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PAPER.

s the time to cleanse the system of
mm\’:ﬂimd had blosd. The use of Crowfoot
Ritters in the spring will do this, end at the
samc time strengthen. Men, women

chiidren use it,

Hing
8ir.- The Crowfoot Bitters are selling
mm here and giving remarkable satisfac-
tion, as evinced by tve demand which is daily
increasing. Pargrnr & Co.. Owen Sound.

it Eas Made & New Man of Me.

fam the mrst agreeahly surprized man ln_
this soction of country. [ don't think nnyom[
could feel worae physically than [ did when
commenced teking Crowfot Bitters, It ha?
made & new man of me, [tisthe best dollar
ever spent. [ could not eat or sleep, and felt
miserably dejected, After taking Crowfoot [
oonld eat, =leep, had & splendid appemom)rj felt
first-rato. | !;mtl;vo it.mihu :thloh?mtéogl‘l’:;‘n“lm”

; sriod for Dyspepsia and Indiges .
o ke Ww’(‘!(:}mmm. Fairmont, Ont.

‘..'-t'?ld by & NIGINBOTEAM, Lindsay,

- 05«13,

G A Methé;gl‘l;
NEW ;itm{yfu,s

@. 4. METHERELL'S

i s e

MUSIC, BOOK & FANCY GOOD STORE,

A splendid assortment of CANADTAN WALL
Also & very large stock of K.NG-
LIRH PAPER with which we defy competition,

From Gots & Foll up. Kxpress Waggons,

largo and small,  Also carts, cte.. Rubber and
Rase Bulls and Bats, Also a tull stock of goods
suitsble for the spring.

Remember the place opposite the English
church, Kent-st., Lindsay.

G. A. METHERELL.

Lindsny, March I8, 1884, =80,
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Chapter IV.
{CONTINUED FROM LAST WEBEK.]

I want .Job,” he said; “will you send
him to me?"' And his voice and man-
oer being of that sort which wing prin-
€ess and peasant wino por, after all, 4

rincess, however linely she laces her
bodice, can do no more than have a wo-
man's heart ingide it), she departed, and
presently an elderly serving-man enter-
ed, who lookerd serntinizingly at his
visitor's back, at that monment turned
toward him.

Fora moment he stood, his pulses
beating between doubt and hope; then,
&8 the other turned in his walk. he ran
forward, and seizing tfe young man in
his arms, cried out in a” paroxysm of
love and joy— .

“So you've come home at last, my
dear, dear litlle Master Frank!'”

“Yes. Job: coma back at last,” said
his masier, laying: hix hand on the old
man’s shoulder; “*and come hometostay
please (rod.” -

*That’s good hearing,” said Job, re-
treating & step to gazeat his new-found
treasure: hut what brought you home
80 sudden-like?” he added, certain mis-
glyir}gs dariing painfully through his
mind,

“I got home-siek” said the younyg:

fellow. still re<olutely tighting off a cer-
tain thouzht that had beset him ever
since hic ocb fvot on English soil; *and,

rhaps, [ was tired o1 playing school-

0y, and wanted to be my own master—
and yours, too, old friend,” he added.
wringing Job's hand, asthough he found
in that honest palm all the welcome
man could desire,

“(rod bless 'yonr little heart!” sai!

Job, to whom the bhirth of Fran .
Was & mere malter of yesierdiy, an !
this stalwart young soldier no ‘hieoe
than tie Loddling cliid whose <o 1,
ha. shor o ogudad from dineer: o
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in this prowniskis sort of way?”
© YThat. as  I've heen t‘l':x.veling gincs
daybreak [ must be hungry,” said
Frank, seizing the candle.” “Come
along, Job. ['ve ransacked the larder
too often not. to know its whereabonts,”

Job, as he followed those light heels,
thought how hright the house had all
at once become with that sunshine
which his voung master carried with
him everywhere--in at the cHinks of
men's hearts, and lonely places that the
sun had forgotten, and, in short, into
every nook amd corner where his eye
glanced, and his atep came. And travel
stained as be was, he yet made one of
those lovely fizures that no man nor wo-
man either_couid look on without ad-
{nimtinn of that sort which leans to
ove, s

“A poor home-conming!” said Job,
shaking his head, as he served his mas-
ter at the kitchen-table; **and you've
come a bit too early or a bit too late,”
he added below his bieath, wistfull
searching Frank's face for the wicked-
ness nowhere Lo be found in it,

T'he young fellow caught the look, and
colored. [le too longed, yet feared to
a8k a certain qnestion, but it was un-
asked still. when at midaight he stood
aloue in his chamber, and, drawing
atide the eartain from his mother's
picture. answered in words to the miute
welcome hor lijs seemed to speak.,

*“I've come homne, mother,” he said,
simply, just as though she heard him:
*and you'll help me;” and perhaps she
did hear her boy, and did help him—
atterward—who knows? sleep was im-
possible to him; here, under his own
roof-tree, he realized what his future
life must and should be, as his father’s
had been before him. All that he look-
ed on, all that he touched, spoke to him
of duty, and the noble traditions of an
unstained name; and, as he threw the
casement wide, and hea to the
night wind as it rustled like & sight
through the woods below, his . heart
swelled within him, and he swore that
he would be a faithful steward to the
hundreds of sleeping souls intrusted to
his care, The morning sun was -shin-
fng in his e¥es when he awoke and de-
scended to the library, where Job, no
lon%er the transpo; friend, but the
faithful domestic, awaited him with &
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t my billet hers,” he
ghe touched a scar o:dﬁt‘?fetc
ish beauty of his face. :

*So it wasn’t a bit of foolishness that
kegu you abroad all these cried
Job, “triumphantly. ' “Love’s all very
well, but ﬂ.wgn
cockles of one’s
said, it's the real worka man’s done,
not the times he’s made a fool of him~
self to think of when he’s got the b
and you’ll have work enough to do abol
the estate, without thinkingof any love»
making thisever so long.”

“I'll leave that to the squire,” said
Frank, laughing. “Is heasbud as ever?*

“The squire has left the Hall,” said
Job, puttingon a deceitful air of inno-
cence as he poured his master ont & eup
of coffee. ""te's eating tfrogs this bless-
ed minute, no doubt; though I'm much
mistook if Naney of the Mill eottons
down to 'em alongz with him.”

*“The old squire has left Lovel?” eried
Frank. pishing back his plate.

*'Fo be sure.” said Job, with an elab-
orate appearance of unconcern: ‘it
must be nigh on five year and a half ago
that the county folks made up their
minds that they couldn't stand Miss
Naney, and so—""

*And so the Red Hall's empty!” ex-
claimed Lord Lovel, starting up from
hig seat; **and I've been thinking of
that old reprobate as holding his court
there, and setting a bad example to the
neighborhood—an intluence that would
dwarf mine so hopelessly, Job, that [
could make no way a-ainst it.”

*Well=well,” said Job depreeatingly,
*ne were a rare bit of human natur’, to
be sure; and human natur’s lively and
interestin’, Master Frank, while the
Ten Commandments in the main is
dull.”

*But they don't bring disgrace in
their train,” said Frank, walking to the
window and looking out. *“Who was it
you said was living at the Red Hall
now?"”’

*His son,” said Job, in a tone of sus-
picions mildness, as he busied himself
abont the table; “he’s becn here for
years, and a new order of fhings it is
up yonder--church and children, and
sweetheartin :—but always with his own
wife; they ride by here often, and [
wonder how long it will last,” added
Job. with & smile.

“lrvington Kyre is maeried!” eried
Eranik, advancing; “then what became
D

*Mr, Barrington waskilled in aduel,”
said Job, inwardly marveling at his
master’s ignorance; *‘it’s young Mr.

Iyre that’s living up at tlie Hall now.”

“Youngs Mr. Eyre!” cried Frank,
starting back as thouch abullet had
struck him—**old Mr. Eyre, you mean,
—and he is here—hee—impossible!”

**Well, he ain’t a chicken, tobe sure.”
said Job imp:minllz. *that's why ['ve
got some hopes of him yet; when folks
of his age takes a moral turn, it "gets
fixed into a sort of habit with ’em.

“Then he has turned over a new leaf!”
exclaimed Frank involuntarily.

*Lor, Master Frank, [ wonder if he,
knows his own face in the glass, he'’s
that altered; he’s & justice and a magis-
trate, and punishes folks for being wick-
ed instead ol making ‘em so, as he and
all the Eyres did alore him. But it's
deadly dull in the villare now.” added
Job regrettully, “or so the women say;
all the pretty chincks hereabouts go un-
chugked, and if there's a bit of beauty
growimf up in the place, there ain’t a
soul in life to discover it.”

“Would you have him as bad as his
father?” burst out poor Frankin arage,
and still pale with the shock of finding
Mmh-nr living at his very gates.

“Well,” said Job, inatone that be-
fitted his name, I hope it may last; but
there’s no reckoninz on them Eyres;
and thouzh he just dotes on her now—
women cloy, even the best of 'em—(Giod
a'mighty mostly makes ‘em too sweet
or too sour, and there's few a man can
sup of every day and not wish fora
change once by whiles, Master Frank.”

But the latter part of Job's disserta-
tion was loston Frank, who escaped
through the open window, and was
striding down the central avenue as for
& wager,

This sudden knowledge of her near-
ness for the moment overcame  him—it
was as though & picture he had been
gazing at from a distance had stegped
out of its frame to stand beside 11(:3
and he must take its flesh-and-blo
hand in his own, and chance the like-
nessof his face toward it * for whilein his
memory, and afar off, she was still his
aweet little Madcap, his tyrant, hislove

* hereat his gates she was wife to
his friend only—his friend who had
stolen her frowm him, but who had made
her—happy. :

He looked around him—that exquisite
sense of newness with which the old
country ever strikes us after long so-
journ in burning climes, gradually stole
upon and soothed bim; and the pride in
hig own s0il, that every true man knows,
awoke and prompted thoughts of an ex-
istence apart from love. With a sudden
backward movement of the shoulders,
as though he shook some weight from
them, he stood for a moment to watch
the woven dazzle of light and shadow
above—a shafi of sunlight tell full on
the young, beautitul face, refined al-

to sternness by its absorption of
thought; but, like magie, the loo! faded,
a8 almost at his side there broke forth
& peal of childish laughter, and, with a
violent start, he perceived how he had
reached a portion of his estate that ad-
Joined Mr. Eyre’s, a tall hedge forming
the boundary between them.

Hewas turning to retrace his ste
when a woman's voice, following on the
others’, drove the blood from his cheek,
and rooted him to where he stood. A
moment and he was parting the you
leaves to look to the meadow beyon
across which he saw his lost Madcap
coming, holding up her gown with one
rounded arm, a basket in her hand, and
a child on either side, tripping over the
cowslip’s head, with a footfal light asa
shadow, quick as a sunbeam,

A woman rfect 88 8 youn ’ m,

And bmatgfng beauty znd tge%ﬂl:mtdr

Of the fair days of oid, wh
And Iife an opje. R ooy

Heavem,, bow he had forgotten her!

colors no
paing her as she lived andnl‘)g:t gg
an echo is repeat the tone of a

gave earnestness to thealmost boy- |

| alone the Bible, I

-ness of the action in which he had been

“A& wobin and a wren
‘ &re God a’'mighty’s cock sud hexg,
Did "oo kmow za;, mummy?”

*No,” said . “bnt
Dody knows Iots and 1ots o thingsthag
mummy doesn’t!”

*-Me’ﬁ_ seep wiz 00 to t,” said
Don:g;) gu:h aroyal nod, then me’ll

*“Josephine won’t let you,” said
Doune, who looked upon sugh talkas a
frivolous interruption to cowsliping,
and whose love for his mother was rare-
Iy ‘?It‘!lq:?atl% m,ltwarrg’eglpresélsligg.

er’s son,” thou rank, as
helooked at him with a momen
throb of aversion; then away from him
to Dody, who in feature and colori
equally resembled Mr. Eyre, butcar?igg
a subtle look of Madcap in his every
and gestare that won Frank’s heart
on the spot, as later on, Frank won his
—and kept it, too, to the last. To the
young fellow, the making of that cow-
slip ball was an idyl. and never sure
was & string more prettily held than by
this little pairof lads, so serious, so in-
tent, so fearful lest even by a wander-

ing after abutterfly & shake
shouﬂ“%? ered and a3 blossom
spi.lled‘h:vhde. etween them knelt Mad-
in her white gown, swinging those
bells as one who weaves in with
each a hidden joy, & sweet content, that
mads the wreathing of this child’s play-
thing astrue anindex to herlifs as |
though Frank had followed it, day by
day, for the past six years.

** Eeny more f’owers, mummy?” said
Dody, sﬁing for the first time since
the ball been commenced.

Yes! there was one more; it was be-
Sween Madcap’s fingers thon. She was
Jooking into its heart, cinque-spotted
but she saw not the tlower, she had for -
gotten her children; adark beloved face,
seldom an hour absent:from her side,
had risen before her, and in spirit she
had leaped to it, and was ecrying out—
*Yesterday, I wished you away; but,
to-day, I wish vou herel”

*Me knows me'll drop it,” said Dody,
in a voice of grave rebuke; and then
Madcap eame to herself with a start,
and swung her cowslip, and with much
squeezing of certain little fat hands in-
side it, the ball was tied and tossed high
in the air, with the magic invocation—

Tisty-tosty, fair and fonr.
('-)’;1‘4‘-' many years shall | live?
Down slipped the golden ball through
Madeap’s fingers, and with a shout of
joy was seized on by the children, who
held it up for her small—velvety, vo-
luptuous, like a full rich draught of
summer after the wayward sips of
sweetness that lurk in the pale cups of
primrose and anemone! As the children
ran away with their treasure, Madcap
cast a quick look around and drew from
her bosom a letter, that she first kissed,
then held a moment in her hand, asa
child will delicht to abstain for a mo-
ment from its coveted cake; and Frank
wondered what could be on the page to
bring such lovely lights and shadows to
her face as she read. Was it, then, Mr.
Eyre’s habit to write his wife a love-
letter every time she took a morning
walk without him? She had found it
on her pillow that morning when she
had awakened to find Mr. Eyre gone;
and this was his letter.—the first love-
letter Mr. Eyre had ever written his
wife,—

“Madeap,” he said, “I go to my father,
who is dying. This is onr first parting, the
first in six long happy years, and I leave
vou thus rather than  that the word ‘Fare-
well’ should be spoken between us; itisa
word that must not, shall not, hold any
meaning for you and me. In three days, at
latest, I' will return, or summon yon to my
side. I would take you with me, but such
associations, are not for you. Wife—sweet-
heart—joy of my life, write to me the mo-
ment you receive this—and every day, do
not let those rogues delay you for one mo-
ment. Pshaw! [ know thou lovest me in
thy real heart better, I think. than those
pretty boys I gave thee.

*I am, now and always,
**Your loving, faithful hushand,
“EYRE.”

“I didn’t think it of Jou, Master
Frank; no, that Ididn’t.” said a re-
proachful voice at Frank’s elbow:; “let
never know’d no
good as ever come to a Peeping Tom;
they mostlg peeps after petticoats, and
petticoats bring misfortins.”

*What is it?” said Frank, whose color
announced him fully alive to the mean-

caught. **Was that letter from him?”
he added mentallF.

*Why$ Colonel Busby’s asking for
ou; sure you don’t forget him, Master
rank, the biggist fool in these parts.”
*Confound him!" cried Frank, hearti-
ly. *“Well, I hope the callers have be-
gun early eno i
It’s not a call exactly,” said Job,
*it’s business. I s’pose they want you
to sign the ’morial they’re getting ‘up
&oor soul up yonder;” and he

the direction of Marmiton.
r soul?” said Frank, for a

thought of Madcap swept

*The woman what’s condemned to

death for dre a child in the Shift-
W

“Poor mh!ng h!”?

absently;
“by the way, Job, do you know -
{,,,,mm’ Ly .“g n his face

what lled himself to thrustche thought
-m» aside, and takeche memorial
in his hands

were inscribed names varying in
igng‘frmm thatof slord of themanor,
T W o
“What is it?” said Frank, his
Band over his mouth mm,
coloalnub.mf'snmg fat form and ex-
tended irrepressibly su
the Wwho in a pantomine is al-
uvm to geta hearing, but

er
**Have you not heard?" said the Colo-
whoém t himself the pivoton
the world turned; “it’s thememo-

rial to the Home
apparentl

“Of course,” said € ¥
waking up, “it’s about a cowslip—
mean 8 man—no, 8 woman—""

**A woman,” said Colonel Busb®,na
tone of stern rebuke, “who now sun-
der sentence of death. A womsn, he
ngw * who must be saved.

won’t do,” thought Frank, and

The first few lines carried little mean-
ing to his mind, but ashe readon a
change passed over his face. “A stran-
ger to the place,” he said, still looking
uth%p:per, “and she came éhgre in
search of some unkpown person

“Yes,” said Colonsl anbyhnoddinz.
s ki

i went on, * it’s
that none have peinted in what I'd
swear is the right direction,” and he
ﬂ:ﬁ?‘ significant gesture toward the

**What!” cried Frank, his bright face
suddenly growing pale as death., Colo-
nel Busby nodded. “To be plain with

ou,” he said, “and it’s more than I dare
be with any other soul, for Eyre leads
the whole country by the nose, you're
suspected of what I ﬁrmlgabeheve he is
guilty of. You see, it happened tive
an ahalﬁtyearsago and we all know
what his life was before his ra:
and there’s not a doubt the woman came
in search of the father.”

Frank’s hand suddenly closed on the
parchment—for a moment sight failed,
angd he felt as if the life were going out
of him in agonizing convulsive throbs:
then, as the necessity for self-control
smote %m'tohebedm‘;ding imsellfm:rect, and
appear re w was in
reality a blank to him.

“If the murder was committed five
and a half years ago,” he said, “how
comes it that the mother is only now
convicted?”’

“It is not the mother,” said Colonel
Busby, stagzered in his previous con-
victions by Frank’s manner; *'it's sup-
posed that this was her servant, and
that the crime was committed unknown
to the parents.”

*Is she a small sandy-haired woman,
hordering on middle age?” said Frank,
the words escaping him involuntarily.

*“To be sure,” said Colonel Busby,
more and more depressed by his con-
viction of Fiank’s guilt; “*a mean-look-
ing creature.” 152

*Thank God!” cried Frank, in a more
natural voice, his mind relieved of at
least one terrible fear. *“And her mis-
tress, has she been here? Is she in the
place?”

*“*We don't know that she has a mis-
stress,” said Colonel Busby, staring at
the young man; *it’s a mere guess, but
she seems in mortal dread of some un-
known person coming before she dies,
and it looks suspicious.”

“Then she has confessed nothing?”
said Frank eagerly. :

*Nothing, publicly. What she said

Mr. Eyre in private we don’t know.
She asked for him directly after the
trial was over, and the{ were closeted
together some time. It was he who
committed her to prison on mere sus-
gicion of the . and, in fact, from

rst to last has shown an extraordin
interest in the case and the woman.”

An exclamation burst from Frank’s
Iips; but calming himself by a great ef-
fort, he said, “*Mr. Eyre is absent from
home?”’

* Yes; but before leaving he wrote to
town. You know his influence in high
guarters, and this influence he is using
against her.”

'What!” cried Frank, recoiling astep.
“IIe could save this woman’s life and
will not?”

. €olonel Busby nodded.

*You know what he is,” he said; ““im-
movable when he has once made his
Wwind wp. ‘Guilty she is, and hanged

she shall be,” that’s the way he talks,
But you’ll sign, of course?” ;
Mechanically the young man took the
pen thrust upon him, and signed his
name; but, having done so, hiseye was
arrested by the si;;nature immediately
above his own—*H. Clarke."
~Hester Clarke!” he almost shouted.
*“Who signed that name? You said that
she was not here; that—that—"
“Isee no Hester Clarke there,” said
Colonel Busbg, looking over his shoul-
der; “that’s the signature of Clarke, the
butcher, Christian name, Henry. Is
that the name of the mother?” he added
sharply, and with bitter disappoint-
ment in his heart that the publie pillory
wasnot for Mr. Eyre arter all—but
Frank, pale to the lips, did not reply.
The question he had never dared to ask
through all those years of absence had
answered itself almost in the hour of
his return, and the matchless beauty of
his words smote him with a cruel sense
of pain as he looked out upon them.
“Well, well,” said Colonel Busby,
**don’t take it to heart; it may blow
over, and it might have happened to

anﬂv.‘bodi, you know; but, of course, it
Wili make you anxious to pull the wo-
man through,”

“What!”” said Frank, with so much
haughtiness, that Colonel Busby took
an involuntary skip to the door, and
with a hurried” good morning, closed it
behind him. ‘

*And I could have sworn,” he mut-
tered, venomously, as he seized his hat,
*‘that the father was to be found at the
Red Hall!”

: “I;llzmsuh?n ?hf it. :gr,” said J ob.% pear- -
ng, ng the angry eman
his stick; ‘‘and what’s more, quer}ll prove
g. I,gam’tin a Lovel to do a mean ac-
on. :
**So you’ve been listening at the key-
hole, 4 ?” said Colonel Bgsby, nncozyxo
scious of missing an orportumty.
*I have the honor of my master’scon-
, Sir, , dryly; and Colo-
nel Busby, reflecting too late that this
man might have been valuable to him,
found the door gently but firmly closed

' .
“Bless you foran old bumble-bee!”
fervently from the other side.

W more gewgaws. You will cut
afine figure in. ’em when I am gone,
and, if you play your cards well, may
even marry—my courier!” .

The door closed with a bang on a pet-
ticoat, that on the way to it had con-
trived to overturn a table laden with
bottles and other paraphernalia of sick-

ness.
*A sweet creature!” said Mr. Eyre,
dryly; “her playful spirit has kept me
alive these five years. There’s no
‘damned iteration’ about her; but, t:yon
the contrary, a never-ending variety—
and she nurses me devotedly. There’s

time yet to put a godicil to mf Will.”
He smiled sardonically at his son’s
back; but that gentleman had moved
:vvivagé and was looking out of the open

ndow.

" *And I really am not difficult to
lease,” he wenton. “I think it was
n’s servant, Fletcher, who remark-
e({rtgat he never knew a lady who could
not govern his master, except his wife;
but ?Dbave omitted to inquire for the

health of mybdau ter-in—Ilaw, whosg 3:;
naintance, by way, hA‘a n
gmde.” :

“She is well,” said Mr. Eyre, briefly.

‘‘She must be be a wonderful crea-
ture,” said the old man, a sneer lifting
his hard mouth; “in short the whole
race of women—-epltomxzed. I am told
she is handsome.”

Mr. Eyre half smiled in scorn of such
a description of Madcap—Madcap of
whom, with Sir Thomas Overbury’s
milkmaid, might be said. *“all her excel-
lencies stand wn her silently asif they had
stolen on her without her knowledge.”

‘*But so were the others,” continued
old Mr. Eyre; “and though I could un-
derstand your remaining so longina
coin du feu to which you were not legal-
li tied—a .great charm that, and one
that has kept many a man in it for life
out of pure contradiction—this married
business of yours is beyond me. ‘O!
mirth and innocence! O! milk and wa-
ter!Y ”

*Did you summon me here solely to-
discuss <uch topics as these?” said his
son. pausing a moment in his walk.

*I didn’t send for you to preach to
me,” said the old man, with a snarl;
*keep your damned moral airs for Ar-
cadia; and as todying, what’s life—
what’s death? The one breeds awerm,
that other feeds it; and, like Byron, I
hope it is no sin to langh at_all things;
for, after all, what are all things buta
show? But you'll stay here,” he added,
in a different tone, *“whether it’s three
hours or three weeks to the end.”

**No,” said Mr. Eyre; *Ican remain
here but three days.”

*“Be sure I'll not detain you a mo-
ment longer than I am obliged,” said
the old man, dryly. *“Why didn’t you
bring her?"” he added, sharply; “there's
no knowing what Bluebeard’s closet she
mayn't be peeping into in your absence,
—so much innocence requires @deal of
watching over.”

*Oh, I'm not afraid,” said Mr. Eyre,
indifferently.

*You are fortunate,” said the old
man; “I never tried so risky an experi-
ment. My idea of happiness has been
independence of everything and every-
body,—and that you can’t be, when you
see the direct effect of your every deed,

ood or evil, uPon those you love.

shaw!" he added, as though ashamed
of the momentary touch of feeling;
**what do I know of love? Love with
old men, as a great authority takes care
to in{;)rm us, eosts trente mille francs a
year.

Mr. Eyre turned away, and the old
man’s eyes followed him, as with firm
step he walked to and fro.

“The life suits you,” he said sudden-
iy; **you look yeuars younger than when

saw you last—clearly respectability
has its gains. I don’t know why it
should not, if it pulls with your inclina-
tion; besides, yousacrifice nothing to it,
and there you show sense. After all,
can appearances and the world’s good
opinion give vou a_single thing worth
having? Health, _sleep, appetite, free-
dom, friendship—it’s curious how little
all t,l’nese are affected by what people

“(z00d name in man or woman,” said
Mr. Evre absently, his soul and thoughts
with Madcap.

“Pooh!" said the old man, “that’s if
their name is _their living, not other-
wise. You like your present life be-
cause your wife suits you; if shedidn’t,
you would think twice before settling
among those dullards and make your-
self one of them. And to be sure, when
you die,” he went on, reverting to his
usual tone, “there will be much lip-
service, but not a real tear among those
who follow you—your burial may be
more decorous, but it won't be half as
well attended as mine. To be really
loved by your meighbors, you must 1an
in life from their point of view, and
they must pit you; to be aware of the
secret difficulties and backslidings of
ﬁour friends is to love them, while to

ear perpetually of their virtues and
Success I8 to avoid their very mention.
Now, in the country you will always be
a Greek quotation that nobody under-
stands, a standing reminder to fo.ks of
Ignorance, and detested accord-
ingly; but in town there’s a great field
open to you; in Parliament vou will have
full scope for your abilities, and since
ou feel the disgrace of our name so
eenly, you might even have the oppor-
g;lxgg’y of being the founder of a new

I have thoughtof it before,” said
Mr. Eyre, cm‘elessl%; “but I won'’t quit
3

Iy country life. Ten years per-
gggS. I ight have thought og it, but
[coNTINUED NEXT WEEK.]
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L. O'CONNOR,

CARRIAGES, BUCCIES, PHATONS, |
CRATS snd FARM WAGGONS,

has on hand and will continue to have during the season all descriptions of the 4y,
which cannot urabili

The subscriber
thereby to give the newest
his work

be surpassed for taste, design or &

Ly,

3 visiting the neighboring stutes ... .
has had the opportunity of visiting & States ang i
fashions to his numerous customers. All he wishes j5, ,‘hulemu‘wh

may be compared with others who are always loud in their own praj..

Lindsay. March 12th, 1884.—72.

L. OO CONNOI
Corner William & !
Baby Carriages and Express Waggons always kept in stocic.

- McColl Bros. & Co.
FARMERS!

For your Machinery Use McCA Ll "~

CLARDIN

MACHINE OIL,

The Best Oil inthe World for Reapers, Mow .

and all fast-running Machinery, For
all Dealers.

Toronto. July 23. 1884.—98.
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Come One!

AND GET

Come

SOME OF

KEITH &

Fresh Imported Turnip Sced, #2:

Hungarian Grass and Ho

Tooth

Corn.

All kinds of Implements on han’
the celebrated Reversible Ploughshare

JAMES K

Lindsay. May 27th 1884.—90
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THE CANADA LIFE.

more than pay the death ¢
been doing business for 37 years.

premiums.

year's profits in 1885. The profits will equal if
not exceed those of any previous DIVISION.

Annual Report for 1883.

$5,617.623.
$335,906.

Assets - - - . .

i
|
Intereston investments - }
]
i

New policies writtem - - 2178,
Amount of new policies - $4.53%,000.
Deathclaims paid - -  $259,650.
Premiumsreceived - - $812,889, |

It will be noticed the interest on investments
laims,
The Canada Lifeis a home compary and has |

Its rates are moderate while its proSts are
T than those of other companies.
licies indisputable after two years.
Claims paid immediately on proef of death.
Thirty days grace allowed for payment of

Those insuring now will be entitled to two

For every information apply to

F. C. TAYLOR,

: oyery
Lindsay, Feb. 23 181, - Sc0° 'dndsay
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(CARD OF THANKS. ‘

MR. S. CORNIEL,—
Please convey to the |
Directors of the LON-
DON MUTUAL my
thamks for paying for
my dwelling through
kind consideration
Jor a widow, my pol-
icy having lapsed on
account of the build-
ing having been for
some time wumoccu-
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MARY ELLIOTT.
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E. Gregory.

PURE SPICES.

EDMUND GREGORY

ﬁll‘ and mr—ilm for Preserve

offers goods of the first quality

FOR PRESERVING AND PICKLING.

CLOVES, whole or ground, i
MACE, « P |
NUTMEGS, whole,

CINNAMON, whole or ground.
CASSIA 8UDS, whale,

CARDAMON SEEDS,

Alh;‘mt. whole or

BLA PEPPER, whole or ground.
WHITE . .

CAYENNE “ “
MIXED SPICE, “ “
JAKAICA GINGER, * “
AFRICAN GINGER, ground.
CURRY POWDER.
C.

NUSTARD SEED, whole orgrouad,
umw;rs. whole,

CORNER KENT ANi

mﬁgymm

Lindsay, July 21, 188497
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our reputation for govd wu.h

would lose eur mouney. We
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pleased to show you through

JAS.HAN: .

Lindsay, Apri! 15, 1884.
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What I say is, I can turn out any article in my line superior tc! any °”¥"." nanufy,.
ﬂﬂnmﬂmll. e proved gver and over again in IS Shwa 5 the: Hif o
vincial shows, showing that my practical experience of the 1ast 35 years has not ,11)‘;h&
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