The

hoped to indulge in a little duck shoot-
ing ond go duwn inic a coal mine. Tha
trip to Rotorua hus been an amazing
success, and he is going to write yuu
an account of it. PBut the wportsmen.
were #0 niumerous on and after the first
that the ducks had beex frightened
away for the fime being, and the wea-
ther breaking, his holiday has been cur-
tailed by beveral days, and, I may add,
our ‘chance of eating duck that would
appear to have been the victim of an
anurchist . explosion. Hoping and be-
lieving that the shoals of letters you
prophecy will spom 811 the space allotted
to the older ocousinz, and with love tao
yourself and all the copsins, old and
young, I rewmain, your loving eousin,
HILDA., N.B--Isa’t it time we had &
letter from Cousin Alisen?

[Dear Couosin Hilda, —1 acarcely
think there has been time for Cousin
‘Alison to learn that there really in an
“Older Cousiny' Fage.” . You kmow her
motker and eister are vigiting New Zea-
land, and I have not heard where Cousin
‘Alison js staying during their abeence.
Probably with her sister, who lives in-

. land, and very likely *“&raphics” are
not {0 be had there, However, T am
pure we shall hear from ber shortly. We
have been very lucky this season, and
had a regular bag of game sent us early
in the week, and are expecting more nexé
week. I am. sorry that Lyn's holiday
had to be curtailed. You will keep him
up to the mark re hie Rotorna trip,
won't you! *“Anarchist duek” should be
a rare luxury, there would be e¢ little
of it left.—Ceousin Kate.] .

Margery Redford’s Portrait.

By Mrs. M. H. Spielmann.

{Concluded from last week.)

‘8ir John arid the family dined with the
Major the next evening, and after the
meal the admiral was uncovered.

“Bless my soult™ said Sir John, with
a little groan, when he looked at ik

“My cyes!™ exclaimed Rupert,

Lady Rediord gave a little start, and
sail nothing, : ’

“Iyn’t he a dear?” ssked Margery.

‘Nobody answered. .

“She says il’s a portrait of her,” ex-
plained the Major. "M it was, 1'd prefer
to murry a dragen®

“Now you've al} ghewn yeur approval
of my choice,” said Margery gayly. “I'll
tell you that I Yave {aken upon myself
to ask ‘Mr. Horley, the famous picture-
cleaner, of Eilis-sireet, to come here ai
nine o’clock, and you shall hear what he
egays, He's due now.” .

In a few minutes {he bell rang. The
picture doctor had arrived, carrying a
little bag. lie was shown the picture.

“Manley’'s work,” said he, at g glance,
taking off the glass and. touching the
paint with his finger-nail. “Pone about
yesterday, apparentiy. You've never got
into that fellow’s bands, sir1” he asked,
turning to Sir Jobn,

“It’s mine, Mr. Horley,” inierposed
Margery. “You've heard of my portrait
by Mr. Fleming, R.A., beirg atolen? Well,
I believe my portrait’s nnderneath—I’'m
eure it iv. Would you mind cleaning the
Admiral off ™

“You really do mean your portrait,
Margeryt” asked the Major, begianing to
gec what she meant.

“There evidently s another picture
underneath,” said Mr. Horley, getting hin
boltles of spirits of wine and turpentine.
and his bite of rag and cotton-wool out
of hia bag.

‘And he snt down to work.

“1t must be a very weak molution,” he
explained, “for ‘the picture underneuth
js rather mew, too; and we don’t want to
take all of it off.™

Me proceeded to rub alownly at a comer,
and to the murprise of them alt, of Mar-
gery most of all, as the bright blue sky
behind the officer disappeared, & greem
pateh of & tree branch came into view.
Margery wtared. She looked blank, an
the new development proceeded; and
when a large landscape was disoloned, sha
had to micet the laughing, chafiing Jook of
the Major, whe gased from her to tha
Iandaeape and back aguin from the Jand-
acape to her. .

"Not n bit like yon.” he naid.

*Also Manley's work,” pronounced Mr,

Woeekly Graphic and New Zealand ‘Mail “for May 13, 1908

Horley, “That fellow forgea Comstable
pretty well—‘imitates” we usually say.
And he's varnivhed it, too; very artful.
That's to allow him to take the paint
off, 'an I've dome, without hurting the
picture underneath. ¥t wasn't much to
cover up either,” he went om, packing up
his bagagnin, and wiping his sticky fingers
on one of hia rags; “but there’s always
& sale for Constable, enpecially when it's
supposed 10 be a wmewly discovered pic-
ture. He had that idea in his head you
may be sure. CGood-eveming. -I'm always
&t your gervice if you want me again.”

“I think 1 may,” replied Margery, add-
ing wistfully, “but—but isn't there an-
other picture under the landscape, don't
you thiok?” -

“No,” replicd Me, Horley, after 4 care-

- ful serutiny; “ne, there's nothing under

the paint but the eanvas. Good even-
ing ™

“Good evening,” returned Margery. S8he
was trymmg to put & good face on the
matter; but she was evidently greatly
puzzled as she examinéd clesely her mew
acquisition, : -

Returning te Heatherfieldls with her
parents amd the Major the following day,
taking the picture with them--—as phe
#aid she wanted teo think it over—she de-
termined to get at the bottom of the
mystery of Dlick and his eoncertina. Ho
she vigited the Wells's aud asked if
Dick was in.

“I'1 fetch him down, misa, if lLe's
there,” said old Mrs, Wells, “for I'm not

" gure”

*No, no; don't, please, with your theu-
matism), You never go upstairs—I']l just
run up and give my mensage,”  And
without waiting for the half-hearted pro-
teat of ihe ofd laudy, who was certainly
rather atiff in the back, she ran lightly
from the room and up the stairs. Sle
knocked. Thers was no answer, sc she
opened the door and peeped in. There
war noboedy there; so after 2 moment she
tripped downatairs again. -

“I'll send on word,” she said; “he's
not m.”

And as she wished Mrs, Wells good
evening and started on her way home, a
heightened colour illumined her pretty
features. Ele quickened her pazee, and
85 soon s she got home, wrote te Dick
requesting him to call on the following
evening. B

“Father will be home at that time,” she
paid to herself,

The rext day Dick came, and was
much surprised on being told that it was

- Miss Redford and not Elizabeth whom
he was to see. So he entered the room
and confronted Sir John and bis daugh-
ter. As Margery glanced at him she fell
ashamed of her suspicion, especially when
she saw his eyen wander to the picture
on the chair and show not the shightest
concern. .

“Dick’ she said, “1 want to &8k you a
question-or two. It may help us—about
my. stolen picture, you knew.”

Dick looked sywmpathetic st the men-
tion of the loss. “Anything I can do to
help, V'm sure I should be very glad, Miss
Redford. 1 was very distressed to hear
of the loss—very atressed.”

“You play the concertina very well,
Diek.” she sabd.

“filad you think so, miss,” replied Dick,
evidently gratified; “it's what you might
call an expressive instrument. That is to
say, if you-ve got the hands, and got the
soul.”

“Yes. But how do you manage to play
it at the village” she went oa, slowly,
“when—when you are here, at the
Mnanor ¥’

“I—J don’t understand what you
mean. Mivs Redford. “And be turnced a
aturiled look fram her to Sir Joun. In-
stantly, sire felt herself on firm ground.
Sir John locked at hie daughter and
#ltowly nodded him head,

“Yes, you do, Dick. Who is playing
¥our conceriina im your room when you
are out” -

The white face of the young man
brought no pity into Margery's, which
for omee wan hardened,

-*No ont’y ever played il unlean I'm in.
Grandmother sayn that’s how she always
knows if I'm there™ )

8o i the sound of your concertina
im heard there, it -in slwaysy you whe
plays itt" -

“Alwayw, Misa Rediord.”

“In thut your st word?” -

Dirk waited msecond or two, and
then peplied jerkily, “Of course.”

“Then 1 must tedl you, that ils sot
only you, but your big phonagraph as
well, thal gives oul pour congertios
musit aod own_voice, too. You
have even Brem to the housg here while
your phorograph was playing in your
roum; and deceiving your grandmolher

o P

© oproved it, Dick, more than once;

into thinking you wcere at home for
reayons best known to yourself. I've
and
last evening 1 went into your room, and
with my own eyes I saw your phone-
graph ard got a few notes out of it.”

Dick turned whiter than before, if that
were possibie. “What of it 1" he said

“This of 4t!" replied Margery. -l
wae you, Dick, who called in at Major
Grey's t0 see Elizabeth, who was waiting
there for me the foggy night we went to
the pantomime. Thek, it was -the wight
the picture was atolen. ¥hall F say
more '’

She maid that at a veniure, for in-
pruth sle had nothing more to say—at
least, pothing that could eonnect him
with the theft. But she had not aiis-
caleulated, Her shaft hit the bull's-eye
in the cenire. Dick npened his mouth to
reply, ‘but he svemed unable to speak.
At that moment the Major entered, and
locked with astenishment at the group.
Refore he had time to wutter & word,
Margery turned te him and said:—

"Edward, will you plense take that
little pair of pincers from the table? L
intended to nsk Dick, bui he doesn’t
seem sufficiently himself.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“1 want you to Lring the picture here.
And now with the pmeers pleaxe tnke
out all those izcks that mail it to the
streteher™

“What do yon want to take poor eld
Constable off his stretcher. for?”

“1’y very serious, Edward,” Please do
as 1 ask.”

“Very well: bere gors.”

11¢ went at it, first along the top,
and then down the right side. Dick, re-
lieved somewhat at the turn of events,
watclied him with unfeigned interest.
As the Mujor took hold of the freed
corner and pulled it back, he exclaimed:

“Why, theres another picture under-
neath!—Margery, Margery, it’s your por.
traitt® 7

sir John started up, and Diek satag-
gered buck, as Margery wakd guistly:

“(0{ eourse, Edward, dear, what else
did youn expect?”

TFhen she turncd te Pick, whose
wretcheduess betrayed his guilt. _

“Shall I tell you what you did—ns you
won't tell me? You decided to steal the
picture—1'm not sure why, unless it was
to get some wmoney to begin your houase-
keeping on. That’s why yon called at
Mujor Grey's, und you took it away -
der ecover of the fog.  Ism'b it true?”

Dick. lookimr shamefucedly from one to
the other, and then dropping his eyes,
hesitéled a moment, amd then nodded,
and salk: .

“Youre right, Miss Redford; if #
hadn’t been foggy 1 mighte’t have taken
it.  But ! was told Liz was waiting
there, mo I went i, aml aftéer cur chat
1 sai¢ that P see myself ont, and =o 1
had the field elear, and kuowing it was
fuggy, and that L shouldn't be seen, de-
eided me”

vAnd the phonograph was all paet of
your plan—intending  that you ecuuld
show you were in and eontit prove an
alibi, when you had planned stenling the
picture not in Londen bot from Hethes-
tichda”

“Thal's right again, Miss Hedford,”
snig ek, in a low voiee, alter a Jouy
pause. ™ Being in London, I thought it
would save me the trouble eof gettimyg it
to London. Eut the idea wasn't wine,
%ir Juhn. I was put up to it by & fiiend,
who olfered me £20 towards wy getting
married—and then he never paid we any-
thipg. Me tuid me that a porirait by
Mr Fleming could be sold for a big sum,
ami that as Miss Rediord’s pictuye badn’l
been exhibited in public yet, it wonldn't
be ilentified i1 it wnos aold as-a faney
picture up North, through a friend, who
would be on the look-out for "

*That man in Soho, with the screwed-
up eyes?” asked the Major,

=Nu, sir. A mas in Clerkenwell
what & fool Vve bwen—what a fool Fve
beent™

o out into the garden, and wait il
1 call you,” seid Sir Juhn; and Dk
did as be wan toll.

Then they arranged ihat Dick should
be dismizwed from Lie book, amd pucked
of to Australin to emahle him to win
buck Bis good mame, so that hin grawd-
purents should never know u_l his diz-
grace, and that Murgery’s wedding should
nut be under the cloud of sorrow amd
punivbiment. It wan his first oflence, and
in the future he might prove hiumuell ss
bhowest wan oncs wore; apd after all, said
®ir Juhm, he'd done it out of love for
Klisabeth, whe wight, perhapa in time
find it pornible to forgive him; and his
wrandfaiher waw ao old and valucd .re-
tainer,

Oh, -

-

“But whnt beats e sail the Major,
is haw yon dcnd ont it was 1< por-
t Murgeey. When did yon lirst konow
porilively it was the piclure§”

“From the boginning - from the tine
the men vere curying it iato the shop.”

“Oh, come nuw. NHut how?"

“Why, yYou dear old silly; you ddemt
think L veuld wit <ix weeks for my por-
trait withowt moticasg the lack of the
vanvas thut was turned towards me all
that time. with all ity peeuliae little
mark e

“Eut f you weve ¥o sure, why it
FOI eNiL L s ssLaine s closely 1

“Only to cen’ wmy belief. 1 vould
then see that the riovas on the front
wisi‘t of the same textwre or material
s the cawvex on the baek. Ho that
proved that the Jandscape wasn'l paint-
e over my porir Imt was another
picture nuiled I'hat's why 1 hnd
the pinvers ready, Edward™

Then, why the alickens
LT IHE AU

didn't you

1 was the mystery of the
eoncerting to clenr np, Th, 1 ferpot,
yon doa't know about that™

“Uo, Loth of von. inte 1he ganlen and
xhe’ll tell 3o there” addvised Sir John;
“aud send Dick to awe. inose happy
abput Margs poviiazt. 1 odow't feed 1
enn B very bad on hime Not so hard
as ke desirves”
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irr the handy form of Soap.

Szwp 1S necessary tor
e’sunsing of tha @;‘\
4, but when that (% o
s02p com-
biues the
virtuesof n
e ginser, &
atthasane
Liinnd prap e
fies nnd
wrolects
thoskinmg-
ainsy  dis-
eage itis of
faestimab.a ¥
valus.
Zan-Buly
Soip s of
such nnat-
ver, Innd-
dition Lo lis
c'cans ng nfluency it aots as a
skin garmicide and antiseptic,
apd mr2over th> ploasant ' fael,”
the =0 t, valvety (eXture and re-
Hazme:t of the skin brought
about by I35 ure is avidence ol its
won:terful  siiin-health-giving
v.riuer 1t isof the utmost impoe-
wance toallwhovalusakin beauty.
Bold Ty 3 Casieras ot Stored,

Tihe Hon. A. Hicks, J.P,
ML C, the ex-Mayor of
Baglehawk, Vic, says
that Dr. Sheldon's New
Discovery for Coughs,
Colds, and Consumption
cured him of a severe
cough and cold in & re-
markably short time.

There & satisfaction in
cleaning the Teeth with

Calvert’s

Carbolic Tooth Powder

Whather you wont the added charm
to yemr personal appesrance, of lhg
teeth sound and fa fer work,

Thai v why every year more and
mere prople towmewce and castinug
s vepuler wie.

O Chambets ame! HLarm thromehant Anetmisis.
Magr P COUBAM A Uo Manchesias, o
e i




