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A NOTE ON THE TEXT
The Bostonians first appeared in thirteen installments in Century  Magazine, beginning with the February 1885 issue and ending in the February 1886 issue. The novel was scheduled to be published in book form, near the end of the magazine serial run, in Boston by Osgood and in London by Macmillan. But Osgood became bankrupt just as The Bostonians was completing its serial run, and James never received any of the $4,000 Osgood had contracted to pay him for both the Century Magazine serial and the U.S. book publications.
The first book publication of The Bostonians occurred in 1886 when Macmillan published a three-volume edition for the British market. Later in the same year, Macmillan produced a more compact, one-volume edition, in both London and New York.
James had not corrected proofs for the Century Magazine installments but made many revisions to the text for the 1886 three-volume edition. The text of the 1886 one-volume edition is identical to that of the three-volume edition, save that its chapters are divided into Books First, Second, and Third, and at different points from the volume breaks in the three-volume edition. James is not thought to have had a direct hand in the preparation of the one-volume edition. As a result, this Modern Library edition of  The Bostonians follows the text of the three-volume first edition. Notes indicate where the volume and book breaks appear in the two 1886 Macmillan editions, as well as where each of the serial installments begins.
The Bostonians is the only one of James’s full-length, mature novels not to appear in the author’s revised, definitive New York Edition of his selected novels and stories (twenty-four volumes, New York: Scribner’s, 1907–1909). As a result, James never wrote a preface to The Bostonians, nor did he undertake such extensive revisions as those he made to the texts included in the New York Edition.

INTRODUCTION
A. S. Byatt
The Bostonians, Henry James said, was to be his “very  American tale.” He wrote this in a note in Boston in April 1883, just before his fortieth birthday—he had been in America since December 1882, when he arrived just too late for his father’s death. The novel was written after his return to, and settlement in, England. In the note, he went on, “I asked myself what was the most salient and peculiar point in our social life. The answer was: the situation of women, the decline of the sentiment of sex, the agitation on their behalf.”1 Leon Edel, in his biography, associated this note with a one-word comment James scribbled on The Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 1834–1872, which he reviewed shortly after his father’s death. The word is “Reformers,” and the page he refers to contains a sentence of Emerson’s: “We are all a little wild here with numberless projects of social reform.”2
It is a very American novel, related to Hawthorne’s The Blithedale Romance as The Portrait of a Lady is related to George Eliot’s Daniel Deronda. It takes place in what James calls, writing about Hawthorne, “the light, fresh American air, unthickened and undarkened by customs and institutions established,”3 which made for a thinness, as James and Hawthorne saw it, of social density available to realist novelists. It is about idealism in a democracy that is still recovering from a civil war bitterly fought for social ideals. It is written, paradoxically, with a ferocious, precise, detailed—and wildly comic—realism that derives from Dickens and Balzac. In that paradox lie both its greatness and the edged tone that arouses instinctive dislike in many readers.
James wrote often and subtly about the relations among a novelist, his characters, and the social world in which the characters moved and of which they were parts. In his preface to Portrait of a Lady, he aligns himself with Turgenev as a writer who begins with a character—“some conceived or encountered individual.” “I was myself so much more antecedently conscious of my figures than of their setting—a too preliminary, a preferential interest in which struck me as in general such a putting of the cart before the horse. I might envy, though I couldn’t emulate, the imaginative writer so constituted as to see his fable first and to make out its agents afterwards.”4 This could be argued to be less true in the case of The Bostonians than in most of his work—this novel arose out of a milieu and a historical set of events as none of his others did. It is truly about “the Bostonians.”
James half envied Balzac’s freedom to invent novels in a historically younger world, where (James thought) everything could still be seen with clarity and differentiated, partly because Balzac, writing early in the development of the social novel, constructed his form as he went along, partly because he escaped “the fatal fusions and uniformities inflicted on newer generations, the running together of all the differences of form and tone, the ruinous liquefying wash of the great industrial brush over the old conditions of contrast and colour.”5 Balzac’s Europe is bright and clear and complicated. James’s Europe is smoky and homogenized (or nostalgic for ancient graces and splendors). Hawthorne’s America exists in a “dry American light.” In Hawthorne’s America, James wrote, “The individual counts for more, as it were, and, thanks to the absence of a variety of social types and of settled heads under which he may be easily and conveniently pigeon-holed, he is to a certain extent a wonder and a mystery.” English and French thinkers can judge people quickly and easily. A European “has not that rather chilly and isolated sense of moral responsibility which is apt to visit a New Englander . . . he has the advantage that his standards are fixed by the general consent of the society in which he lives. . . . American intellectual standards are vague, and Hawthorne’s countrymen are apt to hold the scales with a rather uncertain hand and a somewhat agitated conscience.”6
James was able to write with a Balzacian particularity, and a Dickensian gusto, about the buzzing world of American idealism, in its lower and higher manifestations, because he grew up in it. He and his brother, William, had “queer lecturing blood” in their veins. Henry James senior was both a Swedenborgian and a Fourierist. W. D. Howells remarked that William James’s Pragmatism was brilliant but not clear, “like his father, who wrote The Secret of Swedenborg and kept it.”7 The elder James believed in a fallen humanity, separated from its Creator, that would be rejoined in one Divine Human as family expanded into tribe, tribe into city, city into nation, and nations into some future social perfection in one Society. Providence was the working of God that would merge Church in State, and individuality in Humanity. Evil, at least in part, was individual and personal. Man might fall from grace individually, but could only be saved collectively. 8
One aspect of these views was an exposure to Swedenborg’s very odd ideas about sexuality. For Swedenborg, Woman was, as it says in Genesis, a secondary being, derived from Man, and dependent upon him. An Angel is a “Conjugial” being, containing both sexes, signifying the marriage of Goodness and Wisdom. The soul is derived from the Father and is only clothed with a body by the Mother.9 Sexual and Conjugial Love, Swedenborg says, despite popular belief, originate in Woman, not Man. Swedenborg is scornful about Woman—she “initiates nothing . . . her name has no place among inventors and discoverers”; “nothing in art or science owes birth to her brain. . . .” “Some suppose that Women are equal to Men in intellectual vision,” but she displays only “ingenuity and wit.” “Her moral superiority is sometimes alleged but ignorantly. She never inaugurates reformation . . . she can no more beget ideas than she can beget children.”10
Fourier, on the other hand, invented the word feminism11 and believed in the emancipation of women, but this was in the context of his serial laws of scientific and social change, his belief in ideal communities, representing all the possible variations on human passion. In Fourier’s world, humanity would be regenerated by the application of the new sciences of humanity. And this would, in turn, transform the physical sciences and the universe, creating new stars, and on earth new animals, new oceans peopled by super-sharks (helpful to men), jungles peopled by supertigers (to act as people-carriers), and seas of lemonade—mocked gently by Hawthorne in Blithedale.12 Fourier believed in a series of social states—Savagery, Patriarchy, Barbarism, and Civilization—the last a decadent state that would be replaced, in the new order, by Harmony. 13 In an address to the Fourier Society in Boston in 1844 Charles A. Dana said:
Our ulterior aim is nothing less than Heaven on Earth,—the conversion of this globe, now exhaling pestilential vapors and possessed by unnatural climates, into the abode of beauty and health, and the restitution to Humanity of the Divine Image, now so long lost and forgotten.14 
This is the same tone of voice as that of the elder James:
And the entire scope of what we call history is to reduce this chaos to order, to lift up this sobbing and prostrate universe into beautiful and joyous and individual form, to train this mute and melancholy and boundless nature into the free and glorified lineaments of human personality or character.15
All this, in the world James grew up in, was compounded by an intense interest in mesmerism and spiritualism. (Swedenborg, who had visited Heaven and Hell in person, was generally thought of as the founding father of spiritualism.) Maria Tatar, in Spellbound, a history of mesmerism and literature, remarks that the wandering mesmerists and trance maidens in America in the 1840s and ’50s “perfectly matched a central concern of American writers—the violation of innocence.”16 The sleazy Selah Tarrant and the beautiful Verena are direct descendants of the mysterious Priscilla of The Blithedale Romance, which takes place in a utopian community based on the transcendentalist Brook Farm, where Hawthorne stayed, and which later became a Fourierist phalanx. The feminist heroine of  Blithedale, Zenobia, is based partly on Margaret Fuller. When, at the very beginning of The Bostonians, Basil Ransom discusses Olive Chancellor’s “weird meetings” with Mrs. Luna, he turns them into supernatural fantasy:
“What kind of meetings do you refer to? You speak as if it were a rendezvous of witches on the Brocken.”
“Well, so it is. They are all witches and wizards, mediums, and spirit-rappers, and roaring radicals.”
Basil Ransom stared; the yellow light in his brown eyes deepened. “Do you mean to say your sister’s a roaring radical?”
“A radical? She’s a female Jacobin—she’s a nihilist. Whatever is, is wrong, and all that sort of thing.”
Basil Ransom, referring to Goethe’s Faust, brings in the German Romantic side of transcendentalism. Mrs. Luna gleefully coagulates the political and the occult. In the world Henry James grew up in, these were constituents of the surprising thin American air. All through both Blithedale and  Little Women, there are references to “castles in the air.” It is perhaps worth remarking that Louisa May Alcott also grew up in an idealist farming utopia, her father’s Fruitlands—badly run, and productive of mud, poverty, and hunger. The real fantasy in her world was the solid, comfortable dailiness of the March sisters’ home life. American literature and thought in the mid-nineteenth century produced a concoction of “isms,” often inhering in the same individual minds and fiercely earnest communities. Spiritualism, mesmerism, communism, radicalism, Swedenborgianism, Fourierism, abolitionism, transcendentalism, feminism.
The paradox I referred to in the form of The Bostonians comes from the fact that James is able to report the phantasmagoria of spiritual and political abstractions, magnetisms, and influences, with a surefooted realist solidity of specification (to use his own phrase) because it is what he knew best and first.
The characters—even the southerner, Basil Ransom—are people James was at ease with, could represent economically, precisely, and with wit. In his original proposal to his publisher for the novel, James speaks of Verena as his “heroine” and describes her as “very clever and gifted” with a “remarkable natural talent for public speaking.”17 In the novel, she remains clever and gifted but has a certain unformed and vanishing quality, which both corresponds to her “inspirational” and instinctive (or automatic) gifts, and makes room for the unappealing, uptight, nervously passionate Olive to be the real heroine. Verena was partly based on the lovely Cora Tap-pan, whose formless, enthusiastic, ultimately meaningless “lectures” were collected in an elegant book with her elegant blond photograph as a frontispiece. James makes Verena plausible as the child of her subtly drawn seedy parents, the survivors of religious communities, with sexual freedom thrown in—she has warmth, responsiveness, and no instilled Puritanical principles.
Olive is a masterpiece, a truly tragic and complex figure, rendered so well that readers react to her with the same anxious distaste they would feel in life. She is unattractive and well-off; neither, in her case, makes her sympathetic. But James “was absolutely to get into,” as he said Balzac did, “the constituted consciousness, into all the clothes, gloves, and whatever else, into the very skin and bones, of the habited, featured, coloured, articulated form of life that he desired to present.” 18
Miss Birdseye and Dr. Prance are perfect New England types of emancipated women. Miss Birdseye caused James some problems, as his family, including William, and acquaintances reacted very strongly to his presentation of her, seeing it as a lampoon on Miss Elizabeth Peabody, originally of Salem, Hawthorne’s sister-in-law, who wrote on Swedenborg, stayed in Brook Farm, dabbled in mesmerism, and wrote for The Dial. He protested, as authors do, and gave her a beautiful death in a later episode, to conciliate critics. Dr. Prance’s dry presence and her employment in a truly useful profession arouse the readers’ sympathy along with Basil Ransom’s, and thus cunningly contribute to the readers’ sympathy for Basil. He, like his rival and opposite, Olive, is most brilliantly achieved. It was necessary to make him a southerner, but he is a southerner who has been west and has complicated and skeptical views about society. He reads De Tocqueville, and knows that his opinions “would probably not contribute any more to his prosperity in Mississippi than in New York.” He understands himself dryly. “It came home to him that his opinions were stiff, whereas in comparison his effort was lax.” He had suspicions that he “was attached to causes that could only, in the nature of things, be unpopular.” His belief that the age needed saving “from the most damnable feminisation,” that “the masculine tone is passing out of the world; it’s a feminine, a nervous, hysterical, chattering, canting age,” is not James’s (though it bears some relation to some of James’s views). Still less is it connected to Swedenborgian views of the true relations of the male and the female. It is a sincerely held part of a spectrum of opinions that, in this novel, are in furious conflict. James could have made Basil stupid, charming, and sexy, or purely self-centered like Portrait of a Lady’s Gilbert Osmond. The fact that he thinks unpopular thoughts with integrity is generously done.
The writing of The Bostonians has a vigor and blithe wit found nowhere else in James. It also has a layered subtlety that might be lost on modern readers. If we compare it with The Princess Casamassima, written immediately after it, about anarchism and the class structure in London and Europe, we can see that the fact that James knew neither the English working class nor socialist and anarchist theory in Europe led him to write something like a pastiche of Dickensian melodrama (and the French melodrama of Sue and Dumas père, also). He works up his Londoners from literary and external sources. His improbable New Englanders are real.
The Bostonians is raw and funny at the simple level. Of Dr. Prance, “It was true that if she had been a boy she would have borne some relation to a girl, whereas Dr. Prance appeared to bear none whatever.” This is Basil thinking, and calls up a certain kind of woman, exactly, and also indicates the condition of her freedom. And there is the marvelous moment when the purblind, ancient, and crumpled Miss Birdseye inquires earnestly whether Basil regards her and other women as “lovely baubles.” Part of the success of the depiction of Olive is epigrammatic: “She had an immense desire to know intimately some very poor girl. This might seem one of the most accessible of pleasures; but, in point of fact, she had not found it so.” Or, “Olive had a fear of everything, but her greatest fear was of being afraid.” And, of Verena, “so many things she hadn’t yet learned to dislike, in spite of her friend’s earnest efforts to teach her.” In this novel, James uses a kind of intrusive narrator (not unlike the guiding hand of George Eliot’s early bluff male personae): “It shall be confided to the reader that in reality she never knew, by any sense of her own, whether Verena were a flirt or not. This young lady could not possibly have told her (even if she herself knew, which she didn’t).”
This colloquial realism goes with a use of a hinted allegorical scheme, a set of symbols and arcane references that resonate both with the world of Swedenborgian and Fourierist cosmologies and with the American tendency to think in parables and fantastic tales, as Hawthorne noted of himself, and James observed about him. The names of the main characters are part of some Christian structure. Basil Ransom is a parodic Redeemer—Basil being King, or Lord. Olive Chancellor is some kind of judicial authority figure, though I have not seen a satisfactory explanation of her first name. Verena is the Spring, and also a Persephone figure, to be rescued from the depths of winter. Mrs. Luna, Olive’s frivolous sister, and her son, Newton, are the clearest inhabitants of Henry James senior’s Swedenborgian myth. She is Woman as the Moon. Swedenborg wrote, “Whence is the wisdom of wise women? Their light might be very great but, Is it not reflected from Men to whom they act as Moons.”19 [sic] Mrs. Luna is “given up to a merely personal, egotistical, instinctive life, and as unconscious of the tendencies of the age . . . as if she had been a mere bundle of dress-trimmings, which she very nearly was.” She would rather be trampled on by men than women, she asserts. Her son’s name and her relationship with him—“I never differ from Newton!”—suggests that she is restricted by the old and mechanical laws of nature, the same laws opposed by both Swedenborg and Fourier, the laws identified with Newton, which had produced William Blake’s engraving of Newton’s restrictive vision. (Blake, of course, had a Swedenborgian view of true infinity.) It is thus not surprising that Mrs. Luna observes that Olive “would reform the solar system if she could get hold of it.”
The word personal ripples through the novel, carrying a curious emphasis—it suggests the closed consciousness of the individual who cannot be saved in the elder James’s world, and all the values that have to be lost in the larger vision of feminism and socialism. So when Verena says to Basil, “The interest you take in me isn’t really controversial—a bit. It’s quite personal,” this phrase rings so comically and oddly because Verena lives in a world where the personal has no value, and is therefore a temptation.
Words in this novel play between their “normal” accepted usages and the peculiar senses given them by the specialized vocabularies of the “isms.” The words charm and spell are used both in the banal social sense, to describe flirtation or attraction, and with an overtone of dangerous conjuring and magic: Olive, inviting Verena to stay with her, puts her “completely under the charm”; Mrs. Luna, flirting with Basil, creates an atmosphere of “charm” until he shakes himself “enough to break the spell.” It is not surprising to find Selah Tarrant elaborated into a vampire, “with a slow, deliberate smile, which made his mouth enormous, developed two wrinkles, as long as the wings of a bat, on either side of it, and showed a set of big, even, carnivorous teeth.”
One particularly moving moment is the one when Olive is briefly seduced by Mr. Burrage’s music at Harvard. It is worth quoting in full:
It was given to Olive, under these circumstances, for half an hour, to surrender herself, to enjoy the music, to admit that Mr. Burrage played with exquisite taste, to feel as if the situation were a kind of truce. Her nerves were calmed, her problems—for the time—subsided. Civilisation, under such an influence, in such a setting, appeared to have done its work; harmony ruled the scene; human life ceased to be a battle. She went so far as to ask herself why one should have a quarrel with it; the relations of men and women, in that picturesque grouping, had not the air of being internecine.
The military metaphors are part of the overt theme of the war between the sexes. The words harmony and civilization are Fourierist and are here, briefly, in this masculine university, where mother and son together peacefully entertain the two women, ironically made synonymous instead of opposed.
Much has been written about the word union as it appears in the last sentence. Basil discovers that Verena is in tears. “It is to be feared that with the union, so far from brilliant, into which she was about to enter, these were not the last she was destined to shed.” This is that knowing narrator’s voice that haunts the book. The comment is acid and undercuts both Basil’s victory in the sex war and the publicity war, and his happiness at winning his woman. Union is a polite word for both sex and marriage—much is made in the novel of the “free unions” entered into in the utopian communities. Union also describes the recently formed United States, but in the novel the victory has gone to the reactionary South, as opposed to the reforming North. Beyond that is the mystical union of male and female, Wisdom and Goodness in the Conjugial Angel, desiderated by Swedenborg and the elder Henry James. The tone is odd and puzzling at every level except the simply socially ironic one. It makes us think again about the meaning and feeling of the whole novel.
The novel’s reception has been odd. It has been much hated. Early American reviewers did not like it—they felt James was mocking his serious countrymen. Rebecca West disliked it. She admitted “the beauty of the writing” but found the “musical disclosure of fine material interrupted past any reader’s patience by a nagging hostility to political effort.”20 Modern students, well read in feminist critiques of masculine assumptions, frequently find the novel unacceptable or unreadable. West, surprisingly, preferred the overdone and strained Princess Casamassima, perhaps because she found its Dickensian atmosphere and political preoccupations more acceptable. Leon Edel, James’s comprehensive biographer, is similarly unresponsive—he calls The Bostonians “a failure by comparison with his best work.” He wrote:
The Bostonians is a strange instance of a writer of power so possessed by his material that he loses his mastery of it. What happened may be likened to a lecturer who cannot bring himself to stop at the end of his allotted time; or to a talker who must rehearse more facts than his listeners wish to hear. Something in the very nature of the story, its people, the deep animus James felt for certain aspects of Boston life, took hold.21
I don’t myself feel James’s material is ever out of hand, though I do feel that it shaped itself as he wrote, as material does when it is full of its own life and energy, and as it doesn’t in The Princess Casamassima, which Edel, like West, prefers, finding it, oddly, a secret self-portrait of the parentless author, and very moving. It is perhaps not surprising that Louise Hall Tharp, whose biography of the Peabody sisters appeared in 1951, also reacting against what she felt to be James’s “animus,” observes:
It is easy to be funny about the good and virtuous. Henry James’s book The Bostonians was read and taken much more seriously than now seems possible, considering the incredible dialogue, the unconvincing characters, created so obviously for the sole purpose of proving the case against equal suffrage.22
But F. R. Leavis, in The Great Tradition, singled the novel out as “wonderfully rich, intelligent and brilliant”:
I said that it is an acknowledged masterpiece, but I don’t in fact think that it has anything like the reputation it deserves. It could have been written only by James, and it has an overt richness of life such as is not commonly associated with him. It is incomparably witty and completely serious, and it makes the imputed classical status of all but a few of the admired works of Victorian fiction look silly.23
Lionel Trilling, too, wrote wisely and well about the American political subtleties that James was studying.
Finally, I should like to connect the James of The Bostonians to the later James, the James who wrote his “Americano-European legend,” about the destruction of American innocence by European corruption, but also about the “collecting” and preserving of European civilization by rich American businessmen. Writing in 1916, Rebecca West could observe that “it took all Mr. James’s cosmopolitan training to see that there existed an international situation, that the fact that Americans visited Europe constituted a drama.”24 He expanded it, in fact, from a drama to a legend to a myth. Other writers have understood that James was a religious writer. Graham Greene saw him as a connoisseur of evil, of what James called “the black and merciless things that are behind great possessions.”25 Ford Madox Ford—who as far as I know never commented on James in terms of his father’s beliefs—presents him very much in the elder Henry James’s terms:
There were whole regions of his character that he never exploited in literature, and it would be the greatest mistake to forget that the strongest note in that character was a mysticism different altogether in character from that of the great Catholic mystics. It resembled rather a perception of a sort of fourth dimensional penetration of the material world by strata of the supernatural, of the world of the living by individuals from among the dead. . . . For him, good and evil were not represented by acts; they were something present in the circumambience of the actual world, something spiritual attendant on actions or words.26
Much has been written on James’s presentation of the battle between good and evil in elegant cosmopolitan drawing rooms, the lurking powers behind the possessions and the manners. The powers lurk in long sentences and haunt the elaborated consciousnesses of Milly in The Wings of the Dove and Maggie in The Golden Bowl, as the demons or revenants haunt the innocent victims of The Turn of the Screw. Things don’t lurk or haunt in The Bostonians, which exorcises demons with wit, metaphor, and argument. But that the novel inhabits the same metaphysical and moral world as James’s later fictions—presenting the problems with comic realism rather than mythic metaphors—can be seen if we consider how well, and how differently, T. S. Eliot’s description of James’s world and methods applies to both The Bostonians and The Golden Bowl. Eliot, too, was a translated American who valued drawing rooms but came from a theocracy founded by mystical Puritans. It was Eliot who made the often-quoted observation that James had a mind so fine that no idea could violate it, but it is not always understood that this is a statement of approval, and the “ideas” to which Eliot refers are those that fermented so busily in the Concord and New England of Henry James senior, the Cayuga Community, and the milieu of the Peabodies. Eliot wrote that James
was possessed by the vision of an ideal society; he saw (not fancied) the relations between the members of such a society. And no one in the end, has ever been more aware—or with more benignity, or less bitterness—of the disparity between possibility and fact. . . .
The example which Henry James offered us was not that of a style to imitate but an integrity so great, a vision so exacting, that it was forced to the extreme of care and punctiliousness for exact expression. James did not provide us with “ideas” but with another world of thought and feeling. For such a world, some have gone to Dostoevsky, some to James; and I am inclined to think that the spirit of James, so much less violent, with so much more reasonableness and so much more resignation than that of the Russian, is no less profound, and is more useful, more applicable for our future.27
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I
“Olive will come down in about ten minutes; she told me to tell you that. About ten; that is exactly like Olive. Neither five nor fifteen, and yet not ten exactly, but either nine or eleven. She didn’t tell me to say she was glad to see you, because she doesn’t know whether she is or not, and she wouldn’t for the world expose herself to telling a fib. She is very honest, is Olive Chancellor;1 she is full of rectitude. Nobody tells fibs in Boston; I don’t know what to make of them all. Well, I am very glad to see you, at any rate.”
These words were spoken with much volubility by a fair, plump, smiling woman who entered a narrow drawing-room in which a visitor, kept waiting for a few moments, was already absorbed in a book. The gentleman had not even needed to sit down to become interested: apparently he had taken up the volume from a table as soon as he came in, and, standing there, after a single glance round the apartment, had lost himself in its pages. He threw it down at the approach of Mrs. Luna, laughed, shook hands with her, and said in answer to her last remark, “You imply that you do tell fibs. Perhaps that is one.”
“Oh no; there is nothing wonderful in my being glad to see you,” Mrs. Luna rejoined, “when I tell you that I have been three long weeks in this unprevaricating city.”
“That has an unflattering sound for me,” said the young man. “I pretend not to prevaricate.”
“Dear me, what’s the good of being a Southerner?” the lady asked. “Olive told me to tell you she hoped you will stay to dinner. And if she said it, she does really hope it. She is willing to risk that.”
“Just as I am?” the visitor inquired, presenting himself with rather a work-a-day aspect.
Mrs. Luna glanced at him from head to foot, and gave a little smiling sigh, as if he had been a long sum in addition. And, indeed, he was very long, Basil Ransom, and he even looked a little hard and discouraging, like a column of figures, in spite of the friendly face which he bent upon his hostess’s deputy, and which, in its thinness, had a deep dry line, a sort of premature wrinkle, on either side of the mouth. He was tall and lean, and dressed throughout in black; his shirt-collar was low and wide, and the triangle of linen, a little crumpled, exhibited by the opening of his waistcoat, was adorned by a pin containing a small red stone. In spite of this decoration the young man looked poor—as poor as a young man could look who had such a fine head and such magnificent eyes. Those of Basil Ransom were dark, deep, and glowing; his head had a character of elevation which fairly added to his stature; it was a head to be seen above the level of a crowd, on some judicial bench or political platform, or even on a bronze medal. His forehead was high and broad, and his thick black hair, perfectly straight and glossy, and without any division, rolled back from it in a leonine manner. These things, the eyes especially, with their smouldering fire, might have indicated that he was to be a great American statesman; or, on the other hand, they might simply have proved that he came from Carolina or Alabama. He came, in fact, from Mississippi, and he spoke very perceptibly with the accent of that country. It is not in my power to reproduce by any combination of characters this charming dialect; but the initiated reader will have no difficulty in evoking the sound, which is to be associated in the present instance with nothing vulgar or vain. This lean, pale, sallow, shabby, striking young man, with his superior head, his sedentary shoulders, his expression of bright grimness and hard enthusiasm, his provincial, distinguished appearance, is, as a representative of his sex, the most important personage in my narrative; he played a very active part in the events I have undertaken in some degree to set forth. And yet the reader who likes a complete image, who desires to read with the senses as well as with the reason, is entreated not to forget that he prolonged his consonants and swallowed his vowels, that he was guilty of elisions and interpolations which were equally unexpected, and that his discourse was pervaded by something sultry and vast, something almost African in its rich, basking tone, something that suggested the teeming expanse of the cotton-field. Mrs. Luna looked up at all this, but saw only a part of it; otherwise she would not have replied in a bantering manner, in answer to his inquiry: “Are you ever different from this?” Mrs. Luna was familiar—intolerably familiar.
Basil Ransom coloured a little. Then he said: “Oh yes; when I dine out I usually carry a six-shooter and a bowie-knife.” And he took up his hat vaguely—a soft black hat with a low crown and an immense straight brim. Mrs. Luna wanted to know what he was doing. She made him sit down; she assured him that her sister quite expected him, would feel as sorry as she could ever feel for anything—for she was a kind of fatalist, anyhow—if he didn’t stay to dinner. It was an immense pity—she herself was going out; in Boston you must jump at invitations. Olive, too, was going somewhere after dinner, but he mustn’t mind that; perhaps he would like to go with her. It wasn’t a party—Olive didn’t go to parties; it was one of those weird meetings she was so fond of.
“What kind of meetings do you refer to? You speak as if it were a rendezvous of witches on the Brocken.”2
“Well, so it is; they are all witches and wizards, mediums, and spirit-rappers, and roaring radicals.”
Basil Ransom stared; the yellow light in his brown eyes deepened. “Do you mean to say your sister’s a roaring radical?”
“A radical? She’s a female Jacobin3—she’s a nihilist. Whatever is, is wrong,4 and all that sort of thing. If you are going to dine with her, you had better know it.”
“Oh, murder!” murmured the young man vaguely, sinking back in his chair with his arms folded. He looked at Mrs. Luna with intelligent incredulity. She was sufficiently pretty; her hair was in clusters of curls, like bunches of grapes; her tight bodice seemed to crack with her vivacity; and from beneath the stiff little plaits of her petticoat a small fat foot protruded, resting upon a stilted heel. She was attractive and impertinent, especially the latter. He seemed to think it was a great pity, what she had told him; but he lost himself in this consideration, or, at any rate, said nothing for some time, while his eyes wandered over Mrs. Luna, and he probably wondered what body of doctrine she represented, little as she might partake of the nature of her sister. Many things were strange to Basil Ransom; Boston especially was strewn with surprises, and he was a man who liked to understand. Mrs. Luna was drawing on her gloves; Ransom had never seen any that were so long; they reminded him of stockings, and he wondered how she managed without garters above the elbow. “Well, I suppose I might have known that,” he continued, at last.
“You might have known what?”
“Well, that Miss Chancellor would be all that you say. She was brought up in the city of reform.”
“Oh, it isn’t the city; it’s just Olive Chancellor. She would reform the solar system if she could get hold of it. She’ll reform you, if you don’t look out. That’s the way I found her when I returned from Europe.”
“Have you been in Europe?” Ransom asked.
“Mercy, yes! Haven’t you?”
“No, I haven’t been anywhere. Has your sister?”
“Yes; but she stayed only an hour or two. She hates it; she would like to abolish it. Didn’t you know I had been to Europe?” Mrs. Luna went on, in the slightly aggrieved tone of a woman who discovers the limits of her reputation.
Ransom reflected he might answer her that until five minutes ago he didn’t know she existed; but he remembered that this was not the way in which a Southern gentleman spoke to ladies, and he contented himself with saying that she must condone5 his Bœotian ignorance 6 (he was fond of an elegant phrase); that he lived in a part of the country where they didn’t think much about Europe, and that he had always supposed she was domiciled in New York. This last remark he made at a venture, for he had, naturally, not devoted any supposition whatever to Mrs. Luna. His dishonesty, however, only exposed him the more.
“If you thought I lived in New York, why in the world didn’t you come and see me?” the lady inquired.
“Well, you see, I don’t go out much, except to the courts.”
“Do you mean the law-courts? Every one has got some profession over here! Are you very ambitious? You look as if you were.”
“Yes, very,” Basil Ransom replied, with a smile, and the curious feminine softness with which Southern gentlemen enunciate that adverb.
Mrs. Luna explained that she had been living in Europe for several years—ever since her husband died—but had come home a month before, come home with her little boy, the only thing she had in the world, and was paying a visit to her sister, who, of course, was the nearest thing after the child. “But it isn’t the same,” she said. “Olive and I disagree so much.”
“While you and your little boy don’t,” the young man remarked.
“Oh no, I never differ from Newton!” And Mrs. Luna added that now she was back she didn’t know what she should do. That was the worst of coming back; it was like being born again, at one’s age—one had to begin life afresh. One didn’t even know what one had come back for. There were people who wanted one to spend the winter in Boston; but she couldn’t stand that—she knew, at least, what she had not come back for. Perhaps she should take a house in Washington; did he ever hear of that little place? They had invented it while she was away. Besides, Olive didn’t want her in Boston, and didn’t go through the form of saying so. That was one comfort with Olive; she never went through any forms.
Basil Ransom had got up just as Mrs. Luna made this last declaration; for a young lady had glided into the room, who stopped short as it fell upon her ears. She stood there looking, consciously and rather seriously, at Mr. Ransom; a smile of exceeding faintness played about her lips—it was just perceptible enough to light up the native gravity of her face. It might have been likened to a thin ray of moonlight resting upon the wall of a prison.
“If that were true,” she said, “I shouldn’t tell you that I am very sorry to have kept you waiting.”
Her voice was low and agreeable—a cultivated voice—and she extended a slender white hand to her visitor, who remarked with some solemnity (he felt a certain guilt of participation in Mrs. Luna’s indiscretion) that he was intensely happy to make her acquaintance. He observed that Miss Chancellor’s hand was at once cold and limp; she merely placed it in his, without exerting the smallest pressure. Mrs. Luna explained to her sister that her freedom of speech was caused by his being a relation—though, indeed, he didn’t seem to know much about them. She didn’t believe he had ever heard of her, Mrs. Luna, though he pretended, with his Southern chivalry, that he had. She must be off to her dinner now, she saw the carriage was there, and in her absence Olive might give any version of her she chose.
“I have told him you are a radical, and you may tell him, if you like, that I am a painted Jezebel.7 Try to reform him; a person from Mississippi is sure to be all wrong. I shall be back very late; we are going to a theatre-party; that’s why we dine so early. Good-bye, Mr. Ransom,” Mrs. Luna continued, gathering up the feathery white shawl which added to the volume of her fairness. “I hope you are going to stay a little, so that you may judge us for yourself. I should like you to see Newton, too; he is a noble little nature, and I want some advice about him. You only stay to-morrow? Why, what’s the use of that? Well, mind you come and see me in New York; I shall be sure to be part of the winter there. I shall send you a card; I won’t let you off. Don’t come out; my sister has the first claim. Olive, why don’t you take him to your female convention?” Mrs. Luna’s familiarity extended even to her sister; she remarked to Miss Chancellor that she looked as if she were got up for a sea-voyage. “I am glad I haven’t opinions that prevent my dressing in the evening!” she declared from the doorway. “The amount of thought they give to their clothing, the people who are afraid of looking frivolous!”

II
Whether much or little consideration had been directed to the result, Miss Chancellor certainly would not have incurred this reproach. She was habited in a plain dark dress, without any ornaments, and her smooth, colourless hair was confined as carefully as that of her sister was encouraged to stray. She had instantly seated herself, and while Mrs. Luna talked she kept her eyes on the ground, glancing even less toward Basil Ransom than toward the woman of many words. The young man was therefore free to look at her; a contemplation which showed him that she was agitated and trying to conceal it. He wondered why she was agitated, not foreseeing that he was destined to discover, later, that her nature was like a skiff in a stormy sea. Even after her sister had passed out of the room she sat there with her eyes turned away, as if there had been a spell upon her which forbade her to raise them. Miss Olive Chancellor, it may be confided to the reader, to whom in the course of our history I shall be under the necessity of imparting much occult information, was subject to fits of tragic shyness, during which she was unable to meet even her own eyes in the mirror. One of these fits had suddenly seized her now, without any obvious cause, though, indeed, Mrs. Luna had made it worse by becoming instantly so personal. There was nothing in the world so personal as Mrs. Luna; her sister could have hated her for it if she had not forbidden herself this emotion as directed to individuals. Basil Ransom was a young man of first-rate intelligence, but conscious of the narrow range, as yet, of his experience. He was on his guard against generalisations which might be hasty; but he had arrived at two or three that were of value to a gentleman lately admitted to the New York bar and looking out for clients. One of them was to the effect that the simplest division it is possible to make of the human race is into the people who take things hard and the people who take them easy. He perceived very quickly that Miss Chancellor belonged to the former class. This was written so intensely in her delicate face that he felt an unformulated pity for her before they had exchanged twenty words. He himself, by nature, took things easy; if he had put on the screw of late, it was after reflection, and because circumstances pressed him close. But this pale girl, with her light-green eyes, her pointed features and nervous manner, was visibly morbid; it was as plain as day that she was morbid. Poor Ransom announced this fact to himself as if he had made a great discovery; but in reality he had never been so “Boeotian” as at that moment. It proved nothing of any importance, with regard to Miss Chancellor, to say that she was morbid; any sufficient account of her would lie very much to the rear of that. Why was she morbid, and why was her morbidness typical? Ransom might have exulted if he had gone back far enough to explain that mystery. The women he had hitherto known had been mainly of his own soft clime, and it was not often they exhibited the tendency he detected (and cursorily deplored) in Mrs. Luna’s sister. That was the way he liked them—not to think too much, not to feel any responsibility for the government of the world, such as he was sure Miss Chancellor felt. If they would only be private and passive, and have no feeling but for that, and leave publicity to the sex of tougher hide! Ransom was pleased with the vision of that remedy; it must be repeated that he was very provincial.
These considerations were not present to him as definitely as I have written them here; they were summed up in the vague compassion which his cousin’s figure excited in his mind, and which was yet accompanied with a sensible reluctance to know her better, obvious as it was that with such a face as that she must be remarkable. He was sorry for her, but he saw in a flash that no one could help her: that was what made her tragic. He had not, seeking his fortune, come away from the blighted South, which weighed upon his heart, to look out for tragedies; at least he didn’t want them outside of his office in Pine Street.1 He broke the silence ensuing upon Mrs. Luna’s departure by one of the courteous speeches to which blighted regions may still encourage a tendency, and presently found himself talking comfortably enough with his hostess. Though he had said to himself that no one could help her, the effect of his tone was to dispel her shyness; it was her great advantage (for the career she had proposed to herself) that in certain conditions she was liable suddenly to become bold. She was reassured at finding that her visitor was peculiar; the way he spoke told her that it was no wonder he had fought on the Southern side. She had never yet encountered a personage so exotic, and she always felt more at her ease in the presence of anything strange. It was the usual things of life that filled her with silent rage; which was natural enough, inasmuch as, to her vision, almost everything that was usual was iniquitous. She had no difficulty in asking him now whether he would not stay to dinner—she hoped Adeline had given him her message. It had been when she was upstairs with Adeline, as his card was brought up, a sudden and very abnormal inspiration to offer him this (for her) really ultimate favour; nothing could be further from her common habit than to entertain alone, at any repast, a gentleman she had never seen.
It was the same sort of impulse that had moved her to write to Basil Ransom, in the spring, after hearing accidentally that he had come to the North and intended, in New York, to practise his profession. It was her nature to look out for duties, to appeal to her conscience for tasks. This attentive organ, earnestly consulted, had represented to her that he was an offshoot of the old slave-holding oligarchy which, within her own vivid remembrance, had plunged the country into blood and tears,2 and that, as associated with such abominations, he was not a worthy object of patronage for a person whose two brothers—her only ones—had given up life for the Northern cause.3 It reminded her, however, on the other hand, that he too had been much bereaved, and, moreover, that he had fought and offered his own life, even if it had not been taken. She could not defend herself against a rich admiration—a kind of tenderness of envy—of any one who had been so happy as to have that opportunity. The most secret, the most sacred hope of her nature was that she might some day have such a chance, that she might be a martyr and die for something. Basil Ransom had lived, but she knew he had lived to see bitter hours. His family was ruined; they had lost their slaves, their property, their friends and relations, their home; had tasted of all the cruelty of defeat. He had tried for a while to carry on the plantation himself, but he had a millstone of debt round his neck, and he longed for some work which would transport him to the haunts of men. The State of Mississippi seemed to him the state of despair; so he surrendered the remnants of his patrimony to his mother and sisters, and, at nearly thirty years of age, alighted for the first time in New York, in the costume of his province, with fifty dollars in his pocket and a gnawing hunger in his heart.
That this incident had revealed to the young man his ignorance of many things—only, however, to make him say to himself, after the first angry blush, that here he would enter the game and here he would win it—so much Olive Chancellor could not know; what was sufficient for her was that he had rallied, as the French say, had accepted the accomplished fact, had admitted that North and South were a single, indivisible political organism. Their cousinship—that of Chancellors and Ransoms—was not very close; it was the kind of thing that one might take up or leave alone, as one pleased. It was “in the female line,” as Basil Ransom had written, in answering her letter with a good deal of form and flourish; he spoke as if they had been royal houses. Her mother had wished to take it up; it was only the fear of seeming patronising to people in misfortune that had prevented her from writing to Mississippi. If it had been possible to send Mrs. Ransom money, or even clothes, she would have liked that; but she had no means of ascertaining how such an offering would be taken. By the time Basil came to the North—making advances, as it were—Mrs. Chancellor had passed away; so it was for Olive, left alone in the little house in Charles Street4 (Adeline being in Europe), to decide.
She knew what her mother would have done, and that helped her decision; for her mother always chose the positive course. Olive had a fear of everything, but her greatest fear was of being afraid. She wished immensely to be generous, and how could one be generous unless one ran a risk? She had erected it into a sort of rule of conduct that whenever she saw a risk she was to take it; and she had frequent humiliations at finding herself safe after all. She was perfectly safe after writing to Basil Ransom; and, indeed, it was difficult to see what he could have done to her except thank her (he was only exceptionally superlative) for her letter, and assure her that he would come and see her the first time his business (he was beginning to get a little) should take him to Boston. He had now come, in redemption of his grateful vow, and even this did not make Miss Chancellor feel that she had courted danger. She saw (when once she had looked at him) that he would not put those worldly interpretations on things which, with her, it was both an impulse and a principle to defy. He was too simple—too Mississippian—for that; she was almost disappointed. She certainly had not hoped that she might have struck him as making unwomanly overtures (Miss Chancellor hated this epithet almost as much as she hated its opposite); but she had a presentiment that he would be too good-natured, primitive to that degree. Of all things in the world contention was most sweet to her (though why it is hard to imagine, for it always cost her tears, headaches, a day or two in bed, acute emotion), and it was very possible Basil Ransom would not care to contend. Nothing could be more displeasing than this indifference when people didn’t agree with you. That he should agree she did not in the least expect of him; how could a Mississippian agree? If she had supposed he would agree, she would not have written to him.

III
When he had told her that if she would take him as he was he should be very happy to dine with her, she excused herself a moment and went to give an order in the dining-room. The young man, left alone, looked about the parlour—the two parlours which, in their prolonged, adjacent narrowness, formed evidently one apartment—and wandered to the windows at the back, where there was a view of the water; Miss Chancellor having the good fortune to dwell on that side of Charles Street toward which, in the rear, the afternoon sun slants redly, from an horizon indented at empty intervals with wooden spires, the masts of lonely boats, the chimneys of dirty “works,” over a brackish expanse of anomalous character, which is too big for a river and too small for a bay.1 The view seemed to him very picturesque, though in the gathered dusk little was left of it save a cold yellow streak in the west, a gleam of brown water, and the reflection of the lights that had begun to show themselves in a row of houses, impressive to Ransom in their extreme modernness, which overlooked the same lagoon from a long embankment on the left, constructed of stones roughly piled. He thought this prospect, from a city-house, almost romantic; and he turned from it back to the interior (illuminated now by a lamp which the parlour-maid had placed on a table while he stood at the window) as to something still more genial and interesting. The artistic sense in Basil Ransom had not been highly cultivated; neither (though he had passed his early years as the son of a rich man) was his conception of material comfort very definite; it consisted mainly of the vision of plenty of cigars and brandy and water and newspapers, and a cane-bottomed arm-chair of the right inclination, from which he could stretch his legs. Nevertheless it seemed to him he had never seen an interior that was so much an interior as this queer corridor-shaped drawing-room of his new-found kinswoman; he had never felt himself in the presence of so much organised privacy or of so many objects that spoke of habits and tastes. Most of the people he had hitherto known had no tastes; they had a few habits, but these were not of a sort that required much upholstery. He had not as yet been in many houses in New York, and he had never before seen so many accessories. The general character of the place struck him as Bostonian; this was, in fact, very much what he had supposed Boston to be. He had always heard Boston was a city of culture, and now there was culture in Miss Chancellor’s tables and sofas, in the books that were everywhere, on little shelves like brackets (as if a book were a statuette), in the photographs and water-colours that covered the walls, in the curtains that were festooned rather stiffly in the doorways. He looked at some of the books and saw that his cousin read German; and his impression of the importance of this (as a symptom of superiority) was not diminished by the fact that he himself had mastered the tongue (knowing it contained a large literature of jurisprudence) during a long, empty, deadly summer on the plantation. It is a curious proof of a certain crude modesty inherent in Basil Ransom that the main effect of his observing his cousin’s German books was to give him an idea of the natural energy of Northerners. He had noticed it often before; he had already told himself that he must count with it. It was only after much experience he made the discovery that few Northerners were, in their secret soul, so energetic as he. Many other persons had made it before that. He knew very little about Miss Chancellor; he had come to see her only because she wrote to him; he would never have thought of looking her up, and since then there had been no one in New York he might ask about her. Therefore he could only guess that she was a rich young woman; such a house, inhabited in such a way by a quiet spinster, implied a considerable income. How much? he asked himself; five thousand, ten thousand, fifteen thousand a year? There was richness to our panting young man in the smallest of these figures. He was not of a mercenary spirit, but he had an immense desire for success, and he had more than once reflected that a moderate capital was an aid to achievement. He had seen in his younger years one of the biggest failures that history commemorates, an immense national fiasco, and it had implanted in his mind a deep aversion to the ineffectual. It came over him, while he waited for his hostess to reappear, that she was unmarried as well as rich, that she was sociable (her letter answered for that) as well as single; and he had for a moment a whimsical vision of becoming a partner in so flourishing a firm. He ground his teeth a little as he thought of the contrasts of the human lot; this cushioned feminine nest made him feel unhoused and underfed. Such a mood, however, could only be momentary, for he was conscious at bottom of a bigger stomach than all the culture of Charles Street could fill.
Afterwards, when his cousin had come back and they had gone down to dinner together, where he sat facing her at a little table decorated in the middle with flowers, a position from which he had another view, through a window where the curtain remained undrawn by her direction (she called his attention to this—it was for his benefit), of the dusky, empty river, 2 spotted with points of light—at this period, I say, it was very easy for him to remark to himself that nothing would induce him to make love to3 such a type as that. Several months later, in New York, in conversation with Mrs. Luna, of whom he was destined to see a good deal, he alluded by chance to this repast, to the way her sister had placed him at table, and to the remark with which she had pointed out the advantage of his seat.
“That’s what they call in Boston being very ‘thoughtful,’” Mrs. Luna said, “giving you the Back Bay4 (don’t you hate the name?) to look at, and then taking credit for it.”
This, however, was in the future; what Basil Ransom actually perceived was that Miss Chancellor was a signal old maid. That was her quality, her destiny; nothing could be more distinctly written. There are women who are unmarried by accident, and others who are unmarried by option; but Olive Chancellor was unmarried by every implication of her being. She was a spinster as Shelley5 was a lyric poet, or as the month of August is sultry. She was so essentially a celibate that Ransom found himself thinking of her as old, though when he came to look at her (as he said to himself) it was apparent that her years were fewer than his own. He did not dislike her, she had been so friendly; but, little by little, she gave him an uneasy feeling—the sense that you could never be safe with a person who took things so hard. It came over him that it was because she took things hard she had sought his acquaintance; it had been because she was strenuous, not because she was genial; she had had in her eye—and what an extraordinary eye it was!—not a pleasure, but a duty. She would expect him to be strenuous in return; but he couldn’t—in private life, he couldn’t; privacy for Basil Ransom consisted entirely in what he called “laying off.” She was not so plain on further acquaintance as she had seemed to him at first; even the young Mississippian had culture enough to see that she was refined. Her white skin had a singular look of being drawn tightly across her face; but her features, though sharp and irregular, were delicate in a fashion that suggested good breeding. Their line was perverse, but it was not poor. The curious tint of her eyes was a living colour; when she turned it upon you, you thought vaguely of the glitter of green ice. She had absolutely no figure, and presented a certain appearance of feeling cold. With all this, there was something very modern and highly developed in her aspect; she had the advantages as well as the drawbacks of a nervous organisation. She smiled constantly at her guest, but from the beginning to the end of dinner, though he made several remarks that he thought might prove amusing, she never once laughed. Later, he saw that she was a woman without laughter; exhilaration, if it ever visited her, was dumb. Once only, in the course of his subsequent acquaintance with her, did it find a voice; and then the sound remained in Ransom’s ear as one of the strangest he had heard.
She asked him a great many questions, and made no comment on his answers, which only served to suggest to her fresh inquiries. Her shyness had quite left her, it did not come back; she had confidence enough to wish him to see that she took a great interest in him. Why should she? he wondered. He couldn’t believe he was one of her kind; he was conscious of much Bohemianism—he drank beer, in New York, in cellars, knew no ladies, and was familiar with a “variety” actress. Certainly, as she knew him better, she would disapprove of him, though, of course, he would never mention the actress, nor even, if necessary, the beer. Ransom’s conception of vice was purely as a series of special cases, of explicable accidents. Not that he cared; if it were a part of the Boston character to be inquiring, he would be to the last a courteous Mississippian. He would tell her about Mississippi as much as she liked; he didn’t care how much he told her that the old ideas in the South were played out. She would not understand him any the better for that; she would not know how little his own views could be gathered from such a limited admission. What her sister imparted to him about her mania for “reform” had left in his mouth a kind of unpleasant aftertaste; he felt, at any rate, that if she had the religion of humanity—Basil Ransom had read Comte,6 he had read everything—she would never understand him. He, too, had a private vision of reform, but the first principle of it was to reform the reformers. As they drew to the close of a meal which, in spite of all latent incompatibilities, had gone off brilliantly, she said to him that she should have to leave him after dinner, unless perhaps he should be inclined to accompany her. She was going to a small gathering at the house of a friend who had asked a few people, “interested in new ideas,” to meet Mrs. Farrinder.
“Oh, thank you,” said Basil Ransom. “Is it a party? I haven’t been to a party since Mississippi seceded.”
“No; Miss Birdseye7 doesn’t give parties. She’s an ascetic.”
“Oh, well, we have had our dinner,” Ransom rejoined, laughing.
His hostess sat silent a moment, with her eyes on the ground; she looked at such times as if she were hesitating greatly between several things she might say, all so important that it was difficult to choose.
“I think it might interest you,” she remarked presently. “You will hear some discussion, if you are fond of that. Perhaps you wouldn’t agree,” she added, resting her strange eyes on
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