
35* THE FORTUNATE YOUTH
crooked, his eyes more bright, his pauiit old fig

mo'-e twisted than ever. "Haven't yer got the gi
thivigs yer believed yer were born to? Ain't yer rii

Ain't yer famous? Ain't yer a Member of Par
ment? Ain't yer going to marry a Royal Prince
Good God Almightv! what more d'yer want?"
"Nothing in the wide, wide world!" laughed Pj

THE END
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