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BOOK I CHAPTER I. WHAT'S IN HEREDITY
Honora Leffingwell is the original name of our heroine. She was born in the last quarter of the Nineteenth Century, at
Nice, in France, and she spent the early years of her life in St. Louis, a somewhat conservative old city on the banks of
the Mississippi River. Her father was Randolph Leffingwell, and he died in the early flower of his manhood, while
filling with a grace that many remember the post of United States Consul at Nice. As a linguist he was a phenomenon,
and his photograph in the tortoise-shell frame proves indubitably, to anyone acquainted with the fashions of 1870, that
he was a master of that subtlest of all arts, dress. He had gentle blood in his veins, which came from Virginia through
Kentucky in a coach and six, and he was the equal in appearance and manners of any duke who lingered beside classic
seas.
Honora has often pictured to herself a gay villa set high above the curving shore, the amethyst depths shading into
emerald, laced with milk-white foam, the vivid colours of the town, the gay costumes; the excursions, the dinner-parties
presided over by the immaculate young consul in three languages, and the guests chosen from the haute noblesse of
Europe. Such was the vision in her youthful mind, added to by degrees as she grew into young-ladyhood and
surreptitiously became familiar with the writings of Ouida and the Duchess, and other literature of an educating
cosmopolitan nature.
Honora's biography should undoubtedly contain a sketch of Mrs. Randolph Leffingwell. Beauty and dash and a
knowledge of how to seat a table seem to have been the lady's chief characteristics; the only daughter of a carefully
dressed and carefully, preserved widower, likewise a linguist,--whose super-refined tastes and the limited straits to
which he, the remaining scion of an old Southern family, had been reduced by a gentlemanly contempt for money, led
him 'to choose Paris rather than New York as a place of residence. One of the occasional and carefully planned trips to
the Riviera proved fatal to the beautiful but reckless Myrtle Allison. She, who might have chosen counts or dukes from
the Tagus to the Danube, or even crossed the Channel; took the dashing but impecunious American consul, with a faith
in his future that was sublime. Without going over too carefully the upward path which led to the post of their country's
representative at the court of St. James, neither had the slightest doubt that Randolph Leffingwell would tread it.
It is needless to dwell upon the chagrin of Honora's maternal grandfather, Howard Allison Esquire, over this turn of
affairs, this unexpected bouleversement, as he spoke of it in private to his friends in his Parisian club. For many years
he had watched the personal attractions of his daughter grow, and a brougham and certain other delights not to be
mentioned had gradually become, in his mind, synonymous with old age. The brougham would have on its panels the
Allison crest, and his distinguished (and titled) son-in-law would drop in occasionally at the little apartment on the
Boulevard Haussmann. Alas, for visions, for legitimate hopes shattered forever! On the day that Randolph Leffingwell
led Miss Allison down the aisle of the English church the vision of the brougham and the other delights faded. Howard

Allison went back to his club.
Three years later, while on an excursion with Sir Nicholas Baker and a merry party on the Italian aide, the horses
behind which Mr. and Mrs. Leffingwell were driving with their host ran away, and in the flight managed to precipitate
the vehicle, and themselves, down the side of one of the numerous deep valleys of the streams seeking the
Mediterranean. Thus, by a singular caprice of destiny Honors was deprived of both her parents at a period which--some
chose to believe--was the height of their combined glories. Randolph Leffingwell lived long enough to be taken back to
Nice, and to consign his infant daughter and sundry other unsolved problems to his brother Tom.
Brother Tom--or Uncle Tom, as we must call him with Honora--cheerfully accepted the charge. For his legacies in life
had been chiefly blessings in disguise. He was paying teller of the Prairie Bank, and the thermometer registered
something above 90 deg. Fahrenheit on the July morning when he stood behind his wicket reading a letter from
Howard Allison, Esquire, relative to his niece. Mr. Leffingwell was at this period of his life forty-eight, but the habit he
had acquired of assuming responsibilities and burdens seemed to have had the effect of making his age indefinite. He
was six feet tall, broad-shouldered, his mustache and hair already turning; his eyebrows were a trifle bushy, and his
eyes reminded men of one eternal and highly prized quality--honesty. They were blue grey. Ordinarily they shed a light
which sent people away from his window the happier without knowing why; but they had been known, on rare
occasions, to flash on dishonesty and fraud like the lightnings of the Lord. Mr. Isham, the president of the bank, coined
a phrase about him. He said that Thomas Leffingwell was constitutionally honest.
Although he had not risen above the position of paying teller, Thomas Leffingwell had a unique place in the city of his
birth; and the esteem in which he was held by capitalists and clerks proves that character counts for something. On his
father's failure and death he had entered the Prairie Bank, at eighteen, and never left it. If he had owned it, he could not
have been treated by the customers with more respect. The city, save for a few notable exceptions, like Mr. Isham,
called him Mr. Leffingwell, but behind his back often spoke of him as Tom.
On the particular hot morning in question, as he stood in his seersucker coat reading the unquestionably pompous letter
of Mr. Allison announcing that his niece was on the high seas, he returned the greetings of his friends with his usual
kindness and cheer. In an adjoining compartment a long-legged boy of fourteen was busily stamping letters.
"Peter," said Mr. Leffingwell, "go ask Mr. Isham if I may see him."
It is advisable to remember the boy's name. It was Peter Erwin, and he was a favourite in the bank, where he had been
introduced by Mr. Leffingwell himself. He was an orphan and lived with his grandmother, an impoverished old lady
with good blood in her veins who boarded in Graham's Row, on Olive Street. Suffice it to add, at this time, that he
worshipped Mr. Leffingwell, and that he was back in a twinkling with the information that Mr. Isham was awaiting
him.
The president was seated at his desk. In spite of the thermometer he gave no appearance of discomfort in his frock-coat.
He had scant, sandy-grey whiskers, a tightly closed and smooth-shaven upper lip, a nose with-a decided ridge, and
rather small but penetrating eyes in which the blue pigment had been used sparingly. His habitual mode of speech was
both brief and sharp, but people remarked that he modified it a little for Tom Leffingwell.
"Come in, Tom," he said. "Anything the matter?"
"Mr. Isham, I want a week off, to go to New York."
The request, from Tom Leffingwell, took Mr. Isham's breath. One of the bank president's characteristics was an
extreme interest in the private affairs of those who came within his zone of influence and especially when these affairs
evinced any irregularity.
"Randolph again?" he asked quickly.
Tom walked to the window, and stood looking out into the street. His voice shook as he answered:

"Ten days ago I learned that my brother was dead, Mr. Isham."
The president glanced at the broad back of his teller. Mr. Isham's voice was firm, his face certainly betrayed no feeling,
but a flitting gleam of satisfaction might have been seen in his eye.
"Of course, Tom, you may go," he answered.
Thus came to pass an event in the lives of Uncle Tom and Aunt Mary, that journey to New York (their first) of two
nights and two days to fetch Honora. We need not dwell upon all that befell them. The first view of the Hudson, the
first whiff of the salt air on this unwonted holiday, the sights of this crowded city of wealth,--all were tempered by the
thought of the child coming into their lives. They were standing on the pier when the windows were crimson in the
early light, and at nine o'clock on that summer's morning the Albania was docked, and the passengers came crowding
down the gang-plank. Prosperous tourists, most of them, with servants and stewards carrying bags of English design
and checked steamer rugs; and at last a ruddy-faced bonne with streamers and a bundle of ribbons and laces--Honora-Honora, aged eighteen months, gazing at a subjugated world.
"What a beautiful child! exclaimed a woman on the pier."
Was it instinct or premonition that led them to accost the bonne?
"Oui, Leffingwell!" she cried, gazing at them in some perplexity. Three children of various sizes clung to her skirts, and
a younger nurse carried a golden-haired little girl of Honora's age. A lady and gentleman followed. The lady was
beginning to look matronly, and no second glance was required to perceive that she was a person of opinion and
character. Mr. Holt was smaller than his wife, neat in dress and unobtrusive in appearance. In the rich Mrs. Holt, the
friend of the Randolph Leffingwells, Aunt Mary was prepared to find a more vapidly fashionable personage, and had
schooled herself forthwith.
"You are Mrs. Thomas Leffingwell?" she asked. "Well, I am relieved." The lady's eyes, travelling rapidly over Aunt
Mary's sober bonnet and brooch and gown, made it appear that these features in Honora's future guardian gave her the
relief in question. "Honora, this is your aunt."
Honora smiled from amidst the laces, and Aunt Mary, only too ready to capitulate, surrendered. She held out her arms.
Tears welled up in the Frenchwoman's eyes as she abandoned her charge.
"Pauvre mignonne!" she cried.
But Mrs. Holt rebuked the nurse sharply, in French,--a language with which neither Aunt Mary nor Uncle Tom was
familiar. Fortunately, perhaps. Mrs. Holt's remark was to the effect that Honora was going to a sensible home.
"Hortense loves her better than my own children," said that lady.
Honora seemed quite content in the arms of Aunt Mary, who was gazing so earnestly into the child's face that she did
not at first hear Mrs. Holt's invitation to take breakfast with them on Madison Avenue, and then she declined politely.
While grossing on the steamer, Mrs. Holt had decided quite clearly in her mind just what she was going to say to the
child's future guardian, but there was something in Aunt Mary's voice and manner which made these remarks seem
unnecessary--although Mrs. Holt was secretly disappointed not to deliver them.
"It was fortunate that we happened to, be in Nice at the time," she said with the evident feeling that some explanation
was due. "I did not know poor Mrs. Randolph Leffingwell very--very intimately, or Mr. Leffingwell. It was such a
sudden--such a terrible affair. But Mr. Holt and I were only too glad to do what we could."
"We feel very grateful to you," said Aunt Mary, quietly.
Mrs. Holt looked at her with a still more distinct approval, being tolerably sure that Mrs. Thomas Leffingwell

understood. She had cleared her skirts of any possible implication of intimacy with the late Mrs. Randolph, and done so
with a master touch.
In the meantime Honora had passed to Uncle Tom. After securing the little trunk, and settling certain matters with Mr.
Holt, they said good-by to her late kind protectors, and started off for the nearest street-cars, Honora pulling Uncle
Tom's mustache. More than one pedestrian paused to look back at the tall man carrying the beautiful child, bedecked
like a young princess, and more than one passenger in the street cars smiled at them both.
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