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“Pa, may we all go too?” sang the pupil on an ascending scale and then, coming down again with more assurance if less intelligibility, “La, pray, see, raw dough’s blue!”

“Thank you, Miss Smith; you are showing great improvement in your upper notes. And,” said Philadelphia, glancing at the ancient carriage-clock on the mantel, “that will be all we have time for today, I fear.” She looked out through the first-floor window into Greek Street. “Yes—I see your mother coming.”

Showing considerable relief that the termination of an exacting half-hour had arrived, the pupil quickly gathered her music together and donned her pelisse.

“Next Thursday, then, Miss Smith, as ever; and do not, this time, forget to practice your aria,” added Philadelphia, casting the pupil into guilty confusion, but then assuaging this by a smile which lightened her rather serious countenance with a sudden transforming flash of gaiety.

“When I hear you next, I shall expect to feel myself translated to a box at Covent Garden.”

“Good day, Miss Carteret. I shall not forget again, I promise.” And with a worshiping glance the pupil, who was only three years younger than the instructor, took her departure, congratulating herself on having escaped the trimming she had expected and indeed deserved. But Miss Carteret seemed unusually preoccupied today, and contrived to greet the pupil’s mother, and get rid of the pair, without the lengthy discussion of her daughter’s abilities and progress which Mrs. Smith generally exacted.

When they were gone, Philadelphia walked swiftly through a communicating door from the room which did duty as combined music room, sleeping chamber, and parlor, into her mother’s room.

Mrs. Carteret lay resignedly in bed against a pile of pillows. Her gold-gray hair was braided up into neat bands and covered with a cap. The cap, and the peignoir which she had wrapped around her shoulders were trimmed with lace of the very plainest quality, but exquisitely white; likewise the furnishings of the room, though simple, were carefully arranged and most scrupulously clean. A bunch of primroses stood in a blue pot on the bedside table, and the bed-curtains, though faded, were of excellent quality damask, and looked as if they might, perhaps, have descended from some superior establishment.

“I have to go out, now, Mamma, to give the Browty girls their lesson in Russell Square,” Philadelphia said, leaning over to kiss her mother’s smooth pink cheek. “Shall you be able to manage without me for an hour? Have you all that you require?”

“Russell Square? Why do you have to go there?” returned her mother with a certain petulance. “In my young days, nobody who was anybody lived in such a neighborhood. Some jumped-up tradesman or cit’s daughters, I apprehend?”

“The Browtys pay a handsome fee,” answered Philadelphia calmly, taking a bonnet from a drawer and fitting it with care over her smooth nut-brown locks. A pair of large and unusually beautiful almond-shaped gray eyes dispassionately regarded the result in a mirror; the plain bonnet was neither new nor fashionable, and its straw-colored Lyons silk lining showed decided signs of wear; but still it set off her eyes and framed her thin oval face agreeably enough.

“Why the deuce can’t they come here?” inquired Mrs. Carteret. “Think themselves too good to set foot in the streets of Soho, I suppose?”

Wisely avoiding a discussion on this irrelevant issue, Philadelphia said, “Now, Mamma, it is only for a little over an hour! I will not dawdle, I promise. And I will bring back some neck of mutton and barley to make a good supporting broth for you—and a few of those little almond cakes of Mme. Lumière’s that you always enjoy,” she added coaxingly, but Mrs. Carteret was not to be placated, and only remarked in a grumbling manner,

“Mutton broth! Why must it be that? Why not a nice roast chicken? I am sick to death of mutton broth!”

“Dr. Button thinks mutton broth is better for you.” Philadelphia refrained from pointing out that in any case they could not afford roast chicken and that her own dinner would probably consist of a boiled egg. “Now, Mamma, while I am gone, please do not you be getting out of bed and playing the piano—or—polishing the silver cream-jug or trying to trim your mantle—or anything else! You are not well enough yet. Will you promise me that?”

Mrs. Carteret’s pretty pink-and-white face assumed an expression of martyred discontent.

“Why may I not? I could at least do some needlework in bed, Delphie! If you bought me a small quantity of cambric I could be making myself a new cap and jacket; these ones are so old and worn I am ashamed to face the doctor in them; I declare I have been wearing them for ever!”

“Well, I will bring you back some cambric, Mamma, but you are not to be making it up yourself; you know Dr. Button said you should not undergo the least exertion, because of your heart. But I will try to find time to make you a new jacket this evening, when I have finished my last lesson.”

“You do it? A sad botched job you would make of it,” sniffed Mrs. Carteret. “You know you have no more notion of fine needlework than a July cuckoo!”

“Well then I will get Jenny Baggott to help me—shall I?”

“That vulgar creature—oh, very well! Stay, while I think of it—a piece of jaconet might be better than cambric.”

“What color?”

“Humph; I am tired of white; what say you to pearl gray?”

“I think you would look charming in pearl gray, Mamma.”

“Or no—I believe I prefer lavender. I think I will ask you to procure me a piece of lavender jaconet; or do you think that might fade? Perhaps it had better be rose pink—”

Concealing her impatience to be gone, Philadelphia encouraged her mother to settle for the original pearl gray.

“Now, shall I ask Jenny Baggott to step up and play a hand or two of cribbage with you while I am gone? She is the most good-natured creature in the world; I am sure she would contrive to find the time if you wish it?”

“Certainly not! Her voice is so loud that it goes through my head like a brass gong. I shall just lie here,” said Mrs. Carteret in a melancholy voice, “I shall just lie here and entertain myself by recollecting the better times that are passed away for ever.”

“Would you care to read?” suggested Philadelphia. “Here is Rasselas; or the Spectator; or the poems of Pope—”

“No, thank you, dear; I do not have the energy to be holding a book; besides, my head aches too badly to be able to concentrate on those works. If it were something by Mrs. Radcliffe, now—something a little more entertaining—”

“I will try to get you Sir Charles Grandison or Udolpho from the circulating library,” offered Philadelphia. “So you will have something to look forward to. Now I must run, or I shall be late. Mind you stay snug in bed, Mamma, for the wind blows cold today, though it is nearly May.”

An expression compounded of rebellion and cunning appeared on the elder lady’s face at this request, but she only replied,

“Pile up the fire, then, child.”

“The fire is well enough,” said Philadelphia, glancing at the modest pile of coal as she put on her shawl.

“Do not you be walking to Russell Square, now, Philadelphia!” said Mrs. Carteret. “It is not at all the thing for you to be arriving on foot to give your lessons. What will the servants at the house think of you? You must take a chair, Delphie—you must indeed—otherwise you will be quite blowsy and blown about—you will look like a kitchenmaid and will be directed to the back door!”

“Do not exercise yourself on that head, Mamma; the manservant at the Browtys’ house knows me well, and I am always treated with the most distinguishing civility,” Delphie answered calmly, and she escaped from the room before her mother could think up any further reasons for arguing and delaying her departure.

The stairs from their apartments led down through a millinery shop which occupied the ground floor of the premises, and here Delphie stopped to speak to the aforementioned Miss Jenny Baggott, who stood serving behind the counter. She was a black-eyed, bright-complexioned, good-humored-looking personage in her early thirties, whose yellow-spotted lilac gown was very gorgeous, and whose glossy black hair was arranged in a row of small curls like snails across her forehead.

“Well there, Miss Delphie! I was meaning to step up and say good day to your Ma this two hours agone, but we have been that busy this morning, you can’t think! I have been obliged to help Sister ever since we opened the shop, and she has just slipped out for a morsel of ham and a pint of porter. But if you would like me to run up and sit with your poor dear Ma when Anne comes back, only say the word and I’ll do it in a moment, for you know I am always happy to oblige.”

“You are the best good creature in the world, Jenny—but Mamma is inclined to rest today, and I believe we need not trouble you,” Philadelphia said with real gratitude.

“Why, it’s no trouble, my dearie! You know I am always happy to sit with her. Even when she goes on a bit twitty and cantankerous, it’s such an education to listen to her lovely ladylike way of speaking! I often say to Sis, ‘Anne, you ought to pay more heed to Mrs. Carteret, then you wouldn’t speak out so rough, the way you do.’ Well, I’ll just pop up presently with a cup of tea or a little bowl of bread-jelly for her, shall I?”

“I am sure she would be very much obliged—but you do too much for us, Jenny.”

“Nothing would be too much trouble after all those beautiful lessons you’ve given me, and not charged a penny. My gentleman friend Mr. Swannup is used to say you’ve taught me to sing like a nightingale—and you with two things to do every blessed minute of the day,” said Jenny vehemently. “The very instant Sis comes back I’ll just step up and ask if there’s anything the old lady would like.”

“Pray don’t trouble to do more than just peep in—I am in hopes she may doze off. She was in one of her quirky moods, and that generally means she is tired,” Delphie said. “But I would be very much obliged, Jenny, if you would make certain that she does not try to get out of doors. You know how independent she is! And, I fear, since her illness, not wholly reasonable; she will not be brought to understand that there are some things she cannot do any more.”

“I’ll keep an eye on the poor dear lady,” promised Jenny. “She shan’t go out! Nor I won’t let her buy twenty yards of violet satin from Sis, like she tried to the other week, nor order half a dozen ducklings from the poulterer, nor send for a hackney carriage to take her to Allardyce’s library or the Pantheon. I’m up to all her tricks, Miss Delphie, believe me, and she shan’t get away so long as I’m in the shop.”

“Thank you—that is a great weight off my mind!” said Delphie, with her sudden flashing smile, which revealed two wholly unexpected dimples in her thin oval cheek.

Jenny beamed back at her and turned to measure a breadth of muslin for a waiting customer.

As soon as she was out on the pavement the smile left Philadelphia’s face, to be replaced by a look of anxious preoccupation. She knew her mother’s willful ways; and she also knew that, good-hearted and well-meaning though Jenny was, watchful though she intended to be, she was also the most impulsive creature in the world, easily tempted into the street by any interesting commotion or sound outside; during which periods, if her sister Anne was not at hand, customers were free to help themselves to caps or shawls, gloves or laces, should they choose to do so.

It occurred to Philadelphia, whose intelligence was of a humorous turn, and who dearly loved such absurdities and anomalies, that during the last half-hour she had received three earnest promises: from Miss Smith, to practice her aria; from Mrs. Carteret, to stay in bed; and from Jenny, to keep an eye on her mother. It seemed to her that all three promises had about as much chance of fulfillment as that lilies should spring up through the cobbles of Greek Street, along which lively and crowded thoroughfare she was now making her rapid way in a northerly direction toward St. Giles’ Circus.

She would have been even more certain of this hypothesis could she have seen her mother at that moment. For Mrs. Carteret had not waited more than two minutes after she heard her daughter reach the foot of the stair to jump quietly out of bed and pull aside the curtain in the corner behind which her clothes were kept; having got herself into her stockings and petticoat, she was now deliberating between a dove-colored velvet dress with a worn breadth in it, and one of tabby-striped silk, rather finer, but not nearly warm enough for the sharp spring day. After a short period of consideration, Mrs. Carteret decided on the silk, and replaced the velvet dress behind the curtain, from which a strong smell of Tonkin beans emanated.

Then she began carefully and expertly doing her hair.

The fifteen-year-old Miss Lydia Browty had no great talent for music, but she was a painstaking child, and devoted to her teacher; Delphie was pleased to find how assiduously she had been practicing, and the lesson went well. It was always a pleasure, too, for Delphie to have a chance to play the Browtys’ pianoforte, which was an extremely handsome and brand-new instrument from Broadwoods with a most excellent tone. Mr. Browty, a nabob who had acquired a very comfortable fortune during twenty years in Calcutta, had recently returned home to establish himself in town and enjoy the fruits of his labors. He was a widower, his wife having succumbed to the adverse climate of the East, but had two daughters in their teens who were delighted to be removed from the young ladies’ seminary to which they had been dispatched at an early age, and to provide the necessary feminine element in their Papa’s London establishment.

At the end of Lydia’s lesson (Miss Charlotte being confined to bed with a cold) Mr. Browty himself came surging into the large and elegantly appointed music room, as if he had been waiting impatiently for the sounds of singing to die away.

“Hey-day, Miss Carteret! How d’ye do! Good day to ye! (No need, indeed, to ask how you do, eyes sparkling like diamonds as usual!) How’s my Lyddy coming along, now? Learning to tirralirra like a regular operatic signorina, is she, hey?”

Delphie truthfully replied that Miss Lydia was taking great pains with her music and making excellent progress, at which the fond father beamed affably on pupil and teacher alike. Delphie smiled back at him. She had a great liking for Mr. Browty, who, in spite of his large fortune and impressive City connections, was a plain, unassuming man. His complexion was somewhat yellow, due to his years in the East, and his thick hair was grizzled to a salt-and-pepper color. He was not handsome, but his eyes were clear and direct, and his expression both shrewd and good-natured. He was far from fashionable: today he wore a full-skirted coat of drab-colored broadcloth, drab knee breeches, and old-fashioned square buckled shoes, with a white neckcloth and a mustard-colored waistcoat, whereas his daughter’s French cambric dress was in the height of the current mode.

“Hark-ee, Miss Philadelphia—hey, hey, shouldn’t call you that, should I—to tell the truth I caught the trick from Puss here—”

Delphie said calmly that nothing could give her greater pleasure and it made her feel quite like one of the family.

“Just what I feel too,” he said, beaming, “and what I had in mind when I took the notion to approach you with this plan—”

“It was my idea, Pa!” interjected Miss Lydia.

“Hush, Puss, and let me make all plain to Miss Carteret without any roundaboutation. The gals and I, Miss Carteret, have taken a notion to run over to Paris next Tuesday, for a few weeks, now the war’s over and we can all get about again with Boney safe under hatches. And what we are hoping is that you might see your way to come along with us, so the girls need not miss their lessons. Not only that—we’d value your company, for I’m but a creaky old stick when it comes to escorting the young misses around, and know little of museums and milliners and such feminine fripperies. Whereas you are quite the lady and can tell my pusses how to go on in every kind of way.

“Besides which, Lyddy tells me you speak capital French, while I can’t parleyvoo to save my life, and I don’t believe Lyddy and Charlie are much better, despite all those years at Miss Minchin’s! So how about it, hey? Will you give us the benefit of your presence, Miss Philadelphia? We’d dearly like to have you with us. I’d guarantee to treat you as one of my own, and,” Mr. Browty said emphatically, “you’d not lose on it, for I’d reimburse you on any lessons you’d be obliged to miss over here. I’m very certain you deserve a little holiday, so hardworking as you are!”

Philadelphia was extremely touched, and said everything that was proper. She would have loved to visit Paris, which in 1815, was the gayest city in Europe. But with considerable regret she informed Mr. Browty that it was quite out of her power to leave London at present, since her mother, who had had a sharp illness during February and March, was still far from well, much pulled-down, and in no condition to be left.

Both Lydia’s and Mr. Browty’s faces fell very much at this information,

“You are quite sure, Miss Carteret? You couldn’t leave her, even for a couple of weeks?”

“I am deeply sensible of your kindness, Mr. Browty, and more sorry than I can say to be obliged to forgo such a treat. But indeed, I cannot leave my mother. It is not only that she is ill and weak. But, since her illness, her—her good sense has been somewhat affected, so that she cannot be relied upon not to do exceedingly odd and awkward, not to say even downright dangerous things. Last week, for instance, while I was away giving a lesson in Hampstead, she somehow contrived to slip out, went to Fordham’s Stores, and ordered enough provisions for an Assembly Ball, which she seemed to be under the impression that she was about to hold! Fortunately she had neglected to give them our direction, so when I learned what she had done, I was able to countermand the order before they had discovered where to send the things.”

Mr. Browty laughed heartily at this disclosure, and said,

“But could you not hire some reliable person to look after your mother, Miss Carteret? It is too bad that you must be burdened with such an anxiety while you are teaching as well.”

“I am afraid that would not be possible,” Philadelphia replied in a dispirited manner. “You see, for a start, my mother will mind no one but me—though indeed, she does not always mind me either.”

She had been about to explain, also, that their circumstances did not permit of such an expense, but, glancing at Mr. Browty, she decided to remain silent on that head. He was so good-natured that it was quite possible he might offer to assist them, and Delphie, who had inherited considerable family pride, as well as her distinguished good looks, from her mother, could not bear the idea of accepting charity.

“Excuse my asking this question, Miss Carteret, but have you no friends—no relatives—who could give you assistance during your mother’s illness?”

“No,” Delphie answered firmly. “We have not, sir. My mother and I are alone, and are supported solely by what I can earn from giving music and singing lessons. That has hitherto been quite sufficient—but—but my savings were somewhat depleted by her illness. Now she is recovered, matters will soon be in a better train, however.”

“Your father, I take it, is no more?”

“No, sir; he was a captain in the Navy, and died in the Battle of St. Vincent, when I was only four years old. I do not remember him very well.”

“He had no kinsfolk—no parents or relations?”

“No; he was an orphan, making his own way in the world. That is why when—when my mother fell in love with him, her family forbade the match. It was a runaway affair—an elopement. And in consequence of that, my mother’s family quite cut her off, and have refused to have anything to do with her, ever since.”

“Can you believe it!” exclaimed Mr. Browty. “What a currish set of hardhearted skinflints they must be! There’s your aristocracy for you!—for I’ll be bound, from the cut of your jib, that they are aristocracy, amn’t I right, my child?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, somewhat reluctantly.

“What was your mother’s maiden name, if I may make so bold, Miss Carteret?”

“Papa!” exclaimed Lydia, blushing. “You are distressing Miss Carteret. It is the outside of enough! She may not wish to tell you these things!”

“Fiddlestick, Puss! Hold your tongue! Miss Carteret knows I only mean well by her, don’t you, my dear? I’m just wishful to find some way to assist her, that’s all. Nor I’m not going to thrust alms down her throat unwanted, she knows that too! Miss Philadelphia’s got a head on her shoulders worth two of yours, Lyddy!”

Encouraged by this statement, Philadelphia said,

“My mother’s name was Penistone, Mr. Browty. My grandfather was the Fifth Viscount Bollington, and had estates in the Peak district, and in Kent, which was where my mother was brought up. But of course I never met my grandfather. He died when my mother was quite young, and was succeeded by his brother, the Sixth Viscount, who, I understand, was of a very arbitrary and tyrannical disposition. He also quarreled with my uncle, my mother’s brother, who went into the Navy and was killed in the same action as my father; they were great friends, which was how my mother happened to meet my father, when he came to stay at the family home.”

“Indeed? There were no other sons, besides your mother’s brother?”

“No, sir; as I said, the title passed to my great-uncle. I presume he is still living. I do not know if he has children of his own. My mother has always been very reluctant to talk about her family. She felt it so deeply when they cut her off that she would sooner die than be beholden to them.”

“Do you, also, feel as deeply as that?”

“N-no, not quite,” admitted Delphie. “It did seem to me—since my mother would, in the natural order of things, have been able to expect a handsome competence at her majority—that it was monstrously unjust and unnatural that her family would not assist her in her illness; and so—and so when she was in very bad case I did venture to write off—”

“Aha, you wrote off?”

“But only received the briefest of curt notes back, rejecting my appeal as a piece of imposture. So I resolved to demean myself no more in that direction.”

“I dare swear I’d have done the same,” nodded Mr. Browty. “But—there’s a wicked, hardhearted, clutch-fisted set of penny pinchers for you! What did you say the name was, again?”

“The family name is Penistone, and my uncle is Lord Bollington, the Sixth Viscount.”

“Bollington—the name is familiar,” mused Mr. Browty. “Didn’t we meet a Lord Bollington—somewhere abroad, Puss? It sticks in my nodbox that we did—where would that have been, now?”

“Was it at the baths, Papa? At Bad Reichenbach?”

“Ay—that’s it—that’s where it was! I mind him now—a queer, sad old stick, full of odd freaks and fancies, like a cudgel with a hank of white hair atop, forever with some odd notion in his attic, and set on maudling his innards with every kind of medicine, always fancying himself at death’s door. I mind him well. Right, and I was able to do him a good turn that he needed sore, for his bankers’ drafts hadn’t come through, and my name on a bill’s as good as gold from here to Constantinople.”

“I’m sure it is,” Delphie said politely, glancing at the clock on the marble mantel. “But—excuse me, Mr. Browty—I promised to return to my mother as soon as might be, and I am somewhat anxious about her—”

“In course you are! But, listen, my dear; write again, and this time, give my name as reference. I know you are no imposter, and Browty’s word is as good as his bond. Or no—better still—where does the old cull keep himself?”

“I beg your pardon, sir?”

“Your uncle, child—great-uncle—whatever he be?”

“Oh, Lord Bollington? He has several estates; but I believe that his main residence is in Kent, where my mother was brought up, at Chase Place.”

“Ay, Chase—that is it. I mind him referring to it now. To be sure, Chase—that was it. Ay, he and I grew to be close as birds of a feather, lying in those mud baths together—he’ll recall the name of Josiah Browty. Chase Place—very good! My sixteen-mile-an-hour grays can spank down there in four hours, or I’m a Dutchman. I’ll give you a note to the old curmudgeon that will make him sing to a different tune, I’ll warrant you!”

“But—” said Delphie, taken aback, “I beg your pardon, my dear sir, but what are you proposing?”

“Why, that I lend you my posting-chariot, supply you with a note of recommendation, and that you drive down to Chase yourself and beard the old put in his den! Take the bull by the horns, that’s my motto, and always has been, and a fair pile of feathers it’s fetched me!”

“But, sir!”

Although this plan did have considerable appeal to Delphie, who was herself of a forthright and enterprising character, always apt to act rather than repine, she could see many objections to it.

“In the first place—I cannot be so beholden to you! What have I ever done to deserve such distinguished—?”

“Pish, my dear! The chariot will be here, and the grays eating their heads off, for I’ll take the bays and the bigger coach to France with all the gals’ gear—I was about to offer the use of the chariot, in any case, for you to take your Mama for an airing, now and again. And as to deserve—I’m well aware of the pains you’ve spent on Lyddy and Charlie, who’ve neither of them a note of music in their brainboxes—besides all the other things they’ve picked up from you in the course—all your ladylike ways and elegancies of behavior—”

“Nonsense, my dear sir—certainly not enough to earn the use of your carriage for at least two days!” said Delphie, blushing and laughing.

“Say no more, Miss Philadelphia—my mind’s made up to this plan and I’ll hear no argufication! Why would that old skinflint loll there on his millions—ay, now I recall, he owns the coal under half Derbyshire—besides a hundred and fifty thousand in the Funds—he’s one of the warmest men in the country, my dear! Why should he sit there while you and your mother can hardly scrape ten guineas together?”

“Yes, it is the injustice of the situation that really puts me in a rage!” Delphie could not help bursting out, and Mr. Browty said approvingly,

“Ah, I knew you was a lass of spirit! Now we’ll say no more at this present, for I know you’re itching to be off to your Mama, but I’ll write a note to his ludship and have it sent around to you in Greek Street, and I’ll tell Bodkin, my under-coachman (who is as steady a man as you need hope to find), and the postilions to be ready to wait on you whenever you say the word. And think nothing of coaching-inn fees or any other such expenses, my dear”—as she opened her mouth—“that will all be found, I promise you.”

“But, sir, how can I ever repay you?”

“Why, as to that, my dear—if you and your Mama come into your rights, you will be able to repay me with the greatest ease! If it weighs on your mind, as it certainly does not on mine.”

“But if I don’t come into my rights?” Delphie could not help saying.

“We’ll concern ourselves with that another time!”

Delphie endeavored to render suitable thanks—her head was somewhat in a whirl with the suddenness of all these plans—but Mr. Browty indulgently told her to run along and save her breath for arguing with Lord Bollington.

Lydia bade good-by to her preceptress with a warm hug and a little skip of excitement, crying,

“Oh, it is the most romantical plan imaginable! I wish I might go along.”

“Much help you would be, Puss!”

“I wish we might be here to learn what comes of it! Can we not stay in England another fortnight, Pa, till Miss Carteret has been to see her great-uncle?”

“Nonsense, Puss! We have all our hotel reservations, and my man of business in Paris waiting on my arrival—we shall hear soon enough how Miss Carteret has sped. I daresay she will be good enough to write us a note about it.”

“Indeed I shall!” said Philadelphia. “And I am very much obliged to you.”

With that she collected up her music and left, for she had already overstayed her time by more than a quarter of an hour, and she was becoming momentarily more anxious to return to her mother.

“Ah, there goes a lass in a million,” said Mr. Browty, gazing after her with unmixed respect. “Strong-minded—clever—and real high-class looks into the bargain! You’d have to beat over half England to find her equal. It was a lucky day for our family, Lyddy, when I picked Miss Carteret to be your singing teacher.”

“Yes, Papa,” said Lydia.

Philadelphia hurried home, stopping in Brewer Street market to buy the promised neck of lamb, and again at Mme. Lumière’s for the almond cakes. Mme. Lumière, like many of the residents of Soho, was an émigré Frenchwoman who had left Paris during the Terror, and had prospered so well with her pastrycook’s business during the following twenty-odd years that she had long since abandoned any thought of returning to her native land. It was from Madame’s brother, Christophe Lumière, that Delphie had learned her music; he was a distinguished composer and conductor who, since he stood in high favor at the court of Louis XVI, had been obliged to escape with his sister. For many years he had been the lodger of Mrs. Carteret, whose husband had left her just sufficient money to buy a small house in Soho and rent out most of its rooms to support herself and her child. The rents had also sufficed to send Philadelphia for a period to an Academy for Young Ladies in Chiswick. But M. Lumière had died and misfortunes had then overtaken the Carterets; debts had piled up, and Mrs. Carteret had, in the end, been obliged to sell the house and move to their present accommodation. The money from the sale, which would, in the normal course, probably have provided for the mother and daughter’s needs for several years, had been almost entirely consumed by the expenses of Mrs. Carteret’s illness, and a frighteningly small sum now stood between them and complete destitution.

Philadelphia sometimes trembled, waking in the night, at the thought of what would become of them should she herself, through any mischance, lose her capacity to earn. Suppose she too were to fall ill? Or be run over by a carriage or abducted in the streets of London—such occurrences were not unknown. What would Mrs. Carteret do then? Even before her illness she had been somewhat feckless, and wholly lacking in any qualification to earn her own living; her only accomplishment was the cutting out of very beautiful paper spills, but the sale of such articles would barely suffice to keep the pair in candles.

Mrs. Carteret herself had never been troubled by anxieties as to the future.

“My dear child, pray do not be forever fussing and fretting and spoiling your looks over these trifling considerations! Of course you will presently make an eligible match, and then all our troubles will be over. For I will say this—although you have unfortunately inherited your father’s cautious, prosy, down-to-earth, pinchpenny temperament, you have luckily taken from me the Penistone family looks, and those are not to be sneezed at; you must be worthy of the first consideration in any circles in the land!”

“But, dearest Mamma—we don’t move in any circles in the land! We don’t even move in a segment of a circle!” said Delphie, who had learned a little Geometry as well as the Use of the Globes at Miss Pinkerton’s Academy in Chiswick.

“Never mind that, child! It is true—if only you could be presented at Court—how advantageous that would be. But still, I do not despair of some gentleman of breeding and discrimination observing you as you pass by in the street. So do not let me see those desponding looks, any more—but hold your head up straight, and walk with elegance. You will see, all those hours that I made you spend on the backboard will presently bring their reward! In fact it would do no harm if you were to lie down now upon the backboard for half an hour!”

“Never mind the backboard, Mamma. I am more likely soon to be upon the shelf! Do not forget that I am three and twenty!”

“No, impossible, how can you be? I am sure you must be mistaken. Though it is true,” sighed Mrs. Carteret, “that I was only sixteen when I eloped with your dearest Papa. In any case, Philadelphia, your looks are in the bone, and not such as will fade in your twenties; I by no means despair of your forming an eligible connection, even now.”

Philadelphia herself had no such certainty; nor was she even sure that she wished to marry. Certainly she had never, among the respectable tradesmen, exiled French, and down-at-heels gentry who formed the Carterets’ principal acquaintance, encountered the man whom she felt she would be able to love. Her main ambition was centered on saving enough to start a small music school by which she could keep herself and her mother in modest comfort. But with Mrs. Carteret’s frail health and awkward propensity for disbursing money and running into debt, such hopes were slender indeed.

Passing swiftly through the Baggotts’ millinery establishment, Delphie stopped to make the promised purchase of pale-gray jaconet from Jenny, who greeted her with a beaming smile.

“There you are back then, Miss Delphie! I just stepped upstairs, half an hour agone, with a bowl of bread-jelly, and peeked through the crack, like you said, but she was fast; I could just see her blessed head on the pillow; so I didn’t disturb her, but came right down again. She hasn’t stirred once, not all the while you’ve been out; not a whisper have we heard from her.”

Much relieved at this news, Delphie thanked Miss Baggott, paid for the jaconet with some of her fee from Mr. Browty (who always settled on the nail), and ran upstairs. Opening the door softly, she laid her purchases on a small table which did duty as both kitchen and dining table, then stole into the farther room to see how her mother did.

For a moment she, too, was deceived and thought Mrs. Carteret lay sleeping on the bed; then, approaching closer, she saw with deep dismay that the lace nightcap had been cunningly drawn over a rolled-up nightgown, and the bedclothes pulled together to make it appear as if a sleeping person lay under them. But the bed was empty; and also cold; it must have been unoccupied for at least an hour.

With speed born of experience, Delphie scanned her mother’s wardrobe, and her anxiety was greatly aggravated by the discovery that Mrs. Carteret must have gone out in her tabby silk and an embroidered India-muslin shawl—very insufficient covering for a barely convalescent invalid on a cold April day.

Trying to quell her agitation, Delphie ran down the stairs again. Both Miss Baggotts were now in the shop, and, addressing them in somewhat desperate accents, Delphie informed them that her mother had gone out.

The sisters were aghast.

“She’s not run out again? Are you certain, Miss Delphie? Have you looked behind the curtain—behind the sofa? I’d be ready to swear I’d not taken my eyes off the stair the whole blessed afternoon!” Jenny declared agitatedly.

“You forget, Sister, the time the funeral passed by and you was so anxious to run out and discover whose it was!” Miss Anne tartly reminded her sister. “And it was just then that I was obliged to go to the stock room for a new bale of sprig-muslin—depend on it, that must have been when Missus must ha’ cut and run for it!”

Despairingly, Philadelphia remembered that she had passed a funeral procession herself, at the top of Greek Street, very shortly after leaving home. If her mother had managed to slip out while the cortege was passing the Baggott establishment, she must have been gone for a very long time, and there would be little use in hunting for her among the streets close at hand. There were a dozen places she might have reached by this time—the Pantheon Bazaar in Grafton House, where she might take it into her head to order a hundred yards of Irish poplin for housemaids’ dresses—or Mudie’s library, where she might bespeak the most expensive new publications—or Bond Street, which offered a terrifying range of temptations to a lady who seemed to have completely forgotten her penurious situation. Or there was another Mecca, more dangerous still. To this resort of enterprising and disengaged females, Philadelphia first turned her steps. It was in Orchard Street, and was known as Heiresses’ Haven, though in fact its proper appellation was Duvivier’s Tea and Domino Salon. Here ladies of somewhat doubtful respectability and others with too much time on their hands repaired to drink Bohea and play écarté and preference, and here it was that Mrs. Carteret, during the previous year, had contrived to expend a larger and larger proportion of their slender resources.

So it was with a failing heart that Delphie climbed the familiar narrow stairs, and looked around the somewhat shabbily furnished rooms.

“Has my mother been here?” she inquired of Mme. Duvivier, who was presiding at the table nearest the entrance. Madame was a formidable-looking lady in a sky-blue turban, enough diamonds to buy up Kensington Palace, if they had been real, and a highly powdered countenance. She gave Delphie a very sharp look.

“No—Mrs. Carteret has not been here, Miss—not this afternoon. If she had, it would have been my painful duty to remind her that she is owing five guineas on account of—”

“Thank you! I cannot give it you at the moment,” said Philadelphia hastily. “But I will see that you are paid within the week.”

“Stop, Miss—stop!” exclaimed Mme. Duvivier as she turned to leave.

“I cannot stop; my mother is at this instant somewhere in the streets and likely to catch her death from chills,” Delphie called back, and ran down the stairs.

Next she went to Bond Street, and investigated all its jewelers and hat shops, incurring the various coarse remarks and incivilities to which an unescorted lady in London was liable; these, however, she turned off with such a practiced air of haughty, cool reserve that none of the accosting males dared pursue their advances any further.

But she did not find Mrs. Carteret. One or two of the jewelers were known to her, for it was in their emporiums that she had been obliged to dispose of some of her mother’s few last good pieces; but they all denied having set eyes on her mother.

Nor, apparently, had Mrs. Carteret ordered any provisions at Fordham’s, in Piccadilly—which was something of a relief—nor had she been to Hatchard’s bookshop nor to Allardyce’s library.

Delphie began to fear that she must have taken the opposite direction; once or twice in the delirium of her illness she had been heard to murmur that she “must very soon pay a visit to my brokers in the City”; no such brokers, to the best of Delphie’s knowledge, existed; certainly Mrs. Carteret had had dealings with none in the last fifteen years, but if she had taken it into her head to proceed in the direction of Threadneedle Street or Petty Cury, the hope of discovering her was scanty indeed, for the older part of London was such a warren of small thoroughfares that a person might be lost within them for weeks on end.

To add to Delphie’s despair, a thin rain was beginning to fall.

“Perhaps she may take a hackney cab home,” Delphie thought. The expense would be a crippling addition to their strained exchequer, but better that than the poor lady should be soaked through in her flimsy silk and muslin.

Delphie herself was insufficiently equipped for a wetting, and she turned homeward, somewhat hopelessly scanning the Oxford Street shops and the stalls of Brewer Street market again as she passed. Most of the stall-holders knew her, but none of them were able to give her tidings of her quarry.

At last, very despondent, she arrived back at the rooms in Greek Street and saw at once, from Miss Anne’s downcast look and Miss Jenny’s expression of guilty despair, that her mother had not returned while she herself had been out.

“Should we inform the constables?” quavered Jenny. “She has not been out for so long since her illness! Indeed and indeed I’m sorry, Miss Delphie—I could beat my head in the dust for shame—but there! What good would that do?”

“Not the least bit of good in the world!” snapped Miss Anne. “You had better by far brew Miss Delphie a cup of Bohea; she looks worn to a thread-paper.”

“I do not like to call in the constables unless the case seems desperate,” said Delphie, gratefully accepting the proffered beverage, which was indeed welcome, for she had had nothing since her scanty breakfast of one piece of bread-and-butter. “I know Mamma would be dreadfully ashamed and overset to think we had taken such a step. I will wait a little longer. When I have drunk my tea I shall put on a pelisse and search around Seven Dials and Drury Lane; I have not yet looked in that direction, knowing Mamma’s preference for the more fashionable part of London.”

“Oh, no, Miss Delphie, you didn’t ought to think of going out again!” scolded Jenny. “Why, you are quite fagged out already—white as cheesecloth, ain’t she, Sister, and your bonnet all soaked. That straw will never be good for anything after this!”

“But I must go out,” said Delphie. “I cannot bear to think of her, perhaps lost, somewhere in this downpour”—for the rain had come on more heavily and was turning to a real spring deluge.

Out, despite all their remonstrances, she went, clad in a worn old tartan pelisse, and wearily made a reconnaissance of Charing Cross, Covent Garden, and Drury Lane, even going so far east as Holborn and Chancery Lane. Once or twice she thought what a fortunate occurrence it was that many of the families whose children were her pupils had at present gone out of town for the Easter Holiday; at least it meant that lessons were few and far between. Her income, in consequence, was sadly depleted, but no indignant pupils were being deprived of their tuition while she scoured the streets for her straying parent.

Presently dusk began to fall, early because of the rain, and Delphie was forced to acknowledge to herself that it was quite useless for her to continue the search; a few of London’s streets were now gaslit, but the majority were not; and in general the illumination was dim, flickering, and inadequate; there was no possible chance any longer of spotting the lost lady. Delphie herself, by this time, was soaked and shivering; all she could do was turn homeward once more.

There, the Baggott sisters received her with distressed and contrite looks; urged her to come into the back parlor, where they had built up a roaring fire, and revived her with what Miss Jenny called “a little drop of summat ’ot”—a very little brandy and a great deal of lemon, sugar, and hot water, which in the circumstances was highly welcome, for with all the hurrying and calling, searching and inquiring, Delphie’s throat had become very hoarse and sore.

“If only you haven’t took cold your poor self!” said Jenny anxiously. “You didn’t ought to be running about in the rain, Miss Delphie, indeed you oughtn’t, for if you was to take a putrid sore throat, what’s to become of you? You can’t teach them blessed lambs to sing!”—a fear which Delphie herself entertained but did not dare acknowledge.

“Oh, it is nothing—I am very strong,” she said, sneezing, “but poor Mama! I am worried to death about her. Now, I am afraid, I shall really have to inform the constabulary.”

The sisters had shut up shop, in consideration of the wet weather, and the emergency, but just at this moment a faint tap was heard on the outer door.

“Run, quick, Jenny!” said Miss Baggott. “Somebody’s out there—only think, perhaps some kind person has took Missus up!”

Jenny flew to the door, and, opening it, cried out in a tone of ecstasy, “Lord, if it ain’t Missus herself, but oh! what a pickle she’s in! Lord bless us, ma’am, where have you been all this time, here’s Miss Delphie and all of us in such a pucker and a pelter over you—and you come in looking as if you’ve been drug backwards down the Fleet River!”

“Quick, bring the poor lady to the fire, Jenny, don’t stand there a-gabbling,” cried her sister.

Mrs. Carteret certainly was in a deplorable condition, the feathers on her bonnet hanging limply down her back, her hair all out of curl with wet, and her soaked clothes clinging to her “for all the world like a drowned rat’s fur,” as Miss Jenny said. She tottered to the fireplace, hardly seeming to know where she was, and sat down abruptly on an upright chair as if her stiff legs would hold her up no longer.

Sipping a hot toddy which Miss Anne quickly mixed for her, she gazed at her daughter and the Miss Baggotts vacantly over the rim of her cup. Her eyes were strangely bright, and there was a hectic flush on her cheekbones. Kettles for a mustard bath, Delphie thought rapidly, a hot brick for her bed, warm flannel to wrap round her chest . . . Will she survive this? Will the congestion return to her?

“Mamma dear, where were you?” Delphie asked gently, as the spirit began to take its effect and a faint spark of understanding returned to Mrs. Carteret’s eyes. “Don’t you remember I implored you not to go out, because you are not well enough? What did you have to do that was so important, that I could not have done for you?”

“Where did I have to go?” quavered Mrs. Carteret at last. “Why—of course—need you ask?—of course I went to St. Paul’s!”

“St. Paul’s? But that is over two miles from here—nearer three! You mean to say that you walked all that way? But why?”

“My dear Mamma would always go to evensong in St. Paul’s when she was in town—or so I understand,” said Mrs. Carteret firmly.

“You walked all the way there? And all the way back?”

“In course I did! When I was young we thought nothing of a six- or seven-mile walk. It is not right in you to nag and reproach me, Philadelphia,” said her mother, with more spirit. “Particularly since it was you that I had in mind when I made the expedition.”

“Me, Mamma? What can you possibly mean?”

“I cannot tell you that in front of these strangers,” said Mrs. Carteret with dignity.

“Strangers? Lawk, and she’s known us any time these twelve years!” exclaimed Jenny indignantly, but Anne whispered,

“Hush, Sister, can’t you see Missus is not herself! Come, ma’am, let me and Miss Delphie help you up the stairs, the best thing you can do is get into a hot bath directly, and I’ve a pair of kettles on a-boiling this minute. Indeed you should not have run out like that, Mrs. Carteret, frightening your poor daughter so dreadfully, and putting us all in a tweak!”

Somehow, very slowly, poor Mrs. Carteret, now trembling with weakness, was helped up the stairs, and the Baggott sisters then tactfully left her alone with her daughter, but promising to run up directly if required. When they were alone Mrs. Carteret fairly burst into tears.

“Why do you all scold me so,” she sobbed, “when I only did it for the best?”

“Did what, Mamma? What did you do?”

“Why, went to St. Paul’s to pray for a husband for you, naturally!”

Delphie hardly knew whether to laugh or weep. What a hopeless quest! What a piteous pilgrimage! At least it had not involved Mrs. Carteret in any outrageous, wild expense, but it seemed highly probable that she might have caught her death from wet and exhaustion.

“That was a very kind, thoughtful thing to do,” Delphie said, giving her parent a warm and loving embrace, and then proceeding to whisk off the sodden shawl, “but, you know, I don’t want a husband, I would rather by far remain with you.”

“Of course you want a husband,” said Mrs. Carteret, shivering miserably as the draggled silk was peeled away from her shoulders. “For if you had a good one, we could all live together and he would support us!”

And she beamed into her daughter’s face as Delphie guided her faltering steps toward the mustard bath Miss Anne had made ready, which stood steaming in front of the fire.
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It was hardly to be expected that Mrs. Carteret’s expedition to St. Paul’s, though undertaken from the highest of motives, should not lead to a recurrence of her lung trouble; in fact she was laid upon her bed for more than a week with a sharp attack, complicated by pleurisy, and for many hours her life was despaired of. But by one means or another, partly due to some innate strength in her, partly through Philadelphia’s careful tireless, tender nursing (though herself afflicted with a heavy cold), Mrs. Carteret scraped through.

“She will not achieve full health for a long time yet, though,” said the doctor, on the fourth day, when she had passed the crisis. He glanced about him. “These rooms are not at all suitable for her—no sun, no healthful circulation of air. She should be in the country—preferably in a warm climate. Rome would be excellent—or the South of France.”

Delphie looked at him in exhausted silence. How could she possibly achieve such a removal? His own bill was still owing, and likely to remain so for some time.

“Well—well—do what you can for her,” he said in a kind tone, understanding the situation. “An airing in the park, as often as possible, in a week or so, when it is warmer. And perhaps she might go to stay on some farm? Do not be worrying too much, Miss Carteret—or we shall have you falling sick. And don’t fret about my bill—that can wait.”

Delphie, with her usual resilience, had recovered from her cold, but she was pale and heavy-eyed from long watching at night, and considerably thinner than she had been before her mother’s illness.

“You must get into the fresh air too,” said the doctor. “Take a walk in Kensington Gardens twice a week at least. Don’t trouble your head about your mother—she will do now. I shall return in four or five days, to see how she goes on.”

And he picked up his hat and cane and went down to his barouche.

When he had gone Delphie lifted the lid of the pianoforte and removed from inside it an envelope which had arrived from Mr. Browty some five days previously. In it was a note, written hastily in large unformed characters:

Dear Miss Carteret, Here is the recommendation to Lord Bollington that I promised you. Mind you use it, now, or I shall be uncommon vexed! I am also enclosing 10 Guineas to pay any expenses, besides some good professional Woman to mind your Mother while you are out of town, for I know otherwise you will not stir a Step, out of anxiety for the poor lady. Now do not be troubling your head about post-fees or the servants’ accomodation—I have told Bodkin he is to arrange all that. The village of Cow Green is not a stone’s throw from Chase, and the servants can rack up at the Inn there.

I believe you shd take some Female Person as companion when you go—Ld.B was a very twitty old Chaw-Bacon & wd not countenance a young Lady gallivanting about the countryside unescorted.

Write us a Note to the Hotel Creçy to tell how you go on—the girls and I will be Agog for news.

Yr sincere well-wisher,

Jos. Browty

Enclosed were the ten guineas and an open envelope which had another note in it:

My dear Lord Bollington,

You will recall me as had the Honour to do you a small Service when we was both convalessing from the megrims at Bad Risenback. This is to introduce to your Notise a young Connection of yours, Miss Carteret. Miss C is the best, most scrupulously honest young Lady of my acquaintance & wd no more conduct on Imposture than she wd commit Murder. Her Morals are Unblemish’d, her Character direct & Sinsere, her Mind of a Purity the most Unecsepshionable & Limpid. Any that says she is capable of falsehood commits a most Gross Injustise, & in my Opinion she & her Ma has been treated with very Scandalous Inequity, whch I Hope will now be righted.

Inquiries as to my Credentials may be directed to any Bank in the City of London, but most especial the City Cotton & Woollen Bank in Lombard St.

I have the Honour to Subscribe Myself,

Yr Obdt. Srvt.

Alderman Josiah Browty.

Delphie glanced at her mother, who was sleeping peacefully after the exertion of receiving the doctor. Then she slipped downstairs to consult with the Miss Baggotts.

“For sure you must go!” said Anne Baggott when the situation had been explained to her. “Why, Miss Delphie, it might be the making of you, if your great-cousins would be brought to receive you. Lord bless me, if I had rich kin, I’d ha’ been a-knocking at their gates years agone! And the gentleman offering his coach to take you, too—I call that real bang-up behavior.”

Delphie then cautiously opened to the sisters a proposal she had been turning over in her mind—that Miss Jenny might care to accompany her as a kind of chaperone.

“For Mr. Browty says—and I fear he is right—that my uncle will think but slightingly of me if I travel unescorted.”

“Me?” cried Jenny. “Me travel in a coach—to a castle—to visit a lord? Lawks, Miss Delphie, I should just about think I would! Why, that’d be better than a play at the Pantheon—better than a visit to Vauxhall Gardens—better than anything! Oh, wait till I tell Maria!”

“Shall you be able to manage without Jenny in the shop for a couple of days, though, Miss Anne?” inquired Delphie, smiling at Jenny’s enthusiasm.

“Why, bless you, yes, miss. To tell truth, she’s no more use half the time than a wet hen, so harum-scarum and shatter-brained as she is, always running into the street if a hurdy-gurdy or a funeral goes by—and it’s only right she should bear you company, seeing as ’twas her totty-headedness got you into this fix in the first place.”

So that was settled. Then came the question of some reliable person to watch over Mrs. Carteret for two days.

“At least, poor lady, she’s not like to get out of bed and run off to St. Paul’s now,” sighed Miss Anne.

This was true, and though Delphie grieved to see her mother so quiet, docile, and biddable, it did mean that Mrs. Carteret could be left without apprehension of any more disastrous excursions at the present time.

“Can you suggest any kind, reliable woman with nursing experience who would take charge of her?” Delphie inquired.

“Say, Sister,” exclaimed Jenny, “how about Aunt Andrews from Edmonton? ’Tis about time for her town visit, any road, and the old lady might as well make herself useful while she is here. By the same token, she dotes on cosseting folk and coddling ’em—she’s never happier than when she had some poor soul in bed and can make them up all her Panaceas and Elixatives.”

“For once, Sister, you have struck on a sensible notion,” said Miss Anne, and she assured Delphie that Aunt Andrews would be the most kindly and capable person in the world to look after an invalid. So a note was dispatched to the old lady (who lived with a married son) and at the same time Delphie wrote to Mr. Browty’s coachman in Russell Square, bidding him be in readiness to drive her to Kent on the third day from then.

“Ah, you poor dear, and you can do with an outing yourself,” said Miss Anne sympathetically, “so tired and hagged-looking as you’ve been ever since your Ma took sick.”

“Indeed if my relatives accept me, it certainly won’t be for my looks,” agreed Delphie, whose mirror told her that her face had become as thin and pale as an almond and that her gray eyes appeared overlarge in their shadowed sockets.

But she still could hardly regard the journey to Kent as a restorative outing or an excursion of pleasure. Too much hung on its outcome.

“Tell you what,” proposed Miss Anne, looking her up and down. “What you need is a new gown (asking your pardon for the liberty, Miss Delphie), for every stitch on your back you’ve had since I dunno when, and, when all’s said and done, there’s nowt like new clothes for making a body feel more the thing.”

“Lor, yes, Sister, what a famous notion!” struck in Jenny. “Let’s rig up Miss as fine as fivepence! It’s a downright shame she should be going about all the time in threadbare bombazine and linsey-woolsey when she’s a figure as would set off the finest silks and velvets.”

Delphie demurred very much at this.

“My relations must take me as they find me,” she said. “Besides, if I were rigged out very fine, they would hardly believe in the necessity of my application.”

“Ay; very true,” said Anne. “But there’s a difference (asking your pardon again, miss) betwixt being too fine, and being barely decent, and the back breadth of that gown you have on, Miss Delphie, is so rubbed I can just about see my face in it.”

Reluctantly, Delphie was brought to agree that if she were too shabby her grand relatives might take her in scorn; and, as Aunt Andrews, when she arrived, proved to be a cheerful, friendly old countrywoman with a white-covered basket, who was astonished that she should be offered payment for looking after a sick person, since this was a most particular treat to her, and could with the utmost difficulty be brought to accept a fee of two guineas, the sisters managed to persuade Delphie to lay out a couple more of Mr. Browty’s guineas on clothes. They escorted her to the Pantheon Bazaar, where the most amazing bargains were to be found, and gave her the benefit of their experience in selecting some lengths of French cambric in a very pretty dark blue shade, for a carriage dress, and a piece of upholstery velvet in French gray which, said Miss Anne, “will make up into as fine a pelisse as you please and I daresay Miss’s kin will never notice the difference if it’s properly trimmed.” Buttons, thread, and a plain bonnet of basket willow completed their purchases, for Delphie already possessed a very respectable pair of navy-blue jean half boots (good footwear she regarded as a practical economy since she had to spend so much of her time walking to lessons) and a plain white crape dress for holidays or evening occasions, very little worn.
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