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XIY MR.S- PAGE, BTSDPHIE KERB 
UNDERWOOD»Lw ly fickle,” she bagaa 

her cards, end 
Garrison. “You

“You are g”[ plainly shown—your husband is fair—and,
“He’s about twenty years older than , oh, yes, you’ve been rather indiscreet in after she had- 

she, I suppose. Rather a flashy, sporting various flirtations, have you not, Mrs. ^"refentiy acquired a great deal of
type. The sort of man who tells about | Kent. But perhaps you ye outgrown that. money and ,ta possession site heavily upon
getting drunk—‘spifflicated,’ he calls it j for here is a card, and she laid one down, yOU> You have not yet learned how te 
and how iiis wife behaved when he came “that show's what a jealous temperament fipC^^ jt ^ith the ease of one who hae
home. He thinks such things are humor- you have, and its nearness to this king of j gjwayH bf.,,n used to such things. But you

And they stayed and stayed—they hearts proves that you are intensely jcal- , arR trying vpry t0 live up your
went home until nearly eleven ous of your husband. 1 new possessions, and would be willing to

Lube Kent went white as a sheet. I 1 Parrifi,P your friends, your family, any-
thought for a minute she was going to ; thing> get a better social positioo-
stnke Mrs. Pace. But she never moved somPthing wil] neTer achieve.”
Mrs. Pace picked up the second pile of i suppose I am only human, but I did 
cards. My tongue was dry. We were all feel a uttle satisfaction in hearing those 
leaning forward like people at the thca-

, X slipped into that house before 1 had to “What is her husband like?" 
bow to her!

This meeting was painfully like the 
first. Mrs. Pace’s yellow hair and pene­
trating voice seemed to pervade the room.
The usual quiet, well bred air of the 
Thursday Bridge afternoons was'entirely 
dissipated. W7e all seemed to be infected 
with some latent excitement, and I, for 
my part, felt nervous and ill at ease, 
don’t think I ever enjoyed an afternoon 
at cards less in my life. It was horrid.
And of course it was all owing to this 
interloper. Edward says I ought not to 
call her that, since she was asked to join 
the club and probably thought she would 
meet women with whom she could make 
friends—her own class she doubtless ex- by. 
pected. I’m no snob and I hate snob­
bishness, but I do feel strongly that the 
word “interloper” is right and proper, and 
I told Edward so.

She talked a great deal, anyway, it seem­
ed to me. She hadn’t any children.

And then her playing! I’m not a bridge 
fiend, but I’ve had good lessons and I 
play a steady game, nothing brilliant, but 
I won three first prizes out of the six­
teen meetings last year, so that speaks 
for itself. But Mrs. Pace had evidently 
been taught by a novice or picked it up 

! out of the newspapers’ “Half Hour Les- 
; sons in Bridge.” She made misplays, 
. gave the wrong leads, talked over the 
board and was so daring in making the
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o’clock. Well, I must go; I have a hun­
dred things to do this morning. But I 
.couldn’t settle down to anything until I 
had told some one. I don’t think 111 ever 
go near a Thursday bridge again.”

“I felt that way too, Lulie,” I said. 
“But then I reflected that I” hadn’t enter­
tained the club, and the members might 
think I was trying to get out of it.’*

“That’s so,” said Lulie. “I suppose that 
applies to me too. Oh, dear—well, good-

I

plain truths told to Sally Garrison! She 
had been awfully overbearing at times 
since she got her money.

“No, you will never achieve it," repeat­
ed Mrs. Pace. “You have tried very hard 
to find acquaintances in a better eet than 
yours, but they only laugh at you. You 
find, too, that your husband will never be 
brought to sympathize with your social 
ambitions, for, though he has all the 
homely virtues, he never could be polished 
un into even • a remote likeness of a 
gentleman.”

Gasp—we all gasped. I believe the 
woman had written it out and learned it 
by heart, she said it off so pat. But she 
wnot done with Sally by any means.

“You are soon to have your life dark­
ened by the breath of serious scandal 
and will have great difficulty in proving 
yourself innocent, and will never be en­
tirely free from the taint of it. You will 
learn what it is to have those whom you 
have looked down on look down on you, 
and there—that red queen, that might be 
your daughter, I presume—well, it looks

Vi tre.
“Ah, here’s the reason of that jealousy,” 

went on Mrs. Pace. “Here’s the blonde 
woman you know has your husband’s real 
affection. And money troubles, too, you're 
having, aren’t you? There’s nothing good 
here. I’ll just go on to your future.

“Dear me, the death of a near relative, 
loss of money, the perfidy of one who 
professes to be your dearest friend. And 
there’s a lot of sickness in your family 
coming soon, among the children, I should 
judge from the cards. I really hate to 
tell you all the bad luck the cards f-ay is 
in store for you.
your husband’s affair, with that blonde 
woman, at least, and the dark man re-ap- 
pears for you.” She paused a moment and 
threw the cards together. Now, all of 
us knew that Lulie had been engaged to 
Tom Jenkins before she met Mr. Kent 
and was said to have married for pique. I 
don’t believe it, but you know how peo­
ple love to talk.

Before any one
situation with a commonplace remark as though she were to be deserted by her / 
Mrs. Pace looked up at Mise Maxwell, Han ce at the very steps of the altar.” 
who had been standing, struck dumb like That wasn’t the end. She went on and 
the rest of us during the last half of the flayed alive every woman in that dub. 
fortune. “Now I’ll tel 1 yours. Miss Max- You’d never believe the things she said, 
well, and in another way. Cut the cards, She scored Miss Grey on her vanity, and 
please, and I’ll lay them out and tell you told her she would be twice married and 
all about yourself.” twice divorced, and have two sets of

Hannah Maxwell cut the cards and twins. She ridiculed Mrs. Ten Eyck’s 
tried to act natural and say something pretensions to fine ancestry, and said 
about being afraid of such a prophetess that her family tree and her coat of arms 
of evil—it really was the kindest thing had been bought outright from some un- 
ehe could do to try to spare poor Lulie’s scrupulous genealogist. Pretending to 
confusion—and Mrs. Pace deftly laid out find all these things on the cards, too, 
a double row. the wretched falsifier 1 No little thing

“So you’re an old maid from necessity,” that had been said or done or even look- 
she said cruelly, “even though you do go ed- against her seemed to have escaped 
about and try to attract man’s attention, her and she paid us up in full. She even 
Well, it is of no use you’ll die without told me—me—that I was a hypocrite and 
a proposal You’ve had great hopes this » «<*“p, and she intimated that my hi» 
year trying to get the bachelor brother hand was not true to me. Oh, heavens, 
of an old friend of yours;*’ she glanced * almost choked.
at Mrs. Ten Eyck, “but it is no use, he is » ne»rl-'r . !
mixed up with a little stenographer down- f* a,1^rou<^ Tb'f UP “d
town.” Mrs. Ten Eyck’s eyes positively d°wn the cards and walked up to Misa 
stood out like marbles. ^axwe and said, 1 n,i so sorry, Uim

“You have not been successful in the Maxweil and every word had a 
, , . . , r n „ . v,,,,, ful emphasis, “that I cannot attend anyart you tried to follow; no one would buy P the6e deligMful meetings, but!

your work. Poor Hannah s m,matures ^ invjted to join Bishop May
are the despair of all her friends. You head,fl Ethical Culture class, which meet, 
have a fondness for the vain things of Qn Frida afternoons, and since he is my 
life, and go out a great deal and enter- cousin j feel that : onght to do it. I 
tain sometimes laying aside more serious Wjmt thank ^ for the many dé­
considérations of chanty and church b htful afternoons I have had and the 
work m order to seem to be one of the uniform kindnefla and cordiality you all 
social whirl. The church work and the bave 0gered me” 
charities,” (she pointed to two cards) And ehe flounced out of the room.
‘Svould be far more fitting to your age, For a few minutes we Bat there with- 
According to these you have never tried out a word. But when we heard the 
to make the most of your family ties; f^nt door slam and knew she was out 
a certain death of a near relative not long of tbe bouse we juat looked at one an- 
ago was a positive relief. It looks as if other and burst out in the wildest laugh- 
you were to travel very soon and meet ing—we laughed and laughed—we just 
with a railway accident, but there is no- 6creamed. Lulie Kent was almost hyster- 
thing to show that you will be injured jcai. But that laugh cleared the atmos- 
and killed, though there is nothing to phere and restored us to our normal 
show that you will not. Now,” she went selves. The Thursday Bridge Club was 
on, sweeping the cards together, “I’ll itself again.
tell yours, Mrs. Garrison.” She hadn’t been invited to join the

Why some of us did not get up and Bishop’s class—that was just a bluff. And 
stop this dreadful ordeal, none the less Hannah Maxwell did marry Mrs. Ten 
dreadful because of its vulgarity, for the Eyck’s brother. We have another mem- 
most of her statements held just enough ber now in Mrs. Pace’s place, a Mrs. 
truth to* make them uncomfortable, I can- Crane, from Boston, who is perfectly 
not tell. But no one moved. We were lovely and lives in Alten avenue, a block 
fascinated by the sheer nerve of the per- above Mrs. Garrison. And she is a D. 
formance. It was evident that she meant A. R. and a Colonial Dame and a. second 
to pay up every slight and snub she had cousin of mine and I invited her into tbs 
received. club.

trump that Mrs. Foley spoke to her about 
having more caution. Actually! At the 
very first meeting! Mrs. Foley is a fine, 
conservative player and hates to have a 
poor partner.

After we stopped playing we had sand­
wiches and salad and coffee. It is one 
of our rules neyer to serve more than 
two things to eat, with a drink, for re­
freshments. We made that rule so that 
our dub would not degenerate into a 
scramble for each hostess to outdo the 
last. Of course we always have bonbons 
and salted nuts and olives and such 
things. They don’t count. Sally Garri­
son’s salad was not so very good, though 
she’d ordered it from Keith, and he’s the 
best caterer in the city. My cook can

v:

& As I thought over the things she had 
told me I couldn’t blame Lulie Kent for 
being angry. I’ve always felt, and I sup­
pose most women have, that your own 
house was the one place where you did 
not have to come in contact with people 
distasteful to you, and to have them liter­
ally force themselves upon you—why, it 
destroys the whole tradition of the home.

This was just Mrs. Pace’s beginning. 
She called on us all, and on some of us 
twice, on the pretext of a new embroid­
ery stitch or a book she wanted us to 
read, or something equally futile. She beg­
ged us all to call on her, urging us to be 
quite informal, and she even invited Lulie 
Kent and me to luncheon. I declined, of 
course, and so did Lulie. She came to 
the meetings early and stayed late, and 
it’s hard to say which irritated us more, 
her frocks or her efforts to be familiar 
with us. We did not return her calls, 
and we tried, in a well bred way, to sub­
due her, but it seemed little use.

By the time the Thursday Bridge Club’s 
season was half over we were completely 
disgusted. Mrs. Garrison, I’m happy to 
tell, had been brought to see ber mistake 
and she was more than anxious to ex­
piate her—I nearly said crime—offence. 
Especially since she had found out that 
Mrs. Pace was no real kin to tbte Bishop 
and would be no use to her at all. She 
really had been the most disagreeable of 
us ail to Mrs. Pace, and I suppose it was 
natural of the woman to resent it. It 
was at the eighth meeting. I shall never 
forget that day if I live to be a thousand. 
We were all rather late—the meeting was 
at Miss Maxwell’s—and Mrs. Pace was 
already there when Lulie Kent and I 

The creature had on another 
frock, a green checked silk with yoke 

and sleeves of pink flowered organdie, 
very much shirred and lace trimmed. On 
anyone else it might not have been bad. but 
I don’t believe she could have looked like 
a lady in anything—no, not even in deep 
mourning, with a crepe veil to hide her 
face and hair and a loose coat to cover 
her hour glass figure.

Every one seemed depressed, and we 
played listlessly. All the flavor of good 
fellowship was completely gone. I thought 
Mrs. Pace’s manner was a little strained 
and sharp, but I set it down to natural 
behavior of the woman and paid no at­
tention. After we had finished playing 
and we were sitting about waiting for 
Mise Maxwell to announce the prize win- 

and give the prizes, Mrs. Pace spoke 
very loudly and clear:—

tell fortunes on the cards, per-

XLV. We all went home feeling uncomfortable 
and cross and out of sorts. Personally I 
felt like drawing right out of the club, 
but then I reflected that things often turn­
ed up, and I should not despair too early, 
and, besides, I had not yet entertained the 
club, and it would look as though I was 
trying to get out of doing so.

Two days later, early in the morning, 
Lulie Kent came rushing over. I was 
still at the breakfast table, so you may 
know how early it was, because I make it 
an unbreakable custom always to have 
breakfast with Edward, and he leaves at 
a quarter to nine. I don’t approve of let­
ting one’s husband go away in the morn­
ing without knowing whether he has had 
anything fit to eat or not. I told the maid 
to bring Mrs. Kent into the dining room 
and I poured a cup of coffee for her, but 
she waved it away.

“I’ve just finished,” she said, and looked 
at me so queerly. “Oh, Lydia,” she burst 
out, “what do you think! That awful 

and her husband actually came to 
call last night!”

I was struck speechless. I could only 
lopk at Lulie in the blankest astonishment. 
“Yes,” she went on, “we had just finish­
ed dinner, and the bell rang and she was 
in the house and right in the library be­
fore the maid had time even to ask for 
cards and give me a chance to say ‘Not 
at home.’ She simply forced herself right 
into the room where we were.”

“What did you do?”
“There was nothing to do but make 

the best of it. She had on that absurd
cov-

■

w But here’s the end of
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make better.

All the time we were eating Mrs. Pace 
kept talking and making up to every one 
in the dub. She told me how often she 
had heard of me and how she had longed 
to meet me and how much she hoped I 
would come to see her. She said she had 
so few friends, only cousin Gregory— 
Bishop Mayhead—and his family had 
been so good to her. Well, I wasn’t taken 
in by her a minute. I smiled and listened 
sad thanked her when she asked me to

could relieve the strained
i

J
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call—but I didn’t say I would, and I do 
think that’s a direct cut and any one 
ought to know it.

Then she tried her arts on Lulie Kent, 
and found out that Lulie used to live in 
Atlanta. So she said she had some rela­
tives in Atlanta—the Morrows—and asked 
Lulie if she knew them. When Lulie said 
yes she 'did Mrs. Pace said at once how 
interested Mr. Pace would be to know 
that she had found some one who knew 
her relatives, and that she was going to 
bring him to call—very soon—on Mr. and

. . . , , . „ street, don’t you think?” But Mrs. Gar- Mns. Kent. Lulie’s face was a study.! carnages or autos. And we almost all -, _ , , ..., , , , 0, . , , neon explained that Mrs. Pace was a j»ve laughed to myself since to think of it.belonged to St. Andrews. We had six- . ... . . v , ,. , ... j . . ,. i new-comer and did not know much ot tne And that was the way she went on to
, en mem rs— a ma e just cur a PS and finally we all said gracefully each of us. She asked Miss Maxwell if j
and was not a tax to entertam, and was, ^ ^ be ^ haye any friend 0f ghe were relation 0f the great artist, j light cloth gown, and her face was so 
;aot so large a crowd that we could not GarTison-8, and that waa the way it Henry Maxwell, and said that she knew *red with rouge and powder that she look-
jselect who was to belong. There was ^ him in New York before she went to ed like a pink marshmallow Oh my
'Mrs. Garrison and Mrs. Kent, and Mrs. . . . , 4 a _ t« i xi. * dear, I never lived through such an even-
jFoley and Miss Maxwell and Mib. Ten j J* _h*d onlJ known. Pans. And she told Mrs. Ten Eyck that jng she guahed over me as though I
'Evck and Mrs Perrv and Misa I The first meeting was Mrs. Garrison s, Mr. Pace’s sister had married a man had been her long lost twin sister, and
j , . ' ' and we all dressed a little more smartly named Ten Eyck Robinson, and she told her behavior toward Mr. Kent was out-
f11 ,°. * * °vJL ° er8 ? m° 1 than usual just to show her that her old Miss Grey that she begged her pardon for rageous simply outrageous!
lived m Pemberton square, too, and that . ,, . .. . - v „ , . . ■ ^ , , , ,, “Oh. Louie, what do you mean? *neighbors were not quite out of her way a personal remark, but that she had the ^ made eyes at him ]ike a

of living even if she had moved into that | most wonderful eyes and lashes she had chorug girl and tried to ta)k kittenish—
big house and had an English butler who ; ever seen. It was almost like a play. For Qh# you know—fairly jumped down his
had once been in service to a duke. I i -writh every speech she was making an j throaf. I never was so angry in my life!

. ... , never believed he had, anyway, or if he cn«*my, and was imagining all the time Mr. Kent is so dignified and *
/V° *Tj;y a 7nt t;™d0U had he had probably stolen the jewels that we Uked and admixed her. If , could noteonre.ve of any one acting that
to be perfectly wonderful, and he just ^ ^ ^ t„ g0 ^ to England. had been at all possible I believe I’d have j ^J-’l !LT 
Bcoope in e money, you mig say, ^ was one Qf the first to arrive and I felt sorry for her. “He simply froze!” Lulie laughed a lit-
without any effort to himself at aU. h upetairs by a nice looking maid I asked Lulie Kent to drive home with ! tie. “Oh, it was funny too. He looked
Some people are so lucky! Now, Ed- , , , . . . • . , ,, „ : her all over and gave her the shortest an-,, * , ,, . I —the butler had let me m—and into a me, and when we were in the carnageward s great aunt would never do ; , , .. _ , , . . , , , , „ ,1 swers, and the more quiet and monosyl-

lanything thoughtful like that for us. magnificent bedroom, the furniture all Ou- I turned around and looked at her and kbic he became the more gushing and-
-, cassian walnut and the hangings in coral ; raised my eyebrows without saying a and—intimate—she acted.”Mns. (jamson was simply tickled to : . .... n r Ii j ,i ni . , . , . tu and amber. Such ostentation! Well, I word.-death. She got a big house in Alten ave- ; u u ..... w , j
nue, three blocks above the square, and ! *»** know what Iddo,lf 1 
Bhe left St. Andrew’s and started to go Î denly wealthy, and Ive known Sally Gar-
to St. Mary’s, where they say the occu- j r*son t0° ^ong n0^ ^now t t t ese
pants of the first ten pews average two | foolish fancie® of hera don,t her re“
millions apiece. It’s the Bishop’s church character, and at heart she is sterling, 
end awfully high. They intone and chant had taken off my coat and was patting 
and swing censors and. do dear knows ™Y hair and straightening my hat before 
what. Mrs. Garrison thought with all the dressing table when in came Lulie 

'•that money she ought to be taken in at Kent and Hannah Maxwell and Mrs. 
once, but not a soul paid a bit of atten- Berry, and right behind them the most re­
turn to her. She had gone there six markable looking person. Her hair was 
months before even the curate called, too yellow and her checks were too pink 

I You may know she felt bad, having left and her eyebrows were too black. She 
' St. Andrew’s, where all her old friends had on a black princess gown made in the 
were, to get snubbed like that. most exaggerated and actressy style, with

Somewhere Mrs. Garrison had been in a sort of bolero effect outlined in gold and 
the summer she had first met Mrs. Pace, black braid, and she wore a light blue hat 
and just before the bridge club started and a white veil with big blue dots. Her 
again she happened to see her again figure was pinched in at the waist and 
downtown, and in the course of conver- simply immense above and below, 
cation Mrs. Pace began to talk about spoke to the little ones I knew and started 
being a cousin of the Bishop and she out, and Ltilie Kent, who had thrown off 
rung in “Cousin Gregory” about twice a her wraps, rushed after me and seized my 
minute. Mrs. Garrison fairly jumped at arm at the head of the stairs.
!her, invited her to luncheon, and made “My dear,” she whispered, “that’s Mrs. 
syich a fuss over her that I don’t wonder piicp_”
Mrs. Pace felt that they were destined 
to be bosom friends. Of course Mrs.

* Garrison saw a vision of Mrs. Pace in­
troducing her to the Bishop, and she felt 
that she could have those people in the 
tfront pews at St. Mary’s on her calling 
Jjst in no time if she could once get hold 

. ‘ jof him. The truth of it was that Mrs. 
jPace’s husband was second cousin to the 
iBiehop’s sister-in-law, or something equal­
ity remote, and neither the Bishop nor 
Ihis wife bad ever taken the least account 
iof Mrs. Pace. But we didn’t know about 
4his until afterward.

Mrs. Kent gave a luncheon about the 
middle of October. She asked twelve, all 
of whom have been members of the 
Thursday Bridge for two years.
Kent is my nearest neighbor, and she is 
b very pretty, sweet looking little woman, 
but her tongue is like vitriol when she 
gets started. She has a lovely home and 
two dear little children, and she is a per­
fect housekeeper; even her sewing room

THE. MOÔT TOtMAEKAEOEa TTiQMltG "BEESON*
Jj’m sure she would be delight-

woman
({Copyright, 1908, by the New York Her- charming, 

aid Co. All Rights Reserved.)
By Sophie Kerr Underwood.

HE Thursday Bridge Club has always
had only the very nicest J^ple in j Mrg HoUinB> p]ace> bnt Mre. Garrison 
it. Of course, I don t mean the real ; firet had U8 in rather an

^omety people who have yachts ami dm- ; Q go we all ]ook,d at
imomd tiaras and divorces, but we were all 
comfortably off and lived nicely with two 
and three maids and several of us had

ed to be asked.”
There wasn’t one of us but had some 

i dear friend we would have liked to seeT came in. 
new

, one another and Mrs. Kent said:—“Land 
avenue? That’s rather an out of the1 way

ners 
«ft 

“I
ferctly,” she said, apropos of nothing that 
I had heard. “Do let me tell yours, Mrs. 
Kent.”

Lulie murmured something about not 
believing in such things, but of course she 
could not tell Mrs. Pace outright to stop. 
We all rather turned to watch, and Mrs. 
Pace shuffled the cards and asked Lulie 
to divide them in three parts. As she 
looked at the first pile she gave a little 
start.

“Dear me,” she said, “I suppose it 
would be unfair to ask it, but it’s 
plain that you did not marry for love. 
Here’s a love affair with a dark man

made it convenient. can
r think the trouble started when Mrs. 

rison’e husband made all that money 
stocks. Some old stocks that bad been ’

“What did Mr. Kentence.

J
very

No words seemed to me to compass the 
At last I asked vaguely:—“I'm sur- situation.“Yes, quite so,” said Lulie. 

prised at Mns. Garrison. H that is the 
sort of person we are expected to asso­
ciate with if we ever have lots of money 
I hope I’ll stair poor.” That is her ex­
treme way of speaking.

“Do you know those Atlanta people she 
spoke of?” I asked.

“Yes, the Morrows are a fine family, 
too. I’m going to write to Henrietta Mor­
row and ask her what she knows about

/

m

Ns-ithis woman. I can’t think that they are 
closely related, or even well acquainted. 
Why, this creature is positively a barmaid 
type.”

“Oh, say shop girl,” I protested. “Bar­
maid is a little extreme.”

During the week that followed I just 
made it my business to find out what the 
other members of the club thought of 
Mrs. Pace. One and all they were of the 
same opinion. Ordinary, impossible, loud, 
common, were but a few of the adjectives 
I heard applied to her. We all felt that 
something should be done—but what 
could we do? We were all justly indig-
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t1» ^62>r 1 V% rvfv/I V|% -Lsk lier
, A 3V0 1Z mft Hiz w'- Inant with Mrs. Garrison for bringing sudh

LittleAlrs- Kirk, the
Vf - s“Oh, not really!” I groaned. “Why, 

she's perfectly dreadful.”
“S-sh,” said Lulie,. “here she comes.” 

And in another minute we were down 
stairs speaking to Mrs. Garrison and be­
ing introduced to Mrs. Pace. I will say 
for her that she talked things pretty well, 
and said the proper things, only with a 
little too much gush. But her getup! 
Hannah Maxwell asked me if I didn’t 
think She had just come off the vaudeville 
stage, and I remember whispering back 
yes, and perhaps Mre. Garrison would ask 
her to do a song and a dance for us.

During that first afternoon I studied 
the woman. I think she must have been 
a belle of some small college town, for a 
more self-assured person I never met and 
I never met one who felt herself so ir­
resistible. She told ue all about, her an-

a person among ue. 
quietest and most refined of women, had 
been talking with Mrs. Pace, and some 

made of obstinate people.

çaV'imK P|-i mention w7 ¥said Mrs. Pace promptly, \ J“My fathe 
“waa one of the most obstinate men that «111

A_r4When he had made up hisever lived, 
mind to anything he wouldn’t have 
changed it if the angels from heaven had 
come down and flapped their wings in his 
face.” Mrs. Kirk was stunned. That is 
just one instance of the outlandish 
speeches she made. And slang! Now, I 
don’t object to an occasional word of 
slang, provided it is not coarse, in a 
pretty woman’s mouth. It adds piquancy. 
But any time and all the time it was
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mXmMre. mmslang with Mrs. Pace.
By the next Thursday we were deter­

mined to give her the cold shoulder. We 
cestora and said that her father was on | met at Mrs. Ten Eyck's, and she lives 
General Lee’s staff. But I didn’t believe just across the square from me, so I

As I was going up the

t )
it. For one thing, her hands and feet 
were so big, and I've never in my life 
seen a well born Southerner with large 
hands and feet. Of course that’s a little 
thing, and Edward laughs at me for say­
ing so, but it’s true all the same, 
she talked a good bit about things to 
drink, and that always stamps a woman, 
to my mind, as lacking real refinement. 
Well bred women do not have the bar­
keeper’s manual at their tongue’s end.

walked ovor. 
stoop f saw Mrs. Pace coming from the 
opposite direction and looking as though 
she had just stepped out of the chorus 
in a cheap musical comedy. She was all 
done up in pale mode cloth, very badly 
tailored and very, very tight, with lots 
of light braid on it and a big flaring hat 
with a huge aigrette in the same shade. I 

not oversensitive to public opinion, but

Iis always nea.t.
After luncheon we all began to talk 

about the Bridge Club, and Mrs. Garri- 
epoke up and said, “Now that Mrs. 

ollins has moved to Detroit we will 
and I would so much

eon And

have a vacancy, 
like to ask a friend of mine, if you don’t 
mind. She is Mrs. James Pace; she

SHE. WENT COST AND 
ELA.'ÆD ALIVE EVEEgf 
WOMAH IN THAT CLXJB>”«amives in Land avenue, and is a young 

a Southerner and perfectly oh, how I did wish that I could have
{woman,
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