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AN EPISODE IX THE LIFE OF A YOUNG GIRIL.
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PFART THE VFIRST.

THE DISAPPEARANCE.

CHAPTER XIL

The conflerence between Lady Lydiard and
Mr. Troy, on the way back to London, led to
somne practical results

Hearing from her legal adviser that the
inquiry after the missing money was for the
moment at a standstill, Lady Lydiard made

those bold suggestions with which she |
D SE SRS Sage. - yourself to see me to the door.

was accustomed to startle her friends in cases
of emergency. She had heard favorable re-

of the extraordinary ingenuity of the
French police, and she now proposed sending
to Varis for assistan-e, after first consulting
her nephew, Mr. Felix Bweetsir. “Felix
knows Paris as well as he knows London,” she
remmarked. ““He is an idle man, and it is quite
likely that he will relieve us of all trouble by
taking the matter into his own hands. In
any case. he is sure to know who are the
right people to address in our present neces
gity. What do you say®

Mr. Troy, in reply, expressed his doubts as
to the wisdom of employing foreigners in a
delicate investigation which required an ac-
curate knowledge of English customs and
English character. Waiving this objection,
he approved of the ldea of consulting her
ladyship's nephew. “Mr, Sweetsir is a man
of the world,” he said. *In putting the case
before him, we are sure to have it presented
to us from a new point of view.” Acting on
this favorable expression of opinion, Lady
Lydiard wrote to her nephew. On the day
after the visit to Miss Pink the proposed
council of three was held at Lady Lydiard's
house.

Felix, never punctual in keeping an ap-
pointment, was even later than usual on this
oceasion, He made his apulogies with his
hand pressed on his forehead, and his voice
expressive of the lﬂnguur and 1|IHt*UurﬂgB-
ment of a suflfering man.

“The beastly English climate is telling on
my nerves. " said Mr. Sweetsir; ‘‘the horrid
w;.*:ht of the atmosphere, after the exhilar-
ating air of Paris; the intolerable dirt and
dullness of Lon lon, you know. 1 was in bed,
my dear aunt, when I received your letter.
You may imagine the completely d ‘moralized
state | was in, when 1 tell you of the effect
which the news of the robbery produced on
me. 1 fell back on my pillow asif I had been
shot. Your ladyship should really be a little
more careful in communicating these dis
agreeable surprises to a sensitively arganized

man. Never mind, my wvalet is a perfoc'
treasare: ho br nlirht me some droys of eth
on & lump of sugar. 1 said, ‘Alfr-d’ (his
name is Alfred), ‘put me into mv rlothes’
Alfred put me in. I assure you it reminded
me of my young days, when I was put into
my first pair of trousers. Has Aitied for-
gotten anything! Have | got iny braces on!
Have I come out in my shirs sleeves! Well
dear aunt! well, Mr. Troy! what ¢an I say!
what can [ do?”

Lady Lydiard, entirely without sympathy
for nervous suffering, nodded to the lawyer
*You tell him * she said

“1 believe | speak for her ladyship,” Mr.

Troy began, “when I say that we should ke

to hear, in the first place, how the whole case
strikes you, Mr. Sweetsir,”

“Tell it me all over again.” said Felix.

Patient Mr. Troy told it all over again, and
waited for the result

"Well" said Felix.

“Welll” gaid Mr. Troy. “Where does ‘a
suspicion of robbery rest, in your o inion?
You look at the theft of the bank note with
a fresh eye."”

“You mentioned a clergyman just now.”
sald Felix. “The man, you know, to whom
the money wassent. Wrat was his name?

“The Reverend Samuel Bradstock.”

“You want me to name the person whom
I suspect

“Yes, if vou please,” said Mrs. Troy.

“1 suspect the Reverend Samuel
stock,” said Felix.

“If you have come here to make stunid

Brad-

Jokes.” interposed Lady Lydiard, *vou had |

better go back to your bed againn. We want
a serious opinion.”

“You have a serious opinion,” Felix coolly
rejoinel. *‘I never was more in earnest in

my life. Your ladyship is not aware of the

first principle to be adopted in cases of sus- |

One proceeds on what | call the ex- . limits.

pi don,
haustive system of reasoning. Thus: Does
suspicion point to the honest servants down
stalrs! No. To your ladyship's adopted

daughter?! Appearances are against the poor |

girl; but you know her better than to trust
to appearances Are you suspicious of
Moody? No. Of Hardvman, who was in the
house at the time! Ridiculous! But 1 was
in the house at the time 100. Do you suspect
mef! Just so! That idea is ridiculous, too.

“Do you suspect me? Just so”

Now let us sum up. Servants, adopted
daughter, Moody, Hardyman, Sweetsir—all
beyond suspicion. Who is left! The Rev
erend Samuel Bradstock!”

This ingenious
haustive system of reasoning” failed to pro-
duce any effect on Lady Lydiard. “You are
wasting our time,"” she said sharply. *“You
know as well as 1 do that you are talking
nonsense,”

“Idon't,” sald Felix,. “Taking the gentle-
manly professions all round, | know of no
men who are so eager to get money, and who
have so few scruples about how they get it
as the parsons. Where is there a man in
any other profession who perpetually wor-
ries you for money! who holds the bag under
your nose for money! who s:nds his clerk
round from door to door to bez a few shil
lings of you, and calls it an '‘Easter offer.
ing?” The parson does all this. Bradstock is
& parson. 1 put it logically. Bowi me over
if you can.”

Mr. Troy attempted to “bowl him over,"
nevertheless,

posed

L] ]

hen a man persists in talking non-

sense,” she said, “silence is the bet answer: |

anything else only encourages him.” She
turned to Felix. “I have a question to ask
you,” she went on. “You will either give me
& serious reply, or wish me good morning.”

With this brief preface, she made her inquiry |

as to the wisdom and possibility of engaging
the services of the French police.
Felix took exactly the view of the matter

which bad been already exovressei by Mr, |

he said |

Troy. “Superior in intelligence "
“*but not superior in courage to the Koglish

police, Capable of performing wonders on |

their own ground and among their own peo-
ple. But, my dear aunt, the two most dis

similar nations on the face of the earth are |
The French police |

the Euglish and French.
may speak our language, but they are in
capable of understanding our national char-
acter and our national manners.
1o work on a private inquiry in the city of
Pekin and they would get on in time with
the Chinese people, BSet them to work in the
city of London and the English peo le would
remain, trom first to last the same LN pene-
trable mystery to thema In my belief. the
London Bunday would be enough of itself to
drive them back o Parls in despair. No
l.lﬂ.uﬂ. no concerts. no lll.l'hﬂ.l'.l'u-‘ not even a
nusedin or a puictare L;H.IIHI'*.' Open: every
shop shut ap but the gin shop, and nothing
moving but the church bells and the men
who sell the penny s, Hundreds of Freanch-
men come to see e on their trst arrival in
England Every man of them rushes back
to Parils on the second Saturday of iy vVisit,
rather than confront the bhorrors of a s con
Sunday in loandon, However, you can try
it, if you like. Send me a written
ﬂf lht" s ﬂ.llil I “1“ forwarl it w o T
the official people in the Rue Jeru alom, who
will do anything Be can to obilige Ot
course.” sald Felix, turning to Mr. Trov.
“some of you bave got the number of the
st bank note I the thiofl has trial to A 4
it in Paris, my man may be of some uss w

yuu‘ "
“Ihree of us bave got the num'er of the

pote.” amswerad Mr. Troy, “Miss Lsale
Miller, Mr. Moody and myself.”

‘Very good,” sald Felix. "Send me the
number, with the awstract of the cass. »
there anything else | can do towards recover-
g the mouney? he asked, turning to bis
aunt. “There s one lueky ciroumstance in
connection with this loss, isu't there/ It has
fallen on a person who is rieh eaough to take

alstract
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W
: E
F

By,

" human nature. How

| the most unr.lpected

rruper person to supply his

. only a few years older than himseif.

' In other words, to the

' sion he has invaria

' feel at all sure about this

. duly reproving him, to insist on the depa

exposition of “the ex |

Lady Lydiard wisely inter |
 ten minutes after the footman had reported

Set them |
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it easy. Good heavens! suppose it had been
my loss!" .
“It has fallen doubly on me” said Lady
Lydiard; “‘and 1 am certainly not rico
enough to take that easy. The money was

! haritable purpose, and I have |
T - - on the day and at the hour mentioned by

felt it my duty to pay it again.”

Felix rose and approached his aunt’s chair
with faitering steps, as Lecame a suffering
man. He took Lady Lydiard's hand and
kissed it with enthusiastic admiration.

“You excellent creature!” he said. “You
may not think it, but you reconeile me to
generous! how noble!

1 think I'll go to bed again, Mr. Troy, if you
really don't want any more of me, My head
feels giddy, and my legs tremble under me
It doesu't matter; I shall feel easier when

Moody's truth amd devotion, assisted by a

strong fesling of curiosity te see the com-
panion with whom the steward had associated
himself, decided Isabel en consenting to keep
the appointment.

Taking up her position beyond the houses,

Moods, she believed herself to be fully pre-
pared for the most unfavorable impression
which the most disagreeable of all possible

. strangers could produce.

Alfred has taken me out of my clothes again. |

God bless you, my dear aunt! I never feld

so proud of being related to you as | do to
day. Good morning, Mr. Troy. Don't for
get the abstract of the case, and don’t trouble
| dare say 1

shan't tumble down stairs, and if I do, there's

' the porter in the hall to pick me up again.

Entiable porter! as fat as butter, and as idle
asa pig! Aurevoir! an revoir!’ He kissed
his hand and drifted feebly out of the room.
Sweetsir. one might say, in a state of eclipse;
tut still the serviceable Bweetsir, who was
never consulted in vain by the fortunate
people privileged to call him friend.

““|s he really ill, do you think?' Mr. Troy

asked.
“My nephew has turned fifty,” Lady

Lydiard answered, “‘and he persists in living
as if he were a young man. Every now and
then Nature says to him, ‘Felix, you are
old! And Felix goes to bed, and says it's
his nerves.”

“1 suppose he is to be trusted to keep his
word about writing to Paris? pursaed the
lawyer.

“Oh, yes. He may delay doing it, but he
will do it. In spite of his lackadaisical man-
ner. he has moments of energy that would
surrrise you. Talking of sugprises, I have
something to tell you about Moody. Within
the last day or two there has been a marked
change in him— a change for the worse.”

“You astonish me, Lady Lydiard
what way has Moody deteriorated?’

“You shall hear, Yesterday was Friday.
You took him out with you, on business,
early in the morning.”

Mr. Troy bowed, and said nothing. He
bad not thought it desirable to mention the
interview at which Old Sharon had cheated
him out of his guinea

‘In the course of the afternoon,” pursued
Lady Lydiard, *I happened to want him,
lllll-[ “'1H"+ informed that Mn{ul_}' had gonsa
out again. Where had he gone! Nobody
knew. Had he left word when he would be
back! He had left no message of any sort
Of course he is not in the position of an or-
dinary servant. 1 don't expect him to ask
permission to go out, but I do expect him to
leave word down stairs of the time at which
he i« likely to return. When he did come
back. after an absence of some hours, |
naturally asked for an explanation. Would
you believe it! he simply informed me that
hf* had been away on business of his own, ex-
pressed no regret, and offered no explana-
tion—in short, spoke as if he were an inde-
pendent gentleman, You may not think it,
but | kept my temper. I merely remarked
that 1 hoped it would not happen again. He
made me a ' ow, and he said: ‘My business
is not completed yet, my lady. 1 cannot
guarnniee that it may not call me away
again at a moment’s notice.” What do you
th.uk of that! Nine people out of ten would
have g en him warning to leave their ser-
vice. | legin to think I am a wonderful
wowan: | only pointed to the door. One does
hear sometimes of men's brains softening in
manner. 1 have my
suspicions of Moody’s brains, I can tell you.”

Mr. ‘lroy's suspicions took a different
dir n: they pointed along the line of
st vhich led to Old Sharon's lodgings.
Discieetly silent as to the turn which his
thoughts had taken, he merely expressed

himself as feeling too much surprise to offer
any opinion at al

“Wait a httle,” said Lady Lydiard; “I
haven't done surprising you yet. You have
seen a boy here in a pages livery, I think

In

" Well, he is a good boy, and he has gone home

oliday with his friends. The
lace with the
wots and shoes and other small employments
t footman, a lad of
What
do you think Moody does! Engages a stranger,
with the house full of idle men servants al-
ready, to fill the page’s place. At intervals

for a week's

is, of course, the younges

' this morning 1 heard them wﬂudrrfulg merry

in the servant’s ball-—s0 merry that the noise
and laughter found its way up stairs to the
breakfast room. 1 like my servants to be in
good spirits, but it certainly did strike me
that they were getting beyond roasonable
questioned my maid, and ‘was in-
formed that the noise was all due to the jokes
of the strangest old man that ever was seen.
person whom my
steward had taken if on himself to engage in
the e's absence, 1 spoke to Moody on the
subject. He answered in an odd, confused
way, that he had exercised his discretion to
the best of his {utlgnmnt, and that (if 1
wished it) he would tell the old man to h‘:vqi
his good spirits under better control
asked hinr how he came to hear of the man.
He only answered, 'By accident, my lady,’
and not one word more could 1 g'o{ out of
him, good or bad. Moody engages the ser-
vants, as you know ; but onevery other ocea-
bly consulted me before
I really don't
who has
been so strangely introduced into the house;
he may be a drunkard or a thief. 1 wish

an engagement was settled

| %‘PII would speak to Moody yourself, Mr.

roy. Do you mind ringing tL> bell?”

Mr. Troy rose, as a matter of course, and
rang the bell,

He was by this time, it is needless to say,
convinced that Moody had not only gone
back to consult Old Sharon on his own re-
sponsibility, but, worse still, had taken the
unwarrantable liberty ot introducing him as
a spy into the house. To communicate this
explanation to Lady Lydiard would, in her
present humor, be ﬂimri}' to produce the dis-
missal of the steward from her service. The
only other alternative was to ask leave to
interrogate Moody privately, and, after
eparture
of Old Bharon as the one condition on which
Mr. Troy would consent to keep Lady Lydiard
in ignorance of the truth.

*1 think 1 shall manage better with Moody
if your iadyship will permit me to see him in
private,” the lawyer said. “Shall I go down
stairs and speak to him in his own roomf

“Why should you trouble mimlt to do
that? said her ladyship, * him here,
and | will go into the boudoir.”

As she made that reply the footman ap-
peared at the drawing room door,

"“NSend Moody here,” said Lady Lydiard.

The footmman's answer, delivered at that
moment, assumed an importance which was
not expressed in the footman's words, “My
lady,” he said, “Mr. Moody has gone out.”

CHAPTYER XIII

While the strange proceedings of the stew-
ard were the subject of conversation between
lady Lydiard and Mr. Troy, Moody was
alone in his room, occupied in writing to Isa-
bel. FPeing unwilling that any eyes but his
own should see the address, he had himself
posted his letter, the time that he hafl chosen

| {or h-ﬂymg the house ]lru'.'iug. unfortunate-

ly, to be also the tume proposed by her lady-
ship for his interview with the lawyer. In

his absence, Moody returned. It was then
too late to present hunself in the drawing
room. In the interval Mr. Troy had taken
his leave, and Moody's position had dropped
a degree lower in lady Lydiard's estima-
tion.

Isabel received her letter by the next
morning’s post. If any justification of Mr.

. Troy's suspicions had been needed, the terms

in which Moody wrote would have amply
supplied it

“DEAR ISABEL (I hope I may call you
‘Isabel’ without offending you in your pres-
ent trouble)—1 have a proposal to make,
which, whether you accept it or not, I beg
you will keep a secret from every living
creature but ourselves You will understand
my request when 1 add that these lines relate
to the matter of tracing the stolen vank
note,

“l have been privately in communication
with a person in London who is, as I believe,
the one person competent to help us in gain
ing our end. He has already made many in-
quiries in private. With some of them | am
acqueinted ; the rest he has thus far kept w
himself. The person to whom 1 allude par

ticularly wishes to have half an hour's con-
versation with you-—in my presence 1 am
bound to warn you that he is a very strange
and very ugly old man, and I can only hope
that you will look over his personal appear-
ance in consideration of what he is likely to
do for you.

“Can you conveniently meet us at the far
ther end of the row of villas in which your
aunt lives, the day after to-morrow, at four
o'clock! Let me have one line to say if you
will keep the appointment, and if the hour
named will suit you, And believe me your
devoted friend and servant,

“Roserr Moopvy.,”

Ihe lawyer's warning to her to be careful
how she yielded too readily to any propo-al
of Moody's recurred to Isabel's mind while

she read those lines. Being pledged to |

secrecy. she could not consult Mr. Troy-—she
was left to decide for herself.

No obstacle steod in the way of her free
choice of alternatives. After their early
dinner, at three o'clock, Miss Pink habitually
retired to her own room, ‘‘to meditate,” as
she exvressed it Her “meditations” in-
variably ended in a sound sleep of some
hours; and during that interval Isabel was
al liberty to do as she After con-
siderable hesitation, her implicit bellef in

- hand.

" had resolution

But the first appearaaes of Old Sharon—

. as dirty as ever, elothed ina long, frowzy,

gray overcoat, with his dog at his heels,
and his umok-hhohun: in his mouth,
with a tall white hat on his head, which
looked as if it had been picked up in a gutter,
a hideous leer in his eyes, and a jaunty trip
in his walk—took her so completely by sur-
prise that she could only return Moody's
friendly greeting by silently pressing his
As for Moody's companion, to look
at him for a second time was more than she
to do. She kept her eyes
fixed on the pug dog, and with good reason;
$0 far as appearances went, he was indis
putably the nobler animal of the two,

Under the cireumstances, the interview
threatened to begin in a very embarrissing
manner, Moody, disheartened by Isabel’s

. silence, made no attempt to set the conversa-

. place,

tion gaing: he looked as if he meditated a

. hasty retreat to the railroad station which

he had just left. Fortunately he bad at his
side the right man (for once) in the right
Old Sharon's effrontery was equal to
ANy emergency.

“l am not a nice-looking old man, my
dear, am 17" he said, leering at Isabel with

. eunning, half-closed eyes. ‘‘Bless your heart!

you'll soon get used to me. You see, | am

| the sort of color, as they say at the linen

' tions blighted, and

- dreadfual!
| Ject no further.

' complexion look any brighter, miss/

- into my head, it does,
' by bread, I'm drunk on fresh air!

' she sealed the letter.

drapers’, that doesn’t wash well It's all
through love; upon my life it is! Early in
this present century I had my young affec
I've neglected myse'f
ever gince, Disappointment takass different
forms, miss, in different men. 1 don't think
I have had heart enough to brush my hair
for the last fifty years. She was a mag-
nificent woman, Mr. Mooly, and she
dropped me like a hot potato. Dreadful!
let us pursue this painful sub-
Ha! here’s a pretty coun-
try! Here's a nice blue sky! I ad-
mire the country, miss; 1 see so little of it

| you know, Have you any objection to walk

along into the flelds!
bring out all the poetry
Where's the dog! Here, Puggy! Puggy!
hunt about, my man, and find some dog
grass. Does his inside good, you know, after
a meat diet in London. Lord! how | feel
my spirits rising in® this fine air! Does my
Will
you run a race with me, Mr. Moody, or will
you oblige me with a back at leap frog! I'm
not mad, my dear young lady; I'm only
merry. 1 live, you see® in the London stink.
and the smell of the hedges and the wild
flowers is too much for me at first, It gets
I'm drunk! As llive
Oh! what
a jolly day! Oh! how young and innocent |
do feel!” Here his innocence got the better
of him, and he began to sing: *‘I wish I was
a little fly, in my love's bosom for to lie!”
“Hullo! here we are on the nice soft grass!
and, oh, my gracious! there'sa bank running
down into a hollow! 1 ecan't stand that, you
know. Mr. Moody, hold my hat, and take
the greatest care of it. Here goes for a roll
down the bank!”

He handed his horrible hat to the aston-
ished Moody, laid himself flat on the top of
the bank, and delil crately rolled down it,
exactly as he might have done when he was
a boy. The tails of his long gray coat flew
madly in the wind; the dog pursued him,
jumping over him, and barking with delight;
he shouted and screamed in answer to the
dog, s he rolled over and over faster and
faster; and when he got up on the level
ground and called out cheerfully to his com-
panions standing above him, “[ say, you
two, | feel twenty years younger already!”
human gravity could hold out no longer,
The sad and silent Moody smiled, and Isabel
burst into fits of laughter.

“There,” he said, “didn’t 1 tell you you
would get used to me, miss! There's a great
deal of life leit in the old man yet—isn't
there! Bhy me down my hat, Mr. Moody.
And now we'll get to business!” He turned
round to the dog still barking at his heels
“Business, Puggy!” he called out, sharply,
and Puggy instantly shut his mouth, and
said no more.

“Well, now,” Old Sharon resumed, when
he had joined his friends and had got his
breath again, “let's have a little talk about
yourself, miss. Has Mr. Moody told you
who 1 am, and what | want with yout Very
good. May I offer you my arm! No! You
like to be independent, don't you?! All right
—1 don't object. 1 am an amiable old man,
lam. About this Lady Lydiard, now? Bup-
pose you tell me how you first got acquainted
with her?’

In sogne surprise at this question, Isabel
told her little story. Observing Sharon's
face while she was speaking, Moody saw that
he was not paying the smallest attention to
the narrative, His sharp, shameless black
eyes watched the girl's face absently: his
gross lips curled upward in a sardonic and
sell-satisfled smile, He was evidently setting
a trap for her of some kind. Without a word
of warning—while Isabel was in the middle
of a sentence—the trap opened, with the
opening of Old SLaron’s lips.

“Isay!” he burst out, “"how came yow to
seal her ladyship's letter—eh

The question bore no sort of relation, di-
rect or indirect, to what Isabel happened to
be say ng at the moment. In the sudden sur-
prise of hearing it, she started and fixed her
eves in astonishment on Sharon's face. The
old vagabond chuckled to himself. *“Did
you see that?” he whispered to Moody. *I
beg your pardon, miss.” he went on: *“I
won't interrupt you again. Lord, how inter
esting it is!—ain't it, Mr. Moody! Please to
g0 on, miss. "

But Isabel, though she spoke with perfect
sweetness and temper, declined to go on

“I had better tell you, sir, how [ came to
seal her ladyship's letter,” she said “If I
may venture on giving my opinion, that
part of my story seems to be the only part of

it whieh relates to your business with me to-
day."

Without further preface she described the
circumstances which had led to her assuming
the perilous responsibilty of sealing the let-

thr. Old Sharon's wandering attention be-
gan to wander again; he was evidently occu-
pied in setting another trap. For the second
time he interrupted Isabel in the middle of a
sentance, ﬁquunly stopping short he
peinted to some sheep at the farther end of
the fleld through which they happeuned to be
passing at the moment.

“There's a pretty sight! he sald. “There
are the innocent sheep a-feeding—all follow-
ing each other asusual; and there’s the :ly
dog walting behind the gate till the sheep
want his servicess. Reminds me of Old
Sharon and the public.” He chuckled over
his discovery of the remarkable similarity
between the sheep dog and himself, and the
sheep and the public, and then burst upon
Isabel with & second question: *1 say!
didu’t you look at the Ltwr before you
sealed ity |

“Certainly not,” Isabel answered.

“l:éot even at the address?

“.l.. tL!T

"“Thinking of something else—eh "

“Very likely,” said Isabel.

“*Was it your new bonnet, my dear?

Isabel laughed “Women are not al
ways thinking of their new bonnets,” she
answered.

Old SBharon, to all appearance, dropped the
subject there. He lifted his lean, brown
forefinger and pointed again, this time to a
bhouse at a short distance from them. *That's
a farm house, surely.” he said, *“I'm thirsty,
after my roll down the hill. Do you think,
miss, they would give me a drink of milk

“I am sure they would.” said Isabel *I
know the people, BShall I go and ask them?”

“Thank you, my dear. One word more
before you go. About the sealing of that
letter : what cow/d you have been thinking of
while you were doing it He looked hard
at her, and took her suddenly by the arm

“Was it your sweetheart!” he asked, ina
whisper,

The fields, my dear,
of my nature,

“Waas it youwr sweetheart?' he asked.

The question instantly reminded [-abel that
she had been thlnkmﬁg of Hardyman while
he blushed as the re-
llllllﬂjl‘hl::u 1‘!;”1 her mind. Robert, no-
3 embarrassment, spoke sharply te
Old Sharon. “You have no right t-nyput
such a gquestion to & you Indy.” he said
“Be a little more careful fof the future.”
“There! there! be hard on me’”

dom
‘O 0“ e
me ma m:oﬂtlnm::n l“ﬂ{ﬂ-mjobr--
eb, miss! I'm sure you're too sweet-tempered

Sho
@ a for
and ask for milk.”
ed to Isabel's sweetness
n. ‘1 will do it with pleasure,
d hastened away to the farm

CHAFPTER XIV,

The instant Isabel was out of hearing Old
Sharon slapped Moody on the shoulder to
rouse his attention. *“‘I've got her out of the
way,” he said;: “now listen to me. My busi
ness with the young angel is done; | may go
back to London.”

Moody looked at him in astonishment,

“Lord! how little you know of thieves!”
exclaimed Old Sharon. “Why, man alive, |
have trind her with two plain tests. If you
wanted a proof of ber innocence, there it
was, as plain as the nose on your face. Did
you hear me ask her how she came to seal the
letter, just when her mind was running on
something elsef!”

“1 heard you,” said Moody.

“Did you see how she started and stared at
me I’

“1 did.”

“Well, I ean tell you this: If she Aad stolen
the money she would neither have started
nor stared,
ready beforehand in her own mind, in case of
accidents. There's only one thing, in my ex.
perience, that you can never do with a thief,
when the thief happens to be & woman—yon
can never take her by surprise. Put that re-
mark by in your mind; one day you may
find a use for remembering it. Did yvou see
her blush, and look quite hurt in her feel
ings, pretty dear, when | asked about her
sweetheart! De you think a thief, in her
place, would have shown such a face as that/
Not she! The thief would have been re
lieved., The thief would have said to her-
self: 'All right; the more the old fool talks
about sweethearts the further he is from
trac 1obbery to me.” Yes! yes! the
ETrOoubee s lear«d now, Master Mluul_’f. l've
reckoned up 'he servants; I've questioned
Miss Isabel; l've made my inquiries in all
the other quarters (hat may be useful to us—
and whats the resuit/ The advice I gave,
when you and the lawyer first came to me—
| hate that fellow!—remains as sound and
good advice as ever. [ have got the thief in
my mind,” said Old BSharon, closing his cun-
ning eyes and then opening them again, “‘as
plain as I've got you in my eye at this min-
ute, No more of that now,” he went on,
looking round sharply at the path that led
to the farm house; “1've something particu-
lar to say to you, and there's barely time to
say it before that nice girl comes back., look
here! do you happen to be acquainted with
Mr. Hardyman's valet!”

Moody's eyes rested on Old Sharon with a
searching and doubtful look.

“Mr. Hardyman's valet!” he repeated. *“I
wasn't prepared to hear Mr. Hardyman's
name, "

Old Sharon looked at Moody, in his turn,
with a flash of sardonie triumph,

“Oho!" he said; “has my good boy learned |

hie lesson! Do you see the thief through my
spectacles already

“I began to see him,” Moody answered,
“when you gave us the guinea opinion at
your lodgings.”

“Will you whisper his name!? asked Old
Sharon.

“Not yet. 1 distrust my own judgment
I'll wait till time proves that you're right.”

Old Sharon knitted his shaggy brows and
shook his head. ''If you only had a little
more dash and go in you,” he said, ‘‘you
would be a clever fellow. Asitis—" He
finished the sentence LY snapping his fingers
with a grin of contempt. *“Let's get to busi-
ness, Are you going back by the next train
along with me, or are you going to stop with
the young lady

“1 will follow you by a later train,” Moody
answered.

*Then I must give you your instructions at
once,” Sharon ¢ontinned. *You get better
acquainted with Hardyman's valet. Lend
him money if he wants it; stick at nothing to
make a bosom friend of him. I can’tdo that
part of it; my asppearaice would be against
me. You are the man; you are respectable
from the top of your hat to the tips of your
boots; nobody wounld suspeet you. Don't
make objections! Casn you fix the valet?! Or
ran't you? '

“l can try,” said Moody.
then?

Old Sharon put his gross lips disagreeably
close to Moody’s ear.

“Your friend the valet can tell you who
his master’s bankers are.” hesaid: “and he
Can supply you with a specimen of his mas-
ter’s handwriting.”

Moody drew back as suddenly as if his
vagabond companion had put a knife at his
throat. ‘‘You old villain ™ he said; ‘“‘are you
tempting me to forgery "

“You infernal fool!” retorted Old Sharon,
“Wiall you hold that long tongue of yours,
and hear what 1 have to say! You go to
Hardyman's bankers, with a note in Haray-
man s handwriting (exactly imitated by 1e)
to this effect: Mr. H presents his compli-
ments to Messrs. Suo-and-So, and is not quite
certain whether a payment of five hundred
pounds has been made within the last week
to his account, He will be much obliged if
Messrs, Bo-and-So will inform him by a line
in reply whether there is such an entry to his
credit in their books, and by whom the pay-
ment has heen made.
banker's answer, and bring it to me.

“And what

whisper may appear in the letter. If it does,
we've caught our man. Is that forgery, Mr.
Muddlehead Moody? TI'll tell you what—if I
had lived to be your age, and knew no more
of the world than you do, I'd go and hang
myself. BSteady! here's our charming friend
with the milk. Remember your instructions,
and don’t lose heart if my notion of the pay-
ment to the bankers comes to nothing. |
know what to do next, in that case—and,
what's more, 1'll take all the risk and trouble
on my own shoulders.
| shall be obliged to drink the milk, now it's
come.”

With this apprehension in his mind, he ad-
vanced to relieve Isabel of the jug she car
ried.

“Here's a treat!” he burst out, with an af-
fectation of joy which was completely belied
by the expression of his dirty face. ‘“‘Here's
a kind and dear young lady, to help an old
man to a drink with her own pretty hands.”

He paused, and looked at the milk very much |

as he might have looked at a dose of physic.
“Will any one take a drink first? he asked,
offering the jug piteously to Isabel and
Moody.
milk: I'm used to chalk and water. 1 don't
know what effect the unadulterated cow
might have on my poor old inside.” He
tasted the milk with the greatest caution
"“Upon my soul, this is too rich for me! The
unadulterated cow is a deal too strong to be
drunk alone,
it with a drop of gin. Here, Puggy! Fuggy!”
He set the milk down before the dog, and
taking a flask out of his pocket, emptied it at
a draught., “That's something like!" he said,
sinacking his lips with an air of infinite re-
llef, “‘Bo sorry, miss, to have given you all
your trouble for nothing; it's my ignorance
that's to blame, not me. I couldn't know 1
was unworthy of genuine milk till 1 tried-—-
could I And do you know!" he proceeded,
with his eye directed slyly on the way back to

the station. ‘1 begin to think I'm not worthy |

of the fresh air, either, A kind of a longing
seems to come over me for the London stink

I'm homesick already for the soot of my

mud., The air here is too thin for me, and
the sky too clear; and-—-oh, Lord!-—when
youre used to the roar of the traffic—the
‘busses and the
silence in these parts is downright awful. I'll
wish you good evening, miss, and get back to
London.”

Isabel turned to Moody with disappoint-
ment plainly expressed in her face and man-
ner.

“Is that all he has to say™ she asked
*“You told me he could help us. You led me
to suppose he could find the guilty person.”

Sharon heard her. ‘I could name the
guilty person,” he answered, “‘as easily, miss,
as | could name you.”

“Why don't you do it, then? Isabel in-
quired, not very patiently,

“"Hecause the time's not ripe for it yet,
miss—that's one reason,
tioned the thief's name, as things are now,
you, Miss Isabel, would think me mad; and
you would tell Mr. Moody I had cheated him
out of his money-—-thats another reason.
The matter s in train, if you will only wait a
little longer.”

“So you say,” Isabel rejoined. *If you
really could name the thief, I believe you
would do it now.”

She turned away with a frown on her
pretty face. Old Sharon followed her.
Even his coarse sensibilities appeared to feel
the irresistible ascendency of beauty and
yuuth.

“1 say!” he began, "‘we must part friends,
you know, or 1 shall break my heart over it
They have got milk at the farm house,
you think they have got pen, ink and paper,
ool

Isabel answered, without turning to look
at himg, ""Of course they have ”

“And a bit of seading-waxft’

“ldare say."

Old Sharon lald his dirty claws on her
shoulder, and forced her to face him as the
best mwans of shaking them off.

“Come along!™ he said "1 am going to
pacifly you with some nformation in writ

ing.” :

“Why should you write itV Isabel asked, l

suspiciously.

She would have had her answer |

You wait for the |
Jt's |
Just possible that the name you're afraid to |

Oh. Lord! 'm afraid |

“You see, I'm not used to genuine |

If you'll allow me, I'll qualify

Because, if I men- |

. the farmn house

- and Moody

. Isabel with a low bow,
out,” he said, “you will own I'm a cleverer

. blushed when he put the question,

. “‘Because i mean to make my own condi-
tiors, my dear, before ! let you into the
. secret.”’

In ten minutes more they were all three in
rlor. Nobody but the
farmer's wife was at home, The W

" man trembled from head to foot at the sight

of Old Sharon. In all her harmless life she

- had never yet seen humanity under the as-

t+ in which it was now presented to her,
‘Mercy preserve us, miss!” she whispered to
Isabel. “how come you to be in such com-
pany as tha!?”' Instructed by Isabel, she
produced the necessary materials for writing
and sealing, and, that done, she shrank away
to the door. ‘“‘Please to .excuse me miss.”
ghe said. with a last horrified look at her ven-

- erable visitor: 1 really can’t stand the sight
' of such a blot of dirt as that in my nice,
- e.enan parior.’

With tnese word: she disap-
peared, and was seen no more

Perfectly indifferent to his reception, Old
SBharon wrote, inclosed what he had written
in an envelope, and sealed It (n the absence
of anythitg better fitted for his purpose)

. with the mouthpiece of his pipe,

“Now. miss.” he said. “vou give me vour
word of honor”—he stepped and looked round
at Moody, with a grin—"and you give me
yours, that vou won't either of vou break the
seal on this envelope till the expiration of
one week from the presont day. These are
the conditions, Miss I[sabel, on 1’11
ﬂi"h't' you your information. If you stop to
dispute with me, the candle's alight, and I'll
burn the lotter.”

It was useless to contend with him.
y gave him the promise that he
mqui!'ﬁl. He handed the s aled envelope to
“When th: week's

which

Isnbel

fellow than you think me now. Wish you
¥l evening, miss. Come along., Puggy!
arewsll to the horrid, clean country, and

" back again to the nice London stink!”

l.ip “llll'll *1! Lo :illh ui.\" —hu l.'lpr',i_l At Iﬂﬂt"ﬁ‘l
=he chuckled to himself—he left the farm

house.

CHAPTER XV

Isabel looksd down at the letter in her
hand, considesed 1t in silence, and turned to
Moody. *“l leel tempted to open it already,”
mwlll

“After giving your promise?’ Moody gently
remonstrated.

Isabel met that objection with a woman's
logic.

“Does a promise matter,” she asked, “when
one gives it to a dirty, disreputable, presum-
ing old wretch like Mr., Sharon! It'sa wonder
to me that you trust such a creature. |/
wonldn't!"

“I doubted him just as vou do,” Moody
answered, ‘‘when I flrst saw him in company
with Mr. Troy. But there was something in
the advice he gave us at the first consultation
which altered my opinion of him for the
better Il dislike his aAppearance
manners as much as yon do—I may even say
I felt ashamed of bringing such a person to
see you, * And yet 1 can’'t think that I have
acted unwisely in employing Mr. Sharon.”

Isabel listened absently. She bad some.
thing more to say, and she was considering
how she should say it, “May 1 ask you a bold
qui‘*hli-ﬂi " she lu*'i:ﬂ.ll.

“Any question you like.”

“Have you—" BShe hesitated and
embarrassed. ‘“‘Have vou paid Mr
much money ™ she resumed, suddenly rally
ing her courage. Instead of answering,
Moody suggested that it was time to think
of returning to Miss Pink's villa. “Your
auat may be getting anxious shout you,” he
sad,

Isabel led the way out of the farm house
in silence. She reverted to Mr. Sharon and
the money, however, as they returned by the
path across the fields

“1 am sure you will not ‘be offended with
me,” she said, gently, ‘“if I own that I am
uneasy about the exnpenses, | am allowing
you to use vour purse as if it were mine, and
| have hardly any savings of my own.”

Moody entreated her not to speak of it
“How can I put my money to a better use
than in serving your interests?” he asked.
“My one object in life is to relieve you of
your present anxieties. I shall be the hap-
piest man living if you only owe a moment's
happiness to my exertions.”

Isabel took his hand, and looked
with grateful tears in her eyed

“How good you are to me, Mr. Moody!”
gshe sald. ‘'l wish | could tell you how deeply
I feel your kindness.”

‘“You ean do it easily.” he answered, with
asmile “Call me ‘Robert! don't call me
‘Mr. Moody.”"

She took his arm with a sudden familiarity
that charmed him., “If vou had been my
brother | s-ould have called you ‘Robert’'"
Ehﬂ H-Elit]; "Hllll no hrnthwr t'll'll]li have lh-wfl
more devoted to me than you are.”

]‘II‘ IIHII{HI l"H;_:'P"!'IT as her h:'i:ﬂlf face HH‘H"d
up to his. *““May I never hope to be some
thing nearer and dearer to you than a
brother?’ he asked. Ii!llil“}'.

She hung her head and said nothing.
Moody's memory recalled Sharon's coarse
reference to her ‘‘sweetheart.” She
What
had she done when Moody put Ais question!
Her face answered for
pale; she was looking more serious than
usual,

and his

L]

?1 b II-'(FHI
Sharon

at him

bad sign. Surely her rising color

gether were teaching her to love him?

gighed as the inevitable conclusion forced it- |

self on his mind.

“I hope I have not offended you!” he said,
sadly.

“Oh, no.”

“l wish I had not spoken. Pray

¥

“I don't think that, Robert. !
could think it of youw.”

He was not quite satisflad yet. ‘“Ewven if
you were to marry some other man.,” he
went on, earnestly, it would make no differ-
ence in what 1 am trying to do for vou. No
matter what | might suffer, 1 should still go

on—for your sake.”

“Why do you talk so?™ she burst out, pas- |

sionately, ‘“No other man has such a claim
As yours to my gratitude and regard. How
can you let such thoughts come to you! I
have done nothing in secret. 1 have no
friends who are not known to you. Be satis
fled with that, Hobert, and let us drop the
subject.”

“Never to take it up again?™ he asked,
with the infatuated pertinacity of a man
clinging to his last hope,

At other times and under other circum
stances lsabel might have answered
sharply.
NOWwW,

““Not for the present,” she said
know my own heart, Give me time.”
the drowning man is said to catch at the pPro-
verbial straw. He lifted her hand, and
siddenly and fondly pressed his lips on it
She showed no confusion. Was she sorry
for him, poor wretch!—and was that all}

They walked on arm in arm, in silence

Crossing the last fleld, they entered again |

on the high road leading to the row of villas
in which Miss Piok lived. The minds of
both were preoccupled. Neither of them
noticed a gentleman approaching on horse-
back, followed by a mouanted groom.
was advancing slowly, at the walking pace
of his horse, and he only observed the two
foot passengers when he was close to them.

“Miss Isabel "

She started, looked up, and discovered-—
Alfred Hardyman,

He was dressed in a perfectly made travel-

' ing suit of light brown, with a peaked felt |

happy childhood and my own dear native | Do¢ of & darker shade ”r. the same color,
| which, in a picturesque sense, greatly im-

proved his personal appearance. His pleasure
at discoverin g Isabel gave the animation to

, : q “‘I " _ ’ f orili >
cabs and what not—the | his features which they wanted on ordinary

occasions, He sat his horse, a superb hunter,
easily and gracefully, His light, amber-col-
oredd gloves fitted him perfectly., His obe-

| dient servant, on apother magnificent horse
- waited behind

him. He looked the imper.
sonation of rank and breeding. of wealth
and prosperity, What a contrast,
woman's eyes, to the shy, pale, melancholy

| man in the ilkfitting black clothes, with the

wandering, uneasy giance, who stood beneath
him and felt, and showed that he felt, his in-
ferior position keenly! In spite of herself,
the treacherous blush flew over lsabel's face.
in Moody's presance, ana with Moody's eyes
distrustfully watching her,

“This 15 a plece of good fortune that I
hardly hoped for,” said Hardyman, his cool

- quiet, dreary way of speaking quickened, as

usual, in Isabel's presence. ‘I only got back
from France this morning, and 1 called on
Lady Lydiard in the hope of seeing you. She

I could get nothing out of them, except that
you were on & visit to a relation.”
at Moody while he was speaking. “Haven't
I seen you before!’ he said, carelessly, ““Yes:
at Lhd_‘r' Lydiard's You're her steward, are

' you notf 'Huw d'ye dot ?ﬁliﬂhl_\'. with his

eves On Lhe ;{I“”llllll, answeread silently
bow, Hardyman, perfectly

LY &
indilferent

. whether lady Lydiard's steward spoke o

Do |

L ] was jogging along to my
" l‘llﬂlr‘iug Of ever ssseing

not. tarmed on his saddle and looked admir
ingly at Isabel. *1 begin to think my luck
has turned at last,”’ he went on, with a smile
farm and de
Miss lsabel acain

' and Miss Lsabel horse!f meets meo at the road

|

side ! | wonder whether yOU Al s j.‘,,].l.l.ll tu
NOE IDNE AS 1 am tw see yout Ywu won t trll
me, eh! May | ask you sometuiog else!—are
you staying in our neighborhoodt”

There was no alternative before Isabel but

to answer this last question. Hardymen had
wet her out walking, and had no doubt

L INg

had | Isabel

her—sne had turned |
. Were
Ilgnorant as he was of the ways of |
women, his instinet told him that this was a |
“‘!}lllll '

aave confessed it, if time and gratitude fo- |
He |

| volcoe,

| met Mr. Hardyman.
don't |

think that I am serving you with any selfish |
' motive.’
never |

. at my side,’

| time,
him |
She spoke with perfect gentleness |

“l don't |

He |

- l”‘m[l‘l'?-.'ﬂﬂl.

| his face

i A |

Ij.i.

Cin becoming Lady Lyvdiard™ steward.

He looked |

L
drawn the inevitable inference, althouzh he
was too polite to say so in plain words,
“Yes, wsir,” she answered, shyly: “! am
stayving in this neighborhood. ™

“And who is your relation? Hardyman

proceeded, in his easy, matter-ol-course way,
“lady Lydiard told me when
pleasure of meeting you at her house that
you had an aunt living in the country. |
have a goxl memory, M ss lsabel, for any.
thing that | hear about you. It's your aung,
isn't itf Yes!
here. What is vyour aunt's name/!”

"A pl"r'r‘ﬂ rl-r ﬂ'nr}rf ,"fll‘f"j]-ﬂ .'h”f

hoped for,”" said Hardyman,

Isabel, still resting her hand on Robert's
Hardyman
been
speaking to one of her equals she would have

iMtle nas

If she

iremble a
lnst Inquiry

arm, felt it
made this hal
Known how Ti.‘n!lula we of the -|'|1m-.lhrn wilh
out directly answering it. But what «
she say to the magniticent gentleman o
stately horse! He had only to send b
ant into the k'“lﬂ_‘:r to nsk HI]-: th
laddy from London w As staying wit
AISWer. 1D n 'IH}'. ‘1] Irnl'l1'|l~ Al l '
direct him to her aunt
pealing look at Moody, and U
distinguished name of Mis
“Miss Pink” Hardvn
1 know Miss Pink "
et remembrances
meet hor Inst/?
the different loea
gers had been
at the
H"‘i]thil,

~he {*A (i
- l'-lH\
N repea ted
He ha | not
her

the [ainl

Ol
 (aall vhich
Introduced to him.)
archery meeting, at the

when the prizss were given!

It must have been at the flower show, then.
surely

it had bheen at the flower show
had heard it from Miss Pink fifty times at
least, and was oblired to admit it now

*I am ashamed of
called,” Hardyman proceeded

I have so much to do, |
paving visits, Are von
Lot me follow vou and
]H'I'-HHH.“'. to Miss Pink.”

Moody looked at Isabel
momentary glance, but she perfectly
stooxd it

VAIR al 4'Iran

“Was it

O

l|111**'
“The fact is,
Aam a bad one at
on

mnke

under

1 am afrai’l sir. mv aunt cannot have the |

vou to-day.’” she said.
Hardyman was all compliance
and patted his horse's neck. *“*To
then.," he saidl "My compliments
will call in the afternoon
Pink He waited as if he eox-
}_IHVHHI sabel to askist his treacherons mem
Qry once more,
man looked round at his groom
conld find out the address, even if he did not
happen to know it already,
was the little row of hounses visible at
farther end of the roag. lsabel

the villas, as a necessary concession

honor of seeing

Morrow,

and 1

liIvies al

Hl*'-'.illt"'i.

her

called The Lawn.’
“Ah! to be sure”

oughtn't to have wanted reminding:

sald Hardvimnan.

And I am afraid | must be getting old;
memory isnt WAS,
glad to have seen you, Miss Isabel,
and vour aunt must come and
horses. Do you like Are
of riding/
used to carrying ladiles;
the thing for you,
bes! compiiments to your aunt /
weall you are looking
with you.
too long? | didn't
of meeting vou (hhnl-h_\",
good-by till to-morrow,

He took off his hat to
Moody, and pursued his way to the farm.
Isabel looked at her companion,
still on the ground. Pale,
motionless, he waited by her like a dog

as goodd as it

]'t“l""'-” 1

Y osl

|:|t'qul e

until she gave the signal of walking on again

toward the house.

“You are not angry with me for speaking
' to Mr. Hardyman? she asked, anxiously

of her
Why

the sound
““Angry with you, my dear!
should 1 be angry?”’

He lifted his head at

“You seem so changed, Robert, since we
i couldn’t help speak-

ing to him, could 1’

“Certainly not.”

They moved on towards the villa
was still uneasy

Isabel

and all that she did which pained and humili-
ated her., '‘You're not jealousf’ she said,
smiling timidly

He tried to speak lightly, on his sile

lth .'ll'l‘-‘.'h't*l't‘il-
tenderly

affairs to look after,’
She pressed his arm
fear,

very ].r--th' 1O S,
she said

not me.”
It was generously meant,

futare.
self-sacrifice already.,

They reached the gate of the villa.

| | held out his hand to say good-by.
His gratitude caught at those words, as | B h

“Won't you come inf she asked. ‘Do

1 OmMme 1n.

“Not now, my dear.
London as soon as 1 can.

She heard his excuse without heeding it.

“You are not like yourself, Robert.” she
sald. “"Why is it! What are you thinklag of P

He was thinking of the bright blush that
overspread her face when Hardyman first

spoke to her; he was thinking of the invita- |

tion to her to see the stud farm. and to ride

' the roan mare; he was thinking of the utterly

powerless position in which he stood toward

- Isabel and toward the highly born gentle-
Hut bhe kept his

man who admired her,
doubts and fears to himself. *“*The train
won't walt for me.” he said, and held out his
hand once more,

She was not unl} }mr]rlﬂllﬂl, she was I'Bﬂ”]’
“Don't take leave of me in that
cold way!” she pleaded. Her eves dropped

| before Nhis, and her lps trembled a Lttia

“"Uive me a kiss, Robert, at parting.” She
sald those bold words softly and sadly, out
of the depth of her pity for him, He started;
brightened suddenly; his sinking
hope rose again, In another moment the
change came: in another moment he under-
stood her.  As he touched her cheek with his
Hps he turned pale again, “Don’'t quite for-

goet me, " he said, in low, faltering tones, and

| left her

Miss 'ink met Isabel in the hall. Refreshed

unbroken repose, the ex-schoolmistress
was in the happiest frame of mind for the
recepion of III*I' llh*l‘tf.-l. 11AWN

Informed that Moody had traveled to South
Morden to personally report the progress of
the inguiries, Miss Pink highly approved of
him as a subs itute for Mr. Troy. “Mr.
Moody, as a banker's son, is a gentleman by
birth,” she remarked ; ‘*he has condescended

I saw ol nim, H‘hl'lll he cCaine here with you,
prepossessedd me in his favor., He has my
confidence, Isabel, as well as yours: he is in

| ever) ll--]-w't ;1 hlllh']'llﬂ" person L) Mr. TI‘I‘I}'.
' was not at howe, and vou were in the coun-
- try, and the servants didn't know the address,

Did vou meet any friends, my dear, when
m

1The answer to this lllli‘.ilil‘ll pl"f‘!hl(‘ﬂd A
specios of transformation in Mss Pink. The
rapturcus rank-worship of her nature feasted,
s0 1o speak, on Hardyman's message. BShe
looked tailer and vounger than usual; she
wasall smiles and sweotness. “‘Atlast, Isabel,
you have seen birth and breeding under thelr
right aspect,” she said. “'In the society of
Lady Lydiard you cannot possibly have
formed correct ideas of the English aristoe-
racy. Observe Mr. Hardyman, when bhe
does me the honor to call to-morrow, and
you will see the difference.”

“Mr. Hardvman is vour visitor, aunt, not
mine. 1 was going to ask vyou to let me re-
main up stairs in my room.”

Miss Pink was unaffectedly shocked. ““This
s what you learn at Lady Lydiard's,” she
observed, “No, Isabel, your absence awould
be a breach of good manners; | cannot pos-
sibly permit it. You will be present to re-
ceive our distinguished friend with me. And
mind this,” added Miss Pink, in her most im-
rrmi\'u manner. “If Mr, Hardyman should
Yy any chance ask why vou have left
Lady Lydiard, not one word about those dis-
graceful circumstances which connect you
with the loss of the bank pote! 1 should sink

I had ths |

I know evervbody about |

f hﬂl"rf"

omid |
’hn '
el'v-
oung
el the i
- won
apr
mounce: the

l.ll.l-:‘tl1- “-’

“Where did |
He ran Avor ia his memory

RIAni'nar

NOt
I":'IIH'T
never having

your way home! |
my apologies |

1t was only a |

He smiled
Lot me see: Miss

She hesitated again. Hardy- |
The groom

thore |
the
pointed to |
to good
manners, before the groom could anticipate |
\!\. aunt ]l"u'!'!'-i ”Il‘l'". Sir. at ”iw house

Isabel, nodded to

His eves
silent,

There was something in
. Moody's silent submission to all that she said

have no time to be jealous while | have your

“Never
Robert, that new friends will make me
forget the best and dearest friend who is now
She paused, and looked up at
him with a compassionate fondness that was
“1 can keep out of the
way to-morrow when Mr, Hnrrl}'mun calls.”
“It is my aunt he is coming to see, |

But while her
' mind was only oceupied with the present
Moody's mind was looking into the

He was learning the hard lesson of
“Do what you think
right.” he said, quietly; *don’t think of me,’
He

I must get back to
There is some more

. work to be done for you, and the sooner 1 do
it the better.”

&

e S =
e e — i i EE —“ h— =

into the earth if the smallest hin of ™.«
has really haprened should reach Mr. Hardy-
mansears. My child, | stand towarfls yon
in the place of your lam nted mother, |
have 1o right to commard vour silence on
thi- horrible subjeet, and | do imperatively
commnand it

In these words foolish Miss Pink sowed the
eeedd Tor the harvest of trouide that was soon
1O COTMe.

18886.

| Wroth & Aldridge,

.
| This Btory 10 he rnnlinuml.]

WRIGHTY

INDIAN \/EGE TABLE

Keep in Stock a Larged s-
sortment of Goods, and sell
as Low as the market wil 9

allow

Will be glad to welcomn e

'old friends for 1886, and

lo make new ones.

Al Bilious Complits,

They are perfectly safe to take, being poreLy
VEGETABLE and prepared with the greatest care
from the best drugs, Tlll‘{‘ relieve the sufferer at

' onee by carrying off all mpurities through the

e AR Gupee SRS
TUTT

PILLS
25 YEW

The Greatest Medical Triumgh of the Ago!
SYMPTOMS OF A

TORPID LIVER.

Lossolnppetite, Bowels costive, Pain In
the head, wikh n dull sensation in the
hack part, Pain moder the shoulder-
bilade, Fullness afier enting, with ndis-
inclinationte exertion of body or mind,
irritubility ot temper, Low spirits, with
nfeelingofhaving neglected some duty,
Weariness, Dizziness, Fluttering at the
Heart, Dots before the eyes, HHeadache
over the right eye, Restlessness, with
fitful dreams, Highly colored Urine, and

CONSTIPATION.
. TUTT'S PI1LLS are especially adapted
C to such cases, one dose effecta such »
hang offeelingnstonstonish the sufferer.
Ihey Inerease the Appetite,and cause the
Yody 1y Take on Flesh, thina the aystem 1s
nourished, nrd by thelr Tonie Action on

the Digestive Organs, Itegular Stools are
produce |, 1'5'14'1"‘%‘." ”r“"l M. N.Y.,

TUTTS HAIR DYE.

GRrAY Ham or WHISKERS changed 1o a

LOgsY BLACK by o single applioation of
his DY, It imparts a nataral color, acts
nstantancously,. 8Sold by Druggists, or
ent by espress on receintof $1l.

Office, 44 Murray St., New York.

Chestertown, Md., Jun, 14.

i

THE

Orp EstasLisHeD

Firm of Geo, Lambert, now

J. 0. LOWE

offers the best workmanship, style and effects in

New Carriages,

that can he furnished by the employment of
the most skilled workmen. They are qualified

[ vy long experience to meet the requirements of
Kent county .

ALL STYLES OF CARIAGES

made to order to suit the particular case,

Carriages and Driving Wagons repainted in
| accordance with their origionl design. Paint-

| ing, trimming or refurnishing a specialty in
styles to suit,

AT REASONABLE PRICES,

Jua. 28, 1886.

v

WEDDING AND BIRTHDAY PRESENTS

n,l |
but 1

have so many things to think of at the farm.

my |
| am so |
You |
look at my
yvon fond

| have a quiet roan mare that is |
she would be just |
Did | beg vou to givemy |
Huw |
our air here agrees 1'
I hope | haven't kept you stand- |
think of it in the
Miss |

NEW STOCK'!
CHOICE GOODS'

LOW PRICES !
A Bl REACH,

v st e atoee AN DRU MIURE

Spring Clothing we can easily sup | — "
Colin F. Stani

ply the Fat and the Lean Man—in
Bookseller and rﬂtﬂtionar.

fact, the Young and Old, the Youth,.

Boy and Child are all within our
Hasnowinstockalarge mﬂ'ﬁimentofﬂen-ﬂldu
Franklin Syuareand Lovedi's Popular Libraries.

reach,
Aslo, books ﬂflﬂﬂﬁr}llituraturn, Writing Pa
per, Envelopes ani

General -S'Eationéry Materials

in Large Quantities,

Bearthisin mind—you will always find the
Largest Stock and Cheapest BOOKS at

Stam’s Drug Store.
March 1, 1883,

e i

ACYATES&CO

Clothing for Men, Youths, Boys and Children,

602-604-6068 CHESTNUT ST,
PHILADELPHIA.

. TEIE
Cooley Creamer

JUNIOR AND SENIOR STYLE,

AND WITH ELEVATOR ATTACHMENT.

One of the Bea Cre .mers made.
Unil and get catulogue and price list, at
Aug. 6, 1885. J. K. ALDRIDGE & CO'S.

THE DAVIS SWING CHURN,

For sale by

)i
|

Egg-Making Feed

—FO R~

ALL VARIETIE OF POUL TRY

J. K. ALDRIDGE & CO.

THE COLUMBIA
BoLSTER Spring,

The object of the Egg-MakingFeed is to sup
ply from artificial sources the chemicaland-
physiological elements ubsolutely required to
form egg shell, albumen and egg yelk. We be-
heve the use of this powder will directly en-
liance and increase the production of eggs.

40 cents per package.

COLIN F. STAM.
Druggis

March 5.

— ———— T —— R .o ——

PEOPLE'S
‘T'ransportation Line

18 the ontcome of an effort to overcome all ohjec-
U'ous Incidental tc these springs. It combines
E.se, Laghiness, Durability and Cheapness. —
They are for Farm, Truck and Peach Wagons
wnd will carry from 1,000 pounds to 10,000
pounds. [t raises the bed or box of the WHREOoNn
Lut four inches, which 15 of course correspond-
|||=_{]+'. decreased h_i the Wt‘jglll carried. It ean
be puton and taken off with ease! It is com-

|.1r*t:- Af s0ld. and requires no siteration of the |

wajon in applying it. For sale by
J. K. ALDRIDGE & 00.

]_)H.-*.l‘ll AND APPLE PARERS,

J. K. ALDRIDGE & CO.
Aug. G, 1885,

ez,

Stea mer E. N. FAIRCHILD

I will run daily (Sunduys excepted) on and after
August 10, as follows : Will leave Buckingham
| at 44 p. m_, Saitchet’s at 5 p. m., Chestertown

at 6 p. m., Burchioal's at 6? p. m,, Quaker
Neck at 74 p. m., and arvive in

What |V

l can authors. The low prices will

Baltimore at 1}
A.m. Returnig, leave Baltimore 7 a. m.

Freights of all kinds earnestly solicited, Will
be carried on moderateterms and carefully
handled and every effort will be made to ac-
commodate. For further information apply to

CAPT. JA. H, THOMPSON,
|  Au. 13, 1885, Chestertown

'WOOD ! WOOD!!

THONL BOKS AND SCEOL SIPPLIS

We have just received onr very
Large Supply of School Books and
School Requisites, I extend to all
Pareuts, Teachers and Scholars an
invitation te call and examine ou

b Hickory, Oak and Pine.

| Very respec tf
M.A.TOULSON, |

Tursubscribe) hugurchueci 1000cordAsofthe

| very bestseasoned Oak, Hickory and Pine that

- CHRISTHAS S
PRESENTS.  PRESENTS.

and $6 00 wer cord for hicﬁory . wood II‘II([

and split to order,

This Wood has all been culled over ; isful
length, clear of knots and smallsticks,
Pioe KixpLine Woop forsalelow.

WILLIAM PERKINS,
Rising Sun, Saloan, Chestertow

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS & MUSIC.
A Ne[r l_.nt of V_IOLINE and a new lot of
Novalties of the season in large varieties, oent Nusie juntroceived.

= COLIN F. STAN
I'hose who coutemplate making presents and March 28. Druggist. ’
10 all others, | extend a cordial invitation, 1] T ey S

have selected these goods with great care, and 1 LIME ! L'ME l

an examination of them will convince one they |
s ||

are :Ttld rtl;;hr, 48 | am determined o sell.
espt.,
M. A. TOULSON,
” No. 1 Wood Burnt Lime,
—POR~—

| A;mlhmry:
BUILDING AND WHITEWASHING
LOWEST PRICES
J. B. SAPPINGTON

'\Vriting Paper

Heautiful Roxes, the Nicest Assort
town—al

| STAM'S DUG STORK.
_-__-_____—_—-____'—————n_—
B

ooks for Children.

Choicest selections from Euglish and Ameri
astonish yon

STAM'S DRUG STORE

SUITABLE FOR ALL AGES AND THE
MOST FASTIDIOUS.

. BOOKS in great variety.
Dressing Cases, Fine Assortment and |

Arious Frices.

A Clear Skin

'1s only a part of beauty:
but it ?;a part. Every lag’y
! lm.a halvi it; at least, what
loo ke it. Magnolia
}Balm both frcshenasgn and
| beautifies. |

by

at

L 4




