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H AL waydown the bil lie moaned,
H AoFh,m,:yf Poor uwifel" Then at the

faedothe bridge, where the crash
came, a second later, he flung up his hands
and called out in a high cheerful tone, ai-
most banteringly:

"Good-bye, Bifll
A long, long silence.,
When 1 awoke, 1 looked into the leather

face of oid Dr. Ketchum. I1 was in mny
own bed. I had sense enough to recognize
the famiiar, gay log-cabin quit.

"How are you now, Mr. Plumptyl'" the
old man asked in his professionai tone,
which was not at ail the same lie used when
trading horses. H1e was born to be a horse-
dealer, but circumstances had miade him a
doctor.

I meant to say,that 1 hadnot had time to
find out,-but to my astonishment repiied
in an accent of concentrated horror:

"Great Crimson Christopher! She kas run
amuck"

My wif e drew near, anxiety in her eye.
"Oh, William! Do you know me?"
With an exceeding "patness" I groaned,

"Oh, My Poor zufel -
Then 1 realized that dear Iittle Pinky was

hovering over my piliow, her eyes f ull of
tears, ber rosy cheeks pale.

IIDear Uncle," she whispered, and kissed
my cheek.

I tried to say, "Cheer up, Pink!" but
heard a voice, the identical higli, courageous,
cheerful note of Uncie Lenny, but yet je-
suing from my own throat, caîl banteringly,
"Good-bye, Bill"

Then I fainted dead away.
Althougli not noticed by me at the time,

Len Briscom had been an anxious watcher
over my unconsciousness. 0f course lie was
comparativeiy unhurt. What could hurt an
autumn leaf? I believe Uncie Len simpiy
floated into safety, although he expiains itPT Y this way: The bank of the road, just where
we crashed into the end of the bridge, feil
down into a deep roadway Ieading to the
creek, where teamsters drove their horses
down to drink. A canny countrman,

LIS "Good-bye, Bulll" lie colled ont coming toward us with a load o7 hay,
in a h gh, Cheerful, o.Jmost batr had seen our eccentric approach. Deciding

inl tn, lngn up his hGlids that not even ail the ra was too much for
as the crash came. us, he hastiiy started to drive down to the

creek. Uncle Lenny was tossed iightly
into the air and fell Iîke a bird into the cosy

r of Deeds, so 1 cati only say if Karma had nest Providence had prepared for him. I was flung into
e of my next-door nihbour, Simpson Cut- the creek, and if you think that a soft coucli, jmt tri' it!
ave got the col shoulder. I was cut about the face and head, bruised from head to
r no delusion as to Lenny'e mechanical foot, and when I came to myseif, I was. one lbig ache
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