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THE SENATORS WIFE
BOOK I

CHAPTER I

Yeun, sult teara for the itter troth;
"Tiz hard, dear Lewrt, so very hard.
I sought thee In wy early yonth,
And vow I Oud thee Toele'd nod baretd,
~—HBONG OF THE LAGGARD,

Paxsox knew she would be there. He
bad enme, indeed, at a considerable profes-
gional eost, solely to see her; he had thrilled
for a weelt in antigipation.

Now, as their hands met, gshe seemed to
erush with her warm fingers the reviving
flame of their romance. So steady and cool

and curious, indeed, was the gaze he gave
(3
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4 THE SENATOR'Y WIFE

her, that she colored under it in pretty con-
fusion.
“ After so many years,” she murmured.
“Five,” said he, computing fleetly. *It

it

seetns five ages to me.  For you

“Forme? Yes. " ghie coaxed.

He smiled. “What nice little thing can
I say to you? T've been out of practice so
long. . . . In five years, I may say, you
seem only to bave passed through ihe fire
as g picce of painted porcelain does. I note
but a softening of tints. . . . You bnm
well. It's n trick of yours."

His tone was new to her, and she relished
it not. “Dwon't, please,” she said; * that is
not like you, at all. I you think I have had
no sorrow, you are tistaken; if my face tells
you that, it lies. No, don'i sneer—]1 know
what you would say. If I am not in mourn-
ing

%] had no thought of sneering,” said Pax-

13

son, gently. *1've been bred to mourn, you
may remember; don’t mention that. One
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may go to the graveyard four times and each
time drop a guarter of one's heart en the
black coffin, and yet one shall not be heart.
less. You may feel as black as crepe to-day,
but to-morrow ! Don't you see it's the birds,
and the flowers, and the air, and, and—the
blood. It's natural that grief should grow
grey."

“You talk so wisely,” she said, amiling at
him, and with lowered eyelids slowly search-
ing his face-—the old compelling manner, so
potent to him onee, so full of enchanting
memories now. * But you always did talk
wisely.”’

“] wish T could say I have always acted
H"D-.-H

“In a certain sense you hiave, and acted
well.”

“There,” he langhed, “we are launched
upon an argument which is bound to take us
to sea; but——"

He stopped bacause the shadow of a face

fell between them, and as he glanced aside,
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she hurriedly said to this shadow: * So yeu
came, my dear?” Then: © Mr. Paxson,
you remember Mr. Rogers? You must eall
upon us.” _

The shadow said * Yes," almost inandibly; ‘
and then as axson looked upon the man
befora him, the first frost of his own manner
melted in the winking of an eyelid. A thin,
tired and yellowish face, plain-shaven; a
bent back ; brilliant grey eyes set far in and
blazing out with an expression that was half
challenge and half petition; a mere wreek of
a once mobile mouth, now aquiver, aud
askew ; long arms and lank hair. So this was
Rogers. Looking from the man to his vadi-
ant mate, Paxzon drew a sharp Dbreath.
Verily here was but the shadew of a hus-
band-indeed, And she —

Both men embraced her with their eyes,
hut her own met Paxson's and his eame sud-
denly back to the face of the husband, and
oh! the pity and pathos of the expression
he saw Lhere.
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“ The senator,”” Rogers said, and then she
looked at him with a gleam of interest and
held out her hand to Paxson.

“Yes, he's here; we'll find him at once.
I'll ses you later,” she added to Paxson. “If
not, coma to us soon; come fo-wmorrow.'” |
Then she moved away, the most Iuscions
beauty he had ever seen. Her white satin
gown, fashioned with severe simplhicity,
sheathed her tall form like the white leaves
of & rose in hud. Her slender arms were
bare to the shoulder, and from her breast
floated wmists of old Mechlin, and about her
waist wound a girdle of old silver studded
with turquoise, tha long ends of which
swayed with a soft sound as she moved.

Mre. Hogers atiracted the attention of al-
most every oue in her immediate environ-
ment, and almost everybody of consequence
in Washington wus present or expected at
the White House that evening. Congress
was on, of course, and its motley membership
was sprinkled everywhere, showing bravely,



