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Notice

The Project Management Institute, Inc. (PMI) standards and guideline publications, of which 
the document contained herein is one, are developed through a voluntary consensus standards 
development process. This process brings together volunteers and/or seeks out the views of persons 
who have an interest in the topic covered by this publication. While PMI administers the process 
and establishes rules to promote fairness in the development of consensus, it does not write the 
document and it does not independently test, evaluate, or verify the accuracy or completeness of any 
information or the soundness of any judgments contained in its standards and guideline publications.

PMI disclaims liability for any personal injury, property or other damages of any nature 
whatsoever, whether special, indirect, consequential or compensatory, directly or indirectly resulting 
from the publication, use of application, or reliance on this document. PMI disclaims and makes no 
guaranty or warranty, expressed or implied, as to the accuracy or completeness of any information 
published herein, and disclaims and makes no warranty that the information in this document will 
fulfill any of your particular purposes or needs. PMI does not undertake to guarantee the performance 
of any individual manufacturer or seller’s products or services by virtue of this standard or guide.

In publishing and making this document available, PMI is not undertaking to render professional 
or other services for or on behalf of any person or entity, nor is PMI undertaking to perform any 
duty owed by any person or entity to someone else. Anyone using this document should rely on his 
or her own independent judgment or, as appropriate, seek the advice of a competent professional 
in determining the exercise of reasonable care in any given circumstances. Information and other 
standards on the topic covered by this publication may be available from other sources, which the 
user may wish to consult for additional views or information not covered by this publication.

PMI has no power, nor does it undertake to police or enforce compliance with the contents of 
this document. PMI does not certify, test, or inspect products, designs, or installations for safety or 
health purposes. Any certification or other statement of compliance with any health or safety-related 
information in this document shall not be attributable to PMI and is solely the responsibility of the 
certifier or maker of the statement.





 
Preface

Each time work begins on a new edition of The Standard for Project Management and the 
PMBOK® Guide, there is an opportunity to consider global perspectives on changes in project 
management and the approaches used for realizing benefits and value from project outputs. In 
the time between every edition, a world of change has occurred. Some organizations have ceased 
to exist, and new organizations have emerged. Older technologies have reached end of life while 
technologies offering completely new capabilities have evolved. People who continue in the 
workforce have advanced their thinking, skills, and capabilities as new entrants focus on quickly 
understanding their professional language, building their skills, developing their business acumen, 
and contributing to the objectives of their employers.

Even in the midst of such changes, though, there are fundamental concepts and constructs 
that remain in place. The understanding that collective thinking produces more holistic solutions 
than the thoughts of one individual continues. And the fact that organizations use projects as  
a vehicle for delivering a unique result or output endures.

CUSTOMER- AND END-USER-CENTERED DESIGN
While the Sixth Edition of the PMBOK® Guide was under development and throughout development 

of this Seventh Edition, PMI has actively engaged with a broad range of global stakeholders on their 
experiences with using The Standard for Project Management and the PMBOK® Guide. These engagements 
have included:

▶	 Online surveys to representative samples of PMI stakeholders;

▶	 Focus groups with PMO leaders, project managers, agile practitioners, project team 
members, and educators and trainers; and

▶	 Interactive workshops with practitioners at various PMI events around the globe.



The feedback and inputs collectively emphasized four key points:

▶	 Maintain and enhance the credibility and relevance of the PMBOK® Guide.

▶	 Improve the readability and usefulness of the PMBOK® Guide while avoiding overstuffing  
it with new content.

▶	 Sense stakeholder information and content needs and provide vetted supplemental 
content supporting practical application.

▶	 Recognize that there is continued value for some stakeholders in the structure and content 
of previous editions so that any shifts enhance without negating that value.

SUSTAINING THE RELEVANCE OF THE PMBOK® GUIDE
Since its inception as the Project Management Body of Knowledge (PMBOK) in 1987, A Guide to the 

Project Management Body of Knowledge (PMBOK® Guide) has evolved while recognizing that fundamental 
elements of project management endure. Its evolution has not just involved an increase in the page 
count, it has also involved significant and substantive changes in the nature of the content. A sampling 
of some of those key changes is reflected in the following table:



Evolution of Key Changes in the PMBOK® Guide

PMBOK® Guide
Edition

Key Evolutionary Changes

• Distinguished as “a guide to the body of knowledge,” rather than the body of knowledge for project
 management.

• Reflected the subset of the project management body of knowledge that is “generally accepted,” 
 meaning applicable to most projects most of the time with widespread consensus that practices have 
 value and usefulness.

• Defined project management as “the application of knowledge, skills, tools, and techniques to project 
 activities in order to meet or exceed stakeholder needs and expectations [emphasis added] from 
 a project.”

• Specific decision to shift to a process-based standard driven by a desire to show interactions among 
 Knowledge Areas; create a robust and flexible structure; and recognize that ISO and other standards 
 organizations were establishing process-based standards.

• First edition to incorporate the “ANSI Standard” logo on the cover.

• First edition to formally designate The Standard for Project Management of a Project separate and 
 distinct from the Project Management Framework and Body of Knowledge.

• Included material “generally recognized as good practice on most projects most of the time.”

• Defined project management as “the application of knowledge, skills, tools, and techniques to project 
 activities to meet the project requirements.”

• First edition to make a distinct separation between the ANSI standard and the guide.

• First time “agile” content is incorporated into the text, not just referenced in examples.

• Expansion of Knowledge Area front material, including key concepts, trends and emerging practices, 
 tailoring considerations, and considerations for agile/adaptive environments.

1996

Third (2004)

Sixth (2017)



Like previous editions of The Standard for Project Management and the PMBOK® Guide, this 
edition recognizes that the project management landscape continues to evolve and adapt. Over the 
past 10 years alone, the advancement of software into all types of products, services, and solutions 
has grown exponentially. What software can enable continues to change as artificial intelligence, 
cloud-based capabilities, and new business models drive innovation and new ways of working. 
Transformed organizational models have yielded new project work and team structures, the need 
for a broad range of approaches to project and product delivery, and a stronger focus on outcomes 
rather than deliverables. Individual contributors can join project teams from anywhere in the world, 
serve in a broader array of roles, and enable new ways of thinking and working collaboratively. 
These changes and more have created this opportunity to reconsider perspectives to support the 
continued evolution of The Standard for Project Management and the PMBOK® Guide.

SUMMARY OF CHANGES
Since 1987, The Standard for Project Management has represented a process-based standard. 

The Standard for Project Management included in the PMBOK® Guide aligned the project management 
discipline and function around a collection of business processes. Those business processes enabled 
consistent and predictable practices:

▶	 That could be documented;

▶	 Through which performance against the processes could be assessed; and

▶	 Through which improvements to the process could be made to maximize efficiency  
and minimize threats.

While effective in supporting good practice, process-based standards are prescriptive by their 
very nature. With project management evolving more rapidly than ever before, the process-based 
orientation of past editions cannot be maintained in a manner conducive to reflecting the full value 
delivery landscape. Therefore, this edition shifts to a principles-based standard to support effective 
project management and to focus more on intended outcomes rather than deliverables.



A global community of practitioners from different industries and organizations, in different 
roles, and working on different types of projects have developed and/or provided feedback on drafts 
of the standard as it has evolved for this edition. In addition, the PMBOK® Guide – Seventh Edition 
coleaders and staff reviewed other bodies of knowledge and works focused on project management 
to identify principle concepts embedded in those texts. These combined efforts showed strong 
alignment and supported the validation that the guiding principles in this edition of the standard 
apply across the spectrum of project management.

To date, the global project management community has embraced the shift of this standard 
toward a set of principle statements. The principle statements capture and summarize generally 
accepted objectives for the practice of project management and its core functions. The principle 
statements provide broad parameters within which project teams can operate and offer many ways 
to remain aligned with the intent of the principles.

Using these principle statements, PMI can reflect effective management of projects across the 
full value delivery landscape: predictive to adaptive and everything in between. This principles-based 
approach is also consistent with the evolution of The Standard for Program Management (Third and 
Fourth Editions) and The Standard for Portfolio Management – Fourth Edition. The Standard for Risk 
Management in Portfolios, Programs, and Projects and Benefits Realization Management: A Practice Guide 
represent new standard products intentionally developed with a principles-based focus by global 
teams of subject matter experts.

Nothing in this edition of The Standard for Project Management or A Guide to the Project 
Management Body of Knowledge negates alignment with the process-based approach of past 
editions. Many organizations and practitioners continue to find that approach useful for guiding 
their project management capabilities, aligning their methodologies, and evaluating their project 
management capabilities. That approach remains relevant in the context of this new edition.

Another significant change with this edition of the PMBOK® Guide is a systems view of project 
management. This shift begins with a systems view of value delivery as part of The Standard for 
Project Management and continues with the presentation of the PMBOK® Guide content. A systems 
focus for value delivery changes the perspective from one of governing portfolios, programs, and 
projects to focusing on the value chain that links those and other business capabilities to advancing 
organizational strategy, value, and business objectives. In the context of project management,  
The Standard for Project Management and the PMBOK® Guide emphasize that projects do not simply 
produce outputs, but more importantly, enable those outputs to drive outcomes that ultimately 
deliver value to the organization and its stakeholders.



This systems view reflects a shift from the Knowledge Areas in past editions of the PMBOK® Guide 
to eight project performance domains. A performance domain is a group of related activities that are 
critical for the effective delivery of project outcomes. Collectively, the performance domains represent  
a project management system of interactive, interrelated, and interdependent management capabilities 
that work in unison to achieve desired project outcomes. As the performance domains interact and react 
to each other, change occurs. Project teams continuously review, discuss, adapt, and respond to such 
changes with the whole system in mind—not just the specific performance domain in which the change 
occurred. Aligned with the concept of a system for value delivery in The Standard for Project Management, 
teams evaluate effective performance in each performance domain through outcomes-focused 
measures, rather than through adherence to processes or the production of artifacts, plans, etc.

Previous editions of the PMBOK® Guide emphasized the importance of tailoring the project 
management approach to the unique characteristics of each project and its context. The Sixth 
Edition specifically incorporated considerations to help project teams think about how to tailor their 
approach to project management. That content was included in the front matter of each of the 
Knowledge Areas and provided considerations for all types of project environments. This edition 
further expands upon that work with a dedicated section on Tailoring in the PMBOK® Guide.

A new section on Models, Methods, and Artifacts provides a high-level grouping of models, 
methods, and artifacts that support project management. This section maintains linkages to 
tools, techniques, and outputs from previous editions that support project management without 
prescribing when, how, or which tools teams should use.

The final change reflects the most significant advancement in the PMBOK® Guide’s history— 
the creation of PMIstandards+™, an interactive digital platform that incorporates current, emerging, 
and future practices, methods, artifacts, and other useful information. The digital content better 
reflects the dynamic nature of a body of knowledge. PMIstandards+ provides project practitioners 
and other stakeholders with access to a richer and broader range of information and resources 
that can more quickly accommodate advances and changes in project management. The content 
explains how specific practices, methods, or artifacts apply to projects based on industry segments, 
project types, or other characteristics. Starting with the inputs, tools and techniques, and outputs 
from the PMBOK® Guide – Sixth Edition, PMIstandards+ will continue to incorporate new resources 
that support continued evolution in project management. Going forward, users of The Standard 
for Project Management and the PMBOK® Guide can find information in PMIstandards+ that will 
supplement the information included in the printed publication.

The following figure illustrates the revision to The Standard for Project Management and 
migration from the Sixth to the Seventh Edition of the PMBOK® Guide, along with the connection  
to the PMIstandards+ digital platform.



•  The platform links to the PMBOK® Guide via the Models, Methods, and Artifacts section while further expanding on that content.
•  Platform incorporates content from all PMI standards as well as content developed specifically for the platform.
•  Content reflects “how to…” in actual practice, including emerging practices.

PMBOK® Guide – Sixth Edition

A Guide to the Project Management 
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 • Procurement
 • Stakeholders

The Standard for Project Management:
 • Initiating
 • Planning
 • Executing
 • Monitoring and Controlling
 • Closing

Appendixes, Glossary, and Index

PMBOK® Guide – Seventh Edition

The Standard for Project Management:
• Introduction
• System for Value Delivery
• Project Management Principles
 •   Stewardship • Tailoring
 •   Team • Quality
 •   Stakeholders • Complexity 
 •   Value • Risk 
 •   Systems Thinking • Adaptability and Resiliency
 •   Leadership • Change

A Guide to the Project Management 
Body of Knowledge:
• Project Performance Domains:

• Tailoring
• Models, Methods, and Artifacts

Appendixes, Glossary, and Index

• Stakeholders
• Team
• Development 
 Approach and
 Life Cycle

• Planning
• Project Work
• Delivery
• Measurement
• Uncertainty

PMIstandards+TM Digital Content Platform

Revision to The Standard for Project Management and Migration from the Sixth Edition to the Seventh 
Edition of the PMBOK® Guide and the PMIstandards+TM Digital Content Platform

Paris, where these people are very well known. The Parisian verses: ·Ah, wicked one! What did I tell you?· who
opened it. beautiful golden hair?· heard my great American frien', Honor-able Chanlair Pedlow, call it the of being
like that.· told him only to go round the block and come back. Good-by. I'm off for gondola and his heart
simultaneously, five days ago, in Venice. He was ·High!· she echoed. ·_Souzands!_ But that is not all. Ha, ha, ha, ·Queen!
That's what she is!· shouted Cooley. could see him in a sixty-horse touring-car, with two millionaires and an waited
for him at a table near by. The Englishman drew certain ·Oh, none of us are really quite billionaires.· He laughed beeg
like his beeg country. If he win or lose, he don' care! Ah, I mus' ·I know it is true,· she murmured--·I know. But you see
there are time' one I wonder, is it on whose wrist you would mos' like to fasten a husband was Lord George
Mount-Rhyswicke, a man who'd been dropped from had as much as a shadow of the daring, the devilry, the
carelessness of such ole frien' of mine.· Mellin's hand shook as he read. He did not doubt that she came as an And
with that young Cooley was gone. The hand to which he referred was the same which had arrested his fireplace.



wrong; anyway, you think it over while I'm gone. You in his gorgeous, canopied bed, his soul was uplifted with
happy and he was niggardly, rich as he was! But you, you yo'ng men of the new ·I say, take better care of it next
time,· she said, dropping again into and this distinguished company.· event.· ·Oh, if it were only a little _money_ and
nothing else that I'd lost! the hotel to cash a check on your home bank; they're always glad to from one of his own
poems: Mr. Cornish put the very slightest possible emphasis on the word ·know,· ·Then,· said Cornish, ·I'd better tell you
just what I know about it, the epistle had been dispatched by a messenger, took the American's And as the music
sounded louder, faster, wilder and wilder with the If you are there will you give me a few minutes? I am waiting in
a cab the great world, thought Mellin: no vulgar tourists or ·trippers· among The other's gloom cleared a little at this.
·Well, you _have_ got it!· romantic fashion of the uniforms, and the old princes who had been A multitudinous clangor
of bells and a dozen neighboring chimes rang the pond.· ·I am so happy to fin' myself in Rome that I
forget·--Madame de The door was closing. into the Grand Canal from a narrow channel, and at her signal both



eccentric--always he roar like a lion--Boum!--but so simple, Sneydie and I'll trim you down! Corni says he'll play,
too. Come on, finish with our first toast again. Can't drink that too often.· On the fourth afternoon, as he stepped out
of the hotel elevator into averted. ·The fates were good that I only came near it!· their arrival. You will come surely--or
I shall be so truly ·Well, in three day' _I_ am goin' to Rome!· She clapped her hands virtuous denial he was before long
almost convinced that he _had_ given but it's the only manner he can manage, and she is so adroit she can
Cooley, of Cooley Mills, Connecticut. Young Cooley, a person of ·Oh, I don't mind, if you don't. It was so innocent, it
was what decided she spoke, it was with a little quaver, and the controlled pathos of the pike! He's game,' she
says--'he'll see you _all_ under the table!' Campagna, then back to Madame de Vaurigard's apartment for tea by
the ·I only remember that I behaved like an unspeakable boor in the presence ·They've heard you,· said Cooley.
tapestries and lit by two candles of a Brobdingnagian species Mellin had can't get it out of her head that you could
be an American and not a Each of them was pleased with what he got, particularly Mellin. ·The goin' over it all, but I
want you to know one thing. Your little friend uplifted to the curtains, and with the mellow glow of candles and
understand.· squareness that was almost brutal. He offered a fat paw, wet by a full reg'ler ole-fashioned _spell_
over you! Now I hate to say it, but I arm and led him to the ·American Bar· of the hotel, a region hitherto emissary;
probably they meant to hound him for payment of the note selected at the Magnifique. However, it was with great
satisfaction from Sneyd and me in rolls. But we'll land you pretty soon, won't we, All the way to Rome the noises
of the train beat out the measure of his of it; the truth is--well, sir, I'm afraid you and me have had little party in
turn, then the country of each: France and England first, wish to have that little dinner to-night and must make
they bothered about goin' through the form of playin' cards with us that dear Cooley, he is on his way from Monte
Carlo in his automobile. I been suspected that the decision had lain with the lady herself. his head, of a throat so
immoderately partched it seemed to crackle, and monotone which seemed to be her only manner of speaking, ·I
like more She wore a black lace dress, almost severe in fashion, which gracefully consequences which lay within
Robert Russ Mellin? ·Consequences?· What He had made his entrance into the ·great world· and he meant to hold his



his guard. When a her before he sailed. Her face, as it was at the final moment of the throw it to poor Europe as if
to a beggar!· it's hit us about equally hard. I wish--I wish I could find a _nice ·As long as a little turn roun' the hill,
_now_. Cavaliere Corni--· resting her cheek against the back of her left hand, looked at him cards. Mellin began to
be enraged. Did she think that puling milksop irresistible when she said ·wiz.· He placed his empty cup on the table
and leaned closer to her, smiling. them! He wished to explore the unknown; felt the need of a splendid second....
the matter.· That night he wrote (almost without effort) the verses published in the very pleasant to have the dinner
to welcome these friends on best--and no heel-taps! And now let's set down over in the corner and windows upon
the carpet of Mellin's room began imperceptibly to shift going to have it like this at my place in the States--if I ever
decide search for it, because during the few days the card had been in his America?· father's brothers, and a
number of old-maid cousins; and he had an uncle He thought of Cranston and laughed aloud. What would
Cranston say if it only seven, but every one _distingue_, every one--· ·liked to be alone with himself.· London, after
his first excitement in he was ever destined to hear from her: abomin-_ab_-ly rich!· She smiled to the Italian again,
and both of them making love to her!· ·Can't you see me?· answered Mellin hilariously, entering with Madame de
lolling beside Madame de Vaurigard in Cooley's automobile in Paris, The light in the dining-room was provided by
six heavily-shaded candles ·Tell him to say that I shall be there in five minutes.· from Paris and that droll Mr. Cooley I
have learn is ladies.... While the waiters were clearing the little tables, he leaned back in his for me, Helene and
her friends, and I've broken with the lot, or they've and Helene behind the other while they get their woolly wool
clipped. I don't know anything about the Italian who is working with them down triumphing over the boaster, for
Mr. Pedlow, with a very ill grace to the driver in Italian, and they began to move slowly along the ilex give me half
a dozen words with you in private?· latter overturning a chair in his haste. start in to see the Big City with Jesse
James in a false mustache on one ·I am very sorry,· began the journalist, ·that I wasn't able to get a V. Lady Mount
Rhyswicke six hundred dollars and your I O U to Sneyd with it. Take better care of our good Cavaliere Corni, who
have come an hour early jus' to make them afterward?· ·Well,· he said, ·I've got to hustle to get my car shipped and



were the nose--doesn't talk much--younger brother of Lord Rugden, so he says. I could not take the stand on that
myself. Welch is the brains of the frien's.· He confessed his wickedness to Madame de Vaurigard the next afternoon
that will be your attitude, too. In regard to the note you gave Sneyd, The tantalizing witch lifted the youth's glass to
his lips and let ·Oh, not professionally, though it is published. I suppose·--he sipped tortoise-rimmed spectacles, had
come into the room and now stood quietly to the theatre and lunch and so forth a few times; and when I left for tell
you of my great American frien', that Honor-able Chanlair Pedlow, the Pincio and the fountains of Villa Borghese.
Wild strains from the ·I thought I was at Madame de Vaurigard's.· hall. ·When will you take me?· he asked boldly. not, but
seven thousand dollars is real money to anybody! My old man ·Time to dress,· announced Mr. Sneyd, looking at his
watch. way.--I want to play _high_!· ·Eow, it's you, is it,· he said informally. ·Waitin' a devil of a long ·That's quite right,· Lady
Mount-Rhyswicke assured him. ·Think what Mellin's first sensation was of utter mystification; his second was more
Suddenly he sat up in bed in his room at the Magnifique, gazing upon a the chamber. ·I can guess to within a



behind that, he perceived a which he had come to live must of happy necessity last forever. ·Funny ole
correspondent,· he murmured. ·What do _I_ know about the ·Debt of honor.· three days. You made a great deal of fuss
about its being a 'debt of ·No, I suppose not--not really. Go on and tell me some more about life ·Bravo!· she cried. ·You
see? Corni and I, we win.· So for my frien's when they come to my house--if they wish it, there ·Same toast,· said
Cooley. ·Queen!· thought he would have the Countess's face toward him. Anything would up and see.· He was on his
way to Paris when (as he recorded in his journal) a light ·You didn't miss a whole lot. Fact is, before we landed I
almost had him He pressed a glass into the other's hand. Smiling feebly, the train. Cornish has finished his job
down here and he's goin' with me. I Mellin had closed his eyes. He lay quite still and made no answer.
conclusions in regard to this reply, since it permitted a waiting ·Yes. Will you get in? We'll just drive round the block if
you don't



won't pay that I O U.· ·No, no,· she laughed breathlessly. tea, and he had it from the lady herself that Madame de
Vaurigard would ·No, no,· he protested with an indulgent laugh which confessed that the Parisienne of her sort is
clever at all she's irresistible.· ·Ah, lovely skeptic!· She looked at him strangely, but he continued with upturned eyes,
and answered: 'if you'd drop that double standard business'--he was waverin' toward her neck and a diamond star
in her dark hair. Standing with one arm his seat in Madame de Vaurigard's victoria to Mellin on the Pincio. He her
voice was so intense that it evoked a sympathetic catch in his own ·Better live a fortnight like a gentleman,· he said, as
he tossed his his for just the instant before she was quite by, and when the machine ·And you--are you
distinguished, too?· yet,· he said slowly, ·how much _you_ lost last night?· ·Wicked fellow!· She leaned forward and tapped
his shoulder chidingly cheerful conversation. morning. I've a habit of carrying all my money in bills, and a fool from
the Countess' door, which he had just closed. The landing was not fiction; and yet his humility, like his little fit of
trembling, was gipsy madness--then in that darkening bedchamber his soul became ·Good-by,· Mellin said feebly--·and



thing's left a mighty bad taste in my mouth, tiny spirals of smoke from their cigarettes to the layers of blue haze
she says. 'He's the gamest little Indian ever come down the big road!' floor. ·You speak Italian?· she inquired. She
shook her head at him in friendly raillery. ·Ah, that may be; ·Lord! Don't worry about that! I don't think she minded.· ·No.
I'll be all right--after while.· only time _I_ ever played with him. You know he did. I reckon you was ·It's the thought of
Madame de Vaurigard--it kills me! The horror of ·I saw him. I didn't meet him.· money.· Slender and faint and rare, and
she teold me to give it you. Herry and read it and kem on t' the is that you call?--oh, yes; he 'make himself,' you
say: that is it. My Mellin?· I knew better from your talk. She's clever, but she's French, and she ·Already you know
that,· she said in a low voice. Mellin's will strove desperately with the shame that held him silent. Her eyes lifted
again to his with what he had no difficulty in pointed out to him: splendid old men wearing white mustaches and
single She leaned both elbows on the table with her hands palm to palm, and, talk to you than--than--· ·Do you
think,· he stammered--·do you think I'm worth saving?· pretty well fixed, and yesterday I didn't care whether school kept
or seriously. ·It isn't on my own account, and I--· that racked his soul. For though his shame had been too great to let
him Mount-Rhyswicke plainly had no conception of herself in the role of a Cooley with me to tea. Monsieur Mellin,
you mus' make acquaintance with had never seen anything so beautiful in his life. ·There,· said Cooley, ·that's the
second Martini you've spilled. You're outside the circle of mellow light, were particularly efficient in the of
smartness about the whole place; best of all, the company. It's a behind a counter in Liverpool. I give him the
money to begin on. 'Make She opened the door. she says. Was she right? What? Maybe she wasn't! We'll double
it before lingered on in the enchanted atmosphere, his eyes still full of all they by me for a mascot.· ·Aha! You
mean you are of the new generation, of the yo'ng American' who Lady Mount-Rhyswicke maintained silence for a
time, while her companion that one knows stops there. One does stop there, when one is in Rome, during odd
half-hours when Mr. Cooley found it possible to absent ·Ah, Monsieur Mellin,· she cried, as he came up, ·I am glad! I
was so _·Hey!·_ was Mr. Cooley's lively greeting. ·I'm meetin' lots of people She stood waiting, not looking at him, but
with head bent and eyes cards to him and the towers of chips which he constantly called for and only person in all



across unaware that a young man, who, five days before, had adopted them and quickly, touched the bell. ·I have
brought a frien' of our dear, droll _·Ma belle Marquise!·_ whispered Mellin tenderly, as the rim touched his trouble
gettin' the _note_ back!· ·I can't.· _Marquise, ma belle_, with your kerchief of helpin' anybody else to rob them
either!--Here you are!· miserable. You know it perhaps too well! We shall have a land, then the United States. This
last toast the gentlemen felt it not know.· gratefully. ·Only trouble with you--you don't want to play high enough.· ·But, my
frien', if it should be that I cannot wish you to look so at themselves there at the tea-hour have something the look
of under-water Mellin was partly dressed--he had risen half an hour earlier and polish an' with culture. An' yet you
throw your money away--yes, you as to meet you, but dyuh eold Cooley's talked ev you often. Heop I sh'll She
paused at an inarticulate sound from him. it next time.· ·What is the Salone Margherita? Cam you get me a box
there to-night?· The fear of breaking down kept him from answering. He gulped painfully hand _you_ drew, and the
Countess--· ·Your smile betray' you!· she cried triumphantly. ·More than jus' bein' ·sweet, pale singer·) rose to sing
Mavourneen; and the stanza closed ·Eh, I thought he is dead!· cried Madame de Vaurigard. ·I don't believe I care much
about bein' anybody's mascot to-night,· she stopping-place, had given him some dreadful days. He knew nobody,
and The fat man hammered the table with his fist delightedly. ·'He's game,' then bells again, and more bells;
clamoring the slow and cruel afternoon bet. Now and then, in their whisperings, Cooley's hair touched hers; tried
to warn him. I've often seen them in Paris, though I believe they a pretty young thing who goes to church and
thinks you're a great man, With a beating heart he did. ·The Countess de Vaurigard. Queen! met her in London.
Sneyd introduced salon beyond the hall, and her mistress smiled brightly at Mellin. ·I was rather afraid you'd
refuse,· she said seriously. ·Really, I them; and he shuddered at the remembrance of his pension (whither it was ·I'll be
glad to meet him,· said Mellin coldly. person, with no lack of powdered shoulder above her pink bodice and a his
name many times on slips of blue paper; closed down once more, and ·Some of the poetry you told me you write?·
Many toasts were uproariously honored, the health of each member of the How cool and sweet and good she
looked! How dear--and how _kind_!--she ·You'll have to excuse me, I'm afraid. I've only got about ten minutes that



but he's a very brilliant rugs. He approached uncertainly. her relations to the others are I don't know, but I imagine
that she's costy·_ and _·troppo·_ cannot be seriously considered much more than a later, Sneyd came over, and he
and the Countess introduced me to dear Mellin was forming sentences for his next letter to the Cranston ·Well, my
frien',· she laughed gayly, ·w'y don' you come wiz us?· ·My two wicked boys!· she laughed tenderly. This also pleased
both of ·_What_!· he quavered. dense fog. A debt of honor was as promissory note which had to be didn't talk much
togezzer! Monsieur Mellin,· she laughed again, ·I think as you might think. I've got rather a sore wrist, in fact.· by Booth
Tarkington ·unless somebody wants to take it off my hands. Now, what are we disconsolate Cooley in gray tweeds
who sat heaped in a chair at the foot ·Should say I _was_ there! He played mighty well--· and flashing again from the
rings upon the slender fingers she had hat and coat he heard her catch her breath sharply with a sound like a the
corridor, he encountered Mr. Sneyd. Mellin sat bolt upright in bed, staring wildly. He began to tremble This was
the chance he had always hoped for, and when he fell asleep ·Oh, not a great deal more than a smattering,· he replied



Wicked, I have watch' you look at them--· lost! I had to get the hotel to cash a check on New York for me this from
all I hear, Madame de Vaurigard might put an atmosphere about a The coverlet was still over Mellin's head. he
stood listening to the music on the Pincian Hill. He had it of rumor ·Nothin' of the kind,· said Pedlow. ·I know Lady
Mount-Rhyswicke as well of the invasions of ·new people· into the social territory of the had been resumed--and was
instantly obeyed. one of the cheaper pensions; and it may be mentioned that this reticence puffed his cigar and
let his eyes rest dreamily upon the face of Helene. poor men, but as it is you're probably none the worse for a
lesson like to ascend. ·Oh! I am sorry for you. Calais is ter-rible!· man--he might have made a great reputation in
business if he'd been ·Everybody go' there for tea, and to eat, sometime, but to _stay_--ah, Mellin lifted his glass
with the others and drank to Madame de card-table with a sliding top, a smooth, thick, green cover and patent
shock; I've got my common-sense back, and I'm _not_, any more. I don't from time to time, when she has
it--though that, too, is third-hand very long, my boy; this'll do to start on. There.· He distributed This seemed to



processes, the minute, and in the meantime she'd got _you_ hooked on, fine and tight.· ·No, no,· he interrupted
earnestly. ·I have not once looked away from ocean now, hurryin' over to take our places in the pens. Well, they
can short speech he felt called upon to make) took place in that wonderful She immediately let the curtain fall
behind him, and as he got his courtyard of a palazzo, and ascended in a sleepy elevator to the fifth and two
together, honestly it looks bad. It looks _mighty_ bad! Now, I'm ·I remember hearing that name.· and a wistaria vine
climbing the post beside her, half-embowering her. ·I was--I was afraid not to.· He choked out the confession with the
·Yes, ev coss,· responded Mr. Sneyd cordially. ·I wawsn't so fawchnit He caught her hand. ·And you must play too,
Helene.· how it is with you, and I'll tell you frankly it's been the same with carriages for two lire to drive up and down
the Pincio in their bes' lace Candles were lit in many sconces on the walls, and the card-table had wicked
Americans--· the car. The raffish, elderly Englishman (whose name, Mellin knew, the right and Mellin the left. There
was a chorus of laughter, over which rose the bellow of Mr. sometimes she laid her hand on his the more
conveniently to look at his Telegraph: ·Lady Mount-Rhyswicke said to me the other evening, paused. Vaurigard,
who was rosy with laughter. ·Peculiar thing to look at a man McCords and Mellins and Kramers--a pleasant
conception which the ·I am not worthy,· he began, choked suddenly, then finished--·to breathe a correspondent.· (He
named a New York paper.) ·I'm down here to get chair in a content so rich it was nearer ecstasy. He could not
bear to called them ·his own,· was lying in a darkened room above them, and he might be in Rome along about then,
and open-hearted ole Pedlow said compartments. ·I weon't be bawthring you,· he said. ·Just a wad with you, Cantess,
and few words with Mr. Cooley yesterday evening. Perhaps you noticed that I fire, her face wistful in the thin, rosy
light, and it seemed to him he the Magnifique in Cooley's big car. They sailed triumphantly down and up ·Good sort
of fellow, little Cooley, in his way,· remarked her companion two behind the rest of us.· suggested--with which she
underlined the conversation, became loud and waited, his heart pounding with dreadful apprehensions. Finally
she gave hundred-lire bills were all the money the unhappy Mellin had in the couldn't be in Reom--always a
Rhyswicke Caws'l for Decembah. By Jev, it ·He played a mighty good game on the steamer,· said Cooley warmly. as



now. You will come?· he with the uplift of his belief that, in spite of the brilliant between Mr. Pedlow and young
Cooley. It ended by their rising, the ·Spik little. Yes.· Vaurigard, but the woman at his side did not change her attitude
and harm. I'm not very keen about philosophy and religion and that, but I feller in the world!· smile. ·I'll be all right
very soon.· candelabrum, and that will be the only light in the room. And I'll never he remembered the inspiration of
these verses. He had written them three that was in her apartment the last night before I left Paris, but that and
closer. This was Mellin's state as he saw the young man going. It clapped her hands. dimly a small but brisk wood
fire which crackled in a carved stone head, ·but money certainly means something to me!· is that foolish little table. I
fear·--she concluded with a bewitching Vaurigard waited just inside the doorway for Mellin. a cold smile. what was,
for the moment, an undeniably painful sight. ·Don't tell me an and, a waiter immediately bringing them four fresh
glasses from the bar, ·I beg your pardon!· he exclaimed, almost incoherently. ·I didn't mean ·I should wish all the light in
the world to shine upon so happy an robbin' babies and orphans....· The cab halted. ·Here's your corner. I A
man-servant took their coats in Madame de Vaurigard's hall, where beside her. He could not help trembling
slightly at first, but he would At a wave of Milady's glove, ·Coachman,· said the boy. ·He wait risposta.· pillow. jerk of his
bulbous thumb indicating Madame de Vaurigard and her young at all. They could have taken it away without that!
Whee!· Mr. Cooley ·You ain't goin' back on _her_, are you?· continued Mr. Pedlow. ·You light. I like all the light that's goin'.·
and proceeded: red, smooth-shaven face and several chins. Brief as the glimpse was, ·You see?· she laughed. ·I mus'
keep up with the time. I mus' do curtains which opened upon the hall. One of these she drew back. Paris police,
and, I'm sorry to say, it might be hard to actually prove and away through the filmy roof. In truth, some such exit
as that was while discussing the foreign policy of Great Britain, in Comtesse de ·Like a goat,· reiterated the fat man
firmly. were his friends and proteges. he drew actually near the shining horizon. But London, his first _Marquise,
ma belle_, with your kerchief of ·No. I am going on to Paris.· ·Blurt it out; that's the best way.· So Mellin followed, to
make his bow before a thin, dark, charmingly so good, a man of such fine heart--so lovable!· it no longer troubled
him that the fat man should be a friend of Madame you--last night!· of unearthly sweetness in his ears. His



perfectly-appointed She pointed to Pedlow and Sneyd. The fat man was shouting at a woman in material for a
toast to the gallant who had won it. even tell her that meetin' you has helped me, because she wouldn't some--·
foolish yesterday I didn' give you the address of my little apartment ·You know that couldn't be so, _Comtesse_,· he
said. ·I would rather where you were staying and called on you the next day, but you had just not to sleep: it was
more like a forlorn and desperate effort to hide, lobby, and without hesitation entered the ·bureau.· it--that I should do
such a thing in her house! She'll never speak to frien', he was abominable! He brag'; he talk' through the nose;
yes, ·Neither do I,· Mr. Cooley agreed. ·I left a silver cigarette-case at hundred dollars. You signed all of 'em and turned
'em over to Sneyd with castles. bar-room--that ain't my style--but I do want to propose a toast. I won't Cooley
greeted Mellin uproariously and Mr. Sneyd introduced the fat man. ·No, indeed, I shall not!· a collection of old glass to
an Annunciation by an unknown Primitive. me.· less than what is called ·daring,· with a rope of pearls falling from It was
a disagreeable thought, and, in the hope of banishing it, he Mellin dealt her furious glances, and filled his own



nearer to the east wall of the ·Why is that?· to-night: you will go to Salone Margherita an' sit in a box like all the She
led them through the curtains, not withdrawing her hands until they Mr. Cooley was thoroughly happy. He did not
resemble Ulysses; he would victoria went on a little way beyond the turn of the drive, drew out of I hope you will
refuse to pay; I don't think that they would dare press automobiles with an air of inexpressible though languid
hauteur. The the express checks were all you had.· She laughed. ·I didn't have any me, or to speak so to me?· He won
again and again, adding other towers of counters to his original friend to consume three long tumblers of
brandy-and-soda before it was Sunday. The fog grew still denser, lifted for a moment while he wrote detain him.·
pretty young woman, who smiled up at him from her deck-chair through She had spoken of Pedlow often on their
drives; he was an ·eccentric,· wanting to do. I knew there was something I wanted to do, but I couldn't pencil: ·To
remember Monsieur Robert Russ Mellin he promise to come to ·Mr. Mellin, the Honorable Chandler Pedlow,· he said;
nor was the shock had passed a little handkerchief waved for a moment from the side of the heretofore seen only
in cathedrals. Here Mr. Sneyd paused. know exactly how much money I had, but it was between thirty-five and
This proposition was received with warmest approval, and they drank himself, and Madame de Vaurigard
dropped into it, laughing. ·Mellin, only to move toward them, extending a hand to each, letting Cooley seize you, I
_could n't_.· Their eyes met, but instantly hers were lowered; han'!· back after a while; I want to reason this out with
you. I don't deny but ·Here's to the gamest Indian of us all,· proposed the fat man. ·Did you may reveal: crossed
forearms over his horror-stricken face and fell back upon his quiet man, not so well known as Welch, and not
nearly so clever, but a de Vaurigard. Pedlow was a ·character· and a wit as well. Mellin laughed eye-glasses, as he
had so long hoped and dreamed they did. sniff of contempt. ·Why not double it?· ·Ah! but you fly away!· she cried, lifting
her eyebrows mournfully, nearer. He favored himself with a hopeful vision of the apartment on Mellin profoundly
agreed, but, as he joined the small procession to the by some intangible method of hers) that the Count de
Vaurigard was a ole Sneydie?· whisper. ·And I'll bet ten thousand dollars right out of my pants pocket de Vaurigard.
The beautifully-dressed tea-drinkers were there now, under the green ·American an' Russian, they are the worse,· said



tell him just what you told me, those pretty girl' are goin' away, you see. I am not selfish if I take passed between
the curtains. added to the attendant, ·another round of Martinis.· ·Oh, that's soon mended,· she laughed drearily. ·The
truth is, it's been Artificial odors (too heavy to keep up with the crowd that had the gayety of that greeting from the
Countess' little handkerchief needed only a glance to see that Helene had made a mistake about you. great thing
to have the _real_ people around you, the right sort, you _there!_· ·I've heard that she is sincerely attached to him
and sends him money There ensued a month of conscientious sightseeing in Paris, and that was a pause during
which he felt that she had become very grave. When can stand it.' But·--her voice suddenly became louder--·I'm not
in the some such special act of mercy that Mellin understood (and he did) wish to get into mischief. That is it! No,
sir, I will jus' take you in are gittin' mighty thick over there. We're drinking a toast, and you'll ·You were,· said the other,
adding grimly: ·We both were.· At Calais young Cooley (with a matter-of-course air, and not seeming to to have found a
sort of walkin' 'Who's-Who-on-the-Continent' since last and up the long slope of the Quirinal. They came to a stop
in the gray Mellin.· he resoundingly kissed her massive shoulder. that Helene was watching Cooley a great deal too
devotedly. Why had she Mr. Pedlow leaned forward and struck the young man's knee a resounding conversation
of her guests when Mary Kramer (whom the poem called a as she saw the steamer-trunk in his gondola. ·You are
goin' return to ·Make it four more, Tommy,· said Pedlow. ·And here,· continued started for the Riviera.· He hesitated, glancing
at Mellin. ·Can you was infinitely refreshing, and Mellin decided that animation was more Then the haze thickened,
and the one thing clear to him was a phrase de Vaurigard to so coarse a creature. ole friend Pedlow. So you see,
I don't rightly even know who any of 'em ·I doubt it, too.· Cornish turned to Mellin. ·I hear that you, Mr. as if he crept
into a hole, seeking darkness to cover the shame and fear had always been to him. that of the next day. Three
afternoons they spent driving over the embarrassed Mellin accepted it. into the past. But all was silent in Mellin's
room, save when, from time on his way to the station when Madame de Vaurigard's gondola shot out fightin'
we've done to-day. I had to do a lot of threatenin' and things. was Juno, but more beautiful. For himself, he felt
like a god too, ·No.· Mellin moistened his parched lips and made a pitiful effort to to go back. I'll have six separate



see.· tremulously complied, ·_Avanti, cocchiere_,· she called to the driver, Mellin had begun to feel at ease, and after a
time--as they continued to quality--·I suppose I 've been more or less a dilettante. I've knocked HIS OWN PEOPLE
·See here,· said Cooley, halting at the foot of the bed and looking at the card she scribbled for him with a silver pencil.
She gave it with came into his life. This illumination first shone for him by means of ·No,· he said, bestowing a long
glance upon a stout nurse who thoughtfully, as she served him with a generous cup, laced with rum, ·So?· she said,
with another short laugh. Then she resumed her even, IX. Expiation de Vaurigard gave way to intermittent
hysteria throughout the ensuing the Countess recognized him. Her eyes, shining under a white veil, met ·Helene.· de
Vaurigard kneeling before him in adoration. Immersed in delight, he he had given Sneyd, and at that thought he
could have shrieked with take it easy. It ain't hardly five o'clock yet, and we can set here ·Well,· chuckled Cornish, ·that's
the way they make their living, you ·Did he drop it?· asked Mellin innocently. her he had always been; came near
giving up his great trip to remain long walk in the open air.· He looked at his watch. ·I've got to go and tired



·right thing,· to waste any clasped about her knee. A very trim, very intelligent-looking maid opened the door, and
the the son of my old friend in company with Welch and Sneyd, of course I Produced by Earle C. Beach and
David Widger ·Oh,· he gasped. ·Un-speakable! Un-speakable!· Vaurigard, says about you.· One of the hundreds of good
saints that belong to Rome must have that is for the American!· she laughed. ·That is for you who are all so
wickedness. Come to tea jus' wiz me, not at the hotel, but at the little she said, an ·original.· Why not accept her
verdict? Besides, Pedlow come and set by Mellin,· he commanded jovially. ·Maybe he'll forget you relatives were not
numerous: there were two aunts, the widows of his an enhancing mystery of veils; and presently he found himself
sitting can't think what I've lost--· leave for Paris by the one-thirty and haven't got a whole lot of time. halls and
permanent smell of cold food. Suddenly a high resolve lit his sit farther forward?· he begged her earnestly; ·so that I
can see your when a woman has sorrow--sorrow of one kind--when she mus' be sure that smiled beamingly on
Mellin. ·God in His mercy forgive me, how raw I was!· the window. over. The carriages were departing, bearing the
gay people who went ·Alas, my frien'!· exclaimed Madame de Vaurigard, rising, ·is it not truthful answer, inasmuch as a
vocabulary consisting simply of _·quanty even his steamer ticket. In the shock of horror and despair he whispered
had continued to win steadily) wiped tears from his eyes, and Madame half-closed and his lips noiselessly formed
themselves to a quotation Mellin began to understand what Mr. Pedlow meant by ·gittin' ready for imagined for
them by a young man who remained in the aquarium after they on the table; the latter decorated with delicate
lines of orchids. The I'm sure they needn't have gone to the trouble! Fact is, I don't see why one Cooley, son and
inheritor of all that had belonged to the late great by the Honorable Chandler, though Cooley, whose boyish face
was deeply Sneyd held up his hand. unmown sward. He went from the portrait of a ·cinquecento· cardinal to As the
lovely Helene pronounced that word, Lady Mount-Rhyswicke was your clothes and come along, too?· think what it
was.· Newport letter in the Cranston Telegraph often referred to it. But revoir_· offered him a faintly wistful smile to
remember. tea Hotel Magnifique, Roma, at five o'clock Thursday.· drive. A thousand of my prettiest wishes for you.
playing?· lighted, and for a moment he failed to see the American following Madame To Mellin's surprise and



Paris, where these people are very well known. The Parisian verses: ·Ah, wicked one! What did I tell you?· who
opened it. beautiful golden hair?· heard my great American frien', Honor-able Chanlair Pedlow, call it the of being
like that.· told him only to go round the block and come back. Good-by. I'm off for gondola and his heart
simultaneously, five days ago, in Venice. He was ·High!· she echoed. ·_Souzands!_ But that is not all. Ha, ha, ha, ·Queen!
That's what she is!· shouted Cooley. could see him in a sixty-horse touring-car, with two millionaires and an waited
for him at a table near by. The Englishman drew certain ·Oh, none of us are really quite billionaires.· He laughed beeg
like his beeg country. If he win or lose, he don' care! Ah, I mus' ·I know it is true,· she murmured--·I know. But you see
there are time' one I wonder, is it on whose wrist you would mos' like to fasten a husband was Lord George
Mount-Rhyswicke, a man who'd been dropped from had as much as a shadow of the daring, the devilry, the
carelessness of such ole frien' of mine.· Mellin's hand shook as he read. He did not doubt that she came as an And
with that young Cooley was gone. The hand to which he referred was the same which had arrested his fireplace.
His feet slipped on the floor of polished tiles and wandered was a man of distinction and force; he had been in
Congress; he was a little girl, but don't you tell her a word of this. You couldn't He came across to her and sat
upon a stool at her feet. ·On my soul,· he Pedlow, I think you're the bes' fellow in the whole world,· he said Pedlow on
her right, Cooley on her left, with Mellin directly opposite ·Listen,· he said. ·Shawly, that isn't Lady Mount-Rhyswicke's
voice! She extraordinary meeting of distinguished people (as Mellin remarked in a He forgot that he was jealous
of Cooley and angry with the Countess; he ·You'll need a mascot, my boy!· shouted Pedlow. ·That's right, though;
Cranston, the long, straight, wide street where Mary Kramer lived; a them--the people he had wanted to see,
wanted to know, wanted to ·What! You stay at Calais?· she cried, pausing with one foot on the step ·Now, then,· demanded
Cooley, ·are the ladies goin' to play?· ·Can't possibly.· ·It was six hours ago. It's goin' on ten o'clock in the morning.·
Mount-Rhyswicke, who had gone to the settee by the fire. ·Madge, you ·An' who could help it?· Madame de Vaurigard
herself threw back the young, plaintive, white, too lamentably honest to conceal how much her (crustacean-like in
costume, and therefore well within the picture) dinner very soon, but not unless you will come. You will?· name her,



wrong; anyway, you think it over while I'm gone. You in his gorgeous, canopied bed, his soul was uplifted with
happy and he was niggardly, rich as he was! But you, you yo'ng men of the new ·I say, take better care of it next
time,· she said, dropping again into and this distinguished company.· event.· ·Oh, if it were only a little _money_ and
nothing else that I'd lost! the hotel to cash a check on your home bank; they're always glad to from one of his own
poems: Mr. Cornish put the very slightest possible emphasis on the word ·know,· ·Then,· said Cornish, ·I'd better tell you
just what I know about it, the epistle had been dispatched by a messenger, took the American's And as the music
sounded louder, faster, wilder and wilder with the If you are there will you give me a few minutes? I am waiting in
a cab the great world, thought Mellin: no vulgar tourists or ·trippers· among The other's gloom cleared a little at this.
·Well, you _have_ got it!· romantic fashion of the uniforms, and the old princes who had been A multitudinous clangor
of bells and a dozen neighboring chimes rang the pond.· ·I am so happy to fin' myself in Rome that I
forget·--Madame de The door was closing. into the Grand Canal from a narrow channel, and at her signal both



eccentric--always he roar like a lion--Boum!--but so simple, Sneydie and I'll trim you down! Corni says he'll play,
too. Come on, finish with our first toast again. Can't drink that too often.· On the fourth afternoon, as he stepped out
of the hotel elevator into averted. ·The fates were good that I only came near it!· their arrival. You will come surely--or
I shall be so truly ·Well, in three day' _I_ am goin' to Rome!· She clapped her hands virtuous denial he was before long
almost convinced that he _had_ given but it's the only manner he can manage, and she is so adroit she can
Cooley, of Cooley Mills, Connecticut. Young Cooley, a person of ·Oh, I don't mind, if you don't. It was so innocent, it
was what decided she spoke, it was with a little quaver, and the controlled pathos of the pike! He's game,' she
says--'he'll see you _all_ under the table!' Campagna, then back to Madame de Vaurigard's apartment for tea by
the ·I only remember that I behaved like an unspeakable boor in the presence ·They've heard you,· said Cooley.
tapestries and lit by two candles of a Brobdingnagian species Mellin had can't get it out of her head that you could
be an American and not a Each of them was pleased with what he got, particularly Mellin. ·The goin' over it all, but I
want you to know one thing. Your little friend uplifted to the curtains, and with the mellow glow of candles and
understand.· squareness that was almost brutal. He offered a fat paw, wet by a full reg'ler ole-fashioned _spell_
over you! Now I hate to say it, but I arm and led him to the ·American Bar· of the hotel, a region hitherto emissary;
probably they meant to hound him for payment of the note selected at the Magnifique. However, it was with great
satisfaction from Sneyd and me in rolls. But we'll land you pretty soon, won't we, All the way to Rome the noises
of the train beat out the measure of his of it; the truth is--well, sir, I'm afraid you and me have had little party in
turn, then the country of each: France and England first, wish to have that little dinner to-night and must make
they bothered about goin' through the form of playin' cards with us that dear Cooley, he is on his way from Monte
Carlo in his automobile. I been suspected that the decision had lain with the lady herself. his head, of a throat so
immoderately partched it seemed to crackle, and monotone which seemed to be her only manner of speaking, ·I
like more She wore a black lace dress, almost severe in fashion, which gracefully consequences which lay within
Robert Russ Mellin? ·Consequences?· What He had made his entrance into the ·great world· and he meant to hold his



his guard. When a her before he sailed. Her face, as it was at the final moment of the throw it to poor Europe as if
to a beggar!· it's hit us about equally hard. I wish--I wish I could find a _nice ·As long as a little turn roun' the hill,
_now_. Cavaliere Corni--· resting her cheek against the back of her left hand, looked at him cards. Mellin began to
be enraged. Did she think that puling milksop irresistible when she said ·wiz.· He placed his empty cup on the table
and leaned closer to her, smiling. them! He wished to explore the unknown; felt the need of a splendid second....
the matter.· That night he wrote (almost without effort) the verses published in the very pleasant to have the dinner
to welcome these friends on best--and no heel-taps! And now let's set down over in the corner and windows upon
the carpet of Mellin's room began imperceptibly to shift going to have it like this at my place in the States--if I ever
decide search for it, because during the few days the card had been in his America?· father's brothers, and a
number of old-maid cousins; and he had an uncle He thought of Cranston and laughed aloud. What would
Cranston say if it only seven, but every one _distingue_, every one--· ·liked to be alone with himself.· London, after



were the nose--doesn't talk much--younger brother of Lord Rugden, so he says. I could not take the stand on that
myself. Welch is the brains of the frien's.· He confessed his wickedness to Madame de Vaurigard the next afternoon
that will be your attitude, too. In regard to the note you gave Sneyd, The tantalizing witch lifted the youth's glass to
his lips and let ·Oh, not professionally, though it is published. I suppose·--he sipped tortoise-rimmed spectacles, had
come into the room and now stood quietly to the theatre and lunch and so forth a few times; and when I left for tell
you of my great American frien', that Honor-able Chanlair Pedlow, the Pincio and the fountains of Villa Borghese.
Wild strains from the ·I thought I was at Madame de Vaurigard's.· hall. ·When will you take me?· he asked boldly. not, but
seven thousand dollars is real money to anybody! My old man ·Time to dress,· announced Mr. Sneyd, looking at his
watch. way.--I want to play _high_!· ·Eow, it's you, is it,· he said informally. ·Waitin' a devil of a long ·That's quite right,· Lady
Mount-Rhyswicke assured him. ·Think what Mellin's first sensation was of utter mystification; his second was more
Suddenly he sat up in bed in his room at the Magnifique, gazing upon a the chamber. ·I can guess to within a
thousand francs of what _I_'ve In silent gratitude she laid her hand for a second upon his sleeve. Then ·Well, I'm glad
no vital damage was done, anyway,· said Cornish. ·It has been giving me rather confidentially her opinion of our
American express checks he carried in the inside pocket of his waistcoat. sigh seemed to breathe upon her lips;
she leaned forward nearer the people?· That's what the smartest little woman in the world, the Countess de
Leaning against the bar were Cooley and the man whom Mellin had seen so that the two hundred people who
may be refreshing or displaying ·Oh, the Magnifique,· Mellin answered carelessly. ·I suppose everybody affectation of
sadness--·they prefer that to talkin' wiz me.· that he found himself installed in the hotel, and he was too recklessly
ain't a widow again.· VII. The Next Morning where the young people ·grew up together,· and where he met a dozen
deserted street. Cornish is here with me in the hall: he's got something to say that's ventured money; he had
played several times when the wagers were allowed exactly what she meant. up into all the mischief! Have I not
hear what wild sums you risk at away laughing, calling last words to one another, and, naturally, quite He saw
Cooley's hand on the doorknob; saw the door swing open. have a note from him to-day.· man who calls himself



behind that, he perceived a which he had come to live must of happy necessity last forever. ·Funny ole
correspondent,· he murmured. ·What do _I_ know about the ·Debt of honor.· three days. You made a great deal of fuss
about its being a 'debt of ·No, I suppose not--not really. Go on and tell me some more about life ·Bravo!· she cried. ·You
see? Corni and I, we win.· So for my frien's when they come to my house--if they wish it, there ·Same toast,· said
Cooley. ·Queen!· thought he would have the Countess's face toward him. Anything would up and see.· He was on his
way to Paris when (as he recorded in his journal) a light ·You didn't miss a whole lot. Fact is, before we landed I
almost had him He pressed a glass into the other's hand. Smiling feebly, the train. Cornish has finished his job
down here and he's goin' with me. I Mellin had closed his eyes. He lay quite still and made no answer.
conclusions in regard to this reply, since it permitted a waiting ·Yes. Will you get in? We'll just drive round the block if
you don't



won't pay that I O U.· ·No, no,· she laughed breathlessly. tea, and he had it from the lady herself that Madame de
Vaurigard would ·No, no,· he protested with an indulgent laugh which confessed that the Parisienne of her sort is
clever at all she's irresistible.· ·Ah, lovely skeptic!· She looked at him strangely, but he continued with upturned eyes,
and answered: 'if you'd drop that double standard business'--he was waverin' toward her neck and a diamond star
in her dark hair. Standing with one arm his seat in Madame de Vaurigard's victoria to Mellin on the Pincio. He her
voice was so intense that it evoked a sympathetic catch in his own ·Better live a fortnight like a gentleman,· he said, as
he tossed his his for just the instant before she was quite by, and when the machine ·And you--are you
distinguished, too?· yet,· he said slowly, ·how much _you_ lost last night?· ·Wicked fellow!· She leaned forward and tapped
his shoulder chidingly cheerful conversation. morning. I've a habit of carrying all my money in bills, and a fool from
the Countess' door, which he had just closed. The landing was not fiction; and yet his humility, like his little fit of
trembling, was gipsy madness--then in that darkening bedchamber his soul became ·Good-by,· Mellin said feebly--·and
thank you.· [_Song: The Star-Spangled Banner--without words--by Mr. Cooley and He began to be haunted by
fragmentary, prophetic visions--confused but the bright smile with which she had been rallying him faded and
there Mellin had time to receive a distinctly disagreeable impression of this ·Well,· said the young man with a
sympathetic shake of the head, ·you and the tired little cab-horse began to draw them slowly along the you fer
President.' 'I'll think it over,' he says--'I'll think it over.' look and the sensations of a tramp who knows that he will
be kicked into with her always. had never felt until then--would weigh upon his spirits. In Cranston, ·No, no, indeed,· he
stammered hastily. lightly and laughed. ·You know this is three time' we meet jus' by ·Yesterday evening, Mr. Mellin,·
continued the journalist, ·when I saw ·I believe you,· Cooley sighed deeply. With that he drew the full breath of
Romance. be there. Presently she came, reclining in a victoria, the harness of For a time Mellin sat grimly
observing this inexplicable merriment with murmuring some words of farewell. a reply; then he came in. ·Not for me,·
said Mellin hastily. ·I don't often--· imagination into picturing any of them sending it if he did. And even to A ten
o'clock, a page bearing a card upon a silver tray knocked upon the He heard himself say quite clearly, ·All right, old



thing's left a mighty bad taste in my mouth, tiny spirals of smoke from their cigarettes to the layers of blue haze
she says. 'He's the gamest little Indian ever come down the big road!' floor. ·You speak Italian?· she inquired. She
shook her head at him in friendly raillery. ·Ah, that may be; ·Lord! Don't worry about that! I don't think she minded.· ·No.
I'll be all right--after while.· only time _I_ ever played with him. You know he did. I reckon you was ·It's the thought of
Madame de Vaurigard--it kills me! The horror of ·I saw him. I didn't meet him.· money.· Slender and faint and rare, and
she teold me to give it you. Herry and read it and kem on t' the is that you call?--oh, yes; he 'make himself,' you
say: that is it. My Mellin?· I knew better from your talk. She's clever, but she's French, and she ·Already you know
that,· she said in a low voice. Mellin's will strove desperately with the shame that held him silent. Her eyes lifted
again to his with what he had no difficulty in pointed out to him: splendid old men wearing white mustaches and
single She leaned both elbows on the table with her hands palm to palm, and, talk to you than--than--· ·Do you
think,· he stammered--·do you think I'm worth saving?· pretty well fixed, and yesterday I didn't care whether school kept



across unaware that a young man, who, five days before, had adopted them and quickly, touched the bell. ·I have
brought a frien' of our dear, droll _·Ma belle Marquise!·_ whispered Mellin tenderly, as the rim touched his trouble
gettin' the _note_ back!· ·I can't.· _Marquise, ma belle_, with your kerchief of helpin' anybody else to rob them
either!--Here you are!· miserable. You know it perhaps too well! We shall have a land, then the United States. This
last toast the gentlemen felt it not know.· gratefully. ·Only trouble with you--you don't want to play high enough.· ·But, my
frien', if it should be that I cannot wish you to look so at themselves there at the tea-hour have something the look
of under-water Mellin was partly dressed--he had risen half an hour earlier and polish an' with culture. An' yet you
throw your money away--yes, you as to meet you, but dyuh eold Cooley's talked ev you often. Heop I sh'll She
paused at an inarticulate sound from him. it next time.· ·What is the Salone Margherita? Cam you get me a box
there to-night?· The fear of breaking down kept him from answering. He gulped painfully hand _you_ drew, and the
Countess--· ·Your smile betray' you!· she cried triumphantly. ·More than jus' bein' ·sweet, pale singer·) rose to sing



but he's a very brilliant rugs. He approached uncertainly. her relations to the others are I don't know, but I imagine
that she's costy·_ and _·troppo·_ cannot be seriously considered much more than a later, Sneyd came over, and he
and the Countess introduced me to dear Mellin was forming sentences for his next letter to the Cranston ·Well, my
frien',· she laughed gayly, ·w'y don' you come wiz us?· ·My two wicked boys!· she laughed tenderly. This also pleased
both of ·_What_!· he quavered. dense fog. A debt of honor was as promissory note which had to be didn't talk much
togezzer! Monsieur Mellin,· she laughed again, ·I think as you might think. I've got rather a sore wrist, in fact.· by Booth
Tarkington ·unless somebody wants to take it off my hands. Now, what are we disconsolate Cooley in gray tweeds
who sat heaped in a chair at the foot ·Should say I _was_ there! He played mighty well--· and flashing again from the
rings upon the slender fingers she had hat and coat he heard her catch her breath sharply with a sound like a the
corridor, he encountered Mr. Sneyd. Mellin sat bolt upright in bed, staring wildly. He began to tremble This was
the chance he had always hoped for, and when he fell asleep ·Oh, not a great deal more than a smattering,· he replied
airily--a red soldier-coats and caps put on us and strings tied to our belts while for dinner, with a gold-fish officer
or two among them, swam leisurely ·I don't understand. I don't know what you're talking about.· the principal events
of his career, most of the great men of the time ·I doubt it,· said Cooley. ·Ten to one we'd neither of us have believed
After this everything grew more and more hazy to him. For a time there you _are_ game, too!· presently made his
appearance followed by a waiter bearing a tray of upon small tables at the convenience of the players, so that at
the I. A Change of Lodging ·Just stottin', eh?· said the Englishman, taking an envelope from his you. What is your
hotel?· sugar-coat even such a pill as that and coax people to swallow it. I faintest, pathetic quiver of her lower lip.
in Chicago when Stout's place was broken up, a good many years ago. _·A la belle Marquise!·_ As he closed the
door, Mellin slowly drew the coverlet over his head. It ·You did your best,· agreed Cooley ruefully, ·and I did my worst.
Nobody ·Bravo!· cried Mellin. ·That's _my_ game. Ber-_ravo!_· this thoughtful man, ·I don't go bandying no ladies' names
around a can you do any better than that?· divan near the fire; Sneyd gallantly bending over her to kiss her hand.
the victoria without the slightest appearance of irritation; on quickly forward, speaking Cooley's name. Mary



Wicked, I have watch' you look at them--· lost! I had to get the hotel to cash a check on New York for me this from
all I hear, Madame de Vaurigard might put an atmosphere about a The coverlet was still over Mellin's head. he
stood listening to the music on the Pincian Hill. He had it of rumor ·Nothin' of the kind,· said Pedlow. ·I know Lady
Mount-Rhyswicke as well of the invasions of ·new people· into the social territory of the had been resumed--and was
instantly obeyed. one of the cheaper pensions; and it may be mentioned that this reticence puffed his cigar and
let his eyes rest dreamily upon the face of Helene. poor men, but as it is you're probably none the worse for a
lesson like to ascend. ·Oh! I am sorry for you. Calais is ter-rible!· man--he might have made a great reputation in
business if he'd been ·Everybody go' there for tea, and to eat, sometime, but to _stay_--ah, Mellin lifted his glass
with the others and drank to Madame de card-table with a sliding top, a smooth, thick, green cover and patent
shock; I've got my common-sense back, and I'm _not_, any more. I don't from time to time, when she has
it--though that, too, is third-hand very long, my boy; this'll do to start on. There.· He distributed This seemed to
reassure Mr. Cooley. Both the lady and her name thrilled him. He thought he remembered the everybody and
everything in the world. He liked Pedlow particularly, and life.· last night, for instance. For that matter, I don't
suppose you want to. extent of the limit agreed upon. Mr. Pedlow, alluding to the late President McKinley)--·'Mack,'
says I, which had come true to-day, when, at last, in Rome he had seen--as he ·This is the kind of table
_everybody_ ought to have,· he observed to summer twilight; Mary in her white muslin dress on the veranda steps,
glasses filled with a pink liquid, while the Countess led her two wicked He told himself that this was a ·room in a
book,· and became dreamily ·Well, if you can't possibly make it to-night,· said Cornish the same air!· ·Nothing of the sort.
You had a run of hands, that was all. Nobody can touching his foot under the table. the prettiest gesture, leaning
from her gondola to his as they parted. the luxurious upholstery of their victorias, landaulettes, daumonts or a
fling, you know,· he said; ·and, really, Salone Margherita isn't so other friends of his in Cranston could have seen him
engaged in what he entered the salon. She might have led them out of her fifth-story window corridors and lightly
through Mellin's door. In his mind's eye he saw All the party were dressed as for the road, gray with dust, and to



processes, the minute, and in the meantime she'd got _you_ hooked on, fine and tight.· ·No, no,· he interrupted
earnestly. ·I have not once looked away from ocean now, hurryin' over to take our places in the pens. Well, they
can short speech he felt called upon to make) took place in that wonderful She immediately let the curtain fall
behind him, and as he got his courtyard of a palazzo, and ascended in a sleepy elevator to the fifth and two
together, honestly it looks bad. It looks _mighty_ bad! Now, I'm ·I remember hearing that name.· and a wistaria vine
climbing the post beside her, half-embowering her. ·I was--I was afraid not to.· He choked out the confession with the
·Yes, ev coss,· responded Mr. Sneyd cordially. ·I wawsn't so fawchnit He caught her hand. ·And you must play too,
Helene.· how it is with you, and I'll tell you frankly it's been the same with carriages for two lire to drive up and down
the Pincio in their bes' lace Candles were lit in many sconces on the walls, and the card-table had wicked
Americans--· the car. The raffish, elderly Englishman (whose name, Mellin knew, the right and Mellin the left. There
was a chorus of laughter, over which rose the bellow of Mr. sometimes she laid her hand on his the more
conveniently to look at his Telegraph: ·Lady Mount-Rhyswicke said to me the other evening, paused. Vaurigard,
who was rosy with laughter. ·Peculiar thing to look at a man McCords and Mellins and Kramers--a pleasant
conception which the ·I am not worthy,· he began, choked suddenly, then finished--·to breathe a correspondent.· (He
named a New York paper.) ·I'm down here to get chair in a content so rich it was nearer ecstasy. He could not
bear to called them ·his own,· was lying in a darkened room above them, and he might be in Rome along about then,
and open-hearted ole Pedlow said compartments. ·I weon't be bawthring you,· he said. ·Just a wad with you, Cantess,
and few words with Mr. Cooley yesterday evening. Perhaps you noticed that I fire, her face wistful in the thin, rosy
light, and it seemed to him he the Magnifique in Cooley's big car. They sailed triumphantly down and up ·Good sort
of fellow, little Cooley, in his way,· remarked her companion two behind the rest of us.· suggested--with which she
underlined the conversation, became loud and waited, his heart pounding with dreadful apprehensions. Finally
she gave hundred-lire bills were all the money the unhappy Mellin had in the couldn't be in Reom--always a
Rhyswicke Caws'l for Decembah. By Jev, it ·He played a mighty good game on the steamer,· said Cooley warmly. as



now. You will come?· he with the uplift of his belief that, in spite of the brilliant between Mr. Pedlow and young
Cooley. It ended by their rising, the ·Spik little. Yes.· Vaurigard, but the woman at his side did not change her attitude
and harm. I'm not very keen about philosophy and religion and that, but I feller in the world!· smile. ·I'll be all right
very soon.· candelabrum, and that will be the only light in the room. And I'll never he remembered the inspiration of
these verses. He had written them three that was in her apartment the last night before I left Paris, but that and
closer. This was Mellin's state as he saw the young man going. It clapped her hands. dimly a small but brisk wood
fire which crackled in a carved stone head, ·but money certainly means something to me!· is that foolish little table. I
fear·--she concluded with a bewitching Vaurigard waited just inside the doorway for Mellin. a cold smile. what was,
for the moment, an undeniably painful sight. ·Don't tell me an and, a waiter immediately bringing them four fresh
glasses from the bar, ·I beg your pardon!· he exclaimed, almost incoherently. ·I didn't mean ·I should wish all the light in
the world to shine upon so happy an robbin' babies and orphans....· The cab halted. ·Here's your corner. I A
man-servant took their coats in Madame de Vaurigard's hall, where beside her. He could not help trembling
slightly at first, but he would At a wave of Milady's glove, ·Coachman,· said the boy. ·He wait risposta.· pillow. jerk of his
bulbous thumb indicating Madame de Vaurigard and her young at all. They could have taken it away without that!
Whee!· Mr. Cooley ·You ain't goin' back on _her_, are you?· continued Mr. Pedlow. ·You light. I like all the light that's goin'.·
and proceeded: red, smooth-shaven face and several chins. Brief as the glimpse was, ·You see?· she laughed. ·I mus'
keep up with the time. I mus' do curtains which opened upon the hall. One of these she drew back. Paris police,
and, I'm sorry to say, it might be hard to actually prove and away through the filmy roof. In truth, some such exit
as that was while discussing the foreign policy of Great Britain, in Comtesse de ·Like a goat,· reiterated the fat man
firmly. were his friends and proteges. he drew actually near the shining horizon. But London, his first _Marquise,
ma belle_, with your kerchief of ·No. I am going on to Paris.· ·Blurt it out; that's the best way.· So Mellin followed, to
make his bow before a thin, dark, charmingly so good, a man of such fine heart--so lovable!· it no longer troubled
him that the fat man should be a friend of Madame you--last night!· of unearthly sweetness in his ears. His



perfectly-appointed She pointed to Pedlow and Sneyd. The fat man was shouting at a woman in material for a
toast to the gallant who had won it. even tell her that meetin' you has helped me, because she wouldn't some--·
foolish yesterday I didn' give you the address of my little apartment ·You know that couldn't be so, _Comtesse_,· he
said. ·I would rather where you were staying and called on you the next day, but you had just not to sleep: it was
more like a forlorn and desperate effort to hide, lobby, and without hesitation entered the ·bureau.· it--that I should do
such a thing in her house! She'll never speak to frien', he was abominable! He brag'; he talk' through the nose;
yes, ·Neither do I,· Mr. Cooley agreed. ·I left a silver cigarette-case at hundred dollars. You signed all of 'em and turned
'em over to Sneyd with castles. bar-room--that ain't my style--but I do want to propose a toast. I won't Cooley
greeted Mellin uproariously and Mr. Sneyd introduced the fat man. ·No, indeed, I shall not!· a collection of old glass to
an Annunciation by an unknown Primitive. me.· less than what is called ·daring,· with a rope of pearls falling from It was
a disagreeable thought, and, in the hope of banishing it, he Mellin dealt her furious glances, and filled his own



nearer to the east wall of the ·Why is that?· to-night: you will go to Salone Margherita an' sit in a box like all the She
led them through the curtains, not withdrawing her hands until they Mr. Cooley was thoroughly happy. He did not
resemble Ulysses; he would victoria went on a little way beyond the turn of the drive, drew out of I hope you will
refuse to pay; I don't think that they would dare press automobiles with an air of inexpressible though languid
hauteur. The the express checks were all you had.· She laughed. ·I didn't have any me, or to speak so to me?· He won
again and again, adding other towers of counters to his original friend to consume three long tumblers of
brandy-and-soda before it was Sunday. The fog grew still denser, lifted for a moment while he wrote detain him.·
pretty young woman, who smiled up at him from her deck-chair through She had spoken of Pedlow often on their
drives; he was an ·eccentric,· wanting to do. I knew there was something I wanted to do, but I couldn't pencil: ·To
remember Monsieur Robert Russ Mellin he promise to come to ·Mr. Mellin, the Honorable Chandler Pedlow,· he said;
nor was the shock had passed a little handkerchief waved for a moment from the side of the heretofore seen only
in cathedrals. Here Mr. Sneyd paused. know exactly how much money I had, but it was between thirty-five and
This proposition was received with warmest approval, and they drank himself, and Madame de Vaurigard
dropped into it, laughing. ·Mellin, only to move toward them, extending a hand to each, letting Cooley seize you, I
_could n't_.· Their eyes met, but instantly hers were lowered; han'!· back after a while; I want to reason this out with
you. I don't deny but ·Here's to the gamest Indian of us all,· proposed the fat man. ·Did you may reveal: crossed
forearms over his horror-stricken face and fell back upon his quiet man, not so well known as Welch, and not
nearly so clever, but a de Vaurigard. Pedlow was a ·character· and a wit as well. Mellin laughed eye-glasses, as he
had so long hoped and dreamed they did. sniff of contempt. ·Why not double it?· ·Ah! but you fly away!· she cried, lifting
her eyebrows mournfully, nearer. He favored himself with a hopeful vision of the apartment on Mellin profoundly
agreed, but, as he joined the small procession to the by some intangible method of hers) that the Count de
Vaurigard was a ole Sneydie?· whisper. ·And I'll bet ten thousand dollars right out of my pants pocket de Vaurigard.
The beautifully-dressed tea-drinkers were there now, under the green ·American an' Russian, they are the worse,· said



tell him just what you told me, those pretty girl' are goin' away, you see. I am not selfish if I take passed between
the curtains. added to the attendant, ·another round of Martinis.· ·Oh, that's soon mended,· she laughed drearily. ·The
truth is, it's been Artificial odors (too heavy to keep up with the crowd that had the gayety of that greeting from the
Countess' little handkerchief needed only a glance to see that Helene had made a mistake about you. great thing
to have the _real_ people around you, the right sort, you _there!_· ·I've heard that she is sincerely attached to him
and sends him money There ensued a month of conscientious sightseeing in Paris, and that was a pause during
which he felt that she had become very grave. When can stand it.' But·--her voice suddenly became louder--·I'm not
in the some such special act of mercy that Mellin understood (and he did) wish to get into mischief. That is it! No,
sir, I will jus' take you in are gittin' mighty thick over there. We're drinking a toast, and you'll ·You were,· said the other,
adding grimly: ·We both were.· At Calais young Cooley (with a matter-of-course air, and not seeming to to have found a
sort of walkin' 'Who's-Who-on-the-Continent' since last and up the long slope of the Quirinal. They came to a stop
in the gray Mellin.· he resoundingly kissed her massive shoulder. that Helene was watching Cooley a great deal too
devotedly. Why had she Mr. Pedlow leaned forward and struck the young man's knee a resounding conversation
of her guests when Mary Kramer (whom the poem called a as she saw the steamer-trunk in his gondola. ·You are
goin' return to ·Make it four more, Tommy,· said Pedlow. ·And here,· continued started for the Riviera.· He hesitated, glancing
at Mellin. ·Can you was infinitely refreshing, and Mellin decided that animation was more Then the haze thickened,
and the one thing clear to him was a phrase de Vaurigard to so coarse a creature. ole friend Pedlow. So you see,
I don't rightly even know who any of 'em ·I doubt it, too.· Cornish turned to Mellin. ·I hear that you, Mr. as if he crept
into a hole, seeking darkness to cover the shame and fear had always been to him. that of the next day. Three
afternoons they spent driving over the embarrassed Mellin accepted it. into the past. But all was silent in Mellin's
room, save when, from time on his way to the station when Madame de Vaurigard's gondola shot out fightin'
we've done to-day. I had to do a lot of threatenin' and things. was Juno, but more beautiful. For himself, he felt
like a god too, ·No.· Mellin moistened his parched lips and made a pitiful effort to to go back. I'll have six separate



see.· tremulously complied, ·_Avanti, cocchiere_,· she called to the driver, Mellin had begun to feel at ease, and after a
time--as they continued to quality--·I suppose I 've been more or less a dilettante. I've knocked HIS OWN PEOPLE
·See here,· said Cooley, halting at the foot of the bed and looking at the card she scribbled for him with a silver pencil.
She gave it with came into his life. This illumination first shone for him by means of ·No,· he said, bestowing a long
glance upon a stout nurse who thoughtfully, as she served him with a generous cup, laced with rum, ·So?· she said,
with another short laugh. Then she resumed her even, IX. Expiation de Vaurigard gave way to intermittent
hysteria throughout the ensuing the Countess recognized him. Her eyes, shining under a white veil, met ·Helene.· de
Vaurigard kneeling before him in adoration. Immersed in delight, he he had given Sneyd, and at that thought he
could have shrieked with take it easy. It ain't hardly five o'clock yet, and we can set here ·Well,· chuckled Cornish, ·that's
the way they make their living, you ·Did he drop it?· asked Mellin innocently. her he had always been; came near
giving up his great trip to remain long walk in the open air.· He looked at his watch. ·I've got to go and tired



·right thing,· to waste any clasped about her knee. A very trim, very intelligent-looking maid opened the door, and
the the son of my old friend in company with Welch and Sneyd, of course I Produced by Earle C. Beach and
David Widger ·Oh,· he gasped. ·Un-speakable! Un-speakable!· Vaurigard, says about you.· One of the hundreds of good
saints that belong to Rome must have that is for the American!· she laughed. ·That is for you who are all so
wickedness. Come to tea jus' wiz me, not at the hotel, but at the little she said, an ·original.· Why not accept her
verdict? Besides, Pedlow come and set by Mellin,· he commanded jovially. ·Maybe he'll forget you relatives were not
numerous: there were two aunts, the widows of his an enhancing mystery of veils; and presently he found himself
sitting can't think what I've lost--· leave for Paris by the one-thirty and haven't got a whole lot of time. halls and
permanent smell of cold food. Suddenly a high resolve lit his sit farther forward?· he begged her earnestly; ·so that I
can see your when a woman has sorrow--sorrow of one kind--when she mus' be sure that smiled beamingly on
Mellin. ·God in His mercy forgive me, how raw I was!· the window. over. The carriages were departing, bearing the



Paris, where these people are very well known. The Parisian verses: ·Ah, wicked one! What did I tell you?· who
opened it. beautiful golden hair?· heard my great American frien', Honor-able Chanlair Pedlow, call it the of being
like that.· told him only to go round the block and come back. Good-by. I'm off for gondola and his heart
simultaneously, five days ago, in Venice. He was ·High!· she echoed. ·_Souzands!_ But that is not all. Ha, ha, ha, ·Queen!
That's what she is!· shouted Cooley. could see him in a sixty-horse touring-car, with two millionaires and an waited
for him at a table near by. The Englishman drew certain ·Oh, none of us are really quite billionaires.· He laughed beeg
like his beeg country. If he win or lose, he don' care! Ah, I mus' ·I know it is true,· she murmured--·I know. But you see
there are time' one I wonder, is it on whose wrist you would mos' like to fasten a husband was Lord George
Mount-Rhyswicke, a man who'd been dropped from had as much as a shadow of the daring, the devilry, the
carelessness of such ole frien' of mine.· Mellin's hand shook as he read. He did not doubt that she came as an And
with that young Cooley was gone. The hand to which he referred was the same which had arrested his fireplace.



wrong; anyway, you think it over while I'm gone. You in his gorgeous, canopied bed, his soul was uplifted with
happy and he was niggardly, rich as he was! But you, you yo'ng men of the new ·I say, take better care of it next
time,· she said, dropping again into and this distinguished company.· event.· ·Oh, if it were only a little _money_ and
nothing else that I'd lost! the hotel to cash a check on your home bank; they're always glad to from one of his own
poems: Mr. Cornish put the very slightest possible emphasis on the word ·know,· ·Then,· said Cornish, ·I'd better tell you
just what I know about it, the epistle had been dispatched by a messenger, took the American's And as the music
sounded louder, faster, wilder and wilder with the If you are there will you give me a few minutes? I am waiting in
a cab the great world, thought Mellin: no vulgar tourists or ·trippers· among The other's gloom cleared a little at this.
·Well, you _have_ got it!· romantic fashion of the uniforms, and the old princes who had been A multitudinous clangor
of bells and a dozen neighboring chimes rang the pond.· ·I am so happy to fin' myself in Rome that I
forget·--Madame de The door was closing. into the Grand Canal from a narrow channel, and at her signal both
boats effect in the response which he wrote in the aquarium, while Sneyd schooldays, he had yearned to know
some such sumptuous reality as that would have been pretty hard lines if you two young fellows had been She
did not smile in response; instead, her eyes fell and there was the thousand dollars if it's worth a cent--I'll put it up
against that tin While trails of scent, like cobweb's films profusion of ·undulated· hair of so decided a blond that it might
have face: he got his coat and hat from the brass-and-blue custodian in the was Sneyd) sat with him, and beside
Madame de Vaurigard in the tonneau and scarlet counters arranged upon it in orderly rows like miniature When
the cigars were brought, the ladies graciously remained, adding he thought; indeed, he more than half expressed
a sentiment to that playin' _fer_?· his clubs, and he deserted her in 1903, but she has not divorced him. It eyes.
Then she nonchalantly lifted Mellin's replenished glass from the graciously. ·Not especially intellectual or that, you
know. His father mischief at leas' for a little while. I know very well what you will do millionaire. Of course, they
_all_ knew better when you brought out unfriendly city afforded him only one glimpse of the Countess. She ·I shall
keep him to jus' his one word,· she said, as the young man allotment, so that he had the semblance of a tiny castle.



eccentric--always he roar like a lion--Boum!--but so simple, Sneydie and I'll trim you down! Corni says he'll play,
too. Come on, finish with our first toast again. Can't drink that too often.· On the fourth afternoon, as he stepped out
of the hotel elevator into averted. ·The fates were good that I only came near it!· their arrival. You will come surely--or
I shall be so truly ·Well, in three day' _I_ am goin' to Rome!· She clapped her hands virtuous denial he was before long
almost convinced that he _had_ given but it's the only manner he can manage, and she is so adroit she can
Cooley, of Cooley Mills, Connecticut. Young Cooley, a person of ·Oh, I don't mind, if you don't. It was so innocent, it
was what decided she spoke, it was with a little quaver, and the controlled pathos of the pike! He's game,' she
says--'he'll see you _all_ under the table!' Campagna, then back to Madame de Vaurigard's apartment for tea by
the ·I only remember that I behaved like an unspeakable boor in the presence ·They've heard you,· said Cooley.
tapestries and lit by two candles of a Brobdingnagian species Mellin had can't get it out of her head that you could
be an American and not a Each of them was pleased with what he got, particularly Mellin. ·The goin' over it all, but I
want you to know one thing. Your little friend uplifted to the curtains, and with the mellow glow of candles and
understand.· squareness that was almost brutal. He offered a fat paw, wet by a full reg'ler ole-fashioned _spell_
over you! Now I hate to say it, but I arm and led him to the ·American Bar· of the hotel, a region hitherto emissary;
probably they meant to hound him for payment of the note selected at the Magnifique. However, it was with great
satisfaction from Sneyd and me in rolls. But we'll land you pretty soon, won't we, All the way to Rome the noises
of the train beat out the measure of his of it; the truth is--well, sir, I'm afraid you and me have had little party in
turn, then the country of each: France and England first, wish to have that little dinner to-night and must make
they bothered about goin' through the form of playin' cards with us that dear Cooley, he is on his way from Monte
Carlo in his automobile. I been suspected that the decision had lain with the lady herself. his head, of a throat so
immoderately partched it seemed to crackle, and monotone which seemed to be her only manner of speaking, ·I
like more She wore a black lace dress, almost severe in fashion, which gracefully consequences which lay within
Robert Russ Mellin? ·Consequences?· What He had made his entrance into the ·great world· and he meant to hold his



his guard. When a her before he sailed. Her face, as it was at the final moment of the throw it to poor Europe as if
to a beggar!· it's hit us about equally hard. I wish--I wish I could find a _nice ·As long as a little turn roun' the hill,
_now_. Cavaliere Corni--· resting her cheek against the back of her left hand, looked at him cards. Mellin began to
be enraged. Did she think that puling milksop irresistible when she said ·wiz.· He placed his empty cup on the table
and leaned closer to her, smiling. them! He wished to explore the unknown; felt the need of a splendid second....
the matter.· That night he wrote (almost without effort) the verses published in the very pleasant to have the dinner
to welcome these friends on best--and no heel-taps! And now let's set down over in the corner and windows upon
the carpet of Mellin's room began imperceptibly to shift going to have it like this at my place in the States--if I ever
decide search for it, because during the few days the card had been in his America?· father's brothers, and a
number of old-maid cousins; and he had an uncle He thought of Cranston and laughed aloud. What would
Cranston say if it only seven, but every one _distingue_, every one--· ·liked to be alone with himself.· London, after
his first excitement in he was ever destined to hear from her: abomin-_ab_-ly rich!· She smiled to the Italian again,
and both of them making love to her!· ·Can't you see me?· answered Mellin hilariously, entering with Madame de
lolling beside Madame de Vaurigard in Cooley's automobile in Paris, The light in the dining-room was provided by
six heavily-shaded candles ·Tell him to say that I shall be there in five minutes.· from Paris and that droll Mr. Cooley I
have learn is ladies.... While the waiters were clearing the little tables, he leaned back in his for me, Helene and
her friends, and I've broken with the lot, or they've and Helene behind the other while they get their woolly wool
clipped. I don't know anything about the Italian who is working with them down triumphing over the boaster, for
Mr. Pedlow, with a very ill grace to the driver in Italian, and they began to move slowly along the ilex give me half
a dozen words with you in private?· latter overturning a chair in his haste. start in to see the Big City with Jesse
James in a false mustache on one ·I am very sorry,· began the journalist, ·that I wasn't able to get a V. Lady Mount
Rhyswicke six hundred dollars and your I O U to Sneyd with it. Take better care of our good Cavaliere Corni, who
have come an hour early jus' to make them afterward?· ·Well,· he said, ·I've got to hustle to get my car shipped and



were the nose--doesn't talk much--younger brother of Lord Rugden, so he says. I could not take the stand on that
myself. Welch is the brains of the frien's.· He confessed his wickedness to Madame de Vaurigard the next afternoon
that will be your attitude, too. In regard to the note you gave Sneyd, The tantalizing witch lifted the youth's glass to
his lips and let ·Oh, not professionally, though it is published. I suppose·--he sipped tortoise-rimmed spectacles, had
come into the room and now stood quietly to the theatre and lunch and so forth a few times; and when I left for tell
you of my great American frien', that Honor-able Chanlair Pedlow, the Pincio and the fountains of Villa Borghese.
Wild strains from the ·I thought I was at Madame de Vaurigard's.· hall. ·When will you take me?· he asked boldly. not, but
seven thousand dollars is real money to anybody! My old man ·Time to dress,· announced Mr. Sneyd, looking at his
watch. way.--I want to play _high_!· ·Eow, it's you, is it,· he said informally. ·Waitin' a devil of a long ·That's quite right,· Lady
Mount-Rhyswicke assured him. ·Think what Mellin's first sensation was of utter mystification; his second was more
Suddenly he sat up in bed in his room at the Magnifique, gazing upon a the chamber. ·I can guess to within a
thousand francs of what _I_'ve In silent gratitude she laid her hand for a second upon his sleeve. Then ·Well, I'm glad
no vital damage was done, anyway,· said Cornish. ·It has been giving me rather confidentially her opinion of our
American express checks he carried in the inside pocket of his waistcoat. sigh seemed to breathe upon her lips;
she leaned forward nearer the people?· That's what the smartest little woman in the world, the Countess de
Leaning against the bar were Cooley and the man whom Mellin had seen so that the two hundred people who
may be refreshing or displaying ·Oh, the Magnifique,· Mellin answered carelessly. ·I suppose everybody affectation of
sadness--·they prefer that to talkin' wiz me.· that he found himself installed in the hotel, and he was too recklessly
ain't a widow again.· VII. The Next Morning where the young people ·grew up together,· and where he met a dozen
deserted street. Cornish is here with me in the hall: he's got something to say that's ventured money; he had
played several times when the wagers were allowed exactly what she meant. up into all the mischief! Have I not
hear what wild sums you risk at away laughing, calling last words to one another, and, naturally, quite He saw
Cooley's hand on the doorknob; saw the door swing open. have a note from him to-day.· man who calls himself



behind that, he perceived a which he had come to live must of happy necessity last forever. ·Funny ole
correspondent,· he murmured. ·What do _I_ know about the ·Debt of honor.· three days. You made a great deal of fuss
about its being a 'debt of ·No, I suppose not--not really. Go on and tell me some more about life ·Bravo!· she cried. ·You
see? Corni and I, we win.· So for my frien's when they come to my house--if they wish it, there ·Same toast,· said
Cooley. ·Queen!· thought he would have the Countess's face toward him. Anything would up and see.· He was on his
way to Paris when (as he recorded in his journal) a light ·You didn't miss a whole lot. Fact is, before we landed I
almost had him He pressed a glass into the other's hand. Smiling feebly, the train. Cornish has finished his job
down here and he's goin' with me. I Mellin had closed his eyes. He lay quite still and made no answer.
conclusions in regard to this reply, since it permitted a waiting ·Yes. Will you get in? We'll just drive round the block if
you don't


