
STORY or A TRAMP 2g~

fiMissy, you ain't done took to havin' tramps sleep, in de
house, is you ?P

I tried to explain.
But Carnie would accep)t no apologies. S *he gave notice

that she would have to leave me if 1 took to such Ilcarryin's
on" as lodging tramps in' the houase. 1 promised to, mend
my ways - if I could. But she shook ber hea.d. She evi-
dently feared that she had an incurable case of traxnpo-

On xny writing-desk I found a note. It was written in a
beautiful band.

"Dean Madam,-I owe you rny life. If ever the time 1
cornes that I can pay my debt, I will do it.

"I arn promised some wvork to-day. If you had not taken
mie in last night I would flot to-day be able to do it.

Gratefully yours,

Next day Larry came home. I told him about my tramp.

HIe said that I was foolish, and that I musn't do so any
more. H1e also said hie wished he could find the poor fellow
anid help hlm to get snme wvork. Just like my Larry! f

Several 'weeks later I sat at my old place by the window.
Larry had gone ont in bis buggy after supper to pay soille
professional calis.

Larry bad a fault that by this time I bad grownS suucrl
to that it did not concern me greatly. H1e would drive fast
anid spirited horses. Somnehow he and borses seemed to un-
derst.and each other, and he always succeeded in managing

"Welli on this nigbt I presently heard people yelling,
the tearing of hoofs and wheels down the street, and then
a great crashing and trampling almost in front of my door.

"Larry1 Il 1 thought.
MY heart jumnped into mn throat and I rau out on the

porcI. R
A littie way up the street a crowd of people bad collected


