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¢ the town, heh?”” he said when the cere-
monv had been completed. *“ Well, you just come
right out here on the bale’ny and you can get a
bird'seve view of the whole shooting match.’

He led the way, and then \Ilunl pointing out the
landmarks to the new nmunister And it’s all yours
if you want it, parson,” he said.
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No, sir, and I just can’t,” he replied. **You see,
there ain't no meeting house. It burned down
Leastwise the school house did, and it was that we
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Must a-been a-whooping her up some. She’s full
two hours ahead of schedule.’

I'he stage rumbled past, four dust and foam cov-

ered horses straining at the traces. The observers
on the balcony caught a glimpse of a palhid, pinched
face pe i out of the window, and the owner of
that face was pressing a bloodstained handker-
chief to his lips. **Why, that's Billy Britt,” ex-
claimed the sheriff, “‘and he’s got his ticket to the
next world right in his fist! Been having more
hemorrhages.  This’n 'll 'bout fetch him, 1 reckon
Well, parson,” reflectively, “*that’ll make a bit of
business for you. We ain’t had a funeral in quite
now."” L

sometime

HE stage driver dropped Britt off at the Martin

House on his way to the stables, and consider-
ately shouldered the sick man’'s saddle bags and
a small red leather case and followed him into
the hotel

On the threshold Britt was seized with a fit of
coughing, during which Martin instructed Mrs
Martin to make Britt's old room, “the front par
lor.” ready for him. The process of maki ready
calling merely for lhr opening of the windows and

the suspension of a gourd s shaped clay bottle of well
water from a lwnl\ in the top of one of the window
frames. where the draft would serve to keep the

water cool

Britt supervise 1 the P lac of the saddle bags
across the low headboard of the bed and the red
leather case under the counterpane at the foot of
it. and then. with Martin's assistance, he disrobed
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there, and 'hc hotel proprietor, caught at the mo
ment of pouring out a drink of whisky for the sick
man, made a futile etffort to hide bottle and glass
by putting his hands behind him Hapsworth
walked over to the bed, saluted Bntt cheerfully
as if he always had known him, hung his hat

on the footboard, and then increased Martin's em-
barrassment by relieving him of the bottle and glass
Ve must not keep him waiting for s medi-
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