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in St. Petersburg, on one midday in summer.
They had been called thither to exbibit their
skill in arms. The sunbeams danced upon
their bright trappings, and the gentle breeze
played with their floating plumes. Near the
centre of the ground, mounted upon & superb
and richly caparisoned charger, was & man
toward whom all eyes were . He was
very tall and powerfully built, and of that
niajestic presence which indicates one “born
to command.” His countenance, maturally
stern, was now covered by a cloud, and his
nether lip was drawn up with & look of hard,
barsh meaning. His uniform was rich, but
yet somewhat worn and dusty. The polished
helmet upon his head ‘was surmounted by a
heavy flowing plume, which served togivean
additional grandeur to his magoificent form.
The jewelled insignia upon his breast showed
him to be the emperor, for such he was—Ni-
cholas, ot Russia

For some time the emperor had been allow-
ing his horse to prance about in unequal cir-
cles, and at times his eyes would be bent to
the ground, and then they would flash darkly
upon the long line of officers, who seemed to
be awaiting his orders. Those who saw the
curl of his mustached lip, and noticed how
nervously he grasped his riding whip, knew
that something had provoked him, and there
was not an officer there but stood in fear, for
none could tell what purpose or cause of
wrath might have entered his iron soul. At
length he curbed in his horse and beckoned

to an officer who was stationed at a short
distance from him. Theman thus called rode
forward, and with a low bowand a trembling
look awaited the will of his royal master.

«Major, " said the emperor, *‘g0 and send
Colonel Ruric here. I would speak'with him.”

The messenger rode off toward a spot
where a number of officers were assembled,
and to one of them he delivered the emper-
or's orders. It was a young man who was
thus called out from among his companions.
He was not over four-and-twenty years
of age; but for several deeds of more than
ordinary bravery, he had been promoted al-
ready to the rank of a colonel. In both form
and feature he was the very picture of a sol-
dier—not such a soldier as was the emperor,
but such a one as finds a place in the heart as
well as in the head. He was tall and of ad-
mirable proportions, with a face of great
personal beauty and great regularity of feat-
ure. Such, in appearance, was Count Feodor
Ruric. He had been left an orphan at an
early age, and from his father he bhad inherit-
ed a title, though his countship came to him
with but little property to make it valuable.
All. who knew the young colonel-count loved
him. They loved him because he was bold
and frank, kind and generous, and because
they knew that he was ever ready to risk his
life in the sacred cause of true friendship.
We said all who knew him loved him. So all
did who knew him truly. But there were

some who cared not to know his heart—some
who were jealous of the love he received—
and such there were who hated him. It
would be difficult to find a bold, handsome,
generous man who could live without en-
emies; and we shall generally find that the
more love and respect a man is capable of in-
spiring, the more rank will be the jealousy
from those who envy him. So the Count
Feodor Ruric, so generally beloved, had a
few most bitter enemies. S

‘We must now go back to the evening pre-
vious to the day on which we have opened
our story. An old man—a man who had
been a Polish oflicer—was confined in the
prison, awaiting the doom of death. His
crime was that he had lent his influence sec-
cretly toward exciting the Poles to join
with the Hungarians in a general revolution.
He had boldly acknowledged that such was
his desire, and he was very unhesitatingly
condemned to die. Count Ruric had charge
of the prison in which several state prisoners
were confined—or, at least, he had immediate
control of the prison guard—and was respon-
sible. At alate hour in the evening a wo-
man came to the room in which Ruric was
seated. She was a young woman, and pos-
sessed a winning, natural loveliness which
was well calculated to enlist sympathy in her
bebalf. The count could see traces of tears
upon her cheeks, and her whole countenance
was expressive of the most intense anguish.
Ruric bade her to be seated and then he
asked her business.

“You are Colonel Ruric#” she tremblingly
said—to which of course he answered in the
affirmative. :

*And you have charge of the prison?’

“Yes"n

“I must go in there, sir.”

“Impossible, lady.”

“But my father is confined there, and he is
under sentence of death. O, I must see
him!”

“Your father, lady?’

“Yes—Slavinski.”

““The Pole?”

“Yes—a poor old man who is sentenced to
die. Iam his child, his only child. I must
see him once more on earth—once more be-
fore he dies. It will make his death easier,
and it will be a lasting blessing to me.”

She sank upon her knees as she spoke; and
with her hands clasped and the big tears
streaming down her fair cheeks, she begged
for the simple boon she sought.

It wasa hard case for the young count.
He knew the duty which was imposed upon
him, and he knew that he was answerable for
the fulfilment of that duty, with his life.
Yet the weeping, imploring woman had
moved his heart; and when once his heart
was moved, it was hard for his judgment to
go the opposite way. He struggled a while
between inclination and duty, and then he
gave his heart the victory.

‘“You shall go,” he said. And then he tore
a leaf from his pocket-book and wrote an
order,

The woman blessed him as she received the
paper, and Ruric felt gratified to think he
had contributed to the happiness of a suffer-
ing fellow-creature.

On the next morning, however, the young
officer’s feelings of happiness received a
severe check. He wasin his private room
just raising a cup of warm wine to his lips’
when one of the guards hastily entered a.né
informed him that the Polish prisoner had
escaped, and that a young woman had been
found in his place. Ruric hastened to the
cell, and, sure enough, there he found his
visitor of the previous evening.

‘‘Alas, lady, what have you done? cried
the count, as soon as he had convinced him-
self that the startling tidings he had received
was true. .

“I have given liberty to my father,” 1
returned the female. “I gsv’e him a p:r‘;l:oi
of my own dress, and he has escaped. I
know what my fate must be, and I am ready

his massive brow, as the count 8|
| Feodor Ruric was very pale, but he did not

tremble.

“Dismount, dismount!” ordered the emper-
or, in a tone like the premonitory rumbling
of an earthquake,

Ruric slipped from his saddle, and bowed
before his royal master. g

“Colonel Raric,” said Nicholas, “where is
Slavinski?” ;

“He has escaped, sire,” returned the count,
summoning up all his fortitude: for it was
no small task to stand unmoved before such
a master.

“Did you ..ot have charge of the guard last
night?

“The guard was under my official control,
sire.” :

“So I supposed. Now, how did the Polish
rebel escape?”

Ruric related the circumstances as briefly
as possible.

«'8o,” said the emperor, with a look of in-
effable scorn, ** you have thrown off your al-
legiance, and own rule now by strange
women. You forget your duty to your im-
perial master when a woman - bawls in your
ear.”

“Sire, I meant not to have done wrong.”

8o 1auch the worse; for I gave you some
credit for judgment, but now I find you are
void bf both judgment and obedience.”

“8‘" »

“Stop! Did you not knew your duty?®

“Yes, sire.”

“And vet you violated it. See now how
base you are. Knowing your duty, you
threw away your judgment. Ah, here comes
Menzikoff. We shall see.”

The individual thus alluded to was the
Prince Alexander Menzikoff, a general in
the imperial army, and & man whohad much
power—that power mostly resulting from
his vast wealth. )

“How now, Menzikoff? jhastily inquired
the emperor. “What of the Pole?”

«He has escaped, sire,” returned the prince,
with a shake of his head. ‘“‘Search has been
made, but in vain. He could not have escaped
by the river, but must have gone off some
other way.”

“You are sure he has gone?’

¢‘Perfectly sure.”

Nicholas turned toward the count. His
movements were heavy and deliberate, and
the expression of his countenance was an in-
dex to a ¢. ermination that was not to be
easily changed.

“Feodor Ruric,” he said, “‘for your individ-
ual sake I might overlook what has trans-
pired by simply banishing you; but there is
more at stake. We must have an example.
You must die! I have heard of your other
acts of treason.”

“But one word, sire,” interrupted the
count, in an imploring tone.

“No, sir; not a word.”

“But my motives, sire—"

«J care not for your motives. Facts are
what the world sees, and by facts alone must
such cases be judged. I will hear no more.
Take him off, Menzikoff, for he is your pris-
oner till to-morrow, and then he shall be
shot. You shall apswer for him.”

«] will, sire,” returned the prince. Andas
he spoke there was more of exultation upon
his countenance than of sorrow. The very
glance which accompanied the words seemed
to signify “With pleasure.”

Feodor Ruric's horse was led away, while
he himself followed Menzikoff from the spot.
It was easy to see that most of the officers
were deeply pained by what had transpired.
They dared not murmur, for they werein the
presence of their master; but they could not
repress the expressions which worked upon
their countenances. It was evident that
Menzikoff was not in very high esteem among
the imperial guard. He was known to be a
sort of spy—a sort of self-constituted spy—
who reported all that he saw, and who, it was
believed, oftentimes reported what he did not
see.
After the prisoner had been led away, the
emperor went on with the review. He saw
the troops exercise, and passed his orders as
usual. It may be that he was more taciturn
than was his wont, but no one could have
told by his manner that anything unusual had
happened.

CHAPTER IL
THE SERF.

Into one of the strongest dungeons of the
prison was Count Ruric thrown, and Menzi-
koff himself took the keys. The young noble
knew that his fate was sealed as far as any
will of the emperor was concerned, and he
knew his fault was one that would not be
overlooked. The old prince had, on his
part, taken every precaution in his power,
for he knew that the young count had
numerous friends, and he felt sure that some
of them might even dare to attempt his
rescue, if they had an opportunity. The
afternoon passed slowly, heavily away, and
as the gloom of night began to gather about
the cold, damp prison-house, the yowug man's
spirit sank within him. He sat down upon
the low stone bench that projected from the
wall, and bowing his head, he called up the
images of the past. He remembered the
mother who used to smile upon him, and he
could almost fancy that he heard her sweet
voice now, sounding, as it did of yore, to
calm the youthful passions of his soul. And
he remembered his father—the brave,
generous man, who was prodigal only in
charity—and once more he heard those words
of counsel which had been the foundation of
his own life. And he remembered a sister,
too, with whom he used to play and prattle,
And there was a little brother, who, years
ago, came to shed a ray of sunshine across

! his path. Butthe grave had closed over them

all! He alone was left of all his family; and
how long should it be ere he, too, should pass
away into that land of shades whither his
kindred had gone before him? He knew that
there would be some to regret his loss when
he was gone, but he would leave nome to
mourn for him as kin do mourn for kin.

The hours passed on, the deep darkness of
night was full upon the earth, and the only
; sound that broke the deathlike ‘stillness was
; an occasional cry from the distant sentinels,
| and the scratehing of the rats that worked in

the prison walls. Feodor had wept some—
| hehad wept when he thought of the death-
scenes he had witnessed in his own family—
but now the thought of reunion had come o

| him, and he had sunk into astate of prayerful
meditation.

!

to receive it. I told my father that I could 3

sscape, els¢ he would not have gone and left
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he spoke, and lock-
him, and once
more Ruric was alone. The distant clock
tolled the hour of one, and the count bad al-

and he wassure that he was correct. It might
be some one bringing him the refreshment he
had asked for, he thought, and moving back
to his seat, he sat down again—for the chain
that confined him was so heavy, that he stood
with difficulty. At length the bolts upon the
outside were slowly moved back, and the key
was turned in the lock. A:trt’mg: senuﬁ:n;
crept through the young man’s frame as
heard ths:’l;:ey moz:, for he noticed that it
was moved with the utmost caution, giving
back bardly a sound to tell that the bolt was
giving up itshold. In a moment more the
door was slowly opened, and the prisoner
could bear that some one had entered, though
heé could not even catch an outline through
the thick darkness.

«“'gh! Speak not a word!” whispered a
voice which Ruric could not recognize, but
which nevertheless seemed to have a welcome
sound in it. _

The count started again.to his feet, and just
ashe did so, the rays of a lamp flashed froma
lantern which his strange visitor had opened.
As soon as Ruric could bear the glare of the
light, he gazed upon the form and features of
him who had so unexpectedly presented him-
self. It was a tall, stout man, somewhat past
the meridian of life, and dressed in the garb
of aserf. His complexion was quite dark,
and his hair, which must once have been as
black as night, was well sprinkled with sil-
ver. His countenance denoted a vast degree
of firmness, but yet twas kind.

“Who are you?” asked Ruric, as soon as he
had taken a hasty survey of him.

“My name is Ivan, and I am a serf of the
Prince Alexander Menzikoff.”

‘I have seen you.”

“Ay, count, you have seen me often,”

“And I have heard much of you too,” said
the young man.

«“Ah{” uttered the serf, with an inquisitive
gesture.

“Yes. I have heard much of your skill in

military engineering. Isuppose I am core
rect?”’
“Yes,” returned Ivau, setting bis lantern
down upon the stone floor, and taking a mo-
derate-sized flat bundle from beneath his
coarse drugget shirt. ‘“Yes—so Menzikoff
sometimes employs me.’’

“And he has sent you to me with food, has

he not? asked Ruric, the reception of re-
freshment being the only hope he now had,
since he found out who was his visitor.
““Not exactly,” returned the serf, in peculiar
tone and emphasis. ‘“Menzikoff would sooner
send the headsman or the knout. No, no,
Feodor Ruric, I have come of my own ac
Cord. ”

“And wherefore?” quickly asked the prie
soner.

“Wherefore should the oppressed seek each
other but for aid?’ returned the serf, stand-
ing erect and gazing full upon the count. “I
know what Russian oppression is. I feel it
in every bone, in every nerve. Iknow what
it is to suffer with a proud heart. I know,
too, sir, how slight and fragile is the true
man’s life in the empire. Count Ruric, I
have come to set you free.”

“To set me free! You—a serf! Come to
snatch me from death?” uttered Ruric, inco-
herently.

“Aye, for serf though I be, yet I have heard
of you, and I know you to be one not deserv-
ing of death. Do you wish to flee?”

“I do not think the emperor will pardon
me,” murmured Ruric, half to himself.

“Nor do I,” returned Ivan, ‘‘for his mind is
most, bitterly poisonéd against you. Menzi-
koff hates you—he hates you with a perfect
hatred; and he has determined to ruin youn.”

“But why should he hate me? Surely I

never did aught against  him even in
thought.”
‘“He hates you as Satan hates the saints.
He hates you because others love you—be-
cause you are better than he is; and far more
than all else, because you are braver than his
son, and have received more marked distinc-
tion, and he has resolved to destroy you. But
in the present instance he has found the
chance without seeking it; only you may be
assured that he will not fail to make the most
of it.”

“And why should you come to save me?”
asked Ruric, giving way to a spirit of curie
osity, for there was much to excite curiosity
in the speech and bearing of the serf.

“You should not stop to question me on
that point,” returned Ivan. ‘‘Suffice it for
you to know that I come to save you, and
perhaps you may at some time know me bet-
ter if you follow my instructions. Will you
go with me?” :

“Most assuredly I will, if you are sure that
you can lead me safely away from here.”

“That I can do easily. I managed to get
the keys of the prison from Menzikoff’'s own
room, and you may rest assured that the
guards are now all asleep upon their posts,
They drank more than wine to-night, for I
handled their drink. Come, here is a sea-
man’s dress. Itis large enough to slip on
over your own. Put it on quickly, for we
have little time to lose.”

Then Ivan knocked off the chains, and
Ruric began to put,on the rough dress which
the serf had provided, and as he did so he
had time to reflect somewhat upon what had
transpired. Of one thing he felt morally
sure, and that was that Ivan had really come
to save him; but why he had come was not
g0 apparent, though the count fancied thlere
must be some hidden motive. In regular se-
quence came the thought of where he
should find refuge after he had got clear of
the prison.

“Ivan,” he said, with this thought upon his
mind, “how far do you mean to guide me?”

“Farther than you probably imagine,” was
the rather odd reply. ‘“But get youready,
and we will talk of that as we move clear of
present danger.”

“I am ready now,” responded the count, as
he placed the glazed hat upon his head, and
made a movement as though he would shake
hgzixselt into the strange clothes he had don-
ned.

“Then come. Tread carefully, now, and
keep close at my heels, for though the sentries

may sleep, yet danger never sleeps in Russia
Come.”

Ivan led the way out from the cell, amd
Ruric followed. e iron door was reclosed
and locked, and the serf placed the key in his
pocket, and as soon as he reached the steps
that led up to the entrance-door, he closed
his lantern and hid if bexeath bis shirt.

““See,” whispered the guide, as he pointed
to where a dusky form could be seenreclining
against the wall, “‘thattellow dreams not of
danger, uidlﬂ;hsho sleepe too soundly to

itw

“At noon; 8o T heard the prince say. He |

dream of anything. : § :
Raric merely gfmaaa at the sleeping sol-
dier, and withoit making any reply hogh:-'

then laying his
honqoke: : You

Feodor Ruric;, I am your friend.
have no kindred in Russia, and I know that
youmwm.Wh somewhere
else. I can see in yoursoul what others have
see that you have

bumanity finds a place within the empire.

“] know it,” resumed the serf. ‘‘I know it
well. But timeis passing, and you must be
off before your escape is discovered. Now,
you must place yourself wholly under my
guidance. This small vessel is going down
the gulf, and she will land you at Golganp.
The captain is a man to be trusted, and has
his orders, and you will find it to your advan-
tage to trust him fully.”

“But where shall I find a final refuge? I
can not remain at Golganp.”

“Of course not; but the captain will find
you a hiding-place there, urtil he can get you
a passage to the Levant. Hereisa packet in
which you will find full instructions for your
fature course, and if you hope for peace and
bappiness hereafter, you will follow them out.
Your father, when he lived, once did me a
great service, and I will now repay him by
being kind to his son. Take the packet and
read it after you have got safely on your
way. Come, we will go on board.”

Ivan turned toward the small vessel as he
poke and Ruric followed him. The captain
was upon the deck, but it was too dark to
distinguish his features. There were one or
stwo men forward, but they could only be
seen in outline. :

“Ludowitz,” said the serf, addressing the
commander of the craft, “have you got your
sailing permit?”

“Yes, it's all right. Iam at liberty to go
when I please.”

“Good. This isthe young man of whom I
spoke to you this evening, and if you owe me
augbt for the kindness I kave shown you, you
will be faithful in this. Get him the first
passage to the Levant you can. His money
is safe?” :

“Yes.” =

“Ruric,” said the serf, turning to the
count, “I have made rather free use of your
money-bags. I went to your house this even-
ing, and obtained four thousand ducats in
golden imperials. Our friend Ludowitz has
them, and of course they are at your service.
Now go. Follow the instructions of the packet,
and you shall be happy.”

“But one word,” exclaimed the count, to
whom all this was passing more like a dream
than areality. ‘When shall I see youagain?
‘When shall I know what all this means—the
secret of this strange movement?”’

+If we both live, itshall not be many years,
and perhaps not many months. But when
we do meet again, I shall come to see you. Be
faithful to my instructions, and all shall be
well. Adieu, now, and may God bless you.”

The serf turned, and was gone. Ruric
heard his steps as they grew faint .in the
distance, and when he could hear them no
more, he bowed his head upon his hands, and
sank into a puzzled, wandering mood of
thought.

“Don’t fear, sir,” said Ludowitz, * for I
will do the best I can for you. The run to
Golganp will be safe enmough, and I think
there will be no trouble beyond there. Take
heart, sir, I know your trials.”

The captain stopped to hear no reply, but
turning to his men, whom he had ordered up
from below, he proceeded at once to get
under weigh, and ere long the light vessel
was making her way out from the mouth of
Neva. Feodor Ruric saw the last dim out-
lines of the island shore, and then he sought a
place of rest, for he was nearly overcome by
the fatigue and excitement through which he
had passed.

CHAPTER III.
A PRINCE AT HOME:

Nicholas of Russia was in one of the rooms
of the imperial palace. He had eaten his
gimple breakfast, and was now engaged in
reading the correspondence of some of his
ministers. His face was as firm and cold as
ice, and his great brow was dark and heavy.
Ever and anon he made notes upon the
missives he read, and at such times there
would come a slight change over his
features, but whether the emotions which
gave them birth were of satisfaction or
dislike none could have told.

By the hand of Saint Peter,” he muttered
to himself, as he moved aside the papers, ‘‘ I
must bring the Turk to his knees. The
Buxine is mine; and why should the infidel
Moslem hold its keys in his foul hand?

Why should my ships have to take the tavor
of another? Why should not the forts of
the Bosphorous wear the cross cf Russia
upon their flags? O, I hate that crescent.
1t is the bane of my life!”

The Emperor clasped his handsas he spoke,

and commenced pacing the room with long, !
heavy strides. There were towering dark |
schemes in his mind. Away in the south lay

the golden gate of the east, and the monarea
of Russia would plant his power there. He
was not content with the dominion of half of
Burope. He was in this mood when he was
(nterrupted by the entrance of the Prince
sMenzikoff.

“Ah, what now?” the emperor asked, stop
ping in his walk. ‘‘What brings out in
‘such haste?” : s

‘“‘Bad news, sire,” returned Menzikoff, trem-

more to pace the room. g
“] don't know, Menzikoff, exactly what
character is worth,” he muttered to
himself, with a curious shake of the head.
tAt all events, I shall look after you.
think you care more for my gold than you do
for my authority.”

but in the iron rule of his own will.

It was in the afternoon that Mencikof?,
fainy and weary with fatigue and excite
ment, sat down in one of the apartments of
his palace and sent for his serf Ivan. m
serf came and asked his master’s will.
prince gazed up into the face of his bondmap,
and a shudder ran through his frame. H
almost always felt a strange secret
when he found himself in the presence of
Ivan, but he could not tell whence it came.
The serf had come to him, through a pur-
chase, with an estate, about two years pre-
vious, and he was valuable on account of
the wvarious talents he possessed—talents
which he professed to have gained from a
friendly priest.

“Ivan,” said the prince, ‘did you know
that the Count Ruric was imprisoned yester-
day?"

“Yes, my lord,” returned the serf, showing
no signs of perturbation.

“And did you know that during last night
he had escaped”

4] heard he had escaped, but I hardly gave
credit to the story.” ;

“Well, it is true. He has escaped, and he
must have had help. Two of the sentinels
were found asleep upon their posts this
morning, and under such circumstances as to
leave no doubt that they were drugged with
some powerful sleeping-potion. Do you
not thing that you could help me to arrive
at the mystery of the thing?”

The serf eyed his master most keenly, but
he could discover no traces of suspicion in
his countenance. His face only exibited sus-
pense and perplexity.

] know not what I can do,” Ivan re -
ed. “I know nothing of such matters.
soldisrs should be the ones to take the
track.”

«“RByut 4%~ soldiers all loved the young fel-
low, aud 1 bardly think they would éatch
him if they could. Iamafraid he will escape,
and in such a case I know not how muéh of

_the emperor’s wrath I shall receive. I have

sent two vessels down the gulf in pursuit,
and scouts have gone down fhe other
way; but after all, Ruric may be in the g¢ity.
1 think he must be, for he could not have

gone out so easily. What I want of you is |

to look through the city. I know you are
keen and witty, and I think you would stand
a better chance of succeeding than any omne
else; for people will not mistrust such a mis-
sion in a serf, and consequently the alarm
will not be so quickly taken. Iv?n, it yoy
will bring Feodor Ruric to me, I will give
you your liberty. What say you?’

There was a flush upon the face of the serf,
and his nether lip trembled, and there was a
bright sparkle in his black eye too, but his
master noticed not his emotion.

«] will look through the city,” he said;
“but I ean have no hopes of success.”

“‘Remember—you shall have your liberty
if you do succeed.”

“I will try, though I am not for the present
over-anxious about my liberty.”

“Ah| I had thought thata persen of-your
intellect would chafe under the restraint of
serfdom.”

“So perhaps I might were it not that Tam
well cared for where I am. You, in a megs-
ure, are as much the serf as I. You fear tk«
emperor more than I fear you. I have see
it in some English book set down that tha.
man is most wretched who hangs on prinoes’
favor. Have you never found it so#’

Menzikoff looked up and found the serf
gazing upon him most intensely, and again
he trembled. There was something in the
look that met his own that affected him, he
knew not now. He could not account for it
—he only knew that it was so.

““There could be little use in arguing such
question,” the prince at length said, witg
something of uneasiness in his manner;
“though I have no doubt that you are in
every way qualified to support your side of
the question. But go mow and commence
your search. Find him if you can. Find
Ruric and bring him to me, and you shall be
amply rewarded.”

The serf Jeft the apartment, but Mensikaff

little dreamed
to whom he had given his mission.
s pofsmy life,” said the prince to himself,
“there is something about that man thab
os me. He seems trustworthy, and yet
tremble when I trust him. He is useful to
me, but yet I would give him his liberty to
gotﬁdofhim,torhhproaneemakumoun—

. If he brings me the count he shall be

whether he wishes it or not. Iam de-

ed to have him by me no more.”

t Alexander Menzikoff was not to be rid
of his serf so easily. Hehadseveral times pre-
viously made uphis mind to the same effect,
but his plan had never been carried out: He
had found Ivan too valuable to be easily

with, and he had tried to banish the
ptrange fears that took possession of -him;
he could not do that, though he some-
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curcs Diarrheea and Wind Colic. Castoria rclicves
teething troubles, curcs constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sicep. Cass
toria is the Children’s Panacca—the Mother’s Friecnd.

Castoria.

« Castoria i3so weil adapted to childeen thay
I recommeni it Z3superiorloany prescription
koown to me."

Castoria.

Pl e ity
& Qastoria is an cxcellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mlothers have repcatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children."
Dz. G. C. Osgood,
Lowell, ilass.

. A. Arcuzr, M. D,
111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. ¥,

« Our physicians in the children’s depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence in their outside practice with Castoria,
and although wo only have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are {res to confess that the
merits of Castoria bas woa us to look withy
favor upon it."

Uxitep HosrrrAL AND DISPEXSARY,
Boston, Mass,

« Castoria is the best reredy for children of
which I am acquainted. I hopo the day is not
far distant when mothers will considerthereal
fnterest of their children, 2nd use Casteria in-
stead of the variousquaci nostrums w. chare
destroying their loved ones, by foreingopium,
RO e, soothing syTup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sendicg
them to premature graves.”

Dr. J. F. KINCHILOE,
Conway, Ar

"o Centaur Compaxzy, T1 Muoray Stract, New York City.

Anrxx C. Surre, Pres.,

A 4

IN CORSETS

Can only be obtained by wearing’
No. 891 “ Improved All-Feather-
bone Corsets.” No side steels to
break, hurt or rust.
TRY A PAIR.
All First-class Dry Goods Houses Sell Them. :

—

That will burn 2

ROUGH WOCD and COAL

« +« Equally Well...

T OWFORD CRADUAT

Sl L s s:Wilido it::
Has the Largest Oven.
IS A FARMER'S STOVE
Is Everybody’s
Cook Stove.
See it.

f THE OKLY ONE IN THE WGRLD ..

- ST S S

«« THE OXFORD: -

OIL GAS COOK STOVE o

Makes and Burns Its Own Cas

From Common Coal Oil. ~

NO DIRT, NO HEAT IN THE KITCHEN.
Cooks a Family Dinner for Two Cents..

The GURNEY FOUNDRY CO0. Ltd, TORONTO.
WW
Tor Sale by W: G. WOODS, Lindsay.

1935—26,

ADVERTISE in the WARDER

The largest Circulation of any Paper in the
Midland District.

The Day You Bake

You will require some kind of Baking Powder.

Why not have the best ? Our Baking Powder

is made fresh from pure materials and is supez-

ior to other powders, Sold only in bulk, Try
a small quantity on your next baking day.

GREGORY'S PHARMACY,

Corner Kent and Wiiliam Streets,

EFTOXR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

p@dertakars~ and Cabinet Makers

No trouble to show it.

~ _ANDBRSON. NUGENT & CO.

' RECOVI

DR. TALMA
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