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“But you sald you had forgotten her
mm IH .

“80 I have—her married name, And
what's more, I mean to keep on for-
getting It."

There was ho migtake about the boss'
frown this time,

“That won't do, Upton," he said,
kind of warningly.

“It will do well emough for the
present. I'd merry her tomorrow, Gra-
ham, If she were free, and there were
no other obstacles. Unhappily, there
are two—besides the small legal dif-
ficulty ; she doesn't care for my money
—having a lttle of her own; and
she happens to be in love with the
other fellow.”

I guess the boss was remembering
what Mrs. S8hella had told him In that
confldence before the back-parior fire,
about its being all off hetween her and
Colllngwood, for he sald: “I think you
are mistaken as to that lnst"

“No, I'm not mistaken, But that's
neither here nor there, Nelther you
pnor [ can send Collingwood to the
penltentinry—that's a cinch. Where-
fore, I'm advising you to quit, walk
out, jump the Job.”

At that the boss took a fresh brace,
righting his swing chair wita a snap.

“You know very little about me,
Upton, if you think I'm going to throw
up my hands now, when the real pinch
hag come, I have a scheme—Iif it
could only, be worked. But It can't be
worked on a rising market. By some
trick or other, the Dunton people are
boosting the stock again. It went up
three points yesterday.”

Mr. Van Britt grinned. *“They're
digcounting the effect of this little po-
litical deal—which will at least rope
your reform scheme down, If It doesn't
do anything else. What you need is
a good, old-fashioned cataclysm of
some sort; something that would falr-
1y knock the tar out of P. 8, L, secur-
fties and send them skittering down
the toboggan slide in spite of anything
Uncle Breckenridge could” do to stop
them: down to where they could be
gafely and profitably pleked up by the
dear publie, Unfortunately, those
things don't happen outside of the
story hooks, If they did, If the earth-
quake should happen along our way
fust now, I don't know but I'd be dis-
loyal enough to get out and help It
shake things vp a bit"

After Mr. Van Britt had gone, the
boss put In the remalinder of the day
tike a workingman, skipping the noon
tuncheon as he sometimes did when
the work deive was extra heavy. Mean-
while, ag you'd suppose, rumor was
plentifully busy, on the railroud, and
also In town, -

By noon It was well understood that
there had been a radieal change in
the management of C. 8, & W, and
that there was going to he a general
atrike In answer to the siashing cut In
wages, [ slipped up-town to get &
bite, and I heard some of the talk,
It was prefty straight, most of it—
swhich shows how useless it Is to try
to keep #ny business secrets, nowa-
days.

For example: the three men at my
table in the Bullard grill-room—they
didn’t know me or who I was—knew

, that @ councli of war had been called

fn the rallroad headguarters, and that
Ripley had been pulled In by wire
from Lesterburg, and that we were
rushing along hurriedly to provide
storage room for the wheat shippers
in case of a tie-up, and that we were
arranging to distribute ralirond com-
pany coal in case the tieup should
bring on a fuel famine—knew all these
things and talked about them,

They were facts, as far as they
went—these things, The boss hadn't
been Idle during the forenoon, and he
kept up the drive straight through to
quitting time. Word was brought In
during the afternoon by Tarbell that
the Hatch people were wiring the
Kansas Olty and Omahs employment
agencles and placing hurry orders for
strike-breakers, The hoss' answer to
this was a peremptory wire to our
passenger agents at both points to
mnke no rate concesslons whatever, of
any kind, for the transportation of
iaborers under contract. It was a
ashrewd little knock. Labor of that
kind is mighty hard to move unless
it can get free transportation or & low
rate of fare, and I could see that Mr.
Norerogs was hoping to keep the strike-
breakers away.

When six o'clock came, the boss
asked May to stay and keep the office
open while T could go down-stairs and
get my dinner o the station restaurant,
and he went off up-town—to the club,
1 suppose, After I'd had my bite, I
gat May go. Everything was moving
all right, so far as anybody could see,
We bad five extra fuel tralns loading
at the company's chutes at Coalville,
and the dispatcher was Instructed to
work them out on the line during the
pight, distributing them to the towns
that had reported shortages. They
were not to be turned over to the reg-
‘wjar coal yards; they were to be side-
tracked and held for emergencies,

" My, Norcross came back about eight
o'clock, and 1 gave him my report of
how things were golng on the line.
A little later Mr. Cantrell dropped In,
and there was a quiet talk gbout the

sltnation, and what it was likely to
develop. The Mountaineer editor was
glven all the facts, except the one
big ofle about Hauteh's death-grip on
us, and In turn Mr. Cantrell promised
the help of his paper to the Iast ditch—
though, of course, he had no Idea of
how deep thar last ditch was going to
be, I had a lot of filing and indexing
to do, and I kept at work while they
were talking, wondering all the time
if the boss would venture to tell the
editor sbout the depth of thiat “last
ditch,” He didn't. T guess be thought
he wouldn't until he had te.

It wns pretty pearly nine o'clock
when the editor went away, and Mr,
Norcross was just saying to me that
he guessed we'd better knock off for
the night, when we both heard a step
In May's room. A second later the
door wug pushed open and a man
eame In, making for the nearest chalr
and flinging himself into it as {f he'd
renched the lmlt. Tt was Colling-
wood. He was chewing on a dead
clgar and his face was llke the face
of a corpse, But he was sober.

Nuturally. T supposed he had come
o make trouble with the hoss on Mrs.
Shella’s nceount, and I quietly edged
open the drawer of my desk where
1 kepr Fred May's nutomatie, so 88
to be ready, He dldn't waste much
time,

“I saw you a3 I was coming away
from Kendrick's last night” he be-
gan, with a blckering rasp In h.s volce.
“Did you go up against the gun I had
londed for you?"

Mr. Norcross cut stralght throngh to
the bottom of that little complica-
tlon at a single stroke,

“What Mrs, Collingwood sald to me,
or what T sajd to her, can have no
possible bearing upon anything that
you may have to say to me, or that
I cap congent to listen to, Mr. Colling-
wood."

The derelict sat up In his chair,

“But you've got to keep hands off,
just the same; at Kendrick's, and In
this other business, too. If you don't,
there i going to be blocd on the
moon! Get me?”

The boss never batted an eye. “I'm
taking it for granted that you are
gober, Mr, Colllngwood," he said, “If
you are, you must surely know that
threats are about the poorest possible
weapons you can use just now."

"It's a plant, from start to finish!"
gritted the man in the chair. *I haven't
done a d—d thing more than to cash
a few checks for—for expenses, and
turn the money over to Bullock, Now
Hatch tells me that T was working
with a spotter—his spotter—and that
he can send me up for bribery, It's
a e, T don't know what Bullock did
with the money, and I don't want to
know,"

“But you had orders to give It to
him when he required it, didn’t you?
Mr. Noreross cut In.

“That's none of your business, I
want you to choke this man Hutch off
of mel"

The boss had plcked up his paper-
knife, *I don't know why you should
come to me for help,” he sald. “You
have been hand-in-glove with these
conspirators ever since you carne out
here. Two days ago you koew that
they had set a trap for my special
traln on the Strathcona branch—a trap
that was meant to kill me.”

It was a random shot, and I knew
that Mr., Norcross was just guessing
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“Why Shouldn't | Want to See You
Killed 7"

at where It might land when he fired
{t. But it went home; oh, you bet It
went home!

“D—n you!" gurgled the bounder,
half starting to his feet. “Why shouldn't
I want to see you killed? Hawen't you
done enough to me?’

“No!" the word was slammed at
him like a bullet. And then: "As I
told you in the beginning, we won't
go Into any pbase of it that involves
Mrs. Collingwood. Get back into your
own hoat, Are you trylng to tell me
pow that Hatch Is threatening you?”

“He's played me for a come-on, He
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says he's got the whole business down
In black and white, with affidavits,
and sll that. He had the perve to
tell me less than an hour ago that
he'd burn me alive i£1 dido’t Loe the
mark."

“What does he want you to do?”

“He wants me to stick around here
g0 that he can use me against you.
He knows how you're mixed up with
Shella and that you can't turn g wheel
without making It Jook as If you were
going after me on your own personal
account,"

There waa silence for a little time.
It was an awful muddle, with bloody
murder sticking out of it on every side,

“If yon have come here with the
Idea that I can foree Hatch's hand, ¥ou
are very much misled," sald the boss
at the cloge of the electric pause, And
then: “Has he made It appear to you
that he was merely trying to belp you
avenge your own faucled wrongs™

“He spld T ought to get. you; that
any man who wounld make love to &
marrled womnn ought to be got."

My chjef was looking past the der
elict nnd out through the darkened
window.

“You don't know me, Mr, Colling-
wood, but you do know your wife;
aond you kunow tbat she is as far
above suspicion as the angels Io
heaven. Let that part of It go, Hatch
wns merely using you for his ows!
ends, If he could persuade you to
kill me off out of the way, it would
be merely that much golned In the
business fight.  You haven't done It
thus far, and now he is uslng your
check-cashing excursion as a club with
which he proposes to braln the entire
rallroad management, your uncle in-
cluded, If we interfere with his plans.”

Colllngwood scowled up at the cell-
Ing, shifting the dead clgar from one
corner of his mouth to the other, '

“So that's the way of It, is 1t?" he
commented, “He was working for his
own pocket all the time, and Uncle
Breck stands pat and slips him the
ace he was needing to make his hand
# winner., Between you and me, Nor-
cross, I belleve this d—d piker needs
killing a few times, himself.”

The hoss sat back in his swing chair
and I could just Imegine that he was
trying to get some sort of proper angle
on this young fellow who, In addition
to his other scoundrelisms, big and
lttle, had wrecked the life of Shella
Macrae. I knew what he was think-
ing. He had a theory that no man
that was ever born was either all
angel or all devil, and he was hunting
for the redeeming strenk In this one,

When you looked right hard at the
haggard face you could see something
gort of half-appeallng In It; something
to make you think that perhaps, away
back yonder before the spolling be-
gan, there used to he a man; never &
strong man, 1 guess, but one that might
have been generous and free-henrted,
maybe, I got a fleeting lttle glimpse
of that back-number man wlhen he
turned suddenly and sald:

“One night n few weeks ago when
I was full up, Hateh got hold of me
and told me you were out at the Ken-
drick place with Shella. He made me
belleve that I ought to go out there
and kil you, and I started to do.lk
Do you know why I didn't do it?

“No," sald the chief, mighty quietly.

“Well, T'll tell you, One night last
spring up at the Bullard you slammed
me one In the face and dragged me off
to my room to keep me from making
a bigger ass of myself than I'd al-
ready made, I haven't forgotten that.
In all these crooked years, nobody else
has even taken the trouble to chuck
me decently out of sight and give me
@ chance to brace, Drunk as I was,
I remembered It that night when I
was climbing up to a window in the
major's house and trylng to get a shot
at you." )

Mr. Norcross shook his head, more
than half sympathetically, I thought.

“Let that part of It go and tell me
abgut this other trouble,” he said.
“How badly are yon tangled up In
this political business?”

“I've given It to yon straight on the
bribing proposition. Unecle Breck used
me 88 a money carrier because—well,
maybe It was because he couldn’t
trust Bullock. T didn't know definitely
what Bullock wag dolng with the
checks I caghed fof bim, ‘though I sup-
posed, of course, it was something that
wonldo't stand daylight. It was only
a side issue with me. T was coming
out here anyway. [ knew Shella had
made up her mind—God knows she's
had cause enough; but I had a crazy
potion that I'd like to be on the same
gide of the earth with her again for
just a lttle while; Then this—" he
trailed off in a babble of maledictions
poured out upon the man who had
trapped him and used him,

The bess straightened himself In his
chair, but he stlll was speaking gently
when he sald: .

“You ate not asking my advice, and
[ don't owe you anything, personally.
Mr. Collingwood, But I'll say to you
what 1 might say to a better man In
iike clrcumstances, You have done all,
the harm von can, but, as I see It
there doesn't seem to be any need of
vour staying here to suffer the con-
sequences. 'Why don't you go back to
New York, taking your wife with you,
It she will go?”

Collingwood's smlle was @ mmere
teeth-baring grimace.

“Shella made her wedding journey
with me once, when she wWas just
elghteen. The next time she rides
with me it will be st my funeral, Ohb,
I've earned It, and I'm not kickiog.
And nbout this other thing: I can't
duck. You know what Hatch I8 hold-
ing me for. He told nmie Just a little
while ago that if I stepped aboard of
a train, I'd be arrested before -the
train could pull out"

It was a handsome little precantion
on the part of the chief of the graft-
ers, If a fight should be precipitated—
if the boss should try to ¢heckmate
the C. 8. & W. gobble—the“arrest and
indictment of President Dunton's
nephew would serve bully good and
well a8 a dramatle bit of side play
to keep the newspapers from print-
ing too much about the otheg thing.

“If you really want to go, I think
it can be arranged In some way, In
gpite of Hateh and hiz blutiing,” Mr.
Norcross put in quietly, “So far as
our rallroad troubles are concerned It
will peither help nor hinder for you
to stay on here, now."”

As If the helpful suggestion had heen
a leghted match to fire a hidden mine
of rage, Collingwood sprang to his feet
with his dull eyes ablaze.

“No, by God!" he swore., “I'm go-
Ing to make him come across with
those aflidavit papers first! You walit
right here, Norcross, You think I'm
all eur, but I'l show you. There isn't
much left of me but hound dog, but
even a hound dog will hite If you kick
him hard enough. Lend me a gun,
If you've got one and T'lI—"

“Hold on—none of that!" the boss
broke In sternly, jumping out of his
chalr to enforce the command. But
hefore he could make the grabbing
move the corridor door slammed nolsily
and the madman was gone,

CHAPTER XVI
The Deserter

Mr. Norcross chased out and tried
to overtake Colllngwood, golng as far
as the foot of the stalrs. I went, too,
bat got only far enough to meet the
hosé coming up again, There was
nothing doing. The station policéman
had seen the erazy rounder jump into
a tax| and go spinning off up-town,

There was another jolt walting for
us when we got back to the office,
While we were both out, Mr. Van Britt
had blown In from his room at the
foot of the hall and we found him
lounging comfortably In the chair that
Collingwood hud just vacated,

“1 thought maybe you'd turn up
again pretiy soon, since you'd left the
doors all open,” was the way he started
out, Then: “Sit down, Graham; I
want to talk a few lines."

Mr. Noreross took his own chalr and
twirled It to face the general super-
Intendent. “Say IL," he commanded
briefly,

Mr. Van Britt hooked his thumbs
in his armholes,

“I've just been figuriog a bit on the
general outlook: you have a decently
efficient operating outfit here, what
with Perkins and Brant and Conway
handling the three divislons as self-
contalned units, You don't need a
geheral superintendent any more than
a monkey needs two talls”

"What are you driving at? was
the curt demand.

“Well, suppose we say retréenchment,
for one thing, As 1 size It up, you
might just as well be saving my salary.
It would buy a good many new Cross-
ties In the course of a year."”

“That's all bunk, and you know it,"
snapped the boss, “The organization
as it stands hasn't a slogle stick of
dead wood In |t. You know very well
that a rallroad the size of the Short
Line can't ron without an Individual
head of the operating department.”

Mr. Van Britt laughed a little at
that. ]

“If you ghould get someé one of these
new efficiency experts out here he
would probably tell you that you could
ent your staft right In two In the
middle,"

1 could see that the boss was get-
ting mighty nearly Impatient.

“You are merely turning handsprings
around the edgaes of the thing you have
come to say, Upton,” he barked out,
“Come to the polnt, ean't you? What
have you got up your sleeve?”

“Nothing that 1- could make you
understand in a month of Sundays
Im sore on my job and I want to
quit.”

“Nonsense! You don't mean that?"

“Yes, I do. I'm tired of wearing
the brass collar of a soulless corpera-
tlon, What's the use, anyway? I found
a bunch of dividend checks from my
bank at home In the mall to-day, and
what good does the money do me?
I can't spend it out bere; can’t even
tip the servants at the hotel without
everlastingly demoralizing them, I'm
like the little hoy who wanted to go
out In the garden and eat worms.”

The hoss was frowning thoughtlully.

“You're not giving me a8 show, Up-
ton,” he protested, “Can't you blow
the froth off and let me see what's
in the bottom of the stein?”

“Pledge you my word, It’s all froth,
Graham. 1 want to elimb up on the
mesa behind the shops snd take a

good deep brenth of free alr und shake
my fist at your blamed old cow-track
of a malirekd and tell it to go to the
devil. You shouldn't deny wme g lttle
pleasure like thot"

It was getting under the hoss’ skin
at last. “I can't belleve that you
really want to resign,” he broke out
sort of hopelessly, “It's shmply pre-
postéerons |

“Pull it down out of the future and
put it in the present, and you've got
1t sald Mr, Van Britt. “I have re-
signed. 1 wrote it out on a plece of
paper and dropped It Into your mall
box as I came through the outer office,
1t's signed, sealed, and dellvered. You'll
give me a testimonial, or something of
that sort, 'To Whom It May Concern,’
won't yvou? I've been obedient and
falthful and honest and efficlent, and
all that, haven't 17"

“'d like to know where you got your
liquor, Upton, That |s the most char-
ltable construction I can put upon all
this, Why, man allve! you're quitting
me In the thick of the toughest fight
the grafters have put up!”

uYes, I know; but a man's got only
one life to live, and I've alwuys had
a sneaking sympathy for the high pri-
vate in the front rank who didn't want
to stand up and get himself shot full
of holes. I'm running, and if you
should ask me why, I'd tell you what
the retreiting soldler told Storewall
Jackson : he sald he was running only
hecause ha couldn't fly," Once more
the boss grew silently thoughtful. Out
of the digging mentul Inguiry he
brought thls:

“Has thils sadden notion of yours
anything to do with Shella Macrae,
Upton?"

“pledge you my word again, T met
Sheila on the street taday and prom-

et ik

Handing In & Thick Bunch of Tele-
grams for Transmission.

fgsed her that I wouldn't so much
as tip my hat to her while Collingwood
Is on this side of the Missouri river."

“But if you quit, your'll go east your-
self, won't yout"

“Mayhe, after @ while. For the time
being, I'd like to loaf on youn for a
week or so and watch the wheels go
around without my having to prod
them, It's running In my mind that
this newest phase of the C. 8. & W,
business is going to stir up a mighty
pretty shindy, and I had a foolish no-
tion that I'd llke to stick around and
look op—as an innocent bystander”

“The Innocent bystander usually
gets shot in the leg,” the boss ripped
out, with the brittlest kind of humor.
And then: “I suppose 1 shall have to
let you do what you want to—and let
you pick your own time for glving me
the real reason. But you're crippling
me most savagely, Upton—and at &
time when I am least able to stand It.”

Mr., Van Britt got up and edged his
way toward the door.

“It's a good reasom, Graham; and
some time—say when we are walking
through the pearly gates of the New
Jerusalem together—maybe 1 tell
you about it. If I were really a good
scrapper, I'd stay and help you fight
it out with Hateh; but you know the
old saylng—capital Is always coward-
1y : and my present credit at the Portal
Clty Natlonal is: pretty well up to a
quarter of a million, thanks to the
dividends I deposited today. Good-
night. Tl see you in the morning—If
by that time you haven't decided to
cut me cold.”

1 kept right busy over the Indexes
after Mr, Van Britt went away, Just
to give the boss a little chance to eatch
up with himself, He sure was catch-
ing it hot and heavy on all sides.
All we peeded now was for President
Dunton to come smashing in with one
more good Jolt and: it would be all
over but the obsegqules, the monument
and the epitaph. At least, that is the
way it looked to me,

It was along about ten o'clock when
the boss closed his desk with a bang
and sald we'd better saw it off for the
night. T walked uptown with him
and as we were passing the Bullard
he turned In to ask the night clerk
if Collingwood was in his room, The
snswer was nix; that the young New
Yorker hadn't been seen since dinner.

On the way out we saw Mr. Van
Britt at the telegraph alcove. He was
handing In a thick bunch of telegrams
for transmission, and he rather point-
edly turned the sheaf face down upon
the marble sinb when we came along,
as much as 1o sny “it's none of your
buginess what I'm doing.”

It struck me as sort of curious that
he should have so much wire corre-
spondence when he claimed fo be tak-
ing a rest, and why he was so careful

not to let us get a glimpse of what

it was all ah'out. But tne whole ming
was now 80 horrlbly muddled that &
little mystery more or less on ANy«
hody's part couldn't make much dif-
ferepce: and that was the thought I
took to bed with me a litile latar after
we reached our rooms in the railroad
clob,

CHAPTER XVII ol
The Beginning of the End

However much the Hatch people
may bave wanted to gvold publicity
regarding the change of ownership
and policies in the Storage & Wares
house reorgauization, the prompt an-
nouncement of n genera] strike of the
employees was enough to make every
newspaper in the state sit up and take
notice,

We had the Mountnineer at the
breakfast-table In the elub grill-room
on the morning of the day when the
strike was advertised to go Into effect,
There was a news story, with big
headlines In red ink,
editorial. Cantrell didn't say anything
against the rallroad company, His
comments were those of an observer
who wished to be stralght-forward and
fair to all concerned, but his edl-
torfal did not spare the silly local
stockholders whose swapplng and sell-
ing had made the coup possible,

Cantrell, himself, mild-eyed and look-
Ing as {f he'd got out of bed about
three -hours too early, drifted Into tha
grill-room and ook o seat at our table
before we were through.

“l wapted to be decent about It
Noreross,” he snld, forestalling any-
thing thalt the boss might be golng to
gay ahout the editorial In the Moun-
talpeer., “I'm trying to belleve that
the men higher up In your rallroad
councils haven't fathered this Hatch
goheme of consolldation—which is
more than some of the other pencil
pushers will do for you, I'm afrald.
Thanks to your publiclty measures,
everyhody helleves that you still hold
the whip-hand over the combination
with your ground leases. TI'm not ask-
Ing what you propose to do; 1 am
merely taking it for granted that you
are golng to stick to your polley, and
hoping that you will come and fell me
about 1t when youn are ready to talk."

“I shall do Just that," the boss prom-
tsed: and 1 guess he would have bheen
glad to let the matter drop at this,
only Cantrell wouldn't.

“I lost three good hours' sleep this
morning on the chance of catching yon
here at table,” (he editor went on.
“A Ilttle whisper leaked In over the
wires last night, or, rather, early this
morning, that set me to thinking. You
haven't been having any trouble with
vour own employees lately, bave you,
Norcross?”

“Not a bit in the world, Why?"

“There 1z some [little exeitement,
with the publle taking a hand In It
There were Indignation meetings held
last night In a number of the towns
along your lines, and resolutions were
passed protesting against the actlon
of the pew ecombination In ecutting
wages, and asserting that public sentls
ment would be with the C. 8 & W.
employees If they are forced to carry
out thelr threat of striking at noon
today. The whisper that I spoke of
intimated that the protest might ex-
tend to the rallroad employees."”

“There’s nothing in It,” suld the boss
decisively, *I suppose you mean in
the way of a sympuathetie strike, and
that is entirely improbable. I imagine
very few of the (. 8, & W, employees
belong to any of the labor unions."

“A gtrike on the rallroad would hit
you pretty hard just now, wouldn't
it?" Cantrell asked,

Mr. Norcross dodged the question.
“We're not golng to have a strike"
he averred; and since we had finished
our breakfast, he made a business ex-
cuse and we slld out.

When we reached the office we found
Mr. Van Britt on hand, reading the
morning paper.

“You don't get around as early as
you might,” was the little milliongaire's
comment when the boss walked in and
openad up his desk. *T've been wait-
Ing nearly a half-hour for you to show
up. Seen the papers?’

The boss nodded.

“] don't mean the strike husiness;
I mean the market quotations.”

“No; I didn’'t look at them."

“They are Interesting. P. 8. L,
Common went up another three points
yesterday, It closed at 88 and a frac-
tion. You know what that means,
Graham. It means that Uncle Breck-
enridge and his crowd are alpeady
foyfully discounting your coming resig-
pation, Somebody hag given them a
wire tip that you are as good as down
and out, and unless a miracle of some
sort can be pulled off, T guess the tip
is a straight one. Strong as he I8,
Chadwick can't carry you alona’

“Drop It," enapped the boss Irritably.
And then: “Have you come to tell
me that you have reconsidered that
fool letter you wrote me last night?”

“Not ln a milllon years," returned the
escaped captive alrlly, *“I am here
this morning as a paying patron of
the Ploneer Short Line, 1 want to
hire a special traln to go—well, any-
where I please on your Jerkwater rail-
road. The Eight-Fifteen will do, with
Buck Chandler to run it."

“pPshaw ! take your own car and any
erew you plense, We nre not selling
transportation to you."”

“Yes, you are; I'm golag to pay for
that trely, and what's more, 1 want
your written receipt for the money. I
need it in my business. Then, If
Chandler should happen to get gay and
dump me Into the ditch somewhere,
I can sue you for damages.'"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Got a Scare,
“What alls the poetess?” “She went
looking for the first rebin of spriug-
time and saw the first snake." 2

and also an *
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