
5>S. Western Nome Monthb'

IrColaed Oerot for
To get you interested in our catalogue for fail and winter

send you free on receipt of your naie and address, we are going

paragraphs on the first page. It relates to one of the best value

ever offered i Canada. Our catalogue is filled brim full witl

clothing for men and women, and general merchandise of all ki

cover to cover is of more direct interest just now when harvestir

for winter are i order. Here it is :-

"«A Special$15.00 Winter Overcoat of fine Black Engish Beaver cloth, in

with atbwchedfur shawl shpe coia of German Otter ; lined with heavy quiltE

mohair aleeve liatga. Made double breasted and fastened with barre! buttons'a

This coat bas ail the appearanoe and style of a£ fir..ined coat at 4 times this price

being lighter in weight and alnMo equally warm. Sizes 35 to 44 SI15. 00.

Pe« isch exfra."

Would you like to have this coat? Would you like to
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mlot do thia. It la quit. different bere return to the diva.n and settie bimsesf «'Do you wish me to go away?",

la New Yorkt. and booldea - comfortably among the cuehions. "Oh, why, w11hy are you so, dleagree-

«"Flddlesticks," Tom Interrupted, thotly. "Then you do't care?" able?"

"It iun't different aiywhere If tVio "Ill answer after your explanation." "If you eall it disagreeabie for me to

people are "I "Oh, Tom, don't be s0 angry." Mer- love you enough to fight for you, then I

"But I heven't really said yen." gery went to the divan and stood before am disagreeable and proud of ItL Do

l'Oie 7ear ended yeeterday. Say It at hlm.- you care as much for me as you did a

once." "I am n ot angl'y. Why should I be' year ago?"

"'Oh, Tom, I1" Margery turned ber 'I have juet told you tbat I couldn't -No. I don't know." The admission

taoe to the window and winked fiercely &ay yes."l She looked at hlm la amaze- came quickly upon the heels of the

to keep back the tearil. ment. denlal.
4"Say yen. I muet hear IV' "But you haven't told me your reason" "You don't know?"

11 cO.flt. I am flot obllged to tell you that." It seemed to Margery as If Tomn's

"«You can." Tom was quite near ber Her eyes fiashed. eyes were looking ber tbrougbh and

now, and bis voice was pleading. "Shall "TOs, you are, l'Il tell you whetber through. 'I think tbat I like you as

1 say It for you?" It le good or flot." well," she confessed rather brokenly,

*'No, It wouldn't be the same thing, "TYout are flot the one to judge. Any- -ony-"ý

snd beside-" She paused. body else would be content a.nd go "Now don't be fooiish," Tom Inter-

-What la It, MargOl'y?" Tom was away." rupted. "You know that I'm flot the

pus.led. Their meeting was so differefit
from what he bad expected.

"1I.wieh that I had written. Oh, why
dIGnt you lot me know yeu were com-
Ing? Why dldn't mother let me know?"
Ohe turned to hlm with a look of des-
pair.

"Tour motiher tbought that my sur-
prise would be a pleasant one." Tom
began to understand that something .
more than grlish caprice had prompted
such a welcome. Ho looked at Margery
no keoxly that, altbough ber eyes were
tightly closed, elhe feit uneasy.

*Il really should send for Aunt Cather-
Ine," she suggosted weakly.

"No," Tom answered With determifle-
tion; "If you bave anything unpleasaflt
to tell me, 1 want to hear it aloiie. Tou
dld noyt wish me to come to NewYrk
le that It?"

«Don't torture me, Tom," she sald,
twisting lher handkerchief to sbreds.
4"Can't you sce how miserable 1 am
about it?"

1*1 may ses when you have told me
wby."' Tom was angry now, and showed
IL.

"'Then-" Margery's volce trembled
and sh hliereesagnin, l'tien I

can't say yeS..
Tom was staggered. He placed one

band beneath Margery's chin and forced
ber to look at him. "O don't mean
that," he sald very quletly.

"Oh, please let Aunt Catflierlr'e ex-

«"Because."

me." Tomn's answer came se allvt1iit

Margery was startlcd. Shie watched Ihlm 1 I tt.\\ JUST TOLI) YOUU1Il \XI I t LION'-1 ,\'
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sort of a fellow that moons about.
shoots himueif, goes to the doge. or anY.

of that rot. You needn't be afraid. 1O0U
can't burt me more by telling yout 7
reasons than you do by thinking Mue 9
coward. I amn ready to listefi."

"Weil, Tom," Margery begsu halttfl
IY, '«you know that Âunt Catherine t»s
been very good to me; that fathOr 13 î
awfufl poor, with only his salary. and
that he and mother are both growiDtg
old. The girls muet be educated. '
brought out, properly married, and-e"

"Go on." Tom insisted upon the con-
clueion.

"09h, you make It ail aeem no hateful
and -

"Business-like. That's Just what It
is. How much has been offered for
you?"

"Tom Meredith!" The blaze of Mar-
gery's eyes dried ber tears.

"Do you love me?" Tom laid bis
hands upon her shoulders and 1001184
squarely into the angry eyes.

"«No.".
"Tes, you do."
"After what you have just eaid, 1

detest you."
"You don't. Toul can't detest me for'

telling a truth which you knew, but
would flot acknowledge. If you do, yOlI
are flot the girl I thought you."

"Tom Meredith, I-"
"Now don't say what you cannfot.

mean. We have behaved like a pair of
idiots. Forgive me for showiflg MY
temper; but 1 shall ot ask you to par»
don the' truth 1 told."

"I can neyer pardon that."
"Weil, 1 am flot In the least offeflded.'

lie went on cheerfully. "I forgive YOU
just the same.",

"I have flot met anybody s0 dowfl'
rlght-'

"Brutal, truthful, and loving In thO
entire year that you bave speflt With
your aunt. I sfhall not r-onsider tIXO
answer You give me this morning. Thii0
Is Thursdav. 1 remain In New To(rk
until Saturday at 8.30 p.m. Tou bave
threp days in wbich to make up youl'
mind."

"Y have already decided."
"No, yuu havef't, unllcss you bave de»

cidpd to say yes."1
"Tom, -vou dor't uiiderstafld." Mar'-

gt'ry's volce was pathetic in its helPles5 8

I1P o.
'TTh, VOs. I do. far better than Y()"

thl!lk. Your head is a bit turned b?
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