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pin sank deep into his back. He extracted it
frenziedly, which brought to his ears a protracted
and sonorous ripping, too easily located by a final
gesture of horror.

"Penrod Schofield!" Mrs. Lora Rewbush had
come out into the hallway.

And now, in this extremity, when all seemed lost
indeed, particularly including honour, the dilating
eye of the outlaw fell upon the blue overalls which
the janitor had left hanging upon a peg.

Inspiration and action were almost simultaneous


