very much as if she should liké to walk
out ; but, resisting the inclination, she
100k off her glove and wrote her name
and address.

Then the young lady in charge of the
office opened another book, and read
in a monotonous voice, which clearly
indicated her disgust at the whele busi-
ness :

“‘Qoverness : French, Italian, Ger-
man, music, gooa English. Must be
certificated. Six children. Salary
twenty pourids per annum’ Will that
do 7 ) :

Poor Constance looked at her unsym-
Fathetic face aghast.

“I am afraid not,” she said. * I know
neither Italian nor German.”

“No ? Then I'm afraid you wiH be
difficult to suit. Almost all of them
know German, at any rate,” remarked
the young lady. “Oh! here’s another.
French, English, uswal accomplish-
ments, Salary sixteen poumnds per
year.”

“I think that might do,” said Con-
stance, her spirits rising somewhat.

“Oh,and there’'s something else. ‘Must
have a good contralto voice and be a
goed player on the violoncello.””

Constance’'s heart sank again.

‘““That will not do,” she said. “I can
not play anything excepting the piano.”

“No? Well, that's all we’ve got,” said
the young lady, with the most profound
indifference. ‘' If we should hear of any-
thing we’'ll let you know. You are not
very particular, I suppose?”’

** No,” said Constance, quietly, “Good-
morning”; and she went out again,feel-
ing rather mere wretched than before
as she joined the throng in front of the
shops. .

Five minutes after she had left, the
old man who had inquired his way of
her entered the shop, and asked if .he
could engage a governess.

The young lady was much mere polite
this time, there being a great -difference
between a person who wants a situation
and one whe has one to fill. The old
gentleman examined the list—a lengthy
one—very carefully, and took a note of
one or two names, especially that eof
Miss Constance Grahanre, paid the half-
crownm fee, and departed.

A few minutes afterward he was bowl-
ing along in a hansom to Kensington
Park Gardens, and alighted at the re-
gidence of Mr. Rawson Fenton. The
usual crowd was waiting in the hall, but
the old gentleman sent his name-up and
was at once ushered to the great man’s
room.

Rawson Fenton was hard at work at
his table, and the secretary at his, as if
they had never left it, and having got
rid of the secretary Rawson Fenton
nodded coolly to the detective.

‘“You have lost no time,” he said,
quietly enough ; but the detective was a
keen observer by trade and instinct, and
saw his employer’'s eyes lighten and the
clean-cut lips contract.

“ No, sir,” he said ; ““and I have been
very fortunate. I happened to find the
cabman who drove the young lady from
the station, and the rest was easy.” He
placed the scrap of paper bearing €on-
stance's address on the table, and con-
tinued his report. ““ I felt sure she would
g0 out this morning, so I watched the
house,” he said as he tcld how he had
followed Constance to the registry office.
‘I recognized her at once ; indeed, the
young lady is not easily mistaken,” he
added, significantly.

Rawson Fenton leaned his head on his
hand, his acute brain hard at work.

Constance was found at last, and was
near him. But how to keep her there?

He looked up presently as if an idea
had occurred to him, and beckoned the
deteetive to draw his chair nearer as he
unfolded his plan.

The detective listened intently, nodd-
ed respectfully, and after taking a few
notes, and quietly remarking that * it
was a good plan,” took his departure.

For some minutes after he had gone
Rawson Fenton paced up and down the
room, his face flushed, his eyes gleam-
ing, his whole manner so unlike the cold,
constrained, and utterly selt-gossessed
one which so tmpressed every ‘one with
whom he was brought into contact, that
he seemed scarcely like the same man.

Then suddenly he regained his wonted
composure, and settling himself down
to work again rang for his secretiry,
and was once more the hard-headed and
impassive man of finance.

That aftexnoon Constance was sitting
by the table with a book before her, the
leaves of which, however, she had not
turned for over an hour, After she had
Jeft the registry office she had walked
up one street and down another, scaroce-
1y conscious of the people moving round
her, her thoughts wandering from the
strange things that had happened to her
at Brakespeare Castle to the great pro-
blentof what she was to do*to earn her
living.

Every now and then she found herself
wondering what had happened at the
castle after she had left, What false-
hood had Lady Ruth told the marquis,
and had he believed it? Did Arol miss
her, and was the marchioness sorry that
she had gone? . a :

She was going over it all, recalling
the strange scene in the drawing-room,
and the marquis's passionate avowal of
love, as she sat now with the words of
the book dancing before her eyes. It
Seemed to have happened so. ' i
it was all so mysterjous as to seem as in-

‘While

e, bravely. *

are all so clever now, and do not want a
:stupid person like myself.”

“Is there so much hurry ?" said Mrs.
Mervyn in a low voice.

Constance flushed. )

“ Yes, there is,” she said ; “I am very
poor. I have so very little money, and
She stopped. :

Mrs. Mervyn’s thin hand pleated the
table-cloth neE'ously. 3

“ Don't let that distress you so much,
Miss Grahame,” she said . timidly, her
face flushing too. * You are welcome to
remain here if it suits you—if you-like—
until you meet with better fortune. I
mean—" She stopped, and looked at
Constance's face with a gentle, depre-
catory smile. “1I have had trouble my-
gelf, and I know what it is.”

Constance, her eyes full of tears, held
out her hand, -

“You are very good to me,” she said,
faMeringly ; “but, indeed, I could not.
Oh. how can I say it without seeming
ungrateful? and, believe me, I am not
that ! But I could not remain unless I
paid you. De you think I could, now?”
and she smiled up at her.

Mrs. Mervyn’'s hand pressed
stance’s.

* Yes, I understand®”’ she said in a low
voice. ‘ Forgive me for saying what I
did ; but—but I could not bear teo see
yau looking so unhappy. I—I remem-
bered that I was young once myself.”

«“Why, you are not old now !” said
Copstance, trying to speak brightly.

Mrs. Mervyn shcok her head.

“T am worse than old,” she said, sim-
ply. * But I didn't come in to speak of
myself, Miss Grahame, but to try and
cheer yéu.” i

“ And you have done s0,” responded
Constance, gratefully. *“I feel twice as
brave now. After all, I have scarcely
tried te find anything to do yet, and I
am not quite shipwrecked. Te-morrow
I will put an advertisement in the pa-
pers, and—"  They both started as a
double knock sounded at the front door.

Mrs. Mervyn was the first to recover
herselsd.

‘“ Perhaps that is good news for you
already,” she said, nodding encowrag-
ingly as she leftithe room.

Corstance, as she bent over her book
again, could not repress a sigh at the
improhability of the suggestion, and she
was considerably startled when Mrs.
Mervyn re-entered the room, and said :

‘“ At any rate, whether it is good news
or not, it is some one for you, Miss Gra-
hame.”

* For me!” exclaimed Constance, ‘“Oh,
na, surely not !”

‘“ But it is. Tt is an old gentleman of
the name of Thompson.”

Constanece shook her head and stared.

“I do not know any one of that name,”
she said. “ It can not be me he wishes
to see—unless’’—she broke off as she
thought of the registry office— but
that seems so impossible.”

‘“He has asked for you, and by your
name,” said Mrs Mervyn. *“You had
better see him, Miss Grahame.”

‘“ Very well,” said Constance, and she
stood up and waited, watching the door
with an anxious curdesity which wds not
diminished when she r®cognized the old
man who had accosted-her in the street.

He bawed ; then, as he peered at her,
g€ave a natural little start.

*“ Dear me,” he said,* how extraordin-
ary ! The young lady I spoke to this
morning !”

*“Yes,” said Constance,
to offer him a chair.

“ Now, this is very singular, quite a !
coincidence,” he said, genially, * Quite!
I little thought when I asked my way of
you this morning that we should meet
again so soen. But you are waiting to
«now what has brought me here?"

Constance’s face assented most elo-

"

Con-

too a:stqnished

sttuation, but’—and  she ~sighed—*ft
| seems very difficult to get one. People-

. eagerly. :

[ stance thought he was carefully consid-

. pounds a week are riehes ! I was so poor

quently.

He smiled and rubbed his hands after |
the manner of good-natured old gentle- .
men, and taking the chair which Con- !
stance now offered him leaned his arms i
on the table and peered up at her ami- |
ably.

“My mame is Thompson, my dear
young lady,” he said, “and I have the
misfortune to be an enthfsiast,”

Constance began to fear that she was
in the company of a Mnatic, and could
not help glancing at the door.

“ Don’t be afraid, Miss’Grahame,” he
said, “ T am no more mad than most per-
sons. who are pidden by an idea. My
idea is—botany.” o
: o Bota'any," echoed Constance, helpless-
y.

He nodded,

“Yes, I have spent all my life in the
study of that absorbing science, and I
am writing what I hope will be a great
work on the subject.” :

As he paused as if he expected~her to
say something, Constance murmured
*“Yes?”

“Yes. But you don’t see, you ‘would
say, how this concerns you?” he said,
nodding and smiling. ** And yvet it's very
simple. The fact is, when I spoke to yeu
this morning, my dear young lady, I
was inquiring my way to the address
of ayoung person who was to have help-

she was e ged, and I was wondering
what I shotld do when I chanced to ge
into a registry office—"

‘“ Oh, I see !’ murmured Constance.

‘“Of course you do !” he exclaimed ;
‘“and there I found your name and ad-
dress as that of a young lady who want-
ed employment. The rest is easy. AsI
have no time to lose, I ventured to cad
upon you. Won’t you sit dewn ?”

Constance sank into a chair, her color
coming and going. It seemed too good
to be true, and her spirits began to rise ,
then as suddenly hen face was owep-
cast.

“ But—but T am afraid you have taken
the trouble for nothing,” she said, timig-
ly. “I do net know anything of bet-
any.”

A curious smile came into the o
gentleman’s sharp eyes.

“I shouldn’'t have come to you ¥ I
thought you had,” he remarked with

I don’'t want any ene who knows or
thinks he knows more than I do! Oh,
dear, no ! We should always be quarrel-
ing. What I want is some one, some one
of intelligence, who will copy out ex-
tracts for me, and—and work of that
kind. Itmonmconndo.thet!j? ;

b *“Yes, Ithink I could do that,

ed me with my work. But I found that .

| Mervyn, though I am not in the least

park and -

Constance modestly. ,
~* Quite 80, he said with a nod, *1
see here,” and he dragged a book from

« Very good ; and you ean
this for me, Miss Grahame?
say that it may prove a long:job.”

«It can not be too long for me,” che
said. “I only hope I shall not e any
wistake.”

He nodded. :

“I,am quite sure you will not ; and
you can begin at once—to-day, say?"

Constance smiled. ;

“J can begin at once,” she replied,

undertal

“That's right,” he sald, cheerily. “And,
now we can come to the important ques-
tion of the remuneration,™ :

Constance flushed and shook her head.

“ 1 don’'t know anything about that,”

she said.
He eyed her for a moment, and Con-

ering how little he might offer her,
whereas it was the other way with him.

“ Wait—let me see,” he said ; * I shall
keep you working, say—well, probably
three hours a day. Would three pounds
a week be enough?”’

It seemed & great deal too much to
Constance, even though she did not
know that such work would be vvll paid
for, as the market goes, by half the
sum.

Mr. Thompson, the detective, looked
at her with a faint trace of anxiety, Had
he offered her too much and so roused
her suspicion?

But Constance met his gaze frankly.

It seems a great deal for so little,”
she said. g .

“Then we are agreed,” he said,
promptly. “I was afraid you would
think it not enosugh. Very well, then.
I’ve only to leave you the book and—oh,
let me see, I will call for the work at the
end of the week.”

He rose and laid the book on the tabls,
Constance rose too, her face flushed.

“ And—and you do not want any re=
ferences?”’ she said.

He shook his head,

“ No ; why should I? And, if you'll
parden me, my dear young lady, your
face is sufficient reference for me, I am
a student of human nature as well as of
flowersa” 3

Constance looked down.

“ Oh, let mé see, I'd better see your
handwriting,” he sdid.

1 ought to|

Constance took a sheet of note-paper
and wrote her name as distinctly as she
could, and handed it to him. He laid it
down again with a * Yes, yes,” of satis-
faction. * That will do very nicely. The
end of the week then. Oh, stay, you
will remain here, I suppose ; I mean you
do not think of leaving for any cause?”

‘““ No—oh, no,” replied Constance.

“If you should,” he said, ‘ please let
me know at once. Telegraph if neces-
sary. There is the address,” and he took
a piece of paper from his pocket and
handed it to her.

‘“ And now good-bye, my dear young .
lady ”’; and with a smile and a respect-
ful bow, he got himself out of the room.

CHAPTER XIV.

Constance stood for a moment or two
as if in a dream, staring at the book as
if she expected to see it rise from the
table and vanish into thin air.

Then she ran to the door and called to
Mrs. Mervyn, and told her all that had
happened.

“ And now I shall be able to stay !"
she satd. ** It is for that reason as much
as any other that I am so glad. Do you
know how poor I am—or was, for three

that 1 should only have been able to
stay a very, very chort time? And now
I must go to work at ence. I must go
and buy paper and pens, and—oh, my
brain is in a Whirl "

She put on her hat and jacket and
made her way to Westbourne Grove,
purchased some foolseap and other writ-
ing materials, and came back all eager-
ness to begin. She set to work at once,
and wrote away, copying the marked
passages, and hardly stopping to drink
the cup of tea Mrs. Mervyn brought her.
She scarcely understood a sentence, as
Mr. Thompson had fully counted on, or
she weould have known that the most ele-
mentary botanist could not possibly find
any use for such passages.

But shie was happy, though her fingers
ached and her eyes burned, for was she
not keeping that dreadful wolf from the
door who, once he enters, devours with-
out merey?

At last, after Mrs. Mervyn had been
in once or twiee begging and imploring
her to desist, Constance dropped her pen.
It was past midnight and panting for a
little fresh air, she went to the window
and opened it a few inches, As she did
80, a man who had been standing on the
pavement oppesite, looking up at the
house, started, and, turning his head
aside, walked quickly away.

Constamce scarcely neticéd him, and
if she had done so she would not have
recagnized in the tall figure with its face
half concealed by the upturmed coat
collar that of Rawsen Fenton.

On the morrow, directly after break-
fast, she was setting to work again, but
while she was arranging her papers Mrs.
Mervyn came in and laid her hand on
her shoulder,

Constahce looknd up with an expres-
sion as pear impatienee as it was pos-
sible for her to Wwear.

“Not just yet,” sald Mrs. Mervyn,
gently. ‘

‘“ Oh, wiy not?” exclaimed Constance.
“I must get on, you know,” and she
laughed.

“The pale-faced woman looked down
;atg‘y on that lovely face with its eager

ush,

“ Not this merning,” she said. * You
wil make yourself ill. You were writ-
img till quite late last night. At this
rate yoa would be worn out in a day or
twe, and then— You must go out for
an hour, at any rate. Will youn do as I
agk you, to please me, Miss Grahame?”

Censtanee laid Her pen down with a
wistfill glance at her paper.

* ¥es, I will,” phe said. “ I would de
a great deal more than that io please
you, who have been 50 kind to me, Mrs.

tired.” ; o
“Not yet, perhaps,” sald the wiser
oman, Jsuificantin .= 8a.. inte fhe

‘margquis would m :
her and the printed page, and she would
hear the echo of hig deep musical veice.

And at times a strange sadness fell
\upon her ; & Yearning so vague and sha-
dowy that she could not analyze it. But
it was dangerously like an intense long-
Ing to see that face and hear that voice
agafB: oo : :

It was 2 lonely jife! Day after day
passed vlth scarcely & break in the
work, excepting that of a walk in the
park or a talk with Mrs. Mervyn, She
read a little, but the books seemed vapid
and tame beside her own experience.
Bhe béegan to feel a craving for some-
thing, she knew not what : she thought
of Arol, and longed with an intensity of
longing beyond all words Tor i®e sight
of his face, the sound of his loving prat-
tle. The loneliness was telling upen her,
as Rawson Fenton had calculated-it
would . She was paler and thinner, and
there was gradually creeping into the
tovely eyes, like a shadow, an expression
of sadness and apathy. The end of the
week came, and the results of her toil
were apparent in the pile of carefully
written sheets.

“I almost think I have earned my
three pounds !" she said to Mrs. Mervyn
as she showed her the heap of paper.

Mrs. Mervyn smiled sadly.

“ Thirty !” she said in her subdued
voice. ‘“You have been working too
hard. I knew you would.”

“No, no,” said Oonstance, eagerly.
*“ 71 wanted to show Mr. Fhompson how
much I could do. I @o hope he will come
to-day. If he should not—" 8he turned
away with an impatient sigh.

The morning passed. She would not
go out, in case her employer should ar-
rive during her absence ; and all the af-
ternoon she sat and waited.

Had he forgotten the day, or had she
misunderstood him?

Mrs. Mervyn brought her up a cup of
tea as the evening closed in, but Con-
stance could secarcely find voide in which
to thank her ; and wHen, after a few
words of eneouragement, she left the
room, Constance paced up and down,
feeling utterly dispirited and sick at
heart.

Suddenly she heard a knock at the
door, and hurriedly getti her papers
tcgether, she stood and walited, her
heart beating fast with the reaction of
hoge.

Mrs. Mervyn came in.

‘“ A gentleman—" she began, but Con-
stance interrupted her.

‘“ Oh, let him come up, please.
so glad !”

“ But it 'is not Mr. Thompson,” said
Mrs. Mervyn, doubtfully.

“ Then 1t must be some one from him,”
exclaimed Constance after a moment’s
sinking of the heart. “Did he say ?
Did he give you his name ?”

“ No,” replied Mrs. Mervyn. * He on-
ly said he wished to see you on busi-
ness.”

“Then he is from Mr. Thompsen,”
vaid Constance, eagerly. * Please send
tim up.”

Mrs. Mervyn went down again: a
moment or twe passed, and the door
cpened.

Constance looked up, then started
back with a low cry, for there stood
Rawson Fenton.

For a space in which one could count
twenty they stdod regarding each other
in silence ; Constance pale and open-
eyed with astonishment,he with the look
in his face which she remembered so
well ; the expression of quiet determ-
ination and inflexibility of purpose.

“ Mr. Fenton !” she said at last.

He closed the door and came toward
her, a certain suppressed eagernees in
his eyes and manner,

“Yes, it is I,” he said ; and his voice,
for all its studied calmness, had an
umdercurrent of excitement. ‘ You are
suiprised, Constance ? You are not—
sorry to see me ? ¥ou will not say
that ?” . b

* I—I am surprised,” she said,"and*her
voice trembled. “I did not expect—I
thought it was some one else.”

She did not ask him to sit down, and
he stood lezﬁ{éng his hand upon the table

Iam

, Which separated them, his dark eyes

fixed on her faee with a strange mixture
of scrutiny and entreaty.

“I have alarmed you,” he said after
a moment’s paunse, “I ought to have
sent iy name up. But I thought—well,
I feared you would not see me.”

“ Why 'sheuld I refuse to see you ?”’
she said, with a gentle dignity which
called up before him, as if in a flash of
light, the old time, the Jast time in which
ke had heard her voice ; the time when
Le had knelt to her—and then threaten-
e€d her.

“I did not kmow,” he said. "I was
afraid. And I could not'risk it. I want-
ed to see you too badly.”

Constance looked gt him, her seif-pos-
session coming baek to her gradually.

“How did you know that I was here,
Mr. Fenton ?” she asked, and she tried
to put the question indifferently.

Another man would have toki a ghib
falsehood, but Rawson Fenton was too
clever, and he knew Constance too well
to be guilty of an unnecessary lie,

‘“ A person I employ traced you here,”
he said, quietly. ;

The blood rushed to Constance’s face,

; making her ten times more beautiful

in his eyes.

9 ?ou employed a detective to watch
me ?”

“ Yes,” he said. * Do not be angry.
The great object of my life since I came
to England has beep to find you.”

* To find me ?"” sajg Constance.

He inclined his head, never taking his |

eyes from her face, 3

*“¥Yes, I tried all means. I searched
for you myself, but without avail. Then
I sought the aid of g getective. I would
You, who know me, can

to find

 have grown rich on the secret for

.of patiently-borne injury that almost

|

earth, would | !

her shrink frem ‘him with deeper re-

I—I—Mp. Fenton, if you have any regard

“If you were a queen you ocould not
dismiss me more heartlessly,

boaster, but if I had begged the hand
of one of the noblest in the kingdom I
might not have been refused.”

she said, with a weary impatience.

other woman,” he responded, passion-
ately.
to crush my love for you out of my
heart,
against it, and tried to fbrget you ?
Yes, I have struggled as few men have }
struggled, but all in vain, You are
necessary to my happiness.
out yeu is not worth living, and I can-
not, will not give up all hope of winning
you.”

his hand with a passionate gesture
across his brow.

now, mot an inexperienced girl. You
Lave seen something of life, of its trials
and misfortunes. It has been a hard
kife for you till now. Come to me, be my
wife, and I will make it all kappiness
for you. There is nothing you oan ask
that I will not give you.”

ty and squalor I offer you a place among
the best and highest—"

ly, “was not deceived

, and you
fe ave i resson WntP e P - "
¢ s SRS e ¥ which

l!'::l'&not flinch for an instant,
" % You mean the secret of the jasper
rcek,” he said, quietly, almost sadly.
«“ you forget that, if sécret there was,
it Mved only and died with him. You
wrong me, Constance. I left the hut
jmamediately after you. ‘I was earried
away by the rangers. Had I stayed
and known the /discovery your father
fancied he had made, I should not have
robbed him or you. The place was
mine.”

He spoke quietly, with an air and tone

touched Constance.

“Po you doubt me ?” he sald. “It
was mine from the beginning. I hdve
the deeds—you shall see them—"’

She put out her hand.

‘It does not matter,” she said.

“ No,” he responded, calmly. “But
de not wrong me by so unjust a suspici-
on, What ! I rob yoy, for whom I would
lay down my life! of whom I have
thought day and night for all this long
amtd weary time! Ah, Constance, do
nct treat me so coldly. Surely, surelys
such devotion, such faithfulness as
mine, deserves better treatment. I
come to you with the same love, as true
and‘passlonate as ever, and lay it at
your feet.”

He moved nearer to her, and stretch-
ed out his hand as he spoke, his passion
breaking downm, or rather breaking
through, his artificial calm, his faee pale
and working, his lips trembling.

Constance shrank back as she had
shrunk from him in the hui, and then
o8 now his fdace grew set and determin-
ed.

‘“ Have you nothing to say to me ?”
he said, huskily. ‘ Does the censtant
love I bear you count as nothing with
you ? Won’'t you ‘say one kind word
to me when I tell you that through all
the time we have been seperated I have
thought of no other woman than you,.
that I have worked with no other object
than that of gaining a fertune worthy
of your acceptance ? If my suceess has
been sweet, it has only been because of
the hope—the hope that never left me,
and that nerved and strengthened me—
that you would consent to share it.. Lis-
ten to ma, Constance. Be my wife, and
1 will place you in a position whieh any
woman might envy. There is no desire
vou can form that I will not gratify.
Wealth I possess already, rank is
within my reach. Give me but your
love to encourage me, and I wiil not
rest until I have gained a coronet for
you! Ah, Constance, don’t turn from
me! There are many better men, I
know, but the best, the highest, could
not lowve you more dearly, more truly,
wmore devotedly than I do !”

He stopped at last, breathing hard,
Wris eager eyes fixed on her face as if
by mere force of will he could melt her
heart and turn it toward him.

Constance, pale, white to the lips,
stcod with one hand pressed against
her breast, the other grasping the back
of a chair. No woman could listen to
such a passionate torrent, such an out-
pouring of a man’s heart, unmoved ;
but the hot, passionate words only made

pugnance.

** I—I will not listen to any more,” she
said at last, her voice coming with &if-
ficulty. *‘“ As I told you long, long ago,

for‘me, if you have any pity for me,
please leave me !”

He stood and Jlooked at her, his
breath coming and going heavily.

“ Do you realize all that is meant by
vour rejection ?”’ he said in a low volee.
more
scornfully—""

“ No, no,” she said ; * not scornfully.”
“ But yes,” he retorted. “I am no

*“ Ah, why then do you come to me 72
“ Because I love you and can love no
“Do you think I have not tried

that I have not fought hard
Life with-

His voice grew hoarse, and he sweapt

*“ Think what you are refusing, Con-
stance,” he said. “ You are a woman

He looked round the room.
*“Think ! In exchange for this pover-

Constance raised her head. >

* You say you know me, and you ask
me to—sell myself,” she said, in a low
veloe of indignation,
other word. Even i I were as mer-
cenary
heipless,
uneonsciously,

“ Do not say an-

you think me, I am not yet
and instinctively, perhaps
her glance fell upon the
paper she had covered so la-
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JOTHERS, Do You Know o rus.

Bateman’s Drops; Godfrey’s Cordial, many so-called Soothing Syrups, and
 ost remedies for children are composed of opium or morphine?
m__nwmmmmmmmmr

Po You Esnow that in most countries druggists are not permitted to sell narcotics
- without labeling them poisons ?

' Do You Enow that you should not permit any medicine to be giver your child
wnless you or your physician know of what it is composed ?

Do You Enow that Castoria is a purely vegetable preparation, and that a list of
its ingredients is published with every bottle ?

Do You Know that Cactoria is the prescription of the famous Dr. Samuel Pitcher.
That it has been in use for néarly 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 o
other countries, have issued exclusive right to Dr. Pitcher and his assigns to use the word
“ Castoria” and its formula, and that o imitate them is a state prison offense ?

Do You Enow that one of the reasons for granting this government protection was
mmmmmwusmmr

Do You Know that 35 average doses of Castqria are furnished for 35
sents, or one cent a dose ?

Do You Know that when possessed of this perfect preparation, your children may
bohptwen,a:ndthntyonmyhavounbrohenrestl : :

VDYV VVN

WOM’SPHOSBIIO(HHG,—TIM Gfeat English Remedy.

Is the result of over 25 years treating thousands of cases with all known
drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—a
combination that will effect a prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof
Sexual Debility, Abuse or Ezcesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental
4 Worry, Excessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcokolic Stimulants, all of
o CESPRARSEEN which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's
|_Before Taking. | phosphodine has been used successfully by hundreds of cases that seemed
sdmost 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 maaly 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 mail free of postage.
One will Please, siz guaranteed to 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.
R Py .

SEEDS, SEEDS.

This is about the season of the year that

e

we generally have the pleasure of informing
our friends of the arrival of -good, pure,
reliable fresh Seeds of all kinds; also some

very fine Dutch Setts,

A, HIGINBOTHAM, Druggist.

T —

. B SN IL.BEY.

VIGTORIA PLANING MILE

I, INNDSA Y.
Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.

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

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

J. P. RYLEY.

Telephone 122. —2010-tf.

FURNITURE
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