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TH E C RIM'E 0F K. 15
A Realislic Story in Which Every Line Hurries the Reader on to the Nexi

SOME years ago there had been a young man
et Oxford calied Peu-i Arnold. Ho was the son
o! a country Rector, and i-f there le an>' truth
in the faixilliar saying "parsen's sens are the

worst," ho was certainly a striking illustration of ItL
He had garnbled, drunk, get into debt, and been

$.sont down" froin the University with every clrcum-
stance of disgrace. Ho had been given a second
chance, a situation -lid .been f ound for hlm ln the
eity, where, by liard work, hoe might have risen te
a responeiblo post.

Wflthin six menthe hoe had been dlecovered to have
ensbarked upon a skilful and elaborate sclieme o!
embezzlement, 'with the inevitable result o! a year's
hard labour.

His fathor had d'ied during bhis conviction, breken-
hearted. Towards the end of hIe terni, information
came toi hlm, that his mothar, who stIll lived la the
lIttie country village, where hier husband had been
Rector, was dangeouely 111.

During hie terni of imprisomieat, old Mrs. Arnol,
the one pereon la the -world-wto etili loved hlm, -had
punctually paid hlm such visits as the prison regula-
Cions allowed. The man's fàther had nover attracted
hie son'e love. But Arnold'e mothor, brokea down,
irremedlabiy eaddaned as her hf e was, had stad-
fastly refused to give up ahl hope. The old lady'o
visite, hier lettere full of sorrow, tenderness and love,
were the enly briglit spots la the tomb4like gloom,
0f the prison, the on-> gentie influence that Ârnold's
evil and crinie-so&len heart ever kaew.

Ia France, even the werst of criminals would be
alloîwed, of course, under propor oscort, te visit the
bedsldo o! a dylng niother. la Eaglaad the& lawe
are net se hurnane, and day by day, as the moments
0f Ârneld's lmprieonxnent expirod, the sande of hie
mether'e life woro runaing eut.

Eventually, wian ho was releasod lho hurrled te
t'ie remote Gornieh village as fast as the express
train could tako hlm. But ho was hal! a day tou
late, and the eyes which had nover looked uitea hlm
yithout love and gentienees, were closed for over.

Peu- Arnold, who was a linguiet, iceasod te cumber
the Whores o! England for seme coasiderabie time
after hie rnotier'e deati. The thousaad pounde
whici sie had le! t hlm kopt him la quiet luxury for
neari>' a year la t.he South of France and under the
skies o! Italy, where bo paseed with suci Dngui
folk as met -hlm as a reservied, culivated mnan e!
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sir," Îho volunteered. "K15 is a roal good man. I
look ta hlm, la a way, ta presserva, discipline in the
hall."

"Thxe Governor le quIte right, of course," the
Deputy said, "and mean-wh.île, as Major Carter will
be away for a meonti, you may give tues good cenduct
prisoner any littie indulgences that seem good."

"Thank you, air," said the rwardor, "I de believe,
when I ama allowed, in encouraging wehl-behavod,
mon. You hear tint, Doniovan?"

"Yes, sir," said the 'warder o! B. Gallery'. "It le
what I thought mysel!. I shahl pase it on te Turner."

By this time the Doputy Governor and the Chief
Warderhad cerne te the end o! the gallory, and were
about te descend the circular stops of openl Iron-
-ýworkte ýa lower one. Warder Donovan saluted and
resunxed hie march.

"Wiat idid lia men, Sneëll?" sald the Deput>' Gev-
orner, "lb> 'pnsslng It on?'"I

l'Weil, air," the -Chie! Warder replled, "Offiier
Donovan Ie certified for -bave. Ho cornes off dut>' at
five o'clock tue oevening, and he le going straigit
away -b>'tho six e'clock train. Hel old mother is
dylng, and If wiat 1 hear le true, hoe will have a bit
o! a rush te get te lier in time."1

"Peor follew,'" said the Deputy, Goe-rner, "1
t-heughit ho loeked a bit piqued. Lot,-ushope ho wi-ll
bo la tlmo."
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finish off. Make your to requisition now, and 1
will ase that you get what you wan't to-morrow inorn-
ing when we start. You w111 corne with me directly
after breakfast and are excusod chape)-.

"Thank you, air," said the mode]. prisoner, wrltlag
down upon the form from the stores the tools lie-
thought ho would want, an'd returning the pencll tel
the warder.

Donovan lookod over the list. «'Very well, K.15,">
he said, "I see you have mentioned a glue-pot, you-
,have flot wan'tod one bofore ln any' of the work you
have done?"

"No, si, K.15 replied, "but if I might have one
it would have a lot of time in nailing and dove-tail-
Ing." The eyes of the ex-Oxftord man and clergy-
man'e son gave one cunnIng filcker at the face of hie
Immedlate lord and master-the son of a smali Cor-
nish farmor.

At nine-thirty K.15 -was paraded with the quarry
company In the prison'yard. In the )ioliow of hie.
rlght arm-pit was the Inch or two or crepe haIr'he,
had stoien two days bofore, kept la Its place by a-
Vhread drawn from hie mattress. Under his other
arrn was the thin pancil'0f groase-paint In Its cover-
ing of tin-foil. When -ho raleed hie arrns above hie.
hond the threads kept the etolen articles In place,
and, ashe liad expected, Donovan's quick passing-
of the hands over his clothes was the mereet per-
tunctory cererny. Tha quart>' part>', somo hua-
dred and fIfty streng, tramped out of the prison gatos
escorted by warders wîi loaded carbilnes..

K.15 lnarched wItli tile rest aloag the road te the
quàrries w-hich were a mile away, over hie elioniders
a base contaàn.ig his, carpenter's toole.

At the quarry, ln obodiezice to a sharp ordel', hoe
ieftthe ranke and trudged forward with Donovan
a mille and a haIt into the trackiess nieer. ' Hero a,
epace of several acres had beea recoatly re-claimed,
and a ernali farmhouse erected.

,Se trueted and safe was K.15 considered, that he
was to, epend the wliole day at work la thbe farmn-
house. In hie base of tools lie carried the bread -and
cheese which was to form hie dinner. It was flot
thought worth whiie te mardi hlm -back again to,
the prison at mýid-day. And Donovan also lied a.
ipacket of sandwiches la hie pecket.

The tw-o mon trarnped along under the low and
sullen sky, the prisoner a littie ia front. Wýhen they
were weIi eut of sight e! the quarry Denovan gave
the order ta liait.

"I thlnk MlIl have a emoke," he said, ln a !riendiy
vol-ce. He fait quite certain that hie charge would
flot give him away,

"I wish I ceuid, a ir," said K.15.
"Weil, yeu've brought youreelf so's you can't," said

Donovan, sententiously, "and tliat'e none of rny fauit,
K.15. Stili, 1 don't say th2at when we get out there,
and after you've eaten your ýdinner, I mayn't let you
have a whlff or t'wo. I have nover been hard on you,
K.15, and you're a well-behavod man-we'Il see."

K.15 touchod hie prison cap In servile gratitude,
and the pair trampad onwards.

etaing v-rang wita ais jaiiu'e eyes had net oscaped
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