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The White Mice

of .h. mob ana .h. jubiUn. strain, of a triumph.n.

""to-morrow." said Roddy. "I am going .0 ask

vour father a favor. I am gomg to ask h.m for

*e use for two hours of the cell he last occupied.

" And why ?" protested Inez.

"
I want it for a friend." sa.d Roddy. Pedro

.ells me my friend is the man "h" ««"»"* '°

S
"„ Carlos'to have the Wh^^Mice locked «p and

your father moved into another cell. I wan, the

Lw Commandante to lock my fnend m that cell,

and to tell him he is to remain there the rest of his

Tatulal life. Two hours later, the Wh.te M.ce w.11

"v^him, and w.11 smile on him through . e bar.

Then ni unlock the door, and g,ve h.m h s pa^

sage-money home and a month's wages. H.s

name is Caldwell." „ .

"
1 had no idea you were sov.nd.ct.ve. sa.d Inez.

"It is rather." said Roddy, "a sense of humor.

It makes the punishmem fit the cnine.

He turned, and drawing closer, looked at het

wistfully, appealingly. „• f„...
"Your father." he wh.spered. .s free.

The girl drew a long breath of happ.ness.

"Yes." she sighed. , ,

«1 repeat." whispered Roddy, "your father is

free."
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