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“Naturallv,” Penlyn replied, I donot
want my affairs told to evervone, and
made a subjoct ot universal gossip; but
then, what reason is to ba given for his
having left me all his money?"

“It might be hinted that you were
connections, though distant ones,” Mr.
Forcvee said.

“Would it appear strange that, in
such circumstances, we knew so little of
one another ?"

“Yes," the lawyer said, ‘‘unless it were
said that you were only recently ac-
quainted with the fact.’

“But the will is dated three years

1" Stuart remarked. '

“Then I scarcely know what to sug-

est,” Mr. Fordyce said.

They talked it over and over again,
but they could arrive at no determina-
tion: and at last it was resolved that the
best thing would be td let matters take
their course. - No annoucement would
be publicly made, and though,of course
it would, evenmnliy leak out that Lord
Penlvn was Walter Cundnll's heir, the
world would have to put its own con-
struction upon the fact. Or again,
other men had before now made
eccentric wills, taking sudden fancies
te people who were stran to them
and leaving them all their money. It
would be best that Walter Cundall’s
will should also come to be regarded in
that category.

“After all,” Stuart said, ‘‘you were
acquaintances, and mixed in the ssme
circle. Even the fact that you' both
loved the same woman goes for
something, and that must be sufficient
for those who take any imtercstin ‘the
matter."” ey '

He had come into the hous?.\rith in-
numerable suspicions against Pen-
Iyn, suspicions aroused byt Ris being the
inheritor of Cundall’s propérty, and ‘alse
by the fact that he and dead ' man
had both loved the : e

with a strange feeling inwhis- Hl
when he stood before him, he would
stand before a murderer. He had also
remembered that conversation in the
club about the peculiarity of the dag-
E:,r, or knife, with which Cundall must
ve been slain, and his recollection of
the hesitating way in which Penlyn had
answered, had added to his suspicions.
But, when he had seen the genuine tears

of sorrow that had been shed over the
wil]l. those suspicions vanished, and he
told himself that it was not_in this man
that thevmurderer would be found.
And, if this new-formed idea had re-
quired any strengthening, it would have
received it when those importunate and
threatening letters had been read from
the unknown person signingz himself,
Corot. There was the man, who, if in
ingland, must be found at all costs.
But how to find him was the guestion.

“There is orne to whom 1 must, at
least, disclose my relationship with
Walter,” Penlyn said, and they both
noticed that, for the first time, he spoke
of his brother by his Christian name.
T must tell Miss Raughton the position
we stood in to one another.”

Stuart, with feelings of a very differ-
ent nature now in_his heart from those
with which he had first regarded him,
asked him if he thought it was wise to
do so? Would she not think tha
standing in the position of his affiance
wife and having also been beloved by
his brother, she would have been the
first to be told of the bond between
them ?

“It may not be wise,” Penlyn said
sadly, and with a weary look upon his
face, ‘‘and it may be that she will think
I have deceived her—as, umhappily, I
have done by my silence—but stil I
must tell her.  With her, at least, there
must be nothing more suppressed."”

Then he told them of the strange
dream that she had bad (even mention-
ing that she had said she could recog-
nise the form, if not the face, of the man
who sprang upon him), and of the vow
she had made him take to endeavor to
discover the murderer.

“If dreams were of the slightest im-

rtance, which they are not,” Mr.

ordyce said, “this one would go to
prove that Corot is not the murderer,
gince it is hardly likely that she has ever
known him, Still, it is a strange coin-
cidence that she should have dreamt of
h}s death on the very night that it took
place.”

“The idea of knowing the form, or
figure, of the man is nothing,” Stuart
said. “If there was any likelihood of
there being anything in that, it would
also be the case that we should have to
look upon Lady Chesterton's conserva-
tory as the spot where it happened, as it
was there she dreamt she saw him. But
we know that he was killed in S,
James' Park.” ’

“If the detectives can only discover
this man Corot,” Penlyn said, ‘“‘we
might find out what he was doing on
that night."”

“1f they cannot find him,” Stuart
said, ‘it shall not be for the want of
mfﬁgw%ﬁfﬁ to look for hh?"" ¢ &

ve ev a.rthing 0 -]
fortune my ilmhereflzs left me to dis-
cover him, or to find the real assassin!"
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<] shall be, extreme teful to Mr:
Stumat i howih hold this Csatme position
towards me that he filled with my
brother,” Penlyn said; “‘and if he wants
any assistance, mf' friend and secré
Mr. §merdon, will be happy to re t

him.

«I will do all I can,” Stuart said quiet-
lv,*‘to assist you, in regard to his
affairs and to finding the ty man, if
possible." .

Then Lord Penlyn made a suiggostnon
that his own lawyer, Mr. Bell, showld
also be brought into communication
with Mr. Fordyce and Stuart, and the
former said that he would call upom him
the next day. :

““There will then be five of us inter-
ested in finding the assassin,” Penlyn
gaid, *“for 1 am quite-sure that both Mr.
Bell' and Philip Smerdon will go hand
in hand with us in this search. Surely
amongst us, and with the aid of the de-
tectives, who ought to work well for the
reward I will pay them, we shall suc-
ceed in tracking him.”

«I hope to God we shall!” Stuart
said, and Penlyn solemnly exclaimed,
“Amen|”

They were about to separate now,
after an interview that had lasted for
some hours. when Penlyn said:

«To-morrow is the day of his funeral.
If it were possible—if you think that I
could o so, I should wish to be present
at it.” f : !
The others thought a moment, Stuart
looking at Mr. Fordyce as though wait-
ing for himto answer this suggoestion,
but, instead of doing so, he only said:
“What doyou think, Mr. Stuart?"

“Stuart still hesitated, and seemed
to be pondering - deeply, and then he

said: :

“] think, if it will not be too great a
denial to 'you, if you will not feel that
you are fafling in the last duty you can

y him, you should remain away. You
eould oniy 2o as chief mourner if you go
at al!, and that will render you toocon-
spicuous, and would set every tonguein
London w ng. Can youresign your-
self to staying away?"

“F must resigu myself, I suppose,
the ¢ther answered. *‘Perhaps, too, it is
better I should do so; for when I should
see his coffin being lowered into-its
grave, the memory of his nobility and
unselfishness, and his cruel end, would
come back to me with such force that I
fear I'should no longer be master of my-

self.,” « : i

_ So Lord Penlyn did not sae the last of

his brother's rx:ﬂu; d Mr. Stuart,

Mr. Fordﬁe. and “two of hisagents

made up the list of his. mourneas. But
he e that conveyed them

”
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his ecoffin also came from sceres
friends, and ao interast to
the enormous mol¥$hat fol the vic-
tim's funeral, and made:a decorous holi-
day of the occasion. It is not often that
a millionaire is stabbed to death in Lon-
don by an unknown hand; and many
of those, who had read with intense
excitement of the murder, determined
tosee the last ohseqh.nfea of the victim.
Amongst those wreaths were two form-
ed of splendid white one of which
bore the words worked On it, *“We shall
meet again” and the initial letter “I,”
and another the words, “Iremember"”
followed by the letter “G."

And late that night, as the time was
fast approaching for the cemetery to be
closed, Lord Penlyn walked swiftly up
the path leading to the new-made
grave, and, seeing that there was no
one near, knelt down and prayed silent-
ly by it. Then he whispe “1 will
never rest tlil you are avengeti. If you
can hear my vow in heaven, hear me
now swear this.” And, taking a hand-
ful of the mould from the grave, he
wrapped it in his handkerchief, and
passed out into the world.

CHAPTER XIIIL

The Hotel et Cafe Restaurant de Le-
panto is one of those many o|')la<:es near,
and in the neighborhood Feicester
Square, were foreigners delight to so-
journ when in London. No first-class
foreigners, perhaps, or, at least, not for-
cigners of large means, but generally
such as come to ndon to transact
business that occupios them for a short
time. AS a rule, this establishment is
patronized by Spanish and Portugal
gentlemen of a commercial status, per-
sons who, more often than not, are con-
nected with the wine trade of those
countries; and it is also frequented by
singers and dancers and other artistes
who may find themselyes—by what they
re as a stroke of formne—mlﬂlli'llrg
an en ent in our Metropolis. 0
them, the Hotel Lepanto is a congenial
abode; a spot where they can eat of the
oily and, ‘gp.rlic-ﬂuorod‘ hes partaken
of with 80 much relish when at home in
Madrid, l;hwbon. “Bevil

garates,the Spanish landiord of the house
to whom half-a-dozen southern lan-
many patios are known.

e hofel seems to exist entirely for
the people of these countries, since into
it no Frenchman, nor' Italian, nor Ger-
me e‘arvier egmeo; th h:::h;heir own

ostelries of an equally, m, agree-
able nature in other .Z.e- in the nei
borhood. So: these So 8, with
the dark eyes, and coal- hair, apd
brown skin, have the little ‘dining-room

with the dirty fiy-blown paper, and the
almost- ash;zfyr'iibﬁ%oém ‘and “cur-
tains, all to themselves ; and into it—or
to the passage with the three chairs and
the marble-table whore, as otten as not,
the Senors and Senoras sit and smoke
their cigarettes for hours together, in
preference to doing so in the dinfng-
room—no one of another nation in-
trudes. If, not having Spanish

tuguese blood in his veins, there ever is
any who does so intrude, it is generally
some Englishman of a rashly speculative
nature, who wants to try a- ish
Ainmer and aso what i 1o 1ke, amd Wi,
baving ‘dome so, mever wants to iy

take the matter into his |

e
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washing.

As he went through his toilette, which that had el the eom “;Pnpﬂ"‘ o

‘1"he’ did I'.v‘%ry carefully, and putting on

now linen of dazzling whiténess, with
which' the most sc erson c
have found no fauit, his thoughts st
ran'  the subject that had occupied
his mind-entirely for many days. .
““There is danger in it, of course,” he
muttered to himself; ‘‘but I am used to
danger; there was danger when Gon-
zalez provoked me, though it Was not as
reat as that 1 stand in-now, TheEng-

and it may bo that a trap will be set for

i lish are ahqu,_bm they are crafty also,
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SBATED ON A CHAIR WAS SENOR MIGUEL
GUFFANTA.

would frequently fall in a lighted mass
on the marble table, was Senor Miguel
Guffanta, as he was inscribed in Diaz’s
books. Had the Sanor heen as carefully
washed as the upfmr classes of Spaniards
usually are, had his linen been as white
and clean as the linen usually worn
by the upper classes of Spaniards,
and had he been freshly shaved, he
would, in all probability have presen
the appearance of a fine. handsoms |
man. g;lt he had come downstairs this |
morning to snoke his cigarette, without
troubling to make his toilette, putting
on his yesterday's shirt, and going
through no ablutionary process at all,
and with a thick, heavy stubble of
twenty-four hours' growth upon his |
cheeks and chin. Still, with all this
carelessness, Senor Miguel Guffanta
was a handsome man. He had a dark,
Moorish-looking face, the lines of which
were verv regular, he had large lumin-
ous eyes that, when he chose; he could
OPPn to an enormous extent, and coal.
black hair that curled thickly over his
head. His frame was a powerful one;
his keight being considerable and his
chest broad and dce{;. aund his long.
sinewy, brown hands looked as though
their grasp would-be a grasp of iron, if
put to their utmost strength. In agehe
was about thirty-eight or forty, but he
looked younger. because no single gray
hair had appeared either in his luxuri-
ous looks or inhis long, black mous-
tache. As he sat there, taking fresh
cigarette-papers from his pocke?, and,
when he had put some dry. dusty to-
bacco into them, twisting both ends up,
and smoking them while he gazed medi-
tatively either at the ceiling of the
ssage, or into the species of horse-box
that was designated as the “bureau,’ a
stranger might have wondered what
brought the Senor shere. Unkenipt as
he was this morning,’ there was some-
thing about him, either in the easy .
grace of his figure or in the contempt-
ous, almost haughtv, look in his face,
that proclaimed insmntgg that this wds
not a man accustomed to soliciting
orders for wine, or to appearing in
Spanish ballets or choruses, or of, inany
way, ministering to other people's
amusement. i

As he still sat there thinking and '
smoking, the landlord came down the
passage. and bowing and wishing him
‘Good morning” in Spanish, entered his
box, and proceeded to make some
entries in his books. The Senor nodded
in return, and then made another cigar-
otte and went on with his meditations:
but, when that one was smoked through, !
he rose and leaned against the door-post
of the bureau and addressed Zarates.

¢ And -have anv meore qts arrived
cince last night,” he asked, *“‘and is the
hotel yet full?” ,

«‘No more‘ Senor, no more as vet,”
the landlord answered him. ‘‘Dios!
but there is little busines doing now.”

«That is not’well ! And he who loves
so much our Spanish luncheons and din-
ners, our good friend Dobson (he pro-
nounced the name, Dobesoon) with the
heavy, fat face and the big beard--
what of him ?"”

“He is a pig,a fool!” Diaz said, as
he ran an unclean finger up a eolumn
of accounts, “He believes not when I
tell him that of his accursed Corot I
know nothing. and that I believe no
such man is in London.”

The Senor laughed gently to himself
at this answer. and then he said : “And
he has not vet found him?"’ |

“Dios ! found him, no! Of that name '
I never heard before, no, never! There
is no such name !”

“For what does he say he wishes te
see this'Corot ? Is it that he has a leg-
acy to ézive him, or has he committed a
crime for which this fat man, this hedvy
Alguazil, wants to arrest him ?" ;

“Quien sabe! He says he has a little |
friendly guestion to ask him. that is all.
He says if he could see him for one mo-
ment, he would tell him all he wants to
know. And then he says he must find |
him. ButIdonot think now he will
ever find him.” ‘

«“Nor do 1,” the Senor said. Then he
looked up at the clock,and, seeing it was
past twelve, went to his room, saying
that it was time he prepared bimself for
the day.

But when he reached that apartment,
which was a small room on the second

oor, that looked outon to the back win-
dows of the street that ran parallel with
the one in which the Hotel nto was
gituated, it did not seem as if those pre-

arations stood in any great need of
wrry. The inevitahle cigareite-papers
were again produced and the dusty to-
bacco, and the Senor, throwing himself |
into the arf-chair that stooe iu the cor-
m.'r; of the room,gave himself up to medi-
tation.

“Corot,” he said to himself, *“Corot.
How-is it that that man has ever heard
the name—what daes he know about it,
why should he want to find him? I
vhought that, outside Los Torros and
Puerto Cortes, that name had never
Been heard.  Walter kuew it, and Ju-
anna knew it, and I knew it, but of
others there was no one alive who knew
it.  Yet here, is this big, stupid
man, in this big, stupid city
(where—por Dios! one may be stabbed
to death and mone find the slayer),
with the name his lips. How has
he ever heardit, how he has never

i

" known of it?".

et sy dms
b , and. adu-
ally his thoughts went off into another

! pardon to

me, perhaps is set already. Well, I will
esoape from it as I have from others.
And, after all, I have one da.mnini
proof in my faver, one card that, if
am forced to Yn‘"' must save me!
1 have to do shall be done to-day.
resolved!”

His toilette was finished now, he was
clean-shaved and well dressed from head
to foot, and the Senor Miguel Guffanta

Tam

'stoed in his room a very, different look-

ing man from the one who had sat, an
hour ag , "moki
hotel pii ;@& .
locked a ;. .cumanteau, and took from it
a pocket-book into which he looked
for a moment, and then locked his door
and descended the stairs.

“Going out for the day, Senor?"” Diaz
asked, as he peered out of his box.

“Yes. I amgoing to make a call on
an English friend. Adios."”

“‘Adios, Senor."”

“It  is as hot as Honduras,” Senor
Guffanta said to himself as he crossed
to the shady side of the street.
walk slowly to keep myself cool."

He did walk slowly, making his way

Before he left it, he un.

through Leicester Square and down
5 ** | ten so soon before they both must have

Piccadilly, and, at nearly the bottom of
the latter, turned off to the right and

. passed through several streets. Then,

when he had arrived at a house which
stood at a corner he stopped. He

,evidently bhad been here before, for he

had found his way without any’difficulty
th h the labyriuth of streets between
this fouse and Leicester Square, and
now he paused for one moment previous
to meunting the door-step. But, before
he did so, he turned away and went a
short distance down a side-street. The
big house outside which he was stand-
ing formed the angle of two streets,
and ran down the side one that the
Senor had now turned into. At the
back of it was a garden, fairly filled with
trees, that ran some distance farther
down thi‘? edm'eet, and inlg%’ which an
open-worked iron gate a te
through which any passer-by could l%:k.
It was not a well-kept garden, and in it
there was some undergro ; and it
was at this undergrowth, on the farthest
right Hand side, that Senor Guffanta
peered for some few moments through
the iron gate. :

“It seems the same,” he muttered to
himself ; ‘‘nothi appears disturbed
since I was last here.” Then he re-
turned to the front of the bouse, and
g\ountlng the steps knocked at the hall

oor.

The footman who opened it had no
time to ask the tall, well-dressed foreign-
er with the handsome face, who was
standing before him, what he required,
before the Senor said, in good English :

“Is Lord Penlyn within?"

“Yes, sir,” the man answered. ‘Do
you wish to see him ?”

“Yes. Bt:‘good enough to take him
my card, if you please,” and he
produced one bearing the name ot
Senor . Miguel Guffanto. ‘‘Give him
that,” he said, ‘‘and say that I wish to
see him."

The footman motioned him to a seat,

' and had put the card upon a salver. to
. take to his master, when the Senor said

“Stay, I will put a word upon it,” and,
taking ‘& pencil from bis pocket,he wrote
underneath hisname, **From Honduras,"
“He will see me, I think,” he siid,
‘“‘when he sees that.”

The man bowed and went a way, re-
turning a few minutes afterwards tosay
that Lord Penlyn would see him, and

the Senor followed him into the room in |

which so many other interviews had
tdaken place.

Lord Penlyn rose and bowed, and
Senor returned the bow gravely, while
he fixed his dark eyes intently on the
other's face.

“You state on your card, Senor Guf-
fanta,that you are from Honduras. Iim-
;E‘)ne, therefore, that you have come
about a matter that at the present mo-
ment is of the utmost importance to
me?" Lord Penlyn said.

“You refer to the late Mr. Cundall ?”
the Senor asked.

“Yes, I do. Pray be,seated.”

“] kmew him intimately,” Senor Guf
fanta said. “Itis about him and his mur-
der that I have come to talk.”

CHAPTER XIV.

Between the time when Lord Penlyn
Mr. Fordyce, and Stuart had c_onsulteti
together as to the way in which some
endeavours should be made to discover

the murderer of Walter Cundall, and
when the Senor Guffanta paid_his visit
to the formor, a week had elasped, a
week in which a good many things had
taken place.

The rewards offered both by the gov-
arnment and by “the friends of the late
Mr. Cundall,” had been annouuced, and
the magnitude of them, especially of the
latter, had caused wuch excitement in

What |
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“'The' detectives themsélves, though
oy weré' careful ‘not to'" ‘80, had

i ‘little ‘hope that the (
succeed in tracing the assassin.
M(ﬂ:‘ in spite of the stolidity of
and heaviness of nce

m Gull‘ar;ut t,md of the lnlndiord.
es, was not by any means lac
i stirewdneas) plataly oid Stewart,
one of their many interviews, that he
did not think much would be done by
finding the man called Corot, even if he
were successful in doing so, which he
very much doubted.

“Yiou see, sir,” he said, ‘‘it's this way!
He evidentiy ‘had some claim or other
upon Mr. Cundall, or else it isn't likely

I‘that every time'he wrote for money he

{
i
!
|

would have got it, and that in good sums
too, Then we've only seen the notes
made by Mr, Cundall on the letters, say-
ing that be sent this and that sum; but

0's to° know, when he sent them, if
he . didn"t send some friendly
letter or other, acknowledging the jus-
tice of this mad’s demands? He evi-

. dently —I meant this Corot—did have
. some claim upon him;

and sug g
that he was—if. he could find him—to
rove that claim and show us the letters
r. Cundall wrote him in return, where

being able to draw on him whenever he
B i lat ke wouidat e vory
.show t he w t be
likel; tokill?x?m." gy
let‘l;ere th;eatem hims in the last
we have seen. Supposing that
Mr. Cundall stopped the nl:gpligs after
that, would not that probably ex-
cite his reven assions? These
nish Americans not stick at
m:gd li'fe when they fancy themselves

‘He ('svidently didn’t stop them when
he answered that letter,because he sent
five hundred dollars. And it was writ-

started—almost close to er—from
Honduras, that it wouldn't be likely any
fresh demands would have been made,”
Dobson answered, -
“Tholvuxlni‘ght have met in Loondon,and
uarrelled,” Stuart replied: “‘and after
e guarel this Corot might have track-
ed him till he found a fitting opportunity
and then have killed him.’
“Yes, he might,” Dobson said,
meditatively. ‘‘Anything might have

e
“Only you don’t think it likely?” the
other asked. .

“Well, frankly, Mr. Stuart, I don't.
He had always got money out of him
and it wasn't likely the supplies would
be stopped off altogcther, so that to kill
him weuld be killing the goose with the
golden eggs.”

*Who on earth would have killed him
then? Who would have any rea-
oon to do so? You know every-
thing connected with the cass now, and
with Mr. Cundall's life and strange, un-
known, real position—do you suspect
anyone?"”

‘No,” the detective said after a pause;
“] can'tsay Ido. Of course, at firs
when I heard everythirl:’g, the idea di
strike me that Lo Penlyn, as
the most interested person, might have

it

“So it did me,"” Stuart said; ‘‘but after
the interview Mr. Fordyce and I had
with him the idea left my mind.”

“Where does he say he wason the
night of the murder—the night he was
staying at that hotel ?"”

“He says he stayed at his club until
twelve, and that then he walked about
the strects till nearly two, thinking over
the story his brother had told him, and
then let himself into the hotel and went
to bed.”

“It is strange that he should have
been about on that night alone. If he
was going to be tried for the
murder, it would tell badly against him;
that is, unless he could prove that he
was in the hotel before Mr. Cundall
started to walk to Grosvenor Place from
his club. "

‘‘He couldn't provc it. because all the
servants were asleep; but, nevertheless,
I am certain he did not do it."”

] don't think he did.” Dobson re-
lied, ‘and, at the same time I can’t be-
ieve Corot did it. ButI wish I could

find him, all the same,”

“Do you think there is still a chance
of your doing so?”

“There is always a chance,” the other
answered; ‘“‘but I have exhausted near-
ly everything. You see. I have so little
togoon, and I am obliged to say out
openly, in every inquiry I make, that I
am looking for a certain man of the
name of Corot. And they all give me the
same answer, that they never heard of
such a name. Yet his name must have
been Corot.”

“] do not think so,” Stnart said. “A
Spaniard would sign an [initial before

s name just the same asan English-
man would, and no Englishman

would si himself simply ‘Jones,’ or
‘Smith.’ i

“Tt can't be a Christian name,” Dob-
son said, *‘or they would have been sura
to say so, and ask me ‘What Corot ?"

! or ‘Corot who'is it that you are looking

”

“Lord Penlyn thinks it is a nick-
name,” Stuart remarked.

“Then I shall certainly n've- fnd

! him. A man when he is trav lling in a

the public mind, aud had tended to keep |

the general interest in tho tragedy
alive. The Government reward of
“five thousand pounds and a free
§OMe  person,

cutors:;” and the wall of every police-
station were placarded with the notices.

' There was, morcover, attached to them

a statement deseribing, as nearly aswas
possible from the meagre details known,
the man who, in the garb of a laborer er
mechanic, was last seen near tho vietim;

" and for his identification a reward was

also offered.

But it was known in London, or, at
least, very generally believed, that out
of these rewards nothing whatever in
the way of information had come; an:
although the murder had not yet

to
to be a topic of versation in all -
2 of soclety. it :

" ad “hia ST
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or persons,
'pot the actual murdercrs,” had been
'supplemented by avother of one thous-
' and pounds from the ‘‘friends and exe-

strangecountry doesn’t use hi: nickn . ue
and, as faras I can learn, tuer sn'
anyone here from the Republic of Hon-
duras who ever heard of him; and it i¥n’t
any good asking people from British
Honduras.

“‘Well,” Stuart said, “we must go on
trying by every means, and in the hope
that the amount of the rewards will lead
to something. But there seems little pros-
pect ot our ever finding the cowardly
assassin who slew him. Perhaps, after
all that laborer killed him for his watch
and chain and any money he might have
about h'i'm. Such things have been done

before. ;

] don't believe that,” Dobson said.
“There was a motive for his murder.
But, what was that motive?”

Then they parted, Stuart to have
an i ew with Lord Penlyn,
and Dobson to again continue his in-
v tions in similer ' resorts to the
Hotel Lepanto.

Meanwhile, P had nerved him-
self for another interview with Ida
ton,an interview in which he was
her everything,and he went down

v ould |

Castoria.

Phosiismind s 24
“Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repcatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children.”
Dz. G. C. Oscoop,
Lowell, Mass.

« Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihops the day is not
far distant when mothers willconsider thezeal
{nterest of their children, and use Castan.. in-
stead of the variousquack nostrumswhich are
destroying theirloved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves.”

Dgr. J. F. KixcOrLoE,
Conway, Ar

The Centaur Company, 7

¥ urray Street, New
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Qastoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s preseription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine ner
other Xarcotic substacce. It is o harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Cile
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is thirty ycars’ use by
Milliens of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhcea and Wind Colic.
teething troubles, cures constipation arnd flatulency.
Castoria assimilates tho food, regulalcs the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend,

Castoria relicves

Castoria.

“ Castoriz is so well adapted to children tha®
I recommend it assuperiortoany prescription
kaown to me."
H. A. Arcuzr, M. D,,
111 Co. Oxford St., Brooklyz, N, Y.

* Our physicians in the children’s depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence ia their outside practice with Castoris,
and althougzh we only bave among our
medieal supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoriz has won us to look with
favor upon it.”

Ux17EDp HOSPITAL AXD DISPENSARY,
Boston, Mass.
Avrxx C. Sarte, Pres.,

York City.

Quickly

before it is too late if you wan
anything in the way of

Watehes, Clocks, Jewelry and
Nilverware.

All we ask is your attention, and
the chances are you will buy when
you see our prices. We take stock
in April, and from now until then
we will sell Goods cheaper than
ever. Considering the hard times
our repair trade is good; bring
your repairing along to us All
kinds of Goods in our line made
to order if required.

S. J. PETTY. - the Jeweler,

86 Kent St., Lindsay, next the Daley House.

e

«Pruth is Mighty and will
Prevail.” |

74 Kent St.

It is a well-known fact all over the County, and the ad-
joining ones, that

HIGINBOTHAM’S RHEUMATIC CURE

is the best on the market. This remedy is put up in
fifty cent and dollar bottles. Give it a trial and relieve
your suffering.

Sold by

A. HIGINBOTHAM

DRUGGIST, LINDSAY.

—

ADVERTISE in the WARDER

e e

The largest Circulat'ion‘ of any Paper in the
Midland District.

Cheap FURNITURE

G0 TO,

ANDERSON, NUGENT, ¢ Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.
o= | Undertakers and Oabinet Makers

No trouble to show it.




