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“Parling kind heart!” thought Neil.
Aloud he said: “I will return it this
evening. As soon as I can turn in ‘my
calendar heading.”

The little bag was open. “I have on-
Iy half a dollar,” she said, looking at
him frankly and blushing.

“I necd cnly bhalf that much.”

She shyly put the coin on the pedes-
tal,

“Ah, don't” she said, cutting short
his ¢thanks. “it is nothing!”

But Neil would thank her, and in
great discomfort she turned to fly.

“Oh, wait a minute,” he said;
“there’'s something else.”

She looked alarmed.

*“} want to ask your advice. You

see, I've only been in New York three
months, zand I've moved three times. I
haven't had the price to join a class.
So I'm friendless.”

“Advice? What is it?”

“Didn’t it strike you as odd that I
should borrow a quarter when 1 said I
had only to turn in my tablet to get
five dollars?” 2

“No,” she said.

“Why don’t you ask me why Indon't

turn my work, and be done with it?".

“Well—why don't you?”

Neil fe!lt that hg had now paved the
way very clearg “That’'s what I
wanted to ask yelir advice about. Do
you think 1'd be arrested if I went
down in the street dressed like this?”

The eyebrows went up sharply. “Ar-
rested?” she echoed. *“Dressed like
that? What do you mean?”

*“I wouldn’t mind,” said Neil griave-
1y, “only if I was arrested 1 couldn’t
cash in my calendar heading.”

“Surely you're not in ecarnest,” she
said.
“Dead earnest,” said Neil “I

haven’t any other clothes.”

*No clothes?” she repeated with her
grave air of concern.

Neil saw that she suspected him of
being demented. He suppressed the
destre to laugh. She was so funny—
and so sweet. He couldn’t resist teas-
ing her a little.

“Pa~1 mean, trousers,” he said.

She locked quite aghast.

He pointed tragically to a scorched

ruin before the grate. “Burned up!”
he said.

“Purned?’ she murmured, wide-
eyed.

“ity only pair.”

“Hew did it happen?”

‘Well, you rememoer it rained yes-
terday, 1 got wet. When I went to
bed 1 built a little fire in the grate
and hung them before it. The chair
tipped over backwards. By the time
tho smoke. awakened me the damage
was done forever!” He held up the
ruined garment. “I might turn them
into knee pants,” ue said with an in-
nocent air, “but I haven't any long
stockings.”

“But this is serious!”
bukingly. “What are you
do?”

“I'm asking your advice,” said Neil.

she said re-
going to
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“1 suppose you haven't had any din-
ner?”

“Not a bite.” Shieatl

Her glance was turned inward for a
moment. “I haven't a thing in my

room.

But I'll get something.”

"“Oh, thanks!” said Neil, “But I'd
rather have pa—trousers than food.”
“But how could I?” she said, blush-
ing. .

“I have another pair being mended
at the tallor's in University Place,” he

said, eagerly. “That's what the quar-
ter ‘is for.”

“Oh!” she said, with a catch in her
breath.

There was a silence. Neil stole a
look at her. The round averted cheek
was the color of the sunny side of a
peach.

“It’s just around the corner in Uni-
versity Place,” he went on, cajolingly.
“Next' door to the Busy Bee lunch
room, His name is Pincushowitz.
Good name for a tailor, en? It's a
terrible thing to ask you to do. But
you see how I am pleased. If it was
any other street in town I wouldn’t
mind makizg a <dash for it. I could
put them on when I got there. But
Fourteenth street! You know what
it is. I'd be mobbed before I got
across the road.”

“Of course I'll go,”
“But I scarcely know
should I ask for?”

“Oh, thank you!” cried Neil. “Just
ask for the pants of the young man
who makes clay models. He doesn’t
know any name. They’re blue serge,
somewhat shiny in the—where they’re
worn, The bottoms were frayed, and
he was to turn them up and press
them for a quarter. You will be saving
my life!” \

“Oh, don't laugh,” she said in a
stifled voice, and fled downstairs.

Neil ran out into the hall and
looked over the banister after her, The
sound of her flying feet died away on
the interminable stairs. is heart
swelled big and warm with the
thought of her.

“Little darling!” he said to himself.
“So funny and kind and old-maidish
and adorable! What joy to have her

she murmured.
what—what

for a neighbor and a pal! To tease
her and love her to death!” A pang
of fear promptly attacked him.

“Heaven knows who may be ahead of
me. Sweet as she is, it isn’t possible
she has escaped other men up until
now."”

Hastening back into his room, he
consulted his little mirror,

“Lord! what a sight! This artistic
carelessness stuff can be carried too
far.” He violently attacked his unruly
hair with the brushes.

“Could 1 take her to dinner out of
that five?” he anxlousiy asked the
glass. “We could walk to Garlotti’s.
With tips it would cost one dollar and
thirty cents. Think of having that
across the table, Heavens, she
would inspire a mastodon to flights of

wit! But to live for a month
on three dollars and’ seventy cents
afterwards—it can't be done. Oh,

hang it! I'll sell my soul again, and
do another calendar-heading.”

After finishing with himslef, he vio-
lently set to work to put his ross In

order. Then he had to tidy himself
again, Still she did not comec. He
became seriously anxious. Had her

courage failed her at the door of the
tailor's? - Had Pincushowitz refused to
deliver the pants? Maybe the little
Jew had insulted her delicacy. He
would naturally suppose—Neil turned
hot and cold.

A hundred times he went out and
looked down the stairs. At last he
heard a muffled volce from the land-
ing below:

‘“Please go into your room and close

1 the door.”

“But why?" asked Neil. “What has
happened?”

“Please go in and close thg door!”
she repeated, with a plaintive note.
He obeyed, wondering. There was
a scurry on the stairs, a brief pause
outside his door, and a slammed door
in front. Neil stuck his head out.
There were the trousers safe enough,
hanging naked!y from the door-knob.
“Pincushowitz didn’t have any wrap-
ping-paper!” he said to himself. .

CHAPTER 1I.

Returning  from the lithographers
who empioyed him, with his money in
his pocket, Neil made haste to knock
upon the door of the front hall room.
There was no answer. At the same
time a certain quality in the stillness
within suggested that the tenant was
at home,
Neil was filled with resentment. Re-
turning to his own room, he left the
door standing open, and, making a pre-
:ensa of working, waited to confound
her.
Sure enough, in the eourse of an
hour she opened her door. Seeing him
on the watch, she made as if to go
back, but changed her mind and came |
toward theghedd of the stalrs with |
chin up.
“I knew vou were there
time,” said Nefl, morosely.
“Oh, was it you who knocked?" she
said, with an unconvincing air of inno-
cence. Her face was a study. She
wished to lie to him, but her essential
honesty rebelled, and her pride sug-
gested that it was none of his business
anyway.
“You knmew ft was I,” said Neil,
accusingly.
“So many people. canvassers, beg-
gars, come through the halls, I never
open my door,” she said. 2
“They don't trouble me much,” said
Neil. -
With an offended air she made to go
on downstairs.
It was impossible for him to remain

all the

-

P

castle, of course. I just wanted to pay
yogh bmcdk. Hm.”u‘ ‘ & e
e drop e coin her >
blushing. " i fie
“I accepted another order for a
calendar,” he sald, talking for talk’s
sake to detain her for a while, “so I'll

be in funds thig month, They wanted
the Courtship 6f Mileg, Standish in
high relief, but I persidfided them to’

give me a simple little Arabesque box
with ‘Hilgenreiner Brewing "ompany’
inside it.”

She smiled and made to go on.

“Haven’t you got a word to throw
me?” demanded Neil, all ready to be
offended again.

She turned a face of genuine dis-
tress towards him. “I don’t wish to be
unfriendly,” she said. “But there's
nothing to say, is there? ’'We don't
know each other.”
. “Let’'s get acquainted, then,” sald
Neil. “Come to dinner with me at
Garlotti’s, and we'll get acquainted
fast enough.” ¥

She looked at him with a startled
“Oh!” She quickly recovered herself.
“I'm sorry I can’t go,” she said,
soberly. °

“Why not?” he demanded,

“I have an engagement.”

Neil immediately fell prey to a
gnawing jealousy. “Oh!” he sald,
seeking to read her secret with prob-
Ing eyes, “Well—make it to-morrow
night.”

She shook her head.

‘“Another engagement?” he inquired,
sarcastically.

“No.”

“Then why not?”

The Soft and charming girl devel-
oped unexpected reserves when she
was pushed too far. She looked at
him fuli. *Because I don’t wish to,”
she said clearly.

Neil was reduced to sullenness, “Oh!
Slm:e you put it that way, I beg your
pardon,” he said, stiffly, *I thought
You were htuman and friendly, My
mistake.”
m“{ am frign;lly," she sald, resentful

urn, “bu 1 yon’
ey . 8 you won’t let me be

“Then why won’t you come out with
me?”

“You talk about friendliness,” she
sald, warmly. “If I wero another man'
you would net presume to cross-exam-
ine me!”

Neil's sense of justice compelled him
‘t'o confess the hit. He climbed down.
Oh, I suppose you're right,” he mut-
tered. “I Torgot myself. I'm sorry.”

At the sight of his confusion ehe
melted enchantingly. “It’s not such a
serlous. crime 2s all that,” and she
gave him one of her rare smiles, Nor
idd she offer to run away now.

It promptly intoxicated him again,
“I say, you must think I'm a regular

lobstﬁr!” he said, ardently.
“Oh, no!” she said, with a slightl
bored air. .

It was lost on him. “You will come
out with me sometime?” he insinu-
ated.

The sm.ﬂc was called in. “It's out of
t‘he question,” she returned firmly.
‘t’I:Peres nothing more to be said about

Then ehe did go.

i

l Nell was provoked to the mad extra-
vagance of dining himself at Garlotti's.
He enjoyed it very little, for after he
got there he felt mean thus to be
spending his money in eolitary gratifi-
cation, Afterward with the young
man’s iustinct of warding off trouble-
some thoughts he went to three mov-
ing picture shows in succession.

He got home before rﬁdnlght with
a headache, and without having at-
tained his object, for ae soon as he
lny down in his bed the troublesome
thoughts came thronging.

How eweet ehe was, and how baf-
fling! She had looked hurt when he
accused her of unfriendliness; yet
she had turned him down peremptor-
ilyWhat d!d that mean? What was
the matter with him that she didn’t
like him? Yet she did seem to like
:um, but kept him at arm’'s length,
00.

Humility wae not one of Neil's vir
tues. That such a soft, appealing, ador-
able creature should dare to set her
will against hic drove him wild. He
would show her! But hew, if she didn’t
care? Somehow she eeemed to be able
to put him in the wrong. She made
him cut an inglorious figure in his
own eyes, Unpardonable in her! Oh!
confound her, anyway, for belng so
maddeningly sweet!

At intervals his old eelf would arise
and edminister dlscipline, “Here you!
Cut it out! You're in a fair way to
make a fool of yourseii, This will in-
terfere with your work. Get a grip on
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yourself, She’s only a girl like a thou-
sand others. You can’t afford it!” And
so forth and so forth.

And then he would fall to speculat-
ing on the mystery that enveloped her.
What sights could life have shown
her, a mere girl, that made her eyes
60 deep and quiet and wistful with the
recollection? Only pain borne in sil-
ence can lend human beings an immut-
able dignity like hers. What had she
been through? Indeed she wes not a
girl like al] the others. He had never
s2en a pair of eyes that could play on
his heartstrings like hers.

In short, self-discipline was a fail-
ure. Hé was no sooner dressed mnext
morning than he opened his door-and
fixed desirous eyes on the door down
the hall. He Went without his break-
fast for fear she might slip out while
he was gone, Work was a hollow "re-
tense, The old beggar stood untouched
under his cloth. The sculptor made
feeble sketches for calendar headinge
and tore them up. The door he watch-
ed was never opened. By and by a
sharp anxiety attacked him. Suppose
8he were taken sick in there alone! A
lively recollection of yesterday's re-
buke kept him as yet from inquiring.

In the middle of the day he heard
the postman’s whistle, and for a di-
version, traveled downstairs on the
slim chance of finding a letter. Since
the responsibility of the post-office de-
partment ends at the street door each
of the tenants maintained a mail-box
in the eantry. All of different sizes and
designs, the collection hung on the
wall like nests in a chimney.

As he came down the last flight Ne!l

wes astonished to see the girl of his
thoughts in the act of unlocking her
box. How had she got there before
him? He lingered inside, meaningdto
accost her in the greater privacy of
the stair hall. The light was behind
her, and Neil could not read her ex-
pression.
Something suggested, however, that
she was changed from the day before.
She did not get a letter, and Neil's
jealous heart was glad. Instead of
ceming in, she immediately turned in-
to the street again.

Neil involuntarily followed her, hat-
less as he was. She had not been home
since early morning, he knew, and he
suspected not all night.

She turned east, and crossing the
wide esplanade under the shadow of
Lincoln, cntered Union Square, with
{ts high green fences and clutter and
wrack of subway constructicn. She
walked with the curious hurried aim-
lessness one eees s0 often in New
York. Neil became sure that some-
thing was wrong, She seemed in a des-
perate hurry to get somewhere, yet
suddenly she stopped and sat down
on a bench. It was as if her legs had
refused to carry her further.

As he drew closer Neil saw her face.
#Hle was prepared to read trouble there,
but he was shocked by what he saw.
She was as white as paper, and a look
of wild terror dilated her eyes. It
wrung his breast. She made him think
of a fainting hare listening to the bay
of the hounds.

And this in the middle of New York
at mid-day with hundreds paseing to
and fro, none giving a eeccnd look.
He slipped into the seat beside her.
“Good morning,” he said, with an ami-
able assumption of fatuousness.

8he turned her eyes on him with-
qqt recognition,

“Watching the animale march?” he
sald, making himself as much like a
clown as he couild.

“Oh—you're the young man in the
the back room,” she eaid dully. “Please
go away, 1 wish to be alone.”
“Oh--you're the young man in the
back room,” she said dully. “Please
go away, 1 wish to be alone.”

Neil could not rcsent it, seeing those
eyes. “You're in trouble,” he eald
bluntly, “Can’t I help?”

“I—I have neuralgia,” she said with
a curious painful eagerness. ‘“That's
what makes me look so pale and hag-
gard. There’s nothing to do but wait
till it goes.”

“You were not home all night,” he
€aid at random.

By ber terrified start he knew it was
true. She quickly made an effort to
recover herself. ‘“Noneense!” she said.
“I got up very early becauvee 1 could
not sleep.”

“What's the use of making believe?”
asked Neil quietly.

“Why do you force yourself on me
He was not to be discouraged. “1&m
Your friend,” he said.

“Friends!” she cried. Her voice be-
gan to shake hysterically. “Men can't
be friends with women! They aiways
want something. I tell you I have
nothing for you—nothing! Now go and
let me be!” 5

But Neil sat tight. After a long time
she asked “Why don’t you go?”

Neil smiled with obstinate good na-
ture. !

“It would be easy for you find out
it 1 want something.! he said. “If
things are very bad wjth you already,
it wouldn’t matter if } turned out no
good, would it? And on'the other hand
I might not be @ bad lot, You know.”
She searched him deep with lier
wild, pained eves / *“I don't beliete
tkere's such a thing as decency or
manliness,” ehe murmured.

‘“Mayhe not,” said Neil.

“Well, I will try you!” she said-wild-
1y. “It I could have a friend—But it
isn’t possible. It doesn’'t maiter, any-
viay. . . No questions, mind. Oh, it's
only a little thing, anyway. I talk in
thig silly way! You mustn’t mind. It's
my head—" She paused.

“Fire away!"” said ‘Neil, with a stolid
air, calculated to quiet her.
She mede a piteous effort to
In a natural, off-land way.

“I want something out of my room.
My photographs off the bureau. Those
terrible stairs I'm not equal to them.

P

; speak

two pho phs. They ere the only
photographe there. Don’t forget to
lock the door after you. And hurry. Oh,
please hurry!”
(To be continued.)
English War Bread.
War bread made from Government
regulation flour has caused sno much
illnegs in England that chemists and
bakers are working together under the
direction of crown officers in an effort
to eliminate the ‘‘rope disease” which
affects the bakings. Many ®ults who
eat the bread develop severe cases of
indigestion, while children break out
in sores in many parts of the body.
In addition to the ill-health among
the consumers of the war bread the
monetary loss from ruined bakings has
reached a large sum and is growing
larger, Affairs become eo serious that
a delegation of the London Master
Bakers' Association called on the
Prime Minister and urged a geturn to
the 75 per cent. flour,
One case was cited in which a baker
had to destroy 3,600 loaves of bread,
largely because mould had ruined it. In
another instance a baker sold 1,200
loaves of spoiled bread to manufac-
turers of pig food and was compelled
to suffer a double loss, for when the
authorities heard of the matter the
baker was arrested and fined $250 for
“wasteful extravagance in’ war time.”
A. F. May, secretary of the metro-
politan committee for war savings and
food economy, attributes most of the
trouble to. too large a proportion of
non-glutinous materials in the flour.
In some cases it was found that bakers
were using peanuts, cdlled by the
English money nuts, to mix with the
flour.
So far “rope disease” has baffled the
investigetors in the British Isles. One
London baker in testifying before an
investigating committee gave it ay his
opinion that ‘“rope” is a second fer-
mentation which arises in the haking
and i3 further developed through keep-
ing the bread for the stipulated

twelve hours.
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DISEASE COMES
THRGUGH THE BLOOD

Tc Cure Common Ailments the Blood
Must be Made Rich and Red.

Nearly all the common diseases that
afflict mankind are caused by bad
blood—weak, watery blood poisoned by
impurities. Bad blood 1is the cause
of headaches and backaches, lumbago
and rheumatism, debility and indiges-
tion, neuralgia, sciatica and other
nerve troubles. It is bad blood that
causes disfiguring Sku\ diseases like
cczeme, and salt rheum, pimples and
eruptions. The severity of the trouble
indicates how impure the blood is, and
it goes always from bad to worse un-
loss ateps are promptly taken to enrich
and purify the blood. There is no
use trying a different Rledicine for
each disease, for -they all come
through the one trouble—bad blood.
To cure any of these troubles you
must get right down to the root of the
trouble in the blood.- That is just
what Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills do. They
make new, rich, red blood. They
simply purify and enrich the blood,
and the disease disappears. That is
why Dr. Willlams’ Pink Pills have
cured thousands of cases after other
medicines had failed. Here is proof of
the power of Dr. Willilams’ Pink Pills
toccure. Mrs. M. Stills, who resides
near the town of Napanee says: . “I
cannot praise Dr. Williams' Pink Pills
too highly. I was very much run
down in health, suffered from fre-
quent spells of indigestion, billious-
ness, and sick headache. I had an
almost constant pain in my head and
my housework was a course of dread.
In fact I felt so miserable that life
held but little enjoyment. I was ad-
vised to try Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills,
which 1 did, and the result was simply
rvelious, and can best be summed
up by saying that they made me feel
like & new wcman, and fully restored
my health. -I-would gwise every wo-

man and girl who ha§ poor blood, or
is run down in healtl to give these
wonderful piils a trial .= I am never
without them in the. house.”

At the first sign that the blood is
out of order take Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills, and note the specedy improve-
ment they make in the appetite, health
and spirits. You can get these pills
through any medicine dealer or by
mail at 50 cents a box or six boxes for
$2.50 from The Dr. Williams* Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.
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POETICAL JAPS.

.

Whole Nation Most Poetical Race
On Earth.

“Perhaps it would not be far wrong
to say that the Japanese are the most
poetical nation in the world,” William
N. Porter says, in the introduction to
this compilaticn, “A Ysaar of Japanese
Epigrams.” “From their earliest school
days children are taught the conven-
tional rules for composing verse; and,
having in addition all the inherited
knowledge and poctic appreciation
handed down from past generations, it
is not surprising to find that verses
are composed and jotted down upon
all occasions and on all subjects. Po- |
etry is in the air; poetical parties take |
the place of our bridge drives; picnies
are given, when the guests are in-
vited to view somc specially fine
flowering trees and are expected to
compose verses, which are then writ-
ten upon narrow siips of paper and
attached to the branches; and each
January a National Poetical contest, |
called Uta-awase, takes place, when
each one in the land, from the highest
to the lowest, is allowed to send in a
verse on a special subject chosen by
the Emperor. The results are care-
fully sortcd out, classified and finally
reduced to the few best, which are
then read out and published in the
newspapers.

“Verses are to be found on pictures,
screens, fans, china, towels, handker- |

8o you see—it's only a little thing af-

angry with her. “Oh, never mind,” he

sald, suickly., “Your room in your

‘The result of their 40 years experience
is at your service,

ter ill, Here's the key. The portfolio
standg on a chair in plain view—and
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chiefs; most newspapers /and maga-
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The first thing to do in restoring dry,
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Japanese student to produce veérses in
the unromantic smoke of a north of
England town.

“The oldest and most classical meter
is the tanka, a five-lined verse of
|, thirty-one -syllables, and for many
years thzg was the only kind of verse
known in Japan. But in the fifteenth
and sixteenth centuries a kind of lit-
erary pastime came into fashion calied
renga; one person composed the first
three lines of a tanka verse and the
other players had to extemporize a
suitable last couplét or vice versa.
From this arose the custom of com-
posing a complete verse in three lines
only, consisting of seventeen syllables,
five-seven-five, which was called hai-
kai, haiku, or hokku.

Most people will be inclined to
think that no real poetry can be writ-
ten within such narrow compass; for
each hokku is complete in itself, it
does not stand merely as one verse in
a longer poem. But that is just
where the skill of the hokku writer
comes in. . The nation that can pro-
duce those miracles of Lilliputian car-
vings and paintings, which can only be
appreciated by the aid of the magnify-
ing glass, and complete little landscape
gardens with fish ponds and growing
trees within the space of a small tea-
tray, are adepts at this sort of thing.
The writer in a few striking words
strives to couvey the suggestion ofan
idea of the outlines of a picture
against a background of mist, and the
reader is left to fill in the details for
himself. Indeed the hokku writer
does in verse what the artist does with
his suggestive brushwork, sketching in
a few strokes, hinting at his meaning,
and leaving the rest to imagination.”

-

THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET.

(With apologies wherever needed).
How dear to my heart are the scenes of
by childhood -
When winter iz here and the coal bim

is low!
In dreams I go back to the deep-tangled

‘WO
That gave us the backlog we burned long
0,

ago. s
The jolly old backlog, the mug of Lot
ciaer—
Of comforts like these did our grande
father tell,
When grandmother sat with her candle
beside her
In that littl, old cabin that stood mear
the well—

That little red cabin,

That wood-ieated cabin

That old-fashioned cakin that stood
near the well. y

When summer is hot on the wheat and.

the popples.
And bumblebezs buzz in the gay-flow-
cred baim, i O
How far from our mind then the plumb-
er's big skop 18!
QOur modern conveniences ‘work ltke a

charm,
But oh, when the mercury drops like a
rocket
And water papes burst, then I'm longing
fo sel
And go back to the house With its moss-
covered bucket, M
Its winter-proof bucket that hung in
the well—

That moss-covered bucket,

That ice-spangled bucket,

That bucket that never froze
in the well,

Then turn, O my Leart, to the sc2ues of

my childhood,

The coal is quite gone and the fire is
dead;

Boik meatless and wheutless, we long for
the wildwood

That vielded our measure of bacon and
bread;

No meters to pay, and no plumber's dbill

s0aring,
But 2 jolly old blacklog &-sizzling and

down

roaring
Aund a never-Jeak bucket to hang in the
well— ~n

The old oaken bucket,

The iron-Bound bucket;

Hurrah for the bucket that-hangs in
the well!

—TFlorence Boyce Davis
' Times.

Helps a Weak Throat
Strengthens the Voice
Cures Bronchitis

in New York

By Breathing the Healing Balms of
Catarrhozone You Are Cured
Without Using Drugs.

You breathe through the Catarrho-
zone inhaler medicated air that is
full of healing, soothing balsams.
full of piney antiseotic essences that
resemble the air of thespine woods
in the Adirondacks. The piney vapor
has a truly marvelous action on weak
throats. It brings strengith and health
to the bronchitic, stops that hacking,
{rritating cough, preventis hoarseneas
and difficult breathing. You can't
find anything for weak-throated-peo-
vle on earth more beneficiai than Ca-™
tarrhozone. It means heaiven on earth
to the man that has had bronchitis,
catarrh or throat irritatioir. You will
realize this the first time vou use Ca-
tarrhozone, which is a scientific pre-
paration especially designed for dis- :«
eases of the nose, throat and, bron- e
chial tubes. Get the large size; it ")
last two months, costs $1.00; medium e
size, 60c; sample size, 25c. All store- iy

tines publish poetry; thé people sing
while at work. I have even known a

keepers and druggists or the Catarrh«
ozone So., Kingston, Canade. b
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