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      “Love” is an elastic concept that stretches from heaven to hell and combines in itself good and evil, high and low.


      —    CARL GUSTAV JUNG 
Two Essays on Analytical Psychology 
“The Anxious Young Woman and the Retired Businessman”

      


      Survival of the fittest does not always mean survival of the best . . . it means only the survival of that which is best suited

         to the circumstances, good or bad, in which it is placed—the survival of a savage in a savage social medium, of a rogue among

         rogues, of a parasite where a parasite alone can live.

      


      —   HENRY MAUDSLEY 
Body and Will


   

      PROLOGUE


      New York City


      Autumn 1884 


   

      



      An asylum!” William said. “Is there nothing else we can try? Nothing at all?”

      


      My husband balanced on the edge of his chair. The electric light shone on his high forehead, glinting in the gray threading

         through his dark hair. He was only thirty-five. The aging was due to his profession, he said. Brokering was a hard business.

         But I knew it was not that at all. I knew it was because of me.

      


      “You don’t want surgery.” Dr. Little adjusted his round spectacles. The myriad certificates that dotted the brown toile wallpaper

         framed him nicely, as if deliberately placed to give weight to his earnestness.

      


      “But if you think it’s best . . .” I said.


      Dr. Little turned his mild, thoughtful gaze to me. “An ovariotomy is not always successful. Your husband feels the risk is

         too great.”

      


      “You could die, Lucy,” William said.


      “But there’s the chance it would work.”


      Dr. Little nodded. “Yes, of course. We’ve made great gains with surgery of this type, but I would not be so anxious to try

         it—not when there is another option. Beechwood Grove is an excellent institution, Mrs. Carelton. We’ve had good results with

         hysterics and neurasthenics. A few months of enforced rest may be effective.”

      


      “A few months,” William said in a low voice. “You’ve said six months, at least. It would encompass the entire season. What

         would we tell people?”

      


      Dr. Little shrugged. “Perhaps you could suggest that Mrs. Carelton has taken an extended tour abroad.”


      “Lucy has always hated Europe,” my husband said.


      “Something else, then,” Dr. Little said impatiently.


      William exhaled. “I don’t know. An asylum . . .”


      “A private asylum,” Dr. Little corrected. “You must believe me when I say this is nothing like the horror houses you’ve heard about,

         Mr. Carelton. At Beechwood Grove, all of our patients are from excellent families. We make it as homelike as possible. Mrs.

         Carelton would even be permitted to have many of her own things.”

      


      I looked down, unable to meet the doctor’s gaze. “Perhaps it’s best, William. . . .”


      “No.” He said it so violently that I looked up in surprise. “No. I refuse to believe this is the only way. An asylum, for

         God’s sake. That’s a place for the insane.”

      


      “Mr. Carelton, you came to me for advice; you said you had lost hope. I’m saying there is hope to be found, but it requires

         a great sacrifice on your part—”

      


      “What you’re saying is that Lucy belongs with madmen and criminals,” William said coldly.


      “There are no criminals in Beechwood Grove.”


      “Only madmen.”


      “Madwomen. We do not accept men there.”

      


      “Madwomen, then. You would put my wife with them?”


      Dr. Little looked at William, and I read the meaning in his glance. Your wife is a madwoman. It’s time to acknowledge it. It’s time to send her away. . . . 


      I could not bear to look. I felt the start of tears, and I dug my nails into my palm.


      William got to his feet and pulled me to mine. “I appreciate your time and your advice, Doctor, but the season is just starting—”


      “You may regret this,” Dr. Little said. “Mrs. Carelton has been unable to meet the demands of society before.”


      “This year will be different. We still hope that there will be a child.”


      Dr. Little pressed his hands together. “A child. Mr. Carelton, I’m quite sure Mrs. Carelton could not care for a child. Not

         in her present state.”

      


      “Perhaps a child is just what she needs,” William said hopefully.


      “A good long rest is what she needs. An asylum, with round-the-clock care, is what she needs. I’m sorry, Mr. Carelton, but

         I see no other option for your wife.”

      


      William hesitated, and then he nodded. “Again, we thank you, Doctor. Now we must wish you good day.” His fingers squeezed

         my arm; together we turned and left the doctor’s office. When we were outside, into the growing chill that sharpened the air,

         standing amid the noise of carriages rattling down the street, the constant movement of the city, he turned to me. “Well.”

         He sighed. “I’m sorry to have put you through that, darling.”

      


      I was cold; I could not feel my fingers at all. “He could be right, William.”


      “You would prefer to be locked away?”


      “No, of course not, but—”


      “There must be something else. Another way. Something we’ve overlooked.”


      “Dr. Little says there’s nothing.”


      William ignored me. “Perhaps we should not have returned to the city so quickly. Perhaps . . . a short trip to the country?

         What do you think, Lucy? Do you think they would miss us?”

      


      I did not say what I thought—that our friends would be relieved. “No,” I said, and though I tried to smile, I could not manage

         it. “A trip to the country would be fine.” 

      


   

      PART I


      New York City


      Early January, 1885


   

      Chapter 1


      [image: art]




      The supper had gone splendidly. The gaslight glittered on the gold-rimmed plates and the gold of the palm-adorned epergne that

         held oranges and tiny kumquats and blushing yellow tea roses and greenery spilling over in artful disarray. The conversation

         was sparkling; everyone kept saying so. I wondered if perhaps their words were only talismans against the dark—how could an

         evening be boring when all kept remarking that it was not? Or was it merely that I was the only one who noticed the way the

         gaslight wavered restlessly across the china, as if it could not wait to be gone, as if other voices beckoned it?

      


      “It seems your visit to the country has done you both good,” Millicent Wallace said. She and William traded a quick look,

         and I felt myself grow hot as she reached idly for a pear from the tray.

      


      I spoke quickly. “Yes.”


      “The country is so restful,” William said.


      Thomas Sykes nodded. “For a time. I must admit that after a few days, I find rest anything but restful.”


      William smiled. “The market waits for no man.”


      “It was good of William to take time away,” I said quietly. “Especially for such a long while.”


      “Thomas would have sent me on alone,” Elizabeth Sykes said with a laugh.


      Thomas said, “I’m surprised you could make such a sacrifice of time yourself, William, with things still so unstable after

         last year.”

      


      “William would not hear of me going alone,” I said.


      “How good is your concern, William,” Millie said. “How lucky you are, Lucy.”


      William shoved back his chair suddenly. It was unlike him, graceless and loud. When I glanced up in surprise, I saw his pointed

         gaze, and I realized my hand had gone to my temple. With effort, I forced it to my lap.

      


      There was an uncomfortable silence, a sense of waiting, and I struggled to find words to fill it.


      William said gently, pointedly, “Ladies, I’m sure you’d prefer the parlor to our cigars.”


      They had been waiting for me to signal the end of supper. I was horrified at my lapse, and humiliated. I had forgotten, yet

         it was such a simple thing, something I’d done so many times before.

      


      I stumbled to my feet, jarring the table, sending a kumquat rolling from the centerpiece. “Yes, of course. Shall we have tea?”


      Millicent and Elizabeth followed me to the parlor, with its pale blue walls and heavy gold drapes, to the little gilded table

         and the elaborate crystal decanters upon it—wedding gifts from a faraway cousin. I pretended there was nothing wrong, nothing

         odd about pouring sherry into a glass—only a very small glass, only a small amount of sherry—but I was nervous, and I poured

         too much. It spilled onto the Aubusson carpet, and I blotted the stain into a woven rose with the toe of my shoe, pretending

         not to see it.

      


      I turned and smiled and held up my glass. “Tea? Or something stronger?”


      Millicent stood by the hearth, her skirts brushing the stiff brass feathers of the peacock fire screen, her expression impassive.

         “Tea, I think.”

      


      Elizabeth shook her blond head. Her plain pearl eardrops shivered against her jaw. “No thank you. I doubt I could manage another

         sip.” Then, as I went to ring the bell for Moira, Elizabeth said, “William is doing so well. Thomas speaks of him often.”

      


      “William will be glad to hear that,” I said.


      They both looked at me as if I’d said something strange, and I took a sip of the sherry and wished the warmth of it would

         speed through my veins, though I could hardly taste it.

      


      “Are you not well, Lucy?” Millie asked, narrowing her dark eyes as if studying some particularly intricate tapestry stitch.

         “You seem pale.”

      


      “I’m just a little . . . tired.” The sherry was not helping, and the room seemed at once too small and overwhelming—so many

         things: the faint scents of gas and flowers and the lamb we’d had for supper, mirrors and gilt and those heavy, massive curtains

         closing out the light and the air. . . .

      


      You must not. William will be so angry, I reminded myself.

      


      I got up from the settee, meaning to go to the curtains and pull them aside, but I caught my toe on the delicate table, rocking

         the Chinese urn and the pretty jeweled birdcage and the coils of the gas line that fed the Tiffany lamp.

      


      Millicent rushed to my side as if I’d slipped hard on ice, and she took my arm. Her hands were warm through the figured velvet

         of my sleeve, and I realized how cold I was—but then I was often too cold or too warm now. William said I was like a hothouse

         flower.

      


      “It was nothing,” I said, pushing her away again. “These new shoes . . .”


      She glanced down at them but said nothing, only gave me a look that shamed me. I forgot about the window and went to the bell.


      “Where is the tea?” I asked. I twisted the bell more viciously than I meant. “Where is Moira? She should have been here by

         now—” I twisted the bell again.

      


      “Lucy, I think I won’t have any tea after all,” Millicent said.


      “Where is she?” I twisted the knob once more. When Moira didn’t appear, I went to the doorway and leaned into the hall. “Moira!” My

         voice disappeared into the heaviness of the dark flocked wallpaper, and the deep tapestried curtains that hid the servants’

         stairs at the end of the hall, and the patterned carpets unworn by the footsteps of children, because only one child had ever

         played in this house, only me. “Moira!” I raised my voice, and this time it seemed shrill. “Moira! Where are you? Can’t you

         hear the bell! Moira!” I was angry, and I felt that anger slipping beyond me, and though a part of me urged caution and tried

         to stop, another part just kept screaming, “Moira! Moira!” even though Millicent and Elizabeth were calling to me from the

         parlor. I heard the men come from the dining room, and William—“Darling, what’s the noise?”—in that calm and soothing voice

         I hated, as if he were approaching a dangerous animal.

      


      “Moira!”


      The maid rushed through the curtains, her face pale, her light eyes wide with fear. “Yes ma’am,” she said, curtsying quickly

         before me. “I’m sorry, ma’am—”

      


      “Where have you been?” I asked her. “How often must I ring a bell before you come? I won’t tolerate this, I tell you. I cannot

         tolerate this—”

      


      “Lucy, darling.” William had my arm. He pulled me against him, whispering sternly in my ear, “Contain yourself,” and then

         in the next moment, louder, “My dear, my dear. It’s all right. Moira had gone to get a package from Charles’s carriage.”

      


      I pulled loose from my husband. “I don’t care where she was. She should have come. I rang three times. They are prostrate

         with thirst—how long must we wait for tea?” Such a shrill voice, but I couldn’t call it back. I couldn’t make it stop.

      


      “Perhaps you should rest, darling,” William said. He tried to pull me to one of the fringed horsehair chairs in the hall.


      “I don’t want to rest. I want obedience from my servants. Is that too much to ask?”


      “No, no, of course not,” William said. He glanced at our guests, who were standing at the edges of the hall, haunting the

         doorways, looking disturbed and embarrassed. “She’s overwrought,” he said. “The journey home . . .”

      


      Millie reached past William to touch my arm. “Lucy, why don’t we go upstairs? I haven’t yet seen your new gown.”


      “My gown?” Her words confused me, coming as they did through my anger.


      “Yes. The green one.” She moved behind me, and I felt her gentle push, and then I was going with her down the hall, past Moira

         and my husband to the stairs, and my indignation fled as abruptly as it had come. I felt weak; I did not think my legs could

         hold me. My temples were throbbing. The gaslight left heavy shadows on the stairs, so I could barely see what had been until

         that moment a familiar passage.

      


      Millicent took my hand as if I were a child. She led me to the bedroom, with its familiar scents of lavender and rose sachets,

         and paused. I heard the strike of a match, then the gaslight went bright, bursting painfully before my eyes. I threw my hand

         up as a shield.

      


      “Hush,” Millicent said, and the hiss of gas weakened as she turned it down. “There now. You’ll feel better soon.”


      She was right; already I felt better. There, in the sanctity of my bedroom, I was calm again, my nervousness gone—not for

         long, I knew. It was never gone for long.

      


      The pain behind my eyes abated. I sagged onto the chair flanking the fireplace. My bustle jammed hard against my spine, but

         I was too tired even to relieve that irritation. I passed my hand over my eyes. “I cannot think,” I whispered.

      


      “Then don’t think,” Millie said. Her presence was soft and comforting. “William said you were doing so well.”


      “I was. I was.”


      “What did the doctor say?”


      “Which one?”


      “Did you see one in the country? No, I suppose you didn’t. What about the last one you said William was taking you to?” Millicent

         hesitated delicately. “The one here in the city?”

      


      I closed my eyes. I thought of Dr. Little’s thinning hair, his probing fingers, his hopelessness. I thought of the one before

         him, who’d prescribed laudanum, and then still another, who’d thought chloral would be best, and the first: There is a mass, he’d told William. An ovariotomy is the best course.


      Millicent rushed on, obviously embarrassed. “I don’t mean to probe, Lucy, you know I don’t. But I . . . have you considered

         going back to Elmira? The water cure seemed to do you good.”

      


      “No,” I said. “It made no difference.”


      “William would send you again if you wanted it. He would do anything for you.”


      As if William’s generosity was a benefit. I had begun to think of my husband’s solicitude as the cold wrap at the water cure:

         tightly wrapped in cold sheets, water constantly running over my skin, wet and cold and warmth, constant touch, air and motion,

         always there, always hovering, never still. I wanted stillness. I wanted time to stop, motion to end. I wanted to sit for

         hours in this room, to watch the ceaseless waver of light trying to escape from the lily-shaped globe near my bed. I understand, I wanted to say to it. I know you want to run. What I don’t know is why you must go, or where you will escape.


      Millicent went to the rose brocade drapes and pulled them aside. “It’s starting to snow again,” she said, and then, as if

         that thought led logically to the next, “There are weeks left in the season, Lucy. How will you bear it?”

      


      I could not help myself; I laughed. “It’s not I who must bear it, Millie, but you and William and everyone else. You tell

         me, can you bear to be around me? Or will you withdraw too, as the others have?”

      


      “They are all there for you, Lucy. All you have to do is call them back.”


      I laughed again. “Oh yes. No doubt that’s true. Especially after that little scene with Caroline Astor last spring.”


      Millicent looked uncomfortable. She let the curtain fall. “William explained that you were not yourself.”


      “Not myself.” Even the dim light was too bright, and the hiss of the gas made a ceaseless buzz in my head, the smell of roses

         nauseating. I wished for darkness and peace. “I am perpetually not myself.”

      


      “Perhaps . . .” Millicent paused. “Perhaps . . . another doctor could help. If there were a child—”


      “Yes, yes, yes. If only there were. Millie, there’s a bottle on my dressing table. A brown one. Will you bring it to me?”


      I heard the swish of her skirts as she moved over the carpet, then the clink of glass as she lifted the bottle from the perfumes

         and powders and lotions there. I heard the little pop of the cork, her sniff.

      


      “It calms my nerves,” I explained. To my tired, aching eyes, Millicent was a blur of burgundy and gold fringe, ghostly skin

         and hair that disappeared in the shadows around her. She did not look quite real. “Please, Millie, bring it to me.”

      


      “There must be a spoon—”


      I waved the words away and took the bottle. “I know how much,” I said, and I brought it to my mouth, taking a whiff of the

         medicinal, faintly spicy scent before I sipped it. It rolled over my tongue, cinnamony-sweet, leaving bitterness behind as

         it went down my throat. I corked the bottle and handed it back to her, and then I rose and went to my bed. “I must leave you

         now, Millie,” I told her. “I will be quite blurry soon.”

      


      She looked worried but said nothing, just sighed and set the laudanum back on my dressing table. By the time she reached the

         door, I was already languishing in anticipation of my shattered nerves dulling, my restlessness puddling into drowsiness.

      


      “I’ll tell William you’re better,” she said, and I could not keep from chuckling.


      “Yes, tell him I’m better,” I said. “Tell him to come kiss his princess good night.”


      I did not hear her answer.


      When I came to myself again, I was not sure how long it had been, only that the lights were put out and I was undressed and

         in bed, though I had no memory of how this had come about, and no real concern—it was not unusual. The sound of my door opening

         had awakened me. William came inside. He carried a candle for a soft light, and it haloed and shadowed his face so that he

         looked like a demon. He was still dressed, and the smell of cigar smoke came with him, filling the room. I turned away.

      


      “I’m tired,” I said.


      I heard him set the candleholder down, and then I felt the mattress giving way beneath his weight, his warmth as he sat beside

         me. “How much laudanum did you take?”

      


      I spoke into my pillow. “Enough.”


      He was quiet for a moment. Then, “What did I tell you about making a scene tonight? Thomas Sykes could be very important to

         me—to us. It took me an hour to reassure him.”

      


      “I find it hard to believe he’s never seen a woman scolding her servants before.”


      He took that overly patient tone again. “I doubt he’s ever seen it done quite that way.”


      “Tell him who my father is. That’s placated them well enough before.”


      “He knows who your father is.”


      Of course Thomas Sykes knew. That he was a newcomer to New York City meant he was probably more aware of it than the people

         who had watched me grow up in the shadow of my father’s wealth and position. But they too were all old families with Dutch

         names, as secure in their place as I was in mine. Thomas Sykes and people like him needed us: our influence, our money, our

         social position. It was, I suspected, at least half the reason William had married me.

      


      “I’m tired,” I said again. “Please leave me, William.”


      But he did not go. Then I felt his hand, large and warm, on my back, through my nightgown, his fingers curving against my

         spine, a soft caress that nonetheless had me stiffening.

      


      “No,” I whispered.


      He didn’t stop. ‘’Perhaps we should try again. To have some hope . . . I should think it would soothe you.” He leaned toward

         me, whispering, so I felt his warm, moist breath against my hair. “Think of it, Lucy. A child of your own.”

      


      I felt his hand as a steady pressure, moving me, pulling me toward him, a familiar and irresistible force. I closed my eyes

         and listened to him unfasten his trousers, the soft snap of buttons, the sssshhhh of fabric as it fell to the floor, and then he was crawling into bed beside me, pushing up my nightgown, his hands rough

         and steady, unassailable.

      


      I let him have his way. I had fought him only once, on our wedding night, when he came to me and I had not known what for.

         I had been afraid, and naive, and when it was over I lay there in terror, humiliated beyond bearing. But now I knew what to

         expect. Now I knew my duty. Now there was the hope of a child to sustain me. So I lay still, revolted and tense, passive as

         he forced apart my legs and entered me. I felt the rush of his breath against my throat, the grip of his fingers on my hips,

         and I turned my head to look at the wavering candle and waited impatiently for him to spend himself.

      


      It did not take long. He collapsed on me, and I pushed him off and pulled my nightgown down again to cover myself.


      “I’m sorry,” he murmured, as he always did. He leaned over and blew out the candle, then hurried from the bed to hastily dress.

         “I’m sorry, Lucy, to inflict such brutishness on you. You know I am. If it wasn’t necessary . . .”

      


      I made no reply.


      “You’re an angel,” he whispered. “My sweet angel.” He kissed me chastely on my forehead and was gone.


      I grabbed the laudanum bottle in my shaking hands and took another sip, lying alone in the darkness until the blessed drowsiness

         overtook me.

      


   

      Chapter 2


      [image: art]




      To say I remember when I first saw William would be not quite true. It is more true to say I remember the constant presence of him. One day he was not there, and the next he was, and always thereafter. I can’t remember when I first thought him compelling,

         when it was that his laugh first arrested me, when I first took note of how beautiful his voice was as he accompanied me at

         the piano. That winter is like a blur around me, with him never far away, adjusting my wrap as it fell from my shoulders at

         the opera, murmuring in my ear, standing at the hearth with his elbow knocking the ruddy pears and yew set to decorate the

         mantel at Christmastime.

      


      What I do remember is how ubiquitous he was, then how completely he disappeared that summer when we removed to Newport. How

         the days lingered on moist and heavy air that even the soft sea breeze could not completely dispel, and the hours dragged

         on and on without end, without diversion. I missed him terribly and was startled that I did—he was only my father’s stockbroker,

         no one I should even take account of, much less miss. But miss him I did, so that my friends remarked at how dour I was, how

         dull. There was something lacking in the air, I told them; the vibrance was gone.

      


      Then, one day in the late summer, only a few weeks before we were to return to the city, I sat alone on the beach. It was

         near twilight, with the sun setting pink and peach on the water and the thin waves breaking on the shore, barely nudging the

         mass of seaweed that seemed forever to mark the end of the surf at Bailey’s Beach. Music from somewhere—a supper I had been

         invited to but could not remember where—had started, and it lingered on the air, underscoring a seagull’s flight as the bird

         hovered and drifted, borne backward by the currents. I wondered whether he would rise or fall, land on the water or the shore,

         and then I heard the footsteps behind me, shoes scrunching in the loose sand.

      


      I didn’t bother to turn around. I was annoyed at the interruption—no one should be here this late, no one should have found

         me.

      


      “How alluring. You look like a mermaid cast on the beach. Will you trade your fins for legs, my lady?”


      I twisted to glance over my shoulder, startled at the sound of his voice, breathless with surprise and pleasure. “William!

         When . . . ? I didn’t know you planned to come.”

      


      “Earlier than this, actually,” he said. “But I couldn’t get away.” He leaned against the wall of the bathing pavilion, settling

         his shoulders against weathered wooden planks, crossing his arms over his chest. “What are you doing here so late? I had a

         devil of a time finding you. I probably wouldn’t have done so at all if not for him.” He nodded toward the watchman, who stood

         impatiently at the gate, his gold-laced uniform glinting in the sun.

      


      “I’m surprised he let you in,” I said.


      William smiled. “I used my charm and told him I was with you. It wasn’t too difficult. I think he wants to go home.”


      “Yes. I’m sure he does.”


      “Your father said you were going to supper at Bayside.”


      “I changed my mind.”


      “So I gather.” William smiled again and came away from the pavilion to squat beside me. He looked as if he’d walked far in

         his flannel suit and boiled shirt. When he took off his hat, his dark hair was pressed to his head, damp with sweat. “What

         are you doing here, Lucy?”

      


      “I was hiding,” I admitted.


      “Hiding? From what?”


      “Everything.”


      “Ah. Everything.” He made a broad, sweeping motion. “The water, the beach, the parties, the music, your friends, your teas

         . . . running away?”

      


      “I was bored by their . . .” I bowed my head, embarrassed at what I was about to admit to him.


      “Their company?” he teased. He tilted my chin so I had no choice but to look at him. His smile was gone, and I wanted to squirm

         at the expression on his face. “Now, I know that can’t be true. Have you missed me this summer, Lucy?”

      


      I pulled away from him and got to my feet quickly. The breeze blew the sand from my skirt into his face. I picked up my hat

         and shook it too. Sand floated from its pale satin flowers like pollen. “Why should I miss you?” I asked him, and though I

         meant my words to be careless and cruel, they sounded only fretful. “Have you written me a single letter? Sent me a single

         word? Did we make some promise to each other that you would do so? You’re my father’s stockbroker. Why should I care what

         you do?”

      


      “Oh, Lucy, Lucy.” He barely blinked at the sand I’d thrown so rudely in his face. That smile was there again, and a twinkle

         in his eyes. I turned so I would not have to see it and walked toward the water.

      


      I heard him rustle in the sand, and then he was hurrying after me. “You did miss me, then.”


      “I’ve been far too busy.”


      “You’ve been sitting on the beach. Your father says you’ve been distracted.”


      “As distracted as I might be over a romantic novel. The days are long here. It’s easy to get lost in . . . daydreaming. It’s

         nothing to do with you.”

      


      “That’s too bad,” he said. “So if I were to—oh, say if I were to ask you to marry me . . . you’d certainly say no.”


      “Of course—” His words suddenly came to me, and I gasped and faced him, my boot sliding in the wet sand. “What did you say?”


      He was expressionless. There was no smile, no teasing now. He said, “I’ve spoken with your father. I asked him for the right

         to—”

      


      “How dare you,” I said. “I’ve not heard from you for months. How dare you come here and surprise me this way.”


      “Lucy—”


      “No.” I backed away from him, holding up my hands as if I could keep him from me. Beyond him I saw the gatekeeper start from

         his post, heading toward us as if he thought I was in danger. I waved at him and shook my head, stopping him before he could

         come too close. “I thought you no longer cared for me. I was . . . To be truthful, I was not sure you ever had. You’ve never

         said a word to me. . . . I’ve had no idea of your feelings. . . .”

      


      “Of course you had,” William said gently, and he kept moving toward me, closer and closer, until I realized I’d been standing

         still, no longer backing away. He captured me neatly with his hands before I could rally myself to move. “You’re no fool,

         Lucy. Don’t act like one. You’ve known exactly how I felt. I thought you felt the same.”

      


      “You never asked me—”


      “Should I have, when it was so clear to me? I’ve treasured your smiles, darling. I’ve thought of nothing but you all summer

         long.”

      


      “But you didn’t write. You didn’t visit—”


      “I’ve had no chance. I wanted to make sure everything was right, that I was secure enough to come to your father, to be a

         viable suitor.”

      


      “There was no need. He anointed you from the first,” I said bitterly.


      “I’ve made him a fortune,” William said, without pride or arrogance; it was simply truth.


      “And I’m your reward.”


      He released me and stepped back. “Only if you want to be, Lucy.”


      I saw the hurt in his eyes and felt ashamed for having put it there when the truth was as he’d said it. I did love him, and

         I knew that I was merely punishing him for his inattention, for the hurt he’d caused me. But something in me would not let

         me stop—it was a flaw, one that I’d fought often over the years. Now I did not even try to calm myself.

      


      “I don’t know if I want to marry you,” I told him, feeling a dim satisfaction when he flinched. “How can I believe you truly

         care for me? This summer I’ve seen no evidence of it.”

      


      “Because you haven’t seen me—”


      “Why is that, William?”


      “I told you—”


      “You said you’d been busy. Is this how it’s to be when we’re married? When you’re busy, I just won’t see you at home? You’ll

         begin taking your dinners at the Knickerbocker or Union League—”

      


      “Good God,” he said. He lurched forward, grabbing my arms and pulling me hard so I fell against his chest. “Do you really

         think I could? Do you really think that I could keep from you a single moment longer than I must? Lucy, don’t you know me

         at all?”

      


      He held me away, and before I could answer, he kissed me.


      I was twenty-five, and though I’d had suitors before, I’d never been kissed quite this way, so hard, with such need. I felt

         ravaged there on the shore, breathless as he pulled away and stared at me in a way that brought heat into my face. It was

         then that I first felt it: this sense that there was something hovering just beyond my knowledge, some vast landscape that

         I could not recognize, could not begin to know.

      


      The tide had crept up higher so we were both standing in the weak surf. It lapped against the leather of our shoes. Above

         us, the gull keened and dipped; beyond us, the watchman turned discreetly away.

      


      “We should . . . we should go,” I managed, pushing away from William. I was shaky, the hem of my skirt wet and dragging against

         me as I tried to move. William took my elbow, steadying me until we had stepped onto firmer sand. I felt the press of his

         fingers on my skin. I was too tender; it felt like a bruise.

      


      “Marry me,” he whispered, and his voice called to some yearning deep within me, something untried, that had only just been

         summoned. When I looked at him, I knew that whatever this feeling was, it was not mine alone.

      


      “Yes,” I said.


      That feeling did not go away. In the years since, it had grown stronger, until that odd yearning left me restless and weary.

         I had assumed children would silence it, and when there were none, I thought I should put my energies into filling the world

         with beauty. But William only laughed at my efforts: I was not a good pianist, and he was the much better singer. My father

         told him that as a girl, I had become unhealthily obsessed with art, so William brought me embroidery silks and gave me carte

         blanche to shop. Make my world more beautiful, Lucy. I should like to come home to a palace of peace and contentment.


      Foolishly, I had agreed with him; I had thought being the queen of his castle might be enough. But that strange longing began

         to create its own place within me. Only the laudanum helped ease it.

      


      William did not think the morphia was healthy, and I deferred to him; I did not take it as often as I wanted. Not in the morning,

         nor before a ball. Never—like tonight—before the opera, though my anxiety was such that I could barely fasten the diamond

         earrings William had given me. I glanced at the dark bottle on my dressing table, and Moira paused in brushing out my cape

         and said, “Should I bring it to you tonight, ma’am?” My throat constricted in want of it.

      


      But William would know, and he would be angry, and I was tired of seeing that desperate concern in his eyes, so I shook my

         head and turned back to the mirror, finishing my toilette before I went downstairs to find William pacing the hall. He stopped

         when he heard me and grinned as if he could not contain himself.

      


      “What?” I asked. “What is it?”


      “Only that you’re so beautiful,” he said.


      “That is certainly not why you’re smirking like a fool.”


      “No. I’ve a surprise for you.”


      “A surprise?” I could not help my dismay.


      “I know you dislike surprises. But not this one, I think.”


      “What is it?”


      He clucked at me. “Not yet. Not yet.”


      I could not explain, but I felt anxious again, and afraid. From the corner of my eye, I caught sight of Moira coming down

         the stairs with my cape, and I grabbed hold of the newel post and said in a quiet voice, “Moira, will you bring me my cordial,

         please?”

      


      “She’ll do no such thing,” William said. He held out his hand for my cape, and Moira, that stupid girl, hesitated between

         us, until she gave it to him and curtsied and slid past me. William draped my cape over my shoulders and handed me my bag.

         “Come along, Lucy. Don’t spoil it.”

      


      He propelled me to the door, out into the cold evening. The air was clear and frozen, with small, dry flakes of frosted snow

         swirling in the streetlights, blown by the wind. The black iron frets and anthemion of the front fence glittered with ice,

         and beyond, Washington Square was silent, imprisoned by snow.

      


      The carriage waited on the street; our driver, Jimson, was rubbing his hands together madly, trying to stay warm. Once we

         were inside the carriage, William sat heavily beside me, taking my gloved hand in his as if he wanted to anchor me there,

         as if he were afraid I would fly out the window and into the world. In truth, had I been able to do that, I would have been

         gone into that frigid air, breathing it so deep it stung my lungs.

      


      Instead I looked out my window, watching the lights of Fifth Avenue flash by, until we jolted to a stop before the storied

         citrus-yellow facade of the Metropolitan Opera House, and I was both relieved and anxious again. It was William’s way to deliver

         surprises before crowds, to shower largesse and distinction before those who still did not quite respect his background. He

         knew, too, that I would never challenge him before my friends, that I would feign the pleasure he wanted me to feel.

      


      The door to the carriage opened, and William stepped down and waited as I came out. I took his elbow. His arm was like an

         iron bar beneath my fingers. The doormen ushered us inside, into globe-lit brilliance that played off marble and gold and

         elaborate chandeliers. The opera had already started as we went to our box, which was, as William was wont to say, one of

         the finest in the house, near the middle of the first tier of boxes—the Diamond Horseshoe. My father’s name—or mine—would

         have brought us such positioning, but William had made sure of it by doing some business for the Vanderbilts and had procured

         this box well before the building was finished.

      


      The talk and laughter were loud even above the music. William pushed aside the heavy plush curtains and stood back for me

         to go inside. We arrived well into the performance, but it was early yet, and many of the boxes were empty, as they would

         stay until near the second intermission.

      


      William tapped my arm, and I reached into my bag for the opera glasses and handed them to him. I heard the little catch as

         he opened them up, then the quiet clicking of his tongue as he surveyed the boxes.

      


      “Julia Breckenwood is here sans Steven,” he leaned forward to whisper to me. “Ah, look at those diamonds at Daisy Hadden’s

         throat. No doubt old Moreton is paying for last week’s indiscretion.” He handed me the glasses. “Look for yourself.”

      


      I took them, but not to look at Daisy Hadden’s diamonds. I searched for Millicent, though I was not sure why. The intimacy

         of the other night was an embarrassment to me. When I did see her, sitting in her upper box with her husband, looking back

         at me with her own jeweled glasses, I glanced away, hoping she thought my attention had been elsewhere. Still, I sat until

         the first intermission in a gloom of anticipation; she would search me out, I knew.

      


      But it was not Millicent who arrived first at our box. It was Charles McKim.


      He was an architect who was developing a reputation for designing homes, and though I knew of him, I had never met him. Nor,

         I thought, had William. But when McKim entered our box, my husband nearly jumped in delight.

      


      “Charles!” he said, shaking the man’s hand and patting him on the back. “How good of you to come.”


      McKim nodded. “It was good of you to invite me. I confess I’ve been too busy this year to make many performances.” He looked

         past William to where I sat and said, “This must be the lovely Mrs. Carelton.”

      


      “My wife, Lucy,” William said. Then, to me, “My dear, this is Charles McKim. He’s an architect with McKim, Mead and White.”


      “Yes, I’m familiar with your reputation, Mr. McKim.” I held out my hand, which he shook limply, his eyes lingering—as they

         were meant to—on my diamond bracelet.

      


      “I’m delighted to be working for you, Mrs. Carelton. I cannot tell you how pleased I am to be of service.”


      “Working for me?”


      “Your husband has graciously hired me to design your new home.”


      “Our new home?” I looked beyond him to where William stood beaming with pride, and I realized that this was his surprise.


      “What do you think, Lucy?” William asked. He seemed hardly able to stay still. “I’ve been planning it for months.”


      “Planning . . . what?”


      “That property on Fifth Avenue. I’ve decided to build. It’s time, don’t you think, that we leave the Row?”


      I stared at him in shocked disbelief. Finally I said, “But . . . I grew up in that house.”


      “It was fine twenty years ago, Lucy, but things have changed. Why shouldn’t we have a fine house? Everyone else has. Mansions

         are going up daily. Certainly we should be among them. There’s electricity now. Electricity. Think of it—no more dim gaslight.”

      


      “No doubt Mrs. Carelton would be ecstatic about the chance to decorate such a home,” McKim put in.


      William came close to me and whispered, “What woman wouldn’t love the chance? You can shop all day if you like. It will take

         your mind off—it will . . . ah, just think of it, Lucy.” He turned to McKim and said silkily, “As you can see, my wife is

         quite overcome with excitement.”

      


      Just then, as if she’d planned the moment, the curtains swept aside and Millicent hurried in.


      “William! Lucy!” She held out her arms as if we hadn’t seen one another for a year. “Are you enjoying the performance?”


      “I think LaBlache is in fine voice tonight,” William said.


      “Ah yes, but such a gloomy part! I own I can hardly wait until she dies at the end.” Millicent smiled. “How lovely you look

         this evening, Lucy. I knew that green would be delicious against your pale skin. But where is your father? I haven’t seen

         him for the longest time.”

      


      “He dislikes the German,” William said. He looked at McKim. “DeLancey insists that he won’t come here until they bring back

         the French or Italian opera. I’m afraid he misses the Academy—he kept a box there until the very end.”

      


      “Or perhaps it’s only the Patti he misses,” Millie said with a smile.


      “I think we all miss Adelina Patti,” William said. “But Millicent, you’ve come at the perfect time. I’ve just given Lucy the

         surprise of her life.”

      


      “A surprise?” Millicent’s eyes went wide, but there was worry in them as she looked at me.


      I tried to smile. “Yes. It was quite delightful. It seems all William’s dreams are coming true. We’re to build on that plat

         on Fifth Avenue.”

      


      Millicent clasped her gloved hands before her, smiling. “Oh, so he’s told you, then.”


      “You knew?”


      “Everyone knew. He’s been keeping the secret for weeks. How glad you must be. I shall take you to the Art Association for

         the auctions. They have the most wonderful things. You’ll need more Louis the Sixteenth, of course. Perhaps the Duveens will

         set aside an old master or two for you—”

      


      My head began to ache. I put my fingers to my temples.


      “Shall I bring you some punch, darling?” William asked me. I nodded, and he and McKim left.


      Millie settled herself into the chair beside me. Her diamond tiara sparkled in the light, as did her earrings, so stars seemed

         to twinkle in her dark hair. She was wearing deep red velvet, and she looked young and pretty and alive, with her flashing

         dark eyes. I felt used up beside her.

      


      “Je m’étouffe,” I whispered, then regretted it; I had not meant to reveal how sick I felt.

      


      Millicent grabbed my arm. “Come. Let’s go outside, where the air is so much cooler.”


      I found myself rising, stumbling amid the chairs, pushing past the heavy curtains into the hallway, where the air was less

         close, less heavy. I could bring it into my lungs. I leaned against the wall, and my friend stood in front of me, shielding

         me from curious eyes, for which I was grateful.

      


      “I thought you would be happy,” Millie said. “We all thought you would be happy. The house he’s planning—why, it’s so beautiful.

         And it would be all your own. . . .”

      


      “Papa has taken up residence at the Union,” I said quietly. “He’s there nearly every moment.”


      “But the Row house is so cramped and small. And really, Lucy, it’s Fifth Avenue. I cannot understand you. Why aren’t you happy?”

      


      She sounded so plaintive and confused that it startled me. Then I saw Daisy Hadden just behind her, watching us, and I struggled

         to find solid ground, to soothe myself. “Why, of course I’m happy, Millicent,” I said, wishing that simply saying the words

         could make it so. “Of course I am. It’s just that I’ve a terrible headache.”

      


      Millicent looked relieved. “Oh, it’s no wonder. I’ve nearly one myself. This terrible music.”


      “Yes,” I said, relieved myself at our mutual deception. “I find I agree with Papa; I’ve a longing for the French or the Italian.”


      Millicent agreed: “The German is so hard on the ears.”


      We lapsed into silence. Once I would have said Millicent was my closest friend. She had been, and not so long ago, but these

         silences had begun to come more and more often, and I was not sure who to blame for them. She looked uncomfortable, and I

         felt nothing but a supreme weariness.

      


      I had to force myself to turn around and go back to the box, to sit down. When Millicent left, saying, “Are you going to the

         Baldwins’ after?” I could only nod numbly and stare at the stage before me, drowning in the dragging hours, wishing for my

         medicated darkness.

      


      “I wish you had told me your plans before we went,” I said to William as we made our way to the Baldwins’ home on Madison

         Square Park. The bright arc lights streaked into the carriage windows, blinding for a moment before lapsing again into darkness,

         and I shielded my eyes with my hand.

      


      “Really, Lucy,” he said. “You had to know already what I planned. You knew when I bought that plat; I’ve held on to it for

         nearly a year. What else did you think I would do with it?”

      


      “Sell it, perhaps,” I snapped. “As ill-gotten gains.”


      He laughed at that. “How melodramatic. Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten how your father made his money. You’ve lived for years

         on ill-gotten gains. I merely took advantage of an opportunity. Villiard wasn’t the only one ruined by Marine Bank’s collapse.

         We could have been there too, if I hadn’t seen it coming—”

      


      “Yes. Thank goodness you’re so clever.”


      He leaned over me with a puzzled and slightly angry expression. “What makes you so particular of a sudden?”


      I waved him away. “I like the Row.”


      He sat back against the seat with a heavy sigh. “It’s your father’s house.”


      “He’s never there.”


      “But it’s his nonetheless. It’s been four years since we married. You’re my wife. I can afford to keep you. I’ve been able to for some time. I haven’t asked you to move before because I knew it would

         upset you. But it’s time. There’s no need to be depen-dent on your father, and I think . . . I think it’s not good for you.”

      


      “Not good for me?”


      “Yes,” William said thoughtfully. “It’s time you stopped being a daughter.”


      My head was pounding again. “Don’t be absurd.”


      “I’ve thought it for some time, Lucy,” he went on. “I think it’s time you were mistress of your own house. One where your

         father can’t come in whenever he wants and reduce you to a blathering girl. It’s time we made our own life away from him.”

      


      I stared at him, bewildered. “I thought . . . you and Papa . . . you’re like his own son.”


      “I’m not speaking of me, Lucy, but of you,” William said impatiently. “You even think of yourself as DeLancey Van Berckel’s

         daughter, not as my wife.”

      


      “Oh, good heavens, William. I do not. I’m Mrs. William Carelton. I know that.”


      He studied me so searchingly that I had to turn away. “Do you?” he asked. “I’ve wondered for some time if that house isn’t

         the reason we haven’t had a child.”

      


      “The house,” I said, meaning to be light, to joke. “Yes indeed, it must be the house that holds such power.”


      William did not laugh. “We’ve seen so many doctors. None has found a reason. What else am I to think?”


      I gazed out the window, at the bright lights of the hotels, the theaters. “That we aren’t meant to have a child.”


      “I won’t believe that.”


      “And you think a mansion on Fifth Avenue will change everything.”


      “I think it must,” he told me.


      “And if it doesn’t?”


      I refused to meet his gaze. “It must,” he said, and I heard his certainty and his will and the words he left unsaid, the threat

         of Dr. Little’s asylum.

      


   

      Chapter 3
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      I used to dream of Rome. When I was a girl, I read everything I could about the city. I had dreams of wandering through the

         Piazza, of suppers eaten in warm, sultry air scented with olives and oregano. I formed an attachment to Italian poets, hiding

         their books from my father, sneaking them into bed to read by candlelight late into the night. I dreamed briefly of painting

         there—the landscapes here were too muted, too familiar. My brush longed to depict Italian hills and golden sunsets, Italian

         flowers and swarthy Italian peasants. Rome. The word was magical to me, as if just its conjuring could enable my soul to fly.

      


      But I did not see Rome until William and I honeymooned there. It was only one stop on a European Grand Tour, before Paris—William

         had insisted that I be fitted by Worth for next season’s gowns—but it was the place I longed to be every moment I was somewhere

         else. I wanted to see it through the eyes of the poets I revered, through the misty, earthy colors of the artists. Rome. Surely there could be nothing bad in a world that harbored such a place.

      


      I did not see Rome through my poets’ eyes. Nor did I see it through the brushstrokes of any artist. When I finally saw Rome,

         it was through William’s impatience, his longing to be farther on, in Paris and London, to finish business there, to have

         my hands modeled in clay, to see me dressed in Worth finery, to live up to my social obligations, which decreed that we should

         spend two months on our tour, and that it should include the places everyone went. There was no lingering at outdoor tables,

         breathing the scents of olives and oregano. There was no time to walk through the Piazza. The days were spent calling on friends

         of my father’s, the nights dining at their tables. For me, Rome was just New York with different accents.

      


      As William led me up the stairs to the Baldwins’, I thought of Rome again, the Rome of my dreams, and how it had turned out

         nothing at all like I had imagined or wanted. It was impossible to believe that this life—the life of a wife, of a woman—had

         once been as intriguing to me as Rome.

      


      The door was opened by a solemn-faced butler, and we went inside.


      James Baldwin was a man who loved trees and forests, and the entrance hall was covered with pictures of landscapes, some by

         old masters and one by Millet that was greatly admired. Much was said of Ella Baldwin’s decor, which was styled to match her

         naturalist husband’s tastes, with pressed leaves imprisoned in glass, forever gold and red, and botanical studies kept immutable

         in tapestry and upholstery. I found it oppressive—nature forever inside, crushed by the massive weight of feathers and shells,

         stuffed birds preening on peeling branches beneath glass domes, wax flowers and paintings that echoed of what these things

         had forever left behind: the blessed course of life and death, nature at its cruelest and most sublime.

      


      Dutifully, I admired a new painting, a landscape in the golds and browns of the Hudson River School, though to me it looked

         as if everything in the scene were dying.

      


      “It is Father’s new favorite,” said Antoinette Baldwin—the pretty eighteen-year-old daughter—as she led us to the dining room,

         which was laid end to end with china and glassware that sparkled and twinkled in the light from a lily-globed gasolier. Candles

         had been lit as well, and the scents of wax and smoke and gas were heavy in the small room.

      


      “There you are, Antoinette, darling!” Daisy Hadden was coming toward us, fluttering in deep rose lace, her new diamonds glittering

         blindingly in the candlelight. She touched Antoinette’s arm and said in a low voice, “Your mama’s asking for you, my dear.”

      


      Antoinette gave us a pretty smile and hurried off. When she was gone, Daisy said to William and me, “How nice to see you both.

         Lucy, how deliciously pale you look this evening. That gown is so bold against your skin.”

      


      William gripped my arm. “She has the headache. The opera was a trial.”


      “Well, yes. This season . . .” Daisy waved her hand languidly and lowered her voice. “This dinner should be just as wretched,

         of course. A pity Ella has such a lamentable cook. Although I suppose the good doctor might save us. Did you know he was here

         tonight? I thought Harry Everett might call him out last week. I quite imagined pistols at dawn.”

      


      “Doctor?” William asked. “What are you talking about? What doctor?”


      Daisy looked surprised. “Why, Dr. Victor Seth. Don’t tell me you haven’t heard of him? I would have thought after all dear

         Lucy’s trials . . .”

      


      “I’m afraid not,” William said.


      “Oh.” She seemed nonplussed. “But then I suppose the two of you have been in the country these last few months. Seth has become

         quite notorious recently. The guest du jour.” She laughed. “They say he’s a Jew, but you would hardly know it to look at him.

         He’s very controversial, you know. He quite gives one the chills. Something about his eyes. But Ella swears by him. He’s just

         over there.”

      


      I had barely heard her words, but there was something about Daisy’s surreptitious curiosity that made me follow her gaze through

         the crowd to a man who stood near the back of the room, surrounded by Ella Baldwin and a group of our friends.

      


      I had never seen him before. He was nearly as tall as William and of a similar age. His dark hair was thick and brushed into

         smooth submission. He wore a thin mustache and a Vandyke beard. Even from this distance, I felt how commanding he was. It

         surprised me not to have sensed his presence the moment we’d stepped into the room.

      


      “He’s a doctor, you say?” William asked thoughtfully.


      “A nerve specialist,” Daisy said.


      “A nerve specialist?”


      Daisy nodded. “Or something of the sort. I understand he wrote some brilliant paper, though there are some—Harry, for one—who

         say he’s a charlatan. He has some new theory—Ella explained it all to me, but you know how I am, I can hardly grasp these

         things. Mesmerism or phrenology or something.”

      


      “Those are hardly new,” William said.


      “Well, then something like them.” Daisy glanced back at the doctor. “He does seem to work miracles, though. And I suppose

         he’s very charming. Why, look what he’s done for Ella Baldwin—she was an invalid the entire summer, but you’d hardly know

         it now.”

      


      I hadn’t known that Ella was ailing, but it was certain she was no longer. She was smiling brightly at the doctor, hanging

         on his every word, and with dismay I felt William’s sharp interest in this man.

      


      I touched his arm. “Darling,” I said softly. “I’m quite parched.”


      “Yes, yes, of course,” he said, forcing his eyes away from Dr. Seth, patting my hand. “Let’s find you something to drink.”


      We left Daisy, and William’s fascination with the doctor waned and disappeared as we made our way to the buffet. He was cornered

         by Richard Martin, who involved him in a conversation about bonds, and I was relieved.

      


      We sat down to dinner so late that my head was spinning. It was the first time since we’d arrived that William and I were

         separated from each other, and even then there was only the width of the table between us. He had been seated next to Daisy

         Hadden, while I had to suffer the cruelly dull Hiram Grace, with his overgrown graying mustache and his ceaseless talk of

         Western Union, where he spent his days making so much money that his four daughters were perpetually dressed in Worth gowns.

         Dr. Victor Seth sat a good distance down the long table, involved in conversation. Far away from William, I was glad to see.

      


      There was wine. I sipped until I no longer felt the pressure in my chest, despite William’s warning glances.


      “I hear you’re about to join the others on Fifth Avenue,” Hiram Grace said to me between the lobster bisque and the roasted

         partridge.

      


      I reached again for my glass. “Ah yes. How quickly word spreads. William has decided to build. We’ve a plat on East Sixty-third.”


      “Hmmph. Going to tear down those shanties, is he?”


      “I imagine so.”


      “You’ll have a time of it, won’t you? All that stuff females love: upholstery and paint and statuary and such.”


      “Oh yes.” The damask tablecloth wavered before me as I set my glass down.


      “So you’ll leave Washington Square to your father?”


      “It is his home,” I said. “Though lately you would not know it, he spends so much time at the club.”


      “Got to give the newlyweds some room, don’t you know.” Grace lifted his glasses and wiped at his rheumy eyes. “Still and all,

         no doubt he’ll sell that, too, before long. He’s getting along in years, isn’t he? Seventy or so?”

      


      “Seventy-three,” I said.


      “Ah. I tell you, it makes me sad, all these good men passing on.”


      “Papa will outlive them all,” I said.


      “No doubt you hope so,” Grace said. I did not attempt to enlighten him. “Even he can’t stave off the march of progress.”


      “None of us can, Mr. Grace.”


      “That’s so, that’s so. They just keep coming in, don’t they?”


      “I’m not sure I take your meaning.”


      “Well, look at what happened to Lafayette Place and Tompkins Square. Nothing but immigrants. The Germans have settled only

         a few blocks from Washington Square—they’ll take it next, you mark my words. We keep moving uptown to get away from ’em, and

         they keep following.”

      


      Gwen Sanders, sitting on Grace’s left, chimed in. “It’s bad enough to have to hire them. Why, Daisy was just saying that she

         already feels overrun with Irish! But what can one do? It’s impossible to keep a maid longer than a few months, and to find

         a decent girl—”

      


      “It’s not in them to be reliable.” Grace seemed unperturbed as he wiped at his mustache with a damask napkin. “No point in

         asking the impossible. They have smaller skulls, that’s a proven fact. The Negroes and the Irish and all the rest haven’t

         got the brainpower.”

      


      William spoke up from across the table. “All one must do is see how they live. Had they our intelligence, certainly they would

         better themselves.”

      


      My glass was nearly empty. I signaled for the serving girl.


      On William’s other side, Harrison Everett said thoughtfully, “Then you don’t believe that all this talk of slum reform will

         make a difference?”

      


      “How could it?” William asked. “These people haven’t evolved enough to understand the consequences of vice. If you clean up

         the tenements, they will fall back into degeneracy. As Hiram said, it’s in their nature.”

      


      Harrison persisted, “But if they were given jobs and decent places to live—”


      “How can a change in environment possibly counteract generations of heredity?” William asked.


      “Why, I’m not sure it can. But as the superior species, shouldn’t we be expected to protect those less evolved?”


      William laughed. “Good God, Harry, don’t tell me you’re one of those radical humanitarians.”


      Harrison smiled thinly. “I’m afraid so. You should be careful, Will, it might rub off on you if I stand too close at the next

         Glee Club practice.”

      


      “Gentlemen.” Gwen put her long fingers to her forehead. “You’re quite spoiling my appetite. Can’t we discuss something better

         suited to such a delicious supper?”

      


      William smiled at her, then at me—a smug, self-righteous smile cloaked in civility and refinement. “Forgive me,” he said.

         “Perhaps we should change topics, gentlemen. We can’t expect the ladies to participate in such indelicate conversation.”

      


      “I was finding it all quite interesting,” Antoinette Baldwin said. She lifted her chin as if expecting a challenge and flushed

         the rosy pink that only the young can. She reminded me of myself at her age, forever wanting more, making myself heard, thinking

         I could change the world and my place in it. I was sorry for her and horribly sad for all the ways she would be shoved into

         silence, and the emotion overwhelmed me so that I dropped my newly filled wineglass, splashing wine all over the tablecloth,

         sending droplets scattering across the table to dot William’s pristine white shirt like blood.

      


      “Oh my, I’m so sorry.” I got to my feet and wiped ineffectually at the spreading stain with my napkin.


      The servant pushed in beside me. “Please, ma’am,” she said, and I stepped back to let her clean it up. The wall was too close,

         and I crashed into it. I saw the doctor look up, his dark gaze sharpening; the others were staring at me oddly, the conversation

         fallen into disrepair. I shoved at a loosened hair and tried to smile.

      


      “How clumsy I am.” I tried to laugh, but the sound came out like a snort. I felt ridiculous tears start at my eyes, and I

         couldn’t stop them. “And after such a lovely evening . . .”

      


      Dr. Seth began to rise. “Madam, are you quite all right?”


      William took his napkin from his lap quite deliberately and stood. “Thank you, sir, but I think it best if my wife and I excuse

         ourselves.” Such a calm, even voice—I was quite sure no one but I heard his underlying disappointment. “Forgive us, James,

         for interrupting your supper. Lucy has had a headache all evening. No doubt we should have taken ourselves straight home from

         the opera.”

      


      James Baldwin nodded shortly. “Of course. I confess I’ve come home with more than one headache from this season’s program.”

         He glanced at me. “Do get some rest, dear Lucy.”

      


      I nodded, but I seemed unable to move from the wall. “I’m sorry,” I whispered, and I could not find other words as William

         came around the table and unstuck me by putting his arm around my shoulders. I felt the doctor’s gaze, unwavering, starkly

         curious, and then William was leading me away from the solicitous murmurs as he would a child. At the door, he took my cape

         from the butler and wrapped it around me. He shrugged into his own coat and hat, and we went out into falling snow.

      


      I paused on the steps, feeling the snow melt on my skin, such a delicious cool, so that I lifted my face to it. “It’s snowing,”

         I said. “Oh, look, William.”

      


      “You’ve had too much wine,” he said, pulling me down the steps and out to the waiting carriage, bundling me ungently into

         the dark, cold cocoon. He got in and sat silently, disapprovingly beside me.

      


      The carriage jolted to a start, and I was flung against him. I could only burrow into his side, into the warmth of his sleeve.

         “I’m sorry,” I whispered, too weary to move, wanting nothing but to fall into a deep, abiding sleep uninterrupted by midnight

         yearnings and vague dissatisfactions. What did that even feel like? Why could I not remember?

      


      William sighed. “Ah, Lucy. What am I going to do with you?”


      The next morning William went to the Exchange, and I laid in bed until noon. I’d instructed Harris that I wouldn’t need the

         carriage; I was too ill to go calling today, as I usually did. Even when I did get out of bed, I lingered in my room, wrapped

         in my dressing gown, surreptitiously watching the snow fall on Washington Square from a crack in the rose brocade drapes.

         I remembered how, as a child, I had raced my nanny to the park despite her calls—“Slow down, Lucy! There’s a good child! This

         is not ladylike behavior!”—and plopped myself down to make angels in the snow. She had laughed when she caught up with me, but that

         good humor was not enough to keep her from reporting my lapse to my father, who forced me to stay abed with a copy of Lydia

         Maria Child’s The Girl’s Own Book that afternoon instead of going with him to visit my cousin Hattie.

      


      “Young ladies do not make snow angels in Washington Square,” he said to me. “How glad I am that your mother is not here to

         see such a spectacle.”

      


      I could no longer recall the joy of that small defiance. I wondered: Had I felt the cold of the snow? Had I tasted it? Had

         the dull punishment of social catechism been worth that moment? There must have been joy. Or had I been then as I was now? Had the days always stretched so drearily before me that I could not rouse

         myself to step outside my bedroom doors?

      


      But no; I remembered Antoinette Baldwin and the dull pain I’d felt at the anticipation of her impending womanhood, the knowledge

         that I had once been like her. To think of Antoinette, how trapped she was, how her wings beat so futilely against bars she

         could not see and did not even know were there, made me want to cry.

      


      I turned from the window, too saddened to look at the snow, and my gaze went to the brown bottle on my dressing table. The

         rush of future days washed over me, the constant threat of Dr. Little’s asylum.
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