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The Boss has never stirred—sleeps like a stone. If he does not

wake to-day we shall understand what kind of a sleep it is, and his

body will then be borne to a place in one of the remote recesses of the

cave where none will ever find it to •desecrate* il. As for the rest of us

—well, it is agreed that if any one of us ever escapes alive from this

i place, he will write the fact here, and loyally hide this Manuscript with

the Boss, our dear good chief, whose property it is, be he alive or dead.

END OF THE MANUSCRIPT. '
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