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TORCHV." says Mr.Robert to me kind of peevish,
as he comes oat of his private office.

"
who let that

last person :n. you or Mr. Kddie?"
-Do voa mean the easy spoken gent with the smooth

Eaoeand the grayish hair and the minister's tie?" says I.
**""..y^. that precise one." says he.

-TVhv.it was me passed himin."says I.
"

What else
there to it when he pats me soothin' on the shoulder

a^j a.-^ confidential ifdear Robert is down to-day?
rj--."'v friend, want he?"

C
-He teas an oldbore with a genealogy to sell," growls

Mr Robert, ar'^ *
wa,s nearl>" an siour getting rid of

ban. Family friend! See here, Torchy, you ought to

And. say, maybe Idon't fed some undersized at that.
BwciaHy :h pi<3<3'*1 stroffia" by with his ear stretched
£.t..t. Sbai:: Why. for an hour after that Iwas still
shrink"^'. an,: I'~-

*J *'azed Ilets Piddie put over one
of""1::? nealy mouthed lectures without even so much as
pvitzn' hi""" : >'n niake a noise likea squash pie. For.
rta jfIdo admit it reluctant, itain't often these ring-
gsget by me on a phony rain cheek: and when itcomes
mbavin' : '-K

'
rt hand me that siesta gag— well,

±at «os cuttin* in deep.

DOIwake q \u25a0 after that ? Say. by the time this heavy
eld female party comes paddin' inand makes a stab

strashin' the brass portcullis, I'm so much roused up
thai IMg^ a';lovc.r- -

nc nt more'n opened the
£-ti"r-*~i

- ''*an
*

Vt'spnmg the safety catch on the
-je. I:Ihadn't blocked her some way she'd sailed
-rht past without even so much as givin* the salute;
i£; vA'Jh me arlan' the lever against iier she fetches up
itthe rail a ie abrupt, just as if findin' it there was a

"Excuse me. lady." says I. "but you can't walk
through them foundry fixin's that way. They're built
Bcfsabstaotial.

And it•'..^ about tben Ibegun to teel the first effects
froni that glare of hers. Say. you talk about your as-

hsß zr.;. battery stares! Well, you should have seen
• viichiily darts that was sent my way for

1J3 jaate so. Pictured out on paper it would have
looked like '\u25a0'\u25a0 diagram of a collision at sea; for them
frpps of i ••.i'n't exactly mates: not reg'lar crossed,
ro-jknow, .' ne seemed to be set a littleon the bias.
Ican't say -- ' was only this cattj."-cornered look, or

the geaeral n ke-up of this old party that gave me the
ieat sensation back of the ears; but, anyway.

;of her Ilelt likeIought to go out and
"save nnrs ™-t under L>onds to keep the peace.

v v %

-
v >w some folks can set your teeth on edge

that way. \u25a0

;""s: a look. _There's sour lines down each
side of ht:r n uth, scoldin" furrows between eyes that's
lookiu' t'-'. •\u25a0 :

-
for trouble, and a tiltto her chin that

eggesti I cght and won. She's built solid and
z
~- she carries her shoulders well back I

at ten feet from her toes was the near-
she c the floor in front of her. At that she

32s to scpii \u25a0 :::>-'
*"make me out.

••3, \u25a0. she, sort of gaspin' it out raspy, "open
that gstv!

says I."when Igel the right pass-
KGrj:bit1 ua"t said it yet. Now who was it you
though; ' ated to see."*"

•\u25a0\Vr. she. ""Why. Ro!>ert, of course!"
"Yes, ' a hat they all say." Iremarks. "And

That's th« ; articiar business."""
"Hurv. \u25a0 snorts. "Tell my business to you?

Why .-hi ul
" . anything of the

—"

"Becaus . ays I."ifyou're solicitin' funds for day
nrrser:'.:- detnent work or foreign missions, you'd
Ijetter

'
1

'
'r. the alley and cross Mr.Robert's name

5 ' • '"-"
"L .-. y ur.c mar.." she pants, puffin' out her

chetks. "v • -you are insolent! I'llhave you know
that Ian

. Sister!" Ibreaks in. "I'llget you
placed ::' mute- Is ita church organ you're solic-
•aa'for, ' you ::r>rulatin" one of them suffragette

Pe
*::: r-~'r-~' ... T"B she. -r.appm it out peppery, 'I am

Robert's -;•

IfIha .: ' eea stung so recent, she might have got
axay with but. then again. Iain't been knockin'
aro-ini v- Mr. Robert, and doin" errands up to the
Zlhr.- hi •: •.:been made almost one of the fam'ly,
gs v a ::.:.- ; for nothin". I'd never seen or heard
:C •:." _-.:r.:: so Icuts loose with some of the
fret- as I retorts I'd been holdin* back.

ays I. '"Youdon't get by me with any
aibscrip: •• k. And say. .... our reception day
farrebtivi : nrst Tuesday after the thirty-first.
Foa sigh" err. on the floor below, where they've
got a fcx :\u25a0\u25a0 : n the door. Anyway, Aunty, it's up to
"ou to : \u25a0

\u25a0 fade-a«ay before
—"

DUT :• :-. Iglances '>ip and sees Mr. Robert
U standi :. * two feet from my eibow, with a look
s. has :. hat suggests he's sufferin' from something
between a :\u25a0: a bone in his throat. The old girl sees
-:~ • :; my last few ... has left her purple
faced and \ and all she can do is point an accusin'
'.-.:\u25a0" and gurgle. "Do

—
do you heur that.

< \u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0
-

\u25a0

THERE lasi Sal •' knew Mr.
Roberl wa vi f1 n, In ..' Ito the ']

nteei-
\u25a0

• wire!
. I. 'What now?"

"
V v '.-. - •.\u25a0-\u25a0

:
'

reIdo. The one thai
troi \u25a0

' n' parts?
"Ye thai

" . • - Mr. Robert. "Now

like Mr. Roben gettin" fidgety just becau
rabberin' around; butIguess he wa
spell as :.ny of 'em. Even (Md Hickory ai ted mon

r, and imcc when I
llady to see hii

-
rv< >v •

and then sighs. "Thank Heaven it.isn't Verona again!"
"Gee!" think- I. "She must be some tobasco m the

temperament if -he's got him shyin' at her."

I-IAVI.Vdoped this much out. it's som-
*\u25a0•*\u25a0 up the atuation when Ihears how ihe's mixin' i
this •. . en Mi-- 1.
He's M-. Roba tin' partner

ixty-
im and Mr. Roben

tn me 1
-

::.:t he'
of a mug lifter, bringin' h i ilverware evei time
she'- otered

But. say, y< i
' this

Thayi
-

l] Ilat lie wa port asa
VVhv ;'s a "

iiIcy, mild eyed young
. -

: nver
noi \u25a0>•• H> >nest, Iwa .

in I Mr. X >bert and i rty v
\u25a0

...
further.

m . •
.\u25a0 uld

\u25a0

;\u25a0' ppened to 1

Lucy:
r

: \u25a0

\u25a0..\u25a0•\u25a0
\u25a0

ers.
A Lucy was Mr. Robei ism, and as hii

ims, ] ismoi......
im and never ta

• . Iwant !• . • \u25a0 c called in on 1

\u25a0

I
\u25a0

\u25a0 . . .-

\u25a0

\u25a0-
thei

from her
Mr. Roberl

: t ta
\u25a0 - "

Ct don't do ai

\ : niscei '

it later ii
•

\u25a0

I ry.Ii

f Mi - '

they'd-

\u25a0 ........
.\u25a0....

\u25a0

\u25a0 F proper!
\u25a0

\u25a0

\u25a0

'.V . Amu Verot \u25a0 a that
.::

—"

V\u25a0- >ru. "An<!
•

\u25a0 .
"Very sorry, md

- .- M-. Robert; "but- —"

Roben . I •\u25a0\u25a0 "Act!
n : it:

"

.- Mr. k •
•\u25a0 tun•

up.

a
"Mew i?"

LVS I.-

r nd
I " • sir.

•
\u25a0

''• R -•
i]

re ii • . . \u25a0 ':

111 Carch You. ifItKill.
Me!" Sjys She. "Cheer
Up. Old Girl1 You're
Doin' Fine'" Say* I.

TORCHY HITS
A TESTY ONE


