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artisans.She imagined silent antechambers, heavy with Oriental tapestries, lit by torches in lofty bronze
sockets, with two tall footmen in knee-breeches sleeping in large arm-chairs, overcome by the heavy
warmth of the stove.she imagined delicate meals, gleaming silver, tapestries peopling the walls with folk
of a past age and strange birds in faery forests; she imagined delicate food served in marvellous dishes,
murmured gallantries, listened to with an inscrutable smile as one trifled with the rosy flesh of trout or
wings of asparagus chicken.She imagined vast saloons hung with antique silks, exquisite pieces of
furniture supporting priceless ornaments, and small, charming, perfumed rooms, created just for little
parties of intimate friends, men who were famous and sought after, whose homage roused every other
woman's envious longings.Her tastes were simple because she had never been able to afford any other,
but she was as unhappy as though she had married beneath her; for women have no caste or class,
their beauty, grace, and charm serving them for birth or family, their natural delicacy, their instinctive
elegance, their nimbleness of wit, are their only mark of rank, and put the slum girl on a level with the
highest lady in the land.She had no clothes, no jewels, nothing.


