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In person Lady Kynnerslcy is lean and blanched and

grey-haired. She wears gold spectacles, which stand

out oddly against the thin whiteness of her face; she

is still a handsome, distinguished woman, who can

have, when she chooses, a most gracious manner. As

I, worldling and jester though I am, for some mj-s-

terious reason have found favour in the lady's eyes,

she manifests this graciousness whenever wc foregather.

Ergo, I like I.ady Kynnersley, and would put myself

to much inconvenience in order to do her a service.

She kept me waiting in the drawing-room but

a minute before she made her appearance, p^ped

my hand, proclaimed my goodness in responding so

soon to her call, bade me sit down on the sofa by her

side, inquired after my health, and, the gods of polite-

ness being propitiated, plunged at once into the midst

of matters.

Dale was going downhill headlong to Gadarene ca-

tastrophe. He had no eyes or ears or thoughts for

any one in the world but for a certain Lola Brandt, a

brazen creature from a circus, the shape of whose limbs

was the common knowledge of mankind from Dublin

to Yokohama, and whose path by sea and land, from

Yokohama to Dublin, was strewn with the bodies of

her victims. With this man-eating tigress, declared

Lady Kynnersley, was Dale infatuated. He scorched

himself morning, noon, and night in her devastating

presence. Had cut himself adrift from home, from

society. Had left trailing about on his study table

a jeweller's bill for a diamond bracelet. Was com-

mitting follies that made my brain reel to hear. Had

threatened, if worried much longer, to marry the Scarlet

One incontinently. Heaven knew, cried Lady Kynnersley,

how many husbands she had already—scattered along

the track between Dublin and Yokohama. There was

no doubt about it. Dale was hurtling down to ever-


