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High - Pressure

Living characterizes these modern days.
The result is a fearful increase of Braim
and Heart Diseases — De~
bility, Insomnia; Paralysis, avd Fu«
genity. Chloral and Morphia augment
the evil. The inedicine best adapted
to do permanent good is Ayor's Sar«
llam It purifies, enriches, and
vitalizes the blood, and thus strengthens
&very function and faculty of the body.
< ¥ have used Ayer's Sarsaparilla, in |
my family, for years. I have found it
invalusbdle as |

A Cure

for Nervons Debility cansed by an ine
@etive liver and alow state of the blood.” !
= Henry Bacon, Xenia, Ohio.

“For some time I havo been troubled
With heart diseass. I never found any-
thing to help me until I began using
Aycr's Sarsaparilla. I have only used
this medicine six months, hut 8 has re-
Heved me fromn my trouble, and enabled
me to resume work.” — J. P. Curzanett,
Perry, Il

*T havo heen & practicing physician
for over half a century, and during that
time I havo never found so powerful
snd reliable an alterative and blood.
purifier as Ayer's Sarsaparilla.’” — Dr.
M. Maxstart, Louisville, Ky. L4

Ayer's Sarsaparilia,

DOr. J. C. Ayor & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Price $1 ; aix Vottics, $5. Worth €5 & bottle,
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BY RERECCA ITARDING DAVIS,

glimpees of the bright kithen and whiffs
of the fat pullets rousting a dainty brown,
Once Mrs. Joe brought back his vague
fears: when the door was inadvertently
opened <he hurried to close it,

“It is a wretehed night,” she said, shiv-
ering. * [ funcy the dead would choose
to be out in such a wind und white moon-
Heght, if (hey can come baek™ - stopping
and stammoering as <he lookad at Winny,
“Coming along the edge of the woods
yonder, | fancied I heard the ery of some
wild beast in them. [ told Joe so.”

“It was the wind,” said Joo. *‘But it
had a curious round, sergennt. - No won-
der it skert oo woman, 1t was like a dying
begat in g cawe,

“ I heerd it," The sergeant hurried
sway from the subject, and ~o did Joe,
It was the happiest evening since they
came into their new home, -The work and
bustle of moving were over, as well asthe
hard struggle of years, and the warm,
quict sense of home was real for the first
time.

Only onee it was jarred, Teonard, Joe's
oldest hoy. having heen admittod as a
specinl grace to sit up forsupper, prowled
ghout the room, {o the discomfort of ov-
erybody but his mother and Winny, who
vieddl with cach other in spoiling him,
Finally he crept up into an - old ieather
chair that stood vacant, shining in the
firelight. in the warmest corner. curled
up his fat legs and prepared to go to sleop,
Therve was a sudden <ilence in the room,
ar though o chost hid tood cinong them.
It was the fivst tine sinee Leonard Honth
had dizappearved that his place had been
filled. though the chair had waited v
cant thrauch all these sours,  They were
susperstitious, and (his wis @ stire omen
to themn of his death.  ** Lot the child
stay.” eried his mother, with o pale faee;
“hais the ouly one of his peane s hat wail
ever sit in that plaes.”

But Winny shook her hewd and ook
the boy Lastily ap. hollding hime 4o
her breast and rocking  him to de .
while her eves rested on the place it
vacant, as thotgch -bhe had the =ceond
gight, and Leonard Leaih sat there alive
before her.
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It had not heen ditticali for Leonowm
to evade all pursnit. There wis some-
thing in his secvei thioht, in e godep-
taking iteelf, that <uited  precisely  his
morhid, silly itacination and Jons chep-
ished decime of roanee,  He hid him-
self  inthe old Fonaine  honsoe, leaving
to Ludlow the purchase of the stove and
old picces of  fursiiare which wouald
make it habitaids for IR
keen deboht o donning the rosdyv wie
and Il worn old Quaker dee-s o Lich
Ladlow brovcht D, aned bodd all e tei-
umph of o - voes<al actor when Jdoe, on
his visit of noviey to the hon o o week
loter, wo by b doar o] mun
who peesod e B thvonieh et
Eaptialye ge o S e e e
ered his oot of wood,  Perbops the first
month of his solitoy wdcarn there was
the most satisfving of Leonoed Heath's
Bife. U had all the cfeone Hnes and Hom-
brandt shadows of o welodeama, Thern
wae the utter solitude, the whosts of the”
long dead inmatos of the old homoestogd,
the tedious work of ceqsch, and Tehind
every moment the splendid possibility of
the treasure, and <udden openine of (he
enchanted gotes of which it wis the kev,
1t did not dnll o whit his zest of eniov.
ment to remember ihe disieay and ane
guigh he had cansed at hohne,  He glont-
ed over it rather. picturing his reinen
among them lotded with his fairy-like
gifts. In his long, olitnry evenings,
mitting over the <tove, he uaod {o plan his
home-coming in o hundred  different
ways, for he was but o boy, under all,
&nd an affectionate boy,

He had read acconnts of the finding of
long-murdered men, and heliked to coms
pare his own story with them. Bug
they were but commonplace mysteres,
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Hir was like some wondrons (alée .

He found the celinrs under the houee,
full of out-of-the-wny crnnnies and damp
recessex, - Two or three times a day he
felt hie hend upon the trensnre, Onee
& heap of old pupers fell out of one cobe
web covered shelf. He found again o
coal bin half filled with worin eaten
ledgers. Disappointments: but  disap-
jointmenta that served to heat still more

sangitine faney,

Weelin crept into m‘t;:}ﬂ'ﬂ. ?nd then

began to grow hungry for some«
thing outeids of the trensurs or its prom-

, which in the boy’s original nature wasas |

* quicker vietim.

THE CANADIAN

fse. " He had not calculated on T own
Wweakness. Attimes his solitude was in-
tolerable. There were days when be
would have given up all for the sound of
a word from Winny or one sight of Joe’s '
sooty face, |
He used to steal back to look in the
lighted windows in the evenings, hang
round the road all day, in the hope that
some of the family might pass that way,
with a mingled relief and bitter anger if ;
they did, and they did not reeognin’
him, : ,
But this fever of homesickness in time
lost its force. In his own long failure, .
Joe’s steady, moderate success began to
goad and madden him, He gmduany'
ceased to plan, for Winny or Joe: passion |

. and love cooled into morbid, sorrowful

remembrance. Real life to him was
narrowed down to success—~the hidden

treasure. The little canker of avarice, |

inconsiderable as the leprous spot on the ;
stately walls of the Jew's dwelling, began |
to slowly eat its deadening and certain
way. ;

It is a history which we have no mind |
to follow minutely, The lad was a .

. brave, gallant, candid lad. The love of .
! money creeps on many such as he, like

& parasite on a sturdy tree, leaving all
beneath it poisonous and rotten. You
can find such young men in every shop
orstreet. Teonard, shut by his love of
dramatic effect into this solitude, fell a
For the first yearortwo |
@ used to prowl in his disguise out -
in the evenings—even made some
eating house acquaintances; but the zest
of adventure soon palled; when among
men of his own age. his gray beard and
assumed treble became loathsome and
disgusting to” him. = Yet he could not lay |
them off, and so surfender the wealth .
which the next day might yield. ‘
For the idea of the treasure grew and
grew like a noxious living thing within |
him, devouring all healthier natural
strength,  He searched in old books for |
accounts of recovered estates, and studed
the English law on every point thas
could help him hereafter. He was re-
solved not to be altogether a tool in the
hands of Ludlow. That worthy, how-
ever, after the eecond year of unsuccess«

" ful effort, appeared to have surrendered

all hope of suecess; he forwarded regu-
lavly the small sum due to Heath for his
care of the house—a sum sufficient to
keep alive—but ceased to even inquire as
to the progress of his search. ’

After a time he used tosend the money |
in a blank paper. This circumstance '
stunge Teonard with a certain terrible '
pain.  Ludlow was the only man who
knew his real name. These quarterly
leiters with their few words inside to
* [eonard Heath,” were the sole tie that
held his old self bound to his fellow men. |
Now that was cut loose he was like one
dead. |

After-that T think he could never have .
been ealied a sane man, so entirely did
the one idea master and trample out of
sight all others, There was, however,
methad in his madness. The present .
honse he knew had been built by the
Fontaines on or near the original Heath
hoimestead.  The covered entrance, there-
fore, to the secret vault could not be
many rods removed from it,  Beginning
in the cellar, he subjected every foot of
grovnd within an acre of the house to
probing and digging,  The ground waa
rocky. It was impossible to guess how
deep the entrance had been covered by
the inlling walls of the house,  Obliged to
work secretly, and much of the time at
night, it is no wonder that years passed
with his task yet unfinished,

A man does not sink into the nature
of a greedy, soulless polypus at one un-
broken fall. There were times when
leonard Heath came up out of the pits
of yellow clay in which he dug, and
steod staving with dulled eyes down the
sunny slopes of grass dotted with golden
danidelions, or into, the dusky lines of
forest trees that shut him in. He had
never, in his best moments, been a man
akin to natuee, or cognizant of her secrets, -
yet there weighed upod him now a sense
of bitter loss—of having fallen below the
level of manhood by some unknown mis-
®cp which he could never regain,. He
would walk feebly about awhile, as
though trying to grope at some lost idea,
and then go back to his grubbing again.,

Sometimes, on quiet Sunday after-
Hoons, a group of young mechanies with
their sweethearts, . would saunter down
the Tune and into the woods—their gay
dresses- all  a-tlutter in the sun  and
wind. and their chatter and laughter
cchoing-through the trees.  Now, the old
i, as they called him, was in the habit
of following the boys ahout who came
nitting theve, and try very timidly to
join in their tals or jokes, but when
these lovers came he hid himself in- the
house, out of all sight and hearing of
them,

One winter the o'l man was missed ;
there wax o little shop where he was

Lused to go to buy a bit of meat or can-

dles: he showed  himself but once or
fwice at the countor, and then it was
with so ghastly avsl hazgard & face that
Mrs, Ryan, the shopkeeper. whose heart
wag clean and sweet under her dirty
woolen sacque, offered all sorts of wos
manly help to the lone creature. Heath
refused it surlily, and crept back to his
den, ac he thought, to die. Some low,
intevmittent fever had snapped all the.
strength-out of him,  But not the obetin-
acy. e kept Lis recret, wounld not sum-
men a physician,  In the long, feverish
nights he had called for Winny and Joe;
the long starved heart woke to torture
him. But in the moming his purpose
remained frm,

There was bhut one treasure in life—
wealth, Tf that was lost—what did
death matter?

Yet, during the ensuing susfimor, he
made but few efforts in his old search;
used to sit for hours in the sun, half
asleep—an old, bro':en man, in truth.

It was by secident, at last, that success
came to him. He was groping one day
in the ecllar for conl, when he  dislhdged
a loose stone, and a blast of cold, damp
air met him,  On vemoving part of the
wall, a narrow bricked passage was ree
vealed running underground. But Heath
was only able to penetrate a few feet,
There the roof of the tunnel had falles
in, atl he was me* by asolid mass of
rock and carth havdened for half & cene
tury. His strength being gowe, it was
the work of imonths to remove this mass
and the othert which met hins iz his
progress, It was latein the fall befors
he forced a way through the last obetaets,
and saw the tunnel open clear before himy,

| ed stuffs aud clothes, and crumbled at

It rax t5 so great & distance under ww
woeds that he fancied it must have had
formerly some outer opening and served .
&8 & secret passage. . |

It was & cool, bright morning when,

short candles for his lantern, he
the tunyel to end his search.
root, dripping with
permit him to stand
<y g
' g to si
gleam of his lantern flinging
shadows:butnoﬂﬁ:g met m&y;:;
the green patches of mold

cr:d?tthewslls and the black, flitting shapes
like gigantic bats that moved before him.

His breath failed him as he moved.
Surely, his hand was upon the treasurs
now! It had cost him dear. It was
strange that in this final moment of suc-
cess he should remember, as never be-
fore, what it had cost him.

He turned over heap after heap with
his staff, but they appeared to be decay-

armed with s hxcaﬁdahundleoffady
Ly entered |
W
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his touch into dust. The darkness, which
his light duly broke, closed behind him;
he was ghut in by it; thick, damp, ill-
smelling night; the horror of it came up-
on him—the horror of darkness and cold.
There was no joyful, brave beating of his
heart, no cry with which the young man
hailed his victory. So worn out was he
80 dead was every merve which would
have thrilled with triumph. v
The ground grew boggy under his
feet, the bricks having sunk into a bed
of slime. He groped on hisway. The
tunnel widened into a narrow room. a
stone ledge ran aboutit, half wayto the !

roof, There was a blackened heap upon |-

the ledge, overgrown with brown and
blood colored fungus. Heath put down
his lantern, his hands trembling; tore off |

| the damp vegetable matter and found a

copper case, withalid screwed on tightly.
There were some black letters on it, which
he spelled out slowly:

** Title deed of real estatein Liverpool
belonging to the Heath family.” !

*‘Thave a place in the world,” gasped
Leonard Heath, putting the cold metal
to his face, as though it had been alive .

ing thing,

N " R g :
THERE WERE SOML BLACK LETTERS ON IT,
WHICH HE SPELLED OUT SLOWLY,

He turned presently to take up his lan-
tern. The flame was driven cut sudden-
ly by a rush of cold air: there was a |
sound as of distant thunder. The walls |
of the tunnel had fallen behind him! he
was buried in a living grave!

The church bells began toring. He
could hear them, dulled and sweet, then
they weresilent. No lower sound could
reach him. But it was worth recording,
that through the final pain and horror
of the night which settled down upon
him he heard the birds twittering in the
trees overhead, heard the grasshoppers
chirp in the grass. There were voices
reached him. too—voices which had |
long heen silent: Bess calling to her
baby, Winny singingan old Scoteh la-
ment of which she once was fond. He |
knew it was but the delirium of old |
thoughts unchained. unruled by his will, |
But the tears wet his eyes for the first
time for many years,

Three days passsed, and Heath vet
lved. The candles he had brought
nourikhed himn fora time. When they
were gone hesat down passive, He
held the treasure in his hand, the deeds
to his place in the world, but he was a
man in utter darkness, starving to death
for a mouthful of food. Thought comes
clearly sometimes in  mortal pain,
Leonard Heath knew now what he was :
homeless, nameless, with neither wife,
child nor friend to search for his hones,
or to say, with ever so little regret, *“He
was here, and he is gone.”

The bubble on the river would break
and die not less unmissed than he. The
physical torture of starvation gave him
not so much suffering as to know this at
last. He cried aloud. It seemed to him,
so terrible was the pain of soul which
thus uttered itself, that (iod himself must
hear and answer. But the shock of his
voice only loosened the pebbles from the
wall and they rolled rattling to the
ground,

Toward the close of the the third day,
when he lay down in a new place on the
bricks a gust of damp air struck his face,
Then it occurred to him to wonder why
the vault had been free from noxious
gases, There must be some opening to
the outer air. Roused and startled, he
dragged himself up and crawled to the
wall from whence the draught came,
The earth waa lightly heaped ; he cleared
it away and found a paseage. It was, in
fact, a continuation of the tunnel in the
opposite direction, but Heath was too

weak to reasom, ‘

How long he wus in ereeping through

never knew,

There was a blast of cool night air; a
heavy mass of tangled vines brushed in
his face; he thrust them aside; @soft light
glimmered before his eyes ; it was the
blue heaven studded with stars.

Leonard Heath crept out of the break
In the bank and stood in a quaint old-
fashioned garden about a cottage. A
bird, frightened in its sleep, chirped in
its nest in the cherry tree beside him; the
path ran between rows of privet bushes
#nd crimson altheas: the damp night air
Was fragrant with thescentof spice pinks.

Butin theevening air there came also
the nound of a woman’s voice singing an
oid scoteh lament. The door of the house
wes partly made of glass, and s bright
fire light it He went tc
S. Some figuwvs, which his dim eyes

shout the bmw FErHIest
corier au old leathern chair shome cheers
, Vacant aod
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{ =:nbeams falling on her shapely form
- and comely face and shining black hair, |

i indoors. Susie Barclay, the farmers only

- handful of kindling wood from the shed,

. porch, or sat dangling his long legs from

in th Leonaxa
warmed and clothed and fed, sa&
in the long-vacant seat and they all gath-
ered about him, hewﬂ:eeoppa'
case. The lid was rusted into holes. Joe
smiled, therefore, sorrowfully,
knowing what the end must be. When
the box was opened the deed fell from it
& heap of powdered dust, which a puffof
wind blew over the hearth.

Joe put his hand on his brother’s head:
“My poor lad! You have lost your place
fn the world, after all.” :

But Leonard’s face had a brightness
which it had not learned when he was a
boy:
e lost it for many years, but I came
to it again to-night.” : :

He was silent for a little while.

*You found the fortune long ago, Joe,”
he said; and he drew Winny’s hand closer
in his own, looking out from the warm
home into the quiet nature behind which

Thas, Tyler s Tambstong

BY MARY S, WALKER.

L

"SIEBARCLAY
w s in the back yard
y e Monday mght,

" aking the clothes
.‘rom the line, when
her father’s hired

men, Thomas Tyler
and Samuel Dale,
ame up the lane
- from the potato field.
They both looked at
the girl, but if either
of them thought - she
made a pretty- pic-

: " ture, flitting in and
out among the snowy linen, the slanting

he did not say so to his fellow; for, though |
Farmer Barclay’s hired men had plowed
and planted and hoed side by sicde through
the spring and summer days, and at nighs
slept together-in the big chamber over
the kitchen, they werenot on confidential
terms. Samuel Dale, who had been on !
the farm half a dozen years, was jealous |
of the growing influence of a compara- |
tive stranger, who, it seemed likely, |
would supplant him in more ways than
one,

Early the previous spring, a well dress- |
ed, good looking man, about 30 years of f
age, knocked at Farmer Barclay's door
and offered to hire out for the summer. |
The farmer took him upon trial—hands |
were scarce that year—and when his
month was out, engaged him for the sea- |
son. He was smart to work—as a man
needed to be who could hoe his row with
Samuel Dale—clover at contrivance and
handy with tools. He kept the farmer's
mouth stretched with his jokes. though
he seldom showed his own white teeth in
a laugh.

A sharp witted, wide awake fellow,”
said Farmer Barclay. “who pays for his
bread and bacon & his good company.”

The new hand was no less a favorite

child, housekeeper and mistress—her
mother was dead—looked with increas-
ing favor upon the gallant stranger. who,
when he was by, would not allow her to
bring a pail of water from the well or a

but performed these offices for her with a
respectful deference of manner, accom-
panying them with well worded compli-
ments and admiring glances that were
very flattering to the simple country girl.
Meanwhile, Samuel Dale lounged on the !

the kitchen table,
On the Monday evening when our !
ftory commences the two men washed |
at the pump, and Thomas Tyler, after f
|

carefully brushing the dust from his
clothes and running a pocket comb |
through his crisp black curls, hastened to l
join Susie Barclay in the clothes yard,
while Samuel Dale went out to the far-
mer on the porch.

Dale was tall and somewhat ungrinly i
in person, with a ruddy. open face and a
pleasant brown eye. He was simple and
straightforward in manner, had a sunny
temper, and was honest through and
through, l

The old farmer was half acleep in his i
chair and the setting sun shone full upon |
his jolly red face and grey hair.

** Father Barclay.” said Samuel Dale, |
“I want to know how much longer you |
are going to let this go on ??

“Eh! What, Sammy?’ said the old
man, waking with a start. ** You reckon
we'd better put it down to vats, don’t yet
The way we've been goin® on with that
medder lot would ~pile the best piece of
land in the state of Ohio,”

‘“See here, Father Barclay.” said the
young man. ‘I have that on my mind
lately that leaves me no heart for farm
work. Look yonder, will you? That
girl has been as gocd as promised to me
these three years, and we’d been man and
wife Lefore this, only you said she was
too young, and coaxed nie to wait a spell.
Now look at her, will your”

The porch commanded a view of the
green yard sloping down to the meadow
bank behind the farm house. Susie’s
task was completed, and the great round
basket at her side was heaped high with
the snow white linen. Her companion
was taking down the line, when sudden-
ly, by a dexterous movement, he threw a
ccoil overthe girl's head. She strnggled
to free herself, but it was plain to see,
by her laughing, blushing face, and the
yielding motion of her supple frame to-
ward her captor, that she was no unwil-
ling prisoner in his grasp. Thomas Tyler,
holding the emds of the rope in his right
hand, looked toward the porch and show-
ed his white teeth in a smile.

m’l‘i& sight was not agreeable to Samuel

' “Do you see that?” he said angrily.
“It's being going on for weeks, and he

¢ you off in a month.

winding himself round the girl as he's
tightening that rope round her mow. Do
you waut to see her tied hand, and foot, |
Father , and never lift a finger
0 stop it?”

i ¢ She! sho! Sammy! what's come over
ye, boy? You look as biackas a thunder
cloud. Gettin’ jealous, hey? Why the
gir¥’s foolin’ a little, that'sall. Ginls will
be girls, you know, and Tom Tyler’s a
good lookin’ chap, with a smooth tongue
in his head for women folks. And, now
I think of it, he’s always round the girl.
You must stick up to her Sammy. I
can’t do your courtin’ for ye. Showa
little pluck, my boy. If Tom Tyler talks
soft, do you talk softer. Women folks
like coaxin’ and flatterin’: and mebbe
you haven't giv’ Sue enough of it.”

*I am no match for Tom Tyler at that
game,” said the young man, moodily.
‘ Your daughter has known my mind
these three years, and don't need any
soft words to tell her of it. And Father
Barclay, the foolings that’s been going
on forthe last fortnight is a kind Ican’t
put up with. I thought you might have
something to say about her throwing
herself away on a fellow whose very
name was strange to her three months
ago; but Isee you have no notion to
meddle. She is likely to follow her own
bent, I suppose, for all your opinion or
mine, But there’s one thing; she's
played fast and loose with me long
enough. I'll have it out with her this
night. She shall take her choice between
us, and”

He stopped abruptly, and turned upon
his heel, for Thomas Tyler and the farm-
er's daughter were coming up the walk
bearing the basket of clothes between
them. !

That evening, when the supper table
was cleared away, and Mr. Tyler had
gone down the road to the village, Sam-
uel Dale, after some difficulty—for the
girl of late had been shy of his company
—procured an interview with Susie Bar-
clay.

**It has been on my mind to speak to
you, Susie,” he said, * fora week, but
You would never.give me the chance.
You know how matters have stood be-
tween us these three years. We have
kept company together ever since I
came to Barclay Farm, and though I've
never asked .you to name the day, I
think you've known my mind well
enough. I am not a man of many words,
and I haven’t the wit to flatter you with
soft speeches, but Ilove you, Susie Bar-
clay. Will you take me for a husband
this day month?”

**La, Mr. Dale!” said the girl, with a
toss of her pretty head, ** how you startle
me! Take you for a husband, indeed!
I am too young to marry this long while
yet. Iam sure Idon’t know my own
mind three days together. And I am
afraid I shouldn't make you a good
wife, and it’s hetter for both of us to
wait awhile, and”"—

He interrupted her: ¢ Susie, I have
courted you threeyears. II wait long-
er, it will be to see another man carry
You've known me
long enoughto learn your own mind
about me. You must take me now, or
you must let me go.”

**I am sure you are free to go if you
like,” she said, flushing; ¢ there's no-
body to hinder you. You have no right
to speak to me like that. I am not your
servant, Samuel Dale. I never promised
to marry you, and perhaps 1 never
will.”

*“You tcll me that,” said the young
man, bitterly, ‘‘after keeping me in
hand all these years! Susan Barelay, are
You going to play me false that you may
marry aman you never- heard of three
months ago?”’

Who totd you I was going to marry any
one?”’

“Do I need to be told? Haven't I
watched you since the day that man set
his foot in your father's house? And be-
hawise I trusted you, and thought you'd
known me too long tobe taken with a
newcomer, you carried on your courting
before my eyes. You false. hard hearted

(Continued nert week ) -

Cuticura Remedies.

Not a Pimple on Baby.

Baby one sear old. Bad with Eczoms.
Hair all gons. Socalp covered with
Eruptions. Cured by Cuticurs. Hair
splexdid anad not a pimple on hinm.,

Cured by Cuticura.

‘I oannnt say enough in praise of the CoTI-
CURA REMEDIES,. My hoy, when one year of
age, wa- 80 bad with eczema that he lost all
hia hair. His scalp was crvered with erupe
tions, whick the doctors said was eexld-head,
and that his hair would never grew agsin
Despairing of a cure from_uvhysicians, I began
the use of the CUTICURA REMEDIES, snd, I am
happy to say, with perfect success. His hair
is now splendid, sni there is not a pimple on
him. I recommerd the CUTICURA HEMEDIES
to mothers as the most speedy, economic +l. and
sure cura for all skin diseases of infsn's and
chilaren, ana feel that every mother who bas
an affliored chil? will thank me for ro doine.
Mrs. M. E. WOUDSU M, Norway, Me,

Fever Sere Eight Years.

T must extend to yon the thanka of cne of my
cust:mers, who has|been cured by using the
CUTICURA REMEDIES, of an oid sore, caused by
a long epell of sickness or faver eizht years ago.
He was #o bud he was fearful he wouid have to
have his leg amputated. but is happy to say he
is now entire!ly well—eound as a coilar. He re-
guests me to use his name, which is H. H. Cas-
ON, merchant. JOBN V. MINOR, Druggiss,
Gainesboro,

Tenn.

We have been selling ynur CUTICURA REME.
DIES for yeats, ard have the first complaint yet
to receiva from a purchaser. One of the wurst
c.ses of Sorofnla I eversaw was cured by them.

TAYLOR & TAYLOR, Fraukfors, Kan,

Cuticura Resolvent

The new B'oo? and Skin Purifier and purest
asd beet of humor Remedies, internally, and
CUTICURA the great Skin Cure. and CUTICURA
Soap,an « xquisite Skio Beautifier, externally,
speedily, permanently, and eeonomically cure
every aisease and humor of the skin, secalp, and
moad. wlmx ‘:i" :lf hair, 'I:Ol her itching hurn-

. sealy. pimply, serofulous, or hereditary,
when all other :emedies fail.

Sold evervwhere. Price, CUTICURA, 73c.:
SoaP, 35c.: RESOLVENT. $1 50. Prepared hy't.bo
PuTTER DRUG AND CHEMICAL C TION,

Borton.
£Send for “How re Cure Skin Diseares,” 64
pages, 50 iliuatraiions, and 100 testimonials.
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( &'s% Mmmhm
e only
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T, A. Slocum’s Remedy.
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and Psst Cfice Addess. Rospectiuly, T. Ae
O.CHJ? N pe Fs SESTUMN,

; PRIDAY, FEERUARY 21, 1880,

R. D. Thexton.

—

THE CREATEST SAW ON EARTH.

The Invincible 2= (ut Sav.

Needs no Setting and all Warranted.

BEST AXES IN TOWN.

AWAY DOWN IN PRICE.

,

BUCK SAWS, GUNS, RIFLES, POWDER, SHOT
AND SHELLS, CARPET SWEEPERS.

Silverware at Cost,

Glass, Frost Sash, Doors, Skates.
. Ewery line full and PRICES RIGHT.

HEADQUARTERS FIR Coal and Wood.

R. D. THEXTON.

Lindsay. Dee. 19, 1889, —80,

Ingle & Ryley.

e s s

LINDSAY

LANING HILL

No more iroudble im securing Dry Lumber for
building purposes, as the

e

lately erected is mow im running o'rgé;r. :

Sash, Dvors, Blinds, Mouldings, etc.

ary, and prices right.

guaranteed

INGLE & RYLEY

Lindsay, June 27th. 188955,
G. A. Metherell.

Cor., Wellinston ana Camhritoe.sty.

1897,

C. A METHERELL

Sehool  Books, Nehool Requisites
and Ntationery

GREAT VARIETY.

Have on hand a very Large Stock of

ACCOUNT BOOKS cf every description.
WRITING PAPER—-FOOLSCAP,
NOTE, Ktc,, Ruled and Plain.

JOHANN FABER NEW LEAD PENCILS,
Red and Blue.

ESTERBROOK PENS, OFFICE SUPPLIES.
Every rnuquisite necessary.

WRITING TABLETS AND PADS,
Newest Styles.

INK STANDS. IN LARGE_ VARIETY,
SHORTHAND EBOOKS,

E=" BOOKS FOB ALL READERS.

I sam Showing the FINEST ASSOERT-
MENT Concetvable,

the

Fancy Goods. Memo Books Photo and

Scrap Aldbums. Portfolice, Masiu
Rolls, Card Cases, Etc.

4% Remember the place. just opposite the
New Po‘n:n Office, whieh is now open and run-

G. A. METHERELL,

Kent-st., Opposite New Post Office.

san
Lindsay, Jan. 23, 1890.—85,

Yerex Bros.

~ $10.00

Given away mext Saturday

— T

SIYEREX BROS.E>

- LITTLE BRITAIN.

’We:::o gmedmz;u that we are going to
clean . e don't purpose carrying goods
over; don’t fail to be on hand for the prize, as
well as the bargains we are going to offer.
Come ana get one of our Calenders, We have
arranged with a Tailor of large city experiences,
(oot of ready-made shop, London,) bu: of Tor-
o: to and wecan gu you some:hing as
city ability

YEREX BROS.

Tittle Britain, Jan 16, 1899.—8i.
Prank Lazarus.

COPYRIGHTED

HOW TO USE OUR EYES

BY FRANEK LAZARUS,

(Late Lasarus & Morris,)
e it an To be B By Loy
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“% Read, Harrew
Lindssy, Apell 28, 1828 -0 1yy, S
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and Mendelsohn Ptano. -
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' 8peecialty.
! STRONG, Kirkielt.

E. Gregory.

1D GREGORY

—_—

PURE SPICES FOR PICKLING.,

—

'BAKING POWDER,

Full Strength.

"ELIXIR - OF - A¥ISEED

For Coughs.,

'COAL OIL ARD LAMPS,

"Liver Tonic.
Corner Kent and Williom Strects

LINDS .AaY.

Lindeay, Angnst 30th 18%0,__41,

e

Misggj{ageoas.- e
UMBER AND =SHINGLES. 1 om

prepared to furaish Lumber and Shingles

to those requnring same, arn Lumber &

Roeasonabls  terma, H. ARM-
Dee. 13, 1N, —xg-tf,

FOR’SALE.
300 0000 RED BRICK!

The eubacriber has for sale s large qnantity
of choice ined Brick at iis yard worth of Can-
rington, or Atthe t'anninglon ral:way station.
which he will sell at ressonaiio TS LU INAES
rJom for his summer siock. Apply to

JOHN SACKVILLE, Canningtan,

Canrington, April 21, 18+9, - 46,

P UbBl}‘ IC NOTICE - Having taken

ack tke LINDSAY K 1TTING FACTORY
from the partins who had purchyased it wo ars
prepared to do all wurk in ihe b iticy Uncaness,
ARy orders eft st m\ shap, fo i f Keoriag .,
will reesive prewmns -, - & ¥t T, ner
of Kiox snd St. Pawi-sts., upswsiie the oid wui-
},:;n;xsg;augg;f A.D. MALLON. L.odsay, Nov.
wdy St i * 8

DUNN’'S
BAKING
POWDER

THECOOK'S REST FRIrnID

BRECHIN
MINERAL WATER,

A SPEEDY AND SURE REMEDY FOR

Dyspepetia, Indigestion, Biltousness and
#ck Headache. Constipaticn, Chronie
Diarrhoea, Nervcuns Debiity. Im-

Diabetes, Bright's Disense,

PRICH I.asT.

'. e Bmhil-,
1 Case haifdesen }gai, Beoiies = §8 25
S EmlleaReg....... .. .0 L i
BE e Tl cone SO

If somt Express empties return free, and
refiilod as Ta. E Drea-
S, G on. mnu:nn

L FORREST.

Proprietor, BREeHIN, Ont
&F Cash must accompany ail oiGere.— i




