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gagerly.

Mr. Hendrick nodded, smilingly.

“I'm afraid there isn’t much to tel.
Nobody knew anything about him, ex-
cepting that it was an Englishman,
young, and particularly plucky and
reckless, and that he was suppgsed to
be of better position and of higher class
than the men of whom he became 3
jeader.”

“Quite a romance!” said Lady Ruth.
“aAnd was nothing more known of him
than that?”

“No,” replied Mr. Hendrick. “He, with
geveral others, the most prominent
members of the band, always wore a
mask when they were on their expedi-
tions, and. his name—that is, his real
name—never transpired. His fellows
called him Gentléeman Jack—"

“Oh, come, Hendrick,” expostulated
Lord Elliot, “you. are treating us to a
chapter out of a boy's book of adven-
tures. Or are you doing it for the amuse-
ment of Arol?”

The great traveller turncd calmly and
emilingly.

“It does sound rather like an ultra-
gensational story, doesn’t 1t?” he said.
“But I assure you it is all true, and that
'Y am not coloring it for effect, or any
other reason. I could recount half a hun-
dred of this young fellow's exploits,
whieh, for cool audacity and daring,
would match any of the romantic stories
of the dead and gone highwaymen her-
oes—ah, and give you chapter and
verse for them. Why, the Australian
papers were full of his doings, and for
some time he and his faithful band of
rascals were the subject of conversation
at every dinner-table in the Australian
colonies."”

“Astounding! Ana@ this in the end of
the nineteenth century!” said Lady
Ruth.

Mr. Hendrick nodded.

“Yes; but civilizatien Is in its infancy
over there; you must not forget that,”
he said. ‘“What is quite possible and
casy in the bush i8 quite impossible here
in England, with its immense population
and elaborate detective and police sys-
tems.”

““And what became of him—this Gen-
tleman Jack? What an absurd, sensa-
tipnal name it 1s,” inquired I.ord El-
liot.

*‘Ah, let us hear that, Mr. Hendrick,”
eaid the deep, musical voice of the Mar-
quis,

He was leaning back in his chalr, with
one hand thrust into his pocket, the
other lying on the knee, the personifi-
cation of polite, listless attention.

“I tell my stary badly—"

“It's'the interruptions,” put in Lady
Ruth,

“But I am coming to a denouement.
While I was over there the band Kad
been distinguishing themselves by some
particularly daring and audacious ex-
plaits. They had stopped a Government
messenger, and robbed him of the dbul-
lion, notwithstanding that he was es-
corted by a strong guard of mounted
police and in the scuffie one of the escort
had got wounded. I ought to say that
these rangers were by no means blood-
thirsty, and that in all their raids they
had shown themselves anything but
reckless of human life. This was espe-
cially so after Gentleman Jack had
joined the band; indeed, stories were .
told of his having stepped in and pre-
vented any violence, and that on several
occasion.. But in this case of the Gov-
ernment train a man was killed, and the
Government was so incensed that it of-
fered a reward of two thousand pounds
for Gentleman Jack, and it was pretty
plainly intimated that the money woula
be paid whether he was handed in alive
or dead.”

“This is getling excMing,” said Lady
Ruth.

Constance could feel Arol's breath
coming in quick, sharp little pants of
boyish execitement, and her own heart
was beating quickly, fgr every word
Mr. Hendrick had said Kad carrfed her
back to the hut in the bush, and called
up before her that last eventful night
when the ranger and his band burst in.
Could he have been Gemtleman Jack?
Why not?

The Marquis was the only ene who
secemed to be inadequate to the excite-
ment, as, motionless and impassive, he
listened with polite attention.

“I wae staying with some new-made
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name, had thrust a huge nugget worth
a considerable sum into the hand of "on!
of the children just as he rode off.

“That was kind; he was not so very
wicked, then?” interpolated Arol.

“Oh. no; he was always doing that
kind of thing,” said Mr. Hendrick. “We
learned from the woman at the farm—
her husband was oul—the direction
they had taken, and rode after them.
We reached a small hut, quite in the
wilds, and saw by the marks of horses’
hoofs that they had been there, but we
were too late—""

“Oh, how you are trembling, Miss
Grahame, dear!” exclaimed Arol

The blood rushed to Constance’s face
—it had been white a moment before—
but she said mothing.

“We are all trembling—with excite-
ment,” said the Marquis, listlessly.
“What's that, mother?’ He leaned for-
ward, and listened. They were all si-
lent and listening. r e gl 208

“I hear nothing but the wind, dear,”
replied the Marchioness. -

“Excuse me & moment,” said the Mar-
quis, with a god to Mr. Hendrick.
He went acr®ss the room to the inner
and smaller one. and drawing back the
widow curtains with a quick jerk, open-
ed the French window, and stepped out.
A gust of wind rushed in and set the
wax candles flickering and flaring, and
the sound of the rain could be heard
beating fiercely on the marble floor of
the terrace. : ;

“What an awful night!” exclaimed
the Marchioness with a shudder.
“Wolfe! Do come in! Ernest,” and
she turned anviously to Lord Ellot,
“do go and tell him to come in "at
once ; he will get wet through.”

Lord Elliot sprang up with prompt
obedlence, but before he could reach
the window the Marquis appeared. He
stoond for a second, -a second in which,
with the lights fully on, his face was
in plain relief against the dark curtains
which he held together behind his §ack,
and Constance fancied that it was paler
and sterner than usual.
“Don’t be alarmed,” he said.
nothing but the wind.”.

“I thought I heard voices,” said Lady
Ruth,

“You. did,” he responded, carelessly.
“A dog was outside, and I spoke to
him.”

“And that was what you heard ?”
said Lady Ruth.

“What quick ears you must have,
Uncle Wolfe !” exclaimed Arol, admir-
ingly.

“*Yes, I have, Arol,” said the Marquis;
and he locked the window, arranging
the curtains carecfully, and came back
to the rest wiping the great drops of
rain from his face,and shirt-front. **Will
you fellows come and have a cigar?”
he said.

Mr. Hendrick straightened himself
and nodded assentingly but Arol ut-
tered a cry of dismay.

“Oh, Uncle Wolfe, we haven't heard ;
the finish of the story yet. What a
shame!”

The Marquis smiled.

“I beg your pardon, but it's late for
Httle boys to be hearing about ugly og-
res. Ask Mr. Hendrick to tell you to-
morrow."”

Constance rose and took Arol's hand,
but he drew back-and looked ruefully at
Mr. Hendrick.

“Oh, please tell us the end. Mightn't

he, grandma ?”
“It will only take a few words,” said
Mr. Hendrick, good-naturedly. “And
I'm afraid you'll be disappointed, Arol
When we reached the hut we were too
late ; the rangers had gone—just gone,
as it appeared. They had sacked the
place, stolen everything.”

The Marquis leaned forward and
pointed to a candle that was burning in
its socket.

‘I beg your pardon. FElliot, blow that
candle out, there’s a good fellow.
Thanks. Well, Hendrick,” and he turn-
ed with a smile on his lips and in
his dark eyes, ‘‘you say that they had
stolen everything, and killed the simple
folks of the place—>

“No, no,” repHed Mr. Hendrick.
“They hadn’t killed any one. Fortu-
nately, the owner of the place and his
daughter had started for Melbourne
before the rangers readched the hut. We

“It was

\ scarcely listened to the story; there

was no time to lose, you see. We
rode off in het pursuit. The tracks
led into a ravine, and we followed them,
feeling sure that we had the two thou-
sand pounds; we could almost hear
it chink. In the middle of the ravine
we pulled up; it was thick under-
growth, and@ we had to go slowly, you
see, and we hadn't got ten paces when
suddenly a voice rang out, ‘Halt I" We
halted, and there above us on both
sides we knew were a score of rifles
pointing at us, covering every man of
us. We were in a trap.”’

‘“‘We give you two minutes to lay
down your arms and ride out,’ said the
voice. °‘If one man fires, you are lost.
One—two—"""

Mr. Hendrick pausefl dramatically.
Every eye was fimed upon his face,
Arol's 1ike large saucers,

“We threw our rifles and revolvers
into the bush and rode for dear life.”

Various exclamations broke from the
little audience, but above all them rese
the Marquis’ short Yaugh

said, “it would have been better for
your reputation for courage if you haé
cut out the end of the story.”

The gzeat traveller smiled.

“nt tells against us, doesn’'t it 2"’ he
sajd. “But we werenit cowards, neither

friends at a station somewkere within

were we fools. We knew the man—

fifty miles of the scene of the band's | by repute—we had to deal with, and not

Jast robbery, and when the news reach- | one of us thought it worth while 16

€d us that two thousand pounds had
been offered as a reward, one of the
young fellows proposed that we should
organize ourselves into a party of vigi-

lows down. It was just the kind of neo-
tion that would recommena Mself te men
simply craving for excitement. Hunting
buffaloes, tigers, lions, is amusing, but
it fades into insignificance beside hunt-
ing your fellow-men.”

“That's very true,” remarked the
Marquis, in a voice that was no inter-
ruptiony ,

“We seized upon the suggestion, el-
ected the Suggester ‘captain, and, being

started at once. There were

‘On the principle that one

honest m&#l 18 & mafch for three rogues,

we were §Uite eonfident that if we could

get upon the trail of the rangers we
should overmaster them.”

""Quite 80,” assented the Marquis.

“Well, we started,” continued Mr.
Hendrick, “and luck was with us, We
had not been on the hunt twe days be-
fore we ‘struck’ them. An escort had
started to guard a gold train—that is a
horse caval :

lose his Hfe. Youm See, we hadn't &
chance.”

“Ah, yes, I see,” said the Marguis

le1t's a good sto and
you must put
lants, and try and hunt him and his fel- ! g i

in your next book.

: have a oigar.”

' *“And Gentleman Jack—what bebame
of him ? Is he caught ?”

. "“No one knows what became of him,”
said Mr. Hendrick, rather gravely. “He
disappeared shortly afterward ; in fact,
this was his last exploit. The band
broke yp, and some of the men were
caught, but nothing was heard of the
leader.”

“But surely some of the men, I mean
those who were ultimately caught,
could  give information concerning
him?" said Lady Ruth, sharply. :

“They might khave done, but they
didn’t. But I doubt their capab )
The man was a even to them.
At any rate, nothing is known of |
him to this day.” - o+ ©
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And now come and

chief ranger, with the ridiculous nick- |

‘“’Pon my word, Mr. Hendrick,” he )

3
Ay +

s don'tuk:::’m
“I rather. ‘him. w >
bad, .or he wouldn’t have given that
qugget to the little girl.”

“Mr. Hendrick, you have corrupted
Arol’s morals,” said the Marquts, laugh-
ingly. “Come, let us go into the smok-
ing-room. Your story has made me
thirsty ;. I.don’t ,lu.:ow what it must

ave done for you.’
hMr. Hendr(cky followed his stalwart
form, but Lord Elliot lingered. .

“Won't you think better of your re-
fusal,  Miss Grahame ?” he said in a
low voice. “Will you not let me take
you—and Arcl—for a drive to-mor-
mw ?”

Constance rose, holding Arol's hand
She was pale and looked tired. The re-
cital of the most eventful incident in
her life was thrilling to her. The coin-
cidence was overwhelming In its
strangeness. 2

“Say yes,” he pleaded, as she @ved
toward the door.

Her lips moved; she found it difficult
to speak. He saw, though he did not
understand, her emotion.

“You are tired and unwell,” he said,
In a low, anxious voice, “and I will not
worry you. Forgive me: If you knew—
Miss Grahame—"

His face flushed and then went pale
as he stopped.

They had reached the door, and he
opened it for her. ?

Constance held out her hand, and just
wmanaged to murmur *“Good-night.”

“Good-night,” he said, and his hand
closed over hers and held it—held it
go tightly that, at another time, Con-
stance could not have failed to have
noticed the passionate, pleading pres-
sure. But she was feeling dazed and
.bewildered by ali she had gone through,
and ‘was too anxious to reach her room
‘o remark his manner.

To get to her room and lie down and
vest! She could not forsee that the
night had not closed for her yet, and
that it still held another exciting chap-
ter for her'!

CHAPTER X.

Constance waited with Arol until he
had been put to bed; for, like most
children when they are overtired, he
was inclined to be fretful with the
nurse ; but Constance's sweet, gentle
voice soothed him, and he fell asleep
with his arm around her neck, and an
indistinct murmur of, “I Jove you, Miss
Grahame, dear !”

Then she laid him down and went to
her own room.

The events of the day were dancing
before her Hke the everchanging and
confusing pieces in a kaleidoscepe. That
the great traveller, Mr. Hendrick,should
happen to come to the castle, and there
in her presence recite the story of the
adventure in the wilds of Australia in
which she had played a part, was
one of the extraordinary eoincidences
with which, strange te say, life Is full.

It was a painful coincidence to her.
What would he, what would they all
say if they should ever learn that she
had bcen of the persons in the hut at-
tacked by the sangers? How could she
explain her silence—silence which sav-
ored of concealment and deceit ?

She could almost fancy that she heard
the grave voice of the Marquis saying
to her with reproachful surprise

“you sat and listened to this story,
you who were concerned in it, and said
nothing. ‘Why @id you not speak

A dozen times she had tried to sum-
mon up courage to exclaim : '

“] was one o$ the persons in the hut !”
and mever had she felt it more incum-
bent upon her to avow her share in the
adventure than when Mr. Hendrick had
stated that the rangers had robbed and
sacked the hut. She félt mean and
guilty of injustice. 2nd the blood rushed
to her #ace with shame at her moral
cowardice wehn she recalled, in the
silence and quiet of her ewn room, how
generously the leader of the rangers
had behaved to her. He nright have

sessed ; instead @f which he had pre-
vented his fellows from doing anything
of the kind, and provided her and her
father with a conveyance and safe es-
cort to Melbourne.

And she had remained silent, and ut-
tered no word in defence of this man
who, bad as he doubtless was, had pro-
tected and, in a manner, actually be--
friended her.

Shae paced up and down the room for
hours. At one moment she resolved to
go down to breakfast with the firm in-
tention to say what she had been, as
it seemred, powerless to say to-night ;
then the thought of telling in ¢old blood
the® story of that terrible night on
which her father Jost his reason and re-
ceived his death-blow proved too much
for her, and clasping her hands in a
kind of mental despair, she flung her-
self on the bed, dressed as she was, and
txled to sdeep.

She must have slept fer a time, for

soond of horses' hoofs.

She gprpng from the bed and looked
at ber wateh. }t was a quarter of thRree.
She listened, all was silent. The
great house was asstill as a tomb. Con-
vinced that she had been mistaken, and
bad reaBy heard nothing, she began to
undress

Sudidernly she started, and felt hastNy
 and feawfully in the bosom of her dress,
then uttesed a Mttle cry of distress,

Hear, loeket was gone ! It had been at-
tpchéd dy a very slight gold chain—
Aupstsalan gold—the links eof which
might be ¢asily bent or twisted. Where
had she dsopped it 2

She mearched her rooms carefully, in«
deed minutely, but it was not to be
sotmae. :

Then she sat down and tried to re-
tmember 'when she had seen it last, and

} succeeded #n reealling the faet of plac-

ing 3 sound her neck when she had
changed her habit for the black dress.
She was sure of that. -

If, then, she had dropped it, she must
have ‘80 in one of the rooms down-
;tun.in.! in the drawing-room or in the

Arol had been sitting near her a great

her neck. 1t was possible that in some
- pulled the Jocket cut and broken itaway

00T Somew here, an easy prey to the
* matd, whe would

He wasn't so very [

| staring with di

.the caution of a thief ?

robbéd them-of everythimg they pos- |
{ whom Constance had seen—or dreamed

she woke with .a start, roused by the

part of the time with his arms round

s movements he might have |
trom the chain. If so, it was tying on |

Going on her Knees she searched every
inch of the thick carpet in the Vicinity
but the locket was. not there. :

With a sigh and a choking sensation §

in her throst that was the presage of a
burst of tears, she rose, ;ndd::: l:‘:;
candle upheld, toward the A A
she started and stood wpright, with an
awful thrill or. horrer running through
her.

She was facing (he great French win-
dow, and she heard, or fancied she heard
a sound as if some one had turned, or
tried to turn, the handle.

For a secondgshe stood spell-bound,
nded eyes at the win-
dow ; then to her horror she saw the
curtains wave to and fro, and the door
open.

Moved by an instinct more than any-
thing else, she blew out the candle, and
darted behind the heavy curtalns which
hung at the division of the two rooms.

Clinging to these to prevent herself
from falling, she fought hard for cour-
age and presence of mind.

That the intruder was a burglar there
could be no doubt ; probably there were
half a dozen. The slightest movement
on her part would reveal her presence
and seal her fate.

For a second or two fear, pure and
simple, was in the ascendant ; then a
nobler and more ¢ourageous feeling
gained ground.

If an attack was being made upon the
castle, it was her duty, it would be a
delight, to outwit the ruflans and save
the marquis’s property from the thieves.

How should she do it 2 How could she
give an alarm sufficient to rouse some
one before her presence was discovered
by the burglars and the alarm prevent-
ed ?

She heard through the thick curtains,
which seemed almost to suftocate her,
some one enter the room, and heard the
window curtains drawn aside slightly.
Then she knew that the some one wes
passing close beside her,

Next there came the sound of a match
being struck, and she knew that he was
lighting a candle. "Phe footsteps then
repassed her, as if they were returning
to the window.

Fighting flercely for courage, and
knowing that his back was toward her
hiding-place, she ventured to open the
curtains slightly and look out.

She was on the point of utterlng a
scream, for the shock of her discovery
was so great as almost to be unendur-
able, :

The midnight burglar was none other
than—the marquis !

For a moment she thought that she
must’ be mad or dreaming ; but there
was no mistaking his stalwart figure,
notwithstanding the riding-cloak which
covered it from neck to heels ; indeed,
even as she looked he tossed the cloak—
streaming with rain—on to the floor,
and revealed himself to her in the even-
ing dress in which shé had seen him a
few hours before. «

In. that moment of horrifie@ amaze-
ment she felt that she would rather
it had been what she had at first dread-
c¢d—an ordinary burglar.

Why should the marquis steal into his

< ‘cf 1 self. *1
. mxau brought

, N:.wﬁ;m. and drought you here,

scduse you were hard up—"
““gtarving,” put in the man, humbly
and earnestly.
© “And 1 do not choose that you should
starve. No man can say that I ever
turned my back on one who had done me
a service. No man shall ever say s0.”

*] know~I know, guv’nor,” said the

»And for another reason,” continued
the marquis, “I give you this money to
place you beyond the reach of temp-
tation. ‘Stop !” for the man was about
to speak again—*say as little as you
‘can, and listen to me- With this money
you can turn over a new leaf and begin
life again. Take my advice—it is worth
more than the money—and do so. I
don't ask you to go abroad, I don’t care
whether you do so or remain here within
veach of me. I can trust you'’—he laugh-
ed again, and there semed to be some-
thing in the laugh which affected the
man more than a threat would have
done—*I trust you fully, and care noth-
ing where you chose to live. But remem-
Ler this—and I don’t think you will for-
get it—wherever you may go, take care
you never mention my name. If we meet
~it is quite possible—pass me by with-
out a word or a look of recognition. Do
this, and you may do what else you
please.”

There was a moment’s pause, during
which the man folded the notes and put
them carefully into his pocket, his eyes
fixed on the marquis’ face as If he were
eaxious not to miss a look or a word

abject fear. .

“I think that is all,” said the marquis.
*“Take care of your money; it is the last
you will have from me. It is sufficient
to start you with every chance in your
tavor. Go now—and remember.”

The man put on his hat and butioned
up his coat.

“You’'ve—you’'ve been very good to me,
guv'nor,” he said, huskily. “If I ever
forget it, may—" He swore an awful
oath, and his face flushed. “You never
went back on your word, I know, and
I’ll stand by mine. If you'd never given
me & penny, I'd have kept straight. But
now— Won’'t you shake hands with a
poor devil, guv’'nor?”

The marquis laughed.

‘“I understand. It's a pledge and a
promise? There, then!” and he held out
his hand.

The man took it, his face working
‘wlth conflicting emotion, and pressed
t.

Then he turned, opened the window,
and was gone.

‘The marquis waited for a moment or
two, listening, as it seemed to Constance,
to the man’s departing footsteps, then
drew the curtains and turned.

As he did so and Constance saw his
face in the light of the candle he had
placed on the table, something approach-
ing actual fear seized upon her, and yet
with the terxror was mixed a kind of
pity. For in that moment or two the
expression of the marquis’s face had
changed from calm self-pessession to
one of mental agony so eloquent that if
he had uttered a cry of pain it would
not more clearly have expressed the tor-
ture he was evidently undergoing.

With bowed head he paced the room
for a time, passing so close to her now

own house at the dead of night with all

She clung to the curtalns, but still
watched him, with no other thought or
desire than to fly the scene.

The marquis went to the winow and
opened it.

“Come in !” he said to some one out-
slde.

and gaain that she could hear his labor-
ed breath ; then he flung himself down
on a chair, and covering his face with
his hands, remained miotionless and ab-
sorbed in thought.

Constance leaned against the wood-
work, hidden by the curtains, tremb-
ing in every limb.

It was bad enough to have been an

The door opened, and a man stepped

unwilling witness of the secret inter-

into the handsome room, heightening | View, but to remain a spectator of his

its splendor by the conirast of his own ‘
squalid presence, for the man whom the
marquis admitted secretly to his draw-

ing-room at three ¢’clock in the morn- |

ing was the wretched-looking being

she had seen—in the ruined cottage on
the moor; the man from whom the
marquis had ohtained the brandy, and
whom he had dismissed with the stern
contempt of 2 man addressing a dog.
He was almost disguised by a worn

and shabby ulster, the turned-up collar ;

of which nearly concealed his face ; but

as he took off his battered feit hat !
Constance saw his face. It was pale and !
haggard, and worn with want and pri-
vation, ard she noticed in the flash of !
the moment that a deep &car on his'
temple shone out redly from the pallor '
of his face.
“I'm too wet, guv’'nor,” he said, |
shrinking back as if dazed by the splex-
dor of the room ; “I'd better keep out- |
side. Besides—" He started, and seem-
ed to listen. \
“Stay where you are,” sald the mar-
quis, not angrily, with no trace of dis-
pleasure or excitement, but in a quiet
tone of command. “Draw the curtains
and hold them close so that the lght
does not shine through. Walt, and de
not move.” :
The man gripped the curtains amd '
held them close,and stoed staring blush-
ingly round the room, If there was no

agony was intolerable. She had almost
resolved to emerge from her plaece of

| concealment and face him, let the result

be what it might, when with a heavy
sigh he rose, extinguished the candle,
an® with a slow and weary step left
the room.

Constance, with her heart beating
wildly, waited, as it seemed to her, for
several minutes, then crept from her
hiding-place, and felt her way across
the room and toward the door.

In her confusion she lost her sense
and memory of the position of the door,
and she stood for a moment or two
pressing her hand to her forehead and
trying to realize exactly where she
stood.

As she @id so, she heard, with a hor-
ror indescribable, his returning foot-
steps.

He was coming back ! Why 2 In an
instant she remembered that he had
left the wet coat lying upon the car-
pet ; doubtless he too had remembered
#, and was ooming back for it.

It was possible that she was at that
moment étanding directly in his path,
and that iIf he did not strike a light
he wauld touch her. She crouched
agalnst a chair and waited, feeling that
at any moment her overstrung nerves
would give way and that she must
shriek aloud. She heard him comie in
at the door, amd pawse as of doubtful

excitement in the marquis’s face or <O & moment, then lre went past hes—

manner, there were evidences of oom- !
siderable agitation and anxiety im the |
man’'s. He looked ltke one who was '
simply strugghng to recover frem some
tremendous shock of surprise ; and even
as he stood alone Qonstance saw his
white lins meving as if he were utter-
ing either a string of saths or some ex-
clamations of dbewilderment and aston- !
ishment.

At that moment, pagher than remain,
Cunstance would have risked the chance
of diseovery and fled from the room. |
Beut the man stood jmmediatety facing
her place of concealment, and the sMght-

houre to her in her terrible suspense—
and then the marquis returned.

She saw his face ag he passed her-on
his way to the man, It 'was pale

thank Heaven, past her *—toward the
inner room.

She was safe then, ehe thought. But .
the next

wapd her. ' J
passed, a second that was e ocentary of
doubt. then what she had

and
and

from the man of whom he stood in such
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drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—s

ocombination that will effect a prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof

Sexual Debslity, Abuse or Ezcesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental

Worry, Excessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcakolic Stimulants, ell of

which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's

Before T »_| Phosphodine has been ysed successfully by hundreds of cases that seemed

ulmost 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 to die, were

restored to manly vigor and health—Reader you need not despair—no mat-

ter who has given you upas 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 mail free of postage.

. One will glease, siz guaraniced to cure. Pamphlet free to any address.

The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont., Canada. ____S.JW Jaking.

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

This is just the season of the year to buy some of
Higinbotham’s pure Dalmation Insect Powder and
banish the vermin which is so often found on both
Ther

buy some sulphur from Higinbotham and feed

fat and lean animals at this time of year.

some to every animal you have about the place.
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VICTORIA PLANING MILL

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

Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber :Yard.

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

J. P. RYLEY.

Telephone 122 —3z010-tf.

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

DERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

~ KENT STREET, LINDSAY:
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