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' Whet Do We Burn When
Burn Our Trees?

{ ,
What do we burn when we burn our
trees?

We burn the home for you snd me,
We burn the carriage-house, barn,

" and shed,
The baby’s cradle, the little boy’s
sled,
The bookcase, the table, th® rocker of

ease,
We burn all these when we burn our
trees, ) L
What do we burn. when we burn our
: trees?
The dally comfort which everyone sees,
The wages of men for years to come,
In factortes big where busy -wheels
hum—

For Industries many depend on trees—

BY PEARL FOLEY, . "
(Copyright.)
——

When our forests burn, we burn all
these.

What do we burn when we burn. our
' trees?

The homes of birds, and squirrels, and
bees,

The homes of the brook, and the

CHAPTER If.—(Cont'd.) -
w Toy gazed, fasci at
; .r‘df gloom of ‘his ughts
!Bnfolded him so closely that he did

t hear the door o and close. An
angry voice broke in abruptly on his
sombre musings:

“By i‘b sun in the heavens, T(?hihnmi:
is coming to a pretty pas.
what cget fo:hl:udng trd;. dirty for-
ei into country.”

‘é'm y Weng Toy turned and faced
the in

»

AdAd

* you throw any light on the
accursed affair?” deman the visitor
impatiently.

m&ymadonorelyandtho
man lsughed bitterly. “Your silence
says yés. So can I. They have traced

. Bah! It was ritt'\oy from th;
beginning Yet by powers o
ho?vcn; I’'m glad you did it, old friend,
for [ love her.”

Weng Toy started. He eyed the
other coldly. *“You have not told her
of this?” R
Thé ‘man looked at him daringly.
ot yet. Her beauty and innocence
confounded me and made me numb and
dumb. | But a thousand angels
devila rouldn’t have stopped me if
had knzown this would occur.
delay—she shall be Imy wife
as | rescue her.”

AL AAssoa

AAAALA

o

as soon

Hee will have a saylin that.”

he had laid his
ts too bare. ]

Weng Toy. I'm not res
spair and fear for the
me mad. What are
about it? It seems to me
taking it unnaturally cool.”
The door opened.
As the two men
the long hall Weng
on his companion’s arm.
kill Tu Hee to learn the truth.
her disappearance is
ple we think, as of course it must
g:?it is' our dutz ® deny everything.
membier, she my. niece, my own
flesh and blood.”
Cht’a §ing nodded—“And my future

wife.
teakwood table in the

If]

On a

o
y the

to save you the pain of

His voice was husky |
and the hand that took his hat from
the servant was far from steady.

As the car turned towards the large
entrance ]gatea many eyes peered after
it and si
gods.

entrance
was &

——

CHAPTER II11.

“If the ancestors of our Orientalé’
friends could come back and glimpse
scend, what would happen ?”

The eyes of the girl ad ressed wan-
dered qugzically over the crowd be-!
neath, truly a  cosmopolitan assort-['
ment—Europeans, Asiatics, and Am.
ericans rub isg shoulders, beaming'
smiles, tossing nods, and exchanging!
handshakes.

“One would almost thing that the
wish of tlae id;;ali:tsdhad been fulfilled,
that the brotherhoo man was an
assured d;‘ingﬂ—coﬁfﬁ?‘ltxfd the ¥peaker,
as he leaned a little farther over the
balecony railing. “But to go back to

r my questlon, dear coz, what would
' happen if| the occupants of the Ming
tombs could walk here to-day? It
gives me a shock, half sympathetic,
as I try to experience the feelings of
the over-civilized departed of the East
could they come back and witness the
furrows the West havel made in their
beloved garden of the gods.”

“I am glad they cad’t see it,”
plied the girl, without{removing her
gaze. “It would mean purgatory to
them for millions of years.”

She was a typical American. Her
accent, as well as her soft olive skin
and brown eyes, betokened she was fa-
miliar with the sunshine of the south.

After a gilence, during which they
surveyed idly the movihg panorama,
the eves of! the girl came back to the
man beside her. Her faco said plain-
ly that he, in his trim uniform of a
}{ritish offlcer. was mote interesting
than commingled nations. below. She
surveyed with a thrill of pride the
clean-cut grace of his long form
stretched nonchalant in the wicker
chair, but her gaze grew wistful as
she noted the boyish old look on the
lean face tanned to a deep brown, and
the keen penetrating eyes that were [
80 full of lgughs in the old-days. The if
old days were before the world was
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mined to dry its wet wings in the sun,

she said lightly, “Turn and look at me,

David, dear; if the gay ¢rowds make

! ymgwsﬂ’:lm.” !
i ith a sigh he relaxed into the
! chair. “What a beastly| ouch you
‘ must think me, Grace. ' But it’s no
us~ may as well confess every |
smile and laugh is on effort with me !
now. [I'v_ last my perspective of er."i
"“It's because you so unselfishly gave

I “p your plans in August, 1914, and POWer of will

It's a wondertul thing.” .

‘ now that you have come back you! “Indeed, yes. I kmow of a will that NURS Es
1 can’t ““dﬂ'?t‘"d why  those Whoim““ seven children and twenty-two The Toronto Hospital for Tncur-
, weren’lt; the c}?;ﬁnhu:. to hug their  8randchildren ve themselves.” | ables, n Afflliation with Bellevue and
| ! thy ves t r Tts, watchin | Allled ospitals, New or City
‘ over them tenderly and soit-loving!y.g The sugar content of maple sap °’"t'o'y:,',',',',°: ’,',":,;',ﬂ?"h“;‘i'ﬁ,:ft:;a:.':
“You've said it, Grac It’s the| varies a good according to ses-| § quired education, amd desirous of be-
| coid-blooded sons; it is higher following a year of| | SOming nurses. ~ This Hospital® mes
’ 3dopted the eight-hour & stem. The
luxuriant foliage: IL’ ili usually about ?m-nm;w:u uniforms  of thie | m?on;

e | three per cent. ; t takes thirty- xpenses to and from New v oy P
two- gsllons of sap to make one gal- fnrm.':'lnfo‘:gutog a.;;ly“to the
lon of syrup. ' Superintendent. :

The %Gif;t()f The Gods J
‘ | _

ibrotherhood. The shadow of death

a cleanser, Grace.

falls from him like a garment. It’s
what you are when the great moment
‘comes that men
there, where
eve

pntlg, “you must
who lov

will be

order of
after the
cious sacri
the sacrifi
change is
can only
The world’
by a few
yours, no matter
may be. Tp me it
his duty
shifted it
others alre‘ugr
most of it|accumulates to be
tioned b

swerving
or order and
I'and justic
Enough | Perhaps sa
the horribl
#t me, but
“Be not so hasty, Chu Sing. Tu|a glimmer of li
clouds.’
Something in the mandarin’s tone most boyis
wasn’t.for
of Fate’s
“Pay no attention to what I say,’ through th
nsible. De- much grumbling, but when she lands!
r! have made you a kn
you going to do through her too willin
you are ly Hun bomb, and
'over to a yellow land
“Car ready, sir.” flage ‘to
hurried out, into enough, I
Toy laid a hand, toss up w
“It would a bullet.”

caused by the:lightly.
refreshing, i : i
without any substance, Davey dear,| Whether the boy were ill.
I’d take the
In tossing u

mountal
word.”

“Taesy
silvery voice!
are left me.”
words David Marsden lifted his com-]'
panion’s hand to his lips, and then
placed a cigarette between them.

2

and then t
she has deal

ent prayers went up to the it runs in
. use?

minds and electrifies the air over here,
and a dose T

a while won't

1{ from tﬁxe 1 —
then strolled A ;

either, as his| lameness caused a de- | AGuumphone Museum.
cided halt in
the balcony,
the swarms
to tireless an .
these human ants appeared restless, Lord Carnarvon.
rather than i idustrious.

and mouth, an
war, age in yauth,

the depths of | his grey eyes.
whi
even though part of the world is a
seething pot 0‘3" 5
red from Europe they come oyer here, $€€m clumsy and amateurish
to China, for diversion.
Grace,
knows not ho
but it shouldn’
to know.”

Folitan toleran
ow you and p
Yank, althoqg
continuous wis
‘ally’ to the name.

insist that yoqnstop brooding.
here comes tea,

and bring that
with you, o we can sit here near the
railing and drink tea
at the crowd at the same time. Do you
remember how,
used to fancy vdcations

you remember how furious
one day when [ insisted a
met on the streat carrying a

quarters full, and the
creep into David’s eyes again. * He
noticed the lapse almost immediately, the eggs I ordered this morning. This
however, and gianced at hig com-
panion rather guiltily,
cup. ‘

cooling spring
Where violets blossom, and blue-
birds sing,

A man’s past
please—

We burn all these when we burn our
trees.

judge you by over
the fires of hell burn
hing but the gold.”
“But now, dear David,” said Grace
4 for our siatke;,
8 you, to ust yourself. It
Ql, heart-rending, if the old
g8 does not pass away
ost terrfble, the most pre-
in the world’s history,
of youth. But if no
pparent, except chaos, we
our infinitesimal part.
burdens cannot be borne
young shoulders such as
how willing they
seems each one hu[
lotted to him. If it is'
and does fall partly on
overburdened, but the
appor-
by the Great Judge.”
your faith, Grace. Thecre
left if one doubts the un-
ndercurrent of law and
e final triumph of right
throughout the universe.
ity will return and banish
pessimism I feel clutching
ust now I can’t catch even
through the dark
is voice grew petulant, al-
, as he continued: “If it
e seemingly spiteful side
nature I might puzzle
old world without too|

Summer or Winter, day or night,
The woods are an ever-new delight;
They give us Deace, and they make us

strong,
Such wondertul baims to them belong.
—Stoddard.

Y
Prayer.

A little girl who had been taughbt to
pray from babyhood climbed into bher
father’s lap and asked: “Papa, s God
dead?”

“No, my child. Why do you ask?”’

“Because you don’t talk to Him any
more as you used to.”

Many of us forget or neglect to start
the day with God, to ask Him for guid-
ance through the long hours, to re-
member Him at night. The day begun
with prayer or with a few verses from
the Bible will be a better day than one
in which .we leave God out of our
minds.

God knows all and sees all. When
we do wrong He waits patiently for us
to confess and promise to do right the
next time. He wil] always help and
guide our thoughts; He answers pray-

in the foot! ers of the unselfish who ask with their
iy beaatei whole hearts. The foundation of God’s
en sh'oots you: government is love. That of Satan’s
with the camou-| Is lave also, but God's love is love of
rve your country,’ it’s | neighbor, wtereas Satan’s is love of
ell you, to make a fellow ! self, -

out blow

The beauties of nature, so fair to

-
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Ty s,

' dance In a ring,
Cola doth not sting, the pretty birds
do sing—
Cuckeo, fug-jug, pu-we, to whit-to
woo!

|
The palm ang May make country

houses gay,
Lambs trisk and play, the Stepherds The Great Canadion Siwestment
pipe all day,
rﬂ- pleasant action
And w!:hur the birds tune this merry r your teeth, slse
= the crevices
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to whit-to Ppenstrating
woo! and cleamsing them.
Then, too, 12 atds
The flelds breathe sweet, the daisfes
kiss our feet,
Use WRIGLEY'S after
Youngml::e:t' meet, old wives asun- every meal—see how
In every street these tunes our ears -.‘::"“ Fou win
do greet—
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to whit-to
woo!

8Spring, the sweet Spring.
—Thomas Nashe 1567-1601).
Donkey Rides!
London.—The child of 11, who wrote
the following, is evidently better up tn

the events of the day than {n the
worka of John Bunyan:
THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS .
The pilgrims are going on donkeys
to see Tutankhamen’s tomb. They |
come from a long way.

Unfamiliar,

The Old One—*Yes, this is sunset
painted by my daughter. She studied
abroad several years.” |

The Young Man—*“Ah, yes: I undor- ' too much to do.”
stand now. I can’t remember having
8een a sunset like that in our country.”
e ———— e

Presarving Tombstones.
A Vermont man has invented a

mathod for preserving old tombs
by coating their edges and backs

scriptions visible.

————leeeeee .
Should Have Exchanged.
Mrs. A —"“My girl has left me.

Iuld I had no social position.”

.
THE SAME OLD WAY ) ﬁ
Uncle Sam—*“Forgive and forget your claims against Germany.” 2
La Belle France—*“That’s what I'm doing—the way you forgave and for-
B0t your claims against Britain.”—From Toronto Telegram. *
Stories About Well Known People
“

Candid Criticism for Duke of York.

Lots of stortes are being told just
now about the Duke of York, some of
which are true, while others are—well,
mythical,

The following happens to be a true
‘one. In fact, although it is against
himself, HR.H. has more than once
related it to his friends.

While in training at the Royal Naval
College, situated at Osborne, in thel
Isle of Wight, Prince Albert, as he wag |
then called, was overtaken DY a. dense
tog while out riding alone, and com-

bletely lost his bearings. A
After riding about~for quite a while,

1to create Queen Victorla Empress of
India.

The great argument of the oppost-
tion opposing the assumption of the
title was that there was no precedent
for it, and ane day during a discussion
iat Mr. Craven’s table Lilly remarked:
“Why, I thought the Queen was Em-
Dress of India; it says so in my geog-
raphy.”

The geography was at once pro-
duced, and, sure enough, through some
misprint or error, it was definitely
stated that her Majesty was Empress
of India. Mr. Craven sent it to Dis-
raell, who triumphantly produced it in

ther he’ll end it all with| schoolboy, says Mr. 8. D. Gordon

Jul . . in a Picture of God, had played truant

r"sw““} ;}:"C_h;:dv'; “:Egg(}t 253;"9&; for three days. At the end of the last
oras § ! *

ike the juice of a pear,’day the teacher askeq the fatler

trouble to remind you that boy came home that even:ing father
Fate would stand beside | and son went into the library together.
rous or sardonic grin oni The boy—his’ name was Phillp—knew
, impassable, and insur- ' thatihis tather had guessed
ront, and have the last gng he teyt bad.

1 After a moment’s pause the father
L~ "'mank 'g‘;::‘:"‘;fm‘?? »aid. “Phil, we'll get down and pray.”
and' my soothing n{cotine, The thing was becoming harder for

An suiting aection to' Prilip all the time; he didn’t want to
pray just then. But they knelt down,
and the father poured out his heart.
The boy knew then how bad his father
felt over his conduct. .

ou, a hum
chan

“Just like a man,”

pouted the girl.
‘You abuse

ate on your own account| That i3 3 case where rayer proved
k her for the nasty blow ! prayer p

e to be the means of salvation: it made
“Rotten luﬁk, dear girl, I know, but . the boy realize his wrengdoing as no
the family, so what’s' the ' Punistment would have done. Prayer
phy overflows from the ! I8 always good. The person who talks
to God and commune= with Him daily
will never purposely do evil. Hig ig
the best and sweetest iife there can be
' on earth.

Phil

of the atmosphere once in

¢ do us any harm.”

David unfolded himself rather stiff-

hair, stood

the word

is fait-'w the end of |  word.wige Interest has  been

r])(;iw ac‘}’;‘;ci«‘igg Yiatt(;xhed{‘ aroused by the wondertul relics of an-
: le em 3

, the difference S cient Egypt discovered recently by

Will there be as much excitement in,
howed around his eyes say. the year 3023,
the stamp of the world spocimens of the t
was painfully vis-

Only bifterness stnouldered in iy

Tired lines

2 ing two thcusand years from now |
The will be as different from us as we are |

ite have amusement, from the ancient Egyptians, say. anj

man ust

anguished souls. Bar. ‘ English writer. Will cur workmanshfpi
Or will
t’s true, they say to each other: “Wihat won-’
that ome half of the world derful fellows those ancient Britons;
the other half lives, were!” i
be—they don’t want, It seems likely that the inhabitants

The girl purposely made her vo; ..‘4 of the world in the year 3000 will know
ght. “Now ]'I;w David, use cns?n(r:;l more about us than we know of the |
’ ) :)n the throngé el pgople of two Lhrzusand years ago. Spe-!

ease remember, I'm 5 Cial steps are being taken to leave be. |
I must confess my hind us relics of the twentieth cen-!
is that I could adg tury. . '
But, dear boy, I  Among other things, a wonderfu] |

Ah, library of gramophone records ig being
80 now meander back prepared officlally to enable those who
little bamboo table come after us to know how we spcke. |
This library is being collected by Lon-|
don University, and it will contain twa |
when childrne, “we hundred t:ousand records. i

for people?” e |
“Yes,” laughed David.  “And do Let Me CGrow Lovely. |

you were -
man we [-et me grow lcvely, growing old—

pail was So many fine things (- |
t he was Laces, and ivory, and goid, |
"And silks need not be new; i

and make eyes

plasterer and you stuck to j
baker?”

“Yes, yes,” |
insisted you f
I wasn’t right!:

ghed the girl. “And
llow him to find oy
and how disappoint

|

* And there is healing n old trees, |

ed T was when he joined a crowd of Old streets a glamor hold; i

Why may not [ (as well as these, |

scarred forever by the! action of a bricklayers! You were a dear even ” ’

European despot. ~Her glance fell to in those days, David, To make up Grow lovely, growing old- ‘
| the left foot, which was stretched out for my disappointment you took me —Karle Wilson Baker.
‘ in unnatural stiffness and just touch- into a. baker’s shop and bought me ——

ed the hc(;m lc_)fhhler l;;kir,t.i Her lips some sugar buns.” | Very Bad! !

compressed slightly, but with a lit - But Grace’s orts were in vain.: : " I

shake, like a sparrow that is detir® She saw the cjg laid down three.' Grocer (at telephane)—Hallo, this

brooding look 18 Smith’s.”
g Customer—‘'Will you please send me

is Mrs. Winter. I want them

as he lifted his paq :
- And yet she complained the next day
| because she got what ste said she
| wanted.

very

(To be ‘nntinued.)

A Strong Will. |
“I've just bee reading about the.

When the '

his secret,

re's ; s ai rl\'.3
‘when they find [Theres 2 thrush who’s building earl;

ings we use to-day?
It is quite certain that the peopleqI

|-lustrated by an experiment recently

fat the rate

alive to its impor-tance and necessity.

looking in vain for seme familfar 'and-
 mark, he at length espied a rustic sit-
ting upon a gate. ’
Turning his horse’s head towards
him, he said, “My good maun, is this the
way to Ryde?”
| The rustic surveyed him critically
for scme moments, and then said:
“No, 't isn't, young fellow-me-lad.
Thee turns thee toes ont too much.”

the House. “Why, even the children
knew the Queen is Empress,” he sald.

He carried his point, the Queen be-
came empre<s, and Lilly got her book
~back with a letter of thanks on the
. flyleat from the delighted premier,

Evergreen Memories.

Lady Frances Baiour is among
those who enjoy keeping the memory
of the late General Booth green (Mrs.
Asquith is another), and in her “Life
of the Founder of the Saivation Army™
she includes stories which destroy the
idea of the General's perpetual gravity.
He was certainly a stern man om oc-
casfons, but there was always plenty
of “light reliet.”

One day, says Lady Frances Balfour,
the General was addressing a huge
audience. Presently one of the offi-
cers, fearing ttat tke speaker’s words
were not being properly heard, started
i closing all the windows in the hall.
Conservative and a great admirer of ' He had closed about haif of them when
the Prime Minister (Benjamin Dis- the General stepped him.
raeli), who was meeting with no small | “Don't suffocate them all,"
amount of opposition in his endeavors quested, “until the collection is taken.”

o In Town.

rSomewhere there’s = willow budding,
In a hollow by tte river, |
Where the autumn leaves lie sodden,
Turning all the pool to brown; !

Printer’s Error Hetps Make
@Xeer Pmpress.

Lieut.-Col. Cecil E. ‘Morgan, cf St.
Catharines, Ont., a veteran of many
wars and a raconteur of the first water
tells a story which is decidedly unique,

Col. Morgan, who is an ex-member
of the old Northwest Mounted Police,
relates that in the days of his adoles-
; cency there resided cluse by a family |
| named Craven, whose daughter, Lilly
by name, literally had greatness thrust
upon her. Her father was a staunch

' Paper Pulp from Grass.

Argentina Las opened a factory to

bog grass that grcws prolifically.

*—0__—
Another Roast.
She—*I was W(‘)rrymg cbonut yvou last
night, Ferdie.”
He—"Really? Y.y flatter me'"”
She—*“Not at all. | frequently wor. '
ry over trifles.”

With his feathers all a-siiver,

And the maple sap is rising- i

But I'm glad that I'm in town.

Somewhere out there in the country

There’s a breek that’s overflowing, l

And a quaker pussy-wwillow !

Sews grey velvet on her gown:

Rustes whisper to each other

That marsh marigo.ds are showing,

And those. saucy crocus fellows # !

But 'm glad that I'm in town. | ) g 't
]
i
|
|

|
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Long ago. when we were vounger, ‘
How those little things enthralled us; [
King-birds nesting in the hedges, | -
Baby fleld-mice soft as down; f F
Muskrats in the sun-warmed shallows,
Strange how all these voices called us
Hark, was that a robin singing?
When's the next train out of town?
—Isabel Ecclestone Mackay.
- :
Trees and Potatoes.
How shelter-helts can incren-e pota-
yields on the praiiies was well il-

it Rests theWnst

T, whole body is re- i
laxed, the ironicg is i
done far more quickly, and
the end of your ironing finds )
vou with untired arms and |
wrists, if you iron the i
]

carried cn at the Experimental Farm o !
at Scott. Saskatchewan. In 1920 Gold : |
Coln petatces in the « pen field yielded
of 166 bushels per acre,
wtile within the shelter-belt the yield
was at the rate of 479 bushels per acre.
The following year that.variety yield-
ed at the rate of 249 busheis in the

to

way. The thumb rest, an r

exclusive Hotpoint feature, i

relieves all strain from the

wrist, and makes ironing an ,
f
}
|
!

open flield and 761 bushels inside the :ﬁfgﬁ;ﬁy' bt
shelter-belt.  Another varfety, the For sale by dealersevery-
Everitt, in 1920 gave 121 bushels per Where:
| acre {n the fleld and 413 bushels inside ‘““Made in Canada’ by

the shelter-belt, and in the following Canadian Gene: al Electric Co., !
year the yields were 156 and 57§ Limited !

bush-
els respectively. ‘ Head Office, - Toronto
In Norway and Finland forest fire
insurance is in succestul operation I
The Norwegian company ¢ arges s pre- .
mium of five to fifteen cents per 3100
worth of insurance, and the Finnish
company ten to twenty cents per $100
worth of insuragce. Both are conduct-
ed on the mutuat principle: The rea-
son that this class of insurance can be
written in these countries and not in
Canada is because enlig”tened publ.c
opinion has, in Nerway and Finland,
enabled the forest aurhcritles to estab-
lish adequate fire protection whereas |
Canadians are not yet sufficiently |
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It’s easier to do a thing right than
to explain why you did it wrong.

"ISSUE No. 17—23.

te re- !

|

' make paper pulp from a species ot’
l
l
|

tones
with

thin layers of cement, leaving their in-

She

, said I had so much company there was

Mrs. B.—Mine has gone off, too. She

 Smooth, white hands—

Clear, bright complexion—
Fresh, clean skin—

Simply that Lifebuey cleans
the gvgole depth of tl.le pores,
and opens them to Lifebuoy’s

softening palm and cocoanut
oils.

The health odour van-
sshes gquickly after use.

( -

Have You Tried Them
from your modern bakers’ cyens?

—These big, brown loaves of
“old-fashioned” full- fruited
raisin bread ? .

Order from your grocer or
a neighborhood bake shop.
Say you want the bread
Note the raisin flavor that that’s made with Sun-Maid
permeates these loaves, isins,
et oy o i, plump, e i P biead o 4 cuce

nutritious cereal and fruii—hoth
It's real raisin.bread—the &ood and good for you, so serve

kind you’re looking for. i eai SRS N fiweek,
Use more raisins in your cakes,
| Ready-baked to save bak- Puddiags, etc,
t ing at home. Delicious and You may be offered other
convenient — and economical brands that you know less weil

Vi than Sun-Maids, but the kind

Yyou want is the kind you koo

We've arranged with bak- . i J':::; t,;l_;refore. o

i fadian T ey c-st no
ers in almost every town and more than ord; e ey

city to bake this full-fruited
raisin bread.

SUN-MAID RAISINS
The Supreme Bread Raisin

grown and pad‘d. fn California by
& co-operative organization com-
members,

14,000 grower

r- . Cm— c— c— e— SIS S — —
CUT THIS OUT AND SEND IT

:mﬁ,wm' Coomens

I e ek —

' Name

T e e ot i L 5 = B
' 7

' Sant-.____.._N.,,m,_

Mail coupen for free book of
Sun-Maid recfp.s,

Sun-Maid Raisins are
Sun-Maid Raas

prising

of your free boox.

————— s e
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