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I'm goin' to turn in, but MI gay first that the night
Mnnford says Big Cloud, then Big Clouil it is f.,r

Bridge Gang Xo. 3. That's the way we talked it

before wc knew about Burton mixin' in, and I reckon
it stands just the same now."
And the camp retired to their bunks and to sleep,

voicing McGuire's sentiments and swearing a unan-
imous and enthusiastic allegiance to Munford; all

but Munford himself who did not sleep but lay awake
tossing restlessly though, withal, in a very self-satis-
fied frame of mind.

This outburst of popularity pleased Munford ex-
ceedingly. The more so that it was directly traceable
to his great strength and physical courage of which he
was inordinately vain. He began to regard Burton
with contempt. Burton was a man whose backbone
wobbled when it came to a showdown! As Munford
turned the situation over in his mind his contempt
grew stronger until he came to decide that he despised
the little foreman heartily. Would he, he demanded
of himself with a snort, have fired a man that had
talked to him as he had talked to Burton, had he been
in Burton's place? He would! And the gang, bridge,
job and everything else could go to blazes! Munford
sat up to emphasize his feelings on this point with a
crash of his fist on the side of the bunk. He thrilled
with the fierce joy of enacting just such a role as his
imagination depicted, despising Burton accordingly
for lacking in what were, to him, the essentials of a
man. He decided, as he fell asleep, to make the fore-
man's life a burden to him—and he did.


