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himself in comfort
t the privilege of cer-
taln charities, Y

To Tom Murdock. the appeal of |

his professlon jvas not profit but
the ever-present dahger, He reveled
in that, i

Until the Morrison's New Year's
eve ball. He had gone, not to wel-
come Io the New Year, but because
of the opportunity the revelry
would. afford for a rich hapl.

It was by merest chance he met
the girl. He might have gone om
all evening, dancing with fat old
dowagers who gratefully called him
“a dear boy,” and sizing up thelr
jewels-at his convenlence, But one
of these “prospects” {ntrofluced him
to her niéce, “She's been wanting
to meet yon, dear boy! I've told
her all about you, and she says yon
are the man she's looking for."

He knew, the moment they met,
that he belonged to her.

*I'm fall of good resolutions to-
night," he told her, "all becanse
I've -met you."

*“I dopn't take much stock In New
Yedr's resolutions myself,” she an-
swered, “but I did make one—not
to wear many jewels tonight. There

| She looked wp, her eyes black | B
| with horror, Huxby had risen to

his feet. He was advancing, once
more cool.. 8he flung out a forbld-

! ding hand,

Eeep away! You—mur-

AHis lips tightened. “You're mad,

}anrling—clear off your head. 1 shot

to save your father, nof at him. No,

_ | listen—you must listen to me! The

d—d roughpeck attacked your fa-
ther—with the knife—had him down,

‘{At my first shot he dodged. I

‘fthought I missed. Your father

.| sprang up Just ag I fired agaln. It's
the truth.”

SN iy
Ao\
 8ide-Stepped Both, and

. d in & Hook to the Jaw,
sack, From it he snatched out a
of rancld bear-cub fat, a clip
intol cartridges, and his ost™

plete konockout. After three or
r secondls, lie sat op, blin

purposeful move-
t the fat on the

“Truth!” she erled—‘"truth!
You've killed them—both "

Huxby advanced with wary quick-
ness., But at sight of the two men
he had shof, he thrust his coat-
hidden plstol Into Its sheath. All
the back of Garth's sldeward turned
head was a crimson blotch.  What
need of wasting powder on a man
shot through the head?

. 'Mr, Ramill's wound gave him no
less satisfaction, though for an ex-
actly opposite reason. The bullet
bad strock high up on, the shoulder
blade, betweén neck and arm. Hux-
by pulled the thickset body from
under Lilith and opened the -front
of the leather coat. The steel-jack-
eted bullet had drilled ¢lean through
and come out below the eollarbone,

“Look!” he shouted bis reliefs
“Your father—he's not killed, only
knocked out. The wound's not serl-
ous, so high up through the chest
Bame way one of my classmates was
shot by a hold-up. Take hold.
We'll get him' into the eanoce and
make a quick run down mecross to
the rpefueling post. That fellow
Tobin will have a medical kit."

The pulling of her father from
under her had Jet the girl down
ugpon the body of Garth. Huxby's
eager assurance roused her from
the semi-swoon. She struggled part-
Iy ug, to peer at her father, her
hands braced upon Garth's lax side,

Even as she gaged, the gray of
her father's face becams less
ghastly. But in place of the smile
of rellef for which Huxby looked,
ghe sprang up to flare at him In an-
other outburst of denumelation;

“Murderer! Liar! There's his
knife where I left it He did not
have |t! Liar! Snesk! He did not
‘attack Dad. But you—you crawled
up and shot him—without warn

| Huxby dropped his mask. .
3] ~“What of it2 The d—d wood lonse:
*{lied first. He"thought It funny to
‘| kéep mum about having recordéd his:

~to play your father and me
‘time. Great joks that. Only
on him. I'm the only
find_the valley, No

, that the claim we file

“~Am Full of Good Resclutions
Tonight,” He Told Her.

have been too many robherles
Iately.”

“l don't think you need worry.
I'm sure no more will happen.”

The hour of midnight found them
in the conservatory. “Wall," he
pleaded as she started up.

“But shouldn't we joln In *Auld
Lang Byne' to see the New Year
In1!l

“Not thls time, This year we're
seelng In & whole pew life” He
held her hand and looked deep Into
ber eyes. “I'm not much of a bar-
gain, but I want you to know that
I'm golng to make you proud of me,
So proud I hope, that you'll marry
me. Because I'm In love with you."

“This Is so sudden!" she cried,
and they both laughed at the trite
RDSWer.

“Nonsénse I" he Insisted, “Why, I
met yon away back last year." He
kissed her and she did not resist,

But Iater when they returned to
the ball room & man stepped up
and touched his arm. “Jig's up,”
the man sald quletly. “You're un-
der arrest."”

“I? Isn't there somé mistake?”

“Not a chance. We've got you
with the goods this time. Might
as well come quietly”

“Of course., Migd If I say good.
by to the lady? I promise I'll come

right back. I won't be out of your |

sight, you know, and you can shoot
if T try to get away."

“Here she comes now. Tell her
anything you like"

_Bhe jolned them. “Oh, here you
are. I thooght you were right he-
hind mé& Why, Captair Barry!
What's the matter?”

“You know him?" asked Tom In
surprise.

“Yes, we're old friends, But
why—1

“My dear, it's golng to take long-
er, maybe a lot longer than I
thought 1 can’t ask you to walt—
but may I at least write you now
and then?"

“You're golng away?" He nodded.
“Ot eourse, write to me. Here's

‘my address,” She wrote nervously,

crumpled the first card, and gave
him the second. “T’ll write to you,
too," she promised. *I—I think T
love you, Tom."” She turned and
fled,

. Ywell, let's get golng." 'The two
men crossed the dance floor, got
thelr wraps, and went out together
fnto the cold Alght.

“*I'd ke to ask one favor, cap-
taln™ Tom sald. “Please don't tell

her, T couldn't atand for ber to
know™ Asby

NEW YEAR
BELLS B

N HVERY town and village
The bells do ring,
O'ar woods snd grass and tlinge,
Hey ding a ding,
Ringing for jory teo start the week
ngnin,
And eall all Chrintian men
Te pray and praise and sing.

Then pull your ropes with vigor,
ways
otest rigor

the fire of youik

That ke who rings mright
May ring in happy days.

And we who hear the bells ring
With all their might,
As they do say t agels aing
Both day and
Pralse we the
belfries higl
That musiec from the sky
Might sound for delight.
w=ftenart Wilson In “The Queen.”
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| BEGINNINGS
. AGAIN

By Marsia Lecnard, Dean of Women,
Uslversity of [lisols *

17 I WOULD love to llve my life

again,” sald my dear little

old lady friend of ninety-
four years, durlng the lnst of my
regular visits to her, ns she died
within the month, “Live almost a
century again,” sald I, almost eatch-
Ing my breath at tha thought.
“Yes,"” sald she, "for 1 love life, 1
love It dearly.”

Living our lives agaln—we can-
not do, but we can make a brave

new start nt the

Beginning of

each yenr, New

Year's day Is

Inventory day,

when with men-

tal reserve we

should take

physical, men-

tal and spirito-

al stock of our-

selves. At this

time of cata-

logulng we

must not let

" d 1 scouragement

nor conceit look

over ous shoul

ders and overshadow us, for elther

brings our balance wrong.

Life's purposes are measured
eternally, not by our goal. OQur im-
provement, not our result, marks
our progress,

Our Chegrful Cherub knew the
secret when he sald:

One gave his only cont mway,
And his heart was like warm gold,
Another drew hls fur coat close
But hls heart grew still more cold,

“One true measure of guccess™
one modern phllogopher sald, “is
the ratio between what we might
have been and what we might hdve
done, on the one hand, and what
we are and what we are doing on
the other.”

Let us watch ourselves through-
out the (mew) year at our dally
work, whatever it be, to see that
our Initiative doea not lose Its cre-
atlve spark, and degenerste Into
mere routine, for this 18 the rea-
'son why the world Is mediocre and
gray. Benjamin Franklin advises—
MIr you have two loaves of bread,

‘under each arm, sell one and

1 | buy a hysacinth for your soul™

& word, this coming New Teat

days of Franklin stoves. The

paper carrier, a asmall boy
wrapped In a red and black striped
mufler, his nose and eyes showing
beneath a cast-off plush cap of his
father's and wearlng a nondeseript
coat once blg brother's, slipped in
the door of the hardware store
with an armful of newspapers, He
blew his cold breath in the chill
air and held his bands to the rap-
1dly heating stove,

Only then did he muster nerve to
fish In the cont pocket hanging near
his knees, and to proffer, with the
morning paper, a New Year's card
elaborately printed In two

I T WAS a frosty morning in the

He Glanced Over His Spectacies as
If In Burprise,

three colors of Ink, and decorated
with & variety of borders, rules and
sizes and styles of type.

Thia he offered shyly, with a re-
treating motlon toward the Joor.
The hardware dealer glanced over
his spectacles, looked at the greet-
ing as If surprised, and exclaimed:
“Well, well, Henry, but thls Is nlce.
Thank you—and here's a dime.”

Henry left the stove's Increasing
warmth with more haste than usunl,
In order to mnke his New Year's
call upon Miss Mattle, milliner and
dealer in thread, neecdles and but-
tons, With her and with others on
his route—from the mayor to the
grocer and blacksmith—Hhe left the
dally paper and a copy of the an-
wal work of art from hls edltor's
printshop, conveying In lines that
rippled with eloquence the paper
carrler's hope that his patrons
would wax | wrous and main-
taln a state of general gzood health
“throughout the glad New Year.

Each of his customers woull ex-
press an ag Iile surprise and n
gratifylng k ledge of what was
expected, responding with gifts that
ranged from the hardware man's
dime to the mayor's fifty cents.

Among the sumples of work done
which printing offices 5o geldom
throw away, there must rest many
examples of the er hoy's card
of thirty to Afty years ago, It was
a widespread custom,

Udder the dusiy eaves of one
printshop has lain a carrler's eard
that will soon round out Its cen-
tury of nglng yellowness, The 120
lines of the “poem™ it hears deal
with the fleeting character of Time,
present the merits of Henry COlay
over Willlam Henry Harrlson, and
end with this verse:

The Ladies Falrl God bless them
s all,
Will raise the swélling lay
And help us onward roll the ball—
“The ball for ry Clay.
Thus when you In your hall,
= Mldst mirth an
1 you nobl
Think of the Ca




