





Table of Contents


About the Author
Title Page
Copyright Page
Introduction


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13


CONCLUSION
THE STORY OF PENGUIN CLASSICS
CLICK ON A CLASSIC

PENGUIN[image: 001]CLASSICS
DEMOCRACY
HENRY ADAMS was born in 1838 into one of the oldest and most distinguished families in Boston, a family which had produced two American presidents. Adams used his advantages of birth and education to pursue a wide-ranging variety of intellectual interests during the course of his life. Functioning both in the world of practical men and affairs (as a journalist and an assistant to his father, who was an American diplomat in Washington and London) and in the world of ideas (as a prolific writer, the editor of the prestigious North American Review, and a professor of European and American history at Harvard), Adams was one of the few men of his era who attempted to understand art, thought, culture, and history as a single complex force field of interacting energies. His two masterworks in this dazzling effort are Mont Saint Michel and Chartres and The Education of Henry Adams, published one after the other in 1904 and 1907. Taken together they may be read as Adams’s spiritual autobiography—two monumental volumes in which he attempts to bring together into a vast synthesis all of his knowledge of politics, economics, psychology, science, philosophy, art, and literature in order to attempt to understand the individual’s place in history and society. They constitute one of the greatest historical and philosophical meditations on the human condition in all of literature.
EARL N. HARBERT is an independent writer and editor who has studied and written about American literature and culture. For fifty years, he has pursued a special interest in the Adams family of Massachusetts, four generations of whom have inspired his essays and books. He lives in Naples, Florida.
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Introduction
Even before the United States had a written constitution (1787), the struggling nation could already boast a richly talented body of political writers and critics. Most influential of this group was the shrewd Englishman Thomas Paine, who eventually spent his life tracing the rich vein of Western democratic thought as it found expression in first the American and then the French revolutions. Everywhere, Paine was the man on the spot, and a man never slow to tell the truth as he saw it being made.
In America, for example, Paine was the first to argue the case for independence in the plain language of his popular pamphlet Common Sense (1775). Written to be discussed in homes and taverns, by farmers and artisans who often lacked the real skills of literacy, this pamphlet addressed social and political questions with blunt directness and a sense of urgency: “Society, in every state, is a blessing. Government, even in its best sense, is a necessary evil.” From its beginnings, American political commentary would favor definitions of both forces and influences that pointed to stark differences and sharp contrasts. Whether the contest existed between our nation and the King of England or between geographic sectors of the emerging United States, the continuing political drama assumed the importance of combat, sometimes between men or women, political parties, armies in the field, but always treated in the same idiom favored by Paine—as the extremes of good and evil.
To George Washington, John Adams, and the other Founders, Thomas Paine and Common Sense played a welcome part—but only a part—in establishing the new nation. The Adams family itself was instrumental in charting the course of the new nation. After Washington’s terms as president, John Adams was next to serve, followed in the family by his eldest son, John Quincy Adams, sixth president of the United States. Two generations later, another Adams family heir, Henry Brooks Adams, took the familiar path from Boston and Quincy to Harvard College, and then to politics as practiced in Washington, D.C. For four generations, the Adamses retained their important place in national politics. But for Henry, his appropriate role had become that of observer and critic, rather than actor, in the political drama.
By the time Henry sat down to write Democracy, the Civil War was long over and the nation had experienced its colorful postwar festival called “The Gilded Age.” Mark Twain and Charles Dudley Warner used that phrase for the title of their humorous novel (subtitle: “A Tale of To-day”), which appeared in 1873. Adams knew that volume but felt that it left behind plenty of scandal about the Grant administration that demanded trenchant criticism. He had established residence in Washington, directly across Lafayette Park from the White House, the symbolic home of his grandfather and great-grandfather. He knew what went on there, as did his wife, Marian. Henry was engaged in writing his monumental History of the Administrations of Jefferson and Madison (1889- 1891), but he believed he could also find time to compose a short novel, as a diversion for himself and his wife, who would contribute details of dress, manners, etc., as well as timely gossip about Washington society. Both Adamses found their collaboration congenial, but neither wanted to be known as “author” of the novel, which was published anonymously in 1880. Its secret authorship would not be formally revealed to the general public until the book was reprinted in 1925, seven years after Henry’s death.
Adams’s secret authorship pleased him not only because it served to protect his reputation as a serious historian but also because it kept him free of the political notoriety surrounding Democracy in England and America. The novel’s authorship became for Adams and his friends something of a private joke, played upon in letters to John Hay, who shared the secret. But another part of Adams sought tangible results from the book: he hoped for a wide readership that could effect political reform. In 1885 an impatient author declared, “My experiment has failed.” Yet by 1905, he had found cause to brag about the only work of his to achieve widespread popularity. (The Education of Henry Adams, a best seller in 1919, was not yet published.) Until the time of his death, Adams insisted that each of his books, including Democracy, had been written as an experimental test of his readers.
The reading public certainly had mattered to the author when Democracy first appeared, offering a fictional treatment of recent post-Civil War politics in Washington. The book analyzed the American political situation of Adams’s own day almost schematically, for the benefit of both his heroine and the reader, who shares in her political education throughout. The story combines Madeleine Lee’s search to find the real meaning of democracy with a conventional tale of romance—a contest for Madeleine’s hand waged between two political men of sharply contrasting types: Ratcliffe, the modern politician who wields the power to make government work; and Carrington, the old-fashioned Southern statesman, now left without political position or power—a political idealist rather than a pragmatist. Madeleine arrives in Washington having already rejected the sterile intellectual atmosphere of Boston and the crass business life of New York. She has also suffered the death of her husband and of their only child; now at the age of thirty she feels herself to be as hard and as unyielding as “pure steel.” She is ready to undertake a new and far more ambitious role at the center of American politics: “What she wanted was POWER.”
Drawn like Henry Adams himself to Washington, the seat of power, Madeleine discovers that her best opportunity to exercise real political power is represented by the prospect of a marriage to Senator Silas P. Ratcliffe, who in the course of the book becomes secretary of the treasury and who leaves no doubt about his ambition to be president. Intelligent, wealthy, and attractive, Madeleine soon finds herself sinking deeper and deeper into politics; she begins as an observer and quickly becomes a participant, a key figure in the developing political drama. What at first seems a dispassionate study of power, carried out in a detached spirit of intellectual curiosity, soon threatens to destroy her emotional and intellectual stability, and even her basic moral nature. For Madeleine, the price of political education is high, perhaps too high.
The moral and political hero of Democracy is John Carrington, an impoverished Southerner who first appears defeated and politically powerless in post-Civil War Washington, but who, despite temptations, remains throughout a man of principle. He is simply not for sale in a world where other men are readily bought and delivered. Carrington is a loyal Virginian but never a secessionist; he is a former Confederate soldier who fought bravely for his region and political beliefs but never for the cause of slavery. Carrington is, in short, a noble representative of the Old South—the South of George Washington and Mount Vernon. Because of his rigid adherence to the old code of personal principles, he now seems to be politically impotent. Yet even when he appears to be beaten by Ratcliffe’s skillful maneuvering, Carrington retains power enough to move Madeleine Lee. His letter revealing that Ratcliffe has accepted a political bribe forces Madeleine to comprehend the true nature of her suitor: Ratcliffe’s lack of all moral principles—personal and political—determines her rejection of power. A clear-sighted realism has defeated romance.
Throughout the book, Adams insists that the older American values—such as personal principles—should not be forgotten in the post-Civil War frenzy. Writing as a historian turned novelist, Adams shows that the fullest possible understanding of the past, including the human origins of character and action, still provides the most useful key to the present and the future. Here, political drama is acted out by characters who help us to measure how much American society has changed. Ratcliffe, Carrington’s rival, represents not New England, where he was born, but his present home on the western frontier, where new political power is emerging. This “Prairie Giant of Peonia” now stands ready to dominate the whole of the Republic. Again, a contrast in moral character between the Southern idealist and Western pragmatist works (together with a somewhat mechanical manipulation of setting) to establish Adams’s point: the South that only recently had presented itself as an enemy to the Union now seems to offer the best hope for a much-needed renaissance in American political life.
The contest for the hand of the heroine thus becomes a struggle to determine the future of the American nation. Madeleine Lee’s problem—to perceive and understand the moral and psychological makeup of her two suitors—defines an attempt by the novelist to evaluate the historical significance of the societies that Carrington and Ratcliffe represent.
Adams shows how Madeleine cannot simply be told the truth; she must be made to see for herself. Only gradually can she gain personal understanding and arrive finally at a correct estimate of Ratcliffe:
The audacity of the man would have seemed sublime if she had felt sure that he knew the difference between good and evil, between a lie and the truth; but the more she saw of him, the surer she was that his courage was mere moral paralysis, and that he talked about virtue and vice as a man who is color-blind talks about red and green; he did not see them as she saw them; if left to choose for himself he would have nothing to guide him. Was it politics that had caused this atrophy of the moral senses by disuse?

At this point in the novel, for the reader as much as for Madeleine, the ironic characterization of “The Prairie Giant of Peonia” has done its work. Ratcliffe provides Henry Adams the affirmative answer to the questions that Madeleine asks.
Ratcliffe’s greatest political power derives from a confident analysis of other men, his understanding of their motives, and from a pragmatic skill in managing their actions to suit his interests. Within the limits of politics, he is successful, even in manipulating a president. Yet, because he is morally “color-blind,” he badly misjudges both Carrington and Sybil (Madeleine’s sister) and underestimates their power to protect Madeleine precisely because their motives are not political. In a climactic scene, Ratcliffe encounters Madeleine alone, and, exerting all his charm and magnetic fascination, he offers her the highest prize of which he can conceive, the greatest within his own system of purely political values: to become the wife of a future president and the most powerful woman in the country. But Madeleine is not tempted. Her determined rejection shows the reader a different set of values—one totally alien to Ratcliffe’s life and thought: “Mr. Ratcliffe, I am not to be bought.”
Madeleine has renounced her ambition for power. She joins with Carrington and Sybil in actively affirming traditional moral principles. Defeated by this alliance of past and present, Ratcliffe suddenly loses his famous self-control. As he confronts a failure caused by his own misjudgment of human nature, Ratcliffe cannot maintain his personal balance, and he creates a scandalous public scene, destined to end his career, by scuffling with a foreign diplomat on a public street. Like his hopes for marriage to Mrs. Lee, his chances for the presidency are dashed. Again, the derangement of Ratcliffe’s faculties shows itself in a crucial interview with Madeleine: he twice calls the heroine a “heartless coquette,” and in that epithet Adams’s sense of irony finds its strongest voice. Ratcliffe’s evaluation provides a final proof of his moral color blindness—his inability to interpret human actions apart from political motives—and no label could be less appropriate to the sympathetic character of Madeleine Lee that the novelist has so carefully developed. Already Madeleine has demonstrated “heart” by sacrificing her romantic interest in Carrington to Sybil; now her denial of the opportunity to wield future power constitutes a conclusive rejection of Ratcliffe on the very grounds of her heart—a heart that must be reckoned much larger than his.
Finally, the best chance for Madeleine Lee’s future represents Adams’s hope for his public as well. Readers who share her point of view are the voters who should ponder Adams’s message: like Madeleine, this public must first learn to judge political men (and women) as they really are, not as they claim to be. Here, the readers are moved toward a rejection of merely pragmatic political values by the author’s inclusion in the novel of figures who do represent higher personal standards—for example, such characters as Nathan Gore and Carrington himself, both of whom embody older principles of personal honor and high moral conduct.
Using the contrast between Ratcliffe and Carrington, the novelist manages to build a strong case against the corrupting forces of change that, by 1880, had perverted an older American politics of principle. “The Prairie Giant of Peonia” is destroyed by his own overweening ambition; his object never grows beyond the selfish desire to exercise a crude domination over the country and over Mrs. Lee as well. Unlike the admirable Carrington, Ratcliffe is the mere creature of a political party, lacking every vestige of independence. When Madeleine inquires of him, “Have you never refused to go with your party?” “Never!” is Ratcliffe’s firm reply. This corrupting obeisance to party provides Ratcliffe with a convenient excuse for immoral actions. Attempting to explain away his part in a bribe, for example, he tells Madeleine that he has acted not upon his own judgment but out of a disciplined fealty to party leaders: “Their declaration, as the responsible heads of the organization, that certain action on my part was essential to the interests of the party, satisfied me.”
Yet such pragmatic opportunism could not satisfy Henry Adams. He underscores his objections to Ratcliffe’s stand by setting this display of modern corruption against an older ideal of duty, showing that Ratcliffe lacks not only all knowledge of the true “springs of action” in men unlike himself, but the willingness to search out his own motives as well. The modern politician has lost all sense of personal accountability for his actions: “Like most men in the same place, he did not stop to cast up both columns of his account with the party, nor to ask himself the questions that lay at the heart of his grievance: How far had he served his party and how far himself?” To an Adams, self-restraint and self-control were as important in personal behavior as any political balance of powers was in national government.
In contrasting Carrington to Ratcliffe, the novelist makes good use of his opportunity to demonstrate the vitality of Adams family ideas. Although the Southerner’s lack of financial independence limits his freedom, because he cannot flee from Washington and politics altogether, he never becomes a mere slave to party, nor is he willing (any more than the wealthier Madeleine, once she sees the light) to be bribed by Ratcliffe. Geographically, Carrington’s ideals and principles are lost in Washington life but effectively recovered in the scenes set at Mount Vernon and Arlington; they are the principles of George Washington and the Constitution, of Lee and the Southerners who fought in the Civil War out of duty to their states but not in defense of slavery. As Adams portrays him, Carrington represents the frail surviving hope for a renaissance of idealism in American politics, and for a better national future. His suit for Madeleine never appears to be strong alongside Ratcliffe’s, but his single attempt at action proves decisive enough to educate—if not to captivate—the elusive heroine. Still, at the end of the story Ratcliffe remains in power in Washington, and Adams’s pessimistic judgment on democracy has not been overturned.
More than any other single character, the heroine expresses the conviction of Henry Adams. “ ‘I want to go to Egypt,’ said Madeleine, still smiling faintly. ‘Democracy has shaken my nerves to pieces. Oh, what rest it would be to live in the Great Pyramid and look out for ever at the polar star!’” Mingled suggestions of disappointment and hope in this concluding speech show us something of the complexity of the author’s judgment. Because Madeleine Lee, unlike Ratcliffe, remains introspective, she cannot escape from complications. Unlike sister Sybil,
She had not known the recesses of her own heart. She had honestly supposed that Sybil’s interests and Sybil’s happiness were forcing her to an act of self-sacrifice; and now she saw that in the depths of her soul very different motives had been at work: ambition, thirst for power, restless eagerness to meddle in what did not concern her, blind longing to escape from the torture of watching other women with full lives and satisfied instincts, while her own life was hungry and sad.

For Madeleine, no end to such complication seems clear. Instead her introspective habit has brought a bitter reward: “. . . the worst was not in that disappointment [of ambitions], but in the discovery of her own weakness and self-deception.”
Just as she becomes aware of her own complex nature, so Madeleine Lee also finds that the outside world no longer seems so simple nor the guides to personal action well marked. For Mrs. Lee, political questions have been complicated by both the romantic attraction she feels toward Ratcliffe and her own ambition for power. For politics or society, simple reform seems all but impossible. Human nature dictates against it.
In 1880 Henry Adams echoed the truths of Thomas Paine and Common Sense: “Government, even at its best state, is a necessary evil.” After one hundred years of frenzied work, American politicians had little more to show and less to brag about in regard to social improvement. In truth, man (and woman) remained stubbornly unimprovable, despite often expressed admirable intentions to seek remedies. If the democratic truth could not be told in the language and technique of a novel, as Adams claimed, the final effect of Democracy proved less experimental or innovative than repetitive in the larger message it conveyed to readers. True to the fate of its heroine, the book insisted on an inconclusive escape as the proper moral of political involvement. Of course, like Madeleine Lee, Henry Adams had fled from the active political life that had engaged both his great-grandfather John Adams and his grandfather John Quincy Adams. So the story was his own.
After Democracy was published (to become a surprise best seller in both England and America), Henry Adams turned to a more private literature of the personal letter, as he sent advice to his ex-Harvard student Henry Cabot Lodge, who in 1881 was considering a career in politics:
I suppose every man who had looked on at the game has been struck by the remarkable way in which politics deteriorate the moral tone of everyone who mixes in them. . . . Politicians as a class must be mean as card-sharpers, turfmen, or Wall Street curbstone operators. There is no respectable industry in existence which will not average a higher morality.

Here, Adams’s mordant disapproval of political man could hardly be mistaken—even by an ex-student. Yet, as the author of Democracy might have expected, his letter provided another unteachable lesson lost: For Henry Cabot Lodge ignored the wry wisdom of his favorite Harvard mentor and entered upon a lengthy political career in the United States Senate. No irony of life was lost on Henry Adams.
EARL N. HARBERT
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For reasons which many persons thought ridiculous, Mrs. Lightfoot Lee decided to pass the winter in Washington. She was in excellent health, but she said that the climate would do her good. In New York she had troops of friends, but she suddenly became eager to see again the very small number of those who lived on the Potomac. It was only to her closest intimates that she honestly acknowledged herself to be tortured by ennui. Since her husband’s death, five years before, she had lost her taste for New York society; she had felt no interest in the price of stocks, and very little in the men who dealt in them; she had become serious. What was it all worth, this wilderness of men and women as monotonous as the brown-stone houses they lived in? In her despair she had resorted to desperate measures. She had read philosophy in the original German, and the more she read, the more she was disheartened that so much culture should lead to nothing—nothing. After talking of Herbert Spencer for an entire evening with a very literary transcendental commission-merchant, she could not see that her time had been better employed than when in former days she had passed it in flirting with a very agreeable young stock-broker; indeed, there was an evident proof to the contrary, for the flirtation might lead to something—had, in fact, led to marriage; while the philosophy could lead to nothing, unless it were perhaps to another evening of the same kind, because transcendental philosophers are mostly elderly men, usually married, and, when engaged in business, somewhat apt to be sleepy towards evening. Nevertheless Mrs. Lee did her best to turn her study to practical use. She plunged into philanthrophy, visited prisons, inspected hospitals, read the literature of pauperism and crime, saturated herself with the statistics of vice, until her mind had nearly lost sight of virtue. At last it rose in rebellion against her, and she came to the limit of her strength. This path, too, seemed to lead nowhere. She declared that she had lost the sense of duty, and that, so far as concerned her, all the paupers and criminals in New York might henceforward rise in their majesty and manage every railway on the continent. Why should she care? What was the city to her? She could find nothing in it that seemed to demand salvation. What gave peculiar sanctity to numbers? Why were a million people, who all resembled each other, any way more interesting than one person? What aspiration could she help to put into the mind of this great million-armed monster that would make it worth her love or respect? Religion? A thousand powerful churches were doing their best, and she could see no chance for a new faith of which she was to be the inspired prophet. Ambition? High popular ideals? Passion for whatever is lofty and pure? The very words irritated her. Was she not herself devoured by ambition, and was she not now eating her heart out because she could find no one object worth a sacrifice?
Was it ambition—real ambition—or was it mere restlessness that made Mrs. Lightfoot Lee so bitter against New York and Philadelphia, Baltimore and Boston, American life in general and all life in particular? What did she want? Not social position, for she herself was an eminently respectable Philadelphian by birth; her father a famous clergyman; and her husband had been equally irreproachable, a descendant of one branch of the Virginia Lees, which had drifted to New York in search of fortune, and had found it, or enough of it to keep the young man there. His widow had her own place in society which no one disputed. Though not brighter than her neighbors, the world persisted in classing her among clever women; she had wealth, or at least enough of it to give her all that money can give by way of pleasure to a sensible woman in an American city; she had her house and her carriage; she dressed well; her table was good, and her furniture was never allowed to fall behind the latest standard of decorative art. She had travelled in Europe, and after several visits, covering some years of time, had returned home, carrying in one hand, as it were, a green-gray landscape, a remarkably pleasing specimen of Corot, and in the other some bales of Persian and Syrian rugs and embroideries, Japanese bronzes and porcelain. With this she declared Europe to be exhausted, and she frankly avowed that she was American to the tips of her fingers; she neither knew nor greatly cared whether America or Europe were best to live in; she had no violent love for either, and she had no objection to abusing both; but she meant to get all that American life had to offer, good or bad, and to drink it down to the dregs, fully determined that whatever there was in it she would have, and that whatever could be made out of it she would manufacture. “I know,” said she, “that America produces petroleum and pigs; I have seen both on the steamers; and I am told it produces silver and gold. There is choice enough for any woman.”
Yet, as has been already said, Mrs. Lee’s first experience was not a success. She soon declared that New York might represent the petroleum or the pigs, but the gold of life was not to be discovered there by her eyes. Not but that there was variety enough; a variety of people, occupations, aims, and thoughts; but that all these, after growing to a certain height, stopped short. They found nothing to hold them up. She knew, more or less intimately, a dozen men whose fortunes ranged between one million and forty millions. What did they do with their money? What could they do with it that was different from what other men did? After all, it is absurd to spend more money than is enough to satisfy all one’s wants; it is vulgar to live in two houses in the same street, and to drive six horses abreast. Yet, after setting aside a certain income sufficient for all one’s wants, what was to be done with the rest? To let it accumulate was to own one’s failure; Mrs. Lee’s great grievance was that it did accumulate, without changing or improving the quality of its owners. To spend it in charity and public works was doubtless praiseworthy, but was it wise? Mrs. Lee had read enough political economy and pauper reports to be nearly convinced that public work should be public duty, and that great benefactions do harm as well as good. And even supposing it spent on these objects, how could it do more than increase and perpetuate that same kind of human nature which was her great grievance? Her New York friends could not meet this question except by falling back upon their native commonplaces, which she recklessly trampled upon, averring that, much as she admired the genius of the famous traveller, Mr. Gulliver, she never had been able, since she became a widow, to accept the Brobdingnagian doctrine that he who made two blades of grass grow where only one grew before deserved better of mankind than the whole race of politicians. She would not find fault with the philosopher had he required that the grass should be of an improved quality; “but,” said she, “I cannot honestly pretend that I should be pleased to see two New York men where I now see one; the idea is too ridiculous; more than one and a half would be fatal to me.”
Then came her Boston friends, who suggested that higher education was precisely what she wanted; she should throw herself into a crusade for universities and art-schools. Mrs. Lee turned upon them with a sweet smile. “Do you know,” said she, “that we have in New York already the richest university in America, and that its only trouble has always been that it can get no scholars even by paying for them? Do you want me to go out into the streets and waylay boys? If the heathen refuse to be converted, can you give me power over the stake and the sword to compel them to come in? And suppose you can? Suppose I march all the boys in Fifth Avenue down to the university and have them all properly taught Greek and Latin, English literature, ethics, and German philosophy. What then? You do it in Boston. Now tell me honestly what comes of it. I suppose you have there a brilliant society; numbers of poets, scholars, philosophers, statesmen, all up and down Beacon Street. Your evenings must be sparkling. Your press must scintillate. How is it that we New Yorkers never hear of it? We don’t go much into your society; but when we do, it doesn’t seem so very much better than our own. You are just like the rest of us. You grow six inches high, and then you stop. Why will not somebody grow to be a tree and cast a shadow?”
The average member of New York society, although not unused to this contemptuous kind of treatment from his leaders, retaliated in his blind, common-sense way. “What does the woman want?” he said. “Is her head turned with the Tuileries and Marlborough House? Does she think herself made for a throne? Why does she not lecture for women’s rights? Why not go on the stage? If she cannot be contented like other people, what need is there for abusing us just because she feels herself no taller than we are? What does she expect to get from her sharp tongue? What does she know, any way?”
Mrs. Lee certainly knew very little. She had read voraciously and promiscuously one subject after another. Ruskin and Taine had danced merrily through her mind, hand in hand with Darwin and Stuart Mill, Gustave Droz and Algernon Swinburne. She had even labored over the literature of her own country. She was perhaps the only woman in New York who knew something of American history. Certainly she could not have repeated the list of Presidents in their order, but she knew that the Constitution divided the government into Executive, Legislative, and Judiciary; she was aware that the President, the Speaker, and the Chief Justice were important personages, and instinctively she wondered whether they might not solve her problem; whether they were the shade trees which she saw in her dreams.
Here, then, was the explanation of her restlessness, discontent, ambition,—call it what you will. It was the feeling of a passenger on an ocean steamer whose mind will not give him rest until he has been in the engine-room and talked with the engineer. She wanted to see with her own eyes the action of primary forces; to touch with her own hand the massive machinery of society; to measure with her own mind the capacity of the motive power. She was bent upon getting to the heart of the great American mystery of democracy and government. She cared little where her pursuit might lead her, for she put no extravagant value upon life, having already, as she said, exhausted at least two lives, and being fairly hardened to insensibility in the process. “To lose a husband and a baby,” said she, “and keep one’s courage and reason, one must become very hard or very soft. I am now pure steel. You may beat my heart with a trip-hammer and it will beat the trip-hammer back again.”
Perhaps after exhausting the political world she might try again elsewhere; she did not pretend to say where she might then go, or what she should do; but at present she meant to see what amusement there might be in politics. Her friends asked what kind of amusement she expected to find among the illiterate swarm of ordinary people who in Washington represented constituencies so dreary that in comparison New York was a New Jerusalem, and Broad Street a grove of Academe. She replied that if Washington society were so bad as this, she should have gained all she wanted, for it would be a pleasure to return,—precisely the feeling she longed for. In her own mind, however, she frowned on the idea of seeking for men. What she wished to see, she thought, was the clash of interests, the interests of forty millions of people and a whole continent, centering at Washington; guided, restrained, controlled, or unrestrained and uncontrollable, by men of ordinary mould; the tremendous forces of government, and the machinery of society, at work. What she wanted was POWER.
Perhaps the force of the engine was a little confused in her mind with that of the engineer, the power with the men who wielded it. Perhaps the human interest of politics was after all what really attracted her, and, however strongly she might deny it, the passion for exercising power, for its own sake, might dazzle and mislead a woman who had exhausted all the ordinary feminine resources. But why speculate about her motives? The stage was before her, the curtain was rising, the actors were ready to enter; she had only to go quietly on among the supernumeraries and see how the play was acted and the stage effects were produced; how the great tragedians mouthed, and the stage-manager swore.
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On the first of December, Mrs. Lee took the train for Washington, and before five o’clock that evening she was entering her newly hired house on Lafayette Square. She shrugged her shoulders with a mingled expression of contempt and grief at the curious barbarism of the curtains and the wall papers, and her next two days were occupied with a life-and-death struggle to get the mastery over her surroundings. In this awful contest the interior of the doomed house suffered as though a demon were in it; not a chair, not a mirror, not a carpet, was left untouched, and in the midst of the worst confusion the new mistress sat, calm as the statue of Andrew Jackson in the square under her eyes, and issued her orders with as much decision as that hero had ever shown. Towards the close of the second day, victory crowned her forehead. A new era, a nobler conception of duty and existence, had dawned upon that benighted and heathen residence. The wealth of Syria and Persia was poured out upon the melancholy Wilton carpets; embroidered comets and woven gold from Japan and Teheran depended from and covered over every sad stuff-curtain; a strange medley of sketches, paintings, fans, embroideries, and porcelain was hung, nailed, pinned, or stuck against the wall; finally the domestic altar-piece, the mystical Corot landscape, was hoisted to its place over the parlor fire, and then all was over. The setting sun streamed softly in at the windows, and peace reigned in that redeemed house and in the heart of its mistress.
“I think it will do now, Sybil,” said she, surveying the scene.
“It must,” replied Sybil. “You haven’t a plate or a fan or colored scarf left. You must send out and buy some of these old Negro-women’s bandannas if you are going to cover anything else. What is the use? Do you suppose any human being in Washington will like it? They will think you demented.”
“There is such a thing as self-respect,” replied her sister, calmly.
Sybil—Miss Sybil Ross—was Madeleine Lee’s sister. The keenest psychologist could not have detected a single feature or quality which they had in common, and for that reason they were devoted friends. Madeleine was thirty, Sybil twenty-four. Madeleine was indescribable; Sybil was transparent. Madeleine was of medium height with a graceful figure, a well-set head, and enough golden-brown hair to frame a face full of varying expression. Her eyes were never for two consecutive hours of the same shade, but were more often blue than grey. People who envied her smile said that she cultivated a sense of humor in order to show her teeth. Perhaps they were right; but there was no doubt that her habit of talking with gesticulation would never have grown upon her unless she had known that her hands were not only beautiful but expressive. She dressed as skillfully as New York women do, but in growing older she began
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