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would not concentrate. They re
turned constantly to the child who 
sat so quietly In front of the fire. 
She was very quiet—very unlike the 
usual East End urchins who pried 
into everything, and felt no sort 
of shyness when they were ushered 
into the presence of strangers. She 
seemed too absorbed in the unac
customed warmth to notice any
thing else, and her toes, quite visi
ble through her broken boots, were 
held out to the grate.

Bryce wondered how she would 
grow up; he wondered how far the 
canker had eaten into her nature, 
and with a sudden wish to test her 
he got up and went to the cup- j 
board. From the cupboard he took ! 
a small jam tart, and, deliberately 
leaving it on his desk, went into 
the other office.

He remained there for some time, 
and when he returned he found that 
his worst fears were confirmed. The 
tart still lay on his desk; but in 
•the middle of it was a huge gap, 
bearing the marks of tiny teeth; and 
when he looked at the child he 
saw her mouth was. stfleky and red 
with jam.

"There," he said to himself; "the 
criminal instinct shows itself even in 
a child of three; it's in her blood."

"Who touched this cake ?" he ask- , 
ed aloud, and the sharpness of his 
voice made her look up with a vague j 
fear in her eyes.

"It wath me," she replied prompt
ly; "I wath 'ung’y.'*

The inspector looked at her in 
some surprise, for it was out of his 
reckoning for a “born criminal" to 
confess so readily, and with an 
abrupt movement he flung the re
mainder of the tart into her lap.

‘Take it, then," he said, and the 
child seized it with pitiful eagerness 
and began to devour it, heedless of 
his severe gaze.

He was still watching her when 
his wife came down-stairs into the 
office. She, too, was a hard-look
ing woman, but there were lfnes 
about her mouth which spoke of 
disappointments and heart aches.

She stopped abruptly when she 
saw the child.

"Oh, John," she said, "a baby— 
lost, I suppose?"

She looked at it for a moment and 
then she suddenly went to her hug-

inspector John Bryce was a hard 
j man. His life, his daily contact 
I with criminals of all sorts and oon- 

dltions, had brought out all the I 
I gtem and bitter side of hfs charac- 
| ter. He had no mercy, and he show- 
I ed none; and the prisoners who were 
I brought to the Great Melbury Police 
I Station did not, as a rule, expect 
I any. They were a desperate lot,
I hardened, drink-sodden, brutal and 

hopeless. John Bryce looked upon 
J mostly as "studies." He had 
I long ago ceased to think of them 
j as human bèings. He would examine 
J a drunken man much as one would 
I examine a curious insect in a mu- 
I seum, and I believe if he had had 
I jys way he would have shot a thief 

with as little compunction as he 
J woUld have shot a poisonous miaks.
I He was apparently heartless. Never- 
I theless, he had a soft side, and he 
I discovered it one day when he least 
I expected it.
I It was a wretched, wet night. The 
j rain dripped down the spouts and 
I gurgled in the gutters, and every 
I now and then the wfnd rushed up 
I and dashed it vehemently against the 
I window panes of the Great Melbury 
I Street Police Station.

John Bryce raked up the coals in 
I the grate and drew away from the 
I musty books on the desk nearer the 
j fire. A fire was a blessing on a 
J night like this, but John Bryce did 
I not even feel thankful that he was 
I not out in the streets like Police- 
| man XXX., who was probably go- 
I ing past that very minute. He was 
I glad of the fire, but he was glad 
I that it was his fire and nobody

As he sat staring into the red-hot
■ coals the door of the outer office 
1 opened suddenly and let in a strong 
I gust of rain and wind. There was 
la sound of footsteps crossing the 
I wooden floor, the rustle of a mack- 
I intosh. and through his half-open 
I door Bryce could see a stiff and 
I burly policeman leading a crying 
I child.

He got up slowly and yawned and 
I stretbhed himself before he went out 
land then he pushed the door further
■ open and stood eyeing the dripping 
land muddy child with an air of 
I disgust.

"Lost ?" he inquired briefly, and
I the policeman nodded. ________

"Parents a 'oliday makin’, I reck- band's side.
Ion,’ he said. The child watched "John,” she said, in 
I him carefully, and then turned to 
I stare up into the big inspector’s hard 
I face as if she was wondering anxi
ously what the ogre would say to 

er. Her baby eyes were very blue 
"the kind that get bleared so 

I quickly," Bryce thought, and he 
I ffliorted contemptuously.
I "Wel1'" he said, "you'd better 
I leave her;" and, with a shake to his 
I dripping mackintosh and a brief 
I good-night, the policeman departed.

Bryce looked at the child. She was 
I a very stunted little thing, with red
|to.ir and wonderful eyes and sldn. -.............»... ,.»u uev„ ousy

Biyce noted none of those things. He with the evil things of life that he 
was trying to read the common had forgotten the good that

■ story of drink, brutality and neg- 
IJect in the ragged petticoats and 
I hopeless ; shoes, and with an awk- 
Iward movement he pulled open the 
i doer of the inner office and gruffly 
I bid her go in.
I When she was seated before the 
ImÜ' 8tretchin* out her little toes to 
I he warmth, he caught himself ltiok- 
|>ng at her interestedly. He looked 
If er red hair and bright eyes, and
■ fancied he detected signs of the cri-
■ mmal in her little upturned nose 
land childish mouth.
I The firelight played on her dim- 
I ’ chln' J°hn Bryce watched it 
I. .tned t0 Imagine what ft would 
1 to years to come when It had
■ grown coarse and bloated and ugly.
■ It would grow coarse and bloat- 
I” “d us!y- He could see the cri- 
Ith Q in child face already—
I deep ft i WaS CUnning in her glance,
IheTl “ the droop of her eyelids and 

■Etih lr Was rey' tfaat peculiar East 
Ibo 1 In that Melbury street knew 
I Just now the child was
|;„? y cnouSh. but John Bryce was
|t,« Lart,at'and he dld n-

He rested his chin on his hand
■ like hndered what her mother was 
Iben.i Unk' of cobrse; father a
Ibablv ’T' n0"° to spaak of—Pro
le 11 low lodging house in a
l r ' °! y' Wlth a Fitter for a play- 

h" and thieves for companions 
seen thousands of such chll- 
e had seen them grow up,

■and would probably see many 
I. aU com® to the same 
They all came to the Great 

J,rv Street Police Station in

P turned away to <*• »—«— 
doctanents that we: 

tmt somehow Ü
_____

face something seemed to loosen at 
his throat.

"Come along," he said abruptly. 
Let's see if we can't find some more 

goodies in the cupboard yonder."
Ten minutes later he had thrown 

his dignity to the air, and was cut
ting the tarts into pieces for her 

f I to eat.
" ! In the m'dst of this edifying occu

pation the outer door burst open 
and some one walked in, bringing 
with him the usual accompaniment 
Of mud and water and gusty rain.

'T must go—just for a minute," he 
said to the child, and an fnstant 
later he was confronting a red
headed, bloated individual, who in- ! 
qui red hoarsely for a child.
"hat child ?" asked the inspec

te s goin on fer three year " 
said the man, "An' 'cr's got golden 
kohrls an' blue eyes, an' 'er's about 
this ’igh," measuring with his 
hands.

A sudden wish came to Bryce—a 
wish that an hour ago he would 
have sneered at the thought of. Af
ter all, he reflected, how much hap
pier the child would be wfth hint- 
better in every way if he kept her 
and trained her nnd brought her up 
properly. Thoughts of the streets, 
the wet, the drunken brute before 

jhim sent him plunging headforemost 
into a crowd of prevarications.

"We've no such child hero." he said 
boldly. "The only one we've had 
here to-night was wizened and thin, 
and there was no golden curls about 
her. She had red hair-thick red hair 

f and freckles.”
I But at th|s instant the inner door 
I was Pushed quietly open and a little 
; face peered out and put him to con- 
j fusion.
j "Why. there 'er is," shouted the 
father indignantly. "An' bin there 
all th' time! Oi should like ter know 
who you're a-kiddin' on? Red 
'ended ! I like that, T do ! 'Ere 
you,” to the child, "come on—a-giv- 
in' me a rise like this—come on now, 
an' don't yew get a-goin' off no

He began crossing the room as he 
spoke, and Bryce stood Stupidly 
watching the child. Then he stoop
ed down and slipped a shilling into 
her hand.

Don't tell daddy,1' he whispered 
it never occurred to him that he 
was teaching the child deceft-and 
then he Watched them leave the sta- 
t“? and crosa the road in the wind 
and rain and slush.

Just us they reached the othel 
side the child dropped her shilling. 
Like a hawk the man was upon it, 
and the next minute he was drag
ging her back to the public house 
they hud just passed.

John Ilryce watched them disap
pear through the swing doors with 
feelings that he thought had com
pletely died away in him.

"Criminals," he said. "Criminals, 
both of them. It s in the blood, 
and she'll grow up like the rest, 
and some day she'll come back here."

Sl'1 nionfbs Inter, for some strange 
reason which is inexplicable in this 
world of riddles, he had never suc
ceeded in forgetting the dirty child 
who had eaten his jam tarts. There 
is a weakness in all human hearts, 
and John Bryce's weakness had 
found him out and penetrated a 
heart that was apparently impenet
rable. He sat in his office, gruffer 
than ever, but all the same ho was 
conscious of a longing and a loneli
ness that at times made him think 
that he was growing old.

One night he was out late, and 1 
he came back through some low- ' 
lying slums and alleys, where filthy 
houses were crowded together-hu
man kennels filled with struggling 
masses of men and women nnd 
helpless children. In the daytime 
there were children everywhere—chil
dren on the doorsteps, children in 
the gutters, children roiling on the 
dirty pavements—"undeveloped cri
minals" he still called them. But 
to-night he sighed as he passed the 
places where they were huddled to- 
gether.

He had turned a corner into a 
narrow street, when he suddenly be
came aware of an unusual glare in 
the sky. He watched It tor » mo
ment as it grew and spread, and ; 
then a fire engine dashed quickly 
past him. The next minute he had 
turned and followed it.

When he reached the scene of the 
fire he found a throng of excited 
faces staring upwards at the smoke

and sparks and angry flames. The 
light flickered up and down, and 
cast strange shadows on their faces, 
and a breathless suspense seemed to 
hold the crowd.

Apparently the fire was entirely 
beyond the control of the firemen, 
for the heavy streams of water that 
splashed and hissed on the her bricks 
did not seem to have the least ef
fect. The fire roared and crackled, 
and shot up its yellow tongues to 
the sky as if it was a fiend mock- 
ing their helplessness.

The buildings were doomed, but 
all the inmates were safe in the 
street below except one, and he had 
rushed back suddenly without warn
ing and had disappeared in the 
midst of the smoke and flame.

It was suicide, simple suicide, said 
the crowd, nnd he was a man with 

child, too.
Ihen a sudden suspicion seized 

them, and thei-c were hurried whis
pers that no one had seen anything 
of the child—that no one had seen 
her that night since her father had 
gortc out to get drunk, as usual, 
at the “Three Crowns" round the 
corner.

Then, argued the crowd, the child 
was In the building, and that was 
the reason why the man had gone 
back in that foolhardy fashion; and 
they strained forward, staring up 
at the pitiless fire, calling hoarsely 
to the man to come back.

Minutes passed, the flames spread 
and grew; the houses seemed to 
shako and totter, and then at last, 
after what seemed an interminable 
time, a man appeared at a window 
with a bundle in his arms.

A dozen men rushed forward with 
ladder. It was reared steadily 

against the cracking walls, and he 
crawled out of the window to des-

John Bryce stood below, watching 
eagerly. He saw the man clutch 
the child in his arms; he heard him 
cry out suddenly, and then the fire 
burst out with renewed vigor, the 
smoke curled up, the flames : licked 
and wrfthed about the ladder, and 
then the child fell suddenly and 
swiftly into Bryce’s arms.

He held her tightly and shouted 
hoarsely to the man that the child 
was safe.

Many Women Suffer
UNTOLD AGONY FROM 
KIDNEY TROUBLE.

„ J*** often they |>ink il b from ttwIM 
Female Dieeaee.”- Taere in leee female troubb 

than they think. Won -en suffer from 
•loepbeeneee, nerroiur.oas, irritability, and a
orteglne-down feeling in the loins. Bo do__ i
“d they do not have “ female trouble.” Why 
then, blame all your tro ,ble to Female Disease f 
With heaithy kidneys, few women w21 ever 
have female disorders ” The kidneys are so 
closely connected with all the Internal organs, 
that when the kidneys go wrong, everything 
goes wrong. Much dis ress would be saved M 
women would only

DOAN’S
KIDNEY
PILLS

6l stated intervals.
Pnce 50 cents per bo x or three boxes for f 1 ff 

3**l«r* or not direct on receipt oi 
The Doen Kidney Pill Co., Toronto, Oak

But only God knows it the man 
heard.

He reeled, slipped and then fell 
with a horrible swiftness to the 
street below.

When they picked him up he was 
beyond their help, beyond the reach 
oi their voices, and he lay with his 
bloated face, blackened by smoke 
and' burnt with fire, turned up to 
the blue sky above him.

When John Bryce looked down at 
him he wondered whether the 
drunken criminal was a hero, after 
all.

j When Bryce found that the child’s 
1 mother was dead, too, ho tucked her 
under his arm and took her home. • 

1 When lie pulled her out of the dirty 
shawl which enveloped her, her eyes 
seemed bigger and bluer than ever, 
her hair just as red; but he failed to 
notice the possibilities for evil in 
her childish face. He kissed her— 
very foolishly—and then roused his 
wife, to her great indignation, from 
her beauty sleep. But when she 
saw the child she sat up in bed, 
and held out her arms to her.

"Oh, John,” she cried, "it’s our 
little Alice come back again."

TH

choked
whisper, "do you see the likeness? 
Look at her face! Our little Alice 
would have been like that ifs she 
had lived—golden hair and all. Oh, 
John, if we only had her now."

She went up to the child, kissed 
her jam-stained mouth and then dis
appeared abruptly.

John sat staring at the child. 
Their little Alice! The words con
jured up feelings that had been dead 
these many years. A child! He had 
forgotten what it was like to wish 
for one. For years hfls heart had 
been dead. He had been so busy

strewing

mained.
He staled at the child again, and 

this time he saw something more 
than an undeveloped criminal fn her 
little thin face, and as he watched 
her his memory began to creep back
wards through the dull years of his 
life. A softness came over his face. 
New feelings crept into his heart. 
He was remembering his little Alice.

"Where 63 your mother, child ?’’ 
he asked, presently; and the waif, 
startled at being questioned, turned 
suddenly.

’She’s at ’ome," she said shyly. 
'And—and does she love you?" he 

asked netft. The question was an 
astonishing one, .and the inspector 
wondered if he blushed as he asked 
it; but the chfld apparently did not 
understand it.

"Er’s sick,” she said.
"Sick, is she?" repeated Bryce. 

"Drunk, I suppose," he added to 
himself. "Is she often sick?" he 
asked aloud.

The child nodded, and Bryce sat 
thoughtful, while her face grew upon 
him, and the soft feeling at his 
heart spread.

Ho sat staring at the half-starved 
mite so long that his imagination 
began to wander. Her face faded, 
and hi a own- dead little girl seemed 
to come back to him. He'fancied he 
could feel her tiny fingers clinging to 
his big ones, and a strange trembl
ing took possession of him—if ‘ he 
only had a child !

He shook himself suddenly to find 
that the waif was sitting half asleep 
over the fire, and scarcely knowing 
what he was doing, he got up and 
put his hand on her hair.

The curls clung to his fingers ; 
they seemed to fasten on 'his heart, 
and when she looked up into hie
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