&
G. A. Metherell.

PRESENTS.

METHERELL bas the largest
stock of Prize and Library Books for
day or Sunday school in the town, which
he will sell very cheap.

METHERELL’S stock -of Plush

is something immense.

Prayer and Hymn Books is very fine.

METHERELL’S stock of Christ-
mas Carde inzludes all *a latest %gm
snd makes, and is marked at Rock-
bottom Prices.

METHERELL’S stock of Writing
Desks, Work Boxes, Ladies’ Companions,
Dressing Oases, etc., is well-assorted.

METHERELL’S stock of Dolls,
Tool Chests, Sleighs, Toys,fete., is very
large, and he is determined; to sell! them
ot less than cost. - . &g

In factif you want Ja_ Christmas pres-
gat from » neect fo.8_puano brJonck
oF old of at any price call_at Metherell's
and you can get suited. -

REMEMBER THE PLACE

METHERELL'S

MUSIC and BOOKSTORE, -

Opposite the new post office, Kent
Street, Lindsay.

H; #ay, Dec. 4, 1883,
The Canadian Lost.
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MR. DAWBARN.

Continued from 5th page.

e News came that yOung MUunNro 0aa Sitea

from Liverpool for New York. It reached

Lucy’s ears through a sympathetic servant

maid. ' The next morning she sent word that

she would like to have & cup of tea sentto
her up stairs in her own room, asshe had a

} headache aud begged to be excused from the

ol breakfast table. Mrs. Dawbarn knew that
: : she had heard of Munro’s departure for

America, but she did not dare to mention

even the name of the objectionable clerk §o

ber husband, who wasentirely ignorant of the

young man's movements. Two or three days

i after the doctor was sent for. The medical

: man hummed and hawed and said that his

patient waslow. Lucy grew worseand worse,

wsultation was held. The young lady's
> rder was pronounced to be nervous fever,

A and oue white headed old gentleman from
: London suggested to Mr. and Mrs. Dawbarn
that if the voung lady were engaged he
should not advise the postponement of the
ceremony.

_“¥You see, my dear Mr. Dawbarn,” said the
old gentleman, “your dear daughter’smalady
is partly mental. She has here no employ-

_ ment, that is, no fresh employment for her
mind. If you could substitute new duties,
fresh impressions, she would recover quickly.
Her energy is wearing her to pieces; she
wants, s0 to speak, to begin her life over
again. If—if her partner has not yet been
chosen”—here the eyes of the father and
mother met—‘let her travel, let her choose
an occupation, give her something to do. I
know a young lady—much the same kind of
case—who took to painting, and found con-
siderable benefit from the study and the
gnctice. Italy, now, might create a desire

cultivate some art—say music, eh? Your
dear daughter is not strong; her mind is too
‘much for her body.” .

Lucy wastaken to Harrogate, to Chelten-
ham, to Leamington and Scarborough, then:
to the south of France and Jsaly. When she
returned to Bramlingdon she had to be lifted
from the carriage. Her father, who had not
seen her for two months, was struck with the
visible alteration in her face and figure, He
himself carried her to her room and was
bardly conscious of his burden. She
said she was tired with her journey
and would go to bed. Mr. Dawbarn de-
scended to dine with his wife, and meeting
on the stairs with the sympathetic house
maid who had informed Lucy of Munro's de-
parture for America, and asking the girl
why stl}))e :ms cryingiland receiving for an-
swer that it was for Miss Luey, he di arged
ber on the spot. i sth

It was a dismal dinner. Husband and wife
ke but little, and when one cauzht the

the other’s eye there was a great show of ap-

petite. Mr. Dawbarn drank a considerable
quaantity of sherry. Waen the cloth was re-
moved the conver-‘ion flagged. Neither
dared begin the consultation they felt was
inevitable. Beforo they went into Lucy’s
room to look at Ler as she lay sleeping, Mr.

Dawburn put his arm around his wife's waist

and kissed her on the forehead, a proceeding

which made the gcod old lady tremble very
much and her mouth and nostrils quiver.

8Side by sido in the dark the couple lay
awake in their luxurious chamber, starting
at the reflection of the window frame upon
the blinds. The father began.

f‘kﬂﬁma.” -

“Phbilip,” said the mother.,

*What do you think of Lucy?”

; heaved a deep sigh.

i “Good God!” said the banker, ‘“when I

F took her up in my arms I eould hardly feel
her weight. She was like a feather—like a
feather. Jemima, you're crying, my love,
Tell me, honestly, now, honestly, candidly,

- @syou think. Tell me, tell me,”

and Leather Goods for Christmas Trade

METHERELL'S)stosk of Bibles, |

e wife threw her arm around her hus- '
band’s neck and sobbed: “I fear that we ;

: , lhgllonher."
; 'was spoken, and death was recognized |
; asa in the house. ‘
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) was so extraordinary that the banker feared

“It'sa sad thing, dear, but what camn we
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“‘Advertising is not respectable,” said the

banker; to which his wife made no reply bus
the word ‘Lucy.’”

¢‘Besides,” continued Mrs, Dawbarn,

a short pause, “if you don't like advertising,
send somebody after him to find out whare
h' i’-” . ”

“Send somebody! Send who?

#0h, that Mr. Studden; he's.doing n
and 1 dare say will be glad of the job.”

o that Topham adyised that toof,

¢Yes, he did.” ,

T thought I recognized Topham’s interest
in that young vagabond. I suppose yeu and
be have talked this matier over new soms
time.”

“I and Mr. Studden”

#No, you and Topham.”

“YGB."

st And you've arranged it all between you.”

“Yes-" :

“Why didn't you tell me this before,
Jemimaf”’ <

“I was afraid.”

“Afraid! Afraid of what?”

llof ou."

“0Of me, Jemima? Don’t you think I love
my child as much as yog!ff

*“I'm sure you do; but mm don't un-
derstand some things.”
“But Tghm'n & man,” remarked the

puzzled 5

*‘But then he's a doctor,” was the reply.

Mr. Dawbam inwardly, as a pos-
sible coronet presented itself to his mind’s
eye—and then faded away. “I suppose you
must have it your own way,” he said.

“May I, Philipf® asked his wife, putting
her arm around bis neck a second time,

%Yes, I believe you're in the right. But
won't the shock—the surprise hurt her?

“I'll answer for that. May I tell her to-
morrow”

*Yes,"” sighed the vanquished father.

¢‘Bless you, Philip!” said the good mother;
and she kissed h¥#r partner, and both wife
and husband slept the sleep of the just.

CHAPTER 1IV.

“Lucy, my dear,” said Mrs. Dawbarn the
next morning as she entered the invalid’s
chamber, “I and papa bave been talking
about you.”

“Yes, mamma,” said Lucy, with an evi-
dent want of interest in the subject.

“And what do you think he says?

“Don’'t know, mamma.”

‘‘He’s going to make some alterations in
the bank.”

$0Oh, indeed!”

Miss Lucy had not the smallest solicitude
about the bank,

$And what else do you think™

*‘Oh, mamma, I am so tired,” said Luey
peevishly.

“What else do you think he means to dof
continued Mrs. Dawbarn, bending her ma-
tronly head over her daughter's face, and
pouring into her ear words that made the
girl flush scarlet and her eyes flash.

*‘Oh, mamma, it can’t be truel”

“My love, could I deceive you?”

¢No, dear mamma, no; but oh, is it true?
Kiss me, mamma dear. I amso bappy and
80 thankful, and—and in a little time, when
Pve thought over how happy I am, papa
may come in, and I'll kiss him and thank
hizz’, and tell him how grateful I am $oo,
and"——

But poor Lucy could get no further, and
sobbed and wept with delight.

‘‘My darling, kiss me now,” said her father,
advancing from the door, behind which he
had watched the effect of the news. “I'll do
anything to make you happy—anything.”

%O papa! my own papal”

“My darling, you'll love me now agsin as
you used to do, won't you? and-—and—there's
Mr. Bob 8tudden’s knock. I'll send that fel-
low off to New York—1 mean to Liverpool,
this very night.”

Mr. Bob Studden was waiting in the dining
room. He was so changed in face, dress, ap-
pearance and manner that when Mr, Daw-
barn saw him he started and said:

‘‘Ara you Mr. Robert Studdenf”

*Yes, Mr. Dawbarn, it's me,” said the fa-
miliar voice. “I dare say you find me
changed. Ido myself.” . 4

?i was indeed altered. In place of the
spick, span, new, natly, dressy, shiny, oil
varnished Bob, the delight of bnrmui’és nny(i
the envy of grooms, stood a shabby, cordu-
roy trousered, waistcoatless vagabond, smell-
ing of straw and porter. Mr. Dawbarn hesi-
tated before he asked him to sit down.

“I got your letter, sir,"sald Bob, whose
manner was as deferential as his clothes were
shabby, ‘‘and came on immediately. Sorry
I couldn’t present myself more decently; but
such is fate.”

““What are you doing now, Mr, Studdent
asked the banker.

‘‘At present, sir, replied Bob, ‘I am stable-
man at the Cock and Bottle.” = :

$Good graciousi® s

“It’s not what I could wish, sir, butit’s
better than nothing. I'm sorry to say I'm
only employed there two days a week—Mon-
days and market days: but &tfll, what with
odd jobs, I manage to grab on.- :

Ar. Dawbarn looked at she cx-be:.tg
man's wan face and wistful eyes, and askes
FBobstora, quick glasm 408 stk that

shota q glance, and said that he
would; and in the keén look-¥ir. D:i?btm
read hunger, - e ? Tk

‘‘The sherry,” said the banker to a servant,

! *and bring lunch—some cold roast besf—

and—you know; and when we've lunched,
Mr. Studden, we'll talk business,”
Mr. Studden’s performance upon the beef

ltmms!alhgo!mmt
saw him attack the 9; but the attac
lest the suffbestion the beef had Jeft wnas

T

’
.

®

the future.
4Pl doit! Pll do it!" said Bob, rising and
grasping the banker's band; “‘and bless

you, Mr. Dawbarn, for giving a poor outcast
devil like me the chance. I'll not deceive
you, sir, if Ido"—
¢‘Hush, hush, Mr. Studden.”
“You'll make a man of me,
I'll be true as steel. I'll not bet—not on the
" best horse that wasever foaled. To-night,
sir—1'll start this minute, barefoot, if you
wished it. l've gota decent suit of clothes
in pawn, sir, quite good enough for the likes

of me; I'll be faithful and true, sir, and God
bless you, sir, and—and”—

Here Bob broke down agsin, and even stiff
Mr. Dawbarn was com to use his cam-
bric handkerchief as Mr. Studden used his
coat sleeve. Bob was furnished with letters;
among them was one from Mr. Dawbarn
addressed to Muuro, which inclosed & note
from Lucy, which contained only these
words, written in a large, trembling hand:

“‘Come back to me—oh!come back to me,
my dear; and soon, if you would see again
upon this earth your own Lucy.”

A few hours after Bob was seated on the
roof of the night coach, and as it rattled
past the banker's house he saw a light in
Lucy’s chamber. Although the night' was
cold the window was thrown up, and a thin
bhand waved a handkerchief. :

. CHAPTER V.

Two years elapsed and there was no news
of the missing Mr. Munro, Letters arrived
frequently from different parts of America
from Mr. Bob Studden, who evidently found
his task to be more difficult than he had sup-
posed. America wasa large continent, and
it was not so easy to find one particular man
upon it. Poor Lucy amused herself by read-
ing books and perusing maps. She liked to
wonder if George were there—or there; and
what sort of place it was. She arranged all
Mr. Bob Studden’s letters of intelligence in
chronological order and com
the books and the maps,
progress. She always knew when an Ameri-
can letter arrived by an instinct for which
she was at a loss to account herself; but for
all thess sources of consolation, for all her
mother's and father’s solicitude, she grew
weaker and weaker. BShe took noair butin
an invalid chair. Her father walked by her
side grave and dejected. BStealthy shad-
ows took possession of the banker's house,
They flitted on the windows, lingered on the
staircases ond hung about the passages; and
the good folks of Bramlingdon looked sad as

the banker’s, over which, as over
those it contained, there hung the sanctity of
a t SOrTOW.
wo long, long years and two long, long
months Lucy waited and hoped, each day
her pale cheek growing paler, and ber light
form lighter,'and toward Christmas she was
unable to be lifted from her bed.” Dr. Top-
ham said that he had exhausted the resources
of his science; and when the poor girl turned
feverishly, and, with a slight access of de-
lirium, asked for the fiftieth time if there
were no news, thedoctor beckoned the banker
and his wife from the sick room and said:

“I'vean idea! This cannot last long—she
must be quieted somehow, She keeps ask-
ing for news; now news from America
would quiet her and she might sleep.”

“We have no news,” said the single minded
banker. :

“No,” replied the doctor, ‘‘but we can
make some.”

“Make some!”

“‘Fabricate it—invent it. Don't you see

“O doctor!” remarked the tearful mother,
'*to deceive a poor creature on the threshold
of death!” .

“To snatch her from death,” sajd Dr. Top-
ham. “It must be dome. It is the last
chance, We must write a letter from Stud-
den this very night.,”

“But—but—but—it is forgery!” stammered
the banker,

‘‘Besides,” said Mrs. Dawbarn, “Lucy
knows Mr. Studden’s- hand and always ex-
amines the envelopes.”

“Then,"”sdd the doctor, ‘‘we must do it by

ph

¢ phi?

“Yes. In afew minutes you will receive
a telegram from Mr. Bob Studden, saying
that he has just arrived at Liverpool with—
with a companion.”

“Who'll send it#"- :

“T will,” said the doctor.

“But when—when she finds that Studden
is not in England—what thenf”

“We must think of something else,” said
the undaunted Topham. ‘‘The case is des-
perate, and desperate must be
tried. Go and talk to her, Mrs. Dawbarn,
aud Il send the telegram.”

With s g ‘feéling of conscious guils
Mr, and Mrs. Dawbarn pat into their daugh-
ter's hand ate contsining these words:
“From Rébert | " Adelphi Hotel, Liv-

G?OA, : les Di
e ve,,;lu%' Liverpool. Ihave

newsof Mr.M.” Thope to bein Bramling-
don by Thursday.®" =~ '

Lucy read the telegram and sat up in her

) ! mmai® she and her
o AL YT e il nd b

3

He's
landed in England this
did=about 9 ccloek. ~He'

. Sorws &mart rap was heard at the street door,
end a servant cams in with another tale-

nn?:.ld, ] didn’t send this.”
“No! Who thea?”

“By ,.romi;l;d'm mxim
ﬁpc!ltédt'h.' “@! 8533 P ."m‘”en

ration—and my patient will recover.”
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and loud trousers and cravat. He addressed
Mr. Dawbarn as “colonel,” and assumed a
manner that savored equally of the quarter-
deck and the counter—half pirate, half ‘bag-

man,

“As I advertised colonel,” he ex-
plained, ‘“‘in the various letters from the
various diggings where I fixed my :
location when I set foot in New York, I
could find small traceof G. Munro, but I fol-
lowed up that trace, and dogged eternally
wherever be had made tracks. At last I lost
him, and was near thinkin' I was done holler
—yes, sir—and do you know why I thought I
was done holler? He changed his name, and
what his last occupation was I could not dis-
‘cover. However, I traveled and traveled
on; and how d'ye think, and whard’ye think,
colonel, I found him out at lasti”

I don't know.” '

“It was quite by accident—it was, I
thought I'd heard of him in Detroit, but I
couldn’t find him in Detroit; and I was goin’
away by the cars on the following sun up.
Not knowing what to do with myself till
roosting time, I strolled into the museum—
that is—that was a theatre then. The first
man I sce upon the stage was G. Munro,
dressed like a citizen, in coat, vest and pants,
or perhaps I should not have known him. I
hailed him, and we started off that very
night. We traveled quicker than post, or I
should have written. I should have diag-
nosed him before, but the track was cold, be-
cause he had changed his name, and gone
upon the stage—a fact which I have not men-
tioned to any one but you, nor do I intend to
du—the stage not being considered by the
general as business like.”

Lucy wassoon seen out again in the invalid
chair, but ber father no longer walked by her
side. He was replaced by  Mr. Munro, who
usually propelled it himself, Within eighteen
months the young couple were married,
and some time after George was maide a
partner in' the bank. Mr. Robert Studden,
by the assistance of his patron, emigrated to
Australia, whero he drives a thriving busi-
ness in horses. Before he sailed he spent the
Christmas day with the bride and -bride-
groom. And though our tale ends happily
with marriage and dowry, as novels and
plays should end, it is not for that reasona
fiction, but a true story of true love

CHRISTMAS CAROL.

There's a story olden, golden,
Laden with the sweetest peace,
Of astranger in a manger,
" Couched on autumn's rich increass
Robed not in sable, for a stable,
With its rude and dust clad walls, -
Formed a sheiter, where did sweltee
Cattle in their stifled stalls. b

Then from heaven's azure riven,
Blazed a star of radiance brights

Glorious, victorious, \ 5

i It paled the other stars of night.

" Then it glimmered, gleamed and shimmered,

Q’er the town of Bethlehem; :

And brighter, nearer, richer, clearer,

Burned the star of glory then.

never requived any
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Wlly Suffer such

'with ToMe and N’aurnlgh' when you casn have the offending
few seconds without a particle of pain by

skilful snstrument makers in New York.

Fhey are so adapted to the teeth that they are extracted without injury to the gums
or jaws, allowing the gums to heal up beautifully in a few days.

MR. NEELANDS has given GAS (Vitalized Air) to thousands of

- mearly 22 years with great success. He studied under Dy. Colton

York, the inventor of gas for extracting teeth, who has given it to
over 160,000 persons without a fatal case.

ARTIFICIAL TERETH.
Numbers of persons are wearing fteeth for 20 years, made by ¥. Neelands, and

Crowns,

M Dec. 0. 1888,—28.

Inexpressible Agony

teeth removeq

made under his personal instructions by ome of the s

persons for
of New

repasys. Teeth inserted from $10 to $60 a set.
Porcelean Crowns and Bridge Work done.

DOOR TO GOLDEN LION (UP-STAIRS)
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If not you sh
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Boot

The Princess Louise Fren

MAKE THEM HAPPY AND GOMFORTABLE.

Do you ask how are yow to do it? Well, start with their feet; bring them to

This is a necessary condition to the Comfort, Content and Good

YOU CAN HAVE YOUR CHOICE OF

T e At e e e e s

U A WIFE AND FAMILY

ould, and if you have it is your bounden
duty to provide for them. -

GUIRES

Nature of your Household.

ch Kid Button Boot, very High Cut, a perfect beauty, $2.75.

Ladies’ Fine Felt

Button Boot, very High Cut, Solid from $1.50 to $1.60.

A Lovely

French Kid Button Boot, Solid Leather, $2.00.

A Genuine

if not the best o be found,

ALL THESE LINES ARE EXTRAORDINARY

IN LADIEY’ FELT SLIPPERS |

WE HAVE A VERY CHOICE ASSORTMENT.

They are sensible and comfortable from the start, at
50¢.y 75¢., 85¢. to 81,25,

MISSES’ AND CHILDREN’S WANTS

are provided for by a large variety of all kinds of goods suitable for the season.

OQur assortment of TRUNKS, Gladstone Bags, |
SALISBURY BAGS, VALISES, SATOHELS and SHAWL STRAPS

is quite extensive and some :
and are suitable for Christmas

OuR: RUBBERS, OVERSHOES AND IVIOCCASINS

" thie prices are sure to please

Polish Calf Button Boot, Solid Leitther, $1.50.

VALUES.

ices ranging from 335c¢., 45¢.,

T he last are gems of comfort.

0 TR BRSNS PR A R T

of them are the choicest quality and Ainish that can be found
as Presents. ;

be found anywhere in Lindsay, and
every time,

‘:‘&ﬂw to- the best that can




