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“PARDONED AT LAST.

A THRILLING CHRISTMAS SIORY BY “JACK FROSL.”

ACT THE FOURTH.

1

It occurred to her that her immunity

Mre. Peyton and her son were frequent | from disgraes world coneist in masteriog the
vistors at Fairlawn, and none were more | contents of the diary, which, if it contained

welcome thao they.

Myrtle waa a great favourite .with her,
and a cloge bond of union was being cement-
ed between them in thess peaceful days,
which might etand the strain ot dark onee,

Erle had a lopg conversation with Mr.

Dene when he pleaded for Myrtle's hand in |

marrige.

“‘My daughter ls very young yet—a mere
child, in fact, and you too have not
s*en macy summera of your life,” he
said, gravely, *‘ Hasty
do not, as a rule,

ary secrets, would enable her t» deiy him.

Bas the offart to read was fruitless ; tha
werds swam bafore her eyes like phantoms,
snd she closed the book with alittle ery of
despair. What was she to do—how to acs?
If she shouted ever eo for help, her cries
would not be heard. To passa whole night
alone in thia room would drive her mad—
tarn her hair grey.

Such a mortal terror had seiz:d upon her
that when zhe roae from her chair, herlimba

love-matches ; refused to support her, and she stumbled
tarp out well. I | heavily againss the wall which partitioned

have no desire to thwart Myrtla’s inclina- | the study from the billiard rcom.

atione ; I like you, and have no doubt you :

would make her an excellent husband.”

““Then you permit cur epgagement?”
Erle answered, eagerly.

' Yes, under certain conditions ; that
you obtain your father's consent ;—thst
gained, that the marrisge does not takxe
place till Myrtle is twenty-two years of age
(she is twenty now), and not even thea, if
certain matters in my past life are not sstis-
facrorily cleared up.”

“* Myrtle said something to ms ahout my
bearicg a close resemblancs to an enamy of
voura, 1)) ysur conditiors refer to that?!”
Erle szked eadly.

“ No : it is clear that you are not re.
lated to that map,’” Dene answered, readily.
“ T reler to scme great wrong done to my-
gelf—an irjustice it is impossible I can ex-
plain at the present moment,”

“ Jam glad to hear you say that, sir.
As regards my father, we expscs him home
shortly, when I am sure of gaiaiag his con-
gent ; he has only tosee Myrtie to love her
as a daughter,’

“I trust the love you profess for my child
will stand the test of time,” Dene said, geut-
ly ; “'atrange and startling changes soms-
titnes happen in thia life,”

“‘Nothing could change my deep affection
for Myrtle ; it would kill me if I loat her,” he
protested, warmly.

‘] am content,” Dene said, with a sigh.
“‘May Heaven shield and protect you both,
is my earnest prayer.”

Erle Poyton was satigfied, and bastened to
tell the ool news to Myrtile, and henceforth
they looked on each other as affianced man
and wife,

At their pariod of life love was one contin-
uzl poem ; somethiog fresh and new was in-
scribed on ita pages daily—nay hourly.

The thoughts of cach heart were pure, un.
eullied ; no dark places were there—no spot
which need be hidden from the searching
gaza of the other,

The struggles, trials acd diffi :ulties of life
had not teucoed them as i‘at; love's bark
rode on & ¢alm sex in unbroken eunlight,

“I'was a somsathing to think of, to look
back upon inafter life—this perfect union of
two hearts, with only one absorbing thought
between them ; it was an earthly Heaven,
551-;;}!1 a8 Parndice must have been bafore the
1all,

It brought a mecret joy to Mr. Dene's
heart to eee the trarqulil content of the one
being earth held for nim, He was solaced
for yeara of misery, of cruel penishment and
torture ; it soemed as if his evil reniuns was
tired of persecutiog him, and fled before
the guileless, unselfish love of parent and
chiid.

Those dark, brooding thoughts of ven-
geance, which had haunted him—been his
constant companions for years—were slowly
fading {from his mind, %o be replaced by
others, better, holier.

Migs Backy Pride saw all this, and was
not too pleased’; her ambitious schemes were
thwarted, and she bad serious thoughts of
retiring from the conteat by leaving his
gervics, when eomething happened to give
ker fresh hope,

Myrtle and her father had gone to a
party, leavicg her at home, as she pleaded

Something tcemed to fly open suddenly,
and when she recovered consciounsness, she
found herzelf lying in an open doorwiy.
She had fallen against the spring of a ascren
door, which Mr. Dzne, for some purpose
best knowrc to bimselt, had had made
there.

All ber courage came back to her now,
Taking op the candle, snd clozing the secref
door, she hastened up to the drawing-room,
eager to begin perusing the diary.

Drinking some wine to sveady her nerves,
ghe soated hercelf in a cosy armchair, and
afzer adjasting the reading-lamnp, began to
read,

S0 absorbed was she that the heours eped
by, and atill found her engaged in the task,
The ormolu cleck on the marble mantle-shelf
chimed the hour of micdnight,

¢It will ke three before they are home,”
she murmured, %I think I shall be mistress
of Fairlown House alter all.”

Another honr passed, and still her ab-
sorption continued; what sae read had a
terrible fazcination for her. About thias
time she thought sbe detected a stealthy
footatep in the room, but put it down to
nervousaeas, and read on.

“¢At lagt 1" she murmured, as sho cloged
the bock., I know all, and mean to use
my power akilfully.”

The next moment she was held down in
her chair, and a handkerchief placed over
her noee and mouth until she became ineen-
sible. 'Twas the work of a burglar, who
wore a crape mask,

“‘Cleverly done,” he muttered, and there-
upon commenced to clear the room of
everything wvaluable and portable, not
forgetting Miss Backy's portmonnaie, which
he tock from her pockeb, also her watch and
chain. *“She's safie enongh for another
hour,” he chuckled, *Thia will be a good
night's work for mu ; couldn'’t find & better
erib to crack from here to John ()'Groat's.
Here's another sack-load of swag, matey,”
he said, handiog it through the gate sbutt-
ing on the river, ‘“and here's some prims
stu®to swig. 1'm oft for anocher lot,"

“Batter be aatisfied, Jack,"” said o woman's
voica from the boat; *‘them river police
might spot us, or tho family come back atop
of you.”

“I'll chance i6,’” was the gruff reply. “If
yon hear a disturbance, row away like mad ;
I'll esoape by the voad.”

*‘Hilloa, my man, who are you, snd what
do you want here ! said Erla Peyton, who,
with his mother, had just returned in Dene's
carringe.

The burglar’e answer was to aima terrific
hiow at his head wish a lile-preserver, which
Erle warded off with his right arm.

The arm fell helplessly at his side ; bub
before he could repeat the blow, Mr. Dane
had him by the throat ina %ﬂp of iron, from
which he could not shake himself free.

Myrtle end Mres, Peyton screemed in
chorus, ay well they mignt, and a posss of
alarmed servants were quickly on tho spot,
towhom Mr. D.ne handed over the hali.
strapgled burglar,

Poor Ecle Peyton wes asgsisted to the
drawing-room, and a doctor eent for in
naste,

Mics Backy Pride was found in an ingen-

indisposition, An unusual thiog for him, | sibie condition, and ly ing at her feet was the
he left his keys on the drawing. | purloined diary.
room table, beilng rather hurried in| Mgyréle picked it up mechaniocally ; but on

geting away, Sho pounced upon them svith
gecret jov and trinmph ; she conld now pene-
ttato to Blue Beard's chember, and dizcever
something of impertance., She was sure ha
kept all hia impertant correspordence there,
and the hopsd to discover its hiding-
place.

Armed with a candle and matches, she
atole oat, and having tried the docr till ehe
found the right key, unlooked ir; and en
tered.

Lighting the candle, sho looked aronud,
and was rather disappointed to fiad it sli
go conxuonplace, Sae saw the glass jars,
bat wiscly resolved not to meddle with
them, and waa right, for they contained
deadly poisons.

The curtain next attracted her attention
and drawiog it sottly aside, she atarted on
secing that waxen face, Its resemblance to
Erfle Peyton struck her insiantly, =s did
also the peculisr V-shape mark oa the lefc
cheelz.

«¢ This. then, is his cnemy, tho Dake cf
Bristany,” she said to herself, ‘'L would
know him if I saw him among » thousand,
Strapge that Mr, Dene should keep such a
memento here. 1 am sure there 13 some
dark eecret connected with bis life, 1f I can
cnly fiad the hiding-place of his letters I
may learn what that secret ia"’

Sna espied an escritoire, which she was
not leng in unlocking,

recognizing ber father’s handwriting, placad

A novice in the art of ransacking drawers .
would have left tracez of his or her harndi+ !

work behizcd,
locked over, and put back t xaatly as before.

A book of MS, proved & rich vrige; it
was headed ** My Diary.” At first she
thougat of readicg icthare; bas the epot
was 1co gruescmie for cno powseased cf cuvh
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Not sosbe ; each pasket was |
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it haastily in her pocket,
Meanw bile, the burglar had been plaead in
a room to await the coming of the polive,

““\VWants to sze me, Manvera ?” ssid Mr.
Dene, when the butler delivered the burglar's
messnza,

“Yes, sir 3 saye it's important. It will ba
too late when the police urrives,”

“‘ Perhapa ha wants to give np what he
haa atclen,” D:no remarked. *'I will aee
bim,"

“ Now, my man, what is it?" he nzked,
sternly, on entering the room.

 Is anycny listening, sie ?’ said the fel-
low, . :

¢ No ! you can speak out ; but be quick.”

¢ {'m Jack Skimner, siv. DMy mizsus
brought up your daughter, Miss Myrile,” ho
said, with a whine. ** But it isn'c for that
T'yskod vou to coms, When you took her
AWAY from us & gend cama to nek about her;
ho had three moles on his cheek, like the
letter V." .

¢t Good Heavens!” Mr. Dene cxclaimed,
thrown off his gaard for the mowent,

“ We met him again, sir, only to day—
Heaven's truth, we did, sir ; and he wanted
to krow where you were, very bad. We
wouldn't tell him, sir, no fear ! without firas
seeing you. I tock a drop too much to
drink, sir, and forgot mgnalf.‘ Don’t 1:».:}.1
me up—pleasa don'f, for Mies Myrtle's
gake) YYe waaz as kind as poor iolk could
be to her, oir, all those years.”

¢ ] amafraid I can't help you ; you have
been guilty of viclence, as well as robsery,”
ko recurned, soverely.

i [t was oaly & top on the arm, eir; the
nt wiil socn get over thar, I you
jast cuv thess cords, L can ged .
can eny-you heiped

out through |

the pricious treasare in her p okst, she J 705 00 T L 2 e
f ) ! " 3 iy o b -

tried to open the door, but {ailea, Btipd: 7 b i R b foro the beak, I mues
Alr. Dece slone knaw tha sécret ef tho! ™e. 1f I'm spayFios iy ek Rty -
S1r. L - e = i d I TE 1_ n?!—[ﬁ?:h:n[{ I
ok frem theipsiie ;ehawas {rirly trappea, | bel) STer3 e hia vei :
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Ho wou'd retorn, miss her, and sll be
discoverad : then disprace, with oce feli
awoop, would overwhelm her. Sueo grew
slck a: heart, and dizzy at the wwin)
prospect—a3  the being fonud' et In
uneartiing the family skeleton, sbe had
becomo olasped-in ita bony arwms, nad @
those sight 1228 scckata glanae at ber,

Her stato of terrer, was pitiable, azd the
thought that perbaps days might elapse be
fore the door—a mamive cvae—oouid be
broken through, added paignancy to is,

Saemmoning up ceurage, she once more
essayed to discover she seeret of the lock,

but in vain,

|
|

Pablicity was what ke most dreaded as thia
crisis In his afisirs, for Myrclo's sako as well
nd hia own,

In a few micates he had fresd the wrekch
from *he cords, saying:
"6 Yo must leave Koglaad to-morrowr, - I

will tind the monéy., Whoere can 1 mees
roa
) 4o the Falham side of Patney Bridga.”

' At whas hour " _

¢ Twelve o'clock ka the day.”

“1'll be there

A* 1he door Mr, Dane turned, and #aid, in
a lond wveioe:

“] regret yoar position, my man; Lut

.

cannot help you, The law must take its
conrse,”

He locked the door, and put the key in hia
pocket.

When the pollce arrived their prizoner had
flown, and theugh a etrict search was made
of the grounds, no trace of him was found.

The pelice investigated the affair of the
burglary next morning, &nd traced heavy
footsteps in the direction of the river; but
here the clue foiled.

Miss Becky could give no information
whatever about the affair, exoept that she
was attacked sudaenly, and quickly rendered
insersible,

Natorally the matter made a great stir,
especially when it became known that the
burglar had assaulied ycung Mr, Peyton.

Mr. Dene took the affair very qaistly, and
made light of theloes the robbery h.d entailed
apon him, Ho knew that the criminal was
safely away, and trusted he would never
meet him sgin in life. Pablicity had been
avoided, and to him that fact was of incal-
culable service.

But he was soon to be confronted by
another davger from an anexpected quarter.
He missad his keya, whizh Becky had kept
in her pocket, thinking that she would be
abla to pat back the diary before he returned,
But Skinner'sunexpected attack had rend-
ered that impeesible,

¢ Have you szen my keys, Myrtle?" he
nsked, anxiously, the second morning fcllow-
ing the burglary.

“Nao, papa, have you lost them ?"

“Yes ! I wonldn't cars so much if the
baneh did not contain the keys of my study.
I must azk the servants abount thom.”

Poor Myrtle had been so upsst by recent
events that she had quite forgotten tha fuct
of picking up the diary in the drawing-room
at Mizs Pride’s feec. Her lover's state,
tnough not critical, was suffisiently grave,
teo, to canse ber nnxiety. Shehad to receive
vizitore, apxious and curious about the
recent events, and to answer numerons
letters of condolance and iz qairy. Bat the
keys bronght the circumatancs to her recol-
lection, and sho said :

¢t Have you miesed any of your private
papers or books, papa ?”

¢+ T cannot tell what is missing until I find
my keye,”’ he sald, fretfully, ‘‘These con.
gtant upacts are really too bad.”

¢ Wais o minute!” she repiled, with
a sirapge exprsasicn., as a light began to
dawn upon her. **I think I know where
your keys wre.” Going straight to Becky's
room, she 2aid, quietly : ** Did you fiad a
bunch of keys 7—papx bas missed his.”

A gnilty flush came into her face, £a she
answered :

¢ Yep, I pub them in my pceket; they
were on the drawing.room table, dear,”

¢ Thanka,” paid Myrtle, pomewhat coldly,
and retorned to her father, to whom she
gave the keys, saying, ** Miss Pride found
them, papa.”

“T am very much obliged to her, I'm sure,”
he rematked, greatly relieved, and would
have dismwiseed tho incident from his mind
if Myrtle had pot said, as she placed the
diary in his hand, * That is yours, papa—is
it not ?’

He flashed, and then turned as white as
msrblo, on vecongizing the book.

¢ [ found 1¢ in the drawing room, lying at
Mias Pride’s fcet on the night ¢f the burg-
lary,” she continuad, speaking very gravely.
¢ Sha muss have been reading it.”

H2nodded, for his rage was too great to
find vent in woris : every secrei of bis life
waz laid bare to a deeigning woman—a
traitorese—whe, by this time koew that he
was an escaped coavict,

The same relentlesa fate that had seat him
to Siberia still pursned him implacably—
ruthlesely,

Was he never to fiad reat or peace? Was
he ta ba huated like a wild beast, and find
no haven where he could hide until his
innocence was made clear? _

Mgyrile read all this in the workings of his
fane, and if she ever hated a woman it was
Fe ky Pride. :

Laying her hand geatly on his arm, she
sait, in accents of tender solicitude :

‘“ Pipa, you appear vexad—grieved. Is
there anything compremising in thavbook 7"

¢ Yes—it tells of my being an eacaped
convist I ho moaned, a piteous look in his
eyea that cut her to the heart, :

¢ Dafy her—charge her with ber treacnery
—with theft! Your nameis not to it, sure=
ly ; and even if is is, you can tell her thab it
wos only tae outline of & ploy you had
written for a novel, If you will permit me,
I will dismiss her on the instant.”

¢ She has suspected something for some
time past ; the atory ghe told us, as related by
Lady Rose, proves that much, IiI die.
mies her, 1 cannot muzz'a her rongue, child.

he Dake would hear of it, and frustrato all
thoplang I have weaved to establish my
innnoange,”

¢ Whny should you fear that man, papa?
*Tis he who cught to tremble, to think that
vou have escaped—that you mre alive to
track him down—to exacta terrible ven-
genuce for all the wrengs he has ‘izflicted
upon your innocent head. Oh, that I were
a mian, instesd of a weak woman ! I would
soon force him to do yeu justice, As for
this woman, sha mnst and snall ba crushed !”

“T do not fear him becanse of any further
irjury he conld ivflicy upon mo, My liberty
is not in jeopardy. In England I +m, and
¢an remein, & free man—here is no exira-
dition treaty for such a csse ag mine ; but
I do tremble leat he should learn of your
existence. Already he has been trying to
discover you.”

“Who told youn that ¥’ she asked, eagerly.

¢Skinner—uhe men who committed the
burglary,’” he answered ; ‘‘he said that only
the previovs day the Dake recognized him
and wanbed vour address and mine, 'Twas
to pravent him gaining the information that
I laz the hurglar escape, and gave him a
largo enm of money pexs day to frenik him
and hiz wife ee America.”

“ Tae duke, black hearted and uneeru.
palons ss he ie, dare not molist ma, papa.
1"e whale of Bagland—all the civil'z.d
world —would houad him down if he dared
to hurt even & hair of my head,”’ sho said,
with ringing defiwnce? in her voics, :

v+ Has 1s wo cundiog to attampt anything

openly, my child, aad I am tco wary to !

invite aktscl, I am rich enough te bribe
Muss Pride w keep silent. Paticnco gaioed
mwe my libarty : thrice 1 attempted to escapy,
wae caaghe, ogged,chaiced—slmcat starved;
bat my goslers could not broak my apitis or
crusy my resclation, and to day 1 stand
here, & {ree man.’

¢ [t ie cruel to hava to sibmit tamely,”
she sighed, her proud mature rebellicg at
the mere thought of that wo nan havieg the
pawer to Wrjare them.

« Bitrerly eruel, I admit ; but our varn will
com tid —endurance now leads fo future
rie ."hlnﬁ,khhghrh‘hud&ndm,
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with deep admiration shining in his eyes a
her noble conrage. '
¢ May I speak to her on ths matter? I
promise to be prudent, not to let oxe angry
word— & single reproach—escape me. Par-
haps she will give me some insightinio her
motive, and prepare you to come to some
arrangement.”
¢ Yes;:I will trust you, Mpyrtle, with
thiz delicate negotiation, Yon have shown a

geli-possession—a tact—far beyond your
yeara. Make her no offer—do not even hint
at each a thing : merely probe her purpose,
if poseible,”’

Myrtie nodded, and hastened to fizht out
thia battle, woman to woman, The fair
fame of her noble father waz a% stake, and
for it ehe would fight like & tigress robbed
of its young,

Miss Pride lay on the couch in her room,
& prey, not to remorse, but fear.

She had eaten the bread and salt of thesa
paople, bad been treated loyally, generous:
Iy, a3 o frisnd—nob a dependant ; yet gho
thought not of the treachery she had been
guilty of.

She was self—all self—and wanted to
make Mr. Dene wed her, not from love, but
tear. Sho expected a viaslt from him ; but
instead Myrtle came, her face showing no
index of the passion that was consnming her.

“Pape thanks you for taking such care of
his keys," she said, with a emiie; **he has
a lot of valuables in his study, What &
blessing the burglar did not fied them !”

Miss Becky gave her a searching glance;
bat sho did nov flinch under it. It was
woman to womsan-—canning oppossd to
craft, **1 am so pleased I have beon of
gervico to him, dear,” shs purred. ‘‘Soma-
times one hides away thinga they would not
let othera see for the world.”

‘‘Papa has no eecrets from me that [ am
awara of,” Myrile replied, softly, “‘Even
if anyone had ventured into his study their
search would not have availed them much.”

“"Porhaps not, dear ; be knows best,” she
gaid, looking Myrtle straight in the eyes.

“0Ff course ; I have seen everything—even
to the face ia the corner; did youn, Miss
Pride 1"

“]—— Sarely you don't think I would be
guiltv of such conduct, Miss Dene "

““\Va den’t merely think—we are sure you
entered the room,” remarked Myrtls, plea. -
gantly. *“‘He is wot a bit angry, only amusa
ed at your curiosity. You foundit a Blue
Beard’s chamber, perhaps "

“] tell you, I did not——"

“'Come, dear, there's no occasionto fence
with the matter. I found a book lying at
vour feet, entitled ““My Diary.” Ihopsyou
found it amusing reading %’

Finding fnrcher prevarication useless,
Becky Pride said, tignificantly :

“It was thestory of a life,”

‘‘Exactly ; butnot papa’'s. Heisamusing
himself by writiag a novel which, for thrill-
ing iaterest., will astoaish the readers of
fiction; Would you object to acting as his
amanuensis ?”’

“I hava a perfect right to pat my own
construction on the matter,” she gaid, shift.
ing her eyes unensily under Myrtle's keen
gEZY.

* But why should you notaecept my defini-
tion, dear Miss Pride " My:tle asked, half-
mockingly., “Surely, vou ocan have no
ulterior motive in view ?”

“I decline to discnss the matter further
now, Miss Dane,” she said, snappishly. *'[f
Mr., D:ne will favour me with a privete
interview, I will gratily him with my
opinions, I think he will, in his own inter-
est.’’

*¢ Certainly there can be no great danger
in his granting that, Mess Pride—ho is not
cegily captivated or intimidated. I will
tell him of your wish,” said Myrtle, with
plavfal irony, as ehe left the apartment.

To herself she almost hissed, ** Viper
that we have warmed in eur bessom, how I
detest, ecorn you ! You are too contemp-
tible for batoeven | ‘e ehall see who wins
—you or I I"

Tho most magnificent house in Parias was
that of Charles, Dake of Brittany. It was
a palatial and elegant mansion in the Raa
de Lille, with a roble garden, groves of
foresv trees, and a wide ¢xpanse of lawn in
ita rear.

Furnished repardless of expense, it stood
out premier among the many luxarions
homes of that period. The ducal arms
firnred above the portico, and the ducal
grest was emblazoned on everything, be.
speaking pride of auncestry as well aslavish |
diﬂplﬁ?i

Theduke waa well knowa in pclitical as
well ag fashionabla circles, and ay well dia-
liked. Ho was a cveature of iatrigue, ot
uabridled pission and etubborn pride, pos-
sessed, too, of an inflixible, unyielding
will,

Iie was seated in the grand salon, filled
with objects of virtu—pictures, vases, price-
less purcelain and innumerabie treasures
from every clime—reading the Moniteur in
irreproachsable dress—an Adouts of fifty
summers,

A servant presented a card onn gold sal-
ver, bowing low and cbeequionsly, ss if ap-
proasching » deity.

“'Pierre Verlon, Notary, Paris,"” was in-
scribed on the card.

“‘Show him in here,” was the hanghty re.
spanse, accompanied by a dignifiad wave of a
hand on which rere gems glistened,

Enter Plerre Verlon in rusey black; a
stooping fizure, bristling grey eyebrows
surmountirg eyes of piercing blackness—not
by any means & paroon in koeping with the
refined surroundinga of the apartment, bat
a man of parte for all that.

“‘Moneieur, your pleasure ?” said the duke,
hardly deigning to look ap from hia paper,

*Iv is impartant ennugh for yon to put
down yosur papsr and attend to i% mon-
geigneur,” was the calm reply.

“*You aro uncouth,” was the disdainful
reply. -

“Bai a lover of truoth ; one who holds
vour hononr and fame in hiz hands,” waas
tho bold reply.

“My Inrqaeys hall show yon the door,”
was the anpry retort,

|  “What inatters?”’ cama cool reply, accom-
t panied by & shrug. **All Paris sbsll ring
{ with the perfide oi the noble Dake of Bris

'I:.'i.l'l}'."
“You dara thm?
“Yes—vyour victim, the husband of your

siater, has cacaped from Siberis, and his]

¢hild lives and is with bhim."
¢+ 'Tis falsa | hisses the duake,
“Y on only believe what snita you, mon.
r. A tell youtrathe,"

"\Vell, what of that }-—he is still & crim*
inal,” waa the sneering repay.

“Not sc—s mart and you know it.
Doa's knis yeur hrow¥® ; 1 oare naunght for
your , A Freoshmago ia not fallea no
low aq %

L

to me, and hava confesred. You see I am
srmed with isots ; you have only the memory
of past misdeeds to support yon.™

*¢ Did he send you hero 1"

“ I wanted no sending. I am his friend,
I protected his child, and I, noble duke,
mean to atand by him to the end,”

‘i He wanta money,” the duke sneered.

¢ Pish | he is almost as rich as yoa, and
will be waalthier when he wrings {rom you
his wife's fortune., If youn ave wise you will
conciliate him, not defy."”

*¢ What is it yon want?" he arked, grind-
ing his teeth with impotent rage.

“t A written confesaion of his innocence.”

¢ That he shall never receive from me,"
he cried, revengefuily,

“* Ag you pleass, I give you an oppertun-
ity of hushing this grave scandal up, It
may transpire that you not only employed
false witnesses to swear away his life, but
kidnapped his wife, murdered her perhaps,”
said the novary, with imperturbable calm-
ness of manner and speech, and keeping his
ey~a fixed on his face,

Every drop of bload left the duke's face,
which became (he colour of marble, and for
the moment the notary thoughv he was
dying,

(To BE CONTINUED )
i

Oarving the Christmas Turkey.

If the family be small and the tarkey is t¢
be served for a second dinner,carve only from
tha side nearest you. L'hen the turkey will be
lefs with one-half entire, and if placed in
a clean platter with tha cat side nearest the
earver and garaished with parsley, will pre-
gent near'y os fine sn appearance to all but -
tho earver as when firsb served,

Tho second or third s:cving of a turkey
depends very much upon the care taken
in putting it away. Do not, as is so often’
done, leave iy on +ho platter jash as it came
from thse table, but putjthe crumbs of stufi-
ing back into the body, put the slices of cub
meat together aud cover]them with the
skin to protect tiem from the mir so the
will not begome hard. Should there be
nothing left, apparently, but the bones, do
noy let them become dry by being cxposed
to the air, but serapos off every particle of
the meat and. stuffing at once. Cover the
meat until you are ready to use it, and put
the bones on to boil for soup or gravy.
Olten from a seemingly bare carcass enough
may be obtained to make a savory dish of
scalloped meat suffisient for another meal.

An eseential aid to essy carving, and one
often overlooked, is that the platter be large
enough to hold the portions of meat as they
are carved, as well as the whole fowl, The
persietency with which some housekeepers
cling to & small dish for fear the fowl will
look lost ona larger one, cften makes suo-
cesefal carving imposeiblo, and inward dis«
gustabundant® The platber should be placed
near the csrver thay e mey essily reach
any part of the fowl withceut turning the
fowl around, Tho carver may stand or sib

| A euita his convenience.

A very important matteris the qualily and
condition of the krife. It should bemade
from the best ateel, and have anarrow, than,
pointed blade, and & handle easy to graspg
aud bo of a sizo adapted to the article to be
carved and to the person using 1. Be as par-
ticular to keep it starp as to have it bright
and clesn, and never allow it to be used to
cut bread or for any other than its legitimate
purpose, There should boa crook or guard
on the end cf the handls to enable the carver
to grasp it more securely und use all the
gtrength neceseary, The handle should be
long enough to reach from the tip of the
fore fioger to an inch beyond the back tide
of the hand, so that the edge of the hand,
abont an inch above the wrist, rests againat
the handle of the knife. In dividiog a diffi-
culk joind tho manipulations sbonld be made,
not by turnicg thic hand, but by turning
the knife with the fingeras, In this way the
pogition of the point of the blade can be
more easily changed es the joint meay
rcquire.

T'hs fork should have twoslender, curvin
tines about three-eights of sn inch apart an
two and one-balf i1uches long, and thould
have a guard,
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Woman and the Franchize,

Naw Yore Star: Miss Kate Field hae
written an article upaon women as politicians,
in which she denounces them na unpractical
and unfis for the management of affaira.
¢¢ [Iysterical spentimentaliete,” she calls them,
who thus far in our history have exerted a
baleful ic lnence upon politics. Thnis attack,
coming in the samu week that the gradua-
ates in the normel school protested againstthe
appointment of two women as school com-
miesionsrs, is, to eay the least, atartling,
Theze facte do not show much, perhiaps, ¢x.
cep’ thav the woman puffragists who clamor
eo loudly for cqual rights with mankind only
represent themuelves, Womankind is pretty
woil sasisfied with her sphore us It is now
arranged, and all she aska for is that more
avenues of industry shall b2 opened for euch
of her sisters as are in meed. The right to
vote, to attend cavcuses and to hold cffice
are the last boon that the intelligent woman
wants, VWoman will settle the gnestion her-
gelf fn the quiet but cflective way thab the
sex settles vverything, and will end by get-
ting just what ehe wants,
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A Fipished Artist

Wife—dJohn, you're drunk again!

Hubby—No, m' deay, orly rekearshin’g
I'm goin’ on amateur shtage azh drunken
man, z3at’s all.

Wife—Well, John, you don’t want t9
waste ysur talents on an amateur stage any
longer. You want to seek a profesaional en-
gogemend at oace,

Tha Weigh of the Wiczed.

Coal Dealer—I have investigoted your
complaint and find you got your full ton of
conl., Thkai's the way it is-

Castomer—Are you really sure that there
are no two waighas atous it,

i
Ths Race is Bometimes to the Strong.

““That 7ival of yours recma to bein a falr
way to cu’ you oul, He'd a pretty sthletic
fellow. Are you not afraid of hinr?’

11 Oa nu; bos her father ie, 80 ho bas &
better enow thanl bave.”

e + g

New in the Business.

Old Lady—*"D: you keep baleam of fir,
young man ?’

New Drug Clerk—*"No, ma'am, the fur
store is two dunn*duﬂn the street.

Parifies the breath, and preeerves the
teeth Adame’ Tutti Frutsl Gam. Bold by

salra—vhe

m i jured duke. Be
you ruborned arekaows | #1l droggists and coafectionere, 5 centa,




