NAME AND FAME.

"« So the Waf@otts have come back?” said Milton, with
some excitement. By Jove, I shalFleave my card to-
fmorrow. Of course, he was ignocent. I knew all about -
it, for I defended him at th%Old Bailey. -~ No wonder
Campion is uncomfortable about it.”

The idea seemed to divert Miltor¥ very much, and he *
chuckled over it for two or three mmutes

“From what my mother says,” Willoughby continued,
“people seem disposedato take them up. ~ Her books,
you know, are awfully popular—and didn’t you see how
well the papers spoke of his last poems? You mark my
words—there will be a run upon the Walcotts by and by.”

¢ Judt the way of the world!” said Charles Milton.
« Three or four years ago they would have lynched him.
Poor devil! T remember when I was about thg only man
in London who refused to believe him guilty.”

“ One thing is plain enough,” said Tom Willoughby.
‘“ He would have gone to lere dogs long ago if it hadwnot
been for her. I have not come across many heroines™in
my time, though I have heard of plenty from other people ;
but I am bound to confess that I never, heard of one who
deserved the name better than Mrs. Walcott.

The world bestowed its'free pardon upon Alan Walcott,
-and for the sake of her who had taught him to fight against
despair and death he. accepted .graciously a glft which
otherwise would have been useless to him. Inspired by
her, he had built a new life upon the ruins of his past ;
and if, henceforth, he lived and labored for the world, it

was only with the ne ives and the new energy whlch
" she had implanted in him.

The house at Chiswick is now their"own. There Alan
and Lettice crown the joys of a peaceful’existence by re-
membering the sorrows of ‘ether days; and there, in the
years to come, they will teach their children the faith of

human sympathy, the hope of human effort, and the chanty
of service and sa.cnﬁce s .

THE END.




