CLIFTON HOUSE,
€. GREEN, Propriston.

Gcrmun snd Princess M
‘8T, JOHN N. B

NCE WILLIAM HOTEL.

oking the Harbor and Bay of

Qpposite Boston and m
Plers. House furnished in
iste. Excellent table,

QUEEN HOTEL
. Hatfield .Proprietress
PRINCESS STREET.
8t. John, N. B. :
$2.00 AND $2.50 A DAY.

ROYAL HOTEL
King Street,
t. John's Leading Hotel

OND & DOHERTY CO, LTD
. B. Reynolds, Manager.

HOTEL DUFFERIN '

ST. JOHN, N. B,

FOSTER, GATES & co
GATES o

VICTORIA HOTEL
Better Now Than Kver,
King Strset, St. John, N. B,
JOHN HOTEL CO., LTD.

Proprietors,
- M. PHILLIPS, Manager.

INES AND LIQUORS.
b o e
HARD SULLIVAN & CQ,

Mstablished 187y,

ale Wine aud Spirit Merchants,

Agents for

LES’ Wniin huRSE CELLAR
S8COTCH WHISKKY,
VBUN'S LIQULUR SCOTCH
WHISKRY,
PSON'S nOUsH OF LORDS
S8COTCH WHISKEY,

NG GBOKGE 1V, 5CUTCH
WHISKIY,

UK'S HwmaD pass ALK,

' MILWAUKEN LAGKR BEER,

SAYHR COGNAC BRANDIES,

ed Slores, a4-46 Lock Street,
FPoone 39,

{OLESALE LIQUOB,

am L, Williams, suc to
Fion, Whoiesale an

ad Spirit Merchant, 11¢-and 113
Wiliam street. Mstablished
Write for family price Mst.

M. & T. McGUIRE.

L lmporters and dealers in gl
ding orands of Wines and Lig-
Ve ai80 carry in stock from the
yuses 1 Canada, very Old Ryes,
Ales and Stout, lmported and
lic Cigars,

11 and 15 Water Street,

one b78.

\ERVES, ETC,, ETC.

ERT WILBY, Medical Electric.

cialist and Masseur. Treats all

8 diseases, weakness and wagt-

uasthenia, locomotor af

is, sclatica, rheumatism, ete.

aclal blemishes of all kinds re;
27 Coburg Street,

UNION FOUNDRY &
MACHINE WORKS, LTD.

INEERS AND MACHINISTS,
Iron and Brass Castings.
ST. JOHN, Phone 18

FRED WILLIAMSON

HINISTS AND ENGINEER,

amboat, Miil and General Re-
pair Work,

IANTOWN, ST. JOHN, N. B,

s, M-229; Residence M-1724-12

W~.CH REPAIRERS.

salley, the MNgLsn, American
wiss walch repairer, 138 My
WOrk guaranceed,

PATENTS.

TENTS and Trade-marks pro.
Feum'nonhnuh and Co,, m
atlding, St John.

sal Instruments Repaired,

/IOLINS, MANDOLINS
Ed.'m“ instruments and Bows,

SYDNEY GIBBS,
ydney Street.

ENGRAVERS.
F. C. WESLEY & CO,
, Engravers and
Water Street, St John,
Telephone 988,

WATCHES.

line of Bracelet and
lovutprh&‘“ othas Scren

ERNEST LAW,

S s
ONTARIO

Peaches, Plums,
s, due the 20th...
ums.

-

Ty

INTRODUCING

ANITA STEWART..

EARLE* WILLIAMS. ... ... ,Tommy Barclay

vevvev.....The Goddess

WRITTEN BY GOUVERNEUR MORRIS
(One of the most notable figures in American Literature)
Dramatized intola Photo-Play by

CHAS. W. GODDARD
Author of “The Perils of Pauline”  “The Exploits of Elaine”

ght, 1915 by The Star Co All Forelgn
hts Reserved.

Synopsis o& Previous Cham:.

c death of John Amesbu

it of the
E:-yur-oll baby mirl and brlm her up
a paradise where sh

he

re agents of the

ll! I“l’ to pn(o-d to find her.
The one to feel the loas of the little Ames-
Bury xirl most, after she had been spirited
away by the imterests, was Tommy Barclay.
leen years later, Tommy goes to the
idacks. The interests are responsible
s trip. By accident he is the first to
he little Amesbury girl, as she comes
forth from her paradise ms Celestia, the girl
Tommy or Celestin
Tommy finds it an
matter to rescue teluﬂ. from Prof.
Cﬂlllm and they h m  the moun-
tatus, Inter they are numu by Stilliter and

L

escane to an island where they spend the
h

night Stilliter, following his Indian

de, reached the island, found Celestia and
‘ommy, but did not llnurb them. In the
morning Tommy goes for a swim. During
is absence Stilliter attempts to stenl Celes-
:ll. who rums to Tommy for help, followed
Stilliter. The Iatter at n“a n-lhe-
‘l'.--y’- redicament. He takes n
of it by tal not enly Celestia buw Tom-i’
clothes. Stilliter reaches Four Corners with
Oelestia just in time to catch am express for
jew York, there he places Celentia in
eview Hospital, where her sanity is

;l:vn by the authorities. Tommy reaches
lleview fust before Stilliter's depun re.
INSTALLMENT 5.

Dr. Sargent turned somewhat impatiently,

Put on perceiving that Tommy belonged to

world of wealth and fashion, and was

a reporter, his manner changed to one
hru-quo courtesy.

P, only just dlucovorod " sald Tommy,

'thnt Celuth—l am not at liberty to tell

E‘o.u‘her real name (he wasn’'t for the simple

on that he didn’'t know what it was)—is

eing held hére until her friends can be dis-

covered. I am one of her friends and I have
come to take her away.”

. Sargent shook his head slightly, and
said something in which Professor Stilliter's
fhame occurred.

“Yes, I know,” sald Tommy, “but there is

n case and being Interested in a person,
rofessor Stilliter is interested fn her mental
;tlte. And I—well, I'm just interested in
or.”

“I have no authority to turn her over to
you. Don't mlsundarsund me, but I don't
even know who you are.’

“T can’t tell you who she is,” sald Tommy,
“it wouldn’'t e right. But I'm Thomas
Barclay, and I can really give very satisfac-
tory references if I have t

Dr, Bargent smiled now 1n really friendly
manner.

“You don’t have to,” he sald, “I know you—
I know Mr. Barclay very well lndeod and
still as long as Stilliter brought her here,
and told me to keep her until he sent for her,
1 don't really see how I can let you take her
away. Of course, I know she would be in
good hands—why not wait till I can com-
municate with Stilliter?”

have no use for him,” said Tommy, “an
more than he has for me. If you let Celestia
g0 with me he will probably be angry, and
yet the rlxh!. of the matter are entirely on
my side.

‘] don’t wish to be indiscreet, but is she

a relative of yours

There was a good deal of Irish In Témmy's
smile. And his eyes twinkled brightly as
he sald:

“Not yet.”
vet? I don't think I quite under-

;zrut dlﬂerence between being interested

d
hy,” said Tommy, “it's very simple. I

(.ln engaged to her.

If he had been the most truthful young
man in the world he might have said: *I
em engaged to her, but she isn’'t engaged to
m

i1 for a moment Dr. Sargent hesitated.
Than he smiled and said: “After all, she is
not under detention. She's as sane as I am
xcept for the hallucinations about a heaven-
y origin, and if you want to take her away
d {f she wants to go with you I have no
;ﬁlh}to interfere. Just wait a moment, will

In few minutes he returned with Ce-
estia. She had been very angry with Tommy
ecause he had not come out of the water
to rescue her from Stilliter, but the sight
.t him now dissipated all that remalined
of her wrath. She took two steps toward
hlm. holding out both hands. And she ex-
laimed: ’'“Oh, Tommy! I'm SO glad. You

d _come, didn’t you!® :

“Just as quickly as ever I could,” sald
hbr. i Sargent had drawn back smiling.
"Lord" he thought, “what a handsome
Mll

vo got a taxi outside,” sald Tommy.
“Can you be rudy a few minutes

G raldy w.

Tommy lifted a long raincoat which he
bad brought with him from the arm of the
ehair in which he had been sitting. v

“Will you put this on?’ he asked. T'm
afraid New York isn't uged to Greek clotheu,
and we don’t want a crowd, do we

“No,” said Celestia, “fust us two

.8he turned to the doctor and held out her
hay

You.“ she said, “for deciding that
m ot & lunat

Tommy put har into the taxicab and they

drove up town; Celestia asking a hundred

fons a minute about everything which

interested her, and Tommy answering her

uestions as t as he could and trying to

he had better do with her. Be-

ond getting her away from Stilliter, he
ad no very do!lnnc plans.

lestia,” he said suddenly, “at first the

didn't want to give you up, and I'm

l told him a white He.” he young

as he spoke. *I told him I

.- nd to you, and, of course, he be-

at you are engaged to me. nd,

., you aren’t, unless you want to be.”

you en she exclaimed.
sald pened suddenly,
island. to you for al-

n you must love me.”
'ﬁo{'yﬂld omm!. gld

"You ve me, and then you say
\i’:ﬂ't ‘o{hn what I teld you."

ning about heaven snﬂ all?” He
this, very humbly.
and sald:

p nodded

“T hnvun really tried to make anyboad
belleve but Yﬁu But I've looked at yoz

4] Did the doctors, Celestia?”

I dlan’t try to make them. It Isn’t neces-
sary yet. I must get a little used to the
world, mustn’'t I, before I can help it?'

On any other point she seemed as rational
as any other young girl who was seeing
the ﬁrut city of New York for the first time.

t began to look as if she would have
lo .Rend the rest of her life in the taxicab.

otel would take her in. Her clothes
Amounud to no more than an opaque night-
gown, with a raincoat thrown over it, and
her bare feet caused almost as much ex-
citement and distrust as her beauty. Tommy
tried two hotels in which only women guests
are received. Then, leaving Celestia in the
taxi, he' tried other hotels. In each case he
thought it would be simple to explain Ce-
lestia to the room clerk and get temporary
accommodations for her, and In each case
he found that it was quite impossible, and
that his feeble attempts caused him to feel
llke a cross between a fool and a criminal.

Finally it occurred to him_ to try his
friends. S8urely, he thought, Mary lack-
stone will take her in, if I ask her to, for
old time's sake. So he told the driver to
drive. to Senator Blackstone's residence.

eaving Celestia In the cab, Tommy
learned that Mary Blackstone was at home,
and would see him, and he hurried upstairs
to the little nlumg“ room. He had not
counted on finding Fitch with her; it was
one of those unexpected findings which take
the wind out a man's salls, 80 to speak; and
Tommy, full of what he had to shy about
Celestia to one person, found himself, for the
moment, almost tongue-tied in the presence
of two.

Mary greeted Tommy with a kind of
cool cheerfulness, which did not make him
in the least unhappy, and then she spoke to
Fitch with an intimate caressing tone of
voice, which instead of making Tommy fran-
tically jealous, only caused him to smile in-
wardly. . Then, rolnl blank, she msked Tommy
it he had called because he  had nothing
better to do, or for some special reason,
and then, of course, Tommy had to make
his appeal about Celestia. To this, Mary
listened with a cool face, and a hot heart,
and Fitch withdrawn into the embrazure of
a window, out of which he pretended to look
at the street below, with raised eyebrows
and a cynical smile.

“Tommy,” said Mary, when he had finished,
“you grow more chivalrous every day. And
I can see how this wild-girl caught in the
Adirondack Mountains appeals to all that is
noble in you. But really- ** she raised her
eyebrows and smiled with irritating su-
periority.

“But in simple .language,” she went on,

“what you say about her amounts to this:
She is good-looking, she is out of her mina,
and she doesn’t wear enough clothes.”

Fitch overheard and laughed.

“Don’t,” sald Tommy, “don’t condemn her
out of my clumsy words. Please see her,
Mary. You can’'t help wanting to help her
And iIf you won't he\ﬁ her, there's no other
girl T can go to. e her in for to- night,
wont you? Just for old time's sake.

ary anpenled to Fitch.

"Whul GHT I do do?’ she asked.

Fitch mme forward with a judicial man-
ner.

“I congratulate you, Tommy,” he sald,
with a sort of a man-of-the-world (“you
dog, you dog!”) tone of volce “She stuck
her head out of the cab window just now
to speak to a newsboy, and what you say
about her looks is all too true. But why a
show-girl should be found running loose in
the Adirondacks In her show-girl costume
I don't know. Unless somebody took her
there, and—cast her off. B8uppose I glve
you a note to a manager?”

“I'm not golng to get angry if I can help
it,” sald Tommy. “I know it's a queer story:
but please be a little careful.”

Meanwhile Mary had gone to the window,
had caught a glimpse of Celeste, and felt
her heart fail her with rage and Jjealousy
But she controlled the expression of her face
admirably and returned slowly to the two
young men.

‘My dear Tommy Barclay,” she said sweet-
ly, “the proper place for that ravishing beau-
tiful young creature {is the nearest police
station.”

Tommy drew a long breath to quiet his
anger. Then he said gravely: “I'm always
wrong about everything. Why, Mary, 1 al-
ways thought that you had a heart, charity
and common sense. And I was even wrong
about that.”

And he turned upon his heel and left the
room

It was getting dark and something had
to be done quickly

“Celestia,” said ’I‘ommy as he entered the
cab, “I'm going to try my father. We've
had a sort of row, but we are very fond of
each other, and we've a dear old housekeeper
and she'll look after you.

“And your young friend—Mary—what did
she say?

“Nothing Interesting or important,” said

Tommy.

Celestia was silent for a few moments.
Then in a small voice she said:

“Nobody wants me. I'm a terrible trouble
to you. Your father won't take me in.
know he won't. And—I knew that I wouldn't
be happy when I turned into & human being.
They told me I wouldn’t. But I didn’t know
how unhappy and lonely I'4 have to be.”

Tommy, deeply touched, suddenly took her
in his arms and kissed her. For a moment
she lay agalnst him, and her lips moved
against his. Then she freed herself with
ludden enarsy. and exclaimed: *“I mustn't—
I mustn’t

“Why mustn’t you, Celestia, dear?”

“Just because I want to so much, so I
know I mustn't.”

In his heart, beating wildly and exultantly,
Tommy thought, “but you will—you will.”

And he ran up- the stairs of Barclay's
house, hoping that the man he called father
would refuse the protection of his roof to
Celestia.

But Barclay, notified by Stilliter of Ce-
lestia’'s evasion with Tommy, was only too
anxious to detain her until she could once
more be turned over to the professor's
guardianship.

This was more important than any risks
to his plans which he might be running in
having the girl in his own house. So when
Tommy, looking very manly, told his father
about Celestia, that one said at once. “Poor
thing—poor child—of course we must take
her in, take her in first and think after-
ward.”

“God bless you, you're a brick,” cried
Tommy, and he dashed off.

In less than a minute he roturned greatly
agitated. 8he's gone,” he cried, cab."”

«‘Did you take the man’s numbu‘r‘

SEPTEMBER 27.

He give me a dime to say 1 One danced madly in a grove of

of certaln New York pitfalls trees and had bunches of grapes in her hands
flashed through Barcln 's mind. "\Vhared you see him, boy?
"He was goin’ into O'Gorman’s ice cream

In movln.i from one picture
Nell the Fiinger,

m
find her, and brlng her here. Celestia unconsciously assumed
several times she smiled
back at girls who appeared to be smiling
And at last she stood with her hands
loosely caught behind her and looked up at
the masterpiece of Mrs. Baxter's
This was no photograph.
And when I say that

What had hnppan-d was simply thlu.
moment Tommy had entered his
house Celestia had Yeaned from the cab wlt\r
dow and told the driver to drive on.
Beclulc she thought that she was a troubl-

im? N It was because when his arms
had been around her and he had kissed her
and she had kissed him back, almost all
thought of her Heavenly mission to this
earth had been wiped from her mind, and
she had felt that the gates of Henv}gn were

"If you've spoken the truth,” sald Rafferty, hands to her hair;
“I'll glve you a dollar.”
Ten minutes later the arrest was made and
Freddle's reputation was established.
Sometimes he was sent upon definite mis-

and carried them through to perfec-

As art it wasn’t bad at all.
wmueed themselves by getting him drunk,
for they were poor men, und had also succeeded in
tapped Freddie- on
told him that he was wanted on

. _And she mustn't
They had told her that when she went to

hi doped himself to
lieu of money that
It's called ‘The Peacock Girl.'”

mortal flesh she would no longer be fres

“Yes, thls {s Freddle, all right.”
from the sufferings and temptations to which

“This is Mrs. Baxter

B

! gone.

No hotel would take her in, her bare feet caused as much excitement as her beauty.

And lo and behold—
she had been blistered by the sun,
cold, hungry, lonely,

man's protecting arms kissed and kiss

speaking to her through the window

“Thank you very much,”
bare, feet showing
she started to walk away.

" bellowed the driver

him—p-i-double p.”

. You tell him to come
“Oh,” said Celestia, turning meekly
The driver pointed to his meter
“Sixteen dollars and forty-elght cents
said, with a tone of finality.
Celestia stood helpless and
“But 1 hme no money,” she P

leam-d threateningly
box, and a crowd began to gather

Through this crowd a strong, loud
well dressed middle-aged womam cams

was on the point of entering

by the arm and forced her back
(‘ﬂb the door of which was illll open
11 lake care of you, dear,

To the driver she gave an address
voice which none but him
, amld jeers and murmurs ¢
Celestia was once
the streets of New York

vicissitudes she had found

bright and bad he might have been :

He was neither a half-wit,
wit, and he had almost

had neither more nor

didn’'t want away

distinguished him
as brains and talent could have

Freddie's gift, though he had
seen a clover patch or lived in clover,
If Freddie went through a

wiil be to name the sum
Once he found a dlamond

If there was a plece of m¢

sure to find one or the other. if not Lot ““" and "“" AR

Brown was looking for Smith, Freddie
retty sure to have seen Smith.
t was his luck that he was golng xu
die had seen more fires,
more horrible accidents than any young man

heavily and singing

sponsible for more good and evil office Sweetzer and Freddle ducked

Tl\e pnllr‘e knew him well
he was often mixed up in reprehensible mat-
they were careful not
because he was often so useful to them,
that at heart he was good
tured and not r:‘sponulble for the occasional

chéerfulness rejoined Celestia

“You're looking at my pictures, aren’'t you,

al i o (< o
halr, ain’'t she just too cut and could hardly Keep her eyes open

and very serlous-looking,
countered him one day and sald:

“Say, Bub, have you seen a man round here
with one nostril bigger nmn the other and a
bit ot his left nar mlumg

. “you mean Pete the

plenty of bare arms and shoulders and some- “You're so xood to me,”

the smile yawned and
cheerfully across her snowy
"Whera?" said Rafferty.

up and he's wanted.”
“I seen him,” sald Freddie, “not five min-

So sleeping she looked more beautiful than

a malden of this earth. Perhaps she dreamed

!n the nick of time. that she was back in Heaven,

Some were in dancing
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mouth there seemed a kind of celestial ex-
pression,

“My God! My God!” exclaimed Mrs. Bax-
ter, ain’'t she beautiful? And to think that
she has to be food for swine.”

A strong emotion seized Mrs. Baxter. It
was fear, pity, and remorse.

She wished almost that she had never seen
Celestia. But not quite, for Mrs. Baxter
was a very practical woman

“No use crying over spilled milk,” she
murmured. “And now to change her into a
traveling dress.”

She left the room hurriedly and came
lmrk with all that was necessary to change
Celestia from a Greek goddess to an Ameri-
can girl. But her hands WOULD shake, and
it took her some time to find how Celestia's
dress was fastened, and longer to undo the
fastenings. She had no sooner succeeded
than she drew back sharply with a kind of

muffied groan. Then she loocked again.

Suspended from Celestia’'s neck by a nar-
row ribbon, was the smallest, oldest, oddest
little rag doll in the world

I do not know what silent chords in the
wicked old woman's heart were touched by
the sight of that doll. I only know that she
gave a kind of howl of grief, and then
she hekan to say in a kind of hurried sing-
sOng “Must hurry-—must hurry—must
hurry.”

She fmmd the strength to half carry

! half drag .Celestia down the front stairs

and to half lift, half tumble her into a hu
trunk that almost blocked the front hall
Before she closed and locked the trunk, she
flung into it the ten one hundred dollar bills.
And then she tried to compose herself
against Sweetzer's arrival.

He was punctual to the minute. Mrs. Bax-
ter opened the front door herself. Beyond
Sweetger drawn up at the curb, she could
see the express wagon and the trusted por-
ters that he had brought with him.

“Everything all right?’ he whispered

Mrs. Baxter closed the door.

“Sweetger,” she said, “she’s gone.” When
J went back with the orangeade she was
he must have seen your eyes in the

peacock’s tail. See, I had everything ready;
here's the trunk waiting for her."”

Sweetzer looked at the trunk. He could
think of nothing better to do

“Well, then,” he said, “how about the thou-
sand

Mrs. Baxter simply laughed in his face

“How about the gas company you got me

to put up a thousand for?’ she sald. “You
(3} ve me my thousa le and I'll give you yours.”
ou go to hell,” said Sweetzer, furiously.

And he tore open the front door and marched
down the front steps

Mrs. Baxter locked the front door and
chained it and then she sat down on the
trunk containing Celestia and had a luxu-
rious fit of hysterics

tia woke neither sick nor dazed: but

cool-minded and rested, in a broad, cool bed.
It was Mrs. Baxter's entrance on tiptoe that
had waked her Mrs. Baxter carried a tray

upon which was an orange, coffee and rolls.
“You' ve had a long sleep, dearie. How do

“Very well and happy. thank you.”
“When you've had your breakfast you'll
have to go away. 1 can't keep vou here; it
wouldn't be right It wouldn't be safe.”
Celestia’'s great eyes asked questions to
which Mrs. Baxter gave no direct answer.
“I've done all 1 can for you,” slu- sald
“I'm very sorry I can’t do any mora.
It did not take Celestia long to eat her
., and make her exceedingly simple
But during these processes she
thought and thought, until things became
clear to her, and she knew that she had been
in grave peril
Mrs. Baxter burst into sudden tears at
Celestia's departure
“T may never see you again. But I'll never
forget you-——oh, I've been a wicked woman;
but T'll try not to be wicked any more—and
it's vou that done it
And she trust the bills which Sweetser
had glven her into Celestia’s hands
“T came from Heaven to help you,” sald
Celestia simply “Good-by and God bless
you.”
Her eyes bri ﬂ". as stars she went out into
d walked slowly in an
r head high and the

ing brightly across her

ssed under the first
a crowd had col-
d not show her any
aps because she had
self-suffictency But as

persons in i{ts outskirts

r well, began to make

T And 1t} example
owed by those who were

not angry or fright-
became more and more
looked this way and that

door of a mean little house stood wide
Furniture was bhe carried out of
yuse, and there was a middle-aged
woman who Kept dabhing her eve with her
aprc
Celestia made a dart for the open door, the
crowd now ind threatening, reached
osed 1t ind was alone in a

na who wept
1sked gently
eyves widene with wonder
upon her chance visitor

« sick with a broken arm.
and the landlord fis
street
t do ‘kz.r ' sald Celestia.

She was still

1g the bills which Mrs
Baxter had given her
Where is your husband?
¢ a state of coma Mrs. Douglas,
was the woman's name, led the way
room from which everything had been
but oune chair. In this, sat a middle-
patient-looking, blue-eyed man, his
irm {n a sling. At his side stood a
;r«u‘ girl of about the same axe as Celestia

“See,” &

A good

Celestia, “her
i gave
me for

s lots of money
And please
while because I

have to go look like good
peoy

Douglas had never seen so much money at
one time

Who are you, ma’am?”' he asked. “Where

re vou from?
His eves were blinking rapldly with awe
and wonder

“T am Celestia I have come from Heaven
to help vou He looked into her eyes for
a long time. Then suddenly he fell on his
knees hefore her

“Before (iod,”” he sald, “I believe you.”

Then as suddeniy as he had knelt he rose
and hurried from the room, groping with his
left hand as {f he was blind

The young girl followed him

“‘He's broken down,” said Mrs. Douglass in
a volce full of tears and awe, “and he don’t
want vou to see him cry. Just excuse me—
please—a minue—he's my husband.”

And 'she. too, left the room, and Celestia
was alone, but not for long. Her quick ear
caught the sound of a stealthy movement.

“You. Freddie’ Sweetzer had sald, “If
you drop e on that girl you bring her to
me, understand There's money in it,” and
he added with a kind of flerce jocosity,

“Bring her dead or alive.” But Freddie the
Ferret had understood only the words, and
not the jocosity 8o when with his usual
bull luck he found the object of his search,
right in the parlor of his very own fathers
house, he cast about for a weapon with
which to subdue, or if necessary kill her.
There was money in it

When Celestia turned and saw him, he had
in his right hand a heavy table leg, and upon
his half-wit face a scowl of the utmost
ferocity. 5

(To be Continued)




