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-All was perfectly quiet.
bétrayed herself by some sound loud
enough to disturb the household, the

clignces were a hundred to one against’

dgteéction; bt Sfdney’s terror was so
‘reat that she could hardly force her

*mblmg limbs to move, and she
Jagged herself rather than walked

»#3wn the stairs and dacross the hall

to the drawing-room. All was dark
tliére; and Sidney groped her way
across the room, and sunk down fgem-
bling by the window, powerless in her
tervor and agitation, }}er breath com-
ing audibly in gasping sobs.

“F cannot do it,” she moaned-—"it
wilk kill me!”

.ﬂmu she dragged hersgelf to her feet
aﬁin and with ﬂngers which shook]
so terribly that they were almost pow-
erless unfastened the window.

The rain had ceased and the stars
were shining in the deep blue sky as she
closed the window after her and pass-
egout into the quiet night.

SWith the céssation of the rain the
at@Pm had visen; afid the wind  was
whistling fiercely sround the gables
and chimneys of Easthorpe. A sud-
dén gust caught Sidney’s long cloak as
slie closed the window, and, snatehing
1he Jong, heavy folds from her tremb-
liﬁt hamds,.made her stagger as she
sthord.  As Bocm de;she recovered Hel*
gelf, she moved on.down the terracé,
and hurriedly crossed the lawn to &
1tiles rustic summer house, which con=
and two garden-chairs.
80

tained a table

Upon one of these Sidney sunk,

Unless she i

breathless and exhausted that the per-

son whn was waiting for her there,
and
r, hesitated to speak to her

sobhing breath ¢ame

ng,
~ore evenly. For some minutes—two

three perhaps—there was silence
a silence brok-
gasping breath

Then a

ner-house—
by Sidney’s

wail of the wind.

1k cloud was suddenly rent

£ and the moon beamed forth,
tlu neae a flood of silver light on the
pretly tastefully-laid-out grounds, and
cn the two white anxious faces con-
fronting each other in a silence more
eloquent than any words—a silence
which Frank Greville was the first to
break.

“So yvou have come!” he said, half
reproachfully, half bittérly. “I was
beginning to give you up.”.

“It was difficult to get away,” she
answered, faintly. “But you might
have known that I should come.”

“How should I know it?” he demand-
ed, in the lgw'“tone of repressed pas-
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CHAPTER XVi, n g 4

slon. “I have not had reason to de-
pend upoh your word,” he added, with
a liftle jeering laugh which -made
the girl shiver from head to foot.

“Perhaps not,’ she said, patiently.
“Perhaps I deserve all your reproach-
es: but you did not ask me to meet
you here to-night only to - listen to
your réproaches, Frank.” &

“No, Heaven knows,” he ejaculated,
“I did not risk my life for such a poor
satisfaction ag that!”

“Your life? sghe questioned.

“Yes, my life. If I am caught, it
means death, BSidney; but Heaven
knows that my life has not been such
4 precious posseéssion since that wret-
ched night that I would take much
trouble to save it!”

“Hush--ol, hush!” she cried, in pas«
sionate pain. “Why are you #o cruel,
Frank? Are you not innocent?”

“Innocent? Ay, innocent as your-
gelf,” he answered earnestly, leaning
toward her. “That is what makes it
o hard, so bitterly hard, Sidney.
Were I guilty, all that I have suffered
would not perhaps be too great a pun-
ishment for such a dastardly crime;
but I am innocent—before Heaven I
am innocent! And I have suffered tor-
tures enough to have been ;nilty of a
h\ﬂdrod such erimem.” 3

“Then why hot—why not,” she be-
gan, tremilously.

“Why not stand my trial?”’ he con-
cluded bitterly. “Because I was a
coward; and, when ofice I had fled, the
verdict out againet me made it impos-
sible for me to go back, Sidney.” As

! they stood together, he put out both
who had started forward hastily hands and took hers, looking down at

the beautiful pale fate on which the
moonluht. f&1l.. *'Tall me—and speak
the truth—did vou ever doubt me?
Did you think me guilty of murder?”

“Frank!”

“Ah, be homest! You did believe
me so? Then no wonder others did,
when you-—the girl Y loved, and my
promised wife-—could hold such a be-
lief!”

“Frank, listen! It was for a few
moments only—the evidence was so
overwhelming, and you were uot here.
Oh, listen to me!” she cried piteously.
“] naver thought you had done it in-
tentionally—never—not for a mo-
ment; but I feared it had been done in
hesty anger—by accident, perhaps.
AL, how could ome think calmly at
such a time? But, when your note
catme to me, Y knew—I knew that you
were innocent! Frauk, if you had
stayed, your innocence would have
been proved.”

“I# 1 had had one true friend at Ash- |,

ford, my innocence would have been
provea easily enough, In spite of my

{ fight. But I had none—not one friend

‘in the town in which I had &pent all

my lite—where my father lved, where | >
- you, Sidney——" .

" “I7” ghe erfed bitterly. “What could
I do—a girl, helpless, powerless, brok-
en down as I was thon? But, Frank”

—shé put her little hand Hleadingly |

| been?

Y !whose heauty has madb me what 1
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& “Frapk, where is she?” -
“He'drew back from ier it amaze-

uent

“Do you think I know? Huvem!

i 18 it possibie that you belféved that
{ horrible slory-—that you believed that

I had killed the nuaband to.un away
withtdwite " ¥ £ ¥ F

“Hush for Heaven's sake!” she cried
in an agony of fear, as the harsh bit-
ter laugh rang out clearly on the still-
ness of the night. “Wé shall be over-
heard!”

“What matters?’ he eaid, bitterly,
but speaking in a lower fone 10w, and
glancing out apprehensively into the
moonlit grounds. “I am sick ‘of the
life I have been léading. To end it
would be a mercy. Sidney, it is only
the hope that some day T may be clear-
ed that has prevented me from putting
an end to myself, Do you know--—can
yout even, conceive what my life has
No; how can you? Living in
luxury and c¢omfort and &ble to grati-
fy vour every whim, you cannot real-
fze what it is to be hunted from pillar
to post; what it is not to know in the
morning what may happen before
night; not to have i roof over your
head or a meal of dry bread to keep
you from starvation——"

A faint shuddering ery broke from
her as she sunk down trembling on
one of the rustic. seats.

“Oh, Frank, oh, Frank, it has not
been so bad as that—it has not been
so bad as that!”

“So bad as that?’ he questioned.
“Sidney, I have been near starvation
 more than once.”

“Oh; great Heaven!”

The thought was a very terrible one.
Never had the sadnéss and misery of
Frank's fate been guite aBgent from
-her thoughts; she had pictured him
hutited, tontealed, hiding for his life,
but she had not fathomed the depths
of misery to which he had fallen, and
Frank was not unselfish enough to
spare her now. The relief was great
to be able to pour out Hhis misery
where he knew he should find sym-
pathy and commiseration. He sat
down beside.the crouching, shivering
girl, and Sidney’s great dark - eyes
looked upward at him in the moon-
light, while she wondered {7 the dark,
bronzed face was indeed the face of
the gallant young lover who had woo-
ed and almost won ber for his wife,
She herself would not have recogniz-
ed him in the disguise he had assumed,
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“You are $6)
said sadly.

“Heaven knows” that I am!”
answered plteouﬁy

“I wondes, ‘he. said, musingly, look-
ing down at herz:ﬁth a dreamy look
in his blue eyes—“I- wonder, if you
are as sofry for me now, Sidmey, as
1 was for you on the day I saw you
made Stephen Daunt's wife.”

Sidney’s face changed, and she drew
back & little haughtily.

“What do you mean?’ she sasked.

“I cannot tell ¥ou.” he answered,
gravely. “When I saw, by chance, in
& newspaper, an announcement of ai
dpproaching ‘marriage bétween you
and Stephen Daunt, John Dmt's’og-
ly son and hejr, I risked my life to
warn you; but it was too.late”

“Then it awas you who——" She
faitered, lookin: uia af him with di-
lated eyes. . -

“I who ‘il

sh‘

to your wlndoﬁ

gaid calmly, “Yes, I risked my life in
more ways than one that night, Sid-
fiey. 1 saw you sitting there alone, a
happy smile in your eyes,
thought, I suppose, of the happy lifé

betrayed child!—and, it you had net
fainted, 1 would have told you what
must ever remain untold now. The

was over for me.”
(To be continued.)
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The Makerof
Tiny Towns

In oné of the busiest streets of Lon-
don there dwell & certain. man
named Thorp, whoss business {8 a
most ‘uncommen. one—the making -of
models—and he makes & very good
Hving out of it. A recent visitor {o
the “shop,” tells of what he saw as
follows:

In the fading light I surveyed the
fascinating array of tiny houses,
roads, and miniature horses and carts.
Across & little bridge Lilliputians
were strolling with lfelike gait. It
brought to mind & page from “Alice
in Wonderland.” Phantom children
might have stolen out from behind
the shadows, but I tould ses nobody
but a kind-eyed man in the corner,
smiling to himself as he bent over a
Mttered bench and caressed a treasur-
ed model in his fingers. *

“They are not destined,” said Mr,
Thorp, a8 he welcomed me into his
workshop, “for the nursery, but prin-
¢ipally for courts of law. I have
made thousands of them in the last
forty years.”

As 2 “Bluecoat” boy he made a raod-
el town of cardboard and wood. He
charged his schoolfellows a penny
each to see it! Bui Mr, Thorp’s later
models have appeared at many exhibl-
tions—-some could be seen at Wem-
bley. Queen Alexandra was an inter-
ested visitor to his exhibit of Old Lon-
don Models in 1908, and he stiil
shows with pride, the sixpence Het
Il.kgty paid for admission.

“Models- play a tragic part in hu-
man ;ﬂnrs ” he told me. ‘“A short
time ago a ‘model of & bungalow was
produced in court, and still more re-
\cently another of & hut on & potltry
hmmnsdtoushtudm”mm
Dcrung once paid My¥. Thorp a neat
compliment. The details of an action
detended by Sir Edward Marshall “Hall

cifeabed 1 W |
on the oqut&r edding-day?” u’
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before you—ah, such a happy life, poor-

next morning, when I saw you his
wite, I think the bitterness of death
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Copyright 1925, Stanfields Limited.

Neo. 1100 — Cream. Combina~
tions, nml:um weight (Sises
84-54), $2.5

5

o g WP 1 44,
s
SV o i

O other underwear combines these qualities to such a

degree.  Yet Stanfield’s is not expensive.

Measured

ver.a long period of strenuous wear, garment for garment

Stanfleld’s Red La
all - wool, heary
Men's Shirt and Draw-
ers (Sizses 84-34), ad
$2.75 per garment.

% I”O—BWJ' 2

o Combins-
tion medinm

.+ welght (Sizes 24
!8), at $2.25.
(S§ines 80-34) at

$2.75, Also Shirs
and Dtewers.

and ‘price for price, it proves the most euopomlcal

You men who want underwear that will make you
really comfortable will find Stanfield's the best you can buy.

For making men comfortable is Stanfield’s job—a task upon
which has been concentrated the resources of one of the
world’s greatest underwear mills.

Qmﬁeld' s will not shrink! Given ordinary care in
washifig according to our directions, it will keep its size and

snug,‘taxlored to-fit shape as long as you wear it. And it is
made’in all grades and weights, styles and sizes, for all the

famil§; pure. virgin wooal, \Aho'woo‘ and mixtures of wool
and silky cotton, priced from §1 to $10.

TANFIELD'S

Unshrinkable
ear for ell the !amdy
mailed on requesi.
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offices in London, without the expense
of jourmeys to the country.

Some queer clients have visited Mr.
Thorp. One day & young man com-
missioned him to make a model of a
farm in Canada from particiulars he
supplied. The model was then photo-
graphed from every conceivable view-
point. Whilst his love-sick visitor
was writing a letter to a lady, Mr.

Thorp saw. these words on the back of |

one of the  prints: “This was yours
it you had come out to me.”
“Hxtensive alterations are being
made to the underground at Piccadilly
QCircus, London,” Mr. Thorp continiu-
ed. “The plans look like a jig-saw
puzzle. “But I can lift the lid off Lon-
don and show you underneath.” After
he removed the top from a large mod-

el of the station, the qnquqz of

these human warrens were quite un-
derstandable.

film producer came to "Hugland in
gsearch of ‘“local color.”

He Baw ony

of Mr. Thorp’s models of 'an Elizabeth- |

an mansion. “I’'ve come right across
the Atlantic to find that,” he exclaim-
ed. “Can I burn it?”

“Burn it?” the maker repeated,
feeling \very hurt. “Bure,” was the
reply. ' “A terrible fire occurs in my
new film. Instead of burning up the
big set we'll fire your model and shoot
a few close-ups with the movie cam-
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Sit all the dey ingredients together | gwered the keeper, tersely;
before the liquids are added, whep‘

makifg bipcults, -
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l “Not for Sale

Intending to construct some his- |
toric scenes, a famous United Statés |

An American on a visit to this coun»
“try went to the Zoo. Approaching one
of the keepers, he said to him: “Sa

|
keeper, I want you to take me Nght

along to your head man so that I can |
talk business with him.”

The stolid official eyed ;him suspici- |
ously.

“And what sort of business do you
want to discuss?” he asked.

“Wal, it’s like this,” explained the |
American; “I've taken a great fancy’
to this I'il exhibit, and I want to buy
your Zoo for my kids

“Nothing doing in that- line,” an-

“hut 1’1l
tell you what we might do—we might
buy your kids for our Zoo.”

Englishman’s View of

American Faslnons

London, Sépt. 24 —“American wo-
men are more richly clothed than the
women of any. European country, and
90 per cent. of them wear silk foulard
ard, dresses, real silk stockings—and,
lncldpntalln very little €lse, I should |
tcbording to - R. G. Thom-
rominent Enxifulr draper-—

. hamdashel:——-just -back lmd; the Un-
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'Bﬂ! ’frnm one of tceties of im-
ssions 1§ had of “Amerfca and Am-
ericans, #ﬂeh he has- listed thus:
m I Have M
.of tl’ nme ,population

S(JIA;
I have

! Apparently
i best g0
{

eyer _seen.
te England.

There

{ a generul parliamentary election.
An_enormous number of people dis
regard birth. control and are ruinin
| their digestions with mountains ﬂf
candy, rivers of sweetened soda, ani
whole icebergs.
Things 1 Have Not Seem.
Anyone carrying a cane or wearing
a wvests. .
ken inan in the street. I told
a.friend and he said I must

)
|
|
!
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{ A-drun
] this' to

be Llind.
: A waiter who takes the slightest
| interest 41° ybur, dinner. As long @S
| hbijgets your tip-he doesn’t care what
H you! eat 'or how-you dike it.
= Phifgs | Have Heard.

“Phe: question:.; “Pon't you wear 3
monoelé and earry a stick? I thought
alkF Baglishmen did.”

‘Y4I'getiyou 4 féemporary member-
ship eard for my club.” This is an
excellent custom.

i
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Drain cauned peaches, top' wilh
whipped ereain, and use on individual
biscuit shprt—cakes.

of the films are the most feeble
the

is more excitement over 3 %
‘rmayoralty election than we make over §
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