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beet spots. The treat ere net large 
here; but yon know that of course?”

“No/’ he says, quietly. “I don't 
know Hampden at all."

Bob stares.
“I mean that I haven't seen It since 

I was six years old."
“No, of course—Just so," says Bob, 

rather hastily. It must have been 
about that period that the Powlses 
were sold up. “No, Just so. You live 
In London, of courser'
~ "Yes/’ Is the reply, with a faint 
smile, ‘It I may be said to 'live' any
where. I've been travelling most of 
my time. But We rooms In London.”

"With your uncle, the baronet?" 
says Bob.

“No," says Herrick Fowls, “not ex
actly. My uncle la dead."

Bob suspends bis ham-laden fork 
between his plate and his mouth.

"Oh! Dead, eh? Then—then who's 
the baronet?"

“I am,” Is the reply, with a smile.
"Oh!” Says Bob.
Paula nearly drops her cup. Bar

onet! Then she has been Indulging 
in an escapade, a moonlight dance 
with the head of the house of Fowls! 
Baronet!

“I •'didn’t know, Sir Herrick,” says 
Bob.

‘Sir" strikes on Vania's

cured, and life a gift to thank Heaven 
for and to rejoice In.

Barring Bob, who is generally up 
at dawn, marching over the fields or 
whistling about the stables, and Mary, 
the handmaid, who rises with the 
lark, no one is earlier to meet the 
greeting Mss of day than Paula.

She comes down this morning fresh 
as the dew that begems the grass, 
clad In her white morning-dress, well 
worn as all her dresses are, and fit
ting her lithe, supple figure like an 
otter-skin.

And yet she has net slept overmuch, 
for the incident of last night was net 
easy to dispel; and even in her sleep 
she heard the music of the “Manols" 
waits and saw the tall, slight figure 
of the young man whom Bob has des
cribed as the wildest of the Powlses.

Alice the beauty Is still asleep, re
covering her wonted delicacy of com
plexion and sleeping off the effects at 
last night’s dissipation; and Bob’s 
whistle can be heard even where Paul
ine stands under the verandah, a flock 
of cooing pigeons at her feet, flut
tering at the crumbs with which she 
every morning regales them.

As a rule these said pigeons take 
tliair breakfast with an accompani
ment of music; but this morning the 
song is silent on Paula’s lips, and a 
lltt’.e dreamy abstraction sits in her 
dark eyes. /

Bob’s words are still ringing In her 
ears, the vision of the young strang
er is still before her eyes.

“There Is some mistake," she ears. 
“Bob will be the first to say so when 
he sees him and hears him talk. And 
he will be here directly!” and With ft 
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— are doubly 
welcome when 
they are Acme 
Gloves.

This advertisement means a Sale in true 
sense of the word. The goods are new pur
chases—up-to-date and thoroughly desir
able. They are being offered for a double 
purpose.

First, to cement further the belief of our 
customers and to maintain the reputation 
of this Sale—the greatest opportunity of 
theyear.

Second? to get our normal percentage of 
increase this year—and we are doing it by 
offering better values than ever before.

We will leave it to you if the quality, tic 
styles, the handsome materials and trim
mings, as well as Lowest Prices, do not com
pare in every detail which are offered near
ly double the price elsewhere.

The Romance
OF A

Men appreciate 
their smart ap
pearance, snug 
fit and except
ional wearing 
qualities.

Marriage.
CHAPTER tv.

“I don't see that It’s so ridiculous” 
murmurs Pauls, "any more ridicul- 
Mis than— than Bob, for Instance.”

1 was' christened Robert. Miss Im
pertinence. There can’t bs two of ’em. 
and both young. Young, you said?’

‘‘Tes, young,” she murmurs. “Ami

Gioe Acme Glooes

on

And the 
ears with extraordinary force.

“He died about a month ago. What 
splendid coffee!”

And he glances at Pauls, who low
ers her eyes.

"Then," says Bob, "you came in for 
the prop—I mean the title?”

“Yes—the title," assents Sir Her
rick, with a smile. "Is this ham one 
of your own curing? I’ll have another 
slice, If I may.”

“Yes,” says Bob, "Paula—my sister 
there—saw to It Is Isn’t bad,” he 
adds, with a brother’s sang-froid.

“It is delicious," Sir Herrick says; 
and his eyes wander to Paula’s face 
with the direct, frank look which she 

I had noticed the preceding night as so 
I characteristic of him. "We don’t get 
ham like this In town.”

“No, I suppose not,” says Bob. "It 
■Isn’t bad. And so you’ve come down 
for the fishing?”

"Yes, for a change,” says the last 
of the Powlses.

“Not a bad place, the King's Arms," 
goes on Bob. "Comfortable and snug.”

“That describes it to a nicety,” as
sents Sir Herrick.

“Have some strawberries,” remarks 
Bob, after a pause. “At any rate, 
they’ll compete with Lend.—. Paula— 
wake up, Paula!” For Paula, usually 
so brisk and talkative, seems smitten 
dumb and absent-minded.

Sir Herrick holds a clean plate, and 
Paula puts some strawberries on to 
It; ând passes him the cream.

(To be continued.)

"Now, Bob!”
-Fact. Why, he's the worst of the 

lot. They say but for Jilm that the 
Powlses would have pulled through 
a bit. He’s a gambler, and a—let's go 
to bed!”

"But whit’s he doing down here, 
then, in the hole-and-corner of a 
place?” demands Paula, triumphant-

To the Gentlemen:
We are offering SUITS & OVERCOATS 

in the smartest styles at a very low price.
across the table, and a tall figure 
stands In the door-way.

Bob suspends hie operations on the 
ham and stares: for, bareheaded, 
stands the young gentleman who so 
easily persuaded Paula into the “Man
da” waltz.

“I beg pardon,” he says, and his 
voice, low and clear, rings like music 
through the room, “but I missed the 
front door, and—”

He looks from one to the other with 
that easy smile, that self-possessed 
manner, which only the bred-and-born 
gentleman possesses, and which all 
othesr may strive after in vain.

Paula stands silent, with downcast 
eyes. Now, In the full glare of day
light, her escapade of the night be
fore looks—well, simply outrageous.

Bob is the first to speak.
"Don't apologise,” he says In his 

straightforward fashion. “You are 
Mr. Fowls ?” ,

"Herrick Fowls.”
"Yes,” says Bob, rising; “my slater” 

—and he nods at Paula, silent and 
motionless—“told me that you were 
coming.”

"Yes,” says Herrick Fowls; “Pm 
afraid I’ve turned up at an Incon
venient hour—”

“No, you haven’t;” says Bob, on 
whom the musical voice, tW self- 
possessed, natural manner, have made 
their mark. “Have you had your 
breakfast?”

Herrick Fowls shakes his head and
smiles.

“Not yet”
"Then you’ve come Just at the right 

time,” says Bob. “Paula, give Mr. 
Fowls a chair. Sit down and join us. 
My sister—Paula—but you’ve met be
fore."

Paula’s face “grows like a poppy,” 
but Herrick Fowls, shows no em
barrassment.

"Yes,” he says, “we have met be
fore,” and he bows, as he takes his
seat

l’aula seizes the coffee-pot and 
bends over the cup as If her life de
pended upon the exact amount of 
milk that should be allotted- to each.

“Do you—do you take sugar?” she 
asks, without raising her eyes.

"Thanks,” he says, “not much, 
please;” for Paula, in her little nerv
ousness, threatens to empty the con
tents of the howl Into his cup.

“Oh,” she says, "Bob—my brother— 
takes a great deal.”

"Anything this side of half a 
pound," says Bob, cutting away at the 
ham. "Have some ham? Fine morn- 
isn’t it? Looks well for. the crops. 
Staying here—I mean in Hampden?"

“Yes,” said Herrick Powle; "at the 
King’s Arme. I came down for some 
fishing, and fishing is my 'excuse for 
intruding this morning."

"No intrusion,” says Bob in his dir
ect fashion. "It isn’t too fat? Glad to 
see you.”

Thanks. I heard at the Inn that you 
were an adept with the fly, end so I 
ventured to call.”

"All right;” says Bob. "til show

start she throws 
crumbs to the excited pigeons apd 
springs into the house.

The breakfast te all laid. It is not 
an elaborate one, but what there is 
of it is simply perfect. Fresh butter,, 
cream in abundance, a huge pyamld 
of strawberries, a pink-snd-whlte 
ham, and coffee made to perfection 
simmering on the hob.

She stands and looks at It, uncon
sciously completing a picture that 
would make the mouth of a devotee to 
art watçr with envy and longing; a 
picture that would make the fortune 
of an artist, If he could Just put It on 
canvas.

"Perhaps he won’t come,” she says 
to herself. "If—If he le what Bob save 
he is, he won’t care to come; and yet, 
last night—"

A step on the terrace, and a man’s 
voice singing:

“Perhaps he’s come to break Into 
the church,” says Bob, stretching him
self. "And so he’s coming here to
morrow, is he?”

"Yes, Bob; and, Bob—"
"Well?” with a tremendous yawn.
"You’ll be civil, won't you?”
"My dear child, a refined and polish

ed characteristic of your humble 
Bervant,” he says, with another 
yawn.

"Nonsense, Bob. You, know what I 
mean. You see, I asked him to come. 
He’s—he’s coming to breakfast.”

"The dev—the deuce he is! All 
right. I suppose he'll go after break
fast Don't alarm yourself. Jhe young 
man’s goings-on are nothing to us. 
Of course we’ll make him welcome. 
Give him a plan of the church, and 
lend him a dark-lantern and crowbar, 
if he likes. Herrick Pows! Well, It's 
a rum go. And now, I'm going to bed. 
You are sure you saw to the colt?”

English - American
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Extra SpecialAttention to Men !
"Here’s to the maiden of bashful 

fifteen,"

and Bob enters, his handsome face 
tanned and rosy, his eyes bright and 
sparkling.

"Hallo,” he says, pitching hie hat 
into a corner. “Breakfast ready? I’m 
as Hungary as a hunter I” and he 
drops into a chair opposite the ham 
and seizes a knife and fork. "Hungry 
as a hunter 1 Come on! What are you 
waiting for? Where’s Alice?”

“Alice has had a cup of tea and 
some toast,” says Paula.

“All right; give me some coffee—”
"But, Bob!”
“Well?" cutting away at the ham 

vigorously.
“Aren’t you going to wait? He might 

come.”
“He? Who? Oh! that Herrick Powle. 

What! Not H I know It Wouldn’t wait 
for the Ctar of all the Russia». Bit 
down. He won’t come. That kind of 
gentry don’t put much value on pro
mises. Hallo!" for a shadow falls

CHAPTER V.

Noth withstanding her late vigil, 
Paula is up betimes. Even if she were 
very tired it would be difficult to lie 
in bed such a morning as this which 
breaks after the night of the Court 
ball. A morning In which the birds 
commence their concert at dawn; 
when the meadows take to themselves 
a sheeny gloss; when the young corn 
waves joyously In the generous sun
light; when the atmosphere Is loaded 
with the scent of the flowers, earthly 
Jewels that match man’s handiwork 
and add perfume to the glory of col
or* and brilliance. A morning whan 
the heart feels as light as a feather; 
vbec song bursts from the lips in
stinctively and naturally; when the

Fashions and Fads,
The new collars are small high 

turnover affairs.
Caps are made of moleskin, baby 

lamb and nutria.
Net trimmed with wide bands of 

fur is a novel Idea.
Satin Is popular material for the 

afternoon gown.
Sports clothes run the entire gamut 

of tan colors.
Jabots and frills of lace are much 

used on dark frocks.
There le an extravagant use of em

broidery just now.
Negligees have flounces of lace 

reaching to the waist’
There seems no end to the popularity 

of beaded bags.
Suits especially feature the string 

belt and the fur collar.

If you want clothes of good quality and 
yet want to save money, then you should 
see the bargains we are offering. They are 
all perfect merchandise of usual high qual
ity. But because they are mail order over
stocks and samples, because of our low rent 
and small expense, our prices are almost un
believably low. «I Am So Afraid

Sizes, Quality, Style, 
Prices to suitworld seems all bright and rose-col
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A convincing demonstration oftbe value
giving power of our clothes, thejgfgBt was 
still in the ground last year when ^jlaced 
our order for this seasons stock, lftflg be
fore shortage of materials made itaélf felt 
as keenly as it has since. ; -,
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Over one thousand gr.rmpnte in stock to 
select from, ranging from |l|M up.

Easily aad cheaply prepared.

GROVE. 4
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You’ll never know bow quickly a bad 
eou*h can be conquered, until you try: 
this famous old home-made remedy. 
Anyone who he* coughed all day and 
all night, will say that the immediate 
relief given is almost like magic. It 
fakes but, a moment to prepare and really 
there is nothing better for eoughs.

Into a lfl-oz. bottle, put 2% ounces of 
Pinex (50 cents worth) ; then add plaie 
granulated sugar syrup to make 18 
ounces. Or you can use clarified mo* 
lasses, honey, or corn syrup, instead pt 
Sugar syrup. Either way, this mixture 
saves about two-thirds of the money 
usually spent for cough preparations, 
and gives you a more positive, effective
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