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Anson Warley had had his moments of being a rather remarkable
man; but they were only intermittent; they recurred at
ever-lengthening intervals; and between times he was a small poor
creature, chattering with cold inside, in spite of his agreeable
and even distinguished exterior.

He had always been perfectly aware of these two sides of himself
(which, even in the privacy of his own mind, he contemptuously
refused to dub a dual personality); and as the rather remarkable
man could take fairly good care of himself, most of Warley's
attention was devoted to ministering to the poor wretch who took
longer and longer turns at bearing his name, and was more and more
insistent in accepting the invitations which New York, for over
thirty years, had tirelessly poured out on him. It was in the
interest of this lonely fidgety unemployed self that Warley, in his
younger days, had frequented the gaudiest restaurants and the most
glittering Palace Hotels of two hemispheres, subscribed to the most
advanced literary and artistic reviews, bought the pictures of the
young painters who were being the most vehemently discussed, missed
few of the showiest first nights in New York, London or Paris,
sought the company of the men and women—especially the
women—most conspicuous in fashion, scandal, or any other form
of social notoriety, and thus tried to warm the shivering soul
within him at all the passing bonfires of success.

The original Anson Warley had begun by staying at home in his
little flat, with his books and his thoughts, when the other poor
creature went forth; but gradually—he hardly knew when or
how—he had slipped into the way of going too, till finally he
made the bitter discovery that he and the creature had become one,
except on the increasingly rare occasions when, detaching himself
from all casual contingencies, he mounted to the lofty water-shed
which fed the sources of his scorn. The view from there was vast
and glorious, the air was icy but exhilarating; but soon he began
to find the place too lonely, and too difficult to get to,
especially as the lesser Anson not only refused to go up with him
but began to sneer, at first ever so faintly, then with increasing
insolence, at this affectation of a taste for heights.

"What's the use of scrambling up there, anyhow? I could
understand it if you brought down anything worth while—a poem
or a picture of your own. But just climbing and staring: what does
it lead to? Fellows with the creative gift have got to have their
occasional Sinais; I can see that. But for a mere looker-on like
you, isn't that sort of thing rather a pose? You talk awfully
well—brilliantly, even (oh, my dear fellow, no false modesty
between you and ME, please!) But who the devil is there to listen
to you, up there among the glaciers? And sometimes, when you come
down, I notice that you're rather—well, heavy and
tongue-tied. Look out, or they'll stop asking us to dine! And
sitting at home every evening—brr! Look here, by the way; if
you've got nothing better for tonight, come along with me to
Chrissy Torrance's—or the Bob Briggses'—or Princess
Kate's; anywhere where there's lots of racket and sparkle, places
that people go to in Rollses, and that are smart and hot and
overcrowded, and you have to pay a lot—in one way or
another—to get in."

Once and again, it is true, Warley still dodged his double and
slipped off on a tour to remote uncomfortable places, where there
were churches or pictures to be seen, or shut himself up at home
for a good bout of reading, or just, in sheer disgust at his
companion's platitude, spent an evening with people who were doing
or thinking real things. This happened seldomer than of old,
however, and more clandestinely; so that at last he used to sneak
away to spend two or three days with an archaeologically-minded
friend, or an evening with a quiet scholar, as furtively as if he
were stealing to a lover's tryst; which, as lovers' trysts were now
always kept in the limelight, was after all a fair exchange. But he
always felt rather apologetic to the other Warley about these
escapades—and, if the truth were known, rather bored and
restless before they were over. And in the back of his mind there
lurked an increasing dread of missing something hot and noisy and
overcrowded when he went off to one of his mountain-tops. "After
all, that high-brow business has been awfully overdone—now
hasn't it?" the little Warley would insinuate, rummaging for his
pearl studs, and consulting his flat evening watch as nervously as
if it were a railway time-table. "If only we haven't missed
something really jolly by all this backing and filling..."

"Oh, you poor creature, you! Always afraid of being left out,
aren't you? Well—just for once, to humour you, and because I
happen to be feeling rather stale myself. But only to think of a
sane man's wanting to go to places just because they're hot and
smart and overcrowded!" And off they would dash together.
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