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H. doe. wet s’, owo. rand the letter, bat 
а ііш. at in имяімііи, dip. it 

Mo ha naefca; and. weather ha is abend 
nnno it or est, his «aamWÈII* 
ir the haughty, iaseretabl. auk peeal-

nitty aattenag baaeath hi. breath—
‘Jev. I what a little vixen it is i’eadatfha 

має instant, wu abruptly ton into * broad 
winiliag emeus, et the teith.i ewd of which 
a a double flight et etooo steps, leadiag ap 
ta the treat door el the Mur- 

Without waitiag tor Nigel1.
•pnog o the grond, had in aaethu eae- 
aaat or two lea ів і he great aarble pend

eeye, hmdty, and, 11 I look ep into the 
nleaeaat, haadeeme feee heat abate 
I know that, howetw anoh I bit detaet 

in Nigel, 1 .hall deerty lore ay

to
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tiealar Bate of apart 
o’clock Aunt Di and I seek oar respective 
room, though tdoaot at one go a hod. 
Instead, I pick ap ‘A Fee Adtemry,* 
end prepare to indalge ia a^hott read ere

Bat at abort read tame Hull into a
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•And, if ther do not find it dull, why 
taebo ehooldir 

For a
‘Well, per hi pi you will not,’ he eayw, 

with a «mile. ‘To eonteu the «rath, I wu 
judging your feeling (roa ay own. I 
the Mit of fellow who aoat—er—lire in a 
crowd, yon know.’

•I see,’ retunrieg hii mile.
Then, after a

•Do you—ere you acquainted with my 
aunt and cousin Г

Again, what is there in ay simple q 
tien to сапи anybody the least embama- 
mint P

Tet embalmed by it my companion evi- 
dently is, and, for a toll half-minute, he 
stares out of the window beside him in 
silence ; then—

■I hate not the honor of Lady lllradene’s 
acquaintance,’ he says, slowly, ‘bat I am 
slightly acquainted with Sir Nigel. I won­
der, Mia lltradene, if—’

At last wo are off. Abu hewHeg swift­
ly through the one only street which the 
Tillage of Coldermere appears to poasea, 
we torn iato a broad, meeth reed, stretch­
ing a. far m the eye oen see acre* the 

The aeon has by this time risen in all
her glory, outing a flood of alesoet------
tide radiance ewer the sloaberowe earth.

to ha own per
1 and at elevenWho

Well, my I

W lire there.’
ball.her.though I hate nr ter

Ton see, my mother died when I 
hern, and ay fathu when I 
yews old.

Now, ay father had rather pseabar 
ideas as to a gbl’s up-bringing, and his 
will desired that I should hekept at school, 
seen during the holidays, until I reached 
ay eighteenth birthday, whrn I was to 
take up ay residence with my aunt.

Yesterday I attained the age of eighteen 
years, so this afternoon 1 am on ay way, 
es 1 said a moment ego, to my aunt, 
and 1 cannot help specula ting s 
good deal, as the train rushes 
northward, as to what ay unknown, 
relations will be like, tor 1 forget to say 
that I pome.it cousin, Sir Nigel Illradcne 
as well as an aunt.

I am still absorbed in these speculations 
when wo suddenly stop at Gilfienan Junc­
tion, and here, for the first time, my pritaoy 
is landed—by a young man with a Glad­
stone bag, a bundle ot rugs, and an arm­
ful of literature.

•By Jote. a lady Г I hear him mutter 
between hii breath, ashia eyes fall upon 
my a mall person ; then, leaning a little for­
ward, he goes on in a loader tone : ‘1 must 
apologue lor my somewhat unceremonious 
entrance’—which had been accompanied ty 
в good deal of noise—‘but, if I hadn’t ab­
solutely flung myself into the first compart­
ment in Which I could find rn empty seat.

shsrpty defining etrry bosh, eteey 
brown-green mob, end toning the 
•bold torrent’ which 'high-rows 
doon free the mountain,’ into e diall­
ing ribbon ot tirgin siher.

And then an eye. i 
landscape to the taco of the ana 
whom I am sitth^i and who has 
once spoken since we left Coldermere 
Station. How dreadfully gloomy he leeks ; 
I winder if this » his normal 
or can I be the сапи cl it P For a minute 
I continued to meditate in silenoe, then—

•I certairly cannot congratulate you 
upon year route national powers, Cousin 
Nigel,’ I remarked, sarcastically. ‘Pray, 
do you петит talk, or is it that yon don’t 
consider me worth wasting 
action on P

‘Whichever you like,’ he answers, with 
a calm nonchalance which asks me down­
right angry.

•I think you are tery rude,’ I retort, 
eleratirg my chin at least three inches 
higher into the air than I am wont to carry

long owe, far—
‘Ding-dong, ding-dong, ding dong 
With quite a narrons start I spring to 

ay feet, lotting my book loll to the floor 
It » actually a quarter to twelrw. Near­

ly s whole hoar ha elapsed 
good night to Aunt Di.

I meet portai ely hs

t he is silent, than—

my
AuntDi.

winder from the I saidCHAPTER U.
in ay new

and, on the whole, I am tery happy.
As I thought she would be, ay 

everything that is sweet and Had.
As to ay cousin, I do not see very much 

ot him, but quite as much as I want to see ; 
I do not like him, and I never shall like 
him, I am perfectly certain.

At this particular moment I am wander- 
inn along the summit ot the lofty cliffs 
which engirdle this port of the coaB su far 
as the eye can reach, and, suddenly, whom 
should l come lace to face with but Mr.

I have been three to hod new, 
or I shall he vary apt to over sleep myself 
in the morning ; and, thinking thee, I pro­
ceed with ay nightly toilet, which fiafsned, 
1 crow to the window of my bedroom 
furtheet from ay bed, to draw up the Mini.

It is a whim of saine to sleep with this 
blind up, that the morning light may early 
ІІГ6ІМ into ШТ

What a beautiful night it is ! so beauti­
ful, in toot, that I cannot reeist the tempta­
tion of seeing a while at the tony scene 
which Isas spread out before see.

Immediately beneath ay window is a 
wide ежрааи ot Mft green tort, and, if 
there were such beings as sprite, and elves 
they would surely be holding a seerry re­
vel upon it to night.

Of course, thaw eta-fluttering shadows 
are merely cawed by the danoing leaves 
ot the sentinel elms which skirt the lawn.

The aoon is responsible tor much that is 
mysterious and weird .particularly when she 
is ss bright as she is tonsight ; yet where 
her silvern rays cannot penetrate, bow
very dark it і», almost------

But what is that P 
Vigorously I rub ay eyes. No, I am 

not dreaming ; a shadowy figure is crow­
ing the graw plot beneath me.

Upon ssPoa, upon what am I gening— 
upon a man, a woman, or—upon a visitant 
bom another world P 

The figure is shrouded from its neck to 
the ground in a loose, dark garment ot 
BOOM sort, not unlike a monk’s robe ; while 

its heed, completely hiding its face, 
is drawn a hood or ooirl.

Like one fascinated, I continue to

meat’s hesitation, I ir­

ont »

rasa.

your conter-

Leonard Joestyn, whoa, somehow, I am 
constantly meeting in ay walks.

He has hitherto been hidden from my 
view by a giant rock, locally known as the 
Prior’s Crow, it being in the shape ot a rude 
cress, but directly he does eaten eight of 
me, be hurries forward with an eager sails 
and, nothing loth, I stop end greet him.

•A beautiful day, is it not P I remark, 
brilliantly.

‘It is, indeed,’ he agrees. ‘You are tak­
ing a walk; may I accompany yen—a lit­
tle way at any rate P*

‘But I am not going any further,’ I oh- 
ject ; ‘I was just about to retrace my way 
homewards, when we met.’

‘Then вау I not accompany you on your 
homeward journey P I am myself going to 
the Priory.’

‘You are going to the Priory P I ecj sat­
iate ; and then, all at once remembering 
that my astonishment at his destination u 
not altogether polite, I go on hastily ; ‘01 
course you may accompany me, Mr. J 
lyn, il you wish to do so.’

•Thanks many. I shall not be in your 
way P

‘Deddely you will will not. I wu only 
wishing five minutes before I met yon, that 
I had a companion.’

•You are beginning to find life at the 
Priory rather dull, then, I am afraid P 

•Oh no, I am not I’ quickly j ‘not in a 
general way, that is, but there are moments 
when the—-the mut hermit-tike people 
lorg for g little society.’

‘1 see,—with bis pleasant rmile—‘but
surely Lady Ilfradene or Sir Nigel----- ’

•My Aunt, Mr Josalyn,’ interrupting 
him, ‘never walks, except in the garden ; 
she is something ot an invalid, and much 
exertion is beyond her.’

‘But Sir Nigt 1 P in a questioning tone. 
‘I beg your pardon, though Mias Effing- 
bam ; you will think me unduly curious, I 
am afraid----- ’

‘Not at all,’ 1 «interrupt again, in my 
most graoicus lone. I think if is very 
kind ot you to take an interest in—er my 
proceeding, and I don’t in the leut mind 
rnswerirg your question. You evidently 
labour under the delusion that I have only 
to appeal to my cousin when I leel a lit­
tle lonely ; but, Mr. Josalyn, 1 migit just 
u well uk the man in the moon to de- 
cend to myjlrivolons depths, u my cousin 
Nigel; besides, is he did condecend to 
bestow a fraction of hie society upon me,
I don’t і bina I should enjoy it, for, to on- 
teas the truth, I am just a wee bit afraid 
of him.’

‘You are afraid ol him 1 Surety he has 
never dared to—to

‘Box my can,’ I finish, demurely ; ‘oh, 
dear, no ! It is his maimer, which is so 
very superior; it always makes me leel 
that I am a mere school-girl. And then 
hie temper ; my own is certainty anything
but angelic, but his----- ’

With su expressive shrug of my shoul­
ders I pause, and Mr. Josalyn laughs.

‘Yes, I can quite agree with you there,’ 
he declares. -1 quite expect, too. that I 
shall get something more than a touch ot 
his temper this morning.’

‘You are coming up to the Priory, then, 
to are my cousin PT I ques ion.

•Iam.’
‘Well, you won’t find him at home ; he 

has gene over to Surbiton, and will not be 
back much before seven o’clock. Can— 
ran I deliver him any message firm you, 
Mr. JosslynP’

He hesitates ; then slowly he draws a 
rquare white envelop out of an inside 
poiket in his coat, end holds it towards

•This letter, Miss Effingham—if you 
will kindly give it yourself to Sir Nigel as 
soon after his return home as you poaibty 
ran, you will be conferring a great kind­
ness upon me, and—er—and ’

‘Ol course I will give it him, with plea­
sure,’ 1 interpose, quickly.

‘And now, Mr. Josalyn, you ready must 
not come with me any father, now that 
you are not coming up to the Priory. You 
will have a sufficiently long walk back to 
Coldermere as it is.’

Judging from his face and manner, Mr. 
Josalyn would tike to combat this last 
determination ol mine ; but after a 
hesitation, he does not, and with a hand- 
shale we і operate.

Of course, I tell Aunt Di of my meeting 
with him ; bat, for soaae f ‘ "
son or other, I do not 
for Ni

' I
•But I am not Miss Ilfradene,’ I inter­

rupt, laughingly ; ‘I am Klora Effingham. 
My father was Lady lllradene’s brother.’

•Thank you. I beg your pardon.’
•And now that you know to whom you 

are talking,’ 1 go on, demurely, ‘may I 
not know to whom I am talking P*

•Certainty,’ with a bow. ‘1 am Leonard 
Josalyn, Miss Effiingham—very much at 
your service.’

And then, for some unfathomable па­
мп, we both liugh. .

The shadows ol the even’ng an by this 
time beginning to draw over the flying 
landscape, and, as 1 sit gasing out into the 
warm summer twilight, 1 find myself ment­
ally repeating those well-known tinea of 
the poet Longfellow—

і

!‘Not at ad,’ is the reply. ‘I ay -Which­
ever you like,’ because I know, from ex­
perience, how profitless it is to argue with 
one ot your perverse ax.*

■Did ask you to argue P’ I interrupt, my 
wrath increasing.

‘Perhaps you did not ; but, if I hod 
answered that I never do talk, except 
when compelled to do n, or if I had said 
that you an not worth wasting ay con­
versation on, you would certainly have 
started mum sort ol an argument, which 
must have been an utterly profitlem one.

the train would have gone on without me ; 
it is very crowded this afternoon. Do say 
that you pardon my rudeness.’

‘Itdeed, 1 have nothing to pardon,’ I re­
join a trifle ahyly.

‘It is very kind of you to say so. If I 
had allowed this train to go without me, it 
would have meant my staying at the junc­
tion all night. I am going to a little, out- 
ot-the-world spot called Coldermere, and, 
after this train, then isn’t another one 
then until six o’clock to morrow morning.’

‘How very odd !’ is my involuntary ex­
clama1 ion ‘I am going to Coldermere, 
too.’

1
I

•Pray do not trouble to explain any 
further,’ I interrupt again. ‘I am sorry 
that I ‘compelled’ you to apeak, but you 
may rest assured that I will trouble you 
very, very little in the futon with my con­
versation.’

‘Thank yon,’ and such is the coolness of 
his tone, the nonchalance ot his manner, 
that I feel as though I could turn and rend

Again for a space then is a dead silence 
between us ; then, to my secret, but can- 
tolly-veiled, astonishment, Nigel suddenly, 
and ot hie own accord, addresses me.

•How did you come to make that fellow 
Joselyn’s acquaintance F’ be demands, 
curtly.

But it is my turn to be mute now, and, 
judging from the atony etaro I fix upon the 
horse’s ears, I might be as deaf as one of 
the apart rocks we an constantly passing.

•Do your hear me, Klom P’ Negel asks, 
in an impatient, not to say ill-tempered, 
tone finding that I do not apeak. ‘How 
did you come to make Joailyn’s ac­
quaintance P’

Still, silence is the onty answer hie ques­
tion nceivee.

•Oh, very well, romain silent if you wish 
to do so,’ he says at last, in a sert of ti­
de esn’t-matter-to me voice. ‘But, if you 
don’t answer my question, 1 shell dnw my 
own conclurions from your silenoe. I shell 
conclude that you have become acquainted 
with him in some way of which you an 
now ashamed.’

With steadily increasing wroth I have 
listened to the above nasty speech, and 
new that is finished, I turn upon its author 
with scarlet cheeks and flishmg eyes.

•You may draw what conclusions you 
ріеам,’ I say, hotly. ‘Your opinion is to 
me a matter ot the most supreme indiffer­
ence ; but now that we an on the subject, 
I will tell you what my opinion of you is. 
When I started from school th e morning, 
I sincerely hoped that my new relations 
would—would tike me, even as I was pre­
pared to like, to love them ; but now- 
well, I am still propand to love An it Di, 
for, judging from the letters she has sent 
me, she must be eveything < hat is sweet 
and good ; but you, Cousin Nigel-------- ’

I pause.
‘Yes, whst of me P’ he asks, with a very 

percrptible sneer.

The dsу is done, and the darkness 
falls from the wings ot eight, 

4s a if a1 her is wared downward 
From an eagle tn his night. oss-

Thus far do I get in my reflections, 
when the voice ot my fellow-traveller sud­
denly awakens me ont of them, and, with 
something of a start. 1 turn towards him.

•1 beg your pardon,’ 1 murmur. ‘You 
wen saying—’

•That in another two minutes we shall 
roach Coldermere,’ he responds, with a 
rm le.

This is welcome news to me,and, spring­
ing to my feet, 1 gather my impediments 
together, so that,when the train does stop,
I have nothing tojdo but to spring out 
upon the plstiorm.

With anxicus eyes, I gaze around me, 
while Mr. Josalyn kindly departs to the 
luggage van to rescue my trunks, and 
then, all at once, a deep,«musical, though 
somewhat drawling voice falls upon my ears.

■1 beg your pardon,’ it says coolly, ‘but 
think you must be my cousin, Klora 

Effinghem ?’
‘And yon must be my cousin, Nigel 

Ilfradene,’ 1 returned, shyly glancing up 
at the tall, dark man, who has emerged 
ott of the gathering dark 

T am,’ with a bow, but not making the 
least offer ot bis hand, which chills me not 
a little ; the omission of a handshake teems 
such an uncousinly, not to say unfriendly 
action. ‘1 have driven the dogcart in to 
meet you,’ he informs me next, ‘and it is 
waiting your convenience in the road. 
We can only take one of your boxes 
with us, the luggage cart will bring 
you rest in the morning, so if yen 
will point out to me the particular one you 
wish to tave.with you, I—by the-by, I sur- 
pose you have them—the trunks, 1 mean— 
liken out ot the luggage van f’

,A gentleman who travelled down 
me from Gilfinnan Junction is kindly see- 
ing alter them,’ I answer ; ‘I believe you 
are acquainted with him— he is Mr. Leon­
ard Josslyn----- ’

•Leonard Josslyn !’ my cousin t j»culates, 
staring at me as though he thinksjme just a 
trifle mad.

‘Yes Leonord Jossylyn,’ I retort. ‘He 
got into my carriage at GVfinnan Junction*

But how did you come to------’
The rest ot Nigel’s sentence, however, I 

am not destined to hear, for he abruptly 
outs it short, as he tees Mr. Josslyn him­
self rapidly coming towards us.

He greets my eousin with a piaster t 
■How do, Ilfradene f’ which Nigel acknow 
ledges merely with a shadowy nod ; then 
he turns to me.

•Your trunks are ready. Miss Effioghan,’ 
he sa;s, g«nially. •! have left them in 
the care ot the porter ; what shall I t< 11 
him to do with them P’

•Excuse me,’ my oouiin’s slow, oolJ 
pose ere I can speak, ‘I wi.l 

loi k after Miss Effingham’s belongings, 
she need not trouble you any further, Mr 
Jus lyn.’

Beneath this most decided snub, LeonarJ 
.Josslyn colours hotly, an angry gleam 
fiaahmg into his blue eyes ; then, lifting bi< 
hat, he wou'd turn away without another 
vo'd, onty I detain him.

■Think you,’ I say, in grateful accents, 
and as he tikes my extended hand into h:s 
warm, close claip. the cloud leaves hii 
brow, and he returns my smile.

‘May I not ray au revoir instead of good­
bye P’ he asks.

■Certainty; it shall be tu ravoir, Mr. 
Joistyn. if you wish it to be,’ I answer, 
tesnily, ‘anu’—with a wicked glmce at 
Nigel, who looks colder, faughtier, am 
more di-pleased then ever— T should tike 
it to be au ravoir, too; 1 hate the woid 
good-by».’

What hie reply would be, I know net: 
am destined never to hear it, for laying his

stan down upon the weird form, until 
round the corner ol the‘An you?'—and he favors me with a 

glance which is a decidedly curious one, 
and which fills me with some l'tlle wonder. 
‘As you said, 'How very odd !’ Fancy two 
people, strangers to each other, alighting 
at Coldermere Stat on from the same train.
I only hope that such an unprecedented 
event will not prove too I xciling lor the 
brails of the stationmaster and solitary 
porter.’

•I hope it won’t,’ I laugh, quite forget­
ting that I am talking to a min who is a 
perfect titranger to me. ‘Is Cofrermere, 
chin, really such a very, very out-ol-the- 
world place F’

'You are not acquainted with it, then ?’
‘Not in the least,’
T will describe it to you as well as 1 eau’ j 

—again fivoring me with a glance which I 
still cannot hi Ip thinking is a somewhat 

‘The village consists ot 
ta inly not more than twenty houses, with a 
population of, perhaps, a hundred inhabi­
tants. It s'andt on the edge ol a wild moor 
and the nearest town, Highminster, is 
twenty miles iwsy.’

•Then how does it happen to possess a 
station P’ I interpose.

•Because it happens to possess a Lord of 
the Manor. Sir Nigel Ilradene, of the Pri­
ory, is a ‘big gnu,’ and the station was 
built lor bis convenience.’

Sir Nigel Ilfradene is my cousin,’ I say, 
quietly.

-Your cousin !’ in' a tone of surprise. 
‘Then, pardon the question, please ; sre 
you going to the Priory P’

It is certainly not my fancy this time that 
he looks surprised, though what there is in 
my simple statement to cause him surprise,
I cannot imtgine.

I have a good mind to ask him, and—yrs 
I will. . v

‘Why sre you surprised P’ I ask, in the 
tone ot one who means to be enlightened. 
■Surelv there it nothing surprising io what 
I said !’

•Not at ell,’ be returns quickly. ‘It was 
only----- ’

ly it glides round tin 
boon, end is lost to sight.

Then, with a sudden icy chill tingling 
every vein, I creep into bed, 
almost daylight ere I can go 
had even then ay sleep is

tlowl

him.
throoturhmy

ugh it atho
to sleep. And
haunted and disturbed by vague teen and 
broken dreamt ; so that I am not surprised 
when Aunt Di exclaims, over breakfast, 
that I sun looking ‘dreadfully pale,’ and 
anxiously inquires if I am not feeling well.

‘Oh, yet I thank you, auntie ; I am 
quite well,’ I answer. ‘But 1-І did not 
sleep very profoundly last night. Tbit is, 
perhaps, the reason why I am looking 
pale.’

•It is my belief, Klora, that von sit up 
reading when I send you to bed,’ she de­
clares, shaking her bead.

•Well, yet, I do eomitimes,’ I confess.
‘And you did so lest night.’ Nigel breaks 

in, with an abruptness which is startling.
‘I did,’ I agree, a touch of defiance in­

voluntarily creeping into my tone; then 
fixing my eyes steadily upon bis face, I go 
on ; ‘ft was a quitter to twelve before I 
threw my book aside, and even then I did 
not go straight to bed. It was such a . 
lovely moonlight night, that I stood gesing 
out into the garden for nesrly half an hour.

•You did what P’ Nigel demands, curt­
ly ; and is it onty my fancy, or is than in­
deed, a note ot anxiety in his voice P

If there is, I ignore it and continue, 
placidly—

‘I stood looking out into the garden for 
nearly half-an-hour, so that it was past 
twelve before I went to bed.’

•Then it is no wonder that you look 
walked out this morning,’ Nigel retorts, in 
his nastiest tones : and, without anotuer 
word, he pushes his chair back from the 
table, and stalks out ol the room.

I feel disgusted, end I believe that my 
disgust must be clearly written on my face 
tor, glinting at Aunt Di, I see that she is 
regarding me with a smile—a smile in 
which there it neverthelea, a touch ot sad­
ness.

V

cer-curious one.

ness.

with

‘He is a perfect bear,’ I declare angrily. 
‘Yes, he is, Aunt Di—at any rate, he is 

to me, and you know he is, N
(Cohtihuid on FlvTianra Pass )Youthful ow, confess

Recklessness. With Years 
WISDOM.

ЙІ

The natural exuberance of 
Д youth often leads to reckless- 
W ness. Young people don't 
!Лх take care of themselves, get 
• f J over-heated, catch cold, and 
їеДУ allow it to settle on the kkU 

neys. They don't realise the 
1 significance of backache— 

I Uthink it will soon pass away— 
L U)but it doesn't. Urinary Trou­

bles come, then Diabetes, 
Bright's Disease and shattered 
health.

A young life has been sacrificed.
Any help for it ? Vest

THE
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ТЙе answer to that old query, “What’s in a 
name?” waa not hard to define in the case of 
one justly celebrated Family Remedy that 
had its origin away down in Maine, which 
proves that with age comes wisdom about

tones inter
"OteeT"

(onset
1 os"NE_

IMENT ,
■fid otkpr! forAn old lady called at a store and asked for 

a bottle of Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment ; 
the clerk said "they were out, but could sup- 

, ply her with another just as good." The 
^ engaging smile that accompanied this in­

formation was frozen stiff when she replied :

Young Man, there le only one 
Liniment, and that le Johnson’s.

xfidence of the public to a greater extent. Oonie Sj

/

ют каш pills.
These conquerors of Kidney Ills Are 

making the rising generation healthy and 
strong.

Mrs. O. Gris man. 505 Adelaide St., Leads*,

the great benefit they have eontorad up*

\The “DA A” Corsets are designed 
on identifie principles—They are easy 
and graceful—While giving firm sup­
port they permit perfect freedom in 
every movement— Made of the finest 
material and beautifully finished.

Fm $1.00 to $3J0 par pair.

mtexpliouble roe- 
or other, I do not natation the letter 
Higel which is reposing in my pooka, 

and which I hard to that gentleman when
whrn sn aeet them in the drawing-room

l befrro direr.
1 cannot help fancying that he would

Ir

!

X. X

tl

w
0
p
01

u
it
1
b
hi
ei
P
«
d
tl
h
G
tl
a
d
«
ol

а

P>fi
а
Ш
ПІ
їм
»
«t
fo
to
m
ai
ai
of
ht
tl
P«
li
ce
fo
ri
th
ht
Ji
Lt
n
K
ht
in
fe
Г
I»
al
al
mi

m
gi
bj
it
m
»P
tir
Li
te
he
10
H
ve

iti
-T
Gi
hit
ai
or
hit
CO
SB

> cari loi
ati
ve:
wo
eai
th.
sll

x>mt
H.
bit
Gc

:

E.

i

- • : 
'

__
__

_
_

H
P Я

И
~ 

ig
fp

rr 
n - "

 1Щ
Д

11
-■

m
.-S

S

Si

ar-

«і
да

E
, sia

M
W

t;
•-

 4
f«

£№
Ù

»i
stl

M
F3

fr
yi

sw
'i—

•
M

ge
■

Ш

■

:—
- ■ 

M
Éü

Sf
oh

Æ
sja

U
;

:

•Я
ГТ

Г^
■̂

w
ea

ew
r:?

-
/

-t— ■'Mg
iW

y.L

■>:

.

l

■h
w

m

H
F

1
E

іm

"’î
î

Eі
--j

■

:$-■k
-EF:li■I:I'I


