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struck the one tigh e( mew b -ha 'm,]“lg"t k_ P lght at a glance and I'd koow just what| gye to graft? | s higher yet, with its 304 meters, or
ruck the one Dote.  moke up Y tnd“lf{n zh;. aa | move to fakte. Every man bas always | «gell” asked Blake, puzzled, “don't ' npproximately 1,000 feet. But the Eif-
Worea. went on e ':3;' coppjcsiyi and = eihad his prico. Except Ome. And wel gy If we dom't owe it to graft, what  fel tower is not elther in form orj pur-
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or lparen Ha vb‘]ncke: the ole ler eays Grace,took the train that's (jet me think I could buy her dead easy. | though listening to the phattle of & | pion ladder does to & staircase.
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