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to measure

(Carriage and Duty Paid)

FOR 8.60

Valued by thousands of our

vanadian friends at $20.

Al' Curzon clothing is sold with
a guarantce (satisfaction given or
money’ returned) and is produced
from g'enuine British Textilcs.
« That * There’s-comfort in
- the Curzon cut” is no mere
jclle statement, and is a truth
which has been attested by
clients residing at all points
of the habitable Globe. v

Greatest attention is paid to the
cutting of every individual order, and
the style of production of these suits is
~ equal to anything sold anywhere at twice
'~ and thrice the money—at least, this is what
. the Curzon clientele say about the Curzon
$8.60 Suit. ;

Then there is the tailoring. As is well
known, London is the hub cf the tailoring
craft, and Messrs. Curzon Bros,, as practical
tailoring experts themsclves, arc in a position
to secarc the most qualified workmen in the
trade. For all these reasons Curzon tailoring
is sold with the following guarantee:

SATISFACTION BUARANTEED GR MONEY RETURNED IN FULL.
One Silver annd Two Go'd Medal Awards.

Our methods appeal to the thoughtful man:. that is perhaps why we
aumber among our clientele such well-known men as- the following :=—
Rev. R. J. Campbell, Hon. G. E. Foster, M.P., Iloratio Bottomley, M.P.,
Lieut.-Col. A. E. Bclcher, Lieut.-Col. Dr. S. H. Glasgow, Hon. R. R.
Fitzgerald, Rev. Canon Davidson, Comte. Ubaldo Beni, Lieut.-Col.
Hugh Clarke, ]J. P. Dowuey, M.P., W. H. Doyle, M.P,, Ilon. F. W.
Aylmer, Mr. Eustace Miles, Dr. T. R. Allinson, Major-Gen, J. C+
Kinchant, Mr. Matheson Lang, Mr. Montague Holbein,

Fill in a post card and address same to us as below, asking for our
latest assortment of materials. Together with patterns, we send you
fashion-plates and complete instruct ions for accurate self-measuremcct,
tape measure, all sent frce and carriage paid. We dispatch your orcer
within seven days, and if you do not approve, return the goods, and we

will refund the money.
$20 SUIT TO MEASURE FOR $8.60.

The World’s
Measure
Tailors,

(Dept103) 60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND.
West End Depot:
Pembroke House, 133/35 Oxford St., London, England,
Address for Patterns:

CURZON BROS., ¢/o THE CLOUGHER SYNDICATE (Vept. 103 ),
419 SPADINA AVE,, TORONTO, ONTAR’O

Please mention this paper
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DYE THOSE SUMMER THINGS

Scores of summer things, such as fancy parasols, bathing suits, colored

stockings, ribbons, feathers and artificial flowers, hammocks and cushion
covers get faded and dingy long .

before they are worn out. With

Maypole Soap

the clean, casy home dye, you can
give them a new lease of life, useful.
ness and beauty, and save many a
dollar. No stained hands or kettles,
no muss, no work to speak-of.

94 colors—wili give any shade. Colors 10c; black 15c; at your dealer's or
postpaid with [ree booklet, ‘“‘How to Dye,”” from

FRANK L. BENEDICT & CO., Montre 1

|

he, feeling guilty that he hadn't remain-
ed out in the windy weather in the ser-
vice of the Heron and her crew. “She’s
all right,” he affirmed; “how’s the veg-
etables doing?”

“But, Unecle Eben,” said Priscilla, “do
come up and show me where to look. 1
want to see her myself. I'm dying of
impatience.” And then the good uncle
led the way for this caprice back to the:
bleak view from the roof. '

“There, Cilly,” said he; “look to your.

Jeft. There’s two of ’em, and one’s larg-
er than t'other, and the ome—"

“I don’t see but one, Uncle Eben.”

“Eh- Wa’al, they’ve changed posit-
jons, that’s all. Here, give me the glass
for a second.” :

For a second Uncle Eben stood motion-
Jess, seanning the water; then his old

" hand fell to trembling, and a-red line

painted itself across his forehead, and
he drew his breath hard, as he put the
glass away and turned to go down " the
stairs.

there.” said an old salt to Uncle Eben.
#] saw the whole thing, and it didn’t
take so long as I tell it: you wouldn’t
know'd she was hurt before she was
clean gone. Miguuty poor sailors, I'take
it. to run down a fellow in broad day-
light, or else they’ve got too mueh tml-
last aboard!” :

“The wind’s drefful eranky, you see,”
said a bystander. . -~

“It wasn’t the Heron?” quavered Uncle
Eben.

“Dun’no; never thought of the Heron.
Let's see. (aptain Jasper’s in her ser-
vice. He'd a know’d better than to let
that concern strike her like that!”

“[ don’t know; accidents will happen,”
said Uncle Eben, watehing the ship shoot
up the river.

She surely was not the Heron. Jasper
would not help tnem eat their Christ-
mas dinner to-day. Had not his old

eyes deceived him? Had he best go back
and speak to Priscilla. At any rate,
he would take a turn round the square

L
<ir Wim. Whyte, Vice-President C.P.R., whose recent Kaighthood greatly pleased Western
people,
1
"1 believe youre right, Cilly.” he said, | first, and compose himself and get his
in a stifled voice: “there ain't but one | breath. ~ The tears stood in his eyes

vessel ariding in, all by herself.”

“Don’t fall, uncle,” she called aft(ert
Niim. wondering if he was going to have
an ill twrn, that his voice was so full of |

breaks and discords.

“She’ll be in the rniver already.” he
muttered, drawing on his mittens. “['ll
yun down to the wharf and see what
they think.”

And he pelted out. without heeding
Priscilla’s remonstrance, for it was ill\“l
possible that he might have been mis
taken, after all.  Could that other ves-
sel have been an  illusion, a mirage?
Could it?  For when Unele Eben had
taken the glass tfrom Priscilla he had
seen the larger craft outlined against
the sky. and—was it the stern ot the
other settling there in the troneh of the
~ea, just outside  the twbulent  bav?
Iad the Tareer eraft vun down the Teron,

or had his old eves deceived him Y

He bent Tis stepsg fivst to the little
public iouse looking out on the viver,
where a group was already colleeted on
the stoop. with spy-elasse< and conjee
tures. watehing eacerlv for the inwad-
bound vessel,

“There™s beon rouch  woirk  outside

and rolled down his furrowed cheeks as
he went on. He was thinking, perhaps,
as much of himself as of Priscilla just
then. only her possible sorvow had
brought to his own mind strongly—his
own wounds gaped beneath the fresh
blow, and throbbed fiercely; and then
he had loved Jasper almost as well as
Priscilla, for Jasper was the son of the
old sweetheart for whom he had bought
the stone china twenty-five years ago,

t and who had jilted him the mext week

for Jasper's father. Perhaps it was all
right that Priscilla should have given
Jasper the eod shonlder: perhaps it was
poetic  justice-—only TUnele Eben had
never heard of that sort of justice, and
was not able to appreciate it. Presently
he found himself back in the mneigh-
horhood of the wharves“again.  The
strange vessel had anchored now, and
half Tide Stret was down on the end of
the quay talking with the erew. Unele
Eben could see their gesticulations as

they deseribed the event: the Mermaid
in cveat gilt letters stared him out of
countenance  at  the  ship’s  stern. as
though  defyving him to call her the
i Heroi. Some sailors were busy lifting




