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In one short ugly sentence Ae stripped him of his manhood. In

« moment of jest, she had cut deep into his heart. As he lay

gazing at me blinking stars and the shells that shrieked ati J burst,

there again rang in his ear tha^ mocking laugh which fid sent him flying to the front. She h<ul the

prettiest hair, the brightest eyes, the most tantalizing sn He in all San Augustine. He -would SHOW
the world that a lion's heart beat in his little body.

The wax dated and he went home—a Colo!<el anda hero. San Augustine wasfrenzied over its native

son. Straight i^ the path to herhome he walked,cad then, the thing that happened wasn 't at all what you thirJt,

plenty of offers to go into the illegitimate drug and garden seed

business, but he was never to be tempted off the straight path."

Andy and Jeff take counsel together in long debate on the porch

of the hotel.

And here, appar^^tly, a piece of good luck came to Jeff's help.

The very next morning a messenger brings word that the Mayor
of the town is suddenly taken ill. The only doctor of the place is

twenty miles away. Jeff Peters is summoned to the Mayor's

bedside. . . . "This Mayor Banks," Jeff relates, "was in bed

all but his whiskers and feet. He was making internal noises that

would have hs-^ everybody in San Francisco h'king for the parks.

A young man was standing by the bedside holding a cup of water.

. .
." Mr. Peters, called to *he patient's side, is very cautious.

He draws attention to the fa. that he is not a qualified practi-

tioner, is not "a regular disciple of S. Q. Lapius."

The Mayor groans in pain. The young man at the bedside, intro-

duced as Mr. Biddle, the Mayor's nephew, urges Mr. Peters or Doctor

Waugh-hoo,—in the name of common humanity to attempt a cure.
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