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PARDONED AT LAST.

A THRILLING CHRISTMAS STORY BY “JACK FROST.”

ACT THE SIXTH.

Bertram Dane was anxions about Myrtle's
now that the Dake had taken the
§:ld against him again, for well he gnessed
that poor Becky Pride had perished in the

mfety

ploce of Myrtle.

_ The little party had left Fairlawn House
almoet by stealth, so fearful was Dene lest |

azyor.e should track them.

He had left word with the housekeeper to
discharge the servants and to remain herself

a2 earctaker,

He took a chalet in the Alpa far from the
tracks of tourieta, and meant to remain there

3il) his innocence could be proved.

hoars when a man mounted on & mule rode
up to tha chalet.

“Well, you ugly-looking baboon, who are
you a-grinning at !” Molly demanded.

“‘Myrtle Dane.” He said nothing more,
for he perc:zived his interlocutor epoke
only Eaglish. Had he understood what she
said he would not have flattered himself.

Myrtle, hearing h¢r name, came out, and
there learnt from the messenger thsat her
father had met with an accident and was
walting her coming.
% Where on earth are you going tn, Miss
‘Myrtle?" Molly asked, waen she tcld her
to pack a valise for her,

**To my father ; he has met with an acci-

-

Society had turned its baek upon him, Anfgeng ** gha replied, *earfully.

mcaped conviet ensctieg the role of a mil-

Yonaire and giviog princaly entertainmentas
wxa undorbtedly amongst the latest of novel-

sies, hut it had its drawbacke.

Myrtle wus very beautiful and engaging,
Qaly !
lancy o noble lord wakiog up one morning 'y

and young men very impreesionable,

20 find he had for a danghter.in-law the
danghter of an escaped convict |

These considerations did but weigh as the
doat in the balance, compared with the

safety of hia davghter,

Among thesolirunde of these snowy moua-
$aine there was freedom from dnn:rer—timal
to think and counterplot hls implacable

anemy.

Molly Sprigzins was not in love with her
aew abode ; but shs loved Mgyrtle, and to

be near her was the chief thing.

“ When are we going back to London, |
she wasked, it's getting
near Christmuas now, Wasn't last Cbrist-

AMiss Myrtle 7"

mas jolly 1’
) gee no chance of returning in time,

Molly ; why, child, it only wants a week

30 Christmaas,”

*‘ Give me Englishmen anyday before
these furrincheps ; why, they can't even

jsbber to youn,”

“That'a not their faunlt,” laughed Myrtle ;°
® you voght tslearn their language, aond !

Ahen you'd tiad them nice people enough.”’

“ Catch me wastin' my time,” snapped
Molly ; * ona chap took off his hat the other
day, and laughed in my face.”

*‘Hae meant to be polite,” laughed Myrtle.

“ ] psid him off,"” snorted Molly; *‘I
gave him 2 ** wunner on the head with my
ambrella—he onght to understeni Eoglish
alser that."

“I'm afraid you miza yecur old home,
Kolly?”

17 ien’s that, Miss Myrtle,  I'm happy
smough where you are, It'snot being able
%o continue that's breaking my hearh.”

“ Ara you going to leave me, Molly?”
Myrtle asked in surprise.

“Me, miss ? Cateh me.”

“But you said you counldp’t continue,”

#Lawks, mies, you don't see how the cab
jumps. Imeanto be coutinued next week,
\'ve got up to, oh, such a lovely part in the
sale 1'm reading ; where the bold, bad, one.
yyed brigand runs away with a real prin-
posg: and the bottle nosed sea serpeat puats
tall round & mountain, meaning, of course,
o topple it over; and now I caw't continue
—it’s too bad,’

Bartram D:ne entered at this moment
¢quipped for bunting, and kissed Myrtle
sendecly,

“Dy atay at home, paps.’’ she pieaded.

“Why, dear Myrtle? Yon need have no
snXxiety about ma, darling; L'm safter here
by far than in Eogland.”

“] can’t give you arcason; but 1l've had
yud dreams lately.”

s Your digeation iz out of order—yon
must ke more exercise, my pet. Good day,
dear, I'm off. I've mecured the sorvices of
gxperienced guide, and hope to bring home
aon o large game,”

Nae kissed him and watched him while he
remaired in sight,full ol a presentiment of
soming ovil,
Yroast of Bertram Dene, whese nerves had
gatherod strength among these mouatainous
latnesees,

S0 far us he was personally concerned, he

di¢ not regres tho change from England.

e had hesrd from hls old friend Pierre
YVerlon, who was eanguive thut kefore a
weck had elapsed ke would receive the
faw's pardon for a crime ke kad never

semmitted.

i1, nad some excellent eport, snd was
resting in a hov high up the mountain while

ihe guide prepared lancheon,

Fall of dreams of coming happiness when
mnes more he could look the world in the
face, and Myrtle wenld no longer bear the
»a of having a convict {ather, he closed his

ay s,

W, fore he was aware of it he found him-

solt bound with a s‘roog rope from behind,

Then, throwiog himeslf upon him, the guide
13de his legs rightly together, and Bartram

Tx e lay helpless,
“What is the meaning of this outrage.
Would you murder me?’

“No, Bartram Done,’ said the duke, tak.
Jag off his slouched hat and falsa beard and
whalskers., *‘I won't murder you ; cold and
This mountain is not

wand will kill you,
HXely to be visited by sportemen.”

“ Fiend, dovil, release me, and let me
#ght the matter out w¥ith yon, man to man."’
thing 1" the duke sneered.
® No, Bertram Dene, convict, regicide;
¥ would be too great an honour to do you

“A likely

¥ croys swords with youn."
“1f Iescape you shall smart for this,’

aried Dene, beside himealf with impotent

»n

Jearo hera?’
“ Nothing honourable.”
(ot your danghter, Myrtle D2ne, into
»y power. I hope you bade her

agein.”

“Have you no pit?-. no mercy for your

swr tister's child?

**No, it is because she bore her tha: I am
1 will cruzh you and yoar brood

what ]l am,
300,

“I{eaven can protect har—1 escaped after

seventcen years' torture.”

»“Yes, ocly to die here, to leave your
eanzille bopes to bleach upon the Alps,

Good-bye, Now tofinish my ve:geance.,”

He lefs the mirerable man stroggling
wnaialy to free himeelf from his cords, seek.
iogz Heavan's aid one moment, blaspheming
the next—left there to die, without hope,
with the knowledge that Myrtle would soon

Be in the pawer of his implacable enemy.
Herfather had been absent only

No snch fears occupied the

!‘Eif yon do )" laughed hia ememy. *‘D>
you know what I intena doing when I

good:- bye
this morning, for you will never see her

three

* ['m soming, tco, of course,” Molly said,
resolutely.

** Nr, no ; you can remain and ge* *hiogs
ready tor him against [ return, Moily "

“ My name isn‘t Molly Spriggios if I lac
yon go with that ou‘-throat chap alone.
y, he's the «xact pictur’ of the Bold,
Bad, One-Ejed Brigand, Where you go [
won't be far off.”

Myrtle wes tin wretched to argue the
question with her, aod presently tne psir
came down ready for the journey, Moally
c.rrying the valise,

¢ The mule can earry ope only,” said the
messenger, eyeing Molly with evident dis-
favour,

“What's that he says, Miss Myrtle?’
Molly asked, tightening her hold on the
formidable umbrella.

“'That the mule will only carry one.”

““What a fool he must be,”” Molly snorted.
“Dses he think I take it for s homlibus that
carries inside aud outzside? He will have to
walk ; g0 wili 1.”

The fellow wounld have remonstrated, bub
Molly’'a resolute face deterred him,

Sy the j urney commenced in silence,
Mully walking in the rear of the gunide, but
close to him, to keop a wary eve upon him,

“There’s some miachief here,” thought the
' astaute maid, My opinion is that mastei’s
enemy has found him out, and is up to
larkes,’

After a lapse of two hours they reached a
atation, little bstter than a hut,in the valloy,
from whence the train could be eeen.

Myrtle, whose beanty cansed the male
passengers to look at her with admiration,
was hurrying after the messonger, who was
carrying her valise, with Molly coming up
behind, when she heard a gentleman say,
wit1 outstretched hands—

Why, its Myrtle D:oe "

“Erle! Oh, [ am 8o glad,” she cried, and
the next instans waas folded in his arms,
vhile the messonger stood aside, an evil look
in his eyes.

“"“Where is your father, Myrtla?" Erle
asked,

“ Ha went outshooting this morning, and
mat with an accident. I am going to him.”
¢ How—surely not by that train? I've
juat arrivad by it’; it is express from here
nnti: It reaches the Fronch frontier, Myrtle,
if you go I must accompany you. There is
something very atrange in all this. Ja thab
your guide ?” looking in the fellow's dirac-
tion.

“ Yes, dear Ecle—oh | how glad I am you
aro here; it may bo treachery.”

¢ Whare are youn taking this lady to, fel-
low$ Ii¢le asked, sharply.

R uieing his hat politely, ho answered —

“.To her father, monsiear,”

A paper flattered to the ground when he
rai_ed his has, and Molly, who had come up
and wae listening to the conversation be.
tween the lovers, darted forward and picked
it up, while the guide uttcred a smothered
malediction.

Molly handed the paper to Krle, who
glanced at its contents, and said, excited-
ly—

: ¢t Myrtie, vou have barely eecapad falling

into the hands of yon father's ensmy—the
Dake of Brittany | Listen—*"To Mone,
Dupon,—Take care of Myrtle Dane, and re-
ward the messonger with a hundred francs.
I shall be with you scon.—BRITTANY.”"

Molly heard all chis, and, guthering its
import, made for the guide, snatched the
valise from bim, and gave him & **wunner’
with her nmbreila, gaying—

““You nasty, frop eating villain, get out,
or I'll pulverise you !”

Perceivingthis game was up, the feliow
took to his heels, pursued by Molly, shout-
ing—

"t S*ap, thief | Stop the Bold, Bad, Oae
eyed Brigned 1"

The train was jast steaming away, when
the felicw opencd the aos~ of a carriage, and
scrambled io.

B 1t not bafore Molly, raising her umbrella
wirh both hande, brought it down na his
back with all her might, sending him flivon
the flior like a flounder.

Heads were popped out of every carriage,
and quite a chorus of cheers ana laugarer
grected Molly, who stood shakingher um-
brolla threatcningly, while the train remain-
ed in eight.

Luckily, Etie was able to obtain three
mules and the services of a guide, to con:
vey them back to the chalet,

Molly, despite the anxiety which oppres-
sed the heart of her young mistress and
Erle Peyton, cauzed no small amount of
merriment by getting off her ““moke," as she
called it, whenever the road took a sharp
angle ronnd a precipice,

The poor guide had no sinecure, for he
had to help her to mount and dismount, and
Molly was no light weight,

The chalet was reached at last, and it
was discovered that Bertram Dane had not
returned,

* Don't ory, darling,” Erlo said, tenderly;
¢¢ I will find him—a hunter can be easily
traced—he has gone further amcng the
mountains than he intended, thatis alL.”

Luckily, the guide who accompanied
them from the station knew the neighbonr.
hood well, and being promised a handsome
reward,consented to go in search of Bertram
D e,

Erle took the precaution of putting a
large fliek of brandy in his pocket, as well
as some btacnits and sandwichee,

By dint of Inquiry they got on the track
of the m'eeing man, and on arriving at the
hut, found him bound and insensible,

Erla Poyton's anxiety and alarm waa in-
tense—at firet ha thought Bertram Dene was
dead —maurdered.

A little brandy, however, restored him to
| consciousness, and then he told Erle of the
duke s treachery.

“Myrtle is safe; I met her only justin

—

time,’" he replied,
anxions irquiry. ¢¢ Ileft her at the chalet.”

* Lot us nasten there at once,” Dane said,
in slarm ; ** the doke is villsia eaough to
make a fresh attempt during our absence,”

“Yon muy safely trust her ts the keep-
ing of Molly, ' Erle replied, with a amile.
* No one could gain an entrange easily to
the chalet while she gusrds it,”

““ What did 1 tell you!' laughed Erle,
on reaching the chalet. *‘Look at the pre-
parations Molly has made for stznding a
elege.”

!hgf[r:nlljr was at one of the windows which
commanded the approach to the house, with
three rifl1a by her side, four pistols, and a
couple of swords, basides several heavy logs
of wod.

Shs readily admitted the party, however,
and then Myrtld's joy was complete, for
her father and lover were with her.

Grea*, good pews was in store for Ber-
tram D:ne nex* morning.

A lstter srrived from Pierre Verlon, its
coa'vn*as sk follp o= + —

“Drear Oup Fuiesbp =R joice, you are
a free man &t last —your inoocencs hai
heen fally provsd. [ am too old travel to
tha Alps with the Cz .'s p.rdon; but will
meet yoo on Chrisuwas Eve at Fairlawa
House, waither you cin réturn atonce, You
have nothing to feap—the pipers in every
clvilisel country will soon ring with an
rozcunt of your martyrdem, your innocence,
Kisse sweet Myrrle for ma.—Yours ever
devotedly, PierRy,’

O :ders were given to pack up and be off
at nnce,

M>lly was delighted, and daaced and
sauy to har heart's coutsnt at the immediate
proapect of getring back to London in time
for Christmas Dy,

Myrtle's heart was full of delicious )y,
for the stain which had been removed irom
her father's life left her at liberty to wed her
handsoms lover, Erile Payton,

Thev arrived in London early on the morn-
ing of Caristmas Eve, and Moily nearly lost
the train for Richmond by going in search of
her continuations, *Tre Bold, Bad, Oae-
E7ed Brigani’ and *"Tne Bottle Nased
Fiery Saa-3Serpent.”

Cnristmastide again; the chimneys of
Fairlawn House gave signs of the house boing
once moare inhabited,

Some of the old servants were back—
among them *“Jimes,’ Molly's handsome
footman.,

A proud, happy look wae on Bactram
Dane's face, as he sat in his library complet-
ing his diary.

The task hrought back teo him thoughts of
poor Backy Pride, who was resting in Bromp-
ton Cometary.

¢Ah mo |" he sighed, ““my eecrot has not
coat only m? dear, but her, to—with all her
faults che was true to me and mine, at the
last.”

Sarvanss wore busy putting up holly and
mistletoe, and other Cnristmas decorations,
when Myrtle entered, a sprig of miatletoeia
her pretty white hand, on which she wore an
engagement ring—Erle's glit. .
Hoiding the mystic becries over his head,
sheo said, sauncily :

“I'm going to anticipate Christmas, papa,
and ‘kiss you, you desr old darling.”
“\What if 1 resist?" he asked, laughing,
a wealth of tender love and ¢ff:ction in his
eyes,

“That would be treason, sir, ' she replied,
and forthwith gave him aweet innocent kiss-
gr, each one straight from the heart.

*‘Papa, ' she said, presently.

“'Yes, you audacious pusa ; what fresh toll
do you want to ex e from your doting old
father ?’

“Doting, yes ; old, no,” the repliad, fond-
ly, caressing his bair, as she leant lovingly
on his shoulder, *I wart you to give me a
cheque for fifty pounds,”

“To buy gewgaws, sh!” he langhed, as
ho opened & drawer and took ouv his cheque-
book.

“‘No, papa; to present it as a thaok-
offering to the poor through our worthy
viear.”

“1’il make it a hundred, my darling—

Erla’s voice.”

She blushed, and tripped away as lightly
as & fawn, to run right into her lover's arms,
who ot once snatched the sprig of mistletoe
from her, and made her pay love's toll,

irg the back numbers of her favorite
romanccs—real shockers—warranted equal
to any eclectric machine ever invented,

“You'll turn your head, Molly,” said
Myrtle, with gentle reproof,

“(Oh | Miss Myrtle, it'slovely ; you should
jast read about what the four-eyed Amazin
did.?!

“No, thank you, Molly, I don’t want to
be troubled with the nightmare, on Christ.
mae Kve especially.”

“'Spe slewed a whole harmy with lightnicg
from two of her eyes, and watched the larks
of another harmy with the other two ; fancy.
My ! wouldu'c I like to be like her, just1”

Molly had to tear herself away from her
pets, and descead from the heights of
imagination to things muudane, much to
her rogret, Bat she consoled herself with
the thought of making up for lost time on
the morrow.

'"Twas late when Pierre Verlon arrived,
bringing with him the Czir’s pardon.

How he was welcomed by father and
daughter need not be stated—to him they
mainly owed their present happiness.

Dinner was over, and E¢le Peyton and
Myrtle were playing a game of billiarde,
both making many flukes, for they were
paying more attention to flirting than the
game, when Bertram Dane and Pilerra Ver-
lon entered, both looking much excited.

“Myrtle, KErle,” Mr., Dane said ; ‘‘come
with me, my children ; you shall soon hear
and sce what manner of man my enemy,
the Duake of Brittany, ia. He is at the
door. Pierre, hide behind the curtain,
until the time comes for you to confront
kim.”

He placed Myrtle and Ecle in his study,
leaviag the secret door hali way open.

“'Snow the gentleman in}hers, Curtics,”
he said in an agltated voice.

“‘Havo you come here to ipsult me only?
Have a care; don ¢ goad me too far, Iam-a
free man in England where such men as you
fi1d themselves impotent to work any harm.
I am innncent of crime, and you know it."

¢t All England shall ring with the name of
the eonvict, the regicide, the man who, to
gain my eister’s fortune, has foisted upon
society a'glrl ho calis his daughter. Vyhere
is she now?!”

Rashing cut, Myrtle confronted him with
flashing eyes, and a face graudino ita holy pas-
eiop, eaying—

“‘"Hero I am, ready to defend my father's

| honour with my life !

ia soawer to her father's |

1

rhere, run away ; yocu're a good girl—I hear |

Molly, when Myrtle sought her, was |
found stowed away in her bedroom, devour- |

The duke started back in blank dismay
when he saw her, and bivdiscomforture was
heightened when Erle Payton stepped for-
ward, and taking Myrile by the hand, said—

¢ Father, this Iady, the daughter of acon-
viot, as you style him, is my sffianced wife ;
you are my fatha~, though, till now, I never
knew you wera D 1te of Brittany.”

“‘Degenerate boy, unhand her, less I carse
you |" coried the duke ; *‘‘ha betrayed my
gister, and is a low criminal.”

“‘Dake, you lic !’ said De; ‘‘yoursister
was lawfally married to me and if there isa
criminal present it is you. No son of yours
shall wed child of mine. Mjyrile, leave him,
and come to me,

“‘Father . eried Erle, "don’t destroy the
happlaess of two human beings. I l~ve

father, plead for forgiveness—he is too nobls
to refnse it. And you, sir (turning to D ne),
be just, and do not visit the faults of my
{ather on my head.’

“B ifore either of those appealed to coild
answer [nspector Urquhart entered, followed
by Martha Skinner,

Martha Skinner, on seeing the duks, whose
face was of a livid pallor, pointed at him and
screamed —

“*Thai's the myn that brought all the
troublse on my poor Jack; he gave him
monay to do it, carss him. I hid, as long
as [ ecould, buj they cotched me at last,”

All eyes were turned on the duks, who
;la.id. hoarsely, his passion almost choking

im 3

“I did employ Bthat woman's husband
to help ma to get possessinn of my nisce, to
take her back with me.to Feance, 8o thatshe
might escape from the contaminating in-
flaenca of her fathar whois a conviot, a gaol-
bird. °

Linking her father's arm in hers, Myrtle
said, proudly :

“I would rather be the danghter
convict-father, than the niece of a
cruel man like you.”

“‘An escapad conviet?’ cried the insp
1€Where from 7

“|"zom Sibzria,” said Dens, qnuietly.

“'Good lack to you, sir, 1 say,” replied
tha inspector. ‘‘There’s many an innocent
man sent there. and if Tam a jadge of faces
you were one of them.” !

At this mement Pierre Verlon came from
concealment, and - handing Bartram the
Czu's pardon and an antograph letter,
ﬂu.iﬂ’: ““Dake of B:ittany, these give you the
lie.’

“Jau's he to be punished?’ screamed
Martha Skinner.  “Can the rich tempt the
poor to commit crime and then skulk out of
it? Imepecror, take him in charge; hand.
cuff him! Don’t st him escape—don’s "

She become so violent that she had to be
removed from the room by the police,

“] mnuat take you in charge, sir, on your
own coinfession of haviog incited Skinner to
unlawfally abduct one of Her Msjisty’s
pubjects,” said the inepector, placiag hia
hand on the dake’a shoulder.

“To you I owa this,” he hissed, glaring
at Dane with sl tho savagery of a tiger
brought to bay; **you have wrecked the
happiness of my sister and ruined mine !’

¢t Lay Heaven and the world judge betweon
us, Yon, for twenby-ine weary years, have
persecuted, fuuished ms for having tempted
your siayer to contracht a misalliance. Yet
you have baen guilty of the same thing—
perhaps worse, for while yonr siater could
bear my name, on which no stain has ever
fallen, your son perhaps caonot inherit your
title !" said Dane, with all the earnest fores
of & judge addressing a prisones,

¢ 'Tia falae ; at my death my son will ba
D i1ke of Brittany,” he retorted, savagely ;
“‘but sooner than he shounld wed your
danghter I would kil him with my own
hand.” :

Stepping back a few pices tha duke drew a
ravolver, and before he could be chocked,
firad at Dene,

Erle Payton, who was standing close to
hie uncle, seeing his father's intention, threw
himeelf in the way and feil bathed in blood.

“‘ Unhappy man, you hava elain your own
gon !’ Dane cried, horror-stricken, while the
inapector tried to wrest the revolvar from
tha mniac, for by this time the duke waas
nothing else, | Bav' hejwas, pnaseseed of the
atrengrh of o dczan men, and shook the
police officer off as if he were a rat,

Another' report, and, Charles, Dukn of
Brittany, fell dead, slain’ by his , own hand.

At this moment, when sll present ware
horror-etiicken by this tragedy, a body of
waits in the grounds struck up. “When
Angelas Watched their rlocks by Night,”

EPILOGUE,.

Two years have passed, and once more
Christmas Eve has come with its wonted
aides-de-2amp —froat and snow,

Many changes have taken place in the
world ; but Jack F:ost remained, as ever,
winter's king,

Bat how has it fared with the parsonages
of this eventful story— the record of many
Christmases ?

If you follow Jack Frost, he will show
you, and take you down into fair Kine—
one of the gardens of Merrie old Eogland,

D :ne purchared a large estate in Kent,
and settled shere with his daughter ana
—yes—his wife,

What wife? Sarely he could not be
guilty of treason ro the memory of the wo-
man who had braved warﬂy thing for his
sake—a brother’s wrath, and, to a certain
exten’ social degradation ?

No : Bertram Dene was leal and true and
the woman ha called wife was hia firat love,
Marie, the mother of Myrtle,

Her brother had obtained a forged cer-
tificate of her death to mislaad Birtram
D:ne, and had put ker away in a convent,
By this he satisfied his vengeance on the
convlet, then toiling in Siberian mines, and
obtained poszession of his sister's enormous
fortuns,

But Marie, like her husband, hungered to
see her child, and almost concarrently with
his escape ehe managed to leave her convent
prison,

'Twas the who had called at Racky Head
in search of Myrtle—only to find her gone,

For years she had supported herseif by
her industry, when, lo! one Yuletide the
nawspapers were filled with Ltae account of
the tragedy at Fairlawn House.

This guiled her to her husband and child,
and thus the happy reunion and consumma.-
tion,

She recovered the fortune her late brother
had dispoescssed her of ; his succestor did
not oppose her claim,

The D:nes were beginning to throw cff

on thia particp'arfestival had thrown open
their epacions grcunds, with its immense
sheet of ornamen:al water, for a grand
skating tournament,

|  Rich and p-or were free to come, and re-

Myrtle, my cousin ; if yon hava wronged her |

e

sponded fresly, some in Canadian costume,

There was plenty to eat and drink for all,
and also prizas for sncceasfal compeatitors,

At its close Caristmas carols sung,
and ths gueats retired cheecing ‘%ﬂlr hoat
and hostess to the echo, and wi JAg them
and theirs ** A Merry Chriatmas.’¥

L'he family were assembled in thedrawing-
room, chattiog about the recent logrnament,
when Molly, looking more saucy and plamp
thanever,cameinand whispared eomatniag in
Myrtle's lictle pink ear, causing her face vo
psie and flush sivernatuly.

Presently Myrtle atole out and was soon
folded to her true love's heart,

" Ecle, it is rash of yoa to come hers,"’
she said softly ; ** you koow how bitter my
father iz against our marrigge.”

““ Yes, to my cost, [ ofcen regrat that 1
had not died on that fatal Christmas Eve."”

She placed her smail white nand oa anis
lips, aud said—

*‘ Ecle, for shame—you koow that it yom
had died I could no: have sarvived you."

*“Oa, my love, think of my misery
exiled from you, and plead for me. I once
svood botween your :ather and deatn.”

** Yee, and you saved my life, dear Erle;
and also delivered me again when I was in
peril—dear papa must have perished on
the mountain side but for you. 1 wish the
angel nf mercy would touch his heart to-
night.”

““Amen to that] Lyt me plead my own
cause with him. 'U'nis is CUhristmas HKve,
when all batthose whose hearts are adamant,
frevly forgive and forget injaries. 1D mnot
aeek to turn mo from my purpose, darling.”

*‘Heaven forbid 1 should,” she said, earn-

eatly, “I tell you what I will do, dear
Ecle, I will ging *Hark the Herald Argels
Sing.! He ie very fond of that carol; you

can steal in, and perhaps he will relent;
doar mother will second your pleading, 1
know.”

“‘He kissed her passionately, and let her
go, breathing a silenc praver to Heaven for
the success of his own mission,

Sson Myrtle's pure soprano voice was
heard singiog her father’s favourite carol.

Erle, Duke of Brittany stole in at the
door noiseles:ly, and ere Bartram Dene was
awara of 19, knelt at his feet.

**Uacle, on this holy Caristmas Eve, let
me plead with you fer my poor, unhappy
tather’'s forgiveness, Do not belle thoso
bleseed words dear Myrtle is singing—

‘Pasce on earth and mercy mild,
G od and sinners reconciled.’

Do not con:inue to visit my father’s sins on
me, his unhappy son—give mo Myrtle for
my wife, or slay m» at voar feet.”

While he pleaded Myrtle continued to
sing the carol wsoftly, until her tender
rendering of it bscame not a hymr, but a
prayer,

¢ Bartram, dear husband, remember how
Heaven has bleseed you, and that one day
wa must all plead for meicy before that
Great VWhite Throne,” said his wife, with
solemn earnestness,

Myrule stole softly from the plano, and,
ne‘u;ling her cheek against her fasher's,
gaid 1 —

“ Ramember | but for Erle I should not
have a father now, or you a daughter., How
deanlate mamma would have been then.”

¢+ 1 :le, my brave lad, I always loved you
ns o son—do now,” Bertram Duine sald.
¢+ Againat yon personally I have no enmity,
and, indeed, I have learnt to thick forgiv-
ingly of your un: appy fasher; but {'m loth
to bring a carse upon you and Myrtle
by joining your hands. R:member how
bittur your father was in life.”

*Yos; hut he has gone where he nced
things in a pater, clearer light. His sie
broke my paor mother’s heart ; il you discars
me from your heart and home I shall b
doubly orphazed.”

““What say you, dear wile?" Bertram
D:ane asked earnestly.

“Give our daughter to him, with all my
heart, Bertram !"

“‘And yon, dear Myrtle, will you risk all
for love's sake 1"

“Yea, dear father ; for no curse has ever
yet followed true love—'swas love that
bridged over earth and heaven, Yes, I am
willing to becomo Ecle's wife,”

] am anewered, and am content."”

Then joluing their hands together, he
asked Heavew's blessing rn them, to which
Marie, who had euofferad so much, said
“*Amen |

At this momenv Pierre Verlon walked in,
gaying, *‘A Merry Christmas | dear friends,
“Aad a Happy New Year |

J 10% Frost, echoing those words, bida his
resders ‘'Farewell,”

[THE BND |
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A CAPTIVE WHITE GIRL,

Taken by the Blackieet Endinns In a Rald
Into the Unlied States,.

A correspondent of the Lonion Graphic
who occompanied Lord and Lady Stanlecy on
their trip acroes the continent, writes to that
newspaper that the Blackfect Indians under
the fam us Crowloot perhaps retain more of
their original character than any of the other
tribes, A grand reception was aecorded to
Lord and Liady Stanley. Lady Alice Stan-
ley and Miss Lyster braved the possibility
of b:ing tomahawked by taking racific sh-ts
with photographic cameras at a,war daace
hy one of the moat bellicose of the tribe,
He adde: ** A cap*ive of one of the chiefe
of the Blackfce! is a little white girl about
O years old, She was brought into camp on
a pony, dressed in rich bead-work veatments,
wrlich ill became her fair hair and little
white face. Full of intelligence, she sat to
be sketched and Fhutugraphad‘ I only hope
that publicity will be the means of this child
being handed over to people of her own color,
though she Is treated with every care and
great sff:ction, I believe, by her captors.
The fate which awaits her when she is a few
yeara clder is ead to contemplate, 1 was
told by a good authority that she h.d been
captured during a raid in United S5iates
territory, in which her father, an cflicer,
was killed,”

e

Interestinz to Parenta.

Me. Robt, Laidlaw, of the O:itawa Free
Press, eaye: Oar babe was so choked up
she could hardly breathe., In fact at one
time we feared that she would choks to
death. Reepiration became more diffizult
every minate, for which we could get no
relief by the usual remedies formerly used,

_ ) ~ | Having a bottle of Nasal Balm in the houss
the gloom of that fatal Christmas Eve, and |

my wife euggested trying it, and in twenty
minuntes from the firet application the child
was eleeping and breathiog easily, and In
twenty-four hours not a sign of the trouble
remained, It is an invaluable remedy for
children as well as grown people,
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