
**« BLACK IS WHITE
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tickled |o death over their happine.. .„d their prcpect.

•' That doesn't prove that they're not dead or dyingor m trouble or " -^ "

«M«ybe if. from Ji„,,» .aid h;, f^.^j ,
look in his blear old eyes.
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for the tenth time. « I wish he'd telo.raph cr write ^do something, Dan. She's never had a line fro., him.Maybe this is something at last."
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pointed when there's nothing „ the post from him, and
here s a cablegram that might be the very thing she's
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"You know what puzries me more than anything
else? I've said it a hundred times. She never gjs out*
side this here house -except in the garden -^day orn^ht You'd think she was an invL-or af'aidof detectives or something like that. God knows she
amtasickwoman. I never saw a healthier one. Rainor Jne, winter or summer she walks up and down that
courtyard till you'd think she'd wear a path in the^ones. Eats like a soldier, laughs, like a kid and I'lbet she sleeps like one, she's so fresh and bright-eyedm the morning." * ^
"Well, I've got this to say, Joe Riggs: she ha,

been uncommonly decent to you after the way you used
to treat her when she first came here. She's made you


