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.CHAPTER L
=t
His Britannic Majesty's Service.
“There was & mysterious affalr last
~ night, signore.”
] “Oh!" T excluimed.
' interests us?”’ .
“Yes, slgnore,” repiled the tall, thin
+4¥ailan consular clerk, speaking with
& strong accent. “An English steam
yacht rah aground on the Meloria
~ gbout ten miles out, and was discov-
,ered by a fishing boat that brought
the newa to barbor. !The admiral sent
out two torpedo boats, which managed
after & lot of difculty to bring In' the
yacht safely, -but the captfin of the
port has & suspiclon that the cyew

“Anything that

were trylng to make away with/the
vessel.” . H
“To lose ber, you mean?”
. Francesco nodded..
“Sounds curious;” 1 remarked.

“Since the consul went away on leave
things seem to have been humming—
two stabbing aftrays, elght drunken
,seamen jocked up, & mutiny on a
tramp steamer, and now a yacht belng
cast away—a fairly decent list! And
yet some stay-athome people com-
plain that British consuls are only
paid to be ornamental! They should
spend 8 week here, at Leghorn, and
. they'd soon alter their opinign.”
© “Yes, they would, signore,” respond-
. ed the thindipped old fellow with a
grin, as he twisted his fierce gray mus-
tache. Franceso Carduccl was a well-
known character in Leghorn. An
honest, good-hearted, easy-going fel-
low, whd for twenty years had oceu-
; pled the same position under half a
| d::zen different consuls.
! My old friend, Frank Hutcheson, his
! Britannic majesty’s vice-consul at the
port of Leghorn, was away on leave
in England, his duties being relegated
to young Bertram Cavendish, the pro-
consul. The latter, however, had_gone
down with a bad touch of malar
"1, the only other Englishman in
. horn, had been asked by the consul-
general In Florence to act as pro-con-
sul unt{l Hutcheson's return.

It was mid-July, and the weather
| was blazing in the glarlng sun-
', blanched Mediterranean town. If you
Ji ¥now Leghorn you probably know
| the consulate, a large, handsome suite
1 of huge, airy offices facing the catte-
1»dral.  The legend painted upén -the
| door, “Office hours, 10 to 3. gives
. one the idea of an easy appointment,
i but such is certainly not the case, for
! & consul's life at a port of discharge
. must necessarlly be a very active one.

Carducci bad left me to the corre-
spondence for a helf an hour orgo,
' when he reentered, saying: !

! “There is an English signors wait-
. ing to see you.”

£ "Who is be?”

. "1 don't know him. He will give no

iname, but wants to see the slgnore

1 console.” :

' “All right, show him In,” I sald lazi-

i1y, and a few moments later a tall,

]smnrlly»dressed, middle-aged English-

. man entered, and bowing, Inquired

! wiether I was th¢ British consul.

When ho bad beated ‘himselt I ex-
V. plained my position, : whereupon he

sald: "1 couldn’t moke much out of
your clerk. He speaks so brokenly,
and 1 don’t know 2 word of Italian.

‘ But perhaps I ought to first introduce

{ myself. My name {s Philip Hornby,”

; and be handed mq & card bearing the

! name with the dddresses “Woodcroft
Park, Somerset — Brook's!” Then
be added: “I am crulsing on board
my yacht, the Lola, and last night we
unfortunately went aground on the
Melorla. Very fortunately for us &
fishing-boat saw our plight and gave
% the alarm at port. The admiral sent
r out two torpedo-boats and a tug, and
- after about three hours they managed
‘ to'get us off.” .

“And you are ndw in harbor?”

“Yes. But the reason I've called s
o ask you to do me a favor and write
me a letter of thanks In Itallan to the
admiral, 2nd one to the captaln of the
. port—polite letters that I ‘can copy
" and send to them, You know the kind

of thing.” T
" “Certalnly,” I‘replled, the more lo-

terested In him 'on account of the cu-
rlons susplclon that-the port authorl-
ties seemed to entertaln. He was evil-
dently @ gentleman, and after 1 had
‘been with him ten minutes I scouted
the jdea’ that he had endeavored to
cast away the Lola.

1 scribbled the drafts of twt letters.

“Fortunately, I left my wife Iff Eng-
land, or she wohld have been ter

* | tibly trightened,”. he remarked pres-

| ently. “There was & nabty wind blow-
.i | ing all night, and the fool of & cap-
i ¢ain seemed to add to our perll by

peibomce s quary ot

: 1 examiped him critically as he sat
¥ acing me. Hg was about torty-Aive,
, % with a merry,) round, good-Datu

[ tace, red with the southern sun, bidfe
| eyes, -and a sbort, falr beard. His
gpeech wWas rdfined ‘and cultivated,

apdident, we went out together across

|the white sunny plazza to Nasi's:

“We shall be here quite a week, 1
suppose,” he sald as we were taking
our vermouth. “We're on our way
down to the Greek Island, as my frlend
Chater wants to see them. The en-
gineer snys there's something stralned
that we must get mended.
the way,” he added, “why don’t you
dine with us on-bbard tonight? Do.
We can give you a few English things
that may be o change to you'

This invitation I gladly accepted for
two reasons. One was because tho
susplelons of the captaln of the port
hdd aroused my curlosity, and the oth-
er was because I bad, honestly speak-
ing, taken a great fancy to Hornby.

The captain of the Lola, a short,
thickset Scotsman from Dundee, with
2 barely healed cicatrice across his
left cheek, called at. the coosulate at
two o'clock and made his report, which
appeared to me to be a very lame one.
He struck me as being unworthy his
certificate, for he 'was evidently en
tirely out of his bearings when the ac-
cldent occurred. The owner and bis
friend Chater were in thelr berths
asleep, when suddenly he discovered
that the vessel was making no head-
way. They had, in fact, run upon the
dangerous shoal without being aware
of it A strong sea’wa:
a-stiff breeze; and altfough his sez-
manship was poor, he was capmble
enough to recognize at once that they
were In a very perilous poslition.

“Very tortunate §t ¥aso’t more serl-
ous, sir,” he added, ofter telllng me
his story, which I wrote at bis dicta:
tion for the ultimate benefit of the
board of trade.

“DRin’'t you send up signals of dis-
tress?” I inquired.

“No, sir—-never thought of it.”

“And yet you knew that you might
be lost?" I remarked with recurring
suspleiea.

The canny Scot, Whose name Wwas
Mackintogh, hesitated a few moments,
then answered: “Well, sir, you see the
fishing-boat had . sighted us, and we
saw her turnlng back to port to fetéh
belp.” .

“How long have, you been in Mr.
Hornby's service?” I inquired.

“Six months, 4ir," .was the man's
reply. “Before he engaged me, I was
with the Wilsons of Hull, running up
the Baltle. I've held my master's cer-
tificate these ffteen years, sir. I
was with the Bibbys before the Wil
sons, and before that with the Gen-
eral Steam. I did efght years In the

Mediterranean with them, when I was|y

chief mate.”

“And you've never been into Les-
horn before

“Never, sir.”

I dismissed the captain with a dis-
tinet impression that he had not tald
me the whole truth. Was it possible
that an attempt bad actually been
made’to cast away the yacht, and that
it had been frustrated by the master
of the felucea, who bad sighted the
vessel aground? How, I wondered,
had the captaln received that very
ugly wound across the cheek? T was
half-inclined to-inquire of him.

That “evening when the fiery sun
was, slnking In Its crimson glory I
took a cab along the old searcad to
thoe port where, witbin the inner har-
bor, I found the Lola, one of the most
magnificent private vessels I had ever
seen. Her dimenslons surprised me.
She was palnted dead white, with
shining brass -everywhere. At the
stern hung llmply the British flag, at
the rhasthead the ensign of the Royal
Yacht squadron.

On stepping on deck Hornby came
forward to greet mwe, and took me
along to the stern where, lying fo a
long wicker deck-chair beneath the
awning, was & tail, dark-eyed, cfean-
shaven man of about forty. His keen
face gave ond the impression that he
was & barrlster.

“My friend, Hylton Chater—Mr.
Gordon Gregg,” he sald, introducing
us, and the clean-shaven man . ex-
claimed, smiling pleasantly: “Glad to
make your acqualntance, Mr. Gregg.
‘You are not a stranger by any means
to Hornby or myself. Indeed, we've
got a couple of your books on boawd.
But I had noidea you lived out here.”

“At Ardenza,” I sald. “Three miles
along the sea-shore. Tomorrow I hope
you'll both come and dine.with me.”

“Delighted, T'm sure,” declared Horn-
by, and thén we began chatting about
the peril of the previous might, Horn-
by telling me how he bad copied the
two letters of thanks in Itallan and
sent them to thelr respective ad-
dresges.

“Well, you certalnly did the right
thing to theak the admiral” I said.
“1¢’s very upususl for bim to send out
torpedo-boats to help a vessel in dls-
tress. That is generally left to the

tharbor - tug.”

“Yes, 1 feel that it was most. kind
of him. k'nmt‘s_whxvl took all the
trouble t6 writs. I don't understand

But, by

running with | &

| a8 to his profession.

Then the owner of the Lala sald:

“Yes, they are useful for making ar-
rangements and buying things in'ltal-
fan ‘ports. We have o Spaniard, a
Greek, and a Syrian, all of whom act
as interpreters in different places.”

“And make o handsome thing in the
pway of secret commissions, I suppose?”
1 laughed.

.“Of course. But to crulse in com-
forv one must pay and be pleasant.”
declared Hornby. 1\

“Did you have any trouble with the
customs here?” I inquired. '

“They dldn’t visit us,” he sald with
a smile, and at the same time he
rubbed his thumb and finger together,
the action of feeling paper money.

This increased my surprise, for I
happened to know that the Leghorw.
customs officers were not ot all given
to the acceptance of bribes.. They
were too well watched by their su-
periors. It the yacht had really es
caped a search, then it was a most un-
usual thing. DBesides, what motive
could Hornby bave in eluding the cus-
toms visit? They would, of course,
seal up his wines and liquors, but even
it they did, they would leave him out
sufficlent for the consumption of him-
selt and bis friends.

No. Phllip Hornby had some strong
motive in paying a henvy bribe to

the visit of the dogana. Irbel
eaiiy bad paid, he must have paid
very eavily: of that T was convinced.

Was it possible that some mystery
was hidden on board that kplendidly,
appointed ecraft?

Presently the gong sounded, and we
went below into the elegantly fitted
saloon, #Mere was spread a table that
sparkled with cut glass and shone
with silver, Everywhere it was ap-
parent tbat mome but an extremely
wealthy man could afford such a, mag-
nificent craft.

Hornby took the bead of the table,
and we ate one of the cholcest and
best cooked dinners it has ever been
my lot to taste. Chater and [ drank
wine of a brand which only a million
afre could keep in his cellar, while our
host, apparently’ a most abstemlous
man, took only a glass of iced Cln-
ciano water. .

From his yemarks I discernéd that,
contrary to my first {mpression, Hyl-
ton Chater was an experienced yachts-

man. He owned & craft called tbe
Alicla, andwas & member of the Cork
Yacl He lived in London, he

told me, but gave me no information
It might be the
faw, as 1 had surmised:

“You've seen our ass of a captain,
r. Gregg?” he remarked presently.

“What do you think of him?”
“Well,” I said rather hesitatingly,
“to tell the truth, I don't think very

After dessert had been merved we
roge, and In the summer twilfght, when
all'the ports were opened, Hornby took
me over thh vessel. As he was con-
ducting me froxs his own cabin tothe
boudolr we passed a-door that bad
been blown open by the wind, nnd
which he hastened to close, not, how-
ever, betore I bad time to glance with-
in. To my surfrise I:discovered that
it was an armory crammed with rifles,
revolvers and ammunition.

It had not been intended that I
should see that interior, and the rea
son why the customs officers bad been
bribgd was now apparent.

1 passed on without remark, making
belfeve that I had not discerned any-
thing unusual, and e entered the
boudofr, Chater having goue back to
the saloon to obtafn cigars. A

The dalnty little] chamber bare
everywhere the trace of baving been
arranged by a woman’s hand, although
no lady passenger was on board.

Just as we bad entered, and [ was
admiring the dainty: nest .of luxery,
Chater shouted to his host asking for
the keys of the cigar cupboard, and
Hornby turned back .along)the gang:
way to hand them to his f}lenv_l. leav-
ing me alone for & few moments.

I.stood glancing around, and as I
did 50 my eyes fell upon a quantity of
photographs; fremed and unframed,
that wero scattered: about—evidently
portraits of Hornby's friends. Upon
a small sid¢ table, however, stoad a
heavy oxidized - sliver frame, .but
empty, while "lylng on the floor be-
neath a couch was the photograph it
had contalned, which had apparently
been taken hastily out, torn first in
half aud then in balf again, and cogt
away. .

Curiosity prompted me to stoop,

pick up the four pieces and place them
together, when 1 found them to form
the cabinet portrait-of a sweetJooking

)‘\nd extremely pretty English girl of
o

ighteen or nineteen, with a bright,
smiling espression, and wearing .2
fresh morning blouse of white plaue.

About the expression of the plctured
face wag something which I capnot
describe—a curous lock in the eyes
which was at the same time both at-
tractive and mysterious. In that briet
moment the girl's features were in-
delibly impressed upon My mMeMmOry.

1 looked at the: back of the torn
photograph, and saw that it had been
taken by 2 well-known and fashlonable
firm in New Bond street.

“Next: second, however,” hearing
Hornby's {Elumlng footsteps, 1 flung
the fragments hastily beneath the
couch where I had discovered them.

Why, 1 wondered, had the picture
been destroyed—and by whom?

Atterwards on deck I purposely led
the cpoversation to Hornby’s f{amily,
and learned from him that he had no
children.

“You'll get the repairs to your en-
gines done at Orlando's, I suppose?” 1

remarked, naming the great ship-bufld-

ing; firm of Leghorn.

“Yes. [ bave already given the or-
der. They are contracted. to be fin-
jshed by next Thursday, dnd then we
shall be off to Zarnte and Chio.” -

For what reason, 1 wondered, recol
jecting that formidable armory on
board.
ficient to convince me that the Lola,
although outwardly a pleasure yacht,
was bullt of steel, armored In-its most
vulnerable parts, and capable of re-
sisting a very sharp-fire,

It was past midnight when, haviog
bade the strange palf adieu, 1 was put
ashore by the two sailors who had
rowed me out and drove home along
the seafront, puzzled and perplexed.

Next morning, on my arrival at the
consnlate, old Francesco, who had en-
tered only a moment before, met me
with blanched face, gasping:

“There have been thieves here In
the night, sigonore! The signore con
sole’s safe has been opened!”

“The safe!” I crled, dashing into
Hutcheson's private room, and find-
{ng to my dismay the big safe, where-
in the seals, ciphers and other -con-
fidential documents were kept, stand-
ing open, and the contents in disorder,
as though 'a hasty .search hed been
made among them. B

Was it possiblé that the thieves had
been after the admiralty and forelgn
office ciphers, coples qf which the
¢hancelleries of certain Eurapean
powers were endeavoring to obtaln? I
smiled within myselt when I realized

‘| how bitterly disappointed the bur-

glars must -have been, for 8 British
constl when he goes on leave to Eng-
land always takes his ciphers with
him, and deposits them at the forelgn
office for safekeepiog. Hutcheson
had, of course, taken his, according s

It Was an Armory, Crammed With
Rlfles and Ammunition.

much of hie seamansbhip—nor wjll the
board of trade when his report reaches
them.”

“Ah!" exclaimed Hornby, ' was a
fool to engage him. From the very
first 1 mistrusted him, only my wife
somebow took a fancy to the fellow,
and, a8 you know, if you want peace
you must always please the women.
In this case, however, her cholce al-
most cost me the vessel, and perbaps
our lives into the bargaln.”

“The captain seems to have had a
nasty cut across the cheek” I re-
marked, whereupon my two compan-
fons again exchanged quick, appre-
hensive glances. .

“He tell down the other day,” ex-
plained Chater, with a rather sickly

the 1

Curiously enough, however, the door
of thp consulate and the sate bad been
opened with the keys which my frlend
bad left in my charge. Indeed, the
small bunch still remained in the safe
daor. '

In an {nstant the recollection flashed
across my mind that I bad felt the
keys in my pocket while at dinnéf on
board the Lola. Had I lost them on
my homeward drive, or had my pocket
been picked? .

‘While we were engaged i putting
the scattered papers in order the door
bell Tang, and the clerk weat to at-
tend to the caller. . .

In a few moments he returned, say-
ing: “The Epglish -yacht left sud-
denly last night, sigeore, and the cap-
taln of the port has sent to inquire
whether you know tc what port sho is
bound.” | -

Already 1 bad seen quite sut-

T N
rounde that YSssel. She Is_not the
Lola, for yesterday we telegraphed
to Lloyd's, in]Londos, and this morn-

ing 1 received a reply that po such
yacht appears on thelr register, and

that the name; s unknown. The police
have also telégraphedto your English
police inguiriag about the owner, Sig-

“The Safel” | Cried, Dashing lnto
Hutcheson's Private Office.

nore Hornby, with a like result, There
15 no such place as Woodcroft Park,
in Somerset, and no - wember of
Braok’s club of the name of Hornby."
I sat staring at the oficial, too
amazed to utter a word. Certainly
they had not allowed the grass to
grow beneath thelr feet.
, (TO BE CONTINUED)

01D BELIEFS ABOUT HEALTH

Many Are the Myths to Which People
Have Clung Thraugh the
Centurles.

How many people believe that gold
wedding rings rubbed on the eye will
cure styes? That green apples cause
colic? That earrings Improve sight?-
That a copper wire round the walst
prevents rheumatism? That ocly nasty
medicines cure? Tkat whisky is good
for pretty nearly any ailment? That
the moon affects Junatics? That tuber-
culosls is hereditary? That measles Is
inevitable? That typhold comes from
dead weeds or fish {n drinking water?
That red flannel (must be red!) is
good for sore throats? That sewer gas
is poison? That smallpox can be tele-
phoned from one person-to another?
That mosquitoes come from decompos:
ing leaves? That malaria is due to
night alr? That robust people do not
bave smallpox? That scarlet, fever
scales arc infectious? That raw beef:
st¥ek is good for a black eye? That
drfnking cow's blood fresh and warm
cures consumption? That the smell
from a horse stable cures consump-
tion? That if medicine is good for sick
people, it must be still better for well
ofies? That eating turnips makes one
brave? That onlons cure or prevent
smallpox? That dead bodles necessar-
fly breed a pestilence? That rusty
nalls produce tetanus (lockiaw)?
These and many more like myths
make up the fragmentars creeds fn
health that we have inherited.

HAD TO ADMIT “DRAWBACKS”

Doubtful, However, If Auctioneer’s
i”candor" Interfered With the
Sale of the Estate.

. A certgin London auctioneer, in ad-
ditlon to a fine personal appearasce
and splendid elocutionary talenmts, 1
possessed of consfdersble culture and
knowledge of human nature. 4

At a book sale thiy gentleman would
redd with exquisite taste passages
from the books he was selling, with
briet blographies and criticisms of
thelr authors, recitlng hexameters
from Greek and Roman classics, and
rendering passages from humorous
writérs with a tone and air so lu-
dicrous as to set the room {n a roar
of laughter. Thus he often won higher
prices for books than those got.atthe
shops.

An amusing example of his clever-
ness in extolling an estate s the lan-
guage with which he once closed .8
highly-colored description of the prop-
erty ‘he was selling. For a few mo-
ments he, paused, and then sald:

“And ‘now, gentlemen, haviag glven
a truthful description of this magnifi-
cent eatate, candor compels me to ad-

that it has two drawbacks—the lit-
terof the roseleavesand the polse of
the nightingales.”

R S
—
Just Llke a Boy.

The teacher was baving hu fnter-
eatifp hal? hour with the children,
asking them questlons, anyone baving
the privilege to' apswer. I was B
great time to show-off. The teacher
‘asked about various things, and ode
question was about locusts, - Several
hands were raised, and finally one boy
was selected to speak. “A locust is

ECELENT FIRNNG
* CONDTINS M ANADA

Letters from Settlers Indicating
Growing Prosperity.

The present year will add another
-proof that farming in Western Canada, |
when carrled on with the same energy |
and systern devoted. to other lines of
business, il bring about results fully *
as: satlsfactory.

Mixed farming 2s a tocsin has been
sounded for a nmumber of years, and
today it is being adopted preity gen-
erally throyghout the Provinces of
Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Xbberta.
There are those who have made no
greater success of It than tuey did
when they pursued .grain growlng
alone, but where one has failed to ac-
coinplish what he had hoped to do.*
dozens have scored success. . ~

From Sedgewick, Alberta, we Lear of
E. L. Deputy, for past twelve years
manager for Frye & Sous, packers,
Scattle, who during 1914 were the
largest buyers of hogs on Alberta:
markets. He is taking up active work
on hls 1200-acre farm near Sedge-
wick. Although he was one of the
highest paid salaried officials on the
Pacific Coast, his frequent visits and’
personal knowledge of farming condi-
tions in Western Canada convinced
him there ar& greater opportunities in
farming Alberta land ‘han in commer-
cfal life, with greater assurance of:
ultimate independence and prospects
of home-making under the most de-
streble conditions.

Thomas McKay, 2 farmer near Hor-
disty, Alberta, has this to say about
the country:

“I came to Hardisty from Osage
City, Kansas, nine years ago and took
up o homestead here. This s 2 good
district for the farmer who wishes to
raise grain exclusively, and as a mixed
farming country it canzot be boaten
anywhere in the world to my knowl
edge. s

“I bad ten cattle, which ranged out-
stde alk last wiater, and this spring
they wdre fat cnough for the msrket,
this without being fed but one night
during the entire winter; they were
fine fat cattle and looked beautiful. ¥
raised some winter wheat bere which
welghed sixty-seven and a half pounds
to the bushel, government weight, and
which' 1 shipped to Celgary. The mil-
ler who bought it said that it was the
best wheat that Lad ever gone into
Calgary. Wheat in this district yields
as high as forty bushels to the acre.”
oats average sixty bushels. Alfuifa
does well here. "

“All frr all ] think the farmers are
very well satlsfied with the country,
and the farmer who farms his land
intelligently is sure to make & sue-
cess. The climate here s the best 1
have ever lived in, the summers are
delightful-and the winters are mild.
There has never been a blizzard dur:
ing the nime years I have lived kere
nor any cyelones or wind 5

Glelchen, Alberta, spent 3
proving his quarter section,

5 128
acres ready {or crop, keeps 10 heud o
stock, believes in mixed farming,
keeps two hired men, onc gli year, {2

othet In summer oniy. He mi
_to 18 cows, and receives an average

monthly cream chegue of $110. Last

June he sotd $1,200 worth of hogs s5d

in November two more carloads, be-

sides supplying his own requirements. *
and s mot only making moner bul

building up a good home amid dasir:

able surroundings. This s zp example

of the possibilities open to the indus-

trious in the Glelchen district. .

1t ks stated in thegast thiee months
$38,000,000 of American capital has

cen !nvested in Canada, showing
that United States financizl men are
satisfled of the solidity of Canadian In-
stitutions. Western Canada has been
a heavy borrower and Western Can-*
ada's great resource is agriculture. v
S. financiers must be convinced that
agriculture in Western Canada is sure
and, profitable or they would not be
reat“y to Invest so many millions in
the country.—Advertisement.

We and the Britisn Have Sweet Tooth.

Dritons bave the aweetest tooth, and
Amerlcans ¢ome next, 4f the statis-
tics for consumption of sugar mein
anything., An Suglishman eats aninl-
ally 92.4 ppunds, an American con-
sumes 70.2 pounds. In Denmark the
average consumption Is 72.6 pouuds
per. caplta; iz Switzerland it is &5
pounds; in Germany, Hollaud, Swed-
en and Norway It s from an to 44
pounds; in France, 35 pounds; In
Belglum, 33; fa Avstria, 24.2; In Rus
sia, 19.8; in Portugal, 154; in Spain -+
and Turkey, 11;in ltaly, Bulgaria,
Roumania ‘and Serbia, trom 6 to 7
pounds.

The principal reason for these varia-
tions 13 foynd in the relative highness
or lowness of the customa dutles on
spgar and on the things with which it
is commonly assoclated—coffee, tea,
ete.

How It Happened. .
“I can't do a fool “thing With that
dern camel,” growled Noah, 88 he
came into the cabln for supper. .
“What 1s_the matter with him?"
asked Mrs. Noah.

“Why, be didn't llke the quarters I

‘, and ds we chat{ed he gave-me tbe im-|a word of Italian, nefther does Che-|smile, 1 thought. “His face caught| “Left!” I gaspe¢ (n amazement.|a pug that gives people tubereilosis,” | gave him, and he got his, back up
% pression that a an enthusfastic Jover | ter.” . the edge of an fron stair in the ‘en-|“Why, Iithought her. cng]nsr, wore | was bis answer. ° PR about it,”and he can't get it down
g l of the ses he had crulsed the Medttor-| “But you have 1tallans on baard?” | gine room and caused a nasty gash.” | disabled! . b SUN again,” replled Neab.

! ranean many,times from Gibraltar up |1, remarked. “The two sallors who| Ismiled within mysel, for Iknew too | 4 quarter of an hour later I was sit- — Best Wood for Furntture.

- to

Smyrpa. He had, however, nq‘ver
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