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MY LADY'S MONEY

py WILRIE COLLINS.

AN EPISODE IN THE LIFE OF A YOUNG GIRL

PART THE FIRST.

- - - c—

THE DISAPPEARANCHE.

CHAPTER V.

“Well.” said Isabel, eagerly, ‘“‘what does
Mr. Hardyman say? Does he think he can
care Tommie

Moody answered a little coldly and stiffly.
His dark, deeply set eyes rested on Isabel
with an uneasy loek.

“Mr. Hardyman seems to understand ani-
male,” he said. '‘He litted the dog's evelid
and looked at his eye, and then he told us the
bath was useless.”

“Goon,” sald Isabel, impatiently. *‘He
did something, 1 suppose, besides telling you
that the bath was useless.™

“He took a knife out of his pocket, with a
lancet in it.”

Isabel clasped hor hands with a faint cry
of horror. “‘Oh, Mr. Moody, did he hurt
Tonmnie?”

“Hurt him?" Moody repeated, indignant at
the interest which she felt in the animal and
the indifference which she exhibited towards
the man (as represented by himself), *“"Hurt
him, indeed! Mr. Hardyman bled the
brute—

“Brute?” Isabel reiterated, with flashing
eves. 1 know some people, Mr. Moody,
who really deserve to be calied by that horrd
word. If you can’t say ‘Tommie,’ when you
speak of him in my presence, be so good as to
say ‘the dog.” "

Moody yielded with the worst possible
grace. “Oh, very welll Mr. Hardyman
bled the dog, and brought him to his senses
directly. | am charged to tell you—" He
stopped as if the message which he was in-
structed to deliver was in the last degree
distasteful to him.

“Well, what were vou charged to tell mef”

“] was to say that Mr., Hardyman will
give you instructions how to treat the dog
for the future.”

[sabel hastened
ceive her instructions,
lnl'fnl'i* ‘-|h' 1'1r]];1ll “'F"‘H It

“*“You in a great hurry to get to Mr.
Hardyman,” he remarked.

lsabel looked back at him in surprise.
“Yousaid just now that Mr., Hardyman was
waiting to tell me how to nurse Tommie.”

“1et him wait,” .\IWHI}' l‘i*_jnilllzhl, HtHr'nl}*,
“When 1 left him, he was sufficiently oc¢-
cupied in expressing his favorable opinion of
you to her ladyship.”

The steward's pale face turned paler still as
he sald those words, With the arrival of
lsabel in Lady Lvdiard's house ** his time had
come V—oxactly as the women in the servants’
hall had predicted. At last the impenetrabile
man felt the influence of the sex; at last he
knew the passion of love—misplaced, ill-
starred, hopeless love, for a woman who was
young enough to be his ehild He had al-
rendly spoken to Isabel more than once in
terms which told his secret plainly enoagh.
But the snouldering fire of jealousy in the
man, fauned into flame by Hardyman, now
showed itself for the first time. His looks,
sven more than his words, would huve warned

a woman with any knowledge of the natures
of men to be eareful how she answered him.
Young, gildy, and inexperienced, Isabel fol-
lowed th: flippant impulse of the moment,
without a thought of the consequences, * I'm
sure it's very kind of Mr. Hardyman to speak
favorably of me,” she said, with a pert little
laugh. “‘1 hope you are not jealous of him,
Mr. Moody?

Moody was in no humer to make allow-
ances for the unbridled gayety of youth and
good spirits. ‘1 bate any man who ad-
mires you,” he burst out, passionately, * let
him be who he may!"”

Isabel looked at her strange lover with un-
affected astonishment,. How unlike Mr.
Hardyman, who had treated her as a lady
from first to last. ** What an odd man you
are!” she said. * You can't take a joke. 1I'm
sure I didn't mean to offend yon.”

“ You don't offend me—you do worse, you
distress me."

[mﬂu-l‘:-. color l-'r;.:llll to rise. 'Thf‘ mon*i-
ment *ad out of her face: she looked at
Moody gravely. *“Idon't like to be accused
of distressing people when I don’t deserve it,”
she said. ** 1 had better leave you., let me
by, if you please.”

Having committed one error in offending
her, Moody committed another in attempt-
ing to make his peace with her, Acting un-
der the fear that she would really leave him,
he took her roughly by the arm.

“You are always trying to get away from
me, ' he said. ‘'l wish I kuew how to make
you like me, Isabel ”

“1 don't allow vou to call me Isabel!” she
retorted, struggling to free herself from his
hold. “Let go of my arm. You hurt me.”

Moody dropped her arm with a bitter sigh.
“l don't know how to deal with yon. " he
sald, simply. *‘“‘Have some pity on me!”

if the steward had kKnown anything of
women (at [abel's age) he would never have
appealed to her mer 'y in those plain terms
and at that unpropitions moment., “‘Pity
you!” she repeatsd contemptuously. “Is
that all you have to say to me after hurting
my arm! What a bear vou are!” BShe
shrugged her shoulders and put her hands
coquettishly into the pockets of her apron.
That was how she pitied him! His face
turned paler and paler—he writhed un-
der it

“For God's sake don't turn everything 1
say to you into ridicule!” he cried, *“You
know | love you with all my heart and soul
Again and again I have asked vou to be my
wife, and you laugh at me as if it was d joke.
I haven't deserved to be treated in that cruel
way. It maddens me—I can’t endure itl”

10 1“” lh}*ll" cager LO IMe-
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- gwered, “and then | have done.

| only for A moment.
| in her rose brightly in her eyes, and faced
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., wae passion that consumod
him, Moody obstinately kept his place be-

. tween Isabel and the door. The unworthy

n of her. which had been in his mind

" all through the interview, now forced its way
- outward to expression at last,

“No woman ever usedd & man as you use

. me without some reason for it,” he said

“You have kept your secret woaderfully

. well: but, sconer or later, all secrets get

. found out.
well as you know it yourseif.

I know what is in your mind as
You are in
love with some other man.” .

Jsabel's face flushed deeply; the defensive
pride of her sex was up in arms in an in-

" stant. She cast one disdainful look at Moody,
' without troubling herself to express her con-

t-l'.l‘llpt. in words “Stand out of my way,

- gir!” that was all she sawl to him.

“You are in love with some other man,”
he reiterated, passionately. “Deny it if you

. can!”

“Deny it!" she repeated, with flashing eyes,

| “What right have you to ask the questionf

Am I not free to do as 1 please!”

He stood looking at her, meditating his
next words, ' ith a sudden and sinister
change to se!f-restraint. BSuppressed rage
was in his rigidly set eyes, suppressed rage
was in his trembling hand as he raised it
emphatically while he spoke his next words.

“1 have one thing more to say,” he an-
If I am not
your husband, no ether man shall be. Look
well to it, Isabel Miller. If there is another

| man between us, I can tell him this—he shall

flad it no easy matter to rob me of you!”

She startad, and turned pa'e, but it was
The high spirit that was

him without shrinking.

“Threats? she said, with quiet contempt,
“When you make’love, Mr. Moody. you take
strange ways of doing it. My consclience is
easy., You may Sy to frighten me, but you
will not succeed. When you have recovered
your temper | will accept your excuses.” She
paused and pointed to the table. ‘‘There is
the letter that you told me to leave for you
when I had sealed it,” she went on. *‘I sup-
pose you have her ladyship's orders. Isn't it
time you began to think of obeying them?’

The contemptuous composure of her tone

and manner seemed to act on Moody with
crushing effect. Without a word of answer
the unfortunate steward took up the letter
from the table. Without a word of answer

' he walked mechanieally to the great door

which opened on the staircase, turned on the
threshold to look at Isabel, waited a moment,
pale and still, and suddenly left the room.
That silent departure, that hopeless sub-
mission, impressed Isabel in spite of herself.
The sustaining sense of injury and isnult sank,
as it were, from under her the moment she
was alone. He had not been gone a minute
before she began to be sorry for him once
more. The interview had taught her noth-
ing. She was neither old enough nor experi-

enced enough to understand the overwhelm- |

ing revolution produced in a man's character
when he feels the passion of love for the first
time in the maturity of his life.

taken with her: but she would have thor
oughly understood him. His terrible earnest-
ness, his overpowering agitation, his abrupt

violence—all these evidences of a passion that |

was & mystery to himself—simply puzzled
her. “I'm sure I didn't wish to hurt his feel-
ings” (such was the form that her reflections
took in her present penitent frame of mind);
“but why did he provoke me! Itis a shame
to tell me that I love some other man, when
there is no other man. [ declare 1 begin to
hate the men, if they are all like Mr. Moody.
I wonder whether he will forgive me when
he sees me againt
forget and forgive on my side, especially if
he won't insist on my being fond of him be-
cause he is fond of me.

wonld come back and shake hands. It's

enough to try the patience of a saint to be |

treated in this way. I wish I was ugl/! The
ugly ones have a quiet time of it—the men
let them be. Mr. Moody! Mr. Moody!” She
went out to the landing and called to him
softly. There was no answer. He was no
longer in the house, Bhe stood still for a
moment in silent vexation.
mie,” she decided.
agreeable company of the two. And-—oh,
good gracious!—there's Mr. Hardyman wait.
ing to give me my instructions! How do 1
look, 1 wonder?

SBhe consulted the glass once more, gave | by Mr. Moody that I would call at this hour

one or two corrective touches to her haly
and cap, and hastened into the boudoir.

— .

CHAPTER VL

For a quarter of an hour the drawing room
remained empty. At the end of that time
the council in the boudoir broke up. Lady
Lydiard led the way back to the drawing
room, followed by Hardyman, Isabel being
left to look after the dog. Before the door

closedd behind M Hardyman turned round |

to reiterate his last medical directions, or, in
plainer words, to take a last look at Isabel.

“Plenty of water, Miss Isabel, for the dog
to lap, and a little bread or biscuit if he
wants something to eat, Nothing more, if
you please, till I see him to-morrow.”

“Thaunk you, sir. I will take the -
CAre—"

At that point Lady Lydiard cut short the |

interchange of instructions and ecivilities.
“Shut the door, if you please, Mr. Hardy-
man, | feel the draught. Many thanks!
am really at a loss to tall you how grate-
fully I feel your kindness. But for you my
poor little dog might have been dead by this
time, "

Hardyman answered, in the quiet, melan- |

choly monotone which was habitual
with him, “Your ladyship need feel no
further anxiety about the dog. Only be
eareful not to overfeed him. He will do
very well under Miss Isabel's eare. By the
by, her family name is Miller, is it not ¢ Is
she related to the Warwickshire Millers, of
Duxborough Housef"”

Lady Lydiard looked at him with an ex-
pression of satirical surprise. “Mr. Hardy-
man.,” she sald, *“‘this makes the fourth time
you have questioned me about Isabel. You
seermn to take a great interest in my little
companion. Don't
pray.
[ am very fond of her, I am naturally grati-
fled when 1 find her admired. At the same
time,” she added, with one of her abrupt tran-
sitions of language, ‘1 had my ey¢ on you and

I had my eye on her when you were talking
in the next room, and I don't mean to let you |

If Moody | fond of each other as we like. but we mustn't

had stolen a kiss at the flrst opportunity, she |
would have resented the liberty that he had |

I'm sure I'm willing to |

Oh, dear! 1 wish he |

| ware really to be trusted.
“PH go'to Tome | oor nr b th o

“I'm sure he's the most |

| words.

B 'thi - ‘ busine
sateat | something unpleasant in the business that

make any apologies,
You pay Isabel a compliment; and as |

woman that I admire With good looks, too |

—of course with good looks. She will be a
perfect treasure (ns you remarked jusc now)
to the man who marries her.

to know something about it 1 have twice

narrowly escaped being married myself; and I venture to ask your ladyship a question?”

though I can't exactly explain it, I'm all the
harder to please in consequence. Miss Isabel
pleases me, | think | have said that before.
Pardon me for saying it again.
morrow morning and look at the dog, ae
early as eleven o'clock, if you will allow me,

Later in the day I must be off to France to |

attend a sale of horses, Glad to have been
of any use to your ladyship, I amsure. Good
morning.”

Lady Lydiard let him go, wisely resigning
any further attempt to establish an un er-
standing between her visitor and herself.

“He is either a person of very limited in-
telligence when he is away from his stables ™
«he thought, “‘or he deliberately declines to
take a plain hint when it is given to him. I
can't drop his acquaintance, on Tommie's ae-
count. The only other alternative is to keep
Isabel out of his way. My good little girl
shall not drift into a false position while 1
am living to Jook after her. When Mr.
Hardyman calls to-morrow she shall be out
on an errand,. When he calls on his return
she shall be up stairs with a headache. And
if he tries it again she shall be away at my
house in the country. If he makes any re-
marks on her absence—well, he will find that
[ can be just as dull of understanding as he
is when the occasion calls for it”

Having arrived at this satisfactory solution

. of the difficulty, Lady Lydiard became con-

scious of an irresistible impulse to summon
Isabel to her presence and caress her. In the
nature ¢f a warnrhearted woman this was
only the inevitable reaction which followed
the subsidence of anxiety about the girl, after
her own resolution had set that anxiety at
rest. Bhe threw open the door and made one
of her sudden appearances in the boudoir,
Even in the fervent outpouring of her affec-
tion there was still the inherent abruptness
of manner which so strongly marked Lady
Lydiard’s character in all the relations of
life.

“Did 1 give you a kiss this morning?™ she
asked, when Isabel rose to receive her,

“Yes, my lady.,” said the girl, with her
charming smile.

“Come, then, and give me a kiss in return.
Do you love mef Very well, then, treat me
like your mother. Never mind ‘my lady’
this time. Give me a good hug.”

Nomething in those homely words, or some-
thing perhaps in the look that accompanied
them, touched sympathies in Isabel which
seldom showed themselves on the sarface,
Her smiling lips trembled, the bright tears
rose in her eyes, *‘You are too good to me,”
she murmured, with her head on Lady
Lydiard's bosom. ‘‘How can 1 ever love you
enough in return!™

Lady Lydiard patted the pretty head that
rested on her with such filial tenderness,
“There! there!”™ she said, ""Go back and
play with Tommie, my dear. We may be as

cry. God bless you! Go away!—go away!”

She turned aside quickly; her own eyes
were moistening, and it was part of her
character to be reluctant to let Isabel see it.
“Why have | made a fool of myself” she
wondered, as she approached the drawing
room door. “‘It doesn't matter, | am all the
better for it Odd, that Mr. Hardyman
should have made me feel fonder of Isabel
than ever!”

With these reflections she re.entered the
drawing room, and suddenly checked herself
with a start. “Good heavens!” she ex-

. claimed, irritably, “*how you frightened me!

Why was I not told you were heref’

Having left the drawing room in a state of
solitude, Lady Lydiard, on her return, found
herself suddenly confronted with a gentle-
man mysteriously planted on the hearthrug
in her absence. The new visitor may be
rightly described as a gray man. He had
gray hair, eyebrows and whiskers; he wore
a gray coat, waistcoat and trousers, and
gray gloves. For the rest his appearance
was eminently suggestive of wealth and re-
spectability, and in this case appearances
The gray man
was no other than Ladv Lydiard's legal ad-
viser, Mr. Troy.

“I regret, my lady, that I should have been
so0 unfortunate as to startle you,” he said,

- with a certain underlying embarrassment in

his manner. ‘1 had the honor of sending word

on some matters of business connected with
your ladyship's hbouse property. 1 presumed
that you expected to find me here waiting
your pleasure.”

Thus far Lady Lydiard had listened to her |
legal adviser, fixing her eyes on his face in |
" her usually frank, straightforward

way.
sShe now stopped him in the middle of a sen-
tence, with a change of expression on her
own face which was undisguisedly a change
to alarm.

“Don’'t apologize, Mr. Troy,"” she said. *'I]
am to blame for forgetting your appoint-

- ment, and for not keeping my nerves under
She paused for & moment, |

proper control.”
and took a seat before she said her next
“May I ask,” she resumed, “if there

brings you here(”

“Nothing whatever, my lady: mere for-
malities, which can wait till to-morrow or
next day, if you wish it.”

Lady Lydiard's fingers drummed impa-
tiently on the table. *“You have known me
long enough, Mr, Troy, to know that 1 cannot
endure suspense. You hAave something un-

. pleasant to tell me.”

The lawyer respectfully remonstrated.
“Really, Lady Lydiard—"he began.

“It won't do, Mr. Troy. I know how you
look at me on ordinary occasions, and |1 see
how yvou look at me now. You are a very
clever lawyer; but, happily for the interests
that 1| commit to vour charge, you are also a
thoroughly honest man. After twenty vears'
experience of you, yYou can't deceive me,
You bring me bad news, BSpeak at once, sir,
and speak plainly.”

Mr. Troy yielded, inch by inch, as it were,
“l bring news which, 1 fear, may annoy
your ladyship.”
another inch. "It is news which | only be-
came acquainted with myself on entering
this house. He walted again, and made
another advance. ‘'l happened to meet your
ladyship's steward, Mr. Moody, in
hal. 2

“Where is he” Lady Lydiard interposed,
angrily. 'l can make Ahim speak out, and I
will.L BSend him bere instantly.”

| may claim

- of Mr. Troy.
'l eall to- |

. WAS

. ]aﬂll}’

| speaking”
| self

the |

FAFOON MB, jnr ssesy _ .
happy mixture of the positive and the polite
in his maaner of which lawyers alone possess
the secret.  ““There is only one way of arriv-
ing at the truth in painful matters of this
sort. We must begin at the beginning. May

“Tam at your disposal, sir,"”
she said, quietly.

“Are you absolutely certain that you in-
closed the bank note in the letter? the law-

yer asked.

|

?

hréak her heart.”

“Keep it a secret,” said Lady Lydiard,
‘“when the rector and the rector’s wife both
know of it! Do yvou think they will let the

. matter rest where it is, aven if | could consent
Lady Lydiard felt the composing influencs |

to hush it up? 1 must &7 .t¢ to them, and I
can’'t write anonymously after what has hap-
pened. Put yourself in Isabel’s place, and
tell me if you would thank the person who
knew you to be innocently exposed to a dis-

- graceful suspicion, and who cowcealed i

“I certainly believe I inclosed it.,” Lady |

Lydiard answered., ‘““‘But I was so alarmed
at the time by the sudden iliness of my dog

that I do not feel justified in speaking posi- |

tively.”

“Was anvybody in the room with your lady- |

ship when you put the inclosure in the let-
ter, as you believe!™

“I was in the room.” said Moody.
swear that | saw her ladyship put the bank

- been imposed on him, he paused,
I.II mn |

note in the letter, and the letter in the en- |

velope.”

“And seal the envelope™ asked Mr, Trov,

“No, sir. Her ladyship was ecalled away
nto the next room to the dog before she
could seal the envelopa.”

Mr. Trov addressed himself once more to
Lady Lydiard. “Did yvour ladyship take the
letter into the next room with yout"

‘1 was too much alarmed to think of it
Mr. Troy. 1 left it here on the table.”

“With the envelope openf”’

“Ves,"

‘“How long were you absent in the other
room/{”

“Half an hour or more.”

“Ha!"” said Mr. Trovy to himself, ‘‘this com-
plicates it a little.” He reflected for awhile
and then turned again to Moody., “Did any
of the servants know of this bask note being
in her ladyship's possession "

“Not one of them,” Moody answered.

“Do vou suspect any of the servants!”

“Certainly not, sir,’

YA thee any workmen employed in the
house

“No, sir.”

“Do you know of any persons who had
access to the room while Lady Lydiard was
absent from it

‘“Two visitors called, sir.”

“Who were they!”

“Her ladyship's nephew, Mr. Felix Bweet-
gir. and the Honorable Alfred Hardyman.”

Mr. Troy shook his head irritably. *1 am
not speaking of gentlemen of high position
and repute,” he sald. "it's absurd even to
mention Mr. Sweetsir and Mr. Hardyman.
My question related to strangers who might
have obtained access to the drawing room-—
people calling, with her ladyship’s sanction,
for subscriptions, for Instance: I““']llﬂ
calling with articles of dress or ornament to
be submitted to her ladyship's inspection.”

“No such persons came to the house, to my
knowledge,” Moody answered.

Mr. Troy suspended the investigation, and
took a turn thoughtfully in the room. The
theory on which his inquiries had proceeded
thus far had failed to produce any results.
His pxlﬂlrip”t‘ﬂ warned him to waste no more
time on it, and to return to the starting
paint of the investigation—in other words,
to the letter,
turned again to Lady Lydiard, and tried his
questions in a new direction.

“Mr. Moody mentioned just now,” he said,
“that your ladyship was called into the next
room before you could seal your letter., On
your return to this room, did you see the
letter!”’

“1 was busy with the dog,”
answered, ‘‘Isabel Miller
the boudoir, and 1 told her to seal it for
me.”

Mr. Troy started. The new direction in
which he was pushing his inquiries began to
look like the right direction already. ‘“‘Miss
Isabel Miller,” he proceeded, ‘“‘has been a
resident under your lu-i}.--lup‘ﬂ roof for some
little time, 1 believe!

“For nearly two years, Mr. Troy.”

“As your ladyship’s companion
reader.”

“As my adopted daughter,” her ladyship
answered, with marked emphasis,

Wise Mr. Troy rightly interpreted the em-
phasis as a warning to him to suspend the
examination of her ladyship, and to address
to Mr. Mo« ul}' the far more serious tllll*hlllj“y{
which were now to come.

“Did any one give you the letter before
you left the house with it,” he said to the
steward, ‘‘or did you take it yourself?”

“] took it mysell, from the tavle here.”

“Was it sealed?’

“Yes"

“Was anybody present when you took the
letter from the tablef”

“Miss Isabel was present.”

“Did you find her alone in the roomf{”’

“Yes, sir.”

Lady Lydiard opened her lips to speak,
and checked herselt. Mr. Troy, having
cleared the ground before him, put the fatal
question,

“Mr. Moody,” he said, “when Miss Isabel
instructed to seal the letter. did she
know that a bank note was inclosed in it#

Instead of replying, Robert drew back
from the lawyver with a look of horror,
Lydiard started to her feet, and
checked hersell again on the point of speak-
ing.

“Answer him, Moody,” she said, putting a
strong constraint on herself,

Robert very unwillingly. *l
took the liberty of reminding her ladyship
that she had left her letter unsealed,” he
said, “And | mentioned as my for
he "‘1”“1“”] and corrected him
“1 believe | mentioned
Inclosure was in the letter.”

“You believe!” Mr, Troy repeated.
you speak more positively than that!”

“I can positively,” said
Lydiard, with her eyes on the lawvyer.
“Moody did mention the inclosure in the
letter, in lsabel Miller's hearing as well as in
mine.”" BShe paused, steadily controlling her-
sell. “And what of that, Mr. Troy?’
added, very quietly and firmly

Oor

Lady Lydiard

and

answered

XL s

‘“‘Can't

o LaN K

1 am surprised that your lady-

*‘I persist in repeating the question,” Lady
Lydiard rejoined. *'I say that Isabel Miller
knew of the inclosure in my

' ask. What of that?

“And | answer.” retorted the impenetrable
lawyer, ‘‘that the suspicion of theft rests on

your ladyship's adopted daughter, and on |
' mobody else,.”

from you! Go, Moody! The lonker you de-
lav. the harder it will be.”

With his head sunk on his breast, with
anguish written in every line of his face,
Moody obeved Passing slowly down the
short passage which connected the two rooms,
and still shrinking from the duty that had
looking
through the curtains which hung over the
entrance to the boudoir.

CHAPTER VIL

The sight that met Moody's view wrung
aim to the heart.

Isabel and the dog were at play together,
Among the variel accomplishmenis pos-
sessed by Tommie, the capacity to take his
part at a game of hide-and-seex waus one. Lis
playfellow for the time Leing put a shawl or
a handkerchief over hi: head, =0 as to pre-
vent him from seeing, and then hid amomg
the furniture a pockethool, or a cigw case,
Or a purse, or anything else that happ ned to
be at hand, leaving the dog find it, with
his keen sense of smell to guide him. Donbly
relieved by the fit and lom
iie's spirits had revived: and be s 1sabel
had just begun their game whon Moody
looked into the room, ch 1‘;,.',"! with his ter-
rible errand.

“You're turning, lTommie, burn-
ing!” eried the girl, laugning and clapping
her hands. The next moment she happened
to look round, and wooly througd the
parted curtains (ace warnad ber in-

L)
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His

| stantly that something serious had happened.

. Robert took Isabel

Nhifting his point of view, he |

was of no use in |

Iu.l.'lv I . .
| fit to be a member of your

she |

. ference of rank at such a time
' fore God, who hears you, are you innocent

| that

- Outside of my house |

' the thief,

that a valuable | said of me is not to

She advanced a few steps, her eyes resting
on him in silent alarm. He was himself too
panfully agitated to speak. Not a word
\"&qpl{‘”ﬂ][;:h'li between Lady Ial‘h'iinﬂ.l'll and
Mr. Troy in the next room, Iin the complete
stillness that prevailed the doz was heard
sniffing and fidgeting about the furniture
the hand and led her
OO “For (roxd's -..;[}{p‘
whispered, The

by
into the drawing
spare her, my lady!” he
lﬂﬂ_\vl‘ heard him

“No.”" said Mr. Troy
tell her the truth. ™

He -iiuilu* to & woman who stood in no need
of his advice. The inherent nobility in Lady
Ly&iard's nature was roused ; her great heart
offered itself patiently to any sorrow, to any
sacrilice,

Putting her arm round Isabel—half caress-
ing her, half supporting her— Lady Lydiard
ﬂ.{'l‘t‘ll“hl“ll' wliole resjpronsio ht.jr‘ nd told the
whole truth

Ree lin~

rFecover:

1;'

merciful, and

under the first shock, the poor girl
her-eld with admirable conrage,
She raised her head and eyed the lawyer
without nttering a word. In its artless con-
sciousuess of innocence the look was nothing
les< thon sublime, Addressing h rself to Mr
Troy, lLady Lydiard pointed to Ilsabel. *“Do
you see gailt there!” she asked.

Mr. T roy made no answer, In the melan-
choly exverience of humanity to which his
professiom  condemned him, he had seen
conscious yuiit assume the face of innocence,
and helpless innocence admit the disguise of
guilt: the keenest observation in either case
lailing completely to detect the truth. Lady

- Lydiard misinterpreted his silence as express-

ing the sullen self-asertion of a heartless
man, Hhe turned from him in contempt,
and held out her hand to Isabel.

“Mr. Trov is not satisfied yet,” she said,
bitterly. “My love, take my hand, and look
me in the face as vyour l'qllﬂ.l - 1 know no dif-
as this He

of the theft of the bank note?

“Before God, who hears me.” Isabel an-
hwuj'ml_ 1 am mnocent,”

lady Lvdiard looked once mnore at the
lawyer, and waited to hear if he Lulieved
fhirt

Mr. Troy took refuge in dumb diplomacy
—he made a low bow, It might have meant
he believed Isabel, it might have
meant that he modestly withdrew his own
opinion into the background. Lady Lydiard
did not condescend to inquire what it meant

“The sooner we bring this painful scene to
an end the better.” she saidl, ‘I shall be

or

| glad to avail myself of your professional as

Mr. certain limits,
that vyou will
spare no trouble in tracing the lost money to
the person who has really stolen it. Inside
of my house I must positively request that
the disappearance of the note may never be
alluded to, in any way whatever, until your
inquiries have been success' ul in discovering
In the meanwhile Mrs, Tollmidge
and bher family must not be sufferers by my
loss: | shall pay the money again.” She
paused and pressed Isabel's hand with affec-
tionate fervor. “My child,” she ssid, “‘one
last word to you, and [ have done. You re-
main here, with my trust in vou and my love
for vou alsolutely unshaken. You are
dearer to me than ever, Never forget that.”

Isabel bent her head and kissed the kin
hand that still held hers., The hign spirit that
was in her, inspired by Lady Lydiard’s ex-
ample, rose equal to the dreadful situation in
which she was placed.

“No, my lady,” she said, calmly and sadly,
‘“it cannot What this gentleman has
be denied-—the appear-
The letter was open,

gistance. Troy, within

Doy

ANCes are against me.

| and 1 was alone in the room with it. and Mr.
| Moody told me that a valuable inclosure was

not
| am
l,H'III,l!I!"'
innocence 18 1In
me now that you
walt patiently, after

Dear and kind mistress. | am
household,
ﬂlt'

Insicde 1t

live with hone it

wlille

I]l*r \\lll'lh_\ 1.4)
who serve you, my
doubt, It is enough for

don t doubt it | can

| that, for the day that gives me back my good

| 'h"

- . | e
Mr, [l'u} aAnswered qnlﬂlh' and firmly on | S—

' his side.
| ship should ask the question,” he said.
He paused, and advanced |

ll'«[tll.l-‘ ull'll I ' llltii A i'll:‘ll-

' handkerchief.
| rubtly, and examined a Japanese vase, with-

Oh, my good lady, dont cry about
ray, MUY, don't cry .

Lady Lydiard’s self control falled her for

first time, lsabel's courage had made

Isabwl dearer to her than ever. She sank

and covered her face with her

Mr. Troy turned aside ab-

it!

out any idea in his mind of what he was look-
ing at, Lady Lydiard had gravely mis.
judged him in believing him to be a heart-

| less man.

Isabel followed the lawyer, and touched

“Keep (tearefully,” he said, ‘‘Neither ym
wor I kuow how soon it may be of use to
you."

Receiving the copy from him, she feit me-
chanically in her apron for her pocket book
She had used it in playing with the dog, as an

object to hide from him; but she had suf- |

fered, anl was stilPsuffering, too keenly to be
capable of the effort of remembrance. Moody,
eazer to belp her even in the most trifling
thing, guessed what had happened.
were playing with Tommie,” he said; “is it
in the next roomf{”

The dog heard his name pronounced
through the open door. The next moment he
trotted into the drawing room with Isabel's
pocketbook in his mouth. He was a strong,
well-grown Scoteh terrier of the largest
gize, with bright, intelligent eyes, and a coat
of thick, curling white hair, diversified by
two light brown ]lltl‘hl*ﬂ on his back. As he
reached the middle of the room, and looked
from one to another of the persons present,
the fine sympathy of his race told him that
there was trouble among his human friends,
His tail dropped; he whined goftly as he ap-
proached Isabel and laid her pocketbook at
her feet,

She knelt as she picked up the pocketbook,
and raised her playfellow of happier days to
take her leave of him. As the dog put his
paws on her shoulder, returning her caress,
her first tears fell. “Foolish of me,” she
said faintly, “to ery over a dog. 1 can't
help it, Good-by, Tommie!"

Putting him away from her gently, she
walked toward the door, The dog instantly
followed. She put him away from her for
the second time, and left him. He was not
to be denied: he foilowed her again and
took the skirt of her dress in his teeth, as
if to hold her back. Robert forced the dog.
growling and resisting with all his might, to
let go of the dress.  “"Don’t be rough with
him.,” said Isabel. ““Put him on her lady-
ship’s lap: he will be quieter there.” Robert
obeyved. He whispered to Lady Lydiarnd as
she received the dog; she seemed to be still
incapable of speaking —she bowed her head
in silent Hobert hurried back to
Isabel before she had passed the door. *'No
alone!” he said entreatingly. ‘‘Her ladyship
permits it, Isabel. let me see you safe to
yvour aunt's house.”

Isabel looked at him, felt for him, and
yielded

“Yesn" answered, softdy:
amends for what 1 said to
thomghtless and hap e

nssent.

make
WAS

20
when |
walted a little
sKNe hIHIkl' her few
Lydiard.

she
vy O
She
to comnose hers el efon
farewell words to La ly
by, my lady., Your kindness has not
thrown away on an ungratefal girl, |
vou, and thank vou, with all my heart.’

Lady Lydiard rose, placing the dog on the
chair as left it
grown older by years, instead of by minutes,
in the short interval that had passed since
she had hidden her face from view.

“I can't bear it!” she cried, in husky,
broken tones. ‘‘lsabel! Isabel! 1 forbid you
to leave me!'”

But one person present could venture to re-
gist her., That person was Mr. Troy-—and
Mr. Troy knew it

“Control vourself.” he said to her, in a
whisper. ““The girl is doing what is best and
most hecomimz in her position, and is doing
it with a patience and courage wonder-
ful to see She places herself under
the protection of her nearest relative until
her character is vindicated and her po-
gition in vyour house is once more be-
yond a doubt. Is this a time to throw ob-
stac) s her wuy! Bo worthy of yourself,
Lady Lydiard, and think of the day when
she will retwyn to you without the breath of
a suspicion to rest on her.”

There was no disputing with him--he was
too plainly in the right. Lady Lydiard sub.
mitted; she concealed the torture that her
own resolution inflicted on her with an
endurance which was indeed worthy of her-
self, Taking Isabel in her arms, she kissed
her, in a passion of sorrow and love. "My
poor dear | “\r own sweet girl! don't H'I.IR'
pose that this is a parting kiss! 1 shall see
you again—often and often 1 shall see you
again at your aunt’'s.” Ata sign from Mr,
Troy, Robert took Isabel's arm in his and
led her away. Tommie, watching her from
his chair, lifted his little white muzzie as his
playfellow looked back on passing the door-
way. The long, melancholy farewell howl
of the dog was the last sound Isabel Miller
heard as she left the house.

e
been
love

she

spoke together a little while since., 1 didn’
mean it.” Bhe gave him her hand, and looked
timidly over bher shoulder at Lady Lydiard.
“Let me go!” she said, in low, broken tones;
“let me go!”

Mr. Troy heard her, and stepped forward
to interfere before Lady Lydiard could speak.
The man had recovered his self-control: the
lawyer took his place again on the scene.

“You must not leave us, my dear,” he said
to Isabel, “until I have put a question to Mr,
Moody in which you are interested. Do you
happen to have the number of the lost bank
note” he asked, turning to the steward.

Moody produced his slin of paper with the
number on it, Mr ‘Troy made two copies of
it before he returnsd the paper. One copy
he put in his pocket, the other he Landed t4

Isabel.

This Story to be continued, |

|

nYm .

THE CENTURY
FOR 1885-84,

The remnarkable interest in the War Papers

and in the many tiwely articles and strong se-

- Finl features publighed recently in the ('entury

hng  given thnt wegazine w regular circula-
ton of

More Than 200.000 Copiles
Monthly. o

Among the features for the coming volum

- which begins with the November oumber, are:

The War Papers

BY GENERAL GRANT AND OTHERS,

These will be continuned (most of them illusteat-
ed ) until the chief events of the Civil War have
been described by leading participants on hoth
sides.  General Grant's papersinclude descrip-
tions of the battles of Chattanooga and the Wil.
derness. General MeClellan will write of An-
Hietam. General D G, Buell of Shiloh, Generals
Pope, Longstreet and others of the Second Bull
Ruwm, ete,, ¢te.  Naval combats, including the

hight between the Kearsarge and the Alabama, |

by officers of both ships, will be described.

The ""Recollections of & Private’’ and #orecial |

war papers of an anecdotal or humoroi g char-
acter will be fentures of the year,

SERIAL STORIES

D. HOWELLS, MARY HALLOCK
FOOTE & GEU. W_ CABLE.

BY W,

Mr. Howells' serial will be in lighter vein than
“The Rise of Silus Lapham.”’ Mrs. Foote's is o
story of mining life and Mr, Cable's & novelette
of the Acadians of Louvisiana. Mr. Cable will

- al30 contribate a series of papers on Slave song
 and daaces,including negro serpsut-worship et

SPECIAL. FEATURES

Including ““A Tricycle Pilgrimage to Rome,
ustrated by Pennell ; Historieal Papers b
Edward Kggleston, and others ; Papers on Pe’
sia, by 8, G. W, Benjumin, lntely U, 8. miuis-
ter, with vumerous illustrations ; Astronomical
Articles, practical and popular, on *‘Siderenl

Astronomy ;"' Papers on Christian Unity by |

representatives of various religious denomina.

tions ; Papers on Manuul Edueation, by vurious
experis, elic,, ele,

SHORT STORIES

By Frank R. Stockton, Mrs. Helen Jackson, (H. |
H.), Mrs. Mary Hallock Foote, Joel Chandler |

C o g
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Harper's Magazine.
ILLUSTRATED.,

The December number will begin the Seven-
ty-second Volume of Harpe' » Magazine. Miss
Woolson's novel, ‘East Aungels,” and Mr, How-
ell’'s ‘Indian Summer’ —holding the foremost
placein currnntserial fiction—will run through
' severs! numbers, and will be followed by serial
stories from R. D, Blackmore and Mrs, D. M,
Craik. A new editorinl department, discussing
| topics suggested by the current liternture of
- America and Europe, will be contribnted by W,
D). Howells, beginning with the January Num-
 ber.  The great literary event of the year will
' be the publication of a series of pupers—taking
the shape of astory, and depicting characteris-
tic features of Americun sociely as seen at our
lending plessure resortg—written by Charles
Dudley Warner, nnd illustrated by C. 8. Rein-
hart. The Magazine will give especial atten-
tion 10 American subjects, treated by the best
American writers, and illustrated by leading
Americuan artists,

HARPER'S PERIODICALS,

PER YEAR:

HARPER'S MAGAZINE . .oovviirevsnsesenss 34.00
| HARPER'S WEEKLY wiciicee crsccivrsnceee. 4,00
HARPER'S BAZAR ccoviiini nivivinnnninines 4.0
HARPER'SYOUNGPEOPLE..covvervviins. 2,00

 HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LIl-
BRARY, one year, 52 numbers,......10.00
Postuge Free to all subscribers in the United
States or Canada,

The volumes of the Magazine begin with the
Numbers of June and December of each year,
When no time i specified, it will be understood
that the subscriber wishes to begin with ths
current Number,

Bound Volumes of Hurper's Magazine, for
three years back, in neat cloth binding, will be
sent by mail, pustpaid, on receipt of $3.00 per
- volume, Cloth Cases, for binding, 50 ets, each
- «=by mail, postpuid.

Index to Harper's Magazine, Alphabetical,
Aunalytienl, and Classitied, for Volues 1 to 60
inclusive, from June, 18560, to June, 1880, one,
8vo, Cloth, $4.00,

Remittances should be made by Postoffice
Mopey Order or Draft, 10 aveid chance of loss.

v m——  — —— — e — = =

4 Newspapers are not 1o copy this advertise-

ment without the express order of Harper &
Brothers, Address

HARPER & BROTHERS, New York.
1 886,

Harrie, H . H.Boyesen, T. A . Janvier. Julinn Haw- |

She seemed to have | '"Orne, Richurd M, Johnsten, und others ; nnd |

| poems by leading poets,
‘Open Letters,” ‘Bric-a-Brae,’ ete., will be fully |

The Departments—

sustained.

The Illustrations

the Centurg engravings famous the world over,

Prices. A special Offer,

Regular subseription price, $4.00 u yvear. To
ennble new readers 1o get all the War Pupery,
with contributions from Generals Grant, Beau-
regurd, MceClellan,J . E.Johnston, Lew Wallace,
Admiral Porter and others, we will send the 12
back numbers, November, 1884, t0 October, 1 B85,
with a year s subscription beginning with No-
vember 1885, for $6.00 for the whole.
seription, with the 12 numbers bound in two
handsome volumes, $7.50 for the whole. Back
numbers only supplied at these prices with sub-
scriptions,

A free specimen copy (buck number) will be

sent on request. Mention this paper,

All dealers and postmasters take subseri ptions
and supply numbers accordirg to our s pecial
offer, or remittance may be made d irectly to

THE CENTURY CO., New York,

THE BALTIMORE WEEKLY SUN.

e et

Terms Invariably Gash in Advance,

Postage Prepaid by Publishers on Subscriptions
1o the United States and Canada,

Oune Dollar a copy for Twelve Months, Prem-
ium Copies 1o Getters Up of Clubs lor
the Baltimore Weekly Sun.

Five Copies.iiiess
With an extra copy of the Weekly Sun
one year.

Ten Coples.....oveveees.
With an extra copy of the Weekly Sun
one year, and one copy of the Duily Sun
three montbs,

Fifteon COplesccccccssssscercisscensins cossensnes. 10 00
With ao extra copy of the Weekly Sun

one year, und one copy of the Duily Sun
SIX months,

Tweuty Copies...coereerres,
With an extra copy of the Weekly Sun
one year, and one copy of the Duily Sun
nine months,
BRIPLY COPIel...ooeonssorsessneseacs snosessasacss DO O
With ao extra 2opy of the Weekly Sun
and one copy of the Daily Suu one year,
Forty Copies cuiennss swssssnsseenll 0
With un extra copy of the Weekly Sun
and one copy of the Daily Sun one year,
als0 an exira copy of the Daily Sun for
SIX months,
FILY COPIOB coecosessecesssssserscssessese
With an extra copy of the Weekly Sun
and two copies of the Daily Sun one
year,
Sevenly-Five Copies..cuveiviresin corserenees 10 00
With an extra copy of the Weekly Sun
and three copies of the Daily Sun ope
year,
Une Hundred Copies..covie cornvenes
With an extra copy of the Weekly
and four copies of the Duily Sun oune
Yeur.

FERAREABN

LE

To Kurope and other Postal Union countries
$£1 25 for twelve months.

THE SUN,
Daily, EJ.';;I Sunday .

Terms of subscription by Mail, Invariably Cash
in Advance, Postage Prepaid on Sub-
scriptions in the United States
and Canada,
$6 00 One month
3 00 Three weeks
2 00 Two weeks
Three mooths 1 50 One week
Two months 1 00

Une year
Six months
Four monaths

00 cts
J8 cls
20 cls
13 cts

Will be keptup to the standard which bas made |

A sub- |

o sasesenss 10 00 |

......-..-....-.......2” "0 .

Harper's Weekly:
ILLULTRATED,

Harper's Weekly has now, for more than
twemly years, muintained its position as the
lending illustrated weekly newspaper in Ameri-
cn.  With a constant increase of literary and
artistie resources, it is able 1o offer for the en-
Csuing year attractions nuequalled by any pre

vious volume, embracing two capital Hlustrat
| ed serial stories, one by Mr, Thomas Hardy~
- among the foremost of living writers of fiction,
and the other by Mr, Walter Besant, one of the
most rapidly rising of Eoglish novelists ; graph-
j¢ illustrations of unusunl interest to readers in
all section of the country ; entertaining short
| stories, mostly illustrated, by the best writers
and importaut pupers by high authorities on
| the chiel topics of the day,
. Every one who desires a trustworthy politi-
| enl guide, an entertniniog and instraclive fnn-
| ily jouraal eatirely free from objectionable feat-
' ures 1n either letter-press or illustratious should
- subscribe to Harper's Weekly.

HARPER'S PERIODICALS.

PER YEAR:

' HARPER’'S WEEKLY ceccosiiistnsnsncesiones.
HARPEB'S MAGAZINE ccooviiiiiiiiin

| HARPER'S BAZAR csveiiiiivinnnns sovins oo 4
HARPER’'S YOUNG PEOPLE........ seveces B
 HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LI-

| BRARY, Ooe Year (52 Numbers).....10.00

| Postage free to all parts of the United States
'or Canada,
I —_—

The Volumes of the Weekiy begin wilh the
first Nuwber for Janua.y of each year, When
no time is mentioned it will be understood that
the subscriber wishes 10 commeace with the
Number vext after receipt of order,

boud volumes of Harper'y Weekly, for three
yeurs baows in neat cloth K'Gogg, will be sent
by mail postage puid, or iy ress, free of ex-
pense —provided the freig. . 'S not exseed one
dollar per volume—for § volume,

Cloth cases for ench voluml suivihle for bind-
ing, will be sent by mail pogipaid eu receipt of
$1 each, .

Remittances should be made by Postofi
Money Urder or Draft/to avoid chance of loss.

Newspapers are nol to copy this advertise-
mer.t without the express order of Harper &
Brothers, Address

HARPER & BROTHERS, New York.

1856,

HARPER'S BAZAR.
ILLUSTRATED,

|

|

| Harper's Bazar istheonly paper in the world
- that combines the choicest literature and the
| finest art illustrations with the latest fashions
" and methods of household adornment. Its week-
ly illustrations and descriptions of the newest
Paris and New York styles, with its useful pat-
tern-sheet supplements and cut vatterns, by en-
abling ladies 10 be their own dressmukers, save
muany timwes the cost of subscription, 1ts paper
on cooking, the management of servants and
housekeeping in 1ts various details are emivent-
ly practical. Much attention is given to the in-
teresting topic of social etiquette, and i iilos-
trations of art needle-work are acknowledged
to be unequalled. Its literury merit is of the
highest excellence, and the unigue character of
Its humorous pictures has won for it the name
of the American Punch.

HARPER'S PERIODICALT.

PER YEAR:

HARPER'S BAZAR. .cooiiiimmiiiniisnnnnnesse $4.00
HARPER'S MAGAZINE, coviiiiiivssnnnnnies 4.00

HARPER'S WEEKLY cocisiaeiviicinscesences, 4.00
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE......ccove.s 2,00
HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LI-
BRARY one year, 52 numbers........10.00
Postage free to all subscribers in the United
States or Canada,

make a fool of the girl. BShe is not in your |
line of life, and the sooner vou kmow it the |
better You make me hugh when you ask the ruming disclosure a little longer. “Mr,
if she is related to gentlefolks. She is the | Moody will be here directly,” he said. “Mr,
orphan daughter of a chemist in the country, | Moody requested me to prepare your lady-
Her relations haven't a penny to bless them- | ship—"

To Europe and other Postal Union Countries

him gently on the arm to rouse his attention,
76 cents per month,

*1 have one relation living, sir--an aunt—
who will receive me if 1 go to her,” she said,
simply. “Is there any harm in my going}
Lady Lyvdiard will give vou the address
when you want me. BSpare her ladyship,

The lawyer made a last effort to hold off

The value of the Sun s an Advertising Medi-
um is, of course, in proportion 10 its immense
circulation, and its prices for advertising far

All Bilious Gomplaints

“It maddens me—=J ean’t endure iL.™

Isabel looked down at the floor, and fol-
lowed the lines in the pattern of the carpet
with the end of her smart little shoe, BShe
could bardly bave been farther away from
really understanding Moody if he had spoken
in Hebrew, BShe was partly startled, partly
puzzled, by the strong emotions which she
had unconsciously called iuto being, “‘Oh,
dear me!” she said, ““why can't you talk of
something else! Why can't we be friends?
Excuse me for mentioning it,” she went on,
looking up at him with a saucy smile, ‘‘you
are old enough to be my father.”

Moody's head sank on his breast, ‘I own
iIt," he answered, humbly. “"But there is
something to be said for me. Men as old as
| am have made good husbands before now,
I would devote my whole life to make vyou
happy. There fsn't & wish you could form
which 1 wouldn’'t be proud to obey, Yom
mustn’'t reckon me by years. My youth has
not been wasted in a profligate life. 1 can
be truer to you and fonder of you than many
A younger man, Surely my heart i3 not quite
unworthy of you, when it is all vours. | have
lived such a lonely, miserable life, and you
might so easily brighten it! You are kind to
everybody else, Isabel. Tell me, dear, why
are you so hard on me ™

His voice trembled as he appealed to her in
those simple words. He had taken the right
way at last to prmlum* all Impression on her,
She really felt for him. Al 'hat was true
and tender in her nature began to rise in her
and take his part. Unbappily, he felt too
11....’,1-.- and too strongly to e patient, and to
give her tuue ill‘ l'l'i”I.!-Iil’Ti'l"i. lll.hl]”l'l'llrl‘hﬁ_l
her s lenos i'll“[.l'lli'll'll'r. mistook the motive
that |1u|il,1' her turn aslile for a moment
gather composure enough to speak to him.
“Ah!™ he burst out, bilteriy, turning away
on his side, “vou have no heart' .

She instantly resented those unjust words
At that they wounded her to the
lluil‘k

“You know tr:-f,” she sald
doubt you are right. Remember one thing,

Lo

“'.,;al.;ll'lll

bowever, though | have no heart, | have |

never encouraged vou, Mr. Moody, 1 have
declared over and over again that 1 could
only be your friend. Understand that fo
the future, if you plmse. There are plenty
of nice women who will be glad to marry
you, I have no doubt. Yom will always have
my best wishes for yowr welfare. Good
morning. Her ladyship will wonder what
has become of me. Be so Find as to led me
L]

P
Tortured '»

]

“1 have IHJ: mAaniwrs

selves with, except an old aunt, who lives in
heard of the girl by accident., When she
lost her father and mother, her aunt
offered to take her, Isabel said: ‘No, thank
you; I will not be a burden on a relation who
has only enough for herself, A girl can earn
an honest living if she tries, and I mean to
try'—that's what she said. I admired her in-
dependence,” her ladyship proceeded, ascend-
ing again to the higher regions of thought
and expression. "My niece’s marriage, just
at that time, had left me alone in this great
house. 1 proposed to Isabel to come to me as
companion and
and to decide for herself whether she liked
the life or not. We have never been geparat-
ed since that time. 1 could hardly be fonder

of her if she were my own daughter, and she |
She |

returns my affection with all her heart.
bas excellent qualities—prudent, cheerful,
sweetl-tempered ; with good sense enough to
understand what her place 1s in the world, as
distinguished from her place in my regard.
I have taken care, for her own sake, never to

leave that part of the question i any doubt, |
It would be cruel kindness to decelye her as |

to her future position when she mauries. 1
shall take good care that the man who pays
his addresses to her I8 a man in her rank of
life. I know but too well, in the ease of one

of my own relatives, what miseries unequal |
Excuse me for |

marriages bring with themn,
troubling you at this length on domestic
matters. 1 am very fond of lsabel and a
girl's head is so easily turned Now you
know what her position really is, you will
also know what limits there must be to the ex-
pression of your interest in her. | am sure
we understand each other; and 1 say no
more, "

Hardyman listened to this long harangue
with the immovable gravity which was part
of his character except when lsabel had
taken him by surprise, When her ladyship
gave him the opportunity of speaking on his
sidde he had very little to say, and that little
did not sugpeest that he had gf‘ﬂlly pruﬂml
by what he had heard. His mind bad been
full of Isabel when Lady Lydiard began, and

AL remadned Just as full of her, in just the

saine way, when Lady Lydiard had done.
“Nes" he remarked, quietly, ““Miss Isabel

s an uncommonly nice girl, as you say.

Yery pretty, and such frank, unaffected

| don't deuy that | feel an In
mrest in her, The vou ng lad os one meets in

sOClely are not much to iy taste. Miss lsabel
s my taste.”

Lady Lydiard's face assumed a look of
blank dismay. ‘| am afraid 1 have failed to

. convey my exact meaning to you," she said.

Hardyman gravely declared that he under
stood her perfectly. “Perfectly,” he repeated,
with his impeunetrable obstinacy. “Your
Mmip exactly expresses my opinion of Miss
Isn FPrudent and cheerful and sweet
tempered, as you say—all the qualities in a

B

reader for a few weeks, |

' reached me

“Will you ring the bell, Mr. Troy, or must

i

a village on two or three hundred a vear. I |

Moody had evidently been waiting outside
while the lawyer spoke for him.

presenting himnself in the drawing room,
Lady Lydiard's eyes searched his face as he
approached. Her bright complexior faded
suddenly. Not a word more passed her lips,
Bhe looked and waited.

In silence on his side, Moody laid an open |

sheet of paper on the table
quivered in his trembling hand

Lady Lydiard recovered herself first
that for me? she asked.

“Yes, my lady.”

She took up the paper without an instant's
hesitation. Both the men watched her anx-
lously as she read it.

The handwriting was strange to her.
words were these:

The paper

l-tl.

The

“1 hereby certify that the bearer of these

| lines, Robert Moody by name, has presented
| o me the letter with which he was charged

addressed to mysslf, with the seal intact. 1
regret to add that there is, to say the least
of It, some mistake. The inclosure referred
to by the anonymous writer of the letter,
who signs ‘A Friend in Newd, has not
No £5X%) bank note was in the
letter when | opened it. My wife was nres-
ent when | broke the seal, and ean certify to
this statement if necessary. Not knowing
who my charitable correspondent is (Mr.
Moody being forbidden to give me any in-
formation), | can only take this means of
stating the case exactly as it stands, and hold
myself at the disposal of the writer of the
letter. My private address is at the head of
the page. SAMUEL BRADSTOCK,
“Rector Bt. Anne's, Deansbury, London.”

Lady Lydiard dropped the paper on the
table. For the moment, plainly as the rector's
statement was expressed, she appeared to be
incapable of understanding it. “What, in
God's name, does this mean? she asked.

The lawyer and the ste ward looked at each
other. Which of the two was entitled to
speak first! Lady Lydiard gave them no
time to decide. “Moody,” she said, sternly.
“you took eharge of the letter; | look to you
for an explanation.”

Moody's dark eyves flashad. He answered
lady Lydiard, without caring to conceal
that he resented the tone in which she had
spoken to him

“1 undertook to deliver the letter at its
address.” he sald *I found it, sealed. on
the table. Your ladyship has the clergy-
man's written testimony that | handed it to
him with the seal unbroken. 1 have done my
duty, and 1 have no explanation to offer.”

Before Lady Lydiard could speak again,
Mr. disereetly interfered. He saw

H his experience was uired to
lead the investigation in the right direction

Wy -8 - -

He saved |
. Mr. Troy the trouble of ringing the bell by

wiw lade " he sald, with chat !
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“T?u lﬂﬂp‘cfuﬂ n_f ”lr_ﬂ' rests onm VOWUr
ladyship' s adopted davght r.’

“It's false!” eried Robert. with a burst of
honest indignation, *'I wish to God | had
never said a word to you about the loss of
the bank note! Oh, my lady! my lady!
don't let him distress you! What does he
know about it

“Hush!”" said lady Lydiard. “Control
yoursell, and hear what he has to say,” She
rested her hand on Moody's shoulder, partly
to encourage him, partly to support herself,
and fixing her eyes again on Mr, Troy, re
pﬁﬂh“tl his last H'rll‘lln, - ‘i'""rllh'lll"lnu I'ests on
my adopted daughter, and on nobody else!
Why on nobody else!™

“Is your ladyship prepared to suspect the
rector of St Anne's of embezzlement, or
your own relatives and equals of theft?” Mr.
Troy asked. *“Does a shadow of doubt rest
on the servants! Not if Mr
dence is to be believed. Who, to our own
certaln knowledge, had access to the letter
‘I"hﬂu It was unsealed “'hu WasS aloue 1n
the room with it! And who knew of the in-
closure in It! 1 leave the answer to your
].ldyﬂhlp.q

“Isabel Miller is as incapable of an act of
thoeft as | atn. There is my answer, Mr
Troy.”

The lawyer bowed resignedly and
vanced to the door.

“Am | to take your ladyship's generous
assertion as finally disposing of the question
of the lost bank note™ he ingquired

Lady Lydiard met the challenge withous
shrinking from it

“No!" she sadl. “The loss of the bank note
s known out of my house. Other persons
may suspect this innocent girl as you suspect
her. It is due to Isabel's reputation—her un-
stained reputation, Mr. Troy —that she should
know what has happened, and should have
an opportunity of defending herself. She Is
in the next room, Moody. Bring her here ™

Robert's courage failed him; he trembled
at the bare idea of exposing Isabel to the
terrible ordeal that awaited her. *“Oh, my
lady " he pleaded, “‘think again before you
tell the poor girl that she is suspected of theft
Keep it a secret from her; the shame of it will

Huunl_\. 'S 8vie
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|

sir, all the pain apd trouble that you can.”
At last the heart that was in Mr. Troy as

sorted itself, “"‘You are a fine ereature!” he

said, with a burst of enthusiasm. 1 agree

| with Lady Lydiard; 1 believe you are inno-

| cent, too: and I will leave no effort untried

i
l

| pow,

- Kindness will permit it, | am sure,

l “Forgive

to find the proof of it.” He turned aside again,
and had another look at the Japanese vase.

As the lawyer withdrew himself from ob-
servation, Moody approached lsabel.

Thus far he had stood apart, watching her
and listening to her in silence. Not a look
that had crossed her face, not a word that
had fallen from her, had escaped him, Un-
consciously on her side, unconsciouysly on his
gide, she now wronght on his nature with a
purifying and ennobling influence which
animated it with a new life. All that had
been selflsh and violent in his passion for her
left him to return no more. The immeasur-

able devotion which be laid at her feet in the |
' days that were yet to come-—the unylelding

courage which cheerfully accepted the sacri-

- fice of himself when events demanded it at a

later period of his life—struck root in him
Without attempting to conceal the
tears that were falling fast over his cheeks,
striving vainly to express those new thoughts
in him that were bevond the reach of words,
he stood before her the truest friend and ser-
vant that ever woman had. "“Oh, my dear!
my heart is heavy for vou Take me to
serve you and help you. Her ladyship's

He could say no more. In those simple
words the cry of his heart reached her. *'For-
give me, Robert,” she answered, gratefully,
“i I said anything to pain you when we
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