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bers of the profession, but they could easily remove the

barrier to their complete happiness with cholera, small-

pox, or typhus germs, sealed within the noncommittal
capsule.

Mrs. Balfame shuddered at the mere thought of any
of these dreadful diseases, having no desire to witness

human sufferings, or to run the risk of infection, but
as she stared at Dr. Anna to-day, she made up her
mind to procure that vial of furtive poison.

So sudden 'vus this resolution and so grim its

portent that it was accompanied by unusual physical

phenomena: she brought her sound white teeth to-

gether and thrust out her strong chin ; her eyes became
fixed in a hard stare and the muscles of her face seemed
to menace her soft white skin.

Alys Crumley, the young woman who had been
sketching Mrs. Balfame instead of listening to the dis-

cussion, caught her breath and dropped her pencil.

For the moment the pretty, ultra-refined, elegant leader

of Elsinore society looked not like St. Cecelia but like

Medea. Always determined, resolute, smilingly dom-
inant, never before had she betrayed the secret pos-
sibilities of her nature.

Miss Crumley cast a glance of startled apprehension
about her, but the debate was just finished, every one
was commenting upon the splendid self-control of the

high participants, and repeating the New Yorker's last

phrase : that not civilisation but man was a failure. A
moment later Mrs. Balfame advanced to the edge of
the platform, and, with her inimitable graciousness, in-

vited the members of the Club to come forward and
meet the distinguished guest. Little Miss Alys Crum-


