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. #atisfied with one of them, and has gone

to see about it, for which circumstance
let us be thankful” cr .
“Dulcie, you are an awful girl! Have
Berta_ and you been- quarreling?*
- “No, indecd!"—with a ehrug and a
~ doubttul smile, “For what do you take
. us?” . _ ; .
“I take you for a dreadful quiz, my
dear,and I don't think 1 am far wrong.”

The drosses were in Mrs, Hardinge's

private sittiig-room; it wag quite erowd:
el with the long packing cases in
which those precious garments had
oome from town: They were handsome
dresses, and. it-ls to be presumed they
woie fashionable, or - Mme, Hardinge
woéuld not. have chosen them. One, in
particular took HEsther's fancy. It was
& blaok velvet, with a fow bodice, trim-
med with rare old. Ince, falling down-
ward from it The sleeves came only
to the clbows, and had lace ruflles, soft
and clowdy  But the wedding diress!
CDulele lifted # ont almost reverently.
aud sproad it over the couch. It was

white, of course-white, pure and nare-,

Jieved, . Thoe lace across tho besom and
akirt wns mixed with trafls of orange
blossoms, geotine Heur do Parls, so real
- looking that one wanld expéct: them
to droop and fade at a rough breath,

“And there is u wreath,” Dulele eried, -

eostatically-« “a real wreath! Hee, is it
not perfect?” - o

The sight of all this made Esther re
alize-as she had never vealized it yet

“that the day was actually - close at
hand now. en which she. would take the
vows of a wife upon her: and bogin.
with Percy, the new life that their love
was to make so vbry happy vn to the
vorv elose.  ‘Dhe color came and went
o her cheoks, her lips trembled. It
wis not so much the beauty of the dress
as the beauty of the life thut would
begin for her the day she should wear
it that mnde the girl's heart beat, and
her velns throb, and that rush, as of
keen pain that was almost intolerable,
- #weep over her,

Dulcie guessed # all, and  turned
away to pick out fresh treasures from
the chses, Heor heart ached, oh, o hor
ribly! She conld have sut down-in the
widet of all this bridal  finery  and
cried some of the bitterest tears of her
life, But that would never do. Tustead
of that she smiled and talked,
bustled about kke a gay little curious
fuivy., At Jast she came to the brides-
mnids' capse, genuine Olifia caps, dainty
graint, bowiteling, :

“Now, I call that real good of your
mietor”  swoeping over to- the glhss to
fix one on,  "Bhe knew my weakness
for. them, but T never expected her to
hamer it. Shall 1 ook nico?'—turn-
ing round to give Esdher a view of her
face, with the eap eet daintily on the
orisp, bright curls, il :

“Do 1ot me look at it ierta told
wme about them, and 1 was afraid they
would net be ndee!™ .

“Nice!" Dulele eried.  ““Fhey arve far
boyond nice.” :
© PBut, when everything had been ex-
amined and admdred, they still came
back, with undiminished admiration, to
the weddding-dress itsclf, .

“It i« almost too grand to put on.
don't you think, Dulcie? 1 shall feol
to odd with all that lace about me,
fhan't 1 be smothered :

“I -hope not! My cap might not be
noticed in the confusion, If you were to
make a sudden ‘exit’ like that. But
you ocught to lovk lovely in that dress.
It's an awful pity one can't see you in
it right off. I'm =ure that high body
looks ne it it would fit like a skin.”

_ “What ie to provent my trying it on?"

Etty oried, gotting up on the instant,

all eagerness,

At that moment & servant knocked at
the door.

“Mr. Stanhope's compliments, Miss
Eether, and could you come down to
him, please?”’ '

“Don't touch the drees,” Kethor call-
ed out at the door as she swept down-
stairg to see him,

She was not many minutes away, anl
when she came back she horritied Dul-
cle by insicting on putting on the dress.

“Onh! Ktty, darling. don't do it,” Dul.
cle cried, starting up from her knees,
whre #he had been smoothing out the
plaiting on the shining skirt, It's so
awfully unlucky! Do listen to reason.
No onc over did snch a thing"--soloman:
Iy~‘“that did not come to grief.” :

Esther smiled.

“Now, Dulcle, T gave you credit for
common  Ecnse.
boasting how practical. you are? What
griet could 1 come to for trying on my
own dress? Why, 1 should not thiuk
of putting a common houso dress away
without first sceing if it fitted me.”

“But this is different.  Indeed it s,
Anyone will tell you that, Do be guld-
ed by me this time, dear,” pleading'y.

. “But T have promised to go down in
. He is so anx'ous to seo it."

“Never mind that, It could never
make you more. beoutiful in his eyes,
1 know"-=wistfully. No dress could -do
that, dear. Tell him your reason for
not liking to do it, and then he won't
mind" :

. o But Esther could not be turned from
::r‘ purpose. Laughing and blushing
aus
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agony she wi
rm.’ Percy Stanhope, looking past hie
intended, saw this mute repronch in her
| eyos and on her Hps, and understood it.
But it was only for an {nstant, One
| cannot ¢ry out when one’s hurt in this
world of grown-up men and Wwomen.
The next moment she was smiling and

| shaking hands with him, in the most

nonchalant manner possible.

“Do you kmow, Mr. Stanhope, that 1
am very angry with you both; you for
asking, and Etty for granting such an
unreasonable request. Have you mever
heard that #t's unlucky- to' try om &
bride's dress before the wedding day?

“] never heard it, Miss Levesque, but
it 1 had I should not have heeded. I
should still have braved the il-luck, and
folt myself well rewarded.”

‘fhere was no mistaking the tender-
ness in his .volce as he said it. Ducie
was far too keén to mistake it. This
“white love’ of his, as he often called
her, was so beauntiful that his heart
thriled at sight of. her; so beautiful
that he longed for the hour to come
that should make her his own, so that
she might win him forever from his
other love, that ouly lived ip his heart
to tear it and wound it With vain pas
sion.

“Well,” Dulcle laughed, “l have
warned' you both, but, since you will
not heed my warning, I shall waste no
more of my valuable time upon you"

fhen she ran up-stair to get ready
for her walk with Jullan Carre. When
she looked at herself in the glass, she
was startled to see how pale she was.

“Flattering for him, but not very mnice
for me,” she thought. ‘“What a fool
I am, to be sure! My face is getting
- rather too much of an ‘open book,’ and
assuredly Percy Stanhope must think
it is a book ‘bound In calf)”

She rubbed her cheeks with her soft
little palme, and stowly the bloom came
back to them.

“That's more like -yourseM, Dulcie, If
vou go about with wogxen cheeks like
those, the new sweetheart will make
“racks’ Kke the old one. It behooves
you to be carcful now, you know.”

=

CHAPTER XV.

A lurid sunset over Brierton Wood.
‘Ihe "birds were. twittering, restlessly.
There was the low, complaining “sough"
of the treee to be heard over the fret
and dash of the river. The little stream
was .brimmed to the top of Its banks,
and &wept by in no gentle - mood, to

wedr.  The light was low and brooding,
with more of a sullen glare than bright-
ness in it.  All the freshnees had died
ont of the alr. : >
Ducie levesque, standing upright as
a dart en the plank bridgey which was
little more than a foot wide, across the
water, noted these signs of a coming
atorm with keen impatience, She was
not afrald of the storm itself, but of
the remarks it would occasion it she
wore out sin it. Opposite to her stood
Percy Stanhope. She had come to the
wood that afternocon to meet Julian
Carre, and, to her deep chagrin, she ‘had

siead.
mood, either. IHe was inclined to take
upon himeclf to lecture and dictate to
. Dulcie. He had s<cen her that past day
with her bead on Julian Carre’s shoul-
der, and he was wroth indeed with her
for it I .

“Tt is not prudent,” he said.  “Tt was
not even ladxlike” ;

“What right have you to t
ke that? Duleie cried out at last,
roused to indignation by hs reproaches.
- “What i« it to you what T do, or with
whom T walk? 1 consider you are very
impertinent,”

“You do well to call me that,” was his
bitter retort.  “Do you think you are
nothing to me? Do you think that ae
long as 1 live Y #hall ever forget; what
you once were to me?”’

“] think you had better.”

As she stood she rested her gloved
hand on the wooden rail, and he put his
hand down upon it.

“It's of no use, Dulcie; T éan't stand
this any longer.
you up.”

She looked at him and shrank a little

under thie fierce glow of his eyes. She
tried to draw her hand away and speak
calmly to him, but ¢he could do neither.
‘She was miserably unstrung, and all
her natural nerve scemed to have de-
serted hor. Never had she nceded it
more. )
“I don't wa‘t to frighten you, Dul-
cle,” Percy Stanhope went onm, in that
low, dogged e, so unlike his nataral
voice. I don't want to distress you in
any way. Let us look at things fainly
and calmly, This marrage can’t go on,
ch‘a't is certain.  You muet see that your-
‘“ ..I 3

Sht kasped and shivered, drawing
away as far from him as the narrow
plank would let her.

“It is hard on us all, Heaven kpows.
I would as soon die almost. as give such
pain to Etty:” and his voice quivered
with a sudden inflection of -tenderness
that seemed the keenest mockery in
Dulcie’'s ears; “but she would never
forgive me i 1 married her with this
love for you burning my heart out.”
“Oh, Percy,” the girl cried out, ‘“why
are you so cruet to me? You are talks
ing like a madman; T believe you are
mad. It's rather late in the day, T
think, to begin to talk about this mar
riage not golng on.”

“Befter late than never"—grufily,

vehemently. “You

loved .
both

mako its lenp over the face of. the old .

come face to face with hey lover in-.
And he was in no very plensant’

alk to me -

1 will not try to give |
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tled on her.
misty; bher cheeks and even her lips

o v 'bo married to Julian

c"! - going to
arre.” ;
Her voice did not sound like her own
as she said it. No blush came into her
face, no smile into her eyes. 8he look-
ed and ke like a woman e
The h:.(:: laugh that answered her
made her heart throb. .
“T wish him joy of his wife, then.
There came a low growl of thunder,
and a patter of big rain-drops. Pnlcie
started, and turned as if to step off the
bridge, but he put out his hand and
would not let her stir. .
“Iisten to me, Dulcie Levesque. ’!
gwear you shall never be this mans
wife. While there is breath in my body,
I will stand between you and him.
have suffcred emough. Let oth’w peo-
ple take their turn wow. 1 don’t care
how he loves you—l care for nething!
I only know that you are mine, and
that 1 will never give you up. I will

die first.” <
The rain was falling heavily now.

long, was rising. It mingled with the
roll of the thunder and the roar of the
wator. It caught the boughs of the
trees, and tossed them aloft Mke pignals
of danger. :
Percy Stanhope never
to the storm. The very fire of madness
was working in his brain; his blue eyes
glowed fiercely; his lps, under his
heavy blonde moustache grew white
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The wind, which had beén hushed so

{

ve a thought |

with the passion that was mastering

him, slowly and surely, as passion had
never mastered him in all his pleasur-
loving life before.

Dulcie was no coward, but her heart
failed her at #ight of that threatening
face. What might he not be capable
of in his jealous fury? If Julian Carre
came past at that moment—and he
might pass at any moment on his way
to or from the place of meeting at the
weir—she dared not ansewer for the
consequences.

“Oh, it T were only. at home,” she
thought, “if. I were only safe at
home."”

“Perey,” she said, trying to steady

her voice, “I don’t think you mean to
be cruel to me, but you are. Can’t you
sce that we are going to have an awful
atorm? 1 shall be drenched though be-
fore we reach home, as it is. Don’t keep
me here any longer.”

“Cruel to you, my darling! Have I
been cruel to you? Then be sure I nev-
er meant it.
blood for you, Dulcie.”

{ made her heart ache.

her, lived in her memory as a
had the pang of a bitter sweet

it. When st last the storm was over,
Dulcie looked ruefully at her wet
clothes, and said:

“Now I must get home;
afraid to meet that Mrs.
She'll be sure to have something
pleasant to say about my being, out
such a down-pour.

“The storm will be your excuse. Tell '
her you were sheltering, and never heed-
what she says; we must learn to be ‘nul;

a
I will' have to face worse than Mn-i
Hardinge will say to you. But we n= :
face a ‘world in arme’ together, sweet.”

Dulcie sighed. Already some of the
thorns were beginning to prick her fin-
! e of the roses in this

4 Almg som
1o of hers had the shade
Whentheyhulhftmwodnl
come out upon the eommon, they found
the sky one blaze of shifting douds,
which glowed and deepened about the
setting sun. Tears came into Dulcie's
eyes. Something in that changing sky,
in the sweetness of the freshened earth,
touched her.

“How beautiful the world Is!” she
said, softly. .

“How beautiful my leve is!” said
Percy Stanhope, looking at her.

She smiled, yet a sudden swift pan

fhe ooculd n
forget how lately he had calied another
woman ‘his love,” while she had been
forgotten. When they were near to
The Elms he left her. He was going
back to the city by the evening trajn.
* ] will write and tell Btty everything.
Trust me, I will be as gentle as can be;
but she will understand and forgive us
both, when I tell her all.”

Dulcie’s lips quivcred, and she chasp-
ed her hands about his arm in sudden

and I'm just .
Hardinge. |
‘n-
in ‘

. intolerable remorse and pain.

I would shed my heart’s

His hand came down heavily on her )

shoulder, and he drew her to him with
a kind of sob.

“IWhy, the trial to forget you, to love
Etty only and .forget you, has killed
me. Do you think I could be cruel to
you?” i

He drew her face to his breast, and
stroked her cheek with fond, trembiing
fingers, ; ;

“What fools we have been, he burst
“out, presently. “What awful fools we
bave both bLeen, Dulciel What ever
possessed ns to think we could live with-
out each other?”

The thunder was fainter now; the
storm scemed to be passing off, after
all. ns thai other storm had done hefore,
“but the rain did not abate. Dulcie. with
her cheek against hie wet coat and her
eyes lifted to his face, listened to him
in «ilence. Her heart was beating with
& fiovce joy. She felt a Lungry long-
ing for this man's love, for the sound
of his voice, the touch of his hand.
What was all the word to her or to
‘him? He was right; they conld not live
without each other. 8he felt ag if it
would be casier to die in his arms than
to turn away and leave him to Esther.
~ All the love with which she had ever
| Joved him rushed back now,

[ “If it be a #in? she said to herself,
as she lay in the closa dlasp of his arme,
| “I cannot help it. " I Lave no strength
' in me to give him up.”
For a brief space therd was silence
i between them: such silence 'as had been
well called “golden.” Again and again
i her soft lips pressed littde furtive kisses
! on the breast of his coat, she thinking
he did not know. Again and sgain her
| eyes looked up into his, only to droop
( Again under the weight of their heuvy
tears., ;

“l loved him first,” she thought. “I
must Jove him best.” Etty would not
ask me to give him up, if she knew”

For so sorely was she tempted that
even her love for Fsthor paled

“Dulcie,” he said, presently, “we
must not keep this to ourselves an houg
l‘o;:!or Who shall tell Esthor, you or

“Oh, 1 could not! 1 dare not!
Percy, must she know?"”

course she must know What
other reason have I to give her for
not——"
| _But he never finished his sentence. A
lﬂanh of blue flame leaped out of the
cloud above them, and scattered the
boughs of an alder tree not many yards
from where they were standing. Dulcle
screamed in terror.

“Come away, Porey!
Oh, 1 am so frightened!”
Then, for the first time, he awcke to
a sense of his own want of judgment.

Oh,

Come  wway!
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Assuredly, Brierton Wood was not ex- .

& storm such as this promised
was dang:tous to stay where

along any of the nargow puths, |u

“Oh, my poor Etty! Dare we ever
hope to be happy again after hunting
her so cruelly? Could nothing save
her from such pain as this will be to
her?”

“Nothing.” he said. almost angrily:
“but your death or mine. The day I
saw youn in that felow’s arms I knew
I could not live without you. I kaew
I never could marry Esther.” )

His face had a ecurious gray pallor
upon it; his blue eyes had a cold gleam
in them; his lips were set and stern.
The beauty of this face, which Dudcie
Levesque thought the bonniest of
earth, was dimmed just then, as he held
his little swéetheart’s hand in his, and
answered her with such blunt direct-
ness,

When he had gone, she walked quick-
ly down the lane, and in at the gate of
The Elms. Mrs. Hardings was looking
out of the drawing-room window. She
felt curious to know when Dulcie came .
in,and if any one came up the lane with
her. No one did come with her, so far

as she could tell, and that pacified her ¢

a little. Still it was with something
very like a sneer that she turned to Hs-
ther. . !

“Here is Dulcie at last, looking not
very much unlike a little tramp in wet,
draggled clothes. 1 wonder how that
girl can go about in all weathers, 28
she has taken to do lately.”

CHAPTER XVI.

While Dulcie changed her dress, Es- |
ther sat on the edge of the low, white
bed, and talked to her.

“] was so uneasy about.you,” she said,
watching the gil brush out her wet
hair, and fasten it up tight to get dry.
“I would have gone after you. for I
knew you would never think of the rain
till it fell, only Berta would not hear of
it. Where were* you while it was thun-
dering? -

“In an old shed, near the bridge.” .

#Oh, I know it! How terrified you
must have been! It would not have
been so bad if you'd had some one with
you.”

A dull red crept into Dulcie’s white
cheeks, and her eyes fell.. '

“Who do you think has been here.
Dulcie?” :

“I'm sure I don't know”—listlessly.

“Mr. Carre, He was on his way to

have a cozy tea up here, by ou
two selves, and you'll see you'll feel
better after that.” o

“Ng, no!” Duleie raid, starting up

nonsense. -

Esther was watching her gravely. She
did not like the look of her eyes the
pulsing color in her cheeks, or her dry,
strained voice, which had something so
unnatural in it L
“I do hope she is not going to be il,
she thought. *“I should not like to g0

f‘awn,v and leave her with Berta if she

were.”

Dulcie knew she was watching her

“I shall

' and winced.

“Go down mow,” she said.
be after you in five minutes.”
But the five minutes passed, and she
did not go. down. At the end of half
an hour, Esther came up-stairs to fetch
her, and found her bedroom door locked.
“Are you ill, Duleie? Let me in.”
A very low tired voice answered her.
T am all right, but I don’t care for

any tea, and shan’t go down again, 1-

think. Let me vest, plecase! I shall be
better alone.”

If Esther ocould only have seen her as
she said it!
by the side of the bed, stretched out at
full length, with her face buried in her
folded arms. She had not put a dre
on in place of the wet one she had tak-
en off, and her bare, plump shoulders
gleamed white against the red and gold
of the drugget. She was not crying.
She had sobbed out all her passion, till
she had no strength to sob any more.Yet
the pain was there still, the cruel ach-
ing pain that seemell to be tearing at
the roots of her life. Would it ever
go awa¥? Would she ever again feel
glad, and careless, and happy, as she
had once felt? It seemed impossible.
The agony that she had suffered before,
when she had first lost her lover, hud
not been half so keen as this agony she
was suffering now, when she had .won
bhim back again.

It seemed to her that she dared never
to show her face as Percy Stanhepe’s
wife, as if all the wordd would know
how false she pad been to the truest
friend woman ever had, and hate her
for it. ;

“Oh, that I never had come here!”
she thought, turning her throbbing head
from side to side in a vain seasch for
cas¢é. “Everything would have been
right if T had only stayed away! O,
Etty,: Etty!”

She could hear the crows outside her
window, holding their nightly conclave!
The low, sweet cry of the cuckoo came
up from the rain-washed fields. Inside
the house all was quiet. Now and then
a door would slam, and once Mrs. Har-
dinge, passing across the hall, called
out something to Etty; save for this,
everything was very quiet. The still-
ness was terrible to Dulcie. She lay
and listened for some sound to break
the hush, tiH she felt as if she were go-
ing mad. As she lay there, the pale
eveping licht fell upon her, upon the
dusky head and the white, bare arms
and neck and shoulders. She burned
and shivered by turns. One moment
her cheeks were milk white, the next
they were crimson. Her head was throb-
bing so much that she could not think
elearly; she couid only suffer. Stranze
fancies came into her brain, and she
knew quite well that they were unreal,
fantastic, and yet they tormented her.

“] am never to know peace again,”
she wailed to herself in a kind of de-
spair. “This is how I shall be torment-
ed all my life, because 1 was false to
Erty.”

Old days; were back with her, days

when she had tumbled in the hay fields |

with Esther and Lyon Durrant. her
brother.
and she knew it; yet that did not hin-
der her seeing him exactly as she used
to see him. She was sitting in the spa-

cious old parlor at the farmn, and Etty’s |

mother was piling her plate with home-
made cakes. She was lying in the big
white-curtained bed in the room above
the pantry, and her cheek was close
against Esther's cheek, and she felt her
gentle, breathing es she slept. Her eves
smarted with tears, she felt as if she
were choking. .And all the time she
knew that these were but memories;
that that dead past was over and done
with. It had nothing to do with the
changed, miserable present; it never
could have anything to do with the
future. The most trivial things came
to her remembrance, and held her fast,
so that she could mot think of the one
thing of which she wanted to think.

. “My brain must be going wrong"”

i

| ;;I
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She was lying on the floor

Lyon had been dead years,\
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Caswrl;: is for Infants and Children. Castoria is .
harmless substitute for Castor - Oil, Paregoric,
and Soothing Syrups. It contains neither
Morphine nor other Narcotic substance, It is Pleasant,
Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by Millions of
Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays Feverish-
ness, Castoria cures Diarrhoea and Wind Colic, Castoria
relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation :nd
Flatulency. Castoria assimilates the Food, regulites
the Stomach and Bowels of Infants and Children, giving
healthy and natural sleep. Castoria is the Children’s
Panacea—The Mother’s Friend. :

')}'-.};\'
Opium,

Castoria.

ell a

Castoria. |

« Castoria is an excellent medicine for | *Castoria s

children. .Mothers have repeatedly told me ' that I recor t
of its good effect upon their children.”’ | scription known to e,

Dr. G. C. OsGoop; Louell, Mass. ' H.A.ARCHER, M. D. £»

THE FAC-SIMILE SIGNATURE OF

, A e
APPEARS ON EVERY WRAPPER.

vy

THE CENTAUR COMPEANY "~7 MURRAY STREET NEW Y A™

W. W. LOCAL
SELLS

THE BEST
PIANOS, ORGANS

AND

SEWING MCHINE
i cawdh A o b
In the market; any make and tue ches
according to quality.  He payscasi{
his goods, gets best discourts and

his customers right prices and hes:

- Mr. Logan is the righ

deal with. You ocan d
on him every time,

i

il

+
v
.

anag
C

an
5

-

W. W, LOGAN,

General Agent; Lindsav, 170 Kert St, West

.. thoul

of P’}
Pord
hatt
apuy
digni
$he ©

L fleld

old ¢

m Whit

step
say-

| 5
g0 le
parts)
year
brazé
patri
nigh
forsy
Are 8
read
the |
an

B O W OoOOD

Loads the procession in Furnace Work,

The following are samples of his sbllity to Heat your Home s0 bot that za Eleatric Fan wons gl ¢

Qounty J Gurney Hot Water System, Ooal
m Oouty’ Bn.ll}'din‘l. our own original system, hot

Mres. Wright, Garney hot air, wood. |
J. Neslande, Guruey, hut alr, wood,,
Thos. Sadier, hot water, wood,

E. Wooda,

Wm. Sadler, Gurney not watoer, ¥
Alex. Ross, Gurney hot water, we
J- Killaby,-Guraey bot alr, wooc
Jobn D Flavelie, Guraey hot watar, coal.

Br ouss, Gurnsy Harris, 7 2t alr, woud,

d.
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Mr. Sovper, Gurney bt alr, ¢ ..

Sam G. Parkin, Gurney hot waier, coal.
Dr. MoA'ploe, Gurnsy combinat.ol, Sual
Thoe. Matohest, Sz, Gurney hot atr, coal
Dr. Gurney hot wster, coal.
Geo. Martin, Bolton hos waser, j0al.
Hugh Workman, Gurney bot water, coal.
Geo.: Little, Gurney hot water, Joal.
Ool. Deacon, Gurney hot waser, coal.
Wm. Fiave.le, Guroey combinration, coal
\!D. & F. Broa., Gurney hot atr, coal.
Warner & Co., Howard hci alr, coal
Britton Bros., Gurne~ hot air, coal.
Chas. Britton, Peace combinition, coal.
Riochard Kylis, Gurney hot air, coal

J. P. Ryley, Gurney hot air, coal.

James Lovell, Gurney hot alr, coal

W. M. Robson, Buck’s hot air, coal.
Thos. Boall, hot water combination
Geo. Bea!l, hot water combination-

W W. Logso, Gurney hot water, sosl,
Silas Bigelos, Gurney hot air, coal,

Hegg Bros , éamy ot afr, coal.
'.ght, @urney hot afr, coai.

R. Sylvester, Gurney bot waser, coal.
Miss Foster, Gurney hot waser, coal.

@. H. lopunl‘ Gurney hot water, coal.

D

R MoKing, and many others.

which Dr. Poole kindly handed me a fow days ofv. ““Nuff we
Bead 8.
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than we
Fucrnace was
desired.

burned in former winters in one large

recommend this system of
what I can best describe as *‘Solid Comiort,”

this winter.
‘ August 21et, 1895.—18380-ly.

2
D, Taexton, Bunows, Stewart & M an, Bot alr, to8.

Wa: Mokens '

McEKensie, Kirkfleld, Gurney hot water, woed
the entire winter. Notwithstanding the severily

noutlﬂo to find if the day was coid, while WS er

(Bgd). THOS. W. POOLE. M.D., Linimy.

| Give W. G. WOODS the contract of making your life a comfo
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that the Gurney Oxford Hot Water ly'uon whioh yo8 (0ie
it %0 e, and gave eatire satishe
seemed pleasant and agresabie ®
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“That Tired Feeling”

Is just as common and just as
reasonable in horses as it is in
men. When their blood is im-
poverished their appetite and
energy leave them—their work
feels twice as hard.

% Dic.k’s
Blood Purifier I B

: tm this Tost vitality—The food is enjoyed—Every particle is
itself. Bots and lﬁ:'md'red worms are des-

-

 troyed-and the horse thrives.
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