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Intro 

“They call us the Heavenly Twins.” 
“What, signs of the Zodiac?” said the Tenor. 
“No; signs of the times,” said the Boy. 

****** 

The time is racked with birth-pangs; every hour 
Brings forth some gasping truth, and truth new-born 
Looks a misshapen and untimely growth, 
The terror of the household and its shame, 
A monster coiling in its nurse’s lap 
That some would strangle, some would starve; 
But still it breathes, and passed from hand to hand, 
And suckled at a hundred half-clad breasts 
Comes slowly to its stature and its form, 
Calms the rough ridges of its dragon scales, 
Changes to shining locks its snaky hair, 
And moves transfigured into Angel guise, 
Welcomed by all that cursed its hour of birth, 
And folded in the same encircling arms 
That cast it like a serpent from their hold! 

—Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
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Chapter I 
 

At nineteen Evadne looked out of narrow eyes at an untried world inquiringly. She wanted to 
know. She found herself forced to put prejudice aside in order to see beneath it, deep down into 
the sacred heart of things, where the truth is, and the bewildering clash of human precept with 
human practice ceases to vex. And this not of design, but of necessity. It was a need of her 
nature to know. When she came across something she did not understand, a word, a phrase, or 
an allusion to a phase of life, the thing became a haunting demon only to be exorcised by 
positive knowledge on the subject. Ages of education, ages of hereditary preparation had 
probably gone to the making of such a mind, and rendered its action inevitable. For generations 
knowledge is acquired, or, rather, instilled by force in families, but, once in a way, there comes a 
child who demands instruction as a right; and in her own family Evadne appears to have been 
that child. Not that she often asked for information. Her faculty was sufficient to enable her to 
acquire it without troubling herself or anybody else, a word being enough on some subjects to 
make whole regions of thought intelligible to her. It was as if she only required to be reminded 
of things she had learnt before. Her mother said she was her most satisfactory child. She had 
been easy of education in the schoolroom. She had listened to instruction with interest and 
intelligence, and had apparently accepted every article of faith in God and man which had been 
offered for her guidance through life with unquestioning confidence; at least she had never been 
heard to object to any time-honoured axiom. And she did, in fact, accept them all, but only 
provisionally. She wanted to know. Silent, sociable, sober, and sincere, she had walked over the 
course of her early education and gone on far beyond it with such ease that those in authority 
over her never suspected the extent to which she had outstripped them. 

It was her father who struck the keynote to which the tune of her early intellectual life was set. 
She was about twelve years old at the time, and they were sitting out on the lawn at Fraylingay 
one day after dinner, as was their wont in the summer—he, on this occasion, under the influence 
of a good cigar, mellow in mind and moral in sentiment, but inclining to be didactic for the 
moment because the coffee was late; she in a receptive mood, ready to gather silently, and store 
with care, in her capacious memory any precept that might fall from his lips, to be taken out and 
tried as opportunity offered. 

“Where is your mother?” he asked. 

“I don’t know, father,” Evadne answered. “I think she is in the drawing room.” 

“Never say you think, my dear, about matters of fact,” he said. “When it is possible to know it is 
your business to find out, and if you cannot find out you must say you don’t know. It is moral 
cowardice, injurious to yourself, not to own your ignorance; and you may also be misleading, or 
unintentionally deceiving, someone else.” 

“How might the moral cowardice of not owning my ignorance be injurious to myself, father?” 
she asked. 

“Why, don’t you see,” he answered, “you would suffer in two ways? If the habit of inaccuracy 
became confirmed, your own character would deteriorate; and by leading people to suppose that 
you are as wise as themselves, you lose opportunities of obtaining useful information. They 
won’t tell you things they think you know already.” 

Evadne bent her brows upon this lesson and reflected; and doubtless it was the origin of the 
verbal accuracy for which she afterward became notable. Patient investigation had always been a 
pleasure, but from that time forward it became a principle also. She understood from what her 
father had said that to know the facts of life exactly is a positive duty; which, in a limited sense, 
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