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-ﬁrlle fighter, Porcelving hils intention,

Ildur provokes A& quarrel and throws
urand from the train,

Chapter 11T, Continued,

Mr. Doernsteln personally conducted
nis eustomer to the sult department.
T walt on you myself on pecount you

was o stranger to the city,” hs ex-
piained.

The littte man took a sult from w

rack nnd held It nt arm’s length to ad-
mire It. His fQugers caressed the woof
of It lovingly, He evidently could
bring hliself te part with It only after
a struggle.

“Worsted, Fine gooda” He leaned
toward the rtuuge-fider and  whis-
pered a secret, "huoported.”

Clay shook his head. “Not what 1
want." His eyes rangeda the racks,
“T'his Is more my notion of the sort of
thing | Hke.” He pointed to a blue
serge with a lttle stripe In the pat-
tern.

The denler detached the coat lev-
ingly from the hanger and helped his
customer Inte I, Then he feld back,
eyes |t with enthusinstic amazement.
Only fute could have brought togethar
this man and this sult, so manifestly
destined for each other since the hour
when Eve begun to patch up fig leaves
for Adam.

“Lik® & cont of paint,” he murmured
aloud,

The cowpuncher grinned. He under-
stood the business that went with sell-
ing o sult ln some stores. Bat It hap-
pened that he lked this sult himaelf.
“How much?' he asked.

The owner of the store dwelt on the
merits of the sult, Its style, Its dur-
abllity, the perfect fit. He coverell his
subject with artistie thoroughness,
Then, reluctantly, he confided In &
whisper the price at which he was go-
ing to sacrifice this sult among sults,

“To you, my friendt, 1 make this
garment for only sixty-five dollars.”
He added unother secret detall, “Below
wholesale cost.”

A little devil of-mirth Iit In Lind-
say's oyve. "I'd hawe to have you rob
yoreself llke that. And me a perfect
stranger to you too”

“Qvality, ¥' understan® me. Which
® man wust got to live garments lke
I done to appreciate such a sult. All
wool. Kvery thread of i, Unshrink-
able.” Mr. Bernsteln caressed It again,
“One swell phece of goods™ he told
himself softly, almost with tears in his
eyes,

YAl wool, you say?" asked Clay, feel-
Ing the texture., He had made up hls
mind to huy It, though he thoughkt the
price & bit stiff,

Mr, Bernsteln protested on his honor
that there was not a thread of eotben
in It, “Which you could take It from
me that when 1 sell a sult of ¢lothes
It Is like I am deallng with my
own brother,” he added. “Every gar-
ment out of this store takes my per-
gonal guarantee”

(day tried on the trousers und looked
ut hlwself In the glass. So far as he
could tell he looked jJust llke any other
New Yorker,

The denler lenned forward and spoke
in u whisper. Apparently he was
ushamed of his softness of beart,
“Fitty-five dollars—to you."

“T'll tuke It" the westermer sald,

Phe clothier called his tailor from
the rear of the store to make an ad-
justment In the trousers. Meanwhlle
he defuly removed (be tags which told
hjm In clpher that the suit had cost
him just eleven dollars and seventy-
five cents.

Balf an bhour later Clay sat on top
of n Fifth avehue bus which wus jerk-
ing its way uptown. His shocs were
shined to mirror brightness. He was

= garbed In a blue serge sult with a little
airpe running through the pettern,
That sult Just now was the apple of
s eye. It proved him a New Yorker
and not & wild man from the Arizosa
desert.

TPhe molor-bus ran up Fifth aveouse,

across to Broadway, passed Co-
lnmbus circle, aud swept Into the Drive,
It was i day divinely young and fair,
fragrance of a lingering spring
2: wafted to the ‘nostrils. OlUmpses
toe park tempted Olay, Its wind-
pathp! The childran playlog on
“and

]

grase while thelr malds In neat
8 togetber on

4y A

1

in the
he deacended .

Raine
the bus and let his footsteps follow his

inclinations Into the park. He strock
across the Drive Into n side street, An
apartment house occuplea the corner,
but from the other side a row of hand-
| some private dwellings faced him.
The Janitor of the apartment house
was watering the parking beyond the
sidewalk, The edge of the stream
from the nozzle of the hose spruyed
the puth In front of Clay. He hesl.
tated for a moment te give the man
time to turn aslde the hose.
But the janitor ,on this particular
morning had been fed up with trouble,
One of the lenants had complalned of
| him to the agent of the place, Another

hidd moved away without tipplog him
| for an hour's help In packing he had
given her. Hé was swkily of the opln.
fon that the whole world wns In a
copsplracy to annoy him. Just now the
approaching rube typified the world

A little Nlirt of the hose deluged
Olay's newly shined boots and the low-
er Blx Inches of his trousers,

“Look out what you're dolng!” pro-
tewted the man from Arizona.

“1 tank you better look where you're
golng,"” retorted the one from Sweden.
He was a heavy-set, muscdlar man
with n sullen, obstinate face,

“My shoos and trousers are sopping
wat. I belleve you did It on purpose.”

“Tank so? Val, yust one teng I lnk
to tell you. 1 got no time for d—n fule
talk.”

The westerner started on hls way.
There was no use having a row with a
sulky janitor.

But the Swede misunderstood his
purpose, At Clay's first step forward
he jerked round the nozzle and let the
range-rider have It with full force,

Clay wis swept hack to the wall by
the heavy pressure of water that
played over him, The =tréeam moved
swiftly up and dowm him from head

to foot il It had drenched every Inch
of the periect fifty-Ove-dollar sult, He

drowned fathoms deep In » water
| spout. He was swepl over Nlagara
{ Falls, He cume to life agnin to find

| himself the choking center of a world
| flood,

He gave a strungled whoop and
charged stralght at the man behind the
hose, The two clinehed, While they
stroggied, the writhing hose slapped
back and forth between them llke an
agitated soake, Clay bad one  ad-
vantage, He was wet through anyhow,
It did not matter how much of the
deliige struck him, The jJanitor fought
to keep dry and he had not a chance
on earth to succoeed,

For one hundred and seventy-five
pounds of Arizona bone and muscle,
toughened by years of hard work In
sun and wind, had clampad Itself ap-
on him, The nozzle twisted toward the
janitor. He ducked, went down, and
was Instantly submerged. When he

tried to rise, the stream beat him back,
He struggled halfway up, slipped, got
agnin to his rfeet, and came down sit-
ting with a hard bump when his legs
skated from under him,

A suothered “Vat t'ell!” rose out of
the waters. The janitor could hot un-

A Smothered “Vat T'elll" Roae Out of
the Waters.

derstund what was happening to him,
He did not know that he was being
treated to n new form of the water
cure.

Before his dgl brain had functioned
to action an Iron grip bad him by the
back of the neck. He was jerked to
his feet und propelled forward to the
curb. Bvery inch of the way the ixem
stream from the nozxle broke oh his
fiee and neck. It paralyzed his re-
slstance, jJarred him so that he could
not ther himself to fight. lay
bumpéd him up osgeinst a hitching
post, garroted him, end swung the
bose arousd the post In such a way

-

e

| ag to encircle the feot of the mwan,

The cowpuncher drew the hose

tight, slipped the nozzle through the

fron ring. and caught the flapping armms
of the man to his body. With the deft
akill of a trained roper Clay swung the
rubber pipe round the body of the man

| anyhow,

ngnin nnd ngain, drawlng It close to |

the post and knottlng It securely be- |
1 hind,

The Swede struggled, but his
furlous rage avalled him nothing. When
Clay stepped back to Inspect hils job

\ thateh wrinkled in tnought,

he knew he was looking at one that 1

hiad been done thoroughly,
“1 keel you, by d--n, of you don't

‘an' he came up the steéps

turn me loose " roared the blg man In |

n rnge.
The range-rider grinned guyly at
him, He war having the time of his

young 1ife, He did not even regret his
fifty-five-dollar sult.

“Life's just loaded to the hocks with
disappolntment, Olie,” he explalned,
nnd his volce was full of genlal sym-
pathy. “I'l bet a dollar Mex you'd
sure llke to beat me on the hend with
a two-by-four. But 1 don't reckon
you'll ever get that fond wish gratified.
We're not llable to meet up with each
other ngaln pronto, Today we're here
and tomorrow we're at Yoma, Arlzona,
sy, for life Is sxhort and darned
fleetin’, as the poet fellow sanys”

He waved a hand jaunt®y and
turned to go, But he changed his mind.
Mis eye had fallen on a young woman
standing at a French window of the
house opposite, She was beckonlng to
him Imperiously,

The young woman disappenred us he
crogsed the street, but in a few mo-
ments the door opened and she stood
there walting for Mim. Clay stared. He
bad never before seen a girl dressed
like this, Bhe was In riding boots,
breeches and coat, Her eyea dilated
while she looked at him.

"Wyoming?"* she asked.

“Arizonn,"” he answered.

“All one. Kpew It the moment I saw
you tle him. Come In.” She stood
axlde to let him pass,

That hall, with Its tapestried walls,
ita polished floors, and orlental rugs,
was remwiolscent of “the movies" to
Clny. Nowhere else had he scen a
home so stamped with the mark of
nmple means,

“Come In,”
tle sharply,

He came {n and she cloged the door,

“I'm sopping wet. I'll drip all over
the floor.”

“Whut are you golng to do? You'll
be arrvested, gou know." She stood
stralght nnd sllm ns a boy, and the
frank directness of her gaze had n
hoy's sexless unconsclousness.

There came to them from outside
the tap-tap-thp-tap of a policeman’s
nlght stlek rattling on the curbstone,
“He's calling help.”

fhe ordered agaln, a lt-

“I ean explain how I huppened.”

“No. He wouldno’t understund, They'd
find you gullty.”

To a manservant standing In the
bockground the young woman spoke,
“Jenkins, huve Nora clean up the foor
and the steps outslde. And remember
=1 don't want the police to know this
gentleman s here”™

“Yes, misa."

“Come!" gald the girl to her guest.

Clay followed his hostess to the
stalrs and went up them with her.. biut
he ‘went protesting, though with a
chuckle of mirth. “He sure rulned my
olothes n heap, 1 aln't Ot to be seen.”

The sult he had been so proud of
was shrinking so that his arms and
legs stuck out like signposss. The
color had run and left the goods n
pecullar billous-looking overall blue.

She lHt » gnslog In & small lbrary
den,

“Just A& minute, please.”

8he stepped briskly from the room.
In Wer manner was & crisp decislon, in
her polse a trim gallantry that won
hlm instantly.

“I'l bet she'd do to ride with” he
told himself In a current western
fdiom, !

When sghe came back It was to take
him to s dressing room. A complete
change of clothing was lald out for
him on & eouch. A man whom Clay
recognized as a valet—te had seen his
duplieate In the moving-plcture thea-
ters at Tucson—was there to supply
his veeds and attend to the tempera-
ture of his bath.

“Stevens will look nafter you," she
sald ; “when you are ready come back
to dad's den”

His eyes followed to the door her
resilient step, Once, when he was a
boy, he had seen Ada Hebhan play In
“As Yoo Ldke It." Her acting had en-
tranced ulm, This girl carrled him
back to that hour. She was boylsh us
Rosalind, woman In every motlon of
her slim and lissom body.

At the head of the stalrway she
paused, Jenkims was moving bhurriedly
up te meet her,

“It's a policeman, miss. 'E's cowe
about the—the person that came In,
and 'e's tulkin' to Nora on the steps
She's a-Joliyln' 'lm, as you might say,
nisn."” \

Hils young mis{ress noaded. She
swept the hall With the eye of a gen-
+al. Swiftly she changed the po#itiagn

f a.Turkish rag so as te hide a spot
i the pelished floor that had been
twently scrubbed snd was still molst.
‘“hen she opened the door and saun-
Iy red out,

“Does the officer want something,
Nora? she asked lnnocently, switch-
s the end of a crop agalnst her rid.
fug-boots,

“Yes, miss. There's bpen a rufllan
batihh' yp Swedes an' tyin' ‘em to posts,
This ofticer thinks he came here," ex.
plained Nora,

“Does he want to look In the house?™

“Yes, miss™

*Then let hlm eqme 0" The youug
mistress took the-responsibility on her
own shoulders, She led the police
man Into the hall. “I don’t really see
how he could have got ¥ here without
some of us seelng him, officon”

=

\ malned from his mind.

| you'd cnre to ook around

N,
eould.”
red

mi'am. T don't e how he
The paltrolipan scratchied hils
head. “The Junitors a Swede,
He Jist guessen It. | came
to make sure av It. I'l be sorry for
troubling yuh, miss*

The smile she guve him was warm
and friendly., "Oh, that's all elght, If
But
there really Is no use"

“No." The forchead under the red
“He sald
he seen hilm come In here or next door,
But nohody
could have got without some of
youse seeln” him, That's o lead plpe.”
The officer pushed any doubt that re
“Only a muod-

In

dle-headed Swede”

CHAPTER IV
Clay Takes a Transfer.

While
the little llbrary for the Arizonan
to join her, she sat In a deep chalr,
chin In hand, eyes fixed on the Jetting
finmes of the gaslog. A little flush
had crept into the oval face, In her
blood there tingled the stimulus of ex-
eltement. For Into her life an adven-
ture had come from faraway Cattle
Innd.

A erisp, strong footstep sounded In
the hnll. Her fingers flew to pat Into
place the soft galden hair colled low
at the nape of the neck. Al times she
had & boylike unconcern of sex; agnin,
a spirit wholly fetlnine,

The clothes of her father fAtted
Lindsny loosely, fer Coliln Whitford
had begun to take on the fesh of mid-

Beatrice Whitford walted (m |

| of dellght

dle age and Clay was lean and clean |

of bulld as an elk. But the westerner
was one of those to whom clothes are
unlmportant. The splendld youth of
him would have shone through the
rags of a beggar:

“My name Is Clay Lindsay,”
her by way of Introduction,

“Mine I8 Beatrice Whitford,"
answered.

They shook hands,

“I'm to walt here tlUl my clothes dry,
yore man says."

he told

“Then you'd better sit down” she
suggested,
Within tive minntes she knew that

he had been In New York less than
three hours. HIs (mpressions of the
eity amused and entertmined her. He
was quite simple. she could look into
his mind as though It were a deep,
clear well. There was something In-
extinguishably boyish and buooyant
ahout him. But In his bronzed face
and steady, humorous eyes were
gtrongth and shréwidness. He was the
last man In the world a bunco-steerer
could play for a sucker, She felt that
Yet he made no pretenses of a worldiy
wiadom he did not have.

A volce reached them from the top
of the stalrs,

« «"Do you know where Miss Whitford

Is, Jenkins?”

“Hin the Red room, sir,” The an-
swer was In the even, colorless volce
of & servant,

The girl rose at once. “1f you'll ex-
cuse me,” she sald, and stepped out of
the room,

“Hello, Bee, What do you think? 1

| never saw such idlots as the police of

this town are. They're watching this
house for a desperado who mssaulted
some oue outside. I met a sergeant on
our steps. Says he doesn't think the
mun’'s here, but there's just a chance
he slipped into the basement. It's ab-
surd.”

“Of course It 18" There was a rip-
ple of mirth In the girl's volce. “He
didn't come In by the basement at all,
but walked In at the front door”

“The front doorl” exploded her fath-
er, "What do you mean? Who let him
in?"

“]1 did. He came as my guest, at my
lnvitation."

“What 1"

“Don't shout, dad,” she advised. “I1
thought 1 had brought you up better.”

“But—but—hut—what do you mean?"
he sputtered. “Is this ruffinn In the
house now 7"

¥Oh, yes, He's In the Red room here
—and unless he's very deaf he hears
everything we nare saying” the girl
answered calmly, much amused at the
amazement of her father. “Won't you
come In and see him? He doesn't seem
very desperate.”

Clay arose, pilnpolnts of laughter
dancing In his eyes, Ile Jked the
audacity of this young woman.

A moment later he was offering a
brown hand to Colln Whitford, “Glad
to meet you, Mr, Whitford, Yore
daughter has just saved my life from
the poliee,” the westerner sald, and
Ris friendly smile was very much in
evidence, -

“You make yourself at home,” an-
swored the owner of a large per cent
of the stock of the famous Bird Cage
mine.

“My guests do, dad. It's proof that
I'm a perfect hostess,” retorted
Hentrice, her dalnty, provocative face
flashing to mirth,

“Huwip!" granted her tather dryly.
“I'd llke to know, yeung man, why the
poilce are shadowing this house?"

“I ekpect ipey're lookin' for me.”

“I'sxpect they are, and I'm not swre
I won't help them find you. You'll
have to show cause {f I don't,”

“His bark Is much wbree thun his

bite," the girl explained to Clay, just
as though her father werse not_present.

“Hmp " exploded the minlog mag-
nate a second time. “Get busy, young
fellow."

Clay told the story of the dfty-five-
dollar sult that 1. Bernsteln had
wished on him with uear-lears of re-
gret at parting from It. ‘The cow-
puncher dramatized the sltuagion with
some native talent for mimiery, His
arms ‘gestured like the lifted wings of
a startled cockeral. “A man gets a
chance st a garment llke that only
once In a while otcastcually, Which

—

she |

vou enn tahke It from me thint when I I accustomed to this brilllance in the

Bernsteln sells a =it of clothes It In
ghust like he |ls deallng with his own
brother. Quality, my friendts, qvality!
Why, 1 got n sult which 1
might he marrled In without shame,
an'erstan’ me,"

Colin Whitford vas of the West him-

nnyhow

self. He hnd lved s roongh-and-tumble
life for years bhefore he mnde his
lucky strike In the Blrd Cage, He had
moved from Colorado to New York
oply ten yedrs before, The sound of
Clay's drawling voice was llke n mes
sage from home. He began to grin
In &Dhite of himsell. This man woas too
good to be true. It wasn't possible
that anybods could come to the big
town and fmport Into It sa palvely

such n genulne touch of the outdoor
Weet, It was not possible, but It had
happened Just the same. Long before
the cow puncher had Onished his story
of hogtylng the Swede to a litching
post with his own hose, the mining
man wns senled of the large tribe of
Lindsay's admirers. He wnaas
rendy to hide him from all the pollice
In New York,

Whitford told Stevens to bring In
the fftyv-Ave-dollnr sult that he
could gloat over it. He et out n whoop
at slght of te still sodden

He examined lts slekly
hae with ehuckles of ieth

“Guarantes] not to fade or sheink,”
murmured Clny sadly

He mar

Clny

8]0

fppearnnee

need] to gt the eont an with

I-y.:l:’

“His Bark Ils Much Worse Than Hle
Bite,” the Girl Exclaimed to Clay.

difficulty., The sleeves reached just be-
low the elbows.

“Y¥ou look llke a llfer from Sing
Sing,” pronounced Whitfard joyously.
“Get a halr-cut, and you woa't bhave
a chance on earth to fool the police."”

“The color did run and fade some,”
admitted Clay.

“Worth every cent of nine ninety-
elght at a bargaln sale hefore the
Swede got busy with It—and he let
you haye It at a sacrifice for fifty-five
doliars!" The milllonaire wept happy
tears as a4 climax of his rapture. He
swallowed his clgar smoke and had to
be pounded on the back by his daugh-
ter,

Jenkilns came to the door and an-
nounced “Mr, Bromfleld,”

Almost on his heels a young man In
immaculate riding clothes sauntered
imte the room. He had the assured
qise of one who has the run of the
house, Miss Whitferd Introduced the
two young men and Bromdleld looked
the westerner over with a sunve In-
solence in his dark, handsome eyes,

Clay recognized him Immediately.
He had shaken hands once lefore with
this well-satisfled young man, and on
that occaslon a ffty-dollar bill had
passed from one to the other. The
New Yorker evidently did not know
hlm,

It became appareat at once that
Bromfieid had called to go riding 1o
the park with Miss Whitford. Thal
young woman came up to say good-by
fo her new acqualntance,

“WHul you be here when 1 get back?"’

“Not If our friends outside glve me
& chance for a getaway,” he told her.

Her bright, unflinching eyes looked
into his, “You'll come again and let
us know how you escaped,” she In-
vited.

“I'll ce'tainly do that,
ford.”

“Then we'll look for you Thuvsday
afternoon, say."

“I'll be here”

“If the police don't get you."

“They won't," he promised serenely.

"When you're rendy, Beo," suggested
Brqmfleld In a bored volce,

Bhe nodded casunly and walked out
of #he roem llke a young Diansa,

Miss Whit-

stralght ns a2 dart In her trim slonder
ness.
Clay sllpped out of the house by

the back way.

L L] . - - L] L]

From the top of a bus Clay Lindsay
looked down a canyon which angled
scross the great clty llke a river of
light. He had come from one land of
gorges to another., In the walls of this
one, thousands and tefis of thousands
of clilf-dwellers hid themselves during
the day like anlmals of some gqueer
breed and foured sut lnto the canyon
at sunser

Now the rl\gvr la its bed was allve
with a throbBing tide. Oross-currents
of humanlty flowed into it from side
streets and ebbed out of It luto others.
Streams of people were swept down,
caught hete and there In swirllag ed-
dies. ¢Taxis, private motors, and trol-
ley curs struggied In the rdceway.

All this Clay saw In a flash while
his bus crossed Broadway on Its way
to the Avenue. Hls eyes had become

weeks that had passed since his
descent upon New York, but famlliar-
ity had wnot yet dulled the wonder
of It. .

He had become a fast friend of Miss
Whitford, Together they hnd tromped
fhrough Centrnl park and motored up
the Hudson In one of her father's cars,
They had explored each other's minds
glong with the country and each had
known the surprize and delight of dis-
coveries, of finding in the other a

| quality of fre-hness and candor,

|

f

The bus jerked down Fifth avenus
like a boat In heavy seas, pausing here
and there at the curb to take on a
passenger. While It was getting under
way after one such  stop, uanother
downtown bus rolled past,

Clay came to a sutlden nlert atten-
tion. His eyes focused on a girl sit-
ting on n back sent. In the pretty
childish face he read a wistful help-
lessness, a pathetle hint of misery that
cnlled for svmpathy,

Arizona 1n%es short cuts to its ends.
Clay rose 1 cantly, put his foot on the
ralllng, avd lenped pcross to the top
of the hux rolling parallel with the one
he wns on. In another second he had
dropped into the seat beslde the ginl.

“Glad to wmeet you ngaln, Miss Kitty,"
he sald cheerfully. “How the big
town been using you?”

The girl looked at him with a little
gasp of surprise. “Mr. Lindsay " Sud-
den tears fAlmed her eyea, She forgot
that she had left him with the promise
never again to speak to him, She was
in a far country, and he was a friend
from home,

The conductor bustied down the
alsle. “Say, where do you get this
mwovie-stuff? You can’t jump from the
top of one bus to another. That ain't
the system of transfers we use In this
town, You might 'a' got killed."

“Oh, well, let's not worry about that
now,"

“TI'd ought to have you pulled.
Three years I've been on this run
.Dd_”

“Niee run. Wages good?”

“Don't get gay, young fellow. I can
tall you one thing. You've got to pay
another fare"

Clay pald It

The conductor retired to his post,

“What about that movie job? Is it
pannin' out pay gold?' Lindsay askéd
Kitty.

Bit by bit her story came out. It
wis a common enough one. She had
been fllm-flammed out of her money
by the alleged gchool of moving-pleture
actors, and the sharpers had decamped
with It.

As she looked nt her recovered
friend, Kitty gradually realized an out-
wanrd lrmm?ﬁrmnﬂnn in his appear-
ance, He was dressed quietly In
clothes of perfect fit made for him by

Oolin Whitford's tallor. From shoes
to hat he was a New Yorker got up
regardless of expense. But the warm
smile, the strong, tanned face, the grip
of the big brown hand that buried her
small one—all these were from her
own West. So too had been the non-
chalance with which he had stepped
from the rall of one moving bus to
that of the other, just as though
this were his usual method of trans-
fer,

“I've got a job at last,” she explained
to him. “I'm working downtown In
Greenwlch Village, selllng clgarettes
I'm Sylvia the Cligarette Giri. At
least that's what they call me. I carry
A tray of them evenings into the cafe.”

“Oreenwich Village?' asked Olay.

Kitty was not sble to explaln that
the Village s a state of mind which is
the habitat of long-halred men and

“Say, Where Do You Qet This Movie
Stunt Stuffm

short-halred women, the braloes of
whom functioned In a way totally aliea
to all ber methods of thought. “Can't
you ceme down tonight to The Purple
Pup or The Sea Siren and see for
yourself?" she proposed, and gave him
direetlons for finding the classle re-
sorts,

“I'm dressed silly—In bare feet and
sandals and what they call a smock,
You won't mind that, will you?"

“You'll look good te me, no matter
what xou wear, little Miss Oolorado,”
he told her with hls warm, blg broth-
er's sinile.

“You're good,” the girl sald simply.
“l knew that on the traln even when
I-=when | was mean to you." There
came uto her volce a amall tremor of
apprehenston. “I'm afrald of this
town. It's so—so kinda cruel. I've got
no filends here."

TO BE CONTINURBD
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