
THE CURE COMPLETE
"Yeah. Hold <m a minute, Bud. You ain't go-

"« «»' tie" «.d rai« „o hell with that poor giri
lovin, belong, to her, and rf.e's going to have hin.
• • • Now, just keep your shirt on a aecond. I've
got something more to say. He's her kid, and she
wants him back, and she's going to have him back
If you git him away from her, it'll be over my carcass!
Ifow, now, hold ont H^M «„/ You're goin' up
«ga««.tCashlfarkhamnow,r«nemberI

That girl is
"l^girfl Mygirifl^atlain'ts^sinceshewasa
fad in short dresses i^s her father you've got to
deal with now-her father and the kid's ,™™i.M«n You get that? You be reasonable, Bud,
«.d there won't be no trouble at aU. But my gi,l.m t goin' to be robbed of her baby- not whilstL
«~<ad. You get that settled in your mind before
you go out there, or-yo„ don't go out whilst I'm
here to stop you."

"You go to hell," Bud stated evenly, .nd thrust
Cash as.de with one sweep of his arm, and went down
the tumiel. Cash, his eyebrows lifted with worry
and alarm, was at his heels all the way.
"Now, Bud, be calm!" he adjur«l as he ran.
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