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Be was set free one March morning,
with the marks of seven years' penal
servitude upon him—marks he would
beas” througn life. e sef out imme-
diately for home—for the town which

bad been the scene cf his unmerited X

disgrace. His parents would naever
leave the place, hateful as it had be-
come to them, lest by doimg so they

should seem to imply that they had*
anything to be ashamed of, which; And the feeble voice was llke & was a terrible face to see with its Aw-

they did not feel, and would not allow
others to think.

Dear, loyal hearts: Did the town,‘

still ring, he wondered, with the story

of James Wayburn, the banker head;
clerk, who had forged the name of oue

of bis master's rich customers for a
large sum and then boltead for the
Contirent with his booty? He thought,

of that fatal trip abroad—the outcome :couse, asked his parents for news Ofjitude, which he did not even heir.

of 2 young man's natural longing to,
eee something of the world; how he
had asved for months and months with
a vlew of it, and then, his health sud-
denly failing him, had resigned his po-
siticn at the bank and set off on the
holiday he had so long promised him-
self, hkis blosd tnglng under thg an-
ticipated delight of wandering where-
ever fancy led him. Oh, that he had
remained at home and kept his clerk-
ship at the bank! The whole catastro-
phe might have been averted. As it
was, he was suspected and brought
back; the circumstantial evidence
proved astoundingly strong against
him, and a terrible miscarriage of jus-
tice took place—he was sentenced to
seven years' penal servitude.

Except his parents, no one believed
in his innocence. Even the girl he
loved and boped one day to make his
wife, doubted him. His pareants
thought it best to break this to him
in the early days of his disgrace. Ma-
rian—to whom he had given his
heart's warmest love! He thought of
the agony he had endured when this
bitterest drop of all was gently and
compassionately added to his cup of
misery, and wondered whether bhe
could ever suffer like that again.

Well, he was free once more, hut
his good name was gone! Oh, the
dorrible, horrible injustice of it!

The loving home reception he re-
ceived made him forget for a time
thut he was an outcast. His parents
held him to their hearts and wept over
him; and when he had been refreshed
by some weeks of homp care, his
father—now in affiuence, for business
bhad made vast strides during the seven
years—sent him away to finish that
interrupted trip abroad. Whiist stay-
ing at an inn in Switzerland, he was
attracted by & young man who formed
one of a party also staying at the fon,
An unmistakable cloud enveloped this
young fellow, although he tried to
throw it off, and eagerly joined iny all
the exploits of his companions. Jim
Wayburn was unhappy himself, and
this bond of sympathy drew them to-
gether. One morning, while chatting
together before the door of the ina,
they exchanged cards. The instant the

ger's eyes fell on the nams,
“James K. Wayburn,” a terrible
change showed itself in his face and
manner. He turned ghastly pale, and

an unexpected blow haad “been: dealt to
him. SRy

“You appear to know me by namse”
said Jim, coldly. “I did the wrong to
ancourage your advances. I beg your
pardon.”

“Why—why doa't you change §t?”
stammered the other.

“My name. 1 am not ashamed of it
1 am waiting for Nemesis to overtake
the man whovmade me a conviet who

bad committed no crime.” And with
that he turned and left him.
. Thai evening the young man was|
brought back to the inn in a dying
condition. He had met with an accl-
dent while exploring. Medical aild “was
immediately summoned, but nothing
could be done for him. He earnestly
begged that he might be furnished
with writing materials and then 1left
alone until he rang. His friends
Ppropped him wup in bed, laid his desk
open before him and then retired. In
Iess than an hour's timhe his bell was
heard. He requested that a aotary
public be sent to him &t once. When
this official was at length ushered into
the room and left alone with his client
the injured men was sinking fast
Some freshly written sheets lay on the
detk before him. He gathered them
up angd pinned them neatly together,

“This is a confession,’ *he said,
faintly, as he let his hand fall feebly
on the manscript and looked at the
notary with the awful, impressave
stare of the dying, "which I wish o
sign and swear to before you in your

It was soon settled.
“And now,” sald the dylng man, s
the notary gently relieved him of the

jwaier and & sponge. Jim tooR up
iihe sponge and tenderly wiped the
’molstme {rom the suffering face, and
skifleily made the dying man more
confortable en the pillows.

‘l weas grieved to hear you had met
with @n accident,’ *be said, in a quiet,
soothing tone. “What can I do fer
you?'* .

‘Nothing.” |

“And Yet you sent for me,’ ‘he gent-
1y wrged,

‘Te give yon this.”

Jiz"s heart gave a bound as the
muuscript was held out to him, his
juivering lips just managed 6 utier
e words—

e a6 se0m fi.trep rom stn. 1 have &
@ . A g * x_t&
Has any one else this? gm look to Heaver for aid. May &

“No he md with painful 310!"‘ pour Son tha in  the
ness, and 85 he spoke & dealy chill [y grief and ‘éﬁ&. ¥ r«:%m@%n&

you should be the first I would brimx iy, ads of ¥e :
proofs of my innocence to” " lnd 008 wrihef,mtgium 0 @‘
T‘;"“e was silence for & few mO-ipon nim, there wil be Hone mors
ments, . earifelt than those of hier whg., :
’i""“ will spare us, Jim? will be a convicts wite.:: - -
cr??d man ever hesr & more piteims “YQ}“" ;y xoTrOW, nﬁmmg
He rested his elhows on the table, ce
and let his face fall into his hands
A sudden sickfiess and faintness mak
possession of him.

gasped. test me and my belplise baliess . m

came over him. - “I vowed In DIEOW ieem him above all men, and amongukliaee :

e e

“What is 1t

At length he raised his head. ¥t

rumpet In his ears when it gasped— lfo] pallor, its glowing, agonising oyes

Alnwst with its last breath— nd drawn mouth; but as she met his
“Nem.sis at last!” glance, the woman knew instinctiveky

jthat she had conguered, and she &a-

imired and loved him in his hramih-
The paper once reag, Jim lost no gpair.

Jdme in settlng out for England.| *Yes” he gasped, “I will spare yuu.
Struige 10 say, he did not first twn Could any man do more?”

;ais steps towards home. He had, of| She poured forth & torrent of gmt-

. L L ] . - [ ]

Marann Summers—the woman whoiHis mind seemed.far away from. his
imust always reign sopreme in his surrounuingl, and his eyes wanderad
heart; whom he had loved far too|rom her face and were gazing dreame
well-—and he had learned that she and )y through the window inio the blﬁe,
her parents were living at Dimndale, jloud-flecked vault beyond. A stupor| .
wha last heard of, now some years|was steadily creeping over him. fhe/|
ago. Dirndale was a very small town, iried to rouse him. Shé put one hand
and ber address would ne deoubt be'sn his arm, and held the confession
easlly obtained. Thither he directedjup before him in the other.
his steps. “What {8 to be done with this?’ she
The afternoon of the morning of hisjisked, ,
larrival at Dirndale found him knock-] In & pitiful, dazed way, he looked |
ing at the door of Mr. Summer's|long at the priceless document: them
modesz  dwelling. Marian  herself he took it gently from her.
opened it. She gave a gasp of aston~| “I will—-" he walted so long with
ishment as her eyes feil on the visitor, [the anfinjshed sentence on his lps nnd
and stood before him pale and trem- [hi8 eyes bent on the paper that Marian
bling. No greeting passed between ventured to timidly recall him,
themn. “Well, Jim?” she faltered,
“Marian,” he said, calmly. .“I bave| He looked up at her.
m fow words to say to you alona. | “Destroy it,” he whispered, hoarsoly,
They are important.” It was all over now. He rose sand
She mechanically ushered him into jeld out his hand.
a small sitting room, and begged him| “Good-by,” he said gently,
b seated. He looked keenly at her| She suddenly sprang up #nd
as be sat down by the little cemter foatched the paper from him,
ble, Marian was a pretty, fair-haired| “Still doubtful of me, Marian? Yom
girl of eighteen when he had last{Won't trust me yet?” o le
n her. She seated hermelf opposite| A beautiful color flooded her faces [mers
him and looked st him in silence. sott light-half proud, half tearful— ary. of St, Ma ;
“Marian,” he saild, “my love hasfhone in her upturned tyes, Bhe hela *entert‘?i d th Soc
Isurvived your cruel doubts—it has the document in her lelt hand, clostly: ili ne €300}
livel to bring you the proof of my Pressed against her heart. ary on February B‘Vit
innoemce” And he drew the manu-] “No,” she sald woftly, ss she took “‘“‘i"gmﬁ‘% ~L-e 113
scri from his pocket and laid it onis hend and put it to her lips, “I Mauro” and **No Men‘Wm !
the table between them. on’t trust you.” Fbllowin ll ﬂl& it s Eu i),
“0h, Jim!” The old famillar name| And thn: they parted. . e %ﬂ ,Lilitnl?hulon Ag
he had not uttered for seven years - izabe ema ae. Mal
came naturally to her lips. “I am so|{ He went home that night. His "{d A&cﬁx‘dde:’ Ole
lad, so glad! And so very, very sorry flathler was away on business, iim . AR
for he past. Do you forgive me,mother was surprised, though rejoleed| A vaudeville pe
Jim” And she leaned across the ta- !0 1ee him. For one evening she ind |be given April 2nd
ble tnd lald a gentle appealing hand jher darling all to herself. Bhe was(the auspices of the Confr
on bis arm, and the blua eyes were jealous even of her beloved husband’s with the well known cot
full of tears, phare In the delight of his presence; so Wllter J. Murr“y 2 ‘tggie
“Forgive me!” he sald, as he laidmuch did her heart yearn over hexis.e My Murrayh w{t
his hand on hers and looked at herslandered son. As she sat before the ns.xstanc‘ £ hi 1 J
tenlrly. “Yes. Love forgives every-icheerful hearth, her boy on a footstood R €0 upropertymm .
1ng" beside her, his head resting agaist RCY+ Fv A. Rawlinson, o sual
rier pale face flushed, and she drewlier shoulder, her heart went up in this P"’duch‘m even mo:
her haand hastily away. gratitude that he should have been 1o~ able th'ﬂ. an A
“Who did it?” she ssked, abruptly.stored to her, sound in mind and boly. [preceded it; :
“0ne of my fellow clerks, David[There was no room for regretful tutefully decotated
Kenon.” . houghts. He told hér he had & sud-lis bein
Ste  gave a violent start, andMden fmpulse to return homw, and had inyt fmfh
cluthed the table with both hands.lobeyed it. menttounmfu{
As ke looked at her blanched face a| “The change has done me all the
sudden horror stole over him. pod it can ever do, mother,” he mid
“Abstard!” she said. “Impossible!**padly. “I want to be with you now™
He pointea to the paper belween| Bhe bent and kissed him. » AVE. 2N, 1
them “You must keep up & bruve hurt. R,“'lillm
<t {9 thie-tonfesston o Bl AUy deritngsire‘aaid: Por-th ti : i
conplice,” he said, .slowly, “signed jent, you must ba content wlth‘you.. "
and.sworn-to<in the-preseuce -of oot 91& mmn’ nndyin; 102!...!:
aotay public, Read it - - T g \
She snatched up the document and ouxht thnt some dar you wm have:
devoired the cimtient& It fell frompll men's-—~in full measure, too, my|! .
her band when she had finished, andpon. The truth must come to H;Et
she lafd her head beside it. poner or later.” ,
“0h, God, have mercy upon me!*| Poor fellow! He put his arms rounc [H6Xt week will Kave
she sroaned. her and sobbed his heart out on her [line attractiofi Georgé‘
“What does this mean, Marian?”  |bosom, - ‘{moids as the composer
She raised her ghastly face; a mad| The eirly post next morning brought [Good: Old Summ vp T4
deepuir glittered I ‘her eyes. A letter to Mrs. Weyburn. The sight [Tk ske 2 Tﬂp i Y.
“l ammx—-his wife!” she =sald. of the handwriting stirred hoth their orther popular SOII&
Tt .black . cloud  enveloped - him jhearts. It was s disma morning M '
omce more like a pall. He looked at{Mrs. Wrayburn sat down befors the '
her for some moments with unseeing|glowing heart, and called Jim, to her.;
eyes, " “We will read it together,, Jim,™
“Witsx the money thut he stole,” ghe siid,
she vent on, in a strained, unnatural{ He knelt by her side and encircled Mauﬂ Edna-
vodee, ““he bought his interest in theselber with his arms. It read as follows: knnw;z s, Among
worls here, and married me! Success| “Dear Mrs. Wrayburn: This after lyore m the va
has ot attended his efforts; we havamoon your son brought me thé proof o offer ;
found It hard to cover expenses—jbis innocencewan suthenticated cone]
thats why we're sharing this houselfession of the accomplice of the cul=)
with father.” prit. The culprit is—my husband?
Jin aid not speak; he was just be- And in my first m;ulsh uﬁd baw}ldu\-
ginning to struggle out of the dar
neess that had overwhelmed him, ‘ 3
“Oh, Jim!' she moened. “God for-/my husband, my bubm. &nd mmt, gmg :md dance. :
giveme, I can not see it as I should! [aad he promised to destroy the ev=iars on the list to sing hggﬁ '
Davil has been a loving husband to [dence that gave him back his xoo& vocal « selections in mieritorioust
me, ;nd we have three little chiliren. pame, and all the innumersble bless- 'f”hmn *l)é! hino. afd: Dwnm s 7
Such mites, Jim! Only three, two aud|ing that follow in ite train. But as|S0NO%: 3 ard
omne yoar ol3!” he stood befors, heart and wpirt will o er m ’°~ ‘n-. me b 5
Al in the midst of his compas-|broken, with that priceless docurnent |the Kine :
sion for her and the awful shock of my mad words had rendered uselems, ‘plcmr‘es.
knoving she was frrevocably lost toheld mo limply in his hmd. the: divine |
him, his heart was crying out— A P
*“Thirsk of me! I am but twenty-jMn in all its giaring horror The., %;no

nine-a man of lategrity and ability— [truth—bhowever cruel it might eater ﬂ*w day
the omly child of living perents, /s always best. To shief the gailly ndﬁy, for- ¥
whoe trust and devotlon have neverjind consciously to let the- innooent woman smgér“w 1
wavaed. Think of my. ruined life! jsuffer could never really bmmg ny s

kindly requesti the landlord fo send

desk, “on your way out, will you mnk of their misery! Think of |lnnocent babes, my poor, »

Y d
‘M"‘ vl;r;'y'bnrn to me? . Thank youllthe imxocent--should sufl

When Jim came tp the room,

ol It is right that the guilty»mt band, or my, weak elf. S I
- Jthe . paper from . bi:m»hmw
Theess thoughts burned tbemaelveu noble 1o be trusted, wlth i,f.,
into him_ brotz and -pietced ;his_ heart, the knew all. “That

‘gently drew up a chalr to the
‘and st down. On & litls tabe at

"7t Bapd, thure wae & atpall basin; of: clear

oluntil the agony they occasioned was wctk advice and,
move than he couwld bewr; butigon to the-

admost
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