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MS AN AFFAIR OF DISHONOUR
oroadiig of nroid. U .U. Th*t ww none of my p«m)o.-
tion. 8hM.«Miri»« alike. .tle«t! wj£^t,
W*^^.._w.U„I, Atanyrate.de«e.t.itw«nof«a;

The sentry^out. that flew, bUok aoiow the AbbevMeadows, to teU their feUow-rook. that «,meone oaS^m*y have been tale-bewere. to the beet of their oawinr ^
I^ ?r° ^"T "^ ^* ^°«"«'»' «»<« •breaet7:.ad
•tood awhile 80 .tJl the lip. of either rider met the other'..

^^wi K°"u
^^^"^ •" ""*''' « might be of a half^mbnuw

canW though they wa.te but Uttle .peeoh in the telling

Thus it wa. that the relation, of this husband and wifehad undergone a change in that d.ort two hours' ride

«1«V ,!T *^*! ^°^ ^""^' ^^'^ "^^ voices,"

Z^^."^. K^" "taWeisate. could never haveguessed the stram there had been between them since
their mamago a month since.

I

Luoinda remembered well enough Oliver's reference to
his cunous dream. But she remembered, too well, theoccasion that brought him to speak of it. She wouldZ
r^H^/°^,*^ ""^7** **'*' recollection of that moment,and its temble sequel.

•"o"",

t^ll^^^Z"''^^ "°* '*•* *'«' ^'^ "^ «»« terrace be

Zf^ .' ?\<l"««*'°'»«d aU the women^rvants, andcould get no bght on its identity. The hour fixed itself-
it was when he rode up to the gate, or just before. If itwas one of their own number, why not admit it ? It wasno contravention of any law of Am making to go on the
terrace. Why not t-H the truth ? BuTZasLnpC
theywe teUing the truth. Evidently, none of them hadbeen on the terrace, or knew anything of the matter.


