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WASHINGTON
SQUARE

- Henry James

Introduction

Comedy is a talent perhaps not conspicuous
in the attributes—or even the ambitions—of Henry James. In
his later studies of the social scene in Europe, and of intricate
characters American and European, James’s sense of comedy
may have suffered an eclipse. In Washington Square his comic
talent is brilliant, althoug surpnsmgly, not celebrated by his
critics. Rooted in James’s profound sense of place, the comedy
is, of course, social, bu11t on the interplay of characters and
motives in the setting in which he had his own origins.

The ideal of quiet and genteel retirement, in 1835, was
found in Washington Square, where the Doctor built him-
self a handsome, modern, wide-fronted house, with a big
balcony before the drawing-room windows, and a flight of
white marble steps . . . This structure, and many of its
neighbors . . . were supposed forty years ago, to em-

' body the last results of architectural science, and they re-
main to this day very solid and honorable dwellings. In front
of them was the square . . . enclosed by a wooden paling
. . . and round the corner was the more august precinct of
Fifth Avenue. ,_

This portion of New York (wrote James in 1879) appears
to many persons the most delectable. It has a kind of estab-
lished repose which is not of frequent occurrence in other
quarters of the long, shrill city . . . It was here that your
grandmother lived .

3



4 INTRODUCTION

And here James lapses into a long passage of affectionate
nostalgia for his own past. It was his maternal grandmother
who lived on Washington Square, and he himself was born
just around the corner, at 21 Washington Place, not long after
Dr. Sloper built his handsome house. -

In James's period piece, set in the 1840’s and °50’s, New
York was a very small city, remote from Europe. Catherine
Sloper: thought the glamorous Morris Townsend looked “more
like a foreigner”—it was a tribute from a romantic heart—and
his young stockbroker cousin replied, rather smugly: “Well, I
never knew a foreigner.” Such “optional ignorance,” as James
calls it, in a well-born yolng man connotes a small, homoge-
neous upper-class society, far simpler than the New York of
the 1870’s created later by James’s disciple, Edith Wharton,
in The Age of Innocence. There, one of the chief characters
has gone so far as to marry a foreigner. But, predictably, it
turns out to have been a regrettable action.

It is significant that James names his story for its setting
rather than for its characters. In Washington Square both the
place and the era represent values: the correct, the punctilious,
the high-principled. Parents are entitled to control a daughter’s.
choice of husband. Filial obedience is expected. Naturally, in
~ this Eden a serpent lurks, a more or less penniless fortune
hunter—penniless because he has already “gone through™ his
own inheritance, presumably at a whirlwind pace. To those
familiar with James’s later works, Morris Townsend may seem
an understudy for more complicated versions of the prototype,
like Isabel Archer’s Gilbert Osmond, in The Portrait of a Lady,
or Maggie Verver's Prince Amerigo, in The Golden Bowl.  ~

To young Catherine Sloper, Townsend is at first a tall and
handsome young man who, “leaving her no time for embar-
rassment, began to talk to her with an easy smile, as if he had
known her for a year.” The timid Catherine found such ease
phenomenal, a triumph of “the comfortable and natural man-
ner’ that she could never hope to achieve. For she had been
daunted, early in life, by realizing that she was a disappoint-
ment to her father, who did not conceal his “irritation at hav-
ing produced a commonplace child.” It was painful to his
vanity that she could not add to the luster of his refulgent
reputation, a reputation for personal charm as well as profes-
sional skill. James gives the doctor’s character just enough
shading to keep him from being monstrous. He is, in essence,
a deeply disarpointed man, a successful physician who could
not save the lives of the two people he loved -most: his only
son and his attractive wife. What was left to him, after these
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.two tragedies, was a mere daughter, healthy but unintereéting.
Poor Catherine grew up to be shy, “uncomfortably, painfully

shy.” Her father saw her in unflattering terms. But James, the -

“omniscient narrator, intervenes to propitiate at least the reader.
“In reality, she was the softest creature in the world.”
Her softness made her an ideal target for Morris Townsend’s

designs, aided by the meddling of her aunt and self-appointed

" chaperone, “the officious and imaginative Mrs. Penniman, an
odd mixture of impetuosity and circumspection.” She suggests

a sort of elderly Emma Woodhouse, forever fixated in her-.

youthful fantasies of a talent for matchmaking. In fact, revers-
ing the natural order, “she grew younger as she advanced in
life . . . Her ringlets, her buckles and bangles glistened more
brightly with each succeeding year.” Her assurance, evidently,
is based on indomitable self-satisfaction.

“It is my pride that keeps me up,” said Mrs. Penniman,
tapping the body of her dress which always gave forth a
sort of metallic ring.

A childless widow, Mrs. Penniman entered into marriage

plans for her niece with an enthusiasm worthy of Juliet’s

nurse. Toward Morris Townsend, her attitude was at least
quasi-maternal. She “adopted” him. Bom to attend upon a
- male, “she would have been happy to have a handsome and

tyrannical son.” Townsend did his best to oblige. After he -

‘abandoned his initial tactic of “a delicate and calculated def-
erence,” even “his very brutality came to have a sort of filial

value.” With such dazzling strokes, James shapes Mrs. Penni-
man unforgettably. She is in some ways the outstanding char-

acter of the book.

As the lovers’ predicament darkened, Mrs. Penniman emu-

lated Leacock’s hero who “mounted his horse and rode off in
- all directions.” As James states it: “If there was any agitation
going forward, Mrs. Penniman was not a person to forfeit her
natural share in it.” Her counsels were conflicting and confus-
ing; Townsend grew furious with her, and Catherine strove,
with dignity and some success, to “keep her aunt at bay.” At
one point, finding Catherine gone from home, Mrs. Penniman
instantly imagined a clandestine rendezvous. Delighted as she
was by this vision, she still lamented the weather. “To visit
one’s lover, with tears and reproaches, at his own residence,

~was an image so agreeable to Mrs. Penniman’s mind that she -
felt a sort of aesthetic disappointment at its lacking, in this-

_case, the harmonious accompaniment of darkness and storm.”

U



6 INTRODUCTION

Even Jane Austen’s Catherine Morland could hardly surpass .
this Gothic romanticism.
So far, it might seem that James has written a novel without
a heroine. But despite her plainness, Catherine is not without
subtlety. Her father, of course, misjudged her, partly through
his own vanity, partly because of his cruelly diminishing effect
upon her. During their travels, she was afraid to venture an
aesthetic judgment, and he considered her “about as intelligent
- as a bunch of shawls” (though——unlike the shawls—she had
_the wit not to fall out of the carriage). Her latent moral
strength he never comprehended. When, determined to marry
Townsend despite her father’s displeasure, she tried to re-
nounce Dr. Sloper’s support, he was simply disconcerted by
her sense of honor, and did not begin to understand the pain
he had cost her.
After the year in Europe, Catherine returned with some °
- small increase of self-confidence. To Townsend, who had bit-
terly accused her of timidity, she could say: “I am braver than
I was.” Ironically, it was Townsend himself who evoked her
" ultimate courage. Before her father died, she gained, too, the
courage to refuse him the postmortem pledge ie sought from
her. And yet—ironically again—she fulfilled his wishes in the
end. Though she had disappointed him, she grew at last to be
almost as hard as he. Unfortunately—or maybe justly—he
missed the satisfaction of seeing the change. It was Dr. Sloper -
who had memorably said: “Don’t undervalue irony. It is often -
of great use.” James made great use of it in this story, and, in
its turn, irony has had its way with him. .
The final irony, perhaps, is that of fate—the fate of Wash-
ington Square. James undervalued this little masterpiece of
- ironic comedy, yet it has proved to be one of his most durable
works. Unsuccessful in his repeated efforts to write for the
stage, James might be, in the literary afterlife, startled by the
triumphs of Washington Square, both on Broadway (1947),
in an adaptation by Ruth and Augustus Goetz, and in a film,
starring Olivia de Haviland and entitled The Heiress (1949).
Compared with the arabesques of James’s later style, Washing-
ton Square remains admirable in its cool lucidity and wit, and

in its perfectly resolved ending, an unembellished Lesson of
the Master.

Elizabeth Tate
Head of the English Department
The Day Prospect Hill School
New Haven, Connecticut
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During a portion of the first half of the present century, and.
more particularly during the latter part of it, there flourished
and practised in the city of New York a physician who en-
joyed perhaps an exceptional share of the consideration
which, in the United States, has always been bestowed upon -
distinguished members of the medical profession. This profes-
sion in America has constantly been held in honor, and more
successfully than elsewhere has put forward a claim to the
epithet of “liberal.” In a country in which, to play a social
part, you must either earn your income or make believe that
you eamn it, the healing art has appeared in a high degree to
- combine two recognized sources of credit. It belongs to the
realm of the practical, which in the United States is a great
recommendation; and it is touched by the light of science—a
merit appreciated in a community in which the love of
knowledge has not always been accompanied by leisure and
opportunity.

It was an element in Doctor Sloper’s reputation that his
learning and his skill were very evenly balanced; he was what
you might call a scholarly doctor, and yet there was nothing
abstract in his remedies—he always ordered you to take
something. Though he was felt to be extremely thorough, he
was not uncomfortably theoretic; and if he sometimes ex-
plained matters rather more minutely than might seem of use
to the patient, he never went so far (like some practitioners
one hag heard of) as to trust to the explanation alone, but al-
ways left behind him an inscrutable prescription. There were
- some doctors that left the prescription without offering any
explanation at all; and he did not belong to that class either,
which was after all the most vulgar. It will be seen that I am
describing a clever man; and this is really the reason why
Doctor Sloper had become a local celebrity.

At the time at which we are chiefly concerned with him he
was fifty years of age, and his popularity was at its height. He_.
was very witty, and he passed in the best society of New
York for a man of the world—which, indeed, he was, in a
very sufficient degree. I hasten to add, to anticipate possible
misconception, that he was not the least of a charlatan. He -
was a thoroughly honest man—honest in a degree of which
he had perhaps lacked the opportunity to give the complete _

7



8 WASHINGTON SQUARE

- measure; and, putting aside the great good-nature of the cir-
cle in which he practised, which was rather fond of boasting
that it possessed the “brightest” doctor in the country, he
daily justified his claim to the talents attributed to him by the
popular voice. He was an observer, even a Lghilosopher, and
to be bright was so natural to him, and (as the popular voice
said) came so easily, that he never aimed at mere effect, and
had none of the little tricks and pretensions of second-rate
reputations. It must be confessed that fortune had favored
him, and that he had found the path to prosperity very soft to
his tread. He had married, at the age of twenty-seven, for
love, a very charming girl, Miss Catherine Harrington, of
New York, who, in addition to her charms, had brought him
- a solid dowry. Mrs. Sloper was amiable, graceful, accom-
plished, elegant, and in 1820 she had been one of the
pretty girls of the small but promising capital which clustered
about the Battery and overlooked the Bay, and of which the
uppermost boundary was indicated by the grassy waysides of
Canal Street. Even at the age of twenty-seven Austin Sloper
had made his mark sufficiently to mitigate the anomaly of his
having been chosen among a dozen suitors by a young
woman of high fashion, who had ten thousand dollars of in-
come and the most charming eyes in the island of Manhattan.
These eyes, and some of their accompaniments, were for
about five years a source of extreme satisfaction to the young
physician, who was both a devoted and a very happy hus-
band.

The fact of his having married a rich woman made no dif-
ference in the line he had traced for himself, and he cultivated
his profession with as definite a purpose as if he still had no
other resources than his fraction of the modest patrimony
which, on his father’s death, he had shared with his brothers -
and sisters. This purpose had not been preponderantly to
make money—it had been rather to learn something and to
do something. To learn something interesting, and to do
something useful—this was, roughly speaking, the pro-
gramme he had sketched, and of which the accident of his
wife having an income appeared to him in no degree to mod-
ify the validity. He was fond of his practice, and of exercising
a skill of which he was agreeably conscious, and it was so
patent a truth that if he were not a doctor there was nothing
else he could be, that a doctor he persisted in being, in the
best possible conditions. Of course his easy domestic situation
* saved him a good deal of drudgery, and his wife’s affiliation to
the “best people” brought him a good many of those patients
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whose symptoms are, if not*more interesting in themselves
than those of the lower orders, at least more consistently dis-
. played. He desired experience, and in the course of twenty
E;Is he got a great deal. It must be added that it came to

im in some forms which, whatever might have been their in-
trinsic value, made it the reverse of welcome. His first child,
a little boy of extraordinary promise, as the Doctor, who was’
not addicted to easy enthusiasm, firmly believed, died at
three years of age, in spite of everything that the mother’s
tenderness and the father’s science could invent to save him.
Two years later Mrs. Sloper gave birth to a second infant—an
infant of a sex which rendered the poor child, to the Doctor’s,
sense, an inadequate substitute for his lamented first-born, of
whom he had promised himself to make an admirable man.
The little girl was a disappointment; but this was not the
worst. A week after her birth the young mother, who, as the
phrase is, had been doing well, suddenly betrayed alarming
symptoms, and before another week had elapsed Austin Slo-
per was a widower.

. For a man whose trade was to keep peo(})le alive he had
certainly done poorly in his own family; and a bright doctor
who within three years loses his wife and his little boy should
perhaps be prepared to see either his skill or his affection im-
pugned. Our friend, however, escaped criticism; that is, he
escaped all criticism but his own, which was much the most
competent and most formidable. He walked under the weight
_of this very private censure for the rest of his days, and bore ,
forever the scars of a castigation to which the strongest hand
- he knew had treated him on the night that followed his wife’s
- death. The world, which, as I have said, appreciated him, pit-
ied him too much to be ironical; his misfortune made him
more interesting, and even helped him to be the fashion. It
was observed that even medical families cannot escape the
more insidious forms of disease, and that, after all, Doctor
Sloper had lost other patients besides the two I have men-
tioned; which constituted an hdnorable precedent. His little
girl rémained to him; and though she was not what he had
desired, he proposed to himself to make the best of her. He
had on hand a stock of unexpended authority, by which the
child, in its early years, profited largely. She had been named,
as a matter of course, after her poor mother, and even in her
most diminutive babyhood the Doctor never called her any-
tbmg but Catherine. She grew up a very robust and healthy
~ child, and her father, as he looked at her, often said to him-

self that, such as she was, he at least need have no fear of los- «
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ing her. I say “such as she was,” because to tell the truth—
- But this is a truth of which I will defer the telling.

11

When the child was about ten years old, he invited his sister,
Mrs. Penniman, to come and stay with him. The Miss Slopers
had been but two in number, and both of them had married
early in life. The younger, Mrs. Almond by name, was the
wife of a’ prosperous merchant and the mother of a blooming
- family. She bloomed herself, indeed, and was a comely, com-
fortable, reasonable woman, and a favorite with her clever
_brother, who, in the matter of women, even when tgey were
nearly related to him, was a man of distinct preferences.. He .
preferred Mrs. Almond to his sister Lavinia, who had married
a poor clergyman, of a sickly constitution and a flowery style
of eloquence, and then, at the age of thirty-three, had been
left ‘'a widow—without children, without fortune—with noth-
ing but the memory of Mr. Penniman’s flowers of speech, a
certain vague aroma of which hovered about her own conver-
sation. Nevertheless, he had offered her a home-under his
own roof, which Lavinia accepted with the alacrity of a
woman who had spent the ten years of her married life in the
town of Poughkeepsie. The Doctor had not proposed to Mrs.
Penniman to come and live with him indefinitely; he had sug-
gested that she should make an asylum of his house whi
she looked about for unfurnished lodgings. It is uncertain
~whether Mrs. Penniman ever instituted a search for unfur-
- nished lodgings, but it is beyond dispute that she never found
them. She settled herself with her brother and never went
away, and, when Catherine was twenty years old, her Aunt
Lavinia was still one of the most striking features of her im-
mediate enfourage. Mrs. Penniman’s own account of the mat-
ter was that she had remained to take charge of her niece’s
. education. She had given this account, at least, to every one
. but the Doctor, who never asked for explanations which he
could entertain himself any day with inventing. Mrs. Penni-
man, moreover, though she had a good deal of a certain sort
- of artificial assurance, shrunk, for indefinable reasons, from
presenting herself to her brother as a fountain of instruction.”
She had not a high sense of humor, but she had enough to
- prevent her from making this mistake; and her brother, on his
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side, -had enough to excuse her, in her situation, for laying -

him under contribution during a considerable part of a life-
- time. He therefore assented tacitly to the proposition which
Mrs. Penniman had tacitly laid down, that it was of impor-
tance that the poor motherless girl should have a brilliant
woman near her. His assent could only be tacit, for he had
never been dazzled by his sister’s intellectual lustre. Save
when he fell in love with Catherine Harrington, he had never
been dazzled, indeed, by any feminine characteristics what-
ever; and though he was to a certain extent what is called a
ladies’ doctor, his private opinion of the more complicated sex
was not exalted. He regarded its complications as more curi-
ous than edifying, and he had an idea of the beauty of
reason, which was, on the whole, meagrely gratified by what
he observed in his female patients. His wife had been a rea-
sonable woman, but she was a bright exception; among sev-
eral things that he was sure of, this was perhaps the princi-
pal. Such a conviction, of course, did little either to mitigate
-or to abbreviate his widowhood; and it set a limit to his rec-
ognition, at the best, of Catherine’s possibilities and of Mrs.
Penniman’s ministrations. He nevertheless, at the end of six
months, accepted his sister's permanent presence as an
accomplished fact, and as Catherine grew older, perceived
that there were in effect good reasons why she should have a
companion of her own imperfect sex. He was extremely polite
to Lavinia, scrupulously, formally polite; and she had never
seen him in anger but once in her life, when he lost his tem-
r in a theological discussion with her late husband. With
er he never discussed theology, nor, indeed, discussed any-.
thin%; he contented himself with making known, very dis-
tinctly, in the form of a lucid ultimatum, his wishes with
regard to Catherine. ' .
Once, when the girl was about twelve years old, he had

. said to her—

“Try and make a clever woman of her, Lavinia; I should
like her to be a clever woman.” ]

Mrs. Penniman, at this, looked thoughtful a moment. “My
dear Austin,” she then inquired, “do you think it is better to
be clever than to be good?” -

“Good for what?” asked the Doctor. “You are good for
nothing unless you are clever.”

From this assertion Mrs. Penniman saw no reason to dis-
sent; she possibly reflected that her own great use in the
world was owing to her aptitude for many things.

“Of course 1 wish Catherine to be good,” the Doctor said
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next day; “but she wont be any the less virtuous for not
being a fool. I am not afraid of her being wicked; she will
never have the salt of malice in her character. She is ‘as good
- as good bread,” as the French say; but six years hence I don’t
want to have to compare her to good bread-and-butter.”

“Are you afraid she will be insipid? My dear brother, it is I
who supply the butter; so you needn’t fear!” said Mrs. Penni-
man, who had taken in hand the child’s “accomplishments,”
overlooking her at the piano, where Catherine displayed a
certain talent, and going with her to the dancing-class, where
it must be confessed that she made but a modest figure.

Mrs. Penniman was a tall, thin, fair, rather faded woman,
with a perfectly amiable disposition, a high standard of gen-
tility, a taste for light literature, and a certain foolish indirect-
ness and obliquity of character. She was romantic; she was
sentimental; she had a passion for little secrets and mysteries
—a very innocent passion, for her secrets had hitherto always
“been as unpractical as addled eggs. She was not absolutely
veracious; but this defect was of no great consequence, for
she had never had anything to conceal. She would have liked
to have a lover, and to correspond with him under an as-
sumed name, in letters left at a shop. I am bound to say that
her imagination never carried the intimacy further than-this.
.Mrs. Penniman had never had a lover, but her brother, who
was very shrewd, understood her turn of mind. “When Cath-
erine is about seventeen,” he said to himself, “Lavinia will try
and persuade her that some young man with a mustache is in
love with her. It will be quite untrue; no young man, with a
mustache or without, will ever be in love with Catherine. But
Lavinia will take it up, and talk to her about it; perhaps,
even, if her taste for clandestine operations doesn’t prevail
with her, she will talk to me about it. Catherine won’t see it,
and won't believe it, fortunately for her peace of mind; poor
Catherine isn’t romantic.”

She was a healthy, well-grown child, without a trace of her
mother’s beauty. She was not ugly; she had simply a plain,
dull, gentle countenance. The most that had ever been said
for her was that she had a “nice” face; and, though she was
an heiress, no one had ever thought of regarding her as a
belle. Her father’s opinion of her moral purity was abun-
dantly justified; she was excellently, imperturbably good;
affectionate, docile, obedient, and much addicted to speaking
the truth. In her younger years she was a good deal of a
romp, and, though it is an awkward confession to make about
one’s ‘heroine, I must add that she was something of a glut-
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ton. She never, that I know of, stole raisins out of the pantry;
‘but she devoted her pocket-money to the purchase of cream- -
-cakes. As regards this, however, a critical attitude would be
inconsistent with a candid reference to the early annals of
any biographer. Catherine was decidedly not clever; she was
not quick with her book, nor, indeed, with anything else. She.
was not abnormally deficient, and she mustered leamning
enough to acquit herself respectably in conversation with her
contemporaries—among whom it must be avowed, however,
that she occupied a secondary place. It is well known that in
New York it is possible for a young girl to occupy a primary
one. Catherine, who was extremely modest, had no desire to

shine, and on most social occasions, as they-are called, you
would have found her lurking in the background. She was ex-
tremely fond of her father, and very much afraid of him; she
thought him the cleverest and handsomest and most cele-
brated of men. The poor girl found her account so completely
in the exercise of her affections that the little tremor of fear
that mixed itself with her filial passion gave the thing an
extra relish rather than blunted its edge. Her deepest desire
was to please him, and her conception of happiness was to
know that she had succeeded in pleasing him. She had never
succeeded beyond a certain point. Though, on the whole, he
was very kind to her, she was perfectly aware of. this, and to
go beyond the point in question seemed to her really some-
" thing to live for. What she could not know, of course, was
‘that she disappointed him, though on three or four occasions
the Doctor had been almost frank about it. She grew. up
peacefully and prosperously; but at the age of eighteen Mrs.
Penniman had not made a clever woman of her. Doctor Slo-
per would have liked to be proud of his daughter; but there
was nothing to be proud of in poor Catherine. There was
nothing, of course, to be ashamed of; but this was not enough
~ for the Doctor, who was a proud man, and would have en-
joyed being able to think of his daughter as an unusual girl.,
‘There would have been a fitness in her being pretty and
graceful, intelligent and distinguished—for her mother had -
been the most charming woman of her little day—and as re-
gards her father, of course he knew his own value. He had
moments of irritation at having produced a commonplace
child, and he even went so far at times as to take a certain
satisfaction in the thought that his wife had not lived to find
her out. He was naturally slow in making this discovery him-
self, and it was not till Catherine had become a young lady
grown that he regarded the matter as settled. He gave her
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the benefit of a great many doubts; he was in no haste to con-
“clude. Mrs. Penniman frequently assured him that his daugh--
ter had a delightful nature; but he knew how to interpret this
assurance. It meant, to his sense, that Catherine was not wise
enough to discover that her aunt was a goose—a limitation of
mind that could not fail to be agreeable to Mrs. Penniman.
Both she and her brother, however, exaggerated the youn
girls limitations; for Catherine, though she was very fond o
her aunt, and conscious of the gratitude she owed her, re-
garded her without a particle of that gentle dread which gave
its stamp to her admiration of her father. To her mind there
~was nothing of the infinite about Mrs. Penniman; Catherine
saw her all at once, as it were, and was not dazzled by the
apparition; whereas her father’s great faculties seemed, as
they stretched away, to lose themselves in a sort of luminous
vagueness, which indicated, not that they stopped, but that
Catherine’s own mind ceased to follow them.

It must not be supposed that Doctor Sloper visited his dis-
appointment upon the poor girl, or ever let her suspect that
she had played him a trick. On the contrary, for fear of being
unjust to her, he did his duty with exemplary zeal, and recog-
nized that she was a faithful and affectionate child. Besides,
he was a philosopher, he smoked a good many cigars over his
disappointment, and in the fulness of time he got used to it.
He satisfied himself that he had expected nothing, though, in-
deed, with a certain oddity of reasoning. “I expect nothing,”
he said to himself; “so that, if she gives me a surprise, it will
be all clear gain. If she doesn’, it will be no loss.” This was
about the time Catherine had reached her eighteenth year; so
that it will be seen her father had not been precipitate. At
this time she seemed not only incapable of giving surprises; it
was almost a question whether she could have received one—
she was so quiet and irresponsive. People who expressed
themselves roughly called her stolid. But sﬁe was irresponsive
because she was shy, uncomfortably, painfully shy. This was
not always understood, and she sometimes produced an im-"

pression of insensibility. In reality, she was the softest crea-
ture in the world.
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As a child she had promised to be tall; but when she was six-
teen she ceased to grow, and her stature, like most other
Eoints in her composition, was not unusual. She was strong,
however, and properly made, and, fortunately, her health was
excellent. It has been noted that the Doctor was a philoso-
pher, but I would not have answered for his philosophy if the
poor girl had proved a sickly and suffering person. Her ap-
pearance of health constituted her principal claim to beauty;
and her clear, fresh complexion, in which white and red were
very equally distributed, was, indeed, an excellent thing to
see. Her eye was small and quiet, her features were rather
thick, her tresses brown and smooth. A dull, plain girl she
was called by rigorous critics—a quiet, lady-like %irl, by those
of the more imaginative sort; but by neither class was she
very elaborately discussed. When it had been duly impressed
upon her that she was a young lady—it was a good while be-
fore she could believe it—she suddenly developed a lively
taste for dress: a lively taste is quite the expression to use. I
feel as if I ought to write it very small, her judgment in this
matter was by no means infallible; it was liable to confusions .
and embarrassments. Her great indulgence of it was really
the desire of a rather inarticulate nature to manifest itself; she
'sought to be eloquent in her garments, and to make up for
her diffidence of speech by a fine frankness of costume. But if

she expressed herself in her clothes, it is certain that people -

were not to blame for not thinking her a witty person. It must
be added that, though she had the expectation of a fortune—
Doctor Sloper for a long time had been making twenty thou-
sand dollars a year by his profession, and laying aside the
half of it—the amount of money at her disposal was not
greater than the allowance made to many poorer girls. In
those days, in New York, there were still a few altar-fires
flickering in the temple of Republican simplicity, and Doctor
Sloper would have been glad to see his daughter present her-
self, with a classic grace, as a priestess of this mild faith. It -
made him fairly grimace, in private, to think that a child of

his should be both ugly and overdressed. For himself, he was -

fond of the good things of life, and he made a considerable
‘use of them; but he had a dread of vulgarity, and even a
theory that it was increasing in the society that surrounded
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him. Moreover, the standard of luxury in the United States
thirty years ago was carried by no means so high as at pres-
ent, and Catherine’s clever father took the old-fashioned view
of the education of young persons. He had no particular
- theory on the subject; it had scarcely as yet become a neces-
sity of self-defence to have a collection of theories. It simply
appeared to him proper and reasonable that a well-bred
young woman should not carry half her fortune on her back.
Catherine’s back was a broad one, and would have carried a
good deal; but to the weight of the paternal displeasure she
never ventured to expose it, and our heroine was twenty
years old before she treated herself, for evening wear, to a
red satin gown trimmed with gold fringe; though this was an
article which, for many years, she had coveted in secret. It
made her look, when she sported it, like a woman of thirty;
but oddly enough, in spite of her taste for fine clothes, she
had not a grain of coquetry, and her anxiety when she put
them on was as to whether they, and not she, would look
well. It is a point on which history has not been explicit, but
the assumption is warrantable; it was in the royal raiment just
mentioned that she presented herself at a little entertainment
given by her aunt, Mrs. Almond. The girl was at this time in
her twenty-first year, and Mrs. Almond’s party was the begin-
ning of something very important.

Some three or four years before this, Doctor Sloper had
- moved his household gods up town, as they say in New York.
He had been living ever since his marriage in an edifice of
red brick, with granite copings and an enormous fan-light
over the door, standing in a street within five minutes” walk
of the City Hall, which saw its best days (from the social
point of view) about 1820. After this, the tide of fashion
began to set steadily northward, as, indeed, in New York,
* thanks to the narrow channel in which it flows, it is obliged
to do, and the great hum of traffic rolled farther to the right
and left of Broadway. By the time the Doctor changed his
residence, the murmur of trade had become a mighty uproar,
which was music in the ears of all good citizens interested in
the commercial development, as they delighted to call it, of
their fortunate isle. Doctor Sloper’s interest in this phenome-
non was only indirect—though, seeing that, as the years went
on, half his patients came to be overworked men of business,
it might have been more immediate—and when most of his
neighbors’ dwellings (also omamented with granite copings
and large fan-lights) had been converted into offices, ware-
houses, and shipping agencies, and otherwise applied to the



