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Arnold Galloway was soon forgotten by
the world. A great deal of interest had
been talfen in him when he had stood his
trial on a charge of forgery, (talloway
was a member of fashionable society with
a distinguished diplomatic career to his
credit,

Those who had known him did not be-
lieve it possible for a man of his proud
position to be guilty of the despicable
crime of forgery, but their trust had re-
ceived a rude shock when he had entered

“ the dock and pleaded guilty to the charge.
- After he had received his sentence of

five years’ penal servitude he had march-
ed from the dock without & fremor, and
when he had vanished down the stairway
to the cells below he disappeared from
the memory of all who had been pleased
to call him friend—all save one! -

That single exception was a woman,
and from her memory he never vanished,
for she could not forget that one sweet
night when he had taken her into his
strong arms and her heart had beat
against his breast as he told her how
much ho loved her. '

Even in face of hig confession it was

hard for her to believe that a man like
Arnold Galloway could be guilty of a
mean fraud. Yet his open acknowledge-
ment of guilt should have shattered her
faith in him, despite the dictates of her
heart.
From the first he announced his readi-
ness to take his punishment, and so,
aiter the briefest of trials, Galloway
went to prison to pay the penalty of a
paltry crime.

Nearly five years had passed since then,
and it was now a night of celebration at
Parkmead House. The occasion was the
twenty-fourth anniversary of the birthday
of Hazel Loraine, the girl who had wept
for the man in his lonely prison, and
whose heart was still heavy with sorrow.

The ball was at its height as a figure
strangely out of keeping with the gorge-
ous spectacle within the great house crept
across the grounds in the rear of the bril-
liantly lighted building.

The figure was clad in the ragged remn-
ants of a suit that hung loosely upon his
spare form.
windows fell upon his face as he moved
stealthily and silently towards the palm
conservatory.

The face was pale and drawn, and, even
had it been seen by any of the gay throng
within the house,. few would have guessed
the indentity of its owner. For this thin
broken wreck of humanity was in strong
contrast to the Arnold Galloway who had
gone ont of the world’s ken five years
before,

He had come back a gauni.and pitiable
shadow of his former self.

He moved stealthily as he gripped in
his hand something that was in strange
contrast to the rest of him. It was a
bouquet of roses, and he held it as thouzh
it was to him the most precious thing on
eurth,

The bouquet had cost him eight shil-
lings of the last half-sovereign of the
money which had been given to him on
his discharge from prison. But he had
spent the money cheerfully enough, for
this was to be the last birthday offering
he would make to Hazel Loraine.

He bad remsmbered that it was her
birthday, and he had bought her tho
flowers which he knew she Joved best.

He meant to make his gift secretly and
steal away unseen. He was going to creep
into the conservatory when the way was
cléar and place the flowers where he knew
she would find them. A short note was
atlached to the houquet:

"My last prayer will be for your hapri-
ness.””

signed.

Reaching the conserva@¥y, he peered
cautiously in. There was nobody inside,
and the door was slightly ajar. o pushed
it open and stepped inside, crossed the
tiled flooring to the palm bhower.

It was Hazel’s favourite seat, the seat
in which she Had been sitting on that
never-to-be-forgotten night when she had
whispered back the soft words which had
told him that her heart was his,

As he reached the bower the sound of
approaching voices came ‘to him, and his
jaw tightened grimly. Bomebody was com-

————————— T T T T L DL LI L b

The light from one of the |

That was all, and the message was uvn- |

*
#*

e 34 e ofe e o e e e ok ok Kok ok k¥

ot AR AR KRR KRR R KR IR RORAOKRRRK R ROk ok

ing to ihe conservatory, and escape by
the way he had come was cut off. To
reack tho door he would have to pass
-in front of that through which the new-

thus revealing himself in all his ragged-
ness and shame.

There was only one thing to be done
e must hide until the coast was clear
again, and, knowing the place well, he
darted acrosg to a thick cluster of palms
which he knew would afford him shelter,

He had no sconer screened himself from
view than two people entered, a girl and
a man. A

The one was Hazel Loraine, and the

loway had known well hefore he had lost
his place amongst men. The pair sab
down, and a hungry, yearning lock came
into the cold grey eyes of Arncld Gal-
loway as he gazed upon the face which
had heen before him constantly in his
dreams during the past hopeless years.

Raymond Thorne leaned forward on his
seat and looked into the sad face of the
girl by his side.

“You know what I am going to say,
Hazel,”” began the man, ‘“for I have said
it to you so many times. You know, dear
it was your father’s wish and my fondest
hope that you would become my wife.
Can’t you care for me just a little,
Hazel 7”

The girl sighed hopelessly.

“I shall pever love any man again,”
she answered, ‘‘for I gave my heart years
ago to a man whom I believed to be the
best and noblest man in all the world.”

claimed Thorne. ‘‘You cannot even think
of him now without shame. Besides, he
has gone out of your life, and even if he
came back you could never forget what
he is.”

“I think of him only as he was,” re
plied the girl with a flush., “He was
both true and honest once.”

“But, Hazel, you cannot go on like
this, wasting your young life upon a mem-
ory. Besides, dear, there is your father
to consider; he wants you to take your
proper place in the world to which you
helong.” )

Hazel Loraine spoke again, and her
voice was tired and weary in its tone,

“I know that it is my father’s wish that
I should marry you, Raymond, and I am
anxious to do all I ecan to carry oub his
wishes. T will become your wife, but 1
will tell you now, as I have told you
before, that I shall never be able to blot
out from my heart the memory of the
love which I once knew.”

The man took her hand greedily and
drew her towards him. At the same
moment_the man watching from behind
the palms, weak from lack of food and
a fruitless search for work, was almost
overcome by the emotions which raged
within him. He swayed slichtly, and, in
endeavouring t0 recover himself, stumb-

led.

Thorne and the girl turned sharply at
the sound, and, realising that discovery
was now inevitable, Awmold Galloway
stepped out from his hiding-place and
stood revealed, hig drawn face twitching
convulsively. His grasp upon the bouquet
relaxed, and the roses fell to the floor ab
hig feet.

Hazel Loraine cried out at the sight of
him. e

“Arnold!” she cried hoarsely, and she
maoved impulsively towards him.

Raymond Thorne's oyes flashed danger-
ougly and he bit his lip. Then he, too,
{ advanced until he stood between the girl
aud the man from prison.

. “‘Arc you lost to all shame, (Galloway
- he demanded hotly. “Have you not
{ brought enough sorrow and disgrace upon

the methory of your perfidy?”

Something of his old spirit flashed in
the eyes of the outeast, but he checked
himself and his head drooped forward, -

“I did not intend to be seen,” he ans-
wered brokenly. “I came because I could
not help it—becanse I could not kelp re-
membering the date,”

“Arncld!” Again the girl broathed his
name.

The ex-convict, motionless ag a statue,
stood regarding her with an expression of
hopeless yearning in his oyes,

! Then with wa effart he turned gwax, and

comers were entering the conservatory,-

other Raymond Thorne, & man whom Gal- -

“And he proved himself worthless!” ex-:
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moved towards the glass door leading to |
the garden, |
*“You are right, Thorne,” he said quiet- |
ly. “I should not have come back. I
am an outcast amongst men, a branded |
criminal, not fit to mix with decent peo-
ple. I make no excuse for what has passed '

but T am sorry that I was weak enough Hospital, where I have left your bro

to come into her life again.
not be repeated, for to-night tho world
shall know of me for the last time.” |
Hazel Loraine looked up instantly, and i
there was an expression of horror and ap- [
prehension in her beautiful face.

‘““Where are you going?”

Arnold Galloway
shoulders. )

“Back io my place on the Emb’a.nk-‘.
ment,”” he answered bitterly.  “Night
after night I have sat there, trying to
pluck up courage.  To-night I do nob
think I shall find it so difficult.”

The girl cried out again and rushed to-
wards bim, but Thorne held her back. |
The next moment Gelloway was gone.

shrugged his spa.rei

I

Stunned by the happenings of the last
few minutes, Hazel Loraine was incapable
of making the effort which wag requirédi
in order to free herself from Thorne’s hold.
Indeed, her senses were reeling, and she
seemed on the point of swooning, until
the cool draught coming in through the
still open door revived her.

She pressed Raymond Thorne away from
her, and stood for a moment motionless,
tortured by her thoughts. And then her
eyes fcll upon the bouquet of roses lying
upen the ground a few feet away.
A little ery broke from her throat as she
moved suddenly towards the fowers.
But Thorne was too quick fer her, and,
anticipating her intentions, he snatched
them up, before she could reach them,

“It is not fit that you should soil your .
hands by touching the offering of a creat-
ure so debased,” he said ; and twisting the
flowers in his two hands, he flung the
broken petals to the ground.

The slim figure of Hazel Loraine
straightened to the full extent of its
beight, and her eyes flashed withering
scorn; -

“How dare you!'' she cried, in a tense
volice.

The man fell back before the bitter
contempt in her tone.

Hazel hent down, and picking up one
of the crushed blooms pressed it to her
breast. The man did not trust himsell
to speak.

The oppressive silence which followed
was broken by the girl.

“I wigh you to forget the promise which
I made to you a shart time ago, Mr
Thorne,” she said, speaking slowly, “I
told you then that I could never love you
I know now that I could mot even tol-
erate you.  Your presence is loathsome
to me, and I hope you will spare me the
pain of seeing you again.”

Without another word she turned and
left him.

She made her way back towards the
ball-room, tat reaching the great hall
leading wp to it, she came upon one of
the servants hurrying in her direction.

) “There is a policeman waiting in the
library, and he wishes to speak to you at
once, miss,”’ the manservant told her.
“The master was called to Downing street
a quarter of an hour ago, or I should
have gone to him.”

But it shall | Keith Loraine,” went on the man, |
, has had an accident, and his coniff
is very serious.”’

¢ she stammered, for she knew somj
‘What do you mean?’ she demanded. : of her brother’s wild ways, and she

} walking on crutches,

1 The doctor dees not think he will

it

turned into the library.

The police inspector, who was
the room impatiently, stopped as she
tered.

“You are Miss Loraine?’ he askel.

The girl nodded. '

“I have come from the Metropl

The girl drew a deep breath,
“Why—whiat—what has happey

half afraid to hear the truth,

“It happened an hour ago,” the g
tor informed her. “A wounder sog)
slipped and fdl

front of a cab in Piceadilly Circus T
brother saved his life, but T fé:;uiha]e{

will pay a big price for his noblo d

another hour, and the yowsgster i 4
perately anxious to see you.”

Only Hazel knew the effect of i g
her already bruised heart. But e waa)
woman, and the sorrow. which sheidh s
her brother’s possible end tempered by
pride which thrilled her at the reuon fy
“TI will come with you immefiatdy}
she said.

111,

The Thames Embankment pals i
dismal spectacle at night. Upn &
sweeping stretch built by the riw
side, a stream of homeless creatures s
ble along, looking for some kindly ung
in which to rest for the night, o
sight of the police. Some, iz ps
glance down hopelessly at the derk v
below, and a few among them sek @
the Test which they cannot find o &
This dismal promenade has been N
named ‘“‘Misery March.”

Arnold Galloway was among the ™
less ones that night, and he was ¥
the few who thought to find peat)
forgetfulness in the bosom of it "
river. . i

A few yards east of Waterw Iy
he came upon a creature even M5
spairirg than he felt. It was 2 ™igy
and she was leaning upon thel pa
gazing down upon the river % it
sullenly against the ]1’,n'1bankm°“H

Galloway knew the sign; be Ly~
despaiv had beaten her and thib 31,
moment she would fling hersell o8
the rising tide. He walked W o
and ag she turned towards I ‘:
of the street lamp fell upon he"m
still protty face. © What's the M ¥
die?” he asked her genily, f"’j v
only a youngster, and her expres
pitful in its misery.

She looked up at him and M
moved, but she did not speak: A
“The world has been h”,d b
he said kindly. It s so i 1]
you are young, and life lml[f:thg y
hope for you, however blac ¥
may seem.” [

His hand went to his P"‘L[“Z’ ,
taok from it a tero-shilling P 4
he had left in the world aﬁeir; ¢
upon his last offering £ tho g

«Will you take this 7 ho 2%
spare it, and it may
the dark hours. When YO
food which you 50 clem‘b;n
find the outlook hl'igh"ﬂ'

The girl looked at himt
money, and & 50

“Thank you, ‘Evans,” wag.all the girl

aaid; and passing down the hall she

' “You need it yourses

Iy.
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