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" bit sendsthemohupamﬁohm And
the Wellington is a W'D C pipe, which means
genuine French Briar, specially Demuth seasoned
and guaranteed against cracking or burning
through. Many shapes and sizes, at
all good dealers,.for $1.00 and up.

WM. DEMUTH & CO.

“The Romance

Marriage.

CUATIER VL

<ha says. “What non-

“Won't you?"
gense! You havcr’t.given them time.
Well-—"and she takes up her rod, &
light, “girlish™ thing, as Bob would
call it, and raising her arm, throws
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
jithe figure posied 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.
a large one, too.”

“A beauty!” he says, with a dash

“Number one, It is

of colour in his face.

“will you take the
Paula, modestly.

“Not for worlds!” he replied, em-
phatically. “Why should I? Do you
think I don’t know that you can land
it as well as I can?”

She laughs. And he stands
watches her as she plays with the
fish, which runs up and down the
stream, leaping out of the water-now
and again, and gleaming in the sun;
until, when he begins to tire, Paula
raises her rod, and with a swift, grace-
ful turn of hér wrist, brings him to
the bank.

“Beautiful!” cries Sir Herrick.

But Paula is heart and soul in her
wark,

“Quick:” she cries, as if it were
Bob standing beside her and not Sir
Herrick Powis. “Quick, or he will be
gone agoin! Knecl down and put your
sand under hiin, and when I say ‘now,’
throw him on the bank! It is a
beauty!”

Obediently he kmeels at her feet and
Ases as he is totd.

“Now!” she cries in her clear voice,
2ad the mnext rioment Master Trout
Mo, & bLar of silver, mpon the grass
behind her. Flushed and panting, she
stands looking down at him, and he
stlil Xneels, looking up at her. Her
hat bas failen in the excitement of ihe
struggle, and the soft, red hair, rufl-
ed by the gentie breeze, caresses her
low forehead; her lips are balf-parted,
her eyer beaming., Veuns-rising from
the erested waves sarely did not-losk
msre beautiful, more uoui-entrareing.

He rises siowly, with 3 long-drawn

rod?” says

and

i treath, and:fetches the fish.

«“That was splendid!” he says. “He
{s almost too long for the basket.
Yoar brother was right; you can
tirow a fly. You shall go on, and 1
will watch.”

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

“No,” she says; “you came to fish,
not to look on. Besides, what would
Bob say if he knew it? No; I'll show
you the best spots. I sha'n’t fish
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 theé pur-
suit and in all maidenly unconscious-
ness, she lets her hand 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; “and just the
place for luncheon!”

Paula laughs.

“Yes,” she says. “Hers is where we
generally rest—Bob and I; but where'’s
the luncheon?”

He drops his rod and takes out a
neat little sandwick-case from the
bottom of his basket.

“Here is a poof\apology,” he says,
ruefully. “If 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 stump 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 says,
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
himself full length beside her, and
leaning his head /on his elbow, that
he may 100k up at her face, half-shad-
ed by the big hat.

“This is very jolly,” he says in the
icw toues of a man perfectly happy.

“Orce mora let me say that you must
_ | says Pauia, laughing.
“Why?" she says, turning her eyes

be vory happy.”

“Beauty is

but a beautiful 'w
.andixdmysmmﬁ mhm
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London was always delicious and en-
joyable; but, that is perhaps bechuse
I have never been thers.”

“Never been to London!” he says,
™~ Patla shakes her head.

“No. It
doesn’t it?”

“You are a very lucky young l;dy"
ho says, with a laugh; “most lucky.”

She looks down at him ineredulous-
1y. )

«1 don’t think so. I feel like a wild,
untutored savage whénever anyone
mentions London,” she says, smiling.
“I have begn going—oh, ever o maay
times; but something has always pre-
vented me. Allce has been.”

“Taat’s your sister?”’ he says.

- She nods “Yes.”

' He doesn’t appear to feel much ia-
terest in her sister. :

“I'm afraid you'll be awfuﬂ: dis-
appointed when you do go to London,”
he says—"awfully, Everybody is. It's
a smoky dust-hole of & place.”

Paula laughs,

“Perhaps I shall; but at present it
is a fairy paradise to me, full of shops
and grand houses. I suppose you live
in one of them?”

He leans back, and tilts his hat over
his eyes. :

“No, I don't,” ne uys “f live in a
couple of poky rooms in one of the
inng.” \

“Inns! Oh, you mean a public-
house?” : :

He laoghs. =

“No; one of the inns of court—St.

Barnabas, 'Llwyers, barristers, and
other poor dev—other poor wretches
gonerilly live there.”

“I see,” says Paula; “and you are a
lawyer?

He stares 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 ecuriosity. 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; “pers
haps you do it well."\

He looks at her—there is no smile
on her face, and her dark eyes are
fixed on the stream with a grave
thoughtfulnese—and he laughs.

“That’'s rather good. Well, perhaps
I do.- And 8o you would like to see
London? Take my word for it, you ars
better off down here;
like it. There are no trout in London,
excepting in the fishmongers' ‘shops,
and there’s not much else that's of
good.” i

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

He tilts his back again nnd thinks a
moment, y

“ 'Pon my word, I ng}t 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
s80; 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. “Bob ‘will want a
better basket than we have got.”

“I'm ready,” he says; but he doesn’t
offer to get up.

“You can’t fish lying on your back,”

* “No,” he admits. “T beg your par-

don; I'mt so actustomed to lying on

my buck that I've got into &' confirm-
ed habit so far as. the attitude goes;

Jout I'm ready now,” and he gets up
|ang takes mis voa, o

bhodouso.l’nhhohtim,

- ql a8 she looks . at the handsome;| -

ested” expression.” "I thought that)

sounds very dreadfal,

- pressing . a, smile:

you ‘wouldn’t |
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he says, lasily, Iooking at her with a
smile in his brown eyes. “Don’t let's
be hard tipon them.”.

“That sounds like ofie word for the
trout and two for yourself,” she re-
torts, ; '

"Let me get you some fore water,”
he says; and he gets up again and
goes down to the stream. As he does
80 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
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 figurés, one of a middle-
aged gentleman with a white waiste
coat and a high cravat, that goes fit-

indolent : |

tingly with his pompous gait; the |
other ‘that of a young' girl neatly'
dressed in morning-costume, |

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

“That's Mr. Sta.ncy de Palmer,” she
says, “and his father and sister May.”

“Oh!” he says, coollgy. .“I
know. What makes him wear clothes |
like that?”

“I /don’t know,” says Paula, sup-
‘“Perhaps: he liked
them—thinks they become him.”
“Oh!” 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 {s sitting half-concealed behind
the old stump, he puts up his eye—
glass and stares with as haughty an
alr of surprise and displeasure as his
inexpressive features can command.
Sir Herrick fills his cup—it is aot

tetally unconscious of the stare that!
is’ ﬂxed upon him. Stancey de Palmer
cnmes up to him, with a flush upon

“Er—I beg your pardon!” he says,'
with a languid lisp.

Sir Herrick looks up for a moment,
tuen his regard returns to the cup
which demands all his attention, being

rangements specially designed for the
traveller’s—inconvenience.

of the Palmers, with an increase of

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.”

\sBut you aré,” says Stancy, grandi-
loqnently “This is—er—private water.
There are notice-boards.”

“Yes, 1 saw them,” says Sir Her-
rick, with aggravating coolness.
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MAY 'BE SELEOTED FROM OUR |

LARGE ASSORTMENT AT PRICES
WHICH REFLECT ECONOMY.

'This advertisement means a Bale in true

sense of the word. The goods are new pur-

chases—up-to-date and thoroughly desir- .

purpose.

First, to cement further the belief of oty
customers and fo maintain the reputation
of this Sale—the xreatost opportunity of
the year.
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Second, to get our normal pemui.io of |
increase this year—and we are doing it by -
offering better values than' equ;bafon.

— ’..n

We will leave it to you if the quality, the
styles, the handsome materials and:t
mings, as well as Lowest Prices, do niot” e0m-

are in every detail which are offered near-
double the price elsewhere.

To the Gentlemen:

We are offering SUITS & OVERCOATS
in the smartest styles at a very low priee,

The

)"

Clothing Co.

312 Water Street.
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easily done, fills it leisurely and care- |
fully—and rises to his feet, apparently |

his inexpressive face. | R

one of those convenient telescopic ar- &

“I beg your pardon!” said the helr |

col_o\ur occasioned by the coolness of |

|
|6

(To be continued.) , %
|

gelect from, ranging from $11.00 up.

Extra Special !

Suits s Overcoats

If you want clothes of good quality and
yet want to save money, then you should
gsee 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 almast une
believably low.

Prices to _S‘u‘it
anybody.

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

Over one thousand gzrments In stock to

Offer the f

STAPLE STRONG PICKLES

MORTON’S BEST SYRUP
CARRAWAY SEEDS .. ..

AREILS for Cakes .. §

S GELATINE ..
GINGER WINE ESSENC
GRAPES—Finest Quality .

RAISINS—Choice 2 Cr. Mus

CURRANTS—Finest Cleaned#

CHEESE—Finest Quality

WINES—Gordon Co.’s Port,

CUSTARD POWDER—“Bird}
EGG POWDERS—“Bird’s” .
LEMON CRYSTALS .. ..

PINEI\PPLE—Chmce Hawa

b
(
-
¥

¢
¥
1

" We have
75 boxes of the famous OKA

APPLES selling from ..

¢

(The finest Apples in the

the British H
And a full assortment of N

FRUIT and LEMONS

G. Know

8819, 31.4,m,w

OOO Jews '\/Iacsac
Nationalists Ask

Interfere -- U.

Not Approve M

Troublein Meso

Asked to Postpo

MURDERS IN THE UKRAINE.

BERNE, Dec. 18.
Reports of a fresh wave of pogroms {
n the district of Ukraine occupied by ‘
eneral Denekine’s forces are print-
bd by the newspaper Galetta Wisoro- |
rka, according to Lemburg advices |
o-day. The newspaper declared that
hbone five thousand Jews were killed | [
n Yeka territory alone.

|

|

STOMS RESTRICTIONS REMOV-|e

ED.

LONDON, Dec. 18.
Sir Auckland Geddes, Minister
Jational Service and reconst
nnounced in the House of Cc
o-day that in view of the edcisior
Justice Sir John Sankey of s
Bench division that the Government
possessed no power to prohibit the
mportation of certain goods the Cus-
oms had been instructed to allow the
mportation of all articles affected in |
he Government prohibitory proclam
tion pending an appeal.

FORM THE NATIONALISTS.

LONDON, Dec. 18,
The National Party in the House of
ommons has given notice of motion
b the Irish question reading as- fol-
OWS: “The House in view of the fact
bat the Sinn Fein organization had
made it abundantly clear that it will
pot accept any form of rule retaining
e Sovereign powers of Government
t Westminster declines to proceed
fith legislation which cannot be ac-
eptable to any considerable section
f ‘opinion in Ireland and calls upon
he Government to enforce law and
brder in that country.” ‘

of

'RINCE WELCOMED AT LONDON.|
LONDON, Dec. 18. |
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8ir Edward E. Cooper, Lord ‘\Iavor} 5

Pl London on beh&lf of the city to-day |
°rmﬁlly welcomed: the Prince of
ales home after the Prince’s visit|
9Canada, and the United States. The
Sfémonies took place in the Guild-
181l in the presence of a representative
athering, The Prince replying to the |

Od Mayor’s address saia the warmth | d

Welcome he first experieaced in

etwto\mdland followed him through- |
Pt Bis trip to North America. He en- | b

¥8d his visit to Canada and the Un- |




