, and the
mastered wonder of that was redly what had been between us in the wating-room of the
dtation. Step by step, after this, | followed.

VI

| can see Lavinig, for ingance, in her ugly new mourning immediatdly after her mother’s
death. here had been long anxieties connected with this event, and she was aready faded,



dready dmost old. But Marmaduke, on her bereavement, had been to her, and she came
draightway to me.

“Do you know what he thinks now?’ she soon began. *“He thinks he knew her.”

“Knew the child?’ It cameto measif | had half expected it.

“He speaks of her now as if she hadn't been a child.” My vistor gave me the strangest
fixed smile. “It gppears that she wasn't so young—it appears she had grown up.”

| stared. “How can it ‘appear’ ? They know, &t least! There were the facts.”

“Yes” sad Lavinia, “but they seem to have come to take a different view of them. He
talked to me along time, and al about her. He told me things”

“What kind of things? Not trumpery suff, | hope, about ‘cornmunicating —about his
seeing or hearing her?’

“Oh no, he doesn't go in for that; he leaves it to the old couple, who, | bdieve, cling to
their mediums, keep up their gttings and their rappings and find in it al a comfort, an
amusement, that he doesit grudge them and that he regards as harmless. | mean
anecdotes—memories of his own. | mean things she sad to him and tha they did
together—places they went to. His mind is full of them.”

| turned it over. “Do you think he's decidedly mad?’

She shook her head with her bleached patience. “Oh no, it’stoo beautiful!”

“Then are you taking it up? | mean the preposterous theory—"

“It is a theory,” she broke in, “but it isn't necessarily preposterous. Any theory has to
suppose something,” she sagely pursued, “and it depends at any rate on what it's a theory
of It'swonderful to see this one work.”

“Wonderful aways to see the growth of a legend!” | laughed. “This is a rare chance to
watch one in formation. They're dl three in good faith building it up. k't that what you
made out from him?’

Her tired face farly lighted. “Yes—you understand it; and you put it better than I. It's
the gradual effect of brooding over the padt; the pad, that way, grows and grows. They
make it and make it. They've persuaded each other—the parents—of so many things that
they’ve at last dso persuaded him. It has been contagious.”

“It's you who put it well,” | returned. “It's the oddest thing | ever heard of, but it is, in
itsway, aredity. Only we mustn’t speek of it to others.”

She quite accepted that precaution. “No—to nobody. He doesn't. He keeps it only for
me.

“Conferring on you thus,” | again laughed, “ such a precious privilege!”

She was slent a moment, looking away from me. “Well, he has kept his vow.

“You mean of not marrying? Are you very sure?’ | asked. “Didn’'t he perhgps—7?" But
| faltered at the boldness of my joke.

The next moment | saw | needn’t. “He was in love with her,” Lavinia brought out.

| broke now into a ped which, however provoked, struck even my own ear a the
moment as rude dmogt to profanity. “He literdly tdls you outright that he's making
believe?’

She met me effectively enough. “1 don't think he knows he is. HE's just completely in
the current.”

“The current of the old peopl€ s twaddle?’

Agan my companion hestated; but she knew what she thought. “Wedl, whatever we
cdl it, I like it. It isn't so common, as the world goes, for any one—Ilet done for two or



three—to fed and to care for the dead as much as that. It's sdf-deception, no doubt, but it
comes from something that—wael,” she fatered again, “is beautiful when one does hear
of it. They make her out older, so as to imagine they had her longer; and they make out
that certain things redly happened to her, so that she shdl have had more life. They've
invented a whole experience for her, and Marrnaduke has become a part of it. There's
one thing, above dl, they want her to have had.” My young friend's face, as she andysed
the mystery, fairly grew bright with her vison. It came to me with a fant dawn of awe
that the attitude of the Dedricks was contagious. “And she did haveit!” Lavinia declared.

| pogtivdly admired her, and if | could yet pefectly be raiona without being
ridiculous, it was redly, more than anything ese, to draw from her the whole image.
“She had the bliss of knowing Marmaduke? Let us agree to it, then, snce she's not here
to contradict us. But what | don't get over is the scant materid for him!” It may eedsily be
conceved how little, for the moment, | could get over it. It was the lagt time my
impatience was to be too much for me, but | remember how it broke out. “A man who
might have hed you!”

For an ingant | feared | had upset her—thought | saw in her face the tremor of a wild
wall. But poor Lavinia was magnificent. “It wasn't that he might have had ‘me—that’'s
nothing: it was, a the mod, that | might have had him. Wdl, isn't that just what has
happened? He's mine from the moment no one ese has him. | give up the padt, but don't
you see what it doesfor the rest of life? I’'m surer than ever that he won't marry.

“Of course, he won't—to quarrdl, with those people!”

For a minute she answered nothing; then, “Well, for whatever reason!” she smply sad.
Now, however, | had gouged out of her a couple of 4ill tears, and | pushed away the
whole obscure comedly.

VII

| might push it away, but | couldn't redly get rid of it; nor, on the whole, doubtless, did |
want to, for to have in on€'s life, year after year, a particular question or two that one
couldn't comfortably and imposingly make up one's mind about was just the sort of thing
to keep one from turning stupid. There had been little need of my enjoining reserve upon
Lavinia she obeyed, in respect to impenetrable slence save with mysdf, an indinct, an
interest of her own. We never therefore gave poor Marmaduke, as you cdl it, “away”; we
were much too tender, let done that she was dso too proud; and, for himsdf, evidently,
there was not, to the end, in London, another person in his confidence. No echo of the
queer part he played ever came back to us, and | can't tell you how this fact, just by itsdf,
brought home to me little by little a sense of the charm he was under. | met him “out” at
long intervas—met him usudly a dinner. He had grown like a person with a postion
and a history. Rosy and rich-looking, fat, moreover, digtinctly fat a lagt, there was amost
in him something of the bland—yet not too bland—young head of an hereditary business.
If the Dedricks had been bankers he might tave condtituted the future of the house. There
was none the less a long middle dretch during which, though we were dl so much in
London, he dropped out of my talks with Lavinia. We were conscious, she and |, of his
absence from them; but we clearly fdt in each quarter that there are things after dl
ungpeakable, and the fact, in any case, had nothing to do with her seeing or not seeing our
friend. | was sure, as it happened, that she did see him. But there were moments that for



mysdf dill gand out. One of these was a cetain Sunday afternoon when it was S0
digmdly wet that, taking for granted | should have no vistors, | had drawn up to the fire
with a book—a successful novel of the day—that | promised mysdf comfortably to
finish. Suddenly, in my absorption, | heard a firm rat-tat-tat; on which | remember giving
a groan of inhospitdity. But my vidtor proved in due course Marmaduke, and
Marmaduke proved—in a manner even less, at the point we had reached, to have been
counted on—dtill more ataching than my novd. | think it was only an accident tha he
became s0; it would have been the turn of a harr ether way. He hadn't come to speak—
he had only come to tak, to show once more that we could continue good old friends
without his spesking. But somehow there were the circumgances. the ingdious fireside,
the things in the room, with their reminders of his younger time perhaps even too the
open face of my book, looking a him from where | had lad it down for him and giving
him a chance to fed that he could supersede Wilkie Collins. There was a dl events a
promise of intimacy, of opportunity for him in the cold lash of the windows by the storm.
We should be done it was cosy; it was safe. The action of these impressons was the
more marked that what was touched by them, | afterwards saw, was not a dl a desire for
an effect— was just smply a spirit of happiness that needed to overflow. It had findly
become too much for him. His padt, rolling up year after year, had grown too interesting.
But he was, dl the same, directly stupefying. | forget what turn of our preiminary gossp
brought it out, but it came, in explanation of something or other, as it had not yet come:
“When a man has had for a few months what | had, you know!” The moral appeared to
be tha nothing in the way of human experience of the exquiste could again particularly
metter. He saw, however, that | falled immediately to fit his reflection to a definite case,
and he went on with the frankest smile: “You look as bewildered as if you suspected me
of dluding to some sort of thing that isn't usudly spoken of; but | assure you | mean
nothing more reprehensble than our blessed engagement itsdf.” ¢ “Your blessed
engagement?’ | couldn’t help the tone in which | took him up; but the way he disposed of
that was something of which | fed to this hour the influence. It was only a look, but it put
an end to my tone forever. It made me, on my Sde, after an ingtant, look at the fire—look
hard and even turn a little red. During this moment | saw my dternatives and | chose; o
that when | met his eyes again | was fairly ready. “You gill fed,” | asked with sympathy,
“how much it did for you?’ | had no sooner spoken than | saw that that would be from
that moment the right way. It indantly made dl the difference. The main question would
be whether 1 could keep it up. | remember that only a few minutes later, for ingance, this
question gave a flare. His reply had been abundant and imperturbable—had included
some glance a the way deeth brings into relief even the faintest things that have preceded
it; on which | fet mysdf suddenly as restless as if | had grown afraid of him. | got up to
ring for teg; he went on taking—taking about Maud-Evelyn and what she had been for
him; and when the servat had come up | prolonged, nervoudly, on purpose, the order |
had wished to give. It made time, and | could spesk to the footman sufficiently without
thinking: what | thought of redly was the risk of turning right round with a little
outbresk. The temptation was drong; the same influences that had worked for my
companion just worked, in their way, during that minute or two, for me. Should I, taking
him unaware, flash a him a plan “I say, jus stle it for me once for dl. Are you the
boldest and basest of fortune-hunters, or have you only, more innocently and perhaps
more pleasantly, suffered your brain dightly to soften? But | missed the chance—which



| didn't in fact afterwards regret. My servant went out, and | faced again to my vistor,
who continued to converse. | met his eyes once more, and their effect was repeated. If
anything had happened to his brain this effect was perhgps the dominaion of the
madman's dare. Well, he was the easest and gentlest of madmen. By the time the
footman came back with tea | was in for it; | was in for everything. By “everything” |
mean my whole subsequent trestment of the case. It was—the case was—redly beautiful.
So, like dl the rest, the hour comes back to me: the sound of the wind and the rain; the
look of the empty, ugly, cabless square and of the stormy soring light; the way tha,
uninterrupted and absorbed, we had tea together by my fire. So it was that he found me
receptive and that | found mysdf able to look meredly grave and kind when he sad, for
exanple “Her faher and mother, you know, redly, that firs day—the day they picked
me up on the Splugen— recognised me as the proper one.

“The proper one?’

“To make their sonrin-law. They wanted her s0,” he went on, “to have had, don't you
know, just everything.”

“Waell, if she did haveit’—I tried to be cheerful—"isn't the whole thing then dl right?’

“Oh, it's dl right now,” he replied—"now that we've got it al there before us. You seg,
they couldn't like me so much’—he wished me thoroughly to understand—"without
wanting me to have been the man.

“| see—that was naturd.”

“Wadl,” said Marmaduke, “it prevented the possibility of any one dse”

“Ah, that would never have done!” | laughed.

His own pleasure a it was impenetrable, splendid. “You see, they couldn’t do much,
the old people—and they can do ill less now—uwith the future; so they had to do what
they could with the past.”

“And they seem to have done,” | concurred, “remarkably much.”

“Everything, smply. Everything,” he repested. Then he had an idea, though without
indstence or importunity—I noticed it just flicker in his face. “If you were to come to
Westbourne Terrace—"

“Oh, don't speak of that!” | broke in. “It wouldn't be decent now. | should have come,
if a dl, ten years ago.

But he saw, with his good humour, further than this. “I see what you mean. But there's
much more in the place now than then.”

“| dare say. People get new things. All the same ! | was at bottom but ressting my
curiogity.

Marmaduke didn’'t press me, but he wanted me to know. “There are our rooms—the
whole sst; and | don’'t believe you ever saw anything more charming, for her taste was
extraordinary. I'm afraid, too, that | mysdf have had much to say to them.” Then as he
made out that | was again a little a sea, “I’'m talking,” he went on, “of the suite prepared
for her marriage.” He “taked” like a crown prince. “They were ready, to the last touch—
there was nothing more to be done. And they're just as they were—not an object moved,
not an arrangement dtered, not a person but oursdves coming in: they’re only exquistey
kept. All our presents are there—I should have liked you to see them.”

It had become a torment by this time—I saw that | had made a mistake. But | carried it
off. “Oh, | couldn’t have borne it!”



“They're not sad,” he smiled— “they’re too lovely to be sad. They're happy—and the
things—!” He seemed, in the excitement of our talk, to have them before him.

“They’re 0 very wonderful 7’

“Oh, sdected with a patience that makes them amogt pricdess. It's redly a museum.
There was nothing they thought too good for her.”

| had lost the museum, but | reflected that it could contain no object sO rare as my
vigtor. “Well, you' ve helped them—you could do that.”

He quite eagerly assented. “I could do thet, thank Cod—I could do that! | fdt it from
the firg, and it's what | have done” Then as if the connexion were direct: “All my things
arethere”

| thought a moment. “Y our presents?’

“Those | made her. She loved each one, and | remember about each the particular thing
she said. Though | do say it,” he continued, “none of the others, as a matter of fact, come
near mine. | look a them every day, and | assure you I'm not ashamed.” Evidently, in
short, he had spared nothing, and he talked on and on. He redlly quite swvaggered.

VIl

In relation to times and intervals | can only recdl that if this vigt of his to me had been in
the early spring it was one day in the late autumn—a day, which couldn’t have been in
the same year, with the difference of hazy, drowsy sunshine and brown and yelow
leaves—that, taking a short cut across Kensngton Gardens, | came, amnong the untrodden
ways, upon a couple occupying chairs under a tree, who immediately rose a the sght of
me. | had been behind them a recognition, the fact that Marmaduke was in deep
mourning having perhaps, o far as | had observed it, mided me. In my desire both not to
look flustered a meeting them and to spare their own confusion | bade them again be
seated and asked leave, as a third chair was a hand, to share a little their rest. Thus it
befdl that after a minute Lavinia and | had sat down, while our friend, who had looked at
his watch, stood before us among the falen foliage and remarked that he was sorry to
have to leave us. Lavinia said nothing, but | expressed regret; | couldn’t, however, as it
sruck me, without a false or a vulgar note spesk as if | had interrupted a tender passage
or separated a par of lovers. But | could look him up and down, take in his deep
mourning. He had not made, for going off, any other pretext than that his time was up and
that he was due a home. “Home,” with him now, had but one meaning: |1 knew him to be
completely quartered in Westbourne Terrace. “1 hope nothing has happened,” | sad—
"tha you've lost no onewhom | know.”

Marmaduke looked at my companion, and she looked a& Marmaduke. “He has logt his
wife,” she then observed.

Oh, this time, | fear, | had a smdl quaver of brutdity; but it was a him | directed it.
“Your wife?| didn’'t know you had awife!”

“Wdl” he replied, postively gay in his black suit, his black gloves, his high hatband,
“the more we live in the padt, the more things we find in it. That's a literd fact. You
would see the truth of it if your life had taken such aturn.”

“1 live in the padt,” Lavinia put in gently as if to help us both. “But with the result, my
dear,” | returned, “of not making, | hope, such extraordinary discoveries” It seemed
absurd to be afraid to be light.



“May none of her discoveries be more fata than minel” Marmaduke wasn't uproarious,
but his treetment of the matter had the good taste of smplicity. “They’ve wanted it so for
her,” he continued to me wonderfully, “that we've a last seen our way to it—I mean to
what Lavinia has mentioned.” He hedsitated but three seconds—he brought it brightly out.
“Maud-Evdyn had all her young happiness”

| sared, but Lavinia was, in her peculiar manner, as brilliant. “The marriage did take
place,” she quietly, stupendoudy explained to me.

Widl, | was determined not to be left. “So you're a widower,” | gravely asked, “and
these are the signs?’

“Yes, | shal wear them dways now.”

“But ign't it late to have begun?’

My question had been supid, | felt the next indant; but it didn't matter—he was quite
equal to the occason. “Oh, | had to wait, you know, till al the facts about my marriage
had given me the right” And he looked a his watch again. “Excuse me—I am due.
Good-bye, good-bye.” He shook hands with each of us, and as we sa there together
waching him wak away | was druck with his admirable manner of looking the
character. | felt indeed as our eyes followed him that we were a one on this, and | said
nothing till he was out of Sght. Then by the same impulse we turned to each other.

“I thought he was never to marry!” | exclamed to my friend.

Her fine wasted face met me gravely. “Heisn't—ever. He |l be till more faithful.”

“Faithful thistime to whom?’

“Why, to Maud-Evdyn.” | sad nothing—I only checked an gaculation; but | put out a
hand and took ore of hers, and for a minute we kept slence. “Of course it's only an
idea” she began again at ladt, “but it seems to me a beautiful one” Then she continued
resgnedly and re markably: “And now they can die.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Dedrick?” | pricked up my ears. “Arethey dying?’

“Not quite, but the old lady, it gppears is faling, dteadily weekening; less, as |
undergand it, from any definite alment than because she jus feds her work done and her
litle sum of passon, as Mamaduke cdls it, spent. Fancy, with her convictions, al her
reasons for wanting to die! And if she goes, he says, Mr. Dedrick won't long linger. It
will be quite * John Andersonmy jo’ ”

“Keeping her company down the hill, to lie beside her at the foot?’

“Yes, having sdtled dl things.” | turned these things over as we waked away, and how
they had settled them—for Maud-Evelyn's dignity and Marmaduke's high advantage;
and before we parted that afternoon—we had taken a cab in the Bayswater Road and she
had come home with me—I remember saying to her: “Well then, when they die won't he
be free?

She seemed scarce to understand. “Free?’

“To do what he likes.”

She wondered. “But he does what he likes now.”

“Wdl then, what you like!” “Oh, you know what | like—!"

Ah, | closed her mouth! “Y ou liketo tdl horrid fibs—yes, | know it!”

What she had then put before me, however, came in time to pass: | heard in the course
of the next year of Mrs. Dedrick’s extinction, and some months later, without, during the
intervd, having seen a sgn of Mamaduke, wholly taken up with his bereaved patron,
learned that her husband had touchingly followed her. | was out of England a the time;



we had had to put into practice great economies and let our little place; so that, spending
three winters successively in Itdy, | devoted the periods between, a home, atogether to
vidgts among people, manly reatives, to whom these friends of mine were not known.
Lavinia of course wrote to me—wrote, among many things, that Marmaduke was ill and
had not seemed at dl himsdf dnce the loss of his “family,” and this in spite of the
circumstance, which she had dready promptly communicated, that they had left him, by
will, “dmost everything.” | knew before | came back to reman that she now saw him
often and, to the extent of the change that had overtaken his srength and his spirits,
gregtly ministered to him. As soon as we at last met | asked for news of him; to which she
replied: “He sgradudly going.” Then on my surprise;

“He has had hislife”

“Y ou mean thet, as he said of Mrs. Dedrick, his sum of passion is spent?’

At this she turned away. “Y ou’ ve never understood.”

| had, | conceived; and when | went subsequently to see him | was moreover sure. But |
only sad to Lavinia on this fird occason tha | would immediatdy go; which was
precissly what brought out the climax, as | fed it to be, of my gory. “He's not now, you
know,”—she turned round to admonish me, “in Westbourne Terrace. He has taken a little
old house in Kensington.”

“Then he has't kept the things?’

“He has kept everything.” She looked at me till more asif | had never understood.

“Y ou mean he has moved them?’

She was patient with me. “He has moved nothing. Everything is as it was, and kept
with the same perfection.”

| wondered. “But if he doesn't live there?

“It'sjust what he does.”

“Then how can he bein Kenangton?’

She hestated, but she had ill more than her old gragp of it. “He's in Kensngton—
without living.”

“Y ou mean that a the other place—!”

“Yes, he spends most of his time. HE's driven over there every day—he remains there
for hours. He keepsiit for that.”

“1 see—it'sdill the museum.”

“It sdill thetemplel” Laviniareplied with podtive auderity.

“Then why did he move?’

“Because, you see, there’—she fatered agan—*I could come to him. And he wants
me,” she said, with admirable smplicity.

Little by little | took it in. “ After the death of the parents, even, you never went?’

“Never.”

“So you haven't seen anything?’

“Anything of hers? Nothing.”

| understood, oh perfectly; but | won't deny that | was disgppointed: | had hoped for an
account of his wonders, and | immediatdy felt that it wouldn't be for me to take a sep
that she had declined. When, a short time laer, | saw them together in Kensngton
Square—there were certain hours of the day tha she regulaly spent with him—I
obsarved that everything about him was new, handsome and smple. They were, in ther
grange, find union—if union it could be cdled—very naturd and very touching; but he



was visbly gricken—he had his alment in his eyes. She moved about him like a Sgter of
chaity—at dl events like a dger. He was neither robust nor rosy now, nor was his
atention visbly very present, and | privatdy and fancifully asked mysdf where it wan+
dered and waited. But poor Marmaduke was a gentleman to the end— he wasted away
with an excelent manner. He died twelve days ago; the will was opened; and last week,
having meanwhile heard from her of its contents, | saw Lavinia He leaves her everything
that he himsdf had inherited. But she spoke of it dl in a way that caused me to say in
aurprises “You haven't yet been to the house?”’

“Not yet. I've only seen the solicitors, who tell me there will be no complications.”

There was something in her tone that made me ask more. “Then you're not curious to
see what' s there?’

She looked a me with a troubled—amog a pleading—sense, which | understood; and
presently she said: “Will you go with me?’

“Some day, with pleasure—but not the firgt time. You must @ done then. The ‘reics
that you'll find there” | added—for | had read her book—"you must think of now not as
hers—"

“But ashis?”

“lan't that what his death—with his s0 close reldion to them—has made them for
you?’

Her face lighted—I saw it was a view she could thank me for putting into words. “I
see—| see. They are his I'll go.”

She went, and three days ago she came to me. They're redly marves, it appears,
treasures extraordinary, and she has them al. Next week | go with he—I shdl see them
a last. Tel you about them, you say? My dear man, everything.



