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He thought I wai complimenting him.

„:»K k" u~;^ *V^ y°"'" •>« »"'d. bowing again,with hit hand on hit itomach.

machme. I waited to cool off. Dick found a
fine covey, and- 1 missed them right and left. Inad lost my nerve and my luck.

. ,.V.''*"
^ reached the machine, Horace was in

b inking .„d we ..id not a word.' It Jas my ti^^

feed it A ^^^1^
^''^ r .""* ^'""^ «"^" «"d

h^A^t u" ^"V^' "" °f ' Pencil-pointhad got an inch out of place, and it had been asdead as a log wagon on us.
It was now exactly 3 -.30, but we decided we stillhad a chance to get a covey. We made the next

three miles in beautiful time, meeting only one man
driving a game, high-headed horse that swept byus without giving us the least notice.
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If they were all bred like that one," I said

r\ahT" 1 " ""^M "' ""'Kht think he had some
rights on the road.

" Glad you are beginning to see the other side,"
said Horace.

"We'll be there by four," he said; "just the. , ,. , , .
' •-— I "•- saiu; just

time the birds begin to feed good. Oh, we'll
a few yet. It's a long lane, you know. Our
IS turning.

"

get

luck

This is fun," I said, as we flew along the


