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(Editor's MNolo: With thls Ia-| Plaleview Throtto Twilsters

#un boging & now sorles of eril
clog written by Donoy Liska, M-
abrarn, wall known 1o many

Flalnvlew poople from his prov-|

Loun mrilolos printed in this news-
papor, his porsonnl aequolntnnee-
l1l-'|-Il-l and Lis allde leclures shoat
his many trovels by moiorcyeia.
Danny is prealdent of the Nlo-
brorn Community Club, 8 =
rancher nml alse Balongs lo the

Chub.) =

Hava you gvor watchod a bowl
nonting in the skyT
s Did yom ever soa  sgch abane
den? For & moment ke hoailates,
suspended In the sky ond the
next momaont he koe soured up,
up lole the blwe. Arcund and
aroud he elrclos, seanning tha
whole carth. He tia his wing

£

tips apd offorilossly he slkdes
downward ooly to be caught by
a+pow mir currool to b0 carrled
high op ioie the flrmamenst that
Is 48 home Uspredictable s Lhe
naturd of his [light which has Bo
patlars, &m0 dostioatlon, The
whole sky 13 his to sajoy, to ox-
plore. Tho sohring hawk la Lhe
ombodiment of roemance for he

| moars whers the breczes are gent-

lewt, the skles bluwast and whar
over fnocy dictates,

You and I — 1ot um fop Do
FANCY FREE!

Let us journgy wherever fancy

distates. From ihe troples in the
arotle woa shall wandes, Irom
the Indige wotors of the Paalfle
to the glislealng white sands of
the boenchos of the Atlaolle. Lat
ug savor ths beputies of mabore
that mre gurs bul for the discov-
ary, Boanch omt the ummsanl, the
koocabre, the mysterious ood the
enchenting. Wa shall listén L3
legends reconniod to ws by the
mourdoughs &f the Noerlh, tho
Hillbily of the Soath. prospeclor
of the Moejare Doaert, the Wolf
BiWl Crow Indien af the Yakon,
tho Aztoc of Mexico. At night na
vwo.alt absul our complics tho
night wind will bring lo our eurs
tnleg of Phantoms tolling us
slories of glory and of trageds,
hopplness and gria.
Sipes wa di nod lave Lhe wings
of o linwhk, wo will hiave ito unl-{
the for less. Lot us then journey
le these places by the next bast
means — by moloreyclie,

*AY MOTORCYCLE!™ you sy
“lagn't that & Lt Lo wocomliovt-
nide and dongorous?™

ok @t ol How olse can wo
traval to thosa many places modl
amall, feel, hear and soa all that
iz pbout ua, The scent of Mog-
ninE In [ull bMopm will tonso
oir nostrils In Disle. Thoe rolllck-
Ing music of guitars oand tha Intln
voleos of & sloglng Marloche will
drift o our cars from the Mexi
onn canitina mcross tho cob@ile-
gloas strect of Taxas, We will
hopr the whistle of proirie dogs
wurtlng of sur approach Ia thoe
Badlsnds of Soeath Dakoln The
Ginnt Gallfornla Redwoods nbout
us whl rise above oir hends for
hupdreds of feot .ond bhow small
wa will feel a8 these monnrchs
dallow us B0 pass bDeEnesih, AL
nighkt nlong the Adcan Highoay
of tha Yakon we acent burning
blmtbvwood and amokiog salmoan
and perhaps we may hear from
beyvond the muskeg the wall of
o tlorber wolf, ;

From the glaclers and tundra
of Alsaks wo shall jouroey Lo
|ike pesilent jungles of Moxieo
|whore one mghl we eball g0 &l-
digater humisg amoeng the man
Erove awamps near Puerio Mar
gues. At night we shall dare be
(pemsirate Into the smoldering
luva beds of the earapting Vol
canp Paracsin which is hurtliag
cherryred boulders akyward buk
o' few thousand fest mway. -

The daring Matadors will thrill
us with tkelr courage na they
dety the infuriated torervos of Lhe
Mexican bull rlogs. We will loss
tan peEos we wagpsred &b the
rovater fights, Always we aball
scek oat the unumml, leawning the
conventlonal for thoe mors bAal
soirds, Teto the Jungles of Ve
Cruz we shall plunge In sserch ol
seciuded pyramids and bemplas
ancs the scene of human seeriilcs
8 and now iohablted oaly by
lizards, jaguars atd bats. The
challenge of tha 18,000 [ sacred
moantain of Popocstepstl shall
not go unanswered and we sball
take pleks asd apikes and ascend
ity ley slopes. We shall play the

fighting salfish. near Acapulco

an bhe ond of our tackle, exploTe
ptinfested cavos ond take parl
g the fictodon promenada at
{ba plazn of Montorooy.

Yes wo will g8 by molarayele,
and yom will Enow why whon W
pvoriake Lhe aged prandmothor
ciugging slong the country rodd
In Horth Caroling, We pull along-
alde, Hyp our helmot and bid hor
=Goopd Morning" ... ber smile
boaamss with e radisnco of youth
a4 sha raturns our gresting A
wa pull aload we glanee biask —
she & sUll sndllng.
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