
THE LAST STAGE
475We breakfasted at a long oilcloth-covered

•able .n the rear, amid.t a decidedly iateS
rZ'""r P5'"""' "" "' » bearded Her*

^or h for the sole purpose of getting a "
,vhite
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^^"h »" '"'"esting family ofthree. The waiter was a tall, embittered, and

ro^r V'^f"*'"'"^''^"'"-
"ho looked Iike acofllon leader fallen upon evil days. The cookwas a happy-go-lucky boy, and as always in the

JNorth a person to be propitiated
Time is nothing in the North. All morningwe waucd for our freighter. Between shower!

Pircd that he had engaged himself to carry a
party to the end of the railway and would be
back for us the next day, or the day after! It
cleared at noon and I proposed setting out on
foot. The roads would be bad after the rain
but anything was preferable to hanging around
town. We had developed a sudden longing for
hot baths and clean clothes and the other amcni-
ties of civilization.

The reports about the railway were conflict-
ing. It was said to be completed within forty
miles of the Landing; some said trains were run-


