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-around something. Sie streets and alleys were*emptying
into the main thoroughfare, policemen were running.

My house in on the principal street that leads from the
ýCentral Depot, past several hotels to the residenve, part of
the city. It was train time, when the Aragon 'bus and
'hacks innumerable always thundered by on their way to
the station. When I looked out the 'bus was in front of my
door and hacks blocked the street, their drivers looking
,back.

"What's the matter? " I asked of the nearest driver.
"Runaway."
"Drunken hackman let Lis horses get away from hlmi

:and they smashed a doctor's buggy.
IlThe doctor isn't hurt, ma'am"' kindly said some who

kznew me.
I hobbled out into the street on my crutch and tried to

make my way among the hacks and horses to the spot
-s'where I saw the people uollected.

IlTing-a-ling! ting-a-ling!11 the ambulance was coming.
And then I saw xny husband movings toward me where I

-was trying to work my way through the crowd of people
and vehicles. H1e walked badly and was pale. I neyer even
thought to look at the tangled mass of buggy and hack that
lay crushed together on the street. I got bim into the house
a nd went to heating water and doot oring bis bruises, andl
t) stirring Carrne around more than it pleased ber to be
stirred, until she realized that it was Larry, and that hie
-was hurt, when she was willing enougli.

What hadl beco me of the horses or the buggy or thehaük,
1 neyer thought to ask. My only thought was of Larry.

After we had got him to bed, and lis leg and arni into
hot compresses, and he seemied pretty comfortab]e and hiad
-a good color in his cbeeks, I began to catch the drift of the
talk about the accident that was going on around me. Two
-cioctors and several of Larry's friends had come in witi 1;s.

"lBus and carrnages bad been starting off from the Aragon
-and also fromn the Grtnd Opera-House, which. was eiuiptY-


