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8YNOPSIS.

Minnla, spring-house girl at Hope sann-
torium, tells the story. It opensa with the
arrival of Miss Patty Jennings, who Ia re-

ed to be enn'n.r;ud to murry a prince,
mnd the death of the old doctor who owns
the sanatorium. Tho costate Is loft to a
wcapegrnos grandson, Dicky Carter, who
smust gppear on o certaln date and run
the sanatorium successfully for two
montha or forfeit the Inherlitance, A caso
of mumps delays Dick's urrlval., Mr, Tho-
ml‘n im hovering about In hopes of se-
ring tho place for a summer hotel,
Plerce, a college man In hard luck, Is pre-
walled upon by Van Alstyne, Dick's broth-
er-in-lnw, to Impersonnte the missing heir
and takes charge of the sanotorium until
Carter arrives, Diek, who has elopad
th Patty's younger sistor, Dorothy, ar-
wives, and the couple ;iu inte hiding In
the old phelter house. Fenring to faco
P thy's father, who Is at the sanator-
um, Dick arranges with Plerce to con-
Minue in the management of the property
Jullan Bummers, leading Ilndy of Plerce's
randaed  thentrieal company, arrives,

o Is sulng Dicky for breach of promlse.

e prince, under the Incognito of Oskar
Yyon Inwald, arrives at the sanatorlum.
arnes, charaoter man with Plarce's show
and a gradunte M. D,, takes the plnce of
eanatorium physielnn,  Plerce, who 1a
Wwery much Interested In Patty, shows na
strong disllke for Inwnld, Dilek becomes
peaviah over the Independent manner in
which Plerae |8 running the sanatorium.
Miss SBummeras discovers that the Dick
Carter sho Is seeking 18 the owner of the
natorium. Dick, In attempting to ateal
love letters from Miss Summern,
breaks Into the wrong room and gets the
wrong letters, Misa Summers' dog has
convulsions from overenting. The patients
Beolleva It has been polsoned by the doped
ring water. In a paniec they go to
ree and atart a row, He tells them
the truth about themselves and they
gm‘ka reparntions to leave, A snow
lockads compels the patlents to return,
Plorce lnys out a course of rational and
aimpla living and all agree to glve It a
trial, They toke to the new order of
things enthusinstically and the effects are
w 1y meen, Dick and his relatives
y ever are not pleased, They hold a
mnt mesting In the shelter houss and
; Bummers walks In on them. Mlias
Bummers' vindictiveness toward Dick
dwindles away at slght of his wife, Dor-
athy.

CHAPTER Xlil.—Continued.

I did my best to leave them nlone
-on the way back, but Mlas Patty stuck
«close to my heels. It was snowing,
and the going was slow, For the first
five minutes she only spoke once,

“And so Miss Bummers and Dicky
“Carter are old friends!”

“It appears so," Mr. Plerce sald.

“Sha's rather magnanimous, under
the clircumstances,"” Miss Patly re-
marked demurely,

“Under what elrcumstances?”

I heard her laugh a little, behind me.

“Never mind,' she sald. "You
meedn’'t tell me anything you don't
«care to, But what a stew you must
all have been in!"

There was a minute's silence behind
me, and then Mr. Plerce laughed too.

“Stew!" he sald. “For the last few
days I've been elther paralyzed with
fright or electrified into wild burste
of mendecity,. And I'm not naturally
a llar.” >

“Heally!" she retorted.
actor you are!"

They laughed together at that, and 1
gained a little on them. At the cor-
mer where the path skirted the deer
park and turned toward the house 1
'Tost them altogether and I floundered
on alone. But T had not gone twenty
feet when I stopped suddenly., About
fifty vards ahead a lantern was com-
tug toward me through the snow, nad
T could hear o man’s volce, breathless
wnd gasping,

“What an

“Set it down,"” It said. “The damned
thing must be filled with lead,” It
sounded like Thoburn,

“It's the snow,” another volce re-

plied, Mr. von Inwald'e.
it would take two trips”

“Yes,"” Thoburn retorted, breathing
in groans.

“T told you

“Stay up all night to get

They Had Stopped In the Shelter of
the Fence Corner.

the blamed stuff here, and then get
mp =t dawn for a cold bath and a
‘fwenty-mile walk and an apple for
Breakfast. Ugh, my shoulder Is dislo-
“-O.

X turned and flew back to Miss Pat-
ty and Plerce. They had stopped in
the shelter of the fence corner and
Mr. Plerce was on hls knees in front
«~of her! I was go astounded that I for-
«got for the moment what had brought
T

“Just a second,” he was saying. "It's
tdee on the heal"

“¥lease got up off your knees, you'll
ke cold.”
. ™Mever had o cold.

I'll scrape it off
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with my knife.
overshoes 1"

"l never have a cold!" she retorted.
“Why, Minnie, ia that you?"

"Quick,” I panted. “Thoburn and
Mr., von Inwald coming—basket—Ian.
tern—warn the shelter-housal”

“Great Scottl" Mr. Plerce sald.
““Here, you girls erawl over the fence;
you'll be hidden there. I'll run back
and warn them," )

The lantern was swinging again. Mr,
Thoburn's grumbling came to us
through the enow.

“I can't climb the fence!” Miss Pat-
ty sald pitifully. But Mr. Plerce had
gone.

I reached my basket through the
bars and climbed the fence in a hurry.
Miss Patty had got almost to the top
and was standing thore on one snow-
covered rall, starlng across at me
through the darkness.

“l can’t, Minnie,” shé whispered
hopelessly. "I never could climb a
fence, and in this skirt—"

“Qulck!" I sald in a low tone. The
lantern was very cloge. “Put your leg
over."

She did, and sat there looking down
at me like a scared baby.

“Now the other,”

“I—1 ecan't!” she whispered,
put them both over I'll fall.”

“I‘I'l.lrw! 1"

With a little grunt she put fhe oth-
er foot over, sat & minute with agony
in her face and her arms out, then she
slid off with a squeal and brought up
In a sitting positlon Inside the fence
corner. I dropped beside her.

“What was that nolse?" sald Tho-
burn, almost upon us. '"Something's
moving inside that fence corner.”

“It's them deers,” Mike's voice thia
time. Weo could make out the three
figures. “Darned nulsance, them deers
is. They'd have been shot long ago
if the springhouse girl hadn't object-
ed. She thinks she's the whole cheese
around here.”

“Set it down again,” Mr. von In-
wald panted, We heard the rattle of
bottles as they put down the basket,
and the next [nstant Thoburn's fat
hand was resting on the rail of the
fence over our heads. I could feel
Miss Patty trembling beslde me,

But he dldn't look over. He stood
there resting, breathing hard, and
swearing at the weather, while Mike
walted, in surly silence, and the von
Inwald cureéed In German,

After my heart had been beating in
my ears for about three years the fat
hand moved, and I heard the rattle of
glags agnin and Thoburn's groans as
he bent over his half of the load.

“Come on,"” he sald, and the others
grunted and started on.

When they had disappeared in the
snow we got out of our cramped posi-
tion and prepared to scurry home, 1
climbed the fence and looked after
them., “Humph!" I said, "l guess that
basket isn't for the hungry poor, 1'd
glve a good bit to know—" 'Then 1
turned and looked for Mlss Patty. She
was flat on the snow, crawling be-
tween the two lower ralls of the fence.

“Have you no shame?" I demanded.

Sbg leoked up at me with her hend
apd  half  hers long sealskin  coat
“nrough the fence. s

"None,"” she said pitifully,
I'm stuck perfectly tight!"”

“You ought to be &t as you are,” I
sald, jerking at mer, "for people to
come"—jerk—"twmorrow to look at"—
jerk, She came through at that, and
we lay together in the spow and like
to burst a rib laughing,

“You'll never be a princess, Miss
Patty,” 1 declared. "“You're too lowly
minded."

She sat up suddenly and stralght-
ened her sealskin cap on her head,

“1 wish,” she sald unpleasantly. "I
wish you wouldn't always drag in dis-
agreeable things, Minnie!”

And she was sulky all the way to
the house,

Miss Summers came t0 my room
that nlght as | was putting my hot-wa-
ter bottle to bed, In a baby-blue silk
wrapper with a band of fur around
the low neck—Mliss Summers, of
course, not the hot-water bottle.

“Wall!" she sald, sitting down on
the foot of the bed and etarlng at me.
“Well, young woman, for a person who
hes never been farther away than Fin-
leyville you do pretty well!”

“Do what?" I esked, with the covers
up to my chin.

“Do what, Miss Innocence!” she sald
mockingly. “You're the only red-halred
woman I ever saw who didn't look as
gophisticated as the devil, I'll tefl you
one thing, though, BShe reached down
into the pocket of her dressing-gown
and brought up a clgarette and a

Why don't you wear

b (0 §

“Minnie,

match, “You never had me fooled for
o minute!" BShe looked at me over the
match,

I lny and stared back.

“And another thing,” she eaid. "I
never had any real intention of marry-
ing Dicky Carter and ralsiug a baby
ganatorium. 1 wouldn't have the face
to ask Arabella to live here”

“I'm glad you feel that way, Miss
Bummers," I sald, “I've gone through
a lot; I'm an old woman in the last
two weeks. My halr's falling from its
having to stand up on end half the
time,"

Bhe leaned over mnd put her cigar
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ette on the back of my cellulold mir-
ror, and then suddenly she threw back
her head and laughed.

“Minnje!” she said, between fita,
“Minnie! As long as I live I'll never
forget that wretched boy's face! And
the sand boxes! And the blankets
over the windowsa! And the tarpaulin
over the rafters! And Mr. Van Al
styne sitting on the lawnmower! I'd
rather have had my minute in that
doorway than fifty thousand dollars!”

“If you had had to carry out all
those things—" 1 began, but she
checked me.

“Listen!" ghe gaid. “Somebody with
brains has got to take you young peo-
ple in hand, " You're not able to look
after yourselves, I'm fond of Alan
Plerce, for one thing, and I don't care
to gee a sanatorium that might have
been the child of my eolleitude kid-
naped and reared as a summer hotel
by Papa Thoburn. A good fat man 1s
very, very good, Minnle. but when he
is bad he is horrid.”

“It's too late,” I objected feably.
“He can't get it now."”

“Can't he!" She got up and yawned,
sretching. “Well, I'll lay you ten to
one that if we don't get busy he'll have
the house empty In thirty-six hours,
and a bill of sale on it in as many
days.” Then she told me what she
knew of Thoburn's echeme, and It
turned me cold.

L L] L] L] - - L]

Doctor Barnes came to me at the
news stand the next morning before
gymnasium.

“Well, he eald, "you look as busy
as a dog with fleas. Have you heard
the glad tidings?"

“What?" I asked without much epir-
it. “I've heard considerable tidings
lately, and not much of it has cheered
me up any."

He leaned over and ran his fingere
up through his halr,

“*You know, Miss Minnie,” he sald,
“somebody ought kindly to kill our
friend Thoburn, or he'll come to a bad
end."”

“Shall T do {t, or will you?" I said,
filling up the chewlng gum jar. (Mr.
Pierce had taken awmy the candy
cnge,)

Doctor Barnes glanced around to
gee If there was anyone near, and
leaned farther over.

“The cupboard isn't empty now!" he
sald. "Not for nothing did I spend
part of the night in the Dicky-bird's
nest! What do you think {s in the
cuphboard?"

“I know about it,” I said shortly.
“Liquor—in a case lnbeled ‘Books—
breakable,"

“Almost a goal. But not only liguors,
my little friend. Champagne—cases of
[t—caviar, canned grouse with truf-
fles, lobster, cheese, fine cigars, every-
thing wou ecould think of, erotic, ex-
otie and narcotic,. An orgy in cane
and bottles, a bacchanallan revel; a
cupboard full of indigestion, jov, for-
getfulness and katzenjammer., Oh, my
suffering palate, to have to leave it all
without one sniff, one sip, one nibble!"

He's wastlng his money,” I sald,
“They're all crazy about the slmple
life,”

He looked around and, seeing no one
in the lobby, reached over and took
one of my hands,

“Strange,” he said, looking at it.
““‘No webg, and yet It's been an amphi-
bious little ereature most of ite life,
My dear girl, our friend Thoburn 18 a
rascal, but he 18 aleo a student of
mankind and a philogopher, Gee,"” he
sald, “think of & woman fighting her
way alone through the world with a bit
of a fist like that!"

1 jerked my hand away.

“It's like this, my dear,” he said.
“Human nature's a curlous thing. It's
human nature, for instance, for me to
be crazy about you, when you're as
hands-offish as a curly porcupine, And
it 18 human nature, by the same token,
to lfke to be bullled, especially about
health, and to respect and admire the
fellow who does the bullylng. That's
why we were crazy about Roosevelt,
and that's why Plerce 18 tralling his
kingly robes over them while they lie
on their faces and eat dirt—and
stewed frult,”

Ho reached for my hand again, but I
put it behind me,

“But alas,"” he sald, “there Is another
side to the human npature, and our
frlend Thoburn has not kept a e¢um-
mer hotel for nothing. It {8 notorlous-
ly weak, especlally as to stomach, You
may feed 'em prunes and whole-wheat
bread and apple sauce, and after a
while they'll forget the fat days, and
remember only the lean and hungry
ones. But let some student of human
nature at the proper moment introduce
just one fat day, one feunst, one
revel—"

“Talk English,” I sald sharply.

“Don't break In on my flights of
fancy,” he objected. “If you want
the truth, Thoburn |8 going to have n
party—a forbidden feast. He's going
to rouse agajn the sleeplng dogs of ap-
petite, and send them ravening back
to the Plaza, to Bherry's and Del's
and the little Itallan restaurants on
Sixth avenue. He's golng to take
them upon & high mountain and show
them the wines and delloatessen of
the earth, and then ssk them If thay're
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going to be bullled into eating bolled
beaf and eabbage."

“Then I don't care how soon he
does It 1 eald despondently. "1'd
rather dle gulckly than by inches,"

“Dal" he sald. "“Not a bit of it
Remember, our friend Plerce is also a
student of human nature. He's think-
Ing it out now in the cold plunge, and
I migs my guesg If Thoburn's sky-
rocket hasn't got a stick that'll come
back and hit him on the head."

He had been playing with one of the
chewing gum jars, and when he had
gone I shoved It back Into its place,
It was by the merest chance that I
glanced at It, and I eaw that he had
slipped a small white box Inslde. On
the 1fd was written “For a good girl,”
and inside lay the red puffs from Mrs.
Yost's window down in Finleyville.
Just under them was an envelope, I
could scarcely see to open it.

"Dearest Minnle,” the note Inside
sald, “I had them matched to my
thatch, and I think they'll match
yours, And since, in the worde of the
great Herbert Spencer, thingas that

“‘Last Call to the Dining Car, Minnie."”

match the same thing match each oth-
er—! What do you say?—Barnes."

“P, S—I love you. I feel llke a
damn fool saylng it, but heaven knows
it's true.”

P, P. 8.—38tlll loye you. It's easler
the second time."

“N. B.—I love you—got the habit
now and can't stop writlng It.—B."

Well, I had to keep calm and attend
to business, but I was seething inside
like a Beldlitz powder. Every few
minutes I'd reread the letter under the
edge of the stand, and the more I read
it the more excited I got. When a
woman's gono past thirty before she
gets her first love letter, she lsn't
sure whether to thank providence or
the man, but she's pretty suro to make
r fool of herself.

Thoburn came to the news stand on
his way out with the lee-cutting gang
to the pond.

“Last call to the dining car, Minnie,"
he said. * “Will you—won't you—will
you—won't you—will you joln the
danca?" "

“I haven't any reason for changing
my plans,” I retorted. “I promised the
old doctor to stick by the place, and
I'm sticking"

“As the man gald when he sat down
on the fly paper. You're going by your
heart, Minnie, and not by your head,
and in thie toss, heads win,"”

But with my new puffs on the back of
my head, and my letter in my pocket,
1 wasn't easy to dlscourage. Thoburn
shouldered his pick and, headed by
Doctor Barnes, the ice-cutters started
out in single file, As they passed Doc-
tor Barnes glanced at me, and my
heart almost stopped,

“Do they—I8 it a match?'"' he asked,
with his eyes on mine,

I couldn't speak, but I nodded “yes,”
and all that afternoon I could see the
wonderful smile that 1it up his face
a8 he went out.

Miss Cobb stopped at the news stand
on her way to the gymunasium, Bhe
was & homely woman at any time, and
in her bloomeras she looked lke a
goup-bone. Bhe padded over to the
counter in her gym shoes, and for
once ehe'd forgotten her legs.

“May I speak to you, Minnle?" she
asked.

“You mostly do,” 1 said. “There
fan't & new rule about speaking, s
there?"

“This s Important, Minnle,"” she
gald, rolling her eyes around as she
always did when she was excited, “I'm
in such a state of ex—1I see you bought
the puffe! Perhaps you will lend them
to me If we arrange for a country
dance."

“I'm not lending them,” I sald filrm-
ly. It would have been llke lending
an engpgement ring, to my mind,
Miss Cobb was not offended, Bhe went
at once to what had brought her, and
bent over the counter,

“Minnie, you love Miss Jennings
almost like a daughter, don't you?"

“Idke a sister, Mlss Cobb,” I sald.
“I'm not feeble yet."

“Well, you wouldn't want to ses her
decelved."

“l wouldn't have It I answered.

“Then what do you call this?" Bhe
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put a emall package on the counter,
and stared at me over it. "There's
treanchery here, black treachery."” She
polinted one long thin forefinger at the
bundle.

“What 18 it7 A bomb?" 1 asked,
stepping back. More than once it had
occurred to me that having royalty
around sometimes meant dynamlite.
Migs Cobb showed her teeth.

“Yes, n bomb,” she sald. "Minnle,
last night, when the HSBummers woman
was out, goodnese knows where,
Blanche Moody and 1 went through
her room. We did not find my precious
missives from Mr. Jones, but we did
find these, Minnle, tled around with a
pink stocking. Minnie, I bhave felt it
all along. Mr, Oskar von inwald is the
prince himeelf."

“No!l"

“Yes. And more than that, he is
making desperate love to Miss Sum-

mers. Three of those letters were
written in one day! Why, even Mr.
Jones—"'

“The wretch!” I cried. 1 was sud-
denly savage. Mlss Cobb wase reach-
ing out for the bundle. I snatched it
from her,

“Give me those letters instantly,”
she cried shrilly. But I marched from
behind the counter and over to the
fireplace.

“Never,” I eald, and put the package
on the log. When they were safely
blazing, 1 turned and looked at Miss
Cobb.

“I'd put my hand right beside those
letters to save Miss Patty a heart-
ache." 1 said, "and you know it."

“You're a fool" BShe was raging.
"You'll let’ her marry him and have
the heartaches afterward.”

“S8he won't marry him,"” 1 snapped,
and walked away with my chin up,
leaving her staring.

But I wasn't so sure ae 1 pretended
to be. Mr. von Inwald and Mr. Jen-
ningse had been closeted together most
of the morning, and Mr., von Inwald
was whistling as he started out for the
military walk. It seemed as if the
very thing that had given Mr. Plerce
his chance to make good had im-
proved Mr, Jennings' dlsposition
enough to remove the last barrier to
Miss Jennings' wedding with some-
body else,

CHAPTER XIV,

Even if we hadn't known, we'd have
guessed there was something in the
alr. There was an alr of subdued ex-
citement during the rest hour in the
springhouse, and a good blt of whis-
pering and lonughing, In groups which
would break up with faces as long as
the moral law the moment they saw
my eye on them,

They were planning a mutiny, as
you may say, and | guess no sallors
on a pirate ship were more afrald of
the captain’s fist than they were of
Mr. Plerce's disapproval. He'd been
smart enough to see that most of them,
having bullied other people all their
lves, llked the novelty of being bullied
themselves. And now they were get-
ting a new thrill by having a revolf.
They-wera terribly worked up.

Miss Patty stayed after the others
had gone, sitting in front of the empty
fireplace in the same chalr Mr, Plerce
usually took, and keeping her back to
me, When I'd finished folding the
steamer rugs and putting them away, 1
went around and stood In front of her.

“Your eyes are red,” 1 remnrked.

"I've got a cold.” She was very
haughty,

“Your nose isn't red,” 1 insisted.
“And, anyhow, you say Yyou never
have a cold.”

“I wish you would let me alone, Min-
nle. Bhe turned her back to me, *I
dare say 1 may have a cold If I wisgh,”

“Do you know what they are saying
here?" I ‘demanded, “Do you know

that Misg Cobb has found out in some |

way or other who Mr, von Inwald i8?
And that the four o'clock gosslp edi-
tion says your father has glven hls
consent and that you can go and buy a
diadem or whatever you are golng to
wear, right oft?"

“Well," she sald, In a choked voilce,
with her back to me, “what of it?
Didn't you and Mr. Plerce both do
your best to bring It about?"

“Our what?" 1 couldn't belleve my
€ars.

“You made father well. He's so
p-pleasant he'll do anything—except
leave this awful place!”

“Well, of all the ungrateful peo-
ple—" 1 began, and then Mr. Plerce
came In. He had a curlous way of
atopping when he saw her, as if she
just took the wind out of his sails, so
to speak, and then of whipping off his
hat, if anything with salls can wear a
hat, and going up to her with his heart
in his eyes. He always went stralght
to herand stopped suddenly about two
feot away, trying to think of some-
thing ordinary to say. Because the
extraordinary thing he wanted to say
was always on the end of his tongue,

But this day he didn’t light up when
he saw her. He went through all the
other motions, but his mouth was set
in a straight line, and whemn he came
close to her and looked down his eyes
were hard. It's been my experience of
men that the younger they are the
harder they take things and the more
uncompromiging they are,
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“T was looking for you,” he sald to
her. “The bishop has just told me.
There are no obstacles now."

“None,” she sald, looking up at him/
with wretchodness in her eyes, if he
had only seen, “1 am very happy."”

“She wnas just saying,” I said bitter
ly, “how grateful she was to both of
us."

“I don't understand.”

“It 18 not hard to understand,” ahe
sald, smlling. 1 wanted to slap her.
*[ather was unreasonable because he
was 11, You have made him wel. I
can never thank you enough.”

But she rather overdld the joy part
of it, and he leaned over and looked In
her face,

“l think I'm stupld,” he sald. “L
know I'm unhappy. Dut isn't that what
I was to do—to make them well if I
could ?"

“"How could anybody know—" she
began angrily, and then stopped. *You

have done even more,” she sald
sweetly. “Youn've turned them into
cherublms and seraphimas. Butter

would’t melt in their mouths™

He smiled.,

“My amlabllity must be the reason
you disllke me!" he suggested. They
had both forgotten me.

“Do 1 disllke you?" she asked, rals-
ing her eyebrows. “lI never really
thought about {t, but I'm sure I don't*
She dldn't look at him, she looked at
me., She knew 1 knew she led.

His smile faded.

“Well,"” hea aald, "speaking of disHk-
ing amlability, you don't hate your-
self, I'm sure."

“You are wrong,"” she retorted, “I
loathe myself.” And she walked to
the window. He took a step or two
after her.

“Why do It at all?" he asked In a
low tone. "You don't love him--and
can't. And if it {sn't love—" He re-
membered me suddenly and stopped.

“Plense go on,” she sald sweetly
from the window. "Do not mind Min-
nie. She Is my consclence anyhow.
She I8 always scolding me; you might
both scold in chorus.”

“l wouldn't presume to ecold.”

“Then give me a little advice and
look superior and righteous. I'm ace
customed to that alego.”

“As long a8 you are in this mood, I
can't glve you anything but a very
good day,” he sald angrily, and went
toward the door. But when he had al-
most reached it he turned.

“I will say this,” he sald, “you have
known for three days that Mr. Tho-
burn was golng to have a suppeor to-
night, and you dfdn’t let us know. You
must have known his purpgse.”

I guess 1 wasa as surprised as she
was, I'd mever suspoected she knew,

She looked at him over her shoul
der,

“Why shouldn't he have a sup-
per?"’ she demanded angrily. “I'm
starving—we're all starving for decent
food. I'm kept here ngainst my will.
Why shouldn't I have one respect-
able meal? You with your wretched
stewed frults and whole-wheat breads!
Ught

“I'm gorry. Thoburn’s idea, of course,
I8 to make the guests discontented, so
they will leave.”

“Oh!" ghe sald. She hadn’t thought
of that, and she flughed, “At least,”
she sald, “you must give me eredit for

“| Stood In Front of Her.”

not trying to epoll Dick and Dolly's
chance here,'

“We are going to allow the party to
go on,” he sald, stiff and uncompromis.
ing, It would have been better if he'd
accepted her bit of apology,

“How kind of you! 1 dare say he
would have It, anyhow.” She was sar
castic again.

“Probably.

“Certalnly.”

"Hyen when the result—* |

“Oh, don't preach!” she sald, put
ting her hunda to her ears. *“If you
and Minnle vexut to preach, why don't
you preach at each other?! Minnis
talks ‘love, love, love.! And you preach.
health and morality, You drive me
crazy betwesn you," .

(TO RE CONTINUED.) !

And you—will got"

A child reeelves kisses free, but a
young man has to steal them end ax
old man has to buy them, ‘
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