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=Flying Courier

By Boyd Cable

Brother and Sister
Are FIYm. Pll'tllerll

Regina. —Regina's first brother and
rister fiying combination are seeking
hew adventure as they travel by bus
toward Cariboo, B.C., 175 milées north.
¢ast of Vancouver, where they plan | = —

o engage in placer mining and jn!
cperating a stage line,

Struan Complin and his «ister Mrs o g . t :
— . . : T Ways, travels Ly Al AMall to ndia,
Margaret I.rlnﬁrﬁrd_ with her Htrc—r.l CArTYIng two coples of talking films of
year-old son Bobby, left here recently the Frince of Napalta, who is too ill to

] 3
In & bus that Strus roh; om T4l himself. The talking films are
I R ial Struan purchased r”“"..-..ﬂ.; as & last resort to foil his helr

SYNOPSIS
Glynn Flliman, pllot of Imperial Alr-

A "lage company where he was for. brother, The vYulture, to usurp his
mer'y employved throne. On the same liner travels Uorah
Neaman, who becomes intlerested in

pee Clyng
'In Blm s stolen by the Vulture's
B“&F‘CI! wnm..n envoys aboard the liner, Glynn is de-

* ' ceived at Hydrapore into believing he
H“ 21 C]."l'drtn| % meeting the Prince's representatives,
| The secomd filin i stolen. but Glyvnn s
| rescued by the police

Budapest —Mrs. Antal Krammer, a

Peacant woman living near Budulﬂ:“f.] _
has he “n awarded the l’:u'-rf-rnmr-nl.":-l. rh*' F'""”’ “mﬂr Itﬂil b I‘.HJ the

Hrat prize for having more childreg | little bag he carried and turned out
than any other mother in Hungary., |of it the broken remnants of the film
Mrs. Krammer, who s only 48 yvears | found under the dying man. It was
Old, now has 21 I'hilf“‘i-'J_ She “’HH!I_‘]'.EH'F{"II, iurul-;'-n. H‘-'i!'i-tt'{i and h'[:'[i ill
married at 14 | knots, charred in places by fire,
Gold medals were awarded 6,000 | smeared and ciotted for the most
other Hungarian mothers, who, €OM- | part with half-dry sticky blood. The
bined, have a total of 80,000 children [ propior and Hasim stared at it with
—an average of 13 1.3 children "'ﬂ"h+lhuh:;inlf “yes and dropping jaws,
This |= proof, said Hungarian au.
thorities, that Hungarian parents are

A servant slid into the room and
| over to the Seeretary, who, after a

the most prolific in the waorld. : : 3
" . % 5 LI -
e e = —— Word from him, said quickly, “Bring

. = . |him in,” and to the Premier, “The
74 film op€rator."”

The operator was shown in, made
his salaams, and moved quickly to
the Premier and Secretary, He was
& Young Anglo-Indian, keen, alert
and intelligent looking, and he spuke
and bore himself with the politeness
of an educated man and the assur-
ance of a technician, sure of his
knowledge, His ecagerness and haste
WEre patent to both the men to whom
he spoke. e was ready, he said, and
the film would he running twe minut-
es aftér he got back with it to hia
machine,

“But may 1 say there is no minule
to lose,” he added earnestly, “It was
known the moment the police car ar-
rived with the ope they ecall the
Flying Couries, who brought the
film from London by air, and from
Karachi by train. They are already
clamouring for the picture, and there
| are many who shout loudly that there
will be no picture, that the tale of 3
film of His Royal Highness the
Prince is a lie, There have been
brawls in the crowd between Eroups
of men of the Prince and those of his
ha!f-brother the Vulture. May 1
have the film quickly then, and put

It in the projector?
| “The film is here,” said the Pre-
mier. “It is—is damaged. But if you

can mend “nough of it to show it is
a film of His Highness, you will be
well rewarded, See!”

He stood aside from the table on
to which the film had beep turned
out, and waited with an anxious eye
on the face of the operator. The
man stépped forward with an ex-
elamation of satisfaction, but as his
eye fell on the tangled rubbish on
the table, he stopped abruptly, glar-
ed a moment, Hung a glance round
at the impassive faces of the Pre-
miér, the Secretary and the officer of
the Guard, and with clenched jaws
moved to the table and began to turn
over and examine the film.

“Is there anything you could re-
pair, or enough you eould cut up and
rejoin — anything that would show
on the screen it is a picture of the
Prince™ demanded the Premier,

.
It gets rid of
The Anglo-Indian made a gestur

L] L]
dirt easily and
. of hopeless despair. “There is noth-
qUICkly, no hard Iinp; Excellence,” he sald  shortly.,

| But to-night, to-morrow, or next day,

| there is nothing, nothing at all, tha!
lett's Pure Flake Lye. It actually |the Premier, the Secretary and the
washes the dirt away. Gttsriﬂ';t | officer commanding the guard—Ilook-
comes th'E. dirt! And you do no Norah. He guessed the significance
hard rubbing! of the last look that passed between

-—

| “With days of work ] might pick out

bb' d | Inches here and there and smooth

m mg an | them and join them up to show there

- had been a picture of the Prince,
scrubbing . . ,

| would be made possible to pass

LEASﬁNTt!tIningjnbs | through the projector,”

are easy when you yse Gil- The three who listened to him —

down to ground-in grime! Use a ::1 :lr_t:ufh ;:th.l';‘. llf‘:;mmis:-'inner Ha:a

. . s Sitting beside ' as w .

mlutmnnt‘ltcaapouﬁuld:mlved ing ;hl;"it-hr::“wit]; }::ff“;:, :L:tfm,

. - * !

i} a quart of cold* water. Off |ipe murmured talk of Glynn and

Keep Gillett's Lye on hand for |the Premier and his Secretary and
all your cleaning. Use it for toilet | from them both to the Commanding
MWI!-TncIEH.tﬂpM-rupdraimr Ufficer. He heard the abrupt words

of the officer—"“With permission I go
to order my troopers to horse. and
oul swords,” saw him salute, turn
and stride out.

Commissioner Rawly leaned across
Glynn and remarked to Norah on
the other side of him, “There’s going
to be some fireworks round here pre-
sently. Get flat down on the floor
when the shooting starts. And 1 think
we ought to get this young fellow-
me-lad to bed—or a mattress well
down on the floor for preference,
Good job these Indian palaces are

Brands Limited, Fraser Avenue & Lib- mostly built of marble and stuff that
erty Street, Toronto, Ontario, won't burn easily,”

It kills germs, destroys odors—
and ntvﬂhnrnumlmclnrplumhi
ing. Your grocer sells Gillett's
Lye. Ask him for a tin—today,

*Never dinsolve lye In hot water. The action
ol the lye itsell heats the water.

FREE BOORKLET —Get your copy of
the new edition of the Gillett's Lye
Booklet —it tells you dozens of ways to
make house cleaning camier by using
this powerful cleanser and disinfectant.
Also contains full information for soap
making, thorough cleansing and other

Standard

’ CHAPTER XXVII

GLYNN'S TRIUMPH
= i Almost unconsciously and unheed-
—— ingly, those in the Premier's room
lv “r’ mr full rising ang falling roar of the
| —— shouting mob, the rolling booming
thunder of the drums, Suddenly,
e ————— through that there came to them the

bad been hearing from outside the
lssue No. 37—'34

clear, cold, unhurried notes of ald

cavalry trumpet, clean and sharp as
. [
a knife cutting through cheese, As
the first soaring notes shrilled out,
the roar of the mob died down and
away, and even the insistent thunder
of the drums muttered and faded in-
to silence. But as the last trumpet
noté pealed out and cut off, the roar
of the crowd, the beat of the drums
rose again, and swelled and reverb-
€rated in an ominous passion of fan-
atical calls to strife, murder and war.
- L] L ] w

The Prince's Premier hurriedly
recalled himseif to a seénse of his
duty and hospitality. Calmly but
quickly he crossed the room to where
Glynn sat slumped back in his chair
with Norah on his one side and Raw-
iy on the other,

“Captain Elliman, you ought to go
to bed and rest,” he said kindly,
“You have done your utmest, and
we all understand it is no fault of !
yours that at least one copy of the
film has not reached us.”

Glynn staggered to his feet and
stared. “No film reached you? he
exclaimed, “When does your Air;
Mail arrive? Didn't it come on the
train we did?

Everyone there thought his mind
was suffering from the strain and
perhaps the blow on his head.

“It's all right, Glynn,” murmured
Norah soothingly, *“The Air Mail
doesn't really matter just now.”

“Matter,” shouted Glynn. “Of
course it matters, Nothing else does,
When will it reach you?"

“It came some hours ago,” said Lhe
Premi¢r, and Glynn stared at him |
with dropping jaw. “It ecame,” he
gasped, as the Secretary lifted a tray
full of letters and packets from a
table beside him,

“There has been no time to open

it all” he explained, “or more lh:mr
glance through the letter from the
Prince.” |

Glynn pounced on one packet. “Bet.
tér open that,” he said, “and quick, |
too. The Prince’s film is in it. 1 ought
to know. I packed and posted it my-
self.”

With frantic haste the COVEr Was
torn off, a round tin pulled from the
cardboard packing, the lid snatched
off and a roll of film exposed. “Don’t
waste time to examine it,”” cried
Glynn. “I guarantee it js what you
want,”

“Run,” eried the Premier, thrust.
ing the tin into the hands of the
operator, “—and you, Hasim, out
quick and shout that the film of the
Prince is here, will be shown within
minutes,"

The two dashed off and the Pre.
mi€r sank back in his seat mopping |
his brow. “But how it this?” he gsk.
ed in a puzzled voice., “The Prince
was emphatie in letters and cables
that only two copies had been sent,”

“So there were—only two,” said
Glynn composedly,

“Then how—one was stolen with

your bag at Galilee; the second is
there—useless wreéckage. How js it
thére is one by the same Air Mail
that brought you?”

(To Be Concluded.)

I's a Queer World

A cow has been sentenced to death,
after trial by jury, at Grud, Jugosla.
via, for the murder of a thirty.year-
old woman,_ She was fatally tossed
when crossing a field,

S 1

The rain tree, one of the wonders
of Peru, is the country's saviour in
times of drought, Its huge umbrella.
like leaves condense the moisture of
the atmosphere ang precipltate from
10 to 15 gallons of water i day,

Owls see in the dark, according to
& new theory, because of the infra.
red waves emitted by their eyes,
which pick up rats and mice and djs.

close them as white objects against
a grey background,

A wordleas dictionary, which aims
at recording the dying Indlan Bign
language, is being compiled in Am.
erica. It will be filled with thoze
Sirange symbols by which the red
man once made treaties, carried on

trade, and parleyed with white people.

lona, an island of the Hebrides, sees
a policeman only once a week, Me
comes over from Mull, and as evi.
dence of his appearance an inhabitant
is asked to sign his notebook, Motor
carg, bicycles and roads are unknown
on the island,

T ———

Apricot stones, imported to Britain,
are manufactured into face powder;
In Germany they are converted into
high explosives,

Third Teeth
Moncton, N.B,—Whatever it may

mean, a renewal of youth or other.
wise, Roland Mitton, 92-year-old
farmer of Little River, Albert Coun-

Ij"! N.B, has just begun to cut his
third set of teeth, His second get

diuppe!red 20 years ago, He still
0es active duties about the farm,

oot T I

Blend
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|Storm Fright

Control Your Terror If You
Want Your Children to
be Fearless

Paul W, Kearny tells some things
about lightning. .

In this year of storms it is com
- forting to hear that out qf a hundred
and some million p€ople in th_f_- Unat.
ed States, |ess than HW are killed by
electric storms, llthm._mh only an
average of 2,000 are injured. |

“Three times as many ar? killeo
tripping over rugs and five hundred
times as many are killed or hurt Ly

Fresh from
the Gardens

Well-Known Ontario Writer Moumred

Jean Blewett, Prominent Canadian Authoress, Was Be-
loved by Girls and by Women Readers
ot Three Generations

Chatham, Ont., — Jean Blewett,
prominent Canadian authoress, died
here recently. She had been staying
at the home of her brother, William

 McKishnie during the last two

months,

Mrs. Blewett who was 72 years of
age had been in poor health for some
time,

Mrs. Blewett, poet, novelist and
newspaper contributor, was born at
Scotland, Harwich Township, Kent
County, Ontario, Nov. 4, 1862, Her
parents, John and Janet (Meclntyre)
McKishnie, were both natives of
Argyllshire, Scotland. She was eduy-
cated at the local public schools and
at St. Thomas Collegiate Institute.
At the age of 16 she was married to
Bassett Blewett, a native of Corn-
wall, England, who for many years

conducted a farm near Blenheim,

Ont., and died in 1919, some years
after removal to Toronto, Through

' her mother Mrs, Blewett was related

to Duncan Ban MacIntyre, the fam-
ous Gaelie poet,

While still in her 'teens the de-
sire and ability to write revealed it-
self, and her poems, short storjes
and articles in the press began to

, @ttract attention. In 1890 she pub-

lished a novel, “Out of the Depths”,
and since then many short stories
have appeared from her peén, and
work was commenced on a new novel
illustrative of Canadian girlhood,
Some years ago Mrs, Blewett won a
prize of $600 offered by the Chicago
Record-Herald for the best poem on

| "Spring” when the editor wanted to

ascertain if the subject could still be
treated freshly. A collection of her
verse entitled “Heart Songs” appear-
ed in 1897 and another, “The Corn-
flower and other Poems” in 1906,
both having a wide sale, A collected
edition of her poems was issued in

| 1922, Her first published and paid
 for poem, accepted by Frank Leslie's

Weekly, was a lullaby to her own

| baby,

Mrs, Blewett showed in unusual
measure an understanding of and
sympathy with the common people,
Her writing nppealed to the heart
more strongly than to the head, and
her work was clipped and cherished
by thousands who had no Jlove for
the more sombre classics. She knew
Canadian life, east and west, and
above all she knew human nature,
and this fact shone in her lines, prose
as well as verse. She dealt with
homely subjects in a homely way, She
did not attempt wild flights or
rhapsodies or deep philosophical pro-
blems, but she wrote in simple, every-
day language of everyday affairs. In
particular she appealed to girls and

| womeén readers, Her thoughts were

always wholesome and sometimes
had a religious touch. She ever
sought to interest her readers in the
ideal, and had no sympathy with the
sordid or unwholesome phases of life.
Among the many poems written by
Mrs. Blewett none was more popular
than “For he was Scotch and So
was She,” which reads as follows:—
They were a couple well content
With what they earned and what
they spent.
Cared not a whit for style’s decree—
For he was Scoteh and so was she.

And oh, they loved to talk of
Burns—
Dear, blithesome, tender Bobby
Burns!

WHEN YOUR DAUGHTER
COMES TO WOMANHOOD
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They never wearied of his song,
He never sang a note too strong,
One little fault could neither see-—
For he was Scotch and so was she,

They loved to read of men who
stood

And gave for country life and blood,

Who held their faith se grand a
thing

They scorned to yield it to a king.

Ah, proud of such they well might
be—

For he was Scoteh and so was she.

From neighbors’ broils they kept
away;

No liking for such things had they,

And oh, €ach had a canny mind,

And could be deaft, and dumb and
blind,

With words or pence was neither
free—

For he was Scotch and so was she.

I would not have vou think this pair

Went on in weather always fair,

For well you know in married life,

Will come, sometimes, the jar and
gtrife;

They couldn’t always just agree—

For he was Scotch and so was she,

But near of heart they ever kept,
Until at elose of life they slept;
Just this to say when all was past,
They loved each other to the last.
They're loving yet,- in Heaven.
mayhe—
For he was Scotch and so was she.
Mre. Blewett will be missed by =a
wide circle of readers and by the
1rany friends her sweet and un-
assuming personality had gained for
her.

Life of a Chorus Girl

(H. V. O'Brien in Chicago News,)

The term “chorus girl” has a wick.

ed sound. When to that is added
“artist's model” the air takes on @
purplish hue,
"Yet I lunched yesterday with g
girl who plies both trade:, and a
gentler, more refined (to use a quaini
Vietorian word) or livelier-minded
young person I never met. Beside
her, most debutantes would appeal
crude.

She was a country girl who grad
uatéd from college, taught school for
a tume, and came to the great city
to study musie, To live, she got a
Job at the world’s fair in the chorue
¢f a show. She was dismayed when
she found that the job called for
nudity in a peep show, but she stuck
to it, and won a prize in a beauty
contest,

This led to living-pictures—bet-
ter pay, but harder work. All day,
she stood with nothing much on, be-
Ing ogled by prurient cafs. In odd
moments, she yractised the violin
Then the perfection of her figure
caught the ye of 2 sculptor, and she
increased her income by posing for
him, This meant more work, but she
still managed to put in some hours
assisting a famous composer in the
orchestration of a symphony,

She is playing now, four times a
night, in the floor show of a we]l.
known night spot. Her revelations of
what goes on behind the scenes,
thére, are upsetting, A chorus girl
is hedgéd with more restrictions
than surround a maiden in the most
select of boarding schools, Every de-
tail of conduct is supervised as care.
fully as diet and exercise. Though,
says this young woman, the super-
vision is hardly nécessary. The girls
take their dancing seriously., They
are artists, and so much time is re.

Aautomobilist, some drivers seem to be

_ : automobiles, he says, ‘
quired for work that little is left Therefore the chances are small of
for play. " a gl meeting our Maker by way of the
ulf I “‘ﬂnli'd tﬂ e sure i Etﬂrm I“ﬂl.lll'- - ‘
would go straight, I'd pu,t; her in One of the hardest things in the
the chorus of a good show,” she “:"}"t world is to cover our feelings whey
How do young persoms of .l one terrific blast aft:er _nnpthrr shax-
chorus nceuryh;}'n_ﬂr :lmi n::.“:::; es the ﬂru:dnpem I‘.:et |llu| 5:?:::]4:3
87 Well, leve It o ' Il w e oldsters have Lo 1€
:Il:[;“ﬂﬂ old riding breeches, strap on :u!:-mi:r:nd is about.
roller skates, and, without removing There is nothing so catching as
hizzing through the “atching because it is already
makeup, go 1;} 1 lhgf S it fear. Catching L et e )
reath o . : ' into life a e Dirs
E“:I{‘ﬁ:t {?t‘l:u_ ?5 seldom as it =fems was :];E;:;;Tmind few things can
my thought as I listened to this young make life so wretched as these fegr
woman's eclean, shrewd philosophy of Shasaakans oF onse Te Benny ool
life, We talked of books and pictur- with which children grow wup the
es and far lands, and I was agape at happier life will be,
the breadth of her knowledge, the One mother with a family of little
subtlety of hirhrrspun??ﬁl; the clear- folk has an unmnquuramfﬂ dlr-: :i;d of
humeoer of her realism. Irror o Ightning
E?;fir uhlE“"’ after leaving her. the ::::::i.,n aIEiE:t ltir hysteria. But :.-7
{Ii.ﬂnmll BU?H]‘iE.‘!*th Ith;.;eﬂht::'l::l:s Ifl: one of her children bothers about s
me cold. 1 can e torm,
country is going to pot when there EﬁThEr laugh at the “boom bang” uj
are such vividly courageous person-|. ", sky, and make funny eyes at

alities still in it. the fiashes.
The miracle is due to her own con
'] ] T ] }] I.L
st troi. “If I'm scared too mu
Slfﬂty i hide it,"” she says, “l say | have =

little headache and lie on the couch
ing in volume, yet with all the gen- | with my face to the “3111-; hey lj'il-.kl
eral knowledge at the disposal of IhEl about. Hut! of course, now what
they are doing. | 1
unaware that there is particular dan- “Usually 1 can keep going. Some
ger at grade railroad crossings. Al-| times we slalrt a game or 1 even =i £
most daily the dispatches carry de-| But one thing I never do. 1 never
tails of deaths caused by some care- | talk to them about the ﬁt{:r_n} except
less motorist driving upon a rail road | to say, “My, oh, my; now it's going
crossing in front of an approaching | to be eooler.’ " _
train, Thhese drivers seem tc be BO | A real soldier-mother, this,
careless and irresponsible as to make | knows the agony of storm terror and
their acts little short of ciiminal, In.| she wants her children to avoid jt
dividuals of seeming intelligence, nhlai if possible,
lo possess cars and operate them, re- She blames her own fear on  thi
mair as ignorant when it comes to procedure of her mother when she
driving across a railway track as the | waq little, of pulling down all the
savages who have never seen a rall-| shagdes, hauling her small daughte:
road or locomotive. It is a good policy | into a dark room, covering her head
to take a minute and save lhe rést | and uttering low moans at eve
of your life, crack.

Every day motor traffic is Increas.

= he

HOW TO SET FEAR
Nigl‘llgﬂvwn D'l'ﬂm Urnmatizing self in electric storn
Have Hlﬂh Waistline | €rves to set the fear—there is 1o

l«i:;-ulznl; about it. The only real relic
: T : i lly not to be afraid. Wi
Higher waistlines have had insist- | '® 'ﬂul_ ; ‘
ent quotation in wireless reports from | ngid “::fk E“”z {T"' :":: -
the Paris openings, frequently linked | €0 er i’;+ ough we are hopeles:
with the Directoire period so that C85€s overstives, _ - fire
there is no doubt as to how high they !.Hr. Kearney WOuRS e sy
arc. In this connection there is re. | P'acés and chimneys favorite hus .
ference to “nightgown’ dresses which | iP€ ground of the stray bolt. And
suggest those simple belted frocks, | open fields. And tall trees, It is not
hanging straight to the floor which | Wise to choose the tallest of a group
are so closely associated with the Dir- | or to stand too close to any tree. But
ectoire period. These models appar- | €ven so, we can remember with com-
ently are on the simple sides of fash- | fort that the odds are gmall.

ion while those with fullness and for-
mality quoted as taking their cue

:::::__lhc;ll:tlfnal_siance period show a Anne L; Dipl Her
8 vie picture. mel:ug_h
Pen In Thrills and Color

Designers who have just returned
from the Paris openings  express R
themselves as convinced by the num- -
bers of evening models which en-| “:a:;:ngt;m_——ﬁnue Morrow _Lind.
courage a higher waistline effect, es- | "7Eb dips her pen in thrills and colos

pesially as combined with a molded | '@ t€ll in September's Nationa Geo.
Iinﬂ'; fﬂr E‘“Enf"ﬂ wear, :Eru-pl]!.ﬂ ngh.tiﬂ! how It feels 10 [0

| Elobe-trotting with her famous airman
. busband,
Fashion Expert Deplores
Style Of Bl‘itilh Girlc travelogue, Mrs. Lindbergh tells about

Making her debut as author of vivid
Lﬂm],m*__lm.,e,m"w greeted a bit. | the 933 flight around the North Al
ing eriticism of the way British gtrtu'“‘"“fr on which she handled the wire
dress, launched by Mre, Tobe Coller | /€88 key,
Davis, United States fashion expert She makes her travels lyve again
“English girls are bad!y dressed, | missionary outposts of Canada, the
They have no dress sense. American | country dances of Greenland: jce.
girls are much smarter,” Mrs, Davis |land, where glants conjuered the
Was quoted as sayving in the Daily land; Leningrad, *“a beautiful city
Mirror, lgunﬁ & ftrifle ehoddy": Moscow,
“When Mre, Davie takes annlhpri"lmﬂlinl combioation of old and
look around, she’]l change her mind,’?  new,"”
Séemed to be the general verdict, Her longest dissertion on her own
Mre, Davis said the only well-dress. ‘clothes could hardly be called a fash.
el women she had seen in England | jon note—it was over the Greenland
Weére those wearing tweeds, ice cap:

“l was wearing, in addition to wosl.
len underwear, one thin wool ehirt,
one thick wool ehirt, ong wool sweat.
er, wool riding trousers, several pairs

of wool stockings, fur-lined kamike
On WeRNETS POWDER and helmet, and over everything the

Dr; Wernet’s Powder holds false (hooded white blanket parka designed
place I:zf““]? and comfortably in | for us by Dr, Stefanuson, | was quite
mﬂhwm[ﬁd wWarm except for my feet, which 1 sat
of any ﬂipﬁmb m".: On, and my bands, on which I put

D¢ t den Lu'it'. another pair of mittens "
‘-_whwwmm-' And for pure EIU]'I.HI.IUH.* Lthere's

this passage on the hop.off from the

= | becalmed African coast: “We're off 7

Stories and Articles,

Ideas Wanted

Artists and Authors, Amateur or Professional are invited
to send us saleable Sketches; Illustrations, Designs, Short

S Are You Ainrtuucal' ically Inclined?
€ oiler you practical instructio
ings;, Landscapes and Flowers in Water Colo Send

three cent stamped envelope for full Infnmtlg.‘n. 3

Ideas Unlimited
~ THIRTY-NINE LEE AVENUE, TORONTOQ

No—spank-spank-spank — but almost
=1 bheld my breath. We're off. No
more epanks, Yes, we're off — we're
rising, The engine smoothed off into
& long sigh, like a person breathing
eaglly, almost like someone singing
ecstatically, @We turned from the
lights of the c¢ity, The plane seemed
exultant then, even arrogant. We

n and criticism on Paint- did t—we did 1t2*

The buman brain, the seat of sensa.
tion, is itself without sensation. Its
tissue is insensitive to any feeling or
pain even when cut or cavterized.

Is Contagious

r—.
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