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"CHEQUE NO. 908l

A FASCINATING ROMANCE OF A LONDON
: SUBURB.

By the Author of “ By Crooked Paths,” “Sheathed
in Velvet,” Etc.

There was nome on it—neither date nor
-“m , ltwrr-dun!
8 of horror despair I
turned back the next tally, and found i§
was, aal , the.one [ had filled in
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ace's key in the lock of the door below.

I left the sum unwritten and caught
her for a moment in my arms, holding
her close to me—almost as if I had somoe
occult premonition of what was to come,

*Remember,” I whispered, *you are
to leave ua presently.”

The next moment her brother was in
the room.

CHAPTER 1V,

Horace saw that thero was something
wrong the moment he entered. I noticed
the blood rush to his face ns his eyes
glanced from our faces to the chequo
book lying open on the table, and I was
afmid at first that he would make some

admission of his guilt before Cynthia, |

Above all things 1 wished to kecp all
knowledge of his backsliding from her,
so 1 spoke at once.

“I've overstayed my time to-night, you

sce. Cynthin has persunded me to have |

some heavy tea with you instead of get-
ting back to Clayhill to dinner,”

“I'm afraid you'll find it n bad ex-
change,” he said; “we don't keep tho
sort of table you are used to."

“Oh, I shall do well enough!” I an-
swered; and then, sceing Cynthin move
towards the door, I opened it for her to

out, and turned round with my
1k against it to speak my next words.

Horace had gone to the fire, and was

stooping with his hands held towardsthe |

warmth; but he raised his head when I
spoke, and stood with one hand holding
nervously on the mantelpiece, looking
down at the flames with profile to-
wards me.

1 have found out everything,Horace,”
1 sald.

He made no answer,
turned deathly pale.

but his face

“It would be only a waste of time to |

tell you what I think of your behavior
to Cynthia,” I went on, “because you

know, without any telling, how utterly |

contemptible it has been from beginning
t. ad. How any one having the poorest
spark of manhood in him could take
such cruel advantage of a woman's for-
bearance I8 beyond my understanding.”

*Did she tell you?" he asked sullenly,
and not ralsing his head.

It would have given me unqualified
gratification to have stalked ncross tho
room and shaken him until the breath
wis nearly out of his body; but I remem-
bered Cynthia, and kept my anger well
under control.

“She tell me?™ I cried witheringly.
“You know she did not. Now the only
question fs, What am I to do with you?
I suppose, with your usual delicacy, you
have counted on my relationa with your
sister to save you from public exposure;
but I'm not sure afterall that a period
of imprisonment would not be the very
best thing that could befall you! Atany
rato it would remove you from the influ-
enceof your present circle of acquaint-
ances.”

“Imprisonment?”’ he echoed, turning a
scared, incredulous face to me, *“You
would never dosuch a thing—you would
not darel  Besides, what have I done to
deserve it?"

“Done to deserve it! Why, banging
wonld be too good for you if every one
got his deserts, you good for nothing
scamup!” 1 whispered vehemently, trem
bling with the effort it cost mo to keep
quiet. *“Don’t mistake me, and think
I am alluding to your paltry theft from
me; it's your dastardly conduot to Cyn
thia that 1 should like to punish you for.
Tlut 1 can’t touch you for that, so I'll
take it out by punishing you for this
other matter.”

“What other matter? he asked, re-
suming his sullen contemplation of the
fire, “1don't know what you mean.”

“That's all rubbish!” I said, feeling
ashawed of myself for bullying him,
“You know well enough 1 mean thist®
I took up the book from the table and
showed him the blank tally, *“*Now wait
just two minutes, and let mo speak be-
fore you perjure yourself. This chequo
was torn out of my chequo book between
the time I left wy oflice lust night and
tho time you returned the book to me
this morning, after baving it in your
possesaion all might.  Be quiet, will you,
and let me finish! You must see for
yourself how clearly susplcion points to
you; and, if [ put the matter in the hands
of the police, you will find yourself in,
the uncomfortable position of a man un-
der police surveillance. But I'm going
to make you an offer. Give me back the
cheque—if you have not parted with it—
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or tell me to whom you have given it, |
and I will prevent its being presented |

for payment, and 5o save you the dis
grace of a bank prosecution.”

“You're uncommonly kind, Mr. Quin-
ton,” be said, with a mixture of bravado
and fear in his manner; “butl can't take
advantage of your generous offer, for I
neither have the cheque in my posses-
gion nor have 1 given it o any one; so
I'm afraid 1 shall bave to stand the dis-
grace of a bank prosecution, after all,
But, if you do put the matter into the
hands of the pollce, I think you'll live to
be sorry for it—that’s all!"

Of course this meant that my engage-
went with Cynthia would be endangered
if I prosecuted him; and yet there was
something in bis manuer that made me
wander for & mowent if it were nossibile
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sure she would look after it."
“Oh, Cynthia knew it was there?”
*Yes; sho saw me turn {8 out of m
pocket, and asked me what it was, and
told her all aboutit. It was through
hor advice that I left it at home.”

Again
manner that pussled me, but only for a
moment; then I instantly detected his
meaning. Either he doubted Cynthia
in the matter of the stolen cheque, or he
-htl;ieldto infuse n doubt of her in my
min

This idea roused such a storm of indig-
nation in mp that I hardly knew how to
keep my hands away from his rascally
throat. I really think it was s fortunate
thing that the table was between us; had
he been within reach of E’Ip in the
first moment of my pl-lml:{ ould cer-
tainly have done him some bodily harm.,
Asit was, I only glared at him speech-
lessly as ho sank into the easy chair be-
hind him.

He seemed ignorant of my rage, how-
ever, and went on in the same sullenly
injured tone he had used throughout,
but without once looking at me:

“I think you ought to have considered
the matter more fully before you made
this accusation against me, ';ou know
as woll as I do that the book lay on your
office table, open to all comers, for a
clear quarter of an hour while you were
dressing.”

“But every one had ; there was
not a soul in the outer as I passed
through on my way up staira,”

“There waa Ric T

“Richards!” I exclnimed, indignantly.
“I would as soon suspect myself! I{a
has been in the employ of the firm ever
sinoo he was a small lad and has never
been a penny out.,”

“You're not so reluctant to suspect
other people.”

“‘Because ‘other people’ are to my cer-
tain knowledge spending more money
than they can obtain honestly.”

He sprang up from his chair and faced
me with scarlet cheeks, finding, like all
weak natures, a strength In his rage that
wis denled him in his more sober mo-
ments.

“¥ou shall not stand there insulting
me any longer!™ he cried, his voice trem-
ulous with anger. “If you don't choosa
to helieve my denial, you must do the
other thing and act accordingly; but I
won't allow you or any other man to call
me a thief to my face. If you say it
again I'll do my best to pltch you neck
and crop down the stairs. I don' sup-
{:lw 1 should succeed, but I'd try my
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ast own voice, [ was shocked af the change | ™ OTOPPING My ¥oice 10 the falntest | Sence ITom LONAOD., Amongother mings |  “Ill siever
and 1 whether 1t was In hers. whisper. I tolographed to our head man st Mont- .gn':.u..mﬂ
guilt or indignant virtue that kept him | “1 wasto any moreof your thme, |  “You shall have the chance again, | real to come home at once to look after | Wien | got
sllent. sho u]mm,%h Benson; but this time you can earn it things when T was away. Then Ihad | told m
nmnlmumm do,and I'll go. One thing firss, though~ | More casily—by simply holding your | to contrive o pay that five hundred dose with
ing letters and given 1should like you to know that if any. & o0 pounds to Benson, the detective, in such Mobedofm
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P S oy el Wy 15 | husired pounde ealy for holding sy | aceded. My time wha 20 Fully ccencied | L0
l-m‘“:m g:.“ towards the door, and | tonguel About this, of course, you | that I wasonly abloto getup to Xent- | 1 had told them that
him hold his outelde; and in Jees | I was rising with the intention of stop~ | mean?—with his gloved finger on the | ish Town onco between Cynthia's visit | worry had boen dao to Horaco's
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Levens' remark that morning about the agent, who will call on you during tho | and almost of clear argument, | Other conditions whatever attached to | to speak to me privately. “We went up this morning and tried
rmnummhh.ul morning for any iaformation you can | but I saw that much, oarning this money? You won's ask me This was tho firsé tiine we had met | hard to her to come down and
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he began, and then stopped himsslf ab- of & good round bribe to the detect- Shanuljod in acquiescence. Isaw a qrﬂnmg sullen deflance In his manner which had | Into words, it la nevertheless n fact
y- mwmmﬂww“& tho | mew fear in her face, and fancled she fo turned, on his way out, as though | beéen so noticeable at our last interview; | Jem's romarks produced a certaln new
“1 quite see the force of that remark,” benk had guessed who my visitor was, With- | & sudden thought had ocourred to him, | *what I have tosay can besaid in a very | anxiety In my mind about Cynthia. 1did
1 sald, “but since had undertaken wm-ﬂlﬁhlh.nnfnllyd out another word I mixed o half tumbles | and pl mo to seorecy ns o brother | fow words, I wish to leave your em- | mot like to think of her as being so calm
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of the room while you were away?™” mmmmummm oneof | without latching it. | discovery that wo were fellow crafts- | all, I should prefer not to come to the Considering how satisfied
“Cynthia knew It was there, and Lfelt | 4 0 1ot pnooked at the door and an- 1tried hard to recover something of | men. oflice ngain.” I was with my schemo for her cure, it
|

“You shall not stand u?:u insulting me
wf

He stopped suddenly, and, turning to
look in the direction of his glance, 1
found Cynthia standing, white and
motionless, in the doorway behind we,
with her eyes fixed in horrified Inquiry
upon her brother's enraged [ace,

“Cyuthia, go away, my dear!” I cried.

But she did not attempt 1o move until
I took her cold hand in mine and gently
forced her out of the room

“A thiefl” she muttered in o low tone,
as | closed the door upon the angry boy.

“Did he say you had called him a thief, |

Gerald#

“No, no,” 1 answered, more annoyed
at this conseuence of the mwrview
than at all the other details put wogether,
“Ho was angry and did vot know what
ho was saying. You mustn't give an-
other thought to it—do you hear me,
Cynthia® for she was looking at me
with a vacant expression in bher eyes
which convineed me she had not gath-
ered the sense of my words.  “He was
angry, and, like all angry people, said a
great deal more than he really meant,
He won't forgive me to-night, though,
s0 Ul get away at once.  Como with me,
Cynthia; we'll go west and have some
dinner  together.  've wired

at Clayhill,
nnid leave that angry boy to get cool
again!¥
Cynthia shook her head, and took her
cold hund awny, gently but decidedly.
“I conld not leave him just now," she

said; **he wight think I too believed him |

to be a thief if 1 went away and left him
Just now.”

ried hard to persuade her to change | . ;
I tried hard to | - AUEC | hud advised Lim o do so,

her mind, but nllmy efforts were futile—
ghe wust stay snd comfort Horace, she
said; and I was obliged o givein at last,
and go away in a very dissatisfied frame
of mind, to dine by myself,

All through the night 1 thought deeply
over the matter, and, just before [ as
lnst dropped off 1o sleep, 1 had decided
on my line of action

I was just s little surprised, when |
reached the office the next morning, to
see Horaoe at his desk, looking much as
he usually did, except that he did not
raise his head to join in the murmured

to the |
mother not to walt, so [ shall get nothing |
Come and dine with me, |

mmwmm.mm

forward eagerly to greet her. ore

reachéd her side, however, some inde-

soribable change in her manner checked
im venoss.

As 1 held her hand tightly in both of
mine, I saw with pain how her sweet
hazel eyes seemed to have lost all their

and gased upon
me with a cold, stern, resolute on
which filled my soul with s
ment of coming

“Come and sit

draw her
m llm
glad to see you in Billiter street ngain!”

i
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I have come to say,” she answered, hold-
ing back, and speaking in a curiously
constrained tone; “I shall say it a little
easior standing.”

“There's something odd about you,
and I fancy you've got somo silly beo
bu in your bonnet,” I suggested, as
lightly ns 1 could, though my wvolce
quavered and my heart wns heavy.
“Come—let us get it over] What won-

der have you come to tell me?*
“Illl:_rm told me everything last
t
Mﬁ‘inﬂwhﬂl " 1 returned
carelesaly, watched her nar-

though

rowly the while. . “And 1 suppose you've
rushed oft down here to me with an ab-
surdly exaggerated idea of this peccadillo
of the boy'sl My dear Cynthia, lot mo
beg you nok to get a morbid Idea of this
business into your head. Many a boy
mﬂul“&:'hhmﬂlhdﬂmmm l'l:o
beginning is career, and ea by
being n thoroughly trustworthy man of
business. I assure you wo think nothing
of n first event of this naturel® CGood
heavens, how eagerly I piled up the lics
as I saw her face hardening—slowly but
surely hardening—under my gaze!

She put up her hand and looked at me
with such sternness in her beautiful oyes
that further lying wea im ible.

“Ihad a very long hlgo:ith Horace
last night,” she said, in measured tones,
a8 though all feeling and emotion had
ceased to stir her breast, “and he told
meo it meant five years’ penal servitudo,
and moral and social ruin afterwarda,
He sald, too, that even if you let tho
matter drop the bank would insist upon
following it up.”

“But the bank shall do nothing of the
kind! Tl manage that—mever fear!” I
cried, trying again to draw her to me,
for I yearned to comfort her and drive
that terrible expression of despair out of
her face. “It's a splendid , his
having confessed. Weo'll pull him
through"—

Bhie pushed me from her with sudden
vehemence,

“What are you saying? sho asked. *I
did not tell you he had confessed! I'll
swear In a court of law that I never eaid
such a thing. How could I when it is
not true”

“Not truc? I echoed incredulously.
“But I understood you that he had mlci
you everything?"

“Yes—everything you said to him—
your accusadion, your threats and the re-
sults if he were tried and found guilty;
the strong appearances against him too;
all this he told me, but not that he had
really done this thing. How could he
say such a thing as that? He did not
stcal your cheque—it waa 11"

I took a etep backwards, and folt
blindly for something to hold on to, for 1
was falling, falling, falling—always fall.
ing into nnabyssof pitchy blackness; and
as ] went down, down, down, down, there
was the roaring of a veritable Niagura
in my ears.
on thus falling through space, with that
hurricane of sound in my ears, for mnny
years; and yet, when wmy sight and hear-
ing came bnek to me, 1 was standing

|
“I'd rather stand while I tell you what |

It seemed to me that I went |

there in my office, holding the back of |

my ecusy chair, with Cynthia’s white,

stricken face close to mine, as she loos- |

ened the fastenings round wy throat and
sabd:

“My poor Gerald—you must learn to |
reconcile yoursell to the truth, It was 1" |

CHAPTER V.,

1 seized Cynthia's hand and stopped her
nervous altempts to set my throat free,
with impatience at my own weakness,

“T'm all right!"
stopped to wonder if it was really I who

| mistress of it
| hated her liko mad, and I really believe
I said; and then |

had spoken, or some one else, for 1 did |

nol recognize my own voice,

“You really must sit down,” I urged,
pushing her towards a chair, which she
no longer refused, for she saw | was

\ shaking like » man with the palsy.

| in the houso n wes

Wo sat there in silence for fully a min. |

ute, and during that time I remembered
Horace's manner on the previous even-

| ing, his reluctance when he said be had

| from exposure and shame,

left the book at howme, and that Cynthia
While 1
thought thus, o fecling of intense pity
flotded iy heart as 1 realized what iy
poor, proud, honorable Cynthia must
haveendured before such a course became
possible to her—even to save her brother
I found is
impossible for a mwoment Lo look at bher.
I knew what she must be suffering, and
I would not willingly add to her distress
by one glance in her direction.

Then at last, after what seemed an
eternity of silence, she spoke, and, if 1
had been sturtled ot the chaoge in oy

my every day manner before tho detee-
tive cameo in, but failed utterly. The
moment Mr, Benson's keen glanco fell
upon me, I knew he saw the traces of
my recent disturbance, so 1 made a vir-
tue of necessity ot once.

“Good morning,” I said “Sorry to
have kept you walting; gentlemen of
your calling are always busy, 1 know,
The fact is, I have received some nows
this morning which has upeet me thor-
oughly, and I've been trying to pull my-
solf together a bit before secing you, bus
I'm afruid I have failed. I'mnotin &
fit stato to discuss this business.”

“1 shan't trouble you much, Mr. Quin-
ton,” bo answered quietly; “I only want
a few scraps of Information which you
can give me, To begin with"—

“Sit down,” I said, “and help your-
solf to the brandy,”

Ho thanked me and took the proffered
chair, but he refused the drink.

“I want to keep my head cool, you
see, and pick up this trail while it s still
fresh, To begin with, when did you lirst

discover that this cheque, No. 9,031, was |

missing?™
Ho took the cheque from his pocket-
book and smoothed it out on the tablo as

he n&lu—
I locked at I¢ eagerly, nnd saw that it |

was drawn in favor of Mr. Pettie-Jones
forforty pounds, Forty pounds! Thoex-
act sum, neither more nor less, of Hor-
ace's present debts!  Poor Cyunthial

“1 found it was missing last pight,”

“And have you any lmpression of your
own as to when it was abstracted?

1 was just going to provaricate, when
1 suddenly remembered thut Levens
knew Horaco bhad bad the cheque book
in his the wholo of the night
before last, If Benson did not get the
Information he wanted from mo, his first

ing would bo to “pump” and
“ferret" cautionsly nmong the clerks,
and Lovens would bo only too glad to tell
him all ho knew. As n natural result,
Benson would wonder why I had kept
this very suspicious detail back; so 1
broke right away from the beaten track,
and opened out a mew road on my own
account.

“Look here, Mr. Benson,” I sald, very
quietly, getting closer to him, nmj hop-
ing with all my heart that Cynthin
would not hear what I said; *would you
mind telling mo what you are likely to
get for o job of this kind from the bank
people?™

Mr. Benson balf closed ono eye and

tumed the other upon me with a swift |

glance of preternatural acutencss,

“That would depend greatly on the
amount of work, the timo it tovk up,
and go on," he observed, slowly,

“Well, now, suppose you found out
this person, what sum would you take
to bring thoe news to me before you took
it to any ono else?”

He looked at me agnin, this time more
slyly.

"{dun'tm that there could Le any
harm in that,” ho sald, In a tone that
was impressively cautious,

“Harm! I should think not! How
could there be any harm in your lettin
me know before any one else? \Vuul;‘l
you take fifty pounds, and oblige met”

Benson looked at me for s fow mo-
ments as though he would read my very
soul, and I met his glance unflinchingly.

“I believe you mean square,” ho said,
at tho end of f;la sorutiny; “and, if you'll

“Don't Interrupt meo for a quarter of
an hour, Levens,” I called out, as I shut
the door and went back to Cynthia.

I found her so prostrated that sho was
unable to rise from the chair; but she
looked at mo with such earmnest-
ness and she tried so hard to speak that
I felt suro she had heard the greater

of my interviow with the detective, |

t was most grievous, but there had
been no help for it.

My heart ached for her, as T more than
half carried her to the easy chair again,
and took off her bonnet and cloak as
quickly as my foolish, clumsy fingers
would let me, stripped off her gloves and
undid the dress buttons at her throat.

“Don't try to speak n word,” Isaid

y, whon her lips began to move
again; “sit stlll and rest. Don't worry
nowl You'll bo bottor prosently.”

I bathed her tamples with the brandy
nnd water and chafed bher poor cold
hands vigorously; then as I knclt before

hor & sudden overwhelming fecling of |
compassion seized me, and I bent for- |

wa
ously,

*Oh, Cyuthia, my dear,” Icried hoart
brokenly, “why did I give in to you?
Why was I fool cuongh to let yoa come
to this lonely lifo in London? 1 should
have f you to stay In comfort nt
Clayhill instead of mhj«:llng you to

this, How can I ever forgive myself?
Howi"

and kissed her white lips impotu-

-
“Oh, Cynthia, my dear,” I eried hearl
brokenly,

“Kind old Gerald,” she sald presently,
putting up her (nger and touching my
cheek gently; “good, kind old Gerald!”

1 smiled ut her,though I felt more likg
weeping.

“What are your two charming little
women doing without you this morn-
Ing? T asked, anxious to vase tho painful
strain on her nerves by a change of sub
Ject.

not begin lessons again until Monday.”

“You will nover begin lessons again, | inquiringly.

Cynthia,” I answered quietly, but very
doclsively., “I gave in to your whim last
September, and you ses what has come
of it. This time I mean to bave my own
way, and nothing you can say or do will
duce me to make the least nlteration
in my plans, I am going to marry you
this day week and carry you off to Italy
for & long honeymoon of three months,

| We'll disponse for once with wedding

pass mo your word as o gentleman that |

this is no trick to catch mo tripping,
why, I'll oblige you.”

1 held out my hand to him.

“1 give you my word that this is o
purely personal matter, only interesting
to myseclf,” I sald, with quiet emphosis;
and Isaw he believed me,

breakfast, trousseau and all the rest of
thoe usual absurdities, and do just as we
like, without any referenco to the opin.
jons of our m":iuuinlnnocn."

“You mustn’t do It, Gerald,” sho eried,

| trying to withdraw hersclf from my em-

After I had given him o fow facts in |

connection with the matter in hand—
carcfully withholding all those likely to

| beof any value in the event of his refus-

ing tho offer I wus going Lo make pros-
ently—I brought the conversation back
again to what was really wy main pur-
pose, by asking what was the biggest
price he had ever reccived for carrying a
job of this kind through to n successful
ﬂ.l.ll.':'l.

“This class of job doesn't pay so well
08 soie others,” ho told me,  “We don't
look to make 1uch out of o forgery busi-
ness.  Our best chances come in when
wo've got fumily hatreds to work on,

| your wife behind your bac

Now two years ago Ihad what threat- |

ened to bo u divores court job on. [
lived in a houss in the country for three
months for the purposa of watching the
The husband's wother

would have given ono of ler fingers if
wo could have pulled the business ofl,
Well, #he camo to me when I had been
k-—the mother, you
know—au powerful old swell ehe was, but
o5 cruel a8 a cat -and offered 1o pay me

brace—*'you must not oven think of such
o thing!
would mean for yourselff This shame-
ful crimo of mino cannot bo kept secret
—it will leak out somo day, try ns wo
will to keep it quiet; and how would you
fecl when you found people spoke of
as o thiet
and o forger? You don't seem to have
realized tho enormity of my crime! You
don't appear to understand that what I

have told you this morning thu:m ma |

outsidetho pale of respectab
You don't seem to seo”——
1 stopped her percmptorily,

societyl

“1 seo a woman who has been tried— |

“You forget it {3 holiday time, Wedo I

Have you considered what it -

ah, 8o sorely tried, my Cynthin!—beyond |

ber strength. 1 see a woman whoss
warm affection hass for once overcome
her power of judging between right and
wrong—whoso great love has, in on
solitury Instance, warped her  moral
Judgmont; but I seo no erlminal, nora sin-
ner who has sinned  beyond forgivencss,

| I'seothe womun [ love just as I have

five hundred poands if the caso ngainst |
her daughtor-in-law was proved throagh |

me, That was the Llggest chance 1've |
ever hind;™ and Mr, Denson sighed re-
signedly,

“You did not ‘pull the business off,'
then™

Lo you, s, sir! The woman wa
as iunceent of any res! et 08 o babs
unbsrn, A fighty, skittish e of
gouds, but 5 honest o womin a8 you

could widh to mect,. The appearances
ngainst her turnied out all moonshine, as
I knew they would. Her husband got
ashamod of having Hstenod Lo his moth
er's nasty Insdnuations, and begged his
wilu's pardon st bumbly iv my pres-
ence; and thesvo ua huppy a conple now
as you'll fnd anywhere. Bul it wasa
big chanca, you know—five handred

| Poiids!™

Here was my opportunity, and 1selzed

always loved her, as T always must love
her, until heaven secs it to divide us by
death! Cyuothia, wo will be marreied this

duy woek, and wo will go away for o |

time and be very, vers happy—so happy,
my love, that wo will forget all llL.rilI
this wave of sorrow that has swept over
s,

Bhe did not attempt to argue the mat-
ter any farther—indecd, if T looked
ull ns 1 felt, she must have seen how use-
lesis all argument would have been [n my
then stato of mind, for I was firnuly re
solved that Horace should no longm
bave it in his power to eauso, or oven
threaten to cause, unbappiness betwecs
Lk,
“L shiall tedl the mother and Jem to
night," 1 said, when 1 had put ber into
tho cab and given the wan the address,
“They will comn to see you to-morrow,
I expect; and you wust arrange with
thew about a dress for noxt Wodnesday,”

ko did not answer, but looked at e
with a world of meaning in her sad oy
us the cab drove away.

CHAPTER VL
Thenext day or two [ was busy h
making arrangewenty for my mm‘:z

| at 4 o'clack.

I looked at him with what T could not
help fecling was a ludicrous stare of per-
plexity, Horo wasanow and ugpxpected
complication.

“Bit down, Horace, and let me know
what this is about, Whatls your reason
for wishing to leave the firm?”

“Why,” ho answered, in a faltering
voleo, first speaking a fow words very
hurriedly, but without expression, as if
he had learned them by heart, and then
stammering over the next few ns though
ho wore nshamed of what he was saying
~—‘why, tho fact is, I can't stand the
hinta and sneers of the men in the office
any longer, I can seo thas they all be-
liove mo guilty about that chequo busl-
noss; and of courso it is [ ble that
I should be openly exonernted by a pub-
lio declaration of tho real—of the truth,
80 that I think it best for all concerned
that Iehould leave. Only I do hopo, Mr.
Quinton, that In your recommendation
to my next employer you will make him
understand that Tam innocent of this
crime of which they suspect me"

1 felt the hot blood rush to my face na
ho spoke; It was strange how my dislike
{?rmthll boy clung to me through every-

ing.

“It fs not likely that I should know-
ingly let the Innocent suffor for the
guilty, Hornce, Although you seem fto
hint i1, you cn.nmlrml{ly Lllmull. 1
am disposed to think you are mistaken
In your leading fact. Xdon's think the
men in tho:gco know anything at all
about tho matter you o of, and 1
cortainly don't seo why thoy should asso-
clate you with {4 In any way, even it
thoy did know. Try to shako off the
morbid fancy and make yourself con-
tented.”

“There s no morbld fancy in i8," he
answered, ¥. ““There has been a
detective asking some ocurious guestions
of young Phillips—the man who works
at tho samo desk with mo—and yester-
d#y old Lebens heard of 16 and sald ho
thought he knew what tho dotective was
driving at, for ho had heard from one of
the bank clerks that thero was something
wrong with one of Mr, Quinton’s private
chequen, ' suj that was the de-
tective who ealled here on Wednesday
morning,” ho sald—‘the morning your
alster was here, Dobenham,” Thero was
nothing In the words, 1 know,” added
Horace; “but from the way they were
spoken and the queer look ho gave mo, 1
saw ho had sowe suspicion in his mind,
Tho others looked at me too, and there
wud an awkward silenco when Levens
hind finished speaking, nnd I could see
that they scented something wrong
somewhero and that I was mixed up in
it somehow; so [ think I'd better go—1
should be more comfortable elsewhere.™

As ho finished speaking o sudden idea
ocourrvd to me.

“You had o great wish to go abroad
after your father's death, Horace; have
you that wish still™ Ho looked at me
‘'Bocause, If you have," I
went on, “I think I can help you. How
woulid you like to go out to our Mel-
bourne house for a yoar or twoi”

The cloud on his face lifted as if by

mnglo,

“Do you really menn it, Gerald?® he
cried, forgetting In his delight the stiff
“Mr, Quinton™ which bad soamused me,
“It would be the best turn you could
possibly do me."

“When could you be ready to sall?

“Ready? Nowl OnMonday—any time
you liko to namel"

“Nuy, nay; stay and seo Cynthia and
mo wmade one first,” I said, smiling at
his quickly fired enthusissm, *“The Bo

rata salls on Wednesday, and you could |

overtake her at Plymouth on Thursday
night, Ins that soon enough for your"

For answer he stood up and took my
hand, and thero were signs of tears in
his cyes,

“You and I have nover been very good
friends,” ho said, with a sense of shame
in Lis manner at last. “You have nl
ways thought I behaved badly to Cyn-
thia, and f have always resented your
interference between mo and my own
slster. I havo behaved like n beast all
the way through, and I beg your pardon,
and am very grateful to you,"

“There's nothing to bo grateful to me
for, but I am glad you can see you have
been rough on poor Cynthia, Now for

. ' v I
business. 1'm going to give youn choque | bea hand thing to do, for you would fae

for twenty-five pounds—you're sure to
want somo extrn things, After the
wodding I'll give you asother ten for
your wine bill going out, and this you
must manage on. I've had oneor two
heavy expenses latoly™ —his face flushed
quickly, and I saw that foolish Cynthia

[
|

was a little that, when Wednes
day at last arrived,

with a certaln unaccountable conviction
that somet had gone wrong.

Ialopt lato in the morning, for I had
lain awake well on into the amall hours,
thinking of many things, and the mo-
ment I began to recover constiousness,
before T was sufficiently awake to think
clearly, I was in terror of somo Im
Ing misfortune. When I wna Iast
fully uroused from sleep, my first clearly
formod thought was the recollection that
this was my wedding day. Bavage with

momenta

“A noto for you, sir.”
A good deal surprised, I was just

the
to slip it into my pocket, when I -ﬁ

writing wasJem's. [opened it, and founs
it waa addressed from Cynthia's,

“Mr. Quinton, airf A nols for you, sir,®

“Como here at onee"—it ran, “Don’\
be frightened; but something has hap
pened to defer tho wedding.”

I do not think I was really surprised
I had been ex something of thii
sort all tho morning, 1 tum.dnndlnl.lﬂ
the first passing hansom and cx:ﬂ

and

once,

Jom came running down
burried me up to Cynthia’s pretty sitting
room, where my mother was quictly slé
ting, with a pained, anxious look on hes
gentle face,

“My poor, dear old boy, sho ha
gone,” cricd Jem the moment I wad
safely inside—""gone and left youl”

“Gone?  Where" -

“To Australia with Horace, Read
that!"

Iseized the letter sho Lield ouf ans
read:

“Jem dear, forgive me! I know it will

sooner forgive an Injury to yourself than
one to Gerald; still I ask you not only to
forgive me yourself, but never to resh
until you have made him forgive me too,

| Perhaps you will fiud this easier when I

bad told him something—""s0 that I can- |

not afford to be munificent.”

“It's more than I deserve,” he mur-
mured.

“Then If you really think so, try to
deserve it botter by letting Cynthia bear
of your doing well out yonder. It's not
my way to lecture, you know, Horace,
and 1 don't want to hnpose conditions or
hind you down in any way, because ]
don't believe it over does a bit of good;
but, if you caro for your sister the least
bit in the world, show it by steering clear
of tho horse racing  fraternity, wmy boy
And now I must be off. 1 wish I could
oo out to Kentish Town with you, but
it Is bupossible; I'have an appointment
Dou't trouble to come
to the offlee again unless you wish to.
You'll have plenty to do between now
and Thursday morning, and I'll sot
things right with Levens. By the by, 1
don’t think I shall see either Cynthia or
you again before the futal day—so, re-
member, 10:30 sharp at the church!”

He wrung my hand and left the room;
but ho opened the door agaio the instant
be bad closed it 1o s

-‘_-_.‘---L,‘\. Euts

tell you that I should do him o far great-
er wrong by marrying Lifm, as things are
at present, than by running away from
him as [ am doing. If you want to know
what I mean, gsk him; if he wishes yon
to know he will tell you. Your most un-
happy friend,  CysTHIA DEpespas.”

“How do you know she has gone with
Horace?" 1 asked, looking despondently
round the room where I had been so hap-
py with her, and noting the atwence of
many things of value—a portrait of her
mother by s celebrated painter, her
“Brosdwood” and  other things—sold
doubtless to raise her fare

“Becauso the man down stain
Hornco with the luggnge last night, and
saw the lnbels,"

I sat down, hid my face In my hands
and groaned aloud—for ber more than for
myself. What would her lifo bo in &
strango country, utterly dependent for
cowp p and comfort on one une
relinblo lad, without even the sympathy
and support of the few friends she had
had in London? The

durable! She
chose, but I w make voe more offo
tosave hes oo
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