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brought into this office for a reprimand and not to apply
for a job! You can thank your stars and Bob Donkin
you haven't lost the one you've got. Now, get out I"

"I'd make good if you gave me one," said Toddles ear-
nestly. "Honest, I would, Mr. Carleton."

„ "^°",V" «**^ *e »"P«r. not altogether unkindly.

Toddles swallowed a lump in his throat—but not until
after his head was turned and he'd started for the door
so the super couldn't see it. Toddles swallowed the lump
—and got out. He hadn't expected anything else, of
course. The refusals were just as chronic as the de-
mands. But that didn't make each new one any easier for
Toddles. It made it worse.

Toddles' heart was heavy as he stepped out into the
haU, and the iron was in his soul. He was seventeen
now, and it looked as though he never would get a chance
—except to be a newsboy all his life. Toddles swallowed
another lump. He loved railroading; it was his one am-
bition, his one desire. If he could ever get a chance, he'd
show them I He'd show them that he wasn't a joke, just
because he was small

!

Toddles turned at the head of the stairs to go down,
whsai ;.omebody called his name.
"Here—Toddles! Come here I"

Toddles looked over his shoulder, hesitated, then
marched in through the open door of the despatchers'
room. Bob Donkin was alone there.
"What's yoi'r name—Toddles ?" inquired Donkin, as

Toddles halted before the despatcher's table.
Toddles froze instantly—hard. His fists doubled;

there was a smile on Donkin's face. Then his fists slow-
ly uncurled; the smile on Donkin's face had broadened
but there wasn't any malice in the smile.
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