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Extra.

I Tinpuit ton and hoe in two milos froôm Camp on a country
road. "If I can get around that corner on the. Elstesd

road I can get by " he koopa ropoating to himiH. It is just
dusk sud lie fervently curses Daylight Sa.ving. The. corner ls iu
siglit, - nobody on tie road anyway."1 Ho stops out bridiry.
'WiII lie make it? Whoro e îsthe pioquot? Only a few yards
now. The Elstead road opens on bisi riglit. I'Hait! your pas.
please? » Âway ho sprints for Elstead and fredm. One
hundrod yards; two hundred yards, and ne pouudÎng foot b..
bind. À farmiiouse with, an "Out of Bounda" staring whiite iu
the. halt-liglit catches bis oye. On. loap and ho e ver the gate,
but crouches iu the. shadow for fear of the. barking dog. Ne
.ound but his heavy breathing and* pounding bourt airs the air.
Tii. trafflo on the (*odalming road is clamerons aud insistent.
H. makes a stealtliy reconnaissance and thon starte a ton g stalk
across the. fields judging hie direction by the Water Tower
siheuetted against the. pale sky. Buildings loom np ah.ad-
the, Officera' quartems What's that? Ho stands rigid, every
musole teune. Only a dog chewing a boue. Anotiier advauoe :
his but is ju8t a hnndied yards acros thi. road, but ne oover.
Thero at lust. Thank God. And just to, thinli that a short forty
minutes ago overyting wa8 at peace lu a che.ry living-room
wiiere lie unraveflod a tale of the. summer moon on a Canadin
lake te an sdmiring audlienee. Of how many? WeUl I'm not
going Io tonl.


