

  

    

  




  Author’s Note




  The background to this story of the Symbolists and the Left Bank of Paris in 1893 is correct.




  The descriptions of the Soleil d’Or, Paul Verlaine, Joseph Péladan and Léo Taxil are all accurate. The Marquis de Guaita held strange séances and undermined his health by keeping himself awake night after night with morphine and hashish. He practised astral projection and believed himself haunted by larvae (imperfect apparitions of souls). He became half crazed and died at the age of thirty-six.




  La Goulue fell on hard times. She became a wrestler, a lion-tamer and a servant in a brothel before ending up half rag-picker, half beggar. She lived in a wretched caravan and the only relic of her success was a piece of lace from her exciting Can-Can petticoats. She made it into a curtain ‘which was grey with dust’. She died in 1929.




  
Chapter One 1892




  “Emmeline Nevada Holtz! You will do as I say!”




  There was a little laugh and a girl’s voice answered,




  “Now I know, Mama, that you are annoyed with me, because you call me ‘Emmeline’ only when you are angry!”




  “Very well then – Vada!” was the concession, “although I cannot imagine why your father should have permitted you to use such a ridiculous nickname!”




  “My real names are ridiculous!” Vada replied. “But I had the good sense at the age of two or whatever I was when I first began to talk to shorten one to Vada.”




  “The names we chose for you are very American!”




  “Of course, Mama. Who would want to be anything else?”




  The girl speaking rose to her feet and walked across the elaborate, luxuriously furnished New York drawing room to look out onto Central Park.




  The trees were just beginning to show green and the tulips were brilliant in the flowerbeds.




  “I am happy here with you,” Vada said after a moment. “I have no wish to go to England.”




  “But I want you to go, my dear, and what is more I am determined that you shall do as I say, in this instance if in nothing else!”




  Vada turned from the window to look at her mother. Mrs. Holtz was sitting on a sofa by the fire and her legs were covered with an ermine rug edged with sable.




  A week ago, after their plans had been made to visit England, she had wrenched her back severely whilst descending from her carriage and the doctor had said it was essential that she should remain immobile for at least two months.




  Very attractive with fair hair that was just fading into grey, Mrs. Holtz had been a ‘Southern Belle’ when her husband had married her.




  But her beauty had never equalled that of their only child. Emmeline, or rather ‘Vada’, as she preferred to be called in the home circle, was stunningly beautiful.




  Her mother watched her with an appreciative eye as she crossed the room, her feet making no sound on the thick carpet.




  Reaching the sofa, she knelt down beside her mother.




  Her hair, so fair that it was the colour of spring corn not yet ripened by the sun, was swept back from a perfect oval forehead below which were two very large dark blue eyes, naturally fringed with dark lashes.




  They were, Mrs. Holtz had always averred, inherited from some not too distant Irish ancestor who had crossed the Atlantic to seek freedom and perhaps a fortune in the New World.




  Vada’s eyes certainly seemed to dominate her face, but she had beneath a perfectly curved mouth a strong, determined little chin, which gave her face the character that was lacking in many beautiful women.




  “Let me stay with you, Mama!” she pleaded.




  But, if Vada was determined, her mother was more so. It was Mrs. Holtz who had always been the driving force in the family.




  Her husband might have been one of the richest oil-kings in America who ruled his considerable Empire with an iron hand, but at home he was very much under the thumb of his lovely self-willed wife.




  “No, Vada,” Mrs. Holtz said now. “I have made my plans and I do not intend for them to be interrupted by anything so infuriating as a strained back.”




  “We can go when you are better, Mama. After all, how could I manage in England without you?”




  “Perhaps it is all meant,” Mrs. Holtz said philosophically. “I often feel that you might be more assertive when I am not there. Pretty mothers often tend to eclipse their daughters!”




  Vada laughed.




  “But I like being eclipsed, Mama! Besides, what would I have to say to the Duke without you putting the right words into my mouth?”




  “That is just the whole point, Vada,” her mother said sharply. “You have to stand on your own feet. It is you who are going to marry the Duke. Not me!”




  Vada rose from her knees to sit down on a stool facing the fire.




  The flames glinted with gold lights on her fair hair and her face was very serious as she said quietly, so quietly that her mother had difficulty in hearing,




  “I cannot do it, Mama! I am sorry, but I cannot marry anyone I don’t love!”




  Mrs. Holtz made an exclamation of annoyance.




  “Now really, Vada, it is far too late for you to be thinking of such nonsense! As I told you before, there is no one in America whom you can marry, but no one!”




  There was a hint of mischief in Vada’s eyes that swept away her serious expression.




  “We are a very large country, Mama, and there are an awful lot of men in it.”




  “You know exactly what I mean,” Mrs. Holtz said sharply. “In the Social world in which we live I can think of no young man at this particular moment who is your equal financially.”




  “That is the real answer, Mama,” Vada said. “There are plenty of young men, as you well know, who honour the debutantes’ balls with their presence and who would be prepared to offer for me.”




  “Do you think for one moment that if you accepted one of those callow youths you are speaking about,” Mrs. Holtz asked, “you would ever believe that they were more interested in you than in your millions?”




  Vada was silent and her mother went on in a quieter voice,




  “I have explained to you before, Vada, that it is impossible, quite impossible, ever to separate a person from his or her possessions. How can a man for instance say, ‘would you love me if I was not the President, not the Prince of Wales and not Caruso?’”




  She paused.




  “You will admit it is impossible to think of them without the frame in which you see them, without the trappings with which they are embellished! And it is the same for you.”




  “Are you saying,” Vada asked, “that no man will ever love me for myself?”




  “Of course not!” Mrs. Holtz replied. “You will, I hope, be loved by many people in your life, but, when it comes to marriage, how can you be confident after a few meetings with a man at balls or receptions that he loves you for yourself alone?”




  “You mean that he sees me through a golden haze?” Vada asked.




  “Exactly!” her mother agreed. “It’s a very good simile. You are haloed, encircled, framed with the glamour of being a millionairess – the richest girl in America!”




  There was silence and then Mrs. Holtz said coaxingly,




  “I love you, Vada, and that is why I am trying to do what is best for you now and for the future.”




  “By marrying me to a man I have never seen and whose only interest in me we know to be my riches?” Vada asked and her voice was sarcastic.




  “Exactly!” Mrs. Holtz said positively. “And that is why I have chosen a man who has something to give in return! What have American men got that is better than or even equal to what you can offer them?”




  Vada was silent and after a moment her mother went on,




  “But an English Duke can offer you a position that is superior to any other in the world with the exception of Royalty.”




  “I am only surprised,” Vada said, “that you don’t aspire to a Prince!”




  “I certainly would if there was one available!” Mrs. Holtz retorted. “But real Royalty, if they are worthy of the name, marry someone who is Royal. Others who call themselves Princes, like the Italians, are usually extremely bogus.”




  “I know you have studied the subject very carefully, Mama,” Vada said in a voice that made it sound far from a compliment.




  “I have studied it,” Mrs. Holtz replied, “because I want for my only child the best that the world can give. Although you don’t think so, I want nothing but your happiness.”




  Vada rose from the stool to stand at the end of the sofa.




  “What you are forgetting in all this, Mama,” she said, “are my own feelings. I have a heart and, whilst like other girls of my age I want to be married, I also want to fall in love!”




  Mrs. Holtz sighed.




  “It is only the very young,” she said, “who are so insatiably greedy that they forget to be grateful.”




  “What do you mean by that?” Vada enquired.




  “I mean,” her mother answered, “that you ask too much of life. Nothing is perfect. No one’s existence is without some penalties and some discomforts attached to it.”




  She paused to note that her daughter was listening intently.




  “You have so much you should be grateful for,” she went on. “A happy home, many comforts, great beauty, a huge fortune, and yet you want more! You want the love of an outsider. A man you have not yet seen and a Fairytale romance such as only exists in novelettes.”




  “But that is natural!” Vada asserted. “It must be natural!”




  “What will be natural,” her mother said, “will be for you to fall in love with your husband and he with you after you are married. That is what happens in millions of marriages all over the world.”




  Vada was silent and Mrs. Holtz continued,




  “Marriages are always arranged in France and I understand that they are extremely successful. Marriages have been arranged in England since the Norman Conquest usually because a bride could bring her husband a dowry of land that fitted in with his.”




  “Or money to buy more,” Vada murmured beneath her breath.




  “In the East,” Mrs. Holtz continued, warming to her theme, “the bride and bridegroom never meet until the actual Wedding Ceremony. Everything is arranged by the matchmakers, astrologers and soothsayers and yet in India there is no question of divorce.”




  “Let’s go back to England!” Vada said. “You cannot pretend that there are not many scandals among the aristocracy, because I have read about them.”




  “Then you had no right to do so.” Mrs. Holtz said sharply. “I have always tried to keep the vulgar and sensational newspapers from you.”




  “But there are scandals, are there not?” Vada enquired.




  “If there are scandals, they occur after marriage.” Mrs. Holtz replied. “I am not pretending that there is not a great deal of gossip about the Prince of Wales and his associations with certain beautiful ladies.”




  She paused and added,




  “But he always behaves in a most circumspect manner towards his wife, Princess Alexandra, and officially they are very happy.”




  “Is that the sort of marriage you are suggesting for me?” Vada asked.




  “I am suggesting nothing of the sort.” her mother replied coldly. “If you are clever with your husband, Vada, as I was with your father, it is very unlikely that he will look at another woman.”




  “And if he does?” Vada insisted.




  Mrs. Holtz spread out her white hands, which glittered with several diamond rings.




  “Would you be very much worse off with an English Duke, who strayed from your side, than an American who could leave you nothing but unhappy memories?”




  “You mean being a Duchess and having a coronet on my head should compensate for everything?”




  “It will compensate for a great deal,” Mrs. Holtz answered. “At least you will start your marriage knowing that you will not feel every time your husband is nice to you that he is wondering how soon he can ask you to write a cheque for which you will obtain nothing in return.”




  “It’s all so sordid! So horrible!” Vada exclaimed almost violently.




  “Dearest, do believe that what I am doing is the best for you. There is no happiness here for you in America. Of that I am sure.”




  “I like America – I love America! It’s my country!” Vada declared.




  “And there are no women in the world who transplant better than American women,” Mrs. Holtz answered. “They have an adaptability, Vada, that no other country has managed to achieve.”




  “I don’t wish to be adaptable!” Vada murmured sulkily.




  Mrs. Holtz did not speak and after a moment her daughter went on,




  “I don’t believe that Papa would have wanted me to marry someone from abroad, least of all an English Nobleman!”




  “That is where you are wrong!” Mrs. Holtz replied. “Your father agreed with me, as he always did, that when you were old enough we would have to choose your husband for you.”




  Vada made an impatient gesture but she did not interrupt and her mother continued,




  “Your father knew from the very moment you were born that you were different from other children. That was why you were brought up as you were, quietly in the country, away from newspaper reporters and all the vulgarity and publicity that surrounds the children of other rich men.”




  “Papa was afraid of my being kidnapped!”




  “Of course,” Mrs. Holtz agreed. “Need I say that is why you have never been photographed, Vada? And you have never had your portrait painted.”




  She looked at her daughter for a moment and added a little wistfully,




  “I would have loved to have a big portrait of you looking as you do now or even a sketch by that clever young man whose drawings I admire. What’s his name?”




  “Charles Dana Gibson,” Vada replied automatically.




  “Yes, Gibson,” Mrs. Holtz repeated, “and I really believe that he could do you justice. You are in fact almost a perfect ‘Gibson girl’, as they call his models.”




  She sighed and went on,




  “But your father would never countenance pictures of you appearing in the social journals and certainly not in those sordid ‘rags’ that are sold on street corners.”




  “I believe he fixed the editors of most of the newspapers,” Vada said.




  “Of course he did! Your father could do anything and besides he owned a number of newspapers himself. Anyway lack of publicity is one of the reasons that you have been able to lead a quiet life and why I am determined that you shall not be submitted to the vulgarity that usually attends American debutantes.”




  “I have no wish to go to New York balls or mix with people who don’t want me,” Vada said almost defiantly.




  “They want you all right,” Mrs. Holtz retorted, “but nothing in New York is as impressive, spectacular or has such quality as the functions you will attend in England.”




  “As a – Duchess?”




  “As a Duchess.”




  Vada was silent for a moment and then she said,




  “I have a proposition to make to you, Mama. Let me live an ordinary social life, meeting anyone you choose in New York or any other part of America for just one year. After that, if I meet no one I like and no one I could – love, I will go to England.”




  Mrs. Holtz laughed.




  “Really, Vada. How can you be so naïve? So incredibly foolish as to believe that English Dukes are waiting about until it suits some American heiress to pick them as if they were mushrooms?”




  She laughed again.




  “No, my dear, it is not at all easy to find a Duke. There are only about thirty of them and they have a very good idea of their own consequence!”




  Vada gazed at her mother and Mrs. Holtz went on,




  “If I had not been at school in Florence with the Duke’s mother, you would never have had this opportunity, but our friendship has continued all through the years.”




  She paused.




  “When the Dowager Duchess came to America six years ago, she stayed with us on Long Island. It was then that we talked together, a little guardedly, but nevertheless with perfect understanding of what might happen when you were old enough.”




  “I remember the Duchess,” Vada said. “She was rather awe-inspiring.”




  “She comes from a very old English family,” Mrs. Holtz explained, “and, as her father’s lands, he was a Marquis, marched with those of the Duke of Grantham, it was obviously sensible that the two families should be united in marriage.”




  “Then she must have known the Duke since she was young.” Vada said. “It is quite different travelling to England to marry someone one has never seen.”




  “You will meet each other and you will become engaged,” Mrs. Holtz persisted. “There is no question of a hurried marriage or anything like that.”




  She gave a little sigh of satisfaction.




  “And I promise you, Vada, it will be the most spectacular, the most sensational Wedding America has ever seen.”




  “You really think I would like that?” Vada asked.




  “All sensible girls enjoy their Weddings,” Mrs. Holtz snapped. “It’s the one time in your life when you have no rivals and no equals. You are the bride and the focus of everyone’s attention.”




  “Then, when the Wedding is over, you are left alone with your bridegroom,” Vada said in a somewhat forlorn voice.




  “In your case a bridegroom you can respect, a man you meet on equal terms. If you bring him a large fortune, he brings you a position and title, which none can equal.”




  There was silence in the room and then Vada rose to walk restlessly across to the piano.




  She struck a note, sat down and played the opening bars of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March. Then, closing the piano lid, she rose from the stool to walk across to the window.




  “There is no alternative,” Mrs. Holtz said quietly. “I promise you, Vada, you will be far happier my way than leaving anything to that deceptive, perfidious and often cruel emotion called love.”




  Vada did not turn from the window and after a moment Mrs. Holtz went on in a brisk voice,




  “Everything is arranged and Miss Nancy Sparling has promised to chaperone you, until she actually hands you over to the Duke’s mother.”




  “Nancy Sparling?” Vada asked.




  “Yes, dear. You remember her? She is the Bishop of New York’s sister and a very charming woman. She travels a great deal and I shall not worry in the slightest if you are in her care.”




  “When are we leaving?” Vada asked in a low voice.




  There was a light of triumph in Mrs. Holtz’s eyes, as she realised that her daughter had accepted the inevitable.




  “Next week.”




  “Next week?” Vada repeated, turning from the window. “But that is impossible!”




  “Why?” her mother enquired.




  “Surely I shall have to buy new clothes for one thing?”




  “I have thought of that,” Mrs. Holtz said. “I don’t want the newspapers to learn that you are going to Europe, in which case they might so easily have a suspicion that there is an ulterior motive in your journey. So you will buy all the clothes you will need in Paris.”




  “I am going to Paris?” Vada asked and now there was an interest in her voice that had not been there before.




  “That is what I have planned,” Mrs. Holtz said, “and bitterly disappointed I am that I cannot come with you. Paris in the spring is every American woman’s idea of Heaven!”




  There was a reminiscent smile on her lips before she went on,




  “Fortunately Nancy Sparling knows Paris as well as I do, if not better. She actually lived there for some months and she will therefore, Vada, take you to all the right couturiers. Worth, Doucet, Rouff.”




  “That at least sounds interesting.”




  “I want you to be very smart and very appropriately dressed when you reach England,” Mrs. Holtz continued. “Nowhere in the world can you find such entrancing clothes as in Paris. That, if nothing else, Vada, should make you look forward to the trip.”




  “I will look forward to seeing Paris,” Vada said. “It’s a place I have always longed to visit. You know, Mama, how interested I have been in the new art and in the new thought that always seems to come from the French Capital?”




  “I certainly don’t want you to waste your time on that sort of nonsense!” Mrs. Holtz said sharply. “The English are very conventional and as for art, they have fabulous pictures in every aristocratic home that cannot be equalled by any other country in the world.”




  Vada said nothing.




  There was a light in her eyes that had not been there before.




  “Anyway, a week in Paris should give you plenty of time to buy everything you require,” Mrs. Holtz went on. “Some of the gowns may have to be sent on, but the French are so clever that they can provide a whole trousseau in half the time that any other dressmaker requires for one simple gown.”




  “I want to see Paris in the spring!” Vada said quietly as if to herself.




  “That is exactly what you will see,” Mrs. Holtz answered, “and, Vada, you will behave with great propriety, remembering that your visit to Paris is only a prelude to your appearance in England.”




  She paused to add impressively,




  “I would want you to be not only the most beautiful American Duchess but the most circumspect.”




  “I will try, Mama. But there is one thing I want to say.”




  “What is that?” Mrs. Holtz asked.




  “It is this,” Vada answered. “If the Duke and I really dislike each other, if we feel that there can be no possible bond between us, then whatever anyone may say I shall refuse to marry him.”




  “It is such an unlikely contingency,” Mrs. Holtz said loftily, “that I have no intention of discussing it with you. The Duke is a charming, cultured, exceedingly well bred Englishman. If you meet him in the spirit in which I am quite certain he is prepared to meet you, you will undoubtedly find an affinity together.”




  “I hope so, Mama,” Vada said in a low voice.




  She was about to say more, but a maid entered the room and approached the sofa.




  “The masseuse is here, Mrs. Holtz.”




  “Oh, thank you, Jessie,” Mrs. Holtz answered. “Ask Carlos to bring in the wheelchair to take me to the bedroom.”




  “I’ll do that, Mrs. Holtz,” the maid answered and she went from the room.




  “I am not sending Jessie with you to Europe,” Mrs. Holtz said to Vada as the door closed. “She would not fit in at all well with English servants.”




  “What you mean, Mama, is she is too familiar calling you ‘Mrs. Holtz’ instead of ‘madam’,” Vada said with a smile. “That is American independence!”




  “Something they don’t appreciate in the Old Country,” Mrs. Holtz remarked. “You will therefore take Charity with you.”




  “Oh, good!” Vada exclaimed. “I would rather travel with Charity than anyone else, even though, as you well know, Mama, she is very inclined to nanny me.”




  “She will look after you. That is all that matters,” Mrs. Holtz said. “Charity is the old-fashioned type of servant who knows her place, but at the same time can be relied upon. She has travelled a great deal with me and I will miss her when you are gone. But Charity knows how to behave.”




  “She certainly will not gossip with the other servants as Jessie would,” Vada said. “I would never be surprised, Mama, if Jessie did not sell her life story to one of the more sensational newspapers. Can you imagine how it would read – My Years in the Oil-King’s Palaces or ‘The Secrets of Loftus Holtz’s Family and their Inhibitions’!”




  “Really, Vada,” Mrs. Holtz exclaimed, “that is not funny.”




  “Only because I feel it is very near the truth,” Vada smiled.




  “Your father had a horror of journalists and so have I,” Mrs. Holtz said. “You must be very careful not to let anyone know that you are travelling to Europe or on which ship you are sailing. Your cabins, of course, will be booked simply in the name of Miss Nancy Sparling. No one will have any idea that she is accompanied by the wealthy Emmeline Holtz.”




  Vada laughed before she said,




  “You know, Mama, we have for so many years been afraid of our own shadows and shied away from any possible mention of our name, that now I don’t believe that the words ‘Emmeline Holtz’ would mean anything at all to the great American public!”




  “It would mean a great deal once the newspaper boys got working on it,” Mrs. Holtz said gravely, “and after that, Vada, you would never be able to appear anywhere without drawing a crowd, say anything without it being printed the next morning, buy a new hat or a new pair of shoes without someone speculating that you were going to do something sensational in them!”




  Vada sighed.




  “You are right, Mama. I would hate that.”




  “Then believe that the life your poor Papa mapped out for you was the right one and I am only carrying out his wishes.”




  As if the words moved her, Vada knelt down beside the sofa on which her mother sat and bent forward to kiss her.




  “I love you, Mama! And so I am going to do what you wish and I will travel to Europe to have a look at the Duke.”




  “You will marry him, Vada!” Mrs. Holtz said quietly.




  “I will think about it.” Vada promised.




  Mrs. Holtz rested her hand with a sudden gesture of affection against her daughter’s cheek.




  “You are very lovely, child. It would give me great joy to think of you at the Opening of Parliament, attending a State Ball at Buckingham Palace and curtseying to Queen Victoria wearing three white Prince of Wales’s feathers in your hair.”




  “It all sounds very formal,” Vada said, “and, when I drive away from Buckingham Palace in the three white feathers beside my husband glittering with his decorations, what do I talk to him about?”




  “Now, Vada,” Mrs. Holtz reproved, “those sort of questions only make things difficult for yourself.”




  “But those are the sort of questions that have to be answered sometime, Mama, have they not?”




  “You will find a thousand things to interest you in England,” Mrs. Holtz said enthusiastically, “and a thousand different subjects for conversation.”




  “Which will all be very appropriate except for one.” Vada said.




  “And what is that?” Mrs. Holtz enquired.




  “Love!” Vada replied, “And that, you must admit, Mama, will not come easily to the tongue.”




  There was a silence and Mrs. Holtz touched her daughter’s cheek again.




  “You are being nonsensical, dearest,” she said. “Promise me to go to England. That is all I will ask of you at the moment. Everything else will fall into place like a jigsaw puzzle when you get there. Now go and sort out the things you want to take with you. Not too many! Remember, there is all that deliciously exciting shopping to be done in Paris.”




  “I have not forgotten – Paris,” Vada affirmed.




  She lowered her voice on the last word because the door opened and Jessie came in accompanied by a manservant pushing a wheelchair.




  They lifted Mrs. Holtz very carefully from the sofa into the chair and the manservant pushed her across the room and along the wide corridor that led to her bedroom, which was situated on the same floor.




  It was a very large ugly brown stone house and quite one of the most impressive in New York.




  Vada had always thought it too large for her mother and her requirements after her father’s death.




  He had died two years ago and, after a year’s mourning which they had spent on his various estates scattered all over America, they had come to New York for only two or three months to buy new clothes and to introduce Vada to some of her mother’s friends.




  She had been surprised at the time how very few parties she was permitted to attend and no balls.




  There had been balls and parties for the younger people in the country ever since she could remember, but even when she was fifteen she had noticed how strictly chaperoned she was and how the liberties permitted to other girls of her age were barred where she was concerned.




  When she danced with a young man, she was always returned immediately to her mother’s side.




  There was no question of her going on picnics or even to drive with her girlfriends without there being a chaperone with them. In Vada’s case it was nearly always her mother.




  Her friends were invited to her home, but even there she was seldom left alone with them for any length of time.




  She had the feeling that girlish confidences were frowned upon.




  It did not worry her particularly because there were so many ways in which she could occupy her time.




  She loved reading for one thing and never a day would pass that she did not go riding, accompanied, of course, by a groom and often an older companion chosen by her mother.




  The fact that she was on horseback and on one of the finest breeds was a delight in itself.




  Vada could play the piano extremely well and the best teachers had always been employed by her father to develop this particular talent.




  It somehow struck her as strange that even though her music teacher was an old man, her Governess, or in many instances Charity, always sat in the room during her lessons.




  Vada sometimes felt that it must be boring for them, but at the same time she taught herself to concentrate completely on anything that she was doing and after a time she forgot their presence.




  The same applied to her French and German lessons and the Italian operas she studied under an Italian teacher.




  Her other teachers included Professors in the Classics and one who had a degree in English Literature.




  When these were present, Vada’s Governess, a delightful woman who had taught her her first lessons, was always present.




  Miss Miribelle Channing was a woman whose intelligence and intellect were unusual in an age when women were not supposed to be erudite in any way.




  She taught Vada all she knew herself and then persuaded her father to augment her education with visiting Professors and more qualified teachers.




  “You should have been a boy,” Miss Channing said to Vada once. “You would have been a considerable help to your father.”




  “Why can I not help him now?” Vada asked.




  “Because, dear, women are meant to sit at home and be nice, complacent wives and mothers,” Miss Channing had replied.




  “Supposing they don’t get a husband?” Vada had asked, thinking of her Governess.




  “In which case they can only wish that they had been born a man!” Miss Channing answered.




  Vada had often thought of her words and yet, she told herself, she had no wish to be a man.




  She wanted to be a woman. But she wanted a far wider and more interesting life than the average woman enjoyed.




  It was true that there was talk of feminine emancipation and the young American girls, she had learnt, were allowed far more licence than their mothers had enjoyed.




  Even so, it seemed to Vada that they were very restricted, so much so that the subjects they were interested in and on which they could speak seemed incredibly limited.




  She realised that she was different from the large majority of her contemporaries in that her education had been so extensive.




  Once she had said to Miss Channing,




  “I know I have you to thank for all I have been taught and for all I have been able to learn. Without you I should merely have been painting watercolours or sewing samplers.”




  “Knowledge is a great compensation for the lack of other things,” Miss Channing told her.




  Vada had felt that there was a kind of meaning in her voice, as if she was giving her a message.




  Now, as her mother left the room, Vada sat down on the floor in front of the fire and quite inadvertently Miss Channing’s words came back to her.




  “Knowledge is a great compensation for the lack of other things – ”




  ‘Will knowledge be a compensation for love?’ she asked herself.




  Would knowledge make her feel less envious of women who were loved solely because they were women, not because they were encompassed with money?




  She had never really considered her wealth before.




  But now when she thought of the millions that her father had left her on his death and the millions of dollars accumulating year after year as more and more oil gushed from the wells he owned, she realised that her mother was right when she said that she was not like other girls.
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