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Beside it the
hze old man
the anvil, the Naillike arms
upen @t red-iot sl
man  erept forwared,

Co osmithy nire,

ilonette of n

{te hunted

[roust the warm  February nlghe
cqve prowise of a Florida spring.
ool he dripped  sweat, the man

~hed out his hands toward the
;+ 03 though to warm them,

\ that momeint there sounded, very
susleal and very far away, the baw
of « lheund. The man slouched to-

anot the smithy and pecred in ot the

dpol.

FI--:' i1 you give & strunger a shake-
down, mister?” he calted to the smith,
eome  in, frlend,” answered the
spiitly, not looking up. “Sit down Le-
gide the fire and rest you a spell.”

“You be from Tampa, frlend?’ in-
quired the smith, pausing In his work
and ivoking up for the first time.
souething nbout the man's appear-
ance arrested his attention and he
surveyed him ngain with & casual
slance which, nevertheless took in all
details,

“it's o poodish walk from Tampa,”
we ventinued, without wvalting for the
other to reply.  “Nigh opon flve afd
jwer:o miles it mmust be

“Yuu are a Cornlshman!" exclaimed
the oilwer, rising from the stool which
fie had oceupled. “I was born in Dod-
win. 1 haven't heard the speech in
sevest dours. ="

‘Tt hound's note sounded agaln, far
aver the marshes, and another hound
took up the call, and another.

“You're from the convict camp, I
reckon,” sald the smith quletly, as
hie bezun to hammer again,  “When
Yid you get away?”

“Five nights  ago,” the stranger
cried, advancing fnto the glow of the
tire. The smith could sec the hide-
aua siripes plainly now, the sghaved
head, and the hands blistered with
sesing “You'll help me?” pleaded the
stranger, Tell them I'm your help and
wive e some bread and put an old
suit about me. I wouldn't have asked
vou if you hadn't bLeen a Cornish-
man.  T'd have took what I wanted.
Look !

He showed him the shutp kuolfe and

o the Good Boak,
You'lll get no belp from me
"Yo'll hear e tiest,” (he tuzitive

Meaded. “If aver murder conlit Le
Justificd, this waw, Wait, now! 1'n
tell vou everything thoere's e o 1]
ant then Tl 2o, i1 vou won't help
me.”  He went on rapldly, disvegnrd-
ing the old wan'’s threatening Ees-
tures. I was raised in Dodmin and

came to this country eight years ago
to marry my girl, the girl who was
pledged to me.  She'd cowme here first
as Indy's maid. There was another
Bodmin man. 1 told him of Milly De-
Tfore Lie set sail to work In the mines.™

“The mines, you sax!" shouted the
smith, staring into the other's fuce.
“What mines’

“The phosphate mines Hicks
Crossing. He came here. T'd sent
Milly a message by him, the black.
hearted hound! T heard mo mere of
them, but when T reached the tian |
found them both. They had been -
rlied four months. They had a ealin
In the fields. I met her at the door,
Her eye was blackened nnd her arm
bruised. He'd dome thn: the nicht

at

put my kilfe threwgh his heari.”

“Whose heart?” screamed the smith,
trembling violently. “What was hils
name? \Whose heart?"

“Hinman's. 1 tell you—"

The old man's hand fel] heavily
upon the shoulder of the conviet and
In his eyes was a strange look of
pence.

“There's an old sult behind that

curtain, frlend,” he said in an ox-
presslonless “voice. “Put it on: then
slt by the fire. After a while IMN
have a bite for you. ITaste you!
Hark "

The  hounds  were  givines tongne
along the road.

“Dut—but —"  stammered
viet, “you knew Hinman%

“He murried my girl,” answered the
i old man guietly.

the  con-

Explained.
“What is a biting remark?”
“T supose it is the klnd you throw
In a person's teeth.”

L the thivk pobe gl siig dowy
Be you zone, for

| Bl vne,
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before. I found him in the mines and |

o the
=table, tirst of his coupinions,
not his first tire, but v was his first |

It was |

Everybody Lnew that it was I
Why, u whole block of
tenvments was burnlng on the ast
side !

He was at his post upon the car
now, holding on grimly as the vehicle
swung from shde to side.

Halloran’s mind went working back
durlug that wild journey. He had
been u fireman only six weeks, e
was an ex-couvict. Nobody knew that
—nobody except Chief Porter. And
Porter had believed in him and had
kept his secret faithfully, After three
yYears in Siog 'Sing for a crime that
should, at most, have merited a short
period of detention In Elmirn reforma-
tory, Halloran had Leen embittered
against soclety, And Porter had found
him and plucked him out of the mud
nod given him his post. Porter be-
lieved fo him.

But Eileen, his vouug wife, did not,
They hand been married only three
nonths when he had stolen a purse,
fe give her those little comforts which
£he needed so hadly. When he came
out tu freedom Eilecn was gone. Her
friends could not be found. Her fam-
{ly had dispersed. There was no trace
of her,

Then Porter had found Halloran
ond picked him out of the mud and
inude a fireman of him. Some day he
would show Porter that he was worthy
of his confidence.

The wild journey was ended In
front of a block of frames that sent
up columns of smoke and spouted fire.
All the occupants of the tencments
liad been removed or fled to safety.,

Noi Suddenly n ery went up from
the multitudes. I'ar up on the sev-
enth story o child was leaning out of
the window, uttering a feeble ery. A
lttle brown-halred slip of a girl, with |
outstretched arms and ¢linging night
robe, eryving in terror as the eoiling
smoke surged round her. Luadders had I
been run up.  “Too short!"” shouted |
ftoman. That was all Halloran knew, |
e was already upon the lowest part
of the ladder and climblug steadlly,

The child still hung in the midst of
the coiling smoke wreaths and he was

Halloran clung to the sill and looked

not to g,

¢ downe e erowd was shouting to hiwm |

Slowly o ladder upreared itself uu- |

Ul it resclicdd the sill. Halloran felt
for it through a cloud of flame-tipped
smwoke i which whirled fiery, stinglng
sparks, cluug to it with his feet,
perched  himselt upon  that swaylng
thing and thrust the child into the
arme ol the steel-helmeted man who
clurubered up to him.  And then, when
ghe had passed downward along the
line, Halloran collapsed into hLis res-
cuer’'s arms,

At the foot of the ladder was a wom-
un who had broken through the police
lines. So tense was her fuce with an-
gulsh that ther nad suffered FLer to
pass! and now she clasped the child
to ber breast and laughed and crooned
over Iit, obllvious of all else. "The
chlld was scntheless. Net a hair had
been burned. Malloran's thick coat,
scorched to a crisp, bore witness to
that. And Halloran, a fire-blackened
ruln, with burned-off halr and singed
eyebrows and hands that rested lHmp-
Iy in the surgeon's bandages, opened
his eyes to find the woman kneeling
over him,

“He'll do well now,” exclaimed the
pollee surgeon.

“Sure he will1” crled the volce of
Porter, the fire chief, and In his tones
was something that set Halloran's
doubts at rest for ever.

But It was not of Porler that he
thought that moment. The burned
eyes opened widely, staring Into the
face of the woman at his side. And
he whispered:

“Eileen !"

She knew him—had known him, She
crouched lower beside hinn and laid
her head upon his breast, her tenrs
falling on his face llke raln.

“Tom!” she whispered. “She's ours
—your child nod mine. And we shall
be waiting for you, Tom dear, to muke
a new home for all our lives."

Not a Brotherly Request
“I can only be a slster to you, Jack.”
“Then give me back my presents.”
“Why, Jack! Whoever heard of a
glster  doing that?'—Boston Tran-
eeript,
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HE accompanying map aims to show the extent of the operations of Near

Fast Rellef and also by contrast how comparatively liwited is the Ar-
menian area In the Near East controlled by the Bolshevikl

Wherever In the Near Fast there are destitute Armenians, Syrlans,
(ireeks, Jews, Assyrians, or others, needy and oppressed, regardless of race

or creed, there Near East Relief follows,

From Constantinople:to Bagdad,

froru Port Sald to Baku, even into Persia, the protecting arms of Near East

Relief have reached umtll today its work

country of Armenia than within,

iz far more extensive outside the

TOLSTOY IRKED BY IDLENESS

Letter Written by Russian Philos-
opher Condemns Life Led by
Indolent Men of Means.

The Vosslsche Zeltung prints the
following letter by Tolstoy, written in
1884, with the remark that it has nev-
er before been .published except in
Russlan, and that its value lies in the
fact that as early as 1884 Tolstoy had
about made up his mlnd to do what
he did in 1910—leave home and live
the life of u peasant, The letter reads
in part:

“I am living in the country, invelun-
tarlly according to a new method. 1
70 to bed early, get up early, write
very little but work a great deal, elth-
er making boots or mowing hay. I see
with joy (or possibly it only scems
te me like joy) that there is some-
thing up in my family. They do not
condemn me: ¢ a matter of fact, they
seem ashamed of themselves,

“What miserable ereatures we are
and how we have all gone astruy.
There nre a great many of us here,
my own children and the children of
Kusminsky, and nobody does a thing
but gulp dewn food. They are all big

umu Strong, yet they o6 nothing. Teo- -
ple in the village are wt work, My
children cat and make their clothes
and their rooms dirty und that is al.
Everything is done for them by some-
body else, yet ther do nothing for
anybody. And worst of all, they seem
to feel that it 1s as it should be. But
I have had my own part in buildlag
up such a system, and I can never for-
get it. 1 feel that for them T am =
trouble-fete. But it Is clear that they
are beginning to sce that this cannot
g0 on this way forever.”

To Wash Windows.
Use a piece of chamois skin shomt
fifteen to eighteen inches square, Use
warin water, wring out the chamels
lightly and wash over the window.
Then wring the chameis out of water
until as dry as possible and rogb over
the window. This will take off all
the molsture and there will be no
lint lefi, The windows will shipe, and
ones triced you will never wash your
windows iy other way.

A Hairbreadth Escape.
“How did the man make out whe
bearded the liou in his den?”
“He had a close shave*

The Tragedy of . [t-----

West Virginia’s oldest school,
the Seminary at Lewisburg---with her
Dormitory burned---has had her appeals
for funds inadequately answered-----

Won’t You Give?
Won't You Give MORE?
Won’t YOU?

JNO. I. ARMSTRONG,

President.



