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RESIDENT magistracy in Ireland
is not an easy thinz to come by
nowadays; neither is it a very at-
tractive job; yet on the evening when I
first propounded the idea to the young
lady who had recenily consented to be-
come Mrs. Sinclair Yeates, it seemed |
glittering with possibilities. |

I was then climbing the steep ascent
of the captains toward my majority. I|
had attained to the dignity of mud ma-
Jor and had spent a good deal on post- |
age stamps and on railway fares to in- |
terview people of influence before 1 |
found myself in the hotel at Skebawn |
opening long envelopes addressed to
“Major Yeates, R. M.” |

My most immediate concern was to
leave it at the earliest opportunity, but
in those nine weeks 1 had learned,'!
among other painful things, a little, a |
very liftle, of the methods of the par-
tisan in the west of Ireland. Finding,
a house had been easy enough. 1 had |
had my choice of several, each with
some hundreds of acres of shooting, |
thoroughly poached, and a considerable |
yportion of the roof intact. I had se-
lected one; the one that had the larg-
est extent of roof in proportion to the |
ghooting, and had been assured by my |
landlord that in a fortnight or so it
would be fit for occupation. |

“There's a few little odd things to be |
done,” he sald easily; “a lick of paint
here and there and a slap of plaster—"

I am shortsighted; I am also of Irish
extraction; bhoth facts that make for |
toleration—but even I thought he was |
understating the case. So did the con- |
tractor. !

These and kindred difficulties ex- )
tended in an unbroken chain through |
the summer months, until a certain wet
and windy day in October, when, with !
my baggage, 1 drove over to establish
myself at Shreelane. It was a tall, ugly |
house of three stories high, its walls
faced with weather-beaten slats, its
windows staring, parrow and vacant. |
1 stood on the steps, waiting for the |
door to be opened, while the rain
sluiced upon me frgm a broken eave-
shoot that had, among many other |
things, escaped the notice of my land-
lord.

The door opened and revealed the|
hall. It struck me that I had, perhaps, |
overestimated its possibilities. Among
them I had certainly not included a
flagged floor, sweating with damp, and,
a reek of cabbage from the adjacent
kitchen stairs. A large, elderly wo-
man, with a red face and a cap worn
helmet-wise on her forehead, swept me
a magnificent courtesy as 1 crossed
the threshold. :

“Your honor’'s welcome—"" she began, |
and then every door in the house
slammed in obedience to the gust that
drove through it. With something that |
sounded like “Mend ye for a back
door!” Mrs. Cadogan abandoned her
opening speech and made for the
kitchen stairs.

I am a martyr to colds in the head,
and I felt one coming on. I made a;
laager in front of the dining room fire |
with a tattered leather screen and the |
dinner table, and gradually, with cigar-
ettes and strong tea, baffled the smell |
of must and cats and fervently trusted |
that the rain might avert a threatened |
visit from my landlord, I was then buti
superficially acqguainted with Mr. F‘]or-l'
ence McCarthy Knox and his habits,

At about 4:30, when the room had

warmed ujp,

and my cold was yield-

were prepared at any moment of the

“There’s no bath in the house, sir,”

in the dumb and barren country. Some-

not what I expected. All, without so

31

cart, and your labels on

the boxes,

| favor.

| gentleman among stable boys.

ing to treatment. Mrs. Cadogan en-
tered and informed me that “Mr. Flur-
ry” was in the yard, and would be
thankful if I'd go oui to him, for he
couldn’'t come in. I huddled on a
mackintosh and went out into the vard.

My landiord was there on horseback,
and with him there was a man stand-
ing at the head of a stout gray animal.
I recogmnized with despair that 1 was
about®o be compelled to buy a horse.

“Good afternoon, Major,” said Mr.
Knox -in his slow, sing-song brogue;
“it's rather soon to be paying you a
vigit, but I thought you might be in a
hurry to see the horse 1 was telling
you of.”

1 thanked him ané suggested that it'

was rather wet for horse dealing.

“Oh, it's nothing when you're used
to it,” replied Mr. Knox. His gloveless
hands were red and wet, the rain ran

{ down his nose, and his covert coat was

soaked to g sodden brown. I thought
that I did not want to become used to
it. My relations with horses have been
of a purely military character. 1 have

| endured the Sandhurst riding school, I
impetuous gen- |

have galloped for an
eral, T have been steward at regimental
races, but none of these feats has al-
tered my opinion that the horse, as a
means of locomotion, is obsolete.
Nevertheless, the man who accepts a
resident magistracy in the southwest

1of Ireland veoluntarily retires into the

prehistoric age: to institute a stable
became inevitable.

“You ought to throw a leg over him,”

said Mr. Knox, “and you're welcome to |
ake him over a fence or two if you!

He's a nice, flippant jumper.”

Even to my unexacting eye the gray
horse did not seem to promise flip-
pancy. I explained that T
something to drive. and not to ride.

“Well,
harness,” said Mr. Knox, looking at
me with his serious gray eyes. “Bring
him up here, Michael.”

Michael abandoned his efforts to Kick
the gray horse's forelegs into a becom-
ing position and led him up to me.

I regarded him from under my um-
brella with a
He had the dreadful beauty of

wooden and as conscientiously dap-
pled, but it was unreasonable to urge
this as an objection. Yielding to cir-
cumstances, I threw my leg over the

brute, and after pacing gravely round |
the quadrangle that formed the yard |
I decided that as he had neither fallen

down nor kicked me off it was worth
paying £25 for him, if only to get in

| out of the rain.

Mr. Knox accompanied me into the

{ house and had a drink. He was a fair,
| Epare young man,

who looked like a
among gentlemen and a
He be-
longed to a clan that eropped up in
every grade of society in the county,
from Sir Valentine Knox to Castle
Knox down to the auctioneer Knox,
who bore the attractive title of Larry
the Liar. So far as I eould judge, Flor-
ence McCarthy of that ilk occupied a
shifting position about midway in the
tribe. I had met him at a dinner at
Sir Valentine’s, I had heard of him at
an {llicit auction, held by Larry the
Liar, of brandy stolen from a wreck.
They were “Black Protestants” all
them, in virtue of their descent from
a godly soldier of Cromwell, and all

stable boy

'!when he had a bad turn on him—the
]hormrs. ¥' know—theré were nights he |
| never stopped
| house. Gogd Lord! will 1 ever forget the !
| morning he said he saw the devil com-
| ing up the avenue!

wanted |

guite unreasonable dis- |

ldozing. I began to

! perambulate the house
i should have said my couch was stuffed
| with old boots.

| woke to find Mrs.
of | study,

day or night to sell a horse.

“You’ll be apt to find this place a bit
lonesome after the hotel,” remarked Mr.
Flurry, sympathetically, as he placed
his foot in his steaming boot on the hab,
“but it's a fine, sound house, anyway,
and lots of room in it, though, indeed,
tfo tell you the truth, I never was
through the whole of them since the
time my great-uncle, Denis MeCarthy,
died here. The dear knows I had enough
of it that time,” He paused and It a
cigarette, “Those top floors, now,” he
resumed, “I wouldn't make too free
with them. There's some of them would |
jump under you like a spring bed.i
Many’s the night I was in and out of |
those atties, foliowing my poor uncie

walking through the

‘Leook at the two
horns on him,” says he, and he out with
his gun and shot him, and, begad, it
was his own donkey!™

The autumn evening, gray with rain, |
was darkening in the tall windows, and |
the wind was beginning to take bully-
ing rushes among the shrubs in the !
area; a shower of soot rattled down the
chimney and fellson the hearthrug.

“More rain ceming,” -said Mr. Knox, |
rising composedly. “You'll have to put |
a goose down these chimneys some day
soon; it's the only way in the world
to clean them. Well, I'm for the road!
You'll come out on the gray next week,
I hope; the hounds'll e meeting here.”
He threw his cigarette jnto the fire and
extended a hand to me. “Goodby, ma-
jor, you'll see plenty of me and

my
hounds before you're done.

There's a

! power of foxes in the plantations here.” !
that's a fine raking horse in |

This was scarcely reassuring for a
man who hoped to shoot woodcock, and |
I hinted as much.

“Oh, is it the cock?' said Mr. Flurry.
“B'leeve me, the best shoots ever I had
here the hounds were in it the day bpe- |
fore.”

When Mr. Knox had gone, T began to
picture myself going across country

i @ | roaring, while Phillippa put the goose
a horse in a toy shop, as chubby, as|

down the chimney; but when I sat |
down to write to her I did not feel eqgual |
to being humorous about it. I dilated |
ponderonsly on my cold, my hard -wvork, |
and my loneliness, and eventually went
to bed at 10 o’clock full of cold shivers
and hot whisky and water.

After a couple of hours of feverish
understand what
had driven Great-Uncle McCarthy o
by night. I

I have seldom spent a
more wrétched night. The rain |
drummed with soft fingers on my win- |
dow panes; the house was full of |
noises. I seemed to see Great-Uncle |
McCarthy ranging the passages with |
Flurry at his heels: several times I
thought I heard him. ‘\'hisperings%
seemed beorne on the wind through my [
keyhole, boards creaked in the room |
overhead, and once I could have sworn |
that a hand passed, groping. over the |
panels of my door.
The morning broke stormily, and I!
Cadogan’s under- |
a grimy nephew of about 18,
standing by my bedside, with a black
bottle in his hand.

j one can get used to anything—I even

{ hardened and the woeodcock came in,

{ up the rat holes, I began to find life
| endurable.

| thing or things which for my own con-

|a far-away rapping in which
l.workmanlike suggestion of the under- | the hounds trailing dejéctedly behind |

| cember, 1 awoke, suddenly aware that

{ the matches it came again,

! I listened, a sound of wheels on

was his reply to my rammand; “but
me a’'nt said, would ye ke a taggeen?”

This alterpative proved to be a glass
of raw whisky. I declined itf.

I look back to that first week of
housekeeping at Shreelane as to 2 com-
edy excessively badly staged and
striped with lurid melodrama. Daily,
shrounded in mackintosh, I set forth
for the petty - sessions couris of my
wide district; daily, in the inevitable
atmosphere of wet frieze and perjury, I
listened to indictments of old women
who plucked geese alive, of publicans
whose hospitality to their friends broke
forth uncontrollably on-Sunday after-
noons, of “parties” who, in the lan-
guage of the police Ssergeant, were
subtly defined as *‘not te say dhrunk,
but in good fighting thrim.”

I got used to it all in time—I suppose

became callous to the surprises of Mrs.
Cadogan’s cooking. AS the weather

and one by one I discovered and nailed

The one feature of my establishment |
to which I could not become inured was
the pervading sub-presence of Ssome |

venience I summarized as Great-Uncle
McCarthy. There were nights on which
I was certain that ¥ heard the inebriaie |

i shufile of his foet overhead, the touch|
| of his fumbling hand against the walls. |

There were dark times before the dawr
when sounds went to and fro, the mov-
ing of weights, the creaking of doors, |
was a|

taker, a rumble of wheels on the ave-
nue,

In the process of time I brought
Great-uncle MeCarthy down to a fine
point. On Friday nights he made cof-
fins and drove hearses: during the rest
of the week he rarely did more than
patter and shuffle in the attics over my
head.

One night, about the middle of De-

some noise had fallen like a heavy}
stone into my dreams. As T felt for |

the lomg,!
grudging groan and the \mcompromis-{
ing bang of the cross door at the head |
of the kitchen stairs. I told myself that |
it was a draught that had done it, but|
it was a perfectly still night. Even as
the
avenue shook the stillness. In a few
minutes I was stealthily groping my
way down my own staircase, with a
box of matches in my hand, and armed
with a stick. T stood in the dark at the
top of the back stairs and listened: the
snores of Mrs. Cadogan and her nephew
Peter rose tranquilly from their re-
spective lairs. 1 descended to the
kitchen and lit a candle; there was
nothing unusual there, except a great
portion of the Cadogan wearing ap-
parel, which was arranged at the fire,
and was being serenaded by two crick-
ets.

It appeared to be my duty to inspect
the yard. I put the eandle on the table
and went forth into the outer darkness.
Not a sound was to be heard. The
night was very ecold, a so dark that
I could scarcely distinguish the roofs of
the stables against the sky; the house
loomed tall and oporessive above me:
I was conscious of How lonely it stood

thing whirled out of the darkness above
me, and fell with a flop on the ground,
just at my feet. I jumped backward, in
point of faet I made for the Kitchen
door, and, with my hand on the latch,
stood still and waited. Nothing fur-
ther happened; the thing that jay there
did not stir. I struck a match. The
moment of tension turned to pathos as
the light flickered on nothing more
fateful than a dead crow.

Dead it certainly was. I could have
told that without looking at it; but
why should it,
period after its death, fall from the
clouds at my feet? But did it fall from
the clouds? I struck another match
and stared up at the impenetrable face
of the house. There was no hint of
solution in the dark windows, but I
determined to go up and search the
rooms that gave upon the yard.

How cold it was! I can feel now the

frozen, musty air of those attics, with |
their rat-eaten floors and wall papers |
I went softly from |

furred with damp.
one to another, feeling like a burglar
in my own house, and found nothing
in elucidation of the mystery. The
windows were hermetically shut and
sealed with cobwebs. There was no
furniture except in the
where a wardrobe without doors stood
in a corner, empty save for the solemn
presence of a menstrous tall hatt I

went back to bed, cursing those powers |

of darkness that had got me out of it.
My landiord had not failed of his

{ promise to visit my coverts with his
I met them all one red frosty |

hounds.
evening, -Flurry at their head, in his
shabby pink coat and dingy breeches,

him and his half dozen companions.

“What luck?” I called out, drawing
rein as I met them.

“None,” said Mr. Flurry briefly. He
did not stop, neither did he remove his
pipe from his mouth; his eyve at me
was cold and sour. The other members
of the hunt passed me with .equal
hauteur; I thought they took their ill
luck very badly.

On foot, among the last of the strag-
gling hounds, cracking a carman’s whip

and swearing comprehensively at them |

all, slouched my friend Slipper. Our
friendship had begun in court, the
relative positions of the dock and the
jodgment seat forming no obstacle to

iz progress. He was, as usual, a lit-

tle drunk, and he hailed me as though |

I were a ship.

“Ahoy, Major Yeates!"™
bringing himself up with a- larch
against my cart: “it’s hunting yon
should be, in place of sending poor
devils to jail”

“But where are all the foxes?” said L.

“Begor, I don’t know no more than
your honor. And Shreelane—that there
used to be as many foxes in it as there's
crosses in a yord of check! Well, I'l
say nothim’ for it, only that it's
sguare!™

That frosty evening was followed by
three others like unteo it, and a flight
of woodcock came in. I dispatched in-
vitations to shoot and dine on the fol-
lowing day to four of the local sports-
men, among whom was, of course, my
landlord. I remember that in my let-
ter to the latter I expressed a face-
tious hope that my bag of cock would
be more successful than his of foxes
had been.

The answers to my invitations were

he shouted,

at some cansiderable |

end room, !

much as a conventional regret, de-
clined my invitation; Mr. Knox added
that he hoped the bag of cock would
be to my liking, and that I reed not be
“afraid” that the hounds would trouble
my coverts any more. Here was war!
I gazed in stupefaction at the crooked
scrawl in which my landlord had de-
clared it. It was wholly and entirely
inexplicable, and instead of gzoing to
sleep comfortably over the fire and my
newspaper, as a gentleman should, I
spent the eveming in irritated ponder-
ings over this
perating change of front on the part
of my friendly squireens.

a success. I shot the woods in com-

pany with my gamekeeper, Tim Con- |
nor, a gentleman whose duties mainly |

ic’nnsistml in limiting the poaching priv-
{ leges to his personal friends, and what-
! ever my offense mi
ox could have wished me no bitterer
ing shouts of ‘“‘Mark cock!” and see-
ing my birds winging their way from
| the coverts far out of shot.
jnpor and I got ten couple between us;
{ bors had not boycotted me for what
I could only suppose was the slackness
of their hounds.

I was dog-tired that night, and I
slept the deep, insatiable sleep that I
had earned. It was somewhere about
3 a. m. that I was gradually awakened
by a continuous knocking, interspersed
{ with muffled calls. Great Uncle Mec-
Carthy had never before given tongue,
and
listen. Then I remembered
told me the sweep had promised to ar-
rive that morning, and to arrive eariy.

lind with sleep and fury, I went to
the passage wind and thence
sired the sweep (o go 1o the devi
availed me little. Feor the rema
i of the night 1 ccuid hear him pa
round the house tryving the windows,

w,

| banging at the doers and ecalling upon |
o'clock I had |

| Peter Cadogan. At 6
| fallen into a troubled doze. when Mrs.
| Cadogan knocked at my door and im-
parted the information that the sweep
had arrived.

{at the chimneys and let me go
sleep,” I answered, goaded to despera-
tion, “and you may tell hin

him?!”

Subsequent events may be b .
summarized. At 7:30 I was awakene«
anew by a thundercus sound
chimney, and a brick crashed into the
fireplace, followed at a short interval
| by two dead jackdaws and their nes
At 8 1 was informed
there was no hot w
wished the devil would roast the
sweep. At 9:30,
breakfast, there was no fire anywhere,

sam

tasted of soot. I put on an ov
and opened my letters.
or fifth in the uninteresting heap came
one in tn egregiousiy disguised hand.
“Sir,” it began, “‘this in to inform you
your unsportsmanlike cor ct has been
discovered. You
this good while of sho
lane foxes; it is know
worse.
keeper going regular to meet the Sa
urday early train at Salters Till sta-
tion, with your gray horse under a

now you

bewildering and exas-;

| rather a bad
Mv shoot the next day was scarcely |

| upon me th

ht have been, Mr. |

punishment than hearing the unavail- |

I freed one ear from blankets to |
Peter had |

de- |

“Well, for heaven’s sake, let him get

from me |
that if I hear his voice again I'll shoot| _

when I came down to |
and my coffee, made in the coach house, |

About fourth |

been suspected | \

Parties have seen your game- |

and we know as well .as your agent in
Cork what it is you have in those
boxes. Be warned in time. Your Well
‘Wisher.”

I read this through twice before its
drift became apparent, and I realized
that I was accused of improving my
shooting and my finar
ple expedient of s
is to say, 1.was
than if I had stolen s
dered Mrs. Cadogan, or got
times a week in Skebawn.

For a few mome I fell Into wild
laughter, and then, aware that it was

business i =

this kind get a start
demoilish the preposte
letter to Flurry
selected my senten

at, if the
truth, circumst:
rather again
tion would
infernal fac
cock I had effe

. { against myself.
Tim Con- |

thing to do was

i : Tim Connor.
1 it might have been thirty if my neigh- |

he was going we
bounds fence.”

he
sweep’'s

brushes wit
ney, sir,” he went o
roof now, and I
3 to go up to h
I followed him

col

up

| ricke

ta

in the

could
that my be m
hat he called “a

climb

o
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Walking or Pedestrian

LADIES
ing Sacques,

Quilted Japanese Silk Dress-

| LADIES’
in red and navy blue. |

lent grade of fur.
worth $5.50 each.

OPOPOEOIOPO

Krimmer Muffs, of cxcel-ILAD_IES' 2 - r
Well made and | Skirts, full line of all the new fab-
rics and styles of make, all colors an $3.30 each;
worth . up to 8.50 each. This |

s
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' Holiday

; Announcement
= For This Week.
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a
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We will give 25% off on our entire
stock of Ladies’ Misses’ and Children’s
Coats, Suits, Dresses, Tea Gowns,

French
with

LADIES
Sacques,
loose front,
bons;

fancy
ribbons:
$2.50.
LADIES’

Gowns,

all colors

Very

» ment.
$13.50 each.

LADIES
with

YVery tastily

This sale....
Black India
good
especially adapted for traveling gar-
The value is !

trimmed
Regular value

Raatwaiy b cach. (.| YU

Flannel

half fitted back and |
trimmed with satin rib-
colors are pink, blue and red.

Worth $5.50 each. s |
TR RO, a5 s« haan S S hwe s 3-82
LADIES’ Eiderdown Dressing Sacques

in two desirable styles, trimmed with
stitching, appligue and satin

. $1.83

Worth
Silk
qua

This sale.......

27-inch Velvet Coats,
heavyweight

colored
with

This sale

Dressing | LADIES’ fine
satin lined.
each. This
{ LADIES’ fine
long. Excellent value at

Worth $4

[ INFANTS' Double lfapes,
cord, trimmed braid,
satin ribbon, well worth

$6.25 each. This sale

in white, blue and
trimmed with ribbon and
ages from 1 to 4

up to $5.00 each. This

Negligee !
lity and

39'97 CHILDREN'S

lined | sortment, in
satin; | in sailor. French
mohair | pleated styles, all
worth to $6.75 and

and

367

black Electric Seal Muffs, | :
$2.83/

Blue Fox Boas, 72 inches

$7.33

in Bedford |
insertion and |

$10 each. This sale...........

CHILDREN'S Light Cashmere Dresses,
pink, Yyoke
insertion,

years, values

resses, an excellent as- |
zés 6 to 12 years, made
accordeon |
colors and mate-

Sale your choice

| LADTES* Silk Petticoats, all colors,

| small ruffles; values up to

with yoke, trimmed with em
and fancy braid, il
full width skirt:

ac-

cordion pleated flounce, trimmed with

$7.50 each. This Sale........... 5' 2

LADIES’ Silk Walists, splendid assort-

ment of styles,
or plain colors,
{ $7.00 each.
choice

values up to $6.50

plaids, fancy checks

and

WOOL FASCINATOF

stiteh

WOOL FASCINATOR

and wi

weight 1all
for $1.00 each;

ICE WOOL s
and worth $§:
and white;

OHOPOEO

&
0

rials,

OV 4 O
QPO

i . S” Fri ¥ lannel Shirt Waists,
$20 each. This sale $7.00. This Sale | LADIES" French Flan ir i

i . tailor-made and trimmed with bias
| LADIES' Eiderdown Bath Robes, in bands and stitching, very stylish and
red, gray. blue and pink; full length | worth $5.50 each;

and trimmed with bias satin bands | this Sale........eeeceeennsnacasd

and long tasseled cord; sells for

SKirts, Furs,Waists, Dressing Sacques, etc.
Remember, this sale is for one

-
a4

LADIES' three-quarter length Box
Coats. Made of excellent quality |
Irish frieze; lined with black satin:‘\

pO¢

OHO

ICE WOOL

<

OPOHOS

P
O

week only, at

25 Per Cent Off

velvet collar.
$16.50.
This sale..

LADIES
of fine
tail
$16.50
This sale

trimmings.

Regular

High Storm Collarette, made |
grade Krimmer
Regular

fur,

value is |

$12.42

$6.00 each. This

LADIES
received in

Suits,

with |
value is | and materials,
worth up to $35.00 each;
extra special at

ors

spiendid new line just |
Russian blouse,

and light filling jacket styles:
desirable

11.69

Norfolk |
all cols |

LADIES Tailor-made
| Cloth Wash Waists, $1.25
quality; this sale....c..covevnenns

white

inches square, worth $1.75

this sale

and { WOOL SHAWLS, in
l ‘each;

only,

white Madras

8¢

3 45

black ¢
lers, s

square,
lacy bo
each;

square,

,.in black

and wh
each; this sale

®
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SENSIBLE SUGGESTIONS FOR HOLIDAY PRESENTS.

VSTSTET

Handkerchiest.

Giloves.

Leather Goods.

SPOPOPOPOIOIO

2
o

OGO

A
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cheapest.

LARLY LOW PRICES.

count” of 10 per

week's sale.

WO@O@W@O@O‘O@O

NO BETTER SELECTED stock of
handkerchiefs can be found in the
city. From the daintiest bit of lace
and linen combination down to the
All grades find liberal rep-
resentation here and at PARTICU-
To those
who purchase lots of half dozen or
more we will make a ‘“special dis-

cent during this

THE LACE HOUSE.

g
§

KID GLOVES!
GOLF GLOVES!
FABRIC GLOVES!

WOOL AND SILK MITTENS.
Stock now complete in every line and
prices made SPECIALLY ATTRACT-
IVE for holiday purchasers. We han-
dle only strictly reliable goods and
will change all sizes cheerfully at
any time. Purchasers of lots of half
dozen or more pairs will be given a
discount of 10 per cent from our reg-
ular loew prices.

THE LACE HOUSE.

POCKETBOOKS.

IN THE LEATHER GOODS DE-
PARTMENT nothing is lacking. No
gift is more appropriate or accept-
able. Here you find the “latest” in
metal, bead or leather chatelaines,
wrist bags, shopping bags, finger or
coin purses, card c=ses, combination
books and purses of every description
and price. Many newest novelties
just received in gold and silver trim-

med card cases and pocketbooks for

ladies and gentlemen. The prices are

very low.

THE LACE HOUSE.

I Art Department.

Bric-a-Brack.

| Books, Toys, Ec.

WE FEEL SAFE in saying we have
the MOST COMPLETE art depart-
ment in the city. At this season itis
replete with the thousand and one
things so much desired by those
skilled in art needle work. In addi-
tion you will find hundreds of novel-
ties already made
tops, laundry bags, pin
dresser scaris, Mexican drawn work,
Oriental cushion tops, Irish
point and Battenburgs, etc., and pat-
terns, silks, denims, silkolines, etc.,
etc. Our stock of silks for fancy
needle work has had careful atten-
tion and is lacking in nothing. .
THE LACE HOUSE.

s e OO -2

suck a pillow

cushions,

etc.

A bewildering display of goods
under this heading is now ready for
your inspection, selected with par-
ticular care and offered at prices that
wi'l make your Christmas shopping
so easy. Here are first shown the
new “Benaris” and “Kayzerzin” nov-
elties. Japanese and Chinese pieces,
bronze sets, sterling silver and non-
tarnishable gold plated sets of every
kind. Imported German, Austrial,
Italian and French vases, flagons,
mugs, steins, etc. Special novelties
in mirrors, jewel sets, shaving sets,
toilet sets, ete., ete.

THE LACE HOUSE.

v S @ e e o 00

CROWDS OF CHILDREN here in

this department every day since our

opening last Monday morning. Hun-
dreds of more than satisfied parents.
For the wonderful display of toys,
dolls, games, books, etc.,, ete., %o-
gether with the surprisingly low
prices, brings us many new custom-
ers for every purchaser. Maay cases
of new toys delayed in shipment have
been e@uned up late last “w=sek and
have been added to the already
crowded toy department. Den’t buy
holiday books of any kind until
you’ve seen this department and

learnec the prices.

THE LACE HOUSE.
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