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CHAPTER XXIX.

Three days before the papers an-
nounced the “‘serious illness of tne
Yight Honorable the Earl of Arrow-

dale,’”” Cyril Burne sat at work upon|

the beach at Lorient.

Drittany was anything but a lmuat-l

1y place, as Jack Wesley had declar-
ed, ard the prospect of golden sands,
deep blue sea and sky, and
rocks ought to have filled Cyril’s ar-
tistic soul with rapture.

But the expression on his face
was anything but rapturous, and
he worked at his picture with the

stolid, dogged countenance of a con-
vict pursuing his allotted task.

Iovery now and then he stopped
painting and stared at the canvas a3
if he were looking through it, and at
such times his, head sank upon his
breast, and what little light had
been in his  eyes

hopeless, sick-and-sorry look  crept

over his handsome face; a look which'®
was not good to sce on the counten-|

ance of a man young, clever, and
with all the world before him.

It is scarcely nccessary to say that
at theso times he was thinking of
Norah. It would be rather diiiculf
to say when he was not thinking of
her: and just as her thoughis ol him
were full of problems and unanswer-
able enigmas, so were his of her.

When a man fails in love with a
girl, he flatters himsell that at least
he knows and understands her na-
ture.

Tor instance: If any one had asked
Cyril to describe Norah, he would
have summed her up somewhat in
this fashion:

“Reautiful, truthful, loving, honest
as the day to all the world, and

faithful to maovinto death!”’ | have ‘missed

among |

And this girl, thig pearl

rugged |
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to put foot on DBreton

bids me
shore?”’

«I—I couldn’t tell vou how glad
I am to see you if I tried!”” said
Cyril, his face flushed with the un-
expected pleasure. ‘I was thinking
of yoi1 not ten minutes ago, I was,
indeed. How well you look, Jack!”

“And how unwell you look, Cyrill™
he retorted, smiling still, but with a
sneaking suspicion of tenderness in
his voice, for the flush had died out
of Cyril’s face, and it looked pale
and harrassed. ‘““What's the matter,
lad? Drittany air doesn’t suit you?"’

“Oh, I'm all right.”’

““And this is the picture?”’
Jack, standing before it.

““¥es. What do you think of it?”

“Pretty, very. I like tho composi-
tion. That piece of graygreen is
good, decidedly good.”

Then he stopped and looked hard
at it, and went behind the eascl and
stared at the back of it.”

““What on earth are you looking
for?’’ asked Cyril.

““The heart in it,”" replied
ironically.

“You may look all day and not
find it,"" he said, Dbitterly, ‘‘because
there i3 no heart in it. IBut never
mind the picture. Here, help me
with these things, and let us get up

said

Jack,

| to tho house.”

They shouldered the easel and

' things and climbed the beach, talk-

women, had quietly and coolly jilt-!

ed him: and, had either grown tired

of him in a few days, or thrown him:
over at the behest of her father. |

The more he thought of her

and!

her deserlion of him, the more bit-!
ter he became, the more puzzled and:

notwith-
ho !

the more miserable. I'or,
standing her treatment of him,

i haven’t written, you know I'm glad
& = :Ellﬂllghhl
knew that he loved her still—that if

ing as they went, and Jack noticed
ithat Cyril talked continuously, as
if he were afraid of a pause.

They reached the house, and were
soon seated at the meal which served
Cyril as dinner and supper combined.

““And now tell me all the news,
old man,”” he said. “Try some ol
now you are hete,
now you are here, I
},uu!r:

“That’s nice. In ahsence the heart
prows fonder. Yes, not a bad cigar.
MNews—there is none. The IHouse of
Commoaons—-""

“Hang the TIlouse of Commons!
I've heard of vour success, Jack, and
I meant to write to you,”” he added,
rather shamefacedly, ‘“‘but though I

Enow now 1

I always Lknew you’d be

fammous. The paper I saw the review

she chose to turn to him and whistle| of vour book in said you were the

him to her side he must {ly to lmr,l
and kneel at her feet just as much.
her worshipper and slave as he had)
ever been.

In the words of the Persian poet
Sadi, hic had given his heart to ber,
and couid not take it back.

Behind him, perched on the clifis,
was the house which Lord Newall
had built for himseclf, but his lord-
ship had gone away and left Cyril
sole master. In fact, his lordship
had found the yvoung artist so gloomy
and morose a companion that he
éould not stand him for longer than
a week, and had fiown in seli-
defense.

Cyril would have flown, too quite
a hundred times a day he had been|
assailed by an intense longing to|
kick his unfinished picture into the

sea and start off somewhere, or any-
where: but he had learned something
else beside the kack of painting, and]
that was that for his complaint thera
was no remedy hall so eflicacious as
hard work. IHe could managa to
forget Norah—say, for a quarter of’
an hour at a time—while he was
painting, aud he felt that il he threw
up his work and wandered off noth-
ing to do but breood over his trouble
ho should probably go mad.

So, he worked on silently and

=N i mm

moodily. The good people of Lor-
ient, who are sociable enough if ;',-'::-u!
yub them the right way, could makci
nothing of the young painter who|
was staying at ‘“‘milord’s’
The men got nothing to answer to
their genial “Bon jour, monsieur,” |

coming poet, and for once a paper
did not lie. And I suppose you are
the lion of the ofl season, and will
roar all through the next one, Dear
old Jack!”

““Not much of a lion.
vou’'ll do all the roaring, and none
of the rest of us will be able to make
ourselves heard.”

“My rvoar will be a whine.
good for nothing; a failure of
very first magnitude. Dut go on.

Instead of going on, Jack, aiter a
glance at him, looked round the
room, Which was furnished like a
fashionable hunting box, but lined
with pictures, among them being
some of Cyril’s earlier onss, show-
ing that Lord Newall had taken a
very solid faney to Cyril’s worn,

“Comliortable quarters you've got.
DBut, by ihe way, where is Lord
Newall, for of course, this is his
place? I heg his lordship’s pardon
for not thinking of him beiore.”’

““Oh, he's gone. He was to

I'm
the

hava

P stayed for a month, but he found a

week of my penial socicty suflicient.
Ile fled the festive scene which my
cheery presence was rapidly trans-
forming into a third-class funcral.”

“And how did he like the picture?’”’
asked Jack.

“T don’t think he liked it all, if 1
may judge from his remarks. LHo!
observed that it wasn’'t up to my
usial form, and I could have for-
riven him—if I hadn't felt that hel

house. | spoke the truth!'’

“A little ofY color?" said Jack.
“Yes, but I shall be all right now,

but a growl, and the girls—most of' I wanted a glimpse of you, old man,

swwhom are terrible pretty—might as,
well have cast their smiles at the
rocks and stones as bestow them up-|
on the handsome young foreigner who
did nothing but paint, paint, paint,
or tramp, tramp, tramp, up and
down the sca-shore.”’

They called him *““The Silent ISng-
lisher.”’ :

On this particular ailernocon  he |
went on painting and thinking  till;
the fading light warned him that it)
was time to leave oll painting and|
+take to thinking only,

.just about to rise and put his things |

together, when he heard a step
the beach behind him., l

He did not turn his head, Lecnusa
when he did so, the peasants,
had occasionally strayed from tho
ficlds across the beach, would persist
in trying to talk to him, and he kept
his eves fixed sullenly before him un-

til the footsteps eame clese behind
him and a Vvoice said:
“‘Good-evening, sir.”
“Jack!”
“How doth the busy bee? Vell,

Iad, how goes the picture?”

“Why, man, where did You come
from?’’ ~he demanded. ‘‘VWhat on
earth brings you here?”’

“I will be merciitl and not revly
the Havre boat and my own legs,”
gaid Jack, smiline, ““Is there any
iaw, French or otherwise, which for-

and he was | heart—

on! leigh?

that was what I wanted.
be some heart in the daub,
you'll sce.”
“And when do you come back?"
“Nover. That. is, I'm not sure. I

oW,

shan't hurry; I like Brittany. It suits |

me; it's lonely and quiet and i

“Better than Santleigh? put in
Jack, quietly,

““Yes, helter than Santleigh. Jack,
if vou love me, don't mention the
place—not to-night, at any rato.
Therae are chords in the human

rr

“What's the matler with Sant-
I thought the presence of a
certain young lady veautified it and

made it a distinet and precious par-

who | adise.’’

“For God's sake, don't chaf@ me,
Jack;" he said, and his voice shook.
“If vou knew all i

“Tell me all,”” said Jack, quiﬂ'ti}?.l

“Man, I can't’’ broke out
ll!L'H
impossible to

Cwril,
in a smothered voice.
enougzh to think of;
put into words.”
“What has happened?
“That’'s a gooid word, Jack., Yes,
she is dead—dead to me, at any rate,
Jacle, I've been almost mad. I think
ii you had not turned up this even-
ing, T really should have gone mel-
ancholy silly. Don't say a word,
and I'll tell you—I've lost her!”’

I expect

' eves, as 1if,, indeed, he heard Norah's
I know how I

| liking: the

There will | Young lady who was a lioness.

Is she deagd? |

Jack was sileut a mement as

lmdlmn tell you their color. They might

he ; was like musie; not the loud, olLtru-

Fhaven't the A I3 C of it even.

slowly refilled his pipe.

“You've lost her?”’” he said, quiet-
ly. “That bears rather a widoe sig-
nificance. What do you mean?”

“Do you want the proper word in
all its vulgar brutality?’’ asked Cyril
almost savagely. ‘““Have it, then!
She has jilted mo! There, now you
know what's the matter with mo,
and why you can’'t find any heart
in my picture. I've no heart to
put into it. Yes, she has jilted e,
thrown me over as she would cast
aside a worn-out glove, and I'm such
a miserable imitation of a man that
I'm wearing myseli into a shadow
over her."”

He laughed bitterly.

“You know what the Spanish pro-
verh says, that ‘man was made for
woman, and woman was made for
herzeli.” And it is true by Heaven!
For if she is false—and she is—thcre
is not a true, unsellish woman in the
world.”

“I'hat’s rather a large order,” said
Jack, under his breath. ‘“Why has
she thrown you over, lad?"”’

““Ask of the winds that blow at
even. Why shouldn’t she, you mean?
Why should the daughter of an earl
be faithful to a man who she thinks

is only a poor devil of an artist? 1
know it all, I can see it all. Heaven
knows I've thought enough about it
to enable me to arrive at the truth!
It was all very well while I was with
her, but when she was left to hearseli,
to think of what she had done, to
face the fear of her father—and yet—
oh. Jack, I believed in her up to the
hilt!"’
“Why don't you write to her?”

arame

' smiled.

“Why don't I? Oh, my good
Caesar, what a question! I have
written to her—twice. 1 put my
heart into the -letter, though I,
haven't into the picture. I implored
her—there, that's enough! I bezged

her to write me one word, nnri—‘tlml
rest is silence,’ as Hamlet says.”
“‘She would not even write?”’
““She would not even
word,” said Cyril, grimly. ““WNot
oven Lhe word “Go!”" Great Heaven,
when I think of her I wonder wheth-
or T have not been dreaming; so true
she seemed, so purce—the driven snow
seemed not so pure, so unsullied as
she was. And so brave—nothing
should separate us, she said over and |
over again. I can hear her now.”

write - a°

T1le looked Thefore him with fixed

voice, and his head sank upon his
hreast.

“Yog, it was a dream, and swoet
enough while it lasted; it's the awak-
ing: that is so bad. And it is bad,
old man.”

““And are vou awake?'’ said Jack.
“That's something; for Ilecaven's '
sake, keep so! I'm sorry for you,
lad: but, after all, there’s something
besides love in the world. It would
he a bad sort of world for all of us

if there weren't.  You've your art!
left you; that's the mistress whn!
never betraysg you, never! Stick to

her, lad, pay your devotions at her |
shrine, and reap your reward.,””

“You are a good fellow, Jack, and
I've reason for being fond of ¥you,
and I admire you. Yes, my admira-
tion runs on all fours with my love
and gratitude but when I hear you
talic like that I want to laugh; 1
want to laugh hoadly. You tali like
a book, but like a book that de-
seribes mountain scenery by a man
who has never been higher than Irim-
rosec Hill. You're a poet, but 3you
don’t know what love means—you
Did
you never see a woman who touched
your heart?’’ he wound up, savagely. |

“That's a straight guestion, and)]
tdeserves o straight answer. Judge!

for yourself. You said just now that |
1‘ was the lion of this ofi season. |
That may or may not be.

Auvhow,
| for some: reason best known to |
themselves, the people who  collect |

lions in their drawing-rooms havoe]
done me the honor to ask mec-to go |
and roar—or bray—in them of Iate,
Generally I refuse, but the other
night I went to one of their con-
founded receptions. The card of in-
vitation was marked ‘small and
parly.” There way a terrific crush,
and everybody came late. I poled
my nose  inside the door, and, not
_ prospect of heing jostled
in a hot room, was bolting, when a
woman I didn’'t know from Eve, but
who turned out to be the lady of
the house who had asked me, came
up, and after saying something pleas-
ant, offered to introduce me to a
She
hadn't written a volumwe of poems,
or committed any erime of that kind,
but she was simply famous for her
beatuty and her—charins, as the old-
iashioned writers used to put it.”"
Cyril sank into his chair and, lean-
ing his head upon his hand, listened
rather listlessly.
3 “I'm not a 1?.'.1:Entnr,” went on Jack
and so I can’'t describe her, I only
know that—weil, she took my breath
away. I dare say there are many
more¢ beautiful women in the world.
I haven't taken much stock of them
i'm Lthe flesh; mine are born in my
imaginatlion; but this young person
‘fetched’ e in a manner peculiar and
strange. She was neither dark nor
fair. I remomber she had a kind of
red-gold hair, anid that her face had
very little color in it—what we
writers call ivory-white, if I mistake
not; and her eoves—I don't think 1

have been Lrown, but I am not sure
they were not blue; let's say  they
were violet. And when she spnolie, a
faint, shadowy kind of smile came
over her face like the play of moon-
light vpon water. I heg yourr par-
don ii T grow poetical, but this
young lady deserved all the poetry
a man could grind out. lier voice—
I heard her belfore I spoke Lo her—

"der, and he dropped back into

| poing to send it to-morrow!”’ He

clicl.

man?'’

features.”

save the counlry 10 earn an honest
living.
Young 'Un—TI've had five ihousand

left moe by an, unele who's never seen
reet

________.._.._——————-——-———-——-—*-'-q

sive kind of music, but soft and lnw;T
the sort that steals over you and
sets your heart aching with pleasure
and pain nicely mixed."’

““Heaven and earth!’’

““She was dressed, well, I suppose
she was the best dressed woman in
the room. 'I'm not a painter; but ii
I were, I'd try to paint that girl,
and when I'd succecded—but I never
should succeed—I'd remark, ‘IFinis,’
and lay down my brush.”

“¥You are in love with ber!"”

“Just so. I was. I forgot all the
rest of the people. I was deaf to the
noise of the idiots cackling and
laughing:; I ceased to hear the man
at the piano who had been making
life a burden to me. 1 thought of
nothing buf this bheautiful creature
with the face of an angel—angel be
hanged; a  woman!—and I thought:
‘Jack, my friend, if you cver fall in
love, fall in love with some one like
this, if you can find another like her.
I"or here, enshrined in thia lovely
casket, is a heart of surpassing ten-
derness and truth. Here is the great
prize for which mankind is ever and
evor striving., Here is a pearl and a
ruby, nol to say a diamond, above

price. I ever purity and unsellish-
ness, and innocence of all sordid
emotions dwelt in a human heart,

they dwell in the heart-of this ex-
quisite specimen of womanhood. Her
smile is as the perfume of Shiraz;
her voice is like that of the turtle
that flies over Damascus; her faco is
a dream and a delight—"

Cyril groaned again. Norah flitted
before him.

““And then I spoke to her. And she
I thought I would try and
win her good grace, for—oh! my
friend, I happened to Enow the man

who loved her, and I thought cun-
ningly, that his name would bring
a blush to her face, and I said

something lika this: ‘T trust you will
not receive me altogether as a stran-
gor, for I hold as iriend the man who

loves vou, Lady Norah,—Cyril
Burne.” ”*
““What! Have you seen her? It

was Norah?”
“Tt was Lady Norah Arrowdale.”
¢t A nd—what did she say?"
«‘Qhe said—in her musical voice,"’
he said, grimly, “‘you are mistaken;

Mr. Cyril Burpe is no friend of
mine.” "’
Cyril’'s hand fell from Jack's shoul-

the
chair and hid his face in his hands.

Jack rose and laid hoth hands on
his shoulders,

“ ““And then I knew that either some
devilish work had come between this
lovely creature and the map who
loved her, or that a woman could he
ag fair as ¥ve, look as tender as a
lily in the morning dew, and yet be
utterly heartless, and I resolved to
go to my iriend and help him smash
up his illusions, help him tear that
IT'ata Morgana from his heart, and
he a man apgain. I inquired about
her afterward, and I heard that the
man who won her heart—il she pos
sossed one—was a certain  Guildiord
Derton—""

(vril started.

“T gaw him hefore I came away.
A good-looking man—just the man
to touch a statue in the semblance

of a woman; just the man to take
efiect upon—- Eti]fh Don’t heed
what T said, lad! By Teaven! even

as T spoke the recollection of her face
broke in upon me, and I cannot—I
cannot believe her false, aye, even
with her own words in my ears—"'

T know! Oh I know! She has
cast her spell over you! DBut—but—
oh, Jack, I'd written to her—I wasg

took a letter from his pockeb. ““Here
it is! See!”" e tore it into frag-
ments and tossed it into the wood
fire burning on the open hearth.
“I'm awake now, thanks to you,
and there goes the great —the one
sweet  dream of my life! Till
vour glass, Jack—fill it up, and let
us drink perdition to all wumen.””
(To be Continued.)

+
“THTE SPAN OF ANIMAL LIFLE.

The span of human life seems of
late to have Been extending under
favorable conditions, and it exceeds
that of most animals. Camels live
for forLy or fifty ycars, cattle, at
most, thirty, sheep eight or nine, and
dogs about fourteen. Instances are
on record in which elephants have
lived 150 years in captivity, which
were of unknown age at that time
of their capture, and it is believed
that they may reach 300 years.
Whales have, it is thought, a stiilk
longer span, and there is the well-
known instance of longevity in the
tortoise which was captured in 1693
and was killed by an accident in
1753, Among birds the eagle and
the swan seem to enjoy the longest
spell of active life, and among [fisl?
the record secms to be held by carp,
which have been known by authentic
records to live 200 years. Pike and
river trout may attain respectively
to nincty and fifty years,

b
ASHAMED OI' RIELATION.

Ella—*You are always tialking
about your uncle Jim. It’s strange

I never see vou with him."
Jim—It would be stranger il you

When I wisit my uncle I look

out that nobody secs me.”
Flla—*"Why, is he such-a Dad

Jim—""Well, he has his redeeming

4
l.ols of men are oo busy trying lo

Old 'Un—That explains il

-
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DO ANIMALS USE BRAINS?

A Michigan Man Ilas Cat That Teaches
Kittens to Climb Trecs.

Apropos of the controversy as tlo
whether animals feach their young, an
Ypsilanti, Mich., man has a family of
cals that prove the theory. The mother
cat is an exceplionally intelligent ani-
mal—she has ingenious ways of open-
ing doors and gelling her own way
generally. She never mews, but when
she cannol make lhe family undersland
her wanls by dumb begging she will sil
down direclly in [ront ol her master or
mistress and proceed to talk—an em-
phatic and peculiar sound that means
business when accompanied by & re-
proachful and somewhat contempluous
steady gaze at the stupid human whe
does not understand.

This cal had a bright bul somewhat
timid killen one summer, and when she
thought it old enough lo be trusted she
taught it by example to climb a ftree.
The kitlen learned to go up, but went
loo far and dared not come down. The
mother went up to where the kilten was
lodged, and after a few remarks backed
down the tree and jumped off, looking
hack to see lhe kitten follow. It was
too scarcd, so she tried it again. Again
the kitten merely squalled and shrank
from trusting itsell away from ils
erolch. The third time the cat lost pa-
tience, and going up she grasped the
kitten by the scrufl of the neck and
brought it down backward with her.
After that the Xkitlen had no further
trouble in climbing down.

Her next set of kittens had two spared

to grow up. One when shown how lo
come down from the tree by his mother,
caught on the first lime and was proud
of his accomplishment; but the other
was loo afraid to follow. The other
wenl up twice and came down to show
the timid one how, and as the lalter still
hesifaled, it improved on ils mother's
{eaching by going up above where the
timid kilten was perched and pushing
it out of the crotch and down the {ree.
Afller that there was no [urther trouble,

A dog in the same household learned
lo eatch moles, but when it tired of play-
ing wilh them it would let lhem go
alive., One day ifs masler spoke lo him,
picking up ithe mole and saying: “"Pai,
when you are through with a mole yoad
shiould kill it—so,” shaking the mole by
the back of ils neck. Ever aller that

 Pat remembered, and before leaving its

mole would shake the life out of it.

Later a neighbor bought a young
pur~v. which became Pal's playmuie,
and for whom the older dog ofien
caught moles. The youngsler in turn
would let the little animals go when it
arew tired of playing, and one day Pat
was seen to pick up the escaping mole
in his teelh. take it to the younger dog,
sil down and look inlo the others eyes,
and go lhrough the process of shaking
the mole {o death. After that the
younger dog always [inished his play by
shaking the mole precisely as his dog
masler had taught him.

: re

HOW LETTERS ARE ENDED,

There is a large choice for endings
of letters, ranging fromy the oflicial
““Your obedient servant’’ to the
friendly ““Yours truly,” “Yours sin-
cerely,” and “Yours aflectionately.'”
James Flowell, the historian (1720),
used a quaint variety, such as
““Yours inviolably,” “Yours verily,’”
“Yours really,” ““Yours in no vulgar
way of friendship,”” “*Yours, yours,
yours!’ Walpole wrote “Yours very
much,”” and to Hannah More, in

789, “Yours more and more."" John
Bright ended a controversial letter
in the following biting terms: “I _am,
sir, with whatever respect is - due
to you.” The habit of the old
Board of Commissioners of the Roy-
al Navy to subscribe their letters to
officers, ““Your affectionate friends,”
was discontinued when a disguished

captain replied to them in similar
terms. Ile was desired to discon-
tinue the expression, and in conse-

quence he ended his next communica-
tion, 1 am, gentlemen, no longer
your aflectionate firiend.”’

+
INTERESTING ITEMS.

The wedding ring is worn on the left
hand because the right is symbolical cf
authorily and the left of obedience.

Women of to-day are, on an average,
two inches taller than they were twenty-
five years ago.

High heels owe fheir origin lo Persia,
where they were inlroduced lo raise the
feet from 1ihe burning sands of that
couniry.

While the wedding service is proceed-
ing in Japan the bride kindles a torch
and the bridegroom lighls a [ire from i
and burns the wife's playthings.

The invention of the Lypewriler has
given employment to 500,000 women.

It is believed o be bad luck 1o cul the
finger-nails on IFriday, and manicurisis
say their business is lighlest on that day.

The average age al which women
marry in eivilized counlries is caid o be
lwenly-lwo ycars ar:_d a half.

TO BIE REMEMBERID,

Be contented and presper. .

Be carciul. Care prevents many
dropped stitches and bad breaks, De
careful,

Be prompt. Slackness makes slov-
enly homes and weary world-wander-
ers. Be prompt.

Be cheerful. Cheerfulness tends to
length of days and to days that arae
worth the lenglhening. e cheerful.

I3e punctual. Punctuality .is tho
¢ueen of virtues. Dut remember that
to he tco early is somelbimes * worsao
than being too late. :

Be thoughtiul. Thoughtiulncss is
too tender a plant of blessed frag-
rance and beauty to be ““born un-
scen.”” Be thoughtful.

e good-humored. Good humor is
bheiter than medicine, no matter how
well the ill-natured pill ke sugar-
coated. Be good-natured.

&

- T
..‘; o b

= =
i

=
—

. mrare

P L .
-—--a-'-—_-_- Sl i -F'.l-i:'\-ﬁ-'-'-'
s o - Py 2" g

iy
g™ o g
-

e e

e AT e T T e o

o

e A

-_

----I'-'H."'
-

J T T T T B e ¥ B e o P i (Rt 8 Bt S
e :
——

Rl S B . e N 5 _ s
-y —

=

o LR =T _.u_u—-rﬂﬂu"-h-ﬂ-—u-—-r_w-q-.-uf—‘-‘\-_-ud;ﬁ_-fr =
. = =
- " =

T,
=

N

SN T e M
e

L TR,

I b '\-“‘—'_-"."—'iw'_"“ﬁqu o et

P e iy, i P s wart ) g Py 0 i i i o 1 A o e

el T e RS

-

. L 1
T e T,

o

-
B g i P ™ et e et e s g g i e e g
1 r ._ g A ol _is

e T o,
- +

-

IF“-'.'-'\-I-"-."\..'H-‘-"H-F‘ M%Jw'“hp.‘--'-"‘-’hu P T et S ."'l_.i'_-'- e

|
i
/
b
i
.i
E:
i
3
3
o
3
3
’#
:
)
4
),
S




