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SYNOPSIS

Jeb Braddon, young and fantastically
successful broker of Chicago, is Infat-
uated with Agnes Gleneith, beautiful
daughter of a retired manufacturer,
Rodney, & doctor, In love with Agnes,
visits his brother, Jeb. Rod plans work
At Rochester. Jeb suggests that he
make a try for Agnes before leaving
In Rod there Is a deeper, obstinate
decency than in Jeb. Rod visits Agnes
and tells her of his great desire, but
realizes it can never be fulfilled. Agnes'
mother is attempting to regain her hus-
band's love, Agnes has disturbing
doubts as to what attracts her father
in New York., Jeb tells Agnes he |Is
going to marry her, and together they
view an apartment in Chicago. Jeb asks
Agnes to set an early date, but she tells
nim she cannot marry him., When the
agent, Mr. Colver, offers to show them
a furnished apartment, Jeb asks Agnes
to see it alone, saying he must return
to his office. Agnes consents and Jeb
leaves. A radio Is blaring terrifically
from one of the apartments. Colver
raps upon the door, which Is opened
by a scantily clad girl, who draws
Agnes Into the room. Colver finds her
husband, Charles Lorrie, fatally shot.
He calls the police., Myrtle Lorrie asks
Agnes to phons Cathal O'Mara, a law-
yer, to come at once. Agnes does, The
police take charge., O'Mara arrives., The
officers are antagonistic to him. Agnes
sldes with O'Mara, Agnes is to be a
witness at the coming trial. Cathal's
grandfather and father had lost their
lilves in the line of duty as city fire-
men, and his grandmother, Winnle, has
bullt her all around Cathal, who, being
ambitious, had worked his way through
Iaw #chool, Thoughts of Agnes disturb
Cathal. Mr, Lorrie had cast off the
wife who had borne him his daughter
to marry Myrtle, and after two years
of wedded life she had killed him, The
coroner’'s jury holds Myrtle to the grand
jury., Agnes promises O'Mara to review
the case with him., When Cathal calls
Mrs, Gleneith asks questions regarding
marital problems in the hope that she
might get a solution to her own prob-
lem.

CHAPTER V-—Continued
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*I'han much that is done In a clty,”
he replied to her,

“Where do you live? Agnes asked
him, with sudden directness,

“What am I, you mean-—besides a
criminal lawyer? I live now near Ml
waukee avenue In the city: but I was
born on Archer, as was my father.”

“Your father, too?

Cathal smiled. "I know why you
ask. You wonder why I speak so,
when it was my grandfather that
came over, and he a lad. His father
brought him In the steerage: and on
another ship at sea at the time was
the girl the lad was to meet on Arch-
er road and marry.”

“Your grandmother?”

“The same, You'll see her at the
trial, She comes to all I'm defending.”

“Does your father too?”

“He's gone,” sald Cathal. “"He was
A city fireman, and his father bhefore
him., He-—my grandfather—was one
of the twenty that went to the top
of the tower of the Cold Storage build-
ing, at the World's Falr, when It
burned.”

“He was one of them that dled that
day, as each of them did In line of
duty, Miss Glenelth,” sald Cathal
proudly, "“And his son, my father,
died llke him, In line of duty for Chl.
cago. That's my stake In the ecity, |
mentioned. Who can have more®
Would 1 sell It out by fixing taxes for
clients for my living? I'll take the de.
fense of Myrtle Lorrie, as I've taken
others. . . But It's my speech that
still surprise you. It wouldn't If
you knew Winnie.”

“Winnie?" asked Agnes.

“The grandmother I mentioned. She
might have come over sixty hours In-
stead of sixty years ago. . Do you
know Padrale Colum, the Irish poet
and writer, who was over here on tour
a few years ago?”

“I went to hear him speak,” sald Ag.
nes, wondering what now was coming,

“So did 1, sald Cathal. “For they
told me he'd been golng through Ire.
land baving repeated to him the last
of the old Celtic tales that had never
seen print. He was collecting them
to write them all down. 1 told him
he'd been wasting his time traveling.
He ghould have come stralght to Chl.
cago, and he'd have heard them all—
from Winnie. And I found, In fact,
she had one he'd never heard from
any other. The strange thing, It was
always my favorite.”

“Youo knew 1t?™

“Knew 1t? Wasn't I rocked and
reared on them? And this I could
never hear enough-—the Green Bear
of Babbletree.”

He was holding Agnes’ memoran-
dum of what Myrtle Lorrie had sald
and done, after having shot her hus-
band; and suddenly aware of It he
contrasted It to the matter in his mind,
and smiled.

“The women, Miss Glenelth, used to
be much more enduring,” he said.
“They certainly put up with more In
those days.”

“What days?™

“Of the old tales. Take her that
loved the Green Bear of Babbletree.
The Green Bear was, of course, right-
Iy a prince, her true love,” Cathal con-
tinuved, “but hideously bewitched. But

-

though he was In his horrible gulse,

she must recognize the soul of him,
and seven long years must she fol
low him over the flery mountain,
though he might never so much as
turn to look at her once. If she
perseveres through the seven years,
she breaks the spell; he's her prince;
and she has him.”

“Does she?” sald Agnes.

“She does, through everything.”
repeated :

“Green Bear of Babbletree,

Turn, thou, and look to me!
Seven long years I've followed thee,
Over the flery mountain.”

He had gone., Agnes was lylng with
eyes closed on the chalse-longue In her
bedroom, when she heard her sister's
volce, HBee went In first to see her
mother, so Agnes had a few minutes
more of dreamy reverie before her
sister pushed her feet more to the side
and sat down facing her. It was six
o'clock,

“Your friend Myrtle's lawyer,” sald
Bee, “seems to have queerly affected
Mother.”

“What did she say to yon?

“*That perhaps we'd misunderstood
vyour murderous little friend Myrtle,
e certainly has done something else
to Mother, too."

“Yes"

“What 1s It, Agnesg?™

“I think she came to see somewhat
differently why Father's dolng—what
he's probably dolng, Bee."

The dark head, covered by Itg smart
little toque, looked away. *“All right,
If he helped her, . . .

The Dark One wandered
window,

“Who's that? Jeb?"

“Might be,” said Agnes, sitting up.

to the

Jeb had had an exceptionally prof-
itable day; and on no day, within re
cent memory, had business been bad.
The market for stocks—ralls, Indus
trial, utilities, olls, amusements—wus
soaring. Today it had been almost a
runaway,

Bankers, merchants, clerks, barbers,
bootblacks, shopgirls, dentists’ assist.
ants, hair-dressers, manicurists, ele
vator boys, sireet-sweepers - every-
body young or old, enlightened or Il-
literate, capable or stupid, with mil-
llons or with a seraped-up dollar or
two, was playving the market. Anul
whatever their state of mind, or of
body or soul, they were all making
money,

Jebh was exultant, He had never
heen so right, He had made money
not only for himself but every client
for whom he traded and whom he ad-
vised, He had lived In a chorus of
acclalm and galn all day.

He ran halfway upstalrs to meet Ag.
nes coming down,

“Glen, what a day! We can do any-
thing we like—anything, when you say
the word!" He caught her up on the
landing. “Now you'll say it? Why
not? ©Oh, you little fool, why not?

. That damned trial! We'll marry
and come back for It. Or I'll get you
out of 1t!"”

“You can't, Jebh™

“Was that Irish shyster here?™

“Jeb I”

“Did you see the papers this after.
noon? I've left them in the ear. . . .»
They were downstalrs together,
“Sweet - scented  situation O'Mara's
trying to profit on. Lorrle, It seems,
was Insured for two hundred thou-
sand dollars—fifty of which he had
left In the name of his first wife as
beneficlary; but dear little Myrtle had
seen that he had her written In as
beneficlary for one hundred and fifty

thousand.

“The companles pald today the fifty
thousand to the first wife whom he
divorced; but they're holding up pay-
ment of the hundred and fAifty to sweet
little Myrtle, If she's cleared by
O'Mara, Myrtle gets the hundred and
fifty thousand Insurance as an ad.
ditlonal reward for the shooting.”

CHAPTER VI

Davis Ayreforth lay awake In the
dark,
beside his. He was not happy: and
he was trylng to figure out what he
could do differently In order to make
Bee admire him,

She still loved him, he belleved: for
her let it be a proof of love that his
wife physically did nothing, In respect
to another mun, to which he could take
exception, and that Bea continued
without complaint—indeed, only too
complaisantly—to be his wife,

50 Davis sald to himself:
loves me; she loves me. .
admires Jeb more, ., .
admire me at all.

“It's because Jeb 1s making so much
money,"” Davis argued with himself.
“Money 1s all Jeb has that I haven't
got,

“It's not more money she wants for
herself, or for me or for the boys. But
she wants me to make more money.
+ « « I've got to make more money—
a lot of money, as much as Jeb Brad.
don. T can do it! He has nothing
on me!"

Jeb, as every one knew, had made
milllons for himself. To such a star,
Davis hitched the weak wagon of his
abllities as he wrestled In the dark
with his disappointments.

Davis' business was canning — a
good business In Chicago, safe and
steady, though never spectacular, and
well sulted to Davis, who was by na-
ture a safe, steady person, though he
tried not to appear so.

He was thirty - two, a cheerful,
healthy, stocky man of medium helght,
thoughtful of others and tireless when
he set out to do anything.

Yet It all seemed only to amuse
his wife, Even his excellence In golf,

“She
. But she
. She doesn't

‘which once she had admired, seemed

almost to amuse her now. He did not
understand why.

W == m—

| er untll,

with his wife asleep In the bed |

—

Hilllunl now hecamn tha measure uf
& man, The old slow, conservative
scale of progress was gone. Salary,
dogged, dependable work, was noth-
Ing. A man went out, In these days,
and made—milllons!

Davig did not want to do It at all;
he was, for himself, exactly sulted.
But Bee--his wife, the mother of his
boys — belleved Jeb the better man.
Jeb thrilled her; her husband, though
she “loved” him, bored her.

There was that fellow Collitt, who
had come around to the office the oth-
er day with Ken Remble.

—— —— — = Em - = ==
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They were |

forming a company for underwriting .

new investments,
ments,
sald

real-estate develop-

millions!

There was milllons in it, they

They wanted him to become a part- |

ner and put about a hundred thou-
sand Into it, He'd thanked them and
hardly thought of it.

S —

& New York Post,.—WN1U Sarviee,

Fans Last Ovation

Davlg turned agaln with more hope- |
fulness toward the dark head on the |

pillow of the other bed.
It was a month later that the res-

ignation of Davis Ayreforth, as treas- |

urer of a canning company, took ef-
fect, and he sold back to the officers
of the company all his stock. Davis
also sold sixty-five of his best bonds;
for It happened that Collitt had some-

what under-estimated the new capital |
required, and so Davis put up, not

oOne hundred, but a hundred and fifty
thousand dollars.

But the firm of Collitt, Ayreforth
and Remble was formed, and prompt-

ly promoted and marketed thelr first
investment line.

Myrtle Lorrie, who now for over a
month had been In jall, declded to In-
vite Agnes to visit her.

Myrtle was not having much of a
time, She was confined, of course, to
the women's quarters of the jall, and
therefore to the company of other
girls and women awalting trial. Most
of them were accused of serious of-

fenses; for they had not been admite
ted to ball,

Agnes, on the morning that Myrtle's
missiva arrived, had risen for break-
fast with her father.

She, the Light One, and Bee, the
Dark One always had had breakfast
with him when they were chlldren. He
was never too hurried to joke with
them; and he produced from his pock-
| ets 'I‘III"D'I'IHPH

“I'n Not M;rrylhﬂ Jeb This Sprlﬂﬂ
-0r Summer, Father.”

. away. 1

to l[um])hrﬂys Best
Mf:mory to Retain

HE HAD been leaning forward
from one of the padded leath-
er chairs in a corner of the Garden
boxing office. Felt hat carefully bal-
anced on one knee, he had been
listening eagerly to the brisk gos-
sip, watching Marge dispose of too
presumptuous free-ticket seekers,
breathing again the breath of what
had been life to him for almost
fifty vears.
Then the ecrowd
looked at

drifted
him again,

After all, times change, old
friends drop off quickly. When a
man who has beei: out of close

had

 touch so long is shoved again into

the spotlight he must wonder if it
will be the same.
that I noted one gnarled hand trem-
bling slightly. We fell to talking,
not about the illness that came

 three years ago, but about other

- used

on occasion, of thimble. |

' racket? Well,

' was a

brighter days.

There were stories about boyhood
moments on Oliver street when he
to play marbles with the
“Governor,”” a gentleman who is
known more familiarly to most oth-
ers as Al Smith,

About how Murphy, who seldom
went to fights, once sat beside him

at a pulse-strum-
ming bout and
punched his ribs
black and blue in
the midst of the ex-
citement. About
how Sullivan named
him “Joe the
Beaut,” a title
which he much pre-
ferred to the ""Bow-
ery Demosthenes”
which some news-
paper guy tagged
Joe Humphrey ., him years later.

There was the proud hoast that,
for years, he had been able to
smoke a cigarette, chew gum and
announce a fight at the same time.

How did he come to get into this
he was a newsboy
when he was ten years old and
folks who used to listen to him on
the old Produce Exchange corner
used to admire the power of his
voice even then. After that there
lot of distinction to be

| achieved as master of ceremonies
- at balls and parties in the neigh-
- borhood.

Call for “Beaut” Started

Famed Announcer’s Career

llke things that inflated Into bunnles |

and miraculous buds that needed only
to float in a finger-bowl to flower. It
was fun to have breakfast with
Father,

Her mother so Invariably had risen
with him that Agnes never had ple-
tured breakfast without them togeth-
last fall,

to come down before her father left
the house,

Then one night, when Chuck Con-
nors was meeting Billy Welsh at
Maisch’s Little Casino down on
Bowery near Pearl, the regular an-
nouncer did not appear. A spec-
tator stood up and demanded that

- ““Joe the Beaut’” be given the job.

her mother ceased |

This signalized some decline in the |

relations of her parents which Agnes
feit but did not let herself define.
“Talked with your mother about

summer plans, Light One?" he sud-

denly demanded, one sunny morning.

“No., What are they, Father?

“You're to make them.”

“17 How?

“Largely by what you do. There's
the trial first, of course; but they're
moving that along. Then what with
you, Light One?"

“Xou mean about Jeb?"

“That's it.”

“I'm not marrying Jeb this spring—
or this summer, Father.”

“Because of us?

“l don't know why not, Father; oh,
I don't know why not!"”

He had to turn away.

Agnes saw the lawn and “thelr"
shore of the lake that she loved,
through the mist of tears.

What and who was she that ecount-

ed with him more than her mother and |

her and all his memories here? What
could she be to him, to mean so much?

Her father was thinking of that per-
son, unknown to his daughter and
scarcely more defined to his wife, but
whom his wife had called “Cash.”

“Cash!”™ What a name for her! It
had been fastened upon her by his
wife; and In this manner:

On Friday of last week, which was

eith had gone to Chicago In the fore-
noon for shopping, and she was to re-
main in the ecity for the afternoon
concert of the Chicago orchestra. For
twenty-five years she had two seats,
which she had shared on special days
throughout the years with her hus-

band.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Joe got it. Whether the ‘““Mayor
of Chinatown,” that was Connors,
beat the *““Little John L.,”” that was
Welsh, on this occasion is some-
thing he could not remember. But
he did remember that it was one
of the happiest nights of his life,
though.

The very happiest? No, those
were swell times when he and Sam
darris and Terry McGovern were
in the fight business. Best fighter
that ever lived, that Terry.

Secret of success? Well, what

' you had to have to handle a crowd

was a voice, personality and col-
or. It ought to be a deep, bass
voice with lots of vibrations. You
shouldn’'t ought to antagonize the
crowd either. What you should do

' was use good judgment and try to
keep them friendly.

- stairs with his old friend.

What? Well, yeah, maybe he was
sometimes misquoted. But what of

- it, Suppose he did stand up in

the old Garden that last night there
and demand silence so he could
pronounce a ‘‘apostrophe’’ to the
famed statue of Diana. The point
about that was that he'd an-
nounced fights in this state under
three boxing laws since 1899,

Besides, what if some people did’

laugh at that crack. It made them
happy and so kept them satisfied,
didn't it? Well, that was the real
Job of an announcer and if some of
those birds who—.

The ebb and flow of a boxing eve-
ning had brought the crowd back
into the little office again. Jimmy
Johnston was waiting to go down-
I rose

- and shook a hand that no longer

the first of the month, Beatrice Glen- trembled.

““So long,” he said. “I'll be—hey,
I tell you what. You're always us-
ing old-time pictures on those
sports pages of yours. Why don't
you come out some day? 1I've got
a lot of them and we could sit
around some more and-—-."

Along with so many other: I am

going to miss Joe Humphreys.

He-—I thought |

.

NATIGNAL Leaguers aver that
Charley Gehringer was the
best American circuit performer in
the All-Star affair, with Lou Gehrig
ranking a very close second . . .

| Eddie Stuart, best of all lacrosse

goalies when he operated in front
of the Mount Washington and Cres-
cent A, C. nets, has moved from
Westchester to a better business
proposition in Boston . Watch
Southern California next fall. The
behind-the-scenes dope is that How-
ard Jones again has assembled one
of the nation's best football teams
. . It's tough preparing for an
ll!ympin invasion. A recent letter
from Berlin confides that officials
have been working overtime stock-
ing up sixteen different brands of
chewing gum for the athletes.

Unless he takes a salary cut Jim-
my Wilson may be looking for a
new job next year.
once great catcher no longer 1s
very active on the playing field his
boss seems to feel that a $17,000
annual salary is too much for a
mere Phillie manager Van
Mungo is not surprised at the un-
justified rumors that he misbe-
haved before the All-Star game.
When he checked in at his hotel on
Monday morning he was assigned

' derous performing
Now that the |

to Room 313 and when he paid for |

his breakfast he received a $2 bill
in change, After that he was pre-

pared for anything in the way of
hard luck.

Pie Traynor Convinced

Diz Would Make Pirates

Fie Traynor will tell you that Iif
the Pirates had Dizzy Dean they
would win the pen-

nant easily . . . Al-

 Irvin S, Cobb

Zhwdwaboﬂ

An Immortal Oration
EVERLY HILLS., CALIF . —

The future has a rotten trick
of mussing up the judgments of
the present. What a pity it is that
we can't wear our hind-sights n
front.

When T read where some pon-
pachyderm of
the literary elephant quadrille says,
“This story will live forever,”
[ get to thinking about a time-yel-
lowed copy of a metropolitan news-
paper I saw once, a
paper that was print-
ed on November 20,
1863.

It devoted great
gobs of praise and
nine solid columns
very solid-—to the
eloguence of the
Hon. Edward Ever-
ett of Massachusetts,
who. on the day be-
fore, after months of
preparation had, on
a battlefield down In

" Pennsylvania, spoken two hours and
' turned loose enough oratory to fill

" man from lllinois,

though they fln not |

deny that the big
boy may do it, the

. President was also heard

smarter and more |

honest boxing peo-
ple feel that

L.ouis will need

Joe |

more than the ex- |

tra foot of bandage
permitited him by
the ever - obliging
New York boxing
commission before
he makes a comeback . . .
bit Warstler, obtained from the A’s
recently, should be of real help
to the Bees. He is one of the
best defensive infielders in the busi-
ness and when he is happy, hits
300 in the clutch. His Philadelphia
trouble was that he did not like the
way Connie Mack treated him .
Incidentally Mr. Mack would be
something less than a popular fa-

Pie Traynor

- doesn’t

about nine gas balloons. But of the
subsequent and incidental remarks
of another man, an awkward, shy
who had spoken

said, ‘‘The
briefly.
The applause was formal and scat-
tering."’

minutes, it

just two

L L LJ
Prejudices of Critics.
OI*TF‘N "twould seem, the pro-
fessional reviewer makes up
his beforehand that he
behaves ac-

mind
like you and

- cordingly.

Rab- |

« | time the paper went to press,

vorite in Boston even if he returned |

all that dough he has been taking

' point I'm making

out of the town since he located |

the Yawkey bakery. The fans are
sore becanse he was in town on
A Sunday for a regularly scheduled
contest but would not wait over
for the all-star affair two days later.

Another hot Boston blast is di-
rected at the National league.
fans, who esteem Wally Berger so
highly that the Bees were afraid
to make several very promising
deals for him this spring, cannot

| fhiﬂk flf Sfl-,}]f”] Hf.l‘ﬁ I,“.”.’k_qq*i
| dear Cobb,"

The |

understand why he was kept on the |

the dream game in
. Larry Benton,

bench during
his home park .
a great pitcher when he
the Braves and Giants, soon will
be released by the Baltimore club

. Rudd Hoyle, 185-pound triple-

served |

' men's

threat star at Hun school in Prince- |

ton, is an unreasonable lad. In
gspite of tempting offers from two
major colleges nearer home the
yvoungster, who 18 tabbed as
““‘surefire varsity,”" plans to enter
Harvard this fall.

The best minor league buy right
now is Cliff Melton, who once had
a tryout with the Yankees. He is
a big, young, limber and not too
smart Southerner possessed of a
very good fast ball and a sharp

breaking curve. Baltimore is ask- |

ing $50,000 for him and will take
20 G's
bly is the best Olympie distance
star ever developed in the U. S.,

footed boy of thirteen. That was
in the cow pasture back of the
little red school in his home ham-
let of Auburn, Ind. Could it be
that Penn, the team which may
end Princeton’'s football winning
streak early in October, already
has started practice?

The New York state
commission has dug up an old
rule which decrees that all prize
fight contracts must be signed at
the commission’s offices. This, nat-
urally, will not improve the very
messy boxing situation but should
give the matchmaking state offi-
cials some swell extra chances to
get their pictures in the papers

. A Boston restaurant features

athletic

less—Don Lash, who possi-

a Bill Terry hot plate on its ‘“‘Ce-

lebrity’’ menu. The dish is “Fresh-

ly made corned beef hash with

dropped egg.”’ Jimmy But-
well, who came back from the
World war to continue his career

A friend sent me a clipping from
a small city—it dealt with the open-
ing of the picture, ““Everybody’s
Old Man.”” The wrier was quite
severe in his analysis. He didn't
like the film. Passionately, he
didn’'t care for me.

The joke was that the theater
where the picture was to have been
shown burned down just about the
and
the picture wasn't ever shown In
that town.

The next best illustration of the
dates back vears
I was discussing various nov-
the late

ago.
elists with that gentle wit,
Oliver Herford.
“Ollie,”” 1 said, do you
“MY
he softly murmured,
““'something I once wrote about him
—in a eritical way—so prejudiced
me against the man | could never
bear to read any of his books."

Self-Anointed Dukes.

O[TT here we're waiting for that

Spanish baron and that French
count back in New York to form
the mother branch of their Noble-
club for the protection of
holders of genuine titles in Amer-
ica and, presumably, as a guar-
antee to our own home-grown heir-
esses that, when they marry for-
eign princelings or what not, the
goods will ke as described. There's
been a lot of title-legging, vyou
know.,

A8 soon as the organization gets
started we're going to open the Hol-
lywood division. Since only the au-
thentic nobility may qualify, it's
figured that the active roster will

be confined to a very limited group.
. . L ]

The State of the Nation.
AR be it from me to turn alarm-
1st right on the heels of the hot
wave, but I feel it my duty to warn

“what

did his first running as a bare- | MY fellow-Americans that this frag-

1le and crumbling republic is
doomed. That is, it's doomed if
you can believe what comes out of
our sainted political leaders in the
way of predictions.

Hark to the quavering chorus
which already has started up: A
crisis exists, Every professional
crisis-breeder in the land openly
admits it. I can't remember when
a crisis wasn't existing. But they
come larger in campaign years. We
are facing a dread emergency
which has had no parallel since the
last occasion when we faced a
dread emergency. This very hour
the nation totters on the brink of
an abyss.

. L L

Miracles and Misdemeanors.

ONCE upon an early time there
was a man so holy that even
the wild creatures would not harm

' him. He drew a thorn from the

as one of the all-time great jock-

eys, now is a patrol judge.
Jersey City hopes to get the To-
ronto, International league,

chise next year.
new stadium, which will seat 38,000

| for baseball and 65,000 for fights,

being the reason for revived sports
interest across the river . « . Even
though the

paw of a tame lion and the grate-
ful beast followed after him. So he

. became a saint.

fran-
Mayor Hague's

Only the other day in a court in
Tanganyka, which is in Africa, a
black man—a savage by our defi-
nitions—was on trial. It seemed

' the lions were raiding the stock, so

Giants are slipping

there is no danger of Eddie Bran- |

nick losing his title as the bhest
dressed secretary in baseball,
the club’'s last Western trip he
packed 45 brightly striped and dot-
ted neckties . . . Aside from win-
ning prize fights lightweight con-
tender Leonard Del Cenio llku
nothing better than to read Charles

Dickens.

On

the native authorities set traps for
them. The accused found a lion in
one of these traps and made a lad-
der and went down and helped the
great brute to escape.

Besng arrested, he explained sim-
ply that the lion was his friend. So
they fined him $12.50. In the o!den
times it was a miracle, Nowadays
it's @ misdemeanor.
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