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" Where would she go? What would her life be when she had lefthim? = -
She had no near relations and few friends. There was moneyenough ... . v
but she asked so much of life; in ways so comnplex and immaterial. He ]~ oo
thought of her as walking barefooted through a stony waste. No-one: 1§ - -
would unidérstand her = no one would pity her—and he; whq‘ did both,_

was powerless to'come to heraid. .

- He saw that she had risen from the béﬁéh 'an.d. walked .tg:_:'wardmes_edgé._ B
of the lake. She stood looking in the direction from which the steamboat. . "} -

was to come; then she turned to the ticket office, doubtless to ask the

cause of the delay. After that she went back to th’e’b'er_i'.(':h_i andsatdown ; :' o :

with bent head: What was she thinking of? ;o0

- The whistle sounded; she started up, and Gannett involuntarily made = - .
1 movement toward the door. But he turned back and continued to". -
- watch her. She stood motionless, her eyes on the: trail: of smoke that f.-
preceded the appearance of the boat: Then the little craft rounded the
~ point;'a dead white object on the leaden water: a minute Ia_ut_e:r- lt'was' s I

puffing and backing at the whaf..

" The few passengers who wete waiting— two of fhfeé peasants anda. '}
~ snuffy’ priest—were clustered: near the ticlébt-'ofﬁ@:e.-._Lj;dng_si_:_oqd_.'apar.t hE

under the trees. .

- 'The boat-lay alongside now; the: gangplank: was. riin out and the |
peasants went on board with their baskets of vegetables, followed by the -}
priest. Still Lydia did not move. A bell began to ring querulously; there | -
was a shriek of steam, and someone must have called to h’er-_ t_hat_ she - s
. would be late, for she started forward, as though in answer to a'sum- " | .
mons. She moved waveringly, and at the edge of the wharf she paused. g
Gannett saw a sailor beckon to her; the bell rang again‘and she stepped-

upon the gangplank. -

Halfway down the short inéiiné .t(.)'.thg dé'cl; shestopped .agai:n.; then ;f'_: :
she turned and ran back to the land. The gangplank was drawn in, the - } -
bell ceased to ring, and the boat backed-out info_thc la_k_e;_ Lyd:a,w1th N

slow steps; was walking toward the garden..

-+ As she approached the hotel she look'ed_‘hp’-_ﬁ_l..rﬁ;'e'l.ygf:a:ﬁﬂf G:ér.m'étt.'_
drew back into the foom. He sat down beside a table; a Bradshaw Jay at |
his etbow, and mechanically, without knowing what he did, he begar{ :

looking out the trains to Paris.'_':-- RS

* invitation to be present at the next meeting, .0l
- The club was to meet at Mrs, Ballinger's. The other members; behind. -
- her back, were of one voice in deploning her unwillingness to cede her .~

/- MRs. BALLINGER is one. of the ladies who pursue Culture in bands; as .~
- though it were dangerous to meet alone. To this end she had founded &
the Lunch Club, an association composed of herself and several other =
1} indomitable huntresses of erudition. The Lunch: Club, after thrée or

- four winters of lunching and debate, had acquired such local distinction. -
that the entertainment. of distinguished strangers became one of its -
. accepted functions;. in. recognition of which it duly exterided to the ©

celebrated' Osric Dane, on the day. of her arrival in Hillb_ri_dg'_e*,- a_ri g

- rights in. favor of Mrs. Plinth; whose house made a more inpressive

setting for the entertainment of celebrities; while; as Mrs, Leveret ob- "

| served, there was always the picture gallery to fall back on. -0
- Mrs. Plinth: made no secret of sharing: this view. She: had always =~
~regarded it as one of her obligations to entertain the Lunch Clubs
- distinguished guests. Mrs. Plinth was almost as proud of her obligations .+
‘as she was of her picture gallery; she was in fact fond of implying thatthe .
- one possession implied the other, and that only a woman of her wealth .~
could afford to live up to a standard as high as that which she had set
i herself. An all-round sense of duty, roughly adaptable to various ends,
| was, in her opinion; all that Providence exacted of the more humbly.
stationed; but the power which had predestined Mrs. Plinth to keepa
footman clearly intended her to maintain an equally specialized staff of =~
| - “responsibilities. It was the more to.be regretted that Mrs. Ballinger, - . -
. whose obligations to society were bounded by, the narrow scope of two.

parlormaids, should have been so tenacious of the right to éntertain.
Osric Dane:ooo0 Sl e - TR

“- The question of that lady’s 'récéptio'ﬁ hiad for amonth ?é:st'p'rdﬁ'_).liﬁdly" .'
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plunged them into the agreeable uncertainty of the lady who weighs the

author of The Wings of Death, no forebodings disturbed the conscious

of incompetence she had prudently withdrawn from further participa-
tion in the mental gymaastics of the:club: 0o b i

" it’s the way she does her hair” 0

the membership of the club to six, the nonconductiveness of orie mem-
berwas aserious obstacle to the exchange of ideas, and some wonder had

appeared =~ was the extent of her acquaintance with the celebrated nov-
elist. The ladies could not ¢onceéal their surprise; but Mrs. Ballinger,

 withiits equally remarkable predecessor, The Supre‘rrié'fnsta:;'t._'_ S

maved the m'émbers_'of t}ice:" Lunch Club. It was not that they felt |
themselves unequal to the task, but that their sense of the opportunity -

- Dane’s arrival.” - A B b T
. Mirs: Roby took this rebuke good-humoredly. She had meant; she:

- “Isuppose she flattered him,” Miss Van _Viu'yc'k.‘su:r'nméd up-— “or 'é]s;é_. '

.- Thie dimenstons of Miss Van Vluyck’:é di'nin:g-'r.(:)'c.)ﬁ{ hé{fing"festtiéféd '

already been éxpressed that Mrs. Roby should care to'live, as it were, on
the intellectual bounty of the others. This feeling was incredsed by the -
discovery that she had not yet read The Wirngs of Death. She owned to
having,. heard' the namé of Osric: Dane; but ‘that=-incredible “as it

whiose pride in the club made her wish to put even Mrs.: Roby in the best
possible light; gently insinuated that, though she had not had time to -
acquaint herself with The Wings of Death, she must at least be farniliar -

o Xingu, K

" Mis. Roby wrinkled her sunny: brows in- a conscientious effort of

|- memory, as a result of which she recalled that, oh, yes, she had seen the
|~ book at her brother’s, when she was staying with him in Brazil, and had:
alternatives of a well-stocked wardrobe. If such subsidiary members as - <}~ even carried it off to read one day on a boating party; but they had all got. -
Mis. Leveret were fluttered by the thought of exchanging ideas with the . -}~ _
+.-" overboard, so she had nevet had the chance— - . -
adequacy of Mrs. Plinth, Mrs. Ballinger and Miss Van Vluyck. The |

Wings of Death had, in fact, at Miss Van Vluyck’s suggestion, been -
", chosen as the subject of discussion at the last club meeting, and each . . f=" B | | ur
 member had thus beenenabled to express her own opinion or to ~. | = pursuits, you should not find much tirie for reading; but I should have |
~ appropriate whatever sounded well in the comments of the others. - |
Mrs. Roby alone had abstained from profitinig by the opportunity but * §
© it was now openly recognized that, as a member of the Lunch Club, -}
Mrs. Roby was a failure. “It all comies,” as Miss Van Vliuyck put it, “of . | .
accepting 2 ‘woman on a man’s estimation.” Mrs. Roby, returning to . 1~
Hillbridge from a prolonged sojourn in exotic lands — the other ladies.
no longer took the trotble to remember whiére — had been heralded by - |

the distinguished biologist, Professor Foreland, as the most agreeable

worrian he had ever met; and the members®f the Lurich Club, im-
pressed by an encomium that carried the weight of a diploma, and rashly .-
assurning that the Professor’s social sympathies would follow the line of
his professional bent, had seized the chance of annexing a biological -~ ¢
member. Their disillusionment was complete. At Miss Van Vliuyck’s first - )
offhand mention of the pterodactyl- Mrs: Roby had confusedly mur- |
mured: “T know so little about meters— " and after that painful betrayal -

to, shying things. at'each other. in thie boat, and the book had gone

. The picture evoked by this anecdote did nbt'i'n:crea's:e_ Mrs Robﬁ |

{ - credit with the club; arid there was a painful pause; which was broken by -

Mis: Plinth’s remarking: “I can understand that; with: all your other.

. thought you might at least have got up The Wings of Death before Osric. -

novel of Trollope’s that— = 0 o0
" “No one reads Trollope now,” Mrs. Ballinger interrupted. - .. . .
* Mis. Roby looked pained. “I'm only just beginning,” she confessed. -

owned; to glance through the book; buf sh¢ ha_ld been so absorbed in a-

.. “And does he interest you?” Mrs. Plinth inquired, . .

“He amuses me.” .-

* “Amusement,” said Mrs. Plinth, “is :hardlxynw.h::lt I look f.(.JI‘..”i.:f.i. my
choice of books.” ;e s T
- 'Oh, cettainly, The Wings of Death is not amusing,” ventured Mrs, .-

'Le'\{er_et,_ whose mianner of putting forth an opinion was like that of an'
obliging salesmian: with a variety of other styles to submit if his first

“selection does not suit; - :

“+."Was it meant to be?” inquired Mrs: Plinth; who was fond of aski'n"g'
questions that shie permitted no one but herself to answer. “Assuredly not.”
.. " Assuredly: not— that is what | was going to say,” assented Mrs. Le-
veret, hastily rolling up her opinion and reaching for another. “It was.
meant to—to elevate,” - oo e
Miss Van Vluyck adjusted her spectacles as though they. were the -

black cap of condemnation. ‘I hardly see,” she interposed, “how a book.

steeped in the bitterest pessimism can be said to elevate, however much
it may instruct” . v vl e

1 meant, of course; to instruct,” said Mis. Leveret; flurried by the - ..
unexpected distinction between two terms which she had supposed to - - -

be synonymous. Mrs. Leveret's enjoyment of the Lunch Club was :
frequently marred by such surprises; and not knowing her own value to”

the: other ladies as a mirror for their mental complacericy she was -

sometimes troubled by a doubt of her worthiness to join in their debates.
It was only the fact of having a dull sister who thought her clever that
.s.zwed hier from a sense of hopeless inferiority. - SRR
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. “They=who?” the Lunch Club collectively exclaimed. -

~ “Why, the girl and man: It sn't it ys thin
onie thing that matters. If they're parted it spoils my dinner.

~ + Mis: Plinth and Mrs. Ballinger exchanged scandalized glances, and |
the latter said: “I should hardly advise you to read The Wings of Deathin . |

. that spirit. For my part, when there are so many books one h_a_s___tq re_ad, 5 g
- wender-how any one can find time for those that are m'e‘rfly amusing” .
- “The beautiful part of it," Laura Glydg'rnurmmed,:-_ is. st{rely just -t
- this - that no oné carn tell iow The Wings of Death ends. Osric Dane; - .}
overcome by the awful significance of her own meaning, h’gs_'meyc_:]fullyg s
veiled it— perhaps even from herself —as Apelles, in representing the "}

sacrifice of Iphigenia, veiled the face of Agamemnon.”: =

" “What's that? Is it poetry?” whispered Mrs. Leveret to Mrs. Plinth, |
* who, disdaining a definite reply, said coldly: “You should-look it up. I

always make it a point to-look things up.” Her to:}f:’: _a_dded“—'_ f‘ThOUgh.!

might easily have it done for me by the footman.

. ¥ was aboutto say,” Miss Van Viuyck resumed, “that it fﬁﬁét“ﬁ_]Wa’ys_ be

~'a question whether-a book can instruct unless it elevates.” =
. “Oh~"murmured Mrs. Leveret, now feeling herself hopelessly astray.

- “I don’t know,” said Mrs. Ballinger, scenting in Miss Van Vluyck’s 7} - .-
L .t'o'ne- a tendency to depreciate the coveted distinction of entertaining - f - -
Osric Dane; “T don’t know that such a question canseriously be raised as - |- ont thul day, arrived ¢
- volume of Appropriate Allusions in her pocket.. s ; o

© o It always flustered Mrs. Leveret to be late at the Lunch Club: she'

to a book which has attracted more attention among thoughtful people
than any novel since Robert Elsmere.” . - T

2 “Oh, but don’t you see,” exclaimed Laura G]y'de{_""thé:t-'_it’s'iuét"_:the:- 5
. dark hopelessnéss of it:all— the wonderful tone scheme of b]av_:k on
 black —that makes it such-an artistic a‘::hie’:v‘e'1"r'1<et'1t§'i Itb 'rerlr(linded-hnhe_-
; ‘read it of Pririce Rupert’s maniére noire .. . the book i§ etched, =} : X
when [ read it of Prince Rup conn i reassurance It was an admirable little volumie; compiled to mieet all the

-~ “Who is he?” Mis. Leveret whispered to her néighbq';'.'j _‘_‘Sb.'r;.jeqt]g. -+ social emergéncies; so that, whether on the occasion of Anniversaries; .-

not painted, yet one feels the color values so intensely.".-."

- shie’s met abroad?” -

" “The wonderful part of the book,” Mrs. Ballinger conceded, “is that it
~may be looked at from so many points of view. I hear that as a'study of

 determinism Professor Lupton ranks it with The Data of Ethics.” -

-~ “I'm told that Osric Dane spent ten years in preparatory studies before
beginning to- write it," said Mrs: Plinth. “She looks up everything—
verifies everything. It has always been my principle, as you know. b
Nothing would induce me; now, to put aside a book before I'd finished = } -

it, just bécause I can buy as many more as I want.” = .

{and what do yois think of The Wings of Death?” Mirs. Roby abruptly | - .
And what do youthmko g mgSOf ea £ y p y -1 hardly have insured her self-possession; for she thought it probable that, - -

asked her.

. “Do they get married in the end?” Mrs. Roby interposed: o

s‘a novel, isn't it? I-always think that's the I

o Xingat 0 g9

-+ Itwas the kind of question that might be termed ottt of order, and the
- ladies glanced at each other as though disclaiming any share insuch'a -

breach-of discipline: They all knew there was nothing Mis. Plinth'so’
much disliked as being asked her opinion of a book. Books were written
to read; if one read them what more could-be expected? To be ques
tioned: in- detail regarding the contents of a volume seemied to heras
great an outrage as: being searched for smuggled laces at the Custom

4 House. The club had always respected this idiosyncrasy of Mrs. Plinth’s.

Suchopinions as she had were imposing and substantial: ker mind, like

her house, was furnishied with- monumental- “pieces” that wére not -

meant to be disarranged; and it was one of the unwritten rules of the.

Lunch: Club that, within her own province, each member’s habits of - :

thought should: be respected. The meeting therefore closed with an* -
increased sense; on the part of the other ladies; of Mrs. Roby’s hopeless: -

-} unfitness to be one of them. i

. i R |

M Le‘vefet’; '6n:the éveﬁtfﬁl3d§y;' ar'riv:éd'.éé'rly at Mrs. Bal.lihgér’s; E’er'.'
liked to collect her thoughts and gather a hint; as the othes assembled,
of the turn the conversation was likely to take. Today, however; she felt

herself completely at a loss; and even the familiar contact of Appropriate _. :
Allusions, which stuck into her as she sat down; failed to give her any -

joyful or melancholy (as the classification ran), of Banquets, social -

or municipal; or of Baptisms, Church of England or sectarian; its stu-
. dent need never be at a loss for a pertinent reference: Mrs. Leveret,:
'} though she had for years devoutly conned its pages; valued it, however,
- rather. for ity moral support than for its practical services; for though

- in the privacy of her own room she commanded an army of quotations,
. these invariably deserted her at the critical moment, and the only phrase .
- she retained — Canst thou draw out leviathian with a hook? —was one . |
- she had never yet found occasion to apply. - =

+'Today she felt that even the complete mastery of the volume would
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oven if she did,
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o / o ‘
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of Mirs. Ballingers
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. her books would ins
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tantly have detected the marks of recent perturba-

she: was: confidently, - authoritatively: “up.”

the “subjects” she ;

had ever yet disc

went like tra'n;l_lent

frequenty N abr pt ith the Thought of the Day,” and her pride that

th?t Sge wzzc}ab;i?t?og should be expressed by the books on her tab]ﬁ'i

%!15 3e :?)?umef frequently renewed, and altnost always damp from the
es :

ress, bore namies
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knowledge to be bréa
today a number o er
the primeurs of the press—

that even to
Ballinger
about, and had tak
Leveret felt like a pas
10 immiediate dange
It was a relief to
Vluyck’s arrival: .
- “Well, my dear, .
. subjécts are we to i

had taken measures to be prepared: for anything. Mrs.

scuss today?”

s inger was furtively re lacingia volurrie of bedsWof_th bya’
- M. Ballinger “yﬁiarél; kny'ow,l’)*- she said, somewhat nervously. “Per--

: ; ine:: . - T T
' gzg)sf :;i‘{::(]iall)eﬁer leave that to circumistances,” -

.. “Circumstances

”

. deluged with literature... -~ - - .
- Philanthropy
 resented any ten

- <ome tniraculous’ way, remember an Allusion, it
. 1o Sé) that Osric’ Dane used a different volume (Mrs. -~ 4 ©
d that literary people always carried th’_em),. and. .

nse of being adrift was intensified by the appearance - 3
drawing - room.. To. a-careless eye its aspect: was |
e acquainted with Mrs. Ballinger's way of arranging -~}

Jlinger's province; as a memmber of the Lunch Club; was the - ;
aDang'n that; whatever it was, from'a novel to a treatiseon -}

ast year's baoks, or last week's even; what she did with |
e had previously professed with equal authority; nioone - f -
discoveted. Her mind was an hote_l;‘where facts came and .
t lodgers, without leaving their address I'Dehi_r}d, and - |
paying for their board. It was Mrs. Ballinger’s boast -

generally unfamiliar to Mrs: Leveret, and giving her, ;
d them, a disheartening glimpse of new fields of
thlessly traversed in' Mrs. Ballinger’s wake. But
f maturer-looking volures were adroitly mingled with -
Karl Marx jostled Professor Bergs%n,i and the .

. - Aupustine lay beside the last work on “Mendelism”; so-
Confessions ofSé. ?i%ﬁtelt’s ﬂgﬁered'perceptions it was clear that Mis. - :
didn’t ‘n the least know what Osric Dane was likely to talk

= appeared upon the threshold: .

senger on an ocean stearner who is told that there is - 4 ::
¢, but that she had better put-on her lifebelt. =
be toused from’ these. forebodings. by Miss. Van

. ﬂ-...e_ n’eivéom'efi_briSkly- asked her hostess, .‘-‘wh'a_t'

7 said Miss. Van Vlayck drily. “ [ hat means; | sup--
o that Lauta Glyde will take the floor: as usual; and we- shall b¢'-
0SE; T BRI

and statistics were Miss Va'n'Viuy'ck’_s' proi?incé;'and's;he -
dericy to divert their guest's attention from these topics.

] Xingu: . 91

| " Mirs. Plinth at this moment ap}ﬁear'ed.-'_ e :

4 “Literature?” she protested in a tone of remonstranice,. “But this TaH

perfectly unexpected: I understood: we were. to talk of Osric Dane’s i
novel.”. ... : T _ e

Mus. B’a]iiﬁgéf winced at the discriniin'ati'dn, but let it pass. “We gan

hardly make that our chief subject — at least not too intentionally,” she

- suggested. “Of course we can let our talk drift in that ditection; but we. - o
ought to have some other topic as ar introduction; and that is what I -
. wanted to consult you-about: The fact is; we know. so little of. Osric-
t~ Dane’s taste and interests that it is difficult to make any special prepara- - -
poootionT oo SRR
- “It may be difficult,” said Mrs. Plinth with decision, “but it is neces- i

sary. [ know what that happy-go-lucky principle leads to. As I told one of

talked about; then 1 feel sure of being able to say the proper thing”....
. “I quite agree with you,” Mrs. Ballinger assented; “but—"" .~
~'And at that instant, heralded by the fluttered parlormaid, Ostic Dane. .~

~ Mis. Leveret told her sister afterward that she had known ata glance
what was coming. She saw that Osiic Dane was not going to meet them' -
halfway. That distinguishied personage had indeed entered with an airof -

edition of her books..- 0
. The desiré to propitiate a divinity is generally in inverse ratio: to it

. Tesponsiveness, and the sense of discouragement produced by Osric: -
. Dane’s entrance visibly increased the Lunch Club’s eagerness to please. |
- her. Any lingering idea that she might consider herself under an obliga-
tion to her entertainers was at once dispelled by her manner: as Mrs,
Leveret said afterward to her sister; she had a'way of looking at you that =
- madé you feel as if there was something wrong with your hat. This =~
+evidence of greatness produced such an immediate impression on the

- ladies that a shudder of awe ran through them when Mrs. Roby; as theit -

hostess led the great personage into the dining roomi, turned back to .+
whisper to the others: “What a brute she is!”. .. SRR SR

. The hour. about the table did not tend to revise this verdict. It was- o

passed by Osric Dane ini the silent deglutition of Mrs. Balliriger's menu,
and by the members of the club in'the emission of tentative platitudes . -

- my nieces the other day, there are certain emergencies for which'alady -~ =
- should always be prepared: It's in shockinig taste to wear colors whenone |
.. pays a visit of condolence, or a last year’s dress when there are reporfs. -
+7 that one’s husband is on the wrornig side of the market; and so it is with

- conversation. All I'ask is that [ should know beforehand what is to be

compulsion not.calculated to promote the easy exercise of hospitality. .
- She looked as though she were abott to be photographed for 2 new
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which their guest seemed to swallow as perfunctorrly as the successwe
courses of the luncheon. - -

Mis. Ballinger’s reluctance to ﬁx a toprc had thrown the club into a |

o mental disarray which increased with the return to the drawing room,
where the actual business: of discussion was to open. Each lady waited

for the other to speak; and there was a general shock of disappointment- : i
when their hostess opened the conversation by the pamfully common- -

g place inquiry: “Is this your first visit to Hillbridge?”

Fven Mis. Levetet was consciouts that this was a bad beglnnmg, arrd a

vague impulse of deprecatron made Mrss Glyde mterlect It is a very
o small place indeed.” - - .-

- Mis. Plinth bristied. “We have a great miany representatrve people
she said; in the tone of one who speaks for her order: - s

Osric Dane turned to lier. “What do they represent?” she: aslcecl

. Mis. ‘Plinth’s: constitutional: dislike to being questioned was inten- '}
s|ﬁecl by her sense: of unpreparedness; and her reproachful g]ance '

- passed the questiont on to Mrs: Ballmger

~“Why,” said- the: lady, glancing in turn - at the other. members .

“as & communrty 5 hope it is not too mu@h to say that we stand for
culture.” : L
. “For art=" Miss G]yde 1nter]ected

. “For art and literature,” Mrs. Balllnger amended
.. “And for sociology; I trust,” snapped Miss Van Vluyck

e have a standard,”said Mrs: Plinth; feeling herself suddenly S
secure on the vast éxpanse of a generalrzatron and Mrs: Levetet; think- -
B ing there must be room for more than 6ne on so bréad a staternent took .

coirage to murmur: “Oh, certarnly, we have a stindard.”

“The object of our little club,” Mrs. Ballinger contmued “Is. to
“concentrate’ the highest tendencres of Hrllbrldgeu—to centralrze and_ £
" focus its intellectual effort.” - o
“This was felt to' be so happy that the ladres drew an almost audrble.

‘bieath of relref

. “We aspire, the Prcsrdent went on, “to bc in touch wrth whatever is

hr hest in art, literature and ethics.”
gOsrre Dane again turned to her.- “What ethrcs? she asked
./A tremior of apprehension’ encircled the room: None of the ladres

f morals; but:
reqitired any preparation’ to pronounce: on a’ question o
wllen they were called ethics it was different. The cf Tub, when fresh framn

the Encyclopedia Britannica, the Réader’s Handbook or Smith’s Classi-
. ca? Dtcctl’onapry, could deal conﬁclently with any subject; but when taken
© urawares it had been known to’ define agnosticism as a heresy of the
Early Church and Professor Froude as'a drstmgmshed hrstologrst and

S Xingui oo o3

~ such minor members as Mrs. Leveret strll secretly regarded ethrcs as

somethmg vaguely pagan.

Even to Mrs. Ballinger; Osric: Danes questlon was unsettlmg, and._
there wasa general sense of gratitude when Laura Glyde leaned forward
to say, with her most sympathetic accent: “You must excuse us, Mrs,
Dane, for not being able; just at present to talk-of anythmg but The

I _ ngs of Death”

“Yes,” said Miss Van Vluyck wrth a sudden resolve to carry the war

= lnto the enemy’s camp. “We are'so anxious to know the exact purpose:

you ‘had in mind in writing your wonderful book.”

“You will find,” Mrs; Plinth mterposed “that e are not superﬁcrall c

readers
“Weare eager to hear from you,” Mrss Van Vluyck contmued “if the;'

pessrmrstre terrdency of the book i an expressron of your own:convic-

tlons or ==
“Or merely,” Miss Glyde thrust in; “a somber background brushed in-

" to throw your ﬁgures mto more vrvrd relief. Are you not prrmarrly

plastic?”: :
- “I have always maintarned Mrs Ballrnger mterposed that you .

o represent the purely objective method —"
4 Osric Dane helped herself crrtrcally to eoffee How do you deﬁne :
e ob]eetrve? 'she then inquired.::- o

~'There was a flurried pause before Laura Glyde mtensely murmured -

“In reading you we don't define; we feel”-

- Osric Dane smiled. “The cerebel]um she remarked “Is not rnfre— |

- quently the seat of the lrterary emotrons " And she took a second lump of

sugar. - -
~The stinig’ that thls remark was vaguely felt to conceal was almost -
neutralrzed by the satrsfact:on of belng addressed in- such technrcal

- language. - L
- “Ah, the cerebellum sard Mrs Van Vluyclc complacently The club -

took a course in psychology last winter.”

= “Which psychology?” asked Osric Dane. . - e
 Thiere was an agonizing pause; during Wl‘llCll cach member of the
club secretly deplored the distressing inefficiency of the others: Only
Mirs. Roby went on placidly sipping her chartreuse. At last Mrs.: Bal- o

linger said, with an attempt at a high fone: “Well, really, you kriow; it was
- last year that we took psychology, and thrs wmter we have been 50

absorbed in—
- She broke off, nervously trylng to recall some of the elub s drscussrons

: but her faculties seemed to be paralyzed by the petrifying stare of Ostic ©

Dane What had the: club been absorbed: in? Ms:- Ballmger withra -
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* ‘vague purpose of gaining time, repeated slowly: “We've been so in-- -

»

tensely absorbed in—"

_ Mrs. Roby put down her liqueur glass and drew near the group witha

mile-..-'-:- S e
S. “In Xingu?” she gently prompted.. -

A thrill ran through the other:members, They exchangcd cqnfused- b :
‘glances, and then; with one accord, turned a gaze of mingled relief and [
interrogatior on their rescuer. The expression of each denoted a differ- =
ent phase of the same emotion. Mrs. Plinth was t’he first to compose her |-

features to an air of reassurance: after a morment’s hasty adjustment her |
Jook almost implied that it was she who had given the word to Mr;, o

- Ballinger. -

: “Xingu, of Cdufse’l” 'e:x'.él.a'imed the l'a'ltt:é'r.ivit}i her aCCUs_torhed profn;'pf-. -
" pess; while Miss Van Viuyck and Laura Glyde seemed to be plumbing -}
the aepthé of memoty, and Mrss. Leveret, feeling apprehensively for -

: - Appropriate Allusions; was somehow reassured by: the uncomfortable
pressure of its bulk against her person.. - . L : :

Ostic Dane’s change of countenance was no less striking than thatof. - | -
her entertainers. She too-put down hier coffee cup, but with a look of . -
distinct annoyatice; she too wore, for a brief moment, what Mrs. Roby - i
afterward described as the look of feeling for something in the back of: "}

her-head; and before she could dissemble these momentary signs of

;eakness, Mrs. Roby, tuming to her with a:deferentialssrr}i]e, had said: -
?‘T:iid we've been'so hoping that today you would teI} us just what you. __

think of s R R At
tthsric Dane received the homage of the smile as a matter of course;

but the accompanying question obviously emb"arrassed‘hf:r, and it 1)_6—
came clear to her observers that she was niot quick at shifting her facial * '}
" scenery. It was as though her countenance had so long been set in an x

- expression of unchallenged superiority that the muscles had stszengd, g

| . and refused to obey herorders. =T T
. “Xingu—"she said, as if seeking in her turn to gain time:

Mrs. Roby continued to press her. “Knowing how engrossing the

. subject is; you will understand how" it happens that the club has let .

. everything else go to the wall for the moment. Sirice we took up Xingu 1 -
might almost say— were it not for your books — that n’othing elsc;--s‘eem_s. 2

to us worth remembering.”: " "o

| Osri¢ Dane’s stern features were darkened rather th?l’.l' lit:’up by an g
" uneasysmile, “Tam glad to hear that you make one exception,” she gave -

out between narrowed lips..- . *

. “Oti, of ‘course,” Mis. Roby said ﬁfcﬂily;ﬂ “but as you have shown us
" thiat— 50 very naturallyf — you don’t care to talk of your own things, we

. Xingu' - 95

really can’t let you: off from télIing us éiactly_what- you .th_ink;ab'mit.- :

some people say that one of your last books was saturated with it” -
-+ It was an it, then ~the assurance sped like fire through the parched:
- minds of the other members. In their'eagerness to gain the least little. "
clue to Xingu they almost forgot the joy of assisting at the discomfitureof =
Mrs. Dane.: w0l o e
The latter reddened nervously under her antagonist’s challenge.
“May I ask,” she faltered out, “to which of my books you refer?? .. "+
.. Mrs. Roby did not falter. “That’s just what I want you to tell us;
1 because, though I was present, I didn’t actually take part.” ...
}. . “Present at what?” Mrs. Dane took her up; and for an instant the.
- trembling members of the Lunch. Club. thought that the champion =
. Providence had raised up for them had lost a point. But Mrs. Roby
o explained herself gaily: “At the discussion, of course; And so we're ' -
‘4 dreadfully anxious to know: just how. it was that you went info the.
- T%lére was. a portentous pause, a silence so big with incalculable
dangers that the members with one accord checked the words on their ~ °
- lips, like soldiers dropping their arms to watch a single combat between. -
| . their leaders. Then Mrs. Dane gave expression to their inmost dread by -
| saying sharply: “Ah — you say the Xingu, do you?” e
- Mrs. Roby. smiled undauntedly: It is a. shade’ pedantic, isn't it? -
. Personally, I always drop the article: but [ don’t know how the other’ -
- 'members.feel about it” o0 RETRERETIRE
- The other members looked. as though. they would: willingly have
. dispensed with this appeal to their opinion, and Mrs. Roby, after a bright .
- glance about the group, went on: “They probably think, as I do, that:-
nothing really matters except the thing itself — except Xingu.” ..+ =
*~ No immediate  reply seemed to occur to Mrs: Dane, and Mrs: Bal-.
- linger gathered courage to say: “Surely everyone mist feel that about
- Mrs, Plinth came to her support with a heavy murmur of assent, and. .
- Laura Glyde sighed out emetionally: “I have known cases where it has.
changed a whole life” - ..~ 0 SRS '

before. "o o
. “Of course,” Mrs. Roby admitted, “the difficulty is that one must give: -
up so much time to it Its very long.” - - o e
.- ‘I can’t imagine,” said Miss Van Vluyck, “grudging the time given to - -
~such asubject” . e T

Xingu; especially,” she added; with: a still more persuasive smile; “as

* “Ithas done me worlds of gobd,’_’. Mrs. LeVé?et int'ér.iec'téd,'s.ée.r'nihg to
" herself to remember that she had either taken it or read it the winter
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. “And déep in places,” Mrs. Roby plirs'ur;d; (so th’en_ it was 2 bo'o.k!).l L

“And it isn’t easy to skip.” R o
“I never skip,” said Mrs. Plinth dogmatically. =

- “Ah; it's dangerous to; in Xingu. Even at the start there ate pl'aées'_ :

where onie can’t. One must just wadé through.” - -

- “I'should hardly call it wading,” said Mrs. Ballinger sércas"tic';i_lly.-- + -
" Mrs. Roby sent her a look of interest. “Ah —you alwgys foun‘d 1;’ we’pt -

swimmingly?”

Ballinger hesitated. “Of course there are difficult passages, she | =
oy et hi}'S‘l iy .COIIJ.:I’.S? RN SRR A P : --g b when her work had been previously mentioned. But before she could:

“coriceded,

- “Yes; some are not at all clear—even,” Mrs. Roby added, “if one'is. - f -

familiar with the original.” -

- “As I suppose you ar‘e?”'O’sriC'IDén”e.iﬁter:p'oéedi,' suddenly ﬁxmgher '

with a look of challenge:~ -

- Mrs: Roby metitbya depfeéatihgfgeshjre. “Oh; it's really riot difficult '
- up to a ¢ertain point; though some of the branches are very little known‘,-_.' >

» .

and it’s almost impossible to get at the source

- “Have you ever tried?” Mrs. Plinth inquired; still distrustful of Mrs, .

) ' Roby’s thoroughriess: -+ A SRR PR
- Mirs. Roby was silent for 2 moment; then she replied with lowered

lids: “No— but a friend of mine did; a very brilliant man; and he tpl'd me :

it was best for warmnen —notto. -0

A shudder ran around the room. Mrs: Leveret coughied so'that the

- parlormaid, who was handing the cigarettes; should not hear; Miss Van

Vluyck’s face took on a nauseated expression, and Mrs. Plinth looked as: - |

if she were passing someone she did not care to bow to: But the most
remarkable result of Mrs. Roby’s words was the effect they produced on

the Lurich Club's distinguished guest. Osric Dane's imipassive features.

suddenly softeried to anexpression ‘of the warmest human sympathy,
and edging her chair toward Mrs. Roby's she asked: “Did he really?”
Arid~ did you find he was right?” - R A

. Mrs. Ballinger, in whom annoyance“ét Mrs. Roby's ‘unwonted

assumption: of prominence was' beginning to displace gratitude for
the aid she had rendered; could not consent to her being allowed; by

such-dubious means, to monopolize the-attention of their;-gue_'sf;; If
Osric' Dane had not: encugh self-respect to resent Mrs: Roby's' flip-.

pancy; at least the' Lunch Club would do so in"the person of its
President:. I B s g S
- Mrs: Ballinger laid her hand on Mrs. Roby's arm.” “We must not
forget,” she said with a frigid amiability, “that absorbing as Xingu is to us,
it may be less interesting to—" > S e

" “Oh, no, on the contrary, I assure you,” Osric Dane intervened.'-_' RRtE

“~ to others,” Mrs. Ballinger finished firmly; “and we miust not allow

 our little meeting to end without persuading Mrs. Dane to say a few: . |
- words to us on a subject which, today, is much more present in all our .

thoughts. I refer; of course, to The Wings of Death” . . . "
- The other members, animated by various degrees of the sameé senti- -

] ment, and encouraged by the hunanized mien of their redoubtable: - |
guest, repeated after Mrs. Ballinger: “Oh, yes, you really must talk tousa -~

little about your beok.” . T
Osric Dane’s expression becarie as bored, though not as haughty; as.

respond to Mrs: Ballinger’s request; Mrs, Roby had risen from her seat, "

~and was pulling down her veil over her frivolous nose: ...~ L
o T'me so-sorry,” shievsaid,” advancing toward her hostess with out-
- stretched hand, “but before. Mrs. Dane begins I think I'd better ran -

- away. Unluckily, as you know, I haven’t read her books; so I should be at-
* aterrible disadvantage among you all, and besides, I've an engagemient:

to-play bridge.” ...

.. If Mrs. Roby had sim.ply:pl.ézid'ed her'igﬁofaﬁcé of Ostic Dane’s {’;’.Oi‘](S'.._' -

as' a reason for withdrawing,. the Lunch: Club; in: view of her recent

“ prowess, might have approved stich evidenice of discretion; but to couple’ :_
. this excuse with the brazen announcement that she was foregoing the =~
-+ privilege for the purpose of joining a bridge party was only one more

instance of her deplorable lack of discrimination. -+

- The ladies were disposed, however, to feel that her departire = now:
. that she had performed the sole service she was ever likely to render * -
- them—would probably make for greater order and dignity in the im-
.- pending discussion; besides relieving them: of the sense of self-distrust -
which her presence always mysteriously produced. Mrs. Ballinger there-.
fore restricted- herself to-a formal murmur-of regret; and the other
members were just grouping themselves comfortably about Osric Dane: -
- when the latter, to their dismay, started up from the sofa on which she
had been seated.... - - - L o

. “Oh wait—do wait, and Il gb w1th you!” she éélléd oﬁ't to Mrs. :Ro.b'y; o .

and, seizing the hands of the disconcerted members, she administered a .
series: of farewell pressures with: the mechanical haste: of a: railway'
conductor punching tickets: " = o T
- “I'm so'sorry —1'd quiite forgotten — " she flung back at them from the:” .
threshold; and as she joined Mrs. Roby, who-had turned in sirprise-at-
- herappeal, the other ladies had the mortification of hearing her say,ina-
. voice which she did not take the pains to lower: “If you'll let me walka:
little way with you, Fshould so like to ask you a few more questions about: :
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 The incident had been s répi.d.fhat the door closed on the c]epér.ting ' :
* pait before the other members had time to understand what was hap- |
pening. Then 2 sénse of the indignity put upon them by Osric Dane’s = [}

uncerermonious desertion began to contend with the confused feeling
that they had been
how or why.. . -

- There was a silence, during which Mrs. Ballinger; with a perfinctory
+ hand; rearranged the skillfully grouped literature  at which her distin- '} -
guished guest had not so much as glanced; then Miss Van Vliuyck tartly i
pronounced: “Well; I can’t say that I consider Osric Dane’s departurea - f

great loss.” o i

.. This confession crystallized the resentment of the othermembers,and. * f.
' Mis. Leveret exclaimed: “I do believe she came on purpose to be nasty!” |
It was Mrs. Phinth’s private opinion that Osric Dane's attitude toward: :
* the Lunch Club might have been very diffetent had it welcormed her in

the majestic setting of the Plinth drawing rooms; but not liking to reflect .
on the inadequacy of Mrs. Ballinger’s establishment shie sought a round- -

about satisfaction in deprecating her lack of foresight. -

: “I said from the first that we ought to have had 2 subje’cf'i‘eaﬂf;-. Its -
- what always happens when yoir're unprepared. Now if we'd only gotup =

Kingu=7

- The slowness of Mrs. Plinth’s mental processes was alﬁays allowed for
by the' club; but this instance of it'was too much for Mrs. Ballinger's

equanimity.

. “Kingu!” she scoffed. “Why, it was the fact of our knowing so much
more about it than shie ‘did — uniprepared though we were — that made ..
- Osric Dane so furious. I should have thought that was plain enough to -

. everybody!”: - e
- This retort impressed even Mrs. Plinth, and Laura Glyde, moved by
. an impulse of generosity, said: “Yes; we really ought to be grateful to
Mrs. Roby for introducing the topic. It may have made Osric Dane ..

furious, but at least it made her civil” .

-.“F am glad we wére able to show her,” added Miss Van Vluyck, “thata’ :
~ broad and up-to-date culture is not confined to the great intellectual .

centers.” . "

. This increased the_ satisfaction of the other members, and 't.h:éy.bega'ﬁ_
to forget their wrath against Osric Dane in the: pleasure “of having *:

contributed to her discomfiture... .-

. Miss Van Vluyck thoughtfully rubbed her :sp'ectac.!.e'sﬂ,"_‘_‘Whaft'j_;ur;

cheated out of their: due without exactly knowing =

- Kinguo - 99

 prised me most,” she continued, “was that Fanny Roby should be 'sb-‘upf_. L
on Xingu.” "ol et e R

.-~ This remark threw a slight chill on the company, but Mrs. Ballinger
 said with an air of indulgent irony: “Mrs. Roby always has the knack of -

~making a little go a long way; still; we certainly. owe her a debt for-

-~ happening to remember that she'd heard of Xingu.” And this was feltby
| the other members to be a graceful way of cariceling once and for all the
| club’s obligatiort to Mrs. Roby. e IR TR s

- Even Mrs, Leveret took courage
1 fancy Ostic Dane
. bridge!”:.

_ : to speed a timid shaft of 1ronyI
hardly expected to take a lesson in Xingu-at Hill- -

- Mrs. Ballinger smiled. “When she asked me what we represented — =

do you remember? — I wish I'd simply said we represented Kingut” =
;- All the ladies laughed appreciatively at this sally, excépt Mis. Plinth,”
who said, after a moment’s deliberation: “I'in ot sure it would have .
been wise to.do 5o e o o
. Mrs. Ballinger; who wasalready beginning to fee) as if she had
“launched at Osric: Dane the retort which had just occurred to her, -

. turned ironically on Mrs. Plinth. “May 1 ask why?” she inquired. - : -
- Mis. Plinth looked grave. “Surely,” she said, “I understood from Mrs.
-~ Roby herself that the subject was one it was as well not to go into too
.- Miss Van Vluyck rejoined with precision: “I think that applied only to. .-

- an investigation of the origin of the — of the — " and suddenly she found .
 that her usually accurate memory had failed. her. “It's a part of the
subject I never studied myself,” she concluded. .+~ " .

2o “Nor I said Mrs. Ballinger. oo 0 T
'+ Laura Glyde bent toward them with widened eyes.. “And yet: it -
-seems —doesnt’t it—the part that is fullest of an esoteric fascination?”
| c}o’n’t know on what you base that,” said Miss Van Viuyck argumen-~ -
batively, . 00l T e T T e
. “Well, didi’t you notice how intensely interested Osric Dane became
~as soon as she heard what the brilliant foreigner— he was a foreigner,
- wasn't he—had told Mrs. Roby about the origin— the origin of the =

- rite—or whatever you call i#t?7. o0 e T
- Mirs. Plinth looked disapproving, and Mrs. Ballinger visibly wavered. -

- Then she said: “Tt may not be desirable to touch on the— on that part of .

- the subject in general conversation; but, from the importarice it evi-
. dently has to a woman of Osric Dane’s distinction, [ feel as if we ought -
_mot to be afraid to discuss it among ourselves— without gloves — though -
-with: closed doors, if necessary.” .. .o T T
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“Tme quite of your opinion,” Miss Van Vluyck came bnskly to her " statement; but accuracy of detail was not her strongest point: At length':
© support; “on condition, that is, that all grossness of language is avoided.” -} . she began in a deep murmur: Surely they used to do somethmg of the 3
“Oh, I'm sure we shall understand without that,” Mrs. Leveret tit- | .. kind at the Eleusinian mysterics— _
© tered; and Laura Glyde added significantly: “1 fancy we can read be- L “Oh=" said Miss Van Vluyck; on the verge of dzsapproval and Mrs ;
tween the lines,” while: Mrs Ballmger Tose: to assure herself that the 1. Plinth protested: “I understood there was to be no mdellcacyi” : :
doors were teally closed: 7 - Mrs.: Ballinger could not control her irritation; “Really, it is too bad " .

. that we should not beable: to talk: the matter over: quietly : among' :

. ourselves. Personally, I think that if one goes into Xmgu at all—-« T

- “Oh;'so do.I'" cried Miss Glyde. RN S

- “And I don’t see how one can avo1d domg s0, 1f one wrshes to keep up.' -

- w1th the Thought of the Day— : '

o M. Leveret uttered'an exelamatron of rehef There —thats itr” She- "

mterposed : E Lot I

- “What's 1t?” the Pres;dent took her up:: '

“Why —it's'a—a Thought: [ mean a phllosophy AT

. This seemed to bring a-certain relief to Mrs. Ballmger and Laura :
Glyde but Miss Van Vluyck said: “Excuse me if 1 tell you that you Te all o

- mistaken. Xmgu happens to be a language.” 7. :

- “Alanguage!” the Lunch Club cried, = - RIS

" “Certainly. Dor’ t you remember Fanny Roby's saying that there were
several branches, and that some were hard to trace? What could that’

- dpply to but dialects?” '

Mirs.. Ballinger ¢ould: no. longer restrain @ contemptuous laugh -

* “Really, if the Lunch Club has reached such a pass that ithastogo to™

- Mits: Plinth had not yet glven her adhesion. ‘lhardlysee she began |
“what beneﬁt is* to" be derwed from rnvestlgatmg sueh pecullar i

- But Mrs. Ballmgers pahence had reached the extreme hmrt of ten- .
-+ sior: “This at least,” she returned; “that we shall not bé placed again in -
" the humiliating position of ﬁndlng ourselves less up o our own sub;ects :
than Fanny Roby!™ =1+ :
. Evert to Mré. Plinth this argument was- eoneluswe She peered fur—_.-
- tively about the rootr and lowered her eommandmg tonesto ask Have »
- you got a copy?”™ '
- “Awa copy?” stammered Mrs Ballmger She was aware: that the
other members were looking at her expectantly, and that this answer was -
: madequate §O° she supported it by askmg ahother questlon A eopy of :
what? =
- Her compamons bent theu' expectant gaze o Mis. leth who i
turn; appeared less sure‘of herself than usual Why, of = of — the book "
she explamed
_ What bool(? snapped MISS Van Vluyck almost as sharply as Osrle 5
'Dane A
“Mrs:- Ballmger lool(ed at Laura Glyde; whose eyes’ wete mter-""
- rogatively fixed on Mrs. Leveret. The fact of being' defeired to was'so-
" . new to the latter that it filled her wrth an insane tementy Why, Xmgu B
of couirse!” she exclaimed. -+ -
A profound silerice followed thrs challenge to the resolirces of Mrs i
' Balllngers libaty, and the lattet; after glancing nervously toward the
Books of the Day, returned wath dlgmty “It's not 2 thmg one cares
leave about . :
- “I'should think notf" exclarmed Mis, Pltnth
- “W is a book, then?” said Miss Van Vluyck. - !
- This again threw the company into disarray; and Mrs Ballmger w1th :
- ‘an’ impatient sigh, rejoined: “Why — there is a book natural]y [
*- “Then why did Miss Glyde calb it a religion?™ - o
- Laura Glyde started up. “Aveligion? I néver—" " o
“Yes; you did,” Miss Van Vluyck msrsted you spoke of rltes and Mrs
' leth said it was & custom.”
- Miss Glyde was evrdently mal-:mg a desperate effort to reeall her :

cease to exist!” .

. “I¥s really her fault for not bemg elearer Liuta Glyde put i,
o “Oh clearness and Fanny Roby!” Mrs, Ballmgershrugged ldare say o
“we shall find she was mistaken on almost every point.” -
- “Why not look it up?” said Mrs. Plinth. ; s
- As a rule this recurrent suggestion of Mrs. Plinth’s was 1gnored in the -
heat of discussion, and only resorted to afterward in the privacy of each
member’s home. But o the present occasion the desire to ascribe their
~own confusion of thought to the vague and contradictory nature of Mrs,
Roby’s statements caused the members of the Luneh Club to utter a

~ collective demand for a book of reference. . .-

- At this: point the production. of her treasured volume gave Mrs
_Leveret, fora moment, the unusual experience of occupying the center
~front; but she was not able to hold it long, for Appropnate Allus:ons '
“contained no mention of Xingu. - - - '
- “Oh; that's not the: kind. of thing we: wanti” exclalmed Mlss :
'.Van Vluyck She cast a dlsparagmg glanee over Mrs Ballmgers as-

Fanny Roby for mstructlon on a subject like Xmgu it had almost better N
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books?™
“Of course | have rephed Mrs Balhnger mdlgnantly, Ikeep them
in-my husband’s dressmg room.” :

onderous tome before her. i
’ - 'There was a moment of pamful suspense whlle Miss Van Vluyck

' surpnse when she said: “It isn’t here.”

'reference : o
“Oh, nonsense" exclalmed Mrs Balhnger TryX

motionless, like a dog on a pomt

- able deiay . .
"~ “Yes. I've found it,” sald sts Van V}uyck in a queer voice.

anything offensive.”
o “Well, what is it?” exclaimed Laura Glyde excitedly. .
' thmg awful to tell her sister.

the expectant group

“It’s a river,

“Ariver?” ' ' SRR
““Yes: in Brazil, Isn't that where she 5 been hvmg?’ R

seize the volume.:
- “Tts the only Xin

| Braznl " Miss Van Vluyck persisted.

T thought I did when you said so,” Laura C]yde avowed
T said so?” cried Mrs: Ballinger.” :
' “Yes You said it had crowded: everythmg e]se out of your mmd

sortment of hterature and added :mpat;ently Haven t you any usefui e

- From' this. region, after some- drfﬁculty and- de]ay, the parlormald _
produced the W-Z volume of an Encyclopedia and, in deference to the

* rubbed her spectacles; ad]usted them, and tumed toZ andamurmur of | " .
o suppose, said Mrs leth‘ s Tiot it to be put i a book of_ :

* Miss Van Vluyck turmned back through the: volume peermg short— :
sightedly up and down the pages, till she came to'a stop and remamed _

Mis, Plinth hastlly 1nterposed “1 beg you won tread it aloud 1f there s._ s
Miss. Van Viuyck without answermg, contmued her sﬂent scrotlny :
Do tell us?” ‘urged Mrs. Leveret, feehng that she wou]d have some-_'

Miss Van Vluyck pushed the \rolume a51de and turned s]owly toward _

~“Who? Fanny Roby? Oh; but you must be: mistaken. You've been |
' readmgthe wrong thmg, Mrs Ballmger exclalmed leanmg over her to _-

gu in the Encyclopedra :md she has been ]wmg in
“Yes: her brother has a consulshtp there Mrs: Leveret mterposed '

~“But-it’s too- ridiculoust’ = we =~ why we  all' remember studying -
- Xmgu last year—or the year before last,” Mrs. Ballinger stamroered |

Xmgu ;

| L 51_'0'3"_‘
' Well your sard it had ehanged your whole hfe!” SRR G !
“For that matter Miss Van Viuyck SElld she had never grudged the tlme3 .
she'd given it.” L

‘of the original” * .-

right— she was talking of the river all the while!”. .
“How could she? It's too preposterous,” Miss G]yde exelalmed

dra and; restored her spectacles to a nose reddened by exciternent.. . -

. near the mouth of the latter river. The upper course of the Xingu'is
auriferous and fed by numerous branches. Its source was first discovered

. Stone Age of culture. " _
.. The ladies received this communleatron itna state of stupeﬁed sﬂence o
L from which Mrs. Leveret was the first to rally She certamly did speak of -
- its having branches.” . - e
" The word scemed to sriap the last thread of therr mcreduhty And of
' lts great length,” gasped Mrs. Ballinger. . : :
¢ “She said it was awfully deep, and you couldn tsklp you }ust had to_ .

wade through,” Miss Glyde added. - -

- The idea worked its way mote slowly through Mrs. leth E compact

' mqurred

':_ Improper? : ' ' : R
' “Why, what she said about the SOUTCE ~ that it was corrupt?’ :
“Not corrupt, but hiard to get at,” Laura Glyde corrected. Someone -
who'd been there had told her so. I dare say it was the explorer hlmself -
doesn'’t it say the expeditioni was dangerous?”. . .
- “'Difficult and dangerous,’ ” read Miss Van Vlu ck oy
" Mirs. Ballinger pressed her hands to her throbbmg tempies There s
- nothing she said that wouldn’t apply to a river — to this river!” She swung -
- about excitedly to the other members. “Why, do you remember her
- telling us that she hadn’t read The Supreme Instant because she'd taken.
“it on a boating party while she was staying with her brother, and’ =

- someone had shled lt overboard shted of course was her own expres- '
: '51on ' ' :

* Mirs. Plinth 1nterposed I made ite cl ear thatI knew nothmg whatever. 5 ;

Mrs, Ballinger broke off the chspute wrth a groan Oh what does itall:

fact that the demand for it had come from MISS Van V!uyck laid the - " matter if she’s been making fools of us? I believe MISS Van \/luycks"'_

“Listen.” Miss Van Vluyck had repossessed herself of the Encyclope-".' »

1o “The Xingu, one of the principal rivers of Brazil, rises on the plateau of " : |
-~ Mato Grosso, and flows in a northerly direction for a length of no less -
than one-thousand one-hundred eighteen miles, entering the Amazon. -

in 1884 by the German explorer von den Steinen; after a chfﬁeu]t and .1

- “Well, have you found .t? Mrs Balll.n.ger mqulred after a Consgde(. : - dangerous expedition through a reglon mhablted by trrbes st:ll in the_ -

. resistances. * How could there by anythmg 1mproper about a nver?” she o
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The Iadi‘;:s breathlessly signified that the expression h_ﬂd' not escaped |

: : e oo such unbecoming scenes, I for one —”
em. o en didn’tshe b ic Darie that oné of her bookswas | ©
“ _and then didn't she tell Osric Dan: { . :
Weusattfrr:fed eurr;th Xingu? Of course it was, if one of Mrs. Robys_
i d thrown it into the river!” - .. .~ RO
e ﬁlemﬁsiiﬁg reconstruction of the scene in which they hgd just: -
Th > 'S::g left the members of the Lunch Club i'nartllc:t‘llate,. Atlength; E
| Kzrtmﬁiﬁim after visibly laboring with the problermn, said in'a heavytone_:
1S, 2 . » A TR
wyeri Dapie was taken in to0.” o i R SRR
QS.HC E];);igsrgtati)cik courage at this. “Perhaps that's what_Mrs.- Roby dld
e fM%he said Ostic Dane wasa brute; and she may have wanted' to give -
hé;;; }es\s}zg.\/]ﬁyck frowried. “It was hardly worthwhile to'do it at our

simply
rowdy

ued

eXf‘)‘él_lfie;'t ’.’.'.sé:i'd-.:l\kl.iss Glydé .witl'l'é toﬁch- of E.itt;;e’fnéss',_.“she"s'UC'fzéé'déd
¥ '-A: :esti;lg her, which was more than we dld R
gt f]:-{ t charice had we?” rejoined Mrs. Ballinger. “Mrs. Roby monop-
A W }? 'Cf'rom the first And that; I've no doubt, w.as'_l‘!e'r purpose.— to
th*Bd ner Dane a false impression of her oWn standing in the club. She
ve Ss}zzitaté at nothing to attract atteéntion: we all know how she toqk
wou e
o Professor Foreland ™o i s PSR R
" ‘PS‘?}?; I;szieaﬁﬁ(;l‘ mz?ces him give bridge teqs’ every Thur.s.day,.-_.--.Mrs..
Leveret pipe ik he hands together. “Why, his is Thursday, and
. ’Laura_ he):s- gore; of course; and taken Osric with h_er! e
t S?fzgftley’re shrieking over us at this moment.,’_’- satd Mrs.-.BaHln.ger.
between h:s:l:fl?ty seemed too preposterous to be admitted. “She wog%d
: h ’121}11;5(113;6 " said Miss Van Vluyck, “confess the imposture to Osric
arl ’ .
Dane.” I' thotight: I saw her make a sign’ as she left:
P Pl L : i g Saw €r : g s en
If i‘mh:gxi’tsomjéf a sign; why should Osric Dane have rush_ed'out:
cafterher? o e elling her how wonderful Xingu was.
ey w, we'd all been telling her how won gu was,
) 'dwig’szci)clll fhneOWanted to firid out more about it, _Mrs:-. Leveret_.sald',_-
an hS' tardy impulse of justice to th_'e 'absent‘._ S :
- .‘?’l«}ha;s. remindet, far from mitigating the wrath of the ot_}_\er:me_mb s
g_a‘:f{é; iﬁ?tg}f;tzs 'eE:(actly what they're both laughing over now,” said
Laura G;’){d:t}imsrt];gd yup"dn:d: gathered her ‘expensive furs about her
M E “I have no wish to criticize,” she said; “but unless the:

- Roby’s resignation —or to offer mine” -

resentment. . '

P afraid to!”

1 menumental form:

Lunch Club can protect its members against the recurrence

“Oh, so do I!” agreed Miss Glyde, rising also. =~ - L
Miss Van Vluyck closed the Encyclopedia and proceeded to bittg
herself into her jacket. “My time is really too valuable — 7 she Beg
"1 fancy we are all of one mind,” said Mrs. Ballin

searchingly at Mrs. Leveret; who looked at the others. ..

‘T always deprecate anything like é'scaﬁda_}'- " Mis, P]mthcon

“She has been the cause of one today!” exclaimed Miss Glyde.
Mrs. Leveret moaned: “I don't see how she could!” and Miss V4
- Vluyck said, picking up her notebook: “Some women s
. “—Butif)” Mrs. Plinth took up her argument impres :
- of the kind had happened in my house” (it never would have, her torie:. .-
- implied), “I should have felt that I owed it to myself either to ask for Mrs, -

top at nothing.”
sively, “anything - .°

“Oh; Mis. Plinth =" gasped the Lunch Club. = S
- “Fortunately for mie,” Mrs. Plinth continued with an awhul
nimity, “the ‘matter was taken out of my hands by our Pre
decision that the right to entertain distinguished guests was a p
vested in her office; and I think the other members will agree tha
“was alorie in this opinion, she ought to be alone in deciding on
way of effacing its— its really deplorable consequences.”
- A deep silence followed this outbreak of Mrs. Plinth’s lon

. " don’t see why I should be expected to ask her to resign—" Mrs. *
Ballinger at length began; but Laura Glyde turned back to remind her: |
“You know she made you say that you'd-got on swimmingly in Xingu.”
‘An illtimed giggle escaped from Mrs. Leveret; and Mrs. Ballinger: - -
nergetically continued “—But you needn’t think for a moment that . - |

The door of the drawing roor closed on the retreating backs of the
Lunch Club, and the President of that distinguished association, seating-
erself at her writing table, and pushing away a copy of The Wings of
Death to make room for her elbow, drew forth a sheet of the club’s
notepaper, on which she began to write: “My dear Mrs. Roby "




