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			Drawing from memory . . .

			That night, Jeanette went to sleep reliving the party, always with Dr. Murer beside her or coming toward her or unwilling to leave her; sometimes they did not follow Mlle. Bernhardt into the house at all. Over the next few days, fantasy overlay memory more and more, though it never altered the departure points nor belied certain moments. If pressed by conscience, Jeanette might have admitted that making herself the object of romantic attention was half the pleasure of her daydreams. Nevertheless, she also believed in the magical air that had enveloped her and Dr. Murer on their walk through the back orchard, in the secret garden, on the terrace at twilight. And she responded to him—him, Dr. Edward Murer, so different from anyone else she knew . . .

			“An engrossing story with complex, compelling characters. I’ll never forget Jeanette, Edward, or Cousin Effie, and neither will other readers.”

			—Elizabeth ten Grotenhuis, professor emerita, Department of History of Art & Architecture, Boston University

			“Keenum’s deft handling of details makes Where the Light Falls a standout among painterly novels. As delectable and addictive as a Parisian pastry, the book is an art lover’s delight.”

			—Lynn Cullen, author of Reign of Madness
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			CHAPTER ONE

			Vassar College, February 1878

			Surely, there is nothing dishonorable about marriage!” protested Jeanette Palmer.

			“About marriage, nothing. About elopement, everything.” Hannah Lyman’s thin, gray face conveyed the suffering of a long illness, the longer custom of wielding authority, and, at the moment, outraged disdain. “Miss Palmer, have you considered the possibility that, with your help, your friend has delivered herself into the hands of a cad who will ruin and abandon her?”

			“Oh, Miss Lyman, not Beau, not—”

			“A man who scorns society’s approval in a matter as sacred as marriage is capable of anything. Moreover, no matter what has become of the fugitives, nothing mitigates the egregiousness of your own misconduct, which is the topic under discussion. Your actions will have a demoralizing effect on your fellow students, and the whole affair may damage this institution in the eyes of a larger public. Even to know of such a plan without reporting it would have been wicked, but to arrange meetings at the house of your aunt, to carry messages and deceive hall monitors, to impersonate Miss McLeod last evening in order to cover her flight—! Miss Palmer, there can be no place at Vassar College for so deceitful a girl as yourself. You are dismissed forthwith and will remain in your room until your departure.”

			“Dismissed? You mean expelled, for good?”

			“Miss Palmer, whatever else you are, you are not stupid. You can have expected no less.”

			In fact, Jeanette had expected far less. An uproar was sure to follow the discovery that Abbie was gone, but she had naively believed that her own part in the plot would go unnoticed or at worst earn her demerits. She had not foreseen how great a calamity the elopement of a student would be to the Lady Principal of Vassar, who was proud that the college offered a full liberal arts curriculum to women but who insisted equally on ladylike behavior and moral purity.

			“I shall wire your parents this morning to have you removed.”

			“Oh, please, Miss Lyman, don’t say expelled in a telegram, please. The news will be all over Circleville before the messenger boy reaches the house. You don’t know what a small town in Ohio is like.”

			“Your shame is of your own making, Miss Palmer, and you might as well get used to it. It will be with you for the rest of your life.”

			“But you don’t have to humiliate my whole family, Miss Lyman! And I don’t see how spreading scandal can enhance the reputation of Vassar College.”

			“How I conduct the business of this college is my affair, not yours,” said Miss Lyman, leaning angrily against her knuckles on the desk. “To your room.”

			Nevertheless, she took Jeanette’s point about scandal. FAMILY PRESENCE URGENTLY REQUIRED, she telegraphed, LETTER TO FOLLOW. Mail trains were swift and deliveries frequent. She could spell out the infamy of their daughter’s behavior to the Palmers at length in the full confidentiality of a letter.

			*   *   *

			Jeanette left the office stunned. In the empty lobby outside the administrative offices, she shut her eyes tight and bit her fist. There can be no place for you . . . With a dragging footstep, she started up the front staircase of Main Hall’s central block. Her hand slid ahead of her, caressing the wood grain of the polished banister—hers to touch now, but not for long.

			The art gallery. In consternation, she remembered the canvas she had left on an easel in front of a painting she had been copying. She must retrieve that picture; it was hers, and she would not let them take it away from her. Nor could she bear the thought of leaving without ever seeing the other paintings again. She caught up her skirt and ran—up and up, past the living quarters and classrooms on the second floor, up to the third floor, with quick glances at every landing to make sure she was safe.

			To her relief, the canvas was still there. From tall windows and skylights encircling a two-story dome, wintry daylight filled the gallery. In so much natural light, the college’s collection of paintings could be seen to good advantage and so could thousands of watercolors, etchings, and engravings mounted in albums for the use of students and faculty. Scores of oil paintings hung one above the other, landscapes and genre scenes. Jeanette did not mind that most of them were small—oil sketches, preliminary studies for larger work that hung elsewhere, or finished paintings scaled to hang over a private owner’s sideboard or mantelpiece. They allowed her to imagine places she had never seen; they told stories. Inside their gilt frames, they were richly colored; and in them for the first time, she had seen the magic of how an individual brushstroke could represent a petal on a flower in the foreground or the sail of a skiff in the distance. She had loved them wholeheartedly from the start.

			She picked up her own canvas and held it out. Over a soft brown ground, she had chalked in outlines and blocked in swatches of cool green; she had just begun to work on the details of a sandy, gray church on the far side of a river. The original painting was called The Shrine of Shakespeare: Presumably the church was at Stratford; presumably the river was the Avon. Stratford-on-Avon was a place her mother had long dreamed of visiting, and this copy was to be a present for her. Jeanette fought back tears and wrapped the canvas loosely in a cover sheet so that it wouldn’t stain her clothes. Holding it against her hip, she moved regretfully from one tier of pictures to the next, sure that the All-Seeing Eye, as the girls had dubbed Miss Lyman, would soon drive her out.

			The bell for the next change of classes gave her a chance to dash to her room under the cover of a general crush in the halls. Instead, she yanked down an album of English watercolors, another of pen-and-ink drawings, and a third of etchings from their shelves. She banged them onto the farthest study table and sat with her back to the door. She flipped pages, keeping an ear out for approaching footsteps. The ruse worked. Someone came in but took no notice of her. After a while, whoever it was left. Jeanette, who had been sitting tensely, began to cry. There can be no place for you here.

			The album lay open to pen-and-ink studies of rocks and trees by Ruskin. She wiped her eyes and blew her nose. She had copied similar drawings the first semester of freshman year when art students were introduced to techniques for drawing on paper. Why, oh why, hadn’t she done more while she had the chance?

			“You have had good training,” Henry van Ingen, the chairman of the art department, had said when he first saw her work. “Where?”

			“From a neighbor at home in Ohio. She studied in Cincinnati.”

			“At the McMicken School of Design? The same curriculum as in Munich, I hear.” Van Ingen had chuckled, then shrugged in self-deprecation. “Well, well, we all do what we can in this New World. And you are lucky, Miss Palmer, you have picked up no bad habits—still, you have much to learn.” He wagged a finger at her. “Work hard. For you, it will pay off.”

			Jeanette was one of the warmhearted, those who are encouraged by praise. Art class went from being her favorite elective to the center of her life at Vassar. She did work hard, as hard as Professor van Ingen demanded. When in her second year she had to choose between oils and watercolors for instruction, he had told her that if she took up oils, he would teach her himself.

			“Learn watercolor on the side, of course—but not as a lady’s accomplishment. The girls around you who are drawn to watercolor—pissh. They do not like mess, and they will not wait for oils to dry. They are impatient and dainty, two things talent cannot afford.”

			Naturally, she had followed his lead, but now, in disgrace, she looked with longing at an exquisite watercolor painting of sun through mist on the Salisbury plain. She should at least have spent more time with the albums.

			Someone entered the gallery and walked rapidly toward her. She cringed. A hand touched her shoulder.

			“Jeanette!” came a whisper, urgent and needlessly secretive. “What are you doing here? Everyone is looking for you. Don’t you know you’re supposed to be in your room?”

			It was her best friend, Becky. Jeanette twisted around. “Of course, I know. To your room!” she whispered back, in an unmistakable imitation of Miss Lyman’s voice.

			“I knew I’d find you here if you weren’t in the studio.” said Becky, sympathetically. “Is it true?”

			“About Abbie?”

			“No, pea-brain, about you. They’re saying . . .” Becky’s voice trailed off apprehensively.

			“Expelled,” said Jeanette. “It’s true. Kicked out. Dismissed is the word Miss Lyman used.”

			“Oh, Jeanette,” said Becky, sinking into the chair beside her and leaning forward. “How awful. What are you going to do?”

			“Paint.”

			Becky put an arm around her shoulder and tugged. “Good girl.”

			“What am I going to do, Becky? I don’t even know what’s going to happen to me next, tomorrow, much less after that. I can’t bear the thought of going back to Circleville.”

			“Well, first things first,” said Becky. “You might as well eat. If we get in the lunch line, they won’t dare make a scene in front of everybody. But we have to hurry—the doors will close soon.”

			In the jostling lines outside the dining hall, they joined a few close friends, who crowded around Jeanette to hide her until the doors opened for everyone to march in together. Inside, her two remaining suitemates looked frightened when she approached the table assigned to their end of the dormitory hall. The duties of the resident hall teacher who had failed to prevent Abigail McLeod’s elopement had already been transferred to a senior named Leticia. Startled at seeing Jeanette reappear, Leticia turned wildly toward the head table. With a frown, Miss Lyman signaled that Jeanette should be seated.

			An embarrassed silence at their table was broken only by Leticia’s strangled attempts to initiate conversation along approved lines. Jeanette ate slowly, with her eyes fixed on her plate, uncomfortably aware that all around the murmuring room diners were surreptitiously watching her. When a dull blancmange was set out for dessert, she bolted. Miss Lyman’s eye bored into her back. The bell had not rung, but what did she care? She could not be dismissed again.

			*   *   *

			Her room might now be a prison, but Jeanette fled to it as a refuge. Her things were there, it gave her privacy—privacy all too full now that Abbie was gone. The suite contained three bedrooms and a common sitting room. A little wan daylight reached the sitting room from the outer bedrooms, but Jeanette and Abbie’s room was on an interior wall adjoining the corridor. It was gloomy from lack of sunshine and, in spite of high ceilings, the air in it was stale. Jeanette seldom came here during the day, but now she leaned against the bedroom door frame and looked wistfully at the decorations they had all put out to give the sitting room personality. A satin shawl belonging to Abbie still swooped at an angle on a wall. Someone out in the hallway knocked.

			“Who is it?” she asked, cautiously.

			“Jeanette, it’s Leticia. Please, open up. I’m supposed to make sure you are here and stay here.”

			Toady, thought Jeanette, angrily; go away. But she knew that her mother would expect her to be dignified even in disgrace. She opened the door with her head high and discomfited Leticia with a level, resentful stare.

			“I won’t abscond, if that’s what you and Miss Lyman are worried about.”

			“It’s not my fault,” said Leticia, backing away.

			Before the door was closed, Jeanette had forgotten her in a huge wave of undifferentiated misery. She cried and cried until she fell into a dull quiet on the borders of sleep.

			*   *   *

			No one else came, neither her suitemates nor her friends, until midafternoon, when word was sent up from the Lady Principal’s office that Professor van Ingen wished to see her. For an instant, Jeanette’s heart lifted at being remembered by her favorite teacher; but on the way, she felt it was far worse to see someone she respected than a wet noodle like Leticia. She had let him down.

			“So, Miss Palmer, you are leaving under a very dark cloud.”

			She could not meet his eye. “Yes, sir.”

			“Do you have plans, may I ask?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Then what are your dreams?” asked van Ingen, gently. A willingness to tease the girls made him popular; a deeper seriousness made him loved.

			“Oh, Professor van Ingen,” she said, looking up, “I want to be an artist, you know that. I want to paint.”

			“I am glad to hear it. You have talent, Miss Palmer—if not common sense. To assist your foolish friend to elope!” He raised his hands in a gesture of comic exasperation. “But talent is not enough. You need more training, much more training.”

			“I guess I’ll have to try to get it in Cincinnati.”

			“Why Cincinnati? Why not New York or Philadelphia?”

			“Because I’m from Ohio. It seems possible.”

			“You came to Poughkeepsie. That, too, seemed possible.”

			“But that was because my parents wanted me to come to Vassar. My mother is ambitious for women to be educated, and I don’t have any brothers for Papa to send to Harvard. My coming here meant a lot to them.”

			“And to you?”

			“Ye-ess,” said Jeanette, hesitantly. “I wanted to get out of Circleville, and I do like to read. I like history and philosophy and science and things, really I do. I loved looking through Professor Mitchell’s telescope.”

			“Ah, you earnest Americans,” laughed van Ingen. “The artist in Europe, what he cares for also is music and drama and poetry and, of course, nature! Ah, well, now that you have fallen so low, you think your parents will agree to an académie des beaux arts, your McMicken in Cincinnati, for instance.”

			“They’ll have to do something with me if they don’t disown me altogether. My father calls the McMicken a trade school; maybe he’ll think I need a trade.”

			“You are an artist; you will need your art,” corrected van Ingen. “You might even make a living from it. A few women do. Look at Rosa Bonheur.”

			“I wish I could,” said Jeanette, smiling with shy humor for the first time that day. “I’ve only seen engravings.”

			“There you are then! You must go places where you can see paintings, real paintings—big, public canvases and not just the little studies we have upstairs, admirable though they may be. Your papa is right: They are woodcarvers at McMicken, tools of industry. The technical instruction in drawing therefore is good. Design, too—decorative florals, scrolls, and the like. But for the fine arts, no.

			“What languages do you have? English obviously. You could study in London; the Slade takes women students now, though perhaps not so readily foreigners—and the English are insular.” Doubt came into van Ingen’s voice. “Their styles are not international, not current.” He was thinking out loud, and it lifted Jeanette’s heart to be treated as a serious student. “For watercolor, yes, London. For sculpture, Rome—it would not hurt you, by the way, to take instruction in modeling clay. Clay will teach you much about form and volume. And, of course, you must visit Rome—such wealth of everything in Rome: sculpture, painting, mosaic, murals. But to be trained as a painter . . .”

			Van Ingen tapped a pen against his teeth and regarded her meditatively. Even with pink coming back into her cheeks, this Miss Palmer was no great beauty; but she was pretty the way all the healthy young were pretty. Her curly brown hair was twisted into an unfussy knot to be out of the way, a good sign of a workmanlike attitude; the fashionable frizzy bangs they all seemed to wear these days showed a natural enough vanity. Intelligent hazel eyes, guileless American eyes. Eager. He wondered whether she had the necessary ruthlessness. “You would like Munich, I think. You are from Ohio. Do you speak German?”

			“No, sir,” said Jeanette, crestfallen. One more failure. “I did Latin and French in school.”

			“Well, then, it is obvious: It must be Paris. Munich is smaller; the competition is not so cutthroat. There is real camaraderie among the students in Munich, and good beer. But if you speak French, then by all means go to the top. Go to Paris.”

			Reality could reassert itself later. For the moment, Jeanette let flattered hope overwhelm incredulity, and she beamed. Van Ingen saw her pleasure, and his face took on a warning look.

			“But one last sobering piece of advice, and this our good Lady Principal will approve. Learn discretion, Miss Palmer; you cannot afford mistakes. A whiff, and more than a whiff, of danger is exciting in a man, but a woman must be above reproach. It is the rich who commission portraits, and they usually know more about propriety than genius. If one more silly girl runs away with one more besotted youth, then Cupid laughs and the world changes not a jot. But when an artist throws away a career, then somewhere an angel weeps.”

			“And does the world change?”

			Van Ingen waved a reproving finger. “Do not be bitter, Miss Palmer; you are too young. If the sky loses a star, perhaps no one will notice, but still the night is dimmer. We must try to shine. Here, I have written you a general letter of introduction. Perhaps it will be of some help.”

			*   *   *

			Jeanette left elated. With the letter in hand, she almost pranced down the corridor, imagining herself in a triumphant return to Vassar, a world-famous artist, reclaimed by Alma Mater as a brilliant daughter, asked to address chapel, engaged to paint the president’s portrait. The daydream vanished as soon as she met titillated glances from a knot of seniors whom she hardly knew. She hurried past. It was four o’clock, a hungry hour; she felt hollow and woebegone again.

			“Hurry up, before we get chased out,” said Becky, pulling her into the sitting room and closing the door after a quick scan of the hallway. “Irma’s brought a spread.”

			“The box arrived from home today,” said Irma, looking up from where she was laying out a big pound cake and an assortment of homemade cookies on the suite’s big study table. Beside her, a third friend, Dottie, was busy boiling water for tea over an illicit spirit lamp.

			Jeanette felt a deep rush of affection. She glanced through doors into empty bedrooms.

			“Don’t worry. Your dear suitemates are prudently staying away,” said Becky. “They fear guilt by association.”

			“They may be right,” warned Jeanette.

			“Oh, we’re not afraid,” said Dottie. “We didn’t carry notes or anything, the way they did.”

			“My mere presence contaminates. To hear the Lyman tell it, I’m an epicenter of moral degeneration. I’m not even sure I’m allowed out here; it’s not my bedroom.”

			“We’ll put a chair in the doorway,” said Becky. “Sit. See? Now you’re technically confined as ordered in your own little Bastille. Bread and water for the prisoner; or, better yet, let her eat cake. Fill up a plate, Irma, one of everything.”

			“Really, much as I love you for being here, isn’t the whole suite off limits now?” asked Jeanette, settling onto the chair.

			“Probably,” said Becky, “but no official ban has been pronounced yet.”

			“They can’t decide whether to try to pretend to the rest of us that nothing’s happened,” said Dottie, “or to hurl anathemas.”

			“Tell,” said Irma, handing her a cup and plate, “tell, tell, tell. Talk with your mouth full if you have to. We want to know everything.”

			So Jeanette told; the other three listened; and then they all talked. They groaned, giggled, and commiserated. They tried to keep the noise down; but as they all suspected, Jeanette’s suite was being closely watched. When she got wind of the party, Leticia chased everyone away.

			After that, Jeanette was kept isolated. Since school policy prevented close friends from rooming together, the absence of her suitemates was no great loss. Still, it hurt to be shunned by them, and it was demoralizing to be so much alone. She took her meals in the infirmary. It was suggested that during morning classes, she should do calisthenics and run laps in a wide corridor designed for that purpose. She had her own books, but the art gallery, studio, and library were off limits. She was allowed to receive mail only from outside. Friends slipped a few clandestine notes under her door; she slipped rueful cartoons back under theirs when she was allowed to go out to the bathroom or meals.

			Meanwhile, letters and telegrams were rapidly crisscrossing the country between Poughkeepsie and Circleville, Circleville and Manhattan. Miss Lyman to Judge and Mrs. Palmer. Judge Palmer to Miss Lyman. Mrs. Palmer to Jeanette. Judge Palmer to his sister Maude Hendrick in New York City. Mrs. Hendrick back to her brother. On the afternoon of the third day, Jeanette was handed a yellow Western Union Telegraph Company sheet. It read, ARRIVING TOMORROW MORNING STOP BE PACKED STOP EFFIE.

			Oh, lord, thought Jeanette, Cousin Effie.
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			CHAPTER TWO

			Cousin Effie

			Iphigenia Palmer Pendergrast—Cousin Effie—was the perfect emissary from the Palmer clan to appease Miss Lyman. She bustled with efficiency when catching trains and the like but could never threaten anyone else’s authority. For one thing, a decided overbite above a receding chin made her appear insignificant. For another, she had long since fallen into the habit of reflecting the attitudes of those around her. At thirty-seven, she was well into a respectable spinsterhood, lived in domestic subjection to her cousin Maude Palmer Hendrick, and accepted without complaint her role as general family dogsbody. She dressed in black in perpetual memory of a fiancé killed in 1862 at the battle of Antietam and largely forgotten by everyone else. On the morning she arrived to collect Jeanette, therefore, what Miss Lyman saw across her desk was a suitably distressed gentlewoman, whose oft-brushed but well-cut black cashmere coat and new kid gloves left no doubt as to her social standing and whose dismay at her cousin’s transgression was a balm to feelings lacerated by three days of the McLeods’ wrath and little sleep.

			“I take it that you understand our position,” said Miss Lyman, in a tone more gracious than she had used up till now.

			“Of course, of course. I cannot tell you how abashed Jeanette’s parents are. And to think, Gardiner McLeod’s daughter! How the mighty have fallen.” Effie clucked her tongue. “I trust the story of the elopement will be kept out of the papers?”

			“That goes without saying. Though between you and me, I think the McLeods would do well to make a simple announcement of the marriage. The sooner the unfortunate circumstances are masked by the veils of propriety, the better for Miss McLeod—or Mrs. Calhoun, as I am thankful to say we may call her.”

			“Better for Vassar, too,” agreed Effie, saying aloud what Miss Lyman would have preferred left unspoken.

			“Just so. Well, Miss Pendergrast, unless you have further questions, I shall send for Miss Palmer and arrange for you to be taken to the train station.”

			“No need. I’ve hired a cab for the day,” said Effie, becoming brisk and businesslike. “It’s waiting around back at your stables. If you will have Jeanette’s trunk brought down and give us luncheon, we should be able to make the two-forty back to the city; it’s only a local, but there isn’t an express until four.”

			Miss Lyman had not expected to be maneuvered into providing a meal for Miss Pendergrast; but if it expedited the removal of Miss Palmer, so be it. “I shall have the college kitchen send us something in my sitting room,” she said, resigning herself to an uncomfortable party of three. She could hardly invite Miss Pendergrast to join the high table while Jeanette ate in the infirmary; she would not countenance Miss Palmer’s return to the dining hall; and the instinct to control prevented her allowing the two women extended time together in private before they were out the college gates. She rang for her secretary and gave orders.

			“Miss Palmer, your cousin has arrived to take you home,” she said, a short time later when Jeanette entered.

			“Yes, Miss Lyman.”

			Any inclination Effie might have had to scold her on behalf of the family melted away at sight of the child. To the inevitable pallor brought on by a lack of sunlight and fresh air in February, three days of being cooped up with her thoughts had added a pall to Jeanette’s complexion; her eyes were shadowed by dark circles. Effie’s weak mouth worked soundlessly.

			Jeanette regarded her cautiously. “Hullo, Cousin Effie. It . . . it was good of you to come.”

			At even so slight an appeal, Effie’s face was suffused by a flood of feeling. She rose, flung her arms around Jeanette, planted a kiss on either cheek, hugged her again, and stood back, shaking her head in disapproving regrets. It was the sort of confused emotional display that young Palmers, Hendricks, and Pendergrasts all over New York and Ohio dreaded in Cousin Effie.

			“There now.” Effie dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief and brought herself to order. “And what do you think? Miss Lyman has asked us to luncheon. I call that most hospitable in the circumstances, don’t you?”

			Jeanette would have called it gruesome if she had dared. She smiled wanly. Miss Lyman did not smile back.

			Somehow, Cousin Effie found the conversational resources to prattle meaninglessly through soup, a cutlet, a salad, and pie. Miss Lyman made aloof, polite replies or generalized observations of unimpeachable banality. And then, mercifully, it was time to go.

			*   *   *

			On the train, Jeanette and Cousin Effie found seats on the scenic, western side of the car. New Hamburg, Fishkill, Cold Spring, Garrison: Passengers getting on and off were a distraction. Cousin Effie too obviously watched and categorized them, whispering comments to Jeanette on their appearance or hazarding guesses about their errands. Shrinking into herself, Jeanette answered in monosyllables or tried to discourage the older woman by staring out the window at the handsome bluffs and fine expanse of the Hudson River. On other visits to New York City, the view from the train had delighted her. Today its beauty, depicted in paintings she would never see again, kept her tears close to the surface.

			In the echoing bustle of Grand Central Station, the need to keep up with Cousin Effie drove everything else from Jeanette’s mind. Effie became like some small animal on the alert, a squirrel or a rabbit, cutting through the crowd in a series of swift darts and zigzags. She engaged a porter, retrieved Jeanette’s checked luggage, and tipped the man for delivering them to a hansom cab. Jeanette stumbled behind, banging a shawlstrap against her shins. By five, they were on their way to Twelfth Street, where Effie lived with Maude and Matthew Hendrick.

			Outside the house, Effie deftly avoided mud and snow heaps at the curb while she paid the driver and directed him to deliver the luggage to the service entrance. Jeanette was attentive too late. She looked down to see dirty slush creep up into the hem of her dress; she was going to enter the house bedraggled as well as disgraced.

			“Well, here we are,” said Effie, superfluously, as she led the way up steep steps to the front door.

			She rang the bell and pulled one of the double outer doors open to admit them into a vestibule. Almost simultaneously, inner doors were opened wide by Simms, the butler, who admitted them into a hallway that ran all the way to the back of the house. Its many-globed, gas chandeliers were inauspiciously dark. Only a few wall sconces gleamed feebly.

			“Good evening, Miss Pendergrast, Miss Palmer,” said Simms.

			While Effie slipped easily out of her coat and handed it to him, Jeanette held the shawlstrap against her knees, hoping that he would not notice her wet skirt. Semidarkness was good for hiding dirt, at least, and the house was warm even if she was unwanted—warmer than anything at Vassar or in Circleville. Aunt Maude must burn coal at a furious rate.

			“Miss, your hand luggage,” said Simms.

			“It’s my portfolio,” said Jeanette, holding back, but aware even as she spoke that her protective reluctance to let it go was ridiculous.

			“I shall see that it is taken to your room,” said Simms. “Miss Pendergrast, Mrs. Hendrick is in the upstairs parlor with Mrs. Vann.”

			Jeanette stiffened.

			“We’ll show ourselves up,” said Effie. At the first landing, Jeanette paused briefly at a tall mirror to adjust her hat. How she wished her clothes were cleaner and better ironed! Ordinarily, any visit with her fashionable, married cousin Adeline, Mrs. Harold Vann, held a kind of glamour. Adeline had been and, after two children, remained a great beauty who dressed handsomely and was not above indulging in racy gossip. Her talk had always made Jeanette and the two younger Palmer girls, Sallie and Mattie, feel very grown-up or very small-town, depending on Adeline’s mood. Jeanette did not relish coming under her scrutiny tonight, not as the topic of gossip herself.

			“Well, Maude!” said Effie, brightly, as they entered the stuffy second-story parlor where Mrs. Hendrick spent most of her time in the colder months. “Here we are! And I hope you’ll ring for a fresh pot of tea—we’re both cold and famished, aren’t we, Jeanette?”

			Jeanette did not reply. Not only was it hopeless to treat this as a normal visit, but Cousin Effie was already fading into utter irrelevance, a shadow among the shadows on the edge of the room.

			By contrast, the light of a well-placed oil lamp shone on Adeline, on her pearly complexion, on the complicated coils of her golden hair, on the small green hat over which she could swathe a scarf when she went outdoors. Her voluminous striped skirts spread theatrically over a green-and-salmon-striped love seat. They match, thought Jeanette with a peripheral part of her mind, and ever afterward thought of Adeline as a piece of handsome rosewood furniture with tautly pulled upholstery. But mainly she was forced to meet Aunt Maude’s stern stare.

			Mrs. Hendrick, with her bulk held rigidly by whalebone stays, sat imperiously in a high, wingbacked chair, facing the door. “So, Jeanette,” she said, “you have humiliated your family and brought destruction down upon your own head.”

			“I—”

			“Don’t argue. You have.” Mrs. Hendrick tugged hard at a bell pull as though that closed the case. “Your mother is on her way, as I assume she has written you.”

			“Yes, ma’am, she—”

			“Then you understand it will be Sarah Palmer’s duty, not mine, to make clear to you the anguish you have inflicted upon her and my brother. My duty is to Matthew Hendrick, and it requires me to protest your having dragged the house of Hendrick into scandal.”

			“Oh, be fair, Mother, how?” said Adeline.

			“Did she not request that Beaufort Calhoun be included in the guest list for our Christmas soirée when she knew that the McLeods were invited and would bring Abigail?”

			“Mother, there were three hundred people invited to that soirée, or you would never have included the McLeods in the first place. Beau Calhoun was a perfectly eligible young man, and if Abigail’s own parents were present to chaperon, I hardly see—”

			“Don’t obscure the issue, Adeline. Whether or not it was under the McLeods’ very noses that Jeanette aided the lovers, it was still under your father’s roof.”

			“Honestly, Aunt Maude, I don’t think they were planning anything yet when they met here,” said Jeanette.

			“They no doubt canoodled in the corners. That was the point of your invitation, wasn’t it?”

			“Well, at least to enable them to see each other.”

			“And you knew the McLeods disapproved.”

			“Yes, ma’am, that’s why they had to seek out occasions—”

			“Convicted by your own tongue, missy. Now, as you very well know, I have no use for bluestockings—Rachel McLeod included—and I can’t think why anyone would waste a varsity education on a young woman in the first place. But since it was what your misguided mother and my equally misguided brother wanted for you, Jeanette, it was your filial duty to let yourself be educated and not to throw away the future provided for you—certainly not for the insipid daughter of two crackpot reformers. They tell me Rachel McLeod wants the vote for women.”

			“If she wins it for us, Mother, we’ll all need to be educated,” said Adeline.

			Mrs. Hendrick snorted and returned to her main concern: “Jeanette, you have placed me in the position of having to drive over to those odious people’s house to apologize, and I hope you are ashamed.”

			“Mother, do you think that’s wise? We don’t yet know what fiction the McLeods are trying to maintain.”

			“Gardiner McLeod will never keep his mouth shut on any topic, Adeline. Take it from me, the minute he heard they had run off, he sent after the guilty pair to retrieve Abigail before they could be married. He’ll cane that young man from one end of New York to the other when he catches them.”

			“Oh, no, Maude,” spoke up Effie, “the young people are married. Miss Lyman told me so.”

			“Then he’ll seek to annul the marriage and cane the young man anyway.”

			“He’d better not,” laughed Adeline. “A South Carolinian’s sense of honor will end in pistols if he tries. But anyway, Mother, don’t go. Mrs. McLeod will only think you are prying or gloating, which, of course, you will be.”

			“Nonsense. If I harbor the young lady who might have averted this tragedy and who may even now know where the runaways are . . .” Mrs. Hendrick paused inquisitively.

			“I don’t know, Aunt Maude, truly I don’t.”

			“It had better be Europe or at least San Francisco,” said Adeline. “They’ll never be received in Charleston, much less New York.”

			Just then Simms entered, bringing in a portable table laden with a jug of hot water, more china, and plates of fish sandwiches and cakes. He set it down in front of Mrs. Hendrick.

			“Jeanette, here, come sit by me,” ordered Aunt Maude, patting a chair at right angles to her own. “No, no, Simms, no need for fresh tea leaves. Take the caddy away; you may go.” She added water to the pot she and Adeline had already shared. Effie sighed.

			Jeanette was grateful for any interruption and she was hungry, but a seat next to the Gorgon offered little hope of cake or sandwiches and no hope of escape.

			“Well,” said Mrs. Hendrick, “if you don’t know where the fugitives are, what do you know?”

			“That Abigail is happier, Aunt Maude.”

			“That what? Do my ears deceive me, missy?”

			“Oh, Aunt Maude, Abbie was so unsuited to Vassar, and she and Beau are so much in love!”

			“Don’t gush, Jeanette; it’s girlish. Besides, no girl in her right mind falls in love with a man named Beaufort Dabney Calhoun, even if he did go to Princeton.”

			“And even if his father once owned half the slaves in South Carolina,” said Adeline. “The Calhouns are penniless now.”

			“Not penniless,” said Jeanette, “they still own the land.”

			“Malarial swamp,” said Mrs. Hendrick, “which they probably still work with the same poor darkies. The McLeods were tireless abolitionists, Jeanette. It’s no wonder they disapproved of him.”

			“Which is why Abbie and Beau had to elope,” pleaded Jeanette. “It’s not Beau’s fault he was born to slave owners. Can’t anyone see that the war is over?”

			“Not in this household,” thundered Mrs. Hendrick. “You are forgetting that your father and I lost a brother.” Effie sighed again, more audibly. “And Effie lost her fiancé.”

			“I’m sorry.”

			Mrs. Hendrick snorted. “The young have ever been careless. To keep to the topic at hand: Do you mean to say that you defend what you did?”

			Jeanette hesitated. If she had it to do over again, knowing the price, would she? “I will still defend what Abbie and Beau did,” she said, slowly.

			“Well, that’s something,” said Mrs. Hendrick. “If you are going to sacrifice yourself to a quixotic cause, you might as well believe in it.” A lump rose in Jeanette’s throat. “I suppose I had better know exactly what happened.”

			“Mother, you old fraud,” laughed Adeline, settling back to listen, too. “We both want every delicious detail, Jeanette. It’s why I came.”

			For the next hour, Jeanette tried to reconstruct events both before and after the elopement through a bewildering flow of questions and rebukes from Mrs. Hendrick, amused asides from Adeline, bickering between mother and daughter, and a stifled interjection now and again from Cousin Effie. “Matthew Hendrick will be arriving soon,” said Aunt Maude at last. “He likes a pretty face. Effie, show Jeanette which room you have put her in. Have a wash and smarten yourself up a bit, Jeanette. Dinner is at eight, and the warning gong will ring at a quarter to. Will you stay, Adeline?”

			“No, Mother, Harold will be getting home, too, and I want to peek in on the children before they are put to bed.”

			*   *   *

			In the hallway, Effie and an exhausted Jeanette reached the staircase to the third floor just as Mr. Hendrick came up from the first.

			“That you, Effie?” he asked, in the gloom. “Who’s this you’ve got with you?”

			“It’s Jeanette, Matthew.”

			“Ah, yes! our miscreant!”

			He spoke with such good humor that Jeanette reluctantly stepped forward. “Good evening, Uncle Matt.”

			Matthew Hendrick was a short, round man whose agile arms and legs were fitted into tight sleeves and trousers; his coattails seemed to flap of their own accord out of habit when he halted his energetic step. He rubbed his hands together. “Been stirring up the ladies, I hear, Jeanette!” He kissed her cheek.

			Jeanette, grateful for his tone but at a loss for words, was rescued by Effie. “You must excuse us, Matthew, we’re on our way up to change for dinner.”

			“You do that! Put on your prettiest dress, Jeanette,” said Mr. Hendrick, patting her hand. “And pinch your cheeks for color—winter needs brightening up.”

			On the third floor, two bedrooms formerly belonging to Hendrick girls overlooked narrow gardens and faced the back windows of the next street over. Tonight, heavy draperies were drawn against the cold; but while each room had its own marble fireplace, they no longer served any purpose except to provide a mantelpiece on which vases and ornaments could be set. For heat, up-to-date steam radiators hissed and clanked. The air was already warm, though the profound cold of the furniture revealed that until a few hours ago, the spare rooms had been thriftily closed up.

			“Would you prefer a bath and supper on a tray instead of coming down?” asked Effie. Her hands tugged nervously at her wrists.

			“No, thank you,” said Jeanette, who knew better than to appear difficult to Aunt Maude. “I’ve had enough of meals by myself.”

			“Oh, dear, yes, of course. Silly of me. Well, before I go, let me say just one thing.” Effie gaped, and the chin of her open mouth virtually disappeared. “It was wrong of you to help Miss McLeod elope, Jeanette, but, but—it was very romantic.”
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			CHAPTER THREE

			Mrs. Palmer’s Arrival

			The next morning, Jeanette ate breakfast with Uncle Matthew and Cousin Effie (Mrs. Hendrick’s breakfast was sent up on a bed tray). Back in her room, she wondered nervously how to spend the hours until her mother arrived. She wanted to block all thought of what was to come.

			The bedroom was still, in many ways, a girl’s room from twenty years earlier: simple wooden furniture, white-sprigged counterpane, thin linen liners at the windows where the pale-blue, winter draperies had been tied back to let in as much sunshine as possible. A pair of framed silhouettes from early in the century were the only decorations on walls papered in a silvery blue-and-white pattern. With all that white and a window facing northwest, the room was coolly and evenly lit; it would be a good place to work and might, for that matter, make a possible subject. She hoisted her shawlstrap onto the bed and spread out some sketches, looking for one she had made of her room at Vassar.

			“May I see?” asked Cousin Effie, from the doorway. She peered inquisitively at a sketchbook that lay open to a page of pen-and-ink drawings of anatomical casts—hands, feet, arms, ears. They were drawn with a firm line and rounded by technically proficient cross-hatchings. “But these are good!” she exclaimed, when Jeanette moved aside.

			“They’re like finger exercises on the piano,” said Jeanette. “Anyone can learn to draw shapes.”

			“No, they can’t. Not like this.”

			Surprised but won over by Cousin Effie’s matter-of-fact declaration, Jeanette explained what she was trying to do in some of the sketches and made excuses for others. On a page with a full head from a Greek classical statue, a little caricature filled an upper corner. In profile, it depicted a woman in a beribboned cap looking through a telescope, with her mouth dropped open.

			“Why, that’s Miss Lyman!”

			“It was the germ for this.” Jeanette wasn’t sure it was wise to show Cousin Effie an irreverent cartoon, but she couldn’t resist. Over a caption, The famous Professor Maria Mitchell and Miss Hannah Lyman look at the stars, two women stood back to back on a dwarf version of the Vassar Observatory, each peering through a handheld telescope. A stout one gazed rapturously up at the night sky, while her taller, thin companion stared indignantly down at a tiny, mooning pair over whom hovered a cloud of sparkles. Effie snickered at the schoolgirl joke. “Are there any other caricatures?” she asked.

			Jeanette showed her Becky, Irma, Professor van Ingen, and the newest—the unfortunate Leticia in saucer-eyed terror. “And here’s a study of Mother.”

			“Why, that’s lovely—and it’s Sarah to a T. My goodness, child, you ought to be a portraitist.”

			Jeanette seized her chance. “Let me draw you, Cousin Effie. Sit for me. Right now!”

			“Oh, I don’t know. I don’t think . . .”

			“This light is perfect, but I need a subject,” said Jeanette. She steered her cousin to a seat on the bureau stool. “Now, tilt your head a little.”

			Jeanette worked quickly in pencil, but not too quickly. Bold relief would emphasize the defects of Effie’s rabbity face. Instead, she blended feathery strokes to minimize Effie’s overbite and emphasize her hooded eyes and wide brow. White chalk provided a few highlights.

			“There.”

			“Oh, my. Well, I never. May I keep it? Please? If you give it to me, my dear, I shall treasure it forever.”

			“The chalk needs to be set.”

			Jeanette rummaged in her carpetbag; but before she could pull out a bottle of fixative, Effie’s face had changed from naive pleasure to something more calculating. “You must limn Maude! Nothing will put her in a better mood than a portrait, especially if it’s flattering.” Effie jumped up, still holding the sketchbook. “Never mind about the chalk right now. Bring your pencil. She’ll be in her parlor.”

			The second-floor sitting room was at the bright, southern end of the house. Sitting in her customary chair beside the double window, Mrs. Hendrick could keep an eye on whatever was happening on the street below while taking advantage of the sunlight for needlework. Her head, when they entered, was bent over an embroidery hoop. Continuing to stitch, she inclined a cheek slightly, which Effie obediently pecked.

			“Maude,” began Effie.

			Mrs. Hendrick ignored her. Without looking up, she said accusingly, “Well, Jeanette, did you sleep the sleep of the innocent?”

			“I slept well, Aunt Maude, thank you. In fact, I almost overslept.”

			“Sloth will not be tolerated in this house. Do you sew?”

			“Not as well as Mother but—”

			“Made what you have on, did she?”

			“No, a dressmaker—”

			“With three daughters to clothe, your mother should be a seamstress. Sit down,” said Mrs. Hendrick, nodding to a chair on the opposite side of the table. “I am converting some worn-out sheets to a set of napkins and tray towels. Adeline prefers showier needlepoint and grand schemes, but I’m a merchant’s daughter plain and simple and a merchant’s wife.” She looked up. “Sit down, I said. I’ll start you with hemming to see how well you stitch.”

			Effie, who had been hovering with Jeanette’s open sketchbook, slapped it onto the table at Mrs. Hendrick’s side and hastily pulled her hand back. “First look at this, Maude.”

			Mrs. Hendrick squinted at the picture through her spectacles, then looked up at Jeanette. “Did you do that? When?”

			“Just now, Aunt Maude.”

			“Upstairs,” said Effie. “Isn’t it beautiful? She can do yours, too. We could have the pair ready for Matthew and Sarah when they get here. Wouldn’t it astonish them? And it would make Sarah proud of Jeanette instead of ashamed.”

			Jeanette blanched. “I’ll hem,” she said.

			“Coward. How long will I have to hold still?” Aunt Maude’s face was already freezing into an unnatural mask.

			“It would only be a study, Aunt Maude,” sighed Jeanette. “Perhaps you should go back to sewing. I’ll sketch you occupied.”

			“That’s right, Maude, look at this one of Sarah. Isn’t it lifelike?”

			Mrs. Hendrick’s facial muscles relaxed as she glanced at the sketch of her sister-in-law sitting with a book. “Trust Sarah Palmer to find time to read. No wonder she doesn’t sew. Well, I suppose drawing is the sort of ladylike accomplishment you young folk set great store by, even if some might call it the work of idle hands.”

			“I’ll hem the next napkin for you, Maude,” said Effie. Scooping up one of the several white linen rectangles already pressed under and basted around the edges, she began to take rapid, fine stitches.

			Mrs. Hendrick snorted, but she made no other protest and went back self-consciously to her embroidery. She took no notice when Effie excused herself, saying that she must arrange the day’s flowers and see that a fire was lit in the library.

			The clock on the mantel ticked on.

			The sketch of Mrs. Hendrick was less successful than the one of Effie, the shadings overworked, too strong. Jeanette frowned as she reluctantly handed the sketchbook to Aunt Maude. “I’d like to try again.”

			“It looks like me,” said Mrs. Hendrick, mesmerized by a recognizable image of herself. After a few moments more, she began turning pages. “What are these?”

			“Pieces of statuary.”

			“Who wants pictures of statues? Stick to drawing people.”

			“If only we could! But first you need to learn from ideal shapes; all the schools teach that way. And besides, nobody can afford to pay models for beginners.”

			“So I should be charging you?”

			“I’ll pay you with a better sketch if you like.”

			Mrs. Hendrick laughed. “Papa’s granddaughter, I see—not too much the aesthete to drive a bargain. Another time.”

			*   *   *

			The rest of the morning was spent in needlework. After lunch, Mrs. Hendrick installed herself and Jeanette downstairs in the library to be ready for Mrs. Palmer. Cousin Effie would be out for the afternoon. No one had thought twice about sending her to Poughkeepsie for Jeanette, but Mr. Hendrick would do the honors himself for his sister-in-law.

			“Is there anything else I can do, Maude?” asked Cousin Effie, as she pulled on gloves. “I’m not sure I should leave.”

			“So you have said a hundred times, and for the hundredth time I repeat: I am quite capable of receiving Sarah Palmer in my own house by myself. If Sarah asks, we’ll tell her the weekly meeting of the Children’s Aid Society would falter without you. Run along.

			“Here, read this to me.” Mrs. Hendrick handed Jeanette David Copperfield, open to the chapter in which Steerforth’s perfidious abandonment of Little Em’ly is revealed. Her heavy face maintained a placid absorption while she continued her morning’s embroidery, only occasionally stealing a sly glance at her niece.

			Jeanette took the point of the selection, but her increasing anxiety as they waited had nothing to do with Aunt Maude’s estimation of her or her worries about Abigail’s fate and everything to do with her mother’s attitude. At last, the front doorbell rang, followed by indistinct voices in the entry hall.

			“Aunt Maude, they’re here!”

			“Then what are you waiting for? Go greet your mother.”

			Jeanette ran. Because she had stayed East during the Christmas holidays, it had been nearly six months since she had last seen either one of her parents. Coming into the drawing room from the back of the house just as her mother entered from the front, she was struck hard by the fatigue in her mother’s face. A corner of her mind noted also how dumpy her mother was, how provincially dressed; yet Sarah Palmer was formidable, too, in her dignified self-possession. When their eyes met, a questioning look crossed Mrs. Palmer’s face, but her brow eased as if she were satisfied. At that signal, Jeanette ran forward, threw her arms around her mother, and broke into sobs. Mrs. Palmer clasped her briefly and rubbed her back, then pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length.

			“Oh, Mama!”

			“Now, now,” exclaimed Uncle Matthew, rubbing his hands energetically. “No tears in this house, no tears! Never allowed from my girls, you know. I like to see smiles on pretty faces.”

			“Don’t cry, Jeanette,” said Mrs. Palmer, quietly. “What’s done is done, and we’ll talk about it later. Right now, I must greet your aunt Maude.”

			So there it was. Appearances, even within the family, were what mattered. After hours of anxious waiting, to have her drama simply pushed aside hurt; but Jeanette resigned herself to the role of a child for the time being, to be seen and not heard.

			When at last they were upstairs alone, Sarah Palmer lowered herself slowly onto her bedroom’s one armchair and propped her elbows on the armrests. Leaning back wearily, she pressed her fingertips together in front of her chest and looked at Jeanette. “Well?”

			Jeanette’s unhappiness flooded up again, hotly. “Oh, Mama, I’m so sorry! I’m so sorry it’s all turned out this way. Really I am!”

			“I’m glad to hear it.”

			Mrs. Palmer’s coolness was another slap, but not unexpected. Jeanette perched on the edge of the bed and tried to be equally cool. “What is it you want from me, Mama?”

			“Genuine contrition and humility to begin with, Jeanette; and we need to understand each other if we are to plan sensibly for your future.”

			“I’m going to paint, that’s all I know.”

			“Each of us has our favorite pastime.”

			“No, but art is much more than that for me, Mother! You always insist that women must think for themselves and do what they believe in, don’t you?”

			“That is hardly a practical answer, Jeanette.”

			“For me, it is. It means I have to go on with my training.”

			“What we’d like to do and what we can do are not always the same thing in this world.” Mrs. Palmer sighed and put a hand to her forehead. “Don’t protest, Jeanette. You are overwrought, and I’m tired. Go wash your face, and then I’ll take a bath. I have five hundred miles of grime to get rid of.”

			*   *   *

			The next morning at breakfast, Mr. Hendrick asked, “What’s on the schedule, ladies, eh?”

			“I have an excursion in mind!” announced Cousin Effie, making a quick gambit.

			“I was thinking of a turn around Washington Square to stretch my legs,” said Mrs. Palmer, mildly.

			“We can go there, too,” said Effie, “but first, Matthew, I want to show them the Tenth Street Studio Building. Jeanette is going to be an artist, you know, and—”

			“Are you, my dear?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“She aspires to be one,” said Mrs. Palmer.

			“Well, in that case, she must see the Studio Building—a most interesting enterprise. Only artists for tenants,” said Mr. Hendrick, “and very successful—they had to annex space next door a few years ago.”

			“And I happen to have made friends with a young man who has a studio in the annex!” said Effie.

			“Young man? Made friends with?” growled Mr. Hendrick, facetiously. “You’re a dark horse, Effie Pendergrast. Never a word till now, and you’ve been seeing a young man. I hope you have been well chaperoned.”

			“Go on, Matthew.” Cousin Effie squirmed. “It was at the Children’s Aid Society. Mr. Moyer teaches a mechanical drawing class there, but mostly he works in his studio. When I told him about Jeanette’s drawing my picture, he said we should drop by.”

			“Perhaps another day with a more specific invitation—” began Mrs. Palmer.

			“Oh, no need, Sarah. Nobody stands on ceremony these days,” said Mr. Hendrick, cheerfully. “Take my advice: Run along and see what there is to see.”

			After that, Mrs. Palmer could hardly refuse; but when they set out, Jeanette was all too well aware that her mother was in no mood to be pleased. It helped that they had several blocks to walk. Whatever she thought of their ultimate errand, Sarah Palmer valued her reputation at home for moving in the larger world and observed the city with interest.

			Down Fifth Avenue, Effie led the way briskly. On West Tenth Street, her step slowed as they approached No. 51. It was a large brick building, as wide as three of its neighbors put together and as high as four. Except for its unusually tall, wide windows, it might have suggested a warehouse or industrial workshops. Cousin Effie halted, clutching her handbag to her waist. “M-Mr. Moyer said to go in the front door,” she almost whispered.

			Mrs. Palmer waited with an ironic look of detachment. As the youngest and on probation, Jeanette hesitated; but then, not to be deprived of a look inside, she stepped up and held the door open.

			Under the high ceiling of the main lobby, several women were mounting prints, watercolors, and drawings onto movable screens. Jeanette wanted very much to investigate, but almost at once Effie found Mr. Moyer’s card on a directory board, and she had to follow her around to the annex.

			The outer, double doors of Mr. Moyer’s studio stood open and one of two inner doors had been left ajar. Effie peered around and knocked timorously.

			“Who is it?”

			“Mr. Moyer? It’s Miss Iphigenia Pendergrast. From the Children’s Aid Society. You said if . . . if ever I were—”

			Jeanette’s heart sank. Mrs. Palmer signaled a retreat with two tiptoeing fingers, but just then Mr. Moyer came to the door. A tall, loose-jointed young man in his twenties, with a quick, intelligent eye, he might have been an ambitious country law clerk if he had worn a coat instead of a painter’s smock. He looked surprised to find three ladies at his door, but his face lit up in welcoming mirth for Effie. “Come in,” he said, standing back. When Effie failed to initiate introductions, he held out a hand to Mrs. Palmer. “My name is Frank Moyer.”

			“Mrs. Joseph Palmer, Mr. Moyer; and this is my daughter, Jeanette. Please forgive this uninvited intrusion.”

			“Oh, not at all. Always open for business.”

			“Cousin Effie said we might see your studio,” said Jeanette.

			“By all means! Isn’t it grand?” he said, waving his arm to encompass the room. “It really belongs to Payne Hedley, but it’s all mine until June!”

			It was grand, Jeanette thought, as big as the studio shared by all of Professor van Ingen’s students at once and lit by broad windows that rose from shoulder height to the ceiling. Framed pictures crowded the paneled walls; unframed canvases on stretchers leaned against the wainscoting. The largest picture in the room was some seven feet high by nine feet wide, a panoramic landscape of jungly forest with a parrot and orchids in the foreground and mountains in the distance against a glimpse of luminous golden sky.

			“Is this yours, Mr. Moyer?” asked Mrs. Palmer.

			“Good lord, no, that’s the meister’s. But thank you, ma’am, for thinking it might be. He’s off in South America now, making studies for a companion piece, and it was my great good luck to be allowed to sublet.”

			“He’s a follower of Mr. Church?” asked Jeanette, studying the handling of light on the distant mountains.

			“Bull’s-eye!” said Mr. Moyer, looking at her with more interest.

			“And do you also paint landscapes?”

			“Yes and no. In the afternoons, I fill in the backgrounds for Mr. Hedley’s parlor-sized variations on jungle birds and flowers.” He turned around a few of the canvases propped against the wall. They were all about eighteen by twenty-four inches, and all showed some tropical bird or other against a spray of lush blossom. “Beaks and bouquets to pay the rent, he calls them. Putting in twigs and sprigs earns me a share of the space.”

			“You mean he sells pictures that aren’t all his own?” asked Effie, shocked.

			“Everybody from Rembrandt on down has had workshop assistants!” said Jeanette, hoping that Mr. Moyer did not think he had been accused of shady practices.

			“The genius does the interesting parts the patron pays for,” explained Mr. Moyer, not in the least offended, “and we groveling journeymen work in his style to complete the background. But come take a look at this. Every stroke mine, I promise.”

			The picture on his easel showed a bare-legged young woman in a farm dress and apron, sitting on a split-rail fence as she gazed straight at the viewer.

			“You are lucky in your model, Mr. Moyer. She has a lovely face,” said Mrs. Palmer.

			“Well, I think so,” said Mr. Moyer. “She’s my fiancée, and you’d never guess from my turning her into a frontier lass that she’s just back from Europe. Wait! What am I thinking? Come with me; Susan may be in the gallery right now. There’s a group of them hanging a show of works on paper to open in a few days.”

			“We saw them!” exclaimed Jeanette.

			“Did you? Susan is deep into pastels these days; I hope some of hers are up already for admiration.”

			Back in the main lobby, he led them to a young woman who was hanging a pastel portrait of a little girl, matted and framed, on a line with several others.

			“Susan, here are visitors I want you to meet,” said Mr. Moyer. “Mrs. Palmer, may I present Miss Susan Whitmore, lately returned from Paris, France, soon to be the toast of New York City, New York. Susie, this is Mrs. Palmer and her daughter and my friend Miss Pendergrast from the Children’s Aid Society.”

			Miss Whitmore was not quite as pretty as Mr. Moyer’s portrait of her, but almost. Jeanette decided to be in love with the pair of them and not him alone. “We want everyone to come in and see that they can—and should—own original art,” said Miss Whitmore, with a sweep of her arm to encompass the exhibition. “Would you like to look around?”

			“Not now,” said Mrs. Palmer. “I’ve put on enough meetings to know how much we’d be in the way at this stage.”

			“We’ll come back when the show is open,” said Jeanette, quickly. “And please, Miss Whitmore, may I stand off to one side and make a quick sketch of the scene to remember it by?”

			“Do you draw? There’s some scrap butcher’s paper around here somewhere.”

			“I have a sketchbook,” said Jeanette, pulling one out of her coat pocket. It was three inches by five, too small for most work but useful for jottings.

			“Here! Just see what she can do,” said Cousin Effie. She startled everyone by whisking Jeanette’s picture of herself out of a handbag.

			Jeanette’s chagrin turned into excitement when Mr. Moyer held it for Miss Whitmore to see. “Do you have a teacher?” he asked.

			“No. I’ve been told the best place to study is New York or better yet in Paris.”

			“Is Will Sartain taking on pupils, Susie?”

			“It’s worth asking. But if Paris is a possibility, then go,” said Miss Whitmore to Jeanette. “I was at the Académie Julian. There’s nothing like it here to prepare a woman for a career. It has the same curriculum as the École des Beaux-Arts.”

			*   *   *

			“Oh, it was so inspiring, Aunt Maude!” exclaimed Jeanette, when they returned home for lunch and found Mrs. Hendrick in her upstairs sitting room.

			“What did I say about gush, young miss?”

			“Not to do it,” said Jeanette, in no mood to be suppressed. She knelt down by Mrs. Hendrick’s chair and crossed her arms on the armrest. “We went to some of the dealers’ galleries, but first we met Cousin Effie’s friend, Mr. Moyer, who introduced us to his fiancée, Miss Whitmore. She’s an artist, too, and awfully good; I want to be as good as she is.”

			“And what about him?” asked Mrs. Palmer, in a tired voice. “If you are going to measure yourself, Jeanette, measure against the best.”

			“Him, too. He is
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