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from the stream, and lettisg them rest 
on hie handeome face, “are you not 

' wlehlng that you were back In Lon
don r

"In London?” he eaya, raising his 
head la astonishment. Good ‘gracious, 
noJ Why should you think that? Lon
don Is simply awful In June."

•Is ltr says Paula, with aa Inter
ested expression. ”1 thought that 
London was always delicious and en
joyable; hut, that is perhaps because 
I have never been there.”

“Never been to London!” he says, 
With an amused smile.
" Paula shakes her head.

“No. It sounds very dreadful, 
doesn’t ltt*

■Ton are a very lucky young lady,” 
he says, with a laugh; “moot lucky."

She looks down et htm Incredulous-
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A COOL, dry smoke always The well catches 
moistureand stray tobacco; the top-opening 
bit sends the smoke up awayirom tongue. And 

the Wellington is a WD C pipe* which meant

Any Fabric. Any Color, toy Price.

MAY BE SELECTED PROM OUR 
LARGE ASSORTMENT AT PRICES 

WHICH REFLECT ECONOMY.
and guaranteed against cracking or burning 
through. Many shapes and si*», et 
all good dealers,-for $1.68 and up.

WM. DEMUTH & CO.
New York

This advertisement means a Bale 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 Otir 
customers and to maintain the reputation 
of this Sale—the greatest opportunity of 
the year.

Second, to get our normal percentage of 
increase this year—and we are doing it by 
offering better values than everbef ore.

“I don’t think eo. Ï feel like a wild, 
untutored savage whenever anyone 
mentions London," eke saye. smiling. 
“I have been going—oh, ever bo many 
times; but eoaetbing hae always pre
vented me. Alice hae been.”

"T.ïat's your sister?’* he says.
She node “Yes.”
He doesn’t appear to feel much la- 

tereet In her kilter.
“I’m afraid you’ll be awfully dis

appointed when you do go to London,” 
he «aye—"awfully, everybody 1». It’e 
a smoky dust-hole Of a place.”

Paula laughs.
“Perhaps I shall; but at present It 

is a fairy patndlee to me, full of shops 
and grand houses. I suppose you live 
in one of them?”

He leans back, and tilts hie hat over 
bis eyes. .

"No, I don’t,” he says. "I live In a 
couple of poky rooms In one of the 
inns.” >

"Inns! Oh, you mean a public-

lie says, lastly, looking at her with a 
smile in hie brown eyes. “Don’t let’s 
be hard Upon them.”

"That sounds like one word for the 
trout and two for yourself,” she re
torts.

•'Let me get you some more water," 
he says; and he gets up again and 
goes down to the stream. As he does 
s» voices are heard in the little wood 
behind them, and he turns his head.

"Great Potiphar, what is this!” he 
exclaims, with an air of indolent 
amusement.

Paula looks over her shoulder. A 
tall, thin, ungainly figure comes out 
of the wood., It is dressed In a knick- 
erbocker suit of startling hues, and 
dangles an eye-glass with a lacka
daisical, languid air. Behind it are 
two other figures, one of a middle- 
aged gentleman with a white waist
coat and a high cravat, that goes fit
tingly With his 
other that of

G. Knowbreath, and fetches the fish.
“That, was splendid!" he says. "He 

is almost too long tot the basket. 
Your brother was right; you can 
throw a fly. You shall go on, and I 
will watch.”

But Paula shakes her head, and puts 
her rod over her shoulder.

"you came to Bek,
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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 price elsewhere.
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•'Won’t you?” she says. “What non
sense! You hat cn’t xgiven them time, 

•’’and she takes up her rod, a
Bob would 

throws

"No,” she says
not to look on. Besides, what would 
Bob say if he knew it? No; I’ll show 

I sha’n’t fish
5000 Jews Massaci 
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Reports of a fresh wave of pogroms J 
|n the district of Ukraine occupied by alj 
General Denekine’s forces are print- 1 
6d by the newspaper Galetta Wisoro- 
irka, according to Lemburg advices 
to-day. The newspaper declared that 
ibone five thousand Jews were killed 
In Yeka territory alone. so]

To the Gentlemen:
We are offering SUITS & OVERCOATS 

in the smartest styles at a very low priça.

you the best 
again.”

He does not argue the matter; and 
so they walk along, Paula close by his 
side directing him in a soft whisper 
where to let the fly fall. Once or 
twice, In the absorption of thé pur
suit and in all maidenly unconscious
ness, she lets her band fall on his 
arm. There more silvery fish are added 
to the basket, and the morning grows 
into the warm, glowing noontide.

By this time they have reached a 
little wood, whose overhanging 
branches render fishing impossible.

Sir Herrick looks round, and then 
up at the sky.

“Mid-day,” he says 
place for luncheon!”

Paula laughs.
"Yes,” she says. ”H 

generally rest—Bob and I; but where’s 
the luncheon?”

He drops hie rod and takes out a 
neat little eandwick-caee from the 
bottom of his basket.

“Here is a poor \apology,” he says, 
ruefully. “It I had known that you 
were coming, I would have come bet
ter provided; but will you take one? 
Let me find you a comfortable seat. 
Wait!”

And he takes off his coat, and 
spreads it over the stamp of a tree.

“Don’t do that" says Paula; "you 
will catch cold.”

He laughs with amusement
“I think not,” he says. “Please sit 

down and rest.”
And fuss being a state of things 

Paula hates, she seats herself.
Then he takes a drink-cup from the 

basket, and kneeling down by the 
stream, fills It with water clear as 
crystal and cool as ice, and hands it 
to her.

"It is poor fare for you,” he lays, 
regretfully. “If I had but known—”

Paula laughs.
“You need not be sorry.’’ she says. 

“Bob and I generally bring a biscuit 
or a piece of cake. Who cares what 
one eats when one Is fishing?”

“That is true," he says, flinging

Well
light “girlish”' thing, as 
call it, and raising her arm, 
the fly so that it just alights on the 
water.

Twice, thrice, she repeats the ac
tion; and Sir Herrick, watching, won
ders whether anything more greace- 
ful has ever been imagined than this 
lithe figure posted on its right foot 
the beautiful, chestnut-crowned head, 
and the dark eyes, all aglow with en
joyment.

Suddenly he sees the line jerk, there 
is a splash in the water, and her 
laugh rises in the silence.

“You have got one," he says, going 
up beside her.

"Yes,” he says. “Number one. It , is

English - Americana young girl neatly 
dressed in morning-costume.

“What is it?” demands Sir Herrick, 
half-laughingly; and Paula smiles in 
sympathy.

"That’s Mr. Stancy de Palmer,” she 
says, “and his father and sister May.”

"Oh!” he says, coolly. . “I didn’t 
know. What makes him wear clothes 
like that?”

“I don’t know,” says Paula, sup
pressing a. smile, 
them-

Barnabas. Lawyers, barristers, and 
other poor dev—other poor wretches 
generally live there."

“I see," says Paula 
lawyer?"

He etares at her, and gets up on 
his elbow again.

"No," he says, “I’m—nothing. I live 
there because it’s cheap, and—a fellow 
must live somewhere, you know.”

Paula nods, and looks down at him 
with dreamy curiosity. It is quite a 
new type of character to her, and she 
feels as a naturalist might who came 
across, for the first time, a strange 
specimen of the animal creation.

"No, Ido nothing,” he says again. 
"That sounds bad, doesn’t it?"

“I don’t know,” says Paula; “per
haps you do it well.”'"

He looks at her—there is no smile 
on her face, and her dark eyes are 
fixed on the

Clothing Co’and you are a

312 Water Street
nov!2,tey,eofi

‘and just the

[TOMS RESTRICTIONS REMOV 
ED.'Perhaps he like* 

-thinks they become him."
” he says again. There is no 

time for further remak; for the great 
Mr. Stancy de Palmer comes within 
hearing, and seeing the kneeling 
figure at the stream, but not Paula, 
who is sitting half-concealed behind 
the old stump, he puts up his eye- J 
glass and stares with as haughty an 
air of surprise and displeasure as hie j 
inexpressive features can command, j 

Sir Herrick fills his cup—it is not 
easily done, fills it leisurely and care- j 
tolly—and rises to his feet, apparently j 
totally unconscious of the stare that > 
is " fixed npon hlm. Stancey de Palmer 
comes up to him, with a flush upon 
his inexpressive face.

"Er—I beg your pardon!" he says,1 
with a languid lisp.

Sir Herrick looks up for a moment, 
then his regard returns to the cup 
which demands all his attention, being 
one of those convenient telescopic ar
rangements specially designed for the 
traveller’s—inconvenience.

“I beg your pardon!” said the heir 
of the Palmers, with an increase of 
colour occasioned by the coolness of j 
the other. “But are you—or—aware 
that you are trespassing?”

Sir Herrick looks up, steadying his 
cup, with both hands.

“No,” he says, “I am not”
"But you are,” says Stancy, grandi- 1 

loquentiy. “This is—er—private water. 1 
There are notice-boards.”

“Yes, I saw them," says Sir Her- ! * 
rick, with aggravating coolness.

(To be continued.)

LONDON, Dec. IS.
Sir Auckland Geddes, Minister of 

National Service and reconstruction, 
innounced in the House of Commons 
to-day that in view of the edcision of 
iustice Sir John Sankey of King’s 
Bench division that the Government 
possessed no power to prohibit the 
anportation of certain goods the Cus- 
:oms had been instructed to allow the 
mportation of all articles affected in 
he Government prohibitory prociam- 
ition pending an appeal.

Attention to Men ! Extra Special !

a grave
thoughtfulness—and he laughs.

“That’s rather good. Well, perhaps 
I do. And so you would like to see 
London? Take my word for It, you are 
better off down here; you wouldn't 
like it. There are no trout in Lpndon, 
excepting in the fishmongers’ shops, 
and there’s not much else that’s of 
good.”

"Why do you live there then?” she 
asks, not unreasonably.

He tilts hie back again and thinks a 
moment

** ’Pon my word, I dqgX know; I 
can’t tell you. As I said before, one 
must live somewhere. At any rate, I’m 
not there now, thank goodness! and 
I feel as if I should never care to go 
back.”

He doesn’t look at her as he says 
so; but there is a certain significance 
in his voice that draws Paula’s eyes 
upon him.

"Haven’t we rested long enough?” 
she says, demurely.

FORM THE NATIONALISTS.

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 mart 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.
‘Bob will want a 

better basket than we have got”
"I’m ready," he says; but he doesn’t 

offer to get up.
"Yon can’t fish lying on your back," 

says Paula, laughing.
"No,” he admits. “I beg your par

don; Pm so accustomed to lying on 
my back that I’ve got into a confirm
ed habit so far as the attitude goes; 
but I’m ready now." and he gets up 
and takes his rod.

As he does so, Paula looks at hha, 
and aa she looks at the handsome, 
careless face, with Its tone of high 
birth and gentle breeding, as distinct 
and palpable as her own youth and 
beauty, she thinks again that Bob hae 
made a mistake, end has done Sir 
Herrick Fowls a wrong in calling him 
everything that is bed.

He stands for a moment arranging 
bis rod, then ss she dosent mote, he 
•lake down again.

A convincing demonstration of the value- 
giving power of our clothes, the frost was 
still in the ground last year when we placed 
our order for this season’s stock, long be
fore shortage of materials made itself felt 
as keenly as it has since.

Over one thousand garments In stock to 
select from, ranging from $11.00 up.

“Why?" she says, turning her eyes
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but a beautiful skin is possible only when the liver 
and kidneys are active, and the bowels functionate
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Saxon <§Lproperly. The secret of beauty as well as of health 
is tc maintain perfect digestion and elimination.
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