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The unqualified f Dr. Chase’s Liver
Liver Ca g g i
from nature’s well known liver

compounded
Iauvfnxn AND Danbgiion,
L3

ivaluable soots, barks snd
foct on the Kidneys, Stomech,
SOLS

Wrapped around every bottleof Dr, Chase's Liver Cure
is & valuable Hmm 'Mdied Gﬂm.ﬂld Recipe
e e o), oo ;’:fmw'” s o
able, mdwo%a ten times the price of the medielne:
T. EDNANSON & CU., Sole Agants, Bradford.
‘ . PERRIVN, Vindwy: st K. P,
Oacwood. —14-13. %
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GEO’RGE DOUGLASS,
IBSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENEES,
MANILLA, ONT.

(R’S‘.PQ‘B'FIR,

[SSUER OF NARRTAGE LICENSES,

LINDEAY, ONT.
T.indeag, Oct. 20, 1884,—12,

| J' BRITTON,

of the firm of Britten Fros:, Jewellers:
! Lind::y.)

FSSBER OF MARTIAGE EICENSES

. FOR THT COUNTY OF VICTORIA.

-

Ehe Camadian Lost,

_LINDSAY, FRIDAY, JULY I7.18%5,
A ROMANTIC WOOING.
— P ear
Chsprer IIT,

(Continued from last week.)

*Jenlous of what, Pauline? &h me! if
ghedld but know—=" And & sigh eseaped
Ethel'slips. -

“Jeslons of what?” exclaimed the lady’s-
msid, purposely overlooking the last re-
mele. “Why, she is jenlousof yourweslth,
gour position; but most, mademoiselle, of
gour chances, and—your beauty !”

Saying whieh, the speaker drew s little
back to take a better view of Ethel’'s tall
and graceful figure, attired in g diaphanous
ball-dress, & combination of ellks, laces, and
flowers, from which the soft white arms
and throat gleamed with transparent mdi-
ance.

Ethel was drawineon her gloves, ss she
‘stood before the lace-festooned cheval-zlass,

“My chances, Pauline!” she reported.
“What chances?”’ -

“That of becoming Lady Tremayne, made-
motselle; or, if you choose, the Countess of
Westring.”

“Pauline! Pray do not talk thus to me!”
#jaculated Ethel gravely. “I shall never
mﬂy.v’ 2

The attendant shrugged her shoufders;
bu¢ answoered

“*True, mademoiselle, but Madlle. Florenes
does not knoww that, She sees the great
milords at your feet, and worse, Lord Trem-
syne, for whom all are dying”

“Fush, hush, I wline! Such talk pains
me.  Ah, you cannot tell how I longto be
back at Grey Towers, for peace and rest.”’

“£nd thig is mademolselle’s first season.”

*The first season of & wife, s widow, also
s mother.” And Ethel drooped her sweet
faee on her hands,

*4&h, how gladly wounld I renouncs this
gay existence, these ehances, &8s you call
gi:ﬂmi'.’ror & fow days with my bey—my

 ;

‘“Tiens, mademoiselle! it is best as itis,”
s&id Pauline. “Pray do not giveway., Mil-
orf will notice it, and it is near eleven.”

“True. Papa will bs waiting. My bour
quet, Pauline! Thanke. Fow grateful I am
this is the last ball of the season ™

The laly’s-maid gnve a touch oFso to the
Iace flounces, then opened the door for her
fistress,

When she had gone she reflected, as shie
gearranged the toilet-tables

“Never marty sgnin! Why not? Nade-
moisells isn’t twenty-one yet. I'sthe se
cret marriage in the way. Tiens/ why?
Who need be the wiser?

“I do believe, at times, maenmviselle ro-
grats following my advice of now keeping
it secret for ever. .

*To acknowledgs & live husband is ons
thing, but fo acknowledgs & desd one, who
¢an’t protect you, is gnother.”

Pauline paised & spaee, then sddeds

“Poor mademoiseile! I faney thers’s

trouble yet to coms, for if milord does not -/
either Milond Tremayne

mesn her to wed

- oF the old earl, Pm mistalten.”

- Two yesrs had gone by—two yemrs thet
hsd bronght sorrow sud snxiety o moss
than Ethel since the snnouncementof Prolo
- Mareschi’s death.

Ten months after that events terrible
blow had come to Lord Bresmors. While
abroad his wife had ennght melarial fever

gnd had died of it. His grief for a msn of ' the coronet. Tremayne;
his nature, eold, phlegmasie, had been in- | doubt to ask you for this denes. Can !W' :zn!uzhhcw;
tonige. |-

Hsastening back to Grey Towers, he had
summoned Ethel, who By her own eaumest
mhﬁ&mms%nﬂm

at Evrent, to join thers, snd had

shat himself up with his sorrow, rarely
ing — Ethel, his ehief —
&8y one, even SOmMPET-
fon being bis infsns heir, who spparently

u’mndmmm“m |

from and the Barl of West-
ging"”
:OYH. I wreould,notm’l lonyi
T you
warning of sifection in omne case;, the

pap®,” murmured Ethel
1y, “you did not—have not—""

*gccepted either? putin Lord Breamors,
rioting her confusion. “No; I thought,
Bthel, that under the circumstances you
had a right to decide between the two your-
self. Lord Tremayne offers you a good
position, youth, and & handsome person.
The earl, the devotion of an old man, great
weg:lh. md?, c:;nwtm%"

*‘Oh, papa, handsclaspedpleadingly,
“I—=I do notecars for marriage. I do mo%
wish to marry !

Lord Breamore turned half mund on the
heels of his dress-boots; snd looked with
ehilling surprise down st his

[ hope I did not hesr you aright, Ethel?”
he remarked in lcy tones. *‘Remember you
are my daughter; and as such must take s
_proper place'in soclety. When a girl at your
age says she does notwish to marry, itoften
signifies thatshe has given her heart—or be-
lieves she has—to some unworthy fellow
whom she fears to mention.”

A wave of crimson swept over Ethel's
face and neck. She bent herhesad to hide
it; but ineffectually. :

*Is this so? he demanded sharply.Have
you fallen in love with the gardener, the
footman, or groom?”

Ethel raised her head proudly; the harshe
ness did her good.

“No, papa. [ beg your psrdon, but me
riot you forgetting I mw your daughter? I
love no living man save you. I—I do mo%
wish to marty either Lord Tremayne uor
g‘wea’a;l. because I don’t care for either of

em,'

: Lord Breamore gave & short seormful

“Ethel, you talk lilie s milkemsid, Lesve
love to your-inferiors:. ¥ou, Ethel, haves
position. I confess I would mther you
selected the coronet, but I give you your
choice. Tske Tremwyneif you preferit
But decide which this evening; ssI intend
to invite the one you favorts joinus stGrey
Towers. You understand me, and remem-
berI will be obeyed. I mustlemtn your
decision on your return.”

wortls or power, the door opened, and Mrs:
Devime, folowed by Florence, entered the
room,

“I trust, Arthur, we hsve not kept you
waiting?” cried the elder lady.

“Not at all, though the carriage has been
snnounced,” he rejoined, giving his arm.

“Come, Ethel, ny love,” said Mrs. De-
vime. “Why, child; how psle you sre! Are
you il1>”

“Not in the léast,” answered the girl,
giring, her cheek flushing.

“Something lias happened,” reflected the
1ady, and glanced at her daughter, who pos-
sessed that urlllianes of beauty only sesm in
brunettes. :

As they passed downstairs, Florence De-
vime’sdark eyes looked furtively at her
pale companion as If they would have read
her very soul.

The ball to which they were bound was
at Prince’s Gate, and the vast rooms were
almost full when they were announced.

Scarcely had they entered when two gen-
tiemen, who had evidently been on the
watch, advanced.

One was a man certsinly near seventy, for,
though made by & skiiful valet to look only
sixty, the undecided tread, the want of
Tustre in the eye, tlie lack of flrmnesson the
lp, betrayed the truth.

The other was not yet thirty, handseme,
with large, earnest hazel eyes, well-eut fea
tures, and sliky moustache droopingat each
side the round chin.

Forty years divided the two, yet wers
rivals for a young girl’'s love.

whole semson Lorl Tremayne had been als
most at her foet, and noW=—

In the fashionable worid, rank, i€ notage,
tRkes precedence, and it was the earl who
first greeted Ethel—not only greeted, but
offersd his stm to eseort her through the
ooms.

eompliment, then, biting his I[ip, drop be-
hind, by Florence, whose every nerve best
and throbbed with rapture as he movedon
by her side.

The eart did not let & long time elapse be-
fore e made sn opportunity~metuphorieal-
ly#;plmh%um:?g;

freshness FOUIE
girt’s besuty mJ‘K?mg bioced
sbont his heart, and he was eloquent in the
confession of his passion.

His words recalled those of Pacloc Msres-

spealtersl
Sueh words on the earl’s [ips scemed to
the girl revolting.
Even & cornet might be too
chased, snd Ethel did not hesitats: to refuse
m%,!‘:gnorhelnundedm

give it him?™
| “Not this one,” muwrmured Rhel plesd-
fugly; "I do not think I conld danee yet.”
i Poor Ethel! by her words she had defost-
| o herself, When Lord Tremsyne
| His request Lord Breamore remarkeds
] *zmtmsmm

| yetoven the duke’s orchids.
| you

| ciulesing, “Beve I Seew

Before Ethel eould reply, hadshe had | dgressi

Florence Devime’s eyes wers riveteS upe |
on the latter; her bosom fluttersd. Forons |

Lord Tremayne conld but bow, m.‘

ereun Relsing oy thegow they
e

“Dearest: Miss Bresmore.” be was o
taken you by surprise? I:'-I::

“Yes;” whispered Ethel simostinsudibly:.

2 & fem,

began to fan her. She pale, be four-
d;m'lubutbﬂ:t.' .

then continued: “Dear msy
I trust that the knowledges ef the passion I
foel, that my words; perhaps, too hastily
uttered, were notthe esuse of your Indis-
position? I believed from s
mm;umathehltmdnud FOUm??

: oW s

“Ney, all indebtedness is mine, if—ieT
may but hope,” he broke in passionately. “T
love you, Miss my future happi-
nessrests with you. I entreat you speak,
let me knowmy fate.” -

He was lesningover her. She had met
his eyes once, full of pleading. She had
poted his face, eloguent with his passion.

Lord Tremayne was one whom any woe
man would be proud to love wete her hestt
tot already given.

His tones swoke pity, sympathy, in Ethel,
%mmmm-mmmwt

Still, how dared she say yes? Yet; recail-
ing her father’s look, how dared she refuse”
“My lord,” shesaid faintly, “I was un-
aware that you had given me your love un-
til to-day. Wc’seemto know so little of

““That you would ask time to deecide?” he
putin. “How can I blame yon, Miss Bres-
more? Still, have I permission to hope to
be & suitor®™

s
**Yes,” murmured Ethel, then trembling
&t the thought of how Lord Breamore would
regard so cold s response, sheadded: “Lont
Tremayne, [ will never givemy hand to
any but yow.” :
He uttered an exclamation of delight as
he raised her hand to his lips; then oneof
concern, as Ethel fell back insensible.
Atthat moment & face, handsome, with
brilliant eyes, flashing hate, despair; and

Her slender fingers clutched, her white
teeth clenched.

Could s wish have simim, Ethel’s eyes
woglg’ never have again opened in this
wo!

That night Florence entered her mother's

ng-room.
“Well, mamma,” she said, “have they
told you? Do you know?”

"ghut?" .

“Lord Tremayne has proposed to Ethel
sud been accepted.”

“Well, Plo, it's what I expected.”

“How calmly you speak! Why did you
ever act as chaperon to her? It was wrong,
| mamma. Until she appeared, Lord Tre-
| mayne was almostat my feet. Oh, how L
i hste her!”

“Xy dear Flo, be reasonable. And dosit
I down. If you walk about likethat you will
| make my head ache. If I had not been her
ehaperon, another would, snd Lord Tre-
mayne would have met herall the same.
But is it really trune?”

“True? Yes. He proposed to her in one
of the conservatories, and she; exclaiming,
‘Tl never give my hand to any other than
you, Lord Tremayne,’ fainted in his arms.
Oh, i®~if I could but part them! How I
hste her![”

It might have soothed Florence Devime's
fealous nature had she seen Ethel weeping
in agonised distress in her own room, as she
ejaculated:

“Oh, Pauline, if I were but dead! Imagine,
my father says I must wed Lord Tremayne.
He has proposed to-night;, and I dared not
=y no.”

“Why should you say no, mademoiselle?”

“Why? Oh, Pauline, do you think I could
ever do Lerd Tremayne the wrong of wed-
ding him, my secret unrevealed? Then what
will beeome of me? I am so—so weak, Pau-
i ine,” she added, Iooking up; “when we get
to Grey Towers I must see my child. That
ever makes me strong.”

CEAPTER IV.
THE SNAEE IN THE GRASS.

The next week Lord Breamore’s house-
i lold returned to Grey Towers, where later
i on Lord Tremayne was to join them.

Ethel told herself she hadnot
him, but her father made no countof that
| miesty of distinetion. ¥
| Heregaried the affair as sccomplished, |
and anmouneed it as such to the world, to !
Ethel’s alarm, who, not possessing a strong
| reliant nature, suddenly found herself sur-
’ rounided by eircumstances, and carried on
by them against her will ex power of resis-
| tanice.
| Only one saw her distress, and with won-
der—Florence Devime.
| Jemlousy had made hers spy, and, by |
. crafty speeeh, she speedily diseovered thas
' Eihel had no liking forthe proposed mar-

| Her lIove was given elsewhere, and, un-

laoubtedly,mlomm benenth herin sta- | *

some long-haired strolling artist, or musie-
master. If I could bat find out] I'll try,”
I Hate favored her.

, the
! From Mrs. Devime'swindow she kad seen

the

Thuscwass
Before

she'would netloseit
bridge, bowever, her,

retum?

Better-towaitinthe

it? There was only one in Grey Towers—
the young heir:
Florence

which she knew the lady’s-maid
and advanced to meet her.

In s moment they were face to face.

¥lo saw the sudden start Pauline gave,
and its quick suppression. Not s musele of
her own countenance altered, until nearer,
ntl'hen her dark brows rising, she said pleas>

¥e

“What slovely child you have there, Pau-
line! Whose is it?” and she stopped in the
other’s path.

“1t is my little nephew, mademoiselle,”
responded Pauline curtly. ‘lts parentsars

dead, and my mistress has kindlylet me |

have him here on s short visit.”

**No parents? Poor little fellow!” remark-
ed Flo sympathetically, her gaze studying
every infant feature. *“What handsome
eyes! Quite foreign! Do not speil him,
Pauline. Bon jour, petit!”

And smiling affably she passed on.

“How I hate her!” thought Pauline
through her white teeth. “How I mistrusg¢
her! Most when she pretends to be amiable,
If my mistress has an enemy, it's Mdlle.
Florence Devime.”

&s w Florence, the smile had faded, sn
amazed startled expression had taken its

pisce.

“It could not be,” she murmured. ‘““The
ides is preposterons! 'm mad to imagine
such a thing; but who can help their
thoughts? And the likeness, save forthe
eyes, is striking. The child’s chin and
moutir are modelled as from Ethel’s own.

But the eyes are foreign.”
WM“ the other sideof the | por ; space the idea which had fiashed in~
e omms Do e i e

Tsaking a turning, she hurried back to
the house, shut herself in herown room,and
in & half-séared fashion began to think.

Familiarity will accustom us to any
thought, and Florence Devime began soen
to be accustomed to the ides which had ee-
surred to her, arising from the singularlike=
ness of Pauline’s “Nephew” to Ethel,

She commenced by deelaringit impossi-
ble; she ended by seeing it was feasible.

Ethel’s education had been completed in

S,

Afterwards she had resided at Grey Tow-
ers, with slight supervision.

Then Florence recalled Ethel’s visit, over
eighteen months ago, to France, her maid,
Pauline, being her only eompanion.

Supposing the “old schoel friend” had
never existed?

To have deceived Lady Breamore would
have been easy where so much indifference
was felt,

The longer Plorence Devime reasomed,
the quicker beat her heart with hope.

She saw now why Ethel showed reluet-
ance to wed Lord Tremayne or anyone.

How could she marry, having this seeret?

How could she, if her husband yet lived?

Florence said “husband,” and meant it.
She knew Ethel too well to think she would
ever give herself to one not her husband.

Yet Ethel was goingto wed Lord Tre-
maynfi Everybedy said so, and she did not

“Oh, ifLonly Enew—if I could only find
out!” she reflected. ‘“‘Suppesing, paying
Pauline to keep her seeret, she intendste
bury it and. the past, and wed Lord Tre-
mayne, taking the risk? She is wealk, timid,
and stands in dread of Lord Breamore,”

Then, throwing back her head, with s
short laugh:

“What castles I am building upen aslight
foundation!” she said. “After all, I may

be wrong. What I must do is to discover if

‘ tanee,
dearly pus-' She sprang st the same conelusion as bad

N
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arvemly -x

ever been done in
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I have a Portable 10-horse power Boiler and Engine with circular saw—boiler horizontal —
all in first-class order. Alsoc Smoke Stack 65 feet long, with stays and everything ' com-
plete, to be sold cheap. @all and examine, and oblige.

NEW WOOLLEN FACTORY

mow in. operation, and I now intend te keep it running the year round. I have putin some new machinery
among which is a Burring Machine of the latest pattern, which will enable us to do better work than hag

MANUFACTURING
done at same prices as fom;rly, and freight paid on all lots of wool of 40 lbs or over sent to be manufactured. e
This does not apply when to be carded only.

GOODS ON SALE.

I now keep for sale a great many more lines of goods than ever before, such as Cottoh;,? Cottonades, Prints,
Towels, Table Linen, Linens, Tickings, Dress Goods, Trimmings for Suits, Cashmeres, etc., etc., which will he
sold as low and of as good quality as any. I think I can sell lower than others, as expenses are less. Wij|
allow two cents per 1b more than market cash price for wool when taken out in trade.

CASH FOR WOOL.

I will pay the highest price in cash for any quantity of wool delivered at
past patronage, and soliciting a continuance—Yours truly,

the mill. Thanking the public for

~J. W. WALLAGE,

Lindsay Woollen Mills,

J. W. WALLACE.

. 8. Corneil.

e —

L. O’Conno>r.

s

BEES FOR SALE.
None but Strong Stocks in
First-Class Condition
Offeved.
of Hive to Suit Purchasers.
Besswax Worked inte Court Foundation

on the Given Minchine.
HOXEY FOR SALE.
- 8. CORNEIL,
Rindsay, P.

m. Aﬂ 20th, 1885, —-37.
James Hamilton.

BUGG]IS,

B

HAMILTONS

Steam Carriage Works,

We have now on hand & very large stoek of
all stylesof
BUGGIES,

made of the best seasoned timber. Our

Whasls Shailts Peles asod Gearings, are
mads of Second Growth Hiskery
imported from Indians.

Come and see the latest styles. Among them
is the “MAGIC JUMP SEAT,” which makes
either s beantiful double carriage or a single
buggy, which was admired by thousands at the
Central Pair, when we took first prize for

A clean sweep ! which speaks for the quality of
our work built by our SEW. AND IMPROVED
MACHINERY. Theday hasgone by forhand
work to compete with impreved machine work
in quality and price. My farmer customers
know the superiority of the seif-binder over the
oid cradle for cutting grain; also the differencs
between the seed drill and hand sown work.
Risthesame with everything eise. We can
give better and cheaper work. Every part is
alike. Weinvite inspestionofourgosds. OUR
WHEELS ARE BOILED IN OIL, which pro-
tects the fellows, Our waggons run easier than
these made by hand, which has been proven by
these who are using them. Our prices are
Eight.

AR work werrantel. A sl solicited.

FURNITURE.

PARLOR, BEDROOM,

«y | DINING ROON SUITES.

Evexy Avticle Raduced in Price.

o ubeat., Linadeay.

%
;ﬁ —Tuz Pese for these

e geaw for .00

JAS.HAMILTON
s

\:

Stocks Transterred to any Style lioes

14

|

1

i

PLAIN TALK TO FARMERS!

BUGGIES and WAGGONS.

I want to make a plain statement to the farmers and horsemen of the country. I don't be-
lieve that blowing does even a littie good. : e i

I am to-day the oldest. the begt. and most experienced mechanic in the town of Lindsayin the

m&:agon business, My work is knewn to be the best, and I have had muauy tesu-

m to that effect.

Come in and see the NEW MAGIC JUMP SEAT BUGGY. The best without exception.
Light and handy. It is as gond as a two-seated b or carriage. ; :

Ihave the best COIL SPRING Buggies; good Phatons; good piano box Buggies, and all other

I turn out the best Buggies of any made in the three counties, For material ani work L

G L. O'CONNOR,

Corner William and Russell-sts.

&F Baby Carriages. a fine stock. Boys' Velocipedes and Bicycles.
Lindsay, May 5:&? 1885.—39.

John Makins.
MACHINERY.

JOHN MAKINS,

WILLIAM STREET, LINDSAY,

Iron Founder and Machinist, )

MANUFACTURER OF
Saws and Shingle Mill Machinery, Flour and BMill,
Steam Engines and Steam Pumps.

Have a large assortment of General Patterns for the abave description of works.
Lindsay. Ang, 17th, 1882 —97.

S. Perrin.
GENUINE

PARIS GREEN,
Specially for Pot:to Bugs,

AT PERRIN’S.

, June 1S, 1885.—45.

X

Thexton & Co. S

BUILDERS’ HARDWARE.

Raa! B Tua! St
ALL SIZES DOORS, SASE AND MOULDINGS.
BUCCY WRHEELS FEOM S650 UP TO $15.00.

HU BS,SPOEES, RINS, AXLES, TRIMMNING CLOTE, TRIMMING LEATEER, ETC.

Neails, Glass, Paints, Oils, Varnishes, Locks,
Hinges, Etc. :
SILVERWARE AXD CUTLERY

TERMS.—WE SELL CHEAP FOR CASH.

THEXTON & Co's SPECIALTIES.

Lindeay, Miarch I2th, 1884.—31.

O i b i
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James Keith.

CLOVER SEED

WANTED.

1,000 BUSHELS OF ALSIKE AND
RED mm
For which the Righest Price will de paid b

JAMES KEITH,

WILLIAN-ST, LINDSAYX.
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