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“ NOTWITHSTANDING.”
Y friend Stanley St. Crux entered my
room with his usual lack of ceremony,

and flung himself on to his favorite sofa.
“ Galloway,” he said, seriously, “it is very
hot.”
“What an outburst of originality!” I
answered. “And yet I must admit that
it is."
He smiled languidly, and yet with an air
of superiority, and disposed himself more
comfortably upon my lounge.
“It is too hot to do any thing," he pro
ceeded—“ far too hot to keep engagements.”
“Which means,” I returned, “that you
have an engagement on your conscience
that you are neglecting.”
“Exactly.”
“ With whom 7”
“With Flournoy, who was going to call
at Colonel Percy’s. Reason—Percy has a
typical Southern belle for a daughter.”
“ Ah,” said I, “ Cordelia.”
“ I suppose so,” drowsily. “ At least they
call her Delia. One is constantly hearing
her spoken of by masculine Deuverton—the
young men of‘ our first families,’ you know.
They dance with her, they call on her, they
ride with her, and escort her upon all occa
sions. The best waltzer, the best rider, the
wearer of the smallest shoe, is Delia Percy.”
I leaned back in my chair and looked at
him in a theorizing mood. He actually was
half asleep. He plainly was not at all pro
possessed. It was evident his subject even
repelled him somewhat. And yet he was
young, complacent, and appreciative enough
at times; and his very vanity, of which he
had an abundance, might have roused him
to some interest in a type of youth and bean
ty so new to him as was Delia Percy's.
It was not a common every-day sentiment,
the friendship which existed between this
young man and myself; on the contrary, it
was a little whimsical. He was rich, and I
was poor; he was physically strong, and I
was a species of valetudinarian; he was
thirty, and I was sixty-five. And yet, de
spite these facts, I have conceit enough to
be convinced that it was not wholly on the
account of my fair relative Lesley Garland
that he professed to like me and visited me
so frequently.
There were other foundations for our in
timacy apart from Lesley Garland, who in
some casesmight have been considered foun
dation enough. \Ve had lived in the same
Northern city; we had known the same peo
ple; we had revolved in the same circle;
and last, but by no means least, we had nei
ther of us visited the South until the past
winter, when I had migrated for the sake of
my health, and he had. followed me, partially
for my own sake, partially for the sake of
the novelty, and partially, I admit, for the

sake of Lesley Garland, who was my niece
and companion and nurse.
Being stronger than I was, he had not
been driven from Florida by the first ap
proach of heat, but had remained behind to
explore swamps and shores and fastnesses
at leisure. Consequently I had reached
Denverton at least a month or six weeks
before him, and had had time to learn some
thing of its inhabitants before his arrival;
and the most important members of its so
ciety being the Percys, I knew something
of them. So I naturally theorized as I ob
served his utter lassitude of mind as far as
the belle of Denverton was concerned. But
I kept my theorizing to myself, and only
broke the silence with a commonplace ques
tion:
“Have you seen Cordelia Percy 1”
HNo.”
“Nor her father 1"
it No."
“Well,” I remarked, “let me tell you that
you will find them interesting—or ought to.
They are truly typical Southerners, not the
lavish, slave-ownin g, magnolia-shaded order
one reads of, but a type of a much larger
class; not quite so romantic and pictur
esque, but far more true to life.”
“Exactly,” he answered; “ and that is
just why I am not interested. They are
not so picturesque. For my part, I feel
myself defrauded. Fiction gave me my
planter served up hot and strong, with his
plantation and his Panama hat and his dia
bolical overseer; but fact dilutes him to
such an extent that I fail to recognize him,
and scorn to accept him as my ideal when I
do. My early education taught me to be
lieve that every Southerner was an exag
geratedly rich planter, and maltreated his
slaves; but experience roughly robs me of
the sweet delusion, and forces upon me a
predominant element of Colonel Percys and
Miss Cordelias. Is it not natural that I
should be inclined to repudiate a substitute
for my planter who is only a splenetic poli
tician, and a lawyer given to lofty hyperbole
and references to the by-gone days of South
ern chivalry 7 And as to Miss Cordelia, when
I have seen her waltz and ride, and admired
her willowy figure, and wondered at the
smallness of her shoe, have I not exhausted
her resources and my own ingenuity 1 Don’t
you remember Miss Belle Hildebrand, who
had eyes like a houri, and sang songs with
choruses out of tune l"
I certainly did remember her, and not
withstanding my appreciation of certain
fine, warm, subtle qualities in her, I could
not help but confess in secret that my poor
beautiful Cordelia belonged, in spite of her
self, to the same school. And I winced un~
pleasantly at the mere thought.
Having condescended to reuse himself so
far as to discuss the point, in my opinion
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St. Crux became, as is unfortunately some
times the habit of clever young men, almost
unpalatably didactic in his eloquence.
“They are painfully alike, that class of
Southern women,” he went on, stretching
himself out and clasping his hands behind
his head to raise it; “they are prettier than
they deserve to be ; they dress wonderfully
well, from akind of instinct not easy to ac
count for; they suggest a species of grace,
and yet frequently they do things which are
in bad taste, and they usually disappoint a
man. If it were not for the prettiness and
grace, there are some of them who would be
absolutely unbearable. But it is illustra
tive of the pitiful weakness and grossness
ofmankind, that a woman with small hands,
an arched instep, and Oriental eyes may be
guilty of indiscretions by which a thick
waisted, flat-footed young person would be
condemned forever.”
He had got this far, and was evidently
complacently well pleased with his own flu
'ency, when his harangue was broken in
upon by the clatter of horses’ feet sounding
in the street.
“Who is that 1” he asked ; and, to my
surprise, suddenly developed energy enough
to rise and approach the window near which
I sat.
There were two horses, one ridden by a
well-looking young fellow, who was plainly
in the highest spirits; the other by a girl,
lissome, erect, and full of glowing life, her
broad-brimmed Cavalier hat looped back
daringly from her picturesque face, a jaunty
knot of scarlet pinned against her hair.
They passed us almost at a flying gallop,
but she turned her supple waist, as she sat
firm in her saddle, and looked up at the
window, laughing through mere exhilara
tion, as she waved her hand at me, crying,
in a voice just a trifle loud, and yet clear as
a bell, .
“ Good-mornin g, Mr. Galloway.”
“Who is that l” demanded St. Crux, his
eyes kindling with the momentary excite
ment imparted by the rush and gay clatter.
“Only,” said I, settling myself in my in
valid’s chair again—“only Cordelia Percy.
You see, you would have missed her, after
all, even if you had gone with Flournoy.”
It took him three or four minutes to cool
down again, though he made no comment,
and I doubt, indeed, if it would not have
taken him longer, if Lesley Garland had not
entered the room.
It is one of Lesley Garland’s peculiarities
that she has a tranquilizing effect upon peo
ple. There is nothing exciting or disturb
ing about her. She is a tall, lovely young
woman, with large, clear gray eyes, and an
exquisite complexion, touched with a hint
of soft bloom; she avoids trimmings and
vivid colors, and her voice is a marvel of
low-toned melody. This morning she wore

white, with a long, swaying cluster of pale
purple clematis and a leaf at the hollow of
her fair throat, and she came in as softly
as a breath of summer wind, and produced
about the same effect.
She did not blush when she saw St. Crux,
but stood at the door, with her hand upon
the handle, with as little confusion manifest
in her manner as if we had all three been
of equal age. And yet she must have been
conscious of the fact that St. Crux had not
dropped in that morning without some lit
tle hope of seeing her.
“ Do you want any thing, Uncle Harold 1”
she asked.
“No,” I answered, benignly. “But come
in, my dear, and talk to us a little.”
So she came in, and seated herself in a
cool place, and talked as I had requested—
talked to St. Crux and talked to me. Don’t
imagine that because she was calm, she was
also insipid. Few young ladies are more in
tellectual and charming than Miss Lesley
Garland—and, better still, she listened beau
tifully when we talked, and was always
ready with replies to our brilliant speeches
and subtle appreciation of our epigrams.
I The very memory of Cordelia Percy was
swept away from St. Crux’s mind in fifteen
minutes. He en gagcd himself intensely, and
both looked and talked his best, as he al
ways did when he was with Lesley. Seeing
them together, I alwayshad the comfortable
feeling that I beheld a man who had found
his ideal and was delighting in her to the
utmost. And certainly she would have been
a creditable ideal for any man to claim as
his special property. He plainly did not give
another thought to the Percys while she was
present; but when she had left the room to
attend to my luncheon, and he himself stood
ready to go, hat in hand, he said to me,
“ You find no women in the South like
Miss Garland. Imagine the contrast between
her and the other i”
“ Ah, yes,” I answered, carelessly; “there
is certainly a contrast.”
I knew, however, that he would see Cor-
delia again, and that before many days.
Chance would have thrown them together
if he had not made any move himself, and I
knew nothing was more natural than that
he should help chance, even while he did
not fancy himself exactly interested.
I proved to be in the right. Four days
later he came to see me, and by the time he
had been in my room twenty minutes I heard
that he had been to the Percys’.
“ I went with Flournoy,” he said. “He is
on intimate terms with them. They are
fourth or fifth cousins, I believe; and some
how it ended in our spending an entire even
ing there.”
“ Indeed,” said I.
“ Yes”—with a pretense of being very cool
about it.
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But very shortly he broke into the pause
that followed by turning upon me.
“Why don’t you ask'me what I think
about Cordelia. Percy now 1” he said.
I could not help feeling pleased at my
own penetration, and flattering myself that,
after all, sixty-five was not an age without
its sharpness and knowledge of human na
ture.
“Because,” I said, “ in the first place, I
know you will tell me if I wait, and in the
second, I know without being told.”
“ If you do," he returned, composedly, “I
wish you would tell me.”
“I have no objection,” was my reply.
“Just at present you fancy it lies in a nut
shell. Her beauty charms and dazzles you
in spite of yourself; her ignorance annoys
you; her manner strikes you as being a.
novel one; and, upon the whole, you are
amused.”
He laughed a little, and, I fancied, colored
slightly.
“Well,” he said, “it is not a bad summing
up altogether. There can"t be two opinions
about her beauty, and there can’t be two
opinions about her ignorance; and yet she
is fresh and whimsical enough to amuse one.”
“Did she play i” I asked.
He laughed again.
“Yes,” he said. “ Flournoy, who is an
idiot, insisted that she should, and was so
persistent that she could not refuse often
enough to make him give the matter up.”
“\Vell i” suggested I. He had stopped,
and was smiling.
“ Oh, she plays badly. She has had teach
ers with infamous taste, and they have given
her young-lady pieces with showy varia
tions. And she has enough music in her
soul to have prevented her feeling any in
terest in them. She plays them badly, and
I am glad she does. It would be worse if
she had had the patience to learn them cor
rectly. When she had finished, she got up
and pushed the music back in a heap, and
gave her shoulders an angry little shake,
putting out her delicate under lip like a
child, her eyes full of pettish humiliation.
‘I can not play,’ she said. ‘You know I
can not.’”
It was so like the poor, impetuous, indis
ereet child that I could not help feeling
slightly vindictive.
“Flournoy is an idiot,” I said. “He al
ways was, his friends tell me.”
St. Crux raised his eyebrows. “She has
voice enough,” he condescended; “ it is sweet
and flexible; but her adorers have piled her
music- stand with sentimental ditties, all
two-thirds chorus, and I suppose she must
do something with them.”
I heard a great deal about his visit before
he went away. In a careless, unremarka
ble fashion he said first one thing and then
another, until he had told me almost every

thing they had said to each other, and all
that had happened: how Colonel Percy had
drifted into politics, and had been very se
vere upon the then administration; how
Cordelia’s eyes had flashed when the con
versation turned upon their experiences in
“Confederate times ;” how Flournoy had
wandered off enthusiastically, and hopeless
ly lost himself, in a dissertation upon the
beauty and grace of Southern women, and
how Mrs. Percy had evidently approved of
his views. Altogether he gave me ground
enough upon which to form a series of in
teresting fancies. In a dearth of other
amusement, I frequently entertain myself
with my fancies. I am too much of an in
valid to visit the outside world, so I must
make the outside world visit me. I must
make use of my imagination, and I made
use of it in this case.
I may as well admit before I go further
that I had one of my fancies for Cordelia,
Percy. I liked her. She touched me; she
interested me. She was a novelty, and,
viewed from some points, became a little
pathetic. I suppose it is natural that one
should always put a woman’s beauty in the
first place; so I will say that, in the first
place, she was so thorough a beauty; in
the second, she was so innocently conscious,
and often so innocently unconscious, of her
many imperfections; in the third, her ill
regulated young heart was so warm and

dangerously open to assault; and in the
fourth, she was as fond of me as I was of
her. I had seen women like Lesley Gar
land before, women who were fair, equable,
and well trained in all feminine graces, and
I had always admired and felt my inferior
ity to them; but, to my discredit be it
spoken, none of them had ever tugged at
my heart-strings as did this lovely, imper
fect, tempestuous Cordelia.
I did not know exactly why it was that,
from my first acquaintance with her, I had
begun to wish that St. Crux had not been
interested in Lesley Garland. People who
were not inclined to be whimsical might
certainly have fancied that Lesley was the
better suited to him of the two; but then
I am well known to be one of the persons
who are whimsical, and I had certain secret
ideas of my own upon the subject. St. Crux,
who is in every respect a delightfully fasci
nating fellow when he chooses so to be, was
capable of making the woman who loved
and was loved by him desperately happy,
and I wanted to see Cordelia Percy desper
ately happy, and developing accordingly, as
I knew she would. Being in an imagina
tive mood, I depicted to myself to a nicety
how she had been affected by his first visit.
I knew how he had pleased and displeased
her, irritated and soothed her, by turns,
without having the slightest intention of
doing either the one thing or the other.



378, HARPER’S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

That afternoon I had the pleasure of see
ing her and hearing all about it from her
own sweet, rash lips, notwithstanding the
fact that she was perfectly guileles of any
intention of betraying her emotions to me.
She often came to see me. I had invited
her at first, and she had availed herself of
my invitation with delightful candor. At
the outset I think she enjoyed her conscious
ness of my interest and admiration, and aft
erward she began to like me. So she fell
into the habit of coming, sometimes with a
lavish bouquet of flowers, sometimes with a
trifling dainty she had manufactured her
self, and was very proud of, and sometimes
with nothing but her own charm of youth
and high spirit, which was quite enough.
We became so confidential, and she was so
frank and ingenuously indisereet, that she
even occasionally discussed her adorers with
me, and related a few little stories of her
triumphs; and odd as it may seem to the
uninitiated, I must say that I enjoyed such
occasions in no small degree.
She brought a bouquet this time, and hav
ing laid aside her gloves, proceeded to divide
and arrange it in various vases for me, and
as she arranged it, talked.
“Mr. Galloway,” she began, “I have seen
that friend of yours. Cousin Will Flournoy
brought him to our house a few nights ago.”
“ So he told me,” I replied.
She turned round suddenly: her back had
been toward me before.
“ Did he? What did he say 7”
Under the same circumstances, Lesley
Garland would have expired silently before
asking such a childish and transparent
question, and yet I could not help seeing
something to admire in the utter ignorance
of diplomacy which could be guilty of such
a misstep.
“He said that you played and sang.”
The creamy pallor of her skin changed to
a deep pink up to the very roots of her- hair.
“That was Cousin Will’s fault,” she said.
“I hate him. He is always doing stupid
things. As if I would have played if he
had left me alone! Did he—did he say it
was very bad, Mr. Galloway I” in guileless
distress. -
“ Oh,” I replied, with indifi‘erent mendac
ity, “ he is a reserved sort of fellow, St.
Crux, and not in the habit of saying very
much; but I dare say he was like nae—glad
that you had not wasted your time in learn
ing such things better. You must really
have some new music, Cordelia.”
She stood ponting and pulling a flower
to pieces.

'

“There is no use.
it here 1”
“ You would care for it yourself,” I said.
“I don’t know,” scattering a shower of
scarlet geranium petals all round her. “I
am not like Miss Garland.”

Who would care for

“What!” said I.
Lesley Garland I”
A little nervous laugh broke through her
pout.
“ Yes, I am,” she said.
U ’71
“ Because,” conclusively.
tried to laugh again, and failed. “She is
so exactly right,” she added. “She has
every thing on her side. She is beautiful
and clever, and she never makes mistakes.
Pooh!” shrugging her shoulders. “In a
love story girls like her carry every thing
before them. The hero always falls in love
with her, and is always contrasting her
with the shallow, handsome, rich one every
body wants him to marry. It is the rich
beauties who are unfortunate.”
“And you are a rich beauty,” I com
mented.
She turned her head over her shoulder
and looked at herself in the glass with large
languorous dark eyes, which were quite can
did in their expression of their opinion of
themselves.
“I am pretty,” she said. “Of course I
should know that if people didn’t tell me,
and they are always telling me. And as
for being rich, you know I wasn’t a year
old before somebody left me ever so much
money and a big rice plantation. I am al
ways having to sign papers about it. To
have people fall in love with me, I ought
to be poor enough to be dependent on some
one, and have only one very becoming best
dress, and yet know every thing and do ev
ery thing better than every body else, and
be able to make unluckier people feel con
temptible.”
“Don’t people fall in love with you 7” I
suggested.
“Yes, a great deal too much,” with touch
ing dissatisfaction. “ But what do I care
for Will Flournoy and the five M‘Dermotts
and all the Harringtons I"
I let her go back to her flowers and finish
arranging them before I said any thing about
St. Crux, and then, as she was placing her
last tuberose, I asked her a question.
“How do you like him I” I said, oraftily.
“He is not like any of the rest,” she an
swered, innocently, falling into my trap at
once; “and he never would say the wrong
kind of things. I like men to be like Lesley
Garland. A man can’t make me jealous.”
Which was quite enough for me. She
had not required to be brought back to the
subject by the mention of his name—ergo,
it had been in her mind even when we had
talked of other things.
As she was going out of the door, after
bidding me good-morning, St. Crux came in.
I was amused to note the expression of his
face when he saw her. It was not actually
a lighting up, but a hint of a possible de
velopment of momentary interest and ex

“Are you jealous of

And then she
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citement. He hesitated a second, as if with
some half-formed intention of stopping her;
but she only gave him a bright careless nod,
a good-morning, stepped past him, and ran
lightly down stairs.
“You are just in time to be too late,” I
remarked.
“ So it seems,” was his reply.
He wore his usually calm aspect when he
sat down, and he regarded the bouquet near
est him with a critical eye.
“There is high art in such arrangement
as that,” he said. “Women like Miss Gar
land—"
“It was not Lesley Garland who arranged
them,” I interposed. “ It was Delia Percy.”
He appeared somewhat less complacent,
but held his own well enough, nevertheless.
He stretched out his hand and'picked up a
pair of gloves, carelessly rolled together in
an untidy little ball.
“Is it Delia Percy who wears pink gloves
when she makes calls 1" he asked. “ It is
not Miss Garland, I am sure.”
They were Delia’s gloves, and I regretted
to see that they were pink of the palest
shade. In her love for pretty and delicate
things the poor child was sometimes rather
lavish and fanciful. Certainly pale pink
gloves are scarcely the thing for a friendly
morning visit in a country village.
“Leave them alone,” I said, snappishly.
He laughed, holding them lightly.
“Oh, I am not going to take them,” he
answered. “ It is only in three-volumed
novels that men do that kind of thing, and
it always struck me as expressing an exag
gerated order of sentiment. If I took them,
I suppose the correct thing would be to
wear them next to my heart.” And he
laughed again and laid them down, and, I
must confess, I did not see him even look
at them again.
I did not see him look at them again, I
repeat, and my reason for so doing is a cu
rious one. He looked at Lesley Garland,
who came in, and he talked to her and en
tertained himself, to all appearances, to his
great satisfaction. He was so fully occu
pied with Lesley, indeed, that I found my
self just a shade neglected. But when he
had made his bow and left us, and I glanced
at the table, the gloves were gone.
I was mystified in one respect certainly.
What emotion had prompted him to take
them was beyond my comprehension; but
that he had taken them I was fully con
vinced, and I seized the earliest opportuni
ty of conveying to him my knowledge of
the fact. When next I found myself alone
with himself and Lesley, I asked my niece
a question:
“Whatnumber of gloves do you wear,
my dear Lesley 1”
She held out a fair, finely developed, wom
anly hand, smiling at the question.

“ Six and a half; Jouvin."
“Ah!” I remarked; “then, of course, you
could not wear sixes. And then, again,
from what I know of you, I should hardly
feel myself justified in accusing you of ap
propriating a stray pair.”
“Not if they were sixes,” with another
smile. “Who has lost them I”
“Cordelia Percy.”
St. Crux, who had been taming over a
book of engravings, stopped doing so to
look up at me composedly.
“Her hands are as small as her feet, then,”
he said. “Flour-noy confidentially informs
me that her shoe is a number one. It is
supposed to be a great cause for congratu
lation in the family. But, for my part, I
am ashamed to confess that I am becoming
a little tired of hearing her adorers talk
about her shoes. It seems to me that in
the South a woman’s shoe is a matter of
vital importance.”
I said nothing more, simply because I felt
it would be of no use. He was plainly de
termined to keep his own counsel, and I was
checkmated.
He met Cordelia again and again, I used
to hear, and occasionally I heard it from
his own lips; but he never discussed her
or made her a subject of conversation, and,
in fact, always appeared rather indifferent
than otherwise, and was as faithful as ever
in his cultivation of Lesley Garland. Cor
delia herself, also, was more inclined to be
reserved where he was concerned than I
should have imagined possible. She would
talk about the M‘Dermotts and Harring
tons and the score or so of fifty-second
cousins who worshiped at her shrine and
fiaunted the frail fabric of their relation
ship in less lucky people’s faces, but she
had very little to say about St. Crux.
“He comes to the house with Cousin Will,”
she would say, “and we know each other a
little better than we used to, but not very
much.”
Her very reserve made me uneasy at times.
I had wished that St. Crux would fall in
love with her; but since he did not seem
inclined to do so, I certainly did not wish
to see her warm young heart fix itself upon
him. She was worthy of happier things
than a one-sided passion. I began to wish
that she was as calmly candid ns Lesley
Garland, who was as ready to admire St.
Crux as I myself, and whose clear tranquil
eyes met mine with as little shrinking as
a child’s when we discussed him together.
Certainly Lesley’s sentiment for him was
by no means a vehement one, to whatever
order it might belong.
It disturbed me vaguely to discover that
Cordelia was making desperately charming
efforts to “improve herself,” even though
she flattered my elderly vanity by appeal
ing to me, and, having asked me for advice,
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read the books I directed, and endeavored
to develop the tastes I admired.
She brought the new music to me one
day, a vast roll, which she laid upon the
table, and seated herself near, leaning her
beautiful cheek on her hand, and flushing
over in a depth of naive discouragement.
“If I had some one to help me, I think I
might learn it,” she sighed; “ but I am so
used to trash that I shall be sure to play it
badly if I try myself.”
I began to talk the matter over to Lesley
that evening, and before I had talked very
long, I saw her grave delicious smile ap
pear, and I knew some gentle and altogether
admirable thought was rising in her mind.
I discovered what it was when next I saw
Cordelia.
“Mr. Galloway,” she said, “new, accord
ing to all proper stories, I am to be utterly
despised. I am going to be taught by the
perfect heroine. Miss Garland is going to
give me music lessons.”
Even though I thought I knew the silly
child so well, it seemed a little incompre
hensible that the tears should rush into he
eyes as she spoke. ‘

“The hero will hate me now, you know,”
she went on, “and she will be more fasci
nating than ever. I shall be horribly im
pertinent to her, and expose my bad quali
ties and ignorance on every occasion.”
“Impertinent to Lesley Garland!” I said.
She put on her willful and defiant air.
“Oh,” she exclaimed, “I must be every
thing that is dreadful and shows her to ad
vantage. She will have all the more op
portunities for putting me down in a bean
tiful calm way.”
“My dear child,” I commented, “ you are
more jealous of Lesley Garland than I im
agined."
She sat down on a low seat near the win
dow, and turned her pretty profile away
from me.
“I am more jealous of her than I knew
myself,” she whispered.
Then she told me how it had happened;
how Lesley had called upon her and offer
ed to take her as a pupil, and had played
for her and talked to her.
“ I began to understand a little what mu
sic meant,” she added. “She knows.”
“ Yes,” I returned, “Lesley Garland knows,
if any woman does.”
Afterward I heard Lesley’s version of the
story, and my appreciation of her tact and
cleverness increased tenfold.
“ I am not a proud person,” she said,
calmly, “and though we are by no means
enemies, she does not like me well enough
to receive any thing like a favor at my
hands; so I thought it as well to take the
practical form of a music teacher. Colonel
Percy will like it; I think he will enjoy
paying me.”

“Do you know why she doesn’t like you
well enough to receive favors i'" I asked.
She raised her eyes to mine without a
smile, or a blush, or a hint of any particu
lar feeling but a kind of graceful gravity.
“Yes, I think I know,” she answered, and
not a word more.
For some time matters appeared to be al
most at a stand-still. St. Crux came to see
me as often as ever, and talked to Lesley as
much. Sometimes he met Cordelia when
he came, and then, it is true, he also talked
to her; but this did not occur often. It was
my impression that Cordelia rather endeav
ored to avoid him, and used to postpone her
visits when she fancied he was with us.
There was no change in the outward fash
ion of her life. She lived as gayly as ever,
after the manner of Denverton. The fifty~
second cousins called upon her in platoons,
and rode out with her and escorted her to
social gatherings, and were sentimental over
her, after the fashion of well-to-do Southern
youth.
“My daughter is much admired,” said the
old colonel, grandiloquently. “ She is a true
Southern beauty, and ourmen are chivalrous
and patriotic.”
She was much admired, it is true, and I
was one of her most fervent admirers. My
fondness for her even increased. When I
was at my worst, physically, her bright and
healthful presence helped me to hear my
fleshly ills, and when I was at my best, it
added a pleasure and zest to my content.
There were times, however, when she also

was not at her best—when she was more
excitable than was natural, and when her
gayety was nervous and spasmodic. I ob
served, too, that these fits usually occurred
when she had been out the evening before,
and her excuses for her condition were al
ways founded upon this fact.
“ I was up late,” she would say; or, “Clay
M‘Dermott would insist on dancing at the
Harringtons’ last night, and it is too early
in the season for dancing.”
“Who was there 7” I ventured once.
“Every body.”
“ St. Crux 7”
“ Yes. He generally is at places now. He
goes out more than he did at first.”
“ Oh !” said I, mentally, watching her color
rise and die out.
My uneasiness naturally increased. I be
gan to watch St. Crux sharply, and feel some
what inclined to complain of him. It was
plain to me that he saw more of my charm
ing favorite than I had imagined, which,
to say the least, looked badly. I had not
thought him a man likely to engage in a
frivolous pastime, and I grew restive under
my first suspicion of his stability. If I had
not been so strongly attached to him at the
outset, I should possibly not have been apt
to present myself to him in the light of a
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meddlesome old fool, which amiable light I
certainly did present myself in upon one
occasion, in the following manner:
“Why, in Heaven’s name," I broke forth,
“don’t you do one thing or the other 1”
“One thing or the other i” he repeated
after me, slowly.
“ Yes,” I answered.
He got up from his chair and walked to
the window, with the most singular and
inscrutable of expressions upon his face.
“Well, you see,” he said, even more slowly
than before, “the fact is, my dear Gallo
way, I am going to do one thing—or the
other.”
Late that evening he sauntered in to pay
me a second visit and bestow upon me a
piece of information. “I am going to the
Yosemite Valley,” he said. “1‘ shall leave
Denverton to-morrow, but I shall pay them
a visit at home before I make my journey.”
“You are fortunate in your ability to
strike tents with such ease,” I said, feeling
rather vindictive.
“Yes,” was his brief reply.
He certainly was in a queer mood. He
sat and smoked, and regarded the end of his
cigar with a thoughtful aspect, and hardly
spoke at all. I had never seen him so taci
turn during the whole duration of our ae
quaintance. He was simply unaccountable,
and it was not like him to be unaccountable.
He made an odd departure, too. Having
hidden me good-by, he went and shook
hands with Lesley.
“ If any thing should happen," he said, in
a hesitating, absent kind of way, “ you know
where I shall be for the next few weeks."
“ I wonder why he said that i” said Lesley,
when the door closed upon him. “Happen
to whom 1” And a reflective shadow fell
upon her face.
“He is conducting himself like an imbe
cile,” I growled. “I am disappointed in
him.”
I was impatient to see Cordelia, but here
I was disappointed again. I saw nothing
of her for nearly a week. She sent messages
to me through Lesley, and once favored me
with a bouquet, but she did not come herself.
When at last she appeared, she surprised
me, dashing up to the door early one mom
ing with the most objectionably weak-mind
ed and adoring of her male relatives. She
wore the Cavalier hat looped up more auda
ciously than ever, and came into my room
glowing with color and excitement. She
talked fast, and played nervously with her
whip, striking at her habit and at the pieces
of furniture she stood near. She was play
ing upon me, poor child, the shallowest of
emotional tricks, and I was half inclined to
be angry with her.
“Of course you know that St. Crux has
gone 1” I said, suddenly.
“Yes,” she replied, courageously.

“Humph! Did Lesley tell you he was
not coming back again 1”
Color and excitement fell both at once.
She turned white in a second, and her whip
fell on to the floor. She stooped to pick it
up, and I could hardly hear her speak when
she answered,
ll No."
“It is not likely that he will,” I proceed
ed, hard-heartedly. “ He is going to the
Yosemite, and he will be likely to go to a
score of other places afterward. I think he
has treated us rather badly, upon the whole,
leaving us so suddenly.”
She said nothing for a few moments, but
stood looking down at her whip as she toy
ed with it, her breath coming quickly and
unevenly. Then she spoke:
“I will go now, and—and come in again.
Temple Harrington is waiting for me.”
“ I hope you will enjoy your ride,” I said.
“ Good-morning,” she answered, and went
out.
I was fretted and out of humor. St. Crux
had mystified and angered me by his sudden
freak, and I was foolish enough to be irrita
ted by this poor simple child’s pathetic ef
fort to sustain herself under the blow she
had received. I knew his departure was a
blow to her. For a week or so I had had
no doubt about her feeling for him. It was
a strong and unhappy one. I had no right
to expect that she would be more candid,
particularly at first. It was natural that
she should try to deceive me as well as oth
er people. I was not angry because she tried
to deceive others—I the rather respected
her for it—-but it touched my elderly vani
ty to see that she would have liked to have
deceived me. I rather demanded her confi
deuce as a compensation for my sixty-five
years. “Women can not love a man at six
ty-five,” I said; “ so they should trust him.”
I repented my testiness, however, before
the day was over. Lesley had gone out,
and I was sitting by myself in the twilight,
my invalid’s chair drawn up to the window,
as usual, when the door opened and some
one came in. It was Cordelia, and she came
in like a tall young ghost, slowly and silent
ly. She was a different creature altogether
from the one I had seen in the morning.
There was no effort in her present mood.
She had plainly given efl'ort up. Strongly
as I felt, I could scarcely help smiling at one
thing I noticed. She was dressed a little
as if she had abjured the world—poor naive
little heroine! She wore a long white dress,
and her black hair was folded closely round
her small head. She had always the South~
ern peculiarity of a creamy colorlessness,
which is not pallor; but now she was pale,
and her exquisitely irregular face—there
are faces whose irregularity is exquisite—
wore a helpless, subdued look which I un
derstood at once. She would tell me any
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thing I chose to ask her, and had come with
the intention of doing so, because her youth
forced her to find some one to confide in,
and I was a safe person.
“Is that you, Cordelia 1” I asked, turning
toward her as he advanced through the
shadows.
She came and sat down on a seat in the
window.
“Yes,” she answered, meekly. “I thought
I would come and sit with you. I saw Miss
Garland go_ out, and I was lonely at home.”
“ I never heard you complain of being
lonely before,” I said.
She answered nothing, but sat silently
looking out at the dusk, her hands folded
on her knee, her eyes wonderfully large and
dark and mournful.
“ You have no rose in your hair this even
ing,” was my next artful remark; “ and I do
not like the way it is dressed. You do not
look as well as usual, Delia.”
She made a slight impatient movement
with her shoulders.
“Why should 11 It doesn’t matter. I
don’t want to look well.”
“My dear Cordelia l” I began.
She stopped me, confronted me with a
quick, proud turn of her neck, and looked me
full in the face, bravely, and with a sort of
sad defiance.
“You know why, Mr. Galloway,” she said.
I was at her feet that instant. There was
a girlish dignity in her simple words which
touched me, and forbade any thing like irony
or trifling. Naturally, however, she melted
the next moment. A tear rolled down her
cheek and fell.
“He did not bid me good-by," she said,
innocently. “ I can not help being sorry for
that.”
“My dear,” I said, “I am horribly angry
with him.”
She brushed her tears away with a touch
of her old spirit.
“ Don’t say any thing like that,” she said.
“ It makes me feel ashamed. Why should
lie—like me i It was not me he wanted. It
was—it was Lesley Garland.”
“I don’t believe it,” I protested, stoutly
and mendaciously.
“ I do,” she returned; “and I always did.”
We had a long confidential talk, and I
made a great many discoveries she had no
intention of assisting me in. If I had been
angry with St. Crux before, I finally became
bitter against him. She did not say that he
had gradually fallen into the habit of meet
ing her here and there, and showing him
self to advantage, as he knew so well how to
do ; she did not say that he had singled her
out, and talked to her, and made the best of
her, and shown quiet pleasure in her de
velopment; she did not say that without
approaching the sentimental, he had made
himself delightful, and had shown a silent

interest in her; but I found, nevertheless,
that he had done all these things, and I was
indignant accordingly, and fearftu disap
pointed in him.
But I concealed the feeling as much as
was possible, because I saw that my expres
sion of it would have humiliated her. She
was hurt to the quick, but her proud young
spirit was by no means broken.
“ I shall get over it," she said, after she
had bidden me good-night. “ I am too proud
to be unhappy very long.” And she stood
up before me, straight and tall, holding her
head erect. “But just for a little while I
—I shall come to talk to you about it now
and then,” she added. -

I looked up at her, stirred by a rather
strong emotion.
“My dear,” I said, “I am~ an old man.
Kiss me.” And when she had bent down
and done so, gently but impulsively, I
thanked her, and she went away. We
were firmer friends than ever after that.
Our friendship became a warm affection.
She came to see me and sit with me almost
every evening; and now and then, though
not very often, we talked a little of St. Crux.
Though I could not help seeing that she
was a shade quieter, I was pleased to find
that she was not in the least disposed to be
entimental. The platoons of cousins, and
Denverton generally, found her as charming
as ever, and Colonel Percy’s pride in the admi
ration she commanded increased day by day.
But, as I say, shewas a trifle quieter.
We had our twilight hours together. We
had them for nearly three months, and then,
without the slightest warning, St. Crux
came back in the following absurdly roman
tic and altogether unaccountable manner.
We were sitting—Cordelia and I—in the
dusk of the evening in our usual seats at
the window, when he simply opened the
door and walked in. I could not rise, of
course, but Cordelia did, and uttered a faint
exclamation, and then stood still, waiting
for him to come forward—a slender white
figure, looking quite spirit-like in the dark.
On my part, I did not utter an exclamation
at all, but met him with an air somewhat
sardonic, or at least meant to be sardonic.
“How did you find the Yosemite Valley 1”
I demanded.
“ I found it what tourists always find it,”
he answered.
“ I hope you enjoyed it i” I said.
“I did not go to enjoy it,” he replied.
I did not see why he should look pale and
somewhat excited, but he certainly did;
and after a moment’s almost breathless si
lence, be capped the climax of his singular
conduct by taming to Cordelia, holding out
his hands with an indescribable gesture,
and speaking to her in a tone so low and
yet so tenderly meaning that, old fellow as
I was, it moved me.
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“Will you let me speak to you i” he said.
He might have said a thousand things, and
not expressed as much. I could have fan
cied I heard Cordelia’s heart beat aloud.
'She only said one soft, distinct word:
ll Yes-77
There was another window in the room,
and he led her to it. I leaned back in my
chair, and tried to resist the impulses of
human nature sufiiciently to keep my eyes
shut. Very naturally I failed, and was
obliged to give the efi'ort up. There was
light enough to show me all I cared to see—
the two figures, St. Crux bending toward
Cordelia, Cordelia listening and looking
down. For the rest, there was the murmur
of their voices and an occasional word. At
last I was rewarded for my patience with
the climax. Cordelia lifted her face and
looked upward at him, unconsciously clasp
ing her hands in‘the prettiest possible way.
“ I was unhappy," she said, with tears in
her voice. “ I did not think—it was me.”
“You are the one passion of my life,” he
answered.
And after a second’s pause he leaned for
ward and kissed her gently on the cheek.
I felt rather like the stern but relenting
parent of comedy, when they came to me,
after the fashion of young people desiring a
blessing.
“Well,” I said to St. Crux, “ you have said
what you have to say i”
ll Yes-7)
“It was time,” I answered, priding myself,
as usual, upon my graceful irony.
“Yes,” he answered, in his provokingly
calm and well-bred manner. “ It was time.”
But he was candid enough afterward, and
had the good taste to make a clean breast
of it.
“Once,” he said, “about three years ago,
I had a fancy for Miss Garland. Perhaps I
had better say the beginning of a fancy, for
Miss Garland herself had the graciousness
and courage to check it in its birth. Do
you remember Professor Schubert i”
Certainly I remembered him. A stupen
dously learned yet wholly delightful Ger
man, with a big square forehead and bean
tiful short-sighted brown eyes, with which
he used to regard Lesley abscntly from be
hind his spectacles. Of course I remember
ed him and the summer we had met him at
Heidelberg.

‘

“Miss Garland is engaged to him, but
does not speak of the engagement, or has
not spoken heretofore, because their pros
pects were uncertain, and she had promised
to wait until fortune favored him.”
“ She deserves to wait i” I broke forth.
“A charming state of affairs, that she did
not choose to tell me 1”
“She won’t wait much longer,” amiably.
“Fortune has favored him, and I believe he
is on his way to America. I went away from

here,” he said, “for the very reason that this
second feeling was so very different from the
first. It was so strong and tempestuous a
feeling that I would not trust it at first.
It was entirely a new emotion. I am usu
ally a cool fellow, but in this case I am un
like myself. As I said the other night, it is
the passion of my life. I am capable of an
exaggerated degree of sentiment." And he
put his hand into his breast pocket and
drew forth a pair of pale pink gloves rolled
together into an untidy little ball.
“I did take them,” he said, “though I did
not believe I should do it when I first saw
them. I believe that even then I was what
novelists call ‘madly in love.’ ”

“Even though she was not a Lesley Gar
land,” I said.
“Yes,” he returned, composedly.
withstanding.”

“ Not

EMPEDOCLES.
HA! torches! a loud voice, “Empedocles!”
These are my servants, whom I bade bring hither,
At early moonrise, my sure-footed mule,
That unattended I might mount by night
Great Etna, to my star-observatory.

The guests have long withdrawn: at my desire
They left me here alone with the bruised flowers,
Spilled wines, and all stale odors of the food,
To dream—my nostrils filled with this vile steam
Amhrosial dreams: they take me for a god.
Will they not know me for a god when they,
To-morrow morn, shall seek and find me not,
Nor here, nor there, nor any where on earth?
For so have I ordained—even I-a god!
It may be some one, starting in his sleep,
May hear this voice, “Ernpedocles,” and see,
Or fancy that he sees, a light from heaven,
And any hereafter, “The gods called him hence,
His comrades, from this banquet to their feasts
Immortal, far removed from reach of into,
01' any touch of wan and wasting age."

0 friends, who in the white-faned city dwell,
Where yellow Acragas and llypsus flow,
By harbors that the strangers love, intent
0n honorable, hospitable cares,
Have ye not seen my purple garments trailed?
Have ye not heard my golden sandals ring
Upon the marble in your colonnsdes,
When I have walked benignaut over all,
In roses garlauded, with laurel crowned,
To serve at altars innocent of blood,
With pious ccnsers, myrrh and franklncense,
And with the brown Hybhean honey poured?
I, wanicr ofl of winds and pestilence,
Physician, prophet, priest, and poet, versed
Through clear-eyed tasks and prayer and solemn rites,
Through study of Nature’s dark or luminous page,
And by high favor of the lustral god
In pure religion, magic, medicine, song,
And music? Mine, the melting strains that stay
The murderer with the hell-glare on his blade;
Mine, chants of mystical asceudcncy,
Orphean chants, whereby the dead are raised,
Or adamantine lips of Fate unlocked?
Have ye not. known me scorn the monsrch’s crown
When tendered me, being greater than a king,
And battle with my peers, the aristocrats,
For liberal laws and rights of common men,
Being, like a god, large in beneficenoe 'I
0 men and women of Trinacria,
In your proud, prosperous cities, have ye not
Accorded me the reverence that was due
To more than man, to an immortal god?


