
J. Wesley Croesus'

yes; the farms are aire Jy there. Nature madethem, you know; she merely forgot to arrange forh«r watenng." He was going on to tell Lutthe exuausuve experiments the Department of
Agnculture experts had been making upon theBuctskm S0.1S when the gentleman whose namehad once figured upon countless thousands of lard
packages cut in.

Brl^II "!?) 'y)*"' ''''" ^'"^
^''"'''"S about, Mr.Brou lard.? I'm saying it over soft and slow to

myself that no young man in this world ever had
such a magnificent fighting chance as you have

.nf 7a' , r""**'
'^' ""'^^-e"/ eyes grow-

ing suddenly alert and shrewd. "If you don'tcome out of this with money enough to buy in all
those bonds your father was placing that time
in Chicago—but of c irse you will

"

m7'"^'''V
''°"'' ''""" understand what youmean. Mr. Cortwright." said Brouillard, withsome mner monitor warning him that it would

be better not to understand,

tiol^
''""'^ gentleman became suddenly face-

iot'"''L ?•"!;
^"'''" ^' ^^'''^^''^' ^•'"ing the

you don t mean to tell me that your father's son
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