
CLOOR CRAFT

ilig on flie Valley Road had determined
ta 'efix" hini. But lie chose a flimisy
wxcapon when lie resorted to vile vituper-
ation and uigly oaths. He put into his
venonîous obj urgations every suggestion
%vhich hatred could conjure.

Edgar Bruce merely said, "Common
rot!" when a story of Polton's latest
cure wvas retold for lis benefit. Other
dissenters thiere were also but none Sa
virulent as Bowers. *Bruce could laugli
it off,. but Bowers-well Bowers knew
of.a better côok tlîan Polton for Camp

And Bruce saw a day when even Pal-
ton's "magic" could not cause him ta
laugli. Bruce was stricken. Everybody
liad a naine for the mnalady, but Bruce in
ývritinig ta town for the usual cure drew
rein at flhc terni in common use and
Iaboriouisly inserted one froni pliarma-
copeial pailance-which sounded worse.
1-e waited until xvorn of patience for
this stuif ta came but the niglits of
wvak-cfulness playcd lîavoc with lis nerves
and Edgar Bruce was willing ta rcsort
ta any rneaiîs of freeing hiniseif of the
constant itclîiig sensation. At last lie
gave in. Polton could cure any ailment
ever brouglit before lîim-why flot the
anc wvhiclî no camp is seldorn free froni?
He louinged rouind the cook-lîouse ail of
anc afternoon until Polton could stand
bis slîifting no longer.

"Wllat is it, Bruce ?" hie inquired, tak-
ingo Bruce by Sa sudden an attack tlîat
lie \xras nion-plussed.

"I niay as wvell confess," rcplied Bruce,
shylv, "that I was beginning ta believe
there is sonctliîng in1 tlîat 'clockcraft'
of yours. The niggers have held you
up as a god and have been worslîipping
Timie siîîce you got thern staring at tliat
tin timiepiece you have. Do you tlîink
vau cotuld cure the-tîe-

Polton relieved lîim, "I can cure any-
thing, E dgar," lie said. "Every cure I
make only adds ta the mysteriaus power

Polton's dcep grey eyes wcre fixed on
Bruce.

God, I believe you can, Polton-not
by the clock,-Heavens! wlîat eyes you
hiavc-wliat are you doing with me?

"I arn curing yoti," said Polton, main-
taining the slow, nîeasured manner of

spcaking~ lie usually enîployed in getting
a patient's attention. "You will sleep,
soundly toniglît and wakcen in the nîorn-
ing withiout any recollection of the itch-
ing you dlain ta have ha7d."

A f akir nîight have used the sanie
lano'uage. But even a fakir can be a
benefactor and whetlîer disease is driven
out by vegetable concoctions or mental
niedicine it niatters not-the resuit is flhc
sanie.

Next morning Edgar Bruce ivent
jauntily ta lus office and was in a hular-
iously good nîood when Bowcrs camie in.

"Good marning, Bowers; you look like
a battlefield thuis morning. W hat's the
war ?"

"You feel funny this rnorning, it
seerns," jeered Bowers.

"Not so funîîy as you look," laughed
Bruce. Whtare you wriggling
about ?"

"~You know curscd well what about.
Haw is it you ain't xvigglin' ?"

Bruce becanie suddenly aware of luis
freedoni froîîî the habit of the past three
xveeks which luad brouglut nuore mirth
tlîan sy1iipatliy froni the whîite elenient
of the camp.

"Oh, I sec," lue laughed. "It's gat
yiou, lias it ?"

"No it ain't got nie; it's been witclied
inito nic by that pagan cook you have
been worshippin' lately. Dami luis skin!
WTlicn I lîcerd lie wuz treatin-' you fer
nîonkcy-coniplaint, I hopes good an' liard
tluat lie kcetelies it luisself. But lie aint
gat the ketcliu' natur and I guessI
lîev."

Bruce Nvas checking over sanie articles
tooted into camip flic previous niglit wlîile
Bowers gave thuis lucid accaunit of lus
inioculation.

"Whîat luck !" lie irrelevantly ex-
claiuîied.

"'Luck! Air yu crazy? I aint no be-
liever iii yer luck."

"You wvill admîit, luowever, thuat tluis
stuif camue alouug ini tume ta be usd£ul."
He lield tup a package bearing the doc-
tor's totemu. "Take it-it rnay do what
'luck' could neyer do."

Bowers grabbed it feverishly, read thie
directions and was off at a pace lue sel-
domî miade, ta try the mîediciipe.

It was a clead failure! For the next


