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    At once a love-chase and a self-reckoning, The Quest of the Golden Girl revolves around a young seeker who pursues an ideal of womanhood that glows just beyond reach, discovering along the way that the true object of pursuit may be the capacity to recognize beauty without confusing it with possession, the delicate boundary between dream and actuality where youthful longing awakens to the responsibilities of living, and the tender but bracing truth that desire, if it is to mature, must learn to see the world—and the self—with eyes unclouded by mere enchantment, patience, and the steadying light of experience.

Richard Le Gallienne, a British poet and novelist associated with the fin-de-siècle literary scene, issued The Quest of the Golden Girl: A Romance in the late 1890s. The book belongs to a hybrid tradition—part romance, part picaresque quest—set against the social and aesthetic textures of late-Victorian England. It speaks from within an era alive to the gospel of beauty and the temptations of decadence, yet it keeps a delicate moral balance. Readers encounter a narrative that wanders through cities and countryside, salons and quiet lanes, reflecting the period’s fascination with artful living while remaining alert to the ordinary human truths beneath fashion.

The premise is disarmingly simple: a young idealist sets forth to find the “Golden Girl,” an imagined figure who seems to personify everything radiant, gracious, and complete. That search provides the scaffolding for a journey through varied scenes and encounters, each colored by expectation and tested by reality. The book offers the experience of a pilgrimage rather than a puzzle-box plot: the satisfactions are musical and meditative, not sensational. Its mood blends buoyant hope with gently comic self-awareness, and its voice, intimate without being confessional, invites the reader to walk beside the seeker, sharing his wonder while questioning the images he pursues.

Le Gallienne’s style is central to the book’s charm. He writes with a lyrical cadence that lingers over textures—light on stone, the hush of a lane, the poise of a face—yet he tempers ornament with a conversational ease. Essayistic reflections mingle with narrative episodes, producing a rhythm of movement and pause that feels like thinking in motion. The prose draws on romantic and aesthetic currents without surrendering to mannerism, and it often turns a quietly satirical eye on fashionable taste. The result is a tone at once wistful and lucid, hospitable to reverie but disciplined by a humane, moderating intelligence.

Beneath the surface quest lies a meditation on ideals and the uses of imagination. The Golden Girl is less a person than a shining measure by which the protagonist tests himself: what does it mean to love across the gulf between vision and reality? The book probes the hazards of projecting perfection onto others and the moral tact required to honor what is real without extinguishing aspiration. It considers how art, memory, and desire collaborate in shaping experience, and how a life of feeling must negotiate between intensity and kindness. The theme is not disillusion so much as education—of perception, of patience, of heart.

Readers today may find in this romance a mirror for modern longings shaped by images and ideals—only accelerated by contemporary culture. The story asks what happens when we chase a version of happiness that gleams at a distance, and whether the pursuit clarifies or distorts our capacities for gratitude and care. It explores how travel, chance meetings, and quiet pauses recalibrate expectation. Its reflective pace offers a counterpoint to urgency, reminding us that attention is a form of love and that tasting the world requires more than consuming it. In this sense, the book speaks to perennial questions about want, worth, and seeing truly.

To approach The Quest of the Golden Girl is to accept an invitation to wander with purpose. It is best read at an unhurried gait, letting its scenes and sentences accumulate into a map of feeling. Those seeking a sensational plot will not find it; those open to a companionable voice, tender humor, and the slow education of desire will be rewarded. The novel’s quiet argument is that the quest matters as much as any destination, because it refines the faculties that make love and judgment possible. In that spirit, this introduction offers not disclosure but passage: an open road, and thoughtful company.
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    Richard Le Gallienne’s The Quest of the Golden Girl follows a young narrator who resolves to seek an ideal love he calls the Golden Girl. Unsettled by casual attachments and literary distractions, he determines to pursue a truer companionship guided by self-imposed rules of honesty, patience, and restraint. He records his progress in reflective notes that frame the story, setting a tone of introspective travelogue and romantic inquiry. The opening establishes his dissatisfaction with fashionable romance, his hope for a union of heart and mind, and his decision to leave familiar surroundings to search earnestly, even if that search challenges his habits, ambitions, and ideas about love.

The quest begins amid London’s salons, bookshops, and theaters, where the narrator meets women who briefly appear to match his ideal. Social grace, intellect, and charm present themselves in different forms, yet each encounter reveals a mismatch between surface and substance. He sketches impressions with care, resisting cynicism while refusing to settle. Correspondence and chance meetings introduce recurring figures, yet the city’s glitter often disperses intimacy before it deepens. Through these early episodes, he learns to distinguish momentary fascination from durable affinity, refining his understanding of what the Golden Girl must be: not merely beautiful or clever, but steadfast, tender, and alive to the same moral music.

Leaving the metropolis, he wanders through the countryside, staying at small inns and walking hedgerows and lanes. The change of scene widens his perspective, bringing him into contact with quieter lives and simpler customs. He meets women whose kindness, frankness, or piety offer new measures of companionship. In these pastoral chapters, the narrator’s courtesy and restraint are emphasized: he avoids entanglements that might compromise his vow, even when affection beckons. Nature becomes a tutor, and the rhythms of rural work and weather mirror his patience. Each meeting adds a facet to his ideal, suggesting the Golden Girl may be recognized less by brilliance than by constancy.

A companionable friend occasionally joins the journey, challenging the narrator’s ideals with practical advice and gentle skepticism. Their conversations about love, marriage, and livelihood frame the quest in social terms, testing whether a poetic ideal can survive ordinary economics and expectations. The friend urges compromise; the narrator insists on coherence between feeling and conduct. This dialogue clarifies the rules of the search: candor without cruelty, imagination tempered by truth, and reverence for mutual freedom. The friendship also provides contrast, grounding episodes of longing with humor and everyday detail. Through debate and shared travel, the narrator measures his motives and learns to separate pride from principle.

Midway, the quest coalesces around a meeting that seems to fulfill his hopes. The woman he encounters shares his tastes, speaks with unforced sincerity, and meets his candor with trust. Their walks, books, and music deepen a bond that feels both calm and vivid. Yet circumstances hesitate to align fully, and the narrator fears mistaking likeness for destiny. Rather than force an outcome, he honors the integrity of his promise and the autonomy of the other heart involved. The episode becomes a turning point: he learns that readiness belongs to both lives, and that the Golden Girl, if she exists for him, must be freely recognized by them both.

Returning to urban life, he faces temptations subtler than youthful infatuation—expediency, weariness, and social pressure. An older mentor advises him about the illusions of romance and the duties of work, urging a balance between vision and provision. He refines his rules, allowing for patience with himself and others, while recommitting to clarity in speech and deed. Professional tasks in letters and journalism anchor his days, and he notices how routine can dull perception or, if rightly used, keep it steady. The Golden Girl becomes both figure and principle—an emblem for the indivisible alliance of affection, respect, and shared purpose that he refuses to counterfeit.

The journey widens again to cathedral towns and seaside promenades, where chance reunions and new acquaintances test what he has learned. Old correspondents reappear, offering what-ifs and almosts; new friendships propose contentment without full accord. He reflects on the economies of marriage, the burdens and privileges of home, and the forms of freedom two people can protect for one another. Observing how social scripts confine both sexes, he resolves to seek a companionship that honors reciprocity rather than possession. Self-critique sharpens his humility: he examines vanity, impatience, and the temptation to make an ideal of himself, all of which might obscure the person he hopes to meet.

A late sequence brings the quest to an emotional height, as a meeting bears an unmistakable likeness to his long-imagined ideal. Circumstances, however, present moral and practical choices that cannot be evaded. Misunderstandings, timing, and the claims of duty gather into a test of the narrator’s principles: will he accept comfort at the price of clarity, or keep faith with the standard that began his journey? The narrative narrows to consequential decisions, drawing together earlier lessons on honesty, patience, and reverence. Without resolving every question on the page, the story prepares a resolution in which choice, not chance, will govern the heart’s direction.

The novel concludes by affirming the meaning of the quest itself: the search for a love that unites tenderness with integrity, and dream with daily life. Whether or not the Golden Girl is fully found, the narrator has learned to recognize the signs by which such a union might be known, and to order his conduct accordingly. The closing pages suggest that true romance is inseparable from responsibility and mutual freedom. Le Gallienne’s sequence of encounters, reflections, and tests traces a maturation from dazzled seeking to discerning hope, conveying an overall message that the ideal becomes real only where sincerity, patience, and shared purpose meet.
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    Set in late-Victorian Britain, The Quest of the Golden Girl unfolds amid the crowded streets, rail-linked towns, and dazzling shopfronts of the 1890s, with London as its magnetic center. By the 1891 census, the metropolis exceeded four million inhabitants, electrified by new technologies such as the City and South London Railway (1890), the first deep-level electric tube, and by a burgeoning culture of tea rooms, music halls, and department stores. The era’s material abundance coexisted with strict codes of respectability and gendered norms under Queen Victoria’s long reign (1837–1901). Against this backdrop, the book’s peripatetic search for an idealized woman moves through a visibly modern yet morally policed urban landscape.

The rise of New Journalism transformed public discourse in the 1880s–1890s, led by W. T. Stead at the Pall Mall Gazette, whose sensational 1885 campaign, The Maiden Tribute of Modern Babylon, demonstrated the press’s power to shape law and morality. Alfred Harmsworth’s Daily Mail, launched in 1896 at a halfpenny, expanded a mass market hungry for serialized fiction, personal ads, and human-interest stories. Railway bookstalls and circulating libraries broadened access. The book reflects this print-saturated world in its episodic, topical sensibility and its satire of urban publicity and self-advertisement. Le Gallienne’s own journalistic milieu situated him within the period’s crosscurrents of opinion, gossip, and reform-minded reportage.

The 1890s were defined by public debate over the New Woman, as women’s property and civic rights expanded while higher education and wage work widened. The Married Women’s Property Acts (1870, 1882) allowed married women to own and control earnings; the Local Government Act (1894) permitted women ratepayers to vote in local elections and serve on councils; and the National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies formed in 1897 under Millicent Fawcett. The safety bicycle (from 1885) and rational dress campaigns symbolized female mobility and autonomy. The book’s motif of the golden girl intersects with these arguments over female independence, desire, and respectability: its female figures occupy public spaces, choose companions, and resist easy absorption into a purely domestic ideal, reflecting lived tensions of the decade.

Victorian moral regulation sharpened in the late century. The Criminal Law Amendment Act (1885) raised the age of consent to 16 and introduced Section 11 (the Labouchere Amendment), used in Oscar Wilde’s 1895 trials. Wilde’s arrest in April 1895 and conviction in May ignited a climate of surveillance, prudery, and ruinous scandal, as civic groups like the National Vigilance Association (founded 1885) pressed for public purity. The Contagious Diseases Acts had been repealed in 1886, but the state’s role in policing sexuality remained contested. The book’s idealizing, chaste rhetoric and its comic restraint can be read as strategic navigation of this censorious environment, while its sly mockery of moral busybodies hints at the period’s anxieties about desire, reputation, and legal peril.

Confrontations with poverty framed fin-de-siècle London. Charles Booth’s Life and Labour of the People in London (first volumes, 1889) and his color-coded poverty maps (work culminating 1898–1903) revealed stark class geographies. Reformist energies produced Toynbee Hall (1884) and the Housing of the Working Classes Act (1890), even as unemployment protests and policing controversies scarred public squares. The book’s mobile narrator, passing from glittering West End façades to humbler districts, stages contrasts between aspiration and deprivation that late-Victorian readers recognized. The quest’s intermittent brushes with charity, thrift, and social propriety echo a city whose romance and consumer spectacle stood alongside overcrowding, precarious wages, and the institutional discipline of workhouse relief.

Modern transport and leisure shaped everyday experience. The City and South London Railway (1890) and an extensive mainline network made day trips, courting rituals, and suburban residence possible, while the Bank Holidays Act (1871) encouraged mass excursions. Music halls like the Empire Theatre (opened 1884) and department stores such as Whiteley’s (Bayswater, from 1863), the Army & Navy Stores (1871), and Liberty (1875) turned consumption and display into public theater. The book’s pursuit moves by train and foot through parks, arcades, and shop windows, where chance encounters promise destiny. Its fascination with crowds, timetables, and spectacles registers a society in which romance increasingly unfolded within the rhythms and commodities of metropolitan modernity.

Imperial display and economic transition colored the 1890s mood. Queen Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee in 1897 celebrated an empire spanning India, Africa, and the Pacific, echoing earlier exhibitions such as the Colonial and Indian Exhibition (1886). The Long Depression (c. 1873–1896) gave way to renewed confidence, while the Locomotives on Highways Act (1896) symbolically heralded a faster age, marked by the London-to-Brighton Emancipation Run. The book’s language of golden promise resonates with this mixture of wealth, bravado, and unease characteristic of late-Victorian Britain. Its worldly cafés and international hints sit within a metropolis fed by imperial goods and stories, even as it quietly notes the moral contradictions and anxieties masked by ceremonies of power and plenty.

As social and political critique, the book exposes the commodification of feeling in a city where newspapers, shopfronts, and advertising turn intimacy into spectacle. By dramatizing courtship amid department stores, leisure venues, and vigilant moralism, it reveals how respectability codes, gender conventions, and economic calculation structure desire. The strong, mobile women it encounters engage the era’s debates on autonomy and civic participation, challenging paternalist scripts. The contrast between glittering West End scenes and reform-era concerns for the poor indicts complacent prosperity. In registering press sensationalism, legal prudery, and class stratification, the work uses a light romantic quest to illuminate the constraints and inequities of late-Victorian public life.
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CHAPTER I

AN OLD HOUSE AND ITS BACHELOR
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When the knell of my thirtieth birthday sounded, I suddenly realised, with a desolate feeling at the heart, that I was alone in the world. It was true I had many and good friends, and I was blessed with interests and occupations which I had often declared sufficient to satisfy any not too exacting human being. Moreover, a small but sufficient competency was mine, allowing me reasonable comforts, and the luxuries of a small but choice library, and a small but choice garden. These heavenly blessings had seemed mere than enough for nearly five years, during which the good sister[4] and I had kept house together, leading a life of tranquil happy days. Friends and books and flowers! It was, we said, a good world, and I, simpleton,—pretty and dainty as Margaret was,—deemed it would go on forever. But, alas! one day came a Faust[3] into our garden,—a good Faust, with no friend Mephistopheles,—and took Margaret from me. It is but a month since they were married, and the rice still lingers in the crevices of the pathway [1q]down to the quaint old iron-work gate. Yes! they have gone off to spend their honeymoon, and Margaret has written to me twice to say how happy they are together in the Hesperides[1]. Dear happiness! Selfish, indeed, were he who would envy you one petal of that wonderful rose—Rosa Mundi[2]—God has given you to gather.

But, all the same, the reader will admit that it must be lonely for me, and not another sister left to take pity on me, all somewhere happily settled down in the Fortunate Isles.

Poor lonely old house! do you, too, miss the light step of your mistress? No longer shall her little silken figure flit up and down your quiet staircases, no more deck out your silent rooms with flowers, humming the while some happy little song.

The little piano is dumb night after night, its candles unlighted, and there is no one to play Chopin to us now as the day dies, and the shadows stoop out of their corners to listen in vain. Old house, old house! We are alone, quite alone,—there is no mistake about that,—and the soul has gone out of both of us. And as for the garden, there is no company there; that is loneliest of all. The very sunlight looks desolation, falling through the thick-blossoming apple-trees as through the chinks and crevices of deserted Egyptian cities.

While as for the books—well, never talk to me again about the companionship of books! For just when one needs them most of all they seem suddenly to have grown dull and unsympathetic, not a word of comfort, not a charm anywhere in them to make us forget the slow-moving hours; whereas, when Margaret was here—but it is of no use to say any more! Everything was quite different when Margaret was here: that is enough. Margaret has gone away to the Fortunate Isles. Of course she'll come to see us now and again; but it won't be the same thing. Yes! old echoing silent House of Joy that is Gone, we are quite alone. Now, what is to be done?


CHAPTER II

IN WHICH I DECIDE TO GO ON PILGRIMAGE
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Though I have this bad habit of soliloquising, and indeed am absurd enough to attempt conversation with a house, yet the reader must realise from the beginning that I am still quite a young man. I talked a little just now as though I were an octogenarian. Actually, as I said, I am but just gone thirty, and I may reasonably regard life, as the saying is, all before me. I was a little down-hearted when I wrote yesterday. Besides, I wrote at the end of the afternoon, a melancholy time. The morning is the time to write. We are all—that is, those of us who sleep well—optimists in the morning. And the world is sad enough without our writing books to make it sadder. The rest of this book, I promise you, shall be written of a morning. This book! oh, yes, I forgot!—I am going to write a book. A book about what? Well, that must be as God wills. But listen! As I lay in bed this morning between sleeping and waking, an idea came riding on a sunbeam into my room,—a mad, whimsical idea, but one that suits my mood; and put briefly, it is this: how is it that I, a not unpresentable young man, a man not without accomplishments or experience, should have gone all these years without finding that

 "Not impossible she

Who shall command my heart and me,"—


without meeting at some turning of the way the mystical Golden Girl[5],—without, in short, finding a wife?

"Then," suggested the idea, with a blush for its own absurdity, "why not go on pilgrimage and seek her? I don't believe you'll find her. She isn't usually found after thirty. But you'll no doubt have good fun by the way, and fall in with many pleasant adventures."

"A brave idea, indeed!" I cried. "By Heaven, I will take stick and knapsack and walk right away from my own front door, right away where the road leads, and see what happens." And now, if the reader please, we will make a start.


CHAPTER III

AN INDICTMENT OF SPRING
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"Marry! an odd adventure!" I said to myself, as I stepped along in the spring morning air; for, being a pilgrim, I was involuntarily in a mediaeval frame of mind, and "Marry! an odd adventure!" came to my lips as though I had been one of that famous company that once started from the Tabard on a day in spring.

It had been the spring, it will be remembered, that had prompted them to go on pilgrimage; and me, too, the spring was filling with strange, undefinable longings, and though I flattered myself that I had set out in pursuance of a definitely taken resolve, I had really no more freedom in the matter than the children who followed at the heels of the mad piper.

A mad piper, indeed, this spring, with his wonderful lying music,—ever lying, yet ever convincing, for when was Spring known to keep his word? Yet year after year we give eager belief to his promises. He may have consistently broken them for fifty years, yet this year he will keep them. This year the dream will come true, the ship come home. This year the very dead we have loved shall come back to us again: for Spring can even lie like that. There is nothing he will not promise the poor hungry human heart, with his innocent-looking daisies and those practised liars the birds. Why, one branch of hawthorn against the sky promises more than all the summers of time can pay, and a pond ablaze with yellow lilies awakens such answering splendours and enchantments in mortal bosoms,—blazons, it would seem, so august a message from the hidden heart of the world,—that ever afterwards, for one who has looked upon it, the most fortunate human existence must seem a disappointment.

So I, too, with the rest of the world, was following in the wake of the magical music. The lie it was drawing me by is perhaps Spring's oldest, commonest lie,—the lying promise of the Perfect Woman, the Quite Impossible She. Who has not dreamed of her,—who that can dream at all? I suppose that the dreams of our modern youth are entirely commercial. In the morning of life they are rapt by intoxicating visions of some great haberdashery business, beckoned to by the voluptuous enticements of the legal profession, or maybe the Holy Grail they forswear all else to seek is a snug editorial chair. These quests and dreams were not for me. Since I was man I have had but one dream,—namely, Woman. Alas! till this my thirtieth year I have found only women.[2q] No! that is disloyal, disloyal to my First Love; for this is sadly true,—that we always find the Golden Girl in our first love, and lose her in our second.

I wonder if the reader would care to hear about my First Love, of whom I am naturally thinking a good deal this morning, under the demoralising influences of the fresh air, blue sky, and various birds and flowers. More potent intoxicants these than any that need licenses for their purveyance, responsible—see the poets—for no end of human foolishness.

I was about to tell the story of my First Love, but on second thoughts I decide not. It will keep, and I feel hungry, and yonder seems a dingle where I can lie and open my knapsack, eat, drink, and doze among the sun-flecked shadows.


CHAPTER IV

IN WHICH I EAT AND DREAM
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The girl we go to meet is the girl we have met before.[3q] I evolved this sage reflection, as, lost deep down in the green alleys of the dingle, having fortified the romantic side of my nature with sandwiches and sherry, I lazily put the question to myself as to what manner of girl I expected the Golden Girl to be. A man who goes seeking should have some notion of what he goes out to seek. Had I any ideal by which to test and measure the damsels of the world who were to pass before my critical choosing eye? Had I ever met any girl in the past who would serve approximately as a model,—any girl, in fact, I would very much like to meet again? I was very sleepy, and while trying to make up my mind I fell asleep; and lo! the sandwiches and sherry brought me a dream that I could not but consider of good omen. And this was the dream.

I thought my quest had brought me into a strange old haunted forest, and that I had thrown myself down to rest at the gnarled mossy root of a great oak-tree, while all about me was nought but fantastic shapes and capricious groups of gold-green bole and bough, wondrous alleys ending in mysterious coverts, and green lanes of exquisite turf that seemed to have been laid down in expectation of some milk-white queen or goddess passing that way.

And so still the forest was you could have heard an acorn drop or a bird call from one end of it to the other. The exquisite silence was evidently waiting for the exquisite voice, that presently not so much broke as mingled with it, like a swan swimming through a lake.

"Whom seek you?" said, or rather sung, a planetary voice right at my shoulder. But three short unmusical Saxon words, yet it was as though a mystical strain of music had passed through the wood.

"Whom seek you?" and again the lovely speech flowered upon the silence, as white water-lilies on the surface of some shaded pool.

"The Golden Girl," I answered simply, turning my head, and looking half sideways and half upwards; and behold! the tree at whose foot I lay had opened its rocky side, and in the cleft, like a long lily-bud sliding from its green sheath, stood a dryad, and my speech failed and my breath went as I looked upon her beauty, for which mortality has no simile. Yet was there something about her of the earth-sweetness that clings even to the loveliest, star-ambitious, earth-born thing. She was not all immortal, as man is not all mortal. She was the sweetness of the strength of the oak, the soul born of the sun kissing its green leaves in the still Memnonian mornings, of moon and stars kissing its green leaves in the still Trophonian nights.

"The maid you seek," said she, and again she broke the silence like the moon breaking through the clouds, "what manner of maid is she? For a maid abides in this wood, maybe it is she whom you seek. Is she but a lovely face you seek? Is she but a lofty mind? Is she but a beautiful soul?"

"Maybe she is all these, though no one only, and more besides," I answered.

"It is well," she replied, "but have you in your heart no image of her you seek? Else how should you know her should you some day come to meet her?"

"I have no image of her," I said. "I cannot picture her; but I shall know her, know her inerrably as these your wood children find out each other untaught, as the butterfly that has never seen his kindred knows his painted mate, passing on the wing all others by. Only when the lark shall mate with the nightingale, and the honey-bee and the clock-beetle keep house together, shall I wed another maid. Fair maybe she will not be, though fair to me. Wise maybe she will not be, though wise to me. For riches I care not, and of her kindred I have no care. All I know is that just to sit by her will be bliss, just to touch her bliss, just to hear her speak bliss beyond all mortal telling."

Thereat the Sweetness of the Strength of the Oak smiled upon me and said,—

"Follow yonder green path till it leads you into a little grassy glade, where is a crystal well and a hut of woven boughs hard by, and you shall see her whom you seek."

And as she spoke she faded suddenly, and the side of the oak was once more as the solid rock. With hot heart I took the green winding path, and presently came the little grassy glade, and the bubbling crystal well, and the hut of wattled boughs, and, looking through the open door of the hut, I saw a lovely girl lying asleep in her golden hair. She smiled sweetly in her sleep, and stretched out her arms softly, as though to enfold the dear head of her lover. And, ere I knew, I was bending over her, and as her sweet breath came and went I whispered: "Grace o' God, I am here. I have sought you through the world, and found you at last. Grace o' God, I have come."

And then I thought her great eyes opened, as when the sun sweeps clear blue spaces in the morning sky. "Flower o' Men," then said she, low and sweet,—"Flower o' Men, is it you indeed? As you have sought, so have I waited, waited..." And thereat her arms stole round my neck, and I awoke, and Grace o' God was suddenly no more than a pretty name that my dream had given me.

"A pretty dream," said my soul, "though a little boyish for thirty." "And a most excellent sherry," added my body.
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As I once more got under way, my thoughts slowly loitered back to the theme which had been occupying them before I dropped asleep. What was my working hypothesis of the Perfect Woman, towards whom I was thus leisurely strolling? She might be defined, I reflected, as The Woman Who Is Worthy Of Us; but the improbability which every healthily conceited young man must feel of ever finding such a one made the definition seem a little unserviceable. Or, if you prefer, since we seem to be dealing with impossibles, we might turn about and more truly define her as The Woman of Whom We are Worthy, for who dare say that she exists? If, again, she were defined as the Woman our More Fortunate Friend Marries, her unapproachableness would rob the definition of any practical value. Other generalisations proving equally unprofitable, I began scientifically to consider in detail the attributes of the supposititious paragon,—attributes of body and mind and heart. This was soon done; but again, as I thus conned all those virtues which I was to expect united in one unhappy woman, the result was still unsatisfying, for I began to perceive that it was really not perfection that I was in search of. As I added virtue after virtue to the female monster in my mind, and the result remained still inanimate and unalluring, I realised that the lack I was conscious of was not any new perfection, but just one or two honest human imperfections. And this, try as I would, was just what I could not imagine.

For, if you reflect a moment, you will see that, while it is easy to choose what virtues we would have our wife possess, it is all but impossible to imagine those faults we would desire in her, which I think most lovers would admit add piquancy to the loved one, that fascinating wayward imperfection which paradoxically makes her perfect.

Faults in the abstract are each and all so uninviting, not to say alarming, but, associated with certain eyes and hair and tender little gowns, it is curious how they lose their terrors; and, as with vice in the poet's image, we end by embracing what we began by dreading. You see the fault becomes a virtue when it is hers, the treason prospers; wherefore, no doubt, the impossibility of imagining it. What particular fault will suit a particular unknown girl is obviously as difficult to determine as in what colours she will look her best.

So, I say, I plied my brains in vain for that becoming fault. It was the same whether I considered her beauty, her heart, or her mind. A charming old Italian writer has laid down the canons of perfect feminine beauty with much nicety in a delicious discourse, which, as he delivered it in a sixteenth-century Florentine garden to an audience of beautiful and noble ladies, an audience not too large to be intimate and not too small to be embarrassing, it was his delightful good fortune and privilege to illustrate by pretty and sly references to the characteristic beauties of the several ladies seated like a ring of roses around him. Thus
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