
THE THREAD OF FLAME
entirely a white blanlmess, except for a nngleword in enormous letters:

^
PEACE!

My eyes lifted themselves to hers; fell to thatone word agam; lifted themselves to hers oncemore. 5)he stood .mpassive, motionless, waiting.
S>o-so they ve signed it," was aU I could findto stammer out.

nu'Z'^Ltl^:;W««»
«• I-I thought you

f
"^ """"'r ^.""''" t''"" tJ'i" superficial

fact, I was too dazed to go; but I knew I must get

«1°"P '"'y*-, Turning to Patsy Bridgetf I
sa.d. Patsy, could you take the other boys homeand see them safely to their doors ?"

of fifteen."
^"'"^ '"'^"'^' "^'^ ^^ confidence

th'^M' ^*f
'•""'t^'ftno one to take us home."

the elder of the Fuin's boys protested. "Me and

Broncho?™"''" ^ "" °''" N'York, Don't we.

Another lad spoke up.
"I come from me aunt's house in Harlem rightdown to East Th.rty-fourth Street all by meselfand me httle sister.

It was Vio who arranged the matter to everyone s satisfaction With her right hand on oneboy s shoulder and her left on another's she said!m a tone of quiet authority:
"You see, this is the way it is: The war is over

at last. They ve just signed the peace treaty,
and I ve come to tell Mr. Harrowby. But now
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