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" Look here, you cub," I roared,

"if you imply that I have any evil

motives in this, I'll shoot you so full

of holes you'll look like a mosquito

net!

"

He wasn't a bit scared; he simply

winked the other eye, and said in a

kind of foreign-sounding language:

"Forget it. Colonel! Cut it out!

Back to the alfalfa with your Buffalo

Bill vocabulary! If you are really on

the level, you don't need to prove it

with artillery. But it makes no diflf.

to me about that. My business is

producing fame, not merit. Once

more I ask, what's your lay ?"

I overcame a desire to kick him

through the ceiling, and told him I
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