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Panhandle P

 
OLLY REAGAN 
straightened up slowly, 
pressing her strong fingers 
into the small of her back, 

and groaning. “This weeding is getting 
me. First it was the spading and turning 
over the sod that stiffened me up, then it 
was the raking, and now it’s the weeds. I 
wonder now, if eating the peas and baking 
the spuds later on, will show me a new set 
of muscles to ache?” 

ete Never Suspected the Part He Was to Play in the War Effort 

Molly was talking to herself. She had 
no one else to talk to now that her three 
boys were in the Navy, and her daughter 
had joined the Waves. She had tried to hire 
a team to plow up the lot and then disc and 
cultivate. But everyone wanted a team for 
the same purpose and teamsters had to be 
wooed. Molly Reagan was a widow, but 
she was wooing no man. She had gone to 
work with a shovel and turned the sod 
over. And good sod it was. However, the 
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acre of late spuds she had planned on must 
be given up. No woman could spade up 
that much soil, now that the weeds and the 
bugs were moving in on the fresh growing 
stuff. 

She sighed every time she looked at 
the acre. Not only would a spud crop 
produce food, badly needed in the 
shipyard areas, but the extra money would 
come in handy. 

“And a fine day it is,” Molly reflected 
the moment the kinks in her back stopped 
bothering her. Mount Rainier stood boldly 
a few miles distant, its snowfields and 
glaciers dazzling in the sunlight. Bold 
sweeps of timber covered the lower 
mountains, benches and ridges. Everything 
was green and fresh. The last two days had 
been warm and things were popping up.  

Molly’s bush peas were a half-inch out 
of the ground. Tomorrow she would 
prepare the ground for the tomatoes—
exposing it to the air and sunlight. She 
went into the house, changed her clothes, 
got the evening meal, cleaned up the 
kitchen, then sat down to listen to the 
radio. When the ball game broadcast 
ended Molly turned in.  

The crowing of the Rhode Island Red 
rooster awakened her. First she put over 
the coffee, then she looked out, confident 
the peas had grown a quarter-inch during 
the night. 

They were gone! 
That is, almost gone. 
Two Chinese pheasant roosters were 

eating the delicate green shoots. Molly 
Reagan blazed with fury. “Why you—” 
she began, then choked and groped for 
adequate words to express her feelings. 
There were none. Her first impulse was to 
go after them with a broom, then she 
realized they would either fly or run, 
escaping with ease. Tomorrow they would 
come back again. 

She had a better thought. She ran 
upstairs to Jim’s room. His twelve-gauge 
shotgun stood in a gun case where he had 
left it. She had shot it a few times, at tin 
cans, to give the boys a laugh. Now she 
was full of business. She opened it and 
looked through the bore. It was clear. She 
slipped a shell into the chamber. 

“It’s pot-shooting,” she reflected as 
she opened the window a crack and aimed 
at the birds. “And it isn’t sporting, but this 
is war and peas are food. Now just get 
closer together. That’s it! Now—”  

“Crack-wow!” The gun kicked and 
Molly’s ears began ringing, but she peered 
eagerly at the targets. The shot had 
patterned beautifully. The pheasants 
hadn’t moved. Then it was she recalled a 
number of things. 

“I can get life for this. First, I’m in the 
Rainier National Park game reserve. Next, 
it’s the closed season on pheasants. Also, 
I’m hunting without a license. Somebody 
will’ve heard that gun. It sounded like a 
cannon, what with the air being still, and 
all,” she mused. “Well, as the poet says, I 
might as well have the game as the name.”  

She imagined people for miles around 
would be looking at her modest clearing. 
She put on an apron, a big one, pulled 
shoes over her bare feet and stepped 
outside. A few quick strides brought her to 
the pheasants. “My lord,” she exclaimed, 
“look at the feathers! They would have to 
fly about.”  

She pretended to be looking at the peas 
as she slipped the birds under her apron 
then achieved what she hoped was 
nonchalance on the return to the house. 
She picked the pheasants and burned the 
feathers, ate her breakfast, hurried outside 
and gathered up the feathers blowing 
about. “I guess I wouldn’t make a good 
criminal,” she said, “I panic too easily. I 
was all thumbs gathering those feathers.”  
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At noon, Joe Lynch, a neighbor, 
stopped. “Didn’t I hear shooting this 
morning, Molly?” he asked. 

“Yes, I heard it too,” Molly answered. 
“Somebody knocked off a pheasant,” 

Joe continued, “because a gentle breeze 
came up a few minutes later and I smelled 
burned feathers.”  

“So’d I,” Molly said. 
“The game warden heard, and called 

me on the phone,” Joe explained. “I told 
him I wasn’t doing any shooting. It might 
be a good idea if you et the evidence and 
burned the bones. Otherwise he’ll take it 
away from you.” 

 
ETE SUDDRETH, the game warden, 
arrived in mid-afternoon. He found 

Molly in her garden, replanting the pea 
area. Molly was filled with indignation 
and pheasant. To this was added a touch of 
worry as the warden picked up several 
feathers she’d missed. “I kinda thought 
you were the guilty party,” he said. “I 
guess I’ll have to take you in, Mrs. 
Reagan.”  

“What’re you talking about?” Molly 
demanded. 

“Shooting pheasant,” he said. “Here 
you are planting pea seeds. Like as not the 
pheasants et ‘em, and you lost your 
temper. And here’s a feather knocked out 
by a shot. See, there’s a trace of lead on it. 
Anything you say will be used against 
you. We got to enforce the law, Mrs. 
Reagan.”  

“Mr. Suddreth,” Molly retorted, “now 
I’ll talk, and just you try to use what I say 
against me. It’ll be a boomerang. The 
pheasants ate my peas. Food needed for 
the war. So 1 ate the pheasants. Now, if 
you want to take me in for trial, just hop to 
it.”  

“If that’s the way you feel about it,” 
the warden said, “I’ll sure accommodate 
you.” 

“Okay,” Molly continued. “My trial 
comes up, and you know what?” She 
answered her own query. “I’ll demand a 
jury of my peers. And if ten out of twelve 
of said peers haven’t broken their backs 
over victory gardens, then patriotism in 
these parts is below par. And do you know 
what kind of a verdict victory garden 
jurors would return. “NOT GUILTY!” 
Molly concluded with a roar. “And one 
more thing. Everybody knows that Pete 
Suddreth hates to lose a case. The next 
move is yours.”  

Pete Suddreth scratched his head. He 
was a logical man. He loved to get 
convictions, but he knew when he was 
out-foxed. Molly Reagan would have 
public opinion, if not the strict letter of the 
law, on her side. 

As a result of Molly’s putting it up to 
the warden, cold turkey, she ate cold fried 
pheasant that evening. 

Standing in the fringe of the forest, 
Panhandle Pete, the buck deer that hung 
around Longmires, in Rainier National 
Park, took due notice of proceedings. The 
shotgun blast hadn’t frightened him. He 
had heard stages backfire as they came 
down the grade from Paradise Valley. He 
was used to people, and was constantly 
bumming them for cigarettes, 

Within the week, Pete, having a zest 
for fresh, young green things, had poked 
his head through a window in the Park 
ranger’s cabin and eaten the potted plants 
growing on a sunny shelf. Ranger Buck 
Seaton’s wife had given Pete a fine going 
over with a broom, and he was avoiding 
the area. Later, when instinct told him 
things had calmed down, he would return.  

At dawn, ten days after the potted 
plant incident, Pete thrust his beautifully 
antlered head over Molly Reagan’s fence 
and gazed speculatively at the rows of 
growing things. He sniffed. “Nice people,” 
he thought, “they’ve put the eats down on 
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the ground, and in orderly rows. All I have 
to do is start at one end and finish at the 
other. How long has this been going on? 
This is what comes of hanging around 
Longmires all the time. Well, kid, what are 
you waiting for?”  

He started in on the lettuce. Now he 
had eaten lettuce on many occasions—
scraps from lunches left by the tourists in 
the park. But such lettuce was nothing like 
this—glistening with dew and tender as a 
lover’s kiss. The potato tops weren’t bad, 
either, but after sampling a dozen plants, 
Pete finished up the lettuce and went after 
the cabbages. 

“Good,” he thought, “but there aren’t 
enough of them. A deer has to clean out a 
row to get a real taste.”  

There was a good reason. Molly 
Reagan had transplanted them the day 
before. Pete was testing the beet tops, 
small as they were, when Molly 
awakened. 

Day was breaking and the rooster was 
crowing lustily. It was shortly after five 
o’clock and Molly turned over for another 
forty winks, when she remembered the 
garden. “Like as not there’ll be pheasants 
scratching out the pea seeds,” she 
reflected. “I suppose I’ll be arrested if I 
shoot ‘em. Wonder where I could get a 
silencer for a shotgun, or—a bow and 
arrow might turn the trick.”  

She rubbed her eyes and stepped to the 
window, then she fairly leaped for the 
shotgun. “Panhandle Pete—I know you!” 
She opened the window, aimed, but didn’t 
pull the trigger. Pete regarded her 
innocently. “No, I can’t do it. A pheasant 
is a bird, but a deer is more’n just a deer. 
Anyway, shooting Pete would be a 
hanging offense. All the tourists in the 
country would be after my scalp. But—my 
garden!”  

She wanted to cry. Only last night she 
had resisted the impulse to pick a few 

lettuce leaves to see what they tasted like. 
In the end she had concluded it wasn’t 
right to destroy several tiny plants, which 
in a few weeks would be forty or fifty 
times their present size. “It would be 
wasting food,” she had told herself. 

“Pheasants and deer eat the stuff 
before it really is started,” she mused, 
“can’t get anyone to plow that acre for the 
spuds. Can’t even hire a boy to help me. I 
don’t know the answer. I might fence 
things in with chicken wire, but that’s 
rationed. Anyway, the birds would fly in.”  

Coffee had often helped her solve her 
problems. She yelled at Pete, watched him 
retreat, then started the fire in the kitchen 
range. She checked on her ration card and 
decided to go all out this morning—three 
cups. 

The first two laid the foundation, but 
the third gave her the needed lift and her 
Irish mind started sparking. An idea came 
out of a clear sky. 

“No,” she told herself, “you’ve got to 
be practical. It can’t be done. Still, Molly 
how do you know it can’t be done until 
you’ve tried. On the other hand, you might 
be killed in the trying.”  

She viewed the wreckage of her 
garden, then struggled with her temper 
again. Panhandle Pete was beyond the 
fence, eyeing her with misgivings. “All I 
hope is,” Molly said, “—is that you can’t 
read my mind.”  

She repaired some damage and wrote 
off the remainder as a total loss. She lit a 
cigarette, but didn’t inhale. She had never 
got around to really smoking, and was 
afraid it might make her sick if she 
actually inhaled. Panhandle Pete sniffed 
the tobacco aroma, and bit by bit desire 
overcame instinctive caution. He cleared 
the fence easily—a beautiful and graceful 
sight—and approached with hope in his 
heart. 

“Have one—darling,” Molly invited. 
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She applied sarcasm to the last word. 
Pete chewed down the cigarette. It was 

old—from a carton overlooked by her 
departing boys—but it wasn’t bad. When 
Molly sauntered around the house Pete 
followed. She made her way to the barn. 
Its original purpose had been almost 
forgotten. Part of it served as a garage; 
part as storage space and the rest, 
including one stall, was more or less 
neglected. 

 
OLLY scattered half a dozen 
cigarettes along the bottom of a 

manger. Panhandle Pete lost all sense of 
caution at the sight. He lowered his head, 
deftly licking up two of them. And then it 
happened. A rope went deftly around his 
neck and as he hurled his head backwards, 
it tightened. “There, my beautifully horned 
friend,” she said, “I’ve got you where I 
want you. I can’t eat you, brother. In fact I 
don’t want to eat you. But I can make you 
pay, and pay, and pay.” 

Pete fought furiously, his sharp front 
hooves shredding the manger boards and 
splintering the floor. He snorted angrily, 
and at times his eyes rolled back in fury. 
She left food and water in the manger and 
departed. “You can think this over,” she 
told him, “and then I’ll make the next 
move.”  

Suddreth called that evening. “Looking 
for venison, I suppose,” Molly tartly 
suggested. “Well, Panhandle Pete ruined 
my garden, but I didn’t shoot him. After 
all—” She shrugged. 

“I imagine that you felt like it,” the 
game warden admitted, “but even a jury of 
victory gardeners wouldn’t have freed you 
on that charge. Where did you last see 
him?”  

“He was sniffing around my property 
the last I saw him,” Molly answered 
truthfully enough. 

“He’s missing,” the warden said, “and 
I’m hunting him.” 

“You know how deer are,” Molly said, 
“here today, gone tomorrow. And there’s 
plenty of forest to roam in, Pete could 
disappear for days at a time.”  

“Pete could,” the warden agreed, “but 
he wouldn’t. His habits are fixed. He likes 
civilization. He likes to loaf and live on 
the fat of the land,”  

“In other words,” Molly suggested, 
“Pete isn’t contributing his share to the 
war effort?”  

“Well,” Suddreth said uncertainly, “of 
course—a deer—” He laughed and 
continued the quest. 

Molly worked most of the night, with 
frequent trips to the barn to make careful 
checks on what she was doing. She turned 
in at three o’clock and slept until seven. 
She awakened chuckling. “I don’t know 
what’s going to happen, but I think it’s 
going to be a lot of fun.”  

Suddreth dropped in late in the 
afternoon. Molly beat him to the draw. 
“Seen anything of Panhandle Pete?” she 
asked. 

“No. Nobody’s seen him.”  
“He’s got into bad company, like as 

not,” Molly suggested. “Maybe he’s run 
away from home.”  

“It isn’t a laughing matter.” the warden 
grumbled. “People with vegetable gardens 
can get mighty mad. Somebody might’ve 
knocked him off. I ain’t forgetting there’s 
a meat shortage.”  

“I couldn’t eat him,” Molly said, “and 
I’m too tired to dig a grave. Let me know 
what you find out.” 

 
T ELEVEN o’clock that night when 
most people were asleep Molly 

Reagan hung a pressure gasoline lamp in 
the barn. Under its white blaze the interior 
was as light as day. “This, Pete,” she said 
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picking up a heavy object, “is a collar. It 
goes around the neck.” 

The buck snorted and tried to fight off 
the object that she dropped across his 
neck. She buckled the open ends securely, 
careful to avoid the tossing horns. “This is 
the rest of the harness,” she said. “These 
long straps are called tugs. They are for 
pulling. And this business I’m putting 
around your nose tells you which way I 
want you to go. We won’t bother with that 
yet. There’ll be too many other problems 
all happening at once.”  

She herded the deer outside. When he 
bolted, the tugs stopped him with a jolt. 
“The ends are fastened to a rope that’s 
hooked onto a stump, darlin’,” she said. 
“If you can pull that stump out I’ll turn 
you loose.”  

Panhandle Pete made several lunges 
and went sprawling. He reared on his hind 
legs and pawed the air, then came down, 
driving his hooves angrily into the sod. 
When he relaxed, Molly quickly hooked 
the harness to a cultivator. The teeth were 
set, and promptly dug into the soil at the 
first pull. Feeling something give Pete 
took on new hope. He headed for the 
fence, with Molly holding the reins while 
she stood on the cultivator to give it 
weight. 

Suddenly the deer turned, but Molly 
stayed with it, and again the teeth dug in. 
Under the light of a pale moon, the 
cultivator covered various sections of the 
place, including the victory garden.  

In time, Pete stopped fighting and 
dragged the cultivator steadily enough. 
Molly headed him to the barn, led him to 
the stall and removed the harness. “You’re 
sweating, darlin’,” she said, “and so am I. 
But we’re getting places.”  

Early the next morning Molly raked 
over hoof marks wherever they were 
visible. Suddreth might be along and ask 
questions. When she looked at the strange 

pattern the cultivator had left she felt most 
anyone would be entitled to ask questions 
concerning the operator’s sanity. In the 
world’s history of farming, no cultivator 
had ever followed so erratic a course. 

Panhandle Pete put up a fight that 
evening when she harnessed him again. He 
kicked, bucked, snorted and tried to slash 
her with his horns. When he calmed down 
Molly gave him a couple of cigarettes. “If 
you’ll just try to understand,” she said, 
“we’ll get along fine. You ate up stuff that 
would be food in a few months. Our 
soldiers need it. Perhaps not the stuff I 
raise, but if I eat what I raise then I’m not 
dipping into the national supply. Now 
we’ll try the cultivator again.”  

Pete quieted down and permitted 
himself to be guided when he was 
convinced he couldn’t run away from the 
contraption. Molly stopped at the acre of 
unplowed ground. 

She hitched up to a light plow and 
started in. It turned over beautifully, the 
plow cutting through fern roots and 
knocking loose an occasional small stone. 

When she had gone around once, she 
stopped and let the buck catch his breath. 
She gave him a cigarette and when he had 
chewed it up, she touched him lightly with 
the end of a stick. He snorted and tried to 
run. The plow went deeper and he quieted 
down again. 

After a half hour’s work she said, “I 
guess this is enough for tonight. With luck, 
I’ll get in my late spud crop.”  

Molly fed Pete, rubbed him down and 
otherwise rewarded him. He lashed out a 
couple of times to let her know he had lost 
none of his high spirits, then resumed his 
eating. 

A neighbor dropped in on Molly 
Reagan the following afternoon. “Ah, 
haaa!” she said, “you’ve been holding out 
on me, Molly. You hired a team to plow 
your ground. Well? What’s his name?”  
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“You know how teaming is, Aggie,” 
Molly said, “every teamster is booked up 
to here, plus a waiting list. I made a little 
deal. But the party positively refuses to 
take on any more. In fact if I don’t handle 
him carefully he may leave me in the lurch 
at any time.”  

“These temperamental teamsters,” 
Aggie said. “Of course, it was too much to 
hope, but you can’t blame a woman for 
asking. You’ll plant spuds, of course. 
They’re going to be high this year, in my 
opinion.”  

The woman departed, moving slowly 
down the dirt road in an ancient car. Seven 
miles from the Reagan clearing she met 
the game warden. “Oh, Pete,” she called, 
“you get around, do you know where I can 
hire a teamster for a day?”  

“If I did,” Pete Suddreth answered, 
“I’d hire him myself. Say, you haven’t 
seen anything of a tame buck deer, have 
you?”  

“Not a sign,” Aggie replied. “I’d give a 
pretty to know where Molly Reagan got 
her team.”  

“Her team?”  
“Yes. She made a plowing deal. Part’s 

done already,” Aggie said. “But the party 
wasn’t taking on any more work.”  

It had been Suddreth’s experience that 
sometimes people will go out of their way 
to do a favor for a game warden. Even an 
up-stage teamster might be willing to plow 
a half-acre for him. 

He planned to call on Molly about 
dinner time, but was delayed. It was ten 
o’clock when he drove past her place. He 
wouldn’t have stopped but he saw a crack 
of light in the barn and concluded that she 
was up and about. 

Molly was both up and about. She 
recognized the game warden’s car by a 
peculiar engine knock, and she said, 
“Heavens to Betsy, he’s back.” Pete had 
almost reached the limits of the acre, and 

when he stopped, Molly kept him going. 
“Get into the brush, out of sight,” she 
muttered. “We don’t want him seeing this 
layout.”  

Pete stopped when completely hidden, 
then he turned his head. The game warden 
stopped his car, took out a five-battery 
flashlight to light his way; and stepped 
through the gate. He closed it behind him, 
then said, “She might’ve plowed up the 
old path. Better size up the situation before 
I step into a hole and break my neck.” 

 
He turned the light around, found the 

path, then the white finger moved 
uncertainly beyond the path to the plowed 
ground. Quite by accident the beam lifted 
and flooded the woods. Branches and 
leaves completely concealed Molly, Pete 
and the plow, but the buck’s eyes reflected 
the light, forming twin, luminous pools. 

“Well, I’m a son of a gun,” Suddreth 
explained. Any game warden or hunter 
would have recognized the flaming pools 
as a deer’s eyes. Their distance apart, and 
position above the ground was positive 
proof. “Panhandle Pete, sure as hell.” He 
headed straight for the buck. Molly 
Reagan, who had had no experience in 
shining deer couldn’t understand why Pete 
was visible. There was a good, thick 
screen between them. 

“Hello, Pete Suddreth,” Molly said, 
stepping into the open. “And what’re the 
likes of you doing on a night like this?” 



PANHANDLE PETE’S VICTORY GARDEN 
 

8

“Keeping my eye on things.”  
“You’re on private property,” she 

reminded him. 
“There’s a deer in that thicket,” he 

said, “and I’ve a right to look him over. It 
might be Panhandle Pete.”  

“Or his son, Chiseler, or anyone of a 
dozen buck deer, or none at all,” she .said. 

“I have a right to—”  
“If you catch me or anyone else 

breaking the law, then maybe you’ve the 
right to step onto private property and 
act,” Molly said, “but I’m not shooting 
deer. I’m just minding my own business 
on my own place.”  

“What kind of business?”  
“None of your business,” she 

answered. “Now stir your feet and quit 
poking your nose into my affairs. Of 
course, if you get a warrant—” 

“I’m going to check on that buck 
deer,” he declared. 

“Only with a search warrant—if there 
is a buck deer.”  

“There is, I saw his eyes. The light 
reflected them.” He started to brush past, 
but Molly blocked the way. At the same 
time she drew a pack of cigarettes from 
her pocket and threw them in Pete’s 
general direction. 

Luck was with her. The pack cleared 
the thicket and fell into a clearing beyond. 
A few moments later Pete caught the odor 
of tobacco. He acted instantly. The plow 
made a little noise, but his eyes, now 
turned the other way, no longer reflected 
the light. 

“He’s gone,” Molly said, “if—there 
was a deer in the first place.”  

“I’ll get a warrant,” the warden 
declared. “There’s something rotten and it 
isn’t in Denmark.”  

“And that’s where you’re wrong,” 
Molly said, “the Nat-zees are in 
Denmark.”  

The warden stamped away. He knew 
the law. 

And so did Molly. There was 
something about holding wild animals in 
captivity. She half expected he would 
come snooping back from a different 
direction. Evidently he realized she would 
be prepared for any such move, because he 
drove away. 

 
OLLY headed Pete back onto the 
acre. Under the moonlight, she 

plowed hour after hour, with frequent rests 
for the deer. When she came to a hard spot 
she would say, “I’ll break that up with a 
pick. There isn’t much of it.” Then she 
would plow around it. 

The job was finished at four o’clock. 
She gave Pete a fine rub-down, fed him 
and stopped it off with a pack of 
cigarettes. She turned in and slept soundly 
until nine o’clock. As she was having her 
belated breakfast coffee the telephone 
rang. It was a neighbor. 

“Tim just telephoned out,” she said, 
“and he said the game warden was in town 
and got a search warrant. He’s going over 
your place with a fine tooth comb. I 
thought you’d like to know.”  

Tim was the woman’s husband. 
“Thanks, darlin’,” Molly said. “It is a good 
neighbor you are. And don’t worry. 
Suddreth can search and be darned to him. 
I wished his name wasn’t Pete, though. 
Pete happens to be the name of a very 
good friend of mine—a guy who helped 
me with my plowing, in fact.”  

Molly hung up. She lost no time in 
hurrying to the barn. Panhandle Pete 
regarded her curiously, as usual. She fed 
him lightly, then gave him her last pack of 
cigarettes. “Now, my fine bucko,” she 
said, “you’re going to be surprised. She 
removed the rope that secured the buck to 
the manger and opened the door. “Hurry 
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up, you chump,” she said, “the warden’s 
coming. I hear his car.”  

Panhandle Pete stepped arrogantly 
from the barn and looked over the 
situation. He leaned forward, half 
expecting to feel the tug of the plow or 
cultivator. He had dragged both during the 
night. Suddenly he realized he was free. 
His legs fairly exploded as he got 
underway. 

He crossed the remains of the garden. 
There were several tender young plants 
that he had missed. The dew was still on 
the leaves, but he wanted none of it. He 
was a panhandler and he did not believe in 
toiling nor spinning. 

He gathered himself and cleared the 
fence easily. Molly Reagan’s place had 
loomed large in his plans a few days ago, 
but he would shun it in the future. If 
hanging around people’s gardens meant 

hard labor then people who owned gardens 
were to be avoided. 

He crossed the road a hundred yards 
ahead of the game warden. Suddreth 
recognized him, but nevertheless he 
stopped and stalked over to Molly Reagan 
who stood, with her hands on her hips, 
looking at her freshly turned acre. 

“I have a warrant—” Suddreth began. 
“Good. Now search to your heart’s 

content,” Molly invited. “It’s just that I 
want things done right.”  

“What was that deer doing on your 
place?” Suddreth demanded. “I’ll bet you 
had him tied up in the barn all the time.”  

“Oh, him!” Molly exclaimed. “Yeah, 
he’s been hanging around here, but what 
of it? Can’t a gentleman bum a cigarette or 
two from a lady, and help her with her 
plowing, without causing a lot of fuss?” 

 


