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nion which jcs-- wa'iit bohii to run no antymol.ilo.

This inawnin' 1 .i;its a tclvphonc call fun, hiin. U.;

savs he's out on the Pottenille road - hiiu an

wiiafs lof of the tlivver. 1 i^ot the wreckui car

an driv out. They was jes" 'bout as much let

of his clothes as they was of the car— an he

was most nekkid. I prized him up an driv him

" If"n yo'd ever wukked "round a syras^, Ki-^i^,

vo-d know they is two kins of men whut owns

kutvmobiles. One kin' loves "em an' t other km

hat'es "em. Thev ain't no inbetwix'. I is seen em

all but I ain't nev' saw no nuin so sick of autymo-

biles as whut Cap'n Zacharias Foster was this

mawn in'. ,
,

" ' rd sell that or jnnkpile for sevumty-five dol-

lars.' he said. .
,

" • Huh : Cap n; I comes back. ' You is the jok-

ines' man!

'

, ^ r ^ ha
'' With that he swears the mos' elegant I ev aid

heah. * I mean it,' he growls.

" ' r.et'n von woul'n t put that in writin
,

I says.

"
I knowed he was a powTul sot feller an" sho

nuff he pulls out a notebook an" writ out a 'gree-

ment to sell me that car for sevumty-tive dollars

il"u I perduced the cash in fohty-eight hours.

An-
"

as Trias showed symi)toms of interrui)ting,

- that ain't nowavs the all of it. neither. Hias

—

I is got that car sol" for th'ee hnnd'ed dollars soon s

I lix it up a bit."

Urias turned toward ("nss Dnggers a face

wreathed in superlative ccmtempt. "What is I

frnf to do with all this?
""

. . „
*
"You is the feller,"" explameu i ass uuiuuo,


