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4 THE WEB OP THE GOLDEN SPIDER
his extension valise, bade good-bye to his pitying class-
mates, and taken the train to Boston. He had only an
mdefinite object in his mind: he had once met a friend
of his uncle's who was m the publishing business; andhe determined to seek him on the chance of securing
through him work of some sort He learned that theman had sold out and moved to the West. Then fol-
lowed a week of hopeless search for work until his
small hoard had dwindled avay to nothing. To-dayhe found himself without a cent
He had answered the last advertisement just as the

thousand wmdows sprang to renewed life. It was a
position as shipping clerk in a large department store.
After waiting an hour to see the manager, a double-
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'' Thank you, ' said Wilson.
" For what ? " growled the man.

The fellow shifted the cigar stub which he grippedwiti yellow teeth between loose lipa
^^

" What you mean ?

"

about itgazmg .t the pretty colored garments, en-^aneed by the life and movement about L, unti Zb.g iron gates were closed. Then he went ou upon the
thoroughfare, glad to brush shoulders with th"W


