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Office. I ought to have the Pmident here^

now."

**Wluit is itt*' MkMl Alki% M Hmsj otommI
to the <*etttioii" door.

"It's Boraoao calling the Princeton. It*s

going to be the lul roQk»t4t^ thia fiMworki
exhibition."

He flung on a coat and i' d to MoKinnon.
"But please watch that responder until I get

And h« WM off bofort ICeldiiioii oonUI ad •

jut the fhoTM and take his Mat before the in-

stmment.
But as the newcomer pressed the receiver

against his ear, he conld hear a sound, faint

and small, like the tick of a wood-beetle. This

sound translated itself into a coherent sequence

of dots an^ ^adioB, vptS&ag out the eaU for

'^Cruiper Pt . ceton" and repeating it, impa>
tiently with a strangely human note of com-
plaint 'n the petulanoe of the wood-beetle tidi-

ngs.

"Princeton—Princeton/' the call was re-

peated, almost frantically, it seemed to McKin-
noD, as be eanght up the operator's paidl and
bagan to write on the pap«r btfore him. Then
came the break and the answer of the far-off

cruiser. Sdmething in the crisply stiff "send"
of the n&yj operator reminded the listener of


