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He bitched his chair closer to the artist's, and his
voice, in its earnestness, took a higher key, with 8
slightly nasal twang, Even the fire seemed to bright-
en with expectancy, while Zeke gently wagged his
tail, and, lifting his head, Jooked full into the face of
his master. The mountaineer gave the dog an ane
swering look, that said—

“Ye kin trus' me, ole feller,” and launched forth
In his canive narrative, “Es well es I kin rikolleeh
el's nigh onter ten year sence I wunz auperintendin' 8
eatlle ranch down in Western Texas. The ownef
Waz & English gentleman, named Brookton. He hed
& mighty fine place over thar in Yorkshure, thet wul
ealled Brockton Hall. He hed bought th' ranch th'
year before, an’ left it in charge vy a overseer ; D&
't wuz badly managed, an’ w'en he come back th' W’
summer, he shipped 'im an’ put me in his place Bt
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