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used to be a great reader before he |longer wondered why the lady opposite o)
became “No. 27.” And now he seemed . The Corporation Provides Insuranes

* THE OUEEN'S PARDON ™

the December mist, still
undispersed by sunrise,
hung thick, obliterating all
traces of the prison build-
ings from the roads, where
several ships of the channel squadroen
lay at anchor, and also from the steae-
gling row of houses at the base of the
northiwest slope,

In the prison itself there wag no
light as yet save in the corridors, up
and down which the ever-alert wardens
paced monotonously to and fro. In
most of the cells the prisonerg slept,
tired out with the previous day's hew-
ing of stone and uncongenial tasks:
but in one the ocecupant, a man of
thirty-five, good-looking in spite of
prisen garb, close-cropped hair, and
the ravages of toll and despair, lay on
his bed awake.

A little more than ten years ago he
had stood in the dock of a west of
England eity listening to a judge with
a hard voice, though with kindly eves.
prououncing sentence of fifteen years'
penal servitfude. All that an eloguent
counsel could do had’ been done for
him. but to no avail.. The evidence
seenred conclusively damnatory, and
the foreman of the jary, after an ab-
sence of hall an lour, answered
“enilty” 1o the usual guestion with a
ring of conviction in his voliece. The

Judege’s words to Thomas Harborde
fell on deaf ears. He stood stupldly
gazing at a young girl sitting at the
back of the court In company of n

sweet-faced old lady, as though he saw
nothing.

At last a warder touched him on the
shoulder, and 11u- same instant a pite-
ous cry of, “0, Tom! Tom! Theyre
going to tnke you away from me,” rang
out in the court, over which the dusk
of late afternoon was creeping, grad-
unlly blotting out the features of those
who sat at all in shadow.
turned round
something
and then, led by the warder, he van-
ished down the dock stairs to the cells,

By cllve Holland,
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= N the Heights of Portiand

The prisoner .
as theugh albiout to say |
to the judge on the bench, |

to be Enown no longer as Thomas Har- |

borde, but by varibus numbers:
T’ortland conviet prison as “No, 27."
The sense of inmogence brought him
no meed of satisfaetion; it merely filled
him with desperate wrath and blagkest
despair. In the early period of his
golitnry confinement hie found himself
confronted day in and out awith the
crushing sense of legions of hours,
minutes and seconds before he counld
hope to be a free man—if ever e were
to e one azain., By good eonduci—
azalugt the very thought of which he
at first rebelled, refasing to aeeept any
boon at the hands of fate—he might

reduce these vears to two-thirds:maybe,

At!

Iin

What then, milliong of seconds. O:N"Ih
one to him, a prisoner, an apprecialile |
part of Iife: hundeeds of thousands of |
leanden-footed minuges, each one filled |
with a poiznant despair, must pnss ere |
the time of release drew near, At
work, wnder the scopeliing sun or in the
keen nir of winter, in the quarries it
was all the same.. These hours and
minutes Leeame ambodied in the per-|
gons of the warders and fellow-prisou-
ers, i tlie presenee of his chaing.
From a possibly dangerous man }‘.r";
became almost an inanimate machine: |

gwlheel ig the round of daliy
At first

amers o
toll and nrigon diselpline.
attocked
revengzing his wiongs upon human flesh
and hlood; nt last he tooled it with the
nothinking regularity of an antomaton.
It takes 0 year o two to trample the
human element out of a man of Har-
boride's fype: but the effect of stone
walls, silence
fons. if slow, is none the
Ouly in his case he beeame an automa-
ton instead of an animal.
Through the long December
the mist enshrouded

less sure,

night,

shile

Bill to Lalf a mile or less, and while
the sirens resounded from the lizhit-
house gallery almost continuounsly, an-
gwered faintiy by others from vessels
far out at sea, or Dbooming harshly
from others near at hand, Harborde
lav awake reckouing the weeks, days,
hours and minutes which comprised
the remaining two vears of his ternm, |
He had just dropped off into n half-
gleening condition when his eell door
opened, and instead ol the hard face’
of the warder come to tell him to tidy
Bl Sk st s geo 3n a ..._.Jn '-';."_:.,_J

l!r |
the stone as thongh he we 1re |

and brutalized compan-!

Portland
and restricted (e range of lights at the |
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with the warder in the bhackgrom..l.

What could it mean? He sprang up,
rubbing his eyes, and almost before
he knew what was happening the gov-
ernor had told him in a few words
that he had received the Queen's par-
don, and then proceeded to read the
same, What did it all mean? No
nther thought germinated in his dulled
brain. Free! Free to go where he
willed! TFree to walk out of the jail
gates! Never to refurn within the
stone walls which had shat him in
from the outside world, as surely as
though no other world than that con-
tained within them-existed,

The prison bell clanged, startling
him into a state of wakefulness. The
governor had finished reading the of-
ficial-looking paper, and with the con-
clusion of the formal part of his duty
he added a few words of congratula-
tion. Harborde seemed to have no
comprehension of their meaning. He
remained standing in the centre of the
narrow cell speechless. At last the
chaplain made him understand the im-
port of the document which had just
bean read over to him.

“Kree! Iree! 1t Is Impossible,” he
exclaimed, and then be threw lLimself
on the bed in an agony of joy. The
clanging of the bell afresh, the slam-
nming of doors, the eghoing of footsteps
down théresounding corridors, recalled
him to & sense of his position. A
warder entered with a suit of clothes,

With t#embling fingers he removed his
prison garb: worn, soiled with weather

anid lnhor and intolerable, The trousers
felt clflly after the thick, tight-fitting
knickerbockers, and rough, thick
worsted stockings., The e¢oat scemed
to fit bim nowhere. With one look
round his cell, on the walis of which
ke had done innumerable caleulations
to keéep himself from iusanity bred
by 1l terrible sifence and sense of
lonelfiness, “No. 27" pow no longer a
mere figure, a machine, but a human
being, stepped into the corridor.

There was n breakfast for him such
he had not tasted for nine long
vedars, but he had no appetite. The
one idea now possessing his mind was
home,-escape whilst the governor wauas
willing for him to depart. He swal-
lowed a few mouthfuls, drank a few
wnips of cocon, and then with the al-
lowanee anoney in his pocket burried
fo the gateway.

He was free, I'ree to go wherever
he liked. JFree to start for home #s
fast as steam could carry him. Iree
to siretell ‘out Wis arms to the placid
rray-blue waters of Western Bay now
denuded of thelr mantle of fog and
spariling in the sunshine, ' T'ree 1o
breathe the pure alr uncontaminated
by cmupapions criminal and vicious.
But the woters. the hillside, the lovely
streteh of verdant country extended
hefore his eyes, had no charm for him
save that they soelt freedom. Behind
him Jay the prison hounse, the flagstafl
from which no ensign of dread finttered
tell of Lis escape. Before him lay
{reedom.

He rushed down the road, waving
his prme with the reawakened instinets
Iysy from school, obliv-
viike o the nze of
women he passed, half-con-
fempinons remavks of men, He

s

escaping
sympathetic
amnd the
the
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| qashed Into the bleak. shabby little rail-

that there
Already his
rlotous move-
Ing of the

only to learn
raln for an honr.
{o sneh

jon,

u.n'm-il

limbs,
ments and still feeling the
| elinin, had begun to fail him, making
the half-jocnlar suggestion of the soli-

iary repotler, that he shonld “take a
1ttle exercise and walk to Weymouth,”
out of the question.

111 have to walt,” was all he conld

think of to say.

“Doln' time ain't altogether exhil-
arating’ or strengthenin® work,” the
parter remarked,

Harborde mnodded his Thend. yet

lonzed to tell him he was an innocent
however, had van-

! ier superior in command,

man. The porter.
: ished, to return in a few moments with
o paper.

UHere, mate,” lLe exelaimed, wwith |

roneh kindness. “You won't kuow ail

| low creatures,

vesterday's news, 'l go bail™

|  Harborde seized the paper. No! he |
knew nothing of yesterday’s news, nor
ihat of thousnnds of days which had
onee bheen vesterday, He conld see
notuing at . 'The print swam in »
wonfused™ jumbles  Defare his  eyes
10 e =it 4—- ._‘---.. -:- -l l - Mo ncs -!

to know nothing of the world. New
names confronted him everywhere,
Names of those in authority, names of
towns, names even of countries,
Where was Mashonaland and Mata-
beleland? He was confused. He read
on. This dellelous new found turmoil
of the world, how good it was after
all,

At last his eye cnu-'ht 1 qmﬂll para-
graph stowed away at the bottomy of
the third eolumn on page six of the
paper. He read and rervead it over and
over again. “Her Majesty, the Queen,
has been graclously pleased to pardon
Thomas Harborde, who was convicted
of forgery at the Winchester assizes
gome ten vears ago, and who is now
sompleting his sentence of fifteen
yvears' penal servitude at Portland.
Harborde will be released this morning.
Fhe step has been taken in conseguence
of the dying confession of a man at
Bristol.” Nothing more! Now he
knew why he bhad been released. And
so death had taken Edward Tilwell
out of the hands of justice. It was
hardly fair of death.

The porter came up whistling to tell
him the train would start in ten min-

utes. He got up, thrust the paper into
the man's hands, and pointed to the
paragraph.

“That's me."

“You Thomas Harborde?"' exclaimed
the man, “Then all I've got to say is
it’s a hanged shame the Queen didn’t

gend a coach-and-six for you. Let's
have your hand, man, to wish you
gooid luck. Got n missis? No? So

much the better; poor soul, if you had,
It would cut her up terrible.”

“No,” said Harborde, as though
speaking to himself, “I was to have
been married; but that's years ago now,
and I'm an old man."”

“0Old!"™ interjected the porter,
no more than five-and-thirty, I'll go
bail. Yon do look older, to be suve.
But wait till you've been out a bit,
yon'll seen rub off them lines and look
o bit more uppish.”

The engine at the end of the short
train of carrigges relegated to  the
Portland line after becoming too thors
aughly out of date for even the Somer-
set and Dorset loeal service between
Weymouth and Dorchester, gave a thin,
wintry squeak, and Harborde, in a
fever of apprehension lest it shonld
start withont him, tumbled into the

“vou're

first eayriage that enme handy, ticket-
less,
The porter eame to the door. “Yom've

got no ticket, Here, give me a shilling,

and 1l get it for you. Book to Wey-
mouth "
“Yes,” said Harborde, fumbling ia

his pocket for 1he money.

“Now you're nil right,” the porter ex-
clanimed, returning a couple of minutes
Ynter: ‘here's the ticket and the ehange.
No, thanks; yvou'll want all you've gof.
Good-bye, mate, and good lack.”

With a bump and a groan the frain
moved ont of the station and ambled
along the'line runmuning at the back of
Chesil Beach at the rate of eight or ten
miles an lour. IHarborde was one of
half a dozen passengers, but there was
no.one elge in his eompartment. Ile =it
thinking of all that had happened. Te
had heard nothing of those at home for
many monthe; they might all be dead.
How would he have the courage to g0
to the door with this possibility 2 What
would he do if Jane told him his molher
was dead? He covered his face in Lis
hands at the thought, and sobbed
only & strong man can sob in the corner
of a ecarrvinge. With a great jerk the
train pulled up at the station. and Har-
bords out. TIis feliow-travelers
regarded Lim with curiesity because
his friepd, tne porier, had told every
one of them who he was when he ex-
amwined their tickets, inveighing Dbit-
terly the while against the caustic
humor of pardoning an innocent man.

Huarborde noticed nothing of this. He
ingquired of a porter the next frain on
to the junction for Applebury, and
then discovered that he was both hun-
ry and faint for want of food. He
went out into  the slippery, muddy
street at the back of the house on the
Parmde, and at length found a quiet
[title enting house, where he was
seryved with a meal by a girl who had
a pitying eye, after consultntion with

At 3 o'elock
in the train,
of other fel-
who one all regard-
el him wiith a feeling fo that
withh whieh they would have snbmitied

its

ot

agnin on his way
this time
and

akin

e was
in the company

to tlie company of a dnngerous animal
Harborde .mt.-mi it after a time, and
putting Lis hand to his head suddealy |
made the discovery that his hair was :
noticeably sbort, Afier this be real

drew her warm plaid dress away from
his feet, and the other lady with two
children sidled as far from him as pos-
sible, and asked the guard to find her
seats in another carringe at the next
station.

He was innocent, but how eould he
explain it to them? If they could but
know how he bad saffered surely they
would weep. He hadnu't the paper with
him; even if he had perhaps they would
not belieyve that he and the Thomas
Harborde mentioned in the parageaph
were one and the same. Two men got
in where the lady with the children
got out. They each of fthem threw
him a glanece, shrugged their shoulders
and then became immersed in their
papers.

It was quite dark when Applebury
was reached and Harborde, luggage-
less, speedily nassed out of the station
withont being recognized. There
seemed little alteration in the place.
Several of the shops—now gay with
Christmas goods and finery—in the
main street now had large plate-glass
windows in place of more countritied
fronts, but were otherwise much as
fifteen years ago. For a moment he
stood confused, staring up and down
the sireet, regarded by the passers-by
with curiosity. Then he remembered
that he wonld have to go along the
street, past the groeer's whose window
projected a yard into the footpath,
turn down the by-streef, and then again
turning take the road leadicg to Lhis
home.

In ten minutes lie reached {he garden
gate. He had run part of the way,
and now he could mot make up his
mind to go up the drive to the door.
What if they were all dead? He grew
sick at the very idea. There was a
lizht in his mother's room, which was
at the front of the house. What if she
was ill—perhaps dying? At last his
legs carried him up the drive which
swept around the little front lawn in a
semi-cirele. He heard the bell tinkle
shrilly at the back of the house. The
sound seemed like Bome. All at once
he remembered how, years ago, he
banged it with a loeng-handled broom
till it jangled against its fellow on
either side.

The door opened. A flood of light

streamed out on to the gravel. It was
a strange face, and the face sent an
icy shock to his heart. Iar outside
himself he heard a voice he did not
recognize as his own uasking if Dr,
Harborde were in. A year seemed fo
pass before the servant said: "“No

adding, “did you wish to see him par-
ticular "

Yo"

“He'll be in in half an hour.”

“Is—is Mrs. Harborde in? Is she
alive?" gald the man at the door,
throwing the words at her when once
his tongue consented to frame them,.

“YWhy, Lor' bless me, yes! Come,
none of that.,”

But it wns no use. The man she bhad
just noticed had suspiciensly sbort
hair and a strange. wild-looking face,
had pushed past her, thrown epen the
sitting-room door, stumbled fute it and
thrown his arms around a sweet-faced
old lady who rose in aiarm at his sud-
den entrance.

“AMy son! my son?' rang out through
the house. “Mother! mother!"
eirl stood rooled to the
tlien she ran to Jane,
them came out into the pnssage.
the sitting-room with its pink-shaded
lymp 2 woman was “seated Kkissing
every line on her son's face—every line
that the long vears had written. And
he stroked the hair that still lay thick,
though white, in a eoll at the back of
her head.

Suddenly the man

“Jees ™ he asked,

Some one who had lain,
with joy., in a wicker chair well
of the range of the lamp-light, came
into his vision,

“Jegg!" he cried,
arms whilst the room
“my Jess!"

“Tom!” came the answer,

“But 1 am old,” said be; “so old.™

“And I also, with the sadness and
foneliness of waiting, But now—now
I am young again."

The volee of the elder woman broke
the sllence after a fmoment: “For this
my son was dead and is alive again.”

And they began to be merry.—Black
and White,
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It is predicted that by the year 2000
from 200 to 300 new foods will be at

mun's service.
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Brokers a Place to Meet Customers,

Lloyd's dates from the latter part
of the reign of Queen Hlizabeth, and
had ite origin in a small coffee house
in Tower =street, kept by Edward
Lloyd. He wus an enterprising man,
and through his business coutact with
seafaring men and merchants enlisted
in foreign trade, saw the importance
of improving shipping and the method
of marine insurnnce. He was the
founder of the sysfem of maritime and
eommercinl intelligence whiech has been
developed into its present effectivness.
Before the fime of Edward Lloyd mari-
time insurance in England was con-
ducted by the Lombards, some Italians,
who founded Lombard street, but after
Lloyd embarked in the business Britons
conducted marine insurance in Lon-
don, |

The subjects of marine fnm rance are
the ship, the ¢ and the freight, all
of which may belong to different par-
ties. In time of war there is what is
termed the maritime risk—the dnnger
from accident, eollision and stranding—
which is distinetly separate from the

eargo,

| risk of eapture and seizure by an en-

emy. This elass of marine insurance
had its inception in the conditions aris-
ing during the seven-vear IFrench-Eng-
lish war of 1757 to 1763.

Lloyd’s moved to Pope's IHead alley

in 1770, and in 1774 removed to the
present  quarters in the Royal Ex-
change. In 1871 Lloyd's was incor-
porated by nact of Parlinment. This

act defined the aobjects of the goclety
to be: (1) The carrying on of the
business of marine Ingsurance by mems-
bers of the society; (2) the protection
of the interests of members of the so-
¢lety in respect of shipping, carzoes
and freights; (3) the collection, publi-
ention and diffusion of intelligence and
fnformation with respect to shipping.
The corporation of Lloyd's and the
pommittee of Lloyd’s, who are the exec-
utive hody of the corporation, and the
gecretary of Lloyd’s, have practically
nothing to do with marine insurance
in the way of taking risks or paying
losses. Thelr duty in this respect is
fp afford marine insurapee brokers who
wish to effect insurnances a place of
meeting with those who undertake the
risks.—Scientlfic American.

Whnat Can a Boy Do?

This i& what a voy can do, because
boys have done it:

He can write a poem. Alexander
Pope wrote his famouns “Ode to Soli-
tude” when he was only twelve years
old.

He can write a great hook. Mace
anley wrote his first volume, the “Pri-
maaiae,” which took the Hterary world
by sterm, before he was in his teens

Fle can write a successful play. Jon
O'Keefe, the famour Irish sactor and
playwright, wrote a play that is con-
sidered good to-day, when he was only
fifteen.

e can become famous. Charles
Dickens did his “Skeiches by Boza”
gorwell that betfore he was twenty-two
Liis name wis known to all the world.

He can “make lis mark” so well that
it will open his career. Dalmerton,
England's great statesman, was nds
mired in sehool for his brillinnt work,
and wrote letters home in English,
French and Italian that are models
of ecomposition to-day.

He can enter a great university be.
fore he jg thirteen. William Ditt did
i+ Loopisville Couvier-Journnl,

’ Coleridge the Soldier.

S hsistence conld not, lowever, he
nade on the reading and writing of

pamphlets, nor the means of livelihood
obtained by the most eloguent and ens
trancing of conversations, and Coles
ridee, finding himself both forlorn and
destitute in London, enlisted as a sol-
dier in the Fifteenth (Elllor's) Life
Dragoons.

“On his arrival at the quarters of the
regiment,” says his friend and blog-
rapher, Mr. Gillman, “the General of
the district inspected the recruits, and
looking hard at Coleridge with a mili-
tary air inguired, ‘What's your name,
gir? ‘*Comberbach’ (the name he had
assumed), *What do you come here
for, sir? as if doubting whether he bhad
any business ‘Sir,) sald Cole-
ridge, ‘for what |-m~.|.mq come—
to be made a soldier.
gnid the Gederal, “yous
Frenchman through thes
not know,' replied Coleridge. :
never tried; but 'l let the Frénehman
riuu me through the hody before I'Ml
run away” ‘Yt will sald the
Genernl, and Coleridge was turned intoa
the rapks.’—English House Beautitul,
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