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hardened tear-ducts no longer seemed able to

drain of their nunstme, was a look of exulta-

tion that made the gatiiering street-erowd take

him for a panhandler gtme mad with faonger.

<*Ti]h got whof cried the indignant young

officer, wheeling the bigger man about <m his

feet As the cement seller, responding to that

tug, invoted about, it was noticeable that the

fymn to wlxHn his wHst was locked by the band

of steel duly duplicated the movement. He
moved when the other moved; he drew ande

when the other drew aade, as though they were

now two parts of one organism.

"I got himr' cahnly repeated the old street-

peddler.

"Yuh got whof* demanded the still puzzled

young patrolman, oblivious of the quiescent

light in the bewildered eyes of McCooey, dose

beside him.

"Binhartl" answered Never-Fail Blake,

with a sob. "I *ve got Binhartr

THE END


