



















































































































































































P. MORAN, SHADOW 59

if T could meet some swell fellows
like you.”

I gave her hand another squeeze.
“Mable, I've got to report back to
the boss now, but Thursday night is
my night off.”

“That’sa funny coincidence, Pete,
because Thursday night is my night
off, too.”

‘““Mable, would you like to go for a
little ride with me Thursday night?”

““And see the night life of Torring-
ton? I would love it dearly.”

So we arranged to meet on Church
Street, outside the high school that
is on Church Street, and I beat it
home, and I waited in the garage
until the boss came in, and when he
said, “Well, Peter, is everything all
right?”” I said, “Sure thing, boss,”
and he said, “Well, I am certainly
glad to hear that, because I would
have fired you if it wasn’t.”

But I didn’t ask Owgust’s permis-
sion to shadow him because you for-
got he gave me his permission the
first night I did it. But if you are set
on it, I will ask him next Thursday

night if his store is open after I leave
Mable.

TELEGRAM.

PETER MORAN, C/O MR. R. B.
McRAE, SURREY, CONN,

YOUR WIFE IS IN DANGER STOP
REEFERS ARE MARIHUANA CIGA-
RETTES STOP WIRE ME ADDRESS
ABWHICH OWGUST IS OPERATING

AND YOU WILL RECEIVE PART OF
REWARD.

CHIEF INSPECTOR, ACME
INTERNATIONAL DETECTIVE
CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL.

From: Operative P. Moran,

To: Chief Inspector, Acme Inter-
national Detective Correspondence
School, West Kingston, New York.
Well, if you hadn’t said, “Your

wife is in danger,” which is ridiculous
because I never had a wife, your
telegram would have reached me
sooner. The telegraph operator tel-
ephoned from Lakeville she had a
telegram for me, but I was out driv-
ing Mrs. McRae to the A. & P, store,
and Rosie, the maid, said she would
take the telegram, but the operator
wouldn’t give it to her because it was
about my wife and personal. So Rosie
got mad, because she thinks I flirt
with her, though I don’t mean any-
thing by it, and a married man
hadn’t ought to do that, and she
forgot to tell me to call Lakeville,
and the telegram didn’t come until
the boss brought it to me this morn-
ing after I kept my date with Mable
last night.

The boss read the telegram, and
he said even if you said “wife,” you
meant “life,” but I can’t understand
why you didn’t say “life” if that was
what you meant.

Well, I drove over to Torrington,
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merely as one hundred and forty
pounds of spiled dog meat, as we had
done previous, we began to talk of
runnin’ him for the Legislature.
“But of course Si, who didn’t
think of nothin’ all day nor dream of
nothin’ all night but how to skin
somebody out of another nickel,
seen the gorjus posserbilities of the
invention and began to figger imme-
diate on how to get in on the base-
ment floor. Instead of runnin’ a
little one-goose nuggit factory and
makin’ livin’ expenses, he allowed
the thing otter be financed and
worked to the limit while geese was
cheap. He used up a half a lead pencil
and a couple of yards of wrappin’
paper figgerin’ on it, then, gettin’
scairt at his extravagance, he bor-
rowed a slate and kept on until he
had got it ciphered out that by in-
vestin’ a few thousand dollars in
geese and machines they could clear
up enough money in one year to buy
the Empire of Turkey. So he begun
makin’ propositions, Pete not ap-
pearin’ specially anxious to dicker at
first, but eventually they made a
whack and drew up papers whereby
Pete gave Si the gold goose rights for
the State of Ohier for the sum and
consideration of two thousand dol-
lars, in hand paid. And the next day
Pete got on the caboose, allowin’ he
was goin’ up to Washington to see
the President about his patents,

which was the last we ever seen of his
carkiss around the Corners.

“Well, the days kept a loafin’ by
and pretty soon Si commenced to
get as fidgity as an old maid with the
toothache. At the end of about a
week he up and allowed he couldn’t
stand it no longer, so he rigged the
machine that Pete had left behind
him and said he’d get back them two
thousand dollars or bust his galluses.
But though he follered the directions
powerful scrupulous, when he come
to do his dissectin’ the goose’s stum-
mik was as empty as a contribution
box — not the least sign of a nuggit
could he discover, even by analyzin’
her whole anatermy with a magni-
fyin’ glass. And so he went on experi-
mentin’ and spilin’ geese, meanwhile
gettin’ haggarder and shrivelin’ up
more and more at every disappint-
ment until at last he got to usin’
himself for a weight in measurin’
out groceries. Finally his customers
tumbled to the fact that he was
cheatin’ them, even at that, and
then, to crown his sorrer, another
feller started up a rival institution,
and one day when Eph went into the
old place to get trusted for a bushel
of fine cut, all he could find of Si
didn’t weigh more’'n a bunch o’
starvin’ snow birds. So that was the
end of 4im, and we stuck him on the
pint of a toothpick and buried him
with befittin’ orgies.































































































































































