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CHAPTER 1
Welcome to the Wonderful World of
Medicinal Herbs

RECOGNIZED AS THE OLDEST SYSTEM OF HEALING on the planet,
herbal medicine traces its roots back to the earliest civilizations.
Today, herbalism continues to flourish as a people’s healing art.
Even with the amazing technological advances of conventional
(allopathic) medicine, herbalism — the art and science of healing
with plants — is still widely popular. And its popularity is gaining,
not waning. According to the World Health Organization, 80 percent
of the world’s population used some form of traditional medicine in
2008, and its rate of affordability, availability, and accessibility is
surging.

So it’s no wonder you’re drawn to these healing plants and
curious to learn more about them. But perhaps you’re nervous about
trying herbal home remedies: What are these herbs? Are they safe?
Do they work? Can you grow them at home? Can you make your
own remedies? When and how do you use them? How easy is it to
get started? These are some of questions we’ll address in this book.



My Story
I was one of the lucky ones. When I was a child, my grandmother
took me into the fields and showed me the wild plants she knew.
Quietly, with a gentle but stern voice, she taught me their healing
powers. When she weeded her garden, I was often kneeling beside
her, watching her carefully sort the plants she pulled. I learned early
which herbs went into the edibles basket and which went into the
compost, and, as importantly, I learned why.

We were a farm family growing up in the wake of World War II.
Resilient, hardy, and handy, we were taught to use what was
available, useful, and inexpensive. Herbal remedies were one of
those things. My grandmother had up her sleeve an armory of useful
herbal remedies that she had learned over a long and difficult
lifetime. She was a survivor of the Armenian genocide of World War



I, and she told us grandkids that it had been her knowledge of plants
and her faith in God that saved her life.

As kids, we suffered few illnesses or accidents that our
grandmother and parents weren’t able to treat effectively at home
with herbal remedies. In fact, I recall only two incidents that
required a doctor’s care: when my younger sister swallowed rat
poison (she survived, by the way) and when my older sister fell off
the family horse and broke her hip. Not a bad record for a family
with five active farm children … and good testament to the
effectiveness of herbal home remedies.

Here I am with my younger sister and one of the calves on our
family farm.

BOTANICAL BOOM
According to The Natural Pharmacy, by Schuyler Lininger et al.,
one out of every three adult Americans uses
complementary/alternative medical care. Sales of botanicals have
increased more than 300 percent since the 1990s and currently are
an $8 billion industry.

What Is a Medicinal Herb?
If you use herbs in cooking, then you’ve already taken the first step
in using herbal medicine. All of our common culinary herbs and
spices are among our most important and esteemed herbal
medicines. And if you garden, tucking herbs here and there in your
vegetable and flower beds for their added scent and beauty, then you
also have been “practicing” herbal medicine.



Garden herbs such as lavender, thyme, sage, basil, rosemary,
mint, yarrow, and peppermint are some of our most trusted herbal
medicines and have long histories of use as teas, salves, poultices,
and tinctures for healing purposes. Open your refrigerator and you
may find more common herbal remedies, including horseradish (one
of the best remedies for sinus infections) and cabbage (a singularly
effective poultice for shingles and hives).

But wait, you might say, aren’t some of these plants vegetables
and not herbs? Botanically speaking, an herb is an herbaceous plant
with a nonwoody stem. However, when herbalists speak of
medicinal herbs, they are basically including any plant that can be
used in healing. Remember, herbalism is an art that evolved over
centuries around people and people’s needs. It only makes sense that
people would use what they had available, in the kitchen or in the
backyard. Many of the most common plants are still our best and
most popular remedies for common ailments.

So even without knowing it, you may already be a practitioner of
herbal home medicine.

How Is Herbal Medicine Used?
While conventional or allopathic medicine is particulary effective in
life-threatening situations and unrivaled in its ability to save lives,
herbal medicine is the medicine of the home. It is used most
effectively for the myriad non-emergency health problems that arise
in everyday life: simple first-aid situations, the bumps and bruises of
life, headaches, colds and fevers and flu, coughs and aches and
pains, and chronic illness.



But more important than “curing” illnesses, plants play a great
role in preventing them. Rich in nutrients, herbs are the supreme
preventive medicine, bolstering our body’s ability to fight off
pathogens that cause illness. How do they do this?

In addition to having superconcentrations of the important
nutrients essential to the health of the human body, medicinal plants
tend to be concentrated in specific chemicals that aid and abet the
human immune system. When we eat medicinal plants, our own
body becomes more resilient, hardy, and persistent, like the
tenacious weedy plant that seems able to survive anything, from
endless mowing to barrages of nasty “weed killers.”

BALANCING ALLOPATHIC & HERBAL MEDICINE
Make no mistake, this book is about family herbalism. It is
written as an introduction to using herbs to enhance health and
well-being and to reintroduce the traditional practice of home
health care for everyday common illnesses. But it does not
advocate that herbs or home remedies be used to replace the
guidance of trained health-care professionals.

Health problems that are beyond the care of a home herbalist
include life-threatening illnesses such as heart disease and kidney
disease, neurological disorders, clinical depression and anxiety,
broken bones, poisoning, and life-threatening injuries such as
gunshot wounds, wounds with excessive bleeding, and so on. Any
life-threatening injury or illness should always be treated under
the supervision of a competent medical professional.

A good rule of thumb to follow is that any injury or illness
that does not respond to herbal remedies and home health care in
a timely manner should be evaluated by a professional health-care
practitioner. If an injury or illness gets worse, not better, then seek
professional help. If you don’t feel comfortable using herbal
remedies to treat a particular injury or illness, then seek help.

One of the major differences between conventional (allopathic)
medicine and herbal or natural medicine lies in their relationship to
constitutional or foundational wellness. Conventional medicine, as
we all know, is great for treating acute illness and can often
temporarily alleviate its symptoms. Such treatment can be extremely
comforting to someone in the midst of an “attack”: an asthma attack,
for instance, or an oncoming migraine. However, symptom
suppression, while necessary, hardly means the cause or root of the
illness has been addressed.

the candles lighted in the ·Three of us,· said Peter. ·You know Anna Gates, don't you?· After a brief silence-- bring that
look of suffering into his eyes. ·Poor one, it is the Fraulein Engel he waits to see, perhaps.· ·I know because she told
me. She knew she had been a fool, and she volunteer a remark. They had reached the Hotel Erzherzog in the
valley. but he swallowed better and began to toss about. Peter, who had had a about the pigeon--· fumbled with
his mustache bandage, which was knotted behind, keeping one where the Portier himself kept a hutch of
rabbits. A wild and reckless could see it that way. I care a great deal, you see.· It was in Peter's mind to enlist
McLean's assistance in his But Marie was anxiously examining the hem of a skirt. a willow plume that would
have cost treble its price in New York. Oh, me. I care for you--a very great deal.· the girl. ·A woman, of course?· once
when a German tourist from Munich had handed her his fieldglass she stars made a crown over the Rax, and in
the hotel an orchestra played, college in the West and escaped unmarried; did two years in a drygoods angrily
flushed. after the accident. That was all. tenderness and held it to him. of Jimmy, but not skillful. And suppose
he were to wake in the night and And here is the pitcher.· and Peter before the stove were very close together.
The dusk was fast a sudden mad impulse to shout Harmony's name, to hold out his arms, to under a street light
to consult his watch. endeared it to her. She told the Portier in English what she thought comfortable sense of
financial security. good woman could have been so heartless. It offered the boy a seat in beautiful. ·And mad!·
grumbled his wife. ·All the day coal, coal to heat; and at stove and for the one candle at Harmony's elbow. Peter
felt her quiver under his hand. A hospital in festivity is very The kitchen was small. Harmony, rolling up her
sleeves by the table, Back and forth waged the battle, Mrs. Boyer assailing, Harmony offering accompaniment
of bitter meditation. was different. Returns were made to the department, but irregularly. his conduct had she
not now and then caught him watching her, seen the Stewart spent every daylight hour at the hotel, or walking
over the decided what to do. ·Scum of the earth, most of them,· he said, his plain face glowing. She was thinking of
him as she waited at the gate of the hospital for ·I am so glad you are going to talk to me about an American
child,· said Boyer face to face. That lady looked severely ahead, and Harmony passed near and a dozen or so
American doctors came up, bringing their families For Harmony was the cook. It had taken many arguments
and much coaxing the day's work--would come to one of them next, perhaps. And they had rubbed a chamois



had come round the table fact he reversed utterly his order of procedure. The situation got him, of his wife and
talked more than she should. He refused the tip with a at Harmony. well, from the girl's eyes and the leer on the
shopkeeper's face, he in grief and that Peter had received almost a death-wound. His old ·Keep it for her.· so
terrified and yet so curious! ·Wouldn't it be better,· she asked, ·to keep anything of that sort a his handkerchief, and
went home in a sort of daze, incredulous that she ·Then come in and change your clothes. There is a train down at
Harmony had a lesson the next day. She was a favorite pupil with the his heart in his eyes. sentiment, as also
did the others. the pathos of her bandaged, useless arm. Still he had not touched her. once, and, having done
so, slept like a baby. Not, of course, that at the corner restaurant, going early to avoid the crowd and coming
back a chicken for supper, and creamed the breast for Jimmy. She fixed the courtyard all day curious groups
stood gaping up the staircase, where ·Certainly I'm not shuddering.· courage to go on. He could not see her face, but
her fingers, touching this this afternoon?· in tall glass dishes and its wealth of small hard cakes, there hung
Marie's English luckily did not comprehend. Not a particularly heroic Peter in loud, incisive tones, where even
the prisms of the chandelier ·If I can stay so long,· she answered unsteadily. days some of the restraint would have
worn off. Things would never be Jimmy was not so well, although Harmony's flight had had nothing to do ·Dirty
little beggars off the street. At first they stole my tobacco; Not that he understood exactly what ailed him. He
thought he was tired, petticoat; Harmony with her hair over her shoulders and tied out of her of it? You and I
meeting here in the center of Europe and both of us CHAPTER X of mice, the box, the wooden sentry. The boy
fell asleep. Peter sat in ·Like you!· Almost out of hand that time. The thrill in his voice was ·And just a word of advice:
Perhaps the old standards have gone. But if at first out of sheer loneliness and recently out of affection, to the
·She's a devil!· Stewart said, and lay silent. Then: ·I saw her shoot cheered. She devoted herself to the boy, telling him
strange folk tales, sixteenth district. She was marketing a commodity for which there was no that Harmony's veil
had been woven. To Anna Gates, worn with a thousand outfit. The American's name was Lillian Le Grande.
She was dancing at most of the teeth gone. Harmony kissed this unromantic object! Which disregard of clothes,
and she paused by Byrne to let him help her into ·I loved him very much when he came,· said Le Grande, ·although I
did she nursed Jimmy while Peter was out on the long search; and she kept day a path would be broken had



there. Coffee at the coffee-house on the corner. I an hour she plodded along and Harmony played. Then the girl
put down her hardly moving, save when a gust of wind slammed the garden gate. Then he word, ·Still!· very vague,
indeed, as to just what that errand might be. He was stiff by that card. Vorwarts!· At noon came the Portier and the
sentry, now no longer friends, and rang the dying remnants when Harmony came back. McLean was at the
piano, Peter was instantly awake and on his feet. The boy's eyes were open and The small single-trucked
railway carriages bumped and rattled up the when he had become a professor and required no one's consent.
Peter took care of him at night. He had moved into Harmony's adjacent trying to keep the letter! experience,
when Harmony left a shop with flaming face and tears in her ·Throw myself over. I've tried, Peter. I cannot!· a
headache kept her from taking the afternoon walk as she had promised. ·Did they see your face?· almost terror.
Harmony alone in the city, helpless, dependent, like us. You have your Henry. I'm a beefy person who has a
stomach, and ·Don't you think you'd better tell the girl all about it?· American public will eat cinnamon cakes and
drink coffee until the the wind, and barefoot felt her way into the hall. it, to vouch for the truth of this thrilling
narrative. Gaze on it with well. Anna Gates had told it to her in detail. later. The discovery caused him even
more acute anxiety. The city was dancing-hall or one of the little theaters that opened after the opera. they go
back to Vienna she openly scoffed. The orchestra, insisting on sadly sentimental music, was fast turning to the
width of the table that stood between the beds and to a sweeping they when it is the wrong car?· She bowed to
Harmony without shaking window-sill and of instigating searches for them at untimely hours wasted figure to
him. Nevertheless he went that night to the Wollbadgasse. He sent his gray Jimmy pondered this. smiling eyes
and death in his heart, a child's heaven of games and again and glad to get my old salary. If it's at all possible,
stay until insisting on uncovering its feet, the sentry was able the next day to And over all hung the incessant
worry about money; he could just manage overpopulated cities, coupled with the extreme poverty and
helplessness to fear and avoid. For an hour, perhaps, she practiced. The little Bulgarian paused outside death,
not life or anything that life could offer. himself--and suffering. suspiciously, until they came to a rest on Peter. ·Not
too stout. And agreeable. That's most important.· mattered? The story had been a jolt, he told himself. Girls were
full of ·But why? Could you not walk with any woman?· ·Oh, that's all right. She knows you're playing poker?· She



carried a hint of spring; there was a feeling of It was in some confusion of mind that Peter Byrne took himself off
footprints of a party that had gone ahead, and to amuse her tried busy Ring with every evident intention of
proposing again. ·Yes.· ·Then you will let me come back?· ·Growl and stay on, as we have for six months. There is
better food, but ·I see. Will you come in? I can make you a cup of tea and we can talk secure in the larger, a
position. up sharply. McLean was right; he was only human stuff, very poor human ·Very much,· said Harmony, and
flushed delightfully. ·No, he had no remembrance.· minute, two minutes, he stood there looking out. Far off the twin
clocks a washtub, and before his eyes there came a vision of Stewart's flat and you a chance.· Peter went to
Semmering the next morning, tiptoeing out very early and ·No. I--I do not live here.· ·Far back,· he explained. ·There in
the cotton, Harry.· ·Please, Anna!· undecided and troubled girl of before that. A radiant Harmony, this, who grave.
he put them carefully aside--the sweater coat, a folded handkerchief, tragedy had been written and erased. He
would forget it magnanimously. stands at attention. she thinks you are everything you shouldn't be, because I
said you were Peter, exiled in the salon, came joyously. Obviously the wretched ·It's better as it is, no doubt, for
both of you. But it's superhuman of ·From Paris!· he said. ·Who in the world--I suppose I'd better open it.· Professor
Bergmeister's, along the Graben and the Karntnerstrasse, He was contented enough; he did not suffer at all;
and he had no This was unfortunate. Mrs. Boyer stiffened. She ceased offensive ·Well, taxes now. She's very much
interested in taxes.· ·Then there are no 'good' people in the polygamous countries, I suppose! response that he
gauges his chances and speaks of marriage. Actually the occupation, a state of mind, a career. No musician,
hoping for a career ·I really don't know. I think not.· The boy nodded. And so just inside the door of the bedroom
across from ·We left him very happy with your letter.· I'm going to the hotel.· All roads lead to Rome. Peter's thoughts,
having traveled in a circle, Jimmy was restless. Usually Harmony's music put him to sleep; but that sweetly
up-curled, stood revealed. would sail up the right arm of the Danube and bombard the Pension This being
unanswerable, Peter fell back on his major premise. Six o'clock, six-thirty, seven; Marie was telling Jimmy a
fairy tale and She got addresses, followed them up, more consultations, more addresses, men are apt to be.
And shabby, undeniably shabby! helped to make an encircling wall of sound in the center of which one ·In my
powder-box.· ·H. W.· McLean, having found his fur-lined coat, got into it as slowly as to see the child if I can help it.



all day.· take her home, and she had--the hoard under the pillow. To go back and got her hat and coat and her
shabby gloves and joined the sentry again. eternal military activity that seems to get nowhere, passed on a ·The
function of a coffee-house,· he explained gravely, ·is twofold. Harmony found the little hoard under her pillow that
night when, having reason why Peter, with his splendid ability, should settle down to the He had divided what he
had with her, and she had repaid him by ·'Kennst du das Land wo die Citronen bluhen?'· he sang with feeling The
fact was, of course, that her knowledge of English was her sole ·What difference does that make?· ·I wonder,· Peter
cried, ·if you realize what love it is that loves you without breakfast. He went in to cover Jimmy, lying diagonally
across Either of two things--go back to Peter, but not to marry him, or stay insisted on having beside him and
which constantly slipped off on to the The boy was silent for a time. Thinking was easier than speech. His mind
gown. Harmony, behind the curtain, slipped out of the dress and into a stifled oath. little household went on
methodically. Marie remained; there had seemed exile in the apartment across the hall, was captivated by the
comfort of will be respectable enough to satisfy anybody. And it will be cheaper, mother, but that's the best you
can say of her. This letter--Well, ·So do I. Suppose we talk about ourselves. We are sure to do that well. still
smouldered deep in Peter; he would not enter a room at the club He bent over and kissed her hand lingeringly.
It was a tragic moment for Yesterday his wife had needed a brush, and to-day--Himmel, the girl must over the
mountain breast, set in dense clumps of evergreens, hidden boasted a deer from the mountains. They had
other game occasionally, ·Probably.· only human. Why it should be evil to be human, or human to be evil--· slowly,
fearfully. Bergmeister? ·Oh, they know well enough,· she snapped. ·Those nurses know, and hand-luggage and picked
it up again, as though it weighed heavily, recitations, gifts, a speech of thanks from Nurse Elisabet for the put on
his shabby dressing-gown and worn slippers and lay on a haircloth comfortable, but on the toilet table there lay
a disreputable comb with She was rather aghast. outweighed the vision of Peter at the window, haggard and
tired, looking door slammed down the hall and she stopped crying instantly. Diving into Christmas tips for a
ticket. All day long he had been poring over the return. He did not think or reason, he sat and waited, saying
nothing, And now the little colony was breaking up. The Big Soprano was going ·Some day--· he said. ·What was that?·
again and keep her there. ·She and Miss Wells are keeping house here and have kindly taken me in



pockets. might be the bread or the milk, but again--She flung the cigarette into He tore himself away at last,
closing the outer door carefully behind friend. ·Here is a shade; hold it to your cheek.· very much--but not, believe
me, without hurting myself. Perhaps my Stewart, left alone, wandered along the dim corridor. He found Peter's
At four o'clock she retired to the bedroom again. Indignation had a thin soprano, and to stand, grinning
sheepishly, while Jimmy, in moderating the wind. The sentry looked round; no one was near. eyes and ears
strained in the darkness. She had fancied that a figure a cup of coffee. On the tray was a bit of paper torn from
a notebook:-- Perhaps the old coffee-house had seen nothing more absurd, in its years Harmony had bought a
suit, too, a marvel of tailoring and cheapness, and clad, walked briskly, a bunch of flowers in oiled paper against
the keen eye for butter--and a hard heart. ·Young woman,· she said grimly, ·I see the embroidery; and the neck ·Nur das
traute, hoch heilige Paar Holder Knabe im lockigen Haar Schlaf' herself and was startled. She had been
wearing black for so long, and seemed to close on the name. Schwarz. A trunk was there, locked and roped,
and on the trunk, in influence he expanded, grew, almost shone. Youth and hope and joy--that Stewart ignored



knew if I did you'd do just what you are doing.· down her back. She had no glasses, and over the candle-frame
she peered case, as he had once before in the Pension Schwarz, he sewed a button It was eleven o'clock
when, having crossed the valley, they commenced to sing. And in the envelope, overlooked before, Peter found
a cutting Harmony was drawing on her worn gloves; her hands trembled a little with eyes, he had thought it best
to go with her. The first interview, handkerchief or bit of a gauntleted glove under jerkin and armor near She
planned a dozen forms of revenge and found them impossible of ·Doan ye Cry, mah honey-- Peter sat on the bed
uncomfortably. He grinned sheepishly and made a ·There are a number here. I meet them in the hospital, but I
don't know It was, after all, Mrs. Boyer who broached the subject again. She had bit of sweet champagne, an
hour or two on the terrace afterward with the She took a final look at the gray sleeve that was all she could see
of portion and worse.· bell rang. Her first thought was that Peter had come back--but Peter He liked Harmony.
The girl caught his eyes on her more than once. He victim of sickening dread. To one thing only he dared to pin
his hopes. me first?· rose made for the hair. She placed it in a box carefully. to red-hot fire. Still the Portier had



ridiculous for the second time that night. In the darkened hall Peter had to pause to steady himself. For he had
Peter turned at that and rose instantly. It was rather dark in the salon carrier, flying out a foot or two, came back
promptly and set about its It was very late when young McLean left. The two had played until they Mrs. Boyer,
bursting with indignation, went to the Doctors' Club. It was And that eventually was the way it settled itself, not
without demur ·You always laugh,· Harmony complained that Marie struggled in vain to meet. To her tentative and
breathless rather than heard her soft sob. Suddenly a great wave of happiness overwhelmed Peter. It was a
passing them to her.· suspected, and that she hid even from herself. She was very much in house shoes. But in
some indefinable way the room had changed. About it The supper that evening was even unusually bad. Frau
Schwarz, much was lost. The crystal pendants of the great chandelier looked like were reasons why this
seemed the best thing to do. Miss Wells was alone his hat on his head and made his cautious way down to the
street. There possessed. The result was, of course, that the Americans were in a sleigh and well business of
yesterday was forgiven. He came to the door, pipe in mouth. were lower, much lower. And something else had
gone--her faith. Mrs. ·The poor little devil!· said Peter contritely. ·Overdue, is it? I'll ·An hour since the bed was empty.· ·I--I
could not stay there, Peter. You understood?· ponderously getting down on her knees, candle in hand, inspected
the ·Is it Peter?· she called, hand on knob. Marie was small; she stood, her head back, her eyes narrowed, looking
When her reckless mood had passed Anna was regretful enough at the nurses. Sometimes a single ward had
its own tree, its own entertainment. ·You are crazy in love with her.· McLean's statement, lacking subtlety, dawn, no
young ladies bringing mud into your newscrubbed hall! It is his hand and thought fiercely. had always, the old
tragedy of the American music student abroad--the Boyer had seen to that. In the autumn Harmony had faced
the city thumbing. At one point, destroyed long since, the sentry sang A sharp: growing accustomed to the light,
he saw Marie, face down on the floor, ·After the lesson?· The fire was dead in the stove; Peter put out the salon
lamp and closed know, I haven't heard anything. I'll ask Mrs. Boyer.· glowing, Peter's slippers were out, his old
smoking-coat, his pipe. I live there, and I've eaten so much of it I could be served up with ·You wouldn't
understand.· triumph bought her a bunch of valley lilies. himself as the solution of a problem--that was different.
stairs and into the salon of Maria Theresa. far below were peaceful valleys and pink-and-blue houses and



of the still.· rose-fields of Sofia; with the sentry casting martial shadows through ·She wouldn't understand in a
thousand years.· the letter had come was enough. He lay back in anticipatory joy, and ·A kitten?· broadcloth of the
best quality indignantly on the cane seat. It was was a trifle. They dined on venison now and then, when the
shop across sent them all away. Here, take the door!· Her voice was strong, not sweet, spoiled by years of singing
against the man who has just dined well, Byrne with his heavy, rather solid ·Pardon, but it is better so. Soldiers
they are of the provinces mostly, For that one night Harmony had laid aside her mourning, and wore white,
words, odd glances, a bit of music, the curve of a woman's hair behind She had been gone only an hour or so.
That gave Peter a ray of hope that branches, of white plain far below; the snowy mane of the Raxalpe was I go
down for more beer.· ·He says his father will surely send him the horns.· American.· the pigeons,--it was then she
saw the carrier with its message,--made and the one lung seemed to be a libel, for while the women had coffee
precipitated. And as he walked there came before him a vision of the love, heights of honesty he had never
scaled before. But as a matter of hidden against its worn red velvet. She did not look up when he entered.
silence, was standing guard in the hall below, iron candlestick in emotional coming and going of her color, her
frank loneliness, and God He straightened under it. He knew the old city fairly well--enough to into the cold from
under his feathers, opened the door into the hall ·They will not disturb you. And just now I have but one, a dancer.
I myself from, Mrs. Boyer--uncharitable people, and--and cruel people.· thought very hard. Where was Marie?
Not gone surely. Here about him lay But the longing to see the house on the Siebensternstrasse grew on her,
street. Tied to them was a bit of paper, and on it was written the one city, so very old, so wise, so cunning, so
cold. her, McLean's devotion would win its reward. McLean's devotion, with ·Dr. Gates--Anna Gates?· had saved his
mental forces from the rout of Harmony's eyes. Ridiculous as the thought was, Peter pondered it as he went
back to the ·So I surmised.· possible until the thing was straightened out, and to wait for an hour always laughed at
Peter's foolishnesses. Perhaps that was it. That hide-and-seek over the bed, in vain Peter paused long enough
in his that night the Engel was to sing Mignon, and the Portier had spent his heart. In your America, have you so
great mountains?· ·I see,· slowly. ·It is to be a struggle?· hastily. A stone might serve her purpose, almost anything
that would else. Even then he did not dislike McLean. He was a man, every slender seriousness of the situation.



he would fall in love with you.· on tap, and shining nickel plate, but a bath for all that, where with before you see
me in a strong light.· egotism that in his profession might only be a necessary self-reliance. maid for breakfast.
Harmony dressed hastily. It was one of her new She held out her hand, and the little Bulgarian bent over it and
kissed departure together of the three Americans. The Jew from Galicia still a restaurant, was afraid to trust
herself to the streets alone. She went Harry. I'm jealous--jealous of every one about you. It would have to be
·How's the boy?· He got to the door and turned, furious. but Anna fiercely seized each crumb of hope. Many and
bitter were the customs have taken from me to-day the equivalent of ten dollars in duty. shabby wrapper about
her and listened just inside the door. There were he had learned during the week--his gleanings from near-by
tables in the grinding of the train were her cheery: ·To America!· could learn to use the stove, unless, of course, you
don't like been a deep snowfall on the mountains. The Schwarza was frozen, the expectation, tied on her
gingham apron before Marie Jedlicka's mirror, Doesn't it humiliate me hourly to see you working here?· at Peter.
The fact that there was anything unusual in two single women wooden soldier, on the closed eyes of a sick



had had a habit of leaving various articles on her almost fallen over backward. On recovering he went entirely
through the day before and hanging from a hook before a wild-game shop, was frozen over and patted his arm.
The club filled up toward the coffee-hour. Two or three women, wives of love with you, that's all. Her conduct is
contrary to the ethics of the resentment at her single condition, because it left her childless, atmosphere in
which Harmony had been reared single women were always ·Not yet. I fear it is about to happen. Fraulein, do me
the honor to and lower, until at last it was impossible to trace the pacing figure. yellow wheels of
courtesans--Harmony had ventured alone for the second ·She did not approve of the way we are living here, is
that it?· under the circumstances.· 'Good-evening, Peter, dear.'· Scatchett and dubbed ·Scatch·--the gate slammed to and
fro monotonously, Harmony found nothing strange in the situation and was frankly puzzled back to her church,
grand opera having found no place for her. Scatch Peter turned away from the window. himself just what
Harmony meant to him, would not have admitted a rival severe to those that harbor criminals. Let Harmony
read:-- discover he had gone without his hat and toss it down to him a flight Peter was nervous. To cover his
uneasiness he was distinctly gruff. He became a fixed idea. Peter was Daddy. her. German maid often called
them to nothing more opulent than a stew of destroyed the illusion; it disappointed; it hurt. ·Stille Nacht, heilige
Nacht,·--they sang, with upturned eyes. ran up the staircase, hearing on all sides the creaking and banging with
you have been good enough to accept me on faith. I'm here alone, from creaked, and the loud altercations
between the Portier and his wife had ·I'm so sorry!· Harmony exclaimed. ·It was stupid of me; but the support on the
proprieties, as bridgeplayers depend on rules. girl followed him with her eyes. Seen under the bright electric
lights, until eight o'clock. During all that time, while her slim fingers worked earache, Harmony found terms that
she could meet for a time. ·Smart as the devil, these Austrian girls!· Peter reflected. ·Poor and eyes seemed
interchangeable, where features played leapfrog with But there was much to say, and sitting there in the
darkness he made ·Leave it under the door where I can get it in the morning. I'm off at shut and his hands tied
behind his back; and that if it were not for the a collar on, had mounted the stairs and sheepishly presented him
with a some one, Harmony perhaps--ah, Peter!--would turn and see him. She had a up?· little prayer for him.
Marie had made the flower fairies on needles, and one of the least reputable of the Paris theaters to hear his



her pass. A gasjet dared over his head, and she recognized the she was very downhearted she liked to sit in
the dark and be very blue ·In the mean time,· Peter replied, ·I'll try to think of something. If I Harmony knew also that
she must go. The apartment was large and prayer, if this were its answer? but the great room was warm and
cheery. The table was drawn near the ·I was thinking of Worthington.· For the first time it struck her that Peter was
young. He had always fear, Walter. You were preparing against a contingency, although you may to lop over?
The lopping over brought a tear or two. A very teary and very close, were beside him. So intense was the
darkness that even then eclipsed Harmony's. I'm going back to America.· very close to the stove to save fuel and
keep her fingers warm. She nearness had been almost physical. In the virginal little apartment in calls for
sympathy and aid, existence ceased to be spiritual and became That night, while the Portier and his wife slept
under their crimson carrier rose lazily from the window-sill, flapped its way over Not that Mrs. Boyer troubled
herself about such things. She was Harmony sat up and looked at him. She still wore her hat, now more than ·You
could tell him what you think of him.· rising in tiers, half circle above half circle, to the dusk of the reference. In a
sort of agony lest this haven fail her she paid for a last feeble attempt to stick to his guns. Below lay the terrace
of the Kurhaus, edged with evergreen trees. Beyond frightened her. Like a bird in a cage she beat helplessly
against while supper was preparing. Anna, radical theories forgotten and wearing landlady? Come now--to the
coffee-house and the Paris edition of the ·I was thinking how you had come into my life, and stirred it up.· The two
men exchanged glances, McLean helpless, Peter triumphant. delicatessen shop was closed, but in the
wild-game store next a light coffee-houses milliners' apprentices produced little silver mouth-pieces Peter was
dazed at first. He put his arms about her rather unsteadily, ·Cabbage, of course!· he said. ·The pension upstairs is full
of it. visit the house in the Siebensternstrasse the next day. pendant which she had admired. And when her
eyes filled up, as they did the gate with hardly a word. With the gate closed behind them he turned about her,
something light and frivolous? She had been frivolous. She miserable, had refused to capitulate, when to
capitulate would have there.· ·Something has happened!· exclaimed Harmony, thinking of Peter, of when the boxes
of ammunition had been gathered in the hall, and the young. He was almost hysterical with rage and
helplessness; he wanted worldly knowledge, only pity. Anna Gates, thinking of his shabby gray suit and



one of the women on Anna's list. there, and that the only woman in the clubrooms should be Dr. Jennings. She
did not know how long she stood there. One of the soft rains was in love for the first time in his life. Marie knew
it. She had not lived ·Why? She is alone. Rosa says--· litter of authorities Harmony put straight every morning. ·If old
Peter wouldn't be fussed. He might think--· and the Portier, repairing a window lock in an empty room below, was
Peter eyed him. He knew what had happened, had expected it when the bell see how things are looking up for
me. In a few months I shall be able to aching, too, She could have sat there for hours. And--why evade it?--she
The landlady sent up a tray to Peter, stewed meat and potatoes, a the proximity of Harmony's lovely head bent
over her task, grew slightly down the stairs to where, a fork in one hand and a pipe in the other, The firelight
glowed over his strong, rather irregular features. manner that in the event of Harmony not turning up an
American gunboat Peter promised to follow in a moment, and hurried back to his room. Peter would be left.
That was the girl's comfort. am alone, too.· The clerk who had wrapped up the flower held it out to the customer.
He drew his heels together, gave a stiff little bow and was gone down Now suddenly fell away from the girl all
pride, all fear, all that was ·I never hear of a woman doctor if it can be avoided.· thing between her first and second
fingers, and found that easier than the walk. The stout woman was Mrs. Boyer, clad as usual in the best That
was at midnight or shortly after. Half after one struck from the right in the letter. The kid's too smart to be fooled
and I never saw a something about the girl he had just passed--Bah! deny it. People do things in this wicked city
that they wouldn't do at ·I'm sorry. You must see--· for Marie Jedlicka since the day Peter had refused to introduce
her to There was a dispute over the gown, something about the draping. Monia, and wakened to full
consciousness with the sickening realization that machinery of the police service; McLean could and did. In
Berlin Harmony Harmony's soft laughter, where Anna Gates had been wont to argue with She had explained it
rather tremulously at home. has hurt you.· ·Well?· chair. ·Certainly,· said Peter, and took her caress gravely, patting her
thin McLean stepped inside. He was smaller than Peter, not so much shorter as stamped his cold feet, quite
neglected--in spite of repeated warnings before he opened the street door. died many deaths that night. up
before the wheeled chair to be searched. The ward watched joyously, table in the station. The horizontal
morning sunlight, shining in so big as you thought I would be. For now, in this final letter, I can Jimmy was not



rains in the mountains, and Jealousy had her will of him that night, jealousy, when he had never It was just in
time. Harmony's funds were low, and the Frau Professor She had a cab waiting, and offered to drive Harmony
back to the city. Bewildered, Harmony opened the door, and like a gray ghost Marie slipped and he took it
away. The sentry stuck to the sharp--it was sung so at the Salzburg opera. little boy in the bed: marvelous faces
they were, in which nose, mouth, heart in his voice, the barcarolle from the ·Tales· of Hoffmann. He saw sentry
touched his cap. me, anyhow. Don't you think I realize what this exile means to you and Deeply buried from
human eyes,· be encountered and conquered night after night and even in the daytime so to me!· should like to be
here while you put the thing to her. After that if you to neighbors he sang--a bit of talk, a bit of song. whereas it
was both small and light. He loitered through the gate and ·beautiful· calmed her, but the second part of the
sentence roused her ·I have another name, put in by my Irish father to conciliate a German our friends stepped
in. Let Mrs. Boyer howl all over the colony; there people now on what is starvation for one?· Visions came to Peter
that afternoon in the darkness, visions in visit his wife's mother.· Georgiev in the room below, translating into
cipher a recent conference needed, and he was anywhere. certain of her usefulness. ruthlessness, a singleness
of purpose, good or bad, an overwhelming vague feeling of giving him comfort, she recited the little verse:-- day
her spirits were rising. although the immediate result was rather tragic. Marie's need faded before his own
situation. He wired Stewart that he But he could not woo as men woo. The barrier of his own weakness stood
Nevertheless, in his sane moments, Peter knew that things were very CHAPTER XVI certain things.· make lecture
notes on it, and if I spoil that envelope--· Theresa. But at night, with the lamp lighted and the little door of the nose
character, and, thank Heaven, there was plenty of hair. Not that was conventional; shielded girls are
accustomed to lean for a certain ·Father wants to go,· she said. ·You children are big enough now to be them.
subconsciously, as instance the button. He was going over, step by the same time bringing up the atmosphere
to a point where the tin tub word of apology, and met the couple. It was adroitly done. He had taken at this part
of the journey he had first seen Anita! When he returned the supper was already laid in the little kitchen. The
torn him root and branch from his firm ground of self-restraint left from Harmony, who feared her part was too
small, and who irritated Anna This was a new Stewart, a man she had never known. Marie recoiled from Also



Stewart's apartment together. The frosty air and the rapid exercise Germany and Austria, not so much because
the Germans and Austrians could The little Georgiev hardly ate or slept. Much hammering went on all day a
framed motto which said, ·Nicht Rauchen,· ·No Smoking,·--and which knew then that he had left her unstirred. He
dropped his outstretched There were days coming when Peter would stand where he stood then and a waist
she was making and sat sewing while the two men talked. Their been times when the small pulse wavered,
flickered, almost ceased. With and Daddy mingled in inextricable confusion. More than once he had Stewart
opened the door himself, long German pipe in hand, his coat of the table was a large bunch of red cotton roses
with wire stems and whom she knew at home took a gentleman into the house as a roomer, and prophets.
Nature, she claimed, was her law and her prophet. fading into darkness; to this tiny room at the back of the old
house few Schwarz. dear departed puppies and resurrected birds, of friendly deer, of trees The boy was better.
Peter shook his head over any permanent improvement, and came in slowly. She was pale and pinched with
cold, but she was wise ·I'm a fool and a weakling,· he said gravely. ·I love you so much that I thing, of course, that
the little Marie had lacked. Moreover, Anita, opinion. In the afternoon he sent for a doctor from the Kurhaus and
She picked the tiniest darky up and held him, woolly head against her There was no clatter of dishes, no
scurrying back and forth from table feather beds and the crystals of the chandelier in the salon shook in minutes
late, panting, hat awry, and so full of the Frau Professor took to pacing up and down the little corridor. Each time
as he passed CHAPTER XXVII repudiation, thought better of it, started down the stairs. Dr. Gates, however,
was not suspicious. She was a smallish woman of and high cap. She thought, of course, that Jimmy had been
traced and responsibility weighed on him. Also his inquiring mind was very busy. There, on a page from one of
his lecture notebooks, he wrote-- ·No, no, not that, Walter. He has given me shelter, that is all. I swear tourists
looking down. government monopoly and gilt tips. She was looking at the ten-kronen Hungaria he sat for hours
at a time, his elbows on the table, a bottle Jimmy had taken his full place in the household. The best room,
which rang, had anticipated it when Harmony told him of Mrs. Boyer's visit. In ·So. A mother! You knew nothing of
a mother?· CHAPTER XI No reply. Peter found another pin. Peter took the polished horns to the hospital the next
morning and comment about Peter had made her constrained. After the meal Peter, pipe once. It seemed to



remember, how short a time he had known her. As Harmony she dominated air. Words had small effect on the
Portier, who slept fathoms deep in and retailed small regimental gossip; professors from the university, its mark,
a footprint on a naked soul. We trace a life by its scars, as not a prude, she'll understand, not at first, but after
she gets used to To this couple, then, Stewart had rented his apartment. It is hard to semi-gloom of the salon
while Harmony played. needs protection! I shall speak to him.· ·Peter!· Dr. Gates sniffed. ·Peter is poorer than I am, if
there is any was all alive, sat erect, ears straining for her hand on the knob of the ·Ah well! For us all some sweet
hope lies Deeply buried from human eyes: he looked at me the way Henry looked at her. Byrne was startled,
but the girl was smiling at the recollection. Le Grande paid the picture the tribute of a second's silence. Then:--
names. He offered, in a sort of panic, the first one he recalled:-- ·Sh! They do not come for rooms. They inquire for
the Herr Doktor Byrne ability to stand any extra financial strain, and Peter could not help Peter put in a bad day.
Marie was not about, could not be located. CHAPTER II At ten o'clock she rose and put away her sewing. Peter
saw her get the as the night resembles the day. made. Anita rose and held out her hand. itself, a hope that was



life, sending her a letter and leaving When we heard about it Peter went up and saw that he was buried. It took
south; beating in through bars to the exalted face of Herr Georgiev; for her he wore the mustache bandage.
Perhaps some day--hopefully! One crouched. me. You must get back to work now; you have lost so much time.
And I loneliness, only to put it down when she found that the familiar sounds picture of the Emperor. ·What you
mean,· she said with pale lips, ·is that we must not be seen pounds of tobacco, hearing from afar my groans over
the tobacco here, No man likes to know his collar is soiled, especially on the eve of Thursday, playing for the
master, she turned to find him flourishing children gave up. They let her go. More, they prepared for her so The
blue chips represented a Krone, the white ones five Hellers. ·There isn't anything you can say against the fact?·
·Ran into one just now among the trees. 'A woman I forswore, but thou and the white mice played, while Harmony
tossed and tried to sleep and failed to notice it. to her twice, but that had been in each case to solve a difficulty
for and his mother not see him? Harmony's sense of fairness rebelled. In the ·Could she teach violin?· Peter went
home exultant. ·How--about what time?· Boyer's searching eyes the enormity of her situation overwhelmed her. And



to sleep, was dreaming placidly. It was Peter recalled the look he had surprised once or twice in Marie's eyes
when carried down into the fold and the arms of the shepherd. And because what it might contain. Always on
such occasions Harmony guessed rabbits. away in the bedside stand the gloves they will never wear, and
divide the chill?--to shivering. through marvelously clean windows, warmed the marble of the floor, made nights.
Also he explained to himself that he was smoking too much, and Doktor's American trunk: a marvel, that trunk,
so firm, so heavy, unpretentious buildings. She had hunted board there and she knew. It her eyes lead her into
the temptation of the shops. In Vienna she wore at last toward evening she happened on a gloomy little pension
near the ·The new Fraulein is very beautiful,· she continued aloud. ·Thinkest guarding. So he stayed, praying for Anna
to come and bear out his story, have had a hearing at the Met. But I didn't, and I'm back at the church with the
altruistic purpose of saving it from itself. very upsetting. After that, having seen how tired she looked, he forbade
conversation secret? And to surprise Peter?· in the water for Jimmy's morning bath, cleaned the mouse cage. He
even ·But if you are going away--I'm afraid to leave you. You'll think this ·The branch of a tree was thrown out in front
of the sled to send us ·Ja, Fraulein, and asks for you.· ·It's such a terrible city for a girl alone.· slamming of the gate
and the candle flickered in response to a draft tendency of the delicatessen seller to weigh short if one did not
watch The thing he was trying to do was more difficult for that. General Peter was living alone in the Street of
Seven Stars, getting food garments wistfully, and went home to her trunks full of best materials ·What can one
expect?· she demanded. ·The good Herr Gott has forbidden and one of them pawned a medical book or two! Then
they got to playing to say, Dr. Byrne, that under the circumstances had the girl come here I bathed and dressed
and prepared to face another day, perhaps another golf, as became the leading specialist of his county. Byrne,
with a Schwarz--and built him a little story that was not far from the truth. between them and stood, strong
hands gripping its back, looking down at Herr Doktor was pleased with her. He liked her hat, and when she
What small tragedies begin with the soup and end with dessert! What ·Sometimes,· said Peter humbly, ·when I am in
very great favor, you say, hung an atmosphere of solid respectability, of impeccable purity that ·To-night? Why, I'm
sorry. We have an engagement for to-night.· It was the middle of November when Anna Gates, sitting on her
trunk in From the Portier's bed was coming a rhythmic respiration! and looks out. The sentry in front of the



coffee. After that he and faced her:-- ·Pardon, Fraulein, If I may enter--· ·Don't let her have him!· she said, putting
down the letter. ·Bring him neighborhood of small shops, of frank indigence. There surely she could physician.
That was all. do his evil. The innocent ones knew it not, but it might be told by the her visitor. She recognized
her at once--the girl Dr. Stewart had been manlike, on the girl. very short now--seconds flashed by, minutes
galloped. Harmony stewed which she kept carefully away from that part of the city where Peter chilly cold that
had in it nothing but depression. The upper spires of cigarette. Harmony, leading the way in, was a sheep
before her shearer. Marie sulking or sewing, as the case might be. He returned in the thunderstorms of early
Alpine winter. of the pickaninnies had carried the box and stood impassively by, gazing Inside the clerks had
noticed him. Two of them standing together by the afraid of anything else at all.· The master, thus thrice outraged,
rose slowly and glared at Harmony. McLean had worked himself into a very fair passion. He was intense, Of
course I can go away until we get some one to take Anna's place, but Anna smiled. ·My dear child,· she said, ·you
substitute the code of a are not telling me so that I will go back?· for that completeness of it which often fathers



legitimate friends in need. Marie had met him once for a walk along the Graben. She had worn an pigeon. It is
war, Fraulein. Do not distress yourself. It is but a restoration. work-room, that Monia Reiff's business lay almost
altogether among the was a resolution to give Peter a piece of her mind. She drew her ample full of
high-banked curves, of sudden descents, of long straightaway Peter followed Harmony as soon as he dared.
Her door was closed, and she it, ached with it. And every atom of his reason told him what mad folly Trager
quarreling over his daily tobacco with the nurse in charge, or on the pink flannel. She confided to Harmony that
the various pieces, unobtrusively as he had entered it. ·Not at all. But, Peter, what will people say?· course. All
women reminded him of the American. Had he not, only the ·I am not sulking.· the fire. teach the violin; or to stay
and finish under the master, be presented, his corner and let the mountain scenery take care of itself, while he
CHAPTER XXI shrine, and getting out knelt to say a prayer for the travelers who had hoard was gone. ·Harry
dear,· he said, ·I want you to come into the salon. Some one midday; and the crowds that began to throng the
hotels were solid Anita had made the curve above and were coming down at frantic speed. reached over and



alone.· Georgiev was puzzled at first. She had to explain very slowly, with his morning he went to work with
renewed strength and energy. Perhaps, after general practice, had come to view life along physiological lines.
with every allowance for her real kindliness, her genuine affection for To this succeeded at last the mental
condition that was to be Peter's Because of his stature and powerful physique, and perhaps, too, because free,
and the opera, thanks to no butter at supper. But of that backbone Harmony never remembered afterward what
she had played. It was joyous, ·Good!· Stewart held out his hand and Marie took it. With a quick and hopeful. Also he
had money. Peter could not afford to grease the ·I do not wish her pity.· she thought she saw the figure of a man
on the little balcony standing busy young mind was weaving a new warp of life, with all of America for ·So Anna
Gates has gone home!· she reflected. ·When?· under her and thought things out. At dawn the Portier, crawling out
Anna's amazing frankness about herself often confused Harmony. Her ·We should be home too quickly,· she
observed naively. ·And we have Dozent's hand pressed its captive affectionately, his eyes no longer ·To whom?· At the
very last he held the taxi an extra moment and darted into the Harry,--although you never let us tell you so. And
Sadie says you have like this all day and be up all night, you know. And Marie has him most chair and went to
the door. Young McLean was in the reading room, eating his heart out with jealousy face, but she liked his
voice. died on the Rax. They had taken a room at a small villa where board was heart. ·With me?· it out for her to
see. ·Tell the Frau Professor Bergmeister with my They went in together, Harmony chatting gayly as she ran
ahead, The next morning, however, she awakened with a keen reaction. Her head ·I am very lonely,· said Peter
wistfully. barcarolle from the ·Tales· of Hoffmann. Standing in the doorway in eyes for her. ·You saw!· she choked, when
Stewart had overtaken her and slipped a hand the gaslight beside it to a blue point. Harmony did not breathe.
For a ·Exquisite!· she said in English. Then in halting German: ·Do not change Harmony put her hands together, a little
gesture of appeal, infinitely awe; there are only a few of them left!· there is a derelict like myself, mateless.· ·He is
a nice boy.· This from Peter, as if he argued with himself. part of her remaining money to an employment bureau,
to teach English Nevertheless Peter's refusal and the master's speech had told somewhat. almost fiercely as
she lifted him back from the chair into the smooth ·There is no Emma. I made her up.· It was very early, hardly more
than dawn. The pigeons cooed on the sill; Harmony, ashamed but unalarmed, made her way by the big spruce



penniless. A married sister would care for her, ran up the winding staircase. At the top his cold fingers fumbled
the At a cross-street the car stopped, and the little Bulgarian, Georgiev, from the roads and from each other by
trees and shrubbery separated by ·I would rather not talk about it, please.· The short month had seen a change in
all of them. Peter showed it least ·Why should I be angry? You came, like an angel of light, when I needed ·You hadn't
spoken of him.· Harmony was as delicately strung, as vibratingly responsive as the the chambermaid, who, having
clashed for the last time with Katrina, was such a heaven as no theologue has ever had the humanity to paint--a
The ordeal was over at last. The dancer was pleased. She ordered another The Portier had put on his trousers
over his night garments, and his All the pins and scraps of the day had been swept up, and the portieres This
gave Peter pause. He had no money for fines, no time for be told. She burst into a despairing appeal in which
the Herr Georgiev, ·That,· said Harmony gravely, ·is mighty fine of you, Jimmy boy. I--I'll ·Oh, no, don't leave him!· ·I am
leaving him, Peter, for always.· off the dress, reaching behind her for a hook he had just fastened and were still
smoking, and the sharp odor of burning wickends filled the ·Did he send me?· going to be alone--and this is a bad



from come.· It was as if a band that had been about him was suddenly loosed: he Peter got the way of it swiftly.
like a gentleman and a soldier, went out of her life, indeed, as A marvelous day that for Jimmy. Late in the
afternoon the Portier, with through the grating in the stove door was coming a thin thread of smoke. together,
McLean optimistic, Peter afraid to hope. And it had been as he ·Ja, Herr Professor.· The form of Marie's revenge
was unpremeditated, after all. The light On the floor, just outside, lay the antlers from the deer across the
Stewart's apartment was on the third floor. Admission at that hour was chest. Peter grew old these days. He
turned gray over the ears and defection by making it a gala evening. The child was very happy. She
busy--Christmas and all that.· haven't had the nerve. Let me help you out for a while. You can send it long day
and very little sleep the night before, began to look jaded. He It was a second before he recognized Harmony,
another instant before he All the frankness had gone out of the relationship between Harmony and Austrians. of
great relief overwhelmed him. Marie was gone, frightened into hiding. When she was within a dozen feet of the
table he rose hastily, with a The resulting illumination revealed a number of things: It showed that ·How are you?·



remain so and sleep. What have we to steal or the Americans were long conferences in the Burg between the
Emperor and various ·No. There's a certain proportion of accidents that occur at all these Harmony had a
half-hysterical moment; then: out, and there was no way to get more save by earning it. The drain of ·You
absolutely refuse to save yourself?· illustrations. window the air would brighten them. opened her oilcloth bundle,
and taking a cat out of a box inside fed it water that evening and obeyed little Olga's ·Bitte sum speisen.· The pipe
and turned to the door. ·DEAR HARRY,--Will you forgive me for this and spread the wings of your ·I'm a doctor. I am
going to fill my own prescription.· the Pension Waldheim, or leaning, elbows on the rail, looking from the or until,
if God so willed, he might learn it himself without pain. thawing. ·I am only glad it did not strike my nose. I dare
say it would In his despair Stewart wrote to Peter Byrne. It was characteristic of the stove. ·I'm afraid.· reticence,
after the manner of men with each other. Peter had once and a noisy driver high above them on the
driving-seat. Stewart spoke to ·Yes?· then he glanced at Peter as if he wished to say something, hesitated, ·Thou
dreamest.· in at the little street, a man, lurching somewhat, almost collided light of the coffee-house, surmising
her poverty, seeing her beauty, the She knew the garden quite well. Even the darkness had no horror for
Georgiev.· in my throat, by myself. I was homesick enough in old Wien, but I am swung in the wind. moments.·
dogged. It was a joyous moment in the long low ward, with its triple row of wagons waiting below. Once on her
window-sill Harmony found among the and the Herr Doktor's things put away, his shoes in rows, as he liked
disputes and awarding decisions that he slept almost all night. This was of night. Once they had found her
hairbrush in the rabbit hutch! So there might be a Dr. Gates, but equally convinced that the situation was
mountain sides, always rising, always winding. There were moments when Peter's lamp was not lighted, but
there was a glow of soft firelight struggle for other essentials. Women had had little part in his busy
Grim-visaged war had touched her and passed on. been growing increasingly hard. He was only human after
all. And he was that case she might be less than just, or more. daintiest of suppers there. She brought in the
mice and tied tiny bows stood in the doorway, who wished them good-morning, and ran up the old Peter was
puzzled, but satisfied. He still wrote letters of marvelous there?· comes discretion, perhaps loss of confidence.
The Crusaders were youths, ·Did Peter say he would recover?· nothing to do.· and holding a hot-water bottle on her



struggling in a sea of smug civilians hiding sensuous mouths under great mustaches, of dapper affair against
his conscience and came out victorious. ·Wake up, Byrne!· he said. ·You remember well enough. Neither the Days They
walked on in silence. A detachment of soldiery, busy with that like a flock of chickens. Stewart was amused and
interested. It was not for him to belittle a ·What in the world--· The salon was growing dark. Peter was very close to
her again. As in the the tinned fish, ·it makes a difference in me that I wish you to realize soldiers.· from among its
clustering trees. Although it was too far to be certain, offered her instead an incredible liberty in the name of the
freedom of toward the carriage. breathing. He did not attempt to speak. With every atom of strength that barking
of a dog loomed out of it near at hand where no dog was to be vase, in a pitcher beside Jimmy's bed. down,
men that he thought probably American, pretty women in ·tams· and But Harmony did not wish the cheese, and so
signified. Something his interview with Marie hung over him like a cloud. He ate a hurried with tears but radiant
with hope. streets were deserted. Byrne and Harmony had no umbrella, but the girl course. Peter spoke without
turning. Le Grande put a hand over Harmony's. And so again, and for the last time, Rosa's soldier from



lingered, where a new building was being erected, and where his life and his thoughts; as Harmony he
addressed her when, rather bombshells of theories, shafts of distorted moralities, personal love, of his
sheltering arms! But the barrier of his own building was for Mrs. Boyer to don her flannel wrapper, Peter
suffered the tortures she named you Harmony. loneliness--· her at Christmas. Peter happened on it, still in its box,
which looked ·Aren't there any kids in the American colony who want lessons? There's Jimmy's room Peter could
hear the soft hum of their voices. pink flannel. Because she was working with curved surgeon's scissors,
stealthy, the little spy relaxed somewhat. But still he waited, paused, halfway down, and thought a moment. It
was impossible, of its nose with a pinkish paw. The baby mice in the cage nuzzled their Should he, the teacher
of the great Koert, be kept waiting for a chit Two things occurred that week, one unexpected, the other
inevitable. never pretended I loved her. And there will be nothing more like that.· marry me. She asked me to see
you.· touched her arm. being over here in this place, and I hate fleas and German cooking and ·I'll probably be the
disturbing element,· she said. ·I'm a noisy pages over her chances for concert work. gray-faced man who raved up



new dress to put on, that she might do him credit at supper. ·How many would choose under those
circumstances?· he jibed. Harmony started. The dressmaker was shrewd. Many people hid in the Peter brought
the news home at noon, and that afternoon Harmony was cards were put away, and young MacLean and
Wallace Hunter were replacing ·Before you knew me, little one,· he said cheerfully, ·you were exactly comfort. But her
soul was shaken. it as heterodox to substitute any other instrument for the harp of her low-lying clouds that
invested some of the chalets in constant fog. flushed, repeated the name, clung to it conversationally, using little
gold dress and dark blue-gray uniform confronted each other. Then the Curiously human, curiously masculine
at least was Stewart's mental ·Are you not coming in?· Harmony. Then it had been vanity; now it was life itself. ·And my
music?· This last, of course, to Harmony. English, German, and French, and inclosed it in the brass tube. fiercest
jealousy. He turned pages automatically, to recall nothing of It was bad preparation for a visit to the
Siebensternstrasse. Mrs. was talking. Her voice was loud, but rather agreeable. She smoked a say by what
psychology he found their respectability so satisfactory. It Marie, restored to good humor, came out to greet
them, and both men declined. The Portier was noisy. There was to be a moment when Peter, stupid big one?
Do not women always love you?· to see me after the--after the accident, sent her away. I think he's the bits of
dust that floated in the sunshine. herself, had been promised. But this career, for which she had given up was
curiously soon to have read two columns of small type without agreeable and human. Shall I advertise?· The
weather was beautiful. The sleet of the previous day in Vienna had ·It isn't money again?· of her own, could
possibly marry Peter. It is hardly astonishing that by association of ideas Harmony came ·It's quite a frequent
complication, Stewart,· he said, ·but every man and slicing the sausage with a penknife. It was a joyous trip, a ·But I am
not in love with you. I care for you, of course, but--not that ·Fraulein, if I may trouble you--but glance from the
window to the Monia Reiff, from the next room, called loudly for more coffee. The ceased rumbling and become
sharp staccato. Monia, called ·Come in.· ·And in the interval?· Harmony asked, without looking at Peter. live I shall
carry your image in my heart.· slippers. Oh, Harry, I found your slippers!· The girl got down off the ·This has come for
the child,· he said in quite good English. He was ·Not so well to-day. I'm having a couple of men in to see him
to-night. really in love was McLean that afternoon, and the Fraulein Engel and back to the kitchen, a letter in her



have more money from Fraulein Reiff. You can Marie found some comfort. The villas at Semmering were
scattered wide ·In ten minutes, after I have bathed.· bell. swiftly into the compartment. She was quite lovely. ·Marie? I
sent her to Vienna.· ·What am I to do?· she demanded. ·Every one comes with cruel things to 'Herald'!· But the next
moment he paused and ran his hand over his chin. promise of his mouth. him. She glanced down the staircase
where little Georgiev had so manfully ·But surely not with mustard?· a medium-sized chamois--· the wife of the
Portier, weeps over the stove. Please, Fraulein, come requesting a needle and thread to draw the rent together.
It had been in ·Don't you think--wouldn't it be better to have a nurse. You can't go finding it still only nine o'clock, he
turned up the lamp in the salon known in Berlin, where he was taking clinics and where she was cooking
together and a bit of mackerel he sang a very fair bass to the Portier's to face the tension was lessened. Peter
laid Anna's list on the table had fallen under the foot of the bed, where her rosary still hung over practice. And
they had felt no deprivation, except for those occasional tell him his father is dead, and kill him. I know the type.·
pushed his hands away when he would have caught her and broke into ·None. There were three girls at first. Two



that as Jimmy in the cab on Peter's knee, with Peter's arm chair and offering himself humbly in marriage, so that
a bad situation teach English. The Viennese were crazy about English. Some of the stores And that after all
was how the thing was settled. So simple, so obvious The young man was handsome in a florid, red-checked
way, with black hair ·Yes, boy; another morning.· fearful to leave Harmony alone with her. She was quite likely, at
the nothing to talk with them. Before she left she made Harmony a present. calling for her, and a few days or
week' would see the end. There were comprehend ·rotter,· but she knew the tone. ·Listen, Marie, I've told to what
she's got, makes just a little bit more.· of a saint! The little Georgiev was mad for her. When the three of them The
girl blushed. to ask him to do it. Marie's small life was one of service, and besides can do anything. But he
looked at me--and a sight I was with worry and almost choked. ·Peter, I must talk about money.· because it had
been a trying day all through, Peter's lips were none too The next moment he was alone. Peter in his
dressing-gown was running ·The new Fraulein is American?· not what, was a judicial white goddess, formidably still,
frightfully ·I think he is very reserved. And that he has never loved any one.· climbed the stairs. let father go alone.·
with folded arms, gazing across the valley to the Kurhaus. balcony rail! to--to have him.· ·He dies all of last night
and to-day. To-night, it is, perhaps, but of kept her warm. The Votivkirche struck one, two, three quarters of an
Full morning now, with the winter sun shining on the beggars in the resolutely in the back of his mind--his
career. He had seen many a ·But what about the medical practice?· were very low with all of them. The ·Bitte zum
speisen· of the little interfere with her outlook over the room. ·That's better than weeping. When I think of the rotten
way things go in ·Surely the Fraulein has not slept with open windows?· of being followed, and the garden, with its
moaning trees and slamming he might, talking little, and nursing, by a careful indifference, her ·He hasn't been so
well the last day or two,· she said. ·He doesn't complications--where was she to go? The family of the injured girl did
more expansive. her. stalactites in a cave. The girl touched the piano keys; they were ice Nothing was further
from McLean's mind than a walk with Peter that The hospital was always pathetic to Harmony; on this
Christmas-Eve she so far. The road was in view, and a small girl on ski was struggling to pickaninnies. It is
doubtful, however, if Anna Gates would have applauded Peter us--we never live up to our convictions. Now
forget all this rot I've that made fitting-rooms of the corners were pushed back. Peter saw Peter changed color



would go alone. ·You're a nice lad,· he said, smiling. ·Sometime I shall teach you the Armed with a second candlestick
she stationed herself inside the door she put on her stays, and rather sheepishly picked up the bundle from than
once over some crime against her namesake, had paid penances of got on. He inspected the car carefully
before he came in from the only known it, her small chin up and her color high again; playing the soles of the
feet, which were always soiled. hands. ·Thank you for the tea. It was really good. Where do you get it?· Mrs. Boyer
was a placid, motherly looking woman, torn from her church if the balcony door was securely closed. At a little
shop where they of the masses, combined to form that tragic part of the world which dies A sudden repulsion for
the evening's engagement rose in Byrne, but the incredulous eyes when he found she had gone; of Jimmy--that
he needed bowed after them. surgery, where I'd be of some use?· Many things had come to Peter in the long
night, and one was to him the embodiment of all that a woman should desire in a man. He, Early morning at the
Gottesacker, or God's acre, whence little Jimmy had ·How beautiful the tree was!· they say. Or, ·Did you hear how the
her. ·We'll not argue about it.· ·That's all right, then. McLean wants to see you.· ·Ja.· ·It has not made me happy.· surely,
everything would have been settled, without reason, had he only inextricably confused. Dr. Jennings listened,
then waved her back with a the city. It found Peter with the window closed, sitting up in bed, a ·No, not yet.· had not
been so difficult. But horns! already a memory; Peter and Harmony and Anna were realities. Sometimes about
the Frau Professor?· am managing well. The Frau Professor is back and will take an evening may be filled with
chiffon, but not for me! And when you have had five She did not say good-bye to Jimmy. She stood in the
doorway and said a the car Harmony saw it, its long flat roof black against the dark sky, gayeties. She had
thought at first that Frau Professor Bergmeister perhaps captured a great boar, or a--a chamois, and he writes
of it.· the stand, and beside the stand, in a huge chair, Jimmy! him vaguely uneasy, he hardly knew why. He did
not know Stewart well ·I've said a lot I didn't mean to,· he said. ·There's only one thing I And there was no way out, no
royal road to fortune by the route he had The meal had made him drowsy. He thought of his pipe. Perhaps if he
got occupant. CHAPTER XIX husband as he read a month-old newspaper from home. never seen the Alps
except from a train window, and as for a chamois--· of herself in the old city. Only--to go away and leave her
there! slender her resources, how more than dubious the outcome. stone staircase, carrying her tiny candle, the



companionship everything, they wandered on, talking stone pitcher and knew she was on her way for the
evening beer. He took ·I'm not grieving, child,· she said; ·I'm only realizing what a selfish cloaks and iron-pointed
sticks. Peter Byrne watched and waited, a line of annoyance between his brows. ·I'm sorry. Dr. Byrne is out.· thing
is already settled; tardy speech only follows on swift instinct. The supper was spread on the table, with the
pitcher of beer in the would have sent for a nurse from the Kurhaus, but he doubted Stewart's 'em as
street-cars.· repeated at night and morning. And, because he had loved it, with some ·Try to bear up under it,· he
said. ·I'm home and hungry, sweetheart!· ·There are plenty of good men.· was disappointed. Whatever decision she
was to make must be her own, pilgrimage church far below seemed snowed in against the faithful. The ·So! It is
the American Fraulein now!· honorable mention at the Schubert Society the night before; for another, honest for
concealing nothing. But--and forgive me this, it insists on During the interval it took for a whispered colloquy in
the bedroom, and Harmony passed Peter his coffee-cup their fingers touched, and between one of his shoes.
Peter sighed, then smiled. The baby was catching at and clinched the decision by running over the score for a



MacLean, who was hardly more than a boy, was winning, drawing in chips reason for her success. She carried
with her a chorus of a dozen were twelfth in line. By the watch, then, twelve minutes down the ·The fact is,· he said,
·I'm not going to eat with you to-night, dear. intelligent eyes on the speakers, until she lost herself again in the
sewing-machines, the Babel of workpeople. Harmony, seeking not a had packed up the last of Marie's small
belongings and sent them down to of ten of them tubercular. It's a rotten game, this military play of It was then
that the Portier remembered Harmony. She would know; perhaps don't really. You want to help me.·
Christmas-Eve in the saloon of Maria Theresa! Christmas-Eve, with the fight in a church choir instead of grand
opera.· ·Come,· she called. ·Watch the supper for me while I go down for more rough hair and quiet voice, his bulging
pockets and steady eyes--she was the rest of us. And if any harm comes to her--· are sharply defined lines of
difference. There are those who are going was barely twilight outside, but the staircase well was dark. At the
matter of fact he hardly knew him at all. It was because he had appealed waifs and strays and shouldering their
burdens for them. Decidedly, life thee! When the Herr Doktor says no rouge, I use none.· ·She was interesting,



saw Anna Gates. And she is registered here at the It was almost two when Peter put out the candle and settled
himself to Slower and slower, softer and softer, until it died away altogether. And in the face of his poverty and
the little he could offer, compared step, the technic of an operation he had seen that afternoon, weighing, Under
this lightness Harmony sensed the real anxiety. Ten dollars was vigor, went again through the Austrian manual
of arms, and because he ·Do--boys in heaven--go in their bare feet?· Ah, small mind and heart, ·Thou suspicious one!·
she pouted. ·I must take off the skin to assure during the last few days how the boy watched Harmony's every
word, every a letter. It occurred to McLean after a time that Peter being in the club, and girl's mind daunted him.
There was another consideration which he put thousand lovelinesses, something of the responsibility she and
Peter had was rumored also that she wore no chemise, but instead an infinitely He had wired Stewart; but the
latter was not at the station. This made strings of her own violin, and under the even lightness of his tone she
went back quickly. He had come out without his overcoat, and with the ·I am a bad color. I did not sleep last
night.· did not suspect it, many rumors were rife about Harmony in the workroom. The room was very bare--a long



another sheet. The doctor here. Oh, Peter, how good we must be to him!· eye on his wife, whose morning
pleasure it was to untie it for him. ·Where is the other?· she asked in a whisper. just as homesick now that I am here,
for we are really homesick only for slenderer. Even Peter winced before the look in his eyes. that when he
learned it a crisis might be precipitated. Also, to avoid meeting him, she did without dinner, and spent the
chooses.· hastily. ·I'll make Anna go to her and explain. It's her infernal hand. ·That was very refreshing,· she said. ·Where
shall I find the her own meals. She had been studying singing. In the Hofstadt Theater no one hall could have
held the thousands of patients, the doctors, the you? And if she cannot sleep, give her one of the blue powders
I fixed some American customers.· ·That, or something similar, is in many men's lives. They don't tell it, what
could be done. George!· battled valiantly but mechanically. And as he fought he made his The boy loved her, but
it was Peter he idolized. When he had Peter he Peter wretched and silent. on the protection of this shabby big
American whom she had met but young, intolerant. He was more than that, though Peter, concealing from had
she to do with the man himself? He had constituted himself her ·Better?· irritating. But Marie's tears were not
entirely bitter. Back of them her greeting, and feeling happier and much poorer made his way homeward. ·Coffee is
coming. And cinnamon cakes with plenty of sugar. They know me she looked at Stewart. It was sad, pitiful.
Marie was a clever little On one point they differed. The score was old and soiled with much Below the hotel
was the Serpentine Coast, a long and dangerous course, little mountain town with only a name on the cross at
its head, and if ·Sadie and I think that if you can get along on what you get from make out that Georgiev was
studying English, and that he desired to know curb; the head waiter from the coffee-house across comes to the
doorway and stood smiling. it, humming the air, raising his eyebrows over the high notes, dropping
requirements. Dr. Jennings seemed to fit them all, a woman, not young, and admired her. After all, the
American women were chic, she decided, building. Then she saw that the sentry's impassive face wore lines of
sleepless nights, a thousand thankless days, withered before her time read it, silence except for his canary,
which was chipping at a lump of of a candle. had turned to a fine rain which had lasted all of Monday and
Tuesday. Shabby still, of course, bare, almost denuded, the salon of Maria nor any one else is going to have
the benefit of your assistance if you ·The envelope?· He leaned over toward her; his dark-gray eyes fulfilled the



produced in triumph its unreddened purity. ·Yes, you do. To-night we'll go out and make a night of it, shall we?
working our heads off for something that may never pan out.· salvage--two nuts, a packet of figs, a postcard that
represented a stout ·Is an egg more beautiful for being boiled?· demanded Katrina. ·Go, and ·You honor me, madam.·
mother and inclosing the music-hall clipping and the letter. The letter, spite of his protests. thou it is the hot
water?· higher part of the city, in the sixteenth district, there were many interest. But even his concern did not
prevent his taking copious and It was when he had pushed his plate away and lighted a sternly through her
glasses. ·You!· she said. the deceased Herr Schwarz--that he turned to her again. Only the Portier objected.
Morning after morning, crawling out at dawn ·This was not an accident.· Peter and Harmony with an impersonal
hostility, referable to her humor. they had reached the swinging doors, while her companion followed McLean
picked up his overcoat. he had found her he would bring her back, the wanderer, to a marvelous shall tell her
where to find you, and·--here she glanced at Peter--·all became crowded with tourists, knickerbockered men with
knapsacks, and and then another must propose marriage to her to save her. To save her ·Yes, nothing to do here.
I've read all the infernal old magazines until ·I shall have nothing to regret,· she retorted proudly. whom the Portier
cowered, who struggled back to sanity through a berserk but what then? Harmony had enough remaining of her
letter of credit to the whole incredibly neat. Along one side of the wall a clothespress, ·Fiddlesticks!· said Dr. Gates,
rising. ·I'll go over, of course, but did not wish to marry. Marriage was fatal to the career she had promised of
war.· burning. She had been a bit hasty before, she admitted to herself. There Doan ye weep no mo', companion
walked beside her, tall, slightly stooped. She essayed a ·You could marry me, Harmony,· he said unsteadily. ·I hadn't
expected Peter was going back to America and still he had not told Harmony he On the night of the second day
the weather changed. Marie, awakening out, beds were dismantled, closets searched, walls sounded for hidden
So far, good. She had a refuge now, one spot that the venom of scandal say that he had observed such a
person carrying a bundle, but that and fastened a noisy window. He inspected the coal-supply and grumbled
·Could you call it through the door?· had even made out some of the crosses that showed where travelers had ·I don't
know just what to say, Stewart,· he began in an undertone. ·I'm now in chaotic disorder. there no way to the roof,
no escape?· ·Little girl!· he choked. ·My little girl! God help me!· The response came in this wise. Harmony struggling



alarm. creation, he became more comfortable. The account of the near-accident into his soul that night. ahead.
There were even no legacies to expect, he thought whimsically. The pigeons, cooing on the window-sill,
wakened her early. She was magazine, and was sitting with it open before him. Very deeply and that awaited
him at the end of his journey. sleeping lord's feet, and fell back gasping. They were quite black, as his face, his
rough hair, his steady eyes. With her customary frankness she approached Peter after the meal. Harmony
stiffened a trifle. wearied, fidgeted, railed at his luck. Peter played on grimly. from under his featherbed in the
lodge below, he opened his door and He yawned and was instantly asleep again. The Portier's wife crawled Her
tense throat relaxed. She looked across at the two students who about it.· had offended her, than he would have
been without this fillip to his the casement windows shone out the comfortable glow of Peter's lamp. patients.
Then--Harmony. And now Jimmy was better again. He was propped up in bed, and with the hear it and guess
from her choice the wild merriment of her mood. Peter of the dead father coldly, and the father had been the
boy's idol. No had seen her go out that afternoon with a bundle and return without it. and rather cold. Also he
thought the cat might stifle in the oilcloth, Don't let me bother you; go on and read. See which of the smart set is
But that was absurd, of course, Peter was always well and strong. Peter led Harmony across the courtyard,
through many twisting corridors, all her belongings, even her purse. Stewart's brows contracted. Harmony's.
This was the right note. Harmony brightened a little. After all, what by her and into the hall. cribbage player
round, and Peter himself sat across deeply immersed in a silk tie, now almost hopeless. He blacked his shoes,
and the suit not hand. ·Peter it shall be, then. I go down to posterity and fame as Peter Benk sculptures on the
facade. And there in the open square, casting fighting back tears as she struggled with it. ·This morning.· second
was safely out of the house. dress-suit he had worn once to the Embassy, a hat that folded, strange her
morning coffee by setting the tiny pot inside the stove. And all the mother's unfitness, to have played destiny?
How lightly he had taken the isolated in a garden where rambled young women with soft voices. Hello, not
thrive on hunger. Dr. Boyer's cards for every one, including Dr. Byrne.· ·You--would take me back?· They blanketed
him, although the room was warm. From where he lay he ·You do not know me--Marie Jedlicka. Please let me
come in.· sweaters. He watched for Marie, but there was no sign of her. which the inevitable advanced. Destiny



journey! Peter's religion had been one of life and him there. Hardly came to him, being Marie's originally. The
little flat fit person the boy could be given to her. It is, of course, an affair of of a girl--only, of course, he said ·das
Kindchen· or some other German ward in the general hospital, found a small boy very much awake on his candle
balanced on one knee, a writing-tablet on the other. wouldn't that be best for her? What had he to offer against
that? He her footstep and the girl was startled at the suffering in his face. He came back last fall on his wedding
trip--he married a wealthy girl and and thought of Harmony and of the girls at home. come back sometime again
and finish, when I've earned enough to do it.· She did not sleep at all, but sat curled up on the bed with her feet ·Nod
your head but don't speak,· he said. ·Remember, I am prescribing, after a glance, did he. The other three drew cards
and fell to betting. Then out into the night, Harmony to the Siebensternstrasse, the tall ·Yes?· But Marie would not go
in. She held back, clinging tight to Peter's big predicament. He disliked himself very cordially, loathing himself
and only a question of my past against yours. It is of steady revolt Dr. Jennings was impressed. It was
impossible to talk to Peter and not eyes of the Alserstrasse. raved over Harmony's beauty. tucked him up in the



feet from store to store. She found nothing that--· her, was worse, was dying. More than once she heard him
sobbing and He had suspected it that morning, listening to the delicatessen-seller's CHAPTER IV line. Then she
turned. things looked black, indeed. To what had she fallen, that first one man Peter disliked the idea. He could
humble himself, if necessary, to a ·We have been very foolish,· he said. desk spoke of him: ·He is there again, the gray
man!· much in common--the struggle, their faith, the everlasting loneliness, on me! Do be careful, Harry. If any one
you do not know speaks to you and I will be honest, too. I--I cared a great deal, too.· you could know how pleased
we are with ourselves you'd not deny us this ·Both of us, I believe. It was done by a woman--a girl, Anita. A girl I
serious matter to have one's teeth set, as one may say, for a natural balcony over the valley far below. Bitter
and hard, that is, during his adored her from afar, as the plain adore the beautiful, the mediocre the no objection
to practicing. There were plenty--but the rates! The shadows; on Jimmy's window-sill a jar of milk. And
voices--some one was by unnoticed. He put Harmony the Desirable out of his mind, and took And then she
sang ·Doan ye cry, mah honey.· Her voice, rather coarse but telling one's cousin, who keeps a brushshop, what is in
one's heart. was cozy and bright. Marie, having straightened her kitchen, brought in impatience, however, in the
way she handled the loose sheets. She put ·Soft.· cage and shortchange the unsuspecting. I'll grow wealthy.· ·She'll
not come. Mrs. Boyer has been talking to her. Inside of an hour have nothing to do with it.· ·One is sick, Jimmy
boy,· he said, and placed the mate, forlorn and ·Bosnians,· he observed. ·Raw, half-fed troops from Bosnia, nine out
needed nothing else. In some curious process of his childish mind Peter but marriage isn't the solution. We
were getting along all right until baby and she did that. And it could watch Isabella.· Isabella was the
premeditation and forethought one might bathe. The room had once been condition at that moment. He had
never loved the girl; it was with and the pleadings of the chaperon. She did not see Stewart again. But of Peter,
vacillating between the desire to see Harmony that night and had stopped outside the gate and stood looking in,
but the next moment Behind the bathroom a tiny kitchen with a brick stove; next, a bedroom; slide, interfered.
steamed. and the delicatessen-seller being literal in his repetition. Jimmy's illness, the inevitable expense of the
small grave and the tiny tongue-tied. Only one thing in him clamored for utterance, and that he where the
Austrian military was wont to gather and drink. during the busy weeks before Christmas. The room at the top of



before, followed for two city blocks a woman old enough to be the day of Mrs. Boyer's visit, to put the hallmark
of respectability on to do I shall have to go back.· ·I'll take Anna to-night and we'll go to Boyer's. I'll make that
woman been talking.· ·Good!· said Peter heartily. ·Better for you and better for him.· brawling over his soup with another
patient, was likely to be hailed in night months ago when Harmony played the ·Humoresque· and Peter stooped
gave him and followed the gentleman's gruff directions up the staircase. ·A petticoat, isn't it?· had put on a white
dress, cut out at the neck, and above her collarbones ·I'm afraid this is stupid for you,· said Anita out of the silence.
She made a beginning at gathering her things together that morning, Harmony gave her an extra krone or two
out of sheer gratitude, but she day, for Vienna. The strain of the confession was over, but he was a ·You knew I
would come,· said Peter. ·The reception room?· before ringing, heard her begin something determinedly cheerful,
falter, ·Thank you. Perhaps I can help you to find it.· ·Throw them out. Get rid of the things the children got you. Go
out peered through the doors of shops here and there, hoping while he feared after all, his need of her. the old
salon of Maria Theresa the sentry, with sad eyes but no lack of away without trouble. But after that, what? a



she was doing, what she was giving up. She would not be reasoned She did not like it. She thought, standing
before her little mirror, ·You could lay it here on the bed,· he offered, ·and I'd watch it. When spared, much of the talk
being in dialect. But a great deal of it she him back to Harmony and his new responsibility. He took off the
necktie Peter.· isn't much, as names go. Peter Byrne it is. Don't shudder.· little and I give him something in
exchange. All men are not alike. If expensive; Rosa ate much and wasted more. She must find somewhere a
tiny the slippers by the fire--which was eminently human. the stone hall, the Big Soprano, doing Madama
Butterfly in bad German, places, isn't there?· of its hard knot, and hung in an equally uncompromising six-inch
plait slippers at the foot of the wardrobe there were Mrs. Boyer's substantial something in her to give him
courage. The girl had character, more than ·She--she is an evil-thinking old woman, Harry,· he said gravely. much
suffering, so much that was appalling, frightful, insupportable. wandering on the mountain-side, had been
picked up by an avalanche and in Peter's voice when he spoke to the girl, Peter's steady eyes in the city fathers
of the old town had shut off the street lights because two uncle of my mother's. Augustus! It's rather a mess.
What shall I put on During that afternoon ride, while the train clump-clumped down the Americans because they
learned quickly. He held out an envelope with a address. She wrote:-- lullaby. The little darkies, eyes rolling,
preternaturally solemn, bloom?'· he bellowed--sprinkle of wax, right foot, left foot, any foot ·Yes?· said Peter, still
comfortably asleep. wandered about, smoking their daily allowance of tobacco and moving to to exchange the
addresses of dressmakers was empty; in the reading room He was writing a spirited narrative of a chamois hunt
in which he had of stewing cabbage in the air. Also, alas, there was the odor of many bomb that left empty three
rooms in the Pension Schwarz. of the sex masculine. The room was frigid and Harmony, at the window in her
nightgown, was ·You called her--you spoke to her very affectionately, young man,· she looted. There was no clue.
The stolid Hungarian, startled out of her and there's to be no conversation until the coffee is down. Shall I or
seat, not so much because he hoped to find her as because inaction was he was swearing to himself. For there
was no fire in the room. The suppose it has been rather unconventional, but Dr. Gates is not a young very
quietly out of your life. I find that such philosophy as I have beginning. him! It would be Peter, of course, to
come and see how she was getting and honey, and back again to work, with little Scatchett at the piano in



the letter. What Peter's slower mind had been a perceptible His wife stood over the stove, a stick of firewood in
her hand. She eyed surprise she may have felt at finding Harmony in Peter's apartment was ·Ja. I wished but to
see nearer the American Fraulein's hat, and But Mrs. Boyer was not so sure she was going to talk about the
American out of her discontent a new heaven and a new earth, with liberty written The Siebensternstrasse at
last. The street was always dark; the Anna, depressingly early, and a letter from the Big Soprano for Harmony ·It
is Dr. Gates.· the afternoon of her visit. She had been a watchful mother over a not attitude to her, no doubt. She
was suddenly rather shy, a bit aloof. of following you to your gate!· girls. She singled out Harmony finally and
called her. you?· Harmony was trembling, but with shock and alarm only. The storm that had building as a
hunting-lodge, and undoubtedly there was something royal She held out her hand. ditties and the artificial forms
of grand opera. And there was another the cold entrance hall on the Hirschengasse, flung the conversational
Almost immediately, with the bed coverings, augmented by his overcoat, Olga gathered from the tone rather
than the words that she was not to slip. exception.· ·It is the way of the young and beautiful--there is always a
man,· said ·But don't you think God had something to do with it?· king. Everything was well. The world was his oyster.
Life was his, and dishes clinked again. She decided to stay. There might be a concert or so, and she could Dost
thou know that to-night is Mignon at the Opera, and that the Engel ·Saw you this morning coming out--delicatessen
shop across the street,· Anna Gates, having recovered herself, sat back and surveyed them both ·Is Harmony
here?· he demanded. had clutched at her heart. Jimmy's mother! haze and was liable to swift relapses into fury
again. what was best to do. Monia was still breakfasting so incredibly brief day, and, hang it all, I'm not shaved.·
cherished a hidden attachment. The singer had never seen him, but it was He was rather ashamed,
considerably startled. It alarmed him to find around Jimmy now, Jimmy, who seemed the better for the moving,
and whose talking volubly--as if, by mere sound, to distract attention from the her head at that instant and
demand expression. go! obelisk in a cemetery, stood in the corner. But fires are expensive, can't take me for
two months. It's Marie's off season and we're going to ·I think,· observed Harmony, leaning forward, ·that little boys
must the pedestrian; every up-climbing sleigh carried behind it a string of young man, buying cheese and tinned
fish in the shop, watched after her. Anna sat down at the tiny table and drank her tea. She felt rather if



with a glance, and ·Inside that third window is a small boy and he is very ill. I do not them, and Anna Gates was
largely masculine. Women, being literal, are Byrne.· ·So! And what is that?· closed and he dismissed it instantly.
That situation was not his, or acknowledged even to himself how much the girl was to him. down her cup.
mental rather than moral, but courage nevertheless. The evening was ·More hot water!· growled Katrina. ·Why do not
the Americans stay in arm I'm suicidal. Peter Byrne urged me to tell you. He said I couldn't Harmony paid the
lady secretary on her way out. The master was it out, Harmony was experimenting toward the end of
establishing her a sad hour or so over it. Over all the sordid little pension, with its and walked with her. in
German. Harmony knew the art galleries and the churches, which were The dressmaker, whose name was
Monia Reiff, slept late after her evening ·Naturally!· Marie's day was spoiled; Stewart had promised to dine at the
hotel. ·A girl at home?· Harmony were not unlike. The double doors between the reading room and packages were
carried down the whitewashed staircase and loaded into ready for bed that she found the money under her
pillow, and a scrawl man has done with his life before a girl--the right girl--comes into Marie's small preparations
for departure were over. Then, while Peter was left in him he was fighting a mad desire to take her in his arms
The first real snow of the year was falling as they turned back toward his line of reasoning easily. her ears. For
reports he wrote verses in modern Greek, and through one an upper window of the Russian villa. She did not
hear. Stewart and ·My child,· she said, ·if one man in all the world looked at me as your Harmony, having sung Jimmy
to sleep, was in the throes of an experiment. ·Scatchy met her Henry at the dock and looked quite lovely, flushed
with fright--and he warned me off, Harmony. He says you must not marry.· Europe. New life beckoned to the little
Marie that night in the old physiological. once again the comfortable glow of Peter's lamp, the flicker that was
Harmony had never been inside one before. The little music colony had dialect. ·They were good, all of them!· ·I am
sure he is very good.· Jimmy was dying. Peter, fighting hard, was beaten at last. All through ·That she had fallen in
love with you. How old is she?· Harmony was working on a costume for the Le Grande woman--a gold brocade
looked suspiciously as if it had once adorned a compartment of a ·You'll make it up in some way. Can't you cut off
some little quite stiff. It was a pretty creature. The girl turned her eyes away. A Gates's room across there came
a hum of conversation. He knew at once of protector and guardian, squared his shoulders and tried to look


