

    

      

        [image: *]

      


    


  

    

      Bello:

    


    

      hidden talent rediscovered

    


    Bello is a digital only imprint of Pan Macmillan, established to breathe life into previously published classic books.


    At Bello we believe in the timeless power of the imagination, of good story, narrative and entertainment and we want to use digital technology to ensure that many more readers can enjoy these books into the future.


    We publish in ebook and Print on Demand formats to bring these wonderful books to new audiences.


    

      www.panmacmillan.co.uk/bello

    


    

      

        [image: *]

      


    


  

    

      Frances Hodgson Burnett

    


    

      Through One Administration

    


    

      

        [image: *]

      


    


  

    

      Frances Hodgson Burnett (1849–1924) was born in Manchester and spent her early years there with her family. Her father died in 1852, and eventually, in 1865, Frances emigrated to the United States with her mother and siblings, settling with family in Knoxville, Tennessee. Frances began to be published at the age of 19, submitting short stories to magazines and using the proceeds to help support the family. In 1872, she married Swan Burnett, a doctor, with whom she had two sons while living in Paris. Her first novel,

      

         That Lass o’ Lowrie's

      

      , was published in 1877, while the Burnetts were living in Washington D.C.

    


    

      Following a separation from her husband, Burnett lived on both sides of the Atlantic, eventually marrying for a second time, however she never truly recovered from the death of her first son, Lionel. Best known during her lifetime for

      

         Little Lord Fauntleroy

      

       (1886), her books for children, including

      

         The Secret Garden

      

       and

      

         The Little Princess

      

      , have endured as classics, but Burnett also wrote many other novels for adults, which were hugely popular and favourably compared to authors such as George Eliot.

    


  

    

      Chapter 1

    


    Eight years before the Administration rendered important by the series of events and incidents which form the present story, there had come to Washington, on a farewell visit to a distant relative with whom he was rather a favorite, a young officer who was on the point of leaving the civilized world fair a far-away Western military station. The name of the young officer was Philip Tredennis. His relative and entertainer was a certain well-known entomologist, whom it will be safe to call Professor Herrick. At the Smithsonian and in all scientific circles, Professor Herrick’s name was a familiar one. He was considered an enviable as well as an able man. He had established himself in Washington because he found men there whose tastes and pursuits were congenial with his own, and because the softness of the climate suited him; he was rich enough to be free from all anxiety and to enjoy the delightful liberty of pursuing his scientific labors because they were his pleasure, and not because he was dependent upon their results. He had a quiet and charming home, an excellent matter-of-fact wife, and one daughter, who was being educated in a northern city, and who was said to be as bright and attractive as one could wish a young creature to be.


    Of this daughter Tredennis had known very little, except that she enjoyed an existence and came home at long intervals for the holidays, when it did not happen that she was sent to the sea or the mountains with her mother instead.


    The professor himself seemed to know but little of her. He was a quiet and intensely studious person, taking small interest in the ordinary world and appearing always slightly surprised when his wife spoke to him; still, his manner toward her was as gentle and painstaking as if she had been the rarest possible beetle, and the only one of her species to be found in any known collection, though perhaps the interest she awakened in him was not so great as it might have been under such exceptionally favorable circumstances. She was not a brilliant or far-seeing woman, and her opinions of entomology and, indeed, of science in general, were vague, and obscured by objections to small boxes, glass cases, long pins, and chloroform, and specimens of all orders.


    So, observing this, Tredennis felt it not at all unnatural that he should not hear much of his daughter from the professor. Why his relative liked him the young man was not at all sure, though at times he had felt the only solution of the mystery to be that he liked him because his tendency was toward silence and books and research of all kinds. He thought he was certain that the professor did like him. He had invited him to visit him in Washington, and had taken him to the Smithsonian, and rambled from room to room with him, bestowing upon him tomes of information in the simplest and most natural manner; filled with the quietest interest himself and entirely prepared to find his feeling shared by his charge. He had given into his hands the most treasured volumes in his library, and had even seemed pleased to have him seated near him when he sat at work. At all events, it was an established fact that a friendly feeling existed between them, and that if it had been his habit to refer to his daughter, he would have spoken of her to Tredennis. But Tredennis heard nothing of her until he had been some days in Washington, and then it was Mrs. Herrick who spoke of her.


    “Nathan,” she said one evening at dinner, “Bertha will be home on Tuesday.”


    The professor laid his spoon down as if he had rather unexpectedly discovered that he had had enough soup.


    “Bertha,” he said. “ Indeed! Next Tuesday. Well, of course, we must be ready for her. Do you want any money, my dear? But, of course, you will want money when she comes, if she has finished school, as I think you said she had.”


    “I shall want money to pay her bills,” answered Mrs. Herrick. “She will bring them with her. Her aunt has had her things made in New York.”


    “Yes,” said the professor, “I dare say they will be more satisfactory. What kind of things, for instance, Catherine?”


    “Dresses,” replied Mrs. Herrick, “and things of that sort. You know she is to come out this season.”


    “To come out,” remarked the professor, carefully giving the matter his undivided attention.


    “I hope she will enjoy it. What sort of a ceremony is it? And after a young person has ‘come out’ does she ever go in, and is there any particular pageant attached to such a — a contingency?”


    “When she comes out,” answered Mrs. Herrick, taking a purely practical view of the affair, “she begins to go to parties, to balls, and receptions, and lunches; which she does not do when she is going to schools. It isn’t considered proper, and it wouldn’t give her any time for her studies. Bertha hasn’t been allowed to go out at all. Her aunt Maria has been very particular about it, and she will enjoy things all the more because they are quite new to her. I dare say she will be very gay this winter. Washington is a very good place for a girl to come out in.”


    After dinner, when they retired to the library together, it occurred to Tredennis that the professor was bestowing some thought upon his paternal position, and his first observation proved that this was the case.


    “It is a most wonderful thing that a few brief years should make such changes,” he said. “It seems impossible that so short a time should change a small and exceedingly red infant into a young person returned from school in the most complete condition, and ready to ‘ come out.’ She was not interesting as an infant. I tried to find her so, but failed, though it was insisted that she was an unusually intelligent baby, and I have not seen much of her of late years. When she was growing it was thought that the climate of Washington was not good for her. I am really a little curious about her. My views of girls are extremely undefined. I have always been a bookworm. I have not known girls. They have not come within my radius. I remember one I once knew years ago, but that is all. It was when I was a younger man. I think she was a year or so older than Bertha. She was very interesting — as a study. She used to bewilder me.”


    He walked over to the table, and began to turn over some papers.


    “She had gray eyes,” he said, in a rather lower voice, — “gray eyes.”


    He was so quiet for some time that Tredennis thought he had forgotten what he had been talking about; but, after a pause of at least three minutes, he spoke again.


    “I would not be at all sorry,” he said, “if Bertha was a little like her. I suppose,” he added, — referring seriously to Tredennis, — “ I suppose they are all more or less alike.”


    “I think” — faltered Tredennis, “perhaps so.”


    He did not feel himself an authority. The professor stood still a moment, regarding the fire abstractly.


    “She had gray eyes,” he said again, — “gray eyes!” and immediately afterward returned to his table, seated himself, and fell to work.


    The next week Bertha arrived, and to her distant relative her arrival was a revelation. She descended upon the quiet household — with her trunks, her delight in their contents, her anticipation of her first season, her fresh and rather surprised exultation in her own small powers and charms, which were just revealing themselves to her — like a young whirlwind. Her mother awakened to a most maternal interest in the gayeties into which she was to be drawn; the very servants were absorbed in the all-pervading excitement, which at length penetrated to the professor’s study itself, and aroused him from his entomological reveries.


    After she had been in the house a week, he began to examine the girl through his spectacles with great care and deliberation, and, having cheerfully submitted to this inspection through several meals, one day at dinner its object expressed herself with charming directness concerning it.


    “I do hope you’ll like me, papa,” she said, “when you have classified me.”


    “Classified you!” said the professor, in some bewilderment.


    “Yes,” answered Bertha. “ You know I always feel as if you might turn me over gently with your finger at any moment, and watch me carefully while I struggled until you knew all about me, and then chloroform me and stick a pin through me with a label on it. I shouldn’t like the chloroform and the pin, but I should take an interest in the label. Couldn’t I have the label without the pin, papa?”


    “I don’t know,” said the professor, examining her more carefully than ever. “I am afraid not.”


    After that it became his custom to encourage her to reveal herself in conversation, which it was very easy to do, as she was a recklessly candid young person, given to the most delightfully illogical partisanship, an endless variety of romantic fancies, and a vivid representation of all facts in which she felt interest. It must be confessed that, for the sake of hearing her talk, the professor somewhat neglected, for the time being, both Coleoptera and Lepidoptera, and, drifting into the sitting-room upon many sunny mornings, allowed himself to be surrounded by innocent frivolities in the way of personal adornments. And it must also be added that he fell into the habit of talking of the girl to Tredennis, as they sat together by the study fire at night.


    “She is an attractive girl,” he said once, seriously. “ I find myself quite absorbed in her at times. She is chaotic, illogical, unpractical — oftener than not she does not know anything of what she is talking about, but her very absurdities have a kind of cleverness in them. And wit — there is wit in her nonsense, though she is scarcely conscious of it. I cannot help thinking of her future, and what its needs will develop in her. It all depends upon the needs. You never know what will be developed, but you know it depends upon the needs.”


    “I — hope there will be no painful needs,” said Tredennis, looking at the fire. “She is very happy. I never saw any one so happy.”


    “Yes, she’s very happy,” admitted the professor. “At present she is not much more than a joyous, perfectly healthy young animal. She sings and laughs because she can’t help it, and she adorns herself from instinct. She’ll be different in a year or two. She’ll be less happy, but more interesting.”


    “More interesting!” said Tredennis, in a low voice.


    “Yes, more interesting,” answered the professor, looking at the fire himself, with an air of abstractedly following a train of thought. “She will have made discoveries about herself. It is a pity she can’t make them without being less happy — but then, none of us are happy.” He paused, rubbed his forehead a second, and then turned suddenly on Tredennis.


    “Are you happy?” he demanded.


    Tredennis started and hesitated.


    “Y-yes — n-no,” he answered, unsteadily. He would have said yes unreservedly a short time ago; but within the last few days he had been less sure of himself, and now, being confronted with the question unexpectedly, he found that he must answer with a reservation — though he could not at all have given a reason for the feeling that he must do so.


    “Perhaps it is not my way to look at life brightly,” he added.


    “It is her way,” said the professor. “She believes in everything in a persistent, childish fashion that is touching to older persons like myself. If you contest her points of belief with her she is simply obstinate. You can’t move her.”


    “Why should any one try?” said Tredennis, warmly.


    “There is no need to try,” responded the professor. “She will find out for herself.”


    “Why should she?” said Tredennis, warmer still. “I hope she won’t.”


    The professor took off his spectacles and began to polish them carefully with a corner of his large white handkerchief.


    “She is going to be a clever woman,” he said. “For her sake I am sorry to see it. She is going to be the kind of clever woman who has nine chances out of ten of being a desperate pain to herself while she is a pleasure to her friends. She hasn’t the nature to find safety in cleverness. She has a conscience and emotions, and they will go against her.”


    “Against her?” cried Tredennis.


    “She will make mistakes and suffer for them — instead of letting others suffer. She won’t be a saint, but she might be a martyr. It always struck me that it took faults and follies to make a martyr.”


    He bent forward and poked the fire as carefully as he had rubbed his spectacles; then he turned to Tredennis again — slowly this time, instead of suddenly.


    “You resent it all, I suppose,” he said. “Of course you do. It makes you angry, I’ve no doubt. It would have made me angry, I dare say, at your age, to hear an elderly scientist dissect a pretty young creature and take the bloom off her life for her. It’s natural.”


    “I don’t like to think of her as — as being anything but happy — and — and good,” said Tredennis, with some secret resentment.


    “She’ll not be bad,” said the professor, critically. “It isn’t in her. She might be happy, perhaps — if one thing happened to her.”


    “What one thing?” asked Tredennis.


    “If she married a fine fellow, whom she was deeply and passionately in love with — which happens to very few women.”


    In the shadow of his corner Tredennis felt the hot blood mount steadily to his forehead, and was glad of the dim light, for the professor was still regarding him fixedly, though as if in abstraction.


    “She will be — likely to marry the man she loves, sir,” he said, in a voice neither clear nor steady.


    “Yes,” said the professor; “unless she makes the mistake of merely marrying the man who loves her. She will meet him often enough. And, if he chances some day to be a fascinating fellow, her fate will be sealed. That goes along with the rest of her strengths and weaknesses.”


    And he gave the fire a vigorous poke, which cast a glow of light upon them both; then, leaving his chair, he stood for a moment polishing his glasses, — staring absently at Tredennis before he put them on, — and wandered back to his table and his specimens.


    Tredennis’ own acquaintance with his young relative was not a very intimate one. Too many interests presented themselves on every side to allow of her devoting herself specially to any one, and her father’s favorite scarcely took the form of an interest. She had not the leisure to discover that he was fully worth the discovering. She regarded him simply as a large and rather serious young man, who, without seeming stupid, listened rather than talked; and yet was not actually a brilliant listener, since he only listened with an air of observing quietly, and keeping the result of his observations to himself.


    “I dare say it will suit him to be out among the Indians,” she said to her mother upon one occasion. “And I should think it would suit the Indians. He won’t find them frivolous and given up to vanity. I believe he thinks I am frivolous. It struck me that he did the other day, when I was talking about that new dress being made. Do you think I talk about my clothes too much, mamma? Well, at all events,” with much frankness, “ I don’t talk about them half as much as I think about them. I am always thinking about them just now. It seems as if I should die if they weren’t becoming after they were made. But don’t you suppose it’s natural, mamma, and that I shall get over it in time?”


    She was brushing out her hair before the glass, and turned round, brush in hand, with an expression of rather alarmed interest, and repeated the question.


    “Don’t you think I shall get over it?” she said. “ It seems just now as if everything had begun all at once, and anything might happen, and I had rather lost my breath a little in the rush of it. And I do so want to have a good time, and I care about everything connected with it, — clothes, and people, and parties, and everything, — but I don’t want to be any more frivolous than I need be, — I mean I don’t want to be a stupid.”


    She gave the pretty red-brown mane embowering her a little shake back, and fixed her large, clear eyes on her mother’s.


    “I suppose all girls are frivolous just at first,” she said. “ Don’t you?”


    “I don’t call it frivolous,” said her mother, who was a simple, excellent creature, not troubled with intellectual pangs, and who, while she admired her, frequently found her daughter as far beyond her mild, limited comprehension as her husband was, and she was not at all disposed to complain thereat, either.


    The one fact she was best able to grasp at this moment was that the girl looked her best, and that the circumstance might be utilized as a hint for the future.


    “That way of wearing your hair is very becoming to you, Bertha,” she said. “I wish there was some way of managing it so as to get the same effect.”


    “But I can’t wear it down after I’m ‘out,’” said Bertha, reflectively. “I’ve got beyond that — as I suppose I shall get beyond the frivolity.”


    And she turned to the glass and looked at herself quite simply, and with a soft little air of seriousness which was very bewitching.


    She regarded herself in this manner for several seconds, and then began slowly to dress her hair, plaiting it into soft thick plaits, which she fastened closely and simply at the nape of her pretty neck.


    “I believe I’ll try not to be quite so frivolous,” she said.


    Perhaps she was making an effort at the accomplishment of this desirable end when she came down to dinner, an hour or so later. Tredennis thought he had never seen her so lovely.


    He was standing alone in the fire-light, looking doubtfully at something he held in his hand, and she entered so quietly that he started on becoming conscious of her presence. She wore a dress he had not seen before, — a pale gray, soft in material and very simply made, with a little lace kerchief knotted at her throat.


    She came forward, and laid her hand on the back of a chair.


    “Papa has not come in — ?” she began, then stopped suddenly, with a quick, graceful little turn of her head.


    “Oh, where is the heliotrope?” she exclaimed.


    For the room was full of the subtle fragrance of it.


    He made a rather headlong step forward.


    “It is here,” he said. “I have been out, and I saw a lot of it in a florist’s window. I don’t know whether it’s a flower to wear — and that sort of thing — but I always liked the odor of it. So I brought this home.”


    And he held it out to her.


    She took it and buried her face in it delightedly. It was a sumptuous handful, and had been cut with unsparing lavishness. He had, in fact, stood by and seen it done.


    “Ah, I like it so!” she cried. “I do like it — it’s lovely.”


    Then she lifted her face, hesitating a second as a new thought occurred to her. She looked up at him with pretty uncertainty, the color rising in her cheeks simply because she was uncertain.


    “They — I don’t know “— she said. “You didn’t— they are not for”—


    “For you,” Tredennis ended for her, hurriedly. “Yes. I don’t know why, but I thought of you when I saw them. It’s an idea, I suppose. They are for you, if you’ll have them.”


    “Ah!” she said, “it was so kind of you! I’m so glad to have them. I have always liked them.”


    She almost hid her bright face in them again, while he stood and watched her, wondering why he felt suddenly tremulous and unreasonably happy.


    At last she looked up at him again.


    “I wish this was my ‘coming-out’ night,” she said. “I would wear these. You have given me my first bouquet. I am glad of that.”


    “If I am here on the night of your first party,” he answered, “I will give you another, if you will let me.”


    “If you are here?” she said. “Are you going away?”


    And there was an innocent, unconsciously expressed touch of disappointment in her tone, which was a sharp pleasure to him, though he was in too chaotic a mental condition to call it either pleasure or pain.


    “I may be ordered away at any moment,” he said.


    He could never exactly remember afterward bow it came about, that in a few moments more he was sitting in the professor’s arm-chair, and she had taken a seat on a hassock near him, with some of his heliotrope in the knot of her hair, some fastened against her pale gray dress, and some loosely clasped in the hand which rested on her lap. He did not know how it happened, but she was there, and the scent of the heliotrope floated about her in the warmth of the fire, and she was talking in the bright, fanciful way which entertained the professor, and he knew that this brief moment he came for the first time within the charmed circle of her girlish life and pleasures, and, though he was conscious that his nearness moved her no more than the professor’s would have done, he was content.


    There was a softness in her manner which was new to him, and which had the effect of giving him courage. It was a result partly of the pleasure he had given her and partly of the good resolution she had made, of which he knew nothing. He only saw the result, and enjoyed it. She even showed a pretty interest in his future.


    “She is what the Italians call simpatica,” had been one of her father’s observations concerning her, and Tredennis thought of it as he listened and watched her.


    It was her gift to say well all she had to say. Her simplest speech produced its little effect, because all her heart was with her hearer. Just now she thought only of Tredennis, and that she wished to show her interest in him.


    So she sat with her flowers upon her knee and talked, and it was an enchanted hour for Tredennis, who felt like a creature slowly awakening to the light of day.


    “I suppose we may not see you again for several years,” she said. “I do not like to think of that, and I am sure papa won’t, but” — and she turned, smiling into his eyes, her chin resting in the hollow of her palm, her elbow on her knee — “when we do see you, of course you will be a most distinguished person, entirely covered with stars and ribbons and — scalps!”


    “And you,” he said; “ I wonder what will have happened to you?”


    “Oh, a great many things, of course,” she answered; “but only the unimportant things that happen to all girls — though they will be important enough to me. I dare say I shall have had a lovely time, and have been very happy.”


    And she turned her little smile upon the fire and brooded for a few seconds — still in her pretty attitude.


    It was such a pretty attitude and her look was so sweet that both together wrought upon Tredennis strongly, and he felt himself awakening a little more.


    “I wish,” he said, breaking the brief silence in a low voice, — “I wish that I could insure the — happiness for you.”


    She turned, with a slight start, and some vague trouble in her face.


    “Oh!” she said, “don’t you think I shall be sure to be happy? There seems to be no reason why I should not. Oh, I hope I shall be happy; I — I don’t know what I should do if I wasn’t happy! I can’t imagine it.”


    “Everybody is not happy,” he said, his voice almost tremulous.


    “But,” she faltered, “but I — I have always been happy” — She stopped, her eyes appealing to him piteously. “ I suppose, after all, that is a poor reason,” she added; “but it almost seems like one.”


    “I wish it were one!” he said. “ Don’t look like that. It — it hurts me. If any sacrifice of mine — any suffering” —


    She stirred a little, moved in some vague way by the intensity of his tone, and as she did so the odor of the heliotrope floated toward him.


    “Bertha!” — he said, “Bertha”—


    He did not know what he would have said — and the words were never spoken — for at that moment the enchanted hour was ended. It was the professor himself who broke in upon it — the professor who opened the door and entered, hungry and absent-minded, the firelight striking upon his spectacles and seeming to enlarge them tremendously as he turned his head from side to side, inhaling the air of the room with evident delight.


    “Flowers, eh?” he said. “What kind of flowers? The air seems full of them.”


    Bertha rose and went to him, Tredennis watching her girlish pale-gray figure, as it moved across the room, with a pained and bewildered sense of having lost something; which he might never regain.


    “They are heliotropes,” she said; “Philip brought them to me. It is my first bouquet, so I shall keep it until I am an old woman.”


    A week later, Tredennis left Washington. It so chanced that he took his departure on the night rendered eventful by the first party. In the excitement attendant upon the preparations for this festivity, and for his own journey, he saw even less of Bertha than usual. When she appeared at the table she was in such bright, high spirits that the professor found her — for some private reason of his own — more absorbing than ever. His spectacles followed her with an air of deep interest, he professed an untrained anxiety concerning the dress she was to wear, appearing to regard it as a scientific object worthy of attention.


    “She’s very happy!” he would say to Tredennis again and again. “She’s very happy!” And having said it he invariably rubbed his forehead abstractedly and pushed his spectacles a trifle awry, without appearing conscious of it.


    When the carriage Tredennis had ordered came to the door, at ten o’clock, the coupe which was to convey Bertha to the scene of her first triumphs had just driven up.


    A few seconds later Bertha turned from her mirror and took up her bouquet of white rose-buds and heliotrope, as a servant knocked at the door.


    “The carriage is here, miss,” he said; “ and Mr. Tredennis is going away, and says would you come and let him say good-by.”


    In a few seconds more, Tredennis, who was standing in the hall, looked up from the carpet and saw her coming down the staircase with a little run, her white dress a cloud about her, her eyes shining like stars, the rose and heliotrope bouquet he had sent her in her hand.


    “Thank you for it,” she said, as soon as she reached him. “I shall keep this, too; and see what I have done.” And she pushed a leaf aside and showed him a faded sprig of heliotrope hidden among the fresh flowers. “I thought I would like to have a little piece of it among the rest,” she said. And she gave him her hand, with a smile both soft and bright.


    “And you really kept it?” he said.


    “Oh, yes,” she answered, simply. “ You know I am going to keep it as long as I live. I wish we could keep you. I wish you were going with us.”


    “I am going in a different direction,” he said; “and” — suddenly, “I have not a minute to spare. Good-by.”


    A little shadow fell on the brightness of her face.


    “I wish there was no such word as “ good-by,”‘ she said.


    There was a silence of a few seconds, in which her hand lay in his, and their eyes rested on each other. Then Mrs. Herrick and the professor appeared.


    “I believe,” said Tredennis, “if you are going now, I will let you set out on your journey first. I should like to see — the last of you.”


    “But it isn’t the last of me,” said Bertha, “it is the first of me — the very first. And my heart is beating quite fast.”


    And she put her hand to the side of her slender white bodice, laughing a gay, sweet laugh, with a thrill of excitement in it. And then they went out to the carriage, and when Mrs. Herrick had been assisted in, Bertha stood for a moment on the pavement, — a bright, pure white figure, her flowers in her hand, the hall light shining upon her.


    “Papa!” she called to the professor, who stood on the threshold, “I never asked you if you liked it — the dress, you know.”


    “Yes, child,” said the professor. “Yes, child, I like — I like it.


    And his voice shook a little, and he said nothing more. And then Bertha got into the carriage and it drove away into the darkness. And almost immediately after Tredennis found himself in his carriage, which drove away into the darkness, too — only, as he laid his head against the cushions and closed his eyes, he saw, just as he had seen a moment before, a bright, pure white figure standing upon the pavement, the night behind it, the great bouquet of white roses in its hand, and the light from the house streaming upon the radiant girl’s face.


  

    

      Chapter 2

    


    The eight years that followed were full of events for Tredennis. After the first two his name began to be well known in military circles as that of a manbold, cool, and remarkable for a just clear-sightedness which set him somewhat apart from most men of his class and age. Stationed as he was in the midst of a hostile Indian country, full of perilous adventure, a twofold career opened itself before him. His nerve, courage, and physical endurance rendered him invaluable in time of danger, while his tendency to constant study of the problems surrounding him gave him in time of peace the distinction of being a thinking man, whose logically deduced and clearly stated opinions were continually of use to those whose positions were more responsible than his own. He never fell into the ordinary idle routine of a frontier camp life. In his plain, soldierly quarters he worked hard, lived simply, and read much. During the first year he was rather desolate and unhappy. The weeks he had spent with the Herricks had been by no means the best preparation for his frontier experience, since they had revealed to him the possibilities of existence such as he had given no thought to before. His youth had been rather rigorous and lonely, and his misfortune of reserve had prevented his forming any intimate friendships. His boyhood had been spent at boarding-school, his early manhood at West Point, and after that his life had settled itself into the usual wandering, homeless groove which must be the lot of an unmarried military man. The warm atmosphere of a long-established home, its agreeably unobtrusive routine which made the changes of morning, noon, and night all something pleasant to anticipate; the presence of the women who could not be separated in one’s mind from the household itself, — all these things were a sort of revelation to him. He had enjoyed them, and would have felt some slight sadness in leaving them, even if he had not left something else also. It was a mere shadow he had left, but it was a shadow whose memory haunted him through many a long and lonely hour, and was all the more a trouble through its very vagueness. He was not the man likely to become the victim of a hopeless passion in three weeks. His was a nature to awaken slowly, but to awaken to such strength of feeling and to such power to surfer, at last, as would leave no alternative between happiness and stolidly borne despair. If fate, decreed that the despair and not the happiness was to be his portion, it would be borne silently and with stern patience, but it would be despair nevertheless. As it was, he had been gradually aroused to a vague tenderness of feeling for the brightness and sweetness which had been before him day after day. Sometimes, during this first year of his loneliness, he wondered why he had not gone farther and reached the point of giving some expression to what he had felt; but he never did so without being convinced by his after reflections that such an effort would only have told against him. “It wasn’t the time,” he said aloud to himself, as he sat in his lonely room one night. “It wasn’t the time.”


    He had been thinking of how she looked as she came to him that night, in her simple pale-gray dress, with the little lace kerchief tied round her throat. That, and his memory of the bright figure at the carriage-door, were pictures which had a habit of starting up before him now and again, though chiefly at such times as he was alone and rather feeling his isolation.


    He remembered his own feeling at her girlish pleasure in his gift, the tone of her voice, her attitude as she sat afterward on the low seat near him, her chin resting in her hollowed palm, her smiling eyes uplifted to his. Her pretty, unstudied attitudes had often struck him, and this one lingered in his fancy as somehow belonging naturally to a man’s dreams of a fireside.


    “If the room and fireside were your own,” he said, abstractedly, “you’d like”—


    He stopped, and, rising to his feet, suddenly began to pace the room.


    “But it wasn’t the time,” he said. “ She would not have understood — I scarcely understood myself — and if we should ever meet again, in all probability the time will have gone by.”


    After such thoughts he always betook himself to his books again with quite a fierce vigor, and in the rebound accomplished a great deal.


    He gave a great deal of studious attention to the Indian question, and, in his determination to achieve practical knowledge, undertook more than one dangerous adventure. With those among the tribes whom it was possible to approach openly he made friends, studying their languages and establishing a reputation among them for honor and good faith, which was a useful element in matters of negotiation and treaty.


    So it came about that his name was frequently mentioned in “the Department,” and drifted into the newspapers, his opinions being quoted as opinions carrying weight, and, in an indirect way, the Herricks heard of him oftener than he heard of them, since there had been no regular exchange of letters between them, the professor being the poorest of correspondents. Occasionally, when he fell upon a newspaper paragraph commenting upon Tredennis’ work and explaining some of his theories, he was roused to writing him a letter of approval or argument, and at the close of such epistles he usually mentioned his daughter in a fashion peculiarly his own.


    “Bertha is happier than ever,” he said, the first winter. “Bertha is well, and is said to dance, in the most astonishingly attractive manner, an astonishing number of times every evening. This I gather not only from her mother, but from certain elaborately ornamented cards they call programmes, which I sometimes find and study in private,” — this came the second winter. The third he said: “It dawns upon Bertha that she is certainly cleverer than the majority of her acquaintance. This at once charms and surprises her. She is careful not to obtrude the fact upon public notice, but it has been observed; and I find she has quite a little reputation ‘in society’ as an unusually bright and ready young creature, with a habit of being delightfully equal to any occasion. I gradually discover her to be full of subtleties, of which she is entirely unconscious.”


    Tredennis read this a number of times, and found food for reflection in it. He thought it over frequently during the winter, and out of his pondering upon it grew a plan which began to unfold itself in his mind, rather vaguely at first, but afterward more definitely. This plan was his intention to obtain leave of absence, and, having obtained it, to make his way at once to Washington.


    He had thought at first of applying for it in the spring, but fate was against him. Difficulties which broke out between the settlers and certain hostile tribes called him into active service, and it was not until the severities of the next winter aided in quelling the disturbance by driving the Indians into shelter that he found himself free again.


    It was late on New Year’s Eve that he went to his quarters to write his application for furlough. He had been hard at work all day, and came in cold and tired, and pleased to find the room made cheerful by a great fire of logs, whose leaping flames brightened and warmed every corner. The mail had come in during his absence, and two or three letters lay upon the table with the eastern papers, but he pushed them aside without opening them.


    “I will look at them afterward,” he said. “ This shall be done first — before the clock strikes twelve. When the New Year comes in” —


    He paused, pen in hand, accidentally catching a glimpse of his face in the by no means flattering shaving-glass which hung on the wall opposite. He saw himself brown with exposure, bearing marks of thought and responsibility his age did not warrant, and wearing even at this moment the rather stern and rigid expression which he had always felt vaguely to be his misfortune. Recognizing it, his face relaxed into a half-smile.


    “What a severe-looking fellow!” he said. “That must be improved upon. No one could stand that. It is against a man at the outset.”


    And the smile remained upon his face for at least ten seconds — at all events until he had drawn his paper before him and begun to write. His task was soon completed. The letter written, he folded it, placed it in its envelope and directed it, looking as immovable as ever, and yet conscious of being inwardly more moved than he had ever been before.


    “Perhaps,” he said, half-aloud, “this is the time, and it is well I waited.”


    And then he turned to the letters and papers awaiting him.


    The papers he merely glanced over and laid aside; the letters he opened and read. There were four of them, three of them business epistles, soon disposed of; the sight of the handwriting upon the fourth made his heart bound suddenly, — it was the clear, space-saving caligraphy of Professor Herrick, who labelled his envelopes as economically as if they had been entomological specimens.


    “It’s curious that it should have come now,” Tredennis said, as he tore it open.


    It was a characteristic letter, written, it appeared, with the object of convincing Tredennis that he had been guilty of a slight error in one of his statements concerning the sign-language of a certain tribe. It devoted five pages of closely-written paper to proofs and researches into the subject, and scientific reasons for the truth of all assertions made. It was clear, and by no means uninteresting. The professor never was uninteresting, and he was generally correct. Tredennis read his arguments carefully and with respect, even with an occasional thrill, as he remembered how his communications usually terminated.


    But this was an exception to the general rule. At the bottom of the fifth page he signed himself, “Your sincere friend, Nathan Herrick.” And he had said nothing about Bertha.


    “Not a word,” said Tredennis. “He never did so before. What does it mean? Not a word!”


    And he had scarcely finished speaking before he saw that on the back of the last page a postscript was written, — a brief one, three words, without comment, these: “Bertha is married.”


    For a few moments Tredennis sat still and stared at them. The glass across the room reflected very little change in his face. The immovable look became a trifle more immovable, if anything. There was scarcely the stirring of a muscle.


    At length he moved slowly, folding the letter carefully and returning it to its envelope in exactly the folds it had lain in when he took it out. After that he rose and began to pace the floor with a slow and heavy tread. Once he stopped and spoke, looking down at the boards beneath his feet.


    “Bertha is married,” he said, in a low, hard voice. And the clock beginning to strike at the moment, he listened until it ended its stroke of twelve, and then spoke again.


    “The New Year,” he said; “and Bertha is married.”


    And he walked to the table where his letter of application lay, and, taking it up, tore it in two and tossed it into the fire.


    Four years elapsed before he saw Washington, and in the four years he worked harder than before, added to his reputation year by year, and led the unsettled and wandering existence which his profession entailed. At rare intervals he heard from the professor, and once or twice, in the course of his wanderings, he met with Washingtonians who knew the family and gave him news of them. He heard of the death of Mrs. Herrick and something of Bertha’s life from the professor, and, on one occasion, while in Chicago, he encountered at the house of an acquaintance a pretty and charming woman who had lived in Washington before her marriage, and, in the course of conversation, the fact that she had known the Herricks revealed itself. She appeared not only to have known but to have liked them, and really brightened and warmed when they were mentioned. “I was very fond of Bertha,” she said, “and we knew each other as well as girls can know each other in the rush of a Washington winter. I was one of her bridesmaids when she was married. Did you know her well?”


    And she regarded him with an additional touch of interest in her very lovely eyes.


    “Not very well,” Tredennis answered. “We are distantly related to each other, and I spent several weeks in her father’s house just after her return from school; but I did not know her so well as I knew the professor.”


    “And you did not meet Mr. Amory?”


    “There was no Mr. Amory then,” was Tredennis’s reply.


    “Of course not,” said Mrs. Sylvestre. “I might have known that if I had thought for a moment. He only appeared upon the scene the winter before they were married. She met him at a ball at the Mexican minister’s, and his fate was sealed.”


    Tredennis was silent a moment. Then he asked a question.


    “Did you know him well?” he said.


    She reflected an instant, and then replied, smiling:


    “He was too much in love for one’s acquaintance with him to progress to any great extent. His condition was something like David Copperfield’s when he said that he was ‘saturated with Dora.’ He was saturated with Bertha.”


    “They must be very happy,” remarked Tredennis, and he did not know that he spoke in a hard and unresponsive tone, and that his face was more stern than was at all necessary.


    “Naturally,” responded Mrs. Sylvestre, calmly. “They have money, their children are charming, and their social position is unassailable. Bertha is very clever, and Mr. Amory admires her and is very indulgent. But he could scarcely help that. She is that kind of person.”


    “She?” repeated Tredennis.


    Mrs. Sylvestre smiled again.


    “Bertha,” she replied. “People are always indulgent with her. She is one of those fortunate persons who are born without any tendency to demand, and who consequently have everything given to them without the trouble of having a struggle. She has a pretty, soft sort of way, and people stand aside before it. Before I knew her well I used to think it was simply cleverness.”


    “Wasn’t it?” said Tredennis.


    “Not quite. It escapes that by being constitutional amiability and grace; but if it wasn’t constitutional amiability and grace it would be cleverness, and you would resent it. As it is, you like her for it. She is pretty and charming, and has her little world at her feet, and yet her manner is such that you find yourself wondering if she even suspects it.”


    “Does she?” asked Tredennis.


    Mrs. Sylvestre turned her attention to the other side of the room.


    “There is Mr. Sylvestre,” she said, serenely. “He is coming to us. You must know each other.”


    And then Mr. Sylvestre sauntered up. He was a very handsome man, with a rather languid air, which remotely suggested that if he took off his manners and folded them away he would reveal the unadorned fact that he was bored. But even he bestirred himself a little when Tredennis’ relationship to the Herricks was mentioned.


    “What!” he said. “You are Mrs. Amory’s cousin?”


    “Only third or fourth,” responded Tredennis.


    “By Jove! You’re in luck!” his new acquaintance returned. “Third or fourth is near enough. I wouldn’t object to sixth, myself. Do you see her often?”


    “I have not seen her for seven years.”


    Mr. Sylvestre bestowed a critical glance upon him.


    “What’s the matter with you?” he inquired, languidly. “There’s something radically wrong about a man who neglects his opportunities in that way.” He paused and smiled, showing his white teeth through his mustache. “Oh, she’s a clever little dev” — He pulled himself up with remarkable adroitness. “She’s very clever,” he said. “She’s delightfully clever.”


    “She must be,” commented Tredennis, unenthusiastically. “I never hear her mentioned without its being added that she is very clever.”


    “You would be likely to find the thing out for yourself when you met her — even if you hadn’t heard it,” said Mr. Sylvestre.


    When Tredennis returned to his room that night he sat down to read, deliberately choosing a complicated work which demanded the undivided attention of the peruser. He sat before it for half an hour, with bent brow and unyielding demeanor; but at the end of that time he pushed it aside, left his seat, and began to pace the floor, and so walked with a gloomy face until it was long past midnight when he put out the light and went to bed.


  

    

      Chapter 3

    


    Two years later he found himself, one evening in March, driving along Pennsylvania avenue in a musty hack, which might have been the very one which had borne him to the depot the night he had seen the last of Bertha and her white roses. But the streets were gayer now than they had been then. He had arrived only a day or so after the occurrence of an event of no less national importance than the inauguration of a newly elected President, and there still remained traces of the festivities attendant upon this ceremony, in the shape of unremoved decorations fluttering from windows, draping doors, and swaying in lines across the streets. Groups of people, wearing a rather fatigued air of having remained after the feast for the purpose of more extended sight-seeing, gave the sidewalks a well-filled look, and here and there among them was to be seen a belated uniform which had figured effectively in the procession to the Capitol two clays before.


    Having taken note of these things, Tredennis leaned back upon his musty cushions with a half sigh of weariness.


    “I come in with the Administration,” he said. “ I wonder if I shall go out with it, and what will have happened in the interval.”


    He was thinking of his past and what it had paid him. He had set out in his early manhood with the fixed intention of making for himself a place in the world in which he might feel a reasonable amount of pride. He had attained every object he had aimed at, with the knowledge that he had given for every such object its due value in labor, persistent effort, and steadiness of purpose. No man of his age stood higher in his profession than he did — very few as high. He had earned distinction, honor, and not a little applause. He had found himself “a lion” on more than one occasion, and though he had not particularly enjoyed the experience, had not undervalued it as an experience. The world had used him well, and if he had been given to forming intimacies he might have had many friends. His natural tendency to silence and reserve had worked against him in this, but as it was, he had no enemies and many well-wishers. It was not his habit to bemoan even in secret his rather isolated life; there were times when he told himself that no other would suit him so well, but there were also times when he recognized that it was isolated, and the recognition was one which at such moments he roused all the force of his nature to shut out of his mind as soon as possible. He had, perhaps, never fully known the influence his one vague dream had had upon his life. When it ended he made a steady effort to adjust himself to the new condition of existing without it, and had learned much of the strength of its power over him by the strength of the endeavor it had cost him. His inward thought was, that if there had been a little more to remember the memory might have been less sad. As it was, the forgetting was a slow, vague pain, which he felt indefinitely long after he thought that it had died away. He put the old drifting fancies out of his mind, and, having no leaning toward self-indulgence, believed at last that they were done with because they returned but seldom; but he never heard of Bertha, either through the professor or through others, without being conscious for days afterward of an unrest he called by no name.


    He rested under the influence of this feeling as he was driven through the lighted streets toward his hotel, and his recollection of his last drive through these same streets made it stronger.


    “Eight years,” he said. “She has been to many parties since then. Let us hope she has enjoyed them all.”


    He made his first visit to the professor the same evening, after he had established himself in his room and dined. The professor was always at home in the evening, and, irregular as their correspondence had been, Tredennis felt that he was sure of a welcome from him.


    He was not mistaken in this. He found his welcome.


    The professor was seated in his dressing-gown, before his study-table, as if he had not stirred during the eight years. He had even the appearance of being upon the point of empaling the same corpulent beetle upon the same attenuated pin, and of engaging in the occupation with the same scientific interest Tredennis remembered so well.


    On hearing his visitor’s name announced, he started slightly, laid his beetle aside with care, and, rising from his seat, came forward with warm pleasure in his face.


    “What!” he exclaimed. “ What! — you, Tredennis! Well, well! I’m very glad, my dear fellow! I’m very glad.”


    He shook his hand affectionately, at the same time holding him by the shoulder, as if to make more sure of him.


    “I am very glad myself,” said Tredennis. “It is a great pleasure to see you again.”


    “And it took you eight years to get round to us,” said the professor, looking at him thoughtfully, and turning him round a trifle more to the light. “Eight years! That’s a slice out of a man’s life, too.”


    “But you are no older, professor,” said Tredennis. “ I am older, but not you.”


    The professor nodded acquiescence.


    “Yes, yes, I know all about that,” he said. “You’re an old fellow, now; I was an old fellow myself forty years ago. There, sit down, and tell me all about it. That is the chair you sat in when you were here last. You sat in it the night — the night we talked about Bertha.”


  

    

      Chapter 4

    


    

      

        “

        How is Bertha?” Tredennis asked.

      


    


    The professor sat down in his chair and took up the poker quite carefully.


    “She is at a party to-night,” he said, poking the fire, “though it is late in the season for parties. She generally is at a party — oftener than not she is at two or three parties.”


    “Then she must be well,” suggested Tredennis.


    “Oh, she is well,” the professor answered. “And she gets a good deal out of life. She will always get a good deal out of it — in one way or another.”


    “That is a good thing,” remarked Tredennis.


    “Very,” responded the professor, “if it’s all in the one way and not in the other.”


    He changed the subject almost immediately, and began to discuss Tredennis’ own affairs. His kindly interest in his career touched the younger man’s heart. It seemed that he had taken an interest in him from the first, and, silent as he had been, had never lost sight of him.


    “It used to strike me that you would be likely to make something of your life,” he said, in his quiet, half-abstracted way. “You looked like it. I used to say to myself that if you were my son I should look forward to being proud of you. I — I wish you had been my son, my boy.”


    “If I had been,” answered Tredennis, earnestly, “I should have felt it a reason for aiming high.”


    The professor smiled faintly.


    “Well,” he said, “you aimed high without that incentive. And the best of it is that you have not failed. You are a strong fellow. I like — a — strong — fellow,” he added, slowly.


    He spoke of Bertha occasionally again in the course of their after conversation, but not as it had been his habit to speak of her in her girlhood. His references to her were mostly statements of facts connected with her children, her mode of life, or her household. She lived near him, her home was an attractive one, and her children were handsome, healthy, and bright.


    “Amory is a bright fellow, and a handsome fellow,” he said. “He is not very robust, but he is an attractive creature — sensitive, poetic temperament, fanciful. He is fanciful about Bertha, and given to admiring her.”


    When he went away, at the end of the evening, Tredennis carried with him the old vague sense of discomfort. The professor had been interesting and conversational, and had given him the warmest of welcomes, but he had missed something from their talk which he had expected to find. He was not aware of how he had counted upon it until he missed it, and the sense of loss which he experienced was a trouble to him.


    He had certainly not been conscious of holding Bertha foremost in his mind when he had turned his steps toward her father’s house. He had thought of how his old friend would look, of what he would say, and had wondered if he should find him changed. He had not asked himself if he should see Bertha or hear of her, and yet what he had missed in her father’s friendly talk had been the old kindly, interested discussion of her, and once out in the night air and the deserted streets he knew that he was sadder for his visit than he had fancied he should be. The bright, happy, girlish figure seemed to have passed out of the professor’s life also — out of the home it had adorned — even out of the world itself. His night’s sleep was not a very peaceful one, but the next morning when he rose, the light of day and the stir of life around him seemed to have dispelled the reality of his last night’s fancies. His mind had resolved itself into a condition with which he was familiar, and he was aroused to interest and pleasure in his surroundings. His memory was once more the ghost of a memory which he had long accustomed himself to living without. During the morning his time was fully occupied by his preparations for his new duties, but in the afternoon he was at liberty, and remembering a message he was commissioned to deliver to the sister of a brother officer, he found his way to the lady’s house.


    It was a house in a fashionable street, and its mistress was a fashionable little person, who appeared delighted to see him, and to treat him with great cordiality.


    “I am so glad you were so good as to call today,” she said. “Mr. Gardner heard that you had arrived; but did not know where you were, or he would have seen you this morning. What a pity that you were not in time for the inauguration! The ball was more than usually successful. I do hope you will let us see you to-night.”


    “To-night?” repeated Tredennis.


    “Yes. We want you so much,” she continued. “We give a little party, — only a little one, — and we shall be so glad. There will be several people here who will be delighted to meet you, — the gentleman who is spoken of as likely to be the new Secretary of the Interior, for instance. He will be charmed. Mr. Gardner has told me what interesting things you have been doing, and what adventures you have had. I shall feel quite sure that my party will be a success, if you will consent to be my lion.”


    “I am afraid my consenting wouldn’t establish the fact,” said Tredennis. “ You would want a mane, and a roar, and claws. But you are very kind to ask me to your party.”


    The end of the matter was that, after some exchange of civilities, he gave a half-promise to appear, mentally reserving the privilege of sending “regrets” if he did not feel equal to the effort when night arrived. He was not fond of parties. And so, having delivered the message with which he had been commissioned, he made his adieus and retired.


    When night came he was rather surprised to find lurking in his mind some slight inclination to abide by his promise. Accordingly, after having taken a deliberate, late dinner, read the papers, and written a letter or so, he dressed himself and issued forth.


    On arriving at his destination he found the “little party” a large one. The street was crowded with carriages, the house was brilliantly lighted, an awning extended from the door to the edge of the pavement, and each carriage, depositing its brilliant burden within the protection of the striped tunnel, drove rapidly away to give place to another.


    Obeying the injunctions of the servant at the door Tredennis mounted to the second story and divested himself of his overcoat, with the assistance of a smart mulatto, who took it in charge. The room in which he found himself was rather inconveniently crowded with men, — young, middle-aged, elderly, some of them wearing a depressed air of wishing themselves at home, some bearing themselves stolidly, and others either quietly resigned or appearing to enjoy themselves greatly. It was not always the younger ones who formed this last class Tredennis observed. In one corner a brisk gentleman, with well-brushed, gray beard, laughed delightedly over a story just related to him with much sprightliness by a companion a decade older than himself, while near them an unsmiling youth of twenty regarded their ecstasies without the movement of a muscle.


    Tredennis’ attention was attracted for a moment toward two men who stood near him, evidently awaiting the appearance of some one at the door of the ladies’ cloak-room, which they could see from where they stood.


    One of them leaned in a nicely managed labor-saving attitude against the door-post. He was a rather tall, blonde young man, with a face eminently calculated to express either a great deal or absolutely nothing at all, as he chose to permit it, and his unobtrusive evening dress had an air of very agreeable fitness and neatness, and quite distinguished itself by seeming to belong to him. It was his laugh which called Tredennis’ attention to him. He laughed in response to some remark of his companion’s,— a non-committal but naturally sounding baritone laugh, which was not without its attractiveness.


    “Yes, I was there,” he said.


    “And sang?”


    “No, thank you.”


    “And she was there, of course?”


    “She?” repeated his friend, his countenance at this moment expressing nothing whatever, and doing it very well.


    “Oh, Mrs. Amory,” responded the other, who was young enough and in sufficiently high spirits to be led into forgetting to combine good taste with his hilarity.


    “You might say Mrs. Amory, — if you don’t object,” replied his companion, quietly. “It would be more civil.”


    Then Tredennis passed out and heard no more.


    He made his way down the stairs, which were crowded with guests going down and coming up, and presented himself at the door of the first of the double parlors, where he saw his hostess standing with her husband. Here he was received with the greatest warmth, Mrs. Gardner brightening visibly when she caught sight of him.


    “Now,” she said, “this is really good of you. I was almost afraid to let you go away this afternoon. Mr. Gardner, Colonel Tredennis is really here,” she added, with frank cordiality.


    After that Tredennis found himself swallowed, as in a maelstrom. He was introduced right and left, hearing a name here and seeing a face there, and always conscious of attaching the wrong names to the faces as he struggled to retain some impression of both in his memory. Mrs. Gardner bore him onward, filled with the most amiable and hospitable delight in the sensation he awakened as she led him toward the prominent official in prospective before referred to, who leaned against a mantel-piece and beguiled his time by making himself quite agreeable to a very pretty young débutante who was recounting her experience at the inaugural ball. Here Tredennis was allowed to free himself from the maelstrom and let it whirl past him, as he stood a little aside and conversed with his new acquaintance, who showed deep interest in and much appreciation of all he had to say, and evidently would have been glad to prolong the interview beyond the moment, when some polite exigency called him away in the midst of an animated discussion of the rights of Indian agents and settlers.


    When he had gone Tredennis still remained standing where he had left him, enjoying his temporary seclusion and the opportunity of looking on with the cool speculation of an outsider.


    He had been looking on thus for some moments, — at the passing to and fro, at the well-bred elbowing through the crush, at the groups gathering themselves here and there to exchange greetings and then breaking apart and drifting away, —when he suddenly became aware of a faint fragrance in the atmosphere about him which impressed itself upon him with a curious insistence. On his first vague recognition of its presence he could not have told what it was, or why it roused in him something nearer pain than pleasure. It awakened in him a queer sense of impatience with the glare of light, the confusion of movement and voices, and the gay measure of the music in the next room. And almost the instant be felt this impatience a flash of recognition broke upon him, and he knew what the perfume was. and that it seemed out of place in the glare and confusion simply because his one distinct memory of it associated itself only with the night when he had sat in the fire-light with Bertha, and she had held the heliotrope in her hand. With this memory in his mind, and with a half smile at his own momentary resentment of the conditions surrounding him, he turned toward the spot near from which he fancied the odor of the flowers came, thinking that it had floated from some floral decoration of the deep window. And so, turning, he saw — surrounded by what seemed to be the gayest group in the room — Bertha herself!


    She was exquisitely dressed, and stood in the prettiest possible pose, supporting herself lightly against the side of the window; she had a bouquet in her hand and a brilliant smile on her lips, and Tredennis knew in an instant that she had seen and recognized him.


    She did not move; she simply retained her pretty pose, smiling and waiting for him to come to her, and, though she said nothing to her companions, something in her smile evidently revealed the situation to them, for, almost immediately, the circle divided itself, and room was made for him to advance within it.


    Often afterward Tredennis tried to remember how he moved toward her, and what he said when he found himself quite near her, holding the gloved band she gave him so lightly; but his recollections were always of the vaguest. There scarcely seemed to have been any first words — he was at her side, she gave him her hand, and then, in the most natural manner, the group about her seemed to melt away, and they were left together, and he, glancing half unconsciously down at her bouquet, saw that it was made of heliotrope and Maréchal Niel roses.


    She was so greatly and yet so little changed that he felt, as he looked at her, like a man in a dream. He tried to analyze the change and could not, and the effort to do so was a pain to him. The color in her cheeks was less bright than he remembered it, but her eyes were brighter; he thought also that they looked larger, and soon recognized that this was not only because her face was less girlishly full, but arose from a certain alertness of expression which had established itself in them. And yet, despite their clear brightness, when she lifted them to his own, his sense of loss was for the instant terrible. Her slight, rounded figure was even prettier than ever, — more erect, better borne, and with a delicate consciousness and utilizing of its own graces, — but it was less easy to connect it mentally with the little gray gown and lace kerchief than he could ever have believed possible.


    Her very smile and voice had changed. The smile was sometimes a very brilliant one and sometimes soft and slow, as if a hidden meaning lay behind it; the voice was low-pitched, charmingly modulated, and expressed far more than the words it gave to a listener, but Tredennis knew that he must learn to know them both, and that to do so would take time and effort.


    He never felt this so strongly as when she sat down on the cushioned window-seat, and made a little gesture toward the place at her side.


    “Sit down,” she said, with the soft smile this time, — a smile at once sweet and careless. “Sit down, and tell me if you are glad to be stationed in Washington; and let me tell you that papa is delighted at the prospect of your being near him again.”


    “Thank you,” answered Tredennis; “ and as to the being here, I think I like the idea of the change well enough.”


    “You will find it a great change, I dare say,” she went on; “though, of course, you have not devoted yourself to the Indians entirely during your absence. But Washington is unlike any other American city. I think it is unlike any other city in the universe. It is an absorbingly interesting place when you get used to it.”


    “You are fortunate in finding it so,” said Tredennis.


    “I?” she said, lightly. “Oh! I do not think I could resign myself to living anywhere else; though, when you reflect, of course you know that is a national quality. All good Americans adore the city they confer distinction on by living in, and asperse the characters of all other places. Englishmen believe in London, and Frenchmen in Paris; but in America, a New Yorker vaunts himself upon New York, a Bostonian glories in Boston, and a Washingtonian delights in the capital of his country; and so on, until you reach New Orleans.”


    “That is true enough,” said Tredennis, “though I had not thought of it before.”


    “Oh, it is true,” she answered, with an airy laugh. Then she added, with a change of tone, “You have been away for a long time.”


    “Eight years,” he replied.


    He thought she gave a slight start, but immediately she turned upon him with one of the brilliant smiles.


    “We have had time to grow since then,” she said, — “not older, of course, but infinitely wiser — and better.”


    He did not find it easy to comprehend very clearly either her smile or her manner. He felt that there might be something hidden behind both, though certainly nothing could have been brighter or more inconsequent than her tone. He did not smile, but regarded her for a moment with a look of steady interest, of which he was scarcely conscious. She bore it for an instant, and then turned her eyes carelessly aside, with a laugh.


    “I do not think you are changed at all,” she said.


    “Why?” he asked, still watching her, and trying to adjust himself to her words.


    “You looked at me then,” she said, “just as you used to when you were with us before, and I said something frivolous. I am afraid I was often frivolous in those days. I confess I suspected myself of it, and one day I even made a resolution” —


    She did start then — as if some memory had suddenly returned to her. She lifted her bouquet to her face and let it slowly drop upon her knee again as she turned and looked at him.


    “I remember now,” she said, “that I made that resolution the day you brought me the heliotrope.” And now it seemed for the instant to be her turn to regard him with interest.


    “I don’t know what the resolution was,” he said, rather grimly, “but I hope it was a good one. Did you keep it?”


    “No,” she answered, undisturbedly; “but I kept the heliotrope. You know I said I would. It is laid away in one of my bureau drawers.”


    “And the first party?” he asked. “Was it a success?”


    “Oh, yes,” she replied, “it was a great success. I am happy to say that all my parties are successes, inasmuch as I enjoy them.”


    “Is this a success?” he inquired. She raised her bouquet to her face again and glanced over it at the crowded room.


    “It is an immense success,” she said. “Such things always are — in Washington. Do you see that little woman on the sofa? Notice what bright eyes she has, and how quickly they move from one person to another — like a bird’s. She is ‘our Washington correspondent’ for half-a-dozen Western papers, and ‘does the social column’ in one of our principal dailies, and tomorrow you will read in it that ‘one of the most brilliant receptions of the season was held last night at the charming home of Mrs. Winter Gardner, on K street.’ You will also learn that ‘Mrs. Richard Amory was lovely in white brocade and pearls,’ and that ‘noticeable among even the stateliest masculine forms was the imposing figure of Colonel Tredennis, the hero of Indian adventure and’”—


    She had been speaking in the quietest possible manner, looking at the scene before her and not at him; but here she stopped and bent toward him a little.


    “Have you,” she said, softly, “such a thing as a scalp about you?”


    He was by no means prepared for the inquiry, he sustained himself under it in his usual immovable manner. He put his hand up to his breast and then dropped it.


    “I am afraid not,” he said. “Not in this suit. I forgot, in dressing, that I might need them. But I might go back to the hotel,” he added, suggestively.


    “Oh, no, thanks,” she said, returning to her former position. “I was only thinking how pleased she would be if you could show her a little one, and tell her the history of it. It would be so useful to her.”


    “I am very sorry,” said Tredennis.


    “You would be more sorry,” she went on, “if you knew what an industrious little person she is, and with what difficulty she earns her ten dollars a column. She goes to receptions, and literary and art clubs, and to the White House, and the Capitol, and knows everybody and just what adjectives they like, and how many; and is never ill-natured at all, though it really seems to me that such an existence offers a premium to spitefulness. I am convinced that it would make me spiteful. But she never loses control over her temper — or her adjectives. If I weighed two hundred pounds, for instance, she would refer to my avoirdupois as ‘matronly embonpoint;’ and if I were a skeleton, she would say I had a ‘slight and reed-like figure,’ which is rather clever, you know, as well as being Christian charity.”


    “And she will inform the world to-morrow that your dress,” glancing down at it, “was white” —


    “And that my hair was brown, as usual,” she ended for him. “And that I carried a bouquet of heliotrope and roses.”


    “I hope you like it,” he said.


    “Oh, very much indeed, thank you,” was her response. “And if I did not, somebody else would, or it is plain that she would not get her ten dollars a column. It has struck me that she doesn’t do it for amusement, or with the deliberate intention of annoying people. For my part, I admire and envy her. There is no collection so valuable as a collection of adjectives. Everything depends on adjectives. You can begin a friendship or end it with one — or an enmity, either.”


    “Will you tell me,” said Tredennis, “what adjective you would apply to the blonde young man on the other side of the room, who has just picked up a lady’s handkerchief?”


    She looked across the room at the person indicated, and did not reply at once. There was a faintly reflective smile in her eyes, though it could scarcely be said to touch her lips. The man was the one who had attracted Tredennis’ attention at the door of the cloakroom, and since coming down-stairs he had regarded him with some interest upon each occasion when he had caught sight of him as he moved from room to room, evidently at once paying unobtrusive but unswerving attention to the social exigencies of his position, and finding a decent amount of quiet entertainment in the results of his efforts.


    “I wish you would tell me,” said Bertha, after her little pause, “what adjective you would apply to him.”


    “I am afraid,” said Tredennis, “that our acquaintance is too limited at present to allow of my grasping the subject. As I don’t chance to know him at all” —


    Bertha interposed, still watching the object of discussion with the faintly reflective smile.


    “I have known him for six years,” she said, “and I have not found his adjective yet. He is a cousin of Mr. Amory’s. Suppose,” she said, turning with perfect seriousness and making a slight movement as if she would rise, — “suppose we go and ask Miss Jessup?”


    Tredennis offered her his arm.


    “Let us hope that Miss Jessup can tell us,” he said.


    His imperturbable readiness seemed to please her. Her little laugh had a genuine sound in it. She sat down again.


    “l am afraid she could not,” she said. “See! he is coming to speak to me, and we might ask him.”


    But she did not ask him when he presented himself before her, as he did almost immediately. He had come to remind her that dancing was going on in one of the rooms, and that she had promised him the waltz the musicians had just struck into with a flourish.


    “Perhaps you will remember that you said the third waltz,” he said, “and this is the third waltz.”


    Bertha rose.


    “I remember,” she said, “and I think I am ready for it; but before you take me away you must know Colonel Tredennis. Of course you do know Colonel Tredennis, but you must know him better. Colonel Tredennis, this is Mr. Arbuthnot.”


    The pair bowed, as civility demanded. Of the two, it must be confessed that Tredennis’ recognition of the ceremony was the less cordial. Just for the moment he was conscious of feeling secretly repelled by the young man’s well-carried, conventional figure and calm, blond countenance, — the figure seemed so correct a copy of a score of others, the blond countenance expressed so little beyond a carefully trained tendency to good manners, entirely unbiassed by any human emotion.


    “By the time our waltz is finished,” said Bertha, as she took his arm, “I hope that Mr. Amory will be here. He promised me that he would come in toward the end of the evening. He will be very glad to find you here.”


    And then, with a little bow to Tredennis, she went away.


    She did not speak to her companion until they reached the room where the dancers were congregated. Then, as they took their place among the waltzers, she broke the silence.


    “If I don’t dance well,” she said, “take into consideration the fact that I have just been conversing with a man I knew eight years ago.”


    “You will be sure to dance well,” said Arbuthnot, as they began. “But I don’t mind acknowledging an objection to persons I knew eight years ago. I never could find any sufficient reason for their turning up. And, as to your friend, it strikes me it shows a great lack of taste in the Indians to have consented to part with him. It appeared to me that he possessed a manner calculated to endear him to aboriginal society beyond measure.”


    Bertha laughed, — a laugh whose faintness might have arisen from her rapid motion.


    “He’s rather rigorous-looking,” she said; “but he always was. Still, I remember I was beginning to like him quite well when he went West. Papa is very fond of him. He turns out to be a persistent, heroic kind of being — with a purpose in life, and the rest of it.”


    “His size is heroic enough,” said Arbuthnot. “He would look better on a pedestal in a public square than in a parlor.”


    Bertha made no reply, but, after having made the round of the room twice, she stopped.


    “I am not dancing well,” she said. “I do not think I am in a dancing mood. I will sit down.”


    Arbuthnot glanced at her, and then looked away.


    “Do you want to be quiet?” he asked.


    “I want to be quieter than this,” she answered; “for a few minutes. I believe I am tired.”


    “You have been going out too much,” he said, as he led her into a small side-room which had been given up to a large, ornate punch-bowl, to do reverence to which occasional devotees wandered in. and out.


    “I have been going out a great deal,” she answered.


    She leaned back in the luxurious little chair he had given her, and looked across the hall into the room where the waltz was at its height, and, having looked, she laughed.


    “Do you see that girl in the white dress, which doesn’t fit,” she said, — “the plump girl who bags at the waist and is oblivious to it — and everything else but her waltz and her partner?”


    “Yes,” he responded; “but I hope you are not laughing at her, — there is no need of it. She’s having a fascinating time.”


    “Yes,” she returned. “She is having a lively time; but I am not laughing at her, but at what she reminds me of. Do you know, I was just that age when Colonel Tredennis saw me last. I was not that size or that shape, and my dresses used to fit — but I was just that age, and just as oblivious, and danced with just that spirit of enjoyment.”


    “You dance with just as much enjoyment now,” said Arbuthnot, “and you are quite as oblivious at times, though it may suit your fancy just at the present moment to regard yourself as a shattered wreck confronted with the ruins of your lost youth and innocence. I revel in that kind of thing myself at intervals, but it does not last.”


    “No,” she said, opening her fan with a smile, and looking down at the Cupids and butterflies adorning it, “of course it won’t last, and I must confess that I am not ordinarily given to it — but that man! Do you know, it was a curious sort of sensation that came over me when I first saw him. I was standing near a window, talking to half-a-dozen people, and really enjoying myself very much, — you know I nearly always enjoy myself, — and suddenly something seemed to make me look up — and there he stood !”


    “It would not be a bad idea for him to conceal his pedestal about him and mount it when it became necessary for him to remain stationary,” said Arbuthnot, flippantly, and yet with a momentary gravity in his eyes somewhat at variance with his speech.


    She went on as if he had not spoken.


    “It was certainly a curious feeling,” she continued. “Everything came to me in a flash. I suppose I am rather a light and frivolous person, not sufficiently given to reflecting on the passage of time, and suddenly there he stood, and I remembered that eight years had gone by, and that everything was changed.”


    “A great many things can happen in eight years,” commented Arbuthnot.


    “A great many things have happened to me,” she said. “Everything has happened to me!”


    “No,” said Arbuthnot, in a low, rather reflective tone, and looking as he spoke not at her, but at the girl whose white dress did not fit, and who at that moment whirled rather breathlessly by the door. “No — not everything.”


    “I have grown from a child to a woman,” she said. “I have married, I have arrived at maternal dignity. I don’t see that there is anything else that could happen — at least, anything comfortable.”


    “No,” he admitted. “I don’t think there is anything comfortable.”


    “Well, it is very certain I don’t want to try anything uncomfortable,” she said. “‘Happy the people whose annals are tiresome.’ Montesquieu says that, and it always struck me as meaning something.”


    “I hope it does not mean that you consider your annals tiresome,” said Arbuthnot. “How that girl does dance! This is the fifth time she has passed the door.”


    “I hope her partner likes it as much as she does,” remarked Bertha. “And as to the annals, I have not found them tiresome at all, thank you. As we happen to have come to retrospect, I think I may say that I have rather enjoyed myself, on the whole. I have had no tremendous emotions.”


    “On which you may congratulate yourself,” Arbuthnot put in.


    “I do,” she responded. “I know I should not have liked them. I have left such things to — you, for instance.”


    She said this with a little air of civil mocking which was by no means unbecoming, and to which her companion was well used.


    “Thank you,” he replied, amiably. “You showed consideration, of course — but that’s your way.”


    “I may not have lived exactly the kind of life I used to think I should live — when I was a school-girl,” she went on, smiling; “but who does? — and who would want to when she attained years of discretion? And I may not be exactly the kind of person I — meant to be; but I think I may congratulate you on that — and Richard. You would never have been the radiant creatures you are if I had ripened to that state of perfection. You could not have borne up under it.”


    She rose from her seat and took his arm.


    “No,” she said, “I am not the kind of person I meant to be, and Colonel Tredennis has reminded me of the fact and elevated my spirits. Let us go and find him, and invite him to dinner to-morrow. He deserves it.”


    As they passed the door of the dancing-room she paused a moment to look in, and as she did so caught sight of the girl in the white dress once more.


    “She is not tired yet,” she said, “ but her partner is — and so am I. If Richard has come, I think I shall go home.”


  

    

      Chapter 5

    


    Tredennis dined with them the next day, and many days afterward. On meeting him Richard Amory had taken one of his rather numerous enthusiastic fancies to him, and in pursuit and indulgence of this fancy could not see enough of him. These fanciful friendships were the delights of his life, and he never denied himself one, though occasionally they wore themselves out in time to give place to others.


    Tredennis found him as the professor had described him, “a bright fellow, and a handsome fellow.” He had thought that when he came forward to introduce himself, as he had done at the Gardners’reception, he had never seen a brighter or more attractive human being. He had a dark, delicate, eager face, soft, waving hair, tossed lightly back from a forehead whose beauty was almost feminine; a slight, lithe figure, and an air of youth and alertness which would have been attraction enough in itself. He was interested in everything: each subject touched upon seeming to awaken him to enthusiasm, — the Indians, the settlers, the agencies, the fort life, — equally interested in each, and equally ready to confront, in the most delightfully sanguine mood, the problems each suggested.


    “It is worth a great deal to have an opportunity to judge of these things from the inside,” he said. “There are a thousand questions I want to ask; but we shall see you often, of course. We must see you often. It will be the greatest pleasure to us.”


    His first entrance into their house, the following evening, was something which always set itself apart in Tredennis’ memory.


    A gay burst of laughter greeted him as the parlor door was thrown open, — laughter so gay that the first announcement of his name was drowned by it, and, as he paused for a moment, he had the opportunity to take in fully the picture before him. The room was a pretty and luxurious one, its prettiness and luxury wearing the air of being the result of natural growth, and suggesting no oppressiveness of upholstery. Its comforts were evidently the outcome of the fancies and desires of those who lounged, or read, or talked in it, and its knick-knacks and follies were all indicative of some charming whim carried out with a delightful freedom from reason, which was their own excuse.


    In the open fireplace a bright wood-fire burned, and upon the white wolf-skin before it Richard Amory lay at unconventional full length, with his hands clasped lightly under his head, evidently enjoying to the utmost the ease of his position, the glow of the fire, and the jest of the moment, while near him, in an easy-chair, sat Arbuthnot. Both of them looked at Bertha, who stood with one hand resting on the low mantel.


    “I have been waiting for a long time,” Tredennis heard her say, and then, as the servant announced his name again, she stopped speaking, and came forward to meet him, while Richard sprang lightly to his feet.


    “I will tell you at the outset,” she said, “that it is not one of the time-honored customs of Washington for people to receive their guests with this ingenuous and untrammelled freedom, but” —


    “But she has been telling us a story,” put in Richard, shaking hands with him; “and she told it so well that we forgot the time. And she must tell it again.”


    “It is not worth telling again,” she said, as they returned to the fire; “and, besides, I told it to you in the strictest confidence. And if that is not reason enough, I don’t mind confessing that it is a story which doesn’t exhibit me in an amiable light. It shows a temper and viciousness that you count among your home comforts, and don’t feel it decent to display for the benefit of anyone but your immediate relatives.”


    Tredennis looked down at her curiously. His first glance at her had shown him that to-night she was even farther removed from his past than she had seemed before. Her rich dress showed flashes of bright color, her eyes were alight with some touch of excitement, and her little wrists were covered with pretty barbarities of bangles and charms which jingled as she moved.


    “I should like to hear the story,” he said.


    “It is a very good story,” commented Arbuthnot, laughing; “I think I would tell it over again.”


    “Oh, yes,” said Richard; “Colonel Tredennis must hear it.”


    Bertha looked across at Tredennis, and as she did so he saw in her eyes what he had seen the night before and had not understood, but which dawned upon him now, — a slight smiling defiance of his thoughts, whatsoever they might be.


    “You won’t like it,” she said; “but you shall hear it, if you wish. It is about a great lady” —


    “That will add to the interest,” said Tredennis. “You have great ladies in Washington?”


    “It is infinitely to our credit that they are only occasional incidents,” she answered, “and that they don’t often last long. When one considers the number of quiet, domesticated women who find themselves launched suddenly, by some wave of chance, into the whirl of public life, one naturally wonders that we are not afflicted with some very great ladies indeed; but it must be confessed we have far less to complain of in that respect than might be expected.”


    “But this particular great lady?” said Tredennis.


    “Is one of the occasional incidents. Some one said that our society was led by bewildered Europeans and astonished Americans, — Americans astonished to find themselves suddenly bearing the responsibility of the highest positions, and Europeans bewildered by called upon to adjust themselves to startling novelties in manners and customs. This great lady is one of the astonished Americans, and, privately, she is very much astonished, indeed.”


    Arbuthnot laughed.


    “You will observe,” he commented, “that Mrs. Amory’s remarks are entirely unbiassed by any feminine prejudices.”


    “You will observe,” said Bertha, “that Mr. Arbuthnot’s remarks are entirely unbiassed by any prejudice in favor of my reliability of statement.” But, she added, with a delusive air of amiable candor, “I am sure you cannot deny that I was very civil to her.”


    “I have not a doubt of it,” responded Arbuthnot. “And I don’t mind adding that I should like to have been there to see.”


    “Colonel Tredennis shall judge,” she said, “whether it would have been really worth while. I will make the story brief. Last season the great lady gave me cause to remember her. We had not met, and, to please a friend, I called upon her. We found her in her drawing-room, engaged in entertaining two new newly arrived attachés. They seemed to interest her. I regret to say that we did not. She did not hear our names when the servant announced them, and the insignificance of our general bearing was against us. I think it must have been that, for we were comparatively well dressed — at least, Miss Jessup’s description of our costumes in the ‘Wabash Times’ gave that impression the following week. Perhaps we looked timid and unaccustomed to ‘the luxurious trophies from many climes’ (Miss Jessup again) surrounding us. The ingenuous modesty of extreme youth which you may have observed” —


    “Repeatedly,” replied Arbuthnot.


    “Thank you. But I suppose it told against me on this occasion. Our respectable attire and air of general worthiness availed nothing. The great lady rose, stared at us, gave us her finger-ends, called us by names which did not belong to us, and sat down again, turning her back upon us with much frankness, and resuming her conversation with the attachés, not interrupting it to address six words to us during the three minutes we remained. That is the first half of the story.”


    “It promises well for the second half,” said Tredennis.


    “The second is my half,” said Bertha. “Later, she discovered our real names, and the fact that — shall I say that Miss Jessup knew them, and thought them worthy of mention in the ‘Wabash Times’? That would, perhaps, be a good way of putting it. Then she called, but did not see me, as I was out. We did not meet again until this afternoon. I was making the Cabinet calls, and had the pleasure of encountering her at the house of the Secretary of War. Perhaps Miss Jessup had sent her a copy of the ‘Wabash Times’ yesterday, with the society column marked — I don’t know. But she was pleased to approach me. I received her advances with the mild consideration of one who sees a mistake made, but is prevented by an amiable delicacy from correcting it, and observing this, she was led into the indiscretion of saying, with graceful leniency, that she feared I did not know her. I think it is really there that my half begins. I smiled with flattering incredulity, and said, ‘That would be very strange in a Washingtonian.’


    “‘When you called’ — she began.


    “I looked at her with a blush, as of slight embarrassment, which seemed to disturb her.


    “‘You have not forgotten that you called?’ she remarked, chillingly.


    “‘It would have been impossible for me to forget anything so agreeable,’ I said, as though in delicately eager apology. ‘I am most unlucky. It was some more fortunate person.’


    “‘But,’ she said, ‘I returned the visit.’


    “‘I received your card,’ I replied, smiling ingenuously into her eyes, ‘and it reminded me of my delinquency. Of course I knew it was a mistake.’


    “And after I had smiled into her eyes for a second or so longer, she began to understand, and I think by this time it is quite clear to her.”


    “There must be a moral to that,” commented Tredennis.


    “There is,” she responded, with serene readiness. “A useful one. It is this: It is always safe — in Washington — to be civil to the respectably clad. If the exigencies of public position demand that you receive, not the people you wish to see, or the people who wish to see you, but the respectably clad, it is well to deal in glittering generalities of good manners, and even — if you choose to go so far — good feeling. There are numbers of socially besieged women in Washington who actually put the good feeling first; but the Government cannot insist on that, you know, so it remains a matter of taste.”


    “If you could draw the line” — began Richard. “There is no line,” said Bertha, “so you can’t draw it. And it was not myself I avenged this afternoon, but — the respectably clad.”


    “And before she became an astonished American,” put in Arbuthnot, “this mistaken person was possibly” —


    Bertha interposed, with a pretty gesture which set all the bangles jingling.


    “Ah,” she said, “but we have so little to do with that, that I have not even the pleasure of using it in my arguments against her. The only thing to be reasonably required of her now is that she should be sufficiently well-mannered during her career. She might assume her deportment with her position, and dispose of it at a sacrifice afterward. Imagine what a field in the way of advertisement, for instance: ‘For sale. A neatly fitting suit of good manners. Used through one Administration, Somewhat worn through active service, but still equal to much wear and tear.’”


    That which struck Tredennis more forcibly than all else was her habit of treating everything lightly, and he observed that it was a habit Arbuthnot shared with her. The intimacy existing between the two seemed an unusual one, and appeared to have established itself through slow and gradual growth. It had no ephemeral air, and bore somehow the impress of their having shared their experiences in common for some time. Beneath the very derision which marked their treatment of each other was a suggestion of unmistakable good fellowship and quick appreciation of each other’s moods. When Bertha made a fanciful speech, Arbuthnot’s laugh rang out even before Richard’s, which certainly was ready enough in response; and when Arbuthnot vouchsafed a semi-serious remark, Bertha gave him an un- divided attention which expressed her belief that what he said would be worth listening to. Amory’s province it seemed to be to delight in both of them, — to admire their readiness, to applaud their jests, and to encourage them to display their powers. That he admired Arbuthnot immensely was no less evident than that no gift or grace of Bertha’s was lost upon him.


    His light-hearted, inconsequent enjoyment of the pleasure of the moment impressed Tredennis singularly. He was so ready to be moved by any passing zephyr of sentiment or emotion, and so entirely and sweet-temperedly free from any fatiguing effect when the breeze had once swept over him.


    “All that I have to complain of in you two people,” he said, gayly, in the course of the evening, “is that you have no sentiment — none whatever.”


    “We are full of it,” said Arbuthnot, “both of us, — but we conceal it, and we feel that it makes us interesting. Nothing is more interesting than repressed emotion. The appearance of sardonic coldness and stoicism which has deceived you is but a hollow mockery; beneath it I secrete a maelstrom of impassioned feeling and a mausoleum of blighted hopes.”


    “There is a fashion in emotions as in everything else,” said Bertha. “And sentiment is ‘out.’ So is stateliness. Who would submit to stateliness in these days? It was the highest aim of our great-grandmothers to be stately; but stateliness went out with ruffles and the minuet, and a certain kind of Roman nose you find in all portraits taken in the reigns of the Georges. Now we are sprightly. It is imperative that we should be sprightly. I hope you are prepared to be sprightly, Colonel Tredennis.”


    He was very conscious of not looking so. In fact, the idea was growing upon him that upon the whole his grave face and large figure were rather out of place among all this airy badinage. His predominant feeling was that his unfortunate tendency to seriousness and silence was not a Washingtonian quality, and augured poorly for his future. Here were people who could treat lightly, not only their subjects, but themselves and each other. The fire-lit room, with its trifles and knick-knacks and oddities; the graceful, easy figure of Richard Amory lounging idly in his chair; Bertha, with her bright dress and fantastic little ornaments flashing and jingling; Arbuthnot smiling faintly, and touching his mustache with a long, fair hand, — each and all suggested to him in some whimsical, vague fashion that he was too large and not pliable enough for his surroundings, and that if he moved he might upset something, or tread upon some sparkling, not too substantial theory.


    “I am afraid I am not as well prepared as I might be,” he answered. “Do you always find it easy?”


    “I!” she returned. “Oh, perfectly! it is only Mr. Arbuthnot who finds it difficult — being a prey to his feelings. In his moments of deep mental anguish the sprightliness which society demands of him is a thing from which his soul recoils.”


    Shortly after dinner Arbuthnot went away. He had a final call to make upon some friends who were going away, after having taken an active part in the inaugural ceremonies and ball. It appeared that they had come from the West, with the laudable intention of making the most of these festivities, and that he had felt it his duty to do his utmost for their entertainment.


    “I hope they enjoyed themselves,” said Bertha, as he stood making his adieus.


    “Well,” was his reply, “it strikes me they did. I took them to the Treasury, and the Patent Office, and the Army and Navy Department, and up into the dome of the Capitol, and into the Senate and the House, and they heard the inaugural address, and danced at the ball, and saw the ex-President and bought photographs of the new one, and tired themselves out, and are going home a party of total wrecks, but without a thing on their consciences; so I think they must have enjoyed themselves. I hope so. I didn’t. I don’t grudge them anything; but it is the ninetieth time I have been through the Treasury, and the twentieth time I have climbed to the dome, and the exercise has lost its freshness.”


    After he had left the room he returned, drawing from the pocket of his rather dandyfied light overcoat three small packages, which he laid on a side-table.


    “This is for Janey, and this for Jack, and this for Marjorie,” he said. “ I told them they would find them there in the morning.”


    “Thank you,” answered Bertha, as if the proceeding was one to which she was well accustomed.


    When he was fairly gone Richard Amory broke into a half laugh.


    “What a queer fellow he is!” he said.


    Bertha returned to her place by the fire, taking from the mantel a little screen of peacock feathers and shading her face with it.


    “Do you know,” she said, “that he rarely leaves the house without one of us making that remark, and yet it always has an illusive air of being entirely new.”
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