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Dammit Harry, there's some-

thing to that hibernation. I on-
ly wish the whole mation could
do it. The bear, you know,
lies on one side half the winter
and then rolls over on the other
side and the only nourishment it
takes is what little it gets by

“bocays” at you, Harry. You're
one in 130,000,000.)
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Every time I popped the question
the boss would weep a while and |
then I would weep and we would bid
cach other good luck and part on
the best of terms. (I mention this
to show the bosses are rapidly be-
coming Churistianized). But the last|’
boss warned me, “Don’t have any
more hunches for at least thirty
days.””

There! I've opened my heart to
you. If you can see your way clear |
to snane me a quarter of beef down [,
in Washington, I promise to step |,
out and bum me the room rent. [
know, Harry, I know—your thinking
1 should curl up annd suck my claws
but I dare you to get up and say so.
—T-Bone Slim
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