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¢« That’s her, the planter’s lady. Large as life and twice
as natural. The thing is as clear as mud in a wine glass.
All plain and smooth as a three mile course. The mystery
is solved. She recognized you at the ball, saw that you
were mystified, but would, doubtless, remember her if you
met_again. You call the next morning. She refuses to
see you on the plea of indisposition. Takes the alarm,
bolts off the course, and makes %or the open country,
where she, doubtless, intends to remain until she hears
that you are safe on your road to Secunderabad ; and now,
old fellow, what are you going to do? There is money to ST
be made out of this matter if you are not too squeamish,”
and here Racer tipped a knowing wink to kis friend of the
Lancers. -

But Captain Snaffle was a geﬁtlemay, and had no idea
of trading upon the necessities of others, be they who they
might. He merely replied by sayinz :

¢« Racer, you will not mention a word of this to any one
at present. I will go down to Pallamcotta and find out to
what extent Lady Chutny has compromised herself. <Afte
that we can decide what is to be done about lettmg\th '
fashionable world into the secret.” The fwo friends™eft .
the Fusileers’ mess room, Harry Racer trotting off to inspect
some new horses that he had got scent of, and Snaffle to his
own quarters.

The following morning saw him on his way to Sir Lexi-
con’s plantation. On the road he overtook the baronet,
and they rode the remainder of the distance together.
Imagine their. consternation on finding that lady Chutny
was both dead and buried.

The planter, with his usual indolence and procrastina-




