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The Mountain Divide

"Of course I will, Harvey." responded the op-
erator in a matter-of-fact way. "Just wait a
minute."
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Levake's lips stretched into a ghost of a smile
I

'

? and his white-lashed gray eyes contracted with
an effort at amiability.

The operator, going inside the railing, ran over
the express way-bills which, not yet entered up
lay on the freight desk.

"There is a package here for you," he an-
nounced a moment later, and turning to a heap
of parcels thrown under the desk he searched
among them until he found and produced the
one he sought.

"Here it is—a box of cartridges."

|mat are the charges?" asked the man.
"Four dollars and sixty cents."

The man laid down a twenty-dollar bank-biU
The operator hesitated: "I haven't the change "

Levake showed no sympathy: "That is not my
fault," he returned.

The operator looked at him: "Do you want the
package to-night?"


