
The Girl of the Golden Gate

Granville hM a lot of them.
"Lord, man-— Why, Paul, yon damned old

-*"• ?' «"• ?«»»Pape" that roarted you the

Something in bronze. Bnt it ien't goinit Tbe^T ">«°'''«*»«>«»ilver-theS«le8t

Winterton'a voice was husky with emotion
tt.h.,browneyesweresnspicionslymisty.''He

whlw»r"°r'"'"*'"''"'"'""P«rtedT«tes,

~XTtixr ~""'"'' " ""> ^'^*-'

RJJf^' ""^ ****"« •"** *» "y <"»n ship, PanlEegnlations. yon know. But I'll be aboirf rfyon as soon as we get our mndhooks dowS »
Carpenter's mate reports, sir," intern^nted

'• See thati •• exclaimed Winterton. " TonWt that, too, you old beggar, even though yon

ComeT*
"""" '""^^ ^""'"^ *» ^«d^^

At ttat moment Emily, fresh from sleep andmth the wonderful light of love transc^Xt
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