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would even have invited Montana Bill, but

he was lying in the hospital with a bullet in

his shoulder; while Hank Patterson could

not come on account of the police wanting

him for putting it there. But half the

population of the Forks had bad headaches

next day ; and if I didn't have to wear my

right hand in a sling on account of the

shaking it got, it was because I was as strong

as ever. The only man who looked unhappy

was Mr. Fleming, and he certainly had a

right to be miserable, considering that I had

robbed him of his housekeeper, leaving him

to the tender mercies of flighty Fanny.

And she was so vicious to poor Jack that he

actually dared to say to me, " that if Elsie

had the temper of her sister, he was sorry

for me, and that it was a pity Siwash Jim and

Mat had made a mess of it." When I

rebuked him, he said merrily, " he guessed it

was a free country, and not the poop of the

Vancouver" So I let him alone, being quite

lir.


