“] mean you marry me—you leave me—
I follow you. I quite rich now, for a dress-
maker. You acknowledge me, and I give
it all up. You refuse and I go on making
dresses, but I change my sign on the Fifth
avenue—Mrs. Royal Yardstickie, Modes.
The Judge he dislike me. He will be so
proud when he see my card. Ha! ha! I
make no more dresses for the mother thea.
She discover me no more.”

«For heaven’s sake, Julie, don’t speak
gso loud! There are people coming along the
path now.”

“Your arm, Royal. I wrap my veil about
me. Noue know me.”

She had taken his arm, and observing
two persons approaching in the darkness,
he did not dare to withdraw it.

¢It is some silly creatures from the hotel.
Let us move on and pass them.”

¢“Evening, Royal.”

“Qh! How are you Beamish?”

“Evening, Yardstickie.”

“That you, Lamkid? Fine night.”

Most unaccountably Madamoiselle’s veil
slipped just at that instant, and fell to the
ground. She stopped to pick it up, but

Ir. Beamish was too quickly gallant, and
caught it and offered 1t to her.

“Thank you. You are very kind.”

Instead of taking it and moving on she
withdrew her arm from Mr. Yardstickie’s
and calmly stood still and readjusted the
truant veil over her head.

“How very awkward! Have you a pin,
Mr. Yardstickie?”

Mr. Lamkid offered her a tiny cushon
filled with pins,

“Thank you, Mr.—Mr.—”

«Mr. Lamkid, Mademoiselle. Mademoi-
selle Rochet, Mr. Lamkid ; Mr. Beamish,
Mademoiselle.” .

She bowed most gracefully to both, and
the gentle young - things bowed _ too, and
mentally cursed the darkness that prevent-
ed a clearer view of La Rochet.

“You go to the music, I presume?” said
Mademuiselle, sweetly.

“Ah, yes, we thought of it.”

«“Sosorry! we are going to the light-
house.”

A moment later they had parted, the
tender young things greatly pleased at what
they called an adventure, Mr. Royal Yard-
stickie incensed beyond measure,

“That stupid Lamkid! He's just
enough of a Molly to carry a pin-cushon.”

“I’'m sure he was more polite than my
husband.”

“The idiots will tell every ome in the
hotel that they met us.”

“T}ey will say they met Mademoiselle
Rochet and Mr. Yardstickie.”

“I believe. Julie, you dropped your veil
on purpose,”

“I did. I wanted to see what you would
do. You are not so pleasant as in Paris.
Once you would spring to pick it up and tie
it on with such ardor that you would disar-
range my hair. Itis well. I know now
what I shall do.”

“What will you do ?”

“My friend, it depends on you. Acknowl-
edge me as your wife and all will be well.
1 shall drop the shop and be a good wife—
as good as un American wife. Aund the
20,000 francs—I have more than that now,
for I do very well on the Fifth avenue—I
keep them for you.”

“I can’t, Julie.
not.”

“ You will not ¥’

LLNO. ”

“Oh, Royal! You cannot mean it?
After all you said in Paris !”

“I don’t care what I said. It'sall over
now. We were never really married.”

“Not married! Can you prove it?”

“‘Can you prove that we were

To his amazement, she sank upon the
sand at his feet with a cry as of one who is
grievously hurt.

“I did not tell you. The ship I crossed
in was wrecked. I escaped with only my

I cannot and will

“0AN YOU PROVE THAT WE WERE ¥’

ufe and one robe. My marryin
what you call it—was in my trunk—lost.”s
¢And the mouey too ?”’ 3
¢Qh, to think you say thas now ! No
the money was sewed in my robe.
that.”
He offered his hand as if to assist her.
“Can I help you, Mademoisselle
Rochet ?” ;
“No,” she sighed, ‘I can help myself,
she rose quickly, shook the sand from her
dress and said, in a hard, constrained

voice :

¢“Mademoiselle Rochet, I understand
now.”

Without another word she turned and
walked slowly away 1n the darkness.

He had chosen hz path. :

Far out at sea a cold
awiftly and silently tow

-
o

paper— |

I uvo‘j

rance he knew he - had tou
rose that had found a foothold ina little
| hollow in the sand.

path. An imaginative maa might
have thought it
back. Possessed

more ' superstition than fancy, he dog-
l{ ?ot nq‘md went on directly towa
the light. There was a slight  swell in the
sand just ahead, and as he mounted it he
was surprised at the change that had come
over the scene. A damp cold fog had sud
denly come in frqm the sea. There was a
low nimbus round the lighthouse tower.
level beam of light' traveling slowly
round' the horizon seemed to be a gigantic
sword turning every way against all who
came near. e appearance of the light
was so strange that he pansed to look at it.
The silence was profound. He was wrapped
in drifting mist, alone with that flaming
sword of light wheeling in vast ciroles
round the sky.

SBuddenly his nerves shook with absolute
fear. Somewhere off to the left a dismal
hooting came through the fog. A screech-
'owl in the woods gave its opinion of life
and the world. To the young man it seemed
like the cry of a lost soul. Not enough of
a woodsman to know what it might be, he
thought it a human cry; and it was only
when he turned aside towards the shore
that he began to think it might be some
unknown wild crea‘ure of the forest.

At that moment a solitary wave burst
upon the shore with startling distinctness.
e must be very near the beach. He must
move cautiously, lest he fall over the low
bluff by the shore, The water ran scream-
ing back, and then he heard again the harsh
hooting behind him:. He paused to listen.
It seemed more distant, as if the bird had
movedaway. He would waste no more time
in foolish fears. It wasonly some wild crea-
ture straying down to the-shore from the
deeper woods in the center of the island.
The next instant he stepped upon some-
thing that moved, and instantly he sprang
back in a little tremor of alarm. ome-
thing rustled in the grass. Drops of cold
rspiration started on his face-and hands.
he unknown was terrible, and, though he
had never seen a rattlesnake, his guilty
heart proclaimed one in the grass. He
could not reason with himself how unlikely
this was, or that it was som harmless snake
innocently asleep in the beach-grass, or
perhaps some still more innocent toad.
Before he fairly recovered from this weak
fright he was stunned with a deafening,
roaring clang. It was the fog-bell at the
light. Its murmurous note rose and fell ia
tremulous waves of sound that seemed to
chill his heart. To his surprise, he found
that he was close up to the white fence of
the lighthouse grounds. The immense fog-
bell had been started, and would boom and
roar at intervals through the night. Again
the surf roared in the zlrknul off to the
righs.

The young man steadied himself against
the damp picket fence and tried to laugh
away his fears, but at that instant there
was a hoarse cry in the air overhead. A
wild-goose sailed ‘‘honking” through the
darkness. To Royal Yardstickie it was an
unearthly cry—a frantic yell of despair.
An instant later there was a crash of fall-
ing glass, aud a bright light close beside
him,

A girlish voice, brave and confident,
spoke :

“Who's there ?”

“It’s me. It's only me.”

The light came nearer, shedding « |
globe of yellow light on the mist aund
revealing a youthful figure in black.

““Who is it? Whatdo you want here?
“It’s only Mr. Yardstickie. Miss Jo!
son,”

“0! I thought it might be some tramp,
or some one lost in the fog. I have just
wound up the—"

A ropring clang from the bell cut short
her speech. As the wavy humming sound
died away, she finished :

¢‘—the fog-bell. Some bird must have
dashed into the light. I heard the glass
break. Won’t you come in?”’

¢“Well, no, thank you—not now. Fact
is, I lost my way in the fog. I’ll find the
right path and go home.” *

“‘Take the lantern. You’ll need it.”

She drew near and held the lantern up to
him over the fence. The light shoue on her
face, but behind her there stood a gigantic
shadow on the mist—fantastic and threat-
eming.

*“Why, how cold you look!”
T am a little chilly. It's all right.
Thank you for the lantern. I'll go back
now.” .

“You’ll excuse me, because I must go in
and help father about the poor bird thas
tried to get at the light.”

“That you Mai?”’ said a voice in the dark-

ess.

“‘Yes, father. What is it?”

“Got a fat Killed itself ag’in’
the light. Come help me fix the windy.
Hulloo! that you, Mr. Yardstickie? Come
and dine with us to-morrow,—wild goose
and apple-sass. Come in, Mai, and help
me. -night Mr. Yardstiekie.”

The lantern in his hand seemed to rattle.
‘Io was strange how hig, hand shook. -

i the aid of the tiny circle of light he follow-
.od the white fence toward the water. As
‘he turned that way a cold wind blew in his
:z. and over the invisible water came a
i : bloed-ghilling moan. His very heart
Il with terror. Then he remem-

bered o‘b?‘. and tried to reassure him-
self: and ' follow the fence until he should
meet the path. - the moan—this time
:: his ';ul"l feet. t.h. started forward, and
ere, en on the wet grass bu?h the
rllov boulder that he knew so lay a

orm in black. He held the lantern with a
trembling hand over the prostrate figure.
It moaned slightly and -stooped and
drew aside the black lace veil. It wasJulie
~Julie La Favre—his wife.

Her face was wet with mist or tears.
“Her bair lay in dark disordered strands
over her neck and shoulders, and her cloak
had burst apart at her white threat. She

1 her eyss and looked at him, and
mond them siowly and tried to "turn

way. Putting the lantern on the ground,

jé lifted her gently and placed her on the
Big yellow stone. She seemed to revive &
little, and once more opened her eyes and
tried to speak, but at that instant came the
awful clang of the great bell over theic
heads. She closed her eyes and shivered.

As the murmurous sound died
:i&];lu of tone, she put out her

an ill omen and turned’
of little wisdom and hav- |

hand o

in silence and took his arm,
walked al the path,
ttle ‘mo

gloom.
|~ “You are right to move away. She
might hear me.  Ab! she will hear me—
some day.”
+. ©You must be very careful what you do.
You might compromise us both. If my
fatber knew, not a cent would I ever get.
I'd starve in the street.”

“And if the mother knew, she would dis-
cover me no more.” :

Again_the great bell clanged behind
them. He felt her arm tremble at the
sound.

“Oh, Royal, husband, why must it be?
Take me home. I will love you again—
better than she can. We were 80 “happy—
in Paris.”

She seemed guite cowed and broken in
spirit, and for a momeant or two he went on
in silence, thinking bitterly of Paris. and
the past.

“We make a home in New York. I
g’ow rich very fast. None shall ever know.

e have a little flat as in Paris. I to my
business every day, you to your business,
and we have our home, and—oh, Royal, I
send for him,”

“Send for whom ?”
“You do not know? O, husband!
came—your son.”

She clung to him and weighed heavily on
his arm.

““It is in Paris—with my sister ; you re-
member —Jeannette. It is like you. It
has your mother’s eyes. I weep at night
that it does not sleep on my breast. Tell
me to send for it. hy do you not speak ?
Ah ! you have let fall the lantern. It has
gone out. Look! What is that?”

¢‘1t's nothing. Don’t cling to me so. It’s
the light of the hotel shining through the
mist. Hush! you can hear the music.
There must be a dance to-night.”

““You speak of music and danee to me!
Itis well! I now understand. Come not
with me. I go back to the hotel alome.”

She moved away, hesitated, came back
and stood before him, pleading mutely. He
turned away from her towards the sea.
The drifting fog seemed to lift, and for an
instant the sword of light from the tower
swept over the wet grass between them.

] say no more. The tears are dried out
of my eyes. I see what to do.”

And she was gone—lost in the damp eold
mist that again swept in from the sea and
covered him as with a shroud.

CHAPTER V.

It

Mr. Royal

Yardstickie had - very

ittle appetite for

vreaktast the mext

worning. He had

come over to the hotel

with the Judge and

his mother, with a

feeling of apurehen:

sion. What would

she do. how conduct

herseif,after the meet-

ing of the night be-

fore? A chair had been piaced at the table

for Mademoiselle Rochet, but she was un-

accountably late. As soon as the meal

was finished, Mrs. Gearing suggested that

Royal ascertain why she had not appeared.

“I hope s' - is not unwell. The work is

in just such -t ciat I can do nothing

more to th without ' er aid. Ask at

the office. ., 1 she ha: been to break-
fast.”

“Mar

Cus

vhy not let - ueof the servants
do this uy should Il yal be hunting up
astia: ss-maker?”’

“I'.. guing past theoffice. I caninquire.

H: wid.  i'ue resuit was sumewhat unex-
pected.

“Madewoiselle Roel

¢ o'clock,
AN W Luminn.”
Vit gone to New York?”

““Yee, sir.  Said sue wished her trunks
sent by express to New York.”

I snouid think she wouid have taken
them wish her.”

“(;uess she’s going abroad by to-morrow’s
steamer. Sho was askiig last night about
the sailings. Quite welcome, sir. Sorry
we can’t give you more information.”

Seeing his mother coming from the dining-
room he decided to wait till she reached the
coitage before telling her the news. The
poor lady was dreadfully upset at the loss
of her dressmaker. The unfinished Surah
was put away in & trunk with laveader, and
she put herself in bed with a headache.

As for the young man, the experience of
the night was like a bad dream. Just as
the fog had melied before the sunshine, so
his fears had faded away. Julie, whom he
regarded only asa burden aud a hinder-
ance, had taken herself off, perhaps forever.
'l%u blond giant had sailed away, and would
be gone a week or more. His luck bad nos
deserted him. He would have a little
amusement for a few days in peace.

In an hour or two Mrs. Judge QGearing
felt more resigned. She thought perhaps
a walk would do her good, and, after select-
ing a suitable robe, she accepted her hus-
band’s invitation to visit the light-house.
As they reached the yellow ~boulder at the
stile, she seemed to take pleasure in the
nearness of the water and the peace and
beauty of the spot.

“Let us go down there amd sit on the
rocks close to the water.

There seemed to be no reason why they
might not do this, and presently they had
descended to the beach and were walking
over the polished rocks under the sea-wall.
The tide was low, and the wet rocks' mext
the water were festooned with olive-green
rock-weed. At one place there was a little
hollow in the rocks 151..1 with limpid sea
water and lined with white barnacles—a
microcosm of sea-life. The barnacles open-
ed their double doors and thrust out white
feathery fingers. A hermit crab tumbled
over the limpets, and a rose-colored sea-
anemone bloomed like a living pink chrys-
anthemum under the water.

Mrs. Gearing was charmed, and would
sit upon the rocks and gaze into this magic
mirrot of life. ,

¢t und her maid bad
.nd took the first

¢‘IT WAS JULIE LA FAVRE—HIS WIFE,”

thus pleasant! , the moon drew all
the “p. after i:’. mtidhod the whole mass
of the water nearer to their feet.

* The Judge seemed silent and oppressed.
The *‘‘sound of a voice that was still”
seemed to linger round the place. There
were restless movings in the sea, and once
there was a .plur of white foam on the
rocks below.

*‘The tide is rising,. We cannot stay here
much lenger.”

Oh, no! Let me stay as long as possible.
This delicious air and the smell of the seais
doing me good.”

“Very well. You sit here a few minutes
;vh;le ,I go up and see the old fellow at the
ight.’

g"You will not go far?”

*‘No; just a step or two. You sit per-
{ectly still till I return. I shall not be gone

ong.”

eing that his wife was ccmfortable and
safe, he went back over the rocks to the
end of the sea wall. It was only instinct—
he felt it could be no more—and yet it drew
him by some strange attraction to the light-
house. He would see to whom that voice
with its touch of memory belonged.

Captain Breeze Johnson was at home, at
leisure and ready to talk.

Hardly had the Judge disappeared when
his wife {enrd light, ﬁgrm tootsteps behind
her. She turned her head and saw a young

irl standing on the rocks not far away.

er dark oval face, piercing black eyes and
wavy hair suggested some southern blood—
Spanish, perhaps. She was plainly dressed
and seemed strong and vigorous. Some
native girl from the village, apparently.

“It’s hardly safe to sit there, ma’am,
with the tide rising. *

“Not safe! Mercy!
band?”’

“Don’t rise. There! If you must get
up, stand still till I ceme to you.”

The lady, somewhat startled at the girl’s
appearance and her warning words, tried to
rise, and, after some trouble with her volu-
minous skirts, managed to gain her feet.
At that ins’ant the green waler rose swell-
ing close beside her, and the olive rock-
weed floated and swayed with a dizzy mo-
tion.

“Stand still—Oh !’

How it happened she did not know. The
first sensation she felt was of intense cold,
and then darkness. Someone seized her,
and then she forgot everything—till she
awoke on a strange

A shout and a plunge startled the wo-
men, and they ran around the little house
towards the water. Breeze Johnson took a
flying leap from the sea-wall, and landed
like a cat on the rocks below.

“‘Hold her up, Mai! I'm comin’. Here!
give me your hand. Let her go. TI've got
her. Scrabble out and lend a hand.”

Judge Gearing could not tell how he got
down to the wet and slippery rocks. He
was there in time to help the captain lift
his wife from the water, aud then they took
her gently to the little house and laid her
on a bed. Behind them came a young girl
calmly wringing the water from her cling-
ing clot.hins. As they reached the cham-
ber she said :

“She’s all right, father. She’s fainted—
out of fright. She wasn’t in the water a
quarter of a minute *fore I had her head up
and was striking out for the rocks. You
telephone to the village for a wagon, and
I Ex her dress, and B

“She is not dead, miss!”

. “Of course not. She’ll revive presently.
Don't worry, sir. I'll take care of her.
You go with father and hurry up the wagon
while I change some of her clothes. Guess
one of my dresses will fit her.’

Judge Gearing recognized the truth of
what the girl said. Her homely speech
and evident skill and confidence reassured
him. He eould see that it wasonlya
faint, due to fright or the sudden fall, and
he slowly lefi the room, closing the door
behind him. In ttelittle hall he heard the
voice ot the old man calling through the
telephone for *‘a team to the light quicker
nor lightnin’.”

He stepped out the open door and bared
his head to the soft sweet air.

Again! Again the sea had nearly claim-
ed another offering! His wife—the beloved
of his youth—had long been asleep in the
sea. hat fate had tried to snatch again
at his heart ? He heard voices through the
open window of the little chamber. His
wife had revived—had cone back. His

Where is my hus-

“HOLD HER UP, MAI, I'M COMING.”

wife | Was she speaking again? It was
that voice, still all th.‘:gun. It seemed
as if the two wives spoke face to face. For
s moment it seemed as if his heart would
never move again. It had died in his breass.
Whast irony of fate had riven two voices,
separated by years and by death, tones as
like as those as two violins made by the
-same hand. i
“I¢’s all right, Judge. Mai
revived and wants to go hum.”

says the |
'_mlmth-k;;zpi.folri'sn?_ihi o
\ " he | guie insiitution is the most widely attended business

gratulations.

done no harm beyond a fright and a wet-

and he thought he saw in the event
something that would greatly contribute to
his advantage. He knew that, of course,
the Judge would go over to the light with
some kind of reward. If it could bhe ar-
ranged so that he could deliver the reward
or convey to the girl some hint that he had
assisted in getting it for her, she would re-
ceive him more kindly and be more friend-
ly with him. That she would refuse any
reward. particularly if it took the form of
money, never entered his mind.

He would find out first what the Judge
intended to do. On reaching the cottuge
after supper he found the Judge and his
mother in the little parlor. A lamp had
been lighted, and )n the table were writing
materials. Just ashe had guessed. The
Judge had been making out a check.

“The girl was very brave, my dear, and I
want very much she should be suitably re-
warded. If 1 hadn’t cut that piece of surah
I should give it to her. Of course it’s out
of the question to give her any of my
dresses ; they would not fit her ; and Iam
very glad you mean to take a check over to
her. It ought to be as much as a hundred
dollars.”

“I’ve made it a thousand, Maria.”

“Oh ! I’'m not sure I'd do that. A thou-
sand dollars is a good deal of money,”

Royal Yardstickie thought it was—a
good deal of mouey.

“)’d make it five thousand, my dear, if I
thought the girl would take it.”

“Oh, she'll take it; I know she will,
mother.”

“Why,” said the Judge, turning sharply
on the young inan, *‘how do yon know?
You’re acauainted with the family °

“Well, yes. I've cill-d there once or
twice.”

“Ob, Pm so glad, Rovalt Yuu 2o
over with us and intreduce the girl to me.
. What kind of a girl is she, my son?”’

“‘Oh, very pleasant sort of person; quite
unaffected and natural. Lived here 2li her
life. She’s the old man’s only daughter, 1
hear.”

““We might as well go to-night, Maria.
It is not a long walk, and I want to give
the reward to the girl with my own hands
and to thank her personally for all she did
for us.”

“Royal, you must go with us. I'm very
anxious that the girl be presented to me.
Come, let us go at once. Royal, dear, can
I trouble you to carry a littie bundle? It’s
the giri’s dress ; and I dare say she will
want to wear it to-morrow.”

Royal Yardstickie seldom carried bundles
—it was nos good form, he said—yet, under
the circumstances, he would do it. The
Judge and bis wife walked before, and the
young man followed after at_a little dis-
tance. His luck had returned. Julie had
ltaken herself ous of his way. He had
tshaken her off, and she had given up all
claim to him almest without a struggle.
Now he was to appear before the other girl
in a new and more amiable light. The
prospect seemed more pleasant, for he felt
sure that the acquaintance abous to be put
on a recognized footing might be made to
grow up to something beiter. In any
event, he would be sure of a very pleasant
time while he remained at the beach.

Capt. Breeze Johnson came to the door,
candle in haud, and seemed somewhat sur-
prised to see the party.

“Cone right in. Glad to see you. Even-
in’, Mr. Yardstickie. Come right in and
make yourself to hum. Sorry Mai’s not to
hum. Went to the villn,o not more’n five
minutesago. Guess she’ll be back ’fore
long.”

e young man presented his mother to
the captain, and she keld out two fingers to
him, but he took her two hands in his big
brown fist and shook them warmly.

“Powerful glad to see you, marm. Ler’!
*twarn’t nethwn’. Mai’d done it for any-
body. Dou’t speak of thanks. It wasn’ta
thing worth speakin’ of. Glad she was
round to help you. Mai’s handy in the
water. I unght her to swim ’fore she was
five years old.

can

( T'e be Continued. )
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COAL

The Best Grades of SCRANTON

COAL, thorcughly screened over
the Toronto standard coal screens,

delivered to any part of the town

4 for $6.50 per ton duriug the month

of October, or $6.25 at farmers’

jns. All parties whose orders

for coal have been left with me a

higher prices Wwill be entitled to

the above price if taken in this
. month.

Best 2 and 4 ft. Hardwood at low-
est price.

JOS: MAUNDER

Lindsay, Oct. 11th, 1898.—8-4 2
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- { stickie heard of it nlu'), and was extremely |
bappy over his mother’s rescue. It had
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Oustoris is

Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants

and Ohildren. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil
¥t is Pleasant. Its guarantce is thirty years’ use by
Milliens of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness, Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhcea and Wind Colic. Castoria relicves
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural siecp. Case
goria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

«“Casteria is o1 cxccllent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers havo repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children."

Dr. G. C. Oseoobp,
Lowell, Mass.

« Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihope the day is not
far distant when mothers will eonsider thereal
interest of tacir children, and use Casteria in-
stead of the variousquack nostrums wiich are
destroying their loved ones, by foreing opinm,
micrphine, soothing syrup and other hur! ‘ul
agents down their throats, thereby seudiog

them to premature graves.”
Dz, J. F. Kmvcazioc,
Conway, Ar

- Castoria.
“ Castoria iz soweilacontad to oI dren thod
1 recommend it &ssUpcrivs Lo any prescription

knewn to me."
H. A, Anceer, M. D,

111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y,

 Our physicians in the children's depart-
ment hove spoken highly of their experi-
ence in their outside practice with Castoria,
and althou~h we only bave among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria Las won us to look with
favor upon it.”
UNITED I10s°ITAL AND DISPENSARY,
Boston, Mass,
Azrrnx C. Swarm, Pres.,

The Centaur Company, 71 Murray Stroet, Now York City.
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Featherbone Corsets must not
be confounded with those which
were made five or six years ago.
The Featherbone Corset of to-day

is as far

removed from the old

style, as black is from white.
BUY A PAIR AND YOU WILL BE PLEASED.
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ADVERTISE in the WARDER

The largest Circulation of anv Paper in th®
Midland District.

Fragrant - Perfumes

TOILET WATERS

AND SACHETS

Grogory's Draug Hteze

ACorner Kent and William Streets,

N

E. WOODS’ Stove Emporiny

—BEST—

PORTLAN

LEMENT.

$2.90 per ‘barrel.

Sept. 25th, 1892.—18394ly,

B, WOODS.

F'OR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT. & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Oabinet Makers

Onll and 300 ur sock.

No trouble o show it.
NUGENT & 0O.




