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knowin' that
;.
al longer'u what you has, Doc. x\n'

w'cu islie's sot on a thiiii: shi ".s sot on it tho'onjjih an'

complete. They ain't no niovin' her a tall. An
if'n I is any jed^'c she is sot on reuiainiu' where
she is at outil she is married."
Rrntus sijiihed. lie was a tender-hearted man

and hated to jiuide his friend to tlie slanjzhter.

But his own hai)i)ine.ss meant niudi. He spread his

hands wide in a f?estnre of j^rudging consent.
" Well — go ahead an' marry her."

Elijah cleared his throat and bobbed his head.
" Guess you is got to, March."
March Clisby unctuously rubbed ihc palms of

his hands together. " That brings on mo' talk—

"

and he hesitated modestly.

"Which?"
"A gal like what Corena is — she ain't gwine

Stan' fo" no six-bits weddin'. She is gwine tlemau'
all the trimmin's an' a reg'lar sho'-uulf honey-
moon.''

"Ain't it the truth?''
'" An' T cain't "lord it!"

"Oh I" Elijah was beginning to see ti light.

"We is gav y(»u enough a'ready, March."
March started to rise. ''If'n tha's liow you

feel bouten it. Dr. Atcherson, I reckon I ain't got

to marry her, is I?
"

l?rutus forced tlie victitii ba( k into the chair.

"Yes, you is." he grated. "How much this heah
swell weddin' an' honeymoon gwine cos'?"
The pr(»speetiv(' bridegroom set his figure at a

mininiuiu: " Th'ee hund'ed dollars.''

" M.Mke it tw(. huiid'c.l an' fifty."

" Th'te hund'ed is the rock-bottom price an' 1 is


