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live in New York for a year. But I'm going to
get even with him, I'm going to write him up.
l'Il give him a column and a half ; see if 1 dont.
l'Il get his photograph, and publish a news-

paper portrait of him. If that doesn't make
him quake, he's a cast-iron man. Say, you

haventa photograpli of old Scrag that you canj 1 lend me, have you ? 3-9
«'l have; but I won't lend it for such a pur-

pose. However, never mind the principal,
Tell me your plans. I am at your disposal. for
a couple of weeks, or longer if necessary.

Goôd boy! Well, l'Il tell you how it is. I
want rest and quiet, and the woods, for a week

or two. This is how it happened I have
been steadily at the grindstone, except for a

while in the hospital; and that, you will admit,
is not much of a vacation. The work interests

me, and I am, always in the thick of it. Now,
it's like this in the newspaper business : Your

chief is never the person to suggest that you
take a vacation. He, is usually short of men
and long on things to do, so if you don't worry
him. into letting you off, he won't lose any sleep

over it. He's content to let well enough alone
every time. Then there is always somebody

who wants to get away on pressing business,-
grandmother's funeral, and that sort of thing,-

so if a fellow is content to work right along, his
chief is quite content to let him. Thats the

way affairs have gone for years with me. The
other weelz 1 went over to Washington to inter-

view a senator on the political prospects. I
tell you what it is, Stilly, without bragging,
there are some big men in the States whom no
one but me can interview. And yet old Scrag
says I'm no credit to his class! Why, last year
my political predictions were telegraphed all over
this country, and have since appeared in the

---]ýUropean press. No credit! Éy jove, I would


