
Bon Ton Bakery
CONFECTIONERY

The most up-to-date store for Plain and Fancy Cak,
and Fancy Pastry.

We serve also Hot and Cold Drinks.

Our Mollo is "Quality."

640 Yates Street. Victoria, B. C.

Phone 1637.

T AK ETEA Ai
Rest Room
For Ladies

The Zetland Tea Rooms

Afternoon and Evening Receptions
Card Parties a Specialty

Mrs. W. B. McMicking, Prop.

Arranged For

647 FORT ST.

The Crown Hats, authoritative in design, correct in every
detail, possessing an air of distinction found only in Crows
Millinery.

It is this exclusiveness, together with the high quality, and
beauty of materials, which has given Crown Hats the Pre-
emmànence they now enjoy among discriminating women.

THE CROWN MILLINERY PARLORS
MISS LIVINGSTONE

921 Fort Street Phone 4069
Victoria, B. C.

Open
Evenings

The
De Luxe
Montihy

Sto berit seemed to mock her, and say that she was growmg
Te to e w adrunkard and a great roulette player. He

pTehie neck in debt, the castle was deeply mortgaged. and
eked to Naoi te blip clear it. Naomi had plenty of suitors

ious to marryer, but she heard tailes of their wild midnight

uand debauches, and greatly to her father's disappointment,
d them all. It was true that Francisco had said, it was a sham,

die wold not own it to herself. These men were so diferent

r ideal. The Comtessa however, lost her temper, and poured

her suhc a current of wrath and insults, that Naomi had been

he t e Baron Muriccio had asked for her hand in marriage,

ad been received with open arms. He was one of the richest

s in Italy, and a friend of the king. Naomi had never seen the

SHe had called t see her father when she was away on

it. Her father had given his consent without consulting her.
or said that he was hopelessiy mad. -He scarcely ever went

urt, and more seldom to balls, or society functions-but dwelt

in and year out in his great castle on the hills. This was

a promising outlook for Naomi who had been for the last
used to a succession of gaities.

One could not say that he was not generous, for every day

ents of rich jewels, rare hot house flowers, and fruit came for

from the Baron.
Perhaps he was not such an orge after all. She did not care,

she wanted was money and position. Money so that she could

ail she craved for-rich dresses and jewels--position. so that

could make other women jealous, and show off to better advantage
great beauty.
Out inthe monnlight, hidden by the dense shrubbery, a stray

ician was playing some sweet strain. It sounded like some bird

ch was captive in a cage, and was crying out for the freedom

he woods.
She stopped in the midst of her brooding to listen. It was such

ad sweet strai , with a note of gladness running through it. It

I a tale of the mountains and valleys, of a life where one was

e from care and worry.
She knew only one man who could make the violin speak like

i-and that was Francisco. He must be in the shrubbery and

s playing for her.
What did she want to hear about the hills and mountains for;

wanted to hear of the court, its riches and splendour-the cominS

endship of the king-of the conquests she was to make-and the

y lovely life she was to lead.
She stepped away from the balcony to reenter the house, and

back to the ball room. The violin brought back memories and

nes which she wanted to forget.
Again the violin arrested her, the tune was changed. A

hter strain, she caught her breath and her heart began t
ickly. l l

Francisco loved her, he was telling her so. She listened inte ,

e voice was soft and pleading. He had no wealth and possessions

offer her, only himself and his great love.
She who was to become a baroness on the morrow, leave luxury

nd wealth, to go back to the old life of the caravan? Never,

e wanted to enter the house, but could not; she was curous to

ear what would come next.
She liked Francisco very much, but she loved wealth and position

%ore.
Once more the violin played, and now she listened entranced.

'he saw herself in the old days. Mother Therese in her snowy
The
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