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lounging at the Riviera, It isa wonder-
}'?11 place to recover one’s health and

spirits, and when, two days before the :
wedding, he drove to the Inn at Run- | »
the | siscovery. RO o e
“Hiding 7" She echoed the word with | and wa
W B

acleare, as the village nearest to
Grange was called, he looked almost like
the Vane of old. But not quite, for, not-
withstanding that the strength had
‘come back to his stalwart frame, and
the sun had. restored the color tq his

| handsome face, there was still a look
' in the eyes and about the lips which

had been absent in those of the light-
hearted, devil-may-care Vane Tempest

: who rode to the Witches' Caldron to

AN PP
«j—don’t know,” she said.

He assumed a wounded expression.
“Why should you wrong me by such
a doubt, Lady Florence ?” he murmu¥-
ed, reproachfully. ‘“Have I not tried to

prove myself his friend—and yours ;{5

She shuddered again.

“QOh, yes !" she said, with barely sup-
pressed impatience—‘I suppose s0.”

“Suppose !” he echoed, with raised
brows.

“When can I see him—how soon ?”
she demanded, restlessly.

He seemed to consider for a moment.

“In a day or two,” he said. “We must
not try him too much at first, and of
course your presence would excite him.”

«J—I will not see him until it is safe
for him,” she said, biting her lip. “Tell
him—no, I will write to him. I may do
that 7 BT

“Certainly,” he answered. “He will
be delighted with a letter from you.
Your name has been on his lips day |
and night, Lady Florence.”

Vane had scarcely mentioned her |
name. The color came into her pale
face, and she turned her head away.

“It is only the thought of his ap-

proaching marriage which has given .

him the necessary spirit to pull round,” |
he said, softly.

“That—that cannot be for some time,”
she murmured ; but there was a touch
of hope in her low voice.

“Forgive me if I venture to suggest |
that it should be as soon as possible,” |
he said. ‘“He needs a loving and watch-
ful care—such care as only a wife can
‘give. But there ; we need not talk of
him as if he were a confirmed invalid. |
Vane will soon be the old Vane again,
and then—"

He paused significantly and left her.

“You must get well as soon as you
can, my dear fellow,” he said to Vane,
half an hour later ; “you’ve got a big
business in hand, you know.”

Vane looked at him with listless in- |
terrogation.

“Big business ?"’

“Yes. You don’t call matrimony a
small one, do you ?” said Senley Tyers,
lightly.

Vane's face flushed, and he looked
down ; and, though he made no re-
sponse, Senley Tyers’ speech had its ef-
fect, and almost the first words Vane
said when Lady Florence and he met
were :

“When is our wedding to be, Flor-
ence ?” i

“It shall be when you please, Vang,” '
she answered, her hand trembling in his,
her eyes cast down for a moment, then
raised with a passionate devotion in
them. 5

“Then I'll take the usual invalid’s ad-
vantage and say ‘Soon,’ he said, lift-
ing her hand to his lips. But for this
wretched illness we should have been
man and wife Dbefore this. If
you’'ll promise to take me—what
remains of me, that is”—and he
glanced down at his thin hands
with a laugh—*“next month—say the
end of February—I shall have some-
thing to get well for. I'll talk about
it to your father when he comes this
afternoon, if you’ll say ‘Yes.’”

A glad light brightened her face, and
she let her head fall lightly upon his
shoulder and drew his arm round her
neck.

“I would marry you to-morrow if
you’d promise to get well by that
time,” she said, with a faint laugh.

Lord Warlock, when he came, readily
assented to the date proposed.

“Get it over and done with,” he said.
“It’'s a2 nuisance whenever and wher-
ever it takes place. Why on earth peo-
ple can't be married without the fuss
that's always made—" |

“But there is to be no fuss,” said
Vane. “Florence particularly wishes
that it shall be a quiet wedding.”

“So she tells me ; but I've pointed out '
to her if she wants a sensible, quiet -
wedding, you must get married in the
country. You’d have half the fools in
London coming to gape at you if it took
place at St; George’s or the Savoy. Look '
here, why not go down to the Grange
and get married from there ? You could
stay at the inn—it’s a decent place—for |
a night or two.”

“The Grange ?” said Vane.

“Yes ; that place of mine in Corn-
wall. T haven’t been there for years;
but it's pretty and all that, and it could
be got ready in a few days.” -

“Very well,” said Vane,
be all as Florence pleases.”

“Just s80,” Lord Warlock said with a
grin. “That’s only fair, seeing it's the
last time she will have her own way.
Very well. We'll go down there in the
middle of February and get things
ready. Meanwhile, you can go down
south and pick yourseif up. By George,
you look more like a llving skeleton or a
sick girl than anything else just at
present,” he added, with his usual can- |
dor.

Vane laughed.

“Oh, I shall be all right in a day o
two,” he said, indifferently. ,

Senley Tyers, coming in to visit his
friend soon after the earl's departure,
was told of the arrangements, and ask-
ed to play the part of the best man ;
but to Vane’s surprise he smilingly re- !
pased g ;

have to get you to excuse
” he said. ‘;I‘t{&u;

“It must

! men. He ran down quickly.

| meet Nora Trevanion.

He reached the inn too late to go to
the Grange, but a groom who haé been

waliting Vane's arrival carried a aote
announcing it and promising that he
would come over on the morrow ; and,
tired with the journey, he went straight
to bed.

When he got down in the morning and
stood at the inn door, looking thought-
fully at the sunlit scene and inhaling
the sweet spring air, the landlord ap-
proached him with the smile of re-
spectful greeting which was due to the
gentleman who was going to marry the
daughter of the great Earl ‘Warlock,
and who was himself a connection of
another equally great earl.

“A peautiful morning, sir,” he said.

Vane nodded, and looked up absent-
ly at the sky.

“You know that a gentleman, a Mr.
Harold Tempest, is coming to-day ?"
he said. .

This was a distant cousin who had
been engaged for best man.

The landlord bowed.

“Yes, sir. His lordship, the earl, told
me to expect him. Everything is ready,
sir.”

“Very good,” said Vane. “Can you
let me have a horse to ride over to the’
Grange ? How far is it, by the way ?”

“Near upon four miles, sir,” replied
the man. “Oh, yes, sir, I've a very
good horse, and I think it will be fine,
your honor.”

“It looks bright enough,” said Vane,
preparing to go into his breakfast.

“Yes, sir; it's too clear over the Wit-
ches’ Caldron for rain.”

Vane started and stood still.

“What—what place did you say ?”" he
asked, his back to the obsequious land-
lord.

“The Witches’ Caldron, your honor.”

Vane turned slowly, his lips com-
pressed, a shadow on his face. Beyond
the fact that the Grange was near Run-
nacleare, and,like the Witches’ Caldron,
in Cornwall, he knew nothing of his
whereabouts.

“How near is it ?’ he asked.

“A matter of ten miles, your honor,”
replied the landlord. “It’s a main pretty
place, but wild like. It’s close to the
sea. You can a'most see it from your

| window, your honor.”

Vane stood silent and motionless.

“In which direction does it lie " he
asked, after a long pause.

The landlord pointed to the east.

“Right in a line with my forefinger,”
he said. *“There’'s the Grange, as you
night, say, inland to the left; and there’'s
the Witches’ Caldron on the coast, a bit
to the:right. It isn’t a sight out of your
hcnor’s way, if so be as your honor
wasn't pressed for time and 'ud care to

| see one of the roughest spots we've got.”

Vane shook his head.

“No ; I have no time,” he said. He
went in and tried to eat his breakfast
but failed. Something seemed to be
drawing him to the place at which the
misery of his life had commenced. He

! went out and ordered the horse round,

leaped into the saddle, and rode in the
direction of the Grange, as if fearful
that if he hesitated or slackened rein
he should yield to the temptation that
beset him to gallop straight for the Cal-
dron.

It was the day before his marriage
with one of the lovliest of the
wealthiest women in England. All his
thoughts ought to be of her, and yet—
and yet. He pulled up and looked a-

; round. In his absence of mind, his men-
! tal agitation, he had lost the thread

of the direction to the Grange which
the landlord had most carefully given
him. He looked from side to side, then

' rode on again slowly, hoping to come

upon a fingerpost.
But the country got wilder, the road
rcugher. He had lost his way, just as

| he had done months ago near this very

place. There was nothing for it but to
ride on and trust to chance, and he let
the horse go again.

Suddenly he came upon a bend in the
road, and he knew that it was the road
upon which he had ridden the day he
left the Caldron to continue his journey
to Vale Hall.

His heart leaped, his face grew pale,
ag every incident of that morning flash-
ed back upon his memory ; and with the
impulse now grown irresistible he rode
on in the direction of the Caldron. As
he approached the hut a horse whin-
nied. But, though he pulled up and look-
ed carefully round, he could see no one.
Tying his horse up, as Nora had done,
but in another place, he descended to
the hut. The desolation struck him as
it had done her, and with an aching
heart he was turning away, when i% oc-
curred to him that he would like to see

. the beach where they had embarked

for their sail, and for which they had
made when pursued by the revenue
The clat-
ter of the stones set rolling was echoed
by the rocks, and as if startled by the
noise of his footsteps a lady in a riding-
habit rose from the beach just in front
of him. :

Vane started and stopped. Then with
a glance at her he raised his hat, and
was about to turn and make his way
back, when he heard a low, stifled cry
and his name.

He turned with an answering cry :

l!Non "I 1

And so they stood and gazed with dis-

tended eyes and white faces, as if both |

thought they must be- dreaming.

faint wonder, and her lips trembled.
Y
“Yes,” he exclaimed,

months.”

“You have been searching for me 2"

Her brows grew straight with . be-
wilderment, her hand gripped the skirt
of her habit. b e

“You know—you know that I have "
he repeated,with painful agitation. “Ol,
Nora, Nora ! how could you be g0 heart-
leks ? How could you leave me without
a word of explanation ? When we part-
ed that night— ! He looked at her with
deep reproach. “Have you forgotten
that right—how happy you had made
me, how you liad promised to be my
wife 2

She uttered a faint cry, and, shrink-
ing from his vehemence, gank on to the
rcck on which she had been sitting
when he descended to the beach.

“You promised to be my wife. You
decelved me— Yes I know—I under-
etand,” he went on hurriedly, for she
had opened her trembling lips as if te
speak. “I know why you made that
prromise ; I can understand that the ex-
citement of the moment and—and my
vrging you compelled you to say what
was not true. 1 know all that now ;
but why did@ you leave me without a
word ? Was it kind--wae it, Nora ? I
thought I knew you. I would not hav?a
left you like that.” She gazed at him
as he stood before her, her faee as
white as his own, his eyes seeking hers.
with a commingling of reproach and
infinite tenderness. “If you had walted
till the morning and told me that—that
—the reason why you could not marry
me, do you think I would have held
you to your promise—that I would not
have released you ? You knew—you
must have known—how dearly I loved
you.”

She spoke at last.

“You—you loved me ?"

He stared at her.

“You know I loved you—I told you
g0 ! Do you think I—I lied to you ? D=
you think I was trying to deceive you ?
Oh, Nora, Nora! you have been very
cruel to me, my girl.”

“Cruel to you ?”

She echoed the words ag if she failed
to grasp their meaning.

“Yes,” he said, with deep emphasis—
“most cruel! Why did you not trust
me ? You trusted—you confided in Sen-
ley Tyers. Why did you not tell me
what you told him ? Did you think I
should be so mean as to force you to
marry me—that I wouldn’'t have been
vour friend still ? God forgive you.
Nora ! I don’t think that you can even
guess the misery you have caused me.”
She looked at him as if painfully trying
to follow and understand him. ‘“For
months I have been searching for you.
Day and night, with scarcely any rest,
I have been looking for you. For months
I never lay down to sleep but I saw you
lying dead or—" He shuddered. “But
you know—you must know how, lovihg
you as I did, I must have suffered.” He
drew his hand across his brow. “But
that's all over,” he said, looking at her.
“You—you are well, happy ? I—I am
glad of that. Will you tell me—you
won't refuse to tell me—where you have
been hiding—how You managed to keep
out of the way ? Where ! where have 7
not looked for you, Nora ?"

She leaned her head on her hand, as
if too confused and bewildered to grasp
his meaning for a moment or two, then
che looked up at bim.

“You did not know where I was at
(irst, but—but later you did.”

“No !” he exclzimed, vehemently.
“Not from the time you ran away from
me until this moment have I ever heard
where you have been. I do not know
it now.”

She half rose, then sank down again,
as if too agitated to stand.

‘“You knew I was at Vale Hall,” she
said, in a low voice of reproach, as it
struck him.

“You—at Vale Hall ? No ! Why—why
should you be there ? How should I
know it ?”

“They wrote,they told you—they must
have told you,” she said.

He stared at her.

“They—who ? I don’t understand.
What does this mean ? You at Vale
Hall ? Why did you go there ? It is
the last place, the very last place in
the whole world I should have thought
of looking for you.”

She trembled and uttered a low moan
of bewilderment.

“You knew that—that I am its mis-
tres,” she faltered, her eyes on his;
“that—that they found I was Reuben
Vale’s daughter.”

He said not a word, but signed to
her to go on.

“They—the lawyers—wrote and told
you that they had found me ; that it
was I who had stepped in between you
and the estates and the wretched
money.”

“Merciful Heaven !” he breathed.
“Nora, I never read those papers !”

She started and held her breath.

“I knew that my uncle’s daughter
had been found, that all had been left
to her ; but I took no interest in her, 1
never read the papers or saw your
name—the name of Nora Trevanlon.
I ylelded her caim, not knowing or car-
ing who she'was or anything about her
history. Do you know why ? It was
because my heart was too full of misery
for the loss of you for me to care about
anything else.”

She trembled, and pressed her hand

against the wet rock to steady herselt.
She was a woman, and could not bz
deceived. There was love, passionate
loye, in his voloe, in his eyes.
“You never knew ?” she faltered
“Never ! he sald. "I did not gue

“You know-— | rose toherlips,
you must know—that I have been
searching’ for:you all' these weary [

She could not

“Why ?” He laughed

‘to you with the hepe of winning your
love. Yes, if you had sent to me—even
if you had not—I should have comé
to you and—I would have made you love
me !l!

In the tempest of love’s passion that
throbbed and shook him he forgot every
thing—forgot that his bride of the mor-
row was even now awaiting him.

She put her hands up to her ‘eyes
with a faint cry, almost a moan, and
vet a moan not wholly of sorrow, There
was another sound jn’ it that went
gtraight to his heart.

“Nora,” he said, and let his hand fall
on her arm, “Is there more mystery,
more confusion and misunderstanding ?
Take your hands away from your eyes,
that I may see them and read the
truth,” :

He.drew her hands away from her
face and looked straight into her eyes.

“Nora—oh, my darling ! what shall I
say ? How can I show yeu how dearly 1
love you—how badly I want you ? Why
did you deceive me that night at Luib?
Why did you pretend that you loved
me, when all the while you were anx-
fous to escape from me—when you pre-
ferred to face the world alone rather
than marry me . ?"’

The tears began to well into her eyes,
her hands writhed together.

‘“Why did you do it ? Did you hate me
so much, dislike me so much, that you
could not bring yourself to marry me 2"

“No'!no! no!”

The words seemed to force themselves
through her lips and against her will.

“No ?” he echoed, his hand tightening
on her arm.

“QOh, no, no ! You know !” she moaned.
“Oh, Vane, Vane ! you are cruel—cruel !
You know that I loved you, that I loved
you too well to let you ruin yoursel!
by marrying such a one as I was!”

He doubted the evidence of his ears
and eyes, for, indeed, her face was as
eloquent of the truth as her few broken
words.

“Nom !‘!
hard.

“I loved you,” she whispered, simply,
humbly, “and I would not let you share
my disgrace,—for I had disgaced my-
self. Tiverybody would have shrunk
fro: ,ou as well as me, if you had mar-
ried me. I was not fit to be your wife
after—after what I had done. I was a
leper—"

He caught her in his arms and drew
her up to his breast.

“Nora, what is it you are saying ?
Do you know what you are saying ? You
—you—Iloved me—loved me all the time!
And it was because you thought that
You were not fit— Oh! my sweet, in-
nocent child, yon not fit to marry me!*
He laughed, and held her at arm’s-
length, devouring her face with his
hungry eyes.
nonsense get into your head ? How could

he exclaimed, breathing

it have done ?”

Panting, she rested in his arms, her
face upturned to him with a strange
look in her lovely eyes, a look of one
who wanders blindly out of the dark-
ness of a great sorrow into the dazzing
light of a greater joy.

He kissed her, kissed her lips,
hair, the wonderful eyes.

“My love !” he murmured, “is it only
a dream ? Can it be true that you and I
are together again, Nora ? That—that
you love me, actually loved me that
night—"

There was silence for a spell. Then,
blushing, she drew away from him and
sank on to the rock again, and he fiung
himself at her feet and held her tightly,
;a.shit he still feared that she might van-
sh.

“Now—now tell me all, everything,”
Le said. “Wait. Just say once more,
‘I love you, Vane,’ that I may get a firm
grip of it. You see, I am not sure that
I haven’t gone . mad, and that it isn’'t all
a delusion.

She looked down at him, with love
radiating from her whole face.

“I—love—you, Vane,” she murmured,
dutifully.

“And now, to begin with,” he urged,
“try and imagine how impatient I am
to hear your story. Don’'t forget any
thing. And you are Reuben Vale's
daughter ? Why, we are a srot of
cousins,” he laughed. “And you live
at Vale Hall ? I know Vale Hall, you
know. You remember I was going
there. And who was Mrs. Trevanion ?”

“My mother’s sister,” she said.

“Yes, yves, I see. And Reuben Vale
did not know who you were, of course.
But you'll have to tell me all about that
later on. What I want to know s,
where you fled to that night, and—and -~
oh, Nora, if you could guess what I'vs
gone through ! But never mind. That's
all over and past. I've got you again,
and I'll take care I don’t lose you,” and
he drew her down to him and held hey
tightly  for a moment., “Now, then,
where did you go that night ?”

“Not far,” she said. ‘“Only to Klil-
lin."” :

He stared at her.

‘“But you said you were going to Lon-
don ?” g §

She looked bewildéred and shook her
head.

“Never mind. I expect you scarcely
knew what you were saying that night,
my poor darling. To Killin! Oh, if T

her

‘had only kmown, guessed that !” and

he drew a long breath. 6
*“To Killin, or near there,” she said.
And there T foun good, kind

hter. The

: again. “Because
"1 loved you; beeause I should have come

“Why, how did such wild.{

ut his

y you write. I couldn’

1

CHAPTER XXXVIL

. wyou did not write' this 7" repeati:.
‘Vane, looking at her in astonishment.

She shook her head, with a puzzled
‘frown on her face.

“No ; where did you get it from ?”

“From Sen,” he replied. ‘He has been
the best, the kindest friend a man ever
had. It’s true that he made an awful
mistake in thinking that—that you
didn’t care for me.”

“He told you that ?” in a low volice.

“Yes,” he said. “He was wrong; 1
know that now ; but I belleved him.
‘And yet, somehow, whenever I remem-
bered the look in your face when I told
you that I loved you, I doubted his
judgment. Yes, he was wrong, but ne
meant it for the best. He kept your
letter from me for some time. You see,
[ was half mazed by your loss.”

Her eyes beamed a wealth of love and
pity upon him.’

“And you say you did not write it ?
Why—why,” he laughed, “you must
have written it and- forgotten it !”

“Do you think so,” she said. “But I
did not write it, all the same.

He looked at her, amazed.

“But—but how—how did Sen come by
it 2’ he demanded.

She handed him the note without
glancing at it again. ;

“Give me a piece of paper and a pen-
cil,” she said, very quietly. :

He tore a leaf out of his pocket-book,
and hand it, with a pencil to her.

She wrote a few lines, in sense as
nearly like those of the note as possible,
and gave the paper to him.

“Compare them,” she sald, simply.

Vane stared. The writing of the notes
was quite dissimilar, palpably so.

“You see 7’ she said.

Vane looked from the notes to her
and back again. He was not so quick,
mentally, as Nora, and could not jump
to a conclusion, a conviction, as she
had already done.

“Then—then this”—he said, touching
Senley Tyers’ pretty fabrication—‘“this
ic false, and—and—""

“And a forgery,” she finished.

Vane turned pale and looked straight
before him. Forgery is an ugly word,
especially when it is used to describe
the act of a friend.

“But why—why should he do it ?”

Nora’s breath came fast.

“Why did he tell you that I—-I did
not love you ?” she asked. “Why did
he tell you that I had gone to London—
if it was he who told you—for he want-
ed, directed me to go to Canada.”

Vane started.

“Why has he come between us from
the beginning ? Why did he tell me
that in playing the part of Ernest Morti-
mer I had brought shame and disgrace
on myself and you ?”

“He—Sen—told you this ?”” said Vane,
hoarsely. e

Nora laid her hand gently on his arm.

“Yes. I cannot keep it from You,
Vage ; not now. Senley Tyers—your
friend—has done all this. The question
iz : why ? He did not want you to marry
me ; but whom did he want you to
marry ?”

At the question back came the remem-
brance of Lady Florence and the wed-
ding.

Great heavens! his wedding. He
started to his feet, white as death, an
expression of horror and despair in his
eyes.

Nora uttered a faint cry of alarm.

“What is it, Vane ? Oh, what is it ?”

“Florence !” he breathed, hoarsely,
scarcely knowing that he was audible.

“Florence ?” she repeated. “Lady
Florence? Oh, it was she, perhaps, whom
he wanted you to marry’—she laughed,
but faintly—“but it does not matter—
not now. Don’t look so—so horrified.
Don’t be angry, Vane. He has not sep-
arated us, after all. You are not mar-
ried to Lady Florence, are you ?’ and
she laughed and laid her cheek against
his sleeve.

Vane shook like a leaf. Not even yet
did he see clearly ; but this at least
was plain : that Senley Tyers—Senley
Tyers, his friend !'—had plotted to sep-
arate him from Nora, and schemed to
marry him to Lady Florence.

Heaven ! it was incredible ! It was too
monstrous to be possible. And yet, the
forged note, the lies he had told respect-
ing Nora's frcling towards him, Vane.

All lies, lies ! His brain whirled, his
heart burned with the agony of a flierce
rage, and Nora’s last words drove him
mad. All unconscious that he was speak-
ing aloud, he groaned out :

“And we are to be married to-mor-
row !”

' Nora shrunk back and looked up at
him, as with white, distorted face he
gazed into vacancy, then she rose and
drew away.

“Going to be married to-morrow,
Vane ! To whom ? Ah !"—she uttered a
low cry and drew back still further—
“to Lady Florence !”

“Hear me, Nora ! Don’t speak ; don’t
shrink from me. It is true—it was true
—but it shall not be. I will not marry
i her. It is you I love and will marry.
i Senley Tyers do this ? Sen—" He clasp-
! ed his brow, then struck his clinched
{ hand on the rock, tearing the skin from
his knuckles and covering them with
blood. ‘“He must be a devil of treachery
and falsehood. Oh'! it can’t be true!
Speak to me, Nora. Have I gone mad ?
- 'Why do you look at me as if you had
i ceared to care for me ?”

She put up her hand as he made a step |

toward her. : A
! “Don’'t—don’t touch me !” she said,
hoarsely. “You have no right ! You are

her—go I
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“ 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 o
medical supplies whas is known as reguia
products, yet we are free t0 confess that thy
merits of Castoria bas won us to look wify
favor upon it."

Umrrep HosPITAL AND Dispensizy,
Boston, Magg,
Awzx C. Sxxra, Pres.,

WM’S mspnomﬂﬁ.—m Great E:lg’lif/z Remedy,

Is the result of over 85 years freating thousands of cases with all known
drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—a
combination that will effect 8 prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof
Sexual Debility, Abuse or Escesses, Nervoxs Weakness, Emissions, Mental
Worry, Escessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcokolic Stimulants, all of
which soon lead to Imsanity, Consumption and an early grave. Woodls
Before Taking. | phosphodine has been used successfully by hundreds of cases that scemed
«dmost hopeless—casesthathad been treated by the most talented physi- '
clans—cases that were on the verge of despair and insanity—cases that were
Sottering over the gravo—but with the continued and persevering use of
Wood’s Phosphodine, thess cases that had been given up to die, were
restored to manly vigor and health—Reader you need not despair—uo mat-
ter who has given you up as incurable~—the remedy is now within your|
reach, by its use you ean be restored to a life of usefulness and happiness.
Price, one package, $1; six packages, $5; by mail free of postage.
One will please, six guarantesd to cure. Pamphlet free to any address.
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont ., Canada.

After

aking.

Woed's Phosphodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists in the Dominion.
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The best Organs, Pianos and Sewing Machines in the
Market—the cheapest according to quality, and any
make desired, either Canadian or/American.

W. W. LOGAN,

General Agent, Lindsay,

170 Kent St. West.
——

T P

RYLEY.

VICTORIA PLANING

“ I INDSAY.
Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.

ané. Sash, Doors, Blinds, Mouldings, Turnings, etc, etc.

Call and inspect work, and get prices before you buy elsewher®
Satisfaction guaranteed.

. P. RYLEY.

—2010-tf.

Teleph&pe 122. =

ap FURNITURE
RSON, NUGENT, & Co.

REET, LINDSAY.

P ATY

Oabinet Makers
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