
the debris from his lower limbs.
"I fell," he said faintly, "or rather

the lower part of the belfry broke
with rue."

Constance helped him down the
stairs. He moved limpingly, but the
color came back into his face grad-
ually.

"I have to thank you all the days
of my life," he said. "I feel still weak

if I could get to the nearest
house "

"Our own," s decided Constance
promptly. He was the son of the
man her father regarded as his dead-
liest enemy, but humanity, interest,
pity mov.ed her to a signal resolution.

"I must rest," he finally said, and
he sank to a fallen tree by the way-cid-e.

"Whom is it I must thank?"
Constance told him her name. She
noted a glad eager light come into
his" eyes.

"How fortunate! It is destiny!" he
cried, and awakened new emotion
seemed to impart strength. She sat
spellbound as he narrated to her the
cecret of his presence.

His father was an escaped convict
Discovered by a treacherous ac-
quaintance, he had fled the country
on brief notice and had sent for his
wife and son to join him. They found
him in a strange dazed condition,
caused by a tall on shipboard. He
had died only a month since. Once
only, in a flash of coherency, he had
remembered the $30,000 he had hid-
den in the old belfry.

So Albion Russell had come to find
the money. It was now in his pos-
session and restitution of his share
was made to Robert Merrill that
night

And then the mother came back
to the old home. And Constance con-
soled her loneliness. The crime for
which John Russell had suffered was
proven to have been nothing worse
than acquaintanceship with the real
culprit. Love and peace came to the
troubled mother and son at last, and
Constance shared these mutual

SIOUX INDIAN IS AN OFFICER
AT "DRY" CONVENTION

TUT HARE, )

Hare, recently enfranchised with
others of his tribe at Greenwood,
S. D., will act as sergeant-at-arm- s at
the Prohibition convention, St. Paul,
Minn. He is a Yankton
Sioux Indian. His tribal name is Lit-
tle Bear. Hcis a musician, printer,
stenographer, orator, fanner, author
and baseball pitcher.
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WHAT DID HE MEAN?

A gentleman whose beautiful
grounds were often visited by the
public had an old gardener who was
in the habit of showing parties
around the beds. At such times he
would, in a hurried, gabbling voice,
explain the names to the visitors'.

When nearing the exit gate he
would, however, suddenly pause and
draw special attention to a pretty
cluster of modest posies, and then, in
a significant tone of voice, exclaim:

"These, ladies and gentlemen, are
forget-me-nots- ."
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