
A Cornishman

Cy MURIEL F.LAIR

i : 1 1 *.** I limn v\ ho had eniot .. >i

t ||i» llihkoi^ il>ai
it,.- r« »ad slopped, .-traighteued

passed I lie sloovc of lii**
rout over hi*" cy«'s to wipe

ilio swout that blinded him.
* r ;v Minis ahead he saw 1I10 r»'a(\0.
a- .if a smithy tiro. Itesidc it the

lilui- silhouette «»l" :i huge ohl man
over the anvil, the llaii-like arms

lliro.-hiiV- "I""' S1 red-hot shoe.
.].(:». hunted man erept forward.
n.i'J-b the warm February night

rnv« promise of a I-'Ioridu spring.
:!i.»N{,'li he dripped sweat, the man

trtt'-'hed out his hands toward the
j,IUT,. a 3 though to wann them.
At that momeint there sounded, very

t.Hjlcal and very far away, the bay
,,f k hound. The man slouched to-
wtird the smithy and peered in at the
iloor.
.Cm you {rive a strunger a shake¬

down. mister?" he called to the smith.
..Come in, friend," answered the

smith, not looking up. "Sit down be-
the fire and rest you a spell."

"You be from Tampa, friend?" in-
iiuir<vl the 6mlth, pausing in his work
iuid looking up for the first time.
Something about the man's appear¬
ance arrested his attention and he
Mirvoyod liim again frtth a casual
.jnr.'C which, nevertheless took in all
Jet ail".

.'It's ;i goodlsli walk from Tampa,"
l,o mititiued, without waiting for the
r»tltor to reply. "Nigh tipon five and
iwri:ty miles It must be."
'.You are a Cornisliman !" exclaimed

ibc other, rising from the stool which
lie Ii;id occupied. "I was born in liod-
jiiln I haven't heard the speech in
.seven .wars. I.¦"

Tin* hound's note sounded again, far
over the marshes, and another hound
look up the call, and another.

. You're from the convict camp, I
n-ckou," said the smith quietly, as
lie began to hammer again. "When
yid j on get away?"
"Five nights ago," the stranger

tried, advancing Into the glow of the
lire. The smUli could see the hide-
¦ou.i stripes plainly now, the shaved
Sn*ad. and the hands blistered with

, rosin. "You'll help me?" pleaded the
.stranger. Tell them I'm your help and
fcive me some bread and put an old
suit about me. I wouldn't have asked
you if you hadn't been a Coruisb-
wati. I'd have took what I wanted.
Look !"
He showed him the shafp kulfe and

.
. ...'ii rt'[iia«M n in iu< coat. running Ii ii l.«»; w * « n ih,. lining and tin- cloih.

j "I'rit u<!." >ai<i iho smith. hiyin;: lii«e !I luimtm-r down and :t|>)»roa« Iiinu the
j other man. ".wu'w time to answer :i |.luostioit or twv. ln-fnrt' 1 answer 1

"What your erime. irionil':" the jstnith continued.
"Murder !" the other vIikui*! *1 ,

a mail, i lie lowest and
vermin that ever iTa«lt'il."

Ilit' smith stood I'aeing the r«!i\ict
j .inirtly, hut tin- kindliness in los cus
j given |'!a« «* to loathing.

"I'll gi\e iin lti-1 1 > to :i murderer !" j| he cried. "Whoso shriU man's blood. i
j l»y man his Mood shall bo shed. That's j| in the liood Hook. He you pini-, lor i
you'll get no help from mo."

"You'll hoar me lust." (lie fugitive '
pleaded. "If ever inuriler could he jjustified. this wa*. Wait, now! 1,'M jtell you every thing thorn's lime to tell
am! then I'll go, it' you won't helpme." He went ou raphlly. disregard¬ing the old man's threatening ges¬tures. "I was raised in liodmiu and
eaine to this country eight years agoto marry my girl, the girl who was
pledged to me. She'd come here first
as lady's maid. There was another
Rod iui n man. 1 told tilm of Milly be¬
fore he set sail to work In the mines."
"The tnines». you say !" shouted the

i smith, starlnc into the other's faee-
"W'hul mines V"
"The phosphate mines at 1 licks

Crossing. He came here. I'd sentMllly a message by him, the black- .

hearted hound! 1 heard no mrt'*e <>f jthem, but when I reached the town I |found them both. They had been mar- trled four months. They had a rahin JIn the fields. I met her at the door.
Her eye was blackened and her arm
bruised. He'd done that tin* nlirlit
before. I found him lu the mines and !
put my. knife through his heart."I "Whoso heart?" screamed the smith,
trembling violently. "What was his
name? Whose heart ?"'

"Hlniuan's. I tell you."
The old man's hand fell heavily

upon the shoulder of the convict and
in his eyes was a strange look of
peace.

"There's an old suit behind that
curtain, friend," 1«? said in an ex¬
pressionless voice. "Put it on: then
sit by the fire. After a while I'll
have a bite for you. Haste you!
Hark !"
The hounds were giving tongue

1 along the road.
"Hut.but." stammered ihe con¬

vict. "you knew Hinman?"
j "He married tny girl," answered the
| old man quietly.

Explained.
"What is a biting remark?"
"T supose it Is the kind you throw

In a person's teeth."

How Halloran
Made Good

Ky IlAZr.L SMITH

. ... >i>a: ?.! run". »

The lii »i I < . i . i « ««f the aiarm J
had hardly t « ¦ »-rho thryimh ;
tin* quarter^ of the sleeping firemen i
when llalloran had sprung: to !ii< livi, Jhis eyes still closed with sleep. found '

tin: thick polo :uu! sliij iliwn to llio
stable, first ol' lti> companions. It was jnot his lirst tiro. I>u$ it was his first
big one. Everybody know* that it was
a l»iir olio. Why. a whole block of
tenements was burning on the East
side I
Ho was at his post upon the ear

now, holding on grimly as the vehicle
swung from side to side.

llalloran's mind went working bock
during that wild journey, lie had
been a fireman only six weeks. He
was an ex-couvlct. Nobody knew that
.nobody except Chief Porter. And
Porter had believed in hlin and had
kept his secret faithfully. After three
years iu Suig Sing for a crime that
should, at most, have merited a short
period of detention In Elmlra reforma¬
tory, Iialloran bad been embittered
against society. And Porter had found
him and plucked him oat of the mud
and given him his post. Porter be¬
lieved lu him.
Hut Eileen, his youug wife, did not.

They had been married only three
months when he had stolen a purse,
to give her those little comforts which
slit needed so badly. When he came
out to freedom Eileen was gone. Her
friends could not be found. Her fam¬
ily had dispersed. There was no trace
of her.
Then Porter had found Halloran

and picked him out of the mud and
made a fireman of him. Some day he
would show Porter that he was worthyof 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 tenements
had been removed or fled to safety^No! Suddenly a cry went up from
the multitudes. Ear up on the sev¬
enth story a child was leaning out of
the window, uttering a feeble cry. A |little brown-lmlred slip of a girl, with I
outstretched arms and clinging night
robe, crying in terror as the coiling
smoke surged round her. Ladders had
been run up. "Too short !" shouted
a man. That was all Ilallorau knew.
He was already upon the lowest part
of the ladder and climbing steadily.
The child still hung In the midst of

the coiling, smoke w reaths and he wns

ar me top of the ladder, ami u full
two Ntork's beneath her.
He poised himself ami sprang ami

caught the sill «»t" the window of the
fifth story : caught ii ami hunt: there.
Then 1m- drew himself up. stood on (he
sill lot- ;m instant, ami plunged Into
t ho hell \\ it liin.
Two minutes later a gasp wont upfrom the watcher* as they saw a stag*

goring. >m<>k«'-t>:a«-ki>mvl figure appear
at tin* window of the seventh storyami the ehihl upon the sill. It
was Halloran. Angry tongues of lire
darted out at him. licked at his
clothe*, greedy lor their prey.

Ilalloritn clung to the sill ami looked
down. The crowd was shouting lo him
not to jump.
Slowly a ladder upreared Itself uu-

til it reached the sill. Ilalloran felt
for If through ti eloud of flame-tippedsmoke in which whirled fiery, st'.uglng
sparks, clung lo It with his feet,
perched himself upon that swayingthing and thrust the child into the
arms o£ the steel-hclineted man who
clambered up to him. And then, when
she had passed downward along the
line, Ilalloran collapsed into his res¬
cuer's arms.
At the foot of the ladder was a wom¬

an who had broken through the police
lines. So tense was her face with an¬
guish (hat they find suffered her to
pass : and now she clasped the child
to her breast and laughed and crooned
over It, oblivious of all else. The
child was scatheless. Not a hair had
been burned, Halloran's thick coat,
scorched to a crisp, bore witness to
that. And Halloran, a flre-blackened
ruin, with burned-off hair and singedeyebrows and hands that rested limp¬ly in the surgeon's bandages, openedhis eyes to find tho woman kneeling
over him.

<4IIe'll do well now," exclaimed the
police surgeon.
"Sure he will!" cried the voice of

Porter, the fire chief, and in his tones
was something that set Halloran's
doubts at rest for ever.

Bui it was not of Porter 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 him and laid
her head upon his breast, her tears
falling on his face like rain.
"Tom !" she whispered. "She's ours

.your child and mine. And we shall
be waiting for you. Tom dear, to make
a new home for all our lives."

Not a Brotherly Request.
"I can only be a sister to you. Jack."
"Then give me back my presents."
"Why, Jack! Whoever heard of a

ulster doing that?".Boston Tran¬
script.

I
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THE accompanying map aims to show the extent of the operations of Near
East Relief nnd also by contrast how comparatively limited is the Ar¬menian area In the Near East controlled by the Bolshevikl.
Wherever In the Near East there are destitute Armenians, Syrians,Creeks, Jews, Assyrians, or others, needy and .oppressed, regardless of race

or creed, there Near East llellef follows. From Constantinople . to Bagdad,from Tort Said to Baku, even into Persia, the protecting arms of Near EastBelief have reached until today Its work la far raoro extensive outside tfce
country of Armenia than within.

TOLSTOY IRKED BY IDLENESS
Letter Written by Ruaaian Philos¬

opher Condemns Life Led by
Indolent Man of Means.

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

"I am living in the country, Involun¬
tarily according to a now method. I
go to bed early, get up early, write
very little but work a great deal, eith¬
er making boots or mowing hay. I see
with joy (or possibly It only seems
to me like Joy) that there is some¬
thing up in my family. They do not
condemn me; as a matter of fact, they
sfom ashamed of themselves.
"What miserable creatures we nre

and how we have all gone astray.
There are a great many of us here,
my own children and the children of
Ivusminsky, and nobody does a thingbut gulp. down food. They are all big

unu strong, yet they <16 nothing:. Peo¬
ple in the village nre at work. My
children eat and make their clothes
and their rooms dirty und that la all.
Everything Is done for them by some¬
body else, yet they do nothing for
anybody. And worst of all, they seem
to feel that it Is as it should be. Bn%
I have iuul my own part in buildlag
up such a system, and I can never for¬
get it. 1 feel that for them I am »
trouble-fete. But it Is clear that they
are beginning to see that this raunot
go on this way forever."

To Wash Windows.
Use a piece of chamois sklu about

fifteen to eighteen Inches square. Use
warm water, wring out the chamois
lightly and wash over the window.
Then wring the chamois out of water
until as dry as possible and rub over
the window. This will take off alt
the moisture and there will be no
lint left. The windows will shine, antf
onCO tried you will never wash ytxur
windows any other way.

A Hairbreadth Escape.
"How did the man make out who

I bearded the lion in his den?"
"He had a close shave."

The Tragedy of It.

West Virginia's oldest school,
the Seminary at Lewisburg.with her
Dormitory burned.has had her appealsfor funds inadequately answered

Won't You Give?
Won't You Give MORE?

Won't YOU? JNO. I. ARMSTRONG,President.


