el

"ii— S % .‘:
Wb £ 4

p ‘6"

.;',-ira»,:,g :
A

" She had not to wait long. ‘I'nere
came.a tap at the door, and the maid en-
tered with a dainty tea service in silver
and Crown Derby, which she set out on
one of the Chippendale tables as a mat-
ter of course., :

“ Her ladyship thought you would
like to have your tea up here, miss, and
rest,” she said.

“ Thapk you,” sald Constance ; but
even as she said it she doubted whether
it would not have been better for her
to go down-stairs. . As she was debat-
ing this in her mind and pouring out
her cup of tea, the door opened very
gently and Lord@ Lancebrook’s face,
with its long auburn curls, was visible.

““ May I come in ?” he said.

Constance nodded a welcome, and he
ran in and clasped his arms across her
Jap. Not an attitude the child tooh
was ungraceful, and it would have re-
quired a heart of stone to withstand
him. Constance’s heart was of the soft-
est and warmest material. i

“T am very glad you have come,” she
gaid. “ Will you have some of my
toast ?”

‘“Well. I've had my tea,” he said, “but
T'll have a piece more to keep you com-
pany. I have my tea in the nursery,
though I think I'm rather too big for
that now, don’t you ?”

“I do,” repeated Constance. “You
thall have it with me for the future, if
you like.”

‘“ Really ?” he exclaimed.
be jolly nice.’””

Constance smiled. * Let me see, T am
your governess, am I not ?°° ghe said.

‘“Yes; but I'd almost forg®ten it.
iYou are not a bit like a governess.”

Constance could have hugged him.

‘““Well, then, I think I shall lay an
embargo on the word ° jolly,’; it is ex-
pressive, but not pretty.”

“All right,” he said, gravely; “ I won't
gay it, though George always says it.”

‘“George is a groom, you are Lord
Lancebrook,” said Constance, smiling-
iy. * Though I think George must be'a
very nice man or you would not like
him. Some more toast ? Some milk ?”

‘“Thank you, but I mustn’t eat too
much, for I'm going down to dessert to-
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““ That will

© “I am not In the least tired,” sald Con
. gtance, - ¢ W B RO

“T was just showing her the
traits, grandma,” said his Lordship.
« And I think she cares for this sort of
thing, you know. Miss Brownjohn
cidn’t. She sald she hated portraits,
and-all ghat.” : :

* Arol is rather hard on your prede-
cessor,” s=aid the Marchioness with a
smile as she laid her hand on the boy’s
curls.

“Yes, he makes me tremble, lest I
should not come up to his standard ; it
is rather a high one, I fear,” said Con-
stance,

The old lady glanced at the boy's
eyes, fixed with rapt dttention and chii-
dish admiration upon Constance, and
smiled.

« don’t think you have much cause
for apprehension,” she said in her low,
scft voice.

* And that’s me,” broke in Arol, stop-

1 ving before a portrait of himself. “When

[ was quite young. Of course, it isn’t
\ike me now.”

Constance and the Marchioness ex-
changed a smile, and they were passing
an when Lord Lancebrook said :

“ Oh, grandma, you must show Miss
Grahame Uncle Wolfe's portrait.”

A spasm of pain seemed tg pass over
the old lady’s placid face, and she winc-
ed palpably.

“Not now ; another time, perhaps,
Arol,” said Constance, in a whisper; but
the marchioness stopped.

“I will show it you now, Miss Gra-
hame,” she said. “I should show it to
you some time. He speaks of my eld-
est son Wolfe, the present marquis.”

She went up to one of the apparently
solid panels which occurred now and
again in the line, and, touching a spring
with her wasted finger, the panel slid
back, and revealed the pogtrait of a
young man.

It was a singularly handsome face;
not unlike Arol’s; but there was an ex-
pression of audacity and recklessness,
an air of “deviltry” and wildness, which
seemed to proclaim itself from every
feature—the flashi eye and proudly
curved lip, the low &nd resolute fore-
head, and even in the shapely hands,
which closed as if with ill-brooked im-
patience over the hunting crop.

Constance looked at it, and as she did
o a strange feeling assailed her.

She knew that she had never seen the
face before, and yet in some vague way
it seemed familiar to her.

The marchioness noticed the effect
the portrait had produced upon Con-
stance.

“He is very handsome, is he not ?”
she said, with a quiver of motherly pride
and sadness in her voice.

“Very,” assented Constance almost in
e whisper.

“He is my eldest, and, God forgive
me, was always my best beloved.” She
put her hand to her eyes. ‘“Perhaps
that is why I am punished. But all
who knew him loved him ; yes, notwith-
standing his faults, amnd—and—they
were many.”

She paused; Constance remained sil-
ently gazing at the reckless face, which
exerted a fascination over her she could
not shake off.

“You see, I speak of him as if he were
dead,” continued the marchioness, Hand
it almost seems to me as if I had lost
him, as I have done the rest; it is so
many years since I have seen him. He
was always so wild and reckless, and
his father— But it was my fault; my

day. I don’t usually when there is a
party ; but Lord: Eliott is coming to- |
might, I heard Cousin Rue say, and I

always go Into dessert when he is here. |
‘Ah, you’ll like him,” he added, confi- |
dently. “He isso handsome and so very
Jol—I mean so very kind. He's my god-

father, and a mest wonderful man. He

can do everything, shoot, ride and swim |
—ah, he can swim ! He is teaching me, I

and he says that some day I shall dive
as well as he does, but,” with a doubtful
sigh, “I don’t think I shall. What a
pretty locket that §s,”” he broke off to
exclaim.

Constance put her hand to her bosom;
a locket of black onyx haa slipped from
ter dress, beneath which it was gener-
ally hidden.

She was putting it back, when, maved
by the frank curiosity of the large eyes
fixed on it, she touched the spring end
held the locket out to him.

‘“ Oh !” he said in an awe-struek tone,
“I know who it is. It’s your father.”

“Yes,” said@ Constance, softly ; and
she elosed the locket and hid it away
fn its accustomed place ever her heart.

“I'm sorry I spoke about it,” he said,
with swift comprehension of her silent
pain. “It's made you remember him.

Wouldn't you like to come and see the

house ?” he added, as if struck by some

. idea of diverting her mind.

“Very much,” said Constance.

‘“ Come along, then,” he exclaimed.

Hand in hand they went into the cor-
ridor and Lord Lancebrook leaned over
the balustrade.

" “That’s the hall ; you know that, and
you've seen the drawing room. €Come
into the dining room.”

“ Let us go and see the nursery and
school room first,” said Constance.

‘“ All right, this way,” he returned,
and led her under an archway to 2 large
room in the south of the house.

‘“This is the nursery, and that is the
nyrse, Turner, here’s Miss Grahame.”

An elderly woman with a kind and
motherly face came forward and drep-
ped a courtesy, and Constance held out
her hand.

‘“ Lord Lancebrook and I hawe been
making friends, nurse,” she said.

‘“ Ah, yes, miss,” said the nurse, look-
ing at him with a fond smile. ‘“ He has
been telling me about you. You’ll find
him very tractable, miss,” ghe added in
an undertone,

“I am sure of that,” responded €orn-
stance.

“ Come on ; here's the school room,”
said Lord Lancebrook, leading her imto
a large room adjoining the nursery.
» That’s my rocking horse ; that is, It
was ; I’ve got a real live pony now, ang
of course I don’t ride that; but ft's
handy when I have children come and

leve made me weak and blind to his
faults; and yet, with all his wildness,
he was so lovable. My dear,” and she
turned her brimming eyes to Constance,
“there was not a mother in the county
that did not envy me my handsome,
generous, headstrong box.”

“Where is he now I asked Con-
stance, gently.

The marchioness shook her head.

“I do not know. His last letter, three
months ago, was dated from America.
He may not be there now. He could
never stay long in one place. I wrote
to him telling him of his father’'s death--
I had not known where to write for
years before that—and begging him to
come home. He is the marquis, the
owner of all Brakespeare, you know,”
she said with touching simplicity.

“And d@id he not reply ?”

The old lady wiped her tears away.

“Yes; he sent me his love and kind
messages for all of them, but no word of
his return. He may come back at any
moment; it would be like him; he may
not come back till I am not here to
welcome him! Close the panel, my
dear; it moves quite easily. I-could not
bear to have his face uncovered, look-
fng down at me, and reminding me that
perhaps I had seen him fon the Jast
time.”’

Constance closed the panel, and the
marchioness, after a moment or two,
turned to her with a smile througl her
tears.

*“]l am afrai@ you will think I am a
very deleful old lady, Miss Gsahame,”
she said, “but it is only when I am
talking of my son that I give way, and
I do not often speak of him. I hope
you are quite comfortable in y¥our zooms.
They are near Arcl's, as he has no
doubt shown you. I was coming to ask
you, when I saw you here. We are
going to have a few friends to @ine %0~
night; will you join mus, er would you
rzather lave @inner served in your own
rooms ? You shall do just as you please.
It s not a dinmer pariy, just a #ew
friends; Lord Billot, our nearest nedgh-
bor, and the recter and his wife.”

‘I should Hke to come down, Eady
Brakespeare,” sai@ Constance, simply.

“Very well, my dear. We adine at
eight. You will hear the bell. Azol, T
suppese, must eome #n to dessert ?”

“Of eourse, grandme ; Lord BlioVs
coming,” assemted his Ittle lordship.
‘“‘Let's go into the gardens, Miss Gra-
hame.” <4

¢ Yes; but Gon"s tire Miss Grahame oud
the first day,” said the marchioness as
she left the reom.

They went along the stately terzace
into the gardens, and Lord Lancebrook
showed Oonstance his own particular
flower-bed-—whioh was the enly one in
which nething seemed to thrive; and

- he'was taking her on to the stables to

see his pony, when the nurse appeared
*. Constance went back to the house
with them, and looked over her slender

i‘:
o

ticns of the boy’s great friend.

4 put Avol down.

Elliot’s coming, you know. He gave
me this watch—see,” he added, stop-
ping on the stairs and lugging out a
tiny one. “It's a very good timekeeper.
I wound it up once, I did indeed, and—
ah !” he broke off with a cry of delight,
“here he is!’ and he drew his hand
from her’'s and sprang from the stairs
inte the arms of a gentleman who had
just entered the hall.

The gentleman caught him deftly, and

with the ease of an athlete swung him
up on his broad shoulder, then looked
up at Constance with a laugh, which
died away as he saw that she was
strange to him.
. Constance, even if she had not heard
®0 ‘good an account of him from Arocl,
would have been prepossessed by Lord
Elliot’s face, and if not by his face, most
certainly by his laugh, and she stood
and smiled faintly.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, stroking
his thick yellow moustache. “Arol,
these are pretty manners, to desert a
lady in this unceremonious way. What
de you mean by it ?2 On your knees
and beg pardon immediately. Or shall
I do it for you, for I'm afraid all your
bad manners were learned from me."”

“It's Miss Grahame, the new gov-
erness,” cried Lord Lancebrook from
his perch. ‘‘She won’'t mind; she's not
like Miss Brownjohn.”

“No, she’s not,” muttered Lord Elliot
under his breath, as he inclined his
head, as well as he could under the cir-
cumstances, to Constance. “Forgive
us, Miss Grahame. Arol spoils me;
in fact, we spoil each other.”

They went into the drawing room,
Arol still on Lord Elliot's shoulders; and
Constance, walking beside them, had
time to observe the stalwart propro-

Tord Elliot was an excellent type of
the present day county gentleman, who
fs as far removed from his forefathers
as the modern thoroughbred is from the
old Flemish charger. There was some-
thing particularly taking in the frank
and manly face with its good-natured
smile, so fair and Saxon that against
Arol's long brown locks Lord Elliot's
hair looked almost yellow.

““Oh, Arol, Arol !” exclaimed the mar-
chioness as the three entered. “My
dear Ernest, why do you let him plague
you so ?”

Lord Elliot
hands.

“Oh, all right,” he said. = “I'll take
my revenge some day. Wait till I'm
an old man, and then I'l make him
carry me. I expect my hair’s in a nice
state;” and with his pleasant laugh he
went up to greet the rector and wife.

“This is Miss Grahame, Ernest,” said
Lady Brakespeare, when he came back
to her.

‘ We’'ve been introduced already,” he
said, turping to Constance. “I think
Master Arol is particularly fortunate,”
he added, his eyes following Constance
as she moved away. “‘“What a beauti-
ful girl I” and his voice sank to an al-
most inaudible whisper.

“Yes, is she not 7’ assented the mar-
chioness; “and she is so sweet. I know
she is good and kind, though she has
cnly been in the house 4 few hours. I
—TJ—" she smiled a little piteous smile.
“You'll think me foolishly susceptible,
Ernest, but she has won my heart al-
ready.”

“By George !” he said with a blush
that became him remarkably well, “I'm
jus®@about as foolish myself.”

“Dinner is served. my lady.”

“Where is Ruth, I wonder ?” said the
marchfoness. At this moment TLord
Arol ran in with his hand behind his
back, and making straight for Lord El-
liot, whispered:

“Here you are ! I'm sorry I roughed
it: be quick, no one will notice if you
turn your back;” and with due mystery
he presented a tiny hair-brush.

Lord ElMot burst into a laugh.

“What, brush my hair before com-
pany—oh, Arol !”

“Well, 11 do it for you!” he said.
“Aiss Grahame, hold me up, please.”

“Arol, Arol !” remonstrated the mar-
chioness, but with the usual leving
smile. “Ernest, it is your own fault;
why do you let him take such liber-
ties 77

“Oh, it's brotherly kindness; he¢ knows
hew a man feels when his hair's all
awry. Will you lift him up, Miss Gra-
hame ? T'm afraid we shall have to let
him work his wicked will; besides, it's
osly fair to my valet.”

Constance, with a blush that beeame ;
ker as well as Lord Elliot’s did him Mfted
Arol tip to the required height, and the
boy, with perfeet gravity, proeeeded to
inflict torture and make matters worse.
Constance could not repress a smile, and
the performance was in full swing when
Lady Ruth entered.

She stopped short, and as her sharp |
eyes took in the pieture, at which the
rest were laughing with genuine enjoy-
ment, her fage flushed angrily.

*“Avo}’’ she said, a@vancing. *FLord
Elliot, do you Jike being made ridicul-
ous?” and she directed a stare of haugh-
ty surprise at €onstance, who instantly

laughed as he shook

Lord Hllot looked rather disconcested,
but only for & moment.

“It's all right, Lady Ruth,” he said.
“It's all my fault—it always 1s.”

“F don’t think you were to blame on
this oceasion. Avol eught to be is his
proper place—the nursery,” but she
looked -at Constance instea@ of his
Lordship.

Fortunately, the long-suffering butler
announced the dinner again, and Lord
Elliot, as highest in rank, went for ~he
rector’'s wife, and led the way. €on-
stunce and the Marchioness bronght up
the rear, and Constance found herseif

next the rector, dut opposite Lord K-

thought of the last scene
curred in the hut. y
He saw the flush and her momentary

embarrassment, and went on quickly:— |

“I've always meant going in for tra-
velling, but I'm too lagy, I'm afraid. 1
quite envy you.” . :

Constance remain gilent, and he
turned to Lady Ruth; dbut it seemed
as if he could not distract his attention
from the beautiful face opposite him;

and once Constance, looking up, caught

his eyes fixed upon her with a marked
attention, which, though he diverted it
instantly, she fully felt.

It was not a particularly elaborate
menu, but the dinner seemed intermin-
able to Constance, though the beauty
of the room and the air of luxury sur-
rounding her were exerting their aa-
tural glamor over her. The only break
in the enchantment was the sharp, in-
cisive voice of Lady Ryth, which seemed
to break in with metdllic precision ev-
ery time Lord Elliot bent forward to
speak to her, Constance, and he did so
frequently.

Constance found herself waiting for
the sound of the sharp, clear voice with
a kind of impatience; and knew, though
she tried hard to fight it down, that a
vague antagonism to the owner of the
volce was rising within her.

Suddenly, as the sweets were being
handed round, and in @ moment qf"com-
parative silence, a hell rang loudly.

The Marchioness started, and looked
round a little nervously.

“ What can that be ?” she gaid in &
low voice. 2

It was the hall bell,” replied Lady
Rue, promptly, and without putting
cdown her spoon. “ Whom do you ex-
pect 7’

“ Expect ? No one, my dear,” said
the Marchiqness.

Lady Rue shrugged her shoulders
oolly.

* Whoever it is, is late for dinner.” she
said, indifferently ; and she turned to
made some remark to Lord Elliot.

A minute or two elapsed, and Con-
stance had forgotten the sudden loud
ringing of the bell, when the door open-
ed and Lord Lancebrook came in.

He stood looking round in a half-hesi-
t=.4§g manner, and Lady Ruth said,
sharply :

“You are before your time, Arol,
dessert is not in yet.” .

“Never mind,” murmured the Mar-
chioness, apologetically, ‘“Let him come
in,” and with a smile she beckoned to
him.

“Yes,” said Lord Elliot. “Come and
try this jelly, Arol,” and he signed to a
footman to place a chair next his own.

But Arol shook his head with an un-
usual gravity, and, going up to Con-
stance, drew her head down to his, and
whispered :—

“Come outside into the hall, Miss Gra-
hame. I want you.”

‘“What is the matter, Arol ?” demand-
ed Lady Ruth. ‘“You should not whis-
per. It is zude and vulgar. Go round
to'Lord Elllét when he calls you.”

The bay looked at her, but did not
obey.

“Come outside,” he .repeated. ‘‘Some-
thing has happened—some one wants
you.”

Constance, the mark for all eyes, col-
ored, then turned pale.

‘“WHat has happened?
wants me, Lord Lancebrook? You must
be mistaken.”

“No, I'm not,” he said. *““You'd better
come or it will be too late.”

Constance rose ; she did not know
what else to do.

“Lord Lancebrook wishes me to go
into the hall with him, Lady Brake-
speare,” she said.

“Oh, it's some trick or nonsense,” ex-
claimed Lady Ruth. “Tell him to go
and take his seat,
plegse.”

“Let him go, dear,” pleaded the Mar-
chioness. ‘“Arol, do not be naughty—""

I won't grandma,” he responded, his
eyes threateming tears; “but she must
come !"’

Constanee thought it best to go and
picvent any further fuss, and she al-
lowed him to lead her into the hall.

“Well, what is it, Arol ?” she =aid
“Pm afraid you are getting us both
into sad disgrace.”

“I can't help it,” he retorted, rather
piteously. “It isn’'t my fault. He tol
me to fetch seme one, and I preferred
you to Aunt Rue.”

“He—who ?” she asked.

“I don’'t know. Come in here.”

He opened the door of the library
as he spoke, and Constance saw the
tall figure of a man standing in the
centre of the room,

He wore a long fur travelling-coat,
and his hat stoed on the table beside
Lim.

He turned as she entered,
and came forward to meet her,
and as he did so Constance stopped and
uttered an exclamation.

The portrait in the picture gallery of
Tord Wolfegang flashed before her
mind, and she knew the man who stood
before her was the long-lost Marquis of
DBrakespeare, .

His face for 2 moment seémed to re-
flect her startled logk as he fixed his
eyes on her—the dark eyes of the por-
trait ; then he bowed.

“Do not be frightened,” ke sai@ “I
told Arol to bring some one to me, same
friend of my mother.”

His tone was meant to reassure her,
but it had the comtrary effeet, for at
thie first word he uttered, a,th#il of con-

fused emotion ran through her, an@ she
seemed to ¥emember the voice. And
vet that must be tmpossible. She had
recognized him by his portsait, Hut por-
traits do not speak.

“I bave frightened you, I see,” he

The

eaid. “Will yom git down and wait o ' li‘n”. - He—he must t:t a::: me ?'?u::; -
A b r.,‘ d .um !w 3 ".f

-moment?”’ 1 ahe dr

He put a chair fer her, and Ne Iaid
his hand on the boy’s ehoulder. :

“Arol, do you kuew who I am 2"
asked. HN AN By . a’

Some ane !

Miss Grahame, |

of awe and ecuriosity,

kR
ew sof'er at the word, “would
alarmed if I ap

‘'without preparing her. Will you be
‘80, good a8 to break the news of my

~ return to her ? I am sure you will de it

gently.”
. “Y¥Yes, I will try, my lord,” said Con-
‘stance.

He inclined his head.

“ Thank you. One moment,” as she
was about to leave the room. “You
' wonder why I did not write and tell her
of my intended return, Miss Grahame?"’

Constance had been wondering, and
she colored faintly at the accuracy with
‘which he read her mina.

“My excuse is that I did not know un-
til a few hours ago that I was coming
 to Brakespeare; it was too late to
write then ; a telegram would only have
alarmed her. Are there many guests to-
night ? Who are they ? Perhaps I know
some of them.”

* There are the rector and his wife,
and Lord Elliot,” replted Constance.

The Marquis emiled,

* Elliot,” he said to himself, “I won-

der whether he will remember me. We
have not met for—I forget how many
years; and I must have altered.”
. *You're just like the portrait in the
gallery, Uncle Wolfe. 1 knew you by
that the moment I saw you, Didn’t
you, Miss Grahame 27"

As the Marquis seemed to wait for her
answer, Constance said ;—

“Yes. Arol.”

The Marquis smiled, and sighed at the

same time. :
! *“Indeed " he said; *“and yet there
is so great a difference,” and his
straight brows came together as if in
painful thought.

“I will go and speak ‘to Lady Brake-
speare,” sald Constance.

“Thank you,” and he went and open-
ed the door for her, ®Arel can stay
with me 7 he asked.

Constance inclined her head, and left
the boy behind.

When she reached the dining room she
found that the ladies had gone into the
drawing room, and Lord Elliot rose as

she entered.

“Anything the matter, Miss Gra-
hame ?”’ he asked.

“No, Lord Elliot,” she replied. “I am
looking for the Marchioness, that is
all,” and she beat a retreat befof® any
)y further question could be put.

'} As she entered the drawing room she

| saw the Marchioness seated in a chair

*a Iittle rt from Mrs. Norton and
Lady Ruff, who was at a th-table,and
going across the room she approached

i the old lady as easily and@ naturally
as possible.

* Where is Arol, and what did he
want, Miss Grahame ? * called out Lady

.But.h. :

i *“He will be here presently,” replied

. Constance ; then she bent down

over the old lady and said, gently : “Ar-

ol wants you in the library, Lady

Brakespeare.”

The old lady got up at once.

“In the library ? Oh, my dear, what
is the matter—has he hurt himself 2

Constance drew the trembling arm
within hers, %

“ He has not hurt himself in the Jedst,
dear Lady Brakespeare, There is nothe
ing whatever the matter; but he hasea
little surprise for you, that is alA”

€ he Marchioness drew a breath of re-
lief.

“J am always s0 nervous about him,
he falls about so, though not so much
as he did; and not so badly as my son
Wolfe—he was always coming in with
his head or his face cut from a fall
. from a horse or one of the ponies.
Thenk God, Arol is not so wild as he
wase.”

sANnd you have not heard from Lord
Wolfe—the Marquis—for a very long
time 2 said Constance, seizing wupon
the opemning at once. * I suppose he will
Pe sure to write and tell you when he is
| returning ?*

! The old lady sighed and shook her

 head.

! «Nothing is more unlikely, my dear,”
ghe said. “I expect when he comes
back that’he will come quite suddenly,
and without giving us any netice, just

. as he used to come down from Lorden

' in the old times when he was a lad. I

‘ am always in a state of hope—hope de-

' ferred—and the Book says that hope

| deferred maketh the heart stek.”

!  ©'But hope may be realized some da¥,

| dear Imdy Brakespeare,” said. Con-

| stanece, gently, “and you would not be
too sigrtled—it would not be too great

a shock if he came quite suddenly, as

YO“ say ?n

The old lady Moeked at her with a

' pitecus little look in her placid, gentls
eyes,

“My dear, why do you ask me ? Hava
yom heard anything ? Why do you look
at me so kindly and pityingly 2’

l Constance had got her into the hall

by this time, end had closed the draw-

ing reom door behind them.

“You have something to tell me, my
guar ? What s it ? Is—is it bad news?"”

™o, it is good news, dear Lady

Brakespeare}” gaid Constamce, her exes

growing moist. ;

“%fhen you have heard pf
Bfw. Where s the letter, <he
mesne ?—take me to him.2" and hex
hand mea Gonstance’s, . .

Constance soothed Hter as-a daughter
t have done.
t.1s not a message, or a letter, dear
Lady Brakespeare; but there s some
; One there in the library whe kmows—
| who knew—'t
A spasm passed over the withered face
and then the old lady lifted her head
- m“ a touch of noble dignity.
You are a govd, sweet girl, and you
have broken it to me very wen,” she
» inaudibly. * My son, Wolfe
i8 there. Take me to Dim. Wait a mao-

. afraid my mother,” his |
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OTHERS, Do You Know e rusu,
- Bateman’ Drops, Godfrey’s Cordial, many so-called Soothing Syrups, and

most remedies for children are composed of opium or morphine ¥

Do You Enow that opium end morphine are stupefying narcotic poisons?

‘Peo You Enow that in most countries druggists are not permitted to sell narcotics

Do You Know that you should not permit any medicine to be given your child
“mwmmhowotvmuhcompend!

Do You Enow that Castoria is a purely vegetable preparation, and that e list of
s tngredients is published with every bottle 2

h!“ Know that Cactoria is the prescription of the famous Dr. Samuel Pitcher,
Nnh”hmtwuwmnymudmnmmnmmdm
©of all other remedies for children combined ?

zrummmmmwamvmmudot
other countries, have issued exclusive right to Dr. Pitcher and his assigne to use the word
“ Oastosla ” and its formuls, and that to imitate them is a state prison offense ?

Do You Know that one of the reasons for granting this governmeas protection was
Decause Castoria had been proven to be absolutely harmlesa?

Do You Know that 35 aversge oss <7 Castoria ere Curnished for 35
®ents, or one cent & dose ?

De You Know that when possessed of this perfect preparation, your ohildren may
9 kept well, and that you may have unbroken rest

 Well, these things are worth knowing. They are facts.

e BTt 2=
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gigmatere of
Chlidren Cry for Pitcher’s Castoria.

womr& ﬂlosphomﬂﬁ.—m Great English Remedy.

I8 th¥ result of over 35 years treating thousands of cases with ail known
drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—3
eombination that will effect a prompt and permanent cure in all stagesoh
Sexual Debitily, Abuse or Escesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental
Worry, Excessive Use of Opium, Tobaceo, or Acokolic Stimulants, all ot
. which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's
Before s | Phosphodine has been used successfully by bundreds of cases that seemed
<imost. bopeless—casesthathad been treated by the most talented physi-
clans—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 withia your
réach, by its use you can be restored to a life of usefulness and happiness.
Price, cne package, $1; six packages, $5; by mail free of postage.
Ome will Please, sis guaranteed ¢ cure. Pamphlet fres to any addreas.
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont ., Canada.

Wood's Phespbodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists in the Dominlon.
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WE  HAVE IT

This is just the season of the year to buy some o l

Higinbotham’s pure Dalmation Insect Powder an
banish the vermin which is so often found on both

Then

1

fat and lean animals at this time of year.
buy some sulphur from Higinbotham and fee

some to every animal you have about the place. |

g ., SRY 1. Y.

VICTORIA PLANING MILL

IJINNIDSAY.
Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son's Lumber Yard.

Frame, Sash, Doors, Blinds, Mouldings, Turaings, etc., etc;

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

Jd. P. RYLEY.

Telephone 122.




