1% all flashed upon Constance’s mind
in & moment. She sunk upon the chair
and hid her face in her hands.

He was by her side in a moment.

“ Constance,” he murmured, * forgive
me. I wanted to keep you near me. I
wanted to spare you the bitter disap-
pointment which comes to all those who,
like you, think they can tind work in
this hard world. Forgive me ; it is all
past now ; there is no more drudgery &or
you, dearest ; nothing but peace and
happiness.” He sank on his knee and
got hold of her hand a: he spoke. “ Con-
stance, say the word ; be my wife—"

She had torn her hand from his grasp
and had sprung to her feet in an-in-
stant.

“Never,” she panted. *“Neot if the
word would save me from starving. Your
wife ! T would rather beg—or die. Oh,
why did you come ? You love me, and
deceive me so cruelly ? You do not know
what love means. Please go! Go this
instant !’ -

She stood clutching the curtain with
one hand and pointing with the other
to the door.

He had rigen, and, white to the lips,
regarded her fixedly.

‘Is that your last word ?” he said, al-
most inaudibly. :

She raised her hand and again pointed
to the door.

* Heartless ! he exclaimed, hoarsely,
kis face set and rigid. * Do not be a-
fraid ”—she had moved toward the bell
—“1 am going. 1 léave you to discover
and realize the mistake you have made.
Perhaps—who  knows ?—the time may
come when you will admit it—yes, even
to me.” His manner changed swIftly.
“ T will wait till then. I ought to hate
you "—he paused, as if his emotion mast-
ered him for the moment--“ but I can
not. As surely as there is a heaven a-
bove us, as surely as you and I stand
here, the time will come when you will
be glad—yes, glad to listen to me.”

For a full minute he stood looking at
her, his face eloquent with the storm of
passion that raged within him ; then he
ook his hat and sloawly left the room,

CHAPTER XV.

With a low cry of relief Constance
sunk to the ground, and rested her head
upon her arms outstretched upon the
sofa. She was physically and mentally
exhausted. Then suddenly she rose, and
seizing the papers, tore them into frag-
ments and flung them into the fire-place.
And as she did so the act seemed to
bring home to her the full sense of her
helplessness.

Alone and unprotected, how could she
escape the further persecution of this
man whose love proved as relentless as
hate ? She knew him too well now not
to be aware that he would not leave her
in peace. He had set detectives on her
track ; he would continue to watch her
every movement. A life led with the
ever-present consciousness that she was
beling perpetually spied upon and ‘dog-
ged would be intolerable. What should
che do to escape him ?

The room seemed to spin round and be-
come stifiing. Panting anda trembling,
she hurried on her hat and jacket and
went down the stairs and into the street.
IFor a little while she stood gasping as if
for air. Rawson Fenton, with his deter-
mined face, rose before her, and his
hoarse, persistent voice rang in her ears.
Bven now he might be coming back to
urge some fresh argument, to utter some
new threat. * The time will come when
you will be glad to listen to me,” he had
said, and as if he had spoken the words
of prophecy, she shuddered.

She felt as if he were weaving a net
round her, in which sooner or later she
would be fast bound and at his merey.

Where could she go ? Where could
she find refuge from him ?

In this terrible condition of mind,
which not only the scene she had gone
through but her hard and unaccustom-
ed teil of the last week was answerable
for, she started off walking, not know-
ing or caring the direction she was tak-
ing.

Her whole desire was to get far away
from the solitary room which his pre-
sence had made unendurable ; and the
cool air, the crowded streets, seemed a
paradise of rest and quiet as, with her
veil drawn over her face, she hurried on
her purposeless way,

Constance was in terrible straits. The
scene with Rawson Fenton had unnerv-
ed her, and the London streets, through
which she walked with hurried and pur-
poseless steps, only impressed her more
deeply with a sense of her helplessness.
If you are out of heart and miserable,
and are desirous of making yourself ut-
terly wretched, go out into the streets
of London in which you are a stranger
and friendless, and you will drain the
cup of misery to the bottom.

Constance walked on, heedless of the
direction she was taking, until, sudden-
1y overcome by the weakness of exhaus-
tion, she stopped and looked about her.

She had, all unknowingly, reached St.
James Street, and had stopped out-
side one of the large clubs, the lights
from which fell across the pavement on
which she was standing.

She felt faint and giddy, and was
wondering where she was and how she
chould get home—the home that would
be home for so short a time. \

A policeman came up with his mea- |

sured tread, and eyed her at first sus-

piciously and then with an air of sur- |

rested upon her for a moment ; then
with an exclamation he sprung forward
and laid his hand upon Ggnstance’s arm.

She looked up and uttered a cry.

It was the marquis ! >

For a moment he stood looking down
at her and she up at him, as if neither
of them could realize the situation ; then
he recovered from the shock of surprise.

“ All right, officer,” he said, *I know
this lady ;" and the policeman, touching
his hat in acknowledgment of the coin
the marquis put in his hand, tramped
off., ;

The marquis drew her arm within his
and, signing to the capmen to follow
them, led her a little way in silence.

Then he looked down at her, and In a
voice struggling for composure, said :

“ Constance—Miss Grahame, you here,
and alone !”

Constance remained silent.

He stopped for a moment as if uncer-
tain what to do, ‘then led her to a quiet
restaurant and made her sit down.

“ You are ill,” he said, gently, and he
gave the waiter some order, and poured
out a glass of water for her.

Constance, pale and weary-looking,
fought hard for strength, and presently
the color crept back into her face.

He made her drink a glass of wine, and
waited, with true delicacy looking away
from her, for some minutes; then he
asked :

* You are better ?”

“ Yes, my lord,” said Constanee. In-
stantly the question arose in her mind,
how to get away from him ? :

“ Then tell me all—everything that has
happened,” he said, quietly. “I can
scarcely believe that it is really you who
are sitting there, that only a few min-
utes ago I was hal mad with the disap-
pointment of my failure to find you, and
that now—""

“ You were looking for me, my lord ?”
said Constance, wonderingly.

“Yes,” he said ; * T have been looking
for you for days. Where have you been?
Tell me everything.”

Constance half rose, looking round
nervously.

“T can not stay here, my lord,” she
said, tremulously.

He put his hand upon hers gently,
soothingly.

“ A few minutes longer,” he said; ‘‘you
are not quite recovered yet. Why did
you not write to my mother, to Lady
Ruth ?” he asked. ‘‘ Why did you not
send them the address of the relation
you have been nursing ? Did you think
that we—that they—were utterly indif-
ferent as to what had hecome of you ?"

Constance leaned her head wpon her
hand. She did not know what to say,
for every word she might utter seemed
fraught with danger.

He waited a moment, his dark eyes
f‘..xed upon her with an intense expres-
vion.

* When T came back to the castle that
evening I learned that you had been
sent for suddenly, and that you had
gone without a word to any one except-
ing Ruth, and she appeared to know
very little. What has happened ? You
will tell me ?” he added with deep earn-
estness.

Constance shook her head.

“I—I am in London, my lord,” she
taid, speaking with difficulty. “ There
Is nothing to tell. I—I came out to-night
and—and lost my way. I must g0 now,
at once,” and she rose .

“You do not ask me why I have been
searching for you,” he said as they pas-
sed eut, and he drew her arm within his.
“I have some sad news for you.”

‘“For me ?” said Constance, with a |
sudden vague apprehension of fresh
trouble.

“Yes,” he said, with sad gravity,
‘“ Arol—"

She stopped and looked up at him with
a little cry.

“Don’t be frightened,” he said gently.
* He is not dead, but he is very ilL”

“ Arol ill ? Oh, my lord !” was all she
could say.

*“ Yes” he said, pressing her arm tight-
Iy against his side, so as to render her
all the support he could. * He caught
cold the day you left, and rapidly grew
worse. He has been, is still, very ill,
and they are afraid—" He stopped.

‘“Oh, poor, poor child !” murmured
Constance, brokenly, her tears falling
fest as she forgot everything but the
bright boy who had so readily learned
to love her, and whose love she re-
turned with all her tender heart, * Oh,
my lord, my lord !’

“1 have just received a telegram,” he
went on. ‘“ They say that the fever is
at its height, and that he is stHl un-
consoious. The day he was taken i1l he
began to fret for you. Your name was
Or his lips continually, and ever since,
in and out of delirium, he has called for
you and begged you to come to him.”

Constance could do nothing but cry
silently.

“ My mother is half distracted by an-
xiety,” he said, *“ and she begged me to
try and find you and implore you to re-
turn, if you could possibly leave your
sick relative. But I should have started
in search of you even if she had not sent
me. I got to London four nights ago,
and have been looking for you ever
since. I found out that you had come
to Paddington, but I lost all trace of
you there, and to-night I was wondering
what I should do next. Did you not see
the advertisements in the paper ?”
bl" No,” said Constance, almost inaudl-

Y.

“Ne,” I need not have asked. You
would have answered, would you not?”

“I would have comeé from the other
end of the world to him, my lord,” she
said, still forgetting everything else but
the sick child.

“¥es, I. know that,” he responded,
‘“ and you will come now ?

“Yes, I will come,” she replied at
once and unhesitatingly.  “How soon
;:;nxgo.mylord?" e added, eager-

“'There is a train to-morrow morning,
an early train ; it leaves at eight o’clock.
Can you go by that ?* s

“Yes; oh, yes,” she answered. The

: to the castle. :

“ Very well,” he said, gently. *The
child shall thank you himself; I can
not.” : 3 ;

-He beckoned a cab and put her in.
The night had grown chilly, and her
hand, as he held it, felt coid. He took
off his overcoat and wrapped it round
her, paying no heed whatever to her re-
monstrances. :

« paddington at twelve,” he said.
“ Keep the cab while you get ready ;
but I will give the man instructions.
Now, your address °”

She told him.

He went and spoke to the cabman,
gave him some money, and took his
number. Then he came back to her.

“ Do not fret,” he said, ' he may be
better ; wkile there is life there is hope
—gcod hope for a healthy child.”

His hand held hers for a moment with
a strong, encouraging pressure ; then
he released it, and signed to the cabman
to drive on.

Mrs. Mervyn opened the door as the
cab drove up,'but Constance gave her
no time to express her anxiety. '

“ I must get ready to go at once,” she
said, eagerly. “I have had bad news,”
and she gave a hurried explanation as
she packed a bag. ‘ You will keep the
rooms for me,” she said; ‘I shall be
back as soon as I can, and I will come
to you if you will have me.” She put
scme money on the dressing-table with
a little blush, but Mrs. Mervyn pushed
it away:

‘“ That will do when you come back,”
she said in her timid way. “I am not
in need of it, and—well, it will be a rea-
son for coming to see me again, if only
to say good-bye, Miss Grahame.”

Constance kissed the sad, patient wo-
man.

“I should have come back without
that,” she said ; “and I will not take
the money -again.”

Feeling half bewildered, but thinking
only of Arol, she got back to the cab and
was driven to Paddington.

As the cab pulled up at the station
the marquis's tall figure came toward
it, and he helped her out.

‘“There is plenty of time,” he said.
‘““You will not be more anxious than you
can help.”

Constance said nothing.

He had already taken the tickets, and
he put her in a first-class carriage, on
the seat of which were half a dozen ma-
gezines and a dainty basket of sand-
wiches and fruit. He spread a fur wrap
over her knees.

“You are to sleep as much as you can,”
he said. “ I am in the next compart-
ment, if you should want me,” he added,
as he put on his ceat, which he haad
taken from the cab; and Constance
understood and appreciated the deleacy
wkich caused him to refrain from riding
with her. He treated her as if she were
a princess.

The guard whistled, and having re-
mained beside the door to the last mo-
ment, he left her and jumped into hie
own carriage.

The train had got some distance on it
way before Constance couid realize that
she was going back to Breakespeare

“astle, and in charge of the marquis !
What would Lady Ruth say ? But she
put the question from her. What did
it matter what any one said under the
circumstances ? It was of Arol, and
Arol only, she thought.

After a time she grew calmer, and
tock up one of the magazines. How
cureful the marquis had been of her !
What consideration he had shown her !
He had not insisted upon questioning
her, had studied her feelings, her com-
fort in every detail. Was it any wonder
that her heart should feel full of grati-
tude to him ?

Presently the pages of the magazine
grew dim and blurired, and resting her
head against the padded cushion, she
fell asleep.

The train stopped at one of the large
stations, and the marquis came to the
carriage and entered it.

He stood for a moment looking down
at her with an inexpressible tender-
niess that had something strangely sad
and melancholy in it, and he took up the
fur rug, which had slipped to the floor,
and softly wrapjad it round her. Then,
with a sigh, he looked down at her a-
gain, and left the carriage, seeing that
the guard locked it after him.

Constance did not awake until the
train steamed into Berrington. The
marquis had telegraphed along the line
to the sation-master to procure a carri-
age from the castle, and it was zvaiting
for them. :

* You have had some rest ?” he said.
“ That is right. Let me draw that wrap
round you more closely ; the air is cold.”

A footman in the livery that seemed
so familiar to  Censtance got her bag
and opened the -carriage door for
them, and they were soon on their way

She had left it a few days ago under
circumstances whieh Lady Ruth had
tried to make ignominious ; she return-
ed to it escorted by its master. But this
view of the situation was lost upon Con-
stance, whose mind was fixed upon Arol.

The carriage rolled up the avenue, and
the great door was opened. By the dim
light burning i the han Constance saw
the stately figure of the marchiones
standing by the stairs. PR

She came forward in her noiseless
way, and took Constance’s hand and’
e R :

“I knew you would come, my dear;
if you could,” she said, simply. Then

‘as the marquis bent and kissed her, she |

‘said, * You found her then, Wolfé ?*
““Yes, mother,” he responded, “I found

full of tears. " Sk
. “It. has been such a comfort to me
to have Lord Wolfe at home,” said the

marchioness. “I cannot tell you how
goed he has heenu;lzl‘l the day he left

in search of you he insisted’upon sit-
ting up with me to nurse the dear boy.

- I# Arol had been his own child he could

not have been more devoted. Ah, with
all his wildness he always had the ten-
derest heart in the gorld." And she
wiped her eyes. ‘“But are you sure you
will not take some rest, my dear ? It
is such a terrible journey !”

“No, I would like to g0 to him at
once,” sald Constance.

They went through the familiar
rocms, the sight of Arol's toys making
Censtance’s heart ache, and entered the
sick-room,

The nurse rose from beside the bed,

{

a grown-up |

u%" uiet, profes~
7ery ;%ad you have
ng lady,” and he

cally,
Constance’s eyes filled with tears.
“You see, my dear !” said the march-

foness, laying her hand upon Con-

stance's gratefully.

“If he goes on like this we are all
right,” said the doctor. “Let him have
as much of you as you can, Miss Gra-
hame.”

“He shall have all of me !” said Con-
etance, fervently.

The old doctor smiled, and in the most
natural way gave her his instructions

, @s he sat beside the bed and watched

and Constance saw the pretty face all |

flushed and fevered, the golden brown
hair streaming over the white pillow.

Constance, too moved to speak, bent
dcwn and kissed him, and took one of

the hot hands that clutched the cover- |

lid. ;
“He is not conscious now ?” asked
the marchioness,.

“No, my lady,” replied the nurse, “Not |

now. I think he was a little while ago,
for he looked at me as he asked for you
and Miss Grahame.”

“You see!” whispered the marche-
ioness.

Comnstance knelt down beside the bel,
still holding the tiny hot hand.

“You will get some rest now Miss Gra-
hame has come, my lady 7’ said the
nurse, respectfully,

‘“Yes,” urged Constance.

“I will go and lie down for a little
while, presently,” said the march-
{cness,

The door opened as she spoke, and the
marquis entered. He had a salver in
his hand upon which was some wine,
and he poured out a glass.

“She has had nothing since we start-
ed, mother,” he said, quietly, as he gave
the wine to Constance. He took Arol’s
other hand, and held it.

“Is he better or worse ?”’ he asked,
anxiously.

“I think he is the same, my lord,”
rerlied the nurse. “Doctor Griffin will
be here again early in the morning ; he
hias enly just gone.”

They stood silently watching the littla
sufferer for some minutes, and present-
ly ke began to toss to and fro, and to
talk in a low, rambling murmur. Then
he stopped suddenly, and, opening his
eves, looked round vacantly, but seem-
ed to recognize the marchioness.

“Grandma !’ he said, feebly, ‘“has she
come—Miss Grahame ?” .

“Yes, I am here, Arol,
whispered.

He uttered a weak little cry of joy,
and, turning, put his parched lips to
her cheek.

“I am so glad, 8& glad !”” he murmur-
ed. “You—you won’t go away again ?”

“No, dear,” responded Constance, al-
most inaudibly.

“No, stay with me and I shall get
better,” he said, plaintively. “I'm al-
ways missing you when I wake. Oh,
I feel so tired, Miss Grahame, dear! I
tkink I have been very ill !”

“You must call me Constance,” she
murmured.

A loving smile flickered over his face.

“May I ? How kind you are to me !
It’s such a beautiful name. Con-
stance !”

He was silent for a moment, then he
turned his heavy eyes on the marquis.

“Oh, is that you, Uncle Wolfe ? I'm
so glad she has come. You won’t let
her go again, will you ?”

“No, Arol,” said the marquis, gently,
and he stroked the het hand that clung
tc his convulsively, “We've got her
ncw, and we'll keep her, eh ? Come
away, mother, and leave them alone,”
he said to the marchioness in a whisper.
“He will get better now that he has
ceased to fret after her.”

“Oh, please God, please God !” mur-
mured the old lady,

She paused a moment as she was leav-
the room, and his lips twitched.

“Yes,” he assented, almost harshly.
“Come away.”

I shall remain with him, nurse,” said
Constance when they had gone. “You
may go and rest. Put the medicine
clese at hand, and tell me anything I
ought to know.”

She spoke so firmly that the nurse
could not very well refuse to obey, and
Ccenstance was left alone.

Arol lay motionlesg now, his eyes fix-
ed upon her dreamily, his cheek press-
ed to hers; and pregently the tight
grasp of his hand relaxed, and he fell
into the fitful sleep which is all the
rest fever allows.

Your true woman is never happier,
never so certainly at her best, as when
she is nursing those she loves, and a
feeling of peace and rest fell upon Con-
stance ; but it was doomed to a speedy
interruption.

The door opened slowly, and, looking
up, she saw Lady Ruth enter.

Constance teok no notice,

dear,” she

but her

' heart began to beat, and her face grew

pale. ’

Lady Ruth stole up to the bed and
lccked down at them with a very dif-
ferent expression to that which the
marchioness’s face had won. {
_“So you have come

in a whisper that

her. She is tired out, and not strong—"" :

** She shall go to bed at once,

need for action had banished all her | .. L

“ Very ::‘ﬁ.” he said “.‘. a o v Tet
me take you home.” :

back 2" she said |

the child’s flushed face.

“Your name is familiar to me, Miss
Grahame,” he said, after some time. “I
knew a Doctor Grahame in the Cur-
ragh.”

Constance flushed, then turned pale.

“He was my father,” she said, in a
low voice.

Dr. Griffin held out his hand with a
pleased look that grew into a sympath-
etic one as he glanced at her black dress
and at her sad face.

“He was a remarkably clever man,”
he said, gently. “We were at the Cur-
ragh together. Remarkably clever. And
you are his daughter ? How small the
world is. Dear, dear! And you are
staying here ?”

““While Arol is i, sir,” said Constance,
with a sudden flush. “I was his gover-
ness.”

‘““Was ?” he said. “And now you are
his nurse. But you must not knock
ycurself up. You have been ill, have
yocu not ?”

Constance shook her head.

“They must take care of you,” he said,
quietly ; and he smiled at the march-
fcness as she came toward them, and
within hearing, ‘“for little Lord Arol’s
sake.”

“And for her own, doctor,” said the
merchioness, gently. ‘““You will go and
rest now, my dear.”

But Constance refused firmly.

“Not yet,” she said ; “I cannot re-
sign my post so soon,” and she looked
at the doctor anxiously.

He nodded approvingly.

‘“That was worthy of the daughter
of my old friend,” said Dr. Griffin as he
rose. “I have every confidence in you,
my dear young lady.”

“Oh, my dear, if you knew how grate-
ful I am to you !” murmured the march-
foness. “But, indeed, you must go and
rest. I heard what doctor Griffith said,
and Lord Wolfe would never forgive
any of us if you were to be ilL”

Constance turned her face away.

“I shall not be ill, dear Lady Brake-
speare,” she said in a low voice.

The marquis entered at the moment,
and came noiselessly to the bed.

“You have done more than the doctor
could have accomplished,” he said in a
voice that thrilled her. “I have not
seen him so peaceful yet. Have you
tried to thank her, mother ?"

“Yes, Wolfe,” she replied, meekly,
“and I want her to rest, but she will
not.”

He took out his watch.

“She shall remain another hour,” he
said, as he glanced at Constance’s anx-
fcus face. “One hour only, mind. I
will go and send her some breakfast.
Remember.” he added as he reached
the door, “it is a command, and you
know I like to be obeyed.”

And Constance, who had withstood
the doctor and the marchioness, lower-
her head and said nothing.

CHAPTER XVI.

The crisis had passed, and Arol had
turned the dark corner and was on the
road to recovery. Since the hour she
had re-entered. the castle Constance
had nursed him with the devotion of
a sister ; she had scarcely left the bed-
side, and it was from her hand that he
tcock his medicine and his food ; and
it was to her that they all looked with
the deepest and most profound grati-
tude.

Since the day she had come back Con-
stanee had not left the upper part.of
the house. There was a balcony run-
ning some little distance in front of
the windows on the west side, and she
had gone out upon this balcony and got
& few minutes of fresh air.

The marchioness had urgéd her to
come down at meal times, and the mar-
quis had just stopped short at the point
of ordering her to do so, but Constance
had resisted all their entreaties.

She had come back, she told herself,
for one sole object : to nurse Arol, and
ghe would confine herself to that. As
soon as he got well she would return
to the lonely life at Mrs. Mervyn’s, and
begin again the struggle for evistance.

The marchioness spent a great deal
of her time in Arol’s room, and seemed
never so happy as when sitting beside
his bed and talking to him and Con-
stance. Lady Ruth had come in about
twice a day for some days, but soon
after the crisis had passed Constance
noticed the discontinuance of her visits,
and it was explained by the march-
joness.. ’

“Lady Ruth has gone on a visit,” ghe

said.
.. *Yes 7" said Comstance, who could
not help a thrill of relief and satisfac-

Castoria.

“ Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children.”

Dz. G. C. Osaoop,
Lowell, Mass.

« (astoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. I hope the day is not
far distant when mothers will consider the real
Interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
stead of the variousquack nostrums which are
destroying their loved ones, by foreing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves.*
* Dz. J. F. KincrELOE,
: Conway, Ark.

Qastoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. I is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil.
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhcea and Wind Colic. Castoria relieves
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.
QCastoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Cas=
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.
“ Castoria is so well adapted to children thag
I recommend it assuperior toany prescription

Eknown to me.”
H. A, ArcrEr, M. D,,
111 8o0. Oxford 8t., Brooklyn, N, Y,
* Our physicians in the children’s depart-
ment have.spoken bhighly of their experi-

ence in their outside practice with Castoria, ;
and’ although we only have among our

medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria bas won us to look with
favor upon it.”

UxiTep HOSPITAL AND DispENsary,

Aurzw C. SurTr, Pres.,

The Centaur Company, T7 Murray Street, New York City.

Boston, Masg, .

One will please, siz guaranteed to cure, Pamphlet free to any address, | s
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont., Canada. _AMLJ

WOO(]’S.; Phospnomﬂﬁ.—ﬁe 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
combination that will effect a prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof
Sexual 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
Phosphodine 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 to die, 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 mail free of postage.

Wood’s Phosphodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists in the Dominioa.
-~ =

SEEDS: SEEDD.

This is about the season of the year that

—~ -

we generally haye the pleasure of informing
our friends of the arrival of good, pure,
reliable fresh Seeds of all kinds; also sume
very fine Dutch Setts,

A. HIGINBOTHAM, Druggist.
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Call and inspect work, and

J. P

Telephone 122.

LEY.

«=2010-tf,

VICTORIA PLANING MILL

I2TINDSAY.
Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.

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

uset prices before you buy elsewhere.
tisfaction guaranteed.
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