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    With the shimmer of far prospect and the insistence of inner desire, Romance Island explores how the longing for enchantment presses against the limits of ordinary life, asking whether the heart’s imagined ideal can withstand the world’s contingencies and, in turn, whether the world can be remade by the courage of that ideal.

Romance Island is a novel by the American author Zona Gale, written in the early twentieth century, a period when popular fiction often blended courtship, adventure, and reflective sentiment. Known later for her incisive portrayals of Midwestern life, Gale here turns to a more outward-looking mode that still bears the stamp of her attentive, humane intelligence. The book belongs to the broad tradition of romantic narrative—grounded in character and feeling rather than strict realism—situating itself within a literary moment that prized both escapist vision and moral inquiry. Its publication context aligns it with the era’s curiosity about distant places and inward transformations.

Readers can expect a poised, melodious prose style and a narrative cadence that favors gradual revelation over shock. The atmosphere is one of wonder and civility, with touches of humor and a persistent tenderness for human foibles. Gale’s voice is inviting rather than grandiose, drawing attention to the play of manners, the electricity of first impressions, and the small inflections by which affection and trust grow. The experience the book offers is less a breathless chase than a steady unfolding: scenic, reflective, and attuned to the subtle crossings of hope and experience that define the romantic imagination.

While avoiding the turns and resolutions that give the book its particular charm, it is safe to say that the story pivots on encounters in a place imagined as apart from the everyday—a space where conventions feel newly visible and therefore open to question. The very title signals Gale’s interest in the island as an idea: a bounded world that clarifies values by isolating them. Within that frame, strangers meet, expectations are tested, and the social scripts that ordinarily govern courtship and loyalty become material for gentle challenge. The premise serves as a proving ground for affection, candor, and choice.

At its heart, the novel meditates on idealism and pragmatism in matters of love, and on the responsibilities that accompany both. It considers how communities—however provisional—shape identity, and how individuals negotiate between personal longing and shared obligation. The motif of apartness invites reflection on belonging: who is welcomed, on what terms, and how trust is earned. Gale’s sensitivity to tone and gesture allows these questions to surface without didacticism. The book’s romantic current is thus braided with inquiries into sincerity, self-knowledge, and the courage to act honorably when sentiment alone will not suffice.

Contemporary readers may find the book’s preoccupation with escape newly resonant. In a world saturated with distraction, the desire for a clearing—an island of attention—feels pressing, and Gale’s narrative weighs the uses and limits of such retreats. The novel suggests that imagination is not an evasion but a faculty of re-seeing, a way to test values before bringing them back into daily practice. Its emotional appeal lies in the sweetness of discovery; its intellectual appeal, in the temperate, probing way it asks what kind of love is worth pursuing and what one must risk to recognize it.

Approached on these terms, Romance Island offers a graceful crossing between charm and thoughtfulness. It will suit readers who enjoy early twentieth-century fiction that prizes character over spectacle, atmosphere over sensation, and moral curiosity over cynicism. As an early work by Zona Gale, it also illuminates a writer expanding her range—marrying a keen social ear to a taste for the evocative and the abroad. The result is a novel that feels at once soothing and alert, hospitable to wonder yet grounded in humane scrutiny, and thus enduring in its invitation to read with both heart and mind.
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    In a bustling American city, a young newspaper reporter stumbles upon an enigmatic item: a photograph and a message that hint at a distant, little-known island kingdom. The fragment carries a symbol that seems to promise adventure while concealing its purpose. Drawn by professional curiosity and a private hunger for something larger than routine, he follows the thread. The newsroom’s clatter, deadlines, and skeptical colleagues frame his decision to investigate. Soon a whispered invitation arrives, bearing instructions that suggest both urgency and discretion. What begins as a human-interest lead slowly reveals itself as a summons into a realm where history and rumor overlap.

The reporter meets an affluent patron, several spirited companions, and a courteous stranger who claims to come from the hidden kingdom. Each offers part of a puzzle: a lost heir, a ceremonial date that approaches, and a struggle for rightful authority. Their accounts imply that the island, isolated yet watchful, has long balanced reverence for tradition with careful restraint. Meanwhile, a rival group appears to shadow the investigation, hinting at competing ambitions that reach beyond mere curiosity. After a series of guarded interviews and quiet preparations, the reporter accepts passage across the ocean, committing himself to a journey whose implications he only partly understands.

The voyage introduces a makeshift fellowship: a quick-witted friend, a steady servant, and two islanders who serve as navigators and guides. On deck, they trade stories of cities and seas while signals flicker across the water, suggesting they are not alone. The crossing feels like a threshold, with fogs that blur horizon from sky and nights that magnify the weight of decision. Along the way, practical questions contend with chivalric impulses: What does one owe a distant people? Where does journalism end and responsibility begin? The ship presses on, following a route known to few, toward waters said to veil a hidden harbor.

Landfall brings a steep coast, tiered streets, and terraces of light overlooking an interior of gardens and halls. The island’s life appears both modern and ceremonial: messengers and telegraphs alongside processions, ancient inscriptions beside clean engineering. The local attire reflects a blended past, and public squares are set for an approaching festival with banners, lamps, and instruments. Officials receive the visitors with measured courtesy, guiding them through civic centers and archives. The reporter learns of a sovereign line endangered by absence and by design. A public rite, already planned, will confirm authority—if order holds. The island’s balance now depends on what truth can be proven.

Days of inquiry follow, during which the visitors study records, tour markets, and consult elders who speak in guarded tones. They discover traces of a factional dispute: one side tied to long-standing customs, another attracted to shortcuts that promise efficiency and control. Hints surface of a sheltered figure at the story’s heart, whose safety is linked to the ceremony’s outcome. Coded notes, discarded seals, and misdirected couriers suggest a quiet contest unfolding across streets and corridors. While the island maintains a public calm, its private rooms tell a different tale. The reporter’s task shifts from observation to discretion, from curiosity to care.

The turning point arrives with a sudden attempt—swiftly conceived and narrowly averted—that tests loyalties and clarifies intentions. A hurried flight through colonnades and cliff paths reveals who will risk themselves when watchful eyes close. The visitors confront misdirection, double pledges, and a chain of obligations binding islanders to duty and to one another. In the chase’s wake, an ambivalent ally reveals unexpected motives. The central figure’s integrity steadies the group, even as danger sharpens. Without disclosing decisive outcomes, the episode reorders alliances and brings the stakes into focus: the ceremony will proceed, but the contest for its meaning is now unmistakable.

Plans and counterplans follow. The travelers, counseled by officials and common citizens alike, weigh intervention against restraint. They gather fragments of evidence and search for a method that upholds the island’s laws while protecting its vulnerable. Humor and warmth temper the tension—meals shared, local idioms traded—yet the sense of countdown persists. The public rite, part coronation, part covenant, nears. The opposition tightens its net with legal pretexts and theatrical gestures designed to sway spectators. The visitors place their trust in clarity and timing, knowing that persuasion may matter as much as force, and that the island’s future will turn on what is seen and believed.

The ceremony draws crowds into a wide avenue and a great hall, where music and banners set a stately frame. In rapid sequence, competing claims surface, identities resolve, and a suppressed document reaches the light. The reporter confronts the choice that has shadowed him from the start: to remain an observer or to act on what he has learned. The ensuing moments—swift, public, and consequential—decide the island’s near course. To preserve the experience for new readers, the exact resolution is withheld here. It is enough to note that the pivotal actions arise from a mix of courage, candid speech, and fidelity to pledged word.

Afterward, the island regains its poise, though not without leaving marks on those who moved within its mystery. Farewells unfold at the harbor and in quiet rooms, with gratitude expressed more by gestures than by speeches. The reporter measures the distance between daily headlines and the subtler currents of allegiance that hold a community together. Whether he departs or remains is best discovered in the text. The book’s message endures: romance, in the sense of imaginative responsibility, can coexist with practical life. The island’s terraces recede, the wake closes, and the reader is left with a sense that wonder and duty may yet align.
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    Romance Island is set in a contemporary milieu for its 1906 publication, moving between the bustling northeastern United States and a fictional Caribbean island-kingdom where a tiny court, a harbor, and a cable office compress global forces into a small space. The time is the steamship era, when regular passenger lines and undersea telegraph cables connected New York to Havana, San Juan, and lesser-known ports within days and hours. It is a world of quick news flashes, tourist itineraries, and opportunistic entrepreneurs. The island setting, though invented, mirrors the political volatility of the Greater Caribbean after 1898, when small polities navigated the pressures of foreign capital, naval presence, and shifting protectorate arrangements.

The Spanish–American War (April–August 1898) transformed the Caribbean political map. Following the explosion of the USS Maine on 15 February 1898, the United States defeated Spain and, by the Treaty of Paris (10 December 1898), acquired Puerto Rico and Guam and annexed the Philippines, while Cuba entered a US military occupation (1898–1902). The Platt Amendment (1901) granted Washington the right to intervene in Cuba and secured Guantánamo Bay. These developments normalized American strategic attention to islands and harbors and encouraged a public appetite for exotic insular narratives. Romance Island reflects this context by staging Americans who assume familiarity and leverage in a small island monarchy, echoing the post-1898 expectation that the Caribbean was within a US sphere.

Theodore Roosevelt’s Caribbean policy shaped the decade most decisively. The Roosevelt Corollary to the Monroe Doctrine (1904) asserted a US police power in the hemisphere to forestall European intervention where chronic wrongdoing threatened debt repayment. In the Venezuela Crisis (1902–1903), a British, German, and Italian naval blockade over debts dramatized the stakes; US mediation helped end it, but the episode validated Roosevelt’s insistence on regional oversight. In the Dominican Republic, Washington established a customs receivership in 1905 to stabilize finances and control revenues. The Second Occupation of Cuba (1906–1909) followed political unrest after contested elections, with US forces restoring order under provisional governor Charles E. Magoon. Simultaneously, the Panama Canal enterprise reoriented trade and naval strategy. After encouraging Panama’s secession from Colombia in November 1903, the United States signed the Hay–Bunau-Varilla Treaty (18 November 1903), securing a 10-mile-wide Canal Zone for $10 million and a $250,000 annuity. Construction began in 1904; Colonel William C. Gorgas’s sanitation campaigns (1905 onward) suppressed yellow fever and malaria, John F. Stevens reorganized works, and Major George W. Goethals assumed command in 1907, leading to completion in 1914. The presence of US gunboats, engineers, customs officials, and investors across the Greater Caribbean created a template for how island politics were imagined: precarious sovereignties watched, tutored, and sometimes overridden by a distant metropolis. Romance Island mirrors these conditions by staging an island court keenly aware of foreign leverage, by introducing American visitors who speak the language of efficiency, order, and reform, and by evoking the implicit threat of intervention that hovers over small ports and palaces in the shadow of big-stick diplomacy.

Mass journalism and yellow press practices in the 1890s and early 1900s conditioned public expectations about islands and crises. The New York Journal under William Randolph Hearst and the New York World under Joseph Pulitzer competed with sensational headlines, vivid illustrations, and telegraphed scoops; coverage of the Maine and Cuba in 1898 exemplified this ethos. By 1901, Guglielmo Marconi’s wireless had begun to relay shipboard news, tightening the news cycle at sea. Zona Gale herself worked as a reporter in Milwaukee and later for the New York World after moving to the city in 1901, before returning to Wisconsin in 1904. Romance Island draws on this press world, satirizing breathless correspondents and the commodification of remote places as news spectacles.

Steamship routes and tropical tourism expanded sharply after 1900. The United Fruit Company launched its Great White Fleet in 1901, running passenger service between US ports and the Caribbean Basin; the Ward Line linked New York and Havana, and the Clyde and Plant lines served Florida and the Bahamas. These routes fed a new leisure class’s appetite for cruises, winter resorts, and spectacle, even as fruit and sugar cargoes underwrote economic dominance. The social geography of decks, ports of call, and cable offices frames Romance Island’s movement of characters. The novel’s Americans arrive as tourists or speculators whose access to schedules, credit, and shipping magnifies their influence in a small island polity that depends on external connections.

The New Woman and the suffrage movement formed a social backdrop to Gale’s career. The National American Woman Suffrage Association (NAWSA) consolidated in 1890, with western states like Wyoming (statehood 1890), Colorado (1893), Utah (1896), and Idaho (1896) enfranchising women early. In Wisconsin, where Gale was born in Portage and educated at the University of Wisconsin, suffragists built momentum that culminated in a statewide referendum in 1912 after an earlier 1911 legislative effort; full federal suffrage arrived with the Nineteenth Amendment (1920). Gale’s experience as a professional woman journalist in New York around 1901–1904 informs Romance Island’s portrayal of competent, mobile female characters navigating male-dominated institutions, including monarchic courts, newsrooms, and commercial ventures.

Imperial governance debates crystallized in the Foraker Act (1900), which created a civil government in Puerto Rico, and in the Insular Cases decided by the US Supreme Court beginning in 1901. In Downes v. Bidwell (1901) and related rulings, the Court held that full constitutional rights did not automatically extend to unincorporated territories. Later clarifications, such as Balzac v. Porto Rico (1922), sustained this doctrine, while the Jones–Shafroth Act (1917) granted US citizenship to Puerto Ricans without statehood. These legal frameworks normalized ambiguous sovereignty for islands under American influence. Romance Island reflects and queries this ambiguity by dramatizing an island monarchy’s entanglement with external legal and financial norms, and by staging contests over who speaks for the island’s public interest.

As social and political critique, the book exposes the paternalism and casual entitlement embedded in early twentieth-century American encounters with small Caribbean polities. It lampoons the feverish press cycle that reduces complex communities to headlines and treats remote harbors as stages for metropolitan ambition. By juxtaposing a fragile island court with tourists, reporters, and would-be reformers, the narrative interrogates the moral pretenses of big-stick diplomacy and commercial tutelage, while revealing class privilege in the ease with which outsiders command ships, credit, and attention. Through resourceful women and skeptical locals, it resists the gendered and racialized hierarchies of the era, pressing readers to weigh autonomy, responsibility, and restraint in a world of asymmetrical power.
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As The Aloha[1] rode gently to her buoy among the crafts in the harbour, St. George longed to proclaim in the megaphone's monstrous parody upon capital letters:

"Cat-boats and house-boats and yawls, look here. You're bound to observe that this is my steam yacht. I own her—do you see? She belongs to me, St. George, who never before owned so much as a piece of rope."

Instead—mindful, perhaps, that "a man should not communicate his own glorie[1q]"—he stepped sedately down to the trim green skiff and was rowed ashore by a boy who, for aught that either knew, might three months before have jostled him at some ill-favoured lunch counter. For in America, dreams of gold—not, alas, golden dreams—do prevalently come true; and of all the butterfly happenings in this pleasant land of larvæ, few are so spectacular as the process by which, without warning, a man is converted from a toiler and bearer of loads to a taker of his bien. However, to none, one must believe, is the changeling such gazing-stock as to himself.

Although countless times, waking and sleeping, St. George had humoured himself in the outworn pastime of dreaming what he would do if he were to inherit a million dollars, his imagination had never marveled its way to the situation's less poignant advantages. Chief among his satisfactions had been that with which he had lately seen his mother—an exquisite woman, looking like the old lace and Roman mosaic pins which she had saved from the wreck of her fortune—set off for Europe in the exceptional company of her brother, Bishop Arthur Touchett[2], gentlest of dignitaries. The bishop, only to look upon whose portrait was a benediction, had at sacrifice of certain of his charities seen St. George through college; and it made the million worth while to his nephew merely to send him to Tübingen to set his soul at rest concerning the date of one of the canonical gospels. Next to the rich delight of planning that voyage, St. George placed the buying of his yacht.

In the dusty, inky office of the New York Evening Sentinel he had been wont three months before to sit at a long green table fitting words about the yachts of others to the dreary music of his typewriter, the while vaguely conscious of a blur of eight telephone bells, and the sound of voices used merely to communicate thought and not to please the ear. In the last three months he had sometimes remembered that black day when from his high window he had looked toward the harbour and glimpsed a trim craft of white and brass slipping to the river's mouth; whereupon he had been seized by such a passion to work hard and earn a white-and-brass craft of his own that the story which he was hurrying for the first edition was quite ruined.

"Good heavens, St. George," Chillingworth, the city editor, had gnarled, "we don't carry wooden type. And nothing else would set up this wooden stuff of yours. Where's some snap? Your first paragraph reads like a recipe. Now put your soul into it, and you've got less than fifteen minutes to do it in."

St. George recalled that his friend Amory, as "one hackneyed in the ways of life," had gravely lifted an eyebrow at him, and the new men had turned different colours at the thought of being addressed like that before the staff; and St. George had recast the story and had received for his diligence a New Jersey assignment which had kept him until midnight. Haunting the homes of the club-women and the common council of that little Jersey town, the trim white-and-brass craft slipping down to the river's mouth had not ceased to lure him. He had found himself estimating the value—in money—of the bric-à-brac of every house, and the self-importance of every alderman, and reflecting that these people, if they liked, might own yachts of white and brass; yet they preferred to crouch among the bric-à-brac and to discourse to him of one another's violations and interferences. By the time that he had reached home that dripping night and had put captions upon the backs of the unexpectant-looking photographs which were his trophies, he was in that state of comparative anarchy to be effected only by imaginative youth and a disagreeable task.

Next day, suddenly as its sun, had come the news which had transformed him from a discontented grappler with social problems to the owner of stocks and bonds and shares in a busy mine and other things soothing to enumerate. The first thing which he had added unto these, after the departure of his mother and the bishop, had been The Aloha, which only that day had slipped to the river's mouth in the view from his old window at the Sentinel office. St. George had the grace to be ashamed to remember how smoothly the social ills had adjusted themselves.

Now they were past, those days of feverish work and unexpected triumph and unaccountable failure; and in the dreariest of them St. George, dreaming wildly, had not dreamed all the unobvious joys which his fortune had brought to him. For although he had accurately painted, for example, the delight of a cruise in a sea-going yacht of his own, yet to step into his dory in the sunset, to watch The Aloha's sides shine in the late light as he was rowed ashore past the lesser crafts in the harbour; to see the man touch his cap and put back to make the yacht trim for the night, and then to turn his own face to his apartment where virtually the entire day-staff of the Evening Sentinel was that night to dine—these were among the pastimes of the lesser angels which his fancy had never compassed.

A glow of firelight greeted St. George as he entered his apartment, and the rooms wore a pleasant air of festivity. A table, with covers for twelve, was spread in the living-room, a fire of cones was tossing on the hearth, the curtains were drawn, and the sideboard was a thing of intimation. Rollo, his man—St. George had easily fallen in all the habits which he had longed to assume—was just closing the little ice-box sunk behind a panel of the wall, and he came forward with dignified deference.

"Everything is ready, Rollo?" St. George asked. "No one has telephoned to beg off?"

"Yes, sir," answered Rollo, "and no, sir."

St. George had sometimes told himself that the man looked like an oval grey stone with a face cut upon it.

"Is the claret warmed?" St. George demanded, handing his hat. "Did the big glasses come for the liqueur—and the little ones will set inside without tipping? Then take the cigars to the den—you'll have to get some cigarettes for Mr. Provin. Keep up the fire. Light the candles in ten minutes. I say, how jolly the table looks."

"Yes, sir," returned Rollo, "an' the candles 'll make a great difference, sir. Candles do give out an air, sir."

One month of service had accustomed St. George to his valet's gift of the Articulate Simplicity[3]. Rollo's thoughts were doubtless contrived in the cuticle and knew no deeper operance; but he always uttered his impressions with, under his mask, an air of keen and seasoned personal observation. In his first interview with St. George, Rollo had said: "I always enjoy being kep' busy, sir. To me, the busy man is a grand sight," and St. George had at once appreciated his possibilities. Rollo was like the fine print in an almanac.

When the candles were burning and the lights had been turned on in the little ochre den where the billiard-table stood, St. George emerged—a well-made figure, his buoyant, clear-cut face accurately bespeaking both health and cleverness. Of a family represented by the gentle old bishop and his own exquisite mother, himself university-bred and fresh from two years' hard, hand-to-hand fighting to earn an honourable livelihood, St. George, of sound body and fine intelligence, had that temper of stability within vast range which goes pleasantly into the mind that meets it. A symbol of this was his prodigious popularity with those who had been his fellow-workers—a test beside which old-world traditions of the urban touchstones are of secondary advantage. It was deeply significant that in spite of the gulf which Chance had digged the day-staff of the Sentinel, all save two or three of which were not of his estate, had with flattering alacrity obeyed his summons to dine. But, as he heard in the hall the voice of Chillingworth, the difficulty of his task for the first time swept over him. It was Chillingworth who had advocated to him the need of wooden type to suit his literary style and who had long ordered and bullied him about; and how was he to play the host to Chillingworth, not to speak of the others, with the news between them of that million?

When the bell rang, St. George somewhat gruffly superseded Rollo.

"I'll go," he said briefly, "and keep out of sight for a few minutes. Get in the bath-room or somewhere, will you?" he added nervously, and opened the door.

At one stroke Chillingworth settled his own position by dominating the situation as he dominated the city room. He chose the best chair and told a good story and found fault with the way the fire burned, all with immediate ease and abandon. Chillingworth's men loved to remember that he had once carried copy. They also understood all the legitimate devices by which he persuaded from them their best effort, yet these devices never failed, and the city room agreed that Chillingworth's fashion of giving an assignment to a new man would force him to write a readable account of his own entertainment in the dark meadows. Largely by personal magnetism he had fought his way upward, and this quality was not less a social gift.

Mr. Toby Amory, who had been on the Eleven with St. George at Harvard, looked along his pipe at his host and smiled, with flattering content, his slow smile. Amory's father had lately had a conspicuous quarter of an hour in Wall Street, as a result of which Amory, instead of taking St. George to the cemetery at Clusium as he had talked, himself drifted to Park Row; and although he now knew considerably less than he had hoped about certain inscriptions, he was supporting himself and two sisters by really brilliant work, so that the balance of his power was creditably maintained. Surely the inscriptions did not suffer, and what then was Amory that he should object? Presently Holt, the middle-aged marine man, and Harding who, since he had lost a lightweight sparring championship, was sporting editor, solemnly entered together and sat down with the social caution of their class. So did Provin, the "elder giant," who gathered news as he breathed and could not intelligibly put six words together. Horace, who would listen to four lines over the telephone and therefrom make a half-column of American newspaper humour or American newspaper tears, came in roaring pacifically and marshaling little Bud, that day in the seventh heaven of his first "beat." Then followed Crass, the feature man, whose interviews were known to the new men as literature, although he was not above publicly admitting that he was not a reporter, but a special writer. Mr. Crass read nothing in the paper that he had not written, and St. George had once prophesied that in old age he would use his scrap-book for a manual of devotions, as Klopstock used his Messiah. With him arrived Carbury, the telegraph editor, and later Benfy, who had a carpet in his office and wrote editorials and who came in evening clothes, thus moving Harding and Holt to instant private conversation. The last to appear was Little Cawthorne who wrote the fiction page and made enchanting limericks about every one on the staff and went about singing one song and behaving, the dramatic man flattered him, like a motif. Little Cawthorne entered backward, wrestling with some wiry matter which, when he had executed a manoeuvre and banged the door, was thrust through the passage in the form of Bennie Todd, the head office boy, affectionately known as Bennietod. Bennietod was in every one's secret, clipped every one's space and knew every one's salary, and he had lately covered a baseball game when the man whose copy he was to carry had, outside the fence, become implicated in allurements. He was greeted with noise, and St. George told him heartily that he was glad he had come.

"He made me," defensively claimed Bennietod; frowning deferentially at Little Cawthorne.

"Hello, St. George," said the latter, "come on back to the office. Crass sits in your place and he wears cravats the colour of goblin's blood. Come back."

"Not he," said Chillingworth, smoking; "the Dead-and-Done-with editor is too keen for that; I won't give him a job. He's ruined. Egg sandwiches will never stimulate him now."

St. George joined in the relieved laugh that followed. They were remembering his young Sing Sing convict who had completed his sentence in time to step in a cab and follow his mother to the grave, where his stepfather refused to have her coffin opened. And St. George, fresh from his Alma Mater, had weighted the winged words of his story with allusions to the tears celestial of Thetis, shed for Achilles, and Creon's grief for Haemon, and the Unnatural Combat of Massinger's father and son; so that Chillingworth had said things in languages that are not dead (albeit a bit Elizabethan) and the composing room had shaken mailed fists.

"Hi, you!" said Little Cawthorne, who was born in the South, "this is a mellow minute. I could wish they came often. This shall be a weekly occurrence—not so, St. George?"

"Cawthorne," Chillingworth warned, "mind your manners, or they'll make you city editor."

A momentary shadow was cast by the appearance of Rollo, who was manifestly a symbol of the world Philistine about which these guests knew more and in which they played a smaller part than any other class of men. But the tray which Rollo bore was his passport. Thereafter, they all trooped to the table, and Chillingworth sat at the head, and from the foot St. George watched the city editor break bread with the familiar nervous gesture with which he was wont to strip off yards of copy-paper and eat it. There was a tacit assumption that he be the conversational sun of the hour, and in fostering this understanding the host took grateful refuge.

"This is shameful," Chillingworth began contentedly. "Every one of you ought to be out on the Boris story."

"What is the Boris story?" asked St. George with interest. But in all talk St. George had a restful, host-like way of playing the rôle of opposite to every one who preferred being heard.

"I'll wager the boy hasn't been reading the papers these three months," Amory opined in his pleasant drawl.

"No," St. George confessed; "no, I haven't. They make me homesick."

"Don't maunder," said Chillingworth in polite criticism. "This is Amory's story, and only about a quarter of the facts yet," he added in a resentful growl. "It's up at the Boris, in West Fifty-ninth Street—you know the apartment house? A Miss Holland, an heiress, living there with her aunt, was attacked and nearly murdered by a mulatto woman. The woman followed her to the elevator and came uncomfortably near stabbing her from the back. The elevator boy was too quick for her. And at the station they couldn't get the woman to say a word; she pretends not to understand or to speak anything they've tried. She's got Amory hypnotized too—he thinks she can't. And when they searched her," went on Chillingworth with enjoyment, "they found her dressed in silk and cloth of gold, and loaded down with all sorts of barbarous ornaments, with almost priceless jewels. Miss Holland claims that she never saw or heard of the woman before. Now, what do you make of it?" he demanded, unconcernedly draining his glass.

"Splendid," cried St. George in unfeigned interest. "I say, splendid. Did you see the woman?" he asked Amory.

Amory nodded.

"Yes," he said, "Andy fixed that for me. But she never said a word. I parlez-voused her, and verstehen-Sied her, and she sighed and turned her head."

"Did you see the heiress?" St. George asked.

"Not I," mourned Amory, "not to talk with, that is. I happened to be hanging up in the hall there the afternoon it occurred;" he modestly explained.

"What luck," St. George commented with genuine envy. "It's a stunning story. Who is Miss Holland?"

"She's lived there for a year or more with her aunt," said Chillingworth. "She is a New Yorker and an heiress and a great beauty—oh, all the properties are there, but they're all we've got. What do you make of it?" he repeated.

St. George did not answer, and every one else did.

"Mistaken identity," said Little Cawthorne. "Do you remember Provin's story of the woman whose maid shot a masseuse whom she took to be her mistress; and the woman forgave the shooting and seemed to have her arrested chiefly because she had mistaken her for a masseuse?"

"Too easy, Cawthorne," said Chillingworth.

"The woman is probably an Italian," said the telegraph editor, "doing one of her Mafia stunts. It's time they left the politicians alone and threw bombs at the bonds that back them."

"Hey, Carbury. Stop writing heads," said Chillingworth.

"Has Miss Holland lived abroad?" asked Crass, the feature man. "Maybe this woman was her nurse or ayah or something who got fond of her charge, and when they took it away years ago, she devoted her life to trying to find it in America. And when she got here she wasn't able to make herself known to her, and rather than let any one else—"
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