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“Listen to me, Nora, I implore you—
I demand ! I thought you had left me,
that you did not, could not love me. I
was ill, wretched, half stupefied, and—"

“And you went to Lady Florence to
comfort you,” she said, with white lips.

“Listen, now, to me !"” Broken and hus-
ky with emotion as her voice was, there
was a note of womanly dignity and suf-
fering in it that awed him into silence.
‘“We are parted forever!” <

“No !" he breathed, with an oath.®

“Forever ! I can see it all. I can see
how you have been drawn, driven to
her. I do not blame you— Hush ! Let
me speak ; it is for the last time. It is
not you I blame, but Senley Tyers. He
is a traitor—a devil! He has done it.
But it is done. I would not take you
from her if I could. You must go to her,
marry her. You must forget me—her
voice broke—‘as I shall forget you. It
it too late now to alter thing, even if I
wished them altered ; but I do not. She
is better fitted to be your wife—"

He broke in passionately : L4 :

“I have heard you; I will hear no

more ! I will go to her—yes—but not to
marry her. I will tell her the whole
story—the truth—and she will release
me. It is not her fault, but his—his !
I will deal with him. I will—" He chok-
ed and put his hand to his throat.
““Wait. I will go to her and tell her how
I loved you; how you were lost—the
whole truth—and that I have found you
again. You hear, Nora ? Give you up—
now that I know you love me !’ He
laughed in wild mockery. “But there
is no need. Florence is too proud to
marry a man who is in love with another
woman. I will tell her all.”

Nora looked at him—a strange look.

““Will you abide by her decision ?” she
asked.

He leaped at the suggestion—at the
concession.

“Yes ! he cried. ‘‘You will see ! She
will understand, release, and forgive
me.  As for him—"

His face worked and his hands clinch-
ed.

Nora stood a moment with downcast
head, then she said :

“Will you go now ?” =

“Yes,” he said ; “at once. I will not
lose a moment. Nora, I will come to
You— Ah !” broke from him, as a doubt
or fear stole over him suddenly. “You
will not run away from me again—you
will not do that, Nora ?”

- “No,” she said, gravely. “Why should
I? I have your word. Our fate hangs |
upon Lady Florence's decision. You have
promised to abide by it,and—and so also |
will I. Go, now—ah, go !”

He took her hand. He would have
taken her in his arms, but she drew
back firmly, shaking her head, and he

had to be content with kissing her hand i
sprang up the:

again and again. He
path, and at the top turned and waved
his hand to her.

“Remember your promise !”

She raised her head
him with a repetition of the strange

expression in her eyes,then turned away |

and Ioo.ked out to sea.

He leaped on his horse and rode away
at the risk of his neck.
a tumult ; the thought of the risk he
was running, of Nora restored to him
only to be snatched away again, filled
him with sorrow and aprehension one

moment ; the realization of Senley Ty- |
ers’ vile treachery drove him half mad |

the next. As he reached the high-road
he saw a drover, and inquired of him
the way to the Grgpge, and made for it
at racing speed. *‘

When he pulled up at the entrance
to the house the horse was covered with
foam-flecked sweat ; his clothes were
spattered with mud, some of which had
fallen on his face, which was white and
drawn. He flung the reins to a groom

and went quickly up the steps and into !

the hall. Several persons were there ;
the bride-maids and visitors asked down

for the wedding ; and they stared, with !

good reason, at his appearance. A
pretty kind of bridegroom he looked

“Florence—Lady Florence !” he said,
and his voice sounded hoarse as a ra-
ven’s.

They gathered round him in astonish-
ment and alarm.

“Has anything happened ?”
some one.

Before he could answer, Lady Flor-

asked

ence looked over the stairs and called |

to bhim :
“Vane !”

He fough! hard for composure, ang :

forced a smile.

‘“Nothing has happened,”
“I—I have been kept.
mean—"

He strode up the stairs with the galt

he =aid.
An accident—I

and the air of a man repressing a ter- |

rible excitement.

She looked at him and uttered a faint ‘

cry.
“Vane, somet®ing is the matter !”” And
her face went white.

“No, no!” he said. “I want to
speak to you. Don’t be frightened, Flor-
ence. Yes, something has happened. I
must tell you without the loss of a mo-
ment.”

She led him by the hand she still held

into a small room, a kind of boudoir, and
stood trembling before him. Had he
discovered the hand Senley Tyers had
had in promoting the marriage ? had he
discovered the shameful wager she had
made ? If sc—if so, all was over. She
knew.Vane too well to hope that he

would forgive such an unwomanly, im- ;

modest act. - : ;
“What—what is it ?”’ she demanded.

“Tell me, tell me quickly!” and her

hand went ‘to her heart.

and looked at |

His soul was in !

, Quite done

met and loved—"
down again and clutched the chair.

“She was to have been my wife ,but a
villain came between us, and with Iying
treachery separated us.”

«¥is name ?”’ she panted.

“Senley Tyers,” he groaned out be-
tween his teeth. “Do you know—"

Her lips trembled with fear.

] know nothing—nothing ! she ase
severated.

“Florence, to-day, scarcely an hour
ago, I met her—" -y

s“The—the woman you love ?

He met her wild gaze steadily.

“Yes, the woman I still love. All was
cleared up between us. He—this devil—
had wronged and deceived us both. I
should wrong you even more than he
wronged us if I concealed the truth from
you and let you marry me. I cannot
do it. Florence, forgive me the pain I

am giving you. Forgive me, and—and
let us part.”

tightly.

“Part ! Part!” she murmured ; then
she looked at him with a sudden flame
in her eyes. ‘“Who is she—this wo-
man 2"’

“No one you know,” he said.
not ask me.”

Her face flushed and her lips curled
with scorn.

“Some woman you are ashamed of ?”

He started, and the veins stood out
on his forehead.

! “It is true,” she said, between her

teeth. “I can see it in your face. And
you would jilt, desert me for her ? Do
it at your peril !

He started. She rose and stretched
out her hand.

“Do it at your per—"” Then her mood
changed, and she flung herself upon
him and strained him to her. ‘Vane!
Vane ! I cannot give you up, I cannot
let you go—I cannot !’

He strove to unclasp her hands gent-
1y

“Do

“Florence, Florence ! for God’s sake!
This is madness. I have told you—I
could not help but tell you ! I have only
just seen her to-day—"

“It was she for whom you were griev-
ing. It was the loss of her that made
you ill !” she panted, with qguick in-
tuition, and with a shudder.

He hung his head.

“Don't ask me any more questions.
T'or Heaven’s sake, let me go—let us
part now !”

“Never !"” she cried, hoarsely.

not to her ! Who is she that she should
come between us ? I am almost your
wife. A few hours—Vane, you will not
leave me ! You shall not !’

He groaned, and tried to soothe her.

“You shall decide, Florence,” he said,
hoarsely. “I have promised that you
shall decide. I would not marry you
with a lie on my soul, my lips. I have
wronged you. I know that. I wish I

she—she has been wronged more cruelly
than you have, and my first thought—
forgive me—must be of her.”

She breathed hard.

“Tell me her name !”

He set his teeth hard.

“Nora Trevanion.”

She pushed the hair from her fore-
kead, and looked at him vacantly.

“I—I never heard of her. She is a
nobody—some girl beneath you ? And
you would leave me—me—for her ?”’ She
drew herself to her full height and 1ook-
ed at’'him in all her imperial beauty.
“Vane, you must be mad ! It must be
the fever again. I will not believe it.

the wedding !”
He started.
“Then—then—you hold me to my hon-

j or ?” he whispered huskily.

She laughed—a broken, terrible laugh.

“I save you from the consequences of
) Your mad folly, in spite of yourself,” she
said. She drew nearer to him, and bent
ier head so that her face nearly met
his. “Play the cur, as you threatened
;m do, and I will hold you up to the
i scorn of the whole civilized world ! I
will degrade you in the sight of every
! honest man. What! you dare—you
dare—to dream of jilting me !"—she
| laughed—“and on the eve of our mar-
riage !’

“Florence, for God’s sake, listen to
,me I he safl, pleadingly. “I know I
seem to deserve your scorn, your hate,
but as there is light in heaven, you
; Would pity me—ay, and her—if you
knew all !

“Pity !I” She threw out the word with
, flerce gesture. “I should not pity her
| if she lay dead at my feet. I would to
God she were there, dead ! dead ! Who
{is she, to come between us ? But she
shall not !” She raised her head and
i looked steadily at him. ‘“Vane, you say
. the decision rests with me. I will not
- give you up. I will save you, in spite of
ycurself. I hold you to your promise—
the pledged word of a man of honor.”

He turned from her for a moment,
t and when he faced her again his face
{ was set and rigid as if carved in stone.

“Very well,” he said, gravely, sternly.
“The decision rested with you i Yyou
have decided.”

He moved away from her, and she
sank into the chair, her head falling
on the arm which hung over the side.

He went up to her, and let his hand
fall on her head gently, pityingly, as it
seemed.

“God forgive you! God forgive us
both, Florence !”” he said, hoarsely.

She did not look up, and he left her,
opened the door, and passed down the
corridor,

As he did so, the Earl of Warlock,
{ mountaing the stairs with his crutched
stick, looled up at him.

“What the devil is the matter, Vane?”
| he demanded, irritably. “Have you fal-
~len from your horse, or what ?”’

Vane laughed, and looked at him with
unnatural calmness.

“Nothing is the matter,” he said.
| There was a hectic spot on both cheeks
and an absent, vacant look in his eyes.
| Afternoon tea was going on in the hall
‘ below, and the sound of voices, and
laughter floated up to him.

“Where have you been ?”
earl, testily.
. 'state.” :

said the
“You are in a deuce of a

tered clothes.
“Yes; I am going home to change.”
“Can’t you change here ?” 3
“No,” said Vane, as if he were speak-
ing from a distance. “I forgot to tell
them to send my things on. I shall not
be long, but do not wait.”
The earl grunted.
“You'd better let them

.

you

you came on to death almost.

: ‘He's
up. i

She clutched the chair still - more .

You shall tell me no more—untii after

before I asked you to be my wife I had
and half rose, but sank

“You
are mine! mine! You belong to me, |

were dead ! I have wronged you, but:

|
|
)

Vane looked down at his mud-bespat-

in an instant ;' it was righ

he were going to be 2d, you know.
A
laughter in his ears. et :

It was an awful ride through the dark-
ness. Florence decided ! He had
lost Nora forever. Her face danced be-
fore him all the way, her voice rang in
his ears. Yes, Florence had decided !

He reached the inn and told the groom

t to wait. But when he got to his room

he knew that hie could not go back that
night. He weoent downe-stairs and sent
the groom back with a message.

“Tell her ladyship that I will be cver
in good time to-morrow,’” he said.

On his way back to his room the land-
lord intercepted bhim.

“The gentfeman hasn't come yet, your
honor,” he said.

“What gentleman ?”’ asked Vane, ab-
sently.

“Mr. Harold Tempest, the—the
man, sir."”

“Oh, yes.

best

No matter. He will be hera
presently,” said Vane, mechanically ;
and he went upstairs. He paced up and
down the room half stupefied. Aftcr a
time the landlord knocked, and asked
if his honor wouldn't have some din-
ner.

Vane sgaid no; he would have some
whiskey and water, The landlord
brought up a hettle, and Vane filled a
glasg and drank it. FHe drank two or
three such draughts, but they had no
effect upon him. Intense mental ang.
uich, like intense physical pain, declines
to be deadened by alcohol. He paced
the room, or sat with his head upon his
arm,throughout the live-long night. To-
ward morning he feli asleep. The sound
of bells awoke him. He started and
looked round him with a bewildered air;
then his face lighted up with joy. Of

[ course. It was his wedding-morning; he

was golng to be married to Nora—to
Nora. Then the truth broke in upon the
delusion, and he let his head fall again
and groaned.

No, not to Nora. He
wed her. It was to Florence
cote !

He dragged himself to his feet and
began to wash and dress. Some one
knocked at the door, and with the towel
in his hand he went and opcned it.

“What is it 2

“The gentleman has come ; he wants
to see you,” said the voice of the land-
lord.

“Very well,” said Vane ; “I shall be
down directly.”

He finished dressing and went down-
stairs into the parlor coffee-room. A
young fellow in an ulster turned from
drumming on the window-pane to greet
him. At sight of Vane's face, white,
haggard and drawn, as if he had only
Just fecovered from a serious illness, the
young fellow uttered an exclamation.

“You—you have heard the news al-
ready ?” he said, solemnly.

“News—what news ?"” said Vane, with
callous indifferenceé. “You are Harold
Tempest—the”—his voice unconsciously
grew bitter—‘‘the best man ?”

‘“Yes, yes,” said the young fellow,
nervously ; “but I say, you know, are
you sure you haven't heard ? You look
so devilish seedy and cut up.”

“ITeard what ?’ said Vane. “You
are late, aren’t you ? We expected you
earlier—yesterday.” He spoke in cold,
mechanical tones. The young fecllow
eyed him curiously.

“If you haven't heard, Tempest, pre=
pare youself for—for—bad news.”

Vane smiled a ghastly smile,

“Bad news? Fire away, man,” he said,
with stony indiffercnce. “What is it?”

should never
Heath-

CEAPTER XXXVIII.

“Fire away,”

said Vane, coldly, reck-
lessly,

What bad news, what news or a worse
calamity could this young fellow: bring
rim than had already hofallen him ? He
had found Nora but to lose her again :
this tIme indeed forever, and most hope-
lessly ; for was he not going to marry
Fiorence Heathcote ?

The young fellow looked at him with
increased surprize mingled with Lis
solemnity. No dcubt he thought Vane
lovked a miserable kind of of bridegroom
enough.

“T—I thought vou might have h ard,”
ke caid, slowly. “News travels so jolly
fast, nowadays ; the telegraph and all
that, don’t you know.”

“I've heard nothing. Iave only just
got out of hed,” said Vane, impatiently.
“How the deuce you have managed to

et heYe at this unearthly hour in the

morning I can’t conceive. Won't your
news keep till you’ve had some break-
fast ? You look seedy encugh.”
He went toward the bell as he spoke,
Mr. Harold Tempest caught his arm,
“Wait a moment, Vane ; don’t call the

| servant in just yet till T've—I've told

you. 1 came on by the day mail as far
as it would bring me, and coached the
rest. I've been travelling ail night—"

“You look it.”

“Yes ; they wanted to telegraph, but
I said that it would be awfully rough
telegraphing to you, dropping on you so
suddenly just before your wedding, and
that I'd tell you when I reached you.
I stayed with them as long as I could.”

Vane started at him. Had the young
fellow gone mad ?

“What on earth are you talking
about ?” he demanded, almost angrily.
“I can’t make head or tail of it, or un-
derstand what it is you mean. Why

;did'n't you come last night, and what
was it you were going to telegraph to
i me—only you didn’t

“Am T not telling you—breaking it to
you ? Westleigh’'s dead.” ;
Vane started and looked at him.
“Westleight—dead ?” he ‘breathed.
Harold Tempest nodded gravely.
“Yes. I-I was trying to break it to
you.”
“When—how—did he—"
Vane. 3
“Yesterday morning,” replied Harold
Tempest. *At least, about midday. It
was an accident. The coach--you know
he had taken to tooling the coach from
Newton Petrock to Westleigh ? Wels,
something was wrong with the Wwheel,

stammered

and the blessed thing turned over on its

side. Westléigh was pitched down
among the horses—one of ’em was a
young mare, and restless—and—and she
kicked him. He must have been killed
t on the tem-
his own

et ’ 4

ple.” He put his'finger to the spot on |

over,” hesaid. “You've ridden the horse

90

- “I'm glad I got

put the wedding off, , ‘
est, “It's an awful nuisance, q‘-‘dreadh:‘tlx'
blow for you; but—but I suppose
wouldn't do to
nothing had happened ; though really,
wlhen you come to think of it, and ho';
hard it is on you and Lady Florerce—

Vane started. Put off the wedding!
The thought—alas ' the hope—shot “k‘;
a gleam of light athwart the gloom O

wiul news.

th'i';f;vfil;n?t know,” he faltered. “We
must go on to the Grange at once. You'll
—yow'll have some breakfast ;” and he
rang. But when the breakfast was
brought in neither of them was equal
to more than a cup of coffee, and it was
drunk almost in silence. Vane stood
and stared into the fire, apparently so
lost that young Tempest took upon him-
self to order the carriage. They got
into it and were driven toward the
Grange.

“I'm afraid you'll have to go straight
to Westleight.” said Harold.

Vane looked up.

“What 7" )

“They’ll want you at once, they dare
wanting you now, in fact, and the law-
yer chap—what's his name ?--told me to
tell you that they could do nothing till
you came, ‘Tell the ear],’ he said, ‘that
I'll send the carriage to meet each
train”'"™

“The earl—what ¢arl ?” asked Vane,
confusedly.

Harold Tempest stared at him.

“Good Lord !” he exclaimed, “you
can't have forgotten that young Vernon
was the late earl’s only son, and that,
as he is dead, you have got the title,
and are now the eari of Westleigh

Vane looked out of the window.

“I had forgotten that—yes, 1 had for-
gotten it,” he said humbly. ‘“Would to
Heaven I were not! Yes,” he added,
after o pause, “I will go to Westleigh at
once if—if the wedding does not take
place.”

*'Pon my word, I don’t sce how |t
ean !” remarked Harold Tempest.

“We shall see,” sald Vane. ‘It rests
with Lady Florence.”

As they drove up to the Grange they
could plainly observe the signs of the
prevailing excitement. Footmen &and
grooms, with white favors, st<od ahout
waiting for the guests ; a group of vil-
lagers, in their Sunday best, and with
favors also, and huge bunches of prim-
roses and violets, hung about the gatcs
and clustered in groups on the roads
leading to the church.

Vane and young Tempest »ntered the
house, and were met by Lady Florence’s
maid. The bride, already attired in her
white catin and Brussels Jace, had
watched for his coming and sent to
greet him.

“Her ladyship’s love, sir,”
maid ; “and she will come
soon as possibtle.”

Vane nodded and passed .into the
library. As he crossed the hall, the
servants noticed his haggard face, and
the grave countenance of the best man,
and exchanged glances and whispered
comments.

“More like a funeral than a wedding,”
said one.

“Vane found the earl in the library.
The old man was not in the best of
humors.. He hated a wedding, not enly
because of its attendant fuss, but be-
cause it necessitated early risings, and
he did not get down usually till the
world was well aired.

“Oh, here you are!” he said., rather
shortly. “Thank the Lord, it will soon
be all over ! I swear that if T were go-
ing to be married again—which Iieaven
forbid !-I'd take the woman on my
arm and be married at a registrar's,with
his clerk for witness. How do, Har-
old ? Years since I've seen you—when
vou were in the chicken stage—all legs
snd wings. You're looking— No, I'm
hanged if T can say you are looking
well! Why, I'm dashed ir you don’t
look as if you'd spent the night before
the wedding as we used to in the good
old times—three bottles a picce, and the
bridegroom first under the table !”

“Well, Lord Warlock, we've—we’'ve
bad news,” stammered Harold Tempest
and then he teold him.

The earl was terribly shocked and
upset.

“I knew it would happen !I” he de-
clared. “I always told him he'd break
bis neck over that c ursed coaching busi-
ness I And the boy, too ! Oh, Lord such
a nice boy ! But—" He started and look-
ed at Vane, who stood by the window,
haggard and silent. ‘“Then you are the
new earl, eh, Vane ? Heavens ! who'd
have thought you'd ever get the title?”

Vane nodded gloomily. The old man
leaned back in his chair, shading his
eyes with his hand for a moment or
two; then he looked up suddenly with a
start.

“But what the devil are you doing
here, Vane ? You ought to be at West-
leigh.”

Vane colored.

“The—the wedding, sir,” he said, in
a low voice.

The earl stared at him aghast. '

“Wedding—wedding ! Why, yvou know
there can’t be any wedding to-day,
What ! Westleigh and his boy lying
dead, and you talk of a wedding! it
must be put off. Harold, go and tell
them the news, and send down to the
church to stop those confounded bells.
Wedding ! You must be cut of your
mind to talk about it on such a day
8s this. The marriage must be put off
till after the funeral, at any rate.”

said the
down as

CHAPTER XXXIX.

As Lord Warlock spoke, Lady Flor-
ence entered. She was fully dressed,
and looked' like a queen in hér nuptial
splendor. It is said that a_beautiful
bride is an anomaly ; that the dead
white suits no complexion, and that a
woman never looks to worse advantage
than when she stands at the altar in
her spotless satin and costly lace : but
if it be so, then Lady Florénce was
the exception which proves the rule.
Harold Tempest started. He thought
that he had ncver seen a more lovely
woman. She was pale—as becomes a
Lride—and she looked at Vane question--

let it take place as if |

.mofney.

“ 1 have suffered for seven or eight years with
Piles ; the torture and agony I cannot

‘here find words to describe, Night after night

remedy all to no account, not even relief. In
talking over my curioustrouble with Mr. Chas.
Thomson, our well known druggist, he recom-
mended Chase’s Ointment. Tomy wonder and
gurprise, I got relief from the second applica-
tion. I firmly believe one box sufficient to cure
any case of Itching Piles no matter of how
long duration. I would not be without it for
ten times its cost. In volunteering this testi-
mony and my consent for the manufacturers of
Chase’s Ointment to use it as they wish, it is
that like sufferers may know they can be cured.”

Price 60 cents, sold by all dealers. Edman-
son, Bates & Co., Toronto.
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Norway Pme?
Syrup.

Rich ia the lung-healing virtues of the Pine

combined with the soothing and expectorant

> p?ope!xl"tien of cther pectoral herbs and barks.
A FERFECT CURE FOR

COUGHS AND COL%’S
Hoarseness, Asthma, Bronchitis, Sore oat
Cronp and #ll THROAT, BRONCHIAL 2ad
LUNG DISEASES. Obstinzte coughs which
resist other remedies yield prom_ptlgy to this
plezsart piny syrup.

FRICZ 25C. ArD 80C. PER BOTTLE.
BOL™ BPY ALL DRUCGISTS.
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G. J. HOYLE,

CANNINGTON,

Always keeps s full assortment of Books ¢
every description, all kinds of school
ug!-!h-. Berlin Wools, Fingering

Pote” Fumidery s
Tinsel ead Flower
leaves, oto.,
usieal Ivstruments, X Silverware,
Al-.'buu. Bibles and l'u::;' Goodnmof every des

G. . HOYLE,
Post Offies, Cannington.
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THE VICTORIA WARDER,
LINDSAY, ONTARIO.
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W done in modern styles at moderate
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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
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Outside

t Indertion..eeeseenees 08
The number of to be reckoned by the space
measured by a soale of solid nonpareil, (13
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LOCAL AND SPECIAL NOTICES.®
Ten cents per line for first insertion, five cen for
each additional inseriion,
Blsck line locals 50c. to §1 per ilne. No local to b
less than §1 to business firms who are mot reguls

be insertod until forbidden, and charged k
Ordore for discontinuing advertisements must g.
delivered at the office the morning previous t0 publi.

cation,
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Sam. Hughes,

Money no Ob :ct.

The amount of money sufferers fiom
catarrh will spend in attempting to cure
that foul and disa e diseass is almost
incredible. J.W.Jennings, of Gilford, Ont.,
says: “Ispent between $200and $300 con-

ting dootors; I tried all the ‘treatments’
withnut benefit. One bax ef Chase,s Catarrh
Cure did me more good than all the reme-
dies. A 250. box cured me,” Don't waste

Chase’s , with improved
blower, 25c. It cures.—94-ly,

e s
Burdock Blood Bitters

Purifies, renovates and regulates the entire
system, thus curing Dyspepsia, Constipation,
Sick Headacke, Biiionsness, Rheumatism,
Dropsy, aud all diseases of the stomach, liver,
kidaeys and bowels. It aleo removes all im.
purities from the system, from a common
pimple to the worse sorofaions sore,—22 2,

R o
Wore Greased Gloves Seven Years.

John Siron, mason, Aultsville, Ont., had
Salt Rheum so severe that for seven years he
wore greased gloves. He writes. “I used a
quarter of a box of Chase’s Ointment. It
cured me No trace of Salt Rheum now.”
Chase’s Ointment cures every irritant dis-
Sratnis s bty g0

a8 rem or plies,
tions. 60c. per box.—94-ly.

ingly, as if she were uncertain how he | left

would receive her after the scene of last
night ; and when he came forward she |

asped his hand with one of hers and
notice

ORIA

for Infants and chlldren
¢ %
MOTHERS, Do You Know :.. e,

m&mmm'-mmymuwsmm
“mmﬂdxulmmmdotoplmormoqmmt
Do You Mmmmmmmmmmy
Do You Know that in most countries druggists are not permitted to sell narcotics
without labeling them poisons ?

&Yummmmmwm&tmymwmtobog!nnMchnd
lﬂ-mormmmhowotwmuumpondt

mfnmmmhom’vmbbmbn.mdtbataunoz
hwummw‘ Dottle ?

Do You Enow that Cactoria is the prescription of the famous Dr. Samuel Pitcher.
That it has been in use for nearly thirty years, and that more Castoria is now sold than
of all other remedies for children combined ?

Do You Know that the Patent Office Department of the United States, and of
other countries, bave issued exclusive right to Dr. Pitcher and his assigns to use the word
“ Castoria ” and its formula, and that to Imitate them is a state prison offense ?

Do Youn MMmotthmtormﬁngthisgmmmtmomwu
because Castoria had been proven to be absolutely harmless?

Do You Enow that 35 average doses of Castoria are furnished for 35
eents, or one cent a dose ?

Do You Enow that when possessed of this perfect preparation, your children may
be kept well, and that you may have unbroken rest

(4

~ Chilldren Cry for Pitcher’s Castoria.
R T R TN A ST, AT e e

WOO(PS HIOSDIIOdine.-T/w Great English Remedy.

Is the result of over 85 years treating thousands of cases with all known
drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—a
ocombination that will effect a prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof
Sexnal Debility, Abuse or Ezcesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental
Worry, Excessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcokolic Stimulants, all of
which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's
has been used successfully by hundreds of cases that seemed
simost hopeless—casesthathad been treated by the most talented physi-
cians—cases that were on the verge of despair and insanity—cases that were
tottering over the grave—but with the continued and persevering use of
Wood's Phosphodine, these cases that had been given up todie, were
restored to manly vigor and health—Reader you need not despair—no mat-
ter who has given you up as incurable—the remedy is now within your
reach, by its use you can be restored to a life of usefulness and happiness,
Price, one package, $1; six packages, $5; by malil free of postage.
One will please, siz guaranteed t0 cure. Pamphlet free to any address.
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont., Canada.

Wood's Phosphodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists in the Dominion.

foso

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. LOCAN,

General Agent, Lindsay,
170 Kent St. West.

J. P. RYLEY.

VICTORIA PLANING

I, IINIDSAY.

Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.

L

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

Call and inspect work, and get prices before you buy elsewhere.
: Satisfaction guaranteed.

Tele ge. Izz.P. . R Y L E ¥:;10-tf.

BT

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

SON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY:

trouble o show ii.

NUGENT & CO.




