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followed her to the door. Then he turned 

round to his confederatcs, and shrugged his 

shoulders. 

"Another quarrel ! " he said hopelessly. 
CHAPTER XV. 

WHICH CONTAINS NOTHING. 

'~ yo u may have talent for other ti.ings," 

Robert Allitsen said one day to Bernar

áine, '' but you certainly have no talent for 

photography. You have not made the slightest 

progress." 

'' I don't at all agreee with you," Bernardine 

answered rather peevishly. " I think I aw get

ting on very well. " 

'' You are no judge," he said. " To begin 

with you cannot focus properly. You have a 

crooked eye. I have told you that eeve::21 

times." 

"You certainly have," she put in. " You 

don't let me forget that." 

"Your photograph of that horrid little dan

seuse whom you like so much," he said, '' is 
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simply abominable. She looks likc a fury. Well, 

she may be one for all I know, butin real life she 

has not tbe appearance of one." 

, ,r think that is the best photograph I have 

done," Bernardine said, highly indignant. Shc 

could tolerate bis uppishness about subjects of 

whicb she knew far more than he did; but 

his masterfulness about a subject of which she 

really knew nothing, was more than she could 

bear with patience. He had not the tact to see 

that she was irritated. 

" I don't know about it berng tbe best," be 

said, "unless it is the best specimen of your in

experience. Looked at from that point of view, lt 

d.oes stand first." 

s:.ie flushed crimson with temper. 

"Nothing is easier tban to make fuu of others," 

sbe said fiercely. "lt is the resource of the igno

rant." 
Tben, after the fashion ·of angry women, bav

ing said her say, sbe stalked away. If there bad 

been a door to b:mg, she wonlrl certainly have 
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banged it. Howevcr, she did who,t she coutcl 

under the circumstances: she pushed a curtain 

roughly aside, and passed into thc concert-room, 

where every night of tbe season's six montl.Js, a 

scratchy string orcbestra entertained the Kurhaus 

guests. She left the Disagreeable l\lan standing 

in the passage. 

"Dear me," he said thoughtfully. And ht 

stroked his chin. Then he trudged slowly up to 

bis room. 

"Dear me," he said once more. 

Arrived in bis bedroom, he began toread. But 

after a few minutes he shut bis book, took the 

lamp to the looking-glass and brushed bis hair. 

Then he put on a black coat and a white silk tie. 

There was a speck of dust on the coat. He care

fully removed that, and then extinguished the 

lamp. 

On bis way down stairs he met Marie, who 

gazed at him in astonishment. It was quite 

unusual for him to be seen again when he had 

once come up from table-d'hote. She noticed the 
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do as you like, but the usual custom is to pour 

it inside the cup." 

They both laughed, and the good understand

inrr between them was cemented again. 
l:> 

"You are certainly getting better," he said 

suddenly. "I should not be surprised if you 

were able to write a book after all. Not tilJ.~ a 

new book is wanted. There are too many books 

as it is ; and not enough people to dust them. 

Still, it is not probable that you would be con

siderate enough to remember that. You will 

write your book." 

Bernardine shook her head. 

"I don't seem to care now," she said. "I 
think I could now he content wi~h a quieter and 

more useful part." 

"You will write your book," he continue{~ 

"Now listen to me. Whatever else you may de, 

don't make your characters hold long discussions 

with each other. In real life, people do not talk 

four pages at a time without stopping. Also, if 

you bring to~ether two dever roen, don't make 
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thém talk cleverly. Clever people do not. It is l 
only the stupid ones who think they must talk 

cleverly ali the time. And don·t detain your 

reader too long : if you must have a sunset, let it 
( 

be a short one. I could give you many more { 

hints wh'.Jh would be useful to you," 

"But why not use your own hints for your

self ? " she suggested. 

"That would be sel:fi.sh of me," he said sol

emnly." "l wish you t,o profit by them." 

"You are learning to be unsel:fi.sh at a very 

rapid rate," Bernardine said. 

At that moment Mrs. Reffold carne into the 

breakfast-room, and, seeing Bernardine, gave her 

a stiff bow. 

"I thought you and Mrs. Reffold were such 

friends, " Robert .A.llitsen said. 

Bernardine then t.old him of her last interview 

with i)lrs. Reffold. 

"Well, if you feel uncomfortable, it is as it 

should be," he said. '' I don't see what business 

you had to point out to l\Irs. Reffold her duty I 
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dare say she knows it quite well, though she may 

not choose to do it. I am sure I should resent it, 

if any one pointed out my duty to me. Every 

one knows his own duty. And it is his own áf

fair whether or not he does it." 

"I wonder if you are right," Bernardine said. 

, , I never meant to presume ; but her indifference 

had exasperated me.'' 

" ,, Why should you be exasperated about other 

people's affairs?" he said. "And why interfere 

at all?" 

, , Being interested is not the same as being 

interfering," she replied qu:ckly. 

"It is difficult to ~e the one without being 

the other," he said. '' It requires a genius. 

There is a genius for being sympathetic as well 

as a genius for being good. And geniuses are 

few." 

"Bnt I knew one," Bernardine said. " There 

was a friend to whom in the first days of my 

troullle I turned for sympathy. When others 

only irritated, she could soothe. She had only 
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to come into my room, and ali was well with 

me." 

There were tears in Bernardine's eyes as she 

spoke. 

"Wc. ," said the Disagreeable Man kindly, 

'' and where is your genius now." 

"She went away, she and hers," Bernardine 

said. "And that was the end of that chapter." 

"Poor little child," he said, half to himself. 

'' Don't I, too, know something about the ending 

of such a chapter ? " 

But Bernardine did not hear him; she was 

thinking of her frieud. She was thi.nking, as 

we all think, that those to whom in our suffering 
1 we turn for sympath)', become hallowed beiugs. 

Saints they may not be ; but for want of a ) 

better name, saints they are to ns, gracious and 

lovely presences. The great time Eternity, the 

great space Death, could not rob them of tl.J.eir 

saintship ; for they were canonized byour bitterest 

tears. 

She was aroused from her revery by the Dis-
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«Ah, Miss Holmc, '' she sn.id, "l havc received 

an exquisitc report from tbe Doctor." 

" Your are looking cver so well," Bernardine 

said. «Am1 the loYe-making with the Spanish 

gentleman gocs on wcll, too?" 

"A.ch!" was the merry answer. "That is your 

im·entoryl I am quite indolent to him!" 

At that morncnt the Spanish gentleman came 

out of tbe Kurhaus flower-shop, witb a bcautifnl 

bouquet of flowers. 

" ~fademoiselle," he said, handing them to 
Fraulein :Muller, and at the same time putting 

his hand to his heart. He had not noticed Ber

nardiuc at first, aud when he saw her, he became 

somewhat confused. She smiled at them both, 

and escaped into thc flower-shop, which was sit

uated in one of the covered passages connecting 

the mother-building with thé dependencies. Herr 

Schmidt, the gardener, was making a wreath. 

His favorite companion, a saffron cat, was play

ing with the wire. Schmidt was rather an ill

tempered man, but he liked Bernardine. 
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"I have put these violets aside for you, Frau

lein," he said, in bis sulky way, "I meant to 
have sent them to your room, but have been in

terrupted in my work." 

"Yo u spoil me with your gifts," she said. 

'' You spoil my cat with the milk," he replied, 

looking up from bis work. 

'' Tbat is a beautiful wreath you are making, 

Herr Schmidt," she said. "Who has died '? 

Any one in the Kurhaus ? " 

"No, Fraulein. But I ought to keep my door 

locked wben I make these wreaths. People get 

frightened, and think they, too, are going to die. 

Shall you be frightened, I wonder ? " 

"No, I believe not," sbe answered as she took 

possession of her violets, and stroked the 

saffron cat. " But I am glad no one has died 

here." 

" It is for a young, beautiful lady," he said. 

"Sbe was in the Kurhaus two years ago. I 

liked her. So I aro taking extra pains. She 

<lid not care for the flowers to be wired. Sol 
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am trying my best without ihe wirn. But it ís 

difficnlt." 

Shc left him to his work, and went away, think

ing. Ali thc time she had now been in Petershof 

had not sufficed to make her indifferent to the 

sadness of her slll'roundings. In vain the Disa

grecable Man's preachings, in vain her own rea

sonings with herself. 

These people here who suffered, and faded, 

and passed away, who were they to her ? 

Why should tbe faintest shadow steal across 

her soul on acconnt of them ? 

There was no reason. And still she felt for 

ihem ali, she who in the old days would have 

tbought it waste of time to spare a moment's 

reflection on anything so unimportant as the 

sufferings of an individual human being. 

And the bridge between her former and her 

present self was her own illness. 

What dull-minded sheep we must all be, how 

lacking in the very elements of imagination, since 

we are only able to learn by personal experience 
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of grief and suflering, something about thc 

suffering and grief of others ! 

Yea, how the dogs must wonder at us : those 

dogs who know when we are in pain or trouble, 

and nestle nearer to us. 

So Bernardine reached her own door. She 

heard her name called, and, turning round, saw 

Mrs. Reffold. There was a scared look on her 

beautiful face. 

"Miss Holme," she said, "I have been sent 

for-I dare n't go to him alone-I want you-he 

is worse. I am--" 

Bernardine took her hand, and the two women 

hurried away in silence. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

WHEN THE SOUL KNOWS ITS OWN RE~IORSE. 

BERNARDINE had seen Mr. Reffold the 
previous day. She had sat by his si ele 

and held his hand. He had smiled at her many 

times, but he only spoke once. 

'Little Brick," he whispered-for his voice 

had become nothing but a whisper-" I remem

ber all you told me. God bless you. But what 

a long time it does take to die." 

But that was yesterday. 

The lane had come to an cnding at last, ancl 

Mr. Reffold lay dead. 

They bore him to the little mortuary chapel. 

And Bernardine stayed with Mrs. Reffold, who 

seemed afraid to be alone. She clung to Ber

nardine's hand. 

" No, no," she said exciterlly, " you must not 
174 
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gol I can't bear to be alone: you must stay 

with me." 

She expressecl no sorrow, no regret. She did 

not even speak his name. She just sat nursing 

her beautiful face. 

Once or twice Bernardine tried to slip away. 

This waiting about was a strain on her, and shc 

felt that she was doing no good. 

But each time Mrs. Reffold looked up ancl prc
vented her. 

"No, no," she said. "I can't bear myself 

without you. I must have you near me. Why 

shonld you lea ve me?" 

So Bernardine lingerecl. She tried to read a 

book which lay on the table. She counted the 

lines and dots on the wall-paper. She thought 

abont the dead man ; and about the living 

woman. She had pitied him; but whcn she 

looked at the stricken face of his wife, Bernar

dine's whole heart rose up in pity for her. Re

morse would come, although it might not remain 

long. The soul would see itself face to face for 
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one brief moment; and then forget its own like

ness. 
But for the moment-what a weight of sufl'er

ing, what a whole century of agony! 

Bernardine grew very tender for Mrs. Reffold; 

she bent over the sofa, and fondled the beautiful 

face. 
, , l\Irs. Reffold--" she whispered. 

That was all she said : but it was enough. 

)lrs. Reffold burst into an agony of tears. 

. ' Oh, Miss Holme," she sobbed, '' and I was 

not even kind to him! .And now it is too late. 

How can I ever bear myself? " 
And then it was that the soul knew its own 

remorse. 

CH.APTER XVII. 

A RETURN TO OLD PASTURES. 

SHE had left him alone and neglected for 

whole hours when he was alive. .And now 

when he was dead, and it probably mattered 

little to him where he was laid, it was some time 

before she could make up her mind to leave him 

in the lonely little Petershof cemetery . 

" It will be so dreary for hirn there," she said 

to the Doctor. 

'' Not so dreary as you made it for him here," 
thought the Doctor. 

But he did not say that, he just urged her 

quietly to have her husband buried in Petershof; 

and she yielded. 

So they laid him to rest in the dreary 

cemetery. 

Bernardine went to the funeral, much against 

the Disagreeable Man's wish. 
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