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338 THE SHE^IIPF OF DYKE HOLE

Joe was on his /eet in a
threw them into the stove,
second. •

"Say, them papers !
" he cried.

She ^st'oS^'frc^Jn^
^^'*

'°T^'' J'P*' ^"' J°« brushed it aside.

nthJ^Jt"^}'""'. J'^^'y" ^"<^ I^'ck, clutching each

battTe ttpJemlcr'""'^ '''''' ""^ revelling fn This

Just so, Joe,—dear. You're sheriff " ku'.a ««- -^u

^^^JT'^^t"^ n,ater"altnter„«;' "^."^rylSwon t be when—when you're my husband."
'^
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