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hated her husband, she responded femininely to a fine
specimen of manhood with good manners and some-
thing to talk about save politics and business. But
these were few and infrequent in Brabant County.
The only man she had met for years who interested
her in the least was Dwight Rush, also a scion of one
of the old farm families.

Rush had been educated in the law at a northwest-
ern university, but after a few years of practice in
Wisconsin had accepted an offer to enter the most re-
spectable law firm in his native township. He had
been employed several times by David Balfame, who
had brought him home informally to supper perhaps
once a fortnight during the last six months. But, al-
though Mrs. Balfame frankly enjoyed his society and
his evident admiration for a beauty she knew had little

attraction for his sex, she had all a conventional wom-
an's dislike for irregularities, however innocent; and
she had snubbed Mr. Rush's desire to " drop in of an
afternoon."

He barely flitted through her mind when she asked
herself what did man's civilisation amount to, anyway,
and why should women respect it? And, compared
with the stupendous slaughter in Europe, a slaughter
that would seem to be one of the periodicities of the
world, since it is the composite expression of the in-
dividual male's desire to fight somebody just so often— what, in comparison with such a monstrous crime,
would be the offence of making way with one ob^
noxious husband?

Sc mething over two years ago— when liquor began
to put a fiery edge upon Mr. Balfame's temper— Mrs.
Balfame had considered the question of divorce; but


