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“The Great Pacifist . . . begins to sing himself to slecp”
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SAW him the morning after. He
bad a cut lip, the knuckles of his
right hand were swollen, and his left
eye was the color of an apple that has
lain too long.

“Well, what in the world happened
to you?” I demanded; for, since he
wes one of the most peaceable chaps
I had ever known, and had long since
attained years of diseretion, to say
that I was surprised would be put-
ting it very mildly. “Where were
mlsstnight.ag}mr?’



