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Lady Brooksbury shuddered.

*hl ^J^^^P^^e can be so coarse, at times." was her

Xt'ul;C: Hps of Miss Bradles qu/te ^bet:•"ly so. ner look of dadain discomfited th» Ht.uwoman again. Amie had not IaughTdth« a^d

"er mental range, was frankly bored Mice Hv^au.v^glad enough, therefore, when tht „b"«t M m£Joscelyn s grave mockery stoooed in 1.., ••

The Duchess's partner, a pretty, red-lipped c^kednosed^l, made a hideous grimace at te M^hambehind her exalted mothers unconscious b^ck^Scedderisively mto the air. flunff out her «rr«c ;« '

pantomime of reUef. an^SJLd"Hon"7^Svexaggeratmg the rhythm. '
^^^^^^"y

•
1^^"

!f
^^"""^ ^^^^ herself." said Lvdia Markh^rr,in the soft voice with which she. and those of ht^'

enmiciated their most maUcious^nti2° ts 111 '

the flying figure with inimical ey^s"^'?^^^^^^^^
bury made a po^tive fool of her.'last night "

^"°'"
You see. darhng." said Lord Brooksbury's wife inher deep, slow voice. " Brooksbury-lovedTer mothp^

^on^inily'^.^
^andmother7

1 forg^^r^^

vi^^s;^^^?^!^^
through the din had been upUfte^qSte a^fraUf

''^

that of Miss Bradles. was no'w left rup;:rtrd
^'^^^ "

Well, just a nip of crime de menthe, ^?haps •'


