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CHAPTER XXI1V.—(Continued.)

“It Is oseless for you to attempt to
brave it out,” he said; “I have too strong
proofs, and could produce witnesses to
.ldemll'y you, Miss Constance Grierson

A look of intense hatred eparkled in
‘her eyes mt that name. *“Oh, it is Miss
Constance Grierson who has set you on
to make this accusation agfinst me,” she
said, between her teeth. “The young lady
who eloped.”

“Before I leave this houss, you must
.give me a written confession of your share
in the sbduction of Miss Grierson, which
shall completely exonerate her.”

“Anything else?”

“You have, by your arts, entrapped Mr,
Arthur Penrhyddyn into an nlliance, 1f
you desire that he should not know the
woman you are, leave him now at once,
and never let him look upon your face
agnin.”

A burst of mocking laughter was her
answer.

“Now, listen to me, Mr. Stafford,” she
-anid, ealmly: but her glittering eyes, and
white, quivering face greatly belied her
volee, "I will make a bargain with you.
I will glve you n paper that shall fully
exonerate Wiey Oriarann an sandition that
you muke no public use of it; that you
use It only among her relatives: and.
above all, that you breathe no word
agninst me to Arthur”

“1 refuse such conditions, Do you sup-
pose that | would leave my friend in your
‘bands, ignorant of whom ‘you are?"

“And 1 defy you!" she cried, rising,
and hissing out her passion hetween her
gleaming teeth. “Beware how you drive
me to extremities, [ have resources at
my back that you little dream of ; I have
3 :?“m'_r power to crush that ycllow-haired

oll.

“You!" Interrupted Stafford, contmp-
tuously.

“1 tell you that your denunciation of
me will not only crush this woman, but
the friend whom yod faney you are pre-
serving, He is encompassed by embar-
rassments from which I alone can save
him." :

Her vehemence and Intensity began to
stagger his firmness. Would it, after all,
be politic to drive this woman to extram-
ities without some further reflection?

“But what an idiot I am to plead to
you!" she went on, perceiving him begin
to waver; “what would your word weigh
with Arthur agalnst mine? Do you sup-
pose that he would be ready to swallow
the first calumny that could be brought
apainst the woman he adores? I back
my love and his against your puny friend-
ship—do your worst!"

There was too great a probabillty In
all this; he must decidedly temporize with
this woman.

“1 will aceapt your confession om the
terms you named,” he said, after a pause.

*1 now require another condition,” she
said, haughtily. “The paper must be
shown to no person except Miss Grierson
until after the first of December.”

n“rh,?n

“Because there Is now a crisis In the
affairs of my husband, and 1 must be
fully assured that it shall not be used
in any way detrimental to me or him
previous to that time. Give me your
word, and I will be satisfied, for T believe
you to be a man whom [ ean trust.”

Arthur had hinted more than once at
some impending erisis. Sir Launce was
coming to town; perhaps she spoke truly.
After all, what could he do? Arthur
was married; to provoke (his woman
would only lead to exposure.

“I consent to this second condition,”
be maid.

Bhe minutely repeated the conditions,
and made him solemnly pledge his word
of honor to observe them. Then she
wrote a brief, but particular, narrative of
those events with which the reader was
made acquainted in the Iast chapter, but
In a well-disguised handwriting, and sign-
ed the name of “Ellen Jenkins.”

When he was gone, shé sank Into &
chair, utterly exhausted by the scene she
had gone through.

“That paper in no way compromises
me,” she thought. “Even were he to show
it to Arthur, the handwriting is not mine,
neither is the name., You were merciless
to me, Mr, Stafford,” she went on, bitter-

1y ; “for It was not mercy, but ths knowl-

edge that you were defeated, that made
you come to my terms. I will be equally
merciless to the woman you love. [
thank you for removing my last scruple
of conscience.”

——

CHAPTER XXV,

Great was the consternation In Harley
street upon the receipt of a telegram
which announced the disappearance of
Constance from Lindon Grange. Mr.
Qrierson repaired thither at once. The
police were set to work, detectives brought
down from London, inquiries started in
every direction; but not one atom of in-
formation could be gleaned.

Business compelled Mr, Grierson to
leave again on the next morning, and he
returned to London In & frame of mind
that can be easily Imagined. To add to
his annoyance, Mr. Wylle paid him a
visit of pretended condolence in the even-
ing.

“After all, it Is no more than we might
hare expected,” sald that gentleman, with
of the shoulders. "“A great pity

not Insist upon her accepting one
bher. Depend
A penniless

girl must be glad to get any husband."”

"A pennlless girl! What do you
mesn "

“Come, come, Grierson, put aside all
neting—it does not go down with me,”
said Wylle, with a hideous attempt at
jocoseness. “Yon know as well as I do
that on the 1st day of December, to which
it wants only four days, she will, accord-
ing to the stipulations of her mother's
will, forfelt her fortune.”

“The 1st of December twelvemonth, you
mean !"

“What! do you mean to say that you
really do not know that Constance is
twenty mext birthday! 1 can prove that
she Is, from the registers; and here are
the ropies,” cried Wylle, triumphantly.

In much agitafion, the old man put on
his spectacles and minutely examined the
paper; then fell back in hia chair, with
A groan,

“But you will not, surely, Insist upon
that cruel, unnatural will being carried
out to the letter?" he sald, after a pause,

“My dear .ir, Grierson, 1 thought you
too good & man of business to talk such
nonsense. The young lady has had every
opportunity of keeping her fostune, and I
think to lose it is a just punishment
for her folls. 1 whall nat foregn a farth-
ing of my just claim." :

“Then,” cried the old man, “you are
a villainous scoundrel, and If you ever
dare to set foot In this house again, I'll
kick you down the stairs.”

“You are not polite, sir; but the house
will not long be yours to lord over. Good
day. I shall have the pleasure of seeing
you again on the first.”

“To think of this!" muttered Mr. Grier-
gon, ns soon as his visitor had gone.
“How could such a mistake have occur-
red? Perhaps it Is only a forgery of the
scoundrel’'s, 1'll go and examine the reg-
isters for myself.”

He did go, and found that Wylle had
spoken the truth.

*] would sooner have seen her married
to the greatest rascal unhanged than that
villain should have got hold of her
money,” he thought. *“But where ls the
poar child? Here am [, groaning over the
loss of ber money, when I am ignorant
of what might have befallen her.”

From the first he had had a suspiclon
that she had eloped with Stafford, and he
resolved to at once pay a visit to the art-
ist's studio.

Stafford was at home. He had written
to Constance to tell her of the extraor-
dinary success that had crowned his ef-
forts to clear up the mystery, and was
surprised that he had not received a reply
that morning.

JImagine his consternation and terror
upon hearing that she had disappeared.
His suspicions instantly reverted to Eleo-
nore. But he could trace no motive for
such an act.

Mr. Grierson at once perceived that his
suspicions had wronged the young artist,
who, In his terror and agitation, disclosed
that Constance was his affianced wife.
The old gentleman received the tidings
in a very different spirit to what he would
have manifested a few hours back, and
Stafford was gunite surprised at his warm
congratulations. But there was no time
now for conjectures. With his wusual
promptitude, he started at once for Wat-
erloo station. When he arrived at Guild-
ford it was too late to proceed to Lindon
Grange that night. But he did not pass
the time idly; he at once put himself in
communication with the police, and made
searching Inguiries into all that they had
done and proposed to do.
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To avold unnecessary mystery and fu-
ture explanations, we will at once put the
reader in possession of the facts of Con-
stance's disappearence. It will be re-
membered that Eleonore and Wylie were
concocting a scheme to prevent the heiress
from drawing the sum of money she had
intended to use for the salvation of
Pennrhyddyn. The plot proposed was to
the following effect: Eleonore was to
write a letter to Constance to say that
if the young Indy would meet her quon-
dam friend, Ellen Jenkins, on a certain
duny, with a certain sum, she should be
furnished with certain writlen confes-
sions, signed by her, Ellen, and by Par-
song.

Being thus decoyed to an appointed
spot, she was to be carried off and kept
in a place of confinement until after the
1st of December. Means, time and place
were all fixed,

Mr. Wylie, knowing how eagerly Con-
stance had always desired that mystery
of her girlhood to be cleared up, never
doubted that she would fall into the trap.
The place of appointment was the Guild-
ford railway station, at b o'clock the next
day.

Constance might not so readily bave
fallen into the snare had not her recent
conversation with Stafford, which had re-
vealed to her how her ressmblance to
Bllen Jenkins had compromised her in a
manner she had never dreamed, rendered
her doubly anxzlous to clear up the mys-
tery.

The plan as arranged by Wylle for her

abdaction was as follows: Lindon Grange |

was scarcely more than a mile from the
Guildford station, It lay off the Farn-
ham road, which, pasking over a hill, ter-
minates just at the entrance to the sta-
tion, and preserves Ita character of a
country road, with houses only here and
thers, almost unto that polnt.

Now, It was calculated that, as Con-
stance would certalnly be desiroma of

keeping such an appointient & secret
from her friends, the probabilities wars
that ghe would walk, At the point where
the byeroad debouched & brougham was
to be placed, in which would be stationed
two of Wylie's emissaries, who would
seige, gng, put her into the carriage and
drive ber to a house on the outskirts of
London—in short, to the residence of
Mr. Fig, the confidential clerk,

Mr. Fig's residence was sitvated in a
lonely wayside place. Every precaution

was taken to prevent her forming any|

iden of the nelghborhoeds that she passed
through; the blinds of the carringe being
kept up the whole way, and the horses
driven at a furious pace, without once
stopping until they reached their destina-
tion.

When, half dead with terror, one of the
men carried her into the house and re-
moved the gag from her mouth, he told
her in a firm but respectful tone not to be
under any apprehension of ‘Il treatment;
that her confinement would be only for
a few days, To her indignant demands
to be told the name of the author of
this outrage, no answer was returned.
But the sight of a respectable looking,
middie-aged woman somewhat reassured
her.

On the evening of the 1st of December
she received the joyful intelligence that
she would be restored to her friends on
that night. She was again placed in the
brougham ; the same precautions were
taken as before, and in less than an hour
she found herself standing free in the
Regent's Cireus. The whole affair was
now more strange to her than ever, as
she could not form the slightest ldea of
what motive it could have served, In
great delight, however, at her happy de-
liverance, she engaged a cab and drove to
Harley street.

- L - L ] . L .

Sir Launce had come to town to en-
deavor to raise the money to pay oll the
mortgage. The meeting between father
and son was a gloomy one.

For a time Arthur's ahsorbing passlon
for Eleonore distracted his mind from all
other things. But now a reaction set in,
and the future was before his eyes in
all its darkness, What would bhis father
say to the marriage he had contracted?

Eleonore did not see him for two whole
days. It was & great relief to her when
he did return, to find no change In him
beyond a deeper sadness. She also had
been very anxigus during those two days.
She eagerly Inguired how matters stood,
for Arthur had now confided to her his
true position. “All hope is over,” he sald;
“every effort my father could be Induced
to make has falled, and it wants now
but four days to the thirtieth.”

Instead of seeing her face fnll, as he
expected, he was greatly surprised to see
it break out into smiles. “All hope is
not over,” she said, kissing him; “[ have
the means of saving, Penrhyddyn yet!”

“You?" he cried, amnzedly.

“Yes, I! I have a paper in my pos-
session: but I forgot—Dbefore 1 tell you
I must make certain conditions ; you must
not ask me how | became possessed of It.
Will you trust me so far?”

Arthur having assented in much aston-
ishment, she produced that aponymous
letter which had been so frequently men-
tioned, and which she had procured from
Wylie on the previous day:

“Why, this was enclosed in a letter of
mine that was lost in Its passage through
the post,” he cried. J

“What do you say?' she exclaimed,
flushing,

He told her how he had recelved this
communication, and had forwarded it on
to his father, whom it had never reached.
This set ber thinking. How, then, came
it into Wylie's possession? She felt un-
ensy; there was something suspicions
about this eircumstance,

“At present,” she sald, after a few
moments' reflection, “l cannot tell you
how it eame into my possession. But do
not lose a moment in putting it into your
father's hands, and Impressing upon him
to see to It instantly.”

He went; and, after some diffienity,
prevailed upon Bir Launce to promise
that he would see the lawyers in Bed-
ford Row next morning, and to Inquire
Into the particulars.

Eleonore's mind became wracked with
fears and suspiclon lest Wylie should
have decelved her. “But he would not
dare,” she thought; "he would be afrald
of my revenge."

Arthur returned that evening and told
her that Bir Launce had ylelded to his
persuasions, Although the intelligence
somewhat relleved her, she felt feverishly
anxious for the result.

After an almost sleepless night, she
rose next morning, pale, Nl and dispirit-
ed. As the fatal day drew nearer and
nearer, her hopes begnn to falter, and a
feeling of despair to sink into her heart.
But love was purifying her nature. Never
before had she been brought into contact
with so noble a nature an that of Arthur
Penrhyddyn, and she began to cling to
him with an almost unselfish affection.

“This Is & sad beginning to your mar-
ried life, my darling,” he 4aid, looking at
her pallid face and sunken eyes

“Oh, If we can but save Penrhyddyn,™
she murmured, “I care not what I suffer.”

1Ta ha continned, )
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A Strong Tip.

The Bay Mare—8ay, Sorrel, don't
you sometimes get awful weary of our
hard way of living?

Sorrel—No, Indeed! In fact, I ean
say that gince I got my new harness I
am more strongly than éver attached to
my work,—Toledo Blade.

Somewhat Garrulous.

“The more dollars you get together
the louder they talk remarked the
thoughtful thinker.

“Same wary with women" rejolned
the man who bad been married three
times.

No thoroughly- occupled man waw
ever miserable.—Itallan,

“Did I understand you to say that

my appearance had Improved?" ‘“No,
I sald you looked more like yourself"
—Life, I

“Denr Robert, I' Intend to share all
your cares” “But, my pet, I have no
cares.” “I mean after we are mar-
ried."—Fliegende Blatter,

a year off.—Cassell’'s Journal,

Hadsum—I want a good revolver.
Dealer—A six shooter? Hudsum—Bet-
ter make It a nine shooter.
a cat next door—Ally Sloper.

“Do you know, my husband, had a
he broke himself of (t!"
“Gave up golug!"—S8ketchy Bits.

Teacher—What Is a conl magnate
Tommle? Tommie—1 don't

come ln ¢ # i—Yonkers Statesnman,

Leader.

a wife and three children,
That's nothing,

Ing.—Life.
of you? Papa—Fond of me?

my society !|—News.
Mrs. Backpay—Good. morning,

Philadelphia Record.

them there.—Bystander,

five shillings for a room.

Sketel.
the advantage of me.
I suppose 1 have,

—TIt-Blts.

per guest)—Now then, Miss
will you have a little of this rabbl

covering there I8 no other dish)—o
not*—The Tattler,

how I ran!"

nocently,—Cleveland Leader.

the gentleman that married me,

ing In our house?—The Sketch.
8o Just now?
fun!
things were meant for.—Tatler.
with

esden pollee court

adding :
—London Express,

have o tremendous

him."”

life seemed a desert to blm.

—Town and Country.

to go.

a wife?"—Answers

Briggs—My wife had a birthday yes-
terday, and we took a day off. Griggs
~—When mine has a birthday she tukes

It's for

terrible habit of sleeping In chureh, but
“How?"

kunow,
madam; I only thought thuse things

Misslonary—And do you know noth-
Ing whatever of religion? Cannlbal—
Well, we got a taste of It when the
last misslonary was here.—Cleveland

Roberts—Poor Willlams died and lefi
Jones—
He was too mean to
take them anywhere when be was llv.

Friend—I suppose the baby Is fond
Why he
sleeps all day when I'm not at home
and stays up all night just to enjoy

sir

Wil you take a chalr? Installmen
House Collector—No, thank you,
ma'am. I've come to take the plano.—

First Thesplun—And the audlence,
my boy, you should have seen them,
They were glued to thelr seats. Sec
ond Ditto—Al, a good way of keeplug

The Coming Guest—I see you charge
When 1 was
bere In December you only charged
three shilllngs a day. The Landindy
—Ah, but the days are longer now,—

First Man—How do you do? Bee
ond Man—Beg pardon, but you have
Flrst Man—Yes,
We were engaged
to the same girl; but you married her,

Buburban Host (to unexpected sup
Hobson,

ple or—er—or (looking round and dis

“An' couldn't yon eatch
him?¥' ingquired her little brother, In-

The Eldest Hope—Who's that, mal
His Fond Mama—'Ush, "Orace, that's
The
Eldest Hope—Then, If that's the gen-|c8n be made attractlve within the
tleman wot marrled you, wot's pa do-

Visitor (to artist's young wife)—
Whatever were you two laughlng over
Wife—Oh, it was such
My husband palnted and 1 cook-
ed, and then we both guessed what the

, A man who was charged at the Wil
Intoxiea-
tion and using bad language pleaded
gullty to the first part of the chnrge,
“As to the language, I kuow
nothing about that becuuse I'm deaf”

“Tlhat young student upstalrs must
correspondence,
postman ; you always have letters for
“Yes; I- quarreled with him
once, and ever since he sends himself
a post ceard every day, so 1 have to
mount five flights of stalrs to deliver

1L"—Tit-Bits
Miss Withers—You are blushing,
Coya! What was that clumsy partner

of yours saylng? Miss" Knolsely—Ob,
nothing; only that before he met me
Miss
Withers—That Is no reason why he
should waltz like n dromedary, ls It1

“Don't take It so hard, Mr, Play.
man,” sald the young woman, mock-

make a better wife for you than 1
would.” “I know It,” he sald, swallow-
ing a lump In his throat and turning
“If any one of those four girls
had sald ‘Yes,' do you suppose | would
ever have thought of coming here for

NARROW ESCAPE OF A SINGER.

Mad = Sore Throat and Dentist
Wanted to Pull Tooth,
When Mdile. Arta, the dramatie so-
prann of the Manhattan Opera Honss,
first went to Paris to study musle she
could not speak French, says the Bohe-
mian. One day, being troubled by a
throat affection, she complained to her
teacher, who ndvised her to see a spe-
ciallst, glving her a name and ad-
dress,
The speciallst had bls office In a
large bullding where were many other
doctors and dentists. Unable to read
the French slgns upon the doors, Mdlle,
Arta sought simply for the name of
the physician, whose eard she held In
her hand. At last she found It—the
name, Bhe was recelved by a gentle
man who bore all the ear marks of
the medical fraternity and at once she
felt reassured,
. Pointing to her throat she tried to
Indlente what the trouble wes, With a
knowlng nod, the doector, who seemed
very qulck to grasp the situatlon, es-
corted ber to o chalr, and Iuclining the
chair to an acute angle he left the
room. Presently he returned, gently
urged her mouth open as If to galn o
good view of her throat and began a
eritical examination., The next thing
Mdlle. Arta reallzed was that a pair
of forceps was being brandlshed dan-
gerously mear her mouth,

She trled to explaln, realizing sud-
denly that she was Ip the hands of a
dentlst, but he held her firmly In the
muanner of one belleving that the soon-
er an operation 1s over the better, and
that explanations are much more sut-
Isfactory after a thing s done with.
She struggled up from his grasp a8

that he would be very gentle and that
he would not hurt, she endeavoring to
expostulate In guttural grunts that It
was ber throat and not her teeth which
needed attentiop. Still he did not un-
decstand and Insisted upon extracting
the tooth. It was only upon the time-
Iy arrival of an English-speaking pa-
{ | thent that matters were cleared up, the
dentist discovering that the singer
wished treatment for her throat and
not for her teeth, and the singer dis
covering that both dentist and throat
speclalist bad the same name.  Yet
while she gloried and trembled at her
escape, the dentist followed her to the
door, protesting that she should at any
rate have the tooth extracted,

GOOD FURNITURE CHEAP,

New Movement in Europe for Im-
proving Dwelllngs of the Poor,
The movement for Improviog the
dwellings of the poor hns reached a
secondary stage In Europe In taking
up the question of tasteful furnishings,
says the New York Sun. Of what use
Is 1t to give a famlly a sanitary house,
the leaders ask, If you do not help
to make It attractive to lve In,
To further this object several exhl-
{ bitions of cheap but durable and at-
tractive furniture have been held, The
purpose I8 a double one. First, the In-
terest of the manufacturers Is to be
stimulated by the offer of prizes and

H

“When 1 was coming home lust|diplomas for the best outfits offered at
night,” sald Miss Skeery, "I anw a wnn’ certain standard prices to sult the
skulking along In the shadow.  Ob.|needs of various classes from small

shopkeepers down to laborers,

The second alm 18 to get the people
themselves Interested. It Is hoped that
by visiting the exhibitions thelr am-
bitlons will be exclted and they will
be brought to realize that thelr homes

Hmit of thelr means,

The first exhibition wns held at
Dusseldorf, The second was at Liege.
Both were successful, consldering the
slze of the plaves,

Then Parls took up the Ides and the
departmentn] committee on cheap habl-
tatlons was placed In charge. The clr-
culars to manufacturers Invited them
to send In complete outfits for small
apartments combining comfort, solldity,
beauty and economy. Above all, It was
enjoined that all vulgar pretense and
false luxury should be ellminated from
the deslgns

The exhibition wns opened In Feb-
ruary, There were several hundred
exhibits of nll classes and more than
60,000 persons vislted It. It closed at
the end of March and fourteen prizes
were awarded by a jury composed of
senators, artists, manufacturers and an
officlal of the departmeént of labor,

Now the subject has been taken up
by the Soclety of Pdopular Art and a
preliminary report has been prepared
looking to the co-operatlon of archl-
tects, hyglenists and soclal economista
In supervising the plans for all cheap
dwellings hereafter to be erected In the
capital and also to forward the cause
of aesthetlc furnishing by lectures,
tiacts and more exhibitions,

Ingly. “There are other glrls, you The Man Is AllL

know. There's LIl Grumplins, Sallle] *“What does you do w'en Trouble
Plimborn, Kate Isnoggles and Fan knogks on de outside do'?"

Biliwink. Any one of them would| *“Tell him I ain't home”

“But a'pose he calls you a llar?”
“In dat case, I'd tell him ter prove
it"

“He could do dat by yo' volce.”
' “No, sir! Dat's des whar I'd git him.
In his worl' en de nex' worl' nuthin*
counts fer anything but de man his
se’L"—Atlanta Constitution.

well as she could, he trying to tell her *
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