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CHAPTER VIL

And she laughs at Sir Herrick, al-
luding to the sandwiches.

“I think I may say there will te
enough,” says Mr. Palmer, rather
pompously. “Well, suppose we say to-
morrow? We'll meet early—twelve o’-
clock. Eh, Sir Herrick?”

Sir Herrick inclines his head.

“Wwe'll have the drag-and-four, and
Stancy shall us Eh,
Stancy?”

Paula glances at Sir Herrick with
a twinkle in her eye; and Sir Her-
rick, suppressing a smile, looks at
the languid and sullen Stancy, and
arrives at the conclusion that if he
should drive, it would not be at all
improbable that he will drive them

drive over.

“over.”

“Shonld be — how — delighted,”
drawls the elegant Stancy.

“Then that’s settled,” says Mr. Pal-
mer, cheerfully.

“And so shall we be,” mururs Paula,
inaudibly except to Sir Herrick.

“At twelve o'clock. Will you give
my compliments to Miss Alice and
your brother, and beg them to honour
us with their company, Miss Paula?”

“Very well,” says Paula.

“We’ll pick you up at the inn, Sir
Herrick,” says Mr. Palmer.

“Thanks,” responds Sir Herrick. *I
think we had better - go now. Miss

Paula, I have to apologise for kgeping r

you waiting. Good-morning, Mr. Pai-
mer.”

And he shakes hands all round.

“Good-morning, Sir Herrick, good-
morning,” says Mr. Palmer, squeezing
the young man’s effusively.
“Honoured by your company; hbpe it
won’t be the last time by many. Oh,
the rod and basket!” as Sir Herrick
slings the latter over his shoulder.
“Ailow me to send one of my men with
them—do! Can’t think of your carry-
ing themn, you know.

hand

“By no means,* says Sir Herrick.

And so the two take their departure,
followed by the bland smile. of the
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They walk on {n ellence for some
time, at any rate until they dre out of
hearing; then Sir Herrick says:

“1 am afraid I've spoilt your morn-

| ing, Miss Paula,”

“That’'s a delicate way of saying
that I've spoilt yours,” rotgrtod Paula.

“No,” he says, shifting the basket
into an easiér position, “it's been
rather good fun. -And after all they
were very kind, Palmer pere is not a
bad sort. Rather too much of the
bakery about him, but means well. 3y
George!” and he laughs, “I thought
they were golng to summon me for
trespass. It was rather fuany, wasn't
it

“If you had been behind the stump
you would have said that it was very
funny,” says Paula; “I never knew
until then how nice it was to he a
baronet.”

“Oh,” he says, carelessly. “They
swung round because I was a friend
of yours, you know-I gun—l'm
afraid that was rather presumptu-
ous”—he corrects himself—“I mean
1 was under your protection.”

Paula does not notice the addition,
and he goes on after & pause:

“That’s an odd fellow, the son.”

“Pray be careful,” says Paula, with
mock seriousness, “we ull regard Mr.
Stancy de Palmer as the glass of fash-
ion and the mould of form. He is the
only exquisite we have got in these
parts, and we are, naturally, proud
of him.”

He laughs.

“Puts.a great deal of style on,” he
says; “didn’t seem to take to your
humble servant very warmly; or per-
haps that's his usual manner.”

“Oh, no,” says Paula, “he is a very
amiable young nun, 80 very aﬁnble
as a rule, but you upset-him; ‘besides,
it’s not very pleasant to be sent off
to prepare a grend luncheon at a mo-
ment’s notice. How would you like it,
yourself?” and she laughs.

“I shouldn’t go,” he says, calmly.

“He will be all right to-morrow,”
says Paula, reassuringly; “especially
as he is to drive. If there is one thing
he thinks he can do, it is to drive a
coach-and-four. Have you ever been
overturned on & coach?” with a faint
smile. /

“Never.’f he says,

“Then a new experience awaits
you, and will no doubt befall you to-
morrow,” she says.

He laughs carelessly.

“I don’t mind,” he says; “it’s all in
the day's work., You will go?” he puts
the question as carélessly as he has
spoken the rejoinder, but his eyes nqt
on her face expectantly.

“I dop’t know,”
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| considered one of the micest men in

| Old! it's a good thing he can’t hear

o 4 thhk not,” he says, mtﬂnﬁlﬂ

Panla. :
He hesitates a moment. .
“Not i T cun heip it,” he says; “but

I may have to. You see, I have an un-

ole.,” :

"Is thlt a great el.lnmityr” says|

Paula.

“Rather,” he says, witl s smile, "A ,,

oalamity! I should like him to hear |
that; it would be the death of llil:nﬁk
He 18 rather apt to consider hxnuu
a boon and a blessing thrown away
upon a thankless world.”

“He must be a very alce sort of
uncle,” says Paula, reflectively.

He must be a very etaoin shrdl

“He is,” assents Sif Herrick, with
indolent emphasis. “He is generally

London.”

“Yes?" with frank interest.

“Perhaps you've heard of him?” he
goes on. “He is Major Vericourt, my
mother’s brother.”

“No, I am ashamed to admit that I
haven’t,” says Paula.

He laughs #and takes the basket}

from his shoulder.

“I thought everybody had heard of
him,” he says; “I feel relleved.”

“Is he so very objectionable?” asks
Paula.

Sir Hertick shakes his head.

“Quite the reverse. He's one of the
most charming men in existence. Too
charming; that’s his only fault.”

“It’s rather a nice fg.ult. It isn’t
catching, I suppose?”

He stops with his rod in his hand
to smile his frank, appreciative smile.

“That’s awfully clever,” he says,
breaking out into a laugh. “No, I'm
afraid it tsn’t catching.”

“He’s a young man, I suppose?”’

Sir Herrick laughs again, with evid-
ent amusement.

‘“No one knows his age,” he says.
“It's in the ‘Peerage’ of course; but
people won’t believe it. I was going
to say he was a magnificent ruin; but
he isn’t a ruin, that's the worst of it.

the question. He. looks:about forty,
and he is, I suppose—ah, any age over
sixty-five!”

“The effect of a good consclence,"
says Paula, throwing a fly on the
other side of the stream.

Sir Herrick’'s laugh sounds softly
behind her.

“He never had one,” he says, light-
ly. “I once heard him say thn} at
twenty a man has to decide whether
he will have a conscience or a good
digestion.”

“And he decided?”

“My uncle’s digestion is the finest
in the world,” he replies, succinctly.

Paula laughs.

“Tell me more about him,” she says.

He came up beside her, watching
the graceful poise of her arm as she
throws the line, and she goes on ab-
sently, his eyes absorbed in making
the exquisite clear line of profile of
the beautiful face—

“Oh, there isn’t any more; except-
ing that he is‘awfully rich,’and that I
am, unfortunately, his heir.”

“Unfortunately?" laughs Paula.

He nods.

"Yell——- There'’s a trout! Hew beauti-
fully. you managed it.  There! You've
lost it!”

“Never mind. I'm so deeply inter-
ested in your uncle, the major. Why
untortunate!y?" she asks.

e pushes his hat from his white,
low forehead, and laughs softly,

“Because a man has usually such
far-fetched ideas of the duties that
should belong to his heir, and my un-
cle i no exception to the rule.”

“I see,” says Paula, with a smile.
“He doesi’t send you on- before to

seys Pauls, cheer-}
| fully. “We have an excellent hospital}
at Crawfield, I think I'd better say|
mothing to Bob snd Alics about Mr.|E
l'm stnur'a intentions, or. they will—
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8ays. “There will be quite enough hot
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“He lnughs.

“No. The major wouldn't do any-
thing so outre; he is the very modal
of ‘politeness. If he were a poor man
hei_. would make a handsome income by
teaching good manners and deport-
ment, like that man Turveydrop, in
Turveydtop; Ne was fat, wasn’t he?
You could put my uncle under a door
without scraping thé buttons of his
waistcoat. He'd rather dis than grow
stout.”

Paula laughs.

“He is the most interestibg relative
I've ever heard of,” she says; “you
are to be congratulated.”

He shakes his head.

“So they tell me,” says Kir Herrick,
laughingly. “Well, to hark back: one
of the duties vhich this uncle ofimine
coniders should appertain to the posi-
tion of his heir and nephew is to re
in attendance whenever he is wanted,
and I may be fetched away—sudden-
ly. I've got to loathe the sight of a
telegraph envelope,” and he laughs.
“At present he is visiting—he is al-
ways visiting-—at Lord Hurstley's.”

CHAPTER VIIL

“Lord . Hurstley's,” says Paula;
Ywhy, that 'is near here. Well, aboat
twenty miles off.”

“It i18?” he says, “How dreadful! I
had hoped that it was at the other end
of England.”

“About twenty miles,” says Paula.
“It is, an awfully grand place—out-
side, I mean, Of course I've never been
ingide.”

He tods.

“I hope he's comfortable,” he says
“and that he'll stop there. At any
rate, he doesn’t know where I am, so
that I am safe.”

“Unless he should happen to meat
you”

“Don't, please!” he says, with mock
alarm: “Let's change the subject. You
want a fresh fly put on,” and he takss
out his book; but Paula shakes her
head.

“I mustn't stay any olnger,” she

water ready now. I forget, you don’t
know my sister Alice.”

“Is she as bad as an uncle?”’ ue
says. “Can you not stay a little while
longer?” wistfully. “It is tho best part

pointing to the stream, alive with

Dickerig’'s novel. Not that he is likel!

of the afternoon, and lgok at the fisi” |

“riges.”

But Pnﬁlu has suddenly roused to
a sense of duty

“No,” she -#ays,” not a moment.

know. If you go
stream—"

Hg begins to pull his rod to pieces.
"“Is that likely?” ho-says, caimly.
“But—" says Paula.
He shakes his head, :

(To ﬁe continued.)
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WAISTS  SUITS, any Slyle,
Any PMc, Any Color Any Pl'lce,
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chases—up-to-data aa& ﬂiei‘éughly desir-
able. They are bemg offered for a double

purpose.

First, to cement further the belief of our.

customers and fo maintain the reputation

of this Sale—the greatest opportunity of

the year.

Second, to get our normal percentag.. 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, the

‘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 pnce elsewhere.

To the Gentlemen:

We are offering SUITS & OVERCOATS
in the smartest styles at a very low price.

The
English - American
(lothing Co.

312 Water Street.

novi2,tey,eod

Attention to Men!  Extra Spemai?

' Suits aa Over

If you want clothes of good quality and
vet 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.

Sizes, Quality, Style,
Prices to suit
anybody.

A convincing demonstration of the value-
giving power of our clothes, the frost was
still in the ground last M wbmyn placed
our order for thia season’s ltock, lpng be-
fore shortage of materials made itself felt
as keeniy as it has since, : _

Over one thousmdm 3 in‘shock to

select from, rangins !ugn m.oo ap.
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