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- YHORTY /TECABE =P RA S /2

BEING A RECITAL OF HOW HE ACQUIRED A SUBURBAN VILLA, AND GOT AC~
QUAINTED WITH THE MAJOR - BY SEWELL FORD

With that I had him goin’. He was up
in the air, and befors he'd got over it I'd
landed him In a porch rocker and chaged
Dennls in to dig & box of Fumadoras out
of my sultcnse, :

“Ahem,"” says the Major, clearin’ his
speech tubes, T came over, Mr. MeCabe,
on rather a dellcate errand.”

“If you're out of butter, or want to
touch me for a drawin’ of tes, speak
right up, Major,” says 1. "The pantry's
yours."

“Thank you,” says he; “but it' nothing
lik= that, nothing at all. sir. T came over
as the representative of several citizens
of Primrose Park, to Inguire if It is your
Intentlon to reside here.™

"Oh!"™ says I. “You want to know If
Nl join ths gang? Waell, ss=in’ as you'va
put it up to me so orgent, T don't care If
I do. Course, | can't sign as a veg’lar.
this beln® my first jab at the simple life;
but if you can stand for the punk per-
formance I'll make at progressive suchre

(Copyright by Assormte Bunday Maga-
zine., Inc)

AY, If you Know how Lo take

S things, there's a whole lot of fun

in just beln' allve: ain't there?

Now look at the buffo combination I've
been up mgalnat lately,

Firat off 1 meets Jarvis—you kKnow,
Mr. Jarvis, of Blenmont. who's billad
10 marry that Engllsh girl Lady Eve-
Iyn next month. Well, Jarvis he was
all worked up. Oh, you couldn’'t guess
It In & weak. It w an nawful thing
that happened to him. Just as he's
Rot his trunk packed for England,
whare the knot-ty in to take place,
he gets word that some old lady that
waa sncond cousin to his mother, or
something llke that, hns gona ‘and died
and left him all her property.

“Real thoughtless of her, wa'n't 1t

on the sprinkler for s=o long I'd thought
it was time for me to hunt a D, T. Insti-
tute right then., First off 1 couldn't maks
‘om out at a but after the wk wore
away I sco th dolls, dozens of
‘em, hangin' sl over the walls in rows
and clusters, like hams in a pork shop.
And, say., that was the wooslest collec-
tion ever bunched together! They wa'n't
ordinary Christmas-tree dolls, the storo
kind. Every last one of ‘em was home-
made, white cotton heads, with hand-
palnted faces. Course, I tumb s
was gome of that half-batty Aunt *Me
work. This was what she'd put in her
time on. And she sare had produc

For face patntin' It was well domwe, 1
guens, only she must liave been shut up
so long away from folks that she'd sort
of forgot just how they looked. Some of
the heads had sunbonnets on, and some
nighteaps:; but they were nll the same
shapea, like hardshell clam. flat slde th

savs T . = The eyes we painted al t twice life-
o e ~ " c : and eroquet, you can put me on the Bat- slzp—s0me rolled up, some canted down,

3 W 'I'_”- = "“-"_" Jarvis, lookin® kind of urday night sublist, for awhile, anyway.” some squintin’ i ‘I“'“':"_ and a lot wans

'.mllm_l" i ';\n.m" .F{ﬂ” “-“""nt! “"'ri Now wmiy, I was layin’ out to do the fust Cross-eyes here Wis Breen eves

bleipng o aon L ming e bhonds, and nelghborly for the best that was in me: : FipReiaoen Klageeama s Tl et -

‘ that sort- of thing but ithere's .this ¥ yellow eyves, pink eyes, and the regular

but it seemed to hit the Major wrong.

Muehtingale Cottage. Now, whot am [ He turned aboutl two shades pinker,

kinds, They gave me the craops.

. F When T turns around Bishap stonds
I'".,‘:_;l with ”""'? - = ecoughed once or twles, and then got a there with mouth of “\5';|;- t
A "‘l‘""‘ nightingales for the trade, fresh hold. “T'm afrald you fall to grasp he—"‘why, professor!’ That was as far
avn ’ .
: tha sltuation, Mr. MeCabe,” savs he } caul 3 ARTH gy
Jarvis ain't one of the foshin® kKind. 3 . b uld get. ile gasps once or twic

“You see, wa lead & very quiet Iife here
in Primrose Park, a very domestic fe.
Ax Tor myself, 1 have two daughters—""

“"Chle, chic, Major!” say=s I, pokin® him
gentle in the ribz with me thumb. “Don’t
you try to slck any girls on me, or 1'
také to the t&ll timber. I'm no 1,1.13,-'5|
man. not a Httle it

Then the explosion came. For a minute
I thought one of them Frisco agus spells
had come BEast. The Major turna plum
color, biows up his cheeks, and bugs his
eves out. When the language flows |t

thongh, same ax Pinck
this weddin' businesa on
thara wa'n't muoch r m hing
. Beamsd the old lady w qulit
Hyin® was A relative he dida't know
much about
“I remember seelng her only once
2 Jarvia, “and then T wans a Hitle
haps that's why [ w such
of hers. Bhe always sent
yar-book every Christmas.™
“Must have thought you was hard on
wa'n't

MY, He had
his mind, and

and gets out something that =ounds like
“"Remuarknble, truly remarkabloe!™

s & the word,” says 1. “I'll bet
"t mnother lot Itke this in the

pe not,” sayvs he Na offensns
m 1.t gh. Do you—pr—dn this sort
of thing yourselfs"

Well, T had to loosen up then. [ toid
him abot Aunt ‘Melie, and how I'd
bought the place unsight and unseen
And when he finds this was my flrst
view of the parlor it gats him In the

=1

was like turnin’ on a flre-pressure hy- short ribs. He has a funny fit. Bvery
Tarvis wouldn't say that; but he dr‘knl,. .An assistant district atto ‘ 1 time he takes a look at them dolls he
didn’'t deny that there might have been I'D LANDED HIM IN A PORCH ROCKER. o f'”-"”“; state in H-Vm‘-“'d‘-'r hag another spasm. 1 gets him out on
r few cobwebs In the belfry., Aunt trial didn’t have a Ilook-in with the J the poroh again, and he slts there slap-
Amelli—that's what he called her— E“IIJ"”‘- What -lldr I m:?n—-m;- “:llr-'msh- pin ¢n and waggin' his head and
had llved by herself for so long, and eme Lo hang onta the place for a yoary around a cracked bluestona drive, and | house Sscrapper from ithe red-light sec- wipin’
hud coaxed up such a rase of tf__”.l_. , . before I trics to unlond. That give lands me at the front stéps of Nightin-| tlon—=by buttin’ into a peaceful commu- GIVIN' ME THE OLD-COLLEGE-CHUM SHOULDER-PAT. By-'m'-by the Bishop calms down and
that t} was no tellin. The family | the Whaleys what they've been wishin® | gule Cottage. For the kind, It wa'n't =0 '}i:“! _?:it'll ‘:'mmttm' the 'llf!r"FiT 1n!1tih,lta£:;; says I've done him more good than a trip
ldn't ever ow ahe was abrog for, and me & chance to do the week-end | bad—one of thoss squatty bay-windowed n ‘ave no soense of decency? . - - : N Teel : : - o to BEurope “You musi let me bring
:_-i“t.r". s it :'II]“-d .".r:‘f--l e i“’.:' ,:{‘“E :I:Tul ‘Ihc-!: Course, I l“._‘ n't look- | affairs, “.-lt“, a :._.lnf ﬂk._» :l tohoggan | T suppose respectabls people were goin’ 1 couldn’t gf‘ back on my ro.-wrnl.l efther It was ::1_-.' little old Bishop, that I keeps Mujor L’:‘.n.;-“:' over,” says he. “I want
i see,”” mavs Jarvis, “the deuce | In' for no complications. But they eome | chute, a porch that #id almost a whole | to stand for such? In my time I've stood up in the ring and | the fat off from wi the medigine-ball | him to see those dolla, You twao are
Is the cottage I8 just as she | along, all right. lap around oitside, and a cobblestone Honest, that was the worst jolt T ever | put out my man for two-thirda of the | work. bound to be great cronjes.”
w1 out of 1t. full of n lot of old 1t was on & Saturday afternoon that I | chimney that bad vines growin' clear to had. All 1 could do was to =it there with | gate recslpts. 1 t sn ¥ £ tl i “Lucky he did gee me,” sars I, “or “I'va got my doubts about that,"”" says
that Tve elther gsot to #ell or | took the plunge. You know how gulek | the top, And sure enough, there was | My mouth ajar, and watch him prancin® | now as I was once; but [ ain’t er had | he'd holler out 1 queersd bimsell | T “But don’t you go to mixin® up'in this
1 suppose And It's a beastly nul- | this Hetle old town csn warm up when | Dennls Whaley with hie rake, coinin’ as | up and down, handin’ me the layout. any call to be ashamed of the day I done | with the whole of Pri =¢ Furk. affalr. Bishop. 1 don't wa to lug you
g | she starls We'd e =tudlo Iy near a grin as he knew how, “Bay.,” =ays [. after a bit. “vou ain't | it. What's more, no soubrette ever had | T was figurin® on fadin® away to the | in for any trouble with any of your olé
n shame,' = I “But where Ia | goin® all the warnln’, firat shirt- Well, he hak mgp in tow In about a min- | &1 me mixed up wit!:: Mock Duck, or | a chance to call herself Mre. Shorty Me- | other side of the honse before he showed | frionds."
cale Cottage ™" t lads w Forty-sec- | ute. and I makes a personally conducted | Paddy the Gouge. or Kangaroo Mike, or | Cabe. and T never let 'em put my name | up agaln; but 1 didn’t hurry about it, and You couldn't stave the Hishop off,
s 'n Primrose 'k, up in | ond street - onts off, and | tour of me estate. Say, all I thought [ | an¥ of that crowd, have you?” over the door of any Broadway jag par- | when 1 looks up again there was the | though. He had to hear the whole yarn,
thester County,"” says Swifty'd nue racks for Coney Island, | was gettin® was a couple of buildin’ lots; “You're known as Shorty MeCabe, | lor. 10p, with them fat [ittle fingers of his | and the minute he gets it straight he
that [ pricks up my ears, You | when I remembers Primrose Park but T11 be staggered If there wa'n't a | aren’t you?' says he. You got to let every man frame up his | ‘stuck ou 4 a three-inch grin on Ihis jumps up
U've boeen puttin’ my extra-long I'd passed through in expresses often stice of ground most as big ns Madison “Gulity,” =ays I > own argument, though: If these Primrose | fuee, pl crosn the road right for me. “Binger's a hot-headed old—=Well,”" says
in plekle for the lnst few vears | enough; so 1 didn't have to look It up on | S8quare Park, with trees, and shrubbery, “Then there's no mistake.” saye he. | Parkers bad llsted me for n gl cltize Ho'd come t to wig-wag his driver, | he, catohin’ lLimsell just Iin time, *“th
for a chance to place "em where I [*the map: but that was about all. When | and posv beds, and dinky lttle paths | “What will you take, cash down. for this | that had come out to sms and, gottin® his eves on mo. he waddles | Major has a way of acting first. and then
em ov some day and ot 1’4 spoiled the best part of an houn on a | loopin™ the loop all around. Ot back | property. and clear out now?" and keep the town oonets right over. 1 tried to give him the wink | thinking It ove 1 must have a talk
And Westchester sounde local full commuters2 and low-cut high- | ws i stable and goosb'ry-bushes and & “Say, Major.,” says 1, "do you think it wasn't my cus to hold any debate. All | and shoo him off, but It wn=s no go. with h l
brows, who killed time playin® whist and | truck garden. would blight the budes or polson the alr | the campalgn I could figure out was to | “Why, rofesvor!”” says he, g # he did, too; for they were all at
% T, leadin' him over Lo the | gussin' the road, T was dumped down at “How’'s thim for cabbages?’ says Den- | much if T hung on till Monday morning? | back Into the wingg and sell to some | walkln® up and givin' me the old-college- | It gome time before the Bishop waves
.. ne booth, “you sit down there and | a cute 1ittle station about big enough for | nla That is. unless you've got the tar all hot | well-behaved stock-hroker or Ife-insur- { chum shoulder-pat with the r. by-by to me and drives off
ring up some ren! estate guy out in Prim- | 4 lemonade stand. As the cars went off “They JTook more like boutonniers,” | and the rail ready?” ance grafter. { T squints across the way, and th I'd just got up from one of Mrs. Wha-
rose Park and get a bid for that place. | 1 drew in a lor wronth, Say, T'd 2ot off{ saves T But he roes on to tell ns how That fetched a grunt out of him. *“All It wias goin to be tough om the Wha- | the Major and the giris, catchin® t ley's hest chicken dinnera, when I henra
1t'1 be abosut half or two-thirds what It's | just in time to escape bein' carrled into d Just been set out And wouldn't he | we desire to do, sir,” says he, “is to | leys, though. I didn't let on to Dennis, | breath and takin® it all in, so 1 se=s It'S | & hur outside, and horses stampin’
worth, 1I'll glve you that, and 10 per cent | Connecticut ize ti1l Fall Then ko shows me rows | maintain the respectabliity of the nelgh- | and after supper we sat on no use throwin' a bluff. and a horn tootin'. | rushes out front.
more an account of the fixin's. Is it & I jumps Into a canopy-fop sdrrey that | he says was goln® to be pratles and | borhood.” steps, wihile he smoked hix ¢ “How's the Blshop?' says 1. “"You've | and there was Pinckney, slttin® up on a
goT' I lnok= like 1t had been Stored In an open | beans and 20 on. and he's as proud of “Do the other folks over there feel the | gassed away about the things muade a but T guess it's a bit | coach Box, just pullin® hix leaders out of
Was It? Mr. Jarvis had central and | lot all Winter, and asks the driver i he | the whole shootin’-mateh as If he'd done | same way about me?" says L goin” to raise, and how the flow too lato Dennis’ pansy d. There was about a
was callin® up Primrose Park before T | knows whers Nigh ale Cottange is o miracle. “Naturally,” says he would look In & month or so 9 He © like always does. | dozen of his crowd on top of the conch,
gets through, and Inside of an hour I'm “S8ure thing!" s he “That' the When we got around to the front again, *Well,” sase I, I don't mind teliin’{ o' clock he shows me a place where 1 can | “Your res of speech rofessor, are | includin® Mrs. Dipworthy ndle Sullivan
n taxpayver I've made blg lumps of | place Shorty Mo g bought." where Dennis has lald out a pansy harp. | you, Major, that you've thrown the hooks | turn in, and I Ustens to the roosters | too subtle for me) as usunal, Howewver, I that was—amd Mre, Twombley Crane, and
ey quickern that, but 1 never spent “Do tell! says 1. “Well, cart me out | I sees s little gatherin® over In front of | Into me good an® plenty, and It looks like | crowin® most of the night. | suppose you are as glad to see me as 1| a job r
a chunk of it wo swift before. But | to the front gate and put me off.” the cottage next door. There was threa | I'd have to make a new book. [ dldn't Next mornin' I had Dennis get me a | am to find you." “Hello, Shorty!” says Pinckney. * ‘I
wient off with his mind easy, and It was & nice ride. If It had been a | or four genis, and slx or eight women- | come out here to break up any peaceful | Sunday paper, mnd after I'd read tlie “Just ;what I was meanin' (o 1 the doll exhiblifon still open? If It is, we
satisfied. In the evenin' I dropped | mile longer I'd had facts cnougl for a | folks. They wns lookin® my way, and | community; but before I. changes my | sportin® notes I turns to the suburban | next,'” says 1, pullin® up a rocker for him. | want to come In.”
1 to gee the Whaley town history. Drivin' s depotl earriage | talkin® all to once, pragramme 1'll have to sleep on It. Sup- | real-estate ads. ““Why not own a homea?" We chins awlile the ! the Bishop q met the Blshop: see? And he'd
nis, you low-pol bog-trotter,” | was just a side lesue with that Primrose “Hello!" =ays I. “The nelghbors scem | pose you slide pver again sometime to- | most of 'em asks. *T know the answer | tells me how he's heen out to lay a cor- | steered "em along.,
save 1, “about all T've out of you | blossom. Conversin' -was Nhis long 20il | to be holdin’ a convention. Wonder if | morrow, when your collar don't fit so | to that,” says L nd, suy. a Luna Park | nerstone, and thought he'd drop in on his Well say, | might have begun the
since 1 was knee high was how you was | He tore off information by the yard, and | they're plannin' to count me in?" tight, and then we'll see if there's any- | Zulu that had st s Into, young Rock- | ol friend. Major Binger. kind of lonesome, but ltad & lively
niechin® to quit the elevat and get back | slung It over the seat-back st me like one I hailn't more'n got that out befors one | thing to arbitrate.” afeller's Bible « would have falt nbe | Well, well, wi a" charming place yvou all right. Inxide ten mbimutes Sa-
to diggin' dirt and cuttin® grass, same’s | of thess megaphone lecturers on the rub- | of the bunch euts loose and heads for ‘““Very well,” savs he, does & salute to | as muely at ag 1°did thers on y | have here!™ he. “You 15t tnke me has on one of Mother Whaley's whits
vou used to » on the old aod. Now here's | ber-neck wagona, Aceordin’ to him, Aunt | me. He was a nice-lookin® old duek, | the colors, and marches back stiff-kneed | own porch. The ald Major was over on all over I, professor. I want to see If s and s takir charge. She huas
n chance to make good.™ "Melle hadt been a good degl of a she-her- | with a palr of white Chaunceys and m| 1o tell his crowd how he'd read the riot | his porch, walkin' up and down like he | you've shown as Wl taste on the inside | sor of them fancy tables and chairs
ell, say, tl was the only time T | mit frosted cohin-splitter: He stepped out | act to me. was doin' guard duty, and once in awhile | a5 you wrently have on the out.” | lugged out on the pore and the first
talked 1 minutes with Dennis “Why,” says he, “Major Curtis Binger | brisk. and swung his cane Ifke he was on Now say, I ain’t one of the kind to lose | I could #ea some of the women-folks | And be I has o to EB&y I t I kuows I'm holdin® forth at a pink
v without bein® bluckguarded. He'd | told me him f that in the O parade. He was got up In wililte flan- | slesp because the condoctor speaks roogh | takin’ a careful squint at-me from behind | about I = Aunt "Melis h ton that's the swellest thing of the ki
f off the elevator the weeck be- | he lived neighbors to her he hadn't seen | nels and.n square-topped Panama, and | when I asks for a transfer. [ generally ! a window hlind. If I'm ever quarantined, | the arm and we're head . . | Primrose Park ir got ita eyes on
and had been job-huntin' ever since. | her more'n once or twice. They say she | he had the complexion of & good liver. takes what's comin® and grins. But this | It won't be any new ssngatio 1 I hadn't even openaed t fore, but No, Nightin Cottage
As for Mother Whaley, when she suw a | hadn’'t been out of her yard for ten years “T expect that this Is Mr. McCabe,” | time I wa'n't half so joyful! as 1 might It wasn't exactly a weddin'-breakfast ;| we biazes right in, runs up the shades, | market, lopks like 1'd
chance ko three rooms back and a | up to the time she went abread for her | says he. have been. Even the sight - of Mother | kind of a time T wa= havin'; but 1 dida’t ;| throws open the shutters, and stands by | job Intros Aunt ‘Melle's doll collec-
fire-es i plice where the trees | health and died of 117 “You're o good guesser.” says I. “Come | Whaley's hot biscults, and hearin’ her | dodge 1t. 1 was Just lettin’ It sonk | for a look tion to M for Pinckney carts down
has len n ‘em, ahé up and cried into “Anyone that could live In this= town | up on the front stoop and sit by,'” singin’ ““Cushla Mavourpeen" fn the | “for the good of me soul,’”” as Futl Say. It was worlh it! That was the | 4 noew ga every Sunday. 1 had my or-
the corned beef and cabbage. Just for | that long and not éle, couldn’t have tried “My nnme.' says he, “Is Binger, Curtis | kitchen, couldn't chirk me up. T'd been | Connolly vsed to say: when 1 seca a pair | most jad 1 room T ever put » Toot in. | dera that be kept Just
Joy very hard.,"” says 1. "Who's thls Major | Binger.” keen for lookin' the house over and sesin’ | of overfed blacks. hitched to a closed car- First p 1 néver ste 8o N ¥ Crazy Aunt Sadie's gen-
T se e keyvs up in the morning." Binger?" “What, Major Binger, late U, 8. A. 7| what I'd got In the grab; but it was all | rilage, in from the plke and make | lookin® | aor bow-1¢ d tables, on i 'm 1-f_u.|::' to
suys 1 von two panck up and go *“Oh., he's a retired army offjeer, the | says 1. “The man that did the stunt at | off. Course, | knew I had the rights of | for the Malor's, ""Uompany for dinner,'” | or fancy I I life. The stand for Anyways, I've bought a
out  there Nightingale Cottage and | major Is; widower, with two daughters,’ the battlé of What-d've-cajl-1t?* the thing. I'd put down me good money. | says I. *“That's njce.” wa'n't 4 thing you on without'| fam'ly ticket and Inld In a stock of fancy
open if it's fit to live in, and | saye L J “*Mission Ridge, sir'" says he, throwin' | and thers wa'n't any rules that could I didn't get anything but a back view | havin® to call the ypholstery man in aft- | groceries
You dr lonesomeness, maybe I'11 “Singletong?"” says [ out his chest. make me pull it out. But I've lived quite | as he climbed out on the off slde and was | erward. BEven the gllt sofa looked ke it The Maje? Oh, him and me made it up
in a while of a Sunday to “Yep, and likely to stay =0, says he. “Sure! That was the place)!' sayve I | some years without shovin' in where 1| led In by the Major; bul you couldn’t fool | ought to have b In a pleture handsome. He comes rer and tells me
ver." About then he turns in between a| “Well, well! Who'd think It? I'm proud | knew I'd get the frigld countenance, and | me on them short-legged, baggy-kneed But whnt had me button-eyed wag the Mission ir stunt of his
’ P hought it would be a bright | coupls of fancy stone gate-posts, twists | to know you. Put ‘er there" I dldn't like the Idea of beginnin' now. | pants, or that black griddle-cake bonr ecortl If T hadn’t been ridin’ y night reg’lar,
BY IRVIN S. COBB -
-
BERN a quiet wesk In the realm
fistiana, hasn't it?" sald the
Jlerk of Lthe 5t. Recklens, ns of S .
he down hils paper. *““I've looked all the ather
through the sporting pauge and the Waah- hte, but he's niass champion
fngton dispatclies both, and there’'s no still. He's strong for what you might
mention of Jeft having landed somebody a | eall the s play. And he sald In the
nent wallop or being handed ona of Lhe | :i';::'injn';_{ :I!l-.lr-':ﬁ"’rh:lﬂt\..ll]fl-u-j”r];: _II"“_';I_‘[:__”:":
same hy somebody.' | the lowly And he 8 Wi« nmes
I thought Jeff wasx out of the fight | to Nerce blows, he's e of tl reest
game for good,” sald the House Detective, blawers vou'll find anywhers
Miivin® out there on his little combination | “But Jeff ls all right, Larryv—he's ".”'
farm-uhd-cafy in California, raisin® al- f‘l—'"'.‘-'i.l that Hao's in.'«t' .-.u-.l..l Lo Mt
3 2 | Into the ploture of our Na nal Logla-
falfa and Seotch highballs. lature as she's at present constituted I
I that you mean the former never could eratand why they =
sald the Hotel Clerk, I was press fighting here in New York and =
of a present notable figure In li-.w Congreas to stay In wession all Win-
world, not & mera past per- | ter In Washington. The y the devil-
| may-care rioters, all right, those (on-
t vou said Jeff,"” insisted the Houso | gressmen. I don’'t mean the New Eng-
land members They're cile In
$ 1, anawered the Hotel Clerk, treme You couldn't lma
1 ““meanl by that the Hon. Jefferson Da- bot laodge denting n
.

brow with & large iro .
a mark of & g dlaple
debale. He might g= i
The worst you

Cabol Lodge dolt
ad. would » to sanatch the
band out of somebody's hat and dash
at his t. It's those hot-blooded Bouth-
ern members you have to bhe walching
1 the time .
scrap like n coon comedian

/ Wiy,
vis. of _.:‘.R.MH.A.'E I called him Jeff he- / ’//
cause that's naime he familiarly goes

by Among gEreat  common  people A ///
represents in the United - //I

whom he 20 ably
A |
sents tho great com-

demanded the House De- ol /
"\’.‘I,:// (J/I/

msell,”” gald the Hotel Clerk
ha's right. They're the

I

r« the bnvse

imon people, and they must be - i

41 common or they wouldn't gold tooth. Only th don*t » the
Jeff representing them. But way their predecesso did In the days
with the punch.”” when a statesman ¥ his avening

‘1 didu't know he wis & 3 clothes all day. [ alwavs think of Henry
suld the House Detective Iln- Clay ns a pa who stond up and talked
~ ;-. Jeteclive. Mecas suitable Tor the Sixth Reader, with

next morn-

never licked n‘:‘.,\-'.*\mi_\'.” satd the o ':::_lt.:l--'l-“-.-111"|!t<“'\[:;§::r'.h; lié‘-":ll-l:;ll‘:“".-‘.l :,-;‘.I.I.Irl r:r
Htoal Merk, *“*but he's been llcked by ///, /// ¥ Ian‘] ';1."1 .“'l"'t‘T ﬂl'["}k. I
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