
CHAPTER XVI

I PAY MY OTHER BET

9'
I
^WAS June, and Mary and I were in

I New York together, on our honeymoon.
We'd been married, quietly, by the same

parson that tied the knot for Jim and Georgianna,
and Georgianna and Jim had been on hand at the
ceremony. We was cal'latin' to stop in New York
a few days, then go to Washin'ton, and from there
to Chicago, and from there to California or the
Yellerstone, or anywhere that seemed good to us at
the time. I'd waited fifty years for my weddin'
tour and I didn't intend to let dollars and cents cut
much figger, so far as regulatin' the limits of the
cruise was concerned. Jim Henry and the clerk,
who'd been swore in as substitute assistant, believed
they could run the store and post-office while we
were gone.

Mary and I were walkin' down Broadway to-
gether. I'd told her I had an errand to do and
asked her if she wanted to come along. She said
she did and we were walkin' down Broadway, as I
said, when all at once I pulled up short.
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