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Chapter 1

OR reasonswhich many persons thought ridiculous, Mrs. Lightfoot

Lee decided to passthe winter in Washington. Shewas in excellent
health, but she said that the climate would do her good. In New York she
had troops of friends, but she suddenly became eager to see again the
very small number of those who lived on the Potomac. It was only to her
closestintimates that she honestly acknowledged herself to be tortured
by ennui. Since her husband's death, five years before, she had lost her
taste for New York society; she had felt no interest in the price of stocks,
and very little in the men who dealt in them; she had become serious.
What was it all worth, this wilderness of men and women as monoton-
ous asthe brown stone housesthey lived in? In her despair she had re-
sorted to desperate measures. She had read philosophy in the original
German, and the more she read, the more she was disheartened that so
much culture should lead to nothingNnothing.

After talking of Herbert Spencerfor an entire evening with avery liter-
ary transcendental commission-merchant, she could not seethat her time
had been better employed than when in former days she had passedit in
flirting with a very agreeableyoung stock-broker; indeed, there was an
evident proof to the contrary, for the flirtation might lead to
somethingNhad, in fact, led to marriage; while the philosophy could
lead to nothing, unless it were perhaps to another evening of the same
kind, becausetranscendental philosophers are mostly elderly men, usu-
ally married, and, when engagedin business,somewhat apt to be sleepy
towards evening. Nevertheless Mrs. Lee did her bestto turn her study to
practical use. She plunged into philanthropy, visited prisons, inspected
hospitals, read the literature of pauperism and crime, saturated herself
with the statistics of vice, until her mind had nearly lost sight of virtue.
At last it rose in rebellion against her, and she came to the limit of her
strength. This path, too, seemedto lead nowhere. She declared that she
had lost the senseof duty, and that, so far as concerned her, all the pau-
pers and criminals in New York might henceforward rise in their majesty
and manage every railway on the continent. Why should she care?What




was the city to her? Shecould find nothing in it that seemedto demand
salvation. What gave peculiar sanctity to numbers? Why were a million

people, who all resembled eachother, any way more interesting than one
person?What aspiration could she help to put into the mind of this great
million-armed monster that would make it worth her love or respect?
Religion? A thousand powerful churches were doing their best, and she
could seeno chancefor a new faith of which she was to be the inspired

prophet. Ambition? High popular ideals? Passion for whatever is lofty

and pure? The very words irritated her. Was she not herself devoured by
ambition, and was she not now eating her heart out becauseshe could
find no one object worth a sacrifice?

Was it ambitionNreal ambitionNor was it mere restlessnessthat made
Mrs. Lightfoot Lee so bitter against New York and Philadelphia, Bal-
timore and Boston, American life in general and all life in particular?
What did shewant? Not social position, for she herself was an eminently
respectable Philadelphian by birth; her father a famous clergyman; and
her husband had been equally irreproachable, a descendant of one
branch of the Virginia Lees,which had drifted to New York in search of
fortune, and had found it, or enough of it to keep the young man there.
His widow had her own place in society which no one disputed. Though
not brighter than her neighbours, the world persisted in classing her
among clever women; she had wealth, or at leastenough of it to give her
all that money can give by way of pleasure to a sensible woman in an
American city; she had her house and her carriage; she dressed well; her
table was good, and her furniture was never allowed to fall behind the
latest standard of decorative art. She had travelled in Europe, and after
several visits, covering some years of time, had returned home, carrying
In one hand, as it were, a green-grey landscape, a remarkably pleasing
specimen of Corot, and in the other some bales of Persian and Syrian
rugs and embroideries, Japanesebronzes and porcelain. With this she
declared Europe to be exhausted, and she frankly avowed that she was
American to the tips of her fingers; she neither knew nor greatly cared
whether America or Europe were bestto live in; she had no violent love
for either, and she had no objection to abusing both; but she meant to get
all that American life had to offer, good or bad, and to drink it down to
the dregs, fully determined that whatever there was in it she would
have, and that whatever could be made out of it shewould manufacture.
"I know," said she, "that America produces petroleum and pigs; | have
seen both on the steamers;and | am told it produces silver and gold.
There is choice enough for any woman."



Yet, ashas beenalready said, Mrs. Lee'sfirst experiencewas not a suc-
cess.Shesoon declared that New York might represent the petroleum or
the pigs, but the gold of life was not to be discovered there by her eyes.

Not but that there was variety enough; a variety of people, occupa-
tions, aims, and thoughts; but that all these, after growing to a certain
height, stopped short. They found nothing to hold them up. She knew,
more or less intimately, a dozen men whose fortunes ranged between
one million and forty millions. What did they do with their money?
What could they do with it that was different from what other men did?
After all, it is absurd to spend more money than is enough to satisfy all
one's wants; it is vulgar to live in two housesin the same street, and to
drive six horses abreast. Yet, after setting aside a certain income suffi-
cient for all one'swants, what was to be done with the rest?To let it ac-
cumulate was to own one'sfailure; Mrs. Lee'sgreat grievance was that it
did accumulate, without changing or improving the quality of its own-
ers. To spend it in charity and public works was doubtless praiseworthy,
but was it wise? Mrs. Lee had read enough political economy and pau-
per reports to be nearly convinced that public work should be public
duty, and that great benefactions do harm as well as good.

And even supposing it spent on these objects, how could it do more
than increaseand perpetuate that samekind of human nature which was
her great grievance? Her New York friends could not meet this question
except by falling back upon their native commonplaces, which she reck-
lessly trampled upon, averring that, much as she admired the genius of
the famous traveller, Mr. Gulliver, she never had been able, since she be-
came a widow, to acceptthe Brobdingnagian doctrine that he who made
two blades of grassgrow where only one grew before deserved better of
mankind than the whole race of politicians. She would not find fault
with the philosopher had he required that the grass should be of an im-
proved quality; "but," said she,"l cannot honestly pretend that | should
be pleasedto seetwo New York men where | now seeone; the idea is too
ridiculous; more than one and a half would be fatal to me."

Then came her Boston friends, who suggested that higher education
was precisely what she wanted; she should throw herself into a crusade
for universities and art-schools. Mrs. Lee turned upon them with a sweet
smile; "Do you know," said she, "that we have in New York already the
richest university in America, and that its only trouble has always been
that it can get no scholars even by paying for them? Do you want me to
go out into the streets and waylay boys? If the heathen refuse to be con-
verted, can you give me power over the stake and the sword to compel



them to come in? And suppose you can?Supposel march all the boys in
Fifth Avenue down to the university and have them all properly taught
Greek and Latin, English literature, ethics, and German philosophy.
What then? You do it in Boston. Now tell me honestly what comesof it. |
suppose you have there a brilliant society; numbers of poets, scholars,
philosophers, statesmen,all up and down Beacon Street. Your evenings
must be sparkling. Your press must scintillate. How is it that we New
Yorkers never hear of it? We don't go much into your society; but when
we do, it doesn't seem so very much better than our own. You are just
like the rest of us. You grow six inches high, and then you stop. Why wiill
not somebody grow to be a tree and cast a shadow?"

The average member of New York society, although not unused to this
contemptuous kind of treatment from his leaders, retaliated in his blind,
common-senseway. "What does the woman want?" he said. "Is her head
turned with the Tulieries and Marlborough House? Does she think her-
self made for a throne? Why does she not lecture for women's rights?
Why not go on the stage?If she cannot be contented like other people,
what need is there for abusing us just becauseshe feels herself no taller
than we are? What does she expectto get from her sharp tongue? What
does she know, any way?"

Mrs. Lee certainly knew very little. She had read voraciously and
promiscuously one subject after another. Ruskin and Taine had danced
merrily through her mind, hand in hand with Darwin and Stuart Mill,
Gustave Droz and Algernon Swinburne. Shehad even laboured over the
literature of her own country. Shewas perhaps, the only woman in New
York who knew something of American history. Certainly she could not
have repeated the list of Presidents in their order, but she knew that the
Constitution divided the government into Executive, Legislative, and
Judiciary; she was aware that the President, the Speaker,and the Chief
Justice were important personages, and instinctively she wondered
whether they might not solve her problem; whether they were the shade
trees which she saw in her dreams.

Here, then, was the explanation of her restlessness,discontent, ambi-
tion,Ncall it what you will. It was the feeling of a passengeron an ocean
steamer whose mind will not give him rest until he has been in the
engine-room and talked with the engineer. She wanted to seewith her
own eyesthe action of primary forces;to touch with her own hand the
massive machinery of society; to measure with her own mind the capa-
city of the motive power. Shewas bent upon getting to the heart of the
great American mystery of democracy and government. She cared little



where her pursuit might lead her, for she put no extravagant value upon
life, having already, as she said, exhausted at least two lives, and being
fairly hardened to insensibility in the process."To lose a husband and a
baby," said she, "and keep one's courage and reason, one must become
very hard or very soft. | am now pure steel. You may beat my heart with

a trip-hammer and it will beat the trip-hammer back again."

Perhaps after exhausting the political world she might try again else-
where; she did not pretend to say where she might then go, or what she
should do; but at present she meant to seewhat amusement there might
be in politics.

Her friends asked what kind of amusement she expected to find
among the illiterate swarm of ordinary people who in Washington rep-
resented constituencies so dreary that in comparison New York was a
New Jerusalem,and Broad Streeta grove of Academe. Shereplied that if
Washington society were so bad as this, she should have gained all she
wanted, for it would be a pleasure to return,Nprecisely the feeling she
longed for. In her own mind, however, she frowned on the idea of seek-
ing for men. What she wished to see, she thought, was the clash of in-
terests, the interests of forty millions of people and a whole continent,
centering at Washington; guided, restrained, controlled, or unrestrained
and uncontrollable, by men of ordinary mould; the tremendous forces of
government, and the machinery of society, at work. What she wanted,
was POWER.

Perhaps the force of the engine was a little confused in her mind with
that of the engineer, the power with the men who wielded it. Perhapsthe
human interest of politics was after all what really attracted her, and,
however strongly she might deny it, the passion for exercising power, for
its own sake,might dazzle and mislead a woman who had exhausted all
the ordinary feminine resources.But why speculate about her motives?
The stagewas before her, the curtain was rising, the actors were ready to
enter; she had only to go quietly on among the supernumeraries and see
how the play was acted and the stage effects were produced; how the
great tragedians mouthed, and the stage-manager swore.



Chapter 2

N the first of December, Mrs. Lee took the train for Washington,
and before five o'clock that evening she was entering her newly

hired house on Lafayette Square. She shrugged her shoulders with a
mingled expression of contempt and grief at the curious barbarism of the
curtains and the wall-papers, and her next two days were occupied with

a life-and-death struggle to get the mastery over her surroundings. In
this awful contestthe interior of the doomed house suffered asthough a
demon were in it; not a chair, not a mirror, not a carpet, was left un-
touched, and in the midst of the worst confusion the new mistress sat,
calm as the statue of Andrew Jacksonin the square under her eyes, and
issued her orders with as much decision as that hero had ever shown.
Towards the close of the second day, victory crowned her forehead. A
new era, a nobler conception of duty and existence,had dawned upon

that benighted and heathen residence. The wealth of Syria and Persia
was poured out upon the melancholy Wilton carpets; embroidered

comets and woven gold from Japan and Teheran depended from and
covered over every sad stuff-curtain; a strange medley of sketches,paint-
ings, fans, embroideries, and porcelain was hung, nailed, pinned, or
stuck against the wall; finally the domestic altarpiece, the mystical Corot
landscape, was hoisted to its place over the parlour fire, and then all was
over. The setting sun streamed softly in at the windows, and peace
reigned in that redeemed house and in the heart of its mistress.

"l think it will do now, Sybil," said she, surveying the scene.

"It must,” replied Sybil. "You haven't a plate or a fan or coloured scarf
left. You must send out and buy some of these old negro-women's
bandannas if you are going to cover anything else.What is the use?Do
you suppose any human being in Washington will like it? They will
think you demented."

“There is such a thing as self-respect,” replied her sister, calmly.

SybilNMiss Sybil RossNwas Madeleine Lee's sister. The keenest psy-
chologist could not have detected a single feature quality which they had
in common, and for that reason they were devoted friends. Madeleine




was thirty, Sybil twenty-four. Madeleine was indescribable; Sybil was
transparent. Madeleine was of medium height with a graceful figure, a
well-set head, and enough golden-brown hair to frame a face full of
varying expression. Her eyes were never for two consecutive hours of
the same shade, but were more often blue than grey. People who envied
her smile said that she cultivated a senseof humour in order to show her
teeth. Perhaps they were right; but there was no doubt that her habit of
talking with gesticulation would never have grown upon her unless she
had known that her hands were not only beautiful but expressive. She
dressed as skilfully as New York women do, but in growing older she
beganto show symptoms of dangerous unconventionality. Shehad been
heard to express a low opinion of her countrywomen who blindly fell
down before the golden calf of Mr. Worth, and she had even fought a
battle of great severity, while it lasted, with one of her best-dressed
friends who had beeninvitedNand had goneNto Mr. Worth's afternoon
tea-parties. The secretwas that Mrs. Lee had artistic tendencies, and un-
lessthey were checkedin time, there was no knowing what might be the
consequence.But as yet they had done no harm; indeed, they rather
helped to give her that sort of atmosphere which belongs only to certain
women; as indescribable as the afterglow; as impalpable as an Indian

summer mist; and non-existent except to people who feel rather than
reason. Sybil had none of it. The imagination gave up all attempts to soar
where she came. A more straightforward, downright, gay, sympathetic,
shallow, warm-hearted, sternly practical young woman has rarely
touched this planet. Her mind had room for neither grave-stones nor
guide-books; she could not have lived in the past or the future if she had
spent her days in churches and her nights in tombs. "Shewas not clever,
like Madeleine, thank Heaven." Madeleine was not an orthodox member
of the church; sermons bored her, and clergymen never failed to irritate

every nerve in her excitable system. Sybil was a simple and devout wor-

shipper at the ritualistic altar; she bent humbly before the Paulist fathers.
When she went to a ball she always had the best partner in the room,
and took it as a matter of course; but then, she always prayed for one;
somehow it strengthened her faith. Her sister took care never to laugh at
her on this score,or to shock her religious opinions. "Time enough," said
she, "for her to forget religion when religion fails her." As for regular at-
tendance at church, Madeleine was able to reconcile their habits without

trouble. She herself had not entered a church for years; she said it gave
her unchristian feelings; but Sybil had a voice of excellent quality, well

trained and cultivated: Madeleine insisted that she should sing in the



choir, and by this little manoeuvre, the divergence of their paths was
made lessevident. Madeleine did not sing, and therefore could not go to
church with Sybil. This outrageous fallacy seemedperfectly to answer its
purpose, and Sybil acceptedit, in good faith, as a fair working principle
which explained itself.

Madeleine was soberin her tastes.Shewasted no money. Shemade no
display.

She walked rather than drove, and wore neither diamonds nor bro-
cades.But the general impression she made was neverthelessone of lux-
ury. On the other hand, her sister had her dressesfrom Paris, and wore
them and her ornaments according to all the formulas; she was good-
naturedly correct, and bent her round white shoulders to whatever bur-
den the Parisian autocrat choseto put upon them. Madeleine never in-
terfered, and always paid the bills.

Before they had been ten days in Washington, they fell gently into
their place and were carried along without an effort on the stream of so-
cial life.

Society was kind; there was no reasonfor its being otherwise. Mrs. Lee
and her sister had no enemies, held no offices, and did their bestto make
themselves popular. Sybil had not passedsummers at Newport and win-
ters in New York in vain; and neither her face nor her figure, her voice
nor her dancing, needed apology. Politics were not her strong point. She
was induced to go once to the Capitol and to sit ten minutes in the gal-
lery of the Senate.No one ever knew what her impressions were; with
feminine tact she managed not to betray herself But, in truth, her notion
of legislative bodies was vague, floating between her experience at
church and at the opera, so that the idea of a performance of some kind
was never out of her head. To her mind the Senatewas a place where
people went to recite speeches, and she naively assumed that the
speecheswere useful and had a purpose, but asthey did not interest her
she never went again. This is a very common conception of Congress;
many Congressmen share it.

Her sister was more patient and bolder. Shewent to the Capitol nearly
every day for at least two weeks. At the end of that time her interest
began to flag, and she thought it better to read the debates every morn-
ing in the Congressional Record. Finding this a laborious and not always
an instructive task, she beganto skip the dull parts; and in the absenceof
any exciting question, she at last resigned herself to skipping the whole.
Nevertheless she still had energy to visit the Senategallery occasionally
when she was told that a splendid orator was about to speak on a
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guestion of deep interest to his country. Shelistened with a little disposi-
tion to admire, if she could; and, whenever she could, she did admire.
She said nothing, but she listened sharply. Shewanted to learn how the
machinery of government worked, and what was the quality of the men
who controlled it. One by one, she passed them through her crucibles,
and tested them by acids and by fire.

A few survived her tests and came out alive, though more or lessdis-
figured, where she had found impurities. Of the whole number, only one
retained under this process enough character to interest her.

In theseearly visits to Congress,Mrs. Lee sometimes had the company
of John Carrington, a Washington lawyer about forty years old, who, by
virtue of being a Virginian and a distant connection of her husband,
called himself a cousin, and took atone of semi-intimacy, which Mrs. Lee
acceptedbecauseCarrington was a man whom sheliked, and becausehe
was one whom life had treated hardly. He was of that unfortunate gener-
ation in the south which began existencewith civil war, and he was per-
haps the more unfortunate because,like most educated Virginians of the
old Washington school, he had seenfrom the first that, whatever issue
the war took, Virginia and he must be ruined. At twenty-two he had
gone into the rebel army as a private and carried his musket modestly
through a campaign or two, after which he slowly rose to the rank of
senior captain in his regiment, and closed his services on the staff of a
major-general, always doing scrupulously enough what he conceived to
be his duty, and never doing it with enthusiasm. When the rebel armies
surrendered, he rode away to his family plantationNnot a difficult thing
to do, for it was only a few miles from AppomatoxNand at once began
to study law; then, leaving his mother and sistersto do what they could
with the worn-out plantation, he began the practice of law in Washing-
ton, hoping thus to support himself and them. He had succeededafter a
fashion, and for the first time the future seemed not absolutely dark.
Mrs. Lee's house was an oasisto him, and he found himself, to his sur-
prise, almost gay in her company. The gaiety was of a very quiet kind,
and Sybil, while friendly with him, averred that he was certainly dull;
but this dulness had a fascination for Madeleine, who, having tasted
many more kinds of the wine of life than Sybil, had learned to value cer-
tain delicacies of age and flavour that were lost upon younger and coars-
er palates. He talked rather slowly and almost with effort, but he had
something of the dignityNothers call it stiffnessNof the old Virginia
school, and twenty years of constant responsibility and deferred hope
had added a touch of care that bordered closely on sadness.His great
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attraction was that he never talked or seemedto think of himself. Mrs.
Lee trusted in him by instinct. "He is a type!" said she;"he is my idea of
George Washington at thirty."

One morning in December, Carrington entered Mrs. Lee's parlour to-
wards noon, and asked if she cared to visit the Capitol.

"You will have a chance of hearing to-day what may be the last great
speech of our greatest statesman," said he; "you should come."

"A splendid sample of our native raw material, sir?" asked she, fresh
from a reading of Dickens, and his famous picture of American
statesmanship.

"Precisely so," said Carrington; "the Prairie Giant of Peonia, the Fa-
vourite Son of lllinois; the man who came within three votes of getting
the party nomination for the Presidency last spring, and was only de-
feated becauseten small intriguers are sharper than one big one. The
Honourable Silas P. Ratcliffe, Senatorfrom lllinois; he will be run for the
Presidency yet."

"What does the P. stand for?" asked Sybil.

"I don't remember ever to have heard his middle name," said
Carrington.

"Perhaps it is Peonia or Prairie; | can't say."

"He is the man whose appearancestruck me so much when we were in
the Senatelast week, is he not? A great, ponderous man, over six feet
high, very senatorial and dignified, with a large head and rather good
features?" inquired Mrs. Lee.

"The same," replied Carrington. "By all means hear him speak. He is
the stumbling-block of the new President, who is to be allowed no peace
unless he makes terms with Ratcliffe; and so every one thinks that the
Prairie Giant of Peonia will have the choice of the State or Treasury De-
partment. If he takes either it will be the Treasury, for he is a desperate
political manager, and will want the patronage for the next national
convention."

Mrs. Lee was delighted to hear the debate, and Carrington was de-
lighted to sit through it by her side, and to exchangerunning comments
with her on the speeches and the speakers.

"Have you ever met the Senator?" asked she.

"l have acted several times as counsel before his committees. He is an
excellent chairman, always attentive and generally civil."

"Where was he born?"
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“The family is a New England one, and | believe respectable.He came,
| think, from some place in the Connecticut Valley, but whether Ver-
mont, New Hampshire, or Massachusetts, | don't know."

"Is he an educated man?"

"He got a kind of classical education at one of the country colleges
there. | suspecthe hasasmuch education asis good for him. But he went
West very soon after leaving college, and being then young and fresh
from that hot-bed of abolition, he threw himself into the anti-slavery
movement in lllinois, and after along struggle he rose with the wave. He
would not do the same thing now."

"Why not?"

"He is older, more experienced, and not so wise. Besides, he has no
longer the time to wait. Can you seehis eyesfrom here?| call them Yan-
kee eyes."

"Don't abuse the Yankees," said Mrs. Lee; "l am half Yankee myself."

"Is that abuse? Do you mean to deny that they have eyes?"

"l concedethat there may be eyesamong them; but Virginians are not
fair judges of their expression."

"Cold eyes,"he continued; "steel grey, rather small, not unpleasant in
good-humour, diabolic in a passion, but worst when a little suspicious;
then they watch you as though you were a young rattle-snake, to be
killed when convenient.”

"Does he not look you in the face?"

"Yes; but not as though he liked you. His eyesonly seemto ask the
possible usesyou might be put to. Ah, the vice-president has given him
the floor; now we shall have it. Hard voice, is it not? like his eyes.Hard
manner, like his voice. Hard all through."

"What a pity heis sodreadfully senatorial!" said Mrs. Lee;"otherwise |
rather admire him."

"Now he is settling down to his work,” continued Carrington. "See
how he dodges all the sharp issues. What a thing it is to be a Yankee!
What a genius the fellow has for leading a party! Do you seehow well it
is all done? The new President flattered and conciliated, the party united
and given a strong lead. And now we shall seehow the President will
deal with him. Ten to one on Ratcliffe. Come, there is that stupid ass
from Missouri getting up. Let us go."

As they passed down the steps and out into the Avenue, Mrs. Lee
turned to Carrington asthough she had been reflecting deeply and had
at length reached a decision.

“Mr. Carrington," said she, "l want to know Senator Ratcliffe."
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"You will meet him to-morrow evening," replied Carrington, "at your
senatorial dinner."

The Senatorfrom New York, the Honourable Schuyler Clinton, was an
old admirer of Mrs. Lee, and his wife was a cousin of hers, more or less
distant. They had lost no time in honouring the letter of credit she thus
had upon them, and invited her and her sister to a solemn dinner, asim-
posing aspolitical dignity could make it. Mr. Carrington, asa connection
of hers, was one of the party, and almost the only one among the twenty
persons at table who had neither an office, nor a title, nor a constituency.

Senator Clinton received Mrs. Lee and her sister with tender enthusi-
asm, for they were attractive specimens of his constituents. He pressed
their hands and evidently restrained himself only by an effort from em-
bracing them, for the Senator had a marked regard for pretty women,
and had made love to every girl with any pretensions to beauty that had
appeared in the State of New York for fully half a century. At the same
time he whispered an apology in her ear; he regretted so much that he
was obliged to forego the pleasure of taking her to dinner; Washington
was the only city in America where this could have happened, but it was
a fact that ladies here were very great stickiers for etiquette; on the other
hand he had the sad consolation that shewould be the gainer, for he had
allotted to her Lord Skye, the British Minister, "a most agreeable man
and not married, as| have the misfortune to be;"and on the other side "I
have ventured to place Senator Ratcliffe, of Illinois, whose admirable
speech | saw you listening to with such rapt attention yesterday. |
thought you might like to know him. Did | do right?"

Madeleine assured him that he had divined her inmost wishes, and he
turned with even more warmth of affection to her sister: "As for you, my
dearNdear Sybil, what can | do to make your dinner agreeable?If | give
your sister a coronet, | am only sorry not to have a diadem for you. But |
have done everything in my power. The first Secretary of the Russian
Legation, Count Popoff, will take you in; a charming young man, my
dear Sybil; and on your other side | have placed the Assistant Secretary
of State, whom you know."

And so, after the due delay, the party settled themselves at the dinner-
table, and Mrs. Leefound SenatorRatcliffe's grey eyesresting on her face
for a moment as they sat down.

Lord Skye was very agreeable,and, at almost any other moment of her
life, Mrs. Leewould have liked nothing better than to talk with him from
the beginning to the end of her dinner. Tall, slender, bald-headed, awk-
ward, and stammering with his elaborate British stammer whenever it
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suited his convenienceto do so; a sharp observer who had wit which he
commonly concealed;a humourist who was satisfied to laugh silently at
his own humour; a diplomatist who used the mask of frankness with
great effect; Lord Skye was one of the most popular men in Washington.
Every one knew that he was a ruthless critic of American manners, but
he had the art to combine ridicule with good-humour, and he was all the
more popular accordingly. He was an outspoken admirer of American
women in everything except their voices, and he did not even shrink
from occasionally quizzing a little the national peculiarities of his own
countrywomen; a sure piece of flattery to their American cousins. He
would gladly have devoted himself to Mrs. Lee, but decent civility re-
qguired that he should pay some attention to his hostess,and he was too
good a diplomatist not to be attentive to a hostesswho was the wife of a
Senator, and that Senator the chairman of the committee of foreign
relations.

The moment his head was turned, Mrs. Lee dashed at her Peonia Gi-
ant, who was then consuming his fish, and wishing he understood why
the British Minister had worn no gloves, while he himself had sacrificed
his convictions by wearing the largest and whitest pair of French kids
that could be bought for money on Pennsylvania Avenue. There was a
little touch of mortification in the idea that he was not quite at home
among fashionable people, and at this instant he felt that true happiness
was only to be found among the simple and honest sons and daughters
of toil. A certain secretjealousy of the British Minister is always lurking
in the breast of every American Senator, if he is truly democratic; for
democracy, rightly understood, is the government of the people, by the
people, for the benefit of Senators,and there is always a danger that the
British Minister may not understand this political principle as he should.
Lord Skye had run the risk of making two blunders; of offending the
Senator from New York by neglecting his wife, and the Senator from
lllinois by engrossing the attention of Mrs. Lee. A young Englishman
would have done both, but Lord Skye had studied the American consti-
tution. The wife of the Senator from New York now thought him most
agreeable,and at the same moment the Senator from Illinois awoke to
the conviction that after all, even in frivolous and fashionable circles,
true dignity is in no danger of neglect; an American Senatorrepresentsa
sovereign state; the great state of lllinois is as big as EnglandNwith the
convenient omission of Wales, Scotland, Ireland, Canada, India, Aus-
tralia, and a few other continents and islands; and in short, it was per-
fectly clear that Lord Skye was not formidable to him, even in light
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society; had not Mrs. Lee herself as good as said that no position
equalled that of an American Senator?

In ten minutes Mrs. Lee had this devoted statesman at her feet. She
had not studied the Senatewithout a purpose. She had read with unerr-
ing instinct one general characteristic of all Senators, a boundless and
guileless thirst for flattery, engendered by daily draughts from political
friends or dependents, then becoming a necessity like a dram, and swal-
lowed with a heavy smile of ineffable content. A single glance at Mr.
Ratcliffe's face showed Madeleine that she need not be afraid of flattering
too grossly; her own self-respect, not his, was the only restraint upon her
use of this feminine bait.

Sheopened upon him with an apparent simplicity and gravity, a quiet
repose of manner, and an evident consciousnessof her own strength,
which meant that she was most dangerous.

"I heard your speech yesterday, Mr. Ratcliffe. | am glad to have a
chance of telling you how much | was impressed by it. It seemedto me
masterly. Do you not find that it has had a great effect?"

"l thank you, madam. | hope it will help to unite the party, but asyet
we have had no time to measure its results. That will require several
days more." The Senator spoke in his senatorial manner, elaborate, con-
descending, and a little on his guard.

"Do you know," said Mrs. Lee,turning towards him asthough he were
avalued friend, and looking deep into his eyes,"Do you know that every
one told me | should be shocked by the falling off in political ability at
Washington? | did not believe them, and since hearing your speechl am
sure they are mistaken. Do you yourself think there is lessability in Con-
gress than there used to be?"

"Well, madam, it is difficult to answer that question. Government is
not so easy now as it was formerly. There are different customs. There
are many men of fair abilities in public life; many more than there used
to be; and there is sharper criticism and more of it."

"Was | right in thinking that you have a strong resemblanceto Daniel
Webster in your way of speaking? You come from the same neighbour-
hood, do you not?"

Mrs. Lee here hit on Ratcliffe's weak point; the outline of his head had,
in fact, a certain resemblanceto that of Webster, and he prided himself
upon it, and on a distant relationship to the Expounder of the Constitu-
tion; he began to think that Mrs. Lee was a very intelligent person. His
modest admission of the resemblancegave her the opportunity to talk of
Webster's oratory, and the conversation soon spread to a discussion of
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the merits of Clay and Calhoun. The Senator found that his neigh-
bourNa fashionable New York woman, exquisitely dressed, and with a
voice and manner seductively soft and gentleNhad read the speechesof
Webster and Calhoun. Shedid not think it necessaryto tell him that she
had persuaded the honest Carrington to bring her the volumes and to
mark such passagesaswere worth her reading; but shetook careto lead
the conversation, and she criticised with some skill and more humour
the weak points in Websterian oratory, saying with a little laugh and a
glance into his delighted eyes:

"My judgment may not be worth much, Mr. Senator, but it does seem
to me that our fathers thought too much of themselves, and till you teach
me better | shall continue to think that the passagein your speechof yes-
terday which began with, 'Our strength lies in this twisted and tangled
mass of isolated principles, the hair of the half-sleeping giant of Party,' is
both for language and imagery quite equal to anything of Webster's."

The Senator from lllinois rose to this gaudy fly like a huge, two-
hundred-pound salmon; his white waistcoat gave out a mild silver re-
flection as he slowly cameto the surface and gorged the hook. He made
not even a plunge, not one perceptible effort to tear out the barbed
weapon, but, floating gently to her feet, allowed himself to be landed as
though it were a pleasure. Only miserable casuistswill ask whether this
was fair play on Madeleine's part; whether flattery so gross cost her con-
scienceno twinge, and whether any woman can without self-abasement
be guilty of such shamelessfalsehood. She,however, scorned the idea of
falsehood. Shewould have defended herself by saying that she had not
so much praised Ratcliffe as depreciated Webster, and that she was hon-
estin her opinion of the old-fashioned American oratory. But she could
not deny that she had wilfully allowed the Senatorto draw conclusions
very different from any she actually held. She could not deny that she
had intended to flatter him to the extent necessaryfor her purpose, and
that she was pleased at her success.Before they rose from table the Sen-
ator had quite unbent himself; he was talking naturally, shrewdly, and
with some humour; he had told her lllinois stories; spoken with ex-
traordinary freedom about his political situation; and expressedthe wish
to call upon Mrs. Lee, if he could ever hope to find her at home.

"l am always at home on Sunday evenings," said she.

To her eyes he was the high-priest of American politics; he was
charged with the meaning of the mysteries, the clue to political hiero-
glyphics. Through him she hoped to sound the depths of statesmanship
and to bring up from its oozy bed that pearl of which shewas in search;
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the mysterious gem which must lie hidden somewhere in politics. She
wanted to understand this man; to turn him inside out; to experiment on
him and use him as young physiologists use frogs and kittens. If there
was good or bad in him, she meant to find its meaning.

And he was a western widower of fifty; his quarters in Washington
were in gaunt boarding-house rooms, furnished only with public docu-
ments and enlivened by western politicians and office-seekers. In the
summer he retired to a solitary, white framehouse with green blinds,
surrounded by a few feet of uncared-for grass and a white fence;its in-
terior more dreary still, with iron stoves, oil-cloth carpets, cold white
walls, and one large engraving of Abraham Lincoln in the parlour; all in
Peonia, lllinois! What equality was there between thesetwo combatants?
what hope for him? what risk for her? And yet Madeleine Lee had fully
her match in Mr. Silas P. Ratcliffe.
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Chapter

RS.Lee soon becamepopular. Her parlour was a favourite haunt

of certain men and women who had the art of finding its mistress
at home; an art which seemednot to be within the powers of everybody.
Carrington was apt to be there more often than any one else, so that he
was looked on as almost a part of the family, and if Madeleine wanted a
book from the library, or an extra man at her dinner-table, Carrington
was pretty certain to help her to the one or the other. Old Baron Jacobi,
the Bulgarian minister, fell madly in love with both sisters, as he com-
monly did with every pretty face and neat figure. He was a witty,
cynical, broken-down Parisian rouZ, kept in Washington for years past
by his debts and his salary; always grumbling becausethere was no op-
era, and mysteriously disappearing on visits to New York; a voracious
devourer of French and German literature, especially of novels; a man
who seemedto have met every noted or notorious personage of the cen-
tury, and whose mind was a magazine of amusing information; an excel-
lent musical critic, who was not afraid to criticise Sybil's singing; a con-
noisseur in bric-"-brac, who laughed at Madeleine's display of odds and
ends, and occasionally brought her a Persian plate or a bit of embroidery,
which he said was good and would do her credit. This old sinner be-
lieved in everything that was perverse and wicked, but he acceptedthe
prejudices of Anglo-Saxon society, and was too clever to obtrude his
opinions upon others.

He would have married both sistersat once more willingly than either
alone, but as he feelingly said, "If | were forty years younger, mademois-
elle, you should not sing to me so calmly." His friend Popoff, an intelli-
gent, vivacious Russian, with very Calmuck features, susceptible as a
girl, and passionately fond of music, hung over Sybil's piano by the hour;
he brought Russian airs which he taught her to sing, and, if the truth
were known, he bored Madeleine desperately, for she undertook to act
the part of duenna to her younger sister.

A very different visitor was Mr. C. C. French, ayoung member of Con-
gress from Connecticut, who aspired to act the part of the educated
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gentleman in politics, and to purify the public tone. He had reform prin-
ciples and an unfortunately conceited maimer; he was rather wealthy,
rather clever, rather well-educated, rather honest, and rather vulgar. His
allegiance was divided between Mrs. Lee and her sister, whom he infuri-
ated by addressing as "Miss Sybil" with patronising familiarity. He was
particularly strong in what he called "badinaige,” and his playful but un-
gainly attempts at wit drove Mrs.

Lee beyond the bounds of patience. When in a solemn mood, he talked
as though he were practising for the ear of a college debating society,
and with a still worse effect on the patience; but with all this he was use-
ful, always bubbling with the latest political gossip, and deeply inter-
ested in the fate of party stakes. Quite another sort of person was Mr.
Hartbeest Schneidekoupon, a citizen of Philadelphia, though commonly
resident in New York, where he had fallen a victim to Sybil's charms,
and made efforts to win her young affections by instructing her in the
mysteries of currency and protection, to both which subjects he was de-
voted. To forward thesetwo interests and to watch over Miss Ross'swel-
fare, he made periodical visits to Washington, where he closeted himself
with committee-men and gave expensive dinners to members of Con-
gress.Mr. Schneidekoupon was rich, and about thirty years old, tall and
thin, with bright eyesand smooth face, elaborate manners and much lo-
guacity. He had the reputation of turning rapid intellectual somersaults,
partly to amuse himself and partly to startle society. At one moment he
was artistic, and discoursed scientifically about his own paintings; at an-
other he was literary, and wrote a book on "Noble Living,” with a hu-
manitarian purpose; at another he was devoted to sport, rode a steeple-
chase,played polo, and setup a four-in-hand; his last occupation was to
establish in Philadelphia the Protective Review, a periodical in the in-
terests of American industry, which he edited himself, as a stepping-
stone to Congress, the Cabinet, and the Presidency. At about the same
time he bought a yacht, and heavy bets were pending among his sport-
ing friends whether he would manage to sink first his Review or his
yacht. But he was an amiable and excellent fellow through all his eccent-
ricities, and he brought to Mrs. Lee the simple outpourings of the ama-
teur politician.

A much higher type of character was Mr. Nathan Gore, of Massachu-
setts, a handsome man with a grey beard, a straight, sharply cut nose,
and a fine, penetrating eye;in his youth a successfulpoet whose satires
made a noise in their day, and are still remembered for the pungency
and wit of a few verses;then a deep student in Europe for many years,
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until his famous "History of Spain in America" placed him instantly at
the head of American historians, and made him minister at Madrid,
where he remained four years to his entire satisfaction, this being the
nearest approach to a patent of nobility and a government pension
which the American citizen can attain. A change of administration had
reduced him to private life again, and after some years of retirement he
was now in Washington, willing to be restored to his old mission. Every
President thinks it respectable to have at least one literary man in his
pay, and Mr. Gore's prospects were fair for obtaining his object, as he
had the active support of a majority of the Massachusettsdelegation. He
was abominably selfish, colossally egoistic, and not a little vain; but he
was shrewd; he knew how to hold his tongue; he could flatter dexter-
ously, and he had learned to eschew satire. Only in confidence and
among friends he would still talk freely, but Mrs. Lee was not yet on
those terms with him. Thesewere all men, and there was no want of wo-
men in Mrs.

Lee's parlour; but, after all, they are able to describe themselves better
than any poor novelist can describe them. Generally two currents of con-
versation ran on togetherNone round Sybil, the other about Madeleine.

"Mees Ross,"said Count Popoff, leading in a handsome young foreign-
er, "l have your permission to present to you my friend Count Orsini,
Secretary of the Italian Legation. Are you at home this afternoon? Count
Orsini sings also."

"We are charmed to seeCount Orsini. It is well you came so late, for |
have this moment come in from making Cabinet calls. They were so
gueer! | have been crying with laughter for an hour past." "Do you find
these calls amusing?" asked Popoff, gravely and diplomatically. "Indeed
| do! | went with Julia Schneidekoupon, you know, Madeleine; the Sch-
neidekoupons are descended from all the Kings of Israel, and are
prouder than Solomon in his glory. And when we got into the house of
some dreadful woman from Heaven knows where, imagine my feelings
at overhearing this conversation: 'What may be your family name,
ma'am?' 'Schneidekoupon is my name," replies Julia, very tall and
straight. 'Have you any friends whom | should likely know?' 'l think not,'
saysJulia, severely. 'Wal! | don't seemto remember of ever having heerd
the name. But | s'poseit's all right. | like to know who calls.' | almost had
hysterics when we got into the street, but Julia could not seethe joke at
all.”

Count Orsini was not quite sure that he himself saw the joke, so he
only smiled becomingly and showed his teeth. For simple, childlike
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vanity and self-consciousnessnothing equals an Italian Secretary of Leg-
ation at twenty-five. Yet conscious that the effect of his personal beauty
would perhaps be diminished by permanent silence, he ventured to
murmur presently:

"Do you not find it very strange, this society in America?"

"Society!" laughed Sybil with gay contempt. "There are no snakesin
America, any more than in Norway."

"Snakes,mademoiselle!" repeated Orsini, with the doubtful expression
of one who is not quite certain whether he shall risk walking on thin ice,
and decides to go softly: "Snakes!Indeed they would rather be doves |
would call them."

A kind laugh from Sybil strengthened into conviction his hope that he
had made a joke in this unknown tongue. His face brightened, his con-
fidence returned; once or twice he softly repeated to himself: "Not
snakes; they would be doves!" But Mrs. Lee's sensitive ear had caught
Sybil's remark, and detected in it a certain tone of condescensionwhich
was not to her taste.

The impassive countenancesof these bland young Secretariesof Lega-
tion seemedto acquiescefar too much as a matter of course in the idea
that there was no society exceptin the old world. Shebroke into the con-
versation with an emphasis that fluttered the dove-cote:

"Society in America? Indeed there is society in America, and very good
society too; but it has a code of its own, and new-comers seldom under-
stand it. | will tell you what it is, Mr. Orsini, and you will never be in
danger of making any mistake. 'Society'in America meansall the honest,
kindly-mannered, pleasant-voiced women, and all the good, brave, unas-
suming men, between the Atlantic and the Pacific. Each of these has a
free passin every city and village, 'good for this generation only," and it
depends on eachto make use of this passor not asit may happen to suit
his or her fancy. To this rule there are no exceptions, and those who say
‘Abraham is our father' will surely furnish food for that humour which is
the staple product of our country."

The alarmed youths, who did not in the least understand the meaning
of this demonstration, looked on with a feeble attempt at acquiescence,
while Mrs.

Lee brandished her sugar-tongs in the act of transferring a lump of
sugar to her cup, quite unconscious of the slight absurdity of the gesture,
while Sybil stared in amazement, for it was not often that her sister
waved the stars and stripes so energetically. Whatever their silent criti-
cisms might be, however, Mrs. Lee was too much in earnest to be
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conscious of them, or, indeed, to carefor anything but what shewas say-
ing. There was a moment's pause when she came to the end of her
speech, and then the thread of talk was quietly taken up again where
Sybil's incipient sneer had broken it.

Carrington camein. "What have you beendoing at the Capitol?" asked
Madeleine.

“Lobbying!" was the reply, given in the semi-serious tone of
Carrington's humour.

"So soon, and Congress only two days old?" exclaimed Mrs. Lee.

"Madam," rejoined Carrington, with his quietest malice, "Congressmen
are like birds of the air, which are caught only by the early worm." "Good
afternoon, Mrs. Lee. Miss Sybil, how do you do again? Which of these
gentlemen's hearts are you feeding upon now?" This was the refined
style of Mr. French, indulging in what he was pleased to term
"badinaige."” He, too, was on his way from the Capitol, and had come in
for a cup of tea and a little human society. Sybil made a face which
plainly expresseda longing to inflict on Mr. French some grievous per-
sonal wrong, but she pretended not to hear. He sat down by Madeleine,
and asked, "Did you see Ratcliffe yesterday?"

"Yes," said Madeleine; "he was here last evening with Mr. Carrington
and one or two others."

"Did he say anything about politics?"

“Not a word. We talked mostly about books."

"Books! What does he know about books?"

"You must ask him."

"Well, this is the most ridiculous situation we are all in. No one knows
anything about the new President. You could take your oath that every-
body is in the dark. Ratcliffe sayshe knows aslittle asthe rest of us, but
it can't be true; he is too old a politician not to have wires in his hand;
and only to-day one of the pagesof the Senatetold my colleague Cutter
that a letter sent off by him yesterday was directed to Sam Grimes, of
North Bend, who, asevery one knows, belongs to the President's particu-
lar crowd.NWhy, Mr. Schneidekoupon! How do you do? When did you
come on?"

"Thank you; this morning," replied Mr. Schneidekoupon, just entering
the room. "Soglad to seeyou again, Mrs. Lee. How do you and your sis-
ter like Washington? Do you know | have brought Julia on for a visit? |
thought | should find her here.
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"She has just gone. She has been all the afternoon with Sybil, making
calls. Shesaysyou want her here to lobby for you, Mr. Schneidekoupon.
Is it true?"

"Sol did," replied he, with a laugh, "but she is precious little use. So
I've come to draft you into the service."

"Me!"

"Yes; you know we all expect Senator Ratcliffe to be Secretary of the
Treasury, and it is very important for us to keep him straight on the cur-
rency and the tariff. Sol have come on to establish more intimate rela-
tions with him, asthey say in diplomacy. | want to get him to dine with
me at Welckley's, but as| know he keeps very shy of politics | thought
my only chancewas to make it a ladies' dinner, so | brought on Julia. |
shall try and get Mrs. Schuyler Clinton, and | depend upon you and your
sister to help Julia out.”

"Me! at a lobby dinner! Is that proper?"

"Why not? You shall choose the guests.”

"l never heard of such athing; but it would certainly be amusing. Sybil
must not go, but | might." "Excuse me; Julia depends upon Miss RosSs,
and will not go to table without her."

"Well," assented Mrs. Lee, hesitatingly, "perhaps if you get Mrs. Clin-
ton, and if your sister is there And who else?"

"Choose your own company."

"l know no one."

"Oh yes; here is French, not quite sound on the tariff, but good for
what we want just now. Then we can get Mr. Gore; he has his little
hatchet to grind too, and will be glad to help grind ours. We only want
two or three more, and | will have an extra man or so to fill up.”

"Do ask the Speaker. | want to know him."

"I will, and Carrington, and my Pennsylvania Senator. That will do
nobly. Remember, Welckley's, Saturday at seven."

Meanwhile Sybil had been at the piano, and when she had sung for a
time, Orsini was induced to take her place, and show that it was possible
to sing without injury to one's beauty. Baron Jacobicame in and found
fault with them both. Little Miss DareNcommonly known among her
male friends aslittle DaredevilNwho was always absorbed in some flir-
tation with a Secretary of Legation, came in, quite unaware that Popoff
was present, and retired with him into a corner, while Orsini and Jacobi
bullied poor Sybil, and fought with each other at the piano; everybody
was talking with very little referenceto any reply, when at last Mrs. Lee
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drove them all out of the room: "We are quiet people," said she,"and we
dine at half-past six."

Senator Ratcliffe had not failed to make his Sunday evening call upon
Mrs.

Lee. Perhaps it was not strictly correct to say that they had talked
books all the evening, but whatever the conversation was, it had only
confirmed Mr. Ratcliffe's admiration for Mrs. Lee, who, without intend-
ing to do so, had acted a more dangerous part than if she had been the
most accomplished of coquettes. Nothing could be more fascinating to
the weary politician in his solitude than the repose of Mrs. Lee's parlour,
and when Sybil sangfor him one or two simple airsNshe said they were
foreign hymns, the Senator being, or being considered, orthodoxNMr.
Ratcliffe's heart yearned toward the charming girl quite with the sensa-
tions of a father, or even of an elder brother.

His brother senatorsvery soon beganto remark that the Prairie Giant
had acquired a trick of looking up to the ladies' gallery. One day Mr.
Jonathan Andrews, the special correspondent of the New York Sidereal
System, a very friendly organ, approached Senator Schuyler Clinton
with a puzzled look on his face.

"Can you tell me,"” said he, "what has happened to Silas P. Ratcliffe?
Only a moment ago | was talking with him at his seaton a very import-
ant subject, about which | must send his opinions off to New York to-
night, when, in the middle of a sentence, he stopped short, got up
without looking at me, and left the SenateChamber, and now | seehim
in the gallery talking with a lady whose face | don't know."

Senator Clinton slowly adjusted his gold eye-glassesand looked up at
the place indicated: "Ah! Mrs. Lightfoot Lee!l think | will say a word to
her myself;" and turning his back on the special correspondent, he
skipped away with youthful agility after the Senator from lllinois.

"Devil'" muttered Mr. Andrews; "what has got into the old fools?" and
in a still lessaudible murmur as he looked up to Mrs. Lee, then in close
conversation with Ratcliffe: "Had | better make an item of that?"

When young Mr. Schneidekoupon called upon Senator Ratcliffe to in-
vite him to the dinner at Welckley's, he found that gentleman over-
whelmed with work, ashe averred, and very little disposed to converse.
No! he did not now go out to dinner. In the present condition of the pub-
lic business he found it impossible to spare the time for such amuse-
ments. He regretted to decline Mr. Schneidekoupon's civility, but there
were imperative reasonswhy he should abstain for the present from so-
cial entertainments; he had made but one exception to his rule, and only
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at the pressing request of his old friend Senator Clinton, and on a very
special occasion.

Mr. Schneidekoupon was deeply vexedNthe more, he said, becausehe
had meant to beg Mr. and Mrs. Clinton to be of the party, aswell asa
very charming lady who rarely went into society, but who had almost
consented to come.

"Who is that?" inquired the Senator.

"A Mrs. Lightfoot Lee, of New York. Probably you do not know her
well enough to admire her as| do; but | think her quite the most intelli-
gent woman | ever met."

The Senator'scold eyesrested for a moment on the young man's open
face with a peculiar expression of distrust. Then he solemnly said, in his
deepest senatorial tones:

"My young friend, at my time of life men have other things to occupy
them than women, however intelligent they may be. Who elseis to be of
your party?"

Mr. Schneidekoupon named his list.

"And for Saturday evening at seven, did you say?"

"Saturday at seven."

"| fear there is little chance of my attending, but | will not absolutely
decline. Perhaps when the moment arrives, | may find myself able to be
there. But do not count upon meNdo not count upon me. Good day, Mr.
Schneidekoupon.”

Schneidekoupon was rather a simple-minded young man, who saw no
deeper than his neighbours into the secretsof the universe, and he went
off swearing roundly at "the infernal airs these senators give them-
selves." He told Mrs.

Lee all the conversation, asindeed he was compelled to do under pen-
alty of bringing her to his party under false pretences.

"Just my luck,"” said he; "here | am forced to ask no end of people to
meet a man, who at the sametime sayshe shall probably not come. Why,
under the stars, couldn't he say, like other people, whether he was com-
ing or not? I've known dozens of senators, Mrs. Lee, and they're all like
that. They never think of any one but themselves."

Mrs. Lee smiled rather a forced smile, and soothed his wounded feel-
ings; she had no doubt the dinner would be very agreeablewhether the
Senatorwere there or not; at any rate shewould do all shecould to carry
it off well, and Sybil should wear her newest dress. Still she was a little
grave, and Mr. Schneidekoupon could only declare that she was a
trump; that he had told Ratcliffe she was the cleverest woman he ever

26



met, and he might have added the most obliging, and Ratcliffe had only
looked at him as though he were a green ape. At all which Mrs. Lee
laughed good-naturedly, and sent him away as soon as she could.

When he was gone, she walked up and down the room and thought.
She saw the meaning of Ratcliffe's sudden change in tone. She had no
more doubt of his coming to the dinner than she had of the reason why
he came. And was it possible that she was being drawn into something
very near a flirtation with a man twenty years her senior; a politician
from lllinois; a huge, ponderous, grey-eyed, bald senator, with a Web-
sterian head, who lived in Peonia?The idea was almost too absurd to be
credited; but on the whole the thing itself was rather amusing. "l suppose
senators can look out for themselves like other men," was her final con-
clusion. Shethought only of his danger, and shefelt a sort of compassion
for him asshereflected on the possible consequencesof a great, absorb-
ing love at his time of life.

Her consciencewas a little uneasy; but of herself she never thought.
Yet it is a historical fact that elderly senatorshave had a curious fascina-
tion for young and handsome women. Had they looked out for them-
selves too? And which parties most needed to be looked after?

When Madeleine and her sister arrived at Welckley's 's the next
Saturday evening, they found poor Schneidekoupon in a temper very
unbecoming a host.

"He won't come! | told you he wouldn't come!" said he to Madeleine,
as he handed her into the house."If | ever turn communist, it will be for
the fun of murdering a senator."

Madeleine consoled him gently, but he continued to use, behind Mr.
Clinton's back, language the most offensive and improper towards the
Senate,and at last, ringing the bell, he sharply ordered the head waiter to
serve dinner.

At that very moment the door opened, and Senator Ratcliffe's stately
figure appeared on the threshold. His eye instantly caught Madeleine's,
and she almost laughed aloud, for she saw that the Senatorwas dressed
with very unsenatorial neatness;that he had actually a flower in his
burton-hole and no gloves!

After the enthusiastic description which Schneidekoupon had given of
Mrs.

Lee'scharms, he could do no lessthan ask Senator Ratcliffe to take her
in to dinner, which he did without delay. Either this, or the champagne,
or some occult influence, had an extraordinary effect upon him. He ap-
peared ten years younger than usual; his face was illuminated; his eyes
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glowed; he seemedbent on proving his kinship to the immortal Webster
by rivalling his convivial powers. He dashed into the conversation;
laughed, jested, and ridiculed; told stories in Yankee and Western dia-
lect; gave sharp little sketches of amusing political experiences.

"Never was more surprised in my life," whispered Senator Krebs, of
Pennsylvania, acrossthe table to Schneidekoupon. "Hadn't an idea that
Ratcliffe was so entertaining."”

And Mr. Clinton, who sat by Madeleine on the other side, whispered
low into her ear: "l am afraid, my dear Mrs. Lee, that you are responsible
for this. He never talks so to the Senate."

Nay, he even rose to a higher flight, and told the story of President
Lincoln's death-bed with a degree of feeling that brought tearsinto their
eyes. The other guests made no figure at all. The Speakerconsumed his
solitary duck and his lonely champagne in a corner without giving a
sign.

Even Mr. Gore, who was not wont to hide his light under any kind of
extinguisher, made no attempt to claim the floor, and applauded with
enthusiasm the conversation of his opposite neighbour. lll-natured
people might saythat Mr. Gore saw in Senator Ratcliffe a possible Secret-
ary of State; be this as it may, he certainly said to Mrs. Clinton, in an
aside that was perfectly audible to every one at the table: "How brilliant!
what an original mind! what a sensation he would make abroad!" And it
was quite true, apart from the mere momentary effect of dinner-table
talk, that there was a certain bigness about the man; a keen practical
sagacity; a bold freedom of self-assertion; a broad way of dealing with
what he knew.

Carrington was the only person at table who looked on with a per-
fectly cool head, and who criticised in a hostile spirit. Carrington's im-
pression of Ratcliffe was perhaps beginning to be warped by a shade of
jealousy, for he was in a peculiarly bad temper this evening, and his irrit-
ation was not wholly concealed.

"If one only had any confidence in the man!" he muttered to French,
who sat by him.

This unlucky remark set French to thinking how he could draw
Ratcliffe out, and accordingly, with his usual happy manner, combining
self-conceit and high principles, he began to attack the Senator with
some "badinaige" on the delicate subject of Civil Service Reform, a sub-
ject almost as dangerous in political conversation at Washington as
slavery itself in old days before the war. French was a reformer, and lost
no occasion of impressing his views; but unluckily he was a very light
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weight, and his manner was a little ridiculous, so that even Mrs. Lee,
who was herself awarm reformer, sometimeswent over to the other side
when he talked. No sooner had he now shot his little arrow at the Senat-
or, than that astute man saw his opportunity, and promised himself the
pleasure of administering to Mr.

French punishment such as he knew would delight the company. Re-
former as Mrs. Lee was, and a little alarmed at the roughness of
Ratcliffe's treatment, she could not blame the Prairie Giant, as she ought,
who, after knocking poor French down, rolled him over and over in the
mud.

"Are you financier enough, Mr. French, to know what are the most
famous products of Connecticut?"

Mr. French modestly suggested that he thought its statesmen best
answered that description.

“"No, sir! even there you're wrong. The showmen beat you on your
own ground. But every child in the union knows that the most famous
products of Connecticut are Yankee notions, nutmegs made of wood and
clocks that won't go. Now, your Civil Service Reform is just such another
Yankee notion; it's a wooden nutmeg; it's a clock with a show caseand
sham works. And you know it! You are precisely the old-school Con-
necticut peddler. You have gone about peddling your wooden nutmegs
until you have got yourself into Congress,and now you pull them out of
your pockets and not only want us to take them at your own price, but
you lecture us on our sins if we don't. Well! we don't mind your doing
that at home. Abuse us as much asyou like to your constituents. Get as
many votes asyou can. But don't electioneer here, becausewe know you
intimately, and we've all been a little in the wooden nutmeg business
ourselves."

Senator Clinton and Senator Krebs chuckled high approval over this
punishment of poor French, which was on the level of their idea of wit.
They were all in the nutmeg business, as Ratcliffe said. The victim tried
to make head against them; he protested that his nutmegs were genuine;
he sold no goods that he did not guarantee; and that this particular art-
icle was actually guaranteed by the national conventions of both political
parties.

“Then what you want, Mr. French, is a common school education. You
need a little study of the alphabet. Or if you won't believe me, ask my
brother senators here what chance there is for your Reforms so long as
the American citizen is what he is."
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"“You'll not get much comfort in my State, Mr. French," growled the
senator from Pennsylvania, with a sneer; "suppose you come and try."

"Well, well'" said the benevolent Mr. Schuyler Clinton, gleaming be-
nignantly through his gold spectacles;"don't be too hard on French. He
means well. Perhaps he's not very wise, but he does good. | know more
about it than any of you, and | don't deny that the thing is all bad. Only,
as Mr. Ratcliffe says,the difficulty is in the people, not in us. Go to work
on them, French, and let us alone."

French repented of his attack, and contented himself by muttering to
Carrington: "What a set of damned old reprobates they are!"

“They are right, though, in one thing," was Carrington's reply: "their
advice is good. Never ask one of them to reform anything; if you do, you
will be reformed yourself."

The dinner ended as brilliantly asit began, and Schneidekoupon was
delighted with his success.He had made himself particularly agreeable
to Sybil by confiding in her all his hopes and fears about the tariff and
the finances. When the ladies left the table, Ratcliffe could not stay for a
cigar; he must get back to his rooms, where he knew several men were
waiting for him; he would take his leave of the ladies and hurry away.
But when the gentlemen came up nearly an hour afterwards they found
Ratcliffe still taking his leave of the ladies, who were delighted at his en-
tertaining conversation; and when at last he really departed, he said to
Mrs. Lee, asthough it were quite a matter of course:"You are at home as
usual to-morrow evening?" Madeleine smiled, bowed, and he went his
way.

As the two sisters drove home that night, Madeleine was unusually
silent.

Sybil yawned convulsively and then apologized:

"Mr. Schneidekoupon is very nice and good-natured, but a whole
evening of him goes a long way; and that horrid Senator Krebs would
not say aword, and drank a great deal too much wine, though it couldn't
make him any more stupid than he is. | don't think | care for senators."
Then, wearily, after a pause: "Well, Maude, | do hope you've got what
you wanted. I'm sure you must have had politics enough. Haven't you
got to the heart of your great American mystery yet?"

"Pretty near it, | think," said Madeleine, half to herself.
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Chapter

UNDAY evening was stormy, and some enthusiasm was required

to make one face its perils for the sake of society. Nevertheless, a
few intimates made their appearanceas usual at Mrs. Lee's. The faithful
Popoff was there, and Miss Dare also ran in to pass an hour with her
dear Sybil; but as she passedthe whole evening in a corner with Popoff,
she must have been disappointed in her object. Carrington came, and
Baron Jacobi. Schneidekoupon and his sister dined with Mrs. Lee, and
remained after dinner, while Sybil and Julia Schneidekoupon compared
conclusions about Washington society. The happy idea also occurred to
Mr. Gore that, inasmuch as Mrs. Lee's house was but a step from his
hotel, he might as well take the chance of amusement there as the cer-
tainty of solitude in his rooms. Finally, Senator Ratcliffe duly made his
appearance, and, having established himself with a cup of tea by
Madeleine's side, was soon left to enjoy a quiet talk with her, the rest of
the party by common consent occupying themselves with each other.
Under cover of the murmur of conversation in the room, Mr. Ratcliffe
quickly became confidential.

"l cameto suggestthat, if you want to hear an interesting debate, you
should come up to the Senateto-morrow. | am told that Garrard, of
Louisiana, means to attack my last speech,and | shall probably in that
case have to answer him. With you for a critic | shall speak better."

"Am | such an amiable critic?" asked Madeleine.

"l never heard that amiable critics were the best," said he; "justice is the
soul of good criticism, and it is only justice that | ask and expect from
you."

"What good does this speaking do?" inquired she."Are you any nearer
the end of your difficulties by means of your speeches?"

"I hardly know yet. Justnow we are in dead water; but this can't last
long. In fact, | am not afraid to tell you, though of course you will not re-
peat it to any human being, that we have taken measuresto force an is-
sue. Certain gentlemen, myself among the rest, have written letters
meant for the President's eye, though not addressed directly to him, and
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intended to draw out an expression of some sort that will show us what
to expect.”

"Oh!" laughed Madeleine, "I knew about that a week ago."

"About what?"

"About your letter to Sam Grimes, of North Bend."

"What have you heard about my letter to Sam Grimes, of North Bend?"
ejaculated Ratcliffe, a little abruptly.

"Oh, you do not know how admirably | have organised my secretser-
vice bureau," said she. "Representative Cutter cross-questioned one of
the Senatepages, and obliged him to confessthat he had received from
you a letter to be posted, which letter was addressed to Mr. Grimes, of
North Bend."

"And, of course, he told this to French, and French told you," said
Ratcliffe; "l see.If | had known this | would not have let French off so
gently last night, for | prefer to tell you my own story without his embel-
lishments. But it was my fault. | should not have trusted a page. Nothing
Is a secrethere long. But one thing that Mr. Cutter did not find out was
that several other gentlemen wrote letters at the sametime, for the same
purpose. Your friend, Mr. Clinton, wrote; Krebs wrote; and one or two
members."

"l suppose | must not ask what you said?"

"You may. We agreed that it was bestto be very mild and conciliatory,
and to urge the President only to give us some indication of his inten-
tions, in order that we might not run counter to them. | drew a strong
picture of the effect of the present situation on the party, and hinted that
| had no personal wishes to gratify."

"And what do you think will be the result?"

"I think we shall somehow manage to straighten things out," said
Ratcliffe.

“The difficulty is only that the new President has little experience, and
Is suspicious. He thinks we shall intrigue to tie his hands, and he means
to tie ours in advance. | don't know him personally, but those who do,
and who are fair judges, say that, though rather narrow and obstinate, he
Is honest enough, and will come round. | have no doubt | could settle it
all with him in an hour's talk, but it is out of the question for me to go to
him unless | am asked, and to ask me to come would be itself a
settlement.”

"What, then, is the danger you fear?"

“That he will offend all the important party leadersin order to concili-
ate unimportant ones, perhaps sentimental ones, like your friend French;
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that he will make foolish appointments without taking advice. By the
way, have you seen French to-day?"

“No," replied Madeleine; "I think he must be sore at your treatment of
him last evening. You were very rude to him."

“Not a bit," said Ratcliffe; "these reformers need it. His attack on me
was meant for a challenge. | saw it in his manner.

"But is reform really so impossible as you describe it? Is it quite
hopeless?"

"Reform such as he wants is utterly hopeless, and not even desirable."

Mrs. Lee, with much earnestness of manner, still pressed her question:

"Surely something can be done to check corruption. Are we for ever to
be at the mercy of thieves and ruffians? Is a respectablegovernment im-
possible in a democracy?"

Her warmth attracted Jacobi'sattention, and he spoke acrossthe room.
"What is that you say, Mrs. Lee? What is it about corruption?"

All the gentlemen began to listen and gather about them.

"I am asking Senator Ratcliffe," said she, "what is to become of us if
corruption is allowed to go unchecked."

"And may | venture to ask permission to hear Mr. Ratcliffe's reply?"
asked the baron.

"My reply," said Ratcliffe, "is that no representative government can
long be much better or much worse than the society it represents. Purify
society and you purify the government. But try to purify the government
artificially and you only aggravate failure."

"A very statesmanlike reply," said Baron Jacobi, with a formal bow,
but his tone had a shade of mockery. Carrington, who had listened with
a darkening face,suddenly turned to the baron and asked him what con-
clusion he drew from the reply.

"Ah!" exclaimed the baron, with his wickedest leer, "what for is my
conclusion good? You Americans believe yourselves to be excepted from
the operation of general laws. You care not for experience. | have lived
seventy-five years, and all that time in the midst of corruption. | am cor-
rupt myself, only | do have courage to proclaim it, and you others have it
not. Rome, Paris, Vienna, Petersburg, London, all are corrupt; only
Washington is pure! Well, | declare to you that in all my experience |
have found no society which has had elements of corruption like the Un-
ited States.The children in the street are corrupt, and know how to cheat
me. The cities are all corrupt, and also the towns and the counties and
the States'legislatures and the judges. Everywhere men betray trusts
both public and private, steal money, run away with public funds. Only
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in the Senatemen take no money. And you gentlemen in the Senatevery
well declare that your great United States,which is the head of the civil-
ized world, can never learn anything from the example of corrupt
Europe. You are rightNquite right! The great United Statesneedsnot an
example. | do much regret that | have not yet one hundred years to live.
If 1 could then come back to this city, | should find myself very con-
tentNmuch more than now. | am always content where there is much
corruption, and ma parole d'honneur!" broke out the old man with fire
and gesture, "the United Stateswill then be more corrupt than Rome un-
der Caligula; more corrupt than the Church under Leo X.; more corrupt
than France under the Regent!"

As the baron closed his little harangue, which he delivered directly at
the senator sitting underneath him, he had the satisfaction to see that
every one was silent and listening with deep attention. He seemedto en-
joy annoying the senator, and he had the satisfaction of seeing that the
senator was visibly annoyed. Ratcliffe looked sternly at the baron and
said, with some curtness, that he saw no reason to accept such
conclusions.

Conversation flagged, and all exceptthe baron were relieved when Sy-
bil, at Schneidekoupon's request, sat down at the piano to sing what she
called a hymn. So soon as the song was over, Ratcliffe, who seemedto
have been curiously thrown off his balance by Jacobi's harangue,
pleaded urgent duties at his rooms, and retired. The others soon after-
wards went off in a body, leaving only Carrington and Gore, who had
seated himself by Madeleine, and was at once dragged by her into a dis-
cussion of the subject which perplexed her, and for the moment threw
over her mind a net of irresistible fascination.

"“The baron discomfited the senator,” said Gore, with a certain
hesitation.

"Why did Ratcliffe let himself be trampled upon in that manner?"

"I wish you would explain why," replied Mrs. Lee; "tell me, Mr.
GoreNyou who represent cultivation and literary taste here-
aboutsNplease tell me what to think about Baron Jacobi'sspeech. Who
and what is to be believed? Mr. Ratcliffe seemshonest and wise. Is he a
corruptionist? He believesin the people, or sayshe does.Is he telling the
truth or not?"

Gore was too experienced in politics to be caught in such atrap asthis.
He evaded the question. "Mr. Ratcliffe has a practical piece of work to
do; his businessis to make laws and advise the President; he does it
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extremely well. We have no other equally good practical politician; it is
unfair to require him to be a crusader besides."

"No!" interposed Carrington, curtly; "but he need not obstruct cru-
sades. He need not talk virtue and oppose the punishment of vice."

"He is a shrewd practical politician," replied Gore, "and he feels first
the weak side of any proposed political tactics."

With a sigh of despair Madeleine went on: "Who, then, is right? How
canwe all beright? Half of our wise men declare that the world is going
straight to perdition; the other half that it is fast becoming perfect. Both
cannot be right. There is only one thing in life," she went on, laughing,
“that | must and will have before | die. | must know whether America is
right or wrong. Justnow this question is a very practical one, for | really
want to know whether to believe in Mr. Ratcliffe. If | throw him over-
board, everything must go, for he is only a specimen.”

"Why not believe in Mr. Ratcliffe?" said Gore; "l believe in him myself,
and am not afraid to say so."

Carrington, to whom Ratcliffe now began to represent the spirit of
evil, interposed here, and observed that he imagined Mr. Gore had other
guides besides, and steadier ones than Ratcliffe, to believe in; while
Madeleine, with a certain feminine perspicacity, struck at a much weaker
point in Mr.

Gore's armour, and asked point-blank whether he believed also in
what Ratcliffe represented: "Do you yourself think democracy the best
government, and universal suffrage a success?"

Mr. Gore saw himself pinned to the wall, and he turned at bay with al-
most the energy of despair:

"Theseare matters about which | rarely talk in society; they are like the
doctrine of a personal God; of a future life; of revealed religion; subjects
which one naturally reservesfor private reflection. But since you ask for
my political creed, you shall have it. | only condition that it shall be for
you alone, never to be repeated or quoted as mine. | believe in demo-
cracy. | acceptit. | will faithfully serve and defend it. | believe in it be-
causeit appears to me the inevitable consequenceof what has gone be-
fore it. Democracy assertsthe fact that the massesare now raised to a
higher intelligence than formerly. All our civilisation aims at this mark.
We want to do what we can to help it. | myself want to seethe result. |
grant it is an experiment, but it is the only direction society can take that
Is worth its taking; the only conception of its duty large enough to satisfy
its instincts; the only result that is worth an effort or a risk. Every other
possible step is backward, and | do not careto repeat the past. | am glad
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to see society grapple with issuesin which no one can afford to be
neutral.”

"And supposing your experiment fails," said Mrs. Lee; "suppose soci-
ety destroys itself with universal suffrage, corruption, and communism."

"I wish, Mrs. Lee, you would visit the Observatory with me some
evening, and look at Sirius. Did you ever make the acquaintance of a
fixed star?| believe astronomers reckon about twenty millions of them in
sight, and an infinite possibility of invisible millions, each one of which
Is a sun, like ours, and may have satellites like our planet. Suppose you
seeone of thesefixed stars suddenly increasein brightness, and are told
that a satellite has fallen into it and is burning up, its careerfinished, its
capacities exhausted? Curious, is it not; but what does it matter? Justas
much as the burning up of a moth at your candle."

Madeleine shuddered a little. "I cannot get to the height of your philo-
sophy," said she. "You are wandering among the infinites, and | am
finite."

“Not at all' But | have faith; not perhaps in the old dogmas, but in the
new ones;faith in human nature; faith in science;faith in the survival of
the fittest. Let us be true to our time, Mrs. Lee! If our ageis to be beaten,
let us die in the ranks. If it is to be victorious, let us be first to lead the
column. Anyway, let us not be skulkers or grumblers. There! have | re-
peated my catechism correctly? You would have it! Now oblige me by
forgetting it. | should lose my character at home if it got out. Good
night!"

Mrs. Lee duly appeared at the Capitol the next day, as she could not
but do after Senator Ratcliffe's pointed request. Shewent alone, for Sybil
had positively refused to go near the Capitol again, and Madeleine
thought that on the whole this was not an occasionfor enrolling Carring-
ton in her service. But Ratcliffe did not speak. The debate was unexpec-
tedly postponed.

He joined Mrs. Leein the gallery, however, satwith her aslong asshe
would allow, and becamestill more confidential, telling her that he had
received the expectedreply from Grimes, of North Bend, and that it had
encloseda letter written by the President-electto Mr. Grimes in regard to
the advances made by Mr. Ratcliffe and his friends.

"It is not a handsome letter,” said he; "indeed, a part of it is positively
insulting. | would like to read you one extract from it, and hear your
opinion asto how it should be treated." Taking the letter from his pocket,
he sought out the passage,and read asfollows: "I cannot lose sight, too,
of the consideration that these three Senators'(he means Clinton, Krebs,
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and me) are popularly considered to be the most influential members of
that so-called senatorial ring, which has acquired such general notoriety.
While | shall always receive their communications with all due respect, |
must continue to exercisecomplete freedom of action in consulting other
political advisers aswell asthese,and | must in all casesmake it my first
objectto follow the wishes of the people, not always most truly represen-
ted by their nominal representatives." What say you to that precious
piece of presidential manners?"

"At least | like his courage," said Mrs. Lee.

"Courage is one thing; common senseis another. This letter is a stud-
led insult. He has knocked me off the track once. He means to do it
again. It is a declaration of war. What ought | to do?"

"Whatever is most for the public good." said Madeleine, gravely.

Ratcliffe looked into her face with such undisguised delightNthere
was so little possibility of mistaking or ignoring the expression of his
eyes, that she shrank back with a certain shock. Shewas not prepared for
so open a demonstration. He hardened his features at once, and went on:

"But what is most for the public good?"

“That you know better than I," said Madeleine; "only one thing is clear
to me. If you let yourself be ruled by your private feelings, you will make
a greater mistake than he. Now | must go, for | have visits to make. The
next time | come, Mr. Ratcliffe, you must keep your word better."

When they next met, Raitcliffe read to her a part of his reply to Mr.
Grimes, which ran thus: "It is the lot of every party leader to suffer from
attacks and to commit errors. It is true, asthe President says,that | have
beenno exception to this law. Believing as| do that great results can only
be accomplished by great parties, | have uniformly yielded my own per-
sonal opinions where they have failed to obtain general assent.| shall
continue to follow this course, and the President may with perfect con-
fidence count upon my disinterested support of all party measures,even
though | may not be consulted in originating them."

Mrs. Lee listened attentively, and then said: "Have you never refused
to go with your party?"

"Never!" was Ratcliffe's firm reply.

Madeleine still more thoughtfully inquired again: "Is nothing more
powerful than party allegiance?"

"Nothing, except national allegiance,” replied Ratcliffe, still more
firmly.
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Chapter

O tie a prominent statesmanto her train and to lead him about like

a tame bear, is for a young and vivacious woman a more certain
amusement than to tie herself to him and to be dragged about like an In-
dian squaw. This fact was Madeleine Lee'sfirst great political discovery
in Washington, and it was worth to her all the German philosophy she
had ever read, with even a complete edition of Herbert Spencer'sworks
into the bargain. There could be no doubt that the honours and dignities
of a public career were no fair consideration for its pains. She made a
little daily task for herself of reading in successionthe lives and letters of
the American Presidents, and of their wives, when she could find that
there was a trace of the latter's existence.What a melancholy spectacleit
was, from George Washington down to the last incumbent; what vexa-
tions, what disappointments, what grievous mistakes, what very objec-
tionable manners! Not one of them, who had aimed at high purpose, but
had beenthwarted, beaten,and habitually insulted! What a gloom lay on
the features of those famous chieftains, Calhoun, Clay, and Webster;
what varied expression of defeat and unsatisfied desire; what a senseof
self-importance and senatorial magniloquence; what a craving for flat-
tery; what despair at the sentenceof fate! And what did they amount to,
after all?

They were practical men, these!they had no great problems of thought
to settle, no questions that rose above the ordinary rules of common
morals and homely duty. How they had managed to befog the subject!
What elaborate show-structures they had built up, with no result but to
obscure the horizon! Would not the country have done better without
them? Could it have done worse? What deeper abyss could have opened
under the nation's feet, than that to whose verge they brought it?

Madeleine's mind wearied with the monotony of the story. She dis-
cussedthe subject with Ratcliffe, who told her frankly that the pleasure
of politics lay in the possessionof power. He agreed that the country
would do very well without him. "But here | am,"” said he, "and here |
mean to stay." He had very little sympathy for thin moralising, and a
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statesmanlike contempt for philosophical politics. He loved power, and
he meant to be President.

That was enough.

Sometimesthe tragic and sometimes the comic side was uppermost in
her mind, and sometimes she did not herself know whether to cry or to
laugh.

Washington more than any other city in the world swarms with
simple-minded exhibitions of human nature; men and women curiously
out of place, whom it would be cruel to ridicule and ridiculous to weep
over. The sadder exhibitions are fortunately seldom seenby respectable
people; only the little social accidents come under their eyes. One even-
ing Mrs. Lee went to the President's first evening reception. As Sybil
flatly refused to face the crowd, and Carrington mildly said that he
feared he was not sufficiently reconstructed to appear at home in that au-
gust presence, Mrs. Lee accepted Mr. French for an escort, and walked
acrossthe Square with him to join the throng that was pouring into the
doors of the White House. They took their placesin the line of citizens
and were at last able to enter the reception-room. There Madeleine found
herself before two seemingly mechanical figures, which might be wood
or wax, for any sign they showed of life. These two figures were the
President and his wife; they stood stiff and awkward by the door, both
their facesstripped of every sign of intelligence, while the right hands of
both extended themselvesto the column of visitors with the mechanical
action of toy dolls. Mrs. Lee for a moment beganto laugh, but the laugh
died on her lips. To the President and his wife this was clearly no laugh-
ing matter. There they stood, automata, representatives of the society
which streamed past them. Madeleine seized Mr. French by the arm.

"Take me somewhere at once," said she, "where | can look at it. Here!
in the corner. | had no conception how shocking it was!"

Mr. French supposed she was thinking of the queer-looking men and
women who were swarming through the rooms, and he made, after his
own delicate notion of humour, some uncouth jestson those who passed
by. Mrs. Lee, however, was in no humour to explain or even to listen.
She stopped him short:N

“There, Mr. French! Now go away and leave me. | want to be alone for
half an hour. Pleasecome for me then." And there she stood, with her
eyesfixed on the President and his wife, while the endless stream of hu-
manity passed them, shaking hands.
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What a strange and solemn spectacleit was, and how the deadly fas-
cination of it burned the image in upon her mind! What a horrid warn-
ing to ambition!

And in all that crowd there was no one besides herself who felt the
mockery of this exhibition. To all the others this task was a regular part
of the President's duty, and there was nothing ridiculous about it. They
thought it a democratic institution, this droll a ping of monarchical
forms. To them the deadly dulness of the show was as natural and prop-
er as ever to the courtiers of the Philips and Charlesesseemedthe cere-
monies of the Escurial. To her it had the effect of a nightmare, or of an
opium-eater's vision, Shefelt a sudden conviction that this was to be the
end of American society; its realisation and dream at once. She groaned
in spirit.

"Yes! at last | have reached the end! We shall grow to be wax images,
and our talk will be like the squeaking of toy dolls. We shall all wander
round and round the earth and shake hands. No one will have any object
in this world, and there will be no other. It is worse than anything in the
‘Inferno.' What an awful vision of eternity!"

Suddenly, asthrough a mist, she saw the melancholy face of Lord Skye
approaching. He came to her side, and his voice recalled her to reality.

"Does it amuse you, this sort of thing?" he asked in a vague way.

"We take our amusement sadly, after the manner of our people,” she
replied; "but it certainly interests me."

They stood for atime in silence,watching the slowly eddying dance of
Democracy, until he resumed:

"Whom do you take that man to beNthe long, lean one, with a long
woman on each arm?"

“That man," shereplied, "I take to be a Washington department-clerk,
or perhaps a member of Congressfrom lowa, with a wife and wife's sis-
ter. Do they shock your nobility?"

He looked at her with comical resignation. "You mean to tell me that
they are quite as good as dowager-countesses.| grant it. My aristocratic
spirit is broken, Mrs. Lee. | will even ask them to dinner if you bid me,
and if you will cometo meetthem. But the last time | asked a member of
Congressto dine, he sent me back a note in pencil on my own envelope
that he would bring two of his friends with him, very respectable con-
stituents from Yahoo city, or some such place; nature's noblemen, he
said."

"You should have welcomed them."
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"I did. | wanted to seetwo of nature's noblemen, and | knew they
would probably be pleasanter company than their representative. They
came;very respectable persons, one with a blue necktie, the other with a
red one: both had diamond pins in their shirts, and were carefully
brushed in respectto their hair. They said nothing, ate little, drank less,
and were much better behaved than | am. When they went away, they
unanimously asked me to stay with them when | visited Yahoo city."

"You will not want guests if you always do that."

"l don't know. | think it was pure ignorance on their part. They knew
no better, and they seemedmodest enough. My only complaint was that
| could get nothing out of them. | wonder whether their wives would
have been more amusing."

"Would they be so in England, Lord Skye?"

He looked down at her with half-shut eyes,and drawled: "You know
my countrywomen?"

"Hardly at all."

“Then let us discuss some less serious subject.”

"Willingly. | have waited for you to explain to me why you have to-
night an expression of such melancholy."”

"Is that quite friendly, Mrs. Lee? Do | really look melancholy?"

"Unutterably, as | feel. | am consumed with curiosity to know the
reason."

The British minister coolly took a complete survey of the whole room,
ending with a prolonged stare at the President and his wife, who were
still mechanically shaking hands; then he looked back into her face,and
said never a word.

She insisted: "I must have this riddle answered. It suffocates me. |
should not be sad at seeing these same people at work or at play, if they
ever do play; or in a church or alecture-room. Why do they weigh on me
like a horrid phantom here?"

"l seeno riddle, Mrs. Lee.You have answered your own question; they
are neither at work nor at play."

"Then pleasetake me home at once. | shall have hysterics. The sight of
those two suffering images at the door is too mournful to be borne. | am
dizzy with looking at these stalking figures. | don't believe they're real. |
wish the house would take fire. | want an earthquake. | wish some one
would pinch the President, or pull his wife's hair."

Mrs. Lee did not repeat the experiment of visiting the White House,
and indeed for some time afterwards she spoke with little enthusiasm of
the presidential office. To Senator Ratcliffe she expressed her opinions
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strongly. The Senatortried in vain to argue that the people had aright to
call upon their chief magistrate, and that he was bound to receive them;
this being so, there was no lessobjectionable way of proceeding than the
one which had been chosen. "Who gave the people any such right?"
asked Mrs. Lee. "Where does it come from? What do they want it for?
You know better, Mr. Ratcliffe! Our chief magistrate is a citizen like any
one else.What puts it into his foolish head to ceasebeing a citizen and to
ape royalty? Our governors never make themselvesridiculous. Why can-
not the wretched being content himself with living like the rest of us, and
minding his own business?Does he know what a figure of fun he is?"
And Mrs. Lee went so far as to declare that she would like to be the
President's wife only to put an end to this folly; nothing should ever in-
duce her to go through such a performance; and if the public did not ap-
prove of this, Congress might impeach her, and remove her from office;
all shedemanded was the right to be heard before the Senatein her own
defence.

Nevertheless, there was a very general impression in Washington that
Mrs.

Lee would like nothing better than to be in the White House. Known
to comparatively few people, and rarely discussing even with them the
subjectswhich deeply interested her, Madeleine passedfor a clever, in-
triguing woman who had her own objects to gain. True it is, beyond
peradventure, that all residents of Washington may be assumedto be in
office or candidates for office; unless they avow their object, they are
guilty of an attemptNand a stupid oneNto deceive; yet there is a small
class of apparent exceptions destined at last to fall within the rule. Mrs.
Lee was properly assumedto be a candidate for office. To the Washing-
tonians it was a matter of course that Mrs. Lee should marry Silas P.
Ratcliffe. That he should be glad to get a fashionable and intelligent wife,
with twenty or thirty thousand dollars a year, was not surprising. That
she should acceptthe first public man of the day, with a flattering chance
for the PresidencyNa man still comparatively young and not without
good looksNwas perfectly natural, and in her undertaking she had the
sympathy of all well-regulated Washington women who were not pos-
sible rivals; for to them the President's wife is of more consequencethan
the President; and, indeed, if America only knew it, they are not very far
from the truth.

Some there were, however, who did not assentto this good-natured
though worldly view of the proposed match. Theseladies were severein
their comments upon Mrs. Lee'sconduct, and did not hesitate to declare
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their opinion that she was the calmest and most ambitious minx who
had ever come within their observation. Unfortunately it happened that
the respectable and proper Mrs. Schuyler Clinton took this view of the
case,and made little attempt to conceal her opinion. She was justly in-
dignant at her cousin's gross worldliness, and possible promotion in
rank.

"If Madeleine Ross marries that coarse, horrid old Illinois politician,"
said she to her husband, "I never will forgive her so long as | live."

Mr. Clinton tried to excuseMadeleine, and even went so far asto sug-
gest that the difference of age was no greater than in their own case;but
his wife trampled ruthlessly on his argument.

"At any rate," said she, "l never came to Washington as a widow on
purpose to set my cap for the first candidate for the Presidency, and |
never made a public spectacleof my indecent eagernessin the very gal-
leries of the Senate;and Mrs. Lee ought to be ashamed of herself. Sheis a
cold-blooded, heartless, unfeminine cat."

Little Victoria Dare, who babbled like the winds and streams, with ut-
ter indifference as to what she said or whom she addressed, used to
bring choice bits of this gossip to Mrs. Lee. She always affected a little
stammer when she said anything uncommonly impudent, and put on a
manner of languid simplicity. She felt keenly the satisfaction of seeing
Madeleine charged with her own besetting sins. For years all Washing-
ton had agreed that Victoria was little better than one of the wicked; she
had done nothing but violate every rule of propriety and scandalise
every well-regulated family in the city, and there was no good in her. Yet
it could not be denied that Victoria was amusing, and had a sort of irreg-
ular fascination; consequently she was universally tolerated. To seeMrs.
Lee thrust down to her own level was an unmixed pleasure to her, and
she carefully repeated to Madeleine the choice bits of dialogue which she
picked up in her wanderings.

"Your cousin, Mrs. Clinton, says you are a ca-ca-cat, Mrs. Lee."

"I don't believe it, Victoria. Mrs. Clinton never said anything of the
sort."

"Mrs. Marston saysit is becauseyou have caught a ra-ra-rat, and Sen-
ator Clinton was only a m-m-mouse!"

Naturally all this unexpected publicity irritated Mrs. Lee not a little,
especially when short and vague paragraphs, soon followed by longer
and more positive ones,in regard to Senator Ratcliffe's matrimonial pro-
spects,beganto appear in hewspapers, along with descriptions of herself
from the pens of enterprising female correspondents for the press, who
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had never so much asseenher. At the first sight of one of these newspa-
per articles, Madeleine fairly cried with mortification and anger. She
wanted to leave Washington the next day, and she hated the very
thought of Ratcliffe. There was something in the newspaper style so in-
scrutably vulgar, something so inexplicably revolting to the senseof fem-
inine decency, that she shrank under it as though it were a poisonous
spider. But after the first acute shame had passed, her temper was
roused, and she vowed that she would pursue her own path just as she
had begun, without regard to all the malignity and vulgarity in the wide
United States.Shedid not care to marry Senator Ratcliffe; she liked his
society and was flattered by his confidence; she rather hoped to prevent
him from ever making aformal offer, and if not, shewould at least push
it off to the last possible moment; but she was not to be frightened from
marrying him by any amount of spitefulness or gossip, and she did not
mean to refuse him except for stronger reasons than these. She even
went so far in her desperate courage as to laugh at her cousin, Mrs.

Clinton, whose venerable husband she allowed and even encouraged
to pay her such public attention and to expresssentiments of such youth-
ful ardour asshewell knew would inflame and exasperatethe excellent
lady his wife.

Carrington was the person most unpleasantly affected by the course
which this affair had taken. He could no longer concealfrom himself the
fact that he was as much m love as a dignified Virginian could be. With
him, at all events, she had shown no coquetry, nor had she ever either
flattered or encouraged him. But Carrington, m his solitary struggle
against fate, had found her a warm friend; always ready to assistwhere
assistancewas needed, generous with her money in any causewhich he
was willing to vouch for, full of sympathy where sympathy was more
than money, and full of resource and suggestion where money and sym-
pathy failed. Carrington knew her better than she knew herself. He selec-
ted her books; he brought the last speechor the last report from the Cap-
itol or the departments; he knew her doubts and her vagaries, and as far
as he understood them at all, helped her to solve them.

Carrington was too modest, and perhaps too shy, to act the part of a
declared lover, and he was too proud to let it be thought that he wanted
to exchange his poverty for her wealth. But he was all the more anxious
when he saw the evident attraction which Ratcliffe's strong will and un-
scrupulous energy exercised over her. He saw that Ratcliffe was steadily
pushing his advances;that he flattered all Mrs. Lee's weaknessesby the
confidence and deference with which he treated her; and that in a very
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short time, Madeleine must either marry him or find herself looked upon
asa heartlesscoquette. He had his own reasonsfor thinking ill of Senator
Ratcliffe, and he meant to prevent a marriage; but he had an enemy to
deal with not easily driven from the path, and quite capable of routing
any number of rivals.

Ratcliffe was afraid of no one. He had not fought his own way in life
for nothing, and he knew all the value of a cold head and dogged self-
assurance.

Nothing but this robust Americanism and his strong will carried him
safely through the snaresand pitfalls of Mrs. Lee's society, where rivals
and enemiesbesethim on every hand. He was little better than a school-
boy, when he ventured on their ground, but when he could draw them
over upon his own territory of practical life he rarely failed to trample on
his assailants.

It was this practical senseand cool will that won over Mrs. Lee, who
was woman enough to assumethat all the graceswere well enough em-
ployed in decorating her, and it was enough if the other sexfelt her su-
periority. Men were valuable only in proportion to their strength and
their appreciation of women. If the senator had only beenstrong enough
always to control his temper, he would have done very well, but his tem-
per was under a great strain in these times, and his incessant effort to
control it in politics made him lesswatchful in private life. Mrs. Lee'sta-
cit assumption of superior refinement irritated him, and sometimes
made him show his teeth like a bull-dog, at the cost of receiving from
Mrs. Lee a quick stroke in return such asawell-bred tortoise-shell cat ad-
ministers to check over-familiarity; innocent to the eye, but drawing
blood. One evening when he was more than commonly out of sorts, after
sitting some time in moody silence, he roused himself, and, taking up a
book that lay on her table, he glanced at its title and turned over the
leaves. It happened by ill luck to be a volume of Darwin that Mrs. Lee
had just borrowed from the library of Congress.

"Do you understand this sort of thing?" asked the Senator abruptly, in
a tone that suggested a sneer.

"Not very well," replied Mrs. Lee, rather curtly.

"Why do you want to understand it?" persisted the Senator. "What
good will it do you?"

"Perhaps it will teach us to be modest," answered Madeleine, quite
equal to the occasion.

"Becauseit says we descend from monkeys?" rejoined the Senator,
roughly.
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"Do you think you are descended from monkeys?"

"Why not?" said Madeleine.

"Why not?" repeated Ratcliffe, laughing harshly. "I don't like the con-
nection. Do you mean to introduce your distant relations into society?"

“They would bring more amusement into it than most of its present
members,"” rejoined Mrs. Lee, with a gentle smile that threatened mis-
chief. But Ratcliffe would not be warned; on the contrary, the only effect
of Mrs. Lee'sdefiance was to exasperatehis ill-temper, and whenever he
lost his temper he became senatorial and Websterian. "Such books," he
began, "disgrace our civilization; they degrade and stultify our divine
nature; they are only suited for Asiatic despotisms where men are re-
duced to the level of brutes; that they should be acceptedby a man like
Baron Jacobi,| can understand; he and his masters have nothing to do in
the world but to trample on human rights. Mr. Carrington, of course,
would approve those ideas; he believesin the divine doctrine of flogging
negroes; but that you, who profess philanthropy and free principles,
should go with them, is astonishing; it is incredible; it is unworthy of
you."

"You are very hard on the monkeys," replied Madeleine, rather sternly,
when the Senator'soration was ended. "The monkeys never did you any
harm; they are not in public life; they are not even voters; if they were,
you would be enthusiastic about their intelligence and virtue. After all,
we ought to be grateful to them, for what would men do in this melan-
choly world if they had not inherited gaiety from the monkeysNas well
as oratory."

Ratcliffe, to do him justice, took punishment well, at least when it
came from Mrs. Lee'shands, and his occasional outbursts of insubordin-
ation were sure to be followed by improved discipline; but if he allowed
Mrs. Lee to correct his faults, he had no notion of letting himself be in-
structed by her friends, and he lost no chance of telling them so. But to
do this was not always enough. Whether it were that he had few ideas
outside of his own experience, or that he would not trust himself on
doubtful ground, he seemedcompelled to bring every discussion down
to his own level. Madeleine puzzled herself in vain to find out whether
he did this becausehe knew no better, or becausehe meant to cover his
own ignorance.

“The Baron has amused me very much with his account of Bucharest
society," Mrs. Lee would say: "l had no idea it was so gay."

"I would like to show him our society in Peonia," was Ratcliffe's reply;
"he would find a very brilliant circle there of nature's true noblemen."
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“The Baron says their politicians are precious sharp chaps,” added Mr.

French.

"Oh, there are politicians in Bulgaria, are there?" asked the Senator,
whose ideas of the Roumanian and Bulgarian neighbourhood were
vague, and who had a general notion that all such people lived in tents,
wore sheepskins with the wool inside, and ate curds: "Oh, they have
politicians there! | would like to see them try their sharpnessin the
west."

"Really!" said Mrs. Lee."Think of Attila and his hordes running an In-
diana caucus?"

"Anyhow," cried Frenchwith aloud laugh, "the Baron said that a set of
bigger political scoundrels than his friends couldn't be found in all
lllinois."

"Did he say that?" exclaimed Ratcliffe angrily.

"Didn't he, Mrs. Lee?but | don't believe it; do you? What's your candid
opinion, Ratcliffe? What you don't know about lllinois politics isn't
worth knowing; do you really think those Bulgrascals couldn't run an
lllinois state convention?"

Ratcliffe did not like to be chaffed, especially on this subject, but he
could not resent French's liberty which was only a moderate return for
the wooden nutmeg. To get the conversation away from Europe, from
literature, from art, was his great object, and chaff was a way of escape.

Carrington was very well aware that the weak side of the Senator lay
in his blind ignorance of morals. He flattered himself that Mrs. Lee must
seethis and be shocked by it sooner or later, so that nothing more was
necessary than to let Ratcliffe expose himself. Without talking very
much, Carrington always aimed at drawing him out. He soon found,
however, that Ratcliffe understood such tactics perfectly, and instead of
injuring, he rather improved his position. At times the man's audacity
was startling, and even when Carrington thought him hopelessly en-
tangled, he would sweep away all the hunter's nets with a sheer effort of
strength, and walk off bolder and more dangerous than ever.

When Mrs. Lee pressed him too closely, he frankly admitted her
charges.

"What you say is in great part true. There is much in politics that dis-
gusts and disheartens; much that is coarseand bad. | grant you there is
dishonesty and corruption. We must try to make the amount assmall as
possible."
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"You should be able to tell Mrs. Lee how she must go to work," said
Carrington; "you have had experience.| have heard, it seemsto me, that
you were once driven to very hard measures against corruption."

Ratcliffe looked ill-pleased at this compliment, and gave Carrington
one of his cold glancesthat meant mischief. But he took up the challenge
on the spot:N

"Yes, | was, and am very sorry for it. The story is this, Mrs. Lee; and it
is well-known to every man, woman, and child in the Stateof lllinois, so
that | have no reason for softening it. In the worst days of the war there
was almost a certainty that my Statewould be carried by the peaceparty,
by fraud, aswe thought, although, fraud or not, we were bound to save
it. Had lllinois beenlost then, we should certainly have lost the Presiden-
tial election, and with it probably the Union. At any rate, | believed the
fate of the war to depend on the result. | was then Governor, and upon
me the responsibility rested. We had entire control of the northern
counties and of their returns. We ordered the returning officers in a cer-
tain number of counties to make no returns until they heard from us, and
when we had received the votes of all the southern counties and learned
the precise number of votes we needed to give us a majority, we tele-
graphed to our northern returning officers to make the vote of their dis-
tricts such and such, thereby overbalancing the adverse returns and giv-
ing the Stateto us. This was done, and as| am now senator | have a right
to suppose that what | did was approved. | am not proud of the transac-
tion, but | would do it again, and worse than that, if | thought it would
save this country from disunion. But of course | did not expect Mr. Car-
rington to approve it. | believe he was then carrying out his reform prin-
ciples by bearing arms against the government."

"Yes!"said Carrington drily; "you got the better of me, too. Like the old
Scotchman, you didn't care who made the people's wars provided you
made its ballots."

Carrington had missed his point. The man who has committed a
murder for his country, is a patriot and not an assassin,even when he re-
ceivesa seatin the Senateas his share of the plunder. Women cannot be
expectedto go behind the motives of that patriot who saveshis country
and his election in times of revolution.

Carrington's hostility to Ratcliffe was, however, mild, when compared
with that felt by old Baron Jacobi.Why the baron should have taken so
violent a prejudice it is not easyto explain, but a diplomatist and a senat-
or are natural enemies, and Jacobi,as an avowed admirer of Mrs. Lee,
found Ratcliffe in his way. This prejudiced and immoral old diplomatist
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despised and loathed an American senator as the type which, to his
bleared European eyes,combined the utmost pragmatical self-assurance
and overbearing temper with the narrowest education and the meanest
personal experience that ever existed in any considerable government.

As Baron Jacobi'scountry had no special relations with that of the United

States,and its Legation at Washington was a mere job to create a place
for Jacobito fill, he had no occasionto disguise his personal antipathies,
and he considered himself in some degree as having a mission to express
that diplomatic contempt for the Senatewhich his colleagues,if they felt
it, were obliged to conceal. He performed his duties with conscientious
precision. He never missed an opportunity to thrust the sharp point of
his dialectic rapier through the joints of the clumsy and hide-bound

senatorial self-esteem.He delighted in skilfully exposing to Madeleine's
eyes some new side of Ratcliffe's ignorance. His conversation at such
times sparkled with historical allusions, quotations in half a dozen differ-

ent languages, references to well-known facts which an old man's
memory could not recall with precision in all their details, but with

which the Honourable Senatorwas familiarly acquainted, and which he
could readily supply. And his Voltairian face leered politely as he
listened to Ratcliffe's reply, which showed invariable ignorance of com-
mon literature, art, and history. The climax of his triumph came one
evening when Ratcliffe unluckily, tempted by some allusion to Moliere

which he thought he understood, made reference to the unfortunate in-
fluence of that great man on the religious opinions of his time. Jacobi,by
a flash of inspiration, divined that he had confused Moliere with

Voltaire, and assuming a manner of extreme suavity, he put his victim

on the rack, and tortured him with affected explanations and interroga-
tions, until Madeleine was in a manner forced to interrupt and end the
scene. But even when the senator was not to be lured into a trap, he
could not escapeassault. The baron in such a casewould crossthe lines
and attack him on his own ground, as on one occasion, when Ratcliffe
was defending his doctrine of party allegiance, Jacobisilenced him by
sneering somewhat thus:

"Your principle is quite correct, Mr. Senator. I, too, like yourself, was
once a good party man: my party was that of the Church; | was ultra-
montane. Your party system is one of your thefts from our Church; your
National Convention is our OEcumenic Council; you abdicate reason, as
we do, before its decisions; and you yourself, Mr. Ratcliffe, you are a
Cardinal. They are able men, those cardinals; | have known many; they
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were our bestfriends, but they were not reformers. Are you a reformer,
Mr. Senator?"

Ratcliffe grew to dread and hate the old man, but all his ordinary tac-
tics were powerless against this impenetrable eighteenth century cynic. If
he resorted to his Congressional practise of browbeating and dogmatism,
the Baron only smiled and turned his back, or made some remark in
French which galled his enemy all the more, because,while he did not
understand it, he knew well that Madeleine did, and that she tried to
repress her smile.

Ratcliffe's grey eyesgrew colder and stonier than ever as he gradually
perceived that Baron Jacobiwas carrying on a setschemewith malignant
ingenuity, to drive him out of Madeleine's house, and he swore aterrible
oath that he would not be beaten by that monkey-faced foreigner. On the
other hand Jacobihad little hope of success:"What can an old man do?"
said he with perfect sincerity to Carrington; "If | were forty years young-
er, that great oaf should not have his own way. Ah! | wish | were young
again and we were in Vienna!" From which it was rightly inferred by
Carrington that the venerable diplomatist would, if such actswere still in
fashion, have coolly insulted the Senator, and put a bullet through his
heart.
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Chapter

N February the weather becamewarmer and summer-like. In Virgin-
la there comesoften at this seasona deceptive gleam of summer, slip-
ping in between heavy storm-clouds of sleetand snow; days and some-
times weeks when the temperature is like June;when the earliest plants
begin to show their hardy flowers, and when the bare branches of the
forest trees alone protest against the conduct of the seasons.Then men
and women are languid; life seems,as in Italy, sensuous and glowing
with colour; one is conscious of walking in an atmosphere that is warm,
palpable, radiant with possibilities; a delicate haze hangs over Arlington,
and softens even the harsh white glare of the Capitol; the struggle of ex-
iIstence seemsto abate; Lent throws its calm shadow over society; and
youthful diplomatists, unconscious of their danger, are lured into asking
foolish girls to marry them; the blood thaws in the heart and flows out
into the veins, like the rills of sparkling water that trickle from every
lump of ice or snow, asthough all the ice and snow on earth, and all the
hardness of heart, all the heresy and schism, all the works of the devil,
had yielded to the force of love and to the fresh warmth of innocent,
lamb-like, confiding virtue. In such a world there should be no
guileNbut there is a great deal of it notwithstanding. Indeed, at no other
seasonis there so much. This is the moment when the two whited sep-
ulchres at either end of the Avenue reek with the thick atmosphere of
bargain and sale. The old is going; the new is coming. Wealth, office,
power are at auction. Who bids highest? who hates with most venom?
who intrigues with most skill? who has done the dirtiest, the meanest,
the darkest, and the most, political work? He shall have his reward.
Senator Ratcliffe was absorbed and ill at ease.A swarm of applicants
for office dogged his steps and beleaguered his rooms in quest of his en-
dorsement of their paper characters. The new President was to arrive on
Monday. Intrigues and combinations, of which the Senatorwas the soul,
were all alive, awaiting this arrival. Newspaper correspondents pestered
him with questions. Brother senatorscalled him to conferences.His mind
was pre-occupied with his own interests. One might have supposed that,
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at this instant, nothing could have drawn him away from the political

gaming-table, and yet when Mrs. Lee remarked that she was going to
Mount Vernon on Saturday with alittle party, including the British Min-

ister and an Irish gentleman staying asa guest at the British Legation, the
Senator surprised her by expressing a strong wish to join them. He ex-
plained that, asthe political lead was no longer in his hands, the chances
were nine in ten that if he stirred at all he should make a blunder; that
his friends expected him to do something when, in fact, nothing could be
done; that every preparation had already been made, and that for him to
go on an excursion to Mount Vernon, at this moment, with the British

Minister, was, on the whole, about the best use he could make of his
time, since it would hide him for one day at least.

Lord Skye had fallen into the habit of consulting Mrs. Lee when his
own social resources were low, and it was she who had suggested this
party to Mount Vernon, with Carrington for a guide and Mr. Gore for
variety, to occupy the time of the Irish friend whom Lord Skye was
bravely entertaining.

This gentleman, who bore the title of Dunbeg, was a dilapidated peer,
neither wealthy nor famous. Lord Skye brought him to call on Mrs. Lee,
and in some sort put him under her care. He was young, not ill-looking,
quite intelligent, rather too fond of facts, and not quick at humour. He
was given to smiling in a deprecatory way, and when he talked, he was
either absentor excited; he made vague blunders, and then smiled in de-
precation of offence, or his words blocked their own path in their rush.
Perhaps his manner was a little ridiculous, but he had a good heart, a
good head, and atitle. He found favour in the eyesof Sybil and Victoria
Dare, who declined to admit other women to the party, although they
offered no objection to Mr.

Ratcliffe's admission. As for Lord Dunbeg, he was an enthusiastic ad-
mirer of General Washington, and, as he privately intimated, eager to
study phasesof American society. He was delighted to go with a small
party, and Miss Dare secretly promised herself that shewould show him
a phase.

The morning was warm, the sky soft, the little steamerlay at the quiet
wharf with a few negroes lazily watching her preparations for departure.

Carrington, with Mrs. Lee and the young ladies, arrived first, and
stood leaning against the rail, waiting the arrival of their companions.
Then came Mr. Gore, neatly attired and gloved, with alight spring over-
coat; for Mr.
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Gore was very careful of his personal appearance,and not a little vain
of his good looks. Then a pretty woman, with blue eyesand blonde hair,
dressed in black, and leading a little girl by the hand, came on board,
and Carrington went to shake hands with her. On his return to Mrs.
Lee's side, she asked about his new acquaintance, and he replied with a
half-laugh, asthough he were not proud of her, that she was a client, a
pretty widow, well known in Washington. "Any one at the Capitol
would tell you all about her. Shewas the wife of a noted lobbyist, who
died about two years ago. Congressmen can refuse nothing to a pretty
face,and shewas their idea of feminine perfection. Yet sheis asilly little
woman, too. Her husband died after a very short illness, and, to my
great surprise, made me executor under his will. | think he had an idea
that he could trust me with his papers, which were important and com-
promising, for he seemsto have had no time to go over them and des-
troy what were bestout of the way. So,you see,l am left with his widow
and child to look after. Luckily, they are well provided for."

"Still you have not told me her name."

"Her name is BakerNMrs. Sam Baker. But they are casting off, and Mr.
Ratcliffe will be left behind. I'll ask the captain to wait." About a dozen
passengershad arrived, among them the two Earls, with a footman car-
rying a promising lunch-basket, and the planks were actually hauled in
when a carriage dashed up to the wharf, and Mr. Ratcliffe leaped out
and hurried on board. "Off with you as quick asyou can!" said he to the
negro-hands, and in another moment the little steamer had begun her
journey, pounding the muddy waters of the Potomac and sending up its
small column of smoke as though it were a newly invented incense-
burner approaching the temple of the national deity. Ratcliffe explained
in great glee how he had barely managed to escapehis visitors by telling
them that the British Minister was waiting for him, and that he would be
back again presently. "If they had known where | was going," said he,
"you would have seen the boat swamped with office-seekers. lllinois
alone would have brought you to a watery grave." He was in high spir-
its, bent upon enjoying his holiday, and as they passedthe arsenal with
its solitary sentry, and the navy-yard, with its one unseaworthy wooden
war-steamer, he pointed out these evidences of national grandeur to
Lord Skye,threatening, asthe last terror of diplomacy, to send him home
in an American frigate. They were thus indulging in senatorial humour
on one side of the boat, while Sybil and Victoria, with the aid of Mr. Gore
and Carrington, were improving Lord Dunbeg's mind on the other.
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Miss Dare, finding for herself at last a convenient seatwhere she could
repose and be mistress of the situation, put on a more than usually de-
mure expression and waited with gravity until her noble neighbour
should give her an opportunity to show those powers which, as she be-
lieved, would supply a phase in his existence. Miss Dare was one of
those young persons, sometimes to be found in America, who seemto
have no objectin life, and while apparently devoted to men, care nothing
about them, but find happiness only in violating rules; she made no
parade of whatever virtues she had, and her chief pleasure was to make
fun of all the world and herself.

"What a noble river!" remarked Lord Dunbeg, as the boat passed out
upon the wide stream; "l suppose you often sail on it?"

"l never was here in my life till now," replied the untruthful Miss Dare;
"we don't think much of it; it s too small; we're used to so much larger
rivers."

"I am afraid you would not like our English rivers then; they are mere
brooks compared with this."

"Are they indeed?" said Victoria, with an appearance of vague sur-
prise; "how curious! | don't think | care to be an Englishwoman then. |
could not live without big rivers."

Lord Dunbeg stared, and hinted that this was almost unreasonable.

"Unless | were a Countess!" continued Victoria, meditatively, looking
at Alexandria, and paying no attention to his lordship; "I think | could
manage if | were a C-c-countess. It is such a pretty title!"

"Duchess is commonly thought a prettier one," stammered Dunbeg,
much embarrassed. The young man was not used to chaff from women.

"l should be satisfied with Countess. It sounds well. | am surprised
that you don't like it." Dunbeg looked about him uneasily for some
means of escapebut he was barred in. "l should think you would feel an
awful responsibility in selecting a Countess. How do you do it?"

Lord Dunbeg nervously joined in the general laughter as Syobil
ejaculated:

"Oh, Victoria!" but Miss Dare continued without a smile or any eleva-
tion of her monotonous voice:

"Now, Sybil, don't interrupt me, please.l am deeply interested in Lord
Dunbeg's conversation. He understands that my interest is purely sci-
entific, but my happiness requires that | should know how Countesses
are selected. Lord Dunbeg, how would you recommend a friend to
choose a Countess?"
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Lord Dunbeg began to be amused by her impudence, and he even
tried to lay down for her satisfaction one or two rules for selecting
Countesses,but long before he had invented his first rule, Victoria had
darted off to a new subject.

"Which would you rather be, Lord Dunbeg? an Earl or George
Washington?"

"George Washington, certainly,” was the Earl's courteous though
rather bewildered reply.

"Really?" she asked with alanguid affectation of surprise; "it is awfully
kind of you to say so, but of course you can't mean it.

“Indeed | do mean it."

“Is it possible? | never should have thought it."

"Why not, Miss Dare?"

"You have not the air of wishing to be George Washington."

"May | again ask, why not?"

"Certainly. Did you ever see George Washington?"

"Of course not. He died fifty years before | was born."

"l thought so. You seeyou don't know him. Now, will you give us an
idea of what you imagine General Washington to have looked like?"

Dunbeg gave accordingly a flattering description of General Washing-
ton, compounded of Stuart's portrait and Greenough's statue of Olympi-
an Jove with Washington's features, in the Capitol Square. Miss Dare
listened with an expression of superiority not unmixed with patience,
and then she enlightened him as follows:

"All you have been saying is perfect stuffNexcuse the vulgarity of the
expression. When | am a Countess | will correct my language. The truth
Is that General Washington was a raw-boned country farmer, very hard-
featured, very awkward, very illiterate and very dull; very bad
tempered, very profane, and generally tipsy after dinner."

"You shock me, Miss Dare!" exclaimed Dunbeg.

"Oh! | know all about General Washington. My grandfather knew him
intimately, and often stayed at Mount Vernon for weeks together. You
must not believe what you read, and not a word of what Mr. Carrington
will say.He is a Virginian and will tell you no end of fine stories and not
a syllable of truth in one of them. We are all patriotic about Washington
and like to hide his faults. If | weren't quite sure you would never repeat
it, I would not tell you this. The truth is that even when George Wash-
ington was a small boy, his temper was so violent that no one could do
anything with him. He once cut down all his father's fruit-trees in afit of
passion, and then, just becausethey wanted to flog him, he threatened to
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brain his father with the hatchet. His aged wife suffered agonies from
him. My grandfather often told me how he had seenthe General pinch
and swear at her till the poor creature left the room in tears; and how
once at Mount Vernon he saw Washington, when quite an old man, sud-
denly rush at an unoffending visitor, and chasehim off the place, beating
him all the time over the head with a great stick with knots in it, and all
just becausehe heard the poor man stammer; he never could abide s-s-
stammering."

Carrington and Gore burst into shouts of laughter over this descrip-
tion of the Father of his country, but Victoria continued in her gentle
drawl! to enlighten Lord Dunbeg in regard to other subjectswith inform-
ation equally mendacious, until he decided that she was quite the most
eccentric person he had ever met. The boat arrived at Mount Vernon
while she was still engaged in a description of the society and manners
of America, and especially of the rules which made an offer of marriage
necessary.According to her, Lord Dunbeg was in imminent peril; gentle-
men, and especially foreigners, were expected, in all the Statessouth of
the Potomac, to offer themselvesto at least one young lady in every city:
"and | had only yesterday," said Victoria, "a letter from a lovely girl in
North Carolina, a dear friend of mine, who wrote me that she was right
put out becauseher brothers had called on a young English visitor with
shot guns, and she was afraid he wouldn't recover, and, after all, she
says she should have refused him."

Meanwhile Madeleine, on the other side of the boat, undisturbed by
the laughter that surrounded Miss Dare, chatted soberly and seriously
with Lord Skye and Senator Ratcliffe. Lord Skye, too, a little intoxicated
by the brilliancy of the morning, broke out into admiration of the noble
river, and accused Americans of not appreciating the beauties of their
own country.

"Your national mind," said he, "has no eyelids. It requires a broad glare
and a beaten road. It prefers shadows which you can cut out with a
knife. It doesn't know the beauty of this Virginia winter softness."

Mrs. Lee resented the charge. America, she maintained, had not worn
her feelings threadbare like Europe. She had still her story to tell; she
was waiting for her Burns and Scott, her Wordsworth and Byron, her
Hogarth and Turner. "You want peachesin spring,” said she. "Give us
our thousand years of summer, and then complain, if you please, that
our peachis not as mellow asyours. Even our voices may be soft then,"
she added, with a significant look at Lord Skye.
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"We are at a disadvantage in arguing with Mrs. Lee," said he to
Ratcliffe; "when she ends as counsel, she begins as withess. The famous
Duchess of Devonshire's lips were not half as convincing as Mrs. Lee's
voice."

Ratcliffe listened carefully, assenting whenever he saw that Mrs. Lee
wished it. He wished he understood precisely what tones and half-tones,
colours and harmonies, were.

They arrived and strolled up the sunny path. At the tomb they halted,
as all good Americans do, and Mr. Gore, in a tone of subdued sorrow,
delivered a short addressN

"It might be much worse if they improved it," he said, surveying its
proportions with the %sthetic eye of a cultured Bostonian. "As it stands,
this tomb is a simple misfortune which might befall any of us; we should
not grieve over it too much. What would our feelings be if a Congres-
sional committee reconstructed it of white marble with Gothic pepper-
pots, and gilded it inside on machine-moulded stucco!"

Madeleine, however, insisted that the tomb, asit stood, was the only
restless spot about the quiet landscape, and that it contradicted all her
ideas about repose in the grave. Ratcliffe wondered what she meant.

They passed on, wandering acrossthe lawn, and through the house.
Their eyes,weary of the harsh colours and forms of the city, took pleas-
ure in the worn wainscots and the stained walls. Some of the rooms were
still occupied; fires were burning in the wide fire-places. All were toler-
ably furnished, and there was no uncomfortable senseof repair or new-
ness. They mounted the stairs, and Mrs. Lee fairly laughed when she
was shown the room in which General Washington slept, and where he
died.

Carrington smiled too. "Our old Virginia houseswere mostly like this,"
said he; "suites of great halls below, and these gaunt barracks above. The
Virginia house was a sort of hotel. When there was a race or a wedding,
or adance, and the house was full, they thought nothing of packing half
a dozen people in one room, and if the room was large, they stretched a
sheet a cross to separate the men from the women. As for toilet, those
were not the mornings of cold baths. With our ancestorsa little washing
went a long way."

"Do you still live so in Virginia?" asked Madeleine.

"Oh no, it is quite gone. We live now like other country people, and try
to pay our debts, which that generation never did. They lived from hand
to mouth. They kept a stable-full of horses. The young men were always
riding about the country, betting on horse-races, gambling, drinking,
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fighting, and making love. No one knew exactly what he was worth until
the crash came about fifty years ago, and the whole thing ran out."

"Just what happened in Ireland!" said Lord Dunbeg, much interested
and full of his article in the Quarterly; "the resemblanceis perfect, even
down to the houses."

Mrs. Lee asked Carrington bluntly whether he regretted the destruc-
tion of this old social arrangement.

"One can't help regretting,"” said he, "whatever it was that produced
George Washington, and a crowd of other men like him. But | think we
might produce the men still if we had the same field for them."

"And would you bring the old society back again if you could?" asked
she.

"What for? It could not hold itself up. General Washington himself
could not saveit. Before he died he had lost his hold on Virginia, and his
power was gone."

The party for a while separated, and Mrs. Lee found herself alone in
the great drawing-room. Presently the blonde Mrs. Baker entered, with
her child, who ran about making more noise than Mrs. Washington
would have permitted.

Madeleine, who had the usual feminine love of children, called the girl
to her and pointed out the shepherds and shepherdessescarved on the
white Italian marble of the fireplace; she invented a little story about
them to amuse the child, while the mother stood by and at the end
thanked the story-teller with more enthusiasm than seemed called for.
Mrs. Lee did not fancy her effusive manner, or her complexion, and was
glad when Dunbeg appeared at the doorway.

"How do you like General Washington at home?" asked she.

"Really, | assureyou | feel quite at home myself," replied Dunbeg, with
a more beaming smile than ever. "l am sure General Washington was an
Irishman. | know it from the look of the place.| mean to look it up and
write an article about it."

“Then if you have disposed of him," said Madeleine, "I think we will
have luncheon, and | have taken the liberty to order it to be served
outside."

There a table had beenimprovised, and Miss Dare was inspecting the
lunch, and making comments upon Lord Skye's cuisine and cellar.

"l hope it is very dry champagne,” said she, "the taste for sweet cham-
pagne is quite awfully shocking."

The young woman knew no more about dry and sweet champagne
than of the wine of Ulysses, except that she drank both with equal
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satisfaction, but she was mimicking a Secretary of the British Legation
who had provided her with supper at her last evening party. Lord Skye
begged her to try it, which shedid, and with great gravity remarked that
it was about five per cent. she presumed. This, too, was caught from her
Secretary,though she knew no more what it meant than if she had been
a parrot.

The luncheon was very lively and very good. When it was over, the
gentlemen were allowed to smoke, and conversation fell into a sober
strain, which at last threatened to become serious.

"You want half-tones!" said Madeleine to Lord Skye: "are there not
half-tones enough to suit you on the walls of this house?"

Lord Skye suggested that this was probably owing to the fact that
Washington, belonging, as he did, to the universe, was in his taste an ex-
ception to local rules.

"Is not the senseof rest here captivating?" she continued. "Look at that
guaint garden, and this ragged lawn, and the great river in front, and the
superannuated fort beyond the river! Everything is peaceful, even down
to the poor old General'slittle bed-room. One would like to lie down in it
and sleep a century or two. And yet that dreadful Capitol and its office-
seekers are only ten miles off."

"No! that is more than | can bear!" broke in Miss Victoria in a stage
whisper, "that dreadful Capitol! Why, not one of us would be here
without that dreadful Capitol! except, perhaps, myself."

"You would appear very well as Mrs. Washington, Victoria."

"Miss Dare has beenso very obliging asto give us her views of Gener-
al Washington's character this morning," said Dunbeg, "but | have not
yet had time to ask Mr. Carrington for his."

"Whatever Miss Dare says is valuable," replied Carrington, "but her
strong point is facts."

"Never flatter! Mr. Carrington,” drawled Miss Dare; "l do not need it,
and it does not becomeyour style. Tell me, Lord Dunbeg, is not Mr. Car-
rington a little your idea of General Washington restored to us in his
prime?"

"After your account of General Washington, Miss Dare, how can |
agree with you?"

"After all," said Lord Skye,"l think we must agreethat Miss Dare is in
the main right about the charms of Mount Vernon. Even Mrs. Lee, on the
way up, agreed that the General, who is the only permanent resident
here, has the air of being confoundedly bored in his tomb. | don't myself
love your dreadful Capitol yonder, but | prefer it to a bucolic life here.
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And | accountin this way for my want of enthusiasm for your great Gen-
eral. He liked no kind of life but this. He seemsto have been greater in
the character of a home-sick Virginia planter than as General or Presid-
ent. | forgive him his inordinate dulness, for he was not a diplomatist
and it was not his businessto lie, but he might once in a way have for-
gotten Mount Vernon."

Dunbeg here burst in with an excited protest; all his words seemedto
shove each other aside in their haste to escapefirst. "All our greatest
Englishmen have been home-sick country squires. | am a home-sick
country squire myself."

"How interesting!" said Miss Dare under her breath.

Mr. Gore here joined in: "It is all very well for you gentlemen to meas-
ure General Washington according to your own private twelve-inch
carpenter'srule. But what will you sayto us New Englanders who never
were country gentlemen at all, and never had any liking for Virginia?
What did Washington ever do for us? He never even pretended to like
us. He never was more than barely civil to us. I'm not finding fault with
him; everybody knows that he never cared for anything but Mount
Vernon. For all that, we idolize him. To us he is Morality, Justice,Duty,
Truth; half a dozen Roman gods with capital letters. He is austere, solit-
ary, grand; he ought to be deified. | hardly feel easy, eating, drinking,
smoking here on his portico without his permission, taking liberties with
his house, criticising his bedrooms in his absence.Suppose | heard his
horse now trotting up on the other side, and he suddenly appeared at
this door and looked at us. | should abandon you to his indignation. |
should run away and hide myself on the steamer. The mere thought un-
mans me."

Ratcliffe seemedamused at Gore's half-serious notions. "You recall to
me," said he, "my own feelings when | was a boy and was made by my
father to learn the Farewell Address by heart. In those days General
Washington was a sort of American Jehovah. But the West is a poor
school for Reverence. Since coming to Congress | have learned more
about General Washington, and have been surprised to find what a nar-
row basehis reputation restson. A fair military officer, who made many
blunders, and who never had more men than would make a full army-
corps under his command, he got an enormous reputation in Europe be-
cause he did not make himself king, asthough he ever had a chance of
doing it. A respectable,painstaking President, he was treated by the Op-
position with an amount of deference that would have made govern-
ment easyto a baby, but it worried him to death. His official papers are

60



fairly done, and contain good average sensesuch as a hundred thousand
men in the United Stateswould now write. | suspectthat half of his at-
tachment to this spot rose from his consciousnessof inferior powers and
his dread of responsibility. This government can show to-day a dozen
men of equal abilities, but we don't deify them. What | most wonder at in
him is not his military or political genius at all, for | doubt whether he
had much, but a curious Yankee shrewdness in money matters. He
thought himself a very rich man, yet he never spent a dollar foolishly. He
was almost the only Virginian | ever heard of, in public life, who did not
die insolvent."

During this long speech,Carrington glanced acrossat Madeleine, and
caught her eye. Ratcliffe's criticism was not to her taste. Carrington could
seethat shethought it unworthy of him, and he knew that it would irrit-
ate her.

"I will lay alittle trap for Mr. Ratcliffe,” thought he to himself; "we will
see whether he gets out of it." So Carrington began, and all listened
closely, for, as a Virginian, he was supposed to know much about the
subject, and his family had been deep in the confidence of Washington
himself.

"The neighbours hereabout had for many years, and may have still,
some curious stories about General Washington's closenessin money
matters. They said he never bought anything by weight but he had it
weighed over again, nor by tale but he had it counted, and if the weight
or number were not exact, he sent it back. Once, during his absence,his
steward had a room plastered, and paid the plasterer's bill. On the
General's return, he measured the room, and found that the plasterer
had charged fifteen shillings too much. Meanwhile the man had died,
and the General made a claim of fifteen shillings on his estate,which was
paid. Again, one of his tenants brought him the rent. The exactchange of
fourpence was required. The man tendered a dollar, and asked the Gen-
eral to credit him with the balance against the next year's rent. The Gen-
eral refused and made him ride nine miles to Alexandria and back for
the fourpence. On the other hand, he sent to a shoemaker in Alexandria
to come and measure him for shoes.The man returned word that he did
not go to any one's house to take measures,and the General mounted his
horse and rode the nine miles to him. One of his rules was to pay at tav-
erns the same sum for his servants' meals as for his own. An inn-keeper
brought him a bill of three-and-ninepence for his own breakfast, and
three shillings for his servant. He insisted upon adding the extra
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ninepence, as he did not doubt that the servant had eatenas much ashe.
What do you say to these anecdotes? Was this meanness or not?"

Ratcliffe was amused. "The stories are new to me," he said. "It is just as
| thought. Theseare signs of a man who thinks much of trifles; one who
fussesover small matters. We don't do things in that way now that we
no longer have to get crops from granite, as they used to do in New
Hampshire when | was a boy."

Carrington replied that it was unlucky for Virginians that they had not
done things in that way then: if they had, they would not have gone to
the dogs.

Gore shook his head seriously; "Did | not tell you so?"said he. "Was
not this man an abstract virtue? | give you my word | stand in awe be-
fore him, and | feel ashamedto pry into thesedetails of his life. What is it
to us how he thought proper to apply his principles to nightcaps and
feather dusters? We are not his body servants, and we care nothing
about his infirmities. It is enough for us to know that he carried his rules
of virtue down to a pin's point, and that we ought, one and all, to be on
our knees before his tomb."

Dunbeg, pondering deeply, at length asked Carrington whether all
this did not make rather a clumsy politician of the father of his country.

"Mr. Ratcliffe knows more about politics than |. Ask him,” said
Carrington.

"Washington was no politician at all, as we understand the word,"
replied Ratcliffe abruptly. "He stood outside of politics. The thing
couldn't be done to-day. The people don't like that sort of royal airs."

"l don't understand!" said Mrs. Lee. "Why could you not do it now?"

"Becausel should make a fool of myself;" replied Ratcliffe, pleased to
think that Mrs. Lee should put him on alevel with Washington. Shehad
only meant to ask why the thing could not be done, and this little touch
of Ratcliffe's vanity was inimitable.

"Mr. Ratcliffe means that Washington was too respectable for our
time," interposed Carrington.

This was deliberately meant to irritate Ratcliffe, and it did so all the
more because Mrs. Lee turned to Carrington, and said, with some
bitterness:

"Was he then the only honest public man we ever had?"

"Oh no!" replied Carrington cheerfully; "there have been one or two
others."

"If the rest of our Presidents had beenlike him," said Gore, "we should
have had fewer ugly blots on our short history."
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Ratcliffe was exasperated at Carrington's habit of drawing discussion
to this point. He felt the remark asa personal insult, and he knew it to be
intended. "Public men," he broke out, "cannot be dressing themselves to-
day in Washington's old clothes. If Washington were President now, he
would have to learn our ways or lose his next election. Only fools and
theorists imagine that our society can be handled with gloves or long
poles. One must make one's self a part of it. If virtue won't answer our
purpose, we must use vice, or our opponents will put us out of office,
and this was as true in Washington's day as it is now, and always will
be."

"Come," said Lord Skye, who was beginning to fear an open quarrel;
“"the conversation verges on treason, and | am accredited to this govern-
ment. Why not examine the grounds?"

A kind of natural sympathy led Lord Dunbeg to wander by the side of
Miss Dare through the quaint old garden. His mind being much occu-
pied by the effort of stowing away the impressions he had just received,
he was more than usually absentin his manner, and this want of atten-
tion irritated the young lady. She made some comments on flowers; she
invented some new species with startling names; she asked whether
these were known in Ireland; but Lord Dunbeg was for the moment so
vague in his answers that she saw her case was perilous.

"Here is an old sun-dial. Do you have sun-dials in Ireland, Lord
Dunbeg?"

"Yes; oh, certainly! What! sun-dials? Oh, yes! | assure you there are a
great many sun-dials in Ireland, Miss Dare."

"l am so glad. But | suppose they are only for ornament. Here it is just
the other way. Look at this one! they all behave like that. The wear and
tear of our sun is too much for them; they don't last. My uncle, who hasa
place at Long Branch, had five sun-dials in ten years."

"How very odd! But really now, Miss Dare, | don't seehow a sunNdial
could wear out."

"Don't you? How strange! Don't you see,they get soaked with sun-
shine so that they can't hold shadow. It's like me, you know. | have such
a good time all the time that | can't be unhappy. Do you ever read the
Burlington Hawkeye, Lord Dunbeg?"

"I don't remember; | think not. Is it an American serial?" gasped Dun-
beg, trying hard to keep pace with Miss Dare in her reckless dashes
across country.

“No, not serial at all!" replied Virginia; "but | am afraid you would find
it very hard reading. | shouldn't try."

63



"Do you read it much, Miss Dare?"

"Oh, always! | am not really aslight as| seem.But then | have an ad-
vantage over you because | know the language.”

By this time Dunbeg was awake again, and Miss Dare, satisfied with
her success,allowed herself to become more reasonable, until a slight
shade of sentiment began to flicker about their path.

The scattered party, however, soon had to unite again. The boat rang
its bell for return, they filed down the paths and settled themselves in
their old places.As they steamedaway, Mrs. Lee watched the sunny hill-
side and the peaceful house above, until she could seethem no more,
and the longer she looked, the less she was pleased with herself. Was it
true, as Victoria Dare said, that she could not live in so pure an air? Did
she really need the denser fumes of the city? Was she, unknown to her-
self; gradually becoming tainted with the life about her? or was Ratcliffe
right in accepting the good and the bad together, and in being of his time
since he was in it? Why was it, she said bitterly to herself; that
everything Washington touched, he purified, even down to the associ-
ations of his house?and why is it that everything we touch seemssoiled?
Why do | feel unclean when | look at Mount Vernon? In spite of Mr.
Ratcliffe, is it not better to be a child and to cry for the moon and stars?

The little Baker girl came up to her where she stood, and began play-
ing with her parasol.

"Who is your little friend?" asked Ratcliffe.

Mrs. Lee rather vaguely replied that she was the daughter of that
pretty woman in black; she believed her name was Baker.

"Baker, did you say?" repeated Ratcliffe.

"BakerNMrs. Sam Baker; at least so Mr. Carrington told me; he said
she was a client of his."

In fact Ratcliffe soon saw Carrington go up to her and remain by her
side during the rest of the trip. Ratcliffe watched them sharply and grew
more and more absorbed in his own thoughts as the boat drew nearer
and nearer the shore.

Carrington was in high spirits. He thought he had played his cards
with unusual success.Even Miss Dare deigned to acknowledge his
charms that day.

Shedeclared herself to be the moral image of Martha Washington, and
she started a discussion whether Carrington or Lord Dunbeg would best
suit her in the r™|e of the General.

"Mr. Carrington is exemplary,” she said, "but oh, what joy to be
Martha Washington and a Countess too!"
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Chapter 7

HEN he reached his rooms that afternoon, Senator Ratcliffe

found there, as he expected, a choice company of friends and ad-
mirers, who had beguiled their leisure hours since noon by cursing him
in every variety of profane language that experience could suggestand
impatience stimulate. On his part, had he consulted his own feelings
only, he would then and there have turned them out, and locked the
doors behind them. Sofar assilent maledictions were concerned, no pro-
fanity of theirs could hold its own against the intensity and deliberation
with which, ashe found himself approaching his own door, he expressed
between his teeth his views in respectto their eternal interests. Nothing
could be less suited to his present humour than the society which
awaited him in his rooms. He groaned in spirit as he sat down at his
writing-table and looked about him. Dozens of office-seekerswere be-
sieging the house; men whose patriotic servicesin the last election called
loudly for recognition from a grateful country.

They brought their applications to the Senatorwith an entreaty that he
would endorse and take charge of them. Several members and senators
who felt that Ratcliffe had no reason for existence except to fight their
battle for patronage, were lounging about his room, reading newspapers,
or beguiling their time with tobacco in various forms; at long intervals
making dull remarks, asthough they were more weary than their con-
stituents of the atmosphere that surrounds the grandest government the
sun ever shone upon.

Several newspaper correspondents, eager to barter their news for
Ratcliffe's hints or suggestions, appeared from time to time on the scene,
and, dropping into a chair by Ratcliffe's desk, whispered with him in
mysterious tones.

Thus the Senator worked on, hour after hour, mechanically doing
what was required of him, signing papers without reading them, an-
swering remarks without hearing them, hardly looking up from his desk,
and appearing immersed in labour. This was his protection against curi-
osity and garrulity.
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The pretence of work was the curtain he drew between himself and
the world.

Behind this curtain his mental operations went on, undisturbed by
what was about him, while he heard all that was said, and said little or
nothing himself. His followers respectedthis privacy, and left him alone.
He was their prophet, and had a right to seclusion. He was their chief-
tain, and while he sat in his monosyllabic solitude, his ragged tail re-
clined in various attitudes about him, and occasionally one man spoke,
or another swore. Newspapers and tobacco were their resource in peri-
ods of absolute silence.

A shade of depression rested on the faces and the voices of Clan
Ratcliffe that evening, asis not unusual with forces on the eve of battle.
Their remarks came at longer intervals, and were more pointless and
random than usual. There was a want of elasticity in their bearing and
tone, partly coming from sympathy with the evident depression of their
chief; partly from the portents of the time. The President was to arrive
within forty-eight hours, and as yet there was no sign that he properly
appreciated their services;there were signs only too unmistakeable that
he was painfully misled and deluded, that his countenance was turned
wholly in another direction, and that all their sacrifices were counted as
worthless. There was reason to believe that he came with a deliberate
purpose of making war upon Ratcliffe and breaking him down; of refus-
ing to bestow patronage on them, and of bestowing it wherever it would
injure them most deeply. At the thought that their honestly earned har-
vest of foreign missions and consulates, department-bureaus, custom-
house and revenue offices, postmasterships, Indian agencies,and army
and navy contracts, might now be wrung from their grasp by the selfish
greed of a mere accidental intruderNa man whom nobody wanted and
every one ridiculedNtheir natures rebelled, and they felt that such
things must not be; that there could be no more hope for democratic gov-
ernment if such things were possible. At this point they invariably be-
came excited, lost their equanimity, and swore. Then they fell back on
their faith in Ratcliffe: if any man could pull them through, he could;
after all, the President must first reckon with him, and he was an uncom-
mon tough customer to tackle.

Perhaps, however, even their faith in Ratcliffe might have been
shaken, could they at that moment have looked into his mind and under-
stood what was passing there. Ratcliffe was a man vastly their superior,
and he knew it. He lived in a world of his own and had instincts of re-
finement. Whenever his affairs went unfavourably, these instincts
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revived, and for the time swept all his nature with them. He was now
filled with disgust and cynical contempt for every form of politics. Dur-
ing long years he had done his bestfor his party; he had sold himself to
the devil, coined his heart's blood, toiled with a dogged persistence that
no day-labourer ever conceived; and all for what? To be rejected as its
candidate; to be put under the harrow of a small Indiana farmer who
made no secretof the intention to "corral" him, and, as he elegantly ex-
pressedit, to "take his hide and tallow." Ratcliffe had no great fear of los-
ing his hide, but he felt aggrieved that he should be called upon to de-
fend it, and that this should be the result of twenty years' devotion. Like
most men in the same place, he did not stop to castup both columns of
his account with the party, nor to ask himself the question that lay at the
heart of his grievance: How far had he served his party and how far him-
self? He was in no humour for self-analysis: this requires more repose of
mind than he could then command. As for the President, from whom he
had not heard a whisper sincethe insolent letter to Grimes, which he had
taken care not to show, the Senator felt only a strong impulse to teach
him better senseand better manners. But asfor political life, the events of
the last six months were calculated to make any man doubt its value. He
was quite out of sympathy with it. He hated the sight of his tobacco-
chewing, newspaper-reading satellites, with their hats tipped at every
angle exceptthe right one, and their feet everywhere except on the floor.
Their conversation bored him and their presence was a nuisance. He
would not submit to this slavery longer. He would have given his Senat-
orship for a civilized house like Mrs. Lee's,with a woman like Mrs. Lee
at its head, and twenty thousand a year for life. He smiled his only smile
that evening when he thought how rapidly she would rout every man
Jackof his political following out of her parlours, and how meekly they
would submit to banishment into a back-office with an oil-cloth carpet
and two cane chairs.

He felt that Mrs. Lee was more necessaryto him than the Presidency
itself; he could not go on without her; he needed human companionship;
some Christian comfort for his old age; some avenue of communication
with that social world, which made his present surroundings look cold
and foul; some touch of that refinement of mind and morals beside
which his own seemed coarse. He felt unutterably lonely. He wished
Mrs. Lee had asked him home to dinner; but Mrs. Lee had gone to bed
with a headache.He should not seeher again for a week. Then his mind
turned back upon their morning at Mount Vernon, and bethinking him-
self of Mrs. Sam Baker, he took a sheetof note-paper, and wrote aline to
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Wilson Keen, Esq.,at Georgetown, requesting him to call, if possible, the
next morning towards one o'clock at the Senator'srooms on a matter of
business. Wilson Keen was chief of the Secret Service Bureau in the
Treasury Department, and, as the depositary of all secrets, was often
called upon for assistancewhich he was very good-natured in furnishing
to senators, especially if they were likely to be Secretaries of the
Treasury.

This note despatched, Mr. Ratcliffe fell back into his reflective mood,
which led him apparently into still lower depths of discontent until, with
a muttered oath, he swore he could "stand no more of this," and, sud-
denly rising, he informed his visitors that he was sorry to leave them, but
he felt rather poorly and was going to bed; and to bed he went, while his
guestsdeparted, eachas his businessor desires might point him, someto
drink whiskey and some to repose.

On Sunday morning Mr. Ratcliffe, asusual, went to church. He always
attended morning serviceNat the Methodist Episcopal ChurchNnot
wholly on the ground of religious conviction, but becausea large num-
ber of his constituents were church-going people and he would not will-
ingly shock their principles so long as he needed their votes. In church,
he kept his eyesclosely fixed upon the clergyman, and at the end of the
sermon he could say with truth that he had not heard a word of it, al-
though the respectable minister was gratified by the attention his dis-
course had received from the Senator from lllinois, an attention all the
more praiseworthy becauseof the engrossing public careswhich must at
that moment have distracted the Senator's mind. In this last idea, the
minister was right. Mr. Ratcliffe's mind was greatly distracted by public
cares,and one of his strongest reasonsfor going to church at all was that
he might get an hour or two of undisturbed reflection. During the entire
service he was absorbed in carrying on a series of imaginary conversa-
tions with the new President. He brought up in successionevery form of
proposition which the President might make to him; every trap which
could be laid for him; every sort of treatment he might expect, so that he
could not be taken by surprise, and his frank, simple nature could never
be at a loss. One object, however, long escapedhim. Supposing, what
was more than probable, that the President's opposition to Ratcliffe’'s de-
clared friends made it impossible to force any of them into office; it
would then be necessaryto try some new man, not obnoxious to the
President, as a candidate for the Cabinet. Who should this be? Ratcliffe
pondered long and deeply, searching out a man who combined the most
powerful interests, with the fewest enmities. This subject was still
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uppermost at the moment when service ended. Ratcliffe pondered over
it as he walked back to his rooms. Not until he reached his own door did
he come to a conclusion:

Carsonwould do; Carson of Pennsylvania; the President had probably
never heard of him.

Mr. Wilson Keen was waiting the Senator'sreturn, a heavy man with a
square face,and good-natured, active blue eyes;a man of few words and
those well-considered. The interview was brief. After apologising for
breaking in upon Sunday with business,Mr. Ratcliffe excusedhimself on
the ground that so little time was left before the close of the session. A
bill now before one of his Committees, on which a report must soon be
made, involved matters to which it was believed that the late Samuel
Baker, formerly a well-known lobby-agent in Washington, held the only
clue. He being dead, Mr. Ratcliffe wished to know whether he had left
any papers behind him, and in whose hands these papers were, or
whether any partner or associate of his was acquainted with his affairs.

Mr. Keen made a note of the request, merely remarking that he had
beenvery well acquainted with Baker, and also alittle with his wife, who
was supposed to know his affairs aswell as he knew them himself; and
who was still in Washington. He thought he could bring the information
in a day or two. As he then rose to go, Mr. Ratcliffe added that entire
secrecywas necessary,as the interests involved in obstructing the search
were considerable, and it was not well to wake them up. Mr. Keen assen-
ted and went his way.

All this was natural enough and entirely proper, at least so far as ap-
peared on the surface. Had Mr. Keen been so curious in other people's
affairs asto look for the particular legislative measure which lay at the
bottom of Mr.

Ratcliffe's inquiries, he might have searchedamong the papers of Con-
gressa very long time and found himself greatly puzzled at last. In fact
there was no measure of the kind. The whole story was a fiction. Mr.
Ratcliffe had scarcely thought of Baker since his death, until the day be-
fore, when he had seen his widow on the Mount Vernon steamer and
had found her in relations with Carrington. Something in Carrington's
habitual attitude and manner towards himself had long struck him as
peculiar, and this connection with Mrs. Baker had suggestedto the Sen-
ator the idea that it might be well to have an eye on both. Mrs. Baker was
a silly woman, as he knew, and there were old transactions between
Ratcliffe and Baker of which she might be informed, but which Ratcliffe
had no wish to see brought within Mrs. Lee's ken. As for the fiction
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invented to set Keen in motion, it was an innocent one. It harmed
nobody. Ratcliffe selected this particular method of inquiry becauseit
was the easiest,safest,and most effectual. If he were always to wait until
he could afford to tell the precise truth, businesswould very soon be at a
standstill, and his career at an end.

This little matter disposed of; the Senatorfrom lllinois passedhis after-
noon in calling upon some of his brother senators, and the first of those
whom he honoured with a visit was Mr. Krebs, of Pennsylvania. There
were many reasons which now made the co-operation of that high-
minded statesman essentialto Mr. Ratcliffe. The strongest of them was
that the Pennsylvania delegation in Congress was well disciplined and
could be used with peculiar advantage for purposes of "pressure.”
Ratcliffe's successin his contest with the new President depended on the
amount of "pressure" he could employ. To keep himself in the back-
ground, and to fling over the head of the raw Chief Magistrate a web of
intertwined influences, any one of which alone would be useless, but
which taken together were not to be broken through; to revive the lost
art of the Roman retiarius, who from a safe distance threw his net over
his adversary, before attacking with the dagger; this was Ratcliffe's inten-
tion and towards this he had been directing all his manipulation for
weeks past. How much bargaining and how many promises he found it
necessaryto make, was known to himself alone. About this time Mrs.
Lee was a little surprised to find Mr. Gore speaking with entire confid-
ence of having Ratcliffe's support in his application for the Spanish mis-
sion, for she had rather imagined that Gore was not a favourite with
Ratcliffe. Shenoticed too that Schneidekoupon had come back again and
spoke mysteriously of interviews with Ratcliffe; of attempts to unite the
interests of New York and Pennsylvania; and his countenance took on a
dark and dramatic expression as he proclaimed that no sacrifice of the
principle of protection should be tolerated. Schneidekoupon disappeared
assuddenly ashe came,and from Sybil's innocent complaints of his spir-
its and temper, Mrs. Lee jumped to the conclusion that Mr. Ratcliffe, Mr.
Clinton, and Mr.

Krebs had for the moment combined to sit heavily upon poor Sch-
neidekoupon, and to remove his disturbing influence from the scene,at
least until other men should get what they wanted. These were merely
the trifling incidents that fell within Mrs. Lee's observation. She felt an
atmosphere of bargain and intrigue, but she could only imagine how far
it extended. Even Carrington, when she spoke to him about it, only
laughed and shook his head:
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"Those matters are private, my dear Mrs. Lee;you and | are not meant
to know such things."

This Sunday afternoon Mr. Ratcliffe's object was to arrange the little
manoeuvre about Carson of Pennsylvania, which had disturbed him in
church.

His efforts were crowned with success.Krebs accepted Carson and
promised to bring him forward at ten minutes' notice, should the emer-
gency arise.

Ratcliffe was a great statesman. The smoothness of his manipulation
was marvellous. No other man in politics, indeed no other man who had
ever been in politics in this country, couldNhis admirers saidNhave
brought together so many hostile interests and made so fantastic a com-
bination. Somemen went so far asto maintain that he would "rope in the
President himself before the old man had time to swap knives with him."
The beauty of his work consistedin the skill with which he evaded ques-
tions of principle. As he wisely said, the issue now involved was not one
of principle but of power.

The fate of that noble party to which they all belonged, and which had
a record that could never be forgotten, depended on their letting prin-
ciple alone. Their principle must be the want of principles. There were
indeed individuals who said in reply that Ratcliffe had made promises
which never could be carried out, and there were almost superhuman
elements of discord in the combination, but as Ratcliffe shrewdly re-
joined, he only wanted it to last a week, and he guessed his promises
would hold it up for that time.

Suchwas the situation when on Monday afternoon the President-elect
arrived in Washington, and the comedy began. The new President was,
almost as much as Abraham Lincoln or Franklin Pierce, an unknown
guantity in political mathematics. In the national convention of the party,
nine months before, after some dozens of fruitless ballots in which
Ratcliffe wanted but three votes of a majority, his opponents had done
what he was now doing; they had laid aside their principles and set up
for their candidate a plain Indiana farmer, whose political experience
was limited to stump-speaking in his native State, and to one term as
Governor. They had pitched upon him, not becausethey thought him
competent, but becausethey hoped by doing so to detach Indiana from
Ratcliffe's following, and they were so successful that within fifteen
minutes Ratcliffe’'s friends were routed, and the Presidency had fallen
upon this new political Buddha.
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He had begun his careerasa stone-cutter in a quarry, and was, not un-
reasonably, proud of the fact. During the campaign this incident had, of
course, filled a large spacein the public mind, or, more exactly, in the
public eye. "The Stone-cutter of the Wabash," he was sometimes called;
at others "the Hoosier Quarryman,” but his favourite appellation was
"Old Granite," although this last endearing name, owing to an unfortu-
nate similarity of sound, was seized upon by his opponents, and distor-
ted into "Old Granny." He had been painted on many thousand yards of
cotton sheeting, either with aterrific sledge-hammer, smashing the skulls
(which figured as paving-stones) of his political opponents, or splitting
by gigantic blows a huge rock typical of the opposing party. His oppon-
entsin their turn had paraded illuminations representing the Quarryman
in the garb of a State's-prison convict breaking the heads of Ratcliffe and
other well-known political leaders with avery feeble hammer, or as"Old
Granny" in pauper's rags, hopelessly repairing with the same heads the
impossible roads which typified the ill-conditioned and miry ways of his
party. But these violations of decency and good sensewere universally
reproved by the virtuous; and it was remarked with satisfaction that the
purest and most highly cultivated newspaper editors on his side,
without excepting those of Boston itself; agreed with one voice that the
Stone-cutter was a noble type of man, perhaps the very noblest that had
appeared to adorn this country since the incomparable Washington.

That he was honest, all admitted; that is to say, all who voted for him.

This is a general characteristic of all new presidents. He himself took
great pride in his home-spun honesty, which is a quality peculiar to
nature's noblemen. Owing nothing, as he conceived, to politicians, but
sympathising through every fibre of his unselfish nature with the im-
pulses and aspirations of the people, he affirmed it to be his first duty to
protect the people from those vultures, as he called them, those wolves
in sheep'sclothing, those harpies, those hyenas, the politicians; epithets
which, as generally interpreted, meant Ratcliffe and Ratcliffe's friends.

His cardinal principle in politics was hostility to Ratcliffe, yet he was
not vindictive. He came to Washington determined to be the Father of
his country; to gain a proud immortality and a re-election.

Upon this gentleman Ratcliffe had let loose all the forms of "pressure”
which could be setin motion either in or out of Washington. From the
moment when he had left his humble cottage in Southern Indiana, he
had been captured by Ratcliffe’'s friends, and smothered in demonstra-
tions of affection. They had never allowed him to suggestthe possibility
of ill-feeling. They had assumed as a matter of course that the most
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cordial attachment existed between him and his party. On his arrival in
Washington they systematically cut him off from contact with any influ-
encesbut their own. This was not a very difficult thing to do, for great as
he was, he liked to be told of his greatness,and they made him feel him-
self a colossus. Even the few personal friends in his company were ma-
nipulated with the utmost care, and their weaknessesput to use before
they had been in Washington a single day.

Not that Ratcliffe had anything to do with all this underhand and
grovelling intrigue. Mr. Ratcliffe was a man of dignity and self-respect,
who left details to his subordinates. He waited calmly until the Presid-
ent, recovered from the fatigues of his journey, should begin to feel the
effect of a Washington atmosphere. Then on Wednesday morning, Mr.
Ratcliffe left his rooms an hour earlier than usual on his way to the Sen-
ate,and called at the President's Hotel: he was ushered into alarge apart-
ment in which the new Chief Magistrate was holding court, although at
sight of Ratcliffe, the other visitors edged away or took their hats and left
the room. The President proved to be a hard-featured man of sixty, with
a hooked nose and thin, straight, iron-gray hair. His voice was rougher
than his features and he received Ratcliffe awkwardly. He had suffered
since his departure from Indiana. Out there it had seemeda mere flea-
bite, as he expressedit, to brush Ratcliffe aside, but in Washington the
thing was somehow different.

Even his own Indiana friends looked grave when he talked of it, and
shook their heads. They advised him to be cautious and gain time; to
lead Ratcliffe on, and if possible to throw on him the responsibility of a
guarrel. He was, therefore, like a brown bear undergoing the process of
taming; very ill-tempered, very rough, and at the same time very much
bewildered and a little frightened. Ratcliffe sat ten minutes with him,
and obtained information in regard to pains which the President had
suffered during the previous night, in consequence,as he believed, of an
over-indulgence in fresh lobster, a luxury in which he had found adiver-
sion from the cares of state. So soon as this matter was explained and
condoled upon, Ratcliffe rose and took leave.

Every device known to politicians was now in full play against the
Hoosier Quarryman. State delegations with contradictory requests were
poured in upon him, among which that of Massachusettspresented asits
only prayer the appointment of Mr. Gore to the Spanish mission. Diffi-
culties were invented to embarrassand worry him. Falseleads were sug-
gested, and false information carefully mingled with true. A wild dance
was kept up under his eyes from daylight to midnight, until his brain
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reeled with the effort to follow it. Means were also found to convert one
of his personal, confidential friends, who had come with him from Indi-
ana and who had more brains or lessprinciple than the others; from him
every word of the President was brought directly to Ratcliffe's ear.

Early on Friday morning, Mr. Thomas Lord, arival of the late Samuel
Baker, and heir to his triumphs, appeared in Ratcliffe's rooms while the
Senator was consuming his lonely egg and chop. Mr. Lord had been
chosento take general charge of the presidential party and to direct all
matters connected with Ratcliffe's interests. Some people might consider
this the work of a spy; he looked on it asa public duty. He reported that
"Old Granny" had at last shown signs of weakness. Late the previous
evening when, according to his custom, he was smoking his pipe in com-
pany with his kitchen-cabinet of followers, he had again fallen upon the
subject of Ratcliffe, and with a volley of oaths had sworn that he would
show him his place yet, and that he meant to offer him a seatin the
Cabinet that would make him "sicker than a stuck hog." From this re-
mark and some explanatory hints that followed, it seemedthat the Quar-
ryman had abandoned his scheme of putting Ratcliffe to immediate
political death, and had now undertaken to invite him into a Cabinet
which was to be specially constructed to thwart and humiliate him.

The President, it appeared, warmly applauded the remark of one
counsellor, that Ratcliffe was saferin the Cabinet than in the Senate,and
that it would be easy to kick him out when the time came.

Ratcliffe smiled grimly as Mr. Lord, with much clever mimicry, de-
scribed the President's peculiarities of language and manner, but he said
nothing and waited for the event. The same evening came a note from
the President's private secretaryrequesting his attendance, if possible, to-
morrow, Saturday morning, at ten o'clock. The note was curt and cool.
Ratcliffe merely sent back word that he would come, and felt a little re-
gret that the President should not know enough etiquette to understand
that this verbal answer was intended as a hint to improve his manners.
He did come accordingly, and found the President looking blacker than
before. This time there was no avoiding of tender subjects. The President
meant to show Ratcliffe by the decision of his course, that he was master
of the situation. He broke at onceinto the middle of the matter: "l sentfor
you," said he, "to consult with you about my Cabinet. Here is a list of the
gentlemen | intend to invite into it. You will seethat | have got you
down for the Treasury. Will you look at the list and say what you think
of it?"
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Ratcliffe took the paper, but laid it at once on the table without looking
at it. "l can have no objection," said he, "to any Cabinet you may appoint,
provided | am not included in it. My wish is to remain where | am. There
| can serve your administration better than in the Cabinet."

"Then you refuse?" growled the President.

"By no means. | only decline to offer any advice or even to hear the
names of my proposed colleaguesuntil it is decided that my servicesare
necessary. If they are, | shall accept without caring with whom | serve."

The President glared at him with an uneasy look. What was to be done
next?

He wanted time to think, but Ratcliffe was there and must be disposed
of. He involuntarily became more civil: "Mr. Ratcliffe, your refusal
would knock everything on the head. | thought that matter was all fixed.
What more can | do?"

But Ratcliffe had no mind to let the President out of his clutches so eas-
ily, and along conversation followed, during which he forced his antag-
onist into the position of urging him to take the Treasury in order to pre-
vent some undefined but portentous mischief in the Senate. All that
could be agreed upon was that Ratcliffe should give a positive answer
within two days, and on that agreement he took his leave.

As he passedthrough the corridor, a number of gentlemen were wait-
ing for interviews with the President, and among them was the whole
Pennsylvania delegation, "ready for biz," as Mr. Tom Lord remarked,
with a wink.

Ratcliffe drew Krebs aside and they exchanged a few words as he
passed out.

Ten minutes afterwards the delegation was admitted, and some of its
members were a little surprised to hear their spokesman, Senator Krebs,
press with extreme earnestnessand in their names, the appointment of
JosiahB. Carson to a place in the Cabinet, when they had been given to
understand that they came to recommend Jared Caldwell as postmaster
of Philadelphia. But Pennsylvania is a great and virtuous State, whose
representatives have entire confidence in their chief. Not one of them so
much as winked.

The dance of democracy round the President now began again with
wilder energy. Ratcliffe launched his last bolts. His two-days' delay was
a mere cover for bringing new influences to bear. He needed no delay.
He wanted no time for reflection. The President had undertaken to put
him on the horns of a dilemma; either to force him into a hostile and
treacherous Cabinet, or to throw on him the blame of a refusal and a
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quarrel. He meant to embrace one of the horns and to impale the Presid-
ent on it, and he felt perfect confidence in his own success.He meant to
accept the Treasury and he was ready to back himself with a heavy
wager to get the government entirely into his own hands within six
weeks. His contempt for the Hoosier Stone-cutter was unbounded, and
his confidence in himself more absolute than ever.

Busy as he was, the Senator made his appearancethe next evening at
Mrs.

Lee's, and finding her alone with Sybil, who was occupied with her
own little devices, Ratcliffe told Madeleine the story of his week's
experience.

He did not dwell on his exploits. On the contrary he quite ignored
those elaborate arrangements which had taken from the President his
power of volition. His picture presented himself; solitary and unprotec-
ted, in the character of that honest beastwho was invited to dine with
the lion and saw that all the footmarks of his predecessorsled into the
lion's cave, and none away from it. He described in humorous detail his
interviews with the Indiana lion, and the particulars of the surfeit of lob-
ster as given in the President's dialect; he even repeated to her the story
told him by Mr. Tom Lord, without omitting oaths or gestures; he told
her how matters stood at the moment, and how the President had laid a
trap for him which he could not escape;he must either enter a Cabinet
constructed on purpose to thwart him and with the certainty of igno-
minious dismissal at the first opportunity, or he must refuse an offer of
friendship which would throw on him the blame of a quarrel, and enable
the President to charge all future difficulties to the account of Ratcliffe's
“Insatiable ambition." "And now, Mrs. Lee," he continued, with increas-
ing seriousness of tone; "l want your advice; what shall | do?"

Even this half revelation of the meannesswhich distorted politics; this
one-sided view of human nature in its naked deformity playing pranks
with the interests of forty million people, disgusted and depressed
Madeleine's mind. Ratclife spared her nothing exceptthe exposure of his
own moral sores.He carefully called her attention to every leprous taint
upon his neighbours' persons, to every rag in their foul clothing, to every
slimy and fetid pool that lay beside their path. It was his way of bringing
his own qualities into relief. He meant that she should go hand in hand
with him through the brimstone lake, and the more repulsive it seemed
to her, the more overwhelming would his superiority become.He meant
to destroy those doubts of his character which Carrington was so
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carefully fostering, to rouse her sympathy, to stimulate her feminine
sense of self-sacrifice.

When he asked this question she looked up at him with an expression
of indignant pride, as she spoke:

"l say again, Mr. Ratcliffe, what | said once before. Do whatever is
most for the public good."

"And what is most for the public good?"

Madeleine half opened her mouth to reply, then hesitated, and stared
silently into the fire before her. What was indeed most for the public
good?

Where did the public good enter at all into this maze of personal in-
trigue, this wilderness of stunted natures where no straight road was to
be found, but only the tortuous and aimless tracks of beastsand things
that crawl!?

Where was sheto look for a principle to guide, an ideal to setup and
to point at?

Ratcliffe resumed his appeal, and his manner was more serious than
ever.

"I am hard pressed, Mrs. Lee. My enemiesencompassme about. They
mean to ruin me. | honestly wish to do my duty. You once said that per-
sonal considerations should have no weight. Very well! throw them
away'! And now tell me what | should do."

For the first time, Mrs. Lee began to feel his power. He was simple,
straightforward, earnest. His words moved her. How should she ima-
gine that he was playing upon her sensitive nature precisely ashe played
upon the President's coarse one, and that this heavy western politician
had the instincts of a wild Indian in their sharpness and quickness of
perception; that he divined her character and read it as he read the faces
and tones of thousands from day to day? Shewas uneasy under his eye.
Shebegan a sentence,hesitated in the middle, and broke down. Shelost
her command of thought, and sat dumb-founded. He had to draw her
out of the confusion he had himself made.

"l seeyour meaning in your face.You say that | should acceptthe duty
and disregard the consequences."

"I don't know," said Madeleine, hesitatingly; "Yes, | think that would
be my feeling."

"And when | fall a sacrifice to that man's envy and intrigue, what will
you think then, Mrs. Lee?Will you not join the rest of the world and say
that | overreached myself; and walked into this trap with my eyesopen,
and for my own objects?Do you think | shall ever be thought better of;
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for getting caught here?| don't parade high moral views like our friend
French. | won't cant about virtue. But | do claim that in my public life |
have tried to do right. Will you do me the justice to think so?"

Madeleine still struggled to prevent herself from being drawn into in-
definite promises of sympathy with this man. She would keep him at
arm's length whatever her sympathies might be. She would not pledge
herself to espouse his cause. She turned upon him with an effort, and
said that her thoughts, now or at any time, were folly and nonsense,and
that the consciousnessof right-doing was the only reward any public
man had a right to expect.

"And yet you are a hard critic, Mrs. Lee. If your thoughts are what you
say, your words are not. You judge with the judgment of abstract prin-
ciples, and you wield the bolts of divine justice. You look on and con-
demn, but you refuse to acquit. When | cometo you on the verge of what
is likely to be the fatal plunge of my life, and ask you only for some clue
to the moral principle that ought to guide me, you look on and say that
virtue is its own reward. And you do not even say where virtue lies."

"l confessmy sins," said Madeleine, meekly and despondently; "life is
more complicated than | thought."”

"l shall be guided by your advice," said Ratcliffe; "I shall walk into that
den of wild beasts,since you think | ought. But | shall hold you to your
responsibility. You cannot refuse to see me through dangers you have
helped to bring me into."

“No, no!" cried Madeleine, earnestly; "no responsibility. You ask more
than | can give."

Ratcliffe looked at her a moment with a troubled and careworn face.
His eyes seemed deep sunk in their dark circles, and his voice was
pathetic in its intensity. "Duty is duty, for you aswell asfor me. | have a
right to the help of all pure minds. You have no right to refuse it. How
can you reject your own responsibility and hold me to mine?"

Almost as he spoke, he rose and took his departure, leaving her no
time to do more than murmur again her ineffectual protest. After he was
gone, Mrs.

Lee sat long, with her eyesfixed on the fire, reflecting upon what he
had said. Her mind was bewildered by the new suggestions which
Ratcliffe had thrown out. What woman of thirty, with aspirations for the
infinite, could resist an attack like this? What woman with a soul could
see before her the most powerful public man of her time, appeal-
ingNwith a face furrowed by anxieties, and a voice vibrating with only
half-suppressed affectionNto her for counsel and sympathy, without
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yielding some response?and what woman could have helped bowing
her head to that rebuke of her over-confident judgment, coming asit did
from one who in the same breath appealed to that judgment as final?
Ratcliffe, too, had a curious instinct for human weaknesses.No magnetic
needle was ever truer than his finger when he touched the vulnerable
spot in an opponent's mind. Mrs. Lee was not to be reached by an appeal
to religious sentiment, to ambition, or to affection.

Any such appeal would have fallen flat on her ears and destroyed its
own hopes. But shewas awoman to the very last drop of her blood. She
could not be induced to love Ratcliffe, but she might be deluded into sac-
rificing herself for him. Sheatoned for want of devotion to God, by devo-
tion to man.

She had a woman's natural tendency towards asceticism, self-
extinction, self-abnegation. All through life she had made painful efforts
to understand and follow out her duty. Ratcliffe knew her weak point
when he attacked her from this side. Like all great orators and advocates,
he was an actor; the more effective becauseof a certain dignified air that
forbade familiarity.

He had appealed to her sympathy, her senseof right and of duty, to
her courage, her loyalty, her whole higher nature; and while he made
this appeal he felt more than half convinced that he was all he pretended
to be, and that he really had a right to her devotion. What wonder that
shein her turn was more than half inclined to admit that right. Sheknew
him now better than Carrington or Jacobiknew him. Surely a man who
spoke as he spoke, had noble instincts and lofty aims? Was not his career
athousand times more important than hers?If he, in his isolation and his
cares,needed her assistance had she an excusefor refusing it? What was
there in her aimless and uselesslife which made it so precious that she
could not afford to fling it into the gutter, if need be, on the bare chance
of enriching some fuller existence?
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Chapter

F all titles ever assumed by prince or potentate, the proudest is
that of the Roman pontiffs: "Servus servorum Dei"N"Servant of
the servants of God."

In former days it was not admitted that the devil's servants could by
right have any sharein government. They were to be shut out, punished,
exiled, maimed, and burned. The devil has no servants now; only the
people have servants. There may be some mistake about a doctrine
which makes the wicked, when a majority, the mouthpiece of God
against the virtuous, but the hopes of mankind are staked on it; and if
the weak in faith sometimes quail when they seehumanity floating in a
shorelessocean, on this plank, which experience and religion long since
condemned asrotten, mistake or not, men have thus far floated better by
its aid, than the popes ever did with their prettier principle; sothat it will
be a long time yet before society repents.

Whether the new President and his chief rival, Mr. Silas P. Ratcliffe,
were or were not servants of the servants of God, is not material here.
Servantsthey were to some one. No doubt many of those who call them-
selves servants of the people are no better than wolves in sheep'scloth-
ing, or assesin lions' skins. One may seescoresof them any day in the
Capitol when Congress s in session, making noisy demonstrations, or
more usefully doing nothing. A wiser generation will employ them in
manual labour; asit is, they serve only themselves. But there are two of-
ficers, at least, whose service is realNthe President and his Secretary of
the Treasury. The Hoosier Quarryman had not beena week in Washing-
ton before he was heartily home-sick for Indiana. No maid-of-all-work in
a cheap boarding-house was ever more harassed. Everyone conspired
against him. His enemiesgave him no peace.All Washington was laugh-
ing at his blunders, and ribald sheets, published on a Sunday, took de-
light in printing the new Chief Magistrate's sayings and doings, chron-
icled with outrageous humour, and placed by malicious hands where the
President could not but seethem. He was sensitive to ridicule, and it
mortified him to the heart to find that remarks and acts, which to him
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seemed sensible enough, should be capable of such perversion. Then he
was overwhelmed with public business.It came upon him in a deluge,
and he now, in his despair, no longer tried to control it. He let it pass
over him like a wave. His mind was muddied by the innumerable visit-
ors to whom he had to listen. But his greatest anxiety was the Inaugural
Address which, distracted ashe was, he could not finish, although in an-
other week it must be delivered. He was nervous about his Cabinet; it
seemed to him that he could do nothing until he had disposed of
Ratcliffe.

Already, thanks to the President's friends, Ratcliffe had become indis-
pensable;still an enemy, of course, but one whose hands must be tied; a
sort of Sampson,to be kept in bonds until the time came for putting him
out of the way, but in the meanwhile, to be utilized. This point being
settled, the President had in imagination begun to lean upon him; for the
last few days he had postponed everything till next week, "when | get
my Cabinet arranged;" which meant, when he got Ratcliffe's assistance;
and he fell into a panic whenever he thought of the chancethat Ratcliffe
might refuse.

He was pacing his room impatiently on Monday morning, an hour be-
fore the time fixed for Ratcliffe's visit. His feelings still fluctuated viol-
ently, and if he recognized the necessity of using Ratcliffe, he was not the
less determined to tie Ratcliffe's hands. He must be made to come into a
Cabinet where every other voice would be against him. He must be pre-
vented from having any patronage to dispose of. He must be induced to
accept these conditions at the start. How present this to him in such a
way as not to repel him at once?All this was needless,if the President
had only known it, but he thought himself a profound statesman, and
that his hand was guiding the destinies of America to his own re-elec-
tion. When at length, on the stroke of ten o'clock, Ratcliffe entered the
room, the President turned to him with nervous eagerness,and almost
before offering his hand, said that he hoped Mr. Ratcliffe had come pre-
pared to begin work at once. The Senator replied that, if such was the
President's decided wish, he would offer no further opposition. Then the
President drew himself up in the attitude of an American Cato, and de-
livered a prepared address, in which he said that he had chosen the
members of his Cabinet with a careful regard to the public interests; that
Mr. Ratcliffe was essential to the combination; that he expected no dis-
agreement on principles, for there was but one principle which he
should consider fundamental, namely, that there should be no removals
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from office exceptfor cause;and that under thesecircumstanceshe coun-
ted upon Mr. Ratcliffe's assistance as a matter of patriotic duty.

To all this Ratcliffe assentedwithout aword of objection, and the Pres-
ident, more convinced than ever of his own masterly statesmanship,
breathed more freely than for a week past. Within ten minutes they were
actively at work together, clearing away the mass of accumulated
business.

The relief of the Quarryman surprised himself. Ratcliffe lifted the
weight of affairs from his shoulders with hardly an effort. He knew
everybody and everything. He took most of the President's visitors at
once into his own hands and dismissed them with great rapidity. He
knew what they wanted; he knew what recommendations were strong
and what were weak; who was to be treated with deference and who
was to be sentaway abruptly; where a blunt refusal was safe,and where
a pledge was allowable. The President even trusted him with the unfin-
ished manuscript of the Inaugural Address, which Ratcliffe returned to
him the next day with such notes and suggestions as left nothing to be
done beyond copying them out in a fair hand. With all this, he proved
himself a very agreeable companion. He talked well and enlivened the
work; he was not a hard taskmaster, and when he saw that the President
was tired, he boldly assertedthat there was no more businessthat could
not as well wait a day, and so took the weary Stone-cutter out to drive
for a couple of hours, and let him go peacefully to sleepin the carriage.
They dined together and Ratcliffe took care to send for Tom Lord to
amuse them, for Tom was a wit and a humourist, and kept the President
in a laugh. Mr. Lord ordered the dinner and chosethe wines. He could
be coarse enough to suit even the President's palate, and Ratcliffe was
not behindhand. When the new Secretarywent away at ten o'clock that
night, his chief, who was in high good humour with his dinner, his
champagne, and his conversation, swore with some unnecessarygranite
oaths, that Ratcliffe was "a clever fellow anyhow," and he was glad "that
job was fixed."

The truth was that Ratcliffe had now precisely ten days before the new
Cabinet could be setin motion, and in these ten days he must establish
his authority over the President so firmly that nothing could shakeit. He
was diligent in good works. Very soon the court beganto feel his hand. If
a business letter or a written memorial came in, the President found it
easy to endorse: "Referred to the Secretary of the Treasury." If a visitor
wanted anything for himself or another, the invariable reply cameto be:
"Just mention it to Mr. Ratcliffe;" or, "I guess Ratcliffe will see to that."
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Before long he even made jokes in a Catonian manner; jokes that were
not peculiarly witty, but somewhat gruff and boorish, yet significant of a
resigned and self-contented mind. One morning he ordered Ratcliffe to
take an iron-clad ship of war and attack the Sioux in Montana, seeing
that he was in charge of the army and navy and Indians at once,and Jack
of all trades; and again he told a naval officer who wanted a court-mar-
tial that he had better get Ratcliffe to sit on him for he was a whole court-
martial by himself. That Ratcliffe held his chief in no less contempt than
before, was probable but not certain, for he kept silence on the subjectbe-
fore the world, and looked solemn whenever the President was
mentioned.

Before three days were over, the President, with a little more than his
usual abruptness, suddenly asked him what he knew about this fellow
Carson, whom the Pennsylvanians were bothering him to put in his
Cabinet. Ratcliffe was guarded: he scarcely knew the man; Mr. Carson
was not in politics, he believed, but was pretty respectableNfor a
Pennsylvanian. The President returned to the subject several times; got
out his list of Cabinet officers and figured industriously upon it with a
rather perplexed face; called Ratcliffe to help him; and at last the "slate"
was fairly broken, and Raitcliffe's eyes gleamed when the President
causedhis list of nominations to be sent to the Senateon the 5th March,
and Josiah B. Carson, of Pennsylvania, was promptly confirmed as Sec-
retary of the Interior.

But his eyes gleamed still more humorously when, a few days after-
wards, the President gave him along list of some two score names, and
asked him to find places for them. He assentedgood-naturedly, with a
remark that it might be necessaryto make a few removals to provide for
these cases.

"Oh, well," said the President, "I guessthere's just about as many as
that had ought to go out anyway. These are friends of mine; got to be
looked after. Just stuff 'em in somewhere."

Even he felt a little awkward about it, and, to do him justice, this was
the last that was heard about the fundamental rule of his administration.

Removals were fast and furious, until all Indiana becameeasyin cir-
cumstances.And it was not to be denied that, by one means or another,
Ratcliffe's friends did come into their fair share of the public money.

Perhapsthe President thought it bestto wink at such use of the Treas-
ury patronage for the present, or was already a little overawed by his
Secretary.
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Ratcliffe's work was done. The public had, with the help of some clev-
er intrigue, driven its servantsinto the traces.Even an Indiana stone-cut-
ter could be taught that his personal prejudices must yield to the public
service. What mischief the selfishness,the ambition, or the ignorance of
these men might do, was another matter. As the affair stood, the Presid-
ent was the victim of his own schemes.It remained to be seenwhether,
at some future day, Mr. Ratcliffe would think it worth his while to
strangle his chief by some quiet Easternintrigue, but the time had gone
by when the President could make use of either the bow-string or the axe
upon him.

All this passed while Mrs. Lee was quietly puzzling her poor little
brain about her duty and her responsibility to Ratcliffe, who, meanwhile,
rarely failed to find himself on Sunday evenings by her side in her par-
lour, where his rights were now so well established that no one pre-
sumed to contest his seat, unless it were old Jacobi,who from time to
time reminded him that he was fallible and mortal. Occasionally, though
not often, Mr. Ratcliffe came at other times, as when he persuaded Mrs.
Lee to be present at the Inauguration, and to call on the President's wife.
Madeleine and Sybil went to the Capitol and had the best placesto see
and hear the Inauguration, as well as a cold March wind would allow.
Mrs. Lee found fault with the ceremony; it was of the earth, earthy, she
said. An elderly western farmer, with silver spectacles,new and glossy
evening clothes, bony features, and stiff; thin, gray hair, trying to address
a large crowd of people, under the drawbacks of a piercing wind and a
cold in his head, was not a hero. Sybil's mind was lost in wondering
whether the President would not soon die of pneumonia. Even this ex-
perience, however, was happy when compared with that of the call upon
the President's wife, after which Madeleine decided to leave the new
dynasty alone in future. The lady, who was somewhat stout and coarse-
featured, and whom Mrs. Lee declared she wouldn't engage as a cook,
showed qualities which, seenunder that fierce light which beatsupon a
throne, seemedungracious. Her antipathy to Ratcliffe was more violent
than her husband's, and was even more openly expressed,until the Pres-
ident was quite put out of countenance by it. She extended her hostility
to every one who could be supposed to be Ratcliffe’'s friend, and the
newspapers, as well as private gossip, had marked out Mrs. Lee as one
who, by an alliance with Ratcliffe, was aiming at supplanting her own
rule over the White House.

Hence, when Mrs. Lightfoot Lee was announced, and the two sisters
were ushered into the presidential parlour, she put on a coldly
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patronizing air, and in reply to Madeleine's hope that she found Wash-
ington agreeable, she intimated that there was much in Washington
which struck her asawful wicked, especially the women; and, looking at
Sybil, she spoke of the style of dressin this city which she said she meant
to do what she could to put a stop to. She'd heard tell that people sent to
Paris for their gowns, just as though America wasn't good enough to
make one's clothes! Jacob(all Presidents' wives speak of their husbands
by their first names) had promised her to get a law passedagainst it. In
her town in Indiana, a young woman who was seenon the streetin such
clothes wouldn't be spoken to. At theseremarks, made with an air and in
a temper quite unmistakable, Madeleine became exasperated beyond
measure, and said that "Washington would be pleasedto seethe Presid-
ent do something in regard to dress-reformNor any other reform;" and
with this allusion to the President's ante-election reform speeches,Mrs.
Lee turned her back and left the room, followed by Sybil in convulsions
of suppressed laughter, which would not have been suppressed had she
seenthe face of their hostessas the door shut behind them, and the en-
ergy with which she shook her head and said: "Seeif | don't reform you
yet, youNjade!"

Mrs. Lee gave Raitcliffe a lively account of this interview, and he
laughed nearly as convulsively as Sybil over it, though he tried to pacify
her by saying that the President's most intimate friends openly declared
his wife to be insane, and that he himself was the person most afraid of
her. But Mrs. Lee declared that the President was as bad as his wife; that
an equally good President and President's wife could be picked up in
any corner-grocery between the Lakes and the Ohio; and that no induce-
ment should ever make her go near that coarse washerwoman again.

Ratcliffe did not attempt to change Mrs. Lee'sopinion. Indeed he knew
better than any man how Presidents were made, and he had his own
opinions in regard to the processaswell asthe fabric produced. Nothing
Mrs. Lee could say now affected him. He threw off his responsibility and
she found it suddenly resting on her own shoulders. When she spoke
with indignation of the wholesale removals from office with which the
new administration marked its advent to power, he told her the story of
the President's fundamental principle, and asked her what she would
have him do. "He meant to tie my hands," said Ratcliffe, "and to leave his
own free, and | accepted the condition. Can | resign now on such a
ground asthis?" And Madeleine was obliged to agree that he could not.
Shehad no means of knowing how many removals he made in his own
interest, or how far he had outwitted the President at his own game. He
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stood before her avictim and a patriot. Every step he had taken had been
taken with her approval. He was now in office to prevent what evil he
could, not to be responsible for the evil that was done; and he honestly
assured her that much worse men would come in when he went out, as
the President would certainly take good carethat he did go out when the
moment arrived.

Mrs. Lee had the chance now to carry out her schemein coming to
Washington, for she was already deep in the mire of politics and could
seewith every advantage how the great machine floundered about, be-
spattering with mud even her own pure garments. Ratcliffe himself,
since entering the Treasury, had begun to talk with a sneer of the way in
which laws were made, and openly said that he wondered how govern-
ment got on at all. Yet he declared still that this particular government
was the highest expression of political thought. Mrs. Lee stared at him
and wondered whether he knew what thought was. To her the govern-
ment seemedto have lessthought in it than one of Sybil's gowns, for if
they, like the government, were monstrously costly, they were at least
adapted to their purpose, the parts fitted together, and they were neither
awkward nor unwieldy.

There was nothing very encouraging in all this, but it was better than
New York. At leastit gave her something to look at, and to think about.
Even Lord Dunbeg preached practical philanthropy to her by the hour.
Ratcliffe, too, was compelled to drag himself out of the rut of machine
politics, and to justify his right of admission to her house. There Mr.
French discoursed at great length, until the fourth of March sent him
home to Connecticut; and he brought more than one intelligent member
of Congressto Mrs. Lee's parlour. Underneath the scum floating on the
surface of politics, Madeleine felt that there was a sort of healthy ocean
current of honest purpose, which swept the scum before it, and kept the
mass pure.

This was enough to draw her on. She reconciled herself to accepting
the Ratcliffian morals, for she could seeno choice. She herself had ap-
proved every step she had seenhim take. She could not deny that there
must be something wrong in a double standard of morality, but where
was it? Mr.

Ratcliffe seemedto her to be doing good work with as pure means as
he had at hand. He ought to be encouraged, not reviled. What was she
that she should stand in judgment?

Others watched her progress with less satisfaction. Mr. Nathan Gore
was one of these, for he came in one evening, looking much out of
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temper, and, sitting down by her side he said he had come to bid good-
bye and to thank her for the kindness she had shown him; he was to
leave Washington the next morning. Shetoo expressedher warm regret,
but added that she hoped he was only going in order to take his passage
to Madrid.

He shook his head. "I am going to take my passage,”said he, "but not
to Madrid. The fates have cut that thread. The President does not want
my services,and | can't blame him, for if our situations were reversed, |
should certainly not want his. He has an Indiana friend, who, | am told,
wanted to be postmaster at Indianapolis, but as this did not suit the
politicians, he was bought off at the exorbitant price of the Spanish mis-
sion. But | should have no chance even if he were out of the way. The
President does not approve of me. He objectsto the cut of my overcoat
which is unfortunately an English one. He also objectsto the cut of my
hair. | am afraid that his wife objectsto me becausel am so happy asto
be thought a friend of yours."

Madeleine could only acknowledge that Mr. Gore's case was a bad
one. "But after all," said she,"why should politicians be expectedto love
you literary gentlemen who write history. Other criminal classesare not
expected to love their judges.”

"No, but they have senseenough to fear them," replied Gore vindict-
ively; "not one politician living has the brains or the art to defend his
own cause.The ocean of history is foul with the carcasesof such states-
men, dead and forgotten except when some historian fishes one of them
up to gibbet it."

Mr. Gore was so much out of temper that after this piece of extravag-
ance he was forced to pause a moment to recover himself. Then he went
on:N"You are perfectly right, and so is the President. | have no business
to be meddling in politics. It is not my place. The next time you hear of
me, | promise it shall not be as an office-seeker."

Then he rapidly changed the subject, saying that he hoped Mrs. Lee
was soon going northward again, and that they might meet at Newport.

"I don't know," replied Madeleine; "the spring is pleasant here, and we
shall stay till the warm weather, | think."

Mr. Gore looked grave. "And your politics!" said he; "are you satisfied
with what you have seen?"

"I have got so far as to lose the distinction between right and wrong.
Isn't that the first step in politics?"

Mr. Gore had no mind even for serious jesting. He broke out into a
long lecture which sounded like a chapter of some future history: "But
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Mrs. Lee,is it possible that you don't seewhat a wrong path you are on.
If you want to know what the world is really doing to any good purpose,
pass a winter at Samarcand, at Timbuctoo, but not at Washington. Be a
bank-clerk, or a journeyman printer, but not a Congressman. Here you
will find nothing but wasted effort and clumsy intrigue."

"Do you think it a pity for me to learn that?" asked Madeleine when
his long essay was ended.

"No!" replied Gore, hesitating; "not if you do learn it. But many people
never get so far, or only when too late. | shall be glad to hear that you are
mistress of it and have given up reforming politics. The Spaniards have a
proverb that smells of the stable, but applies to people like you and me:
The man who washes his donkey's head, loses time and soap."

Gore took his leave before Madeleine had time to grasp all the im-
pudence of this last speech.Not until shewas fairly in bed that night did
it suddenly flash on her mind that Mr. Gore had dared to caricature her
as wasting time and soap on Mr. Ratcliffe. At first she was violently
angry and then shelaughed in spite of herself; there was truth in the por-
trait. In secret, too, she was the less offended becauseshe half thought
that it had depended only on herself to make of Mr. Gore something
more than a friend. If she had overheard his parting words to Carring-
ton, shewould have had still more reasonto think that a little jealousy of
Ratcliffe's success sharpened the barb of Gore's enmity.

"Take care of Ratcliffe!" was his farewell; "he is a clever dog. He has set
his mark on Mrs. Lee. Look out that he doesn't walk off with her!"

A little startled by this sudden confidence, Carrington could only ask
what he could do to prevent it.

"Cats that go ratting, don't wear gloves," replied Gore, who always
carried a Spanish proverb in his pocket. Carrington, after painful reflec-
tion, could only guessthat he wanted Ratcliffe's enemiesto show their
claws. But how?

Mrs. Lee not long afterwards spoke to Ratcliffe of her regret at Gore's
disappointment and hinted at his disgust. Ratcliffe replied that he had
done what he could for Gore, and had introduced him to the President,
who, after seeing him, had sworn his usual granitic oath that he would
sooner send his nigger farm-hand Jaketo Spain than that man-milliner.
"You know how | stand;" added Ratcliffe; "what more could | do?" And
Mrs. Lee's implied reproach was silenced.

If Gore was little pleased with Ratcliffe's conduct, poor Sch-
neidekoupon was still less so. He turned up again at Washington not
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long after the Inauguration and had a private interview with the Secret-
ary of the Treasury.

What passedat it was known only to themselves, but, whatever it was,
Schneidekoupon's temper was none the better for it. From his conversa-
tions with Sybil, it seemedthat there was some question about appoint-
ments in which his protectionist friends were interested, and he talked
very openly about Ratcliffe's want of good faith, and how he had prom-
ised everything to everybody and had failed to keep a single pledge; if
Schneidekoupon's advice had been taken, this wouldn't have happened.
Mrs. Lee told Ratcliffe that Schneidekoupon seemed out of temper, and
asked the reason. He only laughed and evaded the question, remarking
that cattle of this kind were always complaining unless they were al-
lowed to run the whole government; Schneidekoupon had nothing to
grumble about; no one had ever made any promises to him. But never-
theless Schneidekoupon confided to Sybil his antipathy to Ratcliffe and
solemnly begged her not to let Mrs. Lee fall into his hands, to which Sy-
bil answered tartly that she only wished Mr.

Schneidekoupon would tell her how to help it.

The reformer French had also been one of Ratcliffe's backers in the
fight over the Treasury. He remained in Washington a few days after the
Inauguration, and then disappeared, leaving cards with P.P.C.in the
corner, at Mrs. Lee's door. Rumour said that he too was disappointed,
but he kept his own counsel, and, if he really wanted the mission to Bel-
gium, he contented himself with waiting for it. A respectablestage-coach
proprietor from Oregon got the place.

As for Jacobi,who was not disappointed, and who had nothing to ask
for, he was bitterest of all. He formally offered his congratulations to
Ratcliffe on his appointment. This little sceneoccurred in Mrs. Lee'spar-
lour. The old Baron, with his most suave manner, and his most Voltaire-
an leer, said that in all his experience, and he had seen a great many
court intrigues, he had never seen anything better managed than that
about the Treasury.

Ratcliffe was furiously angry, and told the Baron outright that foreign
ministers who insulted the governments to which they were accredited
ran a risk of being sent home.

"Ce serait toujours un pis aller,” said Jacobi, seating himself with
calmness in Ratcliffe's favourite chair by Mrs. Lee's side.

Madeleine, alarmed asshewas, could not help interposing, and hastily
asked whether that remark was translatable.
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"Ah!" said the Baron; "I can do nothing with your language. You
would only say that it was a choice of evils, to go, or to stay."”

"We might translate it by saying: 'One may go farther and fare worse,
rejoined Madeleine; and so the storm blew over for the time, and
Ratcliffe sulkily let the subjectdrop. Nevertheless the two men never met
in Mrs.

Lee's parlour without her dreading a personal altercation. Little by
little, what with Jacobi'ssarcasmsand Ratcliffe's roughness, they nearly
ceased to speak, and glared at each other like quarrelsome dogs.
Madeleine was driven to all kinds of expedients to keep the peace,yet at
the same time she could not but be greatly amused by their behaviour,
and as their hatred of each other only stimulated their devotion to her,
she was content to hold an even balance between them.

Nor were theseall the awkward consequencesof Ratcliffe's attentions.
Now that he was distinctly recognized as an intimate friend of Mrs.
Lee's, and possibly her future husband, no one ventured any longer to
attack him in her presence,but neverthelessshe was consciousin a thou-
sand ways that the atmosphere becamemore and more dense under the
shadow of the Secretary of the Treasury. In spite of herself she some-
times felt uneasy, asthough there were conspiracy in the air. One March
afternoon she was sitting by her fire, with an English Review in her
hand, trying to read the last Symposium on the sympathies of Eternal
Punishment, when her servant brought in a card, and Mrs. Lee had
barely time to read the name of Mrs. Samuel Baker when that lady fol-
lowed the servant into the room, forcing the countersign in so effective
style that for once Madeleine was fairly disconcerted. Her manner when
thus intruded upon, was cool, but in this case,on Carrington's account,
she tried to smile courteously and asked her visitor to sit down, which
Mrs. Baker was doing without an invitation, very soon putting her host-
essentirely at her ease.She was, when seenwithout her veil, a showy
woman verging on forty, decidedly large, tall, over-dressed even in
mourning, and with a complexion rather fresher than nature had made
it.

There was a geniality in her address, savouring of easy Washington
ways, a fruitiness of smile, and a rich southern accent,that explained on
the spot her successin the lobby. Shelooked about her with fine self-pos-
session,and approved Mrs. Lee's surroundings with a cordiality so dif-
ferent from the northern stinginess of praise, that Madeleine was rather
pleased than offended. Yet when her eye rested on the Corot,
Madeleine's only pride, she was evidently perplexed, and resorted to
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eye-glassesjn order, asit seemed,to gain time for reflection. But shewas
not to be disconcerted even by Corot's masterpiece:

"How pretty! Japanese,sn't it? Sea-weedsseenthrough a fog. | went
to an auction yesterday, and do you know | bought a tea-pot with a pic-
ture just like that."

Madeleine inquired with extreme interest about the auction, but after
learning all that Mrs. Baker had to tell, she was on the point of being re-
duced to silence, when she bethought herself to mention Carrington.
Mrs.

Baker brightened up at once, if she could be said to brighten where
there was no sign of dimness:

"Dear Mr. Carrington! Isn't he sweet? | think he's a delicious man. |
don't know what | should do without him. Since poor Mr. Baker left me,
we have beentogether all the time. You know my poor husband left dir-
ections that all his papers should be burned, and though | would not say
so unless you were such a friend of Mr. Carrington's, | reckon it's just as
well for some people that he did. | never could tell you what quantities
of papers Mr. Carrington and | have put in the fire; and we read them all
too."

Madeleine asked whether this was not dull work.

"Oh, dear, no! You seel know all about it, and told Mr. Carrington the
story of every paper as we went on. It was quite amusing, | assure you."

Mrs. Lee then boldly said she had got from Mr. Carrington an idea
that Mrs.

Baker was a very skilful diplomatist.

"Diplomatist!” echoed the widow with her genial laugh; "Well! it was
as much that as anything, but there's not many diplomatists' wives in
this city ever did as much work as| used to do. Why, | knew half the
members of Congressintimately, and all of them by sight. | knew where
they came from and what they liked best.| could get round the greater
part of them, sooner or later."

Mrs. Lee asked what she did with all this knowledge. Mrs. Baker
shook her pink-and-white countenance,and almost paralysed her oppos-
ite neighbour by a sort of Grande Duchesse wink:

"Oh, my dear! you are new here. If you had seenWashington in war-
times and for a few years afterwards, you wouldn't ask that. We had
more congressional businessthan all the other agents put together. Every
one came to us then, to get his bill through, or his appropriation
watched. We were hard at work all the time. You see,one can't keep the
run of three hundred men without some trouble. My husband used to
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make lists of them in books with a history of eachman and all he could
learn about him, but I carried it all in my head."

"Do you mean that you could get them all to vote as you pleased?"
asked Madeleine.

"Well! we got our bills through," replied Mrs. Baker.

"But how did you do it? did they take bribes?"

"Someof them did. Someof them liked suppers and cards and theatres
and all sorts of things. Some of them could be led, and some had to be
driven like Paddy's pig who thought he was going the other way. Some
of them had wives who could talk to them, and someNhadn't," said Mrs.
Baker, with a queer intonation in her abrupt ending.

"But surely," said Mrs. Lee, "many of them must have been aboveNI
mean, they must have had nothing to get hold of; sothat you could man-
age them."

Mrs. Baker laughed cheerfully and remarked that they were very
much of a muchness.

"But | can't understand how you did it," urged Madeleine; "now, how
would you have gone to work to get a respectablesenator's voteNa man
like Mr. Ratcliffe, for instance?"

"Ratcliffe!" repeated Mrs. Baker with a slight elevation of voice that
gave way to a patronising laugh. "Oh, my dear! don't mention names. |
should get into trouble. Senator Ratcliffe was a good friend of my
husband's. | guessMr. Carrington could have told you that. But you see,
what we generally wanted was all right enough. We had to know where
our bills were, and jog people's elbows to get them reported in time. So-
metimes we had to convince them that our bill was a proper one, and
they ought to vote for it. Only now and then, when there was a great
deal of money and the vote was close, we had to find out what votes
were worth. It was mostly dining and talking, calling them out into the
lobby or asking them to supper. | wish | could tell you things | have
seen, but | don't dare. It wouldn't be safe. I've told you already more
than | ever said to any one else; but then you are so intimate with Mr.
Carrington, that | always think of you as an old friend."

Thus Mrs. Baker rippled on, while Mrs. Lee listened with more and
more doubt and disgust. The woman was showy, handsome in a coarse
style, and perfectly presentable. Mrs. Lee had seenDuchessesas vulgar.
She knew more about the practical working of government than Mrs.
Lee could ever expect or hope to know. Why then draw back from this
interesting lobbyist with such babyish repulsion?
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When, after a long, and, as she declared, a most charming call, Mrs.
Baker wended her way elsewhere and Madeleine had given the strictest
order that she should never be admitted again, Carrington entered, and
Madeleine showed him Mrs. Baker's card and gave a lively account of
the interview.

"What shall | do with the woman?" she asked; "must | return her
card?" But Carrington declined to offer advice on this interesting point.
"And she saysthat Mr. Ratcliffe was a friend of her husband's and that
you could tell me about that."

"Did she say so?" remarked Carrington vaguely.

"Yes!and that sheknew every one'sweak points and could get all their
votes."

Carrington expressed no surprise, and so evidently preferred to
change the subject, that Mrs. Lee desisted and said no more.

But she determined to try the same experiment on Mr. Ratcliffe, and
chosethe very next chancethat offered. In her most indifferent manner
sheremarked that Mrs. SamBaker had called upon her and had initiated
her into the mysteries of the lobby till she had become quite ambitious to
start on that career.

"She said you were a friend of her husband's," added Madeleine softly.

Ratcliffe's face betrayed no sign.

“If you believe what those people tell you," said he drily, "you will be
wiser than the Queen of Sheba."
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Chapter 9

HENEVER a man reachesthe top of the political ladder, his en-

emies unite to pull him down. His friends becomecritical and ex-
acting. Among the many dangers of this sort which now threatened
Ratcliffe, there was one that, had he known it, might have made him
more uneasy than any of those which were the work of senatorsand con-
gressmen. Carrington entered into an alliance, offensive and defensive,
with Sybil. It came about in this wise. Sybil was fond of riding and occa-
sionally, when Carrington could spare the time, he went as her guide
and protector in these country excursions; for every Virginian, however
out at elbows, has a horse, as he has shoes or a shirt.

In a thoughtless moment Carrington had been drawn into a promise
that he would take Sybil to Arlington. The promise was one that he did
not hurry to keep, for there were reasonswhich made avisit to Arlington
anything but a pleasure to him; but Sybil would listen to no excuses,and
So it came about that, one lovely March morning, when the shrubs and
the trees in the square before the house were just beginning, under the
warmer sun, to show signs of their coming wantonness, Sybil stood at
the open window waiting for him, while her new Kentucky horse before
the door showed what he thought of the delay by curving his neck, toss-
ing his head, and pawing the pavement.

Carrington was late and kept her waiting so long, that the mignonette
and geraniums, which adorned the window, suffered for his slowness,
and the curtain tasselsshowed signs of wilful damage. Nevertheless he
arrived at length, and they set out together, choosing the streetsleast en-
livened by horse-carsand provision-carts, until they had crept through
the great metropolis of Georgetown and come upon the bridge which
crossesthe noble river just where its bold banks open out to clasp the
city of Washington in their easy embrace. Then reaching the Virginia
side they cantered gaily up the laurel-margined road, with glimpses of
woody defiles, each carrying its trickling stream and rich in promise of
summer flowers, while from point to point they caught glorious
glimpses of the distant city and river. They passed the small military
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station on the heights, still dignified by the name of fort, though Sybil si-
lently wondered how afort was possible without fortifications, and com-
plained that there was nothing more warlike than a"nursery of telegraph
poles." The day was blue and gold; everything smiled and sparkled in
the crisp freshnessof the morning. Sybil was in bounding spirits and not
at all pleasedto find that her companion became moody and abstracted
as they went on. "Poor Mr. Carrington!" thought sheto herself, "he is so
nice; but when he puts on that solemn air, one might aswell go to sleep.
| am quite certain no nice woman will ever marry him if he looks like
that;" and her practical mind ran off among all the girls of her acquaint-
ance,in searchof one who would put up with Carrington's melancholy
face. Sheknew his devotion to her sister, but had long ago rejected this
asa hopelesschance.There was a simplicity about Sybil's way of dealing
with life, which had its own charm. Shenever troubled herself about the
impossible or the unthinkable. Shehad feelings, and was rather quick in
her sympathies and sorrows, but she was equally quick in getting over
them, and she expected other people to do likewise. Madeleine dissected
her own feelings and was always wondering whether they were real or
not; she had a habit of taking off her mental clothing, as she might take
off a dress, and looking at it asthough it belonged to some one else,and
as though sensations were manufactured like clothes. This seemsto be
one of the easier ways of deadening sorrow, asthough the mind could
teach itself to lop off its feelers. Sybil particularly disliked this self-in-
spection. In the first place she did not understand it, and in the second
her mind was all feelers, and amputation was death. She could no more
analyse a feeling than doubt its existence,both which were habits of her
sister.

How was Sybil to know what was passing in Carrington's mind? He
was thinking of nothing in which she supposed herself interested. He
was troubled with memories of civil war and of associationsstill earlier,
belonging to an age already vanishing or vanished; but what could she
know about civil war who had beenalmost an infant at the time? At this
moment, she happened to be interested in the baffle of Waterloo, for she
was reading "Vanity Fair,"” and had cried as she ought for poor little
Emmy, when her husband, George Osborne, lay dead on the field there,
with a bullet through his heart. But how was sheto know that here, only
a few rods before her, lay scoresand hundreds of George Osbornes, or
his betters, and in their graves the love and hope of many Emmys, not
creatures of the imagination, but flesh and blood, like herself? To her,
there was no more in those associationswhich made Carrington groan in
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the silence of his thoughts, than if he had been old Kaspar, and she the
little Wilhelmine. What was a skull more or lessto her? What concern
had she in the famous victory?

Yet even Sybil was startled as she rode through the gate and found
herself suddenly met by the long white ranks of head-stones, stretching
up and down the hill-sides by thousands, in order of baffle; as though
Cadmus had reversed his myth, and had sown living men, to come up
dragons' teeth. She drew in her horse with a shiver and a sudden im-
pulse to cry. Here was something new to her. This was warNwounds,
disease,death. Shedropped her voice and with alook almost as serious
as Carrington's, asked what all these graves meant. When Carrington
told her, she began for the first time to catch some dim notion why his
face was not quite as gay as her own. Even now this idea was not very
precise, for he said little about himself, but at least she grappled with the
fact that he had actually, year after year, carried arms against these men
who lay at her feet and who had given their lives for her cause.lIt sud-
denly occurred to her as a new thought that perhaps he himself might
have killed one of them with his own hand. There was a strange shock in
this idea. Shefelt that Carrington was further from her. He gained dig-
nity in his rebel isolation. She wanted to ask him how he could have
been a traitor, and she did not dare. Carrington a traitor!

Carrington killing her friends! The idea was too large to grasp. Shefell
back on the simpler task of wondering how he had looked in his rebel
uniform.

They rode slowly round to the door of the house and dismounted,
after he had with some difficulty found a man to hold their horses.From
the heavy brick porch they looked acrossthe superb river to the raw and
incoherent ugliness of the city, idealised into dreamy beauty by the at-
mosphere, and the soft background of purple hills behind. Opposite
them, with its crude "thus saith the law" stamped on white dome and
fortress-like walls, rose the Capitol.

Carrington stood with her a short time while they looked at the view;
then said he would rather not go into the house himself, and sat down
on the stepswhile shestrolled alone through the rooms. Thesewere bare
and gaunt, so that she, with her feminine senseof fitness, of course con-
sidered what shewould do to make them habitable. Shehad a neat fancy
for furniture, and distributed her tones and half tones and bits of colour
freely about the walls and ceilings, with a high-backed chair here, a
spindle-legged sofa there, and a claw-footed table in the centre, until her
eye was caught by a very dirty deal desk, on which stood an open book,
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with an inkstand and some pens. On the leaf sheread the last entry: "Eli
M. Grow and lady, Thermopyle Centre." Not even the graves outside
had brought the horrors of war so near.

What a scourge it was! This respectable family turned out of such a
lovely house, and all the pretty old furniture swept away before a horde
of coarseinvaders "with ladies.” Did the hosts of Attila write their names
on visiting books in the temple of Vestaand the house of Sallust? What a
new terror they would have added to the name of the scourge of God!
Sybil returned to the portico and sat down by Carrington on the steps.

"How awfully sad it is!" said she; "l suppose the house was prettily
furnished when the Lees lived here? Did you ever see it then?"

Sybil was not very profound, but she had sympathy, and at this mo-
ment Carrington felt sorely in need of comfort. He wanted some one to
share his feelings, and he turned towards her hungry for companionship.

“The Lees were old family friends of mine," said he. "l used to stay
here when | was a boy, even as late asthe spring of 1861.The last time |
sat here, it was with them. We were wild about disunion and talked of
nothing else.|l have beentrying to recall what was said then. We never
thought there would be war, and asfor coercion, it was nonsense.Coer-
cion, indeed! The idea was ridiculous. | thought so, too, though | was a
Union man and did not want the Stateto go out. But though | felt sure
that Virginia must suffer, | never thought we could be beaten. Yet now |
am sitting here a pardoned rebel, and the poor Leesare driven away and
their place is a grave-yard."

Sybil becameat once absorbed in the Leesand asked many questions,
all which Carrington gladly answered. He told her how he had admired
and followed General Lee through the war. "We thought he was to be
our Washington, you know; and perhaps he had some such idea him-
self;" and then, when Sybil wanted to hear about the baffles and the
fighting, he drew a rough map on the gravel path to show her how the
two lines had run, only a few miles away; then he told her how he had
carried his musket day after day over all this country, and where he had
seenhis battles. Sybil had everything to learn; the story cameto her with
all the animation of real life, for here under her eyeswere the graves of
her own champions, and by her side was a rebel who had stood under
our fire at Malvern Hill and at South Mountain, and who was telling her
how men looked and what they thought in face of death. She listened
with breathlessinterest, and at last summoned courage to ask in an awe-
struck tone whether Carrington had ever killed any one himself. Shewas
relieved, although a little disappointed, when he said that he believed
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not; he hoped not; though no private who has discharged a musket in
baffle can be quite sure where the bullet went. "I never tried to kill any
one," said he, "though they tried to kill me incessantly." Then Sybil
begged to know how they had tried to kill him, and he told her one or
two of those experiences,such as most soldiers have had, when he had
beenfired upon and the balls had torn his clothes or drawn blood. Poor
Sybil was quite overcome, and found a deadly fascination in the horror.
As they sat together on the steps with the glorious view spread before
them, her attention was so closely fixed on his story that she saw neither
the view nor even the carriages of tourists who drove up, looked abourt,
and departed, envying Carrington his occupation with the lovely girl.

Shewas in imagination rushing with him down the valley of Virginia
on the heels of our flying army, or gloomily toiling back to the Potomac
after the bloody days at Gettysburg, or watching the last grand deb%ocle
on the road from Richmond to Appomattox. They would have sat there
till sunsetif Carrington had not at length insisted that they must go, and
then she rose slowly with a deep sigh and undisguised regret.

As they rode away, Carrington, whose thoughts were not devoted to
his companion so entirely asthey should have been,ventured to say that
he wished her sister had come with them, but he found that his hint was
not well received.

Sybil emphatically rejected the idea: "I'm very glad she didn't come. If
she had, you would have talked with her all the time, and | should have
beenleft to amuse myself. You would have been discussing things, and |
hate discussions. Shewould have been hunting for first principles, and
you would have been running about, trying to catch some for her.
Besides, she is coming herself some Sunday with that tiresome Mr.
Ratcliffe. | don't seewhat shefinds in that man to amuse her. Her tasteis
getting to be demoralised in Washington. Do you know, Mr. Carrington,
I'm not clever or serious, like Madeleine, and | can't read laws, and hate
politics, but I've more common sensethan she has, and she makes me
cross with her. | understand now why young widows are dangerous,
and why they're bumed at their husband's funerals in India. Not that |
want to have Madeleine burned, for she'sa dear, good creature, and |
love her better than anything in the world; but shewill certainly do her-
self some dreadful mischief one of these days; she has the most extravag-
ant notions about self-sacrifice and duty; if she hadn't luckily thought of
taking charge of me, she would have done some awful thing long ago,
and if | could only be a little wicked, she would be quite happy all the
rest of her life in reforming me; but now she has got hold of that Mr.
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Ratcliffe, and he is trying to make her think shecanreform him, and if he
does, it's all up with us. Madeleine will just go and break her heart over
that odious, great, coarse brute, who only wants her money."

Sybil delivered this little oration with a degree of energy that went to
Carrington's heart. Shedid not often make such sustained efforts, and it
was clear that on this subject she had exhausted her whole mind. Car-
rington was delighted, and urged her on. "I dislike Mr. Ratcliffe asmuch
as you do;Nmore perhaps. So does every one who knows much about
him. But we shall only make the matter worse if we interfere. What can
we do?"

“That is just what | tell everybody,"” resumed Sybil. "There is Victoria
Dare always telling me | ought to do something; and Mr. Sch-
neidekoupon too; just as though | could do anything. Madeleine has
done nothing but get into mischief here. Half the people think her
worldly and ambitious. Only last night that spiteful old woman, Mrs.
Clinton, said to me: 'Your sister is quite spoiled by Washington. Sheis
more wild for power than any human being | ever saw.' | was dreadfully
angry and told her she was quite mistakenNMadeleine was not the least
spoiled. But | couldn't say that she was not fond of power, for sheis; but
not in the way Mrs. Clinton meant. You should have seenher the other
evening when Mr. Ratcliffe said about some matter of public business
that he would do whatever shethought right; she spoke up quite sharply
for her, with a scornful little laugh, and said that he had better do what
he thought right. He looked for a moment almost angry, and muttered
something about women's being incomprehensible. He is always trying
to tempt her with power. Shemight have had long ago all the power he
could give her, but | can see,and he seestoo, that she always keeps him
at arm's length. He doesn't like it, but he expectsone of these days to find
a bribe that will answer. | wish we had never come to Washington. New
York is so much nicer and the people there are much more amusing; they
dance ever so much better and send one flowers all the time, and then
they never talk about first principles. Maude had her hospitals and pau-
pers and training school, and got along very well. It was so safe. But
when | say so to her, she only smiles in a patronising kind of way, and
tells me that | shall have as much of Newport as| want; just asthough |
were a child, and not a woman of twenty-five. Poor Maude! | can't stay
with her if she marries Mr. Ratcliffe, and it would break my heart to
leave her with that man. Do you think he would beat her? Does he
drink? | would almost rather be beatena little, if | cared for a man, than
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be taken out to Peonia. Oh, Mr. Carrington! you are our only hope. She
will listen to you. Don't let her marry that dreadful politician."”

To all this pathetic appeal, some parts of which were as little calcu-
lated to please Carrington as Ratcliffe himself, Carrington answered that
he was ready to do all in his power but that Sybil must tell him when
and how to act.

“Then, it's a bargain," said she; "whenever | want you, | shall call on
you for help, and you shall prevent the marriage."

"Alliance offensive and defensive," said he, laughing; "war to the knife
on Ratcliffe. We will have his scalp if necessary,but | rather think he will
soon commit hari-kari himself if we leave him alone."

"Madeleine will like him all the better if he does anything Japanese,”
replied Sybil, with great seriousness;"l wish there was more Japanese
bric-"-brac here, or any kind of old pots and pans to talk about. A little
art would be good for her. What a strange place this is, and how people
do stand on their heads in it! Nobody thinks like anyone else. Victoria
Dare sayssheis trying on principle not to be good, becauseshe wants to
keep some new excitements for the next world. I'm sure she practices as
she preaches.Did you seeher at Mrs. Clinton's last night. She behaved
more outrageously than ever. She sat on the stairs all through supper,
looking like a demure yellow catwith two bouquets in her pawsNand |
know Lord Dunbeg sent one of them;Nand she actually let Mr. French
feed her with ice-cream from a spoon. She says she was showing Lord
Dunbeg a phase, and that he is going to put it into his article on Americ-
an Manners and Customs in the Quarterly, but | don't think it's nice, do
you, Mr. Carrington? | wish Madeleine had her to take care of. She
would have enough to do then, | can tell her."

And so, gently prattling, Miss Sybil returned to the city, her alliance
with Carrington completed; and it was a singular fact that she never
again called him dull. There was henceforward a look of more positive
pleasure and cordiality on her face when he made his appearance
wherever she might be; and the next time he suggested a horseback ex-
cursion she instantly agreed to go, although aware that she had prom-
ised a younger gentleman of the diplomatic body to be at home that
same afternoon, and the good fellow swore polyglot oaths on being
turned away from her door.

Mr. Ratcliffe knew nothing of this conspiracy against his peace and
prospects. Even if he had known it, he might only have laughed, and
pursued his own path without a secondthought. Yet it was certain that
he did not think Carrington's enmity a thing to be overlooked, and from
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the moment of his obtaining a clue to its cause,he had begun to take pre-
cautions againstit. Evenin the middle of the contestfor the Treasury, he
had found time to listen to Mr. Wilson Keensreport on the affairs of the
late Samuel Baker.

Mr. Keen came to him with a copy of Baker's will and with memor-
anda of remarks made by the unsuspecting Mrs. Baker; "from which it
appears,"” said he, "that Baker, having no time to put his affairs in order,
left special directions that his executors should carefully destroy all pa-
pers that might be likely to compromise individuals."

"What is the executor's name?" interrupted Ratcliffe.

"The executor's name isNJohn Carrington,” said Keen, methodically
referring to his copy of the will.

Ratcliffe's face was impassive, but the inevitable, "I knew it," almost
sprang to his lips. He was rather pleased at the instinct which had led
him so directly to the right trail.

Keen went on to say that from Mrs. Baker's conversation it was certain
that the testator's directions had been carried out, and that the great bulk
of these papers had been burned.

“Then it will be uselessto press the inquiry further," said Ratcliffe; "I
am much obliged to you for your assistance,"and he turned the conver-
sation to the condition of Mr. Keen's bureau in the Treasury department.

The next time Ratcliffe saw Mrs. Lee, after his appointment to the
Treasury was confirmed, he asked her whether she did not think Car-
rington very well suited for public service,and when shewarmly assen-
ted, he said it had occurred to him to offer the place of Solicitor of the
Treasury to Mr.

Carrington, for although the actual salary might not be very much
more than he earned by his private practice, the incidental advantagesto
a Washington lawyer were considerable; and to the Secretaryit was es-
pecially necessaryto have a solicitor in whom he could place entire con-
fidence. Mrs. Lee was pleased by this motion of Ratcliffe's, the more be-
cause she had supposed that Ratcliffe had no liking for Carrington. She
doubted whether Carrington would acceptthe place, but she hoped that
it might modify his dislike for Ratcliffe, and she agreed to sound him on
the subject. There was something a little compromising in thus allowing
herself to appear as the dispenser of Mr. Ratcliffe's patronage, but she
dismissed this objection on the ground that Carrington's interests were
involved, and that it was for him to judge whether he should take the
place or not. Perhaps the world would not be so charitable if the
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appointment were made. What then? Mrs. Lee asked herself the question
and did not feel quite at ease.

So far as Carrington was concerned, she might have dismissed her
doubts.

There was not a chanceof his taking the place, asvery soon appeared.
When she spoke to him on the subject, and repeated what Ratcliffe had
said, his face flushed, and he sat for some moments in silence. He never
thought very rapidly, but now the ideas seemedto come so fast asto be-
wilder his mind.

The situation flashed before his eyeslike electric sparks. His first im-
pression was that Ratcliffe wanted to buy him; to tie his tongue; to make
him run, like a fastened dog, under the waggon of the Secretary of the
Treasury. His second notion was that Ratcliffe wanted to put Mrs. Lee
under obligations, in order to win her regard; and, again, that he wanted
to raise himself in her esteemby posing asa friend of honest administra-
tion and unassisted virtue. Then suddenly it occurred to him that the
schemewas to make him appear jealous and vindictive; to put him in an
attitude where any reason he might give for declining would bear a look
of meanness,and tend to separatehim from Mrs. Lee. Carrington was so
absorbed by these thoughts, and his mind worked so slowly, that he
failed to hear one or two remarks addressedto him by Mrs. Lee,who be-
came a little alarmed, under the impression that he was unexpectedly
paralyzed.

When at length he heard her and attempted to frame an answer, his
embarrassment increased. He could only stammer that he was sorry to
be obliged to decline, but this office was one he could not undertake.

If Madeleine felt a little relieved by this decision, she did not show it.

From her manner one might have supposed it to be her fondest wish
that Carrington should be Solicitor of the Treasury. Shecross-questioned
him with obstinacy. Was not the offer a good one?Nand he was obliged
to confessthat it was. Were the duties such ashe could not perform? Not
at all' there was nothing in the duties which alarmed him. Did he object
to it becauseof his southern prejudices against the administration? Oh,
no! he had no political feeling to stand in his way. What, then, could be
his reason for refusing?

Carrington resorted again to silence,until Mrs. Lee,alittle impatiently,
asked whether it was possible that his personal dislike to Racliffe could
blind him so far as to make him reject so fair a proposal. Carrington,
finding himself more and more uncomfortable, rose restlessly from his
chair and paced the room. He felt that Ratclife had fairly out-generaled
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him, and he was at his wits' end to know what card he could play that
would not lead directly into Ratcliffe's trump suit. To refuse such an of-
fer was hard enough at best, for a man who wanted money and profes-
sional advancement as he did, but to injure himself and help Ratcliffe by
this refusal, was abominably hard. Nevertheless, he was obliged to admit
that he would rather not take a position so directly under Ratcliffe's con-
trol. Madeleine said no more, but he thought she looked annoyed, and
he felt himself in an intolerably painful situation. He was not certain that
she herself might not have had some share in proposing the plan, and
that his refusal might not have some mortifying consequencesfor her.
What must she think of him, then?

At this very moment he would have given his right arm for aword of
real affection from Mrs. Lee. He adored her. He would willingly enough
have damned himself for her. There was no sacrifice he would not have
made to bring her nearer to him. In his upright, quiet, simple kind of
way, he immolated himself before her. For months his heart had ached
with this hopeless passion. He recognized that it was hopeless.He knew
that shewould never love him, and, to do her justice, she never had giv-
en him reason to suppose that it was in her power to love him, r any
man. And here he stood, obliged to appear ungrateful and prejudiced,
mean and vindictive, in her eyes.He took his seatagain, looking so unut-
terably dejected, his patient face so tragically mournful, that Madeleine,
after a while, began to seethe absurd side of the matter, and presently
burst into a laugh "Pleasedo not look so frightfully miserable!" said she;
"I did not mean to make you unhappy. After all, what does it matter?
You have a perfect right to refuse, and, for my part, | have not the least
wish to see you accept.”

On this, Carrington brightened, and declared that if she thought him
right in declining, he cared for nothing else.It was only the idea of hurt-
ing her feelings that weighed on his mind. But in saying this, he spoke in
a tone that implied a deeper feeling, and made Mrs. Lee again look grave
and sigh.

"Ah, Mr. Carrington,” shesaid, "this world will not run aswe want. Do
you suppose the time will ever come when every one will be good and
happy and do just what they ought? | thought this offer might possibly
take one anxiety off your shoulders. | am sorry now that | let myself be
led into making it."

Carrington could not answer her. He dared not trust his voice. He rose
to go, and as she held out her hand, he suddenly raised it to his lips, and
so left her. Shesatfor a moment with tearsin her eyesafter he was gone.
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She thought she knew all that was in his mind, and with a woman's
readiness to explain every act of men by their consuming passions for
her own sex,shetook it asa matter of coursethat jealousy was the whole
cause of Carrington's hostility to Ratcliffe, and she pardoned it with
charming alacrity. "Ten years ago, | could have loved him," she thought
to herself, and then, while shewas half smiling at the idea, suddenly an-
other thought flashed upon her, and she threw her hand up before her
face as though some one had struck her a blow. Carrington had re-
opened the old wound.

When Ratcliffe cameto seeher again, which he did very shortly after-
wards, glad of so good an excuse,she told him of Carrington's refusal,
adding only that he seemedunwilling to acceptany position that had a
political character. Ratcliffe showed no sign of displeasure; he only said,
in a benignant tone, that he was sorry to be unable to do something for
so good a friend of hers; thus establishing, at all events, his claim on her
gratitude. As for Carrington, the offer which Ratcliffe had made was not
intended to be accepted, and Carrington could not have more embar-
rassedthe secretary than by closing with it. Ratcliffe's object had beento
settle for his own satisfaction the question of Carrington's hostility, for
he knew the man well enough to feel sure that in any event he would act
a perfectly straightforward part. If he accepted,he would at least be true
to his chief. If he refused, as Ratcliffe expected, it would be a proof that
some means must be found of getting him out of the way. In any casethe
offer was a new thread in the net that Mr. Ratcliffe flattered himself he
was rapidly winding about the affections and ambitions of Mrs. Lee. Yet
he had reasonsof his own for thinking that Carrington, more easily than
any other man, could cut the meshesof this net if he choseto do so, and
therefore that it would be wiser to postpone action until Carrington were
disposed of.

Without a moment's delay he made inquiries asto all the vacant or eli-
gible offices in the gift of the government outside his own department.
Very few of thesewould answer his purpose. He wanted some tempor-
ary law businessthat would for atime take its holder away to a distance,
say to Australia or Central Asia, the further the better; it must be highly
paid, and it must be given in such a way as not to excite suspicion that
Ratcliffe was concerned in the matter. Such an office was not easily
found. There is little law businessin Central Asia, and at this moment
there was not enough to require a special agent in Australia. Carrington
could hardly be induced to lead an expedition to the sourcesof the Nile
in search of business merely to please Mr. Ratcliffe, nor could the State
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Department offer encouragement to a hope that government would pay
the expensesof such an expedition. The best that Ratcliffe could do was
to selectthe place of counsel to the Mexican claims-commission which
was soon to meet in the city of Mexico, and which would require about
six months' absence.By a little management he could contrive to get the
counsel sent away in advance of the commission, in order to work up a
part of the caseon the spot. Ratcliffe acknowledged that Mexico was too
near, but he drily remarked to himself that if Carrington could get back
in time to dislodge him after he had once got a firm hold on Mrs. Lee, he
would never try to run another caucus.

The point once settled in his own mind, Ratcliffe, with his usual rapid-
ity of action, carried his schemeinto effect. In this there was little diffi-
culty. He dropped in at the office of the Secretary of State within eight-
and-forty hours after his last conversation with Mrs. Lee. During these
early days of every new administration, the absorbing business of gov-
ernment relates principally to appointments. The Secretary of the Treas-
ury was always ready to oblige his colleaguesin the Cabinet by taking
care of their friends to any reasonable extent. The Secretary of State was
not less courteous. The moment he understood that Mr. Ratcliffe had a
strong wish to securethe appointment of a certain person as counsel to
the Mexican claims-commission, the Secretary of State professed readi-
nessto gratify him, and when he heard who the proposed person was,
the suggestion was hailed with pleasure, for Carrington was well known
and much liked at the Department, and was indeed an excellent man for
the place. Ratcliffe hardly neededto promise an equivalent. The business
was arranged in ten minutes.

"I only need say," added Ratcliffe, "that if my agency in the affair is
known, Mr. Carrington will certainly refuse the place, for he is one of
your old-fashioned Virginia planters, proud as Lucifer, and willing to ac-
cept nothing by way of favour. | will speakto your Assistant Secretary
about it, and the recommendation shall appear to come from him."

The very next day Carrington received a private note from his old
friend, the Assistant Secretary of State, who was overjoyed to do him a
kindness.

The note asked him to call at the Department at his earliest conveni-
ence. He went, and the Assistant Secretary announced that he had re-
commended Carrington's appointment ascounselto the Mexican claims-
commission, and that the Secretary had approved the recommendation.
"We want a Southern man, a lawyer with a little knowledge of
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international law, one who can go at once, and, above all, an honest man.
You fit the description to a hair; so pack your trunk as soon as you like."

Carrington was startled. Coming asit did, this offer was not only un-
objectionable, but tempting. It was hard for him even to imagine areason
for hesitation. From the first he felt that he must go, and yet to go was
the very last thing he wanted to do. That he should suspect Ratcliffe to
be at the bottom of this scheme of banishment was a matter of course,
and he instantly asked whether any influence had been used in his fa-
vour; but the Assistant Secretaryso stoutly averred that the appointment
was made on his recommendation alone, asto block all further inquiry.
Technically this assertion was exact, and it made Carrington feel that it
would be base ingratitude on his part not to accept a favour so hand-
somely offered.

Yet he could not make up his mind to acceptance.He begged four and
twenty hours' delay, in order, ashe said, to seewhether he could arrange
his affairs for a six months' absence,although he knew there would be no
difficulty in his doing so. He went away and sat in his office alone,
gloomily wondering what he could do, although from the first he saw
that the situation was only too clear, and there could not be the least
dark corner of a doubt to crawl into. Six months ago he would have
jumped at this offer.

What had happened within six months to make it seem a disaster?

Mrs. Lee! There was the whole story. To go away now was to give up
Mrs. Lee, and probably to give her up to Ratcliffe. Carrington gnashed
his teeth when he thought how skilfully Ratcliffe was playing his cards.
The longer he reflected, the more certain he felt that Ratcliffe was at the
bottom of this schemeto get rid of him; and yet, as he studied the situ-
ation, it occurred to him that after all it was possible for Ratcliffe to make
a blunder. This Illinois politician was clever, and understood men; but a
knowledge of men is avery different thing from a knowledge of women.
Carrington himself had no great experiencein the article of women, but
he thought he knew more than Ratcliffe, who was evidently relying most
on his usual theory of political corruption as applied to feminine weak-
nesses,and who was only puzzled at finding how high a price Mrs. Lee
seton herself. If Ratcliffe were really at the bottom of the schemefor sep-
arating Carrington from her, it could only be becausehe thought that six
months, or even six weeks, would be enough to answer his purpose.
And on reaching this point in his reflections, Carrington suddenly rose,
lit a cigar, and walked up and down his room steadily for the next hour,
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with the air of a general arranging a plan of campaign, or a lawyer anti-
cipating his opponent's line of argument.

On one point his mind was made up. He would accept. If Ratcliffe
really had a hand in this move, he should be gratified. If he had laid a
trap, he should be caught in it. And when the evening came, Carrington
took his hat and walked off to call upon Mrs. Lee.

He found the sisters alone and quietly engaged in their occupations.

Madeleine was dramatically mending an open-work silk stocking, a
delicate and difficult task which required her whole mind. Sybil was at
the piano as usual, and for the first time since he had known her, she
rose when he camein, and, taking her work-basket, sat down to sharein
the conversation. Shemeant to take her place asa woman, henceforward.
Shewas tired of playing girl. Mr. Carrington should seethat she was not
a fool.

Carrington plunged at once into his subject, and announced the offer
made to him, at which Madeleine expressed delight, and asked many
guestions. What was the pay? How soon must he go? How long should
he be away? Was there danger from the climate? and finally she added,
with a smile, "What am | to say to Mr. Ratcliffe if you accept this offer
after refusing his?" As for Sybil, she made one reproachful exclamation:
"Oh, Mr. Carrington!" and sank back into silence and consternation. Her
first experiment at taking a stand of her own in the world was not en-
couraging. She felt betrayed.

Nor was Carrington gay. However modest a man may be, only an idi-
ot can forget himself entirely in pursuing the moon and the stars. In the
bottom of his soul, he had a lingering hope that when he told his story,
Madeleine might look up with achange of expression, a glance of unpre-
meditated regard, a little suffusion of the eyes, a little trembling of the
voice. To seehimself relegated to Mexico with such cheerful alacrity by
the woman he loved was not the experience he would have chosen. He
could not help feeling that his hopes were disposed of, and he watched
her with a painful sinking of the heart, which did not lead to lightness of
conversation. Madeleine herself felt that her expressions needed to be
qgualified, and she tried to correct her mistake. What should she do
without a tutor? she said. He must let her have a list of books to read
while he was away: they were themselves going north in the middle of
May, and Carrington would be back by the time they returned in Decem-
ber. After all, they should seeas little of him during the summer if he
were in Virginia as if he were in Mexico.
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Carrington gloomily confessedthat he was very unwilling to go; that
he wished the idea had never beensuggested;that he should be perfectly
happy if for any reasonthe schemebroke down; but he gave no explana-
tion of his feeling, and Madeleine had too much tact to pressfor one. She
contented herself by arguing against it, and talking asvivaciously asshe
could. Her heart really bled for him as she saw his face grow more and
more pathetic in its quiet expression of disappointment. But what could
she say or do? He sattill after ten o'clock; he could not tear himself away.
He felt that this was the end of his pleasure in life; he dreaded the
solitude of his thoughts. Mrs. Lee'sresourcesbeganto show signs of ex-
haustion. Long pauses intervened between her remarks; and at length
Carrington, with a superhuman effort, apologized for inflicting himself
upon her so unmercifully. If she knew, he said, how he dreaded being
alone, she would forgive him. Then he rose to go, and, in taking leave,
asked Sybil if she was inclined to ride the next day; if so, he was at her
service. Sybil's face brightened as she accepted the invitation.

Mrs. Lee, a day or two afterwards, did mention Carrington's appoint-
ment to Mr. Ratcliffe, and shetold Carrington that the Secretarycertainly
looked hurt and mortified, but showed it only by almost instantly chan-
ging the subject.
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Chapter 1 O

HE next morning Carrington called at the Department and an-

nounced his acceptanceof the post. He was told that his instruc-
tions would beready in about a fortnight, and that he would be expected
to start as soon as he received them; in the meanwhile, he must devote
himself to the study of a massof papersin the Department. There was no
trifling allowable here.

Carrington had to set himself vigorously to work. This did not,
however, prevent him from keeping his appointment with Sybil, and at
four o'clock they started together, passing out into the quiet shadows of
Rock Creek, and seeking still lanes through the woods where their
horses walked side by side, and they themselves could talk without the
risk of criticism from curious eyes. It was the afternoon of one of those
sultry and lowering spring days when life germinates rapidly, but asyet
gives no sign, except perhaps some new leaf or flower pushing its soft
head up against the dead leaves that have sheltered it. The two riders
had something of the same sensation, as though the leafless woods and
the laurel thickets, the warm, moist air and the low clouds, were a pro-
tection and a soft shelter. Somewhat to Carrington's surprise, he found
that it was pleasant to have Sybil's company. He felt towards her asto a
sisterNa favourite sister.

She at once attacked him for abandoning her and breaking his treaty
so lately made, and he tried to gain her sympathy by saying that if she
knew how much he was troubled, she would forgive him. Then when
Sybil asked whether he really must go and leave her without any friend
whom she could speakto, his feelings got the better of him: he could not
resist the temptation to confide all his troubles in her, since there was no
one elsein whom he could confide. He told her plainly that he was in
love with her sister.

"You say that love is nonsense,Miss Ross.I tell you it is no such thing.
For weeks and months it is a steady physical pain, an ache about the
heart, never leaving one, by night or by day; along strain on one'snerves
like toothache or rheumatism, not intolerable at any one instant, but
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exhausting by its steady drain on the strength. It is a diseaseto be borne
with patience, like any other nervous complaint, and to be treated with
counter-irritants. My trip to Mexico will be good for it, but that is not the
reason why | must go."

Then he told her all his private circumstances;the ruin which the war
had brought on him and his family; how, of his two brothers, one had
survived the war only to die at home, a mere wreck of disease,privation,
and wounds; the other had been shot by his side, and bled slowly to
death in his arms during the awful carnage in the Wilderness; how his
mother and two sisters were struggling for a bare subsistence on a
wretched Virginian farm, and how all his exertions barely kept them
from beggary.

"You have no conception of the poverty to which our southern women
are reduced since the war," said he; "they are many of them literally
without clothes or bread." The fee he should earn by going to Mexico
would double his income this year. Could he refuse? Had he a right to
refuse? And poor Carrington added, with a groan, that if he alone were
in question, he would sooner be shot than go.

Sybil listened with tearsin her eyes.Shenever before had seena man
show suffering. The misery she had known in life had been more or less
veiled to her and softened by falling on older and friendly shoulders. She
now got for the first time a clear view of Carrington, apart from the quiet
exterior in which the man was hidden. Shefelt quite sure, by a sudden
flash of feminine inspiration, that the curious look of patient endurance
on his face was the work of a single night when he had held his brother
in his arms, and knew that the blood was draining drop by drop from his
side, in the dense, tangled woods, beyond the reach of help, hour after
hour, till the voice failed and the limbs grew stiff and cold. When he had
finished his story, she was afraid to speak. She did not know how to
show her sympathy, and she could not bear to seem unsympathetic. In
her embarrassmentshefairly broke down and could only dry her eyesin
silence.

Having once got this weight of confidence off his mind, Carrington felt
comparatively gay and was ready to make the bestof things. He laughed
at himself to drive away the tears of his pretty companion, and obliged
her to take a solemn pledge never to betray him. "Of course your sister
knows it all," he said; "but she must never know that | told you, and |
never would tell any one but you."

Sybil promised faithfully to keep his confidence to herself, and she
went on to defend her sister.
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"You must not blame Madeleine," said she;"if you knew aswell asl do
what she has beenthrough, you would not think her cold. You do know
how suddenly her husband died, after only one day's iliness, and what a
nice fellow he was. Shewas very fond of him, and his death seemedto
stun her. We hardly knew what to make of it, she was so quiet and nat-
ural. Then just a week later her little child died of diphtheria, suffering
horribly, and she wild with despair because she could not relieve it.
After that, shewas almost insane;indeed, | have always thought shewas
quite insanefor atime. | know shewas excessivelyviolent and wanted to
kill herself, and | never heard any one rave asshedid about religion and
resignation and God. After afew weeks she becamequiet and stupid and
went about like a machine; and at last she got over it, but has never been
what she was before. You know she was a rather fast New York girl be-
fore she married, and cared no more about politics and philanthropy
than | do. It was a very late thing, all this stuff. But sheis not really hard,
though shemay seemso. It is all on the surface. | always know when she
Is thinking about her husband or child, becauseher face gets rigid; she
looks then as she used to look after her child died, asthough she didn't
care what becameof her and she would just aslieve kill herself asnot. |
don't think she will ever let herself love any one again. She has a horror
of it. Sheis much more likely to go in for ambition, or duty, or self-
sacrifice."

They rode on for a while in silence, Carrington perplexed by the prob-
lem how two harmless people such as Madeleine and he could have
been made by a beneficent Providence the sport of such cruel tortures;
and Sybil equally interested in thinking what sort of a brother-in-law
Carrington would make; on the whole, she thought she liked him better
ashe was. The silencewas only broken by Carrington's bringing the con-
versation back to its starting-point: "Something must be done to keep
your sister out of Ratcliffe's power. | have thought about it till 1 am tired.
Can you make no suggestion?"

No! Sybil was helpless and dreadfully alarmed. Mr. Ratcliffe cameto
the house as often as he could, and seemedto tell Madeleine everything
that was going on in politics, and ask her advice, and Madeleine did not
discourage him. "I do believe she likes it, and thinks she can do some
good by it. | don't dare speak to her about it. Shethinks me a child still,
and treats me as though | were fifteen. What can | do?"

Carrington said he had thought of speaking to Mrs. Lee himself, but he
did not know what to say, and if he offended her, he might drive her dir-
ectly into Ratcliffe's arms. But Sybil thought shewould not be offended if
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