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CHAPTER 1.

The Lady's Dilemma,

_— e

By SIR WALTER BESANT. ‘

will fafl to meet her Just labilitles. 1
could In ordinary clroumstances walt your
pleasurs, hut at the pressnt moment my po-
#itlon is serious, and 1 know not what may
happen to me unless this money Is pald. I
have the honor to remaln, madam, your
most obedlent and humble servant,
“JOBEPH FULTON."

When she had read this letter through for
the tenth time she Iald it down upon the
table, and, with her chin In her hand, she
fell Into another meditation of @ most un-
pleasant nature.

Bhe was interrupted by the servant of the

proceasion. bawled thelr wares—frult from
the market, fah from Billinsgate; horbs
for medicine; Inces, gingerbreasd, npeedles
and pios, matches, rabhits, poultry, bas-
kets, knives to grind and kettles to mend
and the hackney

The Iady uat at the cpen window of WoF | giones: tho brewer's dray, with its casks

Jodging in King street, Covent Garden. It

was & lodging aver u print ghop, the slgn of | grouning; women

which, a Silver Quill, argent in gules, dan-
gled from the fromt of the house and crenked |
ia the wind. The front room where she sat
and lived commanded o fAne view of the
atreel; the back room Iin which she slept
overlooked the churchyard of Bt. Paul's,
whero funerals all day long inciined the
Beart to wholesome meditation. Both In
the front and at the buck there was appar-
ent to the wsenges the nelghborhood of the
market, since the time was late June and
the season was warm and fine, one percelvod
in the mingled wuves of [fragrance the
erushed strawberry of yesterday; the de-
eayed cherry of last week, the trampled
peas nnd brokea lettuce leaves; the pungent

,Ilna bapging from

spring onion; last year's russets, the cab-
bage stalks which lay In bheaps and all the

of beer, dragged heavily, gruating and
with diogle-dump houps,
their arthe and little
caps tled modeatiy under thelr chins, slowly
wilked along the plazza, where they would
meet thelr gallanis; old tlemen,
nge beteayed by the shaky k.eos, st pped ln
front of the fruit shops, of which theére are
many o King street,

The woman's Christian name was Isabel
Her surname was Weylund, 8he was the
widow of the late Hon, Ronald Weyland,
only brother of the earl of Strathherrick,
in the Scottish peerage, and one of her
muajesty’'s high commissioners for the Han-

aper, who died, unforiunately for his wife. |

when still no more than slx and twentv.

This bereavement fell ypon her three years '

biefore the morning when we find her in
King street. She had been living the life

things which are offered for sale in that | Of a woman of quality and fushl n. without

greal markot. It is not, taken altogelher,

sufficlent means, and her present diffioul-

an exhilarating fragrance, but the residents | ties were the result,

of King street are accustomed to it; they
have It with them all the year round at
evory season; they no more complain of it
than the people near Billlngsgate complain
of the smell of Osh which baungs forever In
the alr.

The lady was a widow, quite a young
widow; not more than four and twenty, the
weeds which spoke of her condition were so
modified, o to speak, as to betoken a wid-
owhiood of two years, at least; they slgnified
by their shape, by the maoner of wearing
them, by wome feminine cuoning which
would be difficult to explain—yet It wan to
be discerned—by an artful touch Invisible
yet percoptible—by the hand which pats the |
baw and smooths the strings and introduces |
some small chapge Into the form: a con-
fesslon of Christian resigoation; perhaps,
also, though this, be sure, the widow would
nover allow—she was hergell unconsclious of
ft—the thing was due to her dresamoker—
the fact that she wae at last inclined—the
mind sometimes works unconsclously and
like a watch is only shown to be at work by
the breathing, which in the engine of time
is a ticking—to consider, dispassionately,
and critically, yet with a certain sympathy
any overtures which might be made—should
such present themeslves—of entering again
upon the marrivd state, which |s consecrated
by holy church yet denounced by poet and
satirist am offering fewaor prizea than the
state lottery,

This moraolng. however, her face belled
her dress. ‘There was no look of Venus
fm It; there was no softness of posaible
love. Her face, comely and attractive, of
the soft kind; her cheek llke a peach, her
eyes large, llmpld and full of soft sun-
shine, was now disturbed and jangled, like
a harpischord out of tune, with anxiety and
doubt,

It was full of care, and care had no busi-
mess with such a faco: it was full of

trouble, and trouble was an emo!lon for
which that face was not intended by na-
ture; her lips trembled, and they ought to
bave smiled; her cheeks, which should have
remained soft and touched with the tender
Bue of the wild rose in June, changed color
as her thoughts went wandering here and
there, and always came back to the same
point. Whatever that was, the tears
rolled out and gushed down her cheek,
Had there been any young man present of
reasonable feellhg for the sex he would
have cast himself at her feet, erying aloud
that her face was made for happiness and
that he would himself, at any cost, take
upon himself, with no other hope of re-
ward. than to see her once more freed
from trouble, all her cares, her anxieties
atd the consequences, I any, of her follles,
if there had been follles; or of her mlsfor-
tunes, If there had been misfortunes.

On her table lay two or three open let-
ters; she glapced at them from time to
time, nol as If to derive consolation or
hopa from thelr utterances, but us If to
hear thelr reproaches; as (f she eould not
choose but look upon them. ‘The letters
were, In truth, accusing volces: they me-
cused the woman, yet not In words. of fol-
MNes and extravagances; they warned her,
too late, of what may happen Lo & woman
left early in life without a gulde and
counsellor; & woman who understands
nothing—it I8 a common falling with
women—of the simple rules of compound
ndditlon and subtraction and therofore
goes on spending without comprehension of
what her expenditure meant unill the day
camoe when she finds herself at the end of
bher fortune and with no means apparcnt of
paying for her food and dres avd lodeing,
These letters showed her that she was
that unfortunate person—a woman in debi,
who cannot pay her debts. Or, if sho pays,
is left destitute and has no frlends who
will pay for her. The end of such a
woman s clear; she must take shelter in
a prison, where in a short time the man-
nor, the lapguage, the dress, the thoughta
of the polite world drop off from the resl-
dents and they all become plunged to-
gether In the ruck of physleal wants,
physical suffering and the eacrifice of all
those scruples which, outside, ralse men
and women on a higher level,

It bitterness and self-reproach and hu-
millation are wholesome correctives for the
soul, even though they come too late to save
from open shame, then, indeed, Isnbel Wey-
land this morning was taking a sovereign
remedy agalnst 1 know not how many
plaguey disorders and disepses of the soul,
such as vanity, self-concelt, complucency,
pride of family, pride of rank, the self-
respect of which Is akin to arrogance, and
the whole enumerable tribe of cognate mil-
moents,

The street below wag crowded with peo-
ple; all day long and most of the night
thers s a full and flowing tide of human
lite flowing up and down the street, which
18 not, however, one of the most fashlonable
resoria of London, In the morulng, from
8 o'clock till noon, there are the people of
the market, the porters who earry basketa
on thelr heads, the barrow fllled with fruit
and vegetables, which are carried away to
be hawked about the streets of the clty and
guburbs; after noon there are the people
who walk on the plazza, a crowd of well-
dressed people, yet not MHke the beaux of
tho park: they are country people, members
of Farliament, lawyers, actors of Drury
Lans and Covent garden, poeta and wits;
in the evening they are the people who fre-
quent the coffee houses, the taverns and
the gaming tables; later on they are the
people wno take supper ufter the play and
drink in the night houses among the ribald
company of the place. No sooner have the
rakes gone away to bed than the market
people begin again, so that the whole four
and twonty hours there Is In King streot &
continual floeking of people to Covent Gar-
den and n continued nolse of footsteps,
voloes, barrows, drays and carts, with the
frequent fights of hackney ccachmen, chalr-
men and the porters of the market.

The woman looked upon the sireet. The
beaux walked delicately, thelr clouded canes
hanglog from thelr ruflled wriata; the por-
ters carried baskets of frult upon their
heads, rudely pushing their way within the

She looked down upon the dear, delightful
epitome of the town; she looked, but she
pnid small attention; if she noticed the
woving panorama at all it was only to ask
herself, with o sinking heart, how long It
would be before the sight ot this free and
e¢hoerful 1ife, this contemplation of the
world o action which fills the young with
longing, Inspires manhood and makes old
age forget its cares would be finally closed
to her by the shutting of a door—in lmagi-
nation she heard it #lum, and the turning of
& key lo a lock—In her mind she heard its
havsh grating, The thought of this possi-
bility trapaformed the crowd below her;
they were no lopger common people, pre-
teaders of fashion, deml rops; they became
glorifled; bhappy beyond all expression; en-

poach rattled over the |

their |

“SHE TOOK UP ONE OF THE LETTERS AND READ

house, who came to tell her that Mr. Fulton
| was below and begged the honor of speech
with her,

The writer of the lotter followed the mald
upstiairs and entered without further cere-
mony. He was a man of short stature and
of appearance displeaming. Although he was
dressed ns a clitizen of substance and posi-
tion, his face was marked by Intemperance;
his short neck lay In folds over his lace
cravat; his cheeks were red and swollen;
his nose was painted; these are all indleas
tlons of strong drink. Moreover, hls volce
wis thick and his shoulders unsteady as if,
which was, indeed, the case, he had re-
cently come from a tavern. It (s not une
common for a respectable citizen to show
signa of drink In the evening-—perhaps in
the afternoon, but it Is not (happlly) usual
| for n man of business to betray this Indul-

gence In the morning,
| “Madam,' he sald, "I came to ask If you
have recelved my lotter'’

“8ir, T have received It.
Here It Is on my table”

“And what, madam, may I ask, Is your
answer?'

"My answer, my answer—Mr. Fulton, 1
have not yet thought of the answer. The
| letter only arrived this morning. Perhaps

I have read It.

{rroln her dressmaker, & certaln Mrs. Bry-
|mr. and was much shorter, yeot to the
same effect,

“Madam, I am most sorry to trouble you,
or any of my customers. 1 can walt, nn a
| rule, for & long time. But your bill 1= now,
I And, upward of £70; this 14 too largs A
bill to run on any longer. The necessities
of my business compel me to ask for pay-
ment as =oon as s convenlent 1o yourself,
It s with the greatest reluctancs that |
|preu you for payment. BSuffer me to call
| upon you tomorrow about noon. We may
| perhaps find means to adjust thig difMeulty
quletly and without trouble. I assure you
that I have assisted many
through diMoeulties and at the same time
to pay me thelr labilities.

I remain; madam, with much respect,
| your oledient servant, Patty Hrymer."

“The letter s not threatening Jlike the
other,” Isabel murmured, "'but I know the
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ladies to ‘vll

Ings and pence, I can no more afford to My father would mot consent to the mar- Put {t might be hrulted sbroad snd it I

lose this money than you can afford to pay | risge, 80 1 ran away and was married In |

i

“Then, 1 do aot understand—"

“Sadam, 1 W11 bo plain with you. Let
me kpnow exactly the state of vour afairs
uod | may be able to help you, but obn con-
ditlons. Pelieve me, | know the affairs of
muny women, You will never repeut your
confidence.”

“The only help 1 want (s money or time,
and that you cannot glve me’

“There are other ways  beslde finding
money or time. Let me remind your lady-
ship that If you do not get help and cannot
ray your debts, the end Is certaln. You
can, therefore, do no harm to your affairs
by letting me know the truth, and you may
find It to your advantage. My reason for
offering to help you Is nothing in the world
but to get payment of my claim.”

|  “Then can you help me to pay your
elalm 7™
“That you shall learn presently. Mean-

time let me know your position—"

There wis some comfort in merely talk-
Ing over the position, even though It was
with a threatening ereditor. Isabel sighed.
“Well, then, ask me an¥ questions  you
plense and 1 will answer truthfully."”

“Your husband dled gome three years ago.
He left you a small fortune "

“Hetween £4,000 and £5,000,"

“Is any of this money left? I belleve
that there |8 none."”

“Very little. To be frank with you, not

more than about £150."

“What has become of 1t? I wae right In
saying that it has been lost at the hazard
table

“Some of (t. I know not how much, 1
kept no record. Bome at cards, some In
dress, some this way and that way—how
ehould I Know where It has gone?"

viable beyond all words. Truth to say the
current of life In King street |s a turbid
strenm ut best; there are dens and purlieas
about Covent Garden of which men do not
speak to women; which women, even with
other women, profess not to know either by
name or by reputation, But te Isubel, this
morning, the street became a sparkling
brook, bright and transparent, prattliog
over pebbles, In comparison with the murky
stagnation of the prison which awaited her.

For, \ndeed, the hour had at last arrived;
the time certain to those who live beyond
thelr means when the Catchpole threatened
apd the balllf murmured and the creditor,
a truculent and relentless person, held out
his hand and sald; “'Pay me! I will walt no
longer. Pay me! or else—"

“Oh!" she groaned, 1 have been a fool.
Heavena! What a fool I have been!"

She had, Indeed, yet st such & crisls in
her affalrs self-reproach helped her not. A
way had to be found--some Way-—any way-—
of borrowing, of raising money; of prolong-
Ing credit; some way—else her creditors—
she shuddered and trembled,

She might write to them, she might call
upon them and plead with them. If they
would forbear she would, perhaps, at some
future time—but she had no gecurity to
offer.  If they would not forbear, if they
took such revenge as was In their power,
she wouid never he able to pay them.
Alas! She was herself the daughter of a
city merchant, she knew what was thought
and sald of the debtor who would not or
could mot pay his debta; she knew the
rage, the thirst for revenge that fills the
breast of the tradesman who finds that he
has made o bad debt, Why, his business,
Lils profits, his lvellhood, all dependcd
upon the payment of debts: nothing can ba
invented or allowed by the law which ean
be too bad for the defaulting debtor; the
prisons are full of poor wreteches who would
pay f they could, but, belng locked up
and forbldden to work, cannot pay; she
knew that an appceal to the mercy of her
ereditors would only harden their hearts,
while It would only humillate her ‘with no
result,

She thought of flight—but whither? And
when her slender stock was gone what
should she do noxt?

And agnin she clasped her hands and
walled, “Alas, 1 bave been a fool! What
& fool T have been!”

She took up one of the letters and read
it agoain, although she knew it by heart.
The first was from a draper on Ludgate
hill,  “"Why," she moaned, "I have beesn &
customer of the man ever since I was a
widow Yet he threatens me!" It was
true that ghe had ordered many things of
him and had paid for most. But, then, she
had not paild for the last things, which
were costly, And now he had writien to
her with words unmistakable,

“Madam: 1 beg respecifully to call your
immediate attention to the very large ac-
coupt mnow standing unpald in my books.
1 find that it Is now mothing less than
£95 6 11d. 1 must, therefore, most re-
luctantly request you to discharge thls
debt at once, I eannot beljeve that the
widow of the late Hon. Robald Weyland
aund the sister-in-law of Lord Strathmona
I8 unable to pay a hill of £95 only. In-
dead, my own position forblde me to walt,
I have, therefore, to Inform you that it
within four and twenty hours I do not re-
celve the money In full, 1 must take the
ususl steps and fssue a wril, In that
cafie the mondy must be pald in full with
vosts, and lmmediately. 1If it la not pald
I ehal! have to Ipstruct my aitoruney to
proceed as the law permits and directs.

“Madame, 1 cannot belleve that a lady
who has dealt with me for so long and untll

posta; iLhe street criers, in never-cuding

this your with oo dificuly about paymeat

in a month or two—"'

“No, madam, by your leave,
or two—but a day or two."

“Permit me to remind you, Mr. Fulton,
that when 1 ordered those things one of
the reasons which persuaded me to take
themy was your assurance that I should be
allowed six months* credit.*

“l do not remember any such assurance,"
he replied boldly.

“Come, Mr, Fulton, 1 think I you rack
your bralos a little you will remember that
promise of six months’ eredit, of which only
Bix weaks have cxplired. My answer, sir, Is
that I must take that credit. 1 want that
eredit, and I must have (t."

“Madam, as regards that promlise,” hils
volece grew thicker, I cannot remember it.
How, then, can I allow {t?"

“Sir'"—the lady's temper began to rise
“1 percelve that you do pot Intend to re-
member your promise. I have, therefore,
nothing more to say—I have no answer to
glve. You will do what you please. But
1 demand that credit."

The man's manner changed. He became
suddenly cringing and he tried to be per
suaslve, He leaped over the table and es-
suyed a smile which became a fixed grin.

“Madam,” he sald, 'l am most unwill-
ing to press you. But my own affairs—"

“Your own affalrs, sir?"

“My own affalrs, madam.” He hesitated
and spoke at random. “They are In con-
fusion—I know not what may bappen. In
fine, I am urgently in want of the money.”

“Can a substantial cltizen of Ludgate
HIll be In urgent want of £45?"

“You mistake, madam.”" He rose up with
dignity, "Every man in business |s some-
times pressed. It Is not the amount—it Ia
the occasion—"

“1 must take the eredit you promised. I
am sorry for your position."

“As for my position, It |l more than as-
sured. I am a cltizen, a freeman of the
Drapers company; my affairs are on a large
scale, I am consldered as the equal of
any merchant,” he assured her with swell-
ing words and looks,

“l must take that credit,” she persisted.

“Madam,"” bis face became purple; "I
must bave that mopey."” He banged the
table with his flst, "I say that I must
have that money."

Now here the lady made a great

Not & month

and

referred the question to her attorney,
there was pothing unusual In & eredit of
six months, apd, which was more Impor-
tant, the debt would have been found on
examination to be due to the man’s cred-
Itors and not to himself. For, Instead of be-
Ing n prosperous tradesmau, as he asserted,
he was wothing better than & man of straw,
who intended to get this money for himaelf
and to defraud his creditors. The man, In
a word, might threaten, but he could do
nothing. This, however, the lady did not
know.

*Go,"" she sald.
please,

The man hesitated. The lady polnted
to the door. Her face and manner were
bard and unbending.

“You will take the consequences,'
snide

“Go," Again she pointed to the door,

“You will take the consequences of rob-
bing—yes, of robbing—a substantial city
merchant. Madam, & substantiul—"

The lady rose. He sald no more, but van-
ished.

She sank back into her chair. 0! she
groaned agaln. “"What a foel! What a fool
I bave been!™

8bhe teok up the second letter.

“You will do what you

it was

grievous mistake. For she ought to have

woman. She |8 very resolute.
afrald of her than of the man, Fulton, What
will she say when | confess the whole to
her?"

Bhe staried and turned pale. For there
was a step on the stair—the sound of a step
may be a sound of terror to a debtor. There
was the step of her dressmaker—the cred-
ftor who was going to call at 12, What
should she come for but to beg, to accuse
and to threaten?

A tap at the door and her visitor turned
the handle and came in,

It was In fact, no other than the dress-
maker, Mrs. Brymer, author of the short
epistle you have heard. Isabol half rose;
she gasped out certain words that meant
nothing; she sank back in her chalr, slek
and faint with terror, She had never be-
fore been dunned and she knew not what
her creditors could do.

The woman was plainly dressed. Bhe was
a little won an, and now old. Her face was

feet, It wus the face of & woman much oc-
cupled with affalrs, shrewd and hard., It
was also stamped with the wisdom that
comes to some women by experience and af-
foirg. She looked very wise, and as in-
scrutable as an oracle. SBhe stood In the
door for a minute, looking with curlosity at
her customer, as if she would learn the
whole truth from her face. Then she ad-
vanced a step, closed the door softly and
rapped the table, not threateningly. but
softly, with her knuckles. “Well, madam,"
she sald. Mrs, Weyland inclined her head.
She could not speak.

*1 am very sorry, madam, to be lmportu-
nate—"

“If you can glve me time—"'

Mrs. Brymer—everybody knows her shop
in Monmouth sireet—there {8 no more cele-
brated dressmaker In the whole of London—
smiled quietly. There was no appearance of
threatenlng about the woman, she was not
uncivil or disrespectful, but her face ex-
presszd her resclution—she was come to get
her money.

“You ask for time, madam. Truly, I
would give you with pleasure as much time
ng you please—all the time there is—if you
can show me how much the better you
would be, If you had it—or how much bet-
ter I should be. Take time, madam, If you
plense, but |t (s pot unreasonable to ask
what security you bave to offer in case [
give you time."

“No, it Is pot unrcasonable. And yet—
and yet—oh, Mre. Brymer, what answer am
1 to make?' She bhegan to cry agaln; the
tears were real; they were not affected, but
it they were designed to soften the dress-
maker's heart they were quite useless. A
woman has very little sympathy with an-
other woman's leare. Mra. Brymer took u
chalr and planted it opposite to her cus-
tomer. Then she sat down firmly aund with
resclution,

“Now," she sald, "1 have come
explanation and a confession!"

“A confession?” Mrs. Weyland made a
show of sitting upright with indignation.

“Madam, 1 know a few things, but not
all. I know that you are rulpned: you have
lost, 1 belleve, the whole of the fortune
that your husband left you—It was £4,000--
at the card table; you are in debt to others
beside myself; {f you cannot pay what you
owe—hut, Indeed, | am sure that you know
the terrible alteroative.”

“Mre. Brymer,” lsabel replied with some
dignity, "if you know all this, there Is no
necessity for you to rehearse it; nor is
there any necessily for me to confess my
affairs to you"

“They are my own affalrs. Your ladyship
owea me the sum of £§0, with some shill-

for an

I am more |

llned and seamed with a thousand crow's

“And you have debts.
| amount of your debts?"

“I owe Mr. Fulton, draper, of Ludgate
| hill, a bl of £166. He sald that 1 might
| walt for slx months, but now he presses.
'l owe you the sum of £40. These are the
| only large debts, There are also a few
| trifles, "

“Oh, Mr. Fulton presses you, does he?"

“He presées me and threaens me,"

“Have you unything besides that small
sum of money?"’

“My dresses and a llttle Jewelry, worth—
1 know not—""

“Humph!  Your husband, however, had
an e¢lder brother—Lord Stratherrick.'

“But he is quite rulned; he has gambled
away everything—his 1fe Interest in his
estates, his pletures, his library—every-
thing is gope. He pow lives In a corner
of his empty house. He can do nothine
for me, even It he was deslrous of helping
me, But he Is a seclfish wman, like all
gamblers."

“You have friends of your ewn, however,
You are not destitute of friends?"

“Mrs. Brymen, I will be quite frank with
you, My father, now old, is wealthy, , But
he Is & nonconformist and he is austere.
| He has never forgiven me for my marriage.
He consldered my husband a profligate, be-
leause he was a man of quality—my hus-
band, the most sober and senmslble of men!

What s the

DR. A. D, SEAKLES,

Ble Most Hellable Specialist im Dig-
eanes of Men.
BTRICTURE Cured with a new Homs
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May Fair™

“When your father knows your pesliifon
he will perhaps relent.'”

“You do not know him. " He might re-
lent It my miafortune wera due to olher
caluses, PBut 1 have wasted £4000 and
more, He o a merchant who looks npon
prodigality with horror. 1 have a brother
as well; he In more austere than mv
father and more unforgiviog. He lookas to
the succession, It he Ande out aboul the
debte—and the ceard table—thers will ba
o longer any hope for me. He will wo
represent the affalr to my father that for.
glveness will be Impossible. If 1 can eon-
cenl the truth perhaps my father may once
more regard me as 4 daughter.'”

“It s unfortunate. Would they even
congent to see you consigned to a debtor’s
prison '

“It would be the cause of a final cultine
off. My brother would find something in
the bible which would sarktion bardoess of
heart. Belleve me, Mrs. Beymer, 1 have
oo hope at all of any rellef from my own
people If they learn the truth about my
affairs.”

“You owe one creditor L£05 and another
£70; you have in haod about £160 or
thereabouts, with a little Jewelry. And you
have no prospect of assistance from Any-
one. Truly, madam, the position is most
serious,”

It is Indeed serlous.™

“Then, madam,” the drossmaker drew hor
chair a Httle nearer and dropped her volee
almost 1o a whisper, “wa must consider
my method,”

“Do you really mean that you can find a
way ™'

“There 8 but one way. And thal way
will terrify you at first, Do not start, and
protest that you cannot, and you will not.
It 1& & way thut has been adopted by many
ladles of fashion, though, for good reasous,
they do not boast of it. At first It may
sevm Impossible, but 1 ean show you that
it is not only possible, but easy of execu-
tlon."

“What way Is there? In the name of
heaven do not mock me. I am already
half distraught with trouble. What way?"

“Madam, it {8 not known to you perhaps
that you can transfer the whole of your
debis, by marrying, to your husband.”

“But who would marry a creature like
myself, who must confess to having lost In
three years more than £4,000, besldes In-
curring debts of £250 more."”

] e¢an find you n husband, madam.™

“A man who will consent to marry me?
Impossible! And to take over my debts?
Impoasible, again!""

“Quite possible, on the other hand.™

“ls It a man whom I could marry? 1
mean thera are some men to marry whom
would be worse than death.”

“It will be a man you can marry. Not a
man of fashion, perhaps; not one whom
you would accept as your lover. But you
would leave him at the church door,”

“Who, then, could it be?"

“You might marry a sallor, unsusplelous,
who would be arrested-—I would take care
of that—on coming out of the church doors.
He would be taken to the debtor's prison;
there he would stay for the rest of his life,
and you would hear no more of him,"

“Would you have me lock up an inpocent
young fellow for life? Fle! Fle! I could
not, even to save myself.”

“Many Iadies are not so squeamish. How.
ever, we might find for you some man al-
ready langulshing In the King's Bench and
without hopes of release. SBuch an one, for
n time, would willlngly take over the addi-
tional burden of your debts. A few hun-
dreds more would muke no difference.”

“Could he not make me share his impris-
onment with bim?*"

“Certalnly not. You would be free to live
as you please, save that In his lifetime you
could not marry again.'

“"Heaven knows that
marry again.'

“In the Fleet or the Bench, they mostly
dle young. The bad alr and the drink kill
them."

Isabel listened with a serlous air. The
method seemed to offer possibllitles of es-
cape,

“Truly," she sald, *if the additional bur-
den made no difference, [ ee¢ no reason.
Yet there 18 a reason, too, Mr. Fulton has
been here; he has also written; he I8 In
great trouble: he says he must become a
bankrupt, I thought that If 1 paid him all
that I bave—"

The dressmaker shrieked. *'Pay him all?
Pray, madam, what will then hecome of me?
1 know something of this man Fulton. He
drinks; he spends hls time In taverns In-
stend of attepding to his business. As for
your making him a bankrupt, he must in-
deed be In a poor way of business for a clty
tradesman, and In Ludgate Fill, if a bill of
£150 makes him bankrupt.'

“Well, then—if 1 am not to pay him?*-*

“You will pay me instend. 1 am here,
madam, to talk over your misfortuncs, not
the misfortunes of this draper. There are
others, 1 suppose, who owe him money, Let
him wpply to them, Belleve me, madam, |
you must harden your heart." |

Isabiel sighed. "I am sorry for any ono!
on whom | have brought trouble. Well,
thep—can you find me such & man—already
in prison, to whom another hundred pounds
or so of deht will make no difference?"’

“1 can find guch & man.”

“Then—oh, Mrs, Brymer—Iit seems a
dreadful thing to do,"

I do not want to

\
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always ill-thought of, nothing but neoss-
sity in fact can Justify a gentlewoman in
] taking such a step."”

“What s 11

“You will not Hke the thought of 1t at all.

But 1t s the simplest and generally the

eanieat plan.™

“What e 107" lsabel repeated.

“There are always lying ln Newgale mea
1 condemned to death ="
| The widew shuddered,

“You guess what 1 would say, then.
That makes [t easier. 1 could find wome
one, unmarried, friondliess, who would aot
know who you are. to whom the promies
of drink in plenty until the time came
would make him quite happy. 1 would say,
‘Marry him.' In two or three weeks he
would be dead” Agaln the widow shud-
dered “Aud no one would know and vou
would be quite free—with all vour debts
fallen off your back--free L0 marry again
or to live ng you please.”

“But, oh, the horrld thing! To marry
A man golng to be hanged! To be the
widew of & mam actually haoged at
Tyburn'"

“Why not, sluee no one would know auy-
thing about 117"

“To marry a condemned fellow—a mur-
derer—a burglar—a highwayman. Oh, 1
could not!"

“You would marry him only In name.
You would leave him in his cell after the
coremony., A hottle of rum would console
him for the loss of his bride. Indeed, for
that matter, he would expect nothing mors
than the bottle of rum.'

Etilt the lady shook her head.

“Madam,” the tempiress ropeated, “you
must barden your heart, 1 have told vou
what to do. Thore {s a plain cholee be-
fore you. 1 ecan find you & sallor. Once
get that fellow locked up, with debts of
hundreds keeping blm there, and you are
safe. 1 can find you a prisoner already
hopelessly confined.  He would be as good
as the sallor, Or there ia the condemned
felon., He I8 safest. The only conditiom
I make 13 that you settle, immediately, my
Bl In full.  Does your ladyship agres?
If not, there—but I spare you the truth.
You know better than myself what will
happen.'

Mrs. Weyland looked out into the street.
Alas! To leave the free alr of the town;
the dear delights even of the streets, not
to speak of the play, the gardens, the park,
the aesembly, the card party—how could
she llve nway from them? How could she
live In the close alr, the dirt, the nolse, the
vonversution of a  debtors’ prison? She
looked st the letters on the table and her
lips parted in nssent; she thought of the
poor wretch Jingling his chains (o the con-
demned cell whom she was to marry, and
her cheek paled; she thought of her austera
father and ber brother, and of thelr wrath,
und the relentless justice with which they
had already cut her off—and she was ready
to assent,

Mrs. Brymer watched her narrowly. The
money due to her was of the greatest im-
portance; she had payments to make and
bills to meet, the loss of this money would
cause her great embarrassment. But she
sald no more, She folded her hands In her
lap and walted.

“Oh, not that!™

Mre. Weyland held out her hand. “1 ac-
cept,” she murmured.

The other sighed with rellet. Bhe had
gaved her debt,

“You have done well,'” she sald. *“Indeed

there was pothing else to be dome.”

“No one Is to know," Isabel stipulated
with u white face and eyes full of terror.

“Certainly not. No one will know. You
may make yourself quite easy.'" Mrs, Bry-
mer roke. “Madam, time presses; we know
not when Mr, Fulton will lssue his writ.
Perhaps it {s already |ssued.”

“Are you going to act at once? It Is very
sudden*
“We must ant at once. T have already,
madam, in your interest, been up and dolng;
I have found a young sallor and have prom-
|sed him a bribe. But—after all—he might
be violent; he might break prison and es-
cape, Once on board again he would laugh
at the law. 1 will pass over the sallor.”
“The poor young man will be looking for
his promised wife,'" sald the sympathetie
widow.
“He will console himself—never fear.
Well, T have aleo found a man In the
King's Beneh, He has no hope of release
and will =onsent to anything that will give
him a small nllowance to live upon, I have
#lso been to Newgate. There Is a fellow
upder sentencs who laughed when [ pro-
posed such a marrisge. For as much rum

08 he cun drink he will do anything. Come,

Madam, we will go first to the King's
Bench."
Bhe rose. "I forgot to say that my con-

ditions in return for this service are sim-
ply that you pay me my claim in full. That
Is all. Do you promise?"’

“Yeu-—~yos—1 promise, O, anything—any-
thing to relieve me of this anxiety.”

(To he Contlnued.)
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Are you suffering from Vital Weakness, eotc.?
tive organs of your Pelvie System, and even though It gives you no trouble &t prese

fit you for married life spd shorten your existence.
too iate? WE CAN CURE YOU TO BTAY QURED.
Medloines, Elsctric Dolts, eto,, will nover cure. You
We treat thousands of cases wlhere Lhe erdinary phymicias
treats one. Method pew, without cutting, '

ealled litle Willle, the sentry, in thresten-
Ing tones, as he brought his deadly wooden
gun Into shooting position.

A friend!" answered little Tommie from
behind the rocking chalr,

CAdvance  and Ive the countersign,
h'l!?"'ll the sentry, “or 1'll shoot your head

An ominous sllence followed this terrible
threat, then Tommie sald plaintively:

“'ve fergot 1LY

“You can't remember nuthin',"” exclaimed
Willle In dlseust, throwlng down his gun.
"y '_llltl'l..O\'L‘r here an' I'll whisper it to ver
ag'ln.
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