
Saturday, be might go into the ring and knrt

the prkw. I eMit stop yon patting the little

idgger on yonr own hone, Imt if he trim to

make my bam a hangout, 111 warm bis jacket

for him, miderstandt Ton can tell him bo."

'*Ye8, aidi,'' anawered Oabe medOy. **Mi8t'

Carry an' yo' bad friends, boeaf

"

*'We aint any kind of friends," snapped Pit-

kin, '*and that goes for every blaekHrd that

eats ont of his lumdl"
"I thoo^^t he was a kin' o' pions ole gen-

tleman," said Gabe.
**He's got a lot of people fooled, Carry has,"

replied Pitkin with nnneoessary profanity,

"bat I've had his nomber right along. He's
a crook, bat he gets away with it on aocoant

of thai long-tailed ooat—the sanctimonioas old

aeoimdrelt Dont yon have anything to do

with him, Oabe."
**Mef" said Gabe professing mild astonish-

mmt "Hnmph! I reckon noil**

t "Always stick with yonr friends," said Pit-

kin, "and remember whieh side year bread is

battered on."
"That's what I'm aimin' to do, snh. To'

know, boss, I sort o' figgeh the Gen'al's got a

mighty good dhanoe nez' Sato'day in that

secon' race. A mighty good chance."

Pitkin sneered. "Going to bet on him, are

yoat"
"No, soh ; not 'less some people pay me ^ut

they owes me."
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