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acts to bungle, did the perpetrator desire to enjoy the
freedom of his act. Being refined to her marrow, she
shrank from all forms of brutality, and rarely, if ever
read the details of crime in the newspapers. The sight
of blood disgusted her, although it did not turn her
famt. She kept a pistol in her bedroom; burglars
particularly of late, had entered a large number of
houses in Brabant County; but nothing would have
horrified her more than to empty its contents into the
worst of criminals.

Mechanically she had run through the list of all the
accepted forms of removing human impedimenta and
rejected them, when Dr. Anna's scientific mind, play-
ing along the surface of hers, shot in the arrow of sug-
gestion that she belonged naturally to the type of
woman that poisoned if forced to commit murder It
was bloodless, decent, and required no vulgar expendi-
ture of energy.

But healthy people, suddenly dead, were excavated
and the quarry submitted to chemical tests ; it was then—smihng brilliantly at her ardent pro-German friend
-that Mrs. Balfame recalled a rainy evening some
two years since. She and Dr. Anna had sat over the
hre m the old Steuer cottage, and the doctor, who be-
fore the war never had been interested in anything
but her friends, her science, and suffrage, had dis-
coursed upon certain untraceable poisons, had even
risen and taken down a vial from a secret cupboard
above the mantel. During the same conversation
which naturally drifted to crime. Dr. Anna had dis-
coursed upon the idiocy of doctors who poisoned with
morphia, strychnine, or paissic acid, when not only
were these organic poisons known to all scientific mem-


