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member-thc rin, of my bet, that almost made mo osc

you' I told you about it, didn't I, on our day together,

when I thought I shoul.l come back in two weeks.

"You told me you hoped not to l.vse u tlun« you want-

ed You didn't say it was a rin,'. liut at Royaheu-

the newspaper eorrespond.-nts' ehateau near C omp.e.'ne--

.0 eame aeross a friend of yours, the one you made tie

bet with
"

"Jack Curtis!"

"Yes. He told me about the ring. And he w

vou were alive."

"GoodoldJack! Well, now I'm going to shp that magic

ring on your darling Hn-er-the 'engaged' finger.

"But where is it?"
i i
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"The finger? Just now on the back of my neck, whu!

it's making ihrob—like a star! Oh, the rim.

That'll in the hobby-horse which I see over there, as lar.e

as life. At least, it's in him unless, unhke a leopard, ho s

changed his spots."
. , , .

Jim wouldn't lot me go. but drew me w,t1, lum our .r „»

interlaced, to ll.c lower end of theroon, w ,ere the hobby-

horse he had once rescurf from fire cud essly J.ranccd^

•This u.ed to he ,ny hunk, when I was a bttlc Cap. I,c

.aid. "Like a u.agpic. 1 always hid the tlnnss I valued

most in a hole I made under the third smudge to he c.l

on Spot Cash-s breast. 'Spot Cash' ,s he ol bov s

name vou know! When I won the be, an,! took he ru R

home I h.ad a taney to keep it iu this h.d.e hole, for luek.

tiU I could find the Girl. Mother knew, .he was w,.h

me at the time. But I was half ashan.cd of myself for my

childishness, and asked her not to tell-not even the


