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(Conztuded.)

‘*You have not shuken §t?** asked the
futher.

“Upon wmy word, no, eir,”” answered
Daweon carnestly. The poor maa had a
wife and family.

My father gripped the bottle dolicate-
ly with the napkin and examiued the
poiut of the corkscrew

“It would be a great pity,'* he ob-
served gravely, ‘“if anything happened
to the cork.”

Notbiug bappened to the cork. With
infinite delicacy my futher porsuaded it
to leave the neck of the bottle. Sir Mat-
thew wus ready with decanter, funnel
sad muslin.

‘‘We must take care of the crust,”
remarked my father, and we all nodded
salemunly.

My fauther oast his eyes up to Uncle
John's sortrait for an instant, much as
it he were asking the old gentlemnan’s
benediction, and gently inclined the bot-
tlo toward the musliu covered mouth of
the funuel.

‘“1f only my poor uncle oould bo'

hiere!' he sighed. UncleJohn had been
very fond of port.

“1 should be delighted tomeei him 1**
oricd Sir Matthew in genuine fricndli-
ness.

The vicar tuok off his spectucles,

wiped them and replaced thoim. My fa-
ther tilted tho bottle a little more to-
ward the fuunel. ‘Then he stepped sud-
denly, and a strange, puzzled look ap-
neared on his face. Ho looked at Sir
fatthew, and Sir Matthew Jooked at
him, and we all looked at the bottle.

“Doces ofd port wine generally make
that vaise?* asked Sylvia.

Yor s most nysterions sound had pro-
oeedod from the inside of the botile as
my father carcfully inclined it toward
the funnel. It sounded ar if—but it was
absard to suppose tbat a handful of
murbles coutd have found their way in-
to a bottle of old port.

*“The orust’’— began theviza: che-r-
fully.

*“It’s nos the crust,”” said my father
decinively.

*““Let us see what it is, ' suggested 8ir
Matthew very urbauely.

“I've done nothing to the bottle, sir, ™
tried Dawson.

My father clearod his throatand gave
the bottle further inclinatlen toward the
funuel. A little wine trickled ous and
found its way through the muslin My
father smelt the muslin anxioasly. but
soomed 20 gain no colighteument. He
poured on under the engroesed garo of
the wholé party. The marbles, or what
they were, thumped in the bottle, and
with a little jump something sprang out
intc the muslin, Sir Matthew atretohed
out ahand. My fatber wavad himaway.

“*We will go on to the end,’ said he
solemnly. And he took it up, the object
“hat had falien into the muslin, between
his finger and thumb and placed {8 on
his plate.

It waa round in shape, the size of n
very large pill or a smallish marbin and
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of a dull oolor, like that of ruated ¥in.
My father poured on, and by the time
that the laat of the \rine was out uno
less thun seven of these strange objects
lay in a neat groupon my father's piats,
one lying by iteelf a little removed from
the other.

*I have placed this one apars,’ ob.
sorved my father, pointing to the soli.
tary marble, ‘'because it is much liguter
than any of the others. Let us examine
it firat.”’

] propose that we examine the six
first,’’ snid Sir Matthew in a tone of
suppressed excitement.

‘““As you will, Sir Matihew,” sald
my father gravely. And he ‘.- k up one
of the six that lay in a grouy *‘The
gurfaco,’’ eaid he, looking round, “‘ap-
pears to be composed of tin. ™

We all agreed. Thesurface was ocom-
pored of tin. A Jine runuing dowa the
middle showed where the tin had been
carefully and dexterously soldered to.
gother. Sir Matthew having feit in his
pocket, produced a large penxnife and
opened a strong blade. He held out the
knife toward 'ny father, blade foremost,
such was his agitation.

“Thank you, Sir Matthew,** aaid my
father in courteous and calm voiow,
reaching round tho biade and grasping
the haudle.

Absolute silence now fell on the com-
pany. My father was perfectly compaa-
od. He forced “he point of the knife in.
to the surface of the object and made a
gap. Then he pecled off the surfaoce of
tin. I felt Sylvia's cyea turn to mine,
but I did not remove my gaze from iy
father'splate. Fivetimoesdid my father
repeat his operation, placing what was
lett in oach came on the tablecloth in
front of him. When he had finished his
task, he looked up at Sir Matthew. Sir
Matthew’s face Lore a look of mingled
bewi lerment and trinmph. He opened
his mouth o speak. A gesture of wmy
father's band imposed silence on him.

“It 1emains,’’ said my {ather, “to
examine the seventh object.*’

The seventh ubject was treated as its
companions bad bern. The vesult was
different. From thoshelter of thesealod

tin covering came a small roll of paper. |
My father unfolded it. Faded lines of '
- writing appeared on it. '

*“Unclv John's hang,*” said my father
solemnly.
ays. [

“Aren't thoy beautiful?’ whispered

Sylvia longingly.

A glarce from my
her
Meurridew had written. Hoere it is.

That old fool Marston having made the life |
of everybody on bosrd the ship a barden to
thom on account of his miseralle rabies and !
having dogged 1ny feolateps and spled upon |
wy actions in & moat offensive manner, 1 de
termined to give him a lumson, 30 1 took thess
stonos {rom his cabin and carried them to my
house. I wesaubeus 1o return them when he |
tound hie way {nto my house and asoused uu

father rebuked

—1me, Colonel John Merridew—of being e thie!.

Whas followed is known to my family. 'I'hQ
remult of Sir QJeorge’s intemperate behavioe
was ton'ake i impossible for me o retura the
rubles witheut giving rise to an impression |
moet injurions to my Mogpe. 1 bave therelore

*] propose 0 read what ho !

He began to read what Colonel -
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| placeda them 1n this bottle. They will not be
" discovered during wy lifetiino or in that of
8ir George. Whon thuy are discovered, | ro
quuoat that they mmy bo voturned to his won
with my compliments and an expression of my

" bope that he is not wiich u fool as hin fathor

Joux Mynnipzew, Colonel.

Continued silence followed the read-
ing of this doowruend. The mahnrajuh’s
rubies glitiered and gleamed on tho ta-
bleclotli, My father looked up at Unclo
John's pioture To my excitod tanoy
the old gentleman scomed tosmile more
broadly thun before. My fathor gather-
od the rubies into his hand and held
them out to Sir Matthew

*You have heard Colonel Merridow's
measage, sir,’’ said my father. *‘Thure
is, 1 presume, 1o need for me to repent
it. Allow me to hand you the rubies.’

8ir Matthow towed stiffly, took the
maharajali’s rubies, counted thew care
folly and dropped thoem, one by one
into his waistcoat pocket.

*“Tuke away that bottle of port,* said
my father. *‘The tin will have ruined
the fiavor.’*

““What shall 1 dowith ¢, sir?’’ asked
Dawson.

**Whatever you please,’ said my fa.
ther, and, looking up again at Uncle
John’'s picture, ho exclaimed in an ad-
miring tone: ‘‘An uncommon man in.
decd! How lew would have oontrived
80 peifeot a hiding place!”

“Sylvia,”” sid Sir Matthew, ‘‘get
your cloak.’ Then he turned to my fa-
ther and continued, ‘‘If, sir, t0 be an
expert thief''—

My father spraung to his feet. 8ylvia
caught Sir Matthew by the arm. I was
ready to throw myeelf between the em-
raged gentlemaen. Uncle Johu uwmiled
broadly down on us. The vicar looked
up with a mild smile. He had taken a
nut and was in the act of cracking it.

**Deat, dear,’ said he, ‘‘what's the
matter?"’

“8ir Matthew Marston,’’ said my fa-

My dear fricuds” cxpostulaled the
vicar, “pray have reaxon,”

fher, *‘ventures to zocuse the late Colo-

i nel Merridow of theft, and that in the

i honso which was Colonel Merridew's.*

**Mr. Mcerridew, ' said Sir Matthew
! in a cold, sarcastic voice, *‘must admiz
- that auy other explanation of tho colo-
* ael's action is—well, difficult, anad thas

| in any honse, \vhcthcr Colonol Mlerri-
' dow's or another's.’

“My dear fricnds, ' expostulated the
vicar, *‘pray have reason. Tho presenco
! af these—cr——articlesa in this bottlo of

port, takon in conjunction with tho ex.
Nenation afforded by tho late Colonel

Morridow's lotter, makes the whole
mntter  porfectly  clear *° Pho vicar
prused, swallowed  his uat and then
coutinaed with constderablo and praper
prido.  ““In fact, although there as no
ronson whatsoever to think that Colonel
Morridew stolo the muhartuh's rabies,
yot any gentluman may well supnose
and bhas overy roason fur supposing that
Colonol Moerridew did steal tho mnhara-
jub'e rubnes.*”

St Matthow tugged at his bonrd; my
fathoer rubbod tho side of his nose with
hic {ovofingor. The vienr rose and stood
bofwoon them with his hutdsspread out
and a smile of cundid appenl on his tace.

*“I'here is no 1cason ut all t supposoe
Uncloe John meant to stewnl them, ' ob-
servod my father

‘1 havo overy reason for supposing
that he meant to stonl them,’” suid Sir
Matthow.

“Exuactly, exuctly,’ murmuroed tho
vicar, ‘‘what I sy, gentlemon; just
what 1 say.”

My futher smiled. A moment later
Sir Matthow smiled. My fathor slowly
stretched out his hand.  Sir Matthow’s
band camo slowly to meet it

“Thuat's right!"* ¢ried tho viear up-
provingly. ‘I felt sure that you would
both listen to reason, **

My father looked ap agnin at Unole
John.

“My unclo wud u most uncommon
man, Sir Matthew, ' said ho. .

“So 1 should imagiune, Mr. Merri-
dew, '’ auswered Sir Matthow.

**Aud now, papi,” s=aid Sylvin,
sgivo mo the maharajnh’s rubies.'

“A moment,’ said Sir Matthew
**Thero was a8 matter of £5,000.*

““Wo cannot,*’ said my father, *‘go
bohind tho vordict of the jury.'

Sir Matthow turned away and took a
stop townrd the door.

“But,** my father added, I will set-
tiv twico the amount on my dnughter-
in-law.*’

**Wo will say no more about it,”
agreed Sir Matthew, turning buck to
the toble.

So tho matter xested, and befaro Jong
I saw tho maharajah’s rubics round
Sylvin's neck, but ay 1 sit opporito tho
rubies and under Uncle John's portrait
I wouder very much what the truo story
was  Unuclo Johr was very fond of o
joke. \Was tho letter the truth, or was
it writte: in thoe hope of protecting
himeelf in cuso his hiding place was by
some unlikely chanco discovered, orwat
it to save tho feelings of his descendants,
or was it to aunoy Sir Georgo Marston’s
doscondants? 1 cannot answer theso
quegtioni. Ad tho vicar says, thero is no
Teauon to supp. se that Uncle Jubn stolo
tho rubicy, yet any gentleman may well®
supposo that ho stale the rubivs. Uncle
Jobu smiles placidly down on mo, with
his glass of port hetween his fingers, aml
doos not solve tho puzzle. Ho was an
uncounnon man, Cuele John!

T any rate, the vicar wuas very tunch
ploased with himself,
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The Selkirk Grace.

T was a impanpta on bemg asked
to say grace at dinner while ona v to

the l'..lll of Nelkivk

s atie hae mieal, amed cantn o\,
Al sene vk cat that wanl o
But we hae meat, and we s aneat, -
Aned sae the Lapt b thankt -~
[HEAY ]

Wiars slustange, use o shghtly g

"cloth, for this will gather up aand hold the
Cdust far better than a dry duster,

Thix
plan, however, should ot e folleved m

“the case of black polished furniture, ns

the damp cloth frequently gives at a
smeared appearanee,

_”



