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•That ia Lacy Bread,'Madge said.

e twy raent voice.’
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Year ledj. ■
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eyee, eed ee dnwurelj 
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•Yen en n Uni»
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dnlgeinit. Neeetheleu. I shonld на e 
. Tarn in one atd end tent rale, 
Orcadian year praise. Take «at 

yon usd jest new, tor instance, nbent 
noire. 1 bo. th.t Miss Bread’s is tar 
eerier to trine. When yon made that re
mark 1 knew yen were insincere. Had yen
arid, ’1 infinitely prater years------ ' ’

•Yea foolish *
—Ulieee it or not, esyonplstse. Do yon 
think I should say to you anything that I 
did not mean ?'

His•1 resereeoe 1er hie wile.’ »a
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‘By /ere! yea. What a thouamd pities 

I cannot aak yen to a Lady Ayant a

•Ah! we muet net think ef that. Yon 
hare year wife. I shell here my hne-

8ir Henry, a yen net 
charming LedyMethe- Tl-J a a
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aif . ■- ta hetuty of a night. ■ ; ■I hareerar seen,’ see heard 
nay teneetar.

•He is ta most 
I are orer met.’

Ta lady ha question war old, aedgannt 
end agiy, yet sr owing, inker dram, an at
tempt at juremhty which was horribly 

with te sppenrauco.
‘Do look at mother !' ta girt reclaimed, 

an a eyes tnrailed orer ta 
throng of gaily-droasod folk 
laws baton ta hanta

щ
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; {urinating young ta ota r«turned, 
every woman winta him ta print 

a portrait.'
•I» it a fa ta a

! 1 said what 1 CHAPTER XXIL

•I don’t intend to stay hare anota day. 
Never had each a deneed alow time ot it 
before, and PH a hanged ill ever 
are again.’

•Yon are

•Ne to him. -*mr friend—my big 
Meed, whom I adore, lata your 
tant my wriatr 1 don’t think yon 
be permitted to a ta. Lady Ayant 
mirât net a quite agreeable.’•wa ta eye does not sou, ta hurt 
dora not grieve.’8ir Homy qnoted.

•Some eye might res.' Core returned, 
springing to a toot tad standing before 
lam, bar dark erra looking alluringly into - 
ha. *We will not risk it. I are n letter 
to write, oo ni revoir.' 

sa kissed ar hand to him and ran away. 
•Moo are each fools,’ «a mid to bar

ren, slackening to a more rear pace. ‘I 
wonder, is three any man living I coaid 
not twist round end round my tittle finger?’ 

Та afternoon, while Demon wan - 
oking ж pipe on ta terrene ot Metbmell

in tk
it engage? There 

aderehle creatnrea always are.*
■I believe a it going to marry Lady 

Ayerat’a sistre.’
•Really—Isopposo ta money—’
■She hitn4 a at penny, my dear. A 

earn of a turn is a fortune.’
They pissed on thru.
•I thought it ta very nicest garden-party 

I had erre been to in my tile,’ Shirley arid, 
ta evening. ‘I never enjoyed myeelt 
more.’

•Ta yon are easily satisfied,’ Madge 
relumed. ‘It appeared to me horribly 
alow. Tay hsd asked too many people ; 
one could not move eiUieata crowd.’

•Та cornea of bring a beauty. Lady 
Ayerst,’ Grey observed. •! noticed your 
bete-uoire was there in great term,’

•Who was ta ?'
•I did a notice him—there waa a great 

many people 1 did not how. Would you 
yon pass my tan? Thunk yon—it is inch n 
warm night.’

D.nnre was over.
Ta windows ot ta drawing room stood 

wide open.
it was o breathless summer evening—not 

a leal or flower stirred in ta still, warm

shonld you a so exceptionally 
to are ?’

•That is a question it ia wiser a to 
answer.'

‘I consider tat reply a clever 
Yon are never at n la in an emergency.’

1 detect n sneer in that remark. Why ?'
Sa turned to h™ with n mischievous 

laugh.
‘That is » question it is wiser not to 

answer,’ she retorted, repeating his own 
words.

His eyes gleamed in ta faint light as 
tar scanned her delicate lovelioem.

•You would dree to mock me,’ he said, 
•when I a moat aérions. Has your lady
ship never leemt tiut it ia dangerous to 
play with fire ?’

•There ia danger in nothing, it yon know 
aw to manage ta thing you choose to 
plnr with.’

•Make not too sure oi tat, my lady. Do 
you think you can raise a man’s strongest 
passions witbcut getting scorched youroell P

•it you are careful—certainly.’
•You would hivs to a old ai ioe to do

JSSta -«reall grant stupid, mv dear 
Gilbert. As lor me, I intend to atay jast 
a leetto longer, jut to annoy ore doer 
Madge, wa would give her ores to got rid 
ot are. But what can >a any when Sir 
Henry presses me to remua ? Sa ia 
afraid of h-'m ; she dare not return to do aa 
a desires.' .

•I can't think what yon want to stay here 
for. I bate the whole shew,’ and Mr. Gil
bert Mother, 11 kicked up a tult ot grass 
with the too ot his shoe, his face disfigured 
with s peevish irown. ‘Anyhow, I intend 
to clear on: to-day.’

’Bat what excuse will yon mike, moo 
ami ?'

•Hang ta excuse Г hi returned, irritably.
•Shocking!' Corn exdaimed, with piny 

fnl reproach. 8a never allowed areelt to 
a put out ty anything Gilbert raid or did, 
though at times a look would oomi into her 
eyes which suggested tat at some future 
date shi might not a quite so agreeable. 
•Tare are to many tilings you can any 
which would sound pleasant and true. Sir 
Martin ia lonely, for example, or ta pre
parations lor our wedding demand yore st- 
tenticn. Dieu, bow clore it û !’

•Beginning to got nervous, eh?’
•Oh, Gilbert, when I adore yon to ! How 

can you ssy so ciuel a thing ?l
•I didn’t ssy that I WAS getting nervous,’ 

a said, sulkily. ‘It is rather to late too 
think ot hacking out ot it now^ isn’t it ?" 
and the Ight watery eye» sought here, 
qaealioningly.

She clasped ar a*ms round his neck.
Much, much to late,’ «a declared, em

phatically. *1 sm glad—overjoyed that it 
is so much too late, for wo will have such a 
jolly time together. You’ll never a« n 
cross look, or a dull feeling. I'll ahow you 
bow to live.*

•And how to spend my money,’ he add
ed, rather ungraciously, shaking himsell 
tree liom her embrace. And then, aa if 
ball ashamed : ‘You don’t know who can 
see us—there is always someone about. I 
dare isy wa «ail to hippy enough. Well, 
I’m off now. I am going to tell the Ayersta 
ttot 1 can't stay a day longer.'

■Yon will be qaite polite ?’
•Don’t you think I know how to behave 

myeelt ?’ queru'ously. ‘I shall say I’ve got 
a triend at the Court, and must go and 
entertain him.’

•A triend !’ Cora repeated, with well- 
feigned earprise. ‘Ana who ia a?'

•A fellow named Demon. Yon don’t 
know him. He was staying with ns lut 
summer—awtally jolly cap—regular man 
ol the world, don’t you know.’

‘Shall you invite him to ore wedding ?’
•Rithar—and hope bit vint will have ж 

better ending than the last.’
•Than the last ! Did hi» visit not end 

well ?’
•He came down for my coming of ego 

yon know. I need not say any more.’
Ha waa there when my poor mother-------’

•You are positive ?’
•Of course 1 am. What do yon mean ?’
•Nothing ; only, if he knew my dear 

little mother, I would like alio to know 
him.'

•I don't think to did know her any bet
ter than the rest did. She wu ■ stranger 
to all of us except the dad.’

•But they were staying 
house at the same time ?’

Oh. yea j wo had a host of people. Well

And Metherell hurried away, leaving 
Con on the garden seat where he had 
found her, buried in a French novel.

‘So, my friend, you were not in Scot
land,’ she mattered aloud. ‘Why do yon 
tell me so many lieiP You said you did 
not know who Madame Rosier was. You 
only heard of the murder. What do yon 
know about it—what do you want to bide 
from mi? Csn it to possible that you were 
implicated with Sir Martin ; or that, like 
myself, you discovered his secret, and are 
making something out ot il? We must find 
out, and stop your tittle game.’

She sat there for a long while, stating at 
the open book, aa il she was reading ; but 
an hour went by, and the open page still 
bore the same numbers.

The scent ot a cigar at length disturbed 
her thoughts.

A moment liter, Sir Henery appeared 
upon the scene.

•Here again, at uiusl1’ he exclaimed. 
•How strange that we shonld always 
age to meet io this requested spot! New, 
you little bit of diablerie, whit have you 
got to amnio mu to day?'

He had seated himsell beside her, lean
ing back, and crossing his legs, while he 
blew a wbifl of smoke iron» hit lip*.

She regarded him with a droll expraaaion 
of rogi

‘Ah, monsieur, there ia absolutely noth
ing of interest I I have heard nothing— 
seen nothing—it is too hot for anyone to 
be amusing.’

’Is that to ? Well, and why haa your 
dear Gilbert’—mimicking her expression— 
‘taking it into his clever Med that he mu it 
go ? Bren quarrelling?’

•Moitiénr, do I look aa if I weqld quar
rel? He hu s friend who desires his oem-
^*’&hst excellant taste tint blend 

hate, mademoiselle T
•Excellent,’ Cora agreed, with downcast

‘She really grows 
every day. Wa used te look 

- old and helpless; bat

r I miU
tails

she hu out off at toast thirty j 
Madge married. Who ia tire old gentle-’ 

who io dancing attendance upon her? 
•Celeeel Maddiaon. I fancy. Will yon 

ten?'
•No, thanks: let us stroll round, and 

all there ia to bo seen. Every moment 
I expect yon to bo sa itched away from me. 
Too bora been pointed ont as n celebrity, 
at least hslt • Cozen times since we have 
been sitting 
merii nobody.’

•You have year with then,’ he arid, 
rather gravely. 'For I certainly am t 
nobody.'

•You !' the cried, tccfflogly. ‘How can 
yon a y such a thing ?'

Ha walked a little way in silence, then 
arid—

•Perhaps sc 
ray people are. What it they torn ont to 
be only bumble folk ?’

Shirley had never thought of this.
He had told her the story ot hie strange, 

lonely life, and she had shed tears ot pity 
lor his unhappy childhood ; but aa to what 
hie parents might have been, she had never 
given a thought.

Now, aa aha looked at him, aha smiled 
proudly.

•I don’t think yon will ever find they are 
humble folk.’ the said. ‘There ia nothing 
humble about you.’

,1 dont think so either,' he admitted. 
•But anyhow I cannot ley claim to toy 
family. I don’t even know what right 1 
have to the name I bear. I am most dis
tinctly a nobody.*

•Yoo have made a name,’ she said. 
‘Sorely that ia toitir thin any other.’

•It yen think so,’ to replied, *1 am quite 
content. It is only tor your sake tuât I 
give it a thought, and sometimes I have 
felt it would to almost better to give you 
np, than to risk what the hilare may bring. 
Supposing, Shirley, that after we are mar
ried 1 find that the"parents, who left ma eo 
atranfely, had some awlul reason for doing 

that it waa something worse than their 
■ death which leh me sack n wretched line- 

ly little child. Heaven alone knows whit 
I tear ! It ii only since you have given 
yourself to mo that I have felt these pos
sibilities—and I have tried to imagine your 
feelings if you found yourself bound lor 
life to a man whose name had been dragg
ed in the mire.’

They had reached an old stone fountain.
A high, quaintly eut hew hedge stood 

between them end the smooth green lawns 
whin tennis add crcquet were in inti 
awing.

Shirley looked at the tailing water, 
gleaming like crystal in the sunlight.

•I cannot tell you what my feelings 
would be,’ she said. ‘It would be difficult 
to dearito them. Bat, it it w=re possible 
for your mother to to the most twin! wo
man on the lace ol the whole earth, I shoal! 
not lore you one jot the less. 1 don’t often 
•peak about my love for you,’ she went on 
her eyes ball shyly seeking his face, • be
came I know you cannot think it worth 
much. Perhaps at one time it was not; 
but now I don’t believe anyone could love 
yoo more truly thin I do. Notbiog eould 
make me change—no matter what happen
ed, I would aland beside you till—till you 
censed to want me.’

•Would that ever to, do you think P ‘he 
asked, paseionitely. ‘My dear, dear lit
tle love ! you make me so happy when you 
talk like this. I can’t tell why sweet
heart, but lor the last lew days I have 
lelt depressed and anxious, wondering it I 
bad done right in asking yon to snare so 
uncertain a future as mine. 1 could 
not endure the thought of your love lading 
before troubles and trials whiih might 
be out ot my power to prevent. But you 
have cleared the donde away. I cinnot 
doubt you, dear one, when those true eyes 
of yours are looking into mine.’

He took her slim hands, and pressed 
them to his tips, then drew her into his 
arms, and kissed her upturned fsce.

•f love von,’ to slid, in a thrilling whisp
er. 'Oh,"my own, how I love you !’

She wanted nothing more—only to hear 
him say that—only to leel the waa nearer 
and dearer to him thin anyone else.

Approaching steps and voices warned 
them that their quiet retreat waa about to 
to invaded, and, with в last long tond look 
at one another, they lelt it.

And then their hostess came up to them, 
introduced в man to Shirley, and carried 
Vivian off with her, and lor the rest of the 
afternoon they barely caught a glimpse of 
one another.

But Shirley was too profoundly happy 
to mind that much.

It waa almost sufficient joy for her to see 
how mooh tor lover wu sought niter.

•West, the nr list, ia the handsomest man
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4P of raim M > tile, I11 I
ssdjhere. I wish yon were a :
SpiritCourt , a note wu brought to him.

It had eease from Royal Heath.
He knew, at once, who had written it.

»

tiooi
and on evil smile oi triumph illamiaod hi»

-of reiface.
If•Shonld like to see yon,’ the note ran. 

•Gilbert returns heme to-night. Moot me 
on the clifls, at tire.’

There was no signature.
Damon read the words twice through, 

then tore the piper to tiny fragment», and 
searched the tea breeze carry them assay.

•Nothing cool! have bun hotter,’ ho 
•aid. *1 toll cock sure the would piny " 
to my banda. I wonder what mischief she 
i».up to? She ia a dangerous snake, and 

•he ia crashed the better. It ia 
very certain, it I don’t make essay with her 
she will ssith me. Well, she hu nude it 
ears—the stints be praised for thatP

He emptied hit pips, refilled it, and 
timed quietly smoking while his tricked 
brain worked on and on.

Sir Martin had gone for one of the long, 
lonely ridu he wu ao tond of taking, and 
Djrrien had the afternoon to himsell.

He had intended calling upon some 
peonle in Coddington, and, accordingly, 
about four o’clock M set oat for that pur
pose.

Afterwards he made • circulation route 
to the clifls, reaching them without meet
ing anyone to knew.

The sub had gone in, the 
grey and misty, a damp fog wu coming 
from the sen.

It wu high tide, and the wares wore 
booming ot the foot ot the clifls.

All things, even the weather, seemed to 
occseien. Dorrien, 

thought, as h* walked slowly toward» 
Royal Heath, his eyes straining to catch, 
the first glimpse of Corn Rosier.

She came at lut walking quickly, a 
little out ol breath.

T am late,’ she arid. *1 feared yon 
would have turned back.’

•I waa about to do eo,’ ho replied. 
•Yonr note wu a aurpise to mo. What ia 
it yon want ?’

They began walking slowly toward» 
Coddington.

High gone bushes grew on the edge ol 
the cliff tore, and Sir Henry had had a fence 
placed lor safety ; but, further on, ,tha 
ground had broken away, and the cliff 
want shier down to the rocks beneath.

Aa Dorrien walked beside Core, he look
ed towards the spot.

T want to know n thing or two,’ she 
•aid. ’It will to wiser for you not to toll 
me liu.’

■Liu P to reputed, with an awkward 
laugh. I have no special need to toll yon 
any.’

•Yon have told me some already,’ ah» 
said. *1 want to know yonr reaion.’

She had stopped.
Her dark eyu were fixed on his, as it 

she would read hie innermost thoughts.
•’Pen my word, I don’t understand you,’ 

to deelired. ‘Explain as we walk on.’
T cannot come further. I must be 

home by six.’
He halt thought she had divined hie in

tention.
His fsce fell with the dread ol defeat.
It hid all seemed so easy.
He had felt so certain of winning hi» 

game.
But now, he saw thit she might, after 

all, escape him.
' And every moment lessened his chance, 

Cot tinned on Fifteenth Pace.
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•I am.*
She was feeling vaguely uneasy.
Hie manner, and the thinly-veiled mean

ing of fn words, all warned her abe waa 
reading on dangerous ground.

It would bave been quite possible for her 
to hive put an end to the conversation by 
joining some ol her friends, yet she did not 
do so, lor this man had the power to fascin
ate her as none other had ever done.

•You thick you are,’ he said. But it is 
poesible you make a mistake.*

•I know myeelt,1 she answered.
•You cannot be sure of youreelt,1 he ar

gued. ‘Sime day you will love, and then, 
my lady, yon will be no icicle.

My dear Lord Caraborcugh, you are 
telking nonsense, end evidently quite over
look the tact that I have a husband.1

•I overlook nothing concerning yon,1 he 
replied, impressively. ‘You have a hue- 
bsn<L You do not love him—he does not 
love you.1

•Lord Carsborough ! How dare yon talk 
like this ?'

‘Forgive me—I am but speaking the 
truth, and to you. What harm is there in 
my doing so ? Do you imagine I shoo Id 
talk like this to anyone else P Do you think 
I hold so poor an opinion ol you as to be
lieve you capable ot loving a man like Hen
ry Ay erst—an animal, with little sense and 
no n finement—a brute who has bought yon 
with his vile money?’

She lelt taint and frightened.
The concentrated passion of his voice 

seemed to be vibrating through all her 
nerves.

They bad reached a seat beneath a clamp 
ot willows.

She leaned against it tor support.
•I thought,1 she said, with a little catch in 

her breath, 4bat you were his friend P*
•I have befriended him,1 he said, slowly, 

•for your sake. It lay in my power to help 
him through a financial diffi mlty, and I die

•It was kind of yon,1 she said, struggling 
bravely to appear perfectly calm. ‘I, at 
least, am truly gratelul, though I scarce 
know how to thank you.1

•I need no thinks. All 1 ask, in return, 
is yonr iritndehip, yonr confidence. You 
have many admirers—many who, perhaps, 
love you ; but will you remember there is 
one grim old soldier who would give his 
all to you, asking nothing in return P1

He had taken her hands, and she let 
them lie in her strong sinewy clasp.

•I am not offering you the adoration 
that such fellows as young Grey throw at 
your teet. What I offer you is a very 
different thing ; but, believe me, it is not 
unworthy of your ladyship’s acceptance.

•I believe you,1 she said, her fair face 
flushing and paling beneith the glitter cf 
his eyes. ‘From to*night I shall consider 
you my—friend.1
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Nearly everyone had left the house for 
the verandah or garden.

Captain Grey had seated himself beside 
Lady Ayerst.

At a short distance from them glowed 
the red end of a cigar.

The smoker was a landing in the shadow.
He had been there for some time, but 

had not not spoken.
Madge knew who it was.
She was conscious, also, that a pair of 

eyes were watching her all the while.
Sbirlev, with her arm linked in Vivian 

West’s, had paused in passing, to make 
her remark about the garden-party.

‘I think Mr. Devitt one ot the nicest 
men I know,1 she said. ‘No one can say 
be is anything but a gentleman.1

Madge gave her little cisdsinful laugh.
•My dear child, >ou know so much about 

him ! How can yon say what be is ? The 
only time I ever had any conversation with 
him, 1 thought him an absolute cad.1

•I don't believe anyone else ever thought 
him that,1 Shirley returned indignantly. 
People always will speak well oi him. I 
never hear anyone abuse him but you.1

‘You don’t mean to say that 1 am the 
only person about here possessing any 
discrimination P'

*1 don’t say anything of the sort. I ssy 
you are very prejudiced. You don’t like 
him because of hie father—and the father 
ia dead and yon never knew him 1

‘And the son is living, and I don’t went 
Whst a little silly you 

Shirley! Tske her away, Vivian. It is so 
much too warm to argue1.

After a while. Sir Henery came to the 
window and asked Grey to join in a game 
oi billard.

The younger man rose rather reluctant
ly, and followed bis host.

Madge felt her heart beat a little quicker 
when he bad gone. She was alone now, 
except for that silent watcher.

She wondered it he would speak ; but a 
long minute slipped away, and he did not 
move.

.■
...

■- n the sooUf beadIS
:t ily.

sinlnl 
and fa 
at am

m
ще •

, | Ш. ■ і 

ШШ щ ÿШШ ж

і,

■

r\ ■stand 
and J 
they b

I
Chi

Ш Wet* 
tenehh 
Prophi 
all the 
tag, u 
been,і 
the nc 
oniven 
with ai 
has be 
now Oil 
which 
peaks і 
glow o 
Chris tii 
‘Thy k 
thrangl 
nufaith 
awake 
nee», ai 
ot lore- 
fellow I 
tor the 

Chris 
He dec 
Finishei 
taring • 
recogni 
still inc 
selves t 
time ioi 
tor ns tl 
us in re 
freely ai 
ly that 1 
cannot ] 
Joans, e 

Bat tl 
—thisC 
going tc

afternoon waa

4
favour him on this

1
>

t F'4

i:

to know him. are,

}
.

Ii

!

'

J

1I

She had ignored bis presence for the lest 
halt hour she had been sitting there, and, 
tor some indefinite reason, she did not went 
him to know that she bed been aware ot it.

She waited another minute or so ; then, 
gracetufiy rising, she left the verandah for 
the garden, walking slowly, expecting 
every inêtint to hear a footstep on the 
gravel behind her, but it did not come, and 
the quickened her pace, feeliog desperately 
angry with herself and with him, her face 
flushing holly with mortification.

Why did he behave like this—why did 
she care ? The mm was a regular bear. 
He wee hideous, too. She hated hie cruel, 
ugly fsce, and would be so glad and re
lieved when bis visit was over.

So her thoughts ran on.
It was not often that Lady Ayerat’a ser

ene content was ruffl d.
She chanced to have followed a path 

leading to a part of the garden which had 
not been chosen by her friends that evening 
and, finding that she met no one she began 
to retrace her steps.

They were probably canoeing on the 
lake, she thought, and turned in tint direc
tion.
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aches, back aches, head
aches and the thousand and 
one other ills which make 
life full of misery.

Most of these troubles are 
due to impure, imperfectly 
filtered blood—the Kidneys 
are not acting right and in 
consequence the system ie 
being poisoned with impari
ties.
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The sound of voices soon told her she 
was right

She was near enough to hear the occa
sional splash of the paddles, when a dark 
figure crossed her path, and Lord Cars- 
boroogh’s voice slid—

•What ghost comes here P’
•I was shoot to make the same enquiry.’
•Ah.it ia yonr ladyship! It is some

what strange lor yon to to wandering alone 
Have yon had enough of jour own society, 
madam, and may I join yon P’

•Certainly. I am going to the lake.'
The Royal Heath lake was a wide stretch 

of water into which dipped wesping wil
lows.

A small island rote in the centre.
It wna a very pretty spot, and в very Іат- 

orite one.
Little groupa oi people were wandering 

■long the mossy banks, and small canoes 
were gliding ovir the smooth water, across 
which voices same in sweat harmony, 

began to sing.
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DOAN’S KIDNEY PILLSü work 
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\ret. *daily proving themselves woman’s 
greatest friend and benefactor.

Here is an instance :
Mrs. Harry Fleming, St. Mary’e, N.B., 

eaye: “The use ot Doan’s Kidney Pille 
restored me to complete health. The 
first symptoms I noticed in my ease were 
severe pains in the small of my took 
and around the loins, toge 
general weakness and lose of appetite.

I gradually became worse, until, 
hearing of Doan’s Kidney Pilla, I got в 
box from our druggist.

I am pleased to testify to their effect
iveness in correcting the troubles from 
whioh I suffered.

■шш
. ;tsa

ліИ
are

me MODERN ten

PASTE. CAKE 
OR UQUID.

•fteonltiupfodateSib* 
in me mariigf

J.LJ>reicôtt XQ? New York.

№
ii: m

шштшштшшшміт. 11ЖІStrength fcher with

-

FMlIEOLi, VOBN AND FEEBLE
Dr. Ward’» Blood oat Nerve Pm». gj Щ

.j'ЗЯю -VvWЙїЙАчг4»j#j&r. У7
k ta, ..,18

SCO'

ШV

■' і s? A.

Mm
Ш'МШк

■

щ,

ж:
m
ш.

>
:

»

тйяшяшашйшшшшішшш'

W(\ fpameiine

SÀMÉUjË

àvîoîotaioîo;r>.4*

,

і

- TV
'

9

• -Р
^-

ГГ
'--

---
«V

иИ
т-і

».

RW
bf

-

■

. --------
---

---

•-
 --

«W
as

7

- Й
К":


