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8. Standard type measure.
9. Divisions of the calyx.

10. Skeleton of an animal &f the sea
used for heads.

12. Ledges.

18. Spectators.

19. Distant.

21. Merchants.

23. Liked.

24. Thin biscuit.

27. House pet.

28. To make lace.

32. Resin used for pipe /stems,

33. Inclined against.

25. At the present time.

37. Submits.

28. Theme.

40. The clear sky.

42. Artists’ frame.

44, Devours.

45. Nude.

51. Therefof.

53. Preposition of place.
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! er never told anyene of his
» and indeed there was ncth-
e never saw anything, he
(heard anything, but now and
lying
and in the early morn-

er felt as if some other
uggling to communicate

y when he was

uld not do so.. .

Lacville, as we shall see,
than he at first intended
er felt, when in his room

1 ll!lflit. really alone. '

 XIX «— TEA AT THE
RIOUS CHALET

ed the Villa du Lac at
n, and as he went out
ng garden where he was
find Mrs. Bailey te told

ville was not: withou
attractions.
t alone

‘sudden appearance.

lunch, a little earlier

But- Mre.
in this lovely
on the lawn by her

n who had been with

‘had first caught sight
+ Casino the night before.
talking so earnestly
became aware of his

‘he was close to them,

- er was not a particu-
_man, he had an instant

mt  impression that

soon; that Sylvia was
~him: and that the
tually annoyed, even

st eleven, do they not?’ she turned
t} the Comte de Virieu.
Yes, Madame, that is so,” he said;
N then he added, bowing, “And now
‘Péhaps I should say good-bye. I am
‘goihg intg, Paris, as you know, early
hiy afternoon, and then to Brittany.
all be away two nights.” = |
"¥ou will remember me to your
#r, to the Duchesse,” faltered Syl-

t
x‘~
via.
Af the Count turned and sauntered

baclk to thé house, she said rather
bresghlessly :
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funeral of his godmother. I am
e friends with him.”

: le they were enjoying the ex-
celledt luncheon prepared for them by
M. PRlperro, Cheéster was uncom®ortably
awarg that the Count, sitting at his
solitagy meal at another table, could,
should he care to do so, overhear every
word the other two were saying.

. or Sylvia, she was obviously ill

t

at efme.
LoNg before thé others had finished,
County Paul got up; before leaving the
dining¥room he turned and bowed cere-
moniougly to Sylvia and her companion.
With hjis disappearance, it seemed to
Chester\that Sylvia at once became her
natural, $simple, eager, happy self.

- They Yent out again into the gar-
den, and {the wide lawn, with its shaded
Spaces of deep green, was a deliclous
place’ in {which to spend a quiet, idle
hour. THey sat down and drank their

coffee undler one of the cedars of Leb-
anon.

'This i% a wery delightful, curious
kind of h&tel,” he said at last. “And T
confess that now I understand why you
like Lacvifle. But I do’wonder & little,
‘| 8ylvia” —\he looked at her gravely —
“that you @njoy going to that Casino.”
*“You seel, there's so very little else
to do here}” she exclaimed, deprecat-
.lggly. “WHy, . there’s Madame Wach-
ner,” she {said suddenly, and Chester
thought there was a. little touch of re-
lief in hey voice. =~
““We 'av@ lunched in the town,” sald
Madame YWachner, partly addressing
Chester, ‘and so I thought I would
come andy ask you, Madame Sylvia,
whether You and your friend will come
to tea a¥ the Villa des Muguets to-
day?"
Sylvia
‘are mor
ner,” .s

nodded her head gailly: ‘“You
than kind, Madame Wach-
exclaimed. ‘“We shall be de-

Jlighted §to come! I thought of taking

Mr. G

! hester on a drive through the
Fores

of Montmorency. Will it do if
ajire with you about five?”
s,” said Madame Wachner,
d then, to Chester's satisfaction,
rm and went away..
er never forgot that first day
‘at Lacville. It was by far the
day he spent there, and
Bailey, woman-like, = managed
to conceal from him that she
t as pleased with their expedi-
her companion,
to M. Polperro's good offices,
ged to hire a really good
"and, once clear of the fantastic
houses and the waste ground
was all up for sale, how old-
d beautiful were the hamlets,

s stretchés of woodland, and |

country towns through which
é And at five they were on
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Dora Dumbunny’s Efficiency!

BY ALBERTINE RANDAL?

MADE ME

] WANT To SELECT A BIRTHDAY
PRESENT FOR MY RICH UNCLE -
HE 1S AWFULLY OLD AND HAS

HIS SOLE HEIR :

of those’ trim, neat little wvillas sur-

(HE'S VERY WEAK.MR. DUMBONNY]
AND CAN HARDLY
ALK

HOW WOULD
NICE SLIP

peiy™
FLOOR WAX. Do ?

rounded by gay, exquisitely-tended little
gardens which are the pride of the
Parisian suburban dweller. :

Madame Wachner, meeting then\t at

the gate, caught his glance.
. “You wonder to see our ffarden so
untidy,” she exclaimed, pregretfully.
“Well, it-is thé owner’s fault, not ours!
You would not believe such a thing of
a Frenchman, but ‘e actually made us
promise that we would do nothing —
no, nothing at all, to 'is garden. 'E
spoke of  sending & man once a week
to see after.it, but no, 'e never did so.”

“I have often wondered,” broke in
Sylvia frankly, “why you allowed your
garden to get in such a state, but now,
of course, I understand.”

“Yes,” said Madame Wachner, glan--
ing at her, “but we had the grass cut
a few days ago. Fritz insisted on it.”

“I¢ it had been as high as it was
the first time I came here, I could never
have made my way yesterday. through
it to the delightful little wood that lies
over there, behind the chalet,” went on

vla.t . :
s}:‘You ‘went into’ the wood!” echoed
Madame Wachner in a startled tone.
“You should not have done that,” she
shook her head gravely. ‘“We are for-
bidden to go into the wood. We ‘ave
never gone intp the wood.’’ ;

Sylvia_ Bailey was amused, as well
as rather touched, to see the prepara-
tions which had been made in the little
dining-room. 3

In the.middle of the round table was
a bowl of white roses. Two dessert
dishes were heaped up with delicious
cakes. There was also a basin full of
the Alpine strawberries which Sylvia
loved. Madame Wachner had even re-
membered to provide the thick cream,
which, to a foreign taste, spoils the
delicate flavor of strawberries.

“And mow I will go and make the
tea,” said Madame Wachner pleasantly,
and Sylvia gally insisted on accompany-

her. :
inEWe shall 'ave a nicer tea than that
first time we made tea ’'ers together.”
" I had a very good time that after-
noon,” cried Sylvia. “And I shall al-
ways feel grateful for your kindness
to me and peor Anna, Madame Wach-
ner. I do so often wonder

is dolng with ferself.” ‘
“mum,, “j_"-'mhner had mz{m‘db% ‘the

4.8

‘what Anna

be — well, rather ashamed of the way
she treated you — you were so kind
to her, Sylvia!™

Carrying the teapot she led the way
into the dining-room, and they sat down
around the table.

The little tea-party went off fairly
well, but Chester could not forget the
young Frenchman who seemed to have
so large a. place ia Sylvia's life.

Madame Wachner, looking at his
grave, absorbed face, felt uneasy. Was
it possible that this Englishman intend-
ed to take pretty Mrs. Balley away
from Lacviile? That would be a pity —
a very great pity!

She glanced apprehensively at her
husband. If Sylvia -left Lacville just
now, he would certainly taunt his wife
with all the money they had spent on
her entermainmeéent — it was money
which they both Intended should bear
a very high rate of interest.

XX-SYLVIA'S TEMPTING BAG OF
GOLD.

The two following days dragged them-
selves uneventfully away, Sylvia did
her best to be kind to Bill Chester, but
she felt ill at ease, and could not help
showing it.

And then she missed the excitement
and interest of the Casino. Bill had
not suggested.that they should go there
and she would not be the one to do so.

The long motoring expeditions they
took each afternoon gave her no pleas-
ure. Her heart was far away, in Brit-
tany; in imagination she was standing
by a grave, surrounded by a shadowy
group of men .and women, mourning
the old marquis. who had left <Count
Paul the means to become once more
a self-respecting and respected mem-
ber of the world to which he belonged
by right of birth.

And now had come the evening of
the day when Count Paul had meant
to come back. Sylvia and Bill dined

is just opposite the Casino. After the
pleasant meal was over, Sylvia, weary
at the thought of another long, dull
evening ‘in the drawing-room of the
Villa du Lac, was secretly pleased to
hear Madame 'Wachner exclaim coax-
ingly: i s '

v “And mow, I do ‘ope, Mr. Chester,
that you will come over and spend this
evening  at Casino! I know you
'do not a -of the play that goes
on there, but. still, believe me, it is
the only thing to do at J v

| gla¢ to know that he was here, in the

with the Wachners at the hotel which

stund the kind of attraction play hasj
for some minds. For instance, I can-
not understand the extraordinary fas-
cination it seems to exercise over such
an intelligent man as is that Comte
de Virieu.” :

Madame Wachner looked at
speaker ' significantly.

“Ah!"” ‘she ‘said, ‘“the péor count!
'E is what you call confirmed—a con-
firmed gambler., And ‘e will now be
able to play more than ever, for I 'ear a
fortune ‘as been left to 'im!”

Sylvia was startled. She wondered|
how the Wachners could have come to
krow of the count’s legacy. She got
up with a nervous, impatient gesture.

The baccarat room was very full,
fuller than usual, for several parties
of merry, rather boisterous young men
had come from Paris to spend the
evering,

She heard the words that were now
so familiar solemnly shouted out at
th: further tadle: “La Banque est aux
ericheres. Qui prend la Banque

There was a pause and there fell -on
Syivia's ears the murmurs of two
voices—the voice of the official who
represented the Casino authorities, and
the deep, low voice which had become
8o dear to her—which thrilled her heart
each time she heéard it.

- Then Count Paul had come back? He
had not followed her advice. And in-
stead of being sorry, as she ought to
have been, she was glad—glad Not

the-

Casino—Sylvia was sorry for that—but
glad that he was once more close to
her. Till this moment she had scarcely
realized -how much hi§ mere presence
meant to her. i

And then Sylvia "suddenly made up
her mind that slhe would play. Count
Paul was holding the bank.. He was
rieking—how much was it—twenty
thousand francs. Eight hundred pounds
of his legacy? That was madness, ab-
sciute madness on his part! Well, she
would gamble, too! While he was risk-
ing his money, she would try to win
hi: money. Were he in luck to-night,
she would be glad to. know that it
would be her money he would win.

M. Wachner officiously made roon'l1
for her at the table; and, as she sat
down, the Count de V'h';e.util looking

X by D;wid Cory

It was still dark, although the gray
dusk was now streaked with the red of
dawn, as the little rabbit finished his
very early breakfast, as I mentioned in
the last story. o~

“Mother dear,” he exclaimed, folding
his napkin“in the tiny silver ring that
Cousin Cottontail had given him .for
his birthday, “may T go for a little
hop or two before I do my morning
chores?"” y

“Why do you wish to go so early?"
asked Lady- Love who, like a careful
mother, would rather that her little boy
attend to his work before playing.

“Because 1I'd like to see what all the
birds do before'it grows light,” answer-
ed the curious little rabbit. But curi-
osity often turns to learning, Little
Reader; that is, the proper kind of
curiosity. ;

“Very well,”" answered the pretty
rabbit lady, with a smile. *“Be 'sure
to be home in a short time,” and giv--
ing him a kiss, she watched. him go

clipperty clip down the winding path |
out to the meadow. Up the Old Cow |

Path he hopped until, by and by, not
so very far, he came to a tangle ‘of
scrub oak. Just a little way alead the
alders, twined about with greenbrier,
edged the swampy ground near the Old
Duck Pond. Here and thers among the
scrub oaks a tall pine tree . pointed
high, and one tall pine out in the
swamp had raised with 'its " roots a
little mound of firm brown ground,
With a hop and jump the bunny boy
landed on the little island, when, start-
led by the noise of his feet hitting the
groun:,‘ a mn:ther_ oven . bird darted
from her nest among the low bushes
and .vines. . .. . Ear
“‘Oh, how you od

around, saw who had come there
he flushed and € ‘ X at

A

nest. . P R .
Just then a wood. thrush, hearing lier
cry, lifted his head from beneath his
wing -and drowsily told his mate as she
warmed the eggs in her nest, that the
little rabbit meant no harm.
In another moment from his Tall Pine |
Tree Professor Jim Crow sailed away
through the gray dusk toward the crim-.
son east, shouting at the top of his
voice: focz
“Little: Jack Rabbit's out éarly to-day.
It har@ly is morning, the sky ig still
gray. .

Now, what is he looking for, I'd like
to know,

For I'm an in-quis-i-tive crow,"

TWO UNITED CHURCHES

‘| the - bowels become constipateq

away he hopped back to the dear Old”
Bramble Patch as Catbird shouted
“Mi-a-aw!"" from a branch overhead
and Mr. Merry Sun scattered the pearl-
gray mists of the early day. d ini
the next story you shall hear vh% 3
happened after that: - £

TO BE REDECORATED

St, Andrew's and Dundas Center
‘Be Renovated, :

and August church buildings of St.
drew's = Unitéd . and Dundas

United will be closed for the Dose
of decorations. Interior improvements
will Include the mural ren%vl'ﬂéqb,_ ars ..

§

During the summer months - M July. .
Ans !

nets, lighting fixtures and so. forth,. for -

the purpose of which large sums are °
Yeing. devoted by members of the con-
gng&tonq_ involved.. While the church .
buildings are closed services will ba |
conducted in other houses on the prop- -

" DONT LET ©
- YOUR BOWELS

|GET CONSTIPAT

A fres motl.. of the bowels
day should be the rule of every o
who aspires to perfect health, for ones

clogged up, all the other organs of ;
body‘hocomo,dm‘ : .
Kesp Your Bowels Regular




