)

sald. “How strange you
did you leave

your ship ?”

He spoke in the lefsurelv tone with
which a grown man addresses a young
iad ignorant of the world, and Nora,
as she listened, felt that already she
was beginning to hate him.

“Not long,” she said.

He seemed to listen with a sudden
crease of attention.

«“What is the name of your ship ?” he
inquired.

“wThe ‘Neptune,’” replied Nora, her
eyes fixed on Vane, that she might see
which spoon to use, and what dish to
accept or refuse. The number of knives
and forks and glasses embarrassed her,
though she had not felt embarrassed by
nearly the same number at the club.

“Do you like the navy ?" asked Sen-
ley Tyers, after a pause, during which
the soup was served.

Nora hesitated a moment.

«J am in the merchant service,” she
said, coldly.

Senley Tyers looked at her out of the
corners of his eyes.

How did a cousin of Vane Tempest,
a connection of the great Westleighs,
come to be in the merchant service?

“You are away on leave, I suppose -
he said.

Nora felt her heart beginning to beat
fiereelv at this persistent questioning,
and her dark brows came together.
She did the unwisest thing she could
have done., and pretended not to hear
the question.

If she had simply answered “yes’ or
“no,” Senley Tyers would have left
her alone. But when no reply came he
glanced at her, and saw that her color
had risen, and that her eyes were flash-
ing, and knew that she had shirked
his interrogation.

And though he turned from her and
addressed Lady Florence, he watched
her closely.

MoSt men would have seen no-
thing suspicious in the handsome lad,
and attributed his silence to a not unbe-
coming shyness ; but Senley Tyers pos-
sessed the mind of a detective, and just
now was on the lookout for anything—
any incident or circumstance in Vane
Tempest’s life which he might be able
to turn to advantage.

Vane leaned forward.

“T was just asking Lady Florence it
she wasn't tired of sitting for her por-
trait,” he said. . ;

“Quite,I am afraid,’ said Tyers, with
a smile. Then he looked at her, and
waited.

Vane quite expected her to say, with
her usual hauteur, ‘“More than tired” ;
but instead she said, with a sudden
drooping of the eyes :

; “No ; I am not. It is very interest-
ng.n

Senley Tyers leaned back as if he had
got what he wanted.

“Lady Florence is patience itself, and
too kind. Yes, the picture has been a
long time in hand ; but the dress—by
the way, I have to thank you for sug-
gesting it, Tempest—is an elaborate
one, and means a vast amount of
work.”

“And glory, when the picture comes
to be exhibited.” said Vane.

The conversation thus started ran on
art lines, and Senley Tyers, exerting
himself, talked well. Lady Florence join-
ed in now and again, and to Vane's sur-
prise, seemed to listen with something
like deference. Every now and then
he looked over to Nora, and managed
to convey a smile of encouragement.
But everyone else seemed to have for-
gotten her ; Lord Warlock, as usual,
devoting the whole of his attention to
the dinner, and growling at intervals
at some dish or wine.

Suddenly, so suddenly as to make
Nora start, he said :

“You are eating nothing and drink-
ing less, my lad. When I was your
age I shouldn’t have passed that last
entree.” N

Nora colored and looked down, and
ihe earl signed to the footman to bring
the dish back.

“There,” he said, grufily, but not un-
kindly, “don’t tell me you don't lke it.
Bvery boy likes good things, and this
happens to be decent, for a marvel,
Let me see, what's your name—Mor-
timer ? Knew a Mortimer once. You're
not like him, though. Too good-looking.
What's that they are talking dbout—
art ? Pooh ! there is no art nowadays.
All the painters are dead ; so are the
actors. Painting, and acting, and
everything else have gone to the dogs
And so you are a cousin of Vane Tem-
pest, are you; and he's looking after
you, I suppose ?”” he chuckled, as if the
idea seemed an amusing one. “By gad,
#® you follow in his footsteps, you'll

- " he

must find it alll! When

in-

need looking after by some one else,” |
He glanced across the table at Vane, |

and chuckled again. “’Pon'my word,

T'm sorry for you. He's about the worst |

example you could have.” >

“Why 7 asked Nora, opening her eves |

wide upon him. el
The old earl stared at her as

if she
were going to have a fit, mumﬂ ‘

n_to

a lhoﬂﬁl”

‘should you not sign

to '48 port ; and I don’t
‘re wWrong. If I'd stuck to

that U
oy {nstead of this"—he tap-

gin and water
red the decanter :
les—"1 shouldn’t .?e a cripple in
prime of my life I’ .

Nora smiled faintly.

«Qh !” he exclaimed, shortly, “you
think I'm old, do you ?”’ He sighed and
leaning looked at her wistfully.
«go 1 am, bOY. Very old, and very tir-
ed, and worn out~ » ¢

“fn his country’s service,” murmured
Senley Tyers.

The earl glanced at him from under
his brows.

«What the devil do
it?" he muttered ; and, sinking back, re-
lapsed into silence for a quarter of an
hour, during which he appeared to have
fcrgotten the presence of his guests.
A+ the end of that time he roused, look=
.1 round, and uttered the usual for-

ula : “Shall we join Lady Florence ?”

.4 struggled, with the aid of the back

lie chair, to his feet.

instinctively Nora put out her hand

to help him, and after a moment’s hesi-
tation, during which she thought he
meant to refuse her assistance, he
1aid his hand on her shoulder.

«“Thanks, youngster,” he said, lean-
ing on her rather heavily. “Humph !
you are stronger than you look.”

Nora smiled up at him.

«“I am very strong,” she said

+And as straight as an arrow,” he
muttered. “Help me to that chair, and
then go and amuse yourself. By gad !
yowll find it precious dull, I expect.
Here, Vane, come and talk to me.”

Vane went to him at once and sat be-

side him, and Nora, left to herself, found
a seat at a little distance. Lady Flor-
ence was at the piano playing softly
and at random, and Senley Tyers Ccross-
ed the room with his noiseless step and
cicod beside her. She hagd, in the mir-
ror, seen him approaching, and, as he
drew near, her lips grew tighter and a
set erpression came into her face.

«you did well to ask me here to-
night, Lady Florence,” he said in a low
volce, and pointing to a piece of music
as if he were mnierely asking her to
rlay or sing.

She was silent a moment, then she
said @

“Why ?”

«Because by so doing you have rati-
fled the compact between . us.”

«I know of no ccmpact,” she said, al-
most between her closed teeth.

“Oh, it is not for me to contradict
you,” -he said, smoothly. “Let us say
that I—and you—only dreamed the lit-
tle dramatic scene which took place
in my studio. Let us say that it was
only in imagination that 1 offered you

1y humble assistance toward the reali-
zation of your dearest wish.”

She cpened her lips and turned her
eyes upon him,
and indignation flashing in them ; but
the flash faded, the eyes fell beneath
the keen, cool gaze of his. Lady Flor-
ence had lost her power over him, and
she knew it.

«I am not fond of melcdrama even
in its proper place—the theatre, Mr.
Tyers,” she said, with an attempt &t
scornful irony.

«Nor I,” he said; “and I rarvely in-
dulge in it. You are cuite right when
you accuse me of having done so the
day I pretended to destroy Vane Tem-
pest’s picture, and—discovered your
secret ; but you will admit that it was
a very successful melodrama. You will
find that it has a very practical purpos

you know about

with a proud defiance

l

|

with his gouty knuck-
the

gz him, saw -

him smile with a peculiar satisfac-

tion.

While she was watching him he turn-
ed, in his softly sudden fashion, and met
the gaze of her bright eyes; and, as if
reminded of her existence, he crossed
the room and approached her.

Nora bent over her photograph album
and knit her brows, on her guard in a
mement, and determined to say as little
to him as possible,

Senley Tyers drew up & chair heside
her.

“Have you found some interesting
rhotos, Mr. Mbrtimer ?”” he said.

Iiis voice was particularly soft and
pleasant, but nevertheless it jarred
upon Nora and caused her brows to
grow straighter.

“Yes,” she said in a tone that did
not invite further questions.

But Mr. Senley Tyers always met a
repulse with bland persistence.

“What are they—views ?”’ he asked.
“Let me see. Ah, yes. Lord Warlock
has been abroad a good deal; he was
Secretary for the Colonies at one period
of his useful career, and has travelled
nnuch. I suppose you know some of
these places ? Where did the ‘Neptune’
seil to last ?”

“To Australia,” replied Nora, short-
1y.
“Ah, yes,” he said. “Delighttul trp !
ow I envy you! Of. course you Saw
Sydney ? There ought to be a pnoio-
graph of it here.” He turned the pages
of the album. “Tell me if you recognize
it. Ah! hereitis. Isita good view ¥

Nora felt her color coming and going.

«I .don’t know,” she said. *“I didn’t
go ashore ?”

Senley Tyers glanced at her out of
the corners of his eyes.

“Oh, oh!” he said, with a smile.
“Then you had been misbehaving your-
self, I'm afraid, and were kept aboard
for punishment, Mr. Mortimer. Was that
It

Nora’s face went scarlet, and an in-
dignant denial rose to her lips, but she
checked it and looked guilty.

Senley Tyers laughed. To inflict
mental pain was a much-valucd amuse-
ment of his, and he promised himself
unlimited enjoyment of that kind to be
got out of Vane’s mysterious cousin.

“Let me see,”’ he said; “they don’t
ficg now in the merchant service. do
they ? It's a mistake, T fancy. I dare
say you youngsters would infinitely pre-
fer a few lashes from the cat-o'nine-
tails to being kept aboard when the
ship’s in port.”

Nora still hung her head, but her face
was pale now and the delicate nostrils
were distended, the clear-cut lips tight-
ly pressed together.

Senley Tyers watched her with a
emile that suddenly fled from his face
and left it acutely suspiclous. He saw
that a tear was forcing itself from

il under the lowered lid next him.

Now, even the softest-hearted ship-

I am terribly in earnest, Lady Florence, | bov is mot in the habit of shed presl

when I am in earnest—which is seldom;
and 1 make no vain boast when 1 offer
you my assistance.”

She forced a smile.

“You said all this in your studio,” she
rejoined ; “and I think that I reminded
you that, even supposing your romantic
supposition were correct, and that I—"

“J,oved Vane Tempest,” he murmur-
ed.

Her proud face became suffused, and
she seemed as if struggling for breath.

“You are too ridiculous -” she falter-
ed. “But”—she shrugged her shoulders
—*“how could you help me : o

«pardon me, but that is my part of
the contract.”

«“And mine ?”’ she said. “What does
that consist of, if you insist upon play-
ing at theatricals ?”

«Simply this,” he said.

He drew a sheet of paper from his
pocket-book quite openly, and laid it on
the edge of the piano : any one noticing
the action might easily have concluded
that he was submitting a sketch for her
inspection.

She looked down at it with a scornful
smile, then picked it up and examined
it. These words were written in Senley
Tyers artistic scrawl :

“I, Florence Tempest, owe Senley Ty-
ers one thousand pounds. (Signed),—.""

She dropped the paper with a con-
temptuous laugh.

“Oh, I understand ! he said, with a
smile. “It is an old trick, and has

done duty in many a stage play. Be- .

sides. why do I not make it for a
large sum ? And why, again, do I not,
after the usual fashion of needy ad-
venturers—because that is what I am,
am I not, Lady Florence ?—ask for pay-
ment in vance ?”°

“Yes,” she sald,

scornfully. “You

have read my_ thoughts with tolerable

correctness, Mr. Tyers.” .

“mxactly. Will you forgive me it I
reply that the answer to these ques-
tions is part of my scheme ? Come, why
? It commits you to
nothing unless you become the wife of
my dear friend. It is made out in the
name of Florence Tempest—not Heath-
cote. You shall sign it in the same
way. If you never become Florence
Tempest, then”— he shrugged his
shoulders—*“my poor little bonus is lost
—my little paper just waste paper.”

&he shook her head.

“Good " he said, as if her refusal
were final and closed the matter.
can understand your disbelief in my
power. It is only natural ; but, Lady
Florence, when I go

tears when he is chaffed, and the ap-
pearance of that crystal drop positively
startled Senley Tyers. His keen eyes
ecanned the handsome face—too deli-
cately beautiful in all its features for
a boy's—and then fell upon the hands
with which Nora clutched the photo-
graph album.

A doubt, a suspicion, a merely nebul-
ous suspicion, rose in his mind ; but
vague and impossible as it seemed, it
gent the blood to his face and made his
heart leap. :

He bLent forward slightly, and his
whole tone and manner altered as he
murmured :

“Forgive me ! I have pained you. 1
did not intend to do so ; but I am afraid
I have offended you past forgiveness.”

The tear dropped—unseen, as Nora
fendly hoped'—and she forced a smile.

“Oh, no, you haven’t,”” she said, as
boyishly as she knew how. “But I don’t
cave of talking of my sea life ; I wasn't
happy, and—"

«“Of course—of course,” he murmured,
sympathetically. “I quite understand.
It was very thoughtless and {nconsid-
erate of me. I won’t mention it again.”

He was silent a moment or two, then
he said:

“Are you fond of pictures, Mr. Mor-
timer ?”

“Yes—very,” said Nora, with an
Zagerness which she attempted to sub-

ue.

“I am glad of that” said Senley
Tyers. “I shall be very pleased if you
wiil come and see some of mine. Ask
vour cousin Tempest to bring you.”

Nora thanked him, but rather coldly.
She had no desire to go to Mr. Senley
T'yers’ studio, even though it might con-
tain the most beautiful pictures in the
woerld.

“] am painting a portrait of Lady
Florence, as you may have heard ™ he
went on, “and I should like you to see
that, and to hear your opinion of it.
She is very beautiful, don’t you think ?”

His keen eyes watched Nora's face
closely as he spoke. Nora raised her
head, and looked at Lady Florence ab-
sently. She and Vane were seated on
an ottoman, Lady TFlorence talking,
vane listening. It was evident that she
. was trying her hardest to amuse and
interest him, and every now and then
Y'ane leanéd back and laughed shortly;

o-night I take with | exquisite smile
of becoming V i

and at such moments a look of gratifi-

. «Y i cation softened Lady -Florence’s proud

expression. .
As Nora watchéd them—watched the
Lady ‘Florence

s Vane. louns-

if some one had suddenly stabbed her.
She looked at Vaae, 'a.nd something in

his negligent attitude and careless
laugh seemed to comfort her and dis-
pel the sharp pain which Seniey Tyers
question had caused her.

«T don’'t belleve—" she sald, involun-
tarily ; then she stopped.

“Ah, well ! perhaps not,” he said.
“They say that it is a case of loving
or being loved. No one gets back the
love which he or she gives. It's a mat-
ter of fate. By the way, do you belleve
in fate, Mortimer ?”

He put the gquestion carelessly and
casually enough, but he had been care-
fully leading up to it. and it had some-
thing more behind it than Nora suspect-
ed.

“Fate 7 she said, with a little frown.
“I don’t know.”

“Do you think that our lives are al-
lotted to us—that we are bound to do
certain things, whether we like them or
not ?"'

Nora raised her eyes to his with a
frown.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Who can
teli whether there is any truth in that.
Nobudy ecan know.”

He nodded.

“Well, some say they can tell your
fate. The gypsies, for instance; and
not only the gypsies ; palmistry is quite
<ashionable now."”

“What is that ?” she asked.

«The art of telling your fortune by
the lines and marks in your hand,” he
suid, smoothly. *It is quite a science,
and some go so far as to say that it is
one of the oldest in existence. The
Egyptians believe in it, and were adepts
at it ; and a great many persons assert
that it is as old as the Flood. T am
surprised you had not heard of it. You
conie from the west coast, don't you ?”

it was an arrow shot at a venture,
but it went home.

“Yes,” assented Nora, thrown off her
guard by the careless way in which the
yuestion was put.

“I should have thought the good peo-
ple down at Trelorne would have been
well up in all that kind of thing. Coun-
try people, especially in remote places.
ere generally superstitious.”

“I don’t often go to Trelorne. I don’t
know any one there,” said Nora.

Senley 'Tyers kept back the glance
of satisfaction that shot into his eyes
es he thought: “So Vane found this
‘cousin’ of his down at that place in the
west, did he 7"

«1'11 show you what I mean,” he went
on, rather languidly. He held out his
hand, palm upward, and pointed to the
lines. ‘“‘Sec ther= ; that line is the line
of life ; that is the line of matrimony,
and that the line of fortune. Any one
well up in the busginess would rattle off
iny fate or fortu:e in no time, and sen-
tence one to a long life or a short one
almost with their eyes shut. Let me
see your hand.”

Quite unsuspectingly Nora held out
her hand.

Senley Tyers took it in his and bent
over it with an earnestness which was
not all assumed.

Of the science of palmistry he knew
nothing ; but in the course of his pro-
fession he had made a study of the
human hand, and always gained praise
for his manner of painting it.

He looked at the small brown hand
in silence for a moment ; and Nora, who
was gazing at it also, did not see that
his face had gone suddenly pale, and
that a look of triumph and gratified
cunning glowed in his eyes. No man’s
hand. however well-shaped and smooth
and white, is like that of a woman’s ;
and one who has made the human hand
a study can distinguish- between them
after a very slight examination.

“I should say you had a very pleasant
life before you,” he said, smiling up at
her. “You are a lucky young—man, it
1 know anything of the art of fortune-
telling by the hands. There is only one
thing “for you to guard against, Mor-
timer” ; and he laughed.

“What is that ?” said Nora, with a
rather contemptuous glance from her
palm to his face.

“A fair woman, with golden hair and
violet eyes,” he said. half gravely. “Be
on your guard against her, or she will
bring you bad luck, my boy.” -

Nora drew her hand away, and as
she did so Vane glanced oyer his should-
er at them.

“your cousin and Mr. Tyers appear
to be getting on very well together,”
remarked Lady Florence. ‘‘He seems a
very nice boy.”

Vane's manner changed in a moment.
Lady Florence had kept him so much
amused that he had, for the short
time he had been listening to her, al-
most forgotten Nora's presence ; but in
an instant his fearful responsibility
came crowding back upon him.

“Oh, yes, yes,” he said.

Lady Florence looked at him. She
was quick to notice every expression of

is face and tone of his voice.

“You spoke as if you were not very |

fond of him,” she.
“Perhaps you ,
bore, and yet I should have thought
you would have liked to have him
with you ; he is company for you, and
I should fancy you find your solitude
rather dull at times.”

Vane colored. :

‘“Yes ; oh, yes,” he assented. “Oh, I
like to have him with me ; but of course
he is rather a responsibility ! he said,
wmentally wondering what Lady Flor-
ence would say if she knew how grave
the responsibility really was. What
would she say ? he thought.: ‘Would she.
‘scream aloud or faint on the spot if
Nera’s secret and his—yes, it was his.

- ‘told to her ? -

with a smile.

find him just a little of a

1

s so much darker, and that |

“No, niot much,” he assented. y
At that moment Lady Florence, catch-

ing Nora’s eye, nodded and

Nora rose at once, and crossing to i
her, stood with her hands folded, her
eyes downcast. ,

Lady Florence looked up at her with
a languid but pleased smile. She was
always at her best when Vane was ncar
and when she had been with him some
little time.

“We have been talking about you, Mr.
Mortimer,” she said.

Nora raised her lids and glanced from
Lady Florence to Vane, who leaned
back, nursing his knee and trying to
look, as he certainly did not feel, quite
at his ease.

“Yes, Lady Florence ?’ said Nora.

“Yes ;: I was telling Mr. Tempest that
he must let us help him amuse you and
show you something of London. Would
you care, for instances to go with us
to the theater ?—or, rather, you could
take me. Oh, you need not look at Mr.
Tempest for permission !” she added,
with languid amusement, as Nora’s dark
eyes flashed a quick glance of inter-
rogation at Vane.

Vane colored and nearly dropped his
leg from his clasped hands, but Nora
did not wince in the slightest. - .

“Thank you very much, Lady Flor-
ence,” she said. “I should ke it. I
have never been to a theatre.”

Lady Florence stared with a faint sur-
prise.

“No ? Then it will be a treat for both
of us,” She turned her eyes to Vane.
«It will be amusing to watch his as-
tonishment,” she said. ‘“When shall we
go ? Let me see—we are engaged to-
morrow. The night afterward ? Will
you come, Mr. Tempest ? Papa will,
perhaps, condescend to chaperon me for
a few minutes; but I shall in reality
place myself under the protection of
Mr. Mortimer, if he will kindly under-
take the charge ;” and she smiled up
at Nora.

Nora bent her head.

“Yes ; 1 will take care of you,” che
said, so solemnly that Lady Florence
laughed in her listless, languid fashion;
then suddenly the laugh died away, and
her eyes dropped. Senley Tyers had
come up behind Nora.

«1 have come to say ¢ good-night,’
Lady Florence,” he said in conventional
tones, “and to thank you for a very
pleasant evening. I will not disturb
Lord Warlock, who is, I trust, enjoying
his well-earned repose.” He glanced at
the still sleeping earl. “PDid I hear you
planning a visit to the theatre ? I fan-
cied I caught the word.”

«Yes.” said Lady Florence in a kind
of suppressed voice.

“May I inquire the date ? I ask be-
cause a friend has placed a box at the
Lyceum at my disposal for one night
this week.”

“1t is the night after next,” said Lady,
Florence in the same constrained voice.

“How fortunate !"” he said. “It is the
very night. Please let me transfer it to
you. Don’t hesithte. I cannot use it,
for I am engaged ; and it would be &
pity to waste a good box, especially.
when all London is fighting for a seat.”

“Thank you,” she said, withouc rais-
ing her eyes, which she kept lowered
even while he was shaking hands.

He nodded to Vane in the half-care-
less fashion which obtains nowadays,
and left the room. “There goes A good
fellow,” said Vane. looking after him,
“and clever, too.”

“Yes ? He is very clever,” said Lady
Florence, slowly.

The good and clever fellow paced
along the side of the park with a pe-
culiar expression on his face.

There was the triumph in it ‘which is

e reward of successful cunning, but

here was also the frown of acute and
profound perplexity.

“Vane, my friend,” he muttered, ‘“‘you
must be either the most consummate
scoundrel or the biggest iJlot that ever
lived. Which is it, I wonder ? By
Heaven ! I think it must be idiot ! Why,
one false step, one unguarded word, and
your volcano would explode under your
feet ! And she—great Heaven ! she can
only be a mere child ! But what pluck,
what audacity ! Who is she ? I must
find that out. Steady, my dear Senley
—steady ! Hitherto—until this very
night, indeed—you have been groping
in the dark, feeling your way step by
step, like a blind man ; but to-night I
think Fate has dealt you a hand that
ought to win you the game, if you only
know how to play it ; that is the ques-
tion.”

With the question working in his acute
brain, he reached Mount Street, and as-
cended to his studio. Flinging his dress
Inverness into a chair, he lighted a
cigarette and paced up and down, still
softly biting his lip in the short inter-
vals of smoking and staring at the car-
pet.  Once lie stopped before Lady Flor-
ence's portrait, and as he looked at it
drew the paper she had signed from his
pocket and shook it in the painted face
half triumphantly, half defianuy.

“You proud beauty !” he murm
softly, through his half-parted lips. “You
beautiful tigress! I fancy I shall cage
you yet. But how ?”

He turned from the portrait and fell
to pacing the room again. Then sud-
denly

volume, threw himself into &

and with feverish impatience
turned over the leaves. It was a treat-
uoontheumvelaﬂnltommhn;
He found what he wanted at last, and

stretches
‘mentad or physical strain.

“By Heaven !" he exclaimed,
I shall win I" S
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Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
! substance. It is & harmiess substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil
"%t is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhcea and Wind Colic. Castoria relieves
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

« Qastoria is so well adapted to children that
I recommend it as superior toany prescription

known to me."
H. A, Anrcuer, M. D,
111 8o. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

 Our physicians in the children's depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence in their outside practice with Castoria,
and although we only have among our
medical supplies whas is known as regular
‘products,yetwem&eotoconfeu that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with

favor upon it.™
Unrrep HosPITAL AND Dispessany,
Boston, Mass.

Castoria.
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« Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children.”
Dz. G. C. O=aoop,
Lowell, Mass.

“Omodaisthebestremedytorchildmot
which I am acquainted. 1 hope the day isnot
mmwmnmswmmmm
Interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
mdoftbvmwmwhichm
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soething syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves.”

Dr. J. F. KINCERLOE,
Conway, Ark. Arvew C. Suxrm, Pres.,

The Centaur Company, T1 Murray Street, New York City.

All Women

like to carry a good Watch. We
have them in Nickel, Gold Filled,
Solid Gold and Silver. Prices
from $4.50 up. We guarantee
them from one to four years.
Don’t spend your money in some
city or town, there is nothing
made by so doing. When we
warrant a Watch all reasonable
repairs are done gratis. Come to
us with your repairing in Watches,
Clocks and Jewelry.

S. J. PETTY, - the Jeweler,

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

We have the largest and most complete assertment of
TRUSSES

SHOULDER BRACES, SUPPORTERS
SYRINGES, Efe., in the County.

A. HIGINBOTHAM,

Druggist, Lindsay.

M

ADVERTISE in the WARDEE

The largest Circulation of anv Paper in the
Midland District.

 FURNITURE
ON, NUGENT, & Co.
EET, LINDSAY.

~ Oabinet Makers

troublefo showdts




