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about big enough to go into the conductor's pocket, was
equally siIent-Toddles was thinking of something else.

Very good.
' said Carleton suavely, as he surveyed the

ridiculous incongruity before him. "I'll change your
runs, then. I can't have you two men brawling and
pnze-fighting every trip."

There was a sudden sound from the window, as thou^
Regan had got some of his blackstrap juice down the
wrong way.

Hawkeye's face went black as thunder.
Carleton's face was like a sphinx.
"That'll do, then," he said. "You can go, both of

you."

Hawkeye stamped out of the room and down the stairs.
But Toddles stayed.

"Please, Mr. Carieton, won't you give me a iob
on " Toddles stopped.

So had Regan's chuckle. Toddles, the irrepressible
was at It again—and Toddles after a job, any kind of s^

job, was something that Regan's experience had taught
him to fly from without standing on the order of his
flight. Regan hurried from the room.
Toddles watched him go—kind of speculatively, kind

of reproachfully. Then he turned to Carleton.
"^^^ S>^« ">« a job, Mr. Carleton," he pleaded.

Give me a job, won't you?"
It was only yesterday on the platform that Toddles

had waylaid the super with the same demand—and about
every day before that as far back as Carleton could re-
member. It was hopelessly chronic. Anything convinc-
ing or appealing about it had gone long ago—Toddles
said it parrot-fashion now. Carleton took refuge in
severity.

"See here, young man," he said grimly, "you were


