CHAPTER VL.
“Then I—I think yon might have
paid more attention to them,” retorts
Stancy de Palmer, growing a deeper

red, and trying, but unsuccessfully,|®
to stare the stranger trespasset ‘down.}

“I did,” says Sir Herrick, quietly,
and with no whit of offence in his cool,
Iow voice; but the reply grduues Mr.
de Palmer’s ire. P~

“Then—theun,” he stammers, . with |’
a poor attempt at dignity, “how is it
that you didn’t keep away?’

“I'm sorry,” says Herrick. #Con-
found it!” as the patent cup colldpses.
“I'm sorry. I¥ the water belonts to
you, I apologise.”

“The water is—is the properw of
my father—Mr. Palmer, .of Povi_n
Court,” says Stancy,. haughtily, “as
you might have read.” ok

“I don’t think I got as far .as thgt."
says Sir Herrick, going back to the
stream, and becoming instantly’ ab-
sorbed in refilling the cup.

Stancy stares, too wrathful for in-
stant retort, apd- Mr. Palmer and May
come up.

“What is the: matter, Stancy?” asks
the great sugar-baker, pompously.

His hopeful :son turns and waves
his hand, the ¥ang and bony fingers
covered with rinzgs

“Oh, nothing much,” he says. “This
—this perSon is trespassing, and I am
just telling him s0.”

“But, Stancy,” murmurs a soft
voice, and May, with her eyes fixed
on the graceful figure, in its well-cat

suit of cords, with its air of nobility

palpable as the sun on the water, ap-
proaches.
“Pray hold your tongue, May,

her brother, not over-politely.
says Mr.

" says

“There’s  some mistake,”
Palmer, ami he thrusts his thumbs in
the arm-holes of his white waistcoat,
and approaches the daring intrnder
on the Palmer domain with so admir-
able an imitation of a full-grown tur-
key-cock, that Paula, hidden  behind
the stump, and enjoying the  litfle
farce, can scarcely suppress a laugh.

“Er—young man,” says the owner
of Powis Court, clearing Hhis throat,

fthe fun has gome far enough, rises
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Palmer, severly. Aty

- Bir Herrick noq!s., -
“Yes, and had some very fine sport.
The water seems well preserved.”
«iqrb:i!ufmer gasps more like a tur-
' key-cock ‘than ever.
“!—If" he says,’ pomponlly “I must
Mllelt you to give m@ your address,”
ho says. s
"With pleasure,” says Sir Herrick.
“Wait one moment. if you will,” and
he goes to the ltnmp alowly, carrying
the- cup.
But Paula, probably thinking that

from. behind tha stump, and with a
pleuant nod un

“How do you do? How are ’y'on,
N\

May?” \

. “Paula!” exclalmn the sott volce, “is
that yeu?” . and May Palmer moveé
townrd her. :

' The two men stand and stare for a
moment; then My, Palmer, recovering’
first, comes V"toyrwai'ds with a:pompous
smile and an ontstretched hand,

“Er—godd7motjnﬁg, ‘Miss Paula! I
did not know you-were there. Er—
been fishing?”’. as he sees -the rod ly-
ing beside her. “Ah, I see, this is a
friefd . of yours?” :

“Yes,” says Paula, taking the cup
which Sir Herrick -hands her as cooly
and ‘quietly as if they were alone.
“Yes, I'm very sorry, Mr. Palmer, I
didn’t think you'd’ mind.” :

“Not at all—not-at all,” says the
owner of the Court, with & condes-
cending wave of his hand. “Any friend
of yours is welcome, Miss Paula.”

“Why didn’t he say so? -mutters
Stancy, eyeing the non-chalant figure
aullenly.‘, 3

Sir Herrick turns with a smile.

“You didn’t give me time,
know,” he says.

“Oh, no!” says the gentle voice of
May. “It is all—all a mistake. But”—
with a reproachful smile and in a low-
er voice—"it was your fault, Paula!
What a wicked girl you ‘were to hide

”»

you

young lady,” says the sugar-baker,
condescendingly, “is quite’ welcome. I
hope you have had good sport?”’

“Yes, thanks!” says Pauls,
ding; “there they are!”

“Fond of fishing?” asks Mr Pll-
mer of Sir Herrick, condoscendinﬂy
“p thlnk you will find, as you said,
that the waters are very well pre-
served. I* ipare DO expense: money is
no object—no object whatever. I—er
~—do-not #fish myselt, but I like my
triends to have good sport, and . I'm
prepared to pay for it.”

“Very kind,” murmurs Sir. Herrlcl‘.,
calmly.

His manner rather disconcerts the
great sugar-baker. It is not thus that
his advances are usually met, and his
face grows' rather red, while that of
Stancy waxes crimson.

“I suppose you haven™t been fish-
ing with a worm?” he says rudely.

“No,” says Sir Herrick. “How do
you do-it?”

Stancy drops his eye-glass, and
looks daggén, but it doesn’t oeccur to
him at the moment to speak out.

Once more’May; evidently the peace-
maker, steps into the breach.

“How is dear Alice? she asks,
hurriedly. “I hope she isn’t knocked
up after last night. Did she enjoy her-
self?”

“Very much,” says Paula.
wasn’t up when we left.”

“And—your brother?’ asks May,
her eyes dropping for a minute. “I'm

Nod-

“She

afraid he was rather bored.” A
Paula, lgughs, . _ B 2 2

&
“Bob enjoyed himself ama.zingly"

*1 wasn't hiding,” says Paula. *“Yes,
I was”—in a whisper. “It was so
funny. I wanted to see what they'd]
do.”

“Any friend of yours, my dear

she says, with a polite disrenfd of
the trath.

“I'm very glad,” says Mr. Palmer,
pompously, “We—er—do our best to
amuse our guests. Expense is no ob-
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She hld intended letting th Palmer’s

-Up . to and toadied; even a baronet he

,borror as he realises that he has bean

'of the upper ten; then he turns pale

e

»:fmhluonod on their

go theit way in that state of biliss
_¥hich springs from ignorance; but the

mm condescending tone of the
sugar-baker lording it on the very

land wlueh should have belonged to
the man standing so ‘quietly by her
side is too much for her,

“No,” she eays, “Ne has not come
on husiness; he has come ‘on—plea-
sure, I suppose. This is er Hetrick
Powis, Mr. Pglmer.” .

Now, if thépe is ny ‘thing Mr. Pal-
mer and Mis son worship besides
money, it .is rank..

A lord 1s, in Mr. Palmer's estima-
tion, a being of' different clay to the
rest of mtn?ind, & being to be looked

regards as something to kowtow to
and fawn over; but a Powis of Powis,
netwithstanding their downfall, is the
creme de la creme. g

For a moment he stands gasping,
his éyes and mouth wide open with

actually rude and overbening to one

and raises his Rat. .
“Er—er—thls is a pleasant sur-
prue " he gasps. “My dear Miss Paula,
why :didn’t you tell me sponer?”

“I “hadn't time,” says Paula in a
very fAir imitation 6t SIr Herrick's
vo_ica, and with a side glance at him,
“I—er—beg ten thousand pardons,
Bir Herrick,” he stammers, the pers-
piration standing on his.red forehead.
“I'm very sorry! Of course, I couldn’t

Jknow!” as if it were g pity that bar-

onets and earls afdn’t wear thgtr titles
shirt-fronts.
“Couldn’t poulbly know, now could

0k h‘o)o you'rs well, Sir Herrick.

Permit me '*to have the honour 6f shak-

ing hands, Sir Herri¢k,” and he ex-

tends a fat, podgy palm.

Bir Herrick shakes hands, with a
smile of suppressed amusement.
“Stancy,” says Mr. Palmer, effusive-
ly, “this is—er—Sir Herrick, You've
often heard me talk about him. We've
often talked about you, Sir Herrick,

{ I assure you; haven't we, May?”

But May stands silent, with a- little
look of shame and pain on her face.
“Hoften and hoften,” continued Mr.
Palmer, who is apt to get wild with
his “h’s” when he- s confused—“hot-
ten and hoften I have said' how ‘appy
Tishould be if T could meet Sir Her-
rick.”

Sir Herrick inclines his head in ac-
knowledgment, and tries hard to look
duly fmpressed.

“And where are you a-stopping, Sir
Herrick? At Myrtle Cottage?”

“No,” says Sir Herrick. “I am stay-
ing at the King’s Arms.”

“No! Really!” exclaims Mr. Palmsr,
shocked at the face of a real living '
baranet Stayldg at & country fmn.
“And how long ‘ave you been there?’
“A'day or two,” says Sir Herriek,
with an amusement which. Paula and
the silent May can plaialy discern.

“No!” ‘exclaims Mr. Palmer in ac-
cents of sorrowful regrét. “Dear me! ,
lrt’dubmm 1 assure you
didn’t knew it, Sir Herrick. If 1 had
Ilhmahnvmuredtoukyou to,
honeur me with your presence at our -
little party lAIt night.”

“Very klnd," murmurs Sir Herrick, |

lﬂlll is this going to last?
Ml’ continues the
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We are headquarters In the city

for the famous Automdbile HocLey
Skates, and we are réw “enabled t,
supply our friends ! w1th ‘aeil grades at
the followmg prices;ss:

Automoblle A 8450 m
7.'00 4

1.0 “
Also a full line of

Star Hockey Skates

- as foHows -
Climax, 53.20 Pr. Ladies Beaver, $3. 20 pair.
Ladies Glaz:er $4.00 pr. Dreadnougln, $4.35 pair.

Regal F. W $7. 00 pair.

A Attt it A A A

Smooth, Fast, t
and- Comforta ngh

AI o)
Hockey
Sticks

» and
' \Pluc_ks.

Martin-Royal Stores Hardware Co. (1]

B o S S

f

) / ing goods which were damaged by fire in

' 3

with s tone which plainly says, “How ‘ :

4> We are. now ~offering the follow-

greatly reduced for quick
: o MARCH CO., Lmlted

_building, Prices
sales. THE C

BRI RS & IR SR

e
.:,’ir.

ASH STI\NDS
20 only COUCHES,
- 200 MATTRESSES,
200 BEDSTEADS,
200 SPRiNGS o s

: Of the above hnes ef goods Bedsteads
and Springs have just - arnved, bngt We are
marklng ;hem vexy low for qg 1%
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PENEKINE TLAIMS . VICTORY. |

HELSINGFORS, Dec. 19.
General Denekine has gained anj
hportant victory in the Volga Valley ?
cording to newspaper despatches

eived here. l

TTE\[PTEI;- ASSABSINATION
OF LORD FRENCH. | |

DUBLIN, Dec. 19

An attempt was madeé at one o'clock
his afternoon to assassinate Viscount
ench, Lord Lieuténant’ of Irelaunda
ord French was driving bot\xmxp
hton Gate of Phoenix Park and the |
ice-Regal Lodge when a shot was|
red. A civilian nearby was struck |
hd instantly killed by the bullet ‘\i
oliceman was wounded at the same
me. Lord French escaped.

FRENCH “ALL RIGHT.”

LONDON, Dec. 19.
The news of the attempt to assassin-
e Viscount French in Dublin was
pnfirmed this at't,'ernoon by the Irish
ffices. A late mMessage from Dublin
id Viscount French was “all right’

FRENCH’S ASSAILANTS.

{ LONDON, Dec. 19
A despatch to the Exchange Tele-
raph Com o ny from Dublin says that,
he assailau.s of Lord French and nis
arty numbered fifteen or twenty per-
ons. :
Several shots are said to have beenl
red by Lord French’s assailants. Th
ilitary present promptly returned
he fire and one of the assailants wag
hot dead. His body lay by the road
de. Ambulances ‘were immediately
ished to the spot. . Information gath
red indicated that the assailant
red from a field while the Vice-Rega
Ity was passing along the road
ost intemse excitement prevailed
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