
g PENROD

Penrod climbed upon a barrel, stood on tiptoe,

grasped the rim of the box; then, using a knot-hole

as a stirrup, threw one leg over the top. drew him-

self up. and dropped within. Standing upon the

packed sawdust, he was just tall enough to see over

the top.

Duke had not followed him into the storeroom, but

remained near the open doorway in a concave and

pessimistic attitude. Penrod felt in a dark corner of

the box and laid hands upon a simple apparatus con-

sisting of an old bushel-basket with a few yards of

clothes-line tied to each of its handles. He passed

the ends of the lines over a big spool, which revolved

upon an ?.xle ot wire suspended from a beam over-

head, and, with the aid of this improvised pulley,

lowered the empty basket until it came to rest in an

upright position upon the floor of the storeroom at

the foot of the sawdust-box.

"Eleva-ter!" shouted Penrod. "Ting-ting!"

Duke, old and intelligently apprehensive, ap-

proached slowly, in a semicircular manner, depre-

catingly, but with courtesy. He pawed the basket

delicately; then, as if that were all his master had

expected of him, uttered one bright bark, sat down,

and looked up triumphantly. His hypocrisy was


