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UENT M THEME
A ears ago I was the possessor of 

-an income that k.lled all deaue for 
work, and it was ny custom, when } 
• he snow and ioe jf winter struck I 
-New York, to turn u> Lie towards 
-i warmer dime, tat ing passage, as 
-a rule, on a sailing slup bound for 
West Indian port* That was how 
l happened to meet Tapi. Simmons.
It was a blustering January day, 
•he palm tiees were calling, anu 1 
‘tamped along n uclei) i oii.it street, 
imbibing as I went tne odois of ships 
and tneir cargoes, tar. oakum. bilge 
water, sniees, sugar, nUn.', iruit—and 
listening to lragu.cnu oi conversa- ; 
turn proceeding from t..e u.uutli» ol 
men of all nations, i I did not walk 

-far before 1 came to an old-fashlon- 
ed, mueh-battered little schooner, sad- 
Jv iu need of paint and new running 
gear, with her jinboom hanging ovcv 
the roadway, like the lower bough 

ail a shade tree. She was new 
to this part of the world, I thought, 
and I wandered out on the pier to 
read her name. It spelled HOUND, 
.and underneath was painted the head 
a if a dog, together with the name 
-of her hailing port, Montego Hay, 
Jamaica, all in yellow pigment, 
though somewhat faded. “Odd and 
lanciful,’’ I mused, swinging in)sell 
aboard. “She’s evidently worth in- . 
vestigating.”

A San Bias Indian with an evil 
•countenance was sweeping the deck, 1 

end a round-shouldered little man 
wrapped in a pea-jacket rusted by 
salt, his feet dangling over the 

il mop, sat watching the worker.
“Nice day, skipper,'' I observed, as 

•he little man cocked bis eve my way.
■ Where are you loading for?’’

•‘Ain’t loading at all," he replied, 
in dejected tones

“Cargoes hard to get these days?"

m
*>:,;■

I I
I

Managed Like an Engine.
One-third of a housekeeper s life is spent in her l; fchen.
One-half the labor of housekeeping is at the cook stove.
Ycur range can double or halve the cooking slavery of hnn ;-keeping. 
A poor range adds worry as well as work, and worry multiplies the 

housekeeper's care.
Get a range that reduces the work and eliminates the worry.
The Pandora Range is as easily and accurately managed as an 

engine—it responds to the touch as quickly and certainly as the hug'*
engine obeys the hand of the engineer.

The Pandora Range saves worry, and because worry kills.it prolongs 
life. Sold by enterprising dealers everywhere. Write for booklet.

MXIarÿs
London, Toronto, Montreol, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B.

“So,
cargo.

I ventured
He hunetted his shoulders, 

so I ain’t looking for a 
I'm looking for an owner.”

“Want to sell her, I suppose?"
lie shook his head “No, 1 want 

-o give her away."
“Why not give her to me?" I said, 

without levity
He looked at me squarely for a mo

ment, then without 
lumped on my toes

Tier?" he inquired, anxiously.
“I didn't say that,” 1 tephed, and 

then, noting his look of disappoint
ment, added: “I’ll consider any pro
posal you may have to make."

Grasping my arm as if lie were 
afraid I might escape hint, the skip- 
iwr led me into the cabin and asked 
m y name and business. I told him.

“No business; that’s all rigfft," he 
vxclaimed, “but the name ain't high- 
tuned enough. I’ll have to change 
it; you’ll be known as Mortimer Gay
lord. Wait a second'"

He threw his cap on the table, pro
duced pen and ink from a looker, and 
scratched painfully on a sheet of 
note paper. In the meantime, 1 
«observed his appearance. He was 
neither prepossessing nor repulsive 
Five feet four inches he might have 
-food had he held himself upright, 
with bowed legs, a shrunken frame,
. ind a cocoanut brown complexion. 
His face and head had long ceased 
to support more than a few fragmen
tary hairs, though one single, re
spectable lock remained to hang over 
his left eye He appeared to be la
boring under stipprrswd emotion, 
for he frequently paused in his 
writing to pull the lonely lock ner
vously, and then pass his hand rapid- 

! iv over his fan-, drawing the lower 
law down and letting it snap back 
with a most alarming click. It 
sounded not unlike the snap of a 

-young aligator. I was calculating 
This age when he handed me the result 
«if his scribbling. It read like this:

“I herewith transfer to Mortimer 
davlord, for the consideration of one 
dollar, my entire interest in the 
schooner Hound.

“AIzONZO SIMMON'S."
“The signature ought to tie wit- 

•tiessed.” I remarked.
“That’s so," he rejoined. "Jim!” 

)he called. "Jim!”
The Indian came down the eom- 

fianion ladder on a run.
“Touch that pen while 1 write." 

comma tided ('apt. Simmons, and the 
red man made his (N) marl, over 
the name Jim Boathook.

“Nice name," observed the skipper 
'*‘1 gave it to him in pla< c of lus 
own. which no one hut, his mother 
•could pronounce. Never mind, it 
makes the document legal, and the 
ship's yourn now.”

Quite mystified i „d somewhat 
.ahashH. by the hast v proceedings. 1 
remarked with a formal how, ■“ 1 

■ hank you for your generosity, ('apt. 
Simmons."

“Don’t speak of that.” he begged, 
passing a short-ncekcd bottle my 
way. “This won't hurt you," he 

explained. “It’s Jamaica rum. six- 
ty-dix years old, bottled the dav I 
was born." He clinked his glass 
against mine, and toasted the new 

uowper of the Hound, adding: “And 
may his hunt fur treasure be suc

cessful."
“His hunt «of treasure," I repeated 

• still more mystified.
“I don’t wonder at your Iteing sur

prised," exclaimed Capt. Simmons, 
pleasantly. “It’s only natural, see
ing, that.you ain’t heard my story. 

<m*H 111' tell it."
My brief observance led me to the 1 

«'onclusion that Capt. Simmons was 
•decidedly a creature of impulse, and 1 
1 could not help being amused at the. 
uuiocent way he had taken me to his

sand. Hut Capt. Billy and me didn't 
lose our heads. All wc wanted was 
a quiet place for to sit down and 

; think, 'cause we wasn't going to give 
up that prize to no government. So 
we laid a course for Newfoundland, 
that being a pretty good place to 
hid* our gold until we needed it.

“Then we took to wondering what 
we should do with all our plunder. 
The metal was stowed away with 
the sand ballast, but we kept the 
jewels in the cabin. I van see cm 
now, glistening like fireflies in a 

warning, nearly canvliehl Hut while vve was build-
“Will you take ing castles we forgot all about them

| toc "sic hands, and didn't keep an eye 
to thi ir doings. Somehow or other, 
after wc was out three weeks, they 
got hold of (.'apt. Hill's rum, and 
that made ’em think they owned the 
whole ship, and the cargo, too. We 

i knew that as long as the supply- 
lasted we might as well he ready for 
trouble, and Capt. Hilly got mil a 
couple of pistols It was lucky hr 
did, for early next morning that 
crew came aft with all the marline- 
spikes and capstan bars they could 
carry.

“I’ll tell you the details 
battle some other time, but 
to sav that by eight o’clock the Be 1-1 
la onlv had two men aboard, and 
they was white and healthv. We 
missed them Indians' for more rea
sons than one, though we didn’t feel 
ri-sponsihlo for their sudden death 
‘Their blood he on their own heads,’ 
said Capt. Billy, and I said ‘Amen.’ 
We derided that it would be danger
ous to make Newfoundland short- 
handed. so we pointed the Holla to
ward Hermuda, about one hundred 
miles to the eastward 

“But our luck must have. drifted 
away with them mutineers, for we 
ran into a gale of wind that night 
It held strong all next day. and the 
pounding the Holla got opened her 
seams. I sounded the well anu found 
that she was leaking three inches an 
hour. When night fell we knew 
it was all up with the Holla. I 
stowed the jewels in canvas hags in 
the bottom of the vawi, hut we curs
ed at not living able to handle the 
gold

“Long toward midnight we heard 
the breakers, but the Bella was too 
fax gone to stay bv her longer, and 
it was so dark we couldn't see 
more than five feet. When it came 
to cutting away the boat, Capt. 
Hilly and me got into in argument, 
about how it ought to he done I 
know vve had a tustle, but I ain’t 
got much recollection of what hep- 
pened after that. When I came to 
I found m y self lying in the bottom of 
the bout. and she was higli and drv 
“h the whitest little beach you ever 
saw. The jewels was safe, but 1 
couldn't see Capt. Hilly or the Bella ” 

("apt. Simmons lit a black clear 
and thoughtfully blew rings of pun
gent smoke into the air. I had not 
vet made up my mind whether he was 
a most immoderate liar, or a notr- 
vorthy example of the adventurous, 

and perhaps murderous, sailor. Much 
as I wished lo do so, ! did not in
trude upon his musings with a bom
bardment of questions, and after a 
few minutes of silence he continued, 
prefacing h:s remarks with an ad‘ 
monition.
“\oung mar,." he said, “never mar

ry an obstinate or a suspicions wo
man. It will put wrinkles on vour 
life."

“I’ll remember that," said I, and 
lie went on:

“As I was telling you. I found my
self on the beach without a friend 
in the world Capt. Billy was gone 
and the Bella, too. 1 knew I'd ne
ver see 'em again, but the thought 
cheered me, ' though I was hungry 
and sore from exposure. Well, I 
hadn’t been there more than an hour 
when a young girl, strong, husky and 
innocent like, came along A pretty 
face always used to fetch me, sc I 

bosom. His voice had been almost jhailed her to get my bearings, 
gav when he drank my health, but “ ‘You’re in Bermuda,' she said in 
now the old tones of dejection re- a voice that nearly melted, it was so 
turned. soft, ‘and this is Cooper's Island ’

. “I’m overburdened with wealth." 4‘ ‘Excuse my appearance, madam,’ 
'me began, sadly. “Riches' —he pans- says I, ‘but I've been shipwrecked
H*d as if the very word hurt him— and I'm, waiting for my clothes, to
'‘riches was thrust upon me thirty dry betot-d I brush the salt oil ’em. 

-vears ago, and i ain’t been happy | I'm the only survivor; there were five 
stare. They came to me without my of us.’
asking, and there wasn't anything for “Well, that young woman put so 
me to do but take ’em " many questions to me that it wasn't

Capt Simmons let his jaw snap long before she had my whole life
rack three times before continuing

hillside, listening to the breakers 
' roar.

“I ain't romantic, but no man can 
do that sort of thing long without 
getting a hitch in his heartstrings 
The first thing I knowed Miranda had 
me tied with a bowline, and that 

j ain't a slip-knot We got married 
quick, and though the old man said 
it was foolish, he brought some land 
and built us a house on Cooper s Is
land. You can be sure that cottage 
was planted right over the treasure, 
so it couldn't get away from us. That 
was Miranda's idea, and I'll give her 
credit.

, "We made pretty good weather for 
the first year, and then I said I’d 

, like to take the jewels North and sell 
them But Miranda wouldn’t hear
of that. S'be said she couldn't leave 
the olil man alone, and she wouldn't 
let me leave her for fear I d for
get to come back after the treas
ure was turned into dollars. I tried 
to convince her that I was honest and 
wanted to make both of us wealthy, 
but Miranda wasn't like other wo
men. She was built twice ns

I stubborn as anybody else, and I 
of that couldn’t make her budge an inch. 
I want The whole town would have heard of 

it if I had tried to take the treasure 
by force, and so there was nothing 
for me to do hut to argue the point 
And 1 did that until the old man di <1 
—nineteen years of bickering it wax 
—and hv that time Miranda was so 
suspicious and set in her ways that 
she slept on the kitchen floor, for fear 
that the jewels would walk away bv 
themselves.

“Well, 1 got so disgusted one day 
that I told Miranda she rnuld have 
the jewels. I shipped aboard a bri
gantine and I ain't been hark since. 
But I’ve heard about Miranda 
through my friends, and she still 
sleeps in the kitchen, though it's gi
ven her rheumatism. That makes 
me think the treasure is safe, and 1

May I have a glass of water?'1 
! stammered as politely as possible.

Instead of a > oung girl 1 saw an 
old woman, bowed and rickety with 
theumatism; he™ head swathed in 
flannels, between her lips a short 
b lack clay pipe Miranda hobbled 
across the room and brought back a 
tin dipper.

“I am sorry to have given yo- so 
much trouble,” 1 said, adding, sym
pathetically, “You seem to tie ill."

Miranda s voice was not unpleas
ant (apt Simmons had said it was 
soft “It s only rheumatics," she 

; said, and slammed the door in my 
i fa*.

1 visited Cooper's Island regularly 
for several days without seeing Mi- 

! randa, but finally one morning, I 
found her sitting on the kitchen door
steps She removed the pipe from 
her mouth and gazed at me critical
ly as I passed the time of day and 
liikuirol after her ailment.

“I'd like to bring you some medi
cine I have abroad ray yacht," 1 

: said “It's a certain cure."
“It might be pizen," she retorted, 

sl-.uply
Miranda was still evidently inclin

ed to be suspicious, but 1 assured her 
the tonic was not poison, and then 
passed on to other topics. By using 
all the tact in my possession, 1 was 

: able to draw her into conversation. 
Before two hours had passed Miran
da was ‘smoking my tobacco, and 
when I arose to leave she said:

“1 like you, and if you bring that 
• medicine 1 tnay take some of it.”

Miranda did take the tonic, and we 
soon became the best of friends. 
Never a day went by that 1 did not 
call ou her, and though Capt. Sim
mons knew this, be did not ask 
about his wife Remembering his 
accustomed garrulity, I thought hi* 
silence devidcly peculiar, but to tell 
the truth I was glad he kept his | 
counsel, as I had grown very fond of 
the quaint old woman and had secre- ! 
tly determined when the skipper gave 
me an opening, to protest against 
the violation of her property. But I i 
was unfortunate enough to miss the | 
psychological moment, not having 
watched Capt. Simmons with sus
picious eyes, and the very thing I 
had wished to avoid happened uncx- 

ca u sin g me regret and
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pectedly, 
chagrin.

One evening Miranda was showing 
* me a collection of shells and sea-fans 
| in the iip|>er room of her house, when 
suddenly there was a terrific clatter
ing of pots and pans Miranda 
streamed I tried to calm her and 
'nearly succeeded tn doing so, when 
there was anc‘her clattering, more 
terrifying than the first- and a thump 
against the partition, followed by 
a howl.

“Blackie!” shouted Miranda, flying 
to often the door

“Don't!” I exclaimed, fearing she 
might be harmed

“Something’s happened to my cat," 
she cried, brushing past me

D<-suite my protests, Miranda open
ed the door and stood at the top of 
the stairs. There crouched Blackie. 
his hair standing on end So was 
mine a moment later, when the sound 
of (’apt Simmons snapping his jaws 
floated throurh the kitchen doorway. 
There was no mistaking the alli
gator-like noise Miranda held her 
breath for a moment, then let out a 
piercing yell

“That’s Alonzo Simmons," she 
screamed in lier rage, “and he's after

The rest of her sentence was lost as 
she sprang downstairs. For a cripple 
Mi anda displayed surpassing agility.

The sight that greeted my eves 
when I reached the kitchen convinc
ed me that the treasure was a real
ity. The skipper had succeeded in
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want you to go down with me and 
see if we can’t get it. I'll share I unearthing it. and one bag had burst 
even with vou. We 11 have to be tau-I open, revealing a myriad of gems 
Mous, but 1 11 tell vou about my : which glistened, as Capt Simmons
I>lans later." " ' , had once said, like “fireflies in a

Capt. Simmons' talc M-emcd dicid- canefield ” The scene was really lu
t'd lv fantastic, and 1 should have i dicrous Capt. Simmons had com
bined it earefully had Bermuda been , pletely lost his nerve He sat trem-
in the Indian Ocean instead of but a 
few days' sail from New York. It. 
took me but a few minutes tn reach 
a decision, and w ithin twenty -four 
hours 1 was ready to embark. The 
scenes attending our departure from 
South street were in no wise out of 
the ordinary, though the journey, it 
seemed to me, bore the combined ele
ments of romance, adventure and

CURE WAS QUICK
AND PERMANENT

Dodd’* Kidney Pills Boon
Drove Away Rheuma

tism and Dropeey

bling and sobbing on Miranda’s bed,
I while she threatened him with a rus- 
I ty harpoon—one of the skipper’s (or- 
I mcr implements.

“They belong to me," ho was say- - . —
< ing. his eyes fixed on the glittering , .... , ir .... ,, .
stones, “but I'll go, so help me, and of ® \\ t lid sot Mail v\ ho buf-
you can be—’’ feral Two Years Before he Dis-

! “You thieving, lying old coward, j D ,
Miranda broke in. “You said when covered the Might Kcuieuy.
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whimscy. A buried treasure, a trail : you left me that I could have 'em. 
laid to its very hiding place, and I ' hut I might have known you’d come 
followed the scent as fast as the hack.”
hound would carry me.

Capt. Simmons busied himself 
about the ship, and, after seeing 
everything made snug, led me to his 
cabin and partly unfolded his plans. 
They did him credit. The Hound, he 
explained, was no longer a coastwise 
trader, but a yacht, the property of 
Mortimer Gaylord, a somewhat ec
centric traveller and author, who was 
going to Bermuda in search oi matcr-

She swung the harpoon, but Capt. 
Simmons had already Med into the 

! night. Jim Boat hook. who was also 
there, slunk after his master, and I 
vas left to face Miranda's wrath.

“Do you know Alonzo'" she asked, 
in a gentle yet sorrowful tone 

My conscience was stung and I ac
knowledged that I did. Her look was 

! significant, as she hastened my dc- 
, parture. “Come.” she said, “you're

Windsor, Ont., Feb fi —(SpecLl).— 
How quickly Rheumatism ; nd Dropsy 
can be cured when the .ight medi
cine is used is shown in the case of 
Mr. Jno. McDonald, a retired farmer 
living at 130 Langlois Avenue, here. 
Mr. McDonald says:

“For two years I was troubled 
with Rheumatism and Dropsy. My !
legs were terribly swollen, and i
though I tried many medicines noth
ing gave me any relief till I tried 
Dodd's Kidney Pills. Two boxes of 
them cured me so completely that I 
have had no return of the diseases

OU LOOS 
COAL TUMI
nil non

ar
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ial for an historical novel My j keeping that old robber waiting, and 
“high-toned" name, according to ! if you ain't going to murder me for
Capt. Simmons, fitted such a mission, j the jewels, you'd better go.” ________
and my eccentricity lay in the fact ; I tried to assure Miranda that I , j„ years."
that I had chosen such a rum-look- ; was not a partv to the crime, though 1 Rheumatism and dropsy are caused
ing craft for a yacht. I nodded j I knew if Capt Simmons had not by ̂  poisons disordered Kidneys fail
approval on both points. We were | trod on Blackie'» tail I might well ^ strain out of the blood Cure
to anchor in the harbor of St. George ! have been a confederate. Being un- tho Kidneys with Dodd's Kidney Pills
and Mr. Gaylord was to wander rtcr suspicion, I must confess that I " —
among the islands at Ins leisure. Of cast one regretful glance at the trea-
cotirse he must visit Cooper s Island sure as I stepped through the door-
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has removed to 249 Queen St W. and
is prepared ta do Painting in .,H its 
Branches both Plain and Ornamental 
Cheap as the Chea[K?st Coneieteet 
vv th first class work. Solicit a

and make the acquaintance of Mirau- day, leaving Miranda alone with her

“It was this way. A* mate of the 
Bella, trader Capt. Billy Thompson. I 
. ame across a Spanish galleon, lying 
in five fathoms oil the roast of St. 
1’artholoinew You’ll find plenty of 
■them wrecks rotting in West Indian 
waters, but not many that haven’t 

tbeea stripped Tine one I'm epeak- 
of was a regular mine. She 

mad among her bones treasure fit for 
wrtnete-bars and nuggets of silver 
tâiid geld, Red a sackful of jlewels. We 
•got ft out with the iM of three Ca- 
fth’Infiafrtr we plotted up fa1 St Vh-

(ffcK %

WÊÊm

V; .

I sketched, and I’d opened one of my 
bags. I didn’t know it then, but 
from that moment the rest of my 
davs was blasted.

" ‘We'll have to bury the jewels,’ 
she said, ‘because if thev hear about 
them in town the mavor will have 
to seize tue lot. That’s the law.'

“You can bet that scared me, but 
she said there wasn’t any secret she 
couldn't keep, and so we dug a bole 
with an oar and hid the baps in it. 
Then we rowed across to St. David's 
where Miranda—that" was her 
Herd with her father. They rouidu’l 

ms, and I
•e-tte------

useless baubles.
I deeded back the schooner to Capt. 

Simmons and left him in New Yorlv— 
a wiser and still more dejected man.

; He said he was going back to Jama- 
i ica to die, though I believe he traded

m the Hound for many years.• • '•
And now, to prevent any one from 

seeking Capt. Simmons’ jewels, I 
; feel constrained to add one short 
note. I went to Bermuda a few 
years later, though . not w ith any 

1 criminal intent, and I was astnnish- 
; «1 to find the contour of Cooper’s Is- 
i land completely chang'd. The boat
man’s prophecy had been fulfilled, Mi-

d.‘ Simmons.
I was much surprised when the skip

per ceased abruptly at this point 
and refused to tell me how he in
tended to get the treasure. For the 
first tihic I wondered whether Capt.
Billy's fate might also be mine

At sunset one evening we made St.
George’s harbor—a landlocked bit of 
turquoise blue with the town <m the 
starboard hand—and the next day l 
hired a boat and began cruising 
among the islands, Capt. SinTmons re
maining in seclusion aboard the schoo
ner. It was not long before I steer
ed for Cooper's Island, my native pi
lot telling me about the queer old 
woman who lived alone in the cottage ! randa's cottage was no longer to be

and the cured Kidneys will remove 
the cause of the Rheumatism or 
Dropsy. Without cause there can 

i no disease.
be

*4;

by the sea.
“That place will be washed over

board some day," he predi led. “It's 
too near the water, sir."

“ hat is her name?" I inquired.
“Miranda Simmons," he replied. 

“Her husband ran away ten years 
ago. She’s funn ■ and don’t like visi
tors."

In this nujch Capt Simmons had 
♦ old the trAth, and I began to have 
faith in his whole story. 1 landed, 
walked along the beach to Miranda’s 
cottage, and knocked *t the kitchen 
door. For no* man, having 
qnite forgotten the lateral increase in 

~ had pietant Miranda "a 
infin

ite skipper's
**> •*«* VJkVl *

found I learned that it had been 
demolished in a hurricane, and to-day 
several feet of blue water roll over 
the spot on which it formerly stood. 
I hastened to ask about my friend, 
and was glad to hear that she had 
escaped, and was then living in hei 
old home on St. David's Miranda 
appeared a trifle older when I called, 
though fihe no longer suffered greatly 
from rheumatism. Stranee to relate, 
she harbored no ill-feeling against 
me, and never once did she allude to 
Capt. Simmons. But when I said 
good-by she hade me star, a moment, | 
while she drew from a, cupboard a 
box containing two small pearls 

“Th* are a# that were left,’’ she 
said, sadly. . "The reyt pere wasted 

ake them," she added, "and 
ou better lack 

Bay-

A QUESTION OF PAY

“Would you mind going round by 
Court street to-night?” asked Mar- 

jgcry, as she and Vida Moore came out 
oi school together.

“Not a bit. I'd just as lief go 
that way. Have yoj an errand?’’

Margery nodded. “1 premised Mrs. 
Plummer that I'd go to the hard
ware store and ask them to send 
a mar to sec about her stove. She's 
so lame, you know, that it's hard for 
her to get around to places."

“I never saw such a girl as you, 
Margery Inglis!" Vida exclaimed, 
with a little laugh. “Y'ou’re al
ways doing errands for somebody. If 
you were paid for what you do, you 
would have a pretty good salary, I 
guess."

A contented laugh rippled from Mar
gery’s lips. "They do pay me," she 
said; and then, as Vida stared in sur

it Lays a Stilling Hand on Pnie.— 
ror pains in the joints and limbe 
and for rnemnatic pains, neeislgla * 
and lumbago, Dr. Thomas’ Eclectrtc 
Oil is without a peer. Well rubbed 
in, the skin absorbs it and it quiefc- 
!y and permanently relieves the af
fected part. Its value lieu in its 
magic property of removiug pain 
from the body, and for that good 
quality it is prized.
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prise, she went on, merrily: “Not Is 
money, of course, or an> thing jlkr 
that. But all the peuple 1 know are 

I so lovely to me; they alwavs seem 
so glad to see me when Î go to 
their homes, and they do the nicest 
things for me, and act as if Umn 

I ,ury.l‘> ,an^ tri"y loved me And that 
tail" klnd °* pa7 1 I**1* the beet of

j "Of course they love you!” Vida

at h« fofoud “Nobody eo«M 
vV ie th« tied of

W Mte best, you’ll always gut pt*ty of it, too •’ ^
V>da spoke truly, for 

Uut Ju to»» in kfcdUjr
to otters is alwaju
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