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AStory of Mystery and Mvenfure

&y EMERSON HOUGH

From the Scenario &7

'GRACE CUNARD

SYNOPSIS.

Ritty Gray, newspaper woman, finds in
& curio shop half of a broken coin, the
mutilated inscription on which arouses
her curiosity and leads her, at the order
gf her managing editor, to go to the prin-

pality of Gretzhoffen to plece out the
story suggested by the Inscription. She is
ollowed, and on arrival In Gretzhoffen

er adventures while chasing the secret
of the broken coin begin,

SEVENTH INSTALLMENT

o 1 ¥
Divided,

As Kitty approached the little rocm

——

CHAPTER XXV,

of the count’s palace—which beforc |

now had proved to be something of &
storm center in the affairs of the Gretz.
hoffen coin—there came to her the
conviction that there might be others
beside herself who would have some
inkling as to the whereabouts of the
missing portion of the coin, and who
might therefore arrive upon the scgne
st much the same time as that of her
own visit. She was not altogether
surprised at the sudden interruption
of her labors, just at the moment of
her success.

As she saw herself the object of a
poised weapon, she swerved aside fn-
stinctively—called out instinctively for
help.

“Roleau!” she exclaimed, for, wom:
anlike, she had learned the value of
a strong man’'s arm, and her first
thought was of the faithful servant
who so strangely had attached him-
self to her own varying fortunes. And
Roleau came hastening from his
watching place outside the dcor.

He saw the little rcom occupied by
& man—who now suddenly had en-
tered—and who menaced Kitty, so
that, to save her life as she supposed,
she was on the point of surrendering

him both pieces of the coin. The
fight of his mistress in danger was
€énough for Roleau. With his custom:
ary battle cry he plunged immediately
futo the conflict, careless of the threat.
ening weapon. In’the melee the two
half coing both were‘dropped upon the
floor., 3

Even now the ruling impulse of Kit:
ty did not quite forsake her. She
stooped and regained 6ne of the halt
coins, buf the struggling men, shifting
Here and there in the room, kept her
from securing the other. In the blind
fnstinet for escape she' fled' now to
the open hall, taking that direction
which led back from the front of the
buflding.

" Roleau heard her pass, and could
not join her in flight—but he heard
ber give a cry of alarme whose cause
he could only guess. His energies were
fully occupied by the combat with tiys
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She Felt a Hard Hdnd Close Upon Her
Mouth.

stranger—whom now he saw to be one
of Count Sachio’s men. He had noted
him at the hunting lodge. He himselt
had not time to reason as to the pres-
ence of this new factor in the general
imbroglio, but at last, able to bring
his own weapons into play, he stayed
the issue for & time. They both had
tithe to recognize one another as they
stood, the one as muen bafled as the
other, and neither quite comprehend-
ing what the other was doing here.

Very naturally the sounds of all this
confusion could not be concealed. The
scream of & woman had rung widely
through the halls, and used as they
were to extraordinary circumstances
hereabouts, the servants could not fail
to investigate the cause of this. They
hastened in the direction of the up-
roar, but their advance was stayed by
the command of the master of the
'nlnce himsel? Z

_ The men ia the room, &s they
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paused for breathing space, heard @
steady footfall advancing to the door
heard the calm voice of Count Fred
erick himself.

“Gentlemen!”

The intruders, whatever the errand
of each, took their cyes from one an
other and turned now, recognizing yet
another man who scarce had come it
friendship. . .

“Ycu honor. maneauy. gentlemen,”
sald Count Frederick with his usual
ccolucss in any extraordinary situa
tion. “But might I ask why you care
thus to disarrange my apartment!
Had I known your own curiosity re
gardiag it, 1 might bave asked some
of my servints to assist you in s
s¢arch more orderly.”

-| lently as she had come.

“] was sent back by my master,” be: |
gan the stranger—who was none other |
than Bartel, the late successor to Ru: |
dolph in Count Sachio’s good graces.
“He had left certain of his belong:
Ings—some silver cases of the toilet,
Monsieur le Comte—he did not trouble
to ask you about them, and now he
sent me—"

“Indeed! That is most plausible!
But why seek for them in my rooms,
when his quarters were in quite an
other part of the palace, my dear sir?"

“As to that,” replied the other with
calm effrontery, “I cannot say. I only
came here because the servants told
me that this was the room. Of course,
if there has been any mistake—"

“Cease, I say,” exclaimed Count
Frederick, frowning now, bhis face
flushing.

He turned from Roleau to the other

intrucder in his apartments. Roleau
stood dumb. The other shook his
head. *

“Monsieur le Comte,” said he, “the
young woman was here when I em-
tered—when this man also entered.
She passed yonder—when she had the
opportunity—and toock with her one
haif the coin. There lies the otber on
your floor. She disappenred—tve heard
8 cry—"

Count Frederick ltooped and pick~d

up the object pointed out to him. It
was his own half of the coin-—or that
which he had called his own—since he
had taken it from her.

80 then, he reflected, she had found
the. way to his most secret hiding
place—she was on the “very point of
success ' when' this last’ contretemps
had interfered with her plans.: A new
feeling of -admiration for her . keen-
ness’' and: persistence once more came
to Count Frederick's heart. For &
moment he stqod.regarding half-re-
gretfully the bit of metal in his hand.

“1 shall not offer this trinket to
you, my friend,” said he grimly to
the man Bartel, as he pocketed the
coin, “for of course you were not look-
ing for coins—only toilet articles—sil-
ver ones, did you say, sir? You shall
take back an excellent set of my own
to Count Sachio, with my compli-
metts. Tell him that it would seem
ill to me that any guest of mine should
suffer risk of loss either to his person
or his property while he was beneath
my roof!”

With these stlnglng words, which
brought color to the other's face,
Count Frederick turned -coolly away,
and once more faced Roleau. That
was in his face now which did not be-
speak remorselessness, revengeful
ness. No, something softer lay in the
man’'s cool gray eyes.

CHAPTER XXVI.
Solitary Confinement.

When Kitty in her blind impulse of
self-preservation sprang out of Count
Frederick’s room, she did not at first
contemplate continued flight. Once
out of reach of immediate danger, she
paused, loath to leave what she had
come there to obtain, and loath also to
abandon her stoutdearted ally in his
time of stress. She turned back,
paused just outsidé the door once

| more. As she did 8o, yet another door

opening into the hall was pushed
silently ajar—opened fully. Yet an-
other man, whom mnever in her life
had she scen before, now stepped out.
She felt a hard hand clogse upon her
mouth, more than  haif-stifing her
scream for help. “Silence!” she heard
his voice insfst. “Go on ahead of me

Once more Kitty undertook to
scream, and again ‘the firm hand
stopped her voice. It seemed’to her
that some pungent aromatic drug
filled the car with its fumes: She
struggled less violently. Events
seemed to pass by her in a dream.
and she regarded them carelessly
apathetically. In short, either in part
or in whole, she had lost conscious
ness.

When at length she fully regained
her senses she was alone—alone with
a terror which seemed to her more
overpowering than any she yet had
known. Instead of her own apart
ments in her hotel, instead of the room
of Count Frederick or the hunting
lodge of his quondam friend, Count
Sachio, she found herself surrounded
by four barren walls—in what edifice
or in what place, she could not guess.
There seemed some sort of door—
yes. There was a small, high, barrec
window; but the latter was at such
Bheight as to be almost beyond. hes

hellef that her sense”r must teave her
forever. The sense of solitude was a
poignant torture.

How long she had thus remained
she could not tell, when at length the
close-fitting door in one side of the
four walls opened. An old woman
came in, bringing some food for her.
Kitty tried her in every language
which ghe had ever known, but got no
&nswer. The old woman shook' her
head, dnd after a time retreated si-

Getting no answer to her appeal for
help, Kitty sat down once more, fight-
ing herseif to retain her faculties, her
calm, her poise. Escape? How could
there be hope for that? For once she
was at her wit’s end as she looked
about her. She sat moody and silent,
too dazed, suffering too much, too un-
certain in her own mind to plan intel
ligently any course of action. She
was brought to herself somewhat by
hearing the tinkle of some object on
the floor at her feet. ‘

It was a bit of stone wrapped tight:
ly in a little wad of paper. Surely
it had been meant as some communi-
cation to her—from someone outside
the room. It must have come through
the window.

She opened the paper and smoothed
it out. As she read it she wondered
how many other persons there were in
this strange country who could claim
acquaintance with her own plans.

“Better write an imaginary story for
your paper and return to America.
Give up the coins and you will gain
your freedom. Refuse and you will
fare badly.”

\

An 'Old Woman Came In

These strange words suddenly
brought Kitty back to a train of
thought which for the time had been
broken. She felt quickly at her bosom
and at her waist for the bit of coin
which she had brought away from
Count Frederick’s room. It was gone!
At some time during her journey from
Count Frederick’s palace to this place
—long or short whether it had been,
she could not tell—the coin had been
taken from her.

Kitty sprang to the sill of the little
wirdow and peered out for an in-
stant; hut her hold was too fceble.
She sank back, not seeing what would
have given her great joy to see.

Apparently some eye had caught
sight of her face, brief as had been its
appearance. In truth, Roleau, hound-
like, had run his game to earth. It
was he who had caught sight of her
just for an instant. Later she heard
once more the tiskling of some falling
object upon the floor. She picked it
up—it was a substantial file, which
evidently had beew flung through the
window by su.meone having the intent
to aid her. Tuis thought gave her hope.
Almost as soon as she grasped it she
fell to work at the bars which had re-
strained her.

Meantime, at the scene from which
she had been so unceremoniously ap-i
stracted but now, Count Frederick re-
mained still pondering on the strange
events which had been brought home
s0 close to him. He was too much
preoccupied in his concern over the

young woman's disappearance to note
carefully anything else that went on
about him. When one of his house-|
hold placed a message in his hand, for |
the time he gazed at it, scarce com-
prehending-that it tame from the roy-
al palace.

Since he had left unattended the
servant of Count Sachio, whom he
had fognd fa his cwn room, the latter
selzed the present opportunity to es-
cape from the place. and to find his
»wn master, Count Sacbio himseif-

enoughk at the rend_e}voul which had
been established. i et :

“Well, well, then, Hartel,” exclaimed
the count, “why the delay" What's
wrong? You are not going to tell me
the same story that Rudolph bx‘ouzh\
—you have not failed?”

The shamefaced look of the - other
gave him his own answer. : Count
Sachio himself (ave way: to hearty
curses of all mcompetence

“The count fetained one-half the
coin,” went on the|unfortunate mes-
senger. “I 'don’t know which it was.
The girl~the :young American—got
the other piece. 1 saw her.pick it up.
But she did mot get both!Z.J' douft
know which one she did get but 1
know that each Las onehslf<the
count. and’the girl, She muat have
been ¢arried away by some other
man. I keard her screamm, then all was
sllent.”, '« 2

“So all escaped you? It is unother
matter what'l myself may have done
a8 to the girl @nd the coin—they  es-
caped you?”

*Yes, excellency, naturally I could
not prevent the man from escaping,
and the count himseit allowed the
other man to do 80.”

“What other man?”

“Roleau, they called him—the .girl's
servant—he follows her like a dog—
and fights like one.”

“So, there were two others presont
beside yourself?”

“Yes, it seemed as though everyone
interested in the coin came all at
once.” :

“Naturally, the competition asks
qQuick work of all of us. And we will

Bringing Some Food for Her.

act quickly. Tell me, whnt lupponoc
then?”

“The Count Frederick allowed her
to escape—strangely, he seemed to
have small resentment for her after
all. Nor did he have too much for
Roleau, whom he must have ranked a
wholly faithless servant. He did mot
punish him—but even sent him ofl
after the girl! Excellency, my word
for it, he seemed to miss the girl as
much as the coin—did Count Fred
erick.”,

Follow them then, Bartel. Follow
Roleau—if you can find him—he will
lead you to the girl, wherever she may
be, - For myselfl, I cannot guess.”

It was this counsel, followed dilk
gently by the unhappy messenger of
Count Sachio, which "resulted in a
quick shifting of the forces-of Kitty's
enemies. It was true- Roleau had
gained access to a point within sight
of Kitty’s window, where still he
tried to be of aid to her—stjll hoped
she soon would be able to aid herself.
But here he was surprised by these
emissaries of Count Sachio—it was
none less than the nobleman himselt
who led the forces now.

Therefore when, after all her toll,
Kitty at length managed to make her
escape through the barred window, it
was but to find herself once more a
prisoner—Roleau once more 'a prisoner
with her! The fact of captivity had
not changed—only the phases of cap:
tivity. She and her ally had only ex.
changed captors. Who her last prison
guardian had been Kitty could not
tell. Now, without doubt, she was
once more to be subjected to the scant
courtesy of the nobleman of Grahof
fen.

CHAPTER XXVIL

The Counterfeit Coln,
Count Frederick finally aroused
himself from the apathy of inaction
in which Kitty’s sudden disappearance

| very much.

the message from the king asked bi»
attendance st the palace as soon as
might be. The king had, it seemed, &
communication which he desired to
make to Count Frederick at once,

“Confound his royal highness!” ex
claimed. Frederick to himself. "1 never
leave him but he asks me back at
once. He is always in some trouble,
and I am ill-disposed now to be nurse
to any king, for 1 have affairs of my
own to trouble me sufficiently.”

Nevertheless, grumbiing, he weatl
1l'xls way to the palace, for the royal
will was something not }st at least to
be set aside.

“Good! Count Frederick,” Michael
greeted him. *I asked your return be-
cause of a sudden thought that had
come to my mind.”

“As to what, your majesty?
come to you alone, unassisted?”

The king was too much preoccupied
to concern himself with sarcasm.

“Yes, assuredly. It is regarding the
coin.”

“The coin! I thought your majesty
cared little for it—so little that you
gave it away'unasked to one who is
not even of our country—a stranger—
the young American.”

“Precisely. That is true, And I bhad
cause for my act. But, see you, one
does not make gifts unrequited. Now
the young American has disappeared,
and so has the coin. Perhaps, rather,
I should reverse that, and say that the
coin has disappeared and with it the
young American. At least, that is to
say—they both are gone. 8o I sent
for you, my dear Frederick, to tell me
what to do.” ¥

The nobleman stood for a moment
but half concealing his real feelings,
gauging the man beforg him, this imi-
tation of a king.

“She was & most charming young
person,” began the king, trying to
conceal his own thoughts, “Do you
not think such hair as hers is rare?”

“Rare, indeed, your majesty—she is
fn all things rare,” luddenly ex-
claimed the count.

“And where is she gone’"

“I do not know—] have no idea.”

“But you can find her—you certainly
can bring her back.”

“I hope it, your majesty—I hope it
But then, as to the coin?”
he added, somewhat maliciously—for
he knew well enough where sat the
wind in royal quarters.

“Oh, ycs, about the coin. Well, I
was only going to ask you to find it
for me.”

“That seems simple, your majesty!
Even though 1 do not know where the
young girl is.”

“That is why 1 ask you, my dear
count.”

“Agreed them, your majesty. Ot
what use {8 a servant of the king if
he cannot do the king's will? ' 1 ac-
cept your errand. - 1 will soon return
to you the coin—at least, I hope so.
After all, perhaps it has no such value
as you seem to think—I am sure it has
less value for you than other things
that we might mention.” A

Count Frederick did not add aloud
what was in his own mind—the truth
—that the coin had more value for
him than he at any time before mow
had believed.

Presently he excused himself from
the royal presence and departed to
put into effect a little plan of his own
which he fancled might blunt both
horns of this dilemma into which the
naivete of King Michael so suddenly
had placed him,

As luck would have it, there had
been thrown into his hands the king's
half of the coin.

Count Frederick thought for a mo-
ment before he made a plan. Then
he made a hurried journey to a cer-
tainesilversmith in whose skill he had
much confidence.

“Make me,” he said as he lald upon
the counter his plece of the coin—"a
replica of this—absolutely, line for
line, so that I myself cannet tell the
two apart. Do you hear me? Can it
be done?”

“Yes, excellency,” sald the workman,
“it can be done—so nicely that I my-
self scarcely could tell them apart.”

“Then quick with it,” said Count
Frederick. “How soon?”

“By tomorrow, excellency, I promise
you a duplicate.”

It was therefore on the morrow
that Count Frederick was able once
more to visit the royal palace with a
mind more at peace with circum-
stances. With him he carried what
was apparently the king's half of the
coin which he had given to the young
American so carelessly, and which
now at once he coveted again—since
the young American herself was gone.

“So soon!” exclaimed Michael. “You
are the acme of punctiliousness and
efficlency, my dear count. You are
indeed a man of results. Go now to
my cabinet again and help yourself to
such jewels as you fancy.”

“No more, your majasty, I thank
you, If I have been of service 1 am
pleased. Jewels are not for me. They
are for women—and mo woman has
jewels froin me now. I have reformed,
Yyour majesty. 1 shall be taking my-
self to a monastery next.”

King Michael laughed loudly at this
jest on the part of his former boon
companion. “Not so far as that for
me,” he saild. “l am not yet ready for
any monastery. I swear 1 can remem-
ber a queen’s face and a queen’s figure
when I see them, well as ever. And I
saw them both here not so long ago.
I thought I had secured the cQance to
gee them yet again—when I gave her
as our gift this which you have re-
stored to me now. It seems I failed
in that. But should the same case
come up again for action—should she
by intent or accident meet us again—
I am in possession once more of what
tormerly was mine. Perhaps the al

Did it

.been but now. At least, she had seen

dear count. She gave it to you to
return to me? Well, no matter, only I
hope that in some way, on some day,
she will come back again.”

“I trust it, your majesty,” said Count
Frederick fervently; and the deluded
monarch, pleased at the quick execu:
tion of his wishes, knew nothing of the
deeper machinations of the kzen brain
which he fancied still was in hia serv-
lce, S

v

CHAPTER XXVill,

Means to an End,
Kitty, left alone once more, founa
herself in better heart than she had

Roleau—had found once more proof
of his faithfulness and his efficiency.
Surely he would help her to escape yet
again. And as for Sachio—better he,
of whom she knew something, than a
stranger of whom she knew nothing
at all. Of late despalr had been knock-
ing at her heart in such fashion that
the summons of opportunity found no
hearing, but now she began to plan
once more. i

She sought to study the exits of the
apartment in which she found herselt
There were two doors, so it seemed,
both fastened. She pushed strongly
at one; it opened before her. She
stood once more face to face with
Count Sechio, the mocking conspira:
tor who had of late had so much to
do with her own misfortunes!

“Mademoisgelle!” said he, “I am sc
pleased.”

“For myself,” rejoined Kitty indig-
nantly, “I was never so much dis
pleased as I am now. So the gentle
men of this country in this way show
their quality—in their treatment of
women? I compliment you.”

“Your words are at least better than
your absence, mademolselle—] like
neither.”

“And what of me? What shall |
say of & man who treats me as a crim-
inal? Nay, a criminal would be treat.
ed better In my country—he would
have a trial. There woud be process
of law, observancg of the law. Is the
habeaa corpus writ a thing unknown
in this country—have the people never
.yet wrung that right from the hands
of tyrants? In my country there are'
some recourses which any citizen may |
have.” |
- “Your own country? Why did youi
ever leave it, mademoiselle?”

“The reasons concern me alone, sir.”

" “Indeed, you mfstake—they do not
concern you alone.*'\Vé are many of us
in this country.also: concerncd: with
them. e would that you,never had
come from America. There are many
reasons moving to that. And, indeed,
we.even ask your return to your own
country.” .

. “So, then, it was your message to
me that I got?  Most melodramatic
of you, Count Sachio—but by what
right do you demand my return?”

"“There are ‘some large rights,
mademoiselle, which nced small ex:
planation.” 109

“But which allow ‘you tb maor mé
in the performande of ' my own dutiel—
to ask me to be unfaithful to my em»
ployers? Why, you even ask me (o
decelve the public—to present a coun-
terfeit—to pretend that I have done
what 1 have not done.”

“So? And you cannot take such
good advice?”

“No, I will not. To decelve, to pre
tend, to counterfeit—those are attrib
utes of your kingdom, not of my own
country, America. In my country we
have better standards—men and wom-
en alike—for which I heartily am
glad.”

“You haye & stinging tongue, ma
demoiselle,” said Count Sachio, red un-
der his swarthy skin. “Perhaps it will
grow milder if left unused. 1 shall
leave you here—until you are willing
to say you are done with Gretzhoffen
and ready to return to your own coun-
try. This land, mademoiselle, can
keep its own secrets—it could even
close over the secret of the disappear
ance of a young woman—and leave
her fate a mystery. 1 trust that you
will reconcider what you have said.”
A moment and he had left her once
more. Before he passed through the
door she glanced beyond. The room
was occupled, apparently, by hie
friends—escape on that side was im
possible,

The other door ltlll remained fas
tened. Kitty turned to it with bur
glarious Intent—using an art learned
when she was a schoolgirl. With ne
better instrument than a hairpin, she
had seen wonders done at opening
locks.

Her brisk interchange of compli |
ments with Count Sachio had set he:
pulses stirring once more. She want
ed to get out—she wanted to escape
and she proposed to escape. Once
more free, she admitted to herselif, sne
would be willing.enough to take the
advice which but now she had
scorned—willing enough to take shig
back home, to see the familiar sky
line of her own city, to find her cwn
place back in the smoky and grimy
city, her own place in the hum and
grind of the old newspaper. How
good it would seem to her now to see
the faces of the local room. They
might chaft her all they liked. Yes,
she would go back home.

And now, with schoolgirl finesse 'in
the employment of the small instru
ment at her dfsposal, she succeeded
in her burglary. She felt the lock turn
at last—felt it give—saw that she
could open the door. She did open
It—and closed it again.

Back of her she heard once more
the creak of the other door as It
opened. She turned—to encounter
once more the figure of Count Sachio,
He smiled at her as once more he
satered unannounced.

European critics never ‘tire of ridi-
culing America's indifference to art!
and fack of artists. They regard us
as totally insensate about such mat-
ters, although they must admit we,
have some very fine art collectors. Aq
least, certain nartistic Americans|
have managed to obtain very cordi®l
welcomes abroad as patrons of (he
best and oldest masters. Art, it ap-
pears, 18 not 8o ethereal as to perish
1o contact with the blighting touch of|
our coarse American money. We may
oot have the artistic temperament, but
we have what seems to cherish and
comfort it in those who claim to have
it. Turning from our fllustrious per!-'
patetic connoisseurs, we have a few
stay-at-homes not go mean in their
way. They display their skill chiefly
at the uuction sales, the novelty in
which just at present is to see how
speedily they may be held. The reec-
ord-breaker is a recent one in New
York, at which in 50 minutes 8280,0003
worth of art was sold. Single speci-
mens went for as much as $26,000,
$30,000 and $40,000. To appreciate thei
American sense of art it is necessary
to get the proper view point. With
us it is not so mach a matter of tem
perament as the ability to bid.

{
Tn the old days the habit of skip-
ping when reading a book was held to
be a sign of a slothful mind. Muc
could be said in defense of that view;
even today, but as time goes by and;
the output of books and periodicals
continues steadily to increase, the
mere knowledge of how to read will
be of little use unless it is accompa-
nied by a thorough knowledge of how
to skip. When every child is taught
reading, writing, arithmetic and skip-
ping, may it not improve the quality
of the literary production? Should
every author realize that his readers
have been educated to skip, he would
be all the more carful to make them
forget that part of their education by
writing pages that could not lightly be

| passed over.

New York's city paymaster is using
for the semi-monthly pay roll pay-
ments a new form of check, on which
each employee must sign his name in
the lower left-hand corner as a con-
dition of the delivery to’ him of the
check, which makes his identification
automatic by his second -signature
when he indorses the check for pay-
ment, This simple device adopted in
any city ought to make the city’s pay
checks good—as they-‘should be—for
their face value anywhere.

An irate wireless operator who:split
the air with profane characterization
of an interfering rival has provoked
Uncle Sam into issuing & prohibition
of cussing by wireless. But the incl-
dent Is interesting as showing that
even with the wireless we will still
have the “line is busy” with us.

This from the Nashville Tennesses
an is worse than had been expected:
“When the good lady is out in her
new automobile for the first time and
another lady halls her under the im-
pression that it is a jitney, the influe
ences of aChristian upbringing are put
to a severe test.”

A woman of ninety-seven runs &
farm herself near a New York town.
Her recipe for longevity 18 hard work.
Her theory proves how little compe-
tition she has to fear in aiming by her
‘method at the century mark.

At the present time all the states-
men and generals of Europe not only
wear mustaches, but thick and heavy
ones. The clean shaven face was
never considered good form in mﬂl-
tary circles abroad.

A Colorado postmaster has been dis
missed because he hugged a lady in
the post office. Evidently the govern-
memt does not want affable postmas-
ters.

The most restful page in the aver.
age newspaper these days is the
sporting page, which is comparatively
free from war news,

When a man decides to shoot his
wife and then himself—and many have
done so—what a pity he doesn’t opea
out on himself first.

The back garden should be more
popular than ever this year. Raise
in it something for food as well as
flowers.

China at least may point with pride
to its world leadership in the univer-
sal war against narcotics.

The cheeky hobo can be depended
upon to find a bread line and always
wiss a plow line.

Fresh meat prices are higher, bat
what of it? That's what they nearly
always are.

Better be born rich than not bora at
all, for it's a dear old world. g
)

\
Saturday mnight s always worth

(TO BE CONTINTEM)

working for. - ]




