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tching the pro-
Mf &Il the mot-
ialoe seemed to
onfines f the

des thsy clamberuditl
hlm tanvlteLI tiit-hrnwii

er-oy f this district ding the winter and
sring of the gret strilo. All the wori< had
1uwd of tbem through magazins and newapaper

and tourists ln groupa and aingly had visited
the breakers, kohak ln one hand aud note-bookc
i the, other, prepared te store a'way iuaterial

fer Pathetic tales. Tho hnva a, h ... 1

thiug. I don't want your dollar. What 1 wat
ia white job the yuar round. -You wanted

toe io r I'look cleam, an her 1 am. rlm
se witli scraping mysuif, but thers alun't a
mite lf ceai dust let on me.'
For five minutes James Watsonaosiee

the. situation. 'Well, it's a barguan johnny,
or whatever your naine i. Be on haud at my
office to-morrow momnhzng at iiine?

'Wliy not today?' iiujuired the boy. 'Those
windows nhed cleaniug, and se d-ots that glass


