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W[N NING the patronae of th2 ecriti qal dres
the good points that have made these Clothes |

men is an inherent dignity.

[t is diffieult to deseribe this. It is a certain intangible something, a certain
-ally commands the respect of all. And
in fit and drape that they mould into the person-

of him, this respect 1s

bec***- ase the Clothes are so periect
ality of the wearer, and to s:;:_ah an extent become a part

transferred from t"le clothes to the man himself.
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' collars, perrectly plaln mannish sleeves,

$14.50 TO $25.00

Every inch of every fabric in every garment guaranteed All Wool.

Carefully sel ct_,te d garments for men and young men—made of all-wool fancy

FaSthﬂable E*a“ SUltS, $l@°”‘“ worsteds and cassimeres in the latest styles and colors, including the popular

gray and fancy blue and brown. All sizes, including stouts.

Men's and Young Men’s Suits, $12.5

models, carefully finished throughout. All si includin

Nipil, SUilS at $!3.59 Smartly tzilored all-wool garments, fashioned along approved lines,

UV including the n:w English models. Made of fine all-wool fabrics in
all the new patterns; guaranteed in fif, quahty and worl :manship. All sizes, including stouts.
Suits, $2.50 to $3.5
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=y Hand-tailored garments of all-wool wor-
oU steds and cassimeres. The very newest
19 stouls.

T AC
diwd,

Norfolk, double-breasted and Knickerbocker modeis— of fine cheviots, cassimeregs
and worsteds, in gray and brown mixtures; also Russian and sailor styles of brown

Bow%
J Sizes 4 to 17 years.

39

Ail-wool and hand-tailored—double-
Russian and sailor models. Choice of cheviots, cassimeres,

1th tw

Some wi 0 pairs of trousers.
erbocker, Norfolk,

breasted, Knick-
wor-

Boys' Suits, $0 to $7
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Bovs

viots and cassimeres.
Knickerbocker and Norfolk styles.

Some garments of all-wool serge, che
and gray and brown mixtures.

DRESS

Many smart striped effects
4 to 18 years.

.sits, $8 to $10.50

OUR

Women’s, Misses’ and M*m |
dren’s Stunning Fall and
Winter Coats '

These coats are unusually well tailored ‘mry
are of Serge, Cheviot, Chinchilla, and Plaid:
Melton. Tney are built on the newest I Elil and § ; ,
Winter lines, with straight back, neatly stitched] 1‘31:_311*"-2"58, from 50c to $6.00

and | Comfortables---Cotton filled, $1.00 to $2.50
.00 ; Down and Wool filled, $3.00 to $10.50
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GOODS DISPLAY EMBRACES

STAPLE AND NOYEL—BLACK AND COLORS

=W EATERS

hese coolish days call for a good warm
weater. We have them in the Blazer Coat

SW mtert, also the Regular Coat Sweaters, In
'ed, oTey, blue tan, white and black.

BLANKE T COMFORTABLES
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Women's & Misses’ Styl-
ish Tan Boots, $4.00
16-button.
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Women’s and Misses
high-cut gun-metal
Calf Sho Stylish
kinds for Fall and

\ Vinter Wear, $3.00.
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medium heel.

$4.00 to $25
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NEW i

NECKWEAR

Robespiere Collars, in black, blue and :
green.
The new Collar and Cuff Sets for coats
in white and ecru.
ji iny Collar and Cuff Sets at $1.50.
Pleatings, Pleated Net, white and ecru, ;
._.')h...

lined with good satin flexible sole;
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SU&T CASES : TRUNKS HAND BAGS

ibre-bound, linen-lined trunks, covered with heavy
duc k- two fibre centre bands, heavy brass trimming, excel-
sior lock a M dowel bolis: extra skirt tray, linen lined.
Extra fine qu: 211ty smooth .
| f,-,j,-:JL :**‘111 ir ek .“-LLLL hand
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MEKN'S HA TS
Derbies and Soft Hats
$1.50 to $3.00

Men’s and young n“’w s smartest Fall styles,

including the celebrated S. & B., Belvedere and

: | derbies. The :-;-aft hats are of fine silk-fin-
sty u-h shanes and newest colors.

fj. fw B. Derbies at &:

opular make of the finest quality felt;
1€ -'u' l'-.IIl U'-._l :,";‘-

Bovs’ Soft Hats at $1

l)t} N '
pular telescope ai \d college shapes of fine quality
th: new Fall shades.
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FOR THE FALL AND WINTER GOWN

In fringe, chinille, ball trimming, puffing and banding.
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UNDERWEAR
AL, WEIGHTS AND PRICIES
L o ¥

IN WOOL AND COTTON FOR
MEN, WOMEN & CHILDREN 2

o s AN ) AT LR T

all eclors

...I.A,L ) iJ t\){)
A "*;

JACK l‘UCHES.b SATIN
CRIEPE DE CHINE, in pink, blue, black;
and MARQUISETTE
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FOR THE FALL

[adies’ fine rib bleached Vests, ribbon in-
serted at neck, crochet edging around neck and
down front. 20(3 and 50c.

Ladies’ Wool Underwear,

$2.50.
Ladies’ Union Suits, in wool and cotton,
$2. 50.

xtra good values, at o0c to 2

Children’s Wool and Cotton Underwear,
wched, fine rib, ribbon inserted. 25c¢ to 7oc.

[xtra good values in Men’s Heavy Fleeced
Underwear at 50c.

Men’s Ribbed Underwear, medium weight,
white and grey, at 50c.

Men’s Extra Quality Wool Underwear, in
white, grey and red. $1.00, $1.25, $1.50, $2 00.

PRSI

GLOVES
white, tan and grey. $1, $1.25, $1.50

fine rib. $1.00 to

In black,

FOR MEN, WOWM EN
AND CHILDREN.
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Ask to See the
New Fall Butterick Fashion Book
to select a pattern for your new Fall froek.

‘i or the New Fall bonnet.
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Friends

A Tale of the .
Desert

By CLARISSA MACKIE

Y e l-l-l-u--ui-t-In-u-ui-----H-u----

@ rePruPeB BB Pr@rr@r 9 1@ B QuPr PP @ ~SuBuguPe-De

O.-..-p'-'ii. iefpsefendeni@ong we Jos e -i“ﬂ.-l.ﬂ.tl'-H"'ﬂH‘-'. O .

The sand of the desert shimmered iu

The sun shone bra-
down fromn a merciless blue sky.
Shifting winds had rifiled the sands
s, with here and there a
mountainous biliow.

Winding in and out among the bil-
lows were shallow indentations—camel
tracks in the sand.

I'ord Cameron turned to his compan-
ion.

“How long, Abdi?”

The Arab leaned from his
til his face aln
With
body he sat upright ag
utes, saire,” he said,
thhe shoulder.

Cameron frowned.

“The last caravan we ran into tried
to rob us of what the others hadn’t
stolen,” he muttered.

“This is the same one, effendl,”
marked AbdL

“How do you know that?”
eron’'s tone was sharp.

Azain the Arab shrugged. *“I know!”

“Let us o another way, then,” sug-
gested the American impatiently. “My
journey te the ancient ruins of Gib,
where I am to join the archaeological
expedition, has already been Iinter-
rupted five tim f hy encounters mhh
bandits and ho ‘1[-. by both Italiar
and Turkish scouting parties. Is there
no other route we may take—one that
18 less freqnvn:&ﬂ

Abdi's fierce glance seemed to over-
leap the billowed {I'F."'-{‘it and became
concentrated on the far horizon, v.lm ‘e
something glittered for an instant and
then vanished.

“There 18 L;im rent route that may
prove to be safer,” he said at last.

“T.ead the way, then,” ordered Cam-
eron impatiently.
tly the

horse un-
105t touched the sand.
aent of his lithe
ain. *“Ten min-
with a shrug of
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Cam-

Obedient Arab wheeled his
horse to the left, ﬂ'ﬂf;l}' from the route
which they had chosen and which was
the same taken by tle thieving cara-
van whose camel tracks had momen-
tarily halted their journey.

As Cemeron followed his guide he
occasionally threw a glance over to
the right, where one might reasonably
expect to glimpse some trace of the
caravan which had passed oniy ten
minutes before. He was hoping that
they would elude the thieving Arabs
who had plundered their provisions and
tried to steal their horses. A quick
battle with automatice revolvers and a
repeating rifie had put the Arabs to
flicht. But they hovered near. One
day’s uninterrupted journey wouid
bring him to the expedition camp on
the site of ancient Gib. Urgent busi-
ness had prevented his joining the par
nointed place; consequent-
to make this leonely trip
Z.-Lrn Tripoli with the un-
certain loyalty of an Arab dragoman
as his sole :"_ nendence.

Cameron decided to be on the look-
out for treachery from his dragoman,

“What is that?' he asked suddenly.

*bdi mnzli led hia ea 1£~-~1 ettfu]h ;\

ly he had
across nor

“Ilu 1-~ decl Jnd &hdl
his shoulders.

Cameron knew that the Arab lied
and felt that his suspicions were con-
firmed. There he said nothing.

Ho drank some sirong coffee of his
own prepaiation and ate a few tinned
biseunits from his own saddiebags. lle
decided not to sleep that night
unguarded moment Abdi might mur-
der him with a shot from the siiver
mounted ritle he carried slung over
his burnoose.

Cameron prepped his saddle against
a sand hiloek and, sitting down, lean.
ed his head acainst the leather bags.
Eis cartridge belt was buckled outside
his coat and in either hand he held an
automatic revolver.

The three horses, Abdl's, his own
and the pack horse, which carried his
lueeage, were grouped near at hand.

Once again there came the distant
cry—of the jackals? Cameron believed
otherwise. A hdl turned hLis head away
nnd listened.

‘It is a sienal ery,” thought Cam
eron, w lm 1 ew something of the wire
less telegraply of the desert tribes.
“] wonder if it relates to my aairs
or are thoy the trail of [Halian
sconts? Very likely they are on the
scent of other game—something big
ger than I can offer with my meager
equipment and silver watch.”

After awhile he arose and stretched
himself, oJering a splendid target for
Abdi's ride, but the tall Aradb did not
even turn his head. He was staring
out into the fathom!less gloom of the
desert if falcon eyes would
pierce its myster

Cameron remained
felt a vague uneas:
him, lh‘ thourht he heard fotstens
pudding to and fro in the soft sand
amongz the lillocks. "'111 re seemed 11
be a buirden of whispering In the st
air. but whenever he grew rigid ane i
tense with listening there was noth-
ine save the murmuring bLre¢ze trou
hling the gruins of sand.

The horses stirred restlessly and one
of themy whinuied. Cameron canglht
the beginning of an answering whinny
—it was pever ended. Something
stifled it into silence.

“What was that, Abdi?” asked Cam-
aron sharpiy.
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“Thet, effendl

The Arab turned.
Thy servaut sneezed.”

A grim smile curved Cameron's lips.
“Traitor,” he muttered to himself as
he listened.

After that a great silence fell upon
the desert. The wind ceased blowing.
The bhorses drooped their heads and
were quiet. Abdi stood a dark. statue
throwing a gigantic shadow on the

sand.

Caicercn’s  eyes acled with
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b over the desert.
In an |

the !

watching and with a longing for sleep
to come to his burning eyelids.

Suddenly a tiny spark appeared at
the top of a nearby hillock. It dis
apeared.

Instantiy Abdi struck a fusee and
lighted a cigarette. As his lean dark
face was exposed in the glow of the
brief light, Cameron saw a look ol
eagerness spread over the grim fea
tures of his dragoman.

“A signal,” decided Cameron, won-
dering whether it would not be wiset
to bowl the traitor over with one shot
now and if there was to be a battle
let it begin at once and have it over
with.

There would be small chance of his
escaping alive if the enemy should
surround him as they would be likely
to do. Even now they might be croueh-
ing behiind the very sand dune against
which he was leaning.

Almost anvthing was better than the
strain of waiting for something to hap-
pen. He would give them ten minutes
more and then—. He glanced at his
watch and saw that it was two hours
after midnight.

He was impatient at the idea of hav-
ing his arrival at Gib delayed by an-
other day and he could not understand
Abdi's stupidity in prolonging the jour-
ney except in the light of having be-
traved his master to the bandits. |

Abdi smoked his cigaretie peace-
fully and finally flung the burning end
to the ground. Cameron watched for
some answering signal but saw mnoth-
ing.

“Perhaps it is the signal to attack
now,” he muttered and at that instant
Abdi turned swiftly and yelled at him.
“Baalek!” (Lookout!) was his ery, and
it was flung as a warning to Cam-
eron.

Cameron dropped into the shadow of
the | k and awaited with quickened
pui. 3 the swift padding of feet among
the sand dunes. He saw Abdi throw
himself inio a similar attitude and he
was ashamed that he had mistrusted
the loval fellow even as he thrilled
with the realization that he was not
fichting alone—there were two of
them.

Abdi had the point of vantage; he
could see what was coming. Cameron
watched his dark form.

Suddenly Abdi sprang to his full
heicht and screamed fanatically:

“La illah Allah, Mohammed Rasoul
il Allah!”

There came a sharp shot out of the
gilence that followed his challenging
ery, and the Arab tumbled back,
clutching his arm.

“Come on out of that, you jackals!™
out a strong English speaking
voice from the direction of the shot
hat had wounded Abdl

Cameron's breath nearly left
body.

“Hi, there! WWho are you?" he called
out.

“The devil!” was the astonishing ex-
plogsive retort. “Come on, Appleby;
let's investizate this civilized Individ-
ual.” And footsteps came nearer, near-
er. and finally rounded the hillock
against which the groaning Abdi lean-
ed, and two men dressed in European
garments and wearing white pith hel-
mets appeared.

They stopped at sight of the group
of three borses, the wounded Arab
and the solitary form of the American
in garb similar to their own.

“Appleby, who is your fool friend?”
aslked Cameron coolly as he approach-
ed them.

“Ford Cameron!” ejaculated Apple-
by, staring with all his might. *“Have
we been stalking you all the even-
ing?”

“You
grimiy.
potted.
eh?”

“Bandits. We heard you were com-
ine. How? Desert wireless, of course.
Thought we'd come out and meet you.
Started vesterday and got lost. Last
nicht the pesky robbers harried us all
Thought we were in
for another night of it, only we chang-
ed about and hunted the nullers.
Funny, isn't it?"

Appleby rattled lightly on as his
companion leaned over the groaning
Arab, deftly ripped the covering from
his shoulder and made a brief exami-
nation of the wound by the light of
an electric pocket lamb that quite
awed Abdi into submission.

“A mere scratch,” he pronounced
brusquely as he took out a small case
from his pocket, applied ointment and
bandages. “There, my good fellow;
you'll all right in a day or so.
Mighty sorry I pinked you, but It was
fortunes of war.”

He pressed a gold coin into the
Arab’'s eager hand, and, waving aside
the murmured thanks, he joined the
other two men.

“Let me intregrce Dr. Ransom,” sald
Appleby to Cameron. “He's the med-
fcal end of the expedition.”

The three sat and talked in the di.
minishing moonlight, while Abdi slum-
bered fitfully.

When day dawned Cameron mount-
ed a hillock and looked in all direc-
tions. Against the eastern sky stood
palm trees in dark silhouette.

“The ruins of Gib!™ he shouted
down to his companions.

As the three stood and watched the
rising of the sun Abdi stirred himsell
and turned his face to the cast,.

“T.La fllah Allah. Mohammet Rasoul
iI Allah!” he chanted. And this time
it was a cry of peaceful worshlip.

illoc

sang

his

have,” returned Cameron
“It's a wonder you didn't get
What did you think we were,

be

Ma Knew, if He Didn't

“Are vou going to marry Sister
Ruth?' asked the small boy of the
young man who had been invited to
Bunday dinner.

“Well—er,” stammered the young
man in great embarrassment, “l—er—
I really don't know, you know.” .

“That's just what I thought,” said
the boy. *Well, ma says you are."—
lL.adies’ Home Journal.

Little Pitchers.

Willie—=I'nele Jack. did you choke on
that cake batter ma made yesterday?
Rich 0O0ld Uncle—=CGood heavens, no,
cuild! What put such an extraordinary
idea inte vour bead? Willle—Why, I
heard pa tell ma he made you cough
np the dough.—Exchange.

A little sunshine set aside for a rainy
iay is Dbetter than on uambrella.—-
Youth's Companion,




