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BEATTIFL J).

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.

{Continned from last week }

“I must,"” she said, when she found her-
self back in her room for the night, *‘I
must do something—yet what?”

At last, Lowever, she decided that it
would be best to write to him—and—and
{;y—well, to be accurate, she did mnot

ow exactly what. But she thought she
would do it Lefore slie slept, or tried to
sleep. So she got out her writing ease
and began to write—which was quiteeasy
at first. for she got as faras * Blankhamp-

ford,” witiout any difficulty whatever.
But after that she came to a standstill and
did not know what to say next. What
could she say? She tried at least a dozen
sentences, but, soinchow, none of them
either looked right or graceful, and she
wanted her letter to be both.

At last, however, she completed a letter
wkich she thought would do. It ran
thus:

My Dran Mn. BERESFORD—I feel 1
must write you a line to say how sorry I
am for the «iupid mistakel made today.
If it was not that, by my thoughtloss-
mess, I have involved Miss Adairin m
folly, I should just go home by the earli-
est train to-morrow. But I can’t go away
and leave licr to bear the brunt of my ut-
ter foolishness; so I ean only ask you to
forgive me, and to try to forget that [ ever
#aid what I did. I am so sorry. Iecan’t
Bay more. - Your very apologetic

NaNcy EARLE.”

Miss Earle read this effusion over, and
thought it would do &s well asanything
she would be able to concoct; then, wo-
man like, she added a postscript; and, wo-
man _like, the postseript contained the
whole salt and savor of the letter.

“P.8.—After all, it is pretty good proof
that I didu't see much amiss with your
looks. - N E®

On reading this production over, Miss .
Earle thought it would do very well, and
was wonderfully comforted by the con-
elusion. Then she went to bed, and after
lying uwake for a little timo thinking it
all over—and particularly over his looks
and general air—she fell aslecp and slept
as young thiugs do, until the morning
sunshine was streaming through various
chinks and crevices into the room.

When slio had read the letter again and
satisficd hersclf that it would do, she
went down stairs, and eautiously openin
the door which led into the close, slippeg
out of tho house and went quickly along
the road to where a post box was let iuto
the wall onl{ a few doors away; into this
she popped her letter and fled back, feel-

g very guilty and scared, more as if she
had been robbing the box instead of add-
ing to its contents.

ortunately not a soul saw lier, and she
was able to put her sailor hat, which she
always wore in the garden, in its custom-
ary place in the hall before any of the
family came down to breakfast. = -
* Meantime a postman had come along
with o bag and had cleared the box, so
that it was already onc stage further on
its woy toward its final destination.

In due time it was sorted out from
among its fellows and tossed on to the
heap for the infantry barracks. Aund be-
fore it bad waited very long the post
corporal made his appearance, and after
turning the heap over again, tumbled it
into a bag and carried it off on another
stage.

o in time it fell into the hands of its
owper—‘‘J, Deresford, Esq., Infantry
Barracks, Dlagkhampton”—and Beautiful
Jim opened it. .

He read it with snrprise-——surprise so in-
tense that several of the fellows who had
been loitering about ou the lookout for
the post corporal noticed it. l

*“Halloo, old chap, that letter scems to
be & sort of surprise toyou,” one laughed.
*“Is it an offer?  What'’s the Lid for, Beau-
titul Jim?”

*Ch, get out,” returned Jim, folding |
ﬂ;f letter up cnd replacing it in its en- |
velope. |

“Yes, get out, of eourse; but is it an '
offer?” Parsons persisted. !

“‘An offer? No! It’s from my mother,”
:eturnod Jim promptly and in a disgusted l

one.

He made his escape to his own quar-
ters in peace. But then, with the door
safely locked, Lo pulled out the lctter
aguin and read it onve wore. :

“After all,” he read, smiling, it is
pretty good proof thit I didn't sco much

amiss with r looks.”

folded the ietter up lgd:nfndtb]:thi: !
safely away in the most secret recess of |
his dnwmu. |
un“i' a i“r m'nh. .‘u f
88 he turned the £ door. 1
shall look in on Batarday » 0 S0 ‘I

t

{ ics of conversation, the Blankshire .

“and then the other; but we conldn’'t stand
. them, couldn't at any price; so we Lo (t

. instead of one.
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By the bye, her young brother, Stuart,
just gazetted tothe 6"
From that they passed on to o

ment among others, and presently two of |
its officers guno from the houuytowu'd '

th.ezn. Beu;t:ttul Jim :on P?‘ne.m |
. ou » . mu‘ !
ford?” lid Mu?amrft ukod.y ‘

“Not today, Lady Margaret, thanks. I
will look on and make myself nseful,” he
answered. . i

“Very well. Will you have some tea?
or there is some cup on that table?”’ !

“Many thanks. I will help myself to
a cng presently,” he said, and then some
fresh arrivals came to take Lady Marga-
ret’s attention, and he was able to stroll '
away toward Nancy Earle’s chair. :

< afternoon, Miss Earle,” he be- |

. “Not playing today?”’

*“l1 do not often play,” she answered,
turning a fine scarlet from chin to brow. |
““There scems no time for tennis in town
—or, at least, I do not find that there is.”

“Yes: and during the time when you
can play tennis in town, there is always
such a rush of other things do do.”

‘*“Yes, just so; and however much th
bore you, you have todo them all the
same, ' replied Miss Earle, keeping her
attention well fixed on the tennis players.

For a few minutes this highly uncom- '
fortable and unsatisfactory state of stilted
stiffness continued. Then Beautiful Jim
played a bold stroke that they might get
out of it, and at the same time into a less
prominent position.

“Don’t you think, Miss Earle,” he said,
in a semi reflective tone, ‘'that we should

t a much more comprehensive view of

he pla.%gom the terruce?”’

Miss Earle looked round at the terrace
and admitted that it wouldn’t be half bad
up there. So they abandoned the chairs
under the big trce and betook themselves
to the terrace, whence they could com-
mand a good vicw of the tennis courts,and
consequently of players and play.

There werc some basket work Hurling-
ham chairs on the terrace, and Miss Earle
settled hLerself into one of them witha

.desperate kind of feeling that she would

have to hear what Beautiful Jim should
chooso to say about the letter she had
sent him, and that the sooner ho began
the sooner it would be over. After all,
this Beautiful Jim was a gentleman, and
had before shown himsclf%o be a man of
very delicate care for the feclings of
others. So there was really but little to
be afraid of; certainly he would say moth-
ing disagrecable; and yet, as she settled
herself in the Hurlingham, she could not
help wishing devontly that it was at that
moment big enough to bury her.

But Beeutiful Jim seemed in no hurry
to begin discussing the mistake of the
previous Tuesday. He talked a good -
deal, far more than she did, but he did
not mention that subject, nor, in fact,
did he even seem to be thinking about it.
He told her a geod deal about the regi-
ment and a good deal about his cousins
and his five days in town, and he con-
trived, too, to tell hera good deal about
himsclf; but he never in any way ap-
proached the subject of her letter or her
unfortunate slip. At last, it would be
dificult to say exactly how, Miss Earle
gathered that Boautifuf Jim had ot the
very smallest intention of mentioning the
letter or her mistake at all. Somelhow,
the knowledgo seemed to make her grow
hot end cold all in an instant, and she
shrunk into herself in something like
horror that she had not sooner realized
the delicacy and generosity of this man's
nature.

Jiex Deresford Limself scemed Lappy
enougi. : i

“by that same token,” he was saying,
“Iouce did an all night deck passage my-
self. Tuith, it was the most awiul night
I ever passed! Nothing I ever saw in the
Soudan was & patel upon it. It was when
Iwasa lad at Woolwich, and lome for
long leave, that my young brother and I
and znother fellow went oif to Scotland
fora trip. We hadn't much poney, for

my governor hadn't como into 5 prope.
erty then. 8o Necil and T lLiod do it
pretty much on the cheap, ¢ you
know? VWell, it did net much muior, for
we were young and strong, with awitly
healthy appetites, and rouching: it a bit -
didu’v hurt us.  Lut, of coiree, we stent
more money thau we ought, and [ to

Neil one morning"—at onee dis into
the true Irishman’s way uf 1 ‘arn
—tspys 1 We must joet e o oap
traps and be off, for we have Lot cLagh
to get oursclves a thivd clu < 1 age
home by way of Glasgow sied %L 1

“So Licine we started from: Gio: ow by |
the stcumer Lama—a fine bis Lot she!
was. But the crew on board of Lor—1
well remember there were about o hune
dred and fifty harvesimen—uil !:i:l—
came on hoard at Grecnock, mes: of 1hem

rather drunk, and the row they mude—
well, it was just something too aw fui' It
got very late and it got very cold.  So we
went down and tried the eabin:, first vue

the ghastly crush of fighting men and
crying sea sick women in the full cnjoy-
ment of them, and went upon deck azuin.
where the cold was the worst and the iir
was pure enough not to insult our lungs.
Ah! well T remember it, that it wasn't all
as smooth as honey up on deck. Forthere
were two Irish-Americans, awful fellows,
on board. A big one and a little one, both
very drunk, and both very quarrelsome.
The big one was bragging about his bowie
knife, and threatening to six-shoot any
one who presumed to interfere with him;
and nfterta. g?ad deal of tihis kind of s;va .
T, Up stepped a strapping young Iris
arvester, ?ust. drunk enou K to ge vali-
ant, and challenged him to ght at once.
And a right down M drubbing he gave
him—I never saw a fellow better handled |
in my life. 'Pon my word, 'twas so neat
that the little Irish-American stepped out
of the ring and set himself to hamper the
young harvester by the two-to-one pro-
cess. However, another harvester step-
ped out of the ring to settle with him,
aud the fight went gayly with two couplés

**And at last the big Irish-American got
8 good deal the worst of it, and th:foung
Rarvester took the opportunity of, m
out of the ring al , and “‘3
his place just behind us, where he 3
g over 1::3 shoulder, langh:
e of his versary, who was -
too drunk to know him again. :
"Anddldheﬂndb.im?"ukedllmb
Earle, with breathless iriterest. o
B‘;;Notul‘m&.gxyeh:u as drunk as l“lonf 5
started on al-g
other , bowie knife, ﬁhoote:; §
and all; and just as he was. making for
bim there stevned up a little Americsst.

-it; but, bf'

“And that was an end of him.”

‘‘But you don’t mean to say that he was
killed” Naney said.

“No, Idon’t sn;me he was killed,” re
burned Beautiful ;
more of him for that night. They just
mged him downstairs and shoved -

r a bench, and he was no more
trouble to anybody so far as any of us
saw. And by that same token"—Beau-
tiful Jim went on with keen enjoyment
of the recollection—*‘‘that was one of the
beautifulest cracks I ever saw—quite
scientific; for it wasn’t hard nor heavy—
It was just neat, don’t you know.
then there was the little Irish-American.
He, after snarling and quarreling half

the night, got kicked out of the cabin and |
same up on deck, where we, who couldn’t |

stand the, atmosphere downstairs, were
irying in vain to get a little warmth and
somfort by huddling togather round the
{unnel. And it was cold—oh! how cold
it was, with a strong hail storm beating
on us, and the waves washing over the
bows of the boat every minute! Idon't
believe any of us had ever been so miser-

. able, forlorn, or thoroughly wretched in

all our lives before. I know I have never
felt quite like that since.
‘*“Well, this little chap came up to the
oup, peering into every face as well as
e could for the lurching of the vessel

' and the unsteadiness of his own standing.

At last, however, he stopped opposite
to me.
* ‘Come an’ ’ave a drink,’ he said.
“Well, I didn't dare refuse, for I was

only a youngster, and didn’t see the force |

of letting him use his bowie knife or his
six shooter for my benefit. So I looked
up and saidl—‘Have a drink—oh—er—
where is it to be got?

¢ ‘Steward has it,” he answered, with

- an uncertain kind of wink. ‘Steward says

I'm drunk—won't serve me. You go and

g:‘tlthe whisky—(steward can’t say you're
nk)—an’ we'll drink it together.’

“I didn’t dare refuse him, so I got up;

but in trying to follow me the little |

American happened to- fall foul of a
Scotch woman with a very large family
of children under her garments, like
chickens under a hen'’s wings.  Of course
she went for him tooth and nail, and
soundly belabored Ivim, and I took the op-
portunity of just slipping round the other
side of the fuuncl and sitting down in
the same place as I had been before. And
then, when he had gathered himself up
and apparently been all round the ship in
pursuit of me, he came back, trying te
peer into our faces so as to identify me
ain, and take me along for ‘the drink.’
owever, happily he was too drunk, or
too sleepy or somothing, to be sure of
me, and the old Scotch lady stood my
friend and warned him against getting
too near to her; so, at last, he seemed to
et sleepy all at once, and he just rolled
rimself under a hand barrow or a hand
truck and went off to sleep. I believe,”
said Beautiful Jim, solemuly, “that if we
had known he was dying we were all to
ill and frozen and miserable ourselves to
have moved 80 much as a finger to he‘;g
him. Not, all the same, that he seem
in the smallest danger, for he slept se-
renely on, and snored away as happily as
possible.

“Ilowever, when morning came and we
found oursclves alongside of the quay,
some of the ship's people came along and
fished him omt; and if you’ll believe me,
Miss Earle, he was so petrified hecouldn’t
stand—couldn’t move hand or foot.”

*But alive?” she asked.

“Alive? Oh, yes. Arnd they stuck him
up with his back against the funnel to
get melted; and presently I heard him say
to hiuiself, in a sleepy sort of tone;

“*An’ bedad, I've got an ah-ful erick
in mc neck.”

“And how did you get on after?”

*‘Oh, as fine as possible—and when we
got to Dublin we found only first and
second class in the train; but they took us
second class, and said never a word, and
we got Lome and thought no more about
that same token, it was an
awful night, the worst I've spent in all
my life.”

it would not % easy to say how deeply
interested Miss Earle was—so much so, in
fact, that she forgot all about the letter

. and the unfortunate slip.

“That's & very fine story,” she said,

, with a flattering air of appreciation, as

she lay at ease in the big chair and idly

. watched the tennis players on the lawn

before.

““Ah! I little thought I should ever
have the heart to make a story out of my
misery,” said he, with a laugh; ‘but, oh,

i Miss Earle, I'm afraid you're frightfully

thirsty and hungry. Ihave kept you an
unconscionable time listening to all my
old yarns. Do come and have some ice
or cup or something.”

Miss Earle said at once that she should

lilze & cup of tea, so they sauntered down
to the tea table, and he ministered to her
necds. 8o their pleasant chat came to an
end. Others joined them asthey ate their
strawberries, and Miss Earle was peremp-
torily ordered to complete a set of tennis
p}aiyers, and in vain did she try to get out
of it.
“My dcar, you must play,” said the
dean’s beautiful daughter, with kind in-
sistence. ‘I know you are sweet and
food, and will give up for anybody; but
_have made up this set for you, and am
i?tiermined you shall not done out
D t.ll

*“Well, let me finish my tea,” Nancy en-
treated; and Beautiful Jim thought,
though he hardly knew why, that she

would much rather have stayed where she |

s. and, of course, have talked to him.

Jim, left to himself, finished a very sub-
stantial t and looked round for some
one to t to. Mrs. Trafford was still
sitting where she had been when he en-

‘tered the garden, but she was alone now,

Lady Margaret having moved away to
speak to other guests. He made his way
to her at once.
“Mrs. Trafford, wouldn't you like to
have a turn round the garden?” he asked.
“I would much rather have a cup of

tea,” she reilied, laughing.

Jim gave her his arm at once, and very
quickly settled her in a comfortable chair,
with some claret cup and a plate of

strawberries. he ed another
chair nearto it Enhlnldim:nd prepared

B 1

s asked—everybody wen
for the latest news in Blankhampton.

*“Well,” she said, as she astzsiw.

k-

“but we heard no :

However, she had to go, and Beautiful '

3

 gration plosl Kow b e s upon .
! on ow if u .
] mitwﬁ‘l”besgsuhmif thep;:on-
| trive to destroy ﬁlncy of all these
i » for nothing is so unpleasant as
. overlooked in'that way. Of course
‘ i:n ow that Miss Antrobus is going to
, married?” she said, with a quick
! change of tone.

| Beautiful Jim edged a step

T

man?

¢ *‘An old admirer; a man who has been
in love with her for for YEARS!”
answered Mrs. Trafford, unconsciousl

: sllspin into Mrs. Hugh Antrobus’ Fn.ng

~an ted style of spaking “I told

e Ry e e
ve PPy, for happiness

! sn:.{ an znportmtp consideration. And

| she said: ‘Oh! de-ar, yes. Mr. Mandarin

! is quite the right hnsgu.nd for Polly. His

| de-vo-tion has been marvelous, and he

. has loaded her—simply loaded her—with

! valuable presents.”

| _ “Mandarin! What a queer name,” said

' Beautiful Jim, who was d.eepl{l interested
in the fortunes of the fair Polly.

i . *I believe,” said Mrs. Trafford, looking
down demurely as she toyed with her
fork and plate, ‘‘that Mr. Mandarin’s—er

. —father and—er—mother were—er—not
exactly of the same race.”

i “Yes,” said Jim, rly

‘‘His mother was a German Jewess who

—well, went out in some ecapacity to

Shanghai and—and married a rich mer-

chant of some repute in that city; and—

. er—-the fact is, Mr. Beresford, when you

, have seen him—as I have—I don’t su

; geoseyou will be at all surprised at his

| bearing such a peculiar name; it suits
him very well,” Mrs. Trafford ended, put-
ting down her cup with a very quiet and

| innocent air.
Beautiful Jim by that time was simply
sonvulsed with laughter.

| *“Mrs. Trafford,” he exclaimed, ‘‘you

; don’t mean that the fair Polly is going to

| marry a Chinaman! Good Ged! It's worse

' than marrying a nigger!”

*The late Mrs. Mandarin,” Mrs. Traf-
ford reminded him, ‘“was a German Jew-
ess ”

‘‘Heavens! What a combination. And
what is the result like?”’

*‘He is certainly not much to look at,”
| replied  Mrs. Trafford, rather dryly.
| *“However, he seems to be very rich, and
| Mrs. Antrobus is amply satistied—amply.
| So I suppose it is all right.”

‘“And the fair Polly?’ Beautiful Jim
asked.

“She was not gushing about ‘it,” she
. answered; “*but she smiled and thanked
me very prettily when I wished her joy.”

Nor was Beautiful Jim the only person
to whom Mrs. Trafford imparted her in-
formation that afternoon. It happened
that she was particularly well up in all
the details of the affair—so far as Mrs.
Antrobus was able to impart them—for
only that afternoon she had had oceasion
to go to her dressmaker’s (that person, by
the by, lived a little way past the Rivar
house); and as she owed Mrs. Antrobus
three calls, and a great deal of oil flat-
tery and such like attention as was dear
to the little widow's patronizing soul, she
determined, for a two fold, nay, a three
i fold reason, to call on that stout and
| friendly lady. First, because her way
that day led her aetually past the door;
secondly, because the fact that she was
due at the Deanery tennis party would en-
able her to cut her visit very short, in-
deed, if she wished to do so, and find
Mrs. Antrobus at home; and thirdly, be-
cause the mere fact that she must so
hurry away would in itself help to keep
Mrs. Antrobus’ effusive friendliness within
reasonable bounds. A clever, far seeing
little woman, Mrs. Trafford—a very clever
woman. :

But, as it happened, she felt no desire
whatever to cut her visit short, and so
interested was she in the news at, and
the general atmosphere of, the River
house, that she almost forgot the Deanery
party altogether. For when she inquired
for Mrs. Antrobus the maid told her that
she was at home. and invited her to en-
ter, which she did. And as she followed
her along the spacious hall—so much
larger and handsomer than her own—she
met Miss Baby, (h:e youngest child of the
house, now fast growing into a long
legged, gawky girl, more like a hen as
to gait than anything else, and giving no
promise whatever in any way of Lloom-
ing by and by into the beauty of her
sisters.

‘How do you do, dear?” said little Mrs.
Trafford, graciously.

*“Quite well, thank you,” returned

Baby.

Mis. Trafford could not help thinking
ow very blank and childish the face was
—for that long legged, gawky girl,
that is.

“Pm going upstairs with
| Baby, importantly—and, by the bye, she
' had quite caught her mother's inflated
voice, which contrasted oddly with her
little vacant face—'‘he is going into the
STRONG room. He is going to get out
the PLATE!”

*“Ah, you will like that,” murmured
Mrs. Trafford, passing on, and thinking
that they had evidently some entertain-
ment on for that night; wondering, too, a
little how it was that she had not been
asked to take part in it—for the family at
the River house were in general exceed-
ingly anxzious to secure her presence at
their dinner parties—far more so than she
was to shed the rays of her patronage
upon them. :

But the little mystez was soon solved,
for she bad not found- herself o chair be-

fore she jived from Mrs. Antrobus’
; manner that something of unusual im-
portance was in the air. '
That, of course, was so0; for, with the
i Antrobuses, a visit to the strong room
' meant an occasion of the greatest im-
! portance. Indeed, as a strong room the
| receptacle for plate and valuables at the
| River house was all that could be desired.
|

apa,” said

. It was roomy and fireproof, and was con-
"cealed from curious and p eyes by
; being secreted at the back of an

| cupboard. It would lulvo hel(}, nnfd l)wl:?:“
room to , an ample supply o!

for unucg family than could be
accommodated the River house; so
that the Antrobuses set of entree dishes,
with the extra forks and spoons, looked
rather forlorn, reposing meekly in one
corner thereof. :

Of course, being of the same métal as
Mrs. Ber;lek Brentham’s ::f.elmgn coffee
service, ¢ might very ve re-
f mained in .tyho excellent nndoo{nmodlonl
| butler’s pantry
! good of gn a strong room if you did
; Dot use it, an
. -good of.

i They say time lovels all things. It is

nearer.
3;indwdldidmt. And who is the"

below; but what was the

CHAPTER V.
AND OF SHANGHAL .

It must be owned that the news of
Antrobus’ en ment not only
like wildfire throughout her native city
Blankhampton, but it also created a great
sensation wherever it penetrated.

She was so pretty, so gentle and dreamy,
and she had been so singularly unfortu-
nate in her.previous love affairs. Men had
g:z:g for her, ay, and had gonedes ely
thin,

too—men of high degree, with every-
g to recommend them.

First, she had been en, to the Hon-
o S thes oo Mgt B ot M
up that she might er &

in th: form of hi% ekgr b:l:gher gﬁt

after all, Lord Cardella had not laid him-
self and his title at her feet, though he
had eventnally bestowed them upon a far
less worthy person.

Then there had been an unfortunate
affair with one, D’Arcy was his
I mistake not, who did not happen to
mention, when his regiment mnml{)ed into
Blankhampton, that his little wife had
gone abroad for the winter. Of course it
was very pleasant for & man deprived of
his wife for the time to be philandering
after one of the prettiest girls in the
town; but it was a little unfortunate
thet Mrs. Antrobus announced the en-

ment in a semi-officlal manner, when
ere was all the time that insurmounta-
ble obstacle in the background.

And then there was Lord Charterhouse
—the **Mr. Winks” of the Black Horse—
who had gone for Polly, too—
that was so; indeed, one over head and
ears, past and beyond all sense and honor,
and yet he had taken himself away from
Blankhampton without a word of w 3
and had married his cousin, Lady N
Temple, after all.

Assuredly the love affairs of the de-
lightfu} Polly had not so far been taken
at that flood which leads to matrimonial
fame and fortune, and from one cause or
another the good people of Blankhampton
took a sort of proprietary interest therein;
th% wanted tc see the end of Polly.

as this indeed to be the end of all her
dreams and hopes and wishes? Was this
to be the end of her great expectations?

It was hard, very hard. Three times
she had deemed herself within an ace of
being ‘‘my lady” for the rest of her life;
three times had gay and gallant men of
noble birth laid themselves down at her
feet and — apparently — worshiped her.
And this was to be the end!

She had borne with dignity and a cer-
tain suspicion of contempt the airs of her
younger sister, To-To, who had married a
well to do but briefless barrister of hum-
ble origin some time before, and she had
made up Lher mind that when she should
be Lady Charterbouse To-To’s Liusband,
Mr. Herrick Drentham, should hasve Lut
little intercourse with her or hers. But,
alas, alas! Lord Charterhouse had failed
her, and had effectnally cut off forever
Mr. Herrick Brentham's chance of bei
on his visiting list—for the Lady Charter-
house of today would as soun have
thought of asking her hushand's troopers
to dinner as of asking him.

There had been a certain awkwardness
in the minds of both Lord ChLarterhouse
and the Antrobus family as to the best
course to pursue when the nobic bride and
groom returned from their honcymoon to
take up their quarters at the Golden
Swan. More than once *“Mr. Winks” had
hinted to his wife that he was sick and
tired of tho service, and would be best

leased if he turned his back npon it.
ore than once he really thought he
sbanld gend in his pavers.

(Cont nued next aerk.)

__New Advertisements. _
: YUNIGAL’S LIVERY STABLES,
UX. York Street Lindsay, Comfortable coa

veyances aad good horaes on hirs at reasonable
nt’ns RRIAN GUNIGAL.

JIRECHIN.— A GREAT UPENING in
this village for 8 DOCTOR,a DRUGGIST,

& WAGON MAKER ard a good DRESS
MAKER., May lst, 1833, —05.tf,
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Miscellaneons,
’\" OTICE.—I hereby forbid any persen
x or jersons giving credit on my account
without my siznaiure to the same. JOHN

DI i LMAN, Onkwood, Nov. 5. - 22-4pd.

\; EMORIAL CARDS.—It is custom-
: ary after a death in a family to send to
fri-nds and relatives a memorisl card giving
n:me, age, date of death, ané soms appropriate
Sciipture tex: .  These cards cau be abtained as
Tie Post Printing Office with envelo
Several beautiful styles. Prives reasonable.
Cal and sge them.

A CIRISTMAN OFFERING

A megnificent effor. We will
send to any acdre-s for $1.0¢
& beautiful :

PHOTO ALBUM

suitable for 8 Christmas Gifs to

young or old. Puichase now
hetore it is too late 2# For
TWENTY.FIVE CENTS we
will also send any of th: fol-
lowing articles:—Pack of hani-
some Playing Cards, one nheau.
tiful Auntograph Album, Pen
Knife, fifty beautiful EScrap
Pictures, two pieces of instru-
mental or vocal music, two

novels b, ular authe
mention ’lhm“ar. B(.)rl'.'l
CO’Y, P. 0. Box 197, Toronto.

LITTLE BRITAIN MEAT MARKET.

R. J. ROACH,
Keeps on hand

CHOICEST BEEF, MUTTON, LAMS,
PORK, SAUSACES, ETC.,

e e s N
small quantity desi »d.
‘YOUR lA‘l‘BONTGI sOLICITED.
DRESSED HOGS WANTED.
S S s S

Little Britain, Oct, 24, 1588.—18 4 238,

When replylog
DAY Novﬂﬁﬁ

gone, ay, -

R. Kylie.

TOP BUGGIES |

I hawe still a number of TOP BUG-
GIES amd PHZTONS on hand, and
will run them off CHEAP im order to
make room for my Winter Work.

CALL AND SEE THEM.

All parties indebled to me are re-

sted to prompitly this fall.
- I wamtpw upamp must have it, as

I cammot swuccess conduct busi-
ness without the msm funds. .

ADMIRED BY ALL.

The magnificent dizplay of carriages
and buggies placed on exhibition by Mr. R.
KYLIE attracted the attention of erery
person visiting the Central fair grounds,
and the beautiful finish and neat and styl-
ish appearance o) the wvehicles took the
‘‘cake’’ and the red tickets, too, receiving
five first prizes out of six entries. Visitors
were heard to say that the work was a credit
to the town of Lindsay. Call at his show-
rooms and examine the stock.

RICH. KYLIE.

Lindray, Oct. 15, 1888.—19,
Grabham & Lee

THE BEST EXHIBITION IN TOWN

GRAHAM & LEF
| CHINA HALL.

W|

We have Just to Hand some Lovely Lines of

ENAMELLED DINNER SETS,
PORCELAIN DINNER SETS,
CHINA TEA SETS,

FANCY CHAMBER SETS, with or without slop jars,
CHINA FRUIT BOWLS,

and by far the FINEST LINES of CHINA CUPS
and SAUCERS in Town.

HANGING LAMPS.

WE ARE SHOWING THE ONLY FIRST-CLASS LOT OF

Parlor, Library and Hall Lamps

in the county. Newest Designs. Latest and most
perfect extensions in use. If you require a
nice lamp, come to us and purchase one
and we will hang it free of charge
in any house in town.

4 SPLENDID ASSORTMENT OF

Glassware, Pregerve Dishes, Tea Sets

R

WATER SETS and HALF GALLON JUGS-
R

We ﬂmgs_have on hand extra value in Teas, Sugars, Syrups:
pices, Coffees, Flour, Feed and }'rovisions.

Ge-ds delivered.promptly. Orders solicited.

| mimam., GRAHAM & LEE.




