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“Jehpsaphat!” excluimied Jim Pe-
ters, staring after the couple that
wallied down the street. “Did you
see that, Polly?"

Polly, his wife, Jooked out of the
parior window snd threw up her
hands in amazement. For such a
spectacle could not have been imag-
ined in the village.

The “couple” consisted of & man
and & dog. The man, Henry Miller,

dicated clearly, “keep out of my
way." The dog, a fox terrier mon-
grel, trotted beside the man, looking
up at him with such an expression of
faith and trustfulness as only dogs

dispisy.
“Who ever heard of Henry Miller

showing any affection to any one?"
agked Peters.

“You'd think he'd show what Ut-
tle he had to that erippled son of his
nnd his young wife and baby," an-
swared Polly.

0ld Henry Miller was the hardest
character in the place. He had never
been known to have a good word to
=ay to anybody. He hed turned his
only son out of hia house years be-
fore, and the boy, who suffered from
u songenital lameness, was now liv-
ing In a mean guarter of the town
with his wife and child. His [lness
had necessitated his giving up his po-
sidon. Miller knew all about it, but
he collected his morigage moneys
just the same and added to his pile
at the bank, and snarled his way
through lfe, hated and feared and
called “the meanest man in Pllking- |
ton."

But even the hardest man has a
streak of humanity In him somewhers
or other. Three days before Miller
had found the little mongrel, shiver-
ing sud wet, on his doorstep. The




