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Tt was bitterly cold. Gladys Ken-
net shivered ‘ the damp of the eariy
morning as sh. paced up and Cown
the empty street. A white mist lay
over London. Urer it the houses
were for the most part silent stiil,
with close-shut doors and windows.

But some of them were beginning
to stir. MU men’s carts were busy
rattling up and down the streets now
and workmen were hurrying to catch
trains and tramag, Life was coin-
mencing again after the sleep ol the
night, and presently the great wide
doors of the prison would open to let
out into lirn again some who had
been almost us geod as dead.

Gladys stopped and peered down
the courtsard. A little, strange-
looking group was beginning to col-
lect—ragged women they were for the
most part, all shivering in the demp
cold of the (morning—women very dil-
derent to her, even though she a3
plainly  dressed—women to whom
there was nothiny strange in waiting
outside prison doors!

Something that was more than the
mist struck her with a cold crill.
She was liks them—like these wreich-
ed women who wailted! She too was
waiting for a criminal to come ont-—
sho too—Gladys Kennet, of Grange-
lands Court, waiting Jjust as thesy
were!

She was plainly dressed, yet her
navy-blue ¢3at and her red hat bore
an unmistakablp impress.

She walked slowly up the sfreel
and then back. When she reached the
gates again the little crowd seemed
larger. She would not be a coward!
Sho would not shrink now! The time
was over: sho had come thus far;
she had waited in silence and

patience for this morning, and now
she must be true and brave!

The doors were thrown ogen sud-
denly and a small crowd of men
came out. straggling in ones and

twos and threes—men with hang-doz
airs, with bent heads, or elss with
bold faces and defiant eyes, and head
carried high.

There was a rush towards them.
Gladys hung back for just a moment
and then she too darted forward.

One hasl come out very difierenlly
to the rest. He stood against the
gateway for a moment looking out
with strange, dezed eyes at a world
ho seemed scarcely to recognise. Ile
passed his hand across hig fzce and
looked again, and at that moment
Gladys waught his arm.

He looked down with a great start
of surprise. '

f“Gladys—you!"’

Tler breath was choking in her
throat. !
““Oh, Eric! Oh, thank IHeaven,

Erie—al last!”

e looked down at her hungrily for
a moment, and then, as if realizing
where and what he was, he began Lo
unloosen her fingers from his arm.

“What brings you here?’’ he asked.
“You ought not to have come—you
ought never to have come. 1t ounly
makes things worse—"'

tiTorie—Iric, don't say those things
to me,’’ she eried. “'Oh, my dearest,
you knew I should wait—L toid you
s0—I Zeld them all so, and 1 do not
mean to desert you now. Anitd you
can't tesert mo after I have waited
so, Lric!”’

She had forgotten everything but
him. She was looking up wiidly
into his white, changed face and her
heart was beating for him just as it
had Theaten nearly three years ago
before they had taken him away. The
little crowd had dispersed. They
werg out in the broad road, walking
down slewly towards the noisy thor-
oughfare and the open shops.

“Iorie, you could not Lelieve I
should ever let you go?”’ she was
saying. . “‘Oh, you know I believed
you innocent, and always shall.’’

“Yes—oh, my darling, I was found
guilty, and it doesn’'t matter irhat
anybody believes now. I have been
praished. I have done my tihree
years just as if I had been guilty.
Oh, Gladys, they called me guiity,
and what does it matter even what
you belicve now? They have brand-
gd me—shut me up with thieves and
erimainals. Oh, Gladys, nothing mat-
ters but that.”

She tightened her
arn.

“Jt does matter,”
coW  voice, “Toric, dear, it matters
evervthing. I believe you innocent; 1
know 3jou never committed the forg-
ery, and I am going to marry voul.'~

He startoed,

Hialadys

Her small face was white and sat.

<] Lknow what it will me¢en, dear,”’
ghe said; “‘but I am prepacad. You
know I have some moncy that my
mother left me. It will be enough
for us Lo start in business with
somewhere, and uncle can do what e
likes. IHe was cruel to you—oh, he
wvas horribly hard on us both, and
I am going to marry youw—at once,
Tric, darling.”

e stood still in the middie of the
road and looked down at her.

“Rut—'" he stammered, ‘I thought
—Sydney said—that you and he—""'

3he stamped her foot.

«iTt is not true—it is not true,” she
ericd, passionutely. ““T would not
marry him to save my life. L wouldy
not marry him for a fortune.”

“PBut, (iladys, it would be better.
¥9 is gettling on. Your uncle thinks
#no world of him. e is his right
Sand, and I—"
don't—don'tY

fingers on his

she said, in a
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been dinned into my ears for three
yvears, and it has made no dillerence.
I can’'t marry Sydney. Uncle has
bribed me with everything he can
think of. He is going to make him
a partner and goodness knows what
else. But it is you I love—you 1
love, and you I am going L0 marry
—and soon, ‘Eric, dear.'”
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The great business house of Sir
wWilliam IXennet and Co. was hum-
ming like a hive. The morning was
in full swing, Clerks were rushing to
and iro, bells ringing, lilts rattling
up and down. In the outer offices an
army of clerks was hard at worlk.
Sip William himseif was in the thick
of business, and amongst all those
fiva or six hundred pecple only one
men sat inert and listless.

IHo was a young man with a dark,
keen face, that just now Jooked
drawn and baggard. Ie was hend-
ing over his desk, doing nothing ex-
cept stare at a sheet of note-paper
which he held in his hand. Round
him, on ever side, were letters walt-
ing to be atfended to. Twice a clerk
had come to Lim with nete-book and
pencil, and twice Sydney Deversux
had sent him away to wait.

ta could not dictate letiters yet.
Yo could do nothing. IIe wanted to
thinlk.

e starved at the paper and
ihe words over againi—

Ioric Chesterton was releaszd this
morning. Was met by a pretly girl
in navy-blae clothes and red hat.
They drove away togelher in a han-
som."’

Sydney’'s brows contractzd. A very
ugly look darkened his rather hand-
some face.

“RBah! If he is .out, what then?
And the girl—it could not have been
(Gladys—it could not have Leen.'’

e got up hsstily and. crossing the
room, opened a door which led into
Sir William’s private room. Sir Wil-
liam was alons, and looked up sharp-
ly as Syduey came in.

‘“Ah, Sydney!': he
thing urgent?’’

Sydney heaitated.

«T think I must have left a memor-
andum behind in your safe at Yyour
house last night,”” he said, a little
huskily, at last. ‘I had belter go
and get it before I do anytking else,
for, you remember, there is a meet-
ing at twelve.”

“To he sure.’” Sir Williamn puiled
his keys from his pocket. ““You are
sure you put it back in my sale?’’ lic
asked. ‘“Well, it ought to teach us
not to do business out oi ofiice hours
my boy. Cladys is always grumbling
at me about it— says I ought not to
oo into accounts with my deasert,
and insists on sitting with »ae ‘waile
I eat my nuts, just to see 1 den’'t de
it. When sh: is your wile, Sydney,
yvou must let her keep that up. It's
a bad thing to carry business home.
Well, go and get the paper.”

He handed the keys to Sydney,
who turned and crossed the room
slowly .

“By the way, Sydney,’” Sir Wil-
lieam said, suddenly, ‘‘you’ll see
Gladys, no doubt. Tell her to ex-
pect you to dinner to-night. I1I you
can come I'll take semeonce home
with me to make a fourth, and then
—then, perbaps, Sydney, my boy,
yvou and she can settle Lkings. L
want you married. Speak to her and
arrange it to-night. She knows my
wiskes, and you ought to Lave no
difficulty now.'r

Sydney’s throat was dry.

“Did you know,”” he asked, abrupt-
ly, “that FEric Chesterton was to
come out this morning?’’

Sir William looked up with a little
start.

“Why, no,’
sure of 1t?"’

Sydney nodded, and Sir Willlam
sank back in his seat with a frown
between  his Lrows, which clearced
quickly after a minute.

“Well, she wen't e such a fool as
to think of that fellow now,”’ he
said, sharply. ““She must have had
her lesson, and I was emphatic
enough. A forger! Good heavens,
Sydney, I can’t understand women.
Tow could she make excuses and
sticlkk to a man who had sullied his
honor as Itric Chesterton had done?
Why do women stick to blackguards
as they do, Sydney? 1 can't under-
stand them. I'd give LEric twenty
years if I could, just as I'd give
twenty years o any man who stole
in the shameful way he did.”

“Rut’’—Sydncy's voice came strain-
ed and husky—‘but who knows what
tomptation he may have hLad?'’ he
said. . |
“IIah!”’ broke in Sir William. “I've
heard vou say that before, but temp-
tation is no excuse for a man. It is
no excuse for ithieving as Cheslerton
did. Gladys calls me hard, but of all
sins a man can commit forgery is to
me least worthy of forgiveness. It is
the coldest-hlooded of crimes. A inan
may do somelhing desperate in o
moment of passion—something for
vhich he may not be quite responsi-
ble—but in order to forge he has to
cit down and think and plan and
wait. It is o deliberate, cold-blood-
ed, crime, and how anyonc could for-
give it I don't understand, and
Gladys least of all. She believed him
innacent, of course; but speak to her
agnin to-night. THer obstinacy is be-
ginning Lo try my temper, and I'll
guarantee that she says ‘yes’ to you
when you ask her to become your
wife.”’

Tis mind was made up about Tric
Cliesterton, - who had forged hig name
to a cheque three years ago; and
about Sydney Devereux, who, he was
cohvinced, was the best husband pos-
sible for his niece Gladys. That she
aidl not fall in love to his order and
throw up the thief and forger, Eric
Chesterton, was so astonishing that
all his mind and will were bent on

read

said. CANY-

he cried. “Are you

 securing his wish., He resolved

spare nothing to make her yield. It
was the first time that anyone had
opposed him for years, and it roused
all his fierce determination.
should marry Sydney Devercux or
suffer for it.

At the door Sydney looked back
‘or an instant and then slowly went
out—back to kis own ofiice.
a bell, gave some orders as to what
was to be done during his absence,
and then, slipping into. an overcoat,
went out into the yard behind the
great building where Sir
motor stood.
where to be
round, and then
the car.
could not stay—could not wait.

Sydney shot out into the
street.
morning was in full swing by

seen. Syidney looked
suddenly got into

business life.

Sydney ran away
down from the city, through the
crowded streets, out into the open.

the park, greea and bright lay on his
right.
remembering in @A gueerr way
morning rides he had
Gladys during the past two or three
veers. HHe had done wonderful things
‘n that time. IHis luck had been fab-
uloug. fie had got on by tremendous
insignificant nobody inio Sir
liam’s personal iriend.

His ear turned the corner of Queens
(Gate sharply and ran down the wide
atroet. He drew up before Sir
liam's house and got down. ‘ihe man
who opened the door knew him wll
enough, and Sydney ran .

ack Miss Gladys if she wiil sce
me for o few minules before L' ogn,
he said, as he turned into the liki-
ary. ‘I shall not be long here.”’

“Iigs Gladys is out, sir,”’ said the
man.

Sydney turned sharply. MTis fece
orew a .ilile grey, and the words on
the gheet of note-paper in his pockek
erew auddenly clear before his eyes.

“Met by a girl in navy-blue—""

“‘Do you know where she is?’’" he
asked, sharply.

The man shook his hend.

“She left no message,”’ he said.

««And when did she go oul?' Syd-
may aszed, huskily.

cTant I can’'t say, sir.
breakfast, I think, sir.”

Sydney turned away. In the libra-
ary Dbefore him he fumbled fer a
minute with Sir William’'s keys. What
need to wo through the farce of ex-
emining the safe? There was noth-
ing there he wanted.

The butler met him in the hall.

“Any message for DMiss Gladys,
gir?'’ he asked.

Sydney shock his head. “No,”" he
said.

Pelore
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Once more his hand was on the
wheel of the car, and once more it
was thraobbing under him. At tho
top of the roa¢ he turned into Eens-
ington Gardens and shol forward be-
tween lines of smooth green grass.

IIs sat staring straight ahead. He
shot past the Albert Memorial, out
through the gates, across the road,
aml into the park.

The gardens had been full, but the
rogd sesmed empty now. The - leag
line of Rotten Row was deserted. On
his left the Serpentine lay like a
broad streak of silver between the
trees. He slackencd speed a lillle,
and crawled along the road trying to
steady his thoughts and the beal of
his heart. Why was there that un-
comfortable fceling upon him—that
queer, cold fear that had nearly un-
done three yeurs ago?

He looked round at the great park.
There was no one in sight that.morn-
ing. His car approached the corner,
and there suddenly a small splash of
color agninst the brown of the road
caught hls c¢ye.

On a chair under the irees was a
girl with a red hat!

The car shot forward sharply under
his nervous grasp and then slowed
down again. Ilis hard grey cyes
ciared bplindly at the girl under the
trees, and then his heart gave a
throb.

IIe¢ might have known. Ie might
have understood the meaning of the

cold fear that wag upon him if he

She |

William’s |

The chaulleur was no-;

He looked, towards it dully, | _
the ' eyes beamed upon kim.

strides, and had risen from being an |
Wil- |

Wil=- |

t.:-]l}mcl not beenn a fool.

He rang |

| eried.

' gho cried,
He would drive himseli. Ilecome

open |
It was thick with traflic. The ! The last
now. | his face,
and the city was full—throbbing with tthe

Hyde Parlk Corner ran past him, and | William

|
i
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had with | —Heaven help him!
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Aowards it.

He might haVve
known after all those Yyears that
tiadys was loyal and faithful and
true to the man she loved.

And she was with him now! The
socond figure under the trees grew
suddenly clear to him. They were

looking into each other's faces; both
were alight, both were blind to every-
thing and everyone clse.

But suddenly Gladys caught sight
him and sprang to her icet.

¢ ric—Tric—here is Sydney!’’ she
¢T,ot us tell him now.”

She ran out waving her hand. Syd-
ney stopped the car mechanically.

HSydney—Sydney, here is Iiric
L1 eathlessly. ““ITIe has
Come and sgpeak to

T:"I‘

home.
him."’

Tor a moment Sydney struggled.
drop of blood died from
Speak to him—to the thief,
forger, the man who had just

finished “‘sorving time'’—how could

from it all—  he speak to him?

Tis attitude was strange for an
honest, worthy, upright man, as Sir
had called him. G uilt,
shame, and bitter hatred drew his
face into herd lines. Gladys's happy
If she knew
If she could sce

into his heart, what would her cyes

'1eck like then?

His shaking hand turned the driv-
iwg-wheel. The car shot forward
gharply. Ie pulled the soeed-lever,
sounded the horn, and dashed abrupt.
ly away up the road out -into -the
wide, open space about Eyde Park
Corner.

What happened there he did not
krow. 'The traflic was busy:; cabs
and carrieges, 'buses, Wagons rolled
past him, but he saw none of them.
There was a confusad neise in his
ears, but above all he heard Gledys’'s
clear voice, with the glad sovnd in
it, *Lric hag como home,’”’ and he
apw nolhing—nothing but her bright,
Lappy eyes beneath her red hat.

The warning shout he did notl hear.
The running policemen he did not
sca. The brosd gateway seemed to
heve vanished into air as he dashed
Jivde Park Corner scem-
el ern],it;-,r—-empt,y—-d:mlatc as  Lis
evwn life.

Yia turned the lever sharply. The
car, like a living thing, sprang for-
ward. As 1t dashed Into the stone-
work he threw up his hands with a

cry.
i e a4 W ¥ W

¢ An hour at most,’” said the doc-
tor. “He cannct live longer than
that. If there is anyone he " ought
to sce they should be fetched at
once."’

(iladys put up her hand to her
shaking lips and then turned to Eric
swho stood beside her. 'They lhad seen
the car dash forward and had fellow-
ed it: and it was Ioric who went new
and fetched *Sir William—Eric the
forger!

Sydney lay very still. The hard,
keen lool had gone from his face. Ile
had forgotten Gladys and the happi-
ness in her  eyes; but suddenly it
camao hack. She was sitting beside
him—there, close to him, and shi Was
crying.

iie stared at her and then all re-
membrance came back. His iace
changed abruptly. He drew a pain-
ful breath and tried to turn.

At the same instant Sir William
Kennet came in, Sydney was looking
at Gladys,

“Torgive—il you can,’”’ he seid, in
a feckle voice. I loved youl so0—
from tha very Grst; and I hated Eric
because of you—that was why I plan-
ned his ruin—why I forged the
cheque.”’

¢yVou!"” The word came like a cory
from Gladys's and Sir William's
lips.

“vou!' Sir Willlam repeated. ““The
son of my old friend!” :

The dying man did not move.

«That was why,”” ke went on,
slowly. ““I put it in Toric’'s desk—
the cheque—where it would be found—
it got him out of the way—it got
him out of the way—but it was no
egood—sho did not care—yolu, I mean,
did not care—I might have knewn—
ah, Gladys, forgive!”’

Sho rose to her feet. Forgive? Icr-
give the shame and disgrace? Eric’s
bitter pain? I'orgive the deed that
had branded him a forger and a
thiei? How could she?

She turned away. The face of Eric
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on tho other side of the room met her
eyes. She went Up to him and put
out her hands with a sob.

Eric’'s whisper was heard only by
her. . :

«We must forgive him—he is dy-
ing,’* he said.

* k2 L ] * #*

A day or two later on every ‘wall
in Sir William Kennet's business
house was posted the following an-
nouncement:— :

#Qjpr William XKennet, having 7re-
coived proofs of the innocence .-:::-f
Tric Chesterton of the forgery with
which he was charged, has decided to
appoint him wanager in place of
the late Sydney Devercux, which pos-
ition ho would have cceupied had 1t
not been for this most unfortunate
mistake. Sir William fec!s that the
regrets and congratulations of the
whole house will be witl Alr. Chester-
ton on his return.’”’ .

And when Sir William drove up 1n
hiz motor-car with Fric at his side,
tho five or six hundred employes were
crowding doors and passages to wel-
come him.

Both Iric and Sir William were a
little white when they reached {heir
rooms, and Sir William held out his
hand. .

“Now for a fresh stort,”” he said.—
T,ondon Tit-Bits.
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3 A
Interesting CrossiP Albout Some
Prominent People.
of France, Was
for music, o

has composed gevernl oratorios, antl
excellent periormer on the

Tresident T.oubet,

is an
piano.

An carly incident 5
ley's career Yras characteristic of
(he spivit of the man. At },he th_tfl
of 1254, 1n recognition of his servic-
in the Crimean War, he wWas go-
When it was  dlss
covoered, however, {hat Wolseley WE!:H
little mors than {wenty-onec }fe:_;uu
old, the capisincy WaS car.me‘lh::d.ﬁ.‘hut
{he young MR protested sO vigor-
‘ vinst this injustico that the

ously afg®l
concellation jitself was cancelled and

the captaincy restored.

The IEmpress TSugenie 15 dﬂu_::tc:&ﬂ to
flowers and personally suptrm-tﬁndi
her garden, hoth at Farnporough &
the Villa Cyrnos, her houst ne+u|.;r
Cap DMartin, which 18 fa:n*tcd i{;}t‘ its
1roSes. Armed with a pair of 5_;13—
gors, her hands I:ratnctad :r.-j.r gardean
Empress busies herself

in Lord Wolse-

es :
zottad caplaln.

egloves, Lhe

'about her rose {rees, pruning unde-

and getting rid of
'y jest is
withered leaves. Her Majesty
very peopular im the meighhorhood of
T'arnborough, where her great kind-
noss hes sadearod her Lo everyonRe.
Horr Wilhelm Backhaus, the yvoung

: janist, kas wWoll the Rubin-
S i Qo0 fr., founded to

sirable shoots

The competition took place
there wera thirty-six
compélitors from all parts ‘-'-'-'Li
Furope.  Yihen Declhaus ilﬂl.;':'f‘.
playing tho lluhilst‘;mn C‘ru}mel LO
hoth orchestl'a and listemers—iu e~
{iance of the traditions of guch com-
—hurst inte a tumult of ap-
plause. s is just over tw_cn_ﬁ;y-nn&
__f{ive years ®elow the age limit for
the Rubiastein prize.

The Xaiser puls in tyrelve hours of
work a day; He kmows gemelhing
ahout enginsering and electricity; he
cen paint a picture snd make & car-
icature: he can coolk as well us ocat;
he leads in prayer and cenducts a
choir: he changes his dresg Lwelve
times a day and has £500,000 worth
of clothes; he bears a huedrad titles
and is an Admiral in three of Lhe
biggest navies; he doees a hundred
ditferent things and does each one
nearly as well as does the expert In
that particular line—certainly _ @
Iioyal Jack of all trades.

The yoeung Crown Princess of Ger-
many is rapidly Lecoming ihe leader
of fashion in Ierlin. She has sel &
new custom, which 18 gecoming ex-
{remely popular. While walking she
almost invariably carries a dainty,
rather long, walking-stick with &
gold top and ornamented with &
gilken hew. Her Itoyel Highness has
a large collection of sticks, from
which she is able to g=lact one Lo
suil, any costume that she may bhe
wearing. One very handsemes mMauve
colored glick 18 finisherd e at
the top with a flat erystal button,
and hears her initials in rubkies,

A pood story concerning the King
of the Beigians is told by a French
contemporary., A few years QO
King Leopold noticed at an art ex-
hibition a small painting represent-
ing o llock of sheep in a field at sun-
cot time. When the King expressed
a wish to buy the picture anl ashked
the price, the artist put on a guile-
less  look and G

world.”
11 I}E.'I'.‘iﬁ, and

cqidi—— Supposing
your Majesly paid for my sheep ot
the putcher’s value, 50 fir. apicea?’’
The King glanced at the cvanvas,
mut tored, “Ten or {welve sheep . . .
for HCO fr. to GOCIr. . . . not too
mueh for the picture,” and the har-
gain was concluded. Three dava
1mter the painter took his canvasd
to the castle ot Lacken. When the
couniing of the sheep began the arti-
jet, pointea 10 & number of whi'e
dols in the background, and said,
eravely, «Pon't forget these, 'Lhere
ars at least a thousand.”” ““Butl jisn't
that iusl dust?’” King Leopold asked
anxiously. HNO, 1hiose aro
sheep.’””  “‘On your worid of honor?’
“On my word of honor.”! And thus
the King of the Delgians, whose
leaning towards strict @atdny is
well known, paid 50,000 . Jor A
painting which would have heen well

Y
- o

paid for by 15,000 i
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