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- ____Ayers Medicine

REASONS

‘Why Ayer's Sarsaparilia s
preferable to any other for
the cure of Blood Diseases.

Bocause 8o polsonous or deleterions

ients enter into the composition
of Ager's Barsaparilla.

. =Ager's Sarsaparilla confaine only
the purest sad moss offective remedial
properiies.

== Ayear's Sarsapurilla is prepared with
SEtreine care, skill, and cleanliness,
- Ager's Sarsaparilla is prescribed by
Jeading physicians,

=Ager's Earenparilla is for sale
everywhere, and recommendéd by all
first-class druggists.

= Ager's Sarsaparilla is & medicine,
and got & beverage in disguise.

= Ager's Bareaparilla never fails to
offect & ciirs, when persistently used,
sccording to directions.

== Ayer's Sarsaparilla is a highly con«
ocentrated extract, and therefors the
most economical Blood Medicine in the
market.

< Ager's Sarsapnarilla has had a suc«
csasful careor of nearly half a century,
snd was never so popular as at present,

— Thousands of testimonials are on
file from those benefited by tho use of @

, L4
Ayer's Sarsaparilia.
PREPARED NY
Or. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass,
Price §1 ; oiz bottier, $5, Worth §6 a bottle.
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‘NY MARY 4, WATLKER,

e

my three children wag born and lic |

buricd, sir, and whicre [ kept my Thomas
like » gentleman till the money [ eared
in the paper mill was used up. You ask
Fider Rird; he married us six years aco
this coming month, And T'm a lone
widow, ir, that's come 10 pay my last
feapects to my poor man's memory: and
now sou want o make oul I'm not his
honest wife, and wo keep me from putting
& utone over his poor grave."

*To quict, woman, There! stop your
whining, Nobody wants to hinder you,
and if it'r o true slory you've told, here's
& man will help you plant that stone with
agood will,  Now don't get exeited again,
but give e o straightiorward answer to
my question,  There's more depends on
ftthan you think, sk vou if you can
prove by other means than your own
word that you ave Thomas Tyler's lawful
wife?'

*“Why, there'a the certificate, sir, that.
Flder Bivd gave me, and 1 had it put in
& gilt frame, and hung it up in the keep-
ng room till we broke up. and Thomas
came West to got work, and was going to
send for e and the child, only he took
gick and died, and"” - - -

“ Where is that certificate, Mpes, Ty

lers .
* Why, law, sir! how you do fluster o
body with your questions! [It's in the
trunk right at your feet, T fetehed it
alony, ‘cuuse 1 like to look at it, and it
Mmakes me think of the day [ was murried
to my Thomas.”

“Then we are all right, You did &
good thing, marm, when you brought
that  docvment,”  wid  Sumuel  bale,

CNow, Mew Tyler, T am going to help !

youlhrongh with this matter.  Allyou've
got to do is to mind orders, 1 feel o deep
interest init, for 1 worked alongside of
your wan last sumaer, snd 'm bound to
ece fhat he has justice done him,”

1 want to know! Dear! dear!
didn’t you gy so before, sit?  And I mis-
doubting you all the while! T humbly
sl your pardon, sir. And ro you've
known himallalon:? Only ta think of
#t! Then maybe you can tell me what
carffed him otf.  You sen the letter don't
giveany particulors,  How did the dis
euse take him, sir?”

There was o curious expression upon
the young mun's face, but he auswered
her gravely: :

“He wis haed sick with is, marm, when
T it knew him, "

*Not dangerous, siv?”

Why

“Well, yesi | called him dangerous the |

first time [ set eves on him,”

L want to kuow! The poor dear!
And yot he worked all sununer, you say?
I 5'pose he kind o pined away zradual,
Bt was an inward diseave, wasn't it

** Clear into the heart, marm, and work-
ed ontward.”

“lord o massy!  Did he have heart
discase? Jerashy Ann Billin's, that was
Aunt Martha's second consin's child, she
had it awful.  They suid she used to have
tremblin's and flutterin's and a elay cold,
corpsey foeling the heft of the time,
And shie grew wenker and weaker, and
her heart kind o' melted away inside of
her.  Did my poorman have any of these
symptomss”

* Well, no, it worked just the other
wiay with him.  As nearas [ eould judge
from appearanices, marm, the heart inside
of yqur husband got to be as hard as a
nether millstone,

“P'oor man!  How it must have hurt!
Conldn’t the doctors do nothing to help
him?’

“Miz, Tyler," said Samuel Dale, sole
emuly, “I've heard tell it was casier for
& black man to change his skin, and &
wildeat her gpots, than for a fellow to
got cured of that discase.  And your man
hud it hard. Tf a way could have been
found to take the old heart out of him,
and pu! & new one in, it might have done
fhe business: but the doctors in these parts
&in't up to ruch tricks.”

* Did he die easy?” ghe asked in a trem-

_ Bbling voice,

““Thete, don’t you ask any more ques-
tions, Mra. Tyler, and cool now,
You'll need all the pluck you've got,
shortly. Do you ses that square honse,
with tall chimneys, at the top of the hill?
That's Peter Barclay's, They are looking
for me, but not yon,”

H: dreéw & huge silver watch from his
pocket,
and o bl cotapaiors o lboeais

com, s great
and the imminens perfl of the precious
wrged the old

Thos.Tylr's Tombstone

Post.

i meated hoaself unobserved in the farthest

i deathly pallor was a sight to behold. Ife

‘first upon one knee, and then the other,

“till I get there.”

-too, in just half a minuge.”
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at his side, he no longer refrained
giving outward expression to his
tion.

He shouted to his horse and plied
whip without mercy. He whisled
sang and brought his broad hand down,

1

with & resounding blow. A neighbor
called to him halfway up the hill,

[ can't stop,” said Samuel Dale. “I'm
going to a funeral, and there’ll be no fun

‘Then he laughed long and loudly as
his unseemly jest. A small boy cleared
the road to let him pass, and ran in to his
mother,

“Sam Dale has been gittin’ awful
drunk down to the Corners, mother,”
he reported. ‘‘He's laughin’ and sing-
in’, and drivin’ old White like mad.
He's got & woman with him, and her
bonuet's most off, and her hair flyin’,
andshe holdin’ on the seat with both
bands.”

tie drew rein at Farmer Barclay’s
front gate with a suddenness that nearly
pitched Mrs, Tyler out of the wagon,

**(io into the house without knocking,”
he xaid, “and wait in the entry till I call
you. 1L won't be long.”

He drove his horse into the yard as
one of the wedding guests came from the
stable,

*Take hold here, Seth Wilson,” he
cried, “There's a precious bit of stone
work in that box that wants to be han-
dled careful.  It's going to see daylight,

&e wus running for a screw driver and

& hammer when Susie Barclay, in her
wedding dress, with white flowers in her
hair, came to meet him.

*Oh, Samuel, has it come?
Lrought the wedding loaf?!

1 have brought it,” he said, ‘but,
Nusiee Burelay, your cake i dough.”

He could not wait to open the box ina
regulae way, but when a few screws
were loosened hy the strength of his good
right arm he burst the cover, and with a
great noise of splitting wood, the slabof
white marble was brought to view,

At the sight Samuel Dale's excitement
reached its height, Brandishing a piece
of the cover over his head he danced
around the open box, and to his com-
panion's amazement and horror cut &
pigeon wing over the sacred relic it con-
tained.

“Here's a sight for a man on his wed-
ding day!” he eried.  ©*Oh, glory, halle-
lujahl come, up with it! Don't stand
there, Scth Wilson, like a stuck pig.
Now, then, move on.  Forward, march!
to the tune,

‘Uome, haste to the wedding.'”

V.

Naney Tyler, following her conductor's
directions, opened the door softly, and

Have you

corner of the dark hall.  FFrom the open
door of the parlor came a confused sound
of voices, and she heard the patter of
footsteps overhead,

“Dear! dear! T have come at a wrong
time,” she thought, **for they have a
house full of company.”

Then there swas a rustle of silk, and a
pretty girl, with a wreath of white Hows-
ers on her head, came tripping down
staire,  Nhe paused at the foot—a door
opened, and a smartly dressed man, with
black eyes and crisp, curly hair, came
forward, and giving her his arm the two
entered the parlor,

A sereqan shrill and piereing resound-
od throush the house, and Nancy Tyler,
in her black parmenta, her widow's veil
streaming behind her as she ran, rushed
after them and threw herself into the
man's arms,

*Oh, Thomas! Oh, my dear, dear hus-
band? they told me you were dead!”

The change in his face from smiling
self complicency to astonishment and

struggled to release himself, and pushed
her rudely from him, but seemed for a
moment to have lost the power of speech,

Thomas! Thomas! don’t you know
me? she cried in pitiful tones, *It's
sour own Nuney--your loving wife—
come all the way from Simsbury to find
you,"

Upon this he found his tongue. “What
do you mean, woman ?’ he cried. angrily.
* You are no wife of mine. It's a trick,
good people—~ga rascally trick.  She's
some cruzy wretch escaped from the asy- |
lum, [ tell you she's stark mad.  Susie,
you are not. going to believe her? Assure
as [ am a living man, T never sct eyes on
the woman before to-day.”

* 8Swear stronger, Tom Tyler,” said a
maocking voice, **for we've got your tomb-

HiEreey
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stone and your widow to prove you stone”
dead,” L

The man turned his fierce eyes, to see
his rival standing composedly before him, |
supporting with one hand a slab of mar-
ble, upon which was ingeribed in chavac- |
ters large enough to be read half across
the room :

“ Ix MeMORY
: oF
TIHOMAS TYLER,

who departed this life Aug. 9, 18—."

Fiven Samuel Dale was satisfied with
the horror and abject fear pictured in his
face at thiz unexpected sight,

*In God's name, S8ammy, what does
this mean ?” said Farmer Barclay.

The young man rested his burden
against the table, and took Nancy Tyler's
letter from his pocket.

‘“Read that, Father Barclay,” he said.
‘ Be patient. ncighbors. We'll have this
matter straightened out in & moment.
Susie, poor girl! it comes hard on you
now, but you'll thank me by and by.”

With a great effort, Thomas Tyler re-
covered his self assurance.

“(loodmpwpla," ::a.id ho,";k don't believe
& word he says. It's conepiracy
be's concocted to rob me of my good
name. Everybody knows he wanted to
marry the girl himeelf, and”—

*Shut wp!” eaid Samuel Dale. *Dead
folks don't talk; and if ever & man was

brought about his own destruction; and
he dug his own grave and carved hisown
tombstone when he wrote that letter.”
Farmer Barclay’s face was purple
with rage. ‘‘ The scoundrel!” he cried—
* the black, dastardly, double-faced, un-
derhanded——— Why, where is he?”
Where, indeed? Thomas Tyler had

ed close about the speaker, and thusgain-
ed the door, or had softly opened a win-
dow and escaped in that way, no one
could tell; but he was certainly gone.

The farmer, in his righteous indigna-
tion, would have followed him,. but his
attention was diverted by the discovery
of a heapof black garments in the cor-
ner, and the chief sufferer in the semi-
comic tragedy just enacted, poor Nancy
Tyler, was raised from the floor in a
dead faint, and borne inte the adjoining
bedroom.

Thegirl whoseplaceshe had sostrange-

ly taken that morning bent over her, and
and with gentle hands removed the black

bonnet and put back the thin, scattered

hair, and forgot her own disappointment
and mortification in pity for the other's
anguith; for when Nancy Tyler came
out of her swoon, it was to wring her

| hands and cry out in distracted tones:

“He wouldn’t own me for his wife!
My Thomas wouldn't own me for his
wife !”

*Sho! sho! now! you poor creatur,”

said the farmer, trying to administer !
“ hecouldn't have heen much !

comfort:
of a hushand, anyhow; but it is hard you
should have the burying of him twice
over.”

He called to his daughter presently
from the next room.

“ Sue Barclay,” said he. *‘there’s go-
in’ to be a weddin’ here to-day. Do you
think I'll have all these folks invited, and
that silk gown to pay for, and them good
victuals cooked up, for nothin'? Come,
you've had your choice of a hushand, and
& pretty miess you've made ofit.  Now,
I'll have mine. You know who I picked
out for you long ago, and you liked him
well enough till that - smooth-tongued
hypoerite turned your silly head, Sam-
my, my boy, step up here ; don’t be hash-
ful. Just clear that corner, good folks,
Parson you shan't be cheated of your fee
this time. If Sammy hasn’t the tin, I'll
fork over myself. Come, Sue, are you
ready

The girl went pale and red while the
old man was speaking.  She zleneed shy-
ly from under her long lashes at the only
lover left her. now that her idol had
turned to the basest clay. ller hemt,
only half weaned in these feww months
(for the wily stranger had won her
through her vanity, and not by any well
grounded esteem), returned at a bound
to its old allegiance,

She crossed the room to where the

young man stood abtashed, and looking
in Lis face as only Susic Barclay could
look, said very sweetly :

* Will you take me, Samuel ?°

i,
“WILL YOU TARE ME, SAMUEL?®
“Take you!" said Samuel Dale, and
testified his readiness by actions instead
of words, '

“Sho! sho! Sammy,” said the farmer,
“thatl do. There don’t smother the
girl. Now, Parson Bates, we'll be obleeg-
ed to you to tie that knot.”

VI.

For many weeks Nancy Tyler lay ill at
Farmer Barclay’s house, and in her fever
and delirium the wild fancies of the sick
woman's brain were all more or less con-
nected with herill-fated journcy and the
relic she had brought.

In answer to her pathetic appeals the
stone was placed in her chamber, and in
imagination she traversed again and
again in its company the weary distance
between Simbury and the farm house
where she was lying. Now she was in
the stonecuiter’s shop, consulting about
the form and fashion of the monument,
and bargaining for its lowest price in
dollars and cents. She found comfort
for hours in repeating the inscription,
and the ill matched rhyme of the epitaph
gained marvelous pathos when uttered
iv. ghose plaintive tones. But sometimes
she cried out that the stone had fallen on
her breast, and with ita weight her heart
was quitebroken. Shecreptback tolifeat
last, but her physical vigor never return-
ed, and her mind, at its best estate none

AT Ere s By o wo=! MY THEATRICAL LAND- |___ Sylvester Bros. Man'1g Co. T
{ soull numblh,:g ‘round among tomb-
Sy 0 Yo . LADY. THE SYLVESTER

Nancy came to Mrs. Dale oneevening
" with a frightened face.
| *If you please, marm, Ican’t skim the
' mailk to-night.” she said.
! “There's a man keeps looking at me
. through the window, marm.”

Susie took the candle from the trem-
bling hand and went into the pantry.
She pressed her face close to the glass—
then raised the window and peered out into
the darkness, but could see nothing, She

. smiled at Nancy's foolish fears, finished
' the relinquished task, and returned tothe
K:tchen.

“I don’t see anything of your man,
Nancy,” she said. ** What did he look
. like?” :

** He looked like a robber, marm.”

““‘Law, Nancy! we don’t have robbers

! at the farm. Such a thing was never
heard of. It was your fancy. And now
you may go to hed, You are tired, I
know, with your day’s work.”

Nancy hesitated. *Could the things
be moved back into my room, marm:”
ghe asked.

* Why, no, Nancy; I don’t see how
they can. You can get along for ome
night, can’t you?—we expect to get along
l ‘most anyhow in house cleaning time.”

** I don’t mind anything about the rest,

| Miss Dale, but it is outside.”
f
|
|
|

** Oh, thestone! Well, Nancy, it is too
heavy for you or me to lift, but when
Samuel comes home I'll ask him to step
up and setit inside yourdoor. Will that
do? Now go right to bed and to sleep.”

She lit her candle, and climbed the
stairs to her room over the kitchen.. The
| space at the top was crowded with tables
' and chests and other articles belonging

to the upper regions of the house, for
! Mrs. Dale was in the midst of a thorough
i cleaning, Leaning against a bnroay close
i to the head of the stairs stood Nancy's
| precious charge. Shestopped to pass her
hand over its polished surface, murmur-
ing some half articulate words in her
broken voice—then passed into her cham-

Half an hour later, when Samuel Dale
returned from the postoftice, he had an
exciting story to tell. The depot at Les-
ter’s C'orners was robbed the night be-
fore and the thief had been tracked half
way to Barclay Farm.

**So look out for your silver spoons,
Susie,” sai@ her hustand, ** for the light
finzered gentry areameng us.”

Then she told of Naney's fright, and in
her eagerness to see that every door was
fastened and the house made secure for
the night, quite forgot her promise to the
Poor woman up stairs,

Naney lay waiting a long time, and
when she slept at last it was a disturbed
and broken sleep, from which she was
studdenly “wakened by the sound of a
stealthy step on the stairs.  She felt
rather than heard it approaching slowly,
caut’vusly, well righ noiselessly.  She
rose in her bed, holdineg her breath to
listen.  Was it Mr. Dale coming to fulfil
his wife's promise? Was it—oh horror!
could it be—the man whase face had
frightencd her at the window? And if
he came torob the house, what did it
contain hali' so valuable as the precious

first time proved faithless?

It must have been some such train of
thought that passad through Naney Ty-
lev’s mind, and that cansed the timid,

ventured to facea mouse, to rush to the
rescue of her treasure.  She sprang from
her bed and  ercssed the room at a
Lound, ana, throwing open her door,
stoud face to face with & man holding a
dark lantern in his hand. In surprise
at her sudden appearance he made a
backward step, lost his footing and
caught at the nearest support. It was
the tombstone. It shook—it tottered—it
fell, and man and marble crashed down
the stairs together with a sound to wake
the dead.
ed the uproar, followed by the sound of
voices and footsteps, and a group of
frightened faces appearcd in the door-
waiyv,

The stairs were strewn with fragments
of the broken stone, and at the bottom
lay the motionless body of a man. He
grasped in one hand Farmer Barclay’s
well filled wallet, and Susie Dale’s wed-
ding spoons protruded from his pocket.
There was blood everywhere. The stairs,
the walls and pieces of marble were
sprinkled with it, and where the man’s
head lay was a pool that every instant
increased in size. He was quite dead,
and they saw by a ghastly wound upon
his head that a sharp corner of the stone
had cloven his scull.

When Samuel Dale turned the dead
man’s face to the light, he uttered an ex-
clamation of horror, for Thomas Tyler’s
black eyesstared blindly in his own, and
his lips parting showed the white teeth
grinning in a ghastly smile.

They bore away the body, and lefta
woman on the bloodstained stair groping
with feeble, moaning cries for the frag-
ments of Thomas Tyler's tombstone.

A Strange Friendship.

A New England farmer's wife has a
speckled hen and a Maltese cat that are
the best of friends, LastSpring they each
came into possession of a family, using
the same nest in the hayloft. When the

charge to which she had that night for the |

weak-headad woman, who under ordin-
ary circumstances would hardly have !

A moment’s stillness succeed-

B

She was a Mrs. Cadgers, who, under the
more euphonic name of Montmorency, had
some years before dazzled the dramatic
world with her refulgent beauty and talent
as & “Tragedy Queen.” She had beena
*‘Star” and had often met with great artistie
triumphs, but, at the same time, corres-
pondingly small financial returns. An un-
appreciative public had forced her retire-
ment from the sphere she is said to have o
adorned, and had reduced her to the neces-
sity of beco a boarding-house land lad
lm{ m’;’ﬂl to the sppetites of pro’-
vincial actors. .

She often did the honors at the festive
board clad in the somewhat sombre habili-
ments of Lady Macbeth, and plunged the
carver into the bosom of a rather underfed
and muscular bird with the same “‘ghoulish
glee” with which that evil-minded lady her-
self would have punctured the windpipe of
Duncan, the ill-iated King of Scotland.
Again, in the moth-eaten, ti: sel bedecked
robes of Lucrezia Borgia, she was wont to
dissect a particularly leathery steak, at the
same time striking terror into the minds
and stomachs of her assembled boarders,
lest in her assumption of the robes she had
imbibed something of the character of thas
unpleasant female, and had tampered with
the victuals to the extent of a little strych-
nine or arsenic.

I discovered that Mr. Cadgers had begun
his theatrical career as ** Ticket taker,”
had then been promoted to the distinction
of playing a fewunimportant parts, had been
scene-shifter, and was now occupying the
before mentioned position at the back-door,
He had been ‘‘through the business,” he
said, and as he began at the froat of the
house and had retrograded by easy stages
to the rear of it, I fully believed his state-
ment. There was but one more step for
Cadgers to take, numely, from the back-
door to the alley on which it opened, and it
had already been intimated by his managers
that if he did not cultivate some slight
habits of sobriety he wonuld be hurled into
the nether air of the back street in remark.
ably short order.

Mr. and Mrs. Cadgers had a son, a youth
of some sixteen winters, who, his mother in-
formed me, was studying the ‘‘swallowing
act”; judging from the way Master Cadgers
swallowed everything that was said at the
dining table, end two-thirds of everything
that was on it, I thought him already pro-
ficient in his business. I subsequently
learned that the art in which the young
man was perfecting himself consisted in
secreting in the deepest recesses of his throat
and thorax, knives, daggers, lighted torches,
and in fact, every swallowable and un.
swallowable article within his reach. Some
two weeks after my first partaking of Mr.
Cadgers’ hospitality I mis-ed an expensive,
gold-handled, sixteen ribbed silk umbrella,
and immediately turned my eyes with sus-
picion upon young Cadgers, fancying that
my property had shared the fate of several
rubber overshoes and blackthorn canes,
which, their owners supposed, were nestling
in the interior of that voracious youth. His
mother, however, assured me that he
*‘took” 8o strongly after his father that he
abhorred water in all shapes and forms, and
I nientally acquitted him of the theft, feeling
that an umbrella was a very unnecessary
piece of furniture to him, and that a sponge
would have be n more to his purpose.

I quitte 1 the Cadgers’ Theatrical Board®
ing-House as soon as my engagement in thas
city was over, leaving the establishment in
the hands of the sheriff who was seizing
everything seizable, Mrs. Cadgers at the
same moment being also seized with a
violent attack of hysteria, during which
she denounced the lord of her bosom as a
besotted idiot, and vowed she had nothing
left but her transcendent taleat, whi:h I
advised her to anchor securely to some sub-
stantial prop lest that also should be swal-
lowed in time by her talented and per-
vetually hungry offspring. :

VARIETIES.

Something in the wind. —Dust.

Aroid Appearances.—A worthy gentleman,
having an unusuaily red nose, was long suspected of
being a tip.ler on the sly by those who were not
acquainted Wit his strictly temperate habits, His
unfortunate disfizurement was readily cured by the
use of Ayer's Sarsaparilla,.—91 1,

A steal-pen,—The penitentiary,
“PECTORIA” will cure that cold.
*PECTORIA” has no equal.
“PECTORIA" loozens the phlegm.
“PECTORIA” put up in 25¢c. bottles.
“PECTORIA’ the people’s remedy.—77-tf.

A turn-spit.—The oil-cloth,
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OR SALE—A CANADIAN BRED
DRAUGHT STALLION—two years and
nine moaths vid, weighe 1.500 1bs., color, brieht
bay; got by “Eaterprise ™ For further infor-
mation soply tv EDWIN CLENDENAN,
Cambray P. O Feb. 25:h, 1890. -9 $pd.

7'HE OLD RELIABLE BRICE

< MYARD-!&::%IM;‘ !870:! have now oz
andiam {uﬁ anningtor & aholee quan
uwdt’l €K which I will sell at the oﬁe

nington, Dec. 3, 1887—74-1y7,
TO CONTRACTORS AND BUILD-
DERS,

SEALYD TENDERS

at the residsmce of

SAMUE  TREMEER. Secrotry: Creswell
Each Tender to be sealed ard
“Tender for Schrol Hbuse,

" and to have ihe
without

which no will be recognizad.
The party submitting & Tender and the
s mast each write hi» name and
p‘m“ thm’dhgmmundm
WM. DUFPUS,
Arechitest, ete.
Lindray, Febh. 25, 18980—90-2.

T. A, Slocum’s Remedy. .
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T. A SLOTUAS,

Lt Steel Binder

LEADS THEM ALL

Toronto and Brantford.

It is a light running machine.
Itis a perf% working machine.

you should leave your money.

Lindsay. Fah. 12th, 1590.—883.

AND TAKES THE CAKE EVERYWHERE.

™ This Binder has taken First Prize and Diploma
Central Exhibition the past two seasons,

A. Higinbo th;Q,e_.

- %

at Victoria
competing against

This is the only Binder the Torento agents dread.

This is the only Binder the Brantford agents dread.

This is the only genuine AllSteel Binder in the Market,
This Binder has more good working points than any other.

It is ar easy operated machine.

There is no shoddy in its construction.

There is no pot metal in its construction.

The Machine throughout is made of the best material.

The Machine is well-built by the best skilled workmen.

This Machine is built in Lindsay, in your own Cuuaty, where

You will find it to your advaatage to purchase one of these

Syivester Bros. Mo Co.

TTINIDS AW, OWY,

them,

Lindeay, Sept. 11. 1889.—68

OLD ENGLISH

CONDITION POWDER,

TESTED and TRIED.

- & good anpetite, makes the haty
sleek, glossy,and purifics the blood,

Raln orshine it wen't hurt any animalk,

All the best horse-owners and breeceders in the County use
23¢., five for $1.00.

A. HIGINBOTHAM, DRUGGIST.

S ST,

E. Gregory.

:Ke.rzd:z.?l.s Spavin Cure

T

PURE SPICES FOR PICKLING.

B

Y
; i )

=
| ELIXIR = OF - ANISEED
S

For Coughs.

COAL OIL AND LAMPS.

Liver Tonic.
Corner Keot and William Streefs.

LINDSAY.
Lindsay, Augnst 20th. 1880. —41.

Frank Lazarus.

JHALHDIYAJ0D

COPYRIGHTED

HOW TO USE OUR EYES

BY FRANK LAZARUS,
(Late Lazarus & Morris,)
And how te
%0 61d ARS. To Do Bad free by catl oY
ing or sending to
J- RIGGS, Ageont.

ocALIE R Laa et
* o?f:' "m 'ﬂro the eye and last many
T Tl
AR A e
Road, London, &ﬂc

Lindeay, April 20, 1888, —03.1ye,
"é'-—_._“___

New Advertisements,

E&w% IJEATH TO TREE
—No climbing necessary. T
dusted from the ground without inhﬁnc pr:&
der. Used also on Bushes and Plants with
great advantage. Sint post paid with direc
go.:o o': uyn:'e o'tvi;'fucn:. this Comnlete"gmﬁng
reocet ARgents w: . Ad-
dress Box 423, Lindsay. Feb. 3, xm‘—nsz 16. "

GEO. BRYAN & SON,

CONTRACTORS AND BUILDERS.

e

Doors, Sash and Frames for sale. Felt
Reefs put on and eld roofs repalred
Irem or tin reefs repaired. Orders solict
ted. Shep: Lindsay-st., south of Bannan’s
Hetel, Lindsay.
Lindeay, March 20, 1889.—41-1yr.

Full Strength. I
l
|
I

The Most Sueccessfnl Remedy cver dis-
ecvered, as it is certain in its edects and does not
blister. Read proof below,

orrice of CHARLES A, SNYDER,

BREEDER OF
CLEVELAND BAY AND TROTTING BRED HORSES.
Eimwoep, I, Nov. 20, 1858,

Dr. B.]. Kevparr Co.

Dear Sirs: I have always purchased vour Ken-
dzil's “Spavin Cure by the halt dozen bottles, 1
weuld like prices in larger quantity. I thinkitis
cne cf the best liniments on earth., [ have used it
in wy stables for three years.

Yours truly, CHas. A. SNYDER.

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE.

Brooxkryy, N. Y., November 3, 1do8.
Dr. B. J. Kexparr Co.

Dear Sirs: [ desire to give you tez:imepial of inw
good opinion of your Kendall's Spavin Cure. 1 have
used it for Lameness, stiffJoints :ind Spavins,
and I have found it a sure cure. 1 cordia’ly recom-
wmead it to all horsemen.

Yours truly. A 1i GiLserT,
Manager Troy Lanndry Stables,

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE.

Sant, Wintox Covnty, Quiio, Dec. 19, 1338,
Dr. B. J. Kenpart Co.

Gents: I feel it my duty to say wha !
with your Kendall's"Spavin Cure. 1 buve curedd
twenty-five horses that had Spaving < of Ring
Bome, nine afflicted with Big Head 21 soven of
Big Jaw, Since I have had cre of vour books
and followed the directicns, 1 bave vover losta
case ot any kind.

Yours truly,

havedore

AxDRE

KENDALL'S SPAVIN

Price 31 per bottle, or six bettles for <. Ali Drug-
gists have it or can get it for you, cr it will be sent
to any addresson receipt of price by the proprie-
tors. Dr. B, J. Kexvart Co., Ena burch Falls, Ve

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS._
o —

TUFNER,

ot se Doctore

CURE.

New Advertise-nents.
TMBER AND -SHINGLES.—1 sm
prepared to furai~h Lumh. » a1 4 Shingles

to -those reqnirirg same. Barn Lumber &
specialty. Heas:pahla rerma, R. ARM-
STRONG. Kirkfielt, Den. 14, 1232, —90-tf,

UBLIC NOTICE — Havins taken
back the Livpsay K=!rring FACTORE
from the parties who nad vurcha~ 4 it. weo ars
prepared to o all wark in *he kn ttinz husiness.
Any orders jeft 8t my ~bh.p, fo 't of Kentat,
will receive prompt ~thention. Wec'nry, corner
of King und St. Pagl.at«, npresite the old Mid-
land station, A, D, MALLON. Liudaay, Nov.
27, 1839. =77-tf.

JFOR SALE.
300 0060 RED BRICK!

The subsoriber has for sale a laren quantity
ol choice Hed Brick at ris yard nm(hﬁ@t Can-
Bingron, or at the Cannington rar way aration,
which he wiil sell :\t reaconabl: ra’es to make
room for bie suminer stock  Apgh to

JOHN SACKVILLE, Cana‘agtea.
Cannington, April 24, 13+9. {8

BRECHIN
MINERAL WATER,

4 SPEEDY AND SURR REMEDY FOR

m.:m ‘Indigestion. Biliousness and
Sicek Heaca: b2, Constipatio:, Chronis
Diarrkoes, Ne v.ue i-ebi)iy Ime

matism,
Drepatoal affectiois. Coauvuisions,
Inflammation of the Eves -
Serofulrus affeetions such ss Eczemn,
Salt Rheum, Pliea, etec Catanh aad
ali Throat Affecticns, ktc.

PRICE LIST.

(¥.0. B at B in.
1 Case Baltde e Y
S galicnfeg . ool Bedes.... .38 80
10 o e
5 - s

Propristor, BrecmiN, Ons

&F Cash must accunpany a'i orier:.--T:h



