
The Man in Asbestos

“ Yes, but give a rest to the rest of the 
corridor ! ” cried an angered voice that broke 
in upon my exultation.

Suddenly my sleep had gone.
I was back again in the room of my hotel, 

with the hum of the wicked, busy old world 
all about me, and loud in my ears the voice of 
the indignant man across the corridor.

“ Quit your blatting, you infernal blather­
skite,” he was calling. “ Come down to earth.”

I came.

THE END


