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“Of course I do. But you won’t always like me best, honey. You'll groy, |,
and meet somebody your own age and go marry him and forget you ever had
a daddy.”

“Yes, that’s true,” she agreed tranquilly.

He didn’t go in. He was coming back at nine o’clock and he wanted to keep
himself fresh and new for the thing he must say then.

“When you’re safe inside, just show yourself in that window.”

“All right. Good-by, dads, dads, dads, dads.”

He waited in the dark street until she appeared, all warm and glowing i,
the window above and kissed her fingers out into the night.

- II1I

They were waiting. Marion sat behind the coffee service in a dignified black
dinner dress that just faintly suggested mourning. Lincoln was walking up
and down with the animation of one who had already been talking. They were
as anxious as'he was to get into the question. He opened it almost immed;.
ately: ;

“I suppose you know what I want to see you about—why I really came to
Paris.”

Marion played with the black stars on her necklace and frowned.

“Pm awfully anxious to have a‘home,” he continued. “And I’'m awfully anx-
ious to have Honoria in it. I appreciate your ' taking in Honoria for her
mother’s sake, but things have changed now”—he hesitated and then contin-
ued more forcibly—“changed radically with ‘me; and I want to ask you to
reconsider the matter. It would be silly for me to deny that about three years
ago I was acting badly—” '

Marion looked up at him with hard eyes:

“—but all that’s over. As I told you, I haven’t had more than a drink a day
for over a year, and I take that drink deliberately, so that the idea of alcohol
won’t get too bigin my imagination. You see the idea?”

“No,” said Marion succinctly. !

‘memon”
“I get you,” said Lincoln. “You don’t want to admit it’s' got any attraction
for you.” L

“Something like that. Sometimes I forgetand don’t take it. But I try to take
it. Anyhow, I couldn’t afford to drink in my position. The people I represent
are more than satisfied with what I've done, and I'm bringing my sister over
from Burlington to keep house for me, and I want awfully to have Honoria
too. You know that even when her mother and I weren’t getting along well
we never let anything that happened touch Honoria. I know she’s fond of me
and I know Pm able to take care of her and—well, there you are. How do you
feel about it?”

He knew that now he would have to take a beating. It would last an hour
or two hours, and it would be difficult, but if he modulated his inevitable
resentment to the chastened attitude of the reformed sinner, he might win
his point in the end. - dadyne o

Keep your temper, he told himself. You don’t want to be justified. You want

Honoria.
|
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incoln SPOk?.ﬁrSt: “We've been talking it over ever since we got your letter
Jast month. \Y)e ‘ebll‘aPP)’ to have Honoria here. She’s a dear little thing, and
e glad ‘tO e able to help her, but of course that isn’t the question—"
Marion interrupted suddenly. “How long are you going to stay sober, Char-
" she asked.

«permanently, I hope.”

«How can anybody count on that?”

«You know I never did drink heavily until I gave up business and came over
here with nothing to do. Then Helen and I began to run around with—”

«please leave Helen out of it. I can’t bear to hear you talk about her like
that.”

He stared at her grimly; he had never been certain how fond of each other
he sisters were in life.

ver U apsed.”

“It was time enough.”
- »

“It was time enough,” he agreed.

“My duty is entirely to Helen,” she said. try to think what she would have
wanted me to do. Frankly, from the night you did that terrible thing you
haven’t really existed for me. I can’t help that. She was my sister.”

Sves.”

“When she was dying she asked me to look out for Honoria. If you hadn’t
been in a sanitarium then, it might have helped matters.”

He had no answer.
“Tll never in my life be able to forget the morning when Helen knocked at

my door, soaked to the skin and shivering, and said you’d locked her out.”

Charlie gripped the sides of the chair. This was more difficult than he
expected; he wanted to launch out into a long expostulation and explanation,
but he only said: “The night I locked her out—" and she interrupted, “I don’t
feel up to going over that again.”

After a moment’s silence Lincoln said: “We’re getting off the subject. You
want Marion to set aside her legal guardianship and give you Honoria. I think
the main point for her is whether she has confidence in you or not.”
~ “Idon’t blame Marion,” Charlie said slowly, “but I think she can have entire
confidence in me. I had a good record up to three years ago. Of course, it’s
within human possibilities I might go wrong any time. But if we wait much

.head, “I'll simply lose her, don’t you see?”

“Yes, I see,” said Lincoln.
~ “Why didn’t you think of all this before?” Marion asked.
| “I suppose I did, from time to time, but Helen and I were getting along

“My drinking only lasted about a year and a half—from the time we came
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trouble ‘with' the cook! several hours before. Charlie became increasin gl

alarmed at leaving Honoria in this atmosphere of hostility against hlmSelf
sooner or later it would come out, in a word here, a shake of the head there
and some of that distrust would be irrevocably implanted in Honoria. But j,
pulled his temper down out of his face and shut it up inside him; he had vy,
a point, for Lincoln realized the absurdity of Marion’s remark and asked he,
lightly since when she had objected to the word “damn.”

“Another thing,” Chalie said: “Pm able to give her certain‘advantages noy,
I’'m going to take a French govet‘ness to Prague with'me.T've got a lease on 5
new apartment—" ol o1aksdugingy T al in o

He stopped, reahzmg that he was blundermg They couldn t be expected tq
accept with ‘equanimity the fact'that his'income was agam twice as large as
their own.

“I suppose you can give hier more luxuries than we can,” szud Marion. “When
you were throwing away money we were hvmg along watchlng every ten francs,

.I'suppose you’ll start doing it again.” :

“Oh no,” he said. “I've learned. I worked hard for teni‘years, you know—
until I got lucky in the market, hke SO many people Terrlbly lucky. It won’t
happen again” ' P uoy 10

There was'a long silence. All of them felt the1r nerves straining, and for the

: ﬁrst time in a year Char ie wanted a drink. He was sure now that Lincoln
Peters wante - IO S DR ST TIND, AT T

~ Marion shuddered suddenly, part of her saw that Charlie’s feet were planted
on the earth now, and her own maternal feeling recognized the naturalness
of his desire; but she had'lived for'a long time with a prejudice—a preJudrce
foundedon 2 curious disbelief inthet sister’s happiness; and which, in the
shock of one terrible night; had turhed to hatred for him. It had all happened
at a ‘point in - her life' where' the ‘discouragement'of ill health and adverse
circumstances made it necessary for her to beheve in tanglble villainy and a
tangible villain. : AR

“I can’t'help what'T think!” she cried out suddenly “How’much you were
responsible for Helen’s death; I dont know Its somethrng you’ll have to
square with'your own conscience.” ¢t

An electric cutrent of ‘agony surged through him; for a moment he was
almost on his feet, an' unuttered sound’ echomg in h1s throat He hung on to
himself for a' moment, another moment. - :

“Hold on there,” sa1d‘*L1ncoln uncomfortahly “I never ‘thought you were
responsible for that.” 492 110Y 1 (107 .

“Helen died of heart trouble # Charhe sa1d dully

“Yes, heart trouble.” Marion' spoke as 1f the phrase had another meaning
for-her: i35y 2iaw | bristpmiistiic s s

Then, in the ﬂatness that fbllowed her outburst she saw him plainly and
she knew he had somehow ‘arrived at control over the situation. Glancing at
her ‘husband, she foundno help from him,‘and‘as abruptly as if it were a
matter of no importance, she threw w up the sponge

“Do what you like!” she cried, springing ‘up from' her chair. “She’s your
child: P’'m not the person to stand *miy’ouf)way I think if it were my child I'
rather see her—” She managed to ’check‘herself “You two decide it. I can’t

stand this; P'm sick. ’'m going to bed# [Bivins wird
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she hurried from the room; after a moment Lincoln said:

«This has been a hard day for her. You know how strongly she feels—" His

oice Was almost apologetic: “When a woman gets an idea in her head.”

«Of course.” _ .

qt's going to be all right. I think she sees now that you—can provide for

o child, and so we can’t very well stand in your way or Honoria’s way.”

«Thank you, Lincoln.”

qq better go along and see how she is.”

“Im going.” ‘

He was still trembling whgn he reached the street, but a walk down the Rue
jonaparte to the quais* set him up, and as he crossed the Seine, fresh and new
by the quai lamps, he felt exultant. But back in his room he couldn’t sleep.
The image of Helen haunted him. Helen whom he had loved so until they
had senselessly begun to abuse each other’s love, tear it into shreds. On that
rrible February night that Marion remembered so vividly, a slow quarrel had

one on for hours. There was a scene at the Florida, and then he attempted

o take her home, and then she kissed young Webb at a table; after that there
was what she had hysterically said. When he arrived home alone he turned
the key in the lock in wild anger. How could he know she would arrive an
hour later alone, that there would be a snowstorm in which she wandered
about in slippers, too confused to find a taxi? Then the aftermath, her escap-
ing pneumonia by a miracle, and all the attendant horror. They were “rec-
onciled,” but that was the beginning of the end, and Marion, who had seen
with her own eyes and who imagined it to be one of many scenes from her
sister’s martyrdom, never forgot.

Going over it again brought Helen nearer, and in the white, soft light that
steals upon half sleep near morning he found himself talking to her again.
She said that he was perfectly right about Honoria and that she wanted Hon-
otia to be with him. She said she was glad he was being good and doing better.
Shesald a lot of other things—very friendly things—but she was in a swing in
awhite dress, and swinging faster and faster all the time, so that at the end
hecould not hear clearly all thar she said.

R
R IV
He woke up feeling happy. The door of the world was open again. He made
~ plans, vistas, futures for Honoria and himself, but suddenly he grew sad,
~ temembering all the plans he and Helen had made. She had not planned to
~ die. The present was the thing—work to do and someone to love. But not to

ve too much, for he knew the injury that a father can do to a daughter or

] ;‘y' to a son by attaching them too closely: afterward, out in the world,
- the child would seek in the marriage partner the same blind tenderness and,
-~ falling probably to find it, turn against love and life.

 Itwas another bright, crisp day. He called Lincoln Peters at the bank where
he worked and asked if he could count on taking Honoria when he left for
Prague. Lincoln agreed that there was no reason for delay. One thing—the
legal guardianship. Marion wanted to retain that a while longer. She was upset

4. Paved riverbanks (French).
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by the whole matter, and it would oil things if she felt that the situation was
still in her control for another year. Chatlie agreed, wanting only the tangible,

visible child.
Then the question of a governess. Charles sat in a gloomy agency and talked

to a cross Béarnaise and to a buxom Breton® peasant, neither of whom he
could have endured. There were others whom he would see tomorrow.
He lunched with Lincoln Peters at anfons, trymg to keep down his exul-

tation,
“There’s nothing quite hke your own chdd Lincoln said. “But you under-

stand how Marion feels too.”
“She’s forgotten how hard I wbrked for seven years there,” Charlie said,

“She just remembers one night.” .«
“There’s another thing,” Lincoln hesitated. “Whlle you and Helen were tear-

ing around Europe thromng morney away, we were just getting along. I didn’t
touch any of the prosperity because I never got ahead enough to carry any-
thmg but my insurance. I think Marion felt there,was some kind of injustice
in it—you not even working toward the end, and getting richer and richer.”

“It went just as quick as it came,” said Charlie.

“Yes, a lot of it stayed in the hands of chasseurs and saxophone players and
maitres d’hétel—well, the big party’s over now. I just said that to explain
Marion’s feeling about those crazy years. If you drop in about six o’clock
tonight before Marion’s too tired, we’ll settle the details on the spot.”

Back at his hotel,;Charlie found a pnewmatique’ that had been redirected
from the Ritz bar where Charlie had left his address/for the purpose of finding

a certain man.

" DEAR CHARLIE: You were so strange when we saw you the other day that I

- 'wondered if T dld“somethmg to offend you. If so, ’'m not conscious of it. In fact,
T have thoughi: about you too much for the'last year, and it’s always been in the
back of my mind that I rmght see you if I came over here. We did have such good
times that crazy spring, like the night you and I'stole the butcher’s tricycle, and
the time we tried to call on the president and you had the ‘old derby rim and the
wire cane. Everybody seems so old lately, but I don’t feel old a bit. Couldn’t we
get together some time today for old time’s sake? I've got a vile hang-over for the
moment, but will be feeling better this afternoon and will look for you about five

in the sweatshop' a:t the Ritz. . SR106D a1l .
iBRTNG B Bie pioidot 1 Always devotedly,
i srl2 s L SIGH Bie s 2ri Lorraine
$ g4 (7 SITEG2 B

oA 3 9"{!

His first feeling was one o of awe that he had actually, in his mature years,
stolen a tricycle and pedaled Lorralne all over the Etoile” between the small
hours and dawn. Iﬁ retrosRect it was a nightmare. Locking out Helen didn’t
fit in with any other act of his hfe‘f“but the tricycle incident did—it was one
of many. How man ¥Wee"ks or mpnths of d1551pat10n to arrive at that condition

of utter 1rrespon51blhty? Rl @ e
..'w,z T 0 BL )
=5. Native of Brittany, in north“?estern Francefﬂeama};e native of Béarn, in southwestern France. 6.
™fessage delivered speedily via system of pneumatic tubes (French). 7. Intersection of twelve streets at
~he northwestern end of the Champs-Elysees, forming a “sar” (etoile).
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He ¢ried to picture how Lorraine had appeared to him then—very attractive;
Helen was unl}appy about it, though she said nothing,. Yesterday, in the res-
urant, Lorraine had seemed trite, blurred, worn away. He emphatically did
ot want to see her, and he was glad Alix had not given away his hotel address.
[t was & relief to think, instead, of Honoria, to think of Sundays spent with
her and of saying good morning to her and of knowing she was there in his
house at night, drawing her breath in the darkness.

At five he took a taxi and bought presents for all the Peters—a piquant
doth doll, a box of Roman soldiers, flowers for Marion, big linen handker-
chiefs for Lincoln.

He saw, when he arrived in the apartment, that Marion had accepted the
inevitable. She greeted him now as though he were a recalcitrant member of
the family, rather than a menacing outsider. Honoria had been told she was
going; Charlie was glad to see that her tact made her conceal her excessive
happiness. Only on his lap did she whisper her delight and the question
“When?” before she slipped away with the other children.

He and Marion were alone for a minute in the room, and on an impulse
he spoke out boldly:

“Family quarrels are bitter things. They don’t go according to any rules.
They're not like aches or wounds; they’re more like splits in the skin that
won’t heal because there’s not enough material. I wish you and I could be on
better terms.”

“Some things are hard to forget,” she answered. “It’s a question of confi-
dence.” There was no answer to this and presently she asked, “When do you
propose to take her?”

“As soon as I can get a governess. I hoped the day after tomorrow.”

- “That’s impossible. I've got to get her things in shape. Not before Saturday.”

He yielded. Coming back into the room, Lincoln offered him a drink.

“T'll take my daily whisky,” he said.

It was warm here, it was a home, people together by a fire. The children felt

very safe and important; the mother and father were serious, watchful. They
had things to do for the children more important than his visit here. A spoon-
ful of medicine was, after all, more important than the strained relations
between Marion and himself. They were not dull people, but they were very
much in the grip of life and circumstances. He wondered if he couldn’t do
something to get Lincoln out of his rut at the bank.
- A long peal at the door-bell; the bonne a tout faire® passed through and went
down the corridor. The door opened upon another long ring, and then voices,
and the three in the salon looked up expectantly; Richard moved to bring the
corridor within his range of vision, and Marion rose. Then the maid came
back along the corridor, closely followed by the voices, which developed under
the light into Duncan Schaeffer and Lorraine Quarrles.

They were gay, they were hilarious, they were roaring with laughter. For a
moment Charlie was astounded; unable to understand how they ferreted out

the Peters’ address.

- “Ab-h-h!” Duncan wagged his finger roguishly at Charlie. “Ah-h-h!”
- They both slid down another cascade of laughter. Anxious and at a loss,

Maid of all work (French).




282 F..SCOTT FITZGERALD

Charlie shook hands with them quickly and presented them: to Lincoln
Marion. Marion nodded, scarcely speaking. She had drawn back a step towa;
the fire; her: lictle girl stood: beside her, and Manon put an arm about he,
shoulder: 1o girf whws (ruviw 10 0 SR A Brls 21y oi

With  growing; annoyance at the intrusion, Charhe wauted for them
explain themselves. After some concentration Duncan said:

“We came to invite you-out:to dinner. Lorraine and I insist that all thjg
shishi, cagy business ’bout your address:got t6 stop.” :

Charlie came closer to them, .as if to force them backward down the cor.

ridor.
“Sorry, but I can’t. Tell me where you’ll be and T’ll phone you in half ap

hour.” Htoing ! : :
This made no’ 1mpressron Lorrame sat down suddenly on the side of 3
chair, and focusing her eyes on'Richard; cried, “Oh; what a nice little boy!
Come here, little boy.” Richard glanced athis mother, but:did not move. With
a perceptible shrug of her shoulders, Lorraine turned back to Charlie:
“Come and dine. Sure your cousins won’ mine: See you so sel’om. Or sol-

emn.”
“I can’t,” said Charlie sharply. “You! two have dinner and I'll phone you.”

Her voice became suddenly unpleasant. “All right, we’ll go. But I remember
once when you hammered on:my door at four .A:M. I:was enough of a good
sport to give you a drink. Come on, Dunc.”

Still in slow motion, with blurred angry faces, with uncertain feet, they
retired along the corridor. br . :

“Good night,” Charlie said.

“Good night!” responded Lorraine .emphatically. .

“When he went back into the salon Marion had, not moved, only now her
son was standing in the circle of her other arm. Liricoln was still swinging
Honoria back and forth like a pendulum from side to side.

“What an outrage!” Charlie broke out. “What an absolute outrage!”

- Neither of them answered. Charlie dropped into an armchair, picked up
his drink, set it down again andsaid:

.1“People I haven’t seen for two years having the colossal nerve—"

He broke off. Marion had made the sound: “Oh!” in one swift, furious
breath turned her body from'him with a jerk and left the room.

Lincoln set down Honoria carefully.::

#“You children go in and start your soup, "'he sa1d and when they obeyed,
he said to/ Charlie: 0] 15013

“Marion’s not well and she can’t stand shocks That kind of people make
her really physically sick.”?: / vigiv

“I didn’t tell them to come here They wormed your name out of somebody.
They dehberately— Chanigriod by -

“Well, it’s too bad. It doesn’t. help matters. Excuse/me a minute.”

Left alone,; Charlie sat tense in his chair. In the next room he could hear
the children eating, talking in monosyllables, already oblivious to the scene
between: theit elders. He heardla murmur of conversation from a farther room
and then the ticking bell of a telephone receiver picked up, and in-a panic he
moved to the other side of the room and out of earshot.
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.~ [paminute LinFOIn came back. “Look here, Charlie. I think we’d better call
’ dinnet for tonight. Marion’s in bad shape.”

¢ s she angry Wlth me?”

sgort of,” he said, almost roughly. “She’s not strong and—

wyou mean she’s changed her mind about Honoria?”

«he's pretty bitter right now. I don’t know. You phone me at the bank
fmOrTow:” . ' Py e

«wish you'd explain to her I never dreamed these people would come here.
m just as sore as )fou are.”. : ¥

q couldn’t explain anything to her now.” i

Chatlie got up. He took his coat and hat and started down the corridor.
Then he OP ened the door of the dining room and said in a strange voice,
sGood night, children.” :

Honoria rose and ran around the table to hug him.

‘Good night, sweetheart,” he said vaguely, and then trying to make his voice
more tender, trying to conciliate something, “Good night, dear children.”

B v
Charlie went directly to the Ritz bar with the furious idea of finding Lorraine
“and Duncan, but they were not there, and he realized that in any case there
was nothing he could do. He had not touched his drink at the Peters’, and
g he ordered a whisky-and-soda. Paul came over to say hello.
s a great change,” he said sadly. “We do about half the business we did.
fellows I hear about back in the States lost everything, maybe not
st crash, but then in the second. Your friend George Hardt lost every
ear. Are you back in the States?”
n business in Prague.”
hat you lost a lot in the crash.”
*and he added grimly, “but I lost everything I wanted in the boom.”
y short.”
like that.”
emory of those days swept over him like a nightmare—the
met travelling; then people who couldn’t add a row of figures
herent sentence. The little man Helen had consented to dance
p’s party, who had insulted her ten feet from the table; the
ls carried screaming with drink or drugs out of public

y locked their wives out in the snow, because the snow of
‘real snow. If you didn’t want it to be snow, you just paid
e

the phone and called the Peters’ apartment; Lincoln answered.
) because this thing is on my mind. Has Marion said anything



