air, my dear,” she sald, as Constanee
gave her her shawl; * Wolfe will be
pleased when he comes back. He has
been so anxious about you.”

Constance sat with downcast eyes and
blushing face.

“Pon't you think you could come
down to dinner to-day ?”’

“Oh, no,” said Constance; “I—1
would rather not.”

“ What's that she would rather not ?”
said the deep, musiecal voice of the mar-
quis,

“You startled me, Wolfe,” sald his
mother. ‘1 was just saying that Miss
Grahame might stretch a point and
ceme down te dinner with us to-day.
But she says she wilhnot. Really, there
is no reason why she should not ; Arol
is quite well enough to be left. Ask her,
Wolfe,”

“I'll @0 more—command her,” he said:
and he went round to whare she sat be-
hind the curtaine, and put his arm
round her. * Stand up,” he sajd, “and
say tHat you are ready to oDey your
future husband, Constance.”

Constance, growing pale, would have
shrunk back, but his strong arm was
rceurd her and supported her.

The marchioness looked at them
speechlessly ; Arol's eyes dilated with
wonder and a dawning delight.

- ‘* Mother,” said the marquis, very
gently, ‘‘ here is my future wife and
your daughter. What do you say to
her ?”

he marchioness turned pale, and
stood for a moment overwhelmed with
surprise ; then she held out her arms to
Constance.

‘“Oh, my dear,” she said, brokenly,
*“ccme to me !

The marquis led Constance to her.

The marchioness laid her trembling
haxds on Constance’s head.

‘“ God bless youw, my dear, and make
you both happy !” she murmured.

€onstance took her hands in hers and
kissed them, but the old lady drew her
up to her bosom and embraced her lov-
ingly.

“And I never thought of it "’ she said,
Wwith a smile ; *“I had no idea.”

** You thought that you and Arol were
the only sensible peeple in the house,
eh, mother ? said the marquis, looking
on with happiness beaming in his dark
eyes. “Did you think I had no heart
or that I was invulnerable ?”°

* I-I never thought of ifat all ! res-
ponded the marchioness; *‘ and yet,
sometimes— But—oh, my dear, I am so
glad, so happy !

** What are you all doing and talking
about ?’ exclaimed Arol, with not un-
natural impatience. ‘ Why are you so
happy ? What are you kisstng Con-
stance for, grandma ? What’s she been
doing ?”

‘“Something very foolish, my boy.,”
#aid the marquis. *“ What do you say
t> having a new aunt, Arol 2"

Arol stared ; then he uttered a shrill
cry of delight.

‘Do you mean that you are going to
marry Constance, Unele Wolfe ?” he ex-
claimed.

L “You have guessed it at once, my
oy.”

“Oh I'm sQ glad ! so very, very glad !’
he cried ; ‘‘though,” and his face feM
for a moment, "I always thought I
should like to marry her myself.”

Constance put her arms round him
and pressed him to her.

* Never mind,” he said, ‘“so long as
one of us ‘marries you, it’'s all right.
You’'ll never, never leave me now, will
you, Constance, dear ?” >

**No, Arol,” she murmured.

* For the best of all reasons,” said the
marquis ; * she won’t be able,” and with
a laugh he left the room.

' The marchioness signed to Constance
to come and sit beside her.

“I am all in a flutter, my dear,” she
said ; I am so surprised! But the
neys has made me very happy.”

‘“That scems so strange,” said Con-
stance in a low voice, *“I'thought—"
She paused.

*“ Well, my dear ?’ and the old lady
patted the .?tt. warm hand.

*I ‘thought you would be angry and
disappointed,” continued Constance,
looking down.

* Why, my dear 2 «

Constance was silent for a moment,
then she said, not without a touch of
dignity :

** Persons of Lord Brakespeare's rank
do not often marry so far beneath
them.”

The marchioness shook her head and
Smiled.

** My dear, you don’t thi
really so far beneath him,” ::e x;zeéf
ed, shrewdly, “ and you are quite right.
A pure, true-hearted woman, if she be a
lady, is the equal of apy man. I think
Wolfe has been very wise as well as
fortunate. If he had asked me to choose
for him—which is the most improbable
thing I can think of,” and she smiled, “T
could not have chosen a wife for him

more after my own heart. He was quite |

right when he said that Arol and I love
l’?‘?’ We do, my dear, and you know

“ Ahd—and yet you know nothing ]
l;’bout me,” said Constance, tremulous-

“ Well, not very mnoh.,perh%g

dear,” responded the old la

ing you-—g was wor ing ‘ _
sn't it QT e :
b Ah, yes, yes,” and she stifled 2 little
sigh.
€Weu. then, don’t’ think of it any
more. It is true that Wolfe might have
found a wife in what is called our qQwn
class—might have married rank and
morey ; but,” and the Brakespeare look
ecame into the old lady’s eyes, ‘“‘we are
not, I think, in want of money ; and as

for the rank "—she smiled—* well, we
are proud to think that it is of very little
consequence.”

Constance bent and kissed the sweet,
plactd face.

“ Oh, how good, how good you all are
to me !” she murmured. -

“ Are we ?” said the marchioness,
laughing ; “ it is nothing to what we will
be. You shall see—you shall see! My
dear, this is the happiest day 1 have
spent since Wolfe came back to me,
and it almost seemed that might as it
you had brought him.”

‘" I ?D'

“ You both came together, and it was
you who brought me the news of his re-
turn. I shall never forget that. And
then there is anothe: thing. Who knows
how long he would have remained with
us but for you ? He was getting rest-
less, he might have gone any Gay or any
moment, but now that he has fallen in
love with you he will stay. Yes, he will
stay, and it is te you that I shall owe
his presence. So you see, my dear, what
goed cause I have for loving you.”

“ Tt seems like a dream,” murmured
Constance, softly. * So strange, so im-
prabable.”

« That he should have fallen in love
with you ?” asked the old lady, with a
smile. “Well, I think it would have been
stranger if he had not. You see, my dear,
for the first thing you are very pretty ;
there will be another * beautitulslady’
in the portrait gallery presently,” and
she laughed at Constance's erimsoned
face. * Then you have that sweet, mou-
sey little way with you which men find
so irresistible, and naturally ; and then,
my dear, we all know how goed you are.
Put there, I don't want to make you
vain, and so spoil Wolfe’s wife. Happy
Wolfe !I””

« Happy Constance !" tmurmured Con-
stance; hiding her face on the old lady’s
shoulder.,

*“ And now, my dear,” said the mar-
chioness, ‘‘you must tell us exactly
what you would like done. You wili
want your friends to know.”

* My friends ?” echoed Constance.'

“Yes. No doubt you would like some
of them to come and see you. Remem-
ber that this place will be yours very
scon, and that you must consider it as
such. Now, whom shall I ask to come
and stay ?”

“ No one,” said Constance, quietly.
“There is no one. I do not think I have
a relation in the worM ; at least, there
is none that I know of or remember.”

* My poor child, hew lonely you must
have been !” and the tender-hearted old
lady stroked he: hair.

*“ Yes,” said Constance, gently, “I1
have been very lonely since my father
died.”

*“ But you will be so no longer, my
dear,” said the miarchioness. ' You are
among your own people now. Then
there is no one whom I can ask ? Is
there any one to whom I shall write 2"

“ No,” replied Constance, shaking her
head. * There is no one excepting Lady
Armstead.”

‘“Well, then, I'l write to ker at the
same time you do, my dear,” said the
marchioness. ‘I suppose the wedding
will be very soon ?”

“Oh, not soon !” murmured Constance,
blushing. .

“1 hope so. You see, when you are
married I shall feel as if I had got
Wolfe quite safe and secure. Oh, my
dear, I little thought that night
when you came and told me that my
son had coeme back to me, that I shoulM
gain a; daughter as well! I hope, I
pray that he may make you happy, and
I think he will. The Brakespeares are
not half-hearted in their love ; with all
tl.eir faults, they are true and constant.
God bless you both, my dear!”

CHAEBTER'XVIIIL

The wife of the marquis !

Constance sat beside the window in
her own room trying to realize it. Would
she wake presently to find that it was
all a dream ? She the wife of the Mar-
quis of Brakespeare! It seecmed tod
wildly improbable te be true. What
had she done to deserve such happiness
—for shé was thrilling with sich hap-
piness as she had never yet dreamed
of.

She could feel his kisses on her face
and hair, hear his voice ringing 1 ier
heart. She knew now that she had lov-
ed him from the first ; she understood
now why, whenever she thought of him
—and when -gshe ceased to think of
him ?—her heart had throbbed with a
strange mixture of pleasure and pain. ¢

With the unspeakable joy that filled
her whole being there came, too, a sense
of peace and rest.

She had been alone in the world, at
the merey of every wind that blows ;
at the mercy of Rawson Fenton, and as

through her. She need fear him no long-
er ; one stood beside her now who could
ands would protecti her from any harm
Rawson Fenton' might attempt to do
her. She would put all remembrance
of him away from her. It would have
been better if she had told Wolfe about
him,it would have been wiser and sweet-
er to have told the whole story of her
past life, in which there was nothing for:
which she should blush ; but he had hot
permitted her to do so.

‘Well, she would sink it forever. And
of him she, for her part, would ask noth-
ing. He had said that there was a secret
connected with his past, a secret which
might bear bitter fruit in the future.
He had bidden her trust him and be
brave. Yes, she would trust him fully
and entirely, and if the trouble of which
he spoke so vaguely should come—well,
she would bear it and try and help him
to bear it. At any rate, her love should
comfort and consocle him, let what would

Love ! Her heart was overflowing with
it. No woman that ever lived had loved

« Oh, thank you, Mary,” she said, Bia-

ing her face in the flowers.

ful they are !” ,

“ Yes, miss, all white this evening.”

« Then the flowers that you have put
in my room every day were from the
marquis ?” said Constance.

The girl nodded and smiled.

every day and gave them to me. I
thought you knew it, though he sald I
was to put them in your room without
saying anything. You must let me fin-
ish your hair, miss, please,” she added,
with respectful eagerness ; and she fin-
ished dressing her hair, showing even
mere than her customary alacrity and
willingTess, : s

Constance went down a few moments
before the difiner-bell rang, and saw the
marquis standing in the hall

He lodked up at her, his handsome
face eloquent with love, It seemed to
her to have grown younger since the
morning.

“What a time you have bean !” he
said, as she stood on the stair above
him. “I ean dress in fourteen minutes!”
and he drew her arm within his. He
would have kissed her, and his eyes
spoke his longing plainly enough, but
the butler and the footman were about
the hall.

“ 8o could I, if T cut my hair off,” she
said.

“ Ah, don’t do that !" he said, as they
entered the drawing-room. “I wanted
to see you alone for a few minutes, and
mother is discreetly keeping upstairs till
the last moment. Do you know what I
want ?”

“ Your dinner ? said Constance. She
was so full of happiness that she too
had grown yeunger, and was able to
hide the love that thrilled her under a
girlich playfulness that gave her a new
charm in his eyes.

“So I do,” he replied. *But I want
scmething else ; I want to seal our eom-
pact.

-She looked round apprehensively. The
butler of one of the other servants might
come in, probably would, at any «-mo-
ment. s

He laughed and drew something from
his waistcoat pocket.

“ Hold out yeur hand.”

She did so wonderingly.

“ Let me see, which is the finger ?”’
and he held up a beautiful diamond and
ruby ring. ‘ Which is the engaged fin-
ger ?" he asked.

«“ T den’t know. You see, I was never
engaged before,” ghe repiied, blushing
and laughing.

“I thank God for your ignorance,
dearest,” he remarked, devoutlys nnder
his breath. * The third, j=n't it. Now
our compact is almest sealed.”

 What a lovely ring !" she exclaimed.
holding her hand up to the }ight. “Why,
where did you get it so—" and she
turned her face away.”

“ 80 quickly ?” he finished for her with
a smile. “ Do you think I carried it
atout with me on the chance of ‘wlnnlng
vou ? I'm not coneceited enough quite
for that. My mother gave it to me just
now.”

Constance kissed the ring quickly.

That's for my mother, no doubt,”
Le said ; * but what is for me ?”

“ 1 thought it was a gift,” she said,
arching her brows and coloring.

* Exactly ; but even a gift deserves
an acknowledgment, young lady.”

She dropped him a courtesy.

“ Thank you-—-WoK’é.”

With a little cry of delight in ber hu-
mo® he caught her and kissed her, and
Constance shyly sealed the compact,
and had scarcely got free from his arms
as the marchioness entered.

“ Oh, my ring !”said Constance, going
to her and holding out her hand, on
which the jewels blazed and sparkled.
* How kind of you !I” g

“ Do you like it, dear ?”’ sald the old
lady. “It is old-fashioned, but you
won’t' mind that. You sec, he could not
wait, and so I gave him mine. It was
iLe one his father placed on my finger

' tlc day we were engaged,” she added,

simply.

“Dinner is served, my lady,” announc-
ed the butler,

“ Give me your arms, both of you !
£aid the marquisg, and he took them in.

1.?\*;3.5 the happiest little dinner that
ihrée persons ever sat down to.

(ood ncews as well as bad travels fast,
ana it is probable that the great event
1ad become known to the servants.
T'erhaps Arol had remarked to the
nurse, ‘* Unele Wolfe is going to marry
Miss Grahame.” In any case, the but-
Jer and his satellites seemed to pay
special attention to Constance that
evening ; and Mr., Belford hovered
about r, looking like a benevolent
Lisho d treated her as if she had
just been rescued from starvation.

‘*“ Champagne, miss ?” he kept mur-

she thought of him a faint shudder ran : muring assiduously in her ear, and Con-
' stance felt her continual ‘‘ No, thank

you,” almost ungrateful.

Never had the marquis been in such
+ zood humor and spirits, and as he talk-
ed in a voice full of quiet and complete
joy, the marchioness leaned back and
leoked at him and at Constance with a
fooe' that reflected her beloved son's
happiness.

Kvery now and then he managed, un-
der the pretense of giving her a flower,
ov passing her the menu, to touch Con-
stance's hand, and once, utterly regard-
lczs of the solemn Belford, he let his
hand fall on hers, and held¥it for a
moment or two. Constance’s face was a
penorama of blushes &ll through the
meal, but, as every blush heightened
her loveliness in his eyes, probably he

When the marchioness, smiling at
Constance, rose, he flung down his nap-
in,

stance; “ that I

: 0 sit
the drs

“Yes, I}
will come down directly., How beauti- |

“ Yes, miss. He cut them himself |

did not care. s A

“ Never mind the claret, Belford,” he | T

*“ Yes, my lord,” said Belford, looking
over the crowd, - S

* Very well, then,” said the marquis.
*1 have sent for you because I wich
ycu to know and to share my happiness.
-Gome of you have been in the service
I'tf my father—"

“ Your grandfather, my lord,” said
o tremulous voice, and an old woman,
whom Constance had seen about the
touse once or twice, dropped a court-
1 °8Y.
| “Yes,” he nadded, *“2and my grand-
father, You have served us faithfully,
and wc have tried to prove ourselves
ycur friends.”

“Yes, yes, my lord,” came the eager
vesponse. * God pless your lordship !”

“So I have gent for you to-night to
tell you that a great happiness has
come to me, the greatest that can come
to a man. This lady,” and he took Con-
stince's hand, “jg my future wife !”

Constance, pale and trembling, stood
with downcast eyes.

A shout wyemt up, a shout of pleased
gratification.

‘“ You were good enough to welcome
me home when I came back a little
while ago,” he went on, ‘‘ and you said
you hoped that I should stay. Well, I
em going to stay, byt If that gives you
any pleasure, you must thank Miss Gra-
hame,” and he raised her hand to his
\ips and kissed it,

It was not much of a speeeh, but it
went home to them all, espedially to
thaose who kad grown old in the Drake-
gpeare service, and felt that the place
%vas indeed their home, and the people
they had served so faithfully their
triendsg.

A clieer rose and echoed again and
again amid the timbers of the roof, and
“ God bless you, my lord! God bless
you, my lady ! GQGod bless you, miss !
rang enthusiastically round.

The marquis nodded to Belford, who,
quite comprehending, went off to the
vellar, and the marquis with a pleasant
" @ood-night ¥’ dismissed the crowd, all
tuazing with excitement and grati-
rcation, for Constance’'s gentle nature
had made her popular with one and all,
and they felt that the kindly Brake-
spcare regime would nottbe breken by
this the future matchioness.

Constance sat for a few minutes in
the drawing-room close beside the mar-
chieness, then she got wp.

d“ Where are you going ?”’ he demand-
~
“Fo Arol,” she replted, and stole a-
way.

The news zpread like wildfire, and at
:‘nrst people utterly refused to believg
t.

That the Marquis of Brakespeare,
the first man in the county, the repre-
sentative of one of the oldest peerages
In the United Kingdom, should marry
& governess! It was simply impos-
wible !

But when the next day Constance
was seen riding by his side, and those
who saw them told how he looked at
her whe€n he spoke; and when on the
niext day she was seen in the carriage
beside the marchioness: who was heard
to address her as * Constance, dear,”
I:cople began to believe that there
“ mukt be something’in it,” and to stare
aghast.

* Marry the governess ! Isn’t it really
ewful ? He must be out of his mind !
But there, we all know what these wild
Rrakespeare are. But to marry the
governess, it is really too dreadful !”

It might be dreadful, but it was true,
and Dbeing true had to be acoepted. If
he had chosen to propose to one of the
house-maids the county would have
had' te recognize and accept the fact.

So in a few days carriages began to
roll up the avenue¥and cards were sent
in. not only to the marchioness and
wmarquis, but to—Miss Grahame. And
the county families, which for pride
can be matched against Lucifer him-
gelf in his proudest moments, were con-
strained t
*“came from no one knows where, and
Is absolutely nobody, you know, my
dear,” but whom the marquis had se-
lected for his future wife, and who must
be treated as such,

And Constance went through the or-
deal admirably. The marchioness, who
knew how cruel the ¢lass to which she
belonged could be to an * outsider,”
was inwardly rejoiced and gratified by
Constancg's success, as, calm and self-
possessed, she endured all the darts and
arrows which, under the cover of plea-
sant smiles and honeyed words, were
shot at her.

*“It is her lov; and happiness that
make her brave,” gshe gaid to the mar-
quis one afternoon when Constance’s

bhad been opposed to the barbs of hglf
a dozen disappointed mothers who,
while murmuring pleasant things, had
tried their hardest to stare her down
and freeze her. °‘They will not be able
to resist her for Jong, you will see.”

% Resigt her !” he echoed, proudiy and
fondly, " A heart of stone, an untutor-
ed savage, would melt under that smile
of hers. Confound the people, why on
earth don't they stay away !’ =

‘““ No, deaw,”” she said, putting her
hand on his arm. “ 8he must go through
it. She is the future marchioness, and.
will take her place among them pre-
sently.” :

“ And will soar above them all as a

puddle,” he said, with his oid fire. “Bend
-and tell her to come to me, and-we will
ge out and forget these harpies.. Bless
my beautiful darling, she is worth

said. *“ Do you think,” turning to Con-
@ 2 :wu. ' i Sr U

! Lady Ruth, cheerfully.

. thought the best thing to do was to get

mile upon the girl who |

quiet, well-bred manner and sweet voice ;
| upon marrying the marquis as I was

star soars above its reflection in a |

i e

‘to see you !”
! “I've only come for the day—a day

off. Papa is just a little better.” «
| 'Then she crossed the hall, and coming
. straight to Constance,held out her hand,

‘and, her eyes fixed on her face with a

vpeculiar expression, said :
| “Ycame as soon as I could after hear-
' tng the news from Lady Brakespeare,
 to wish you happiness and to tell you
' how glad I am, dear Miss Grahame ;"
and she reached up and put her lips on
| Constance’s cheek.

It was a kiss certainly, but so hard

‘and cold that Constance could not re-

press a little shudder. Just as the
1 skeleton appeared at the Roman ban-
' quet, here was Constance’s skeleton in
. her feast of love.

¥ can't tell you how delighted I was

to hear the news,” said Lady Ruth,
, looking from one to the other with &
. smile, *“ Of course, it’s very easy to be
| clever after the event, but I assure you
‘ I saw it coming long ago; did I not,

Wiss Grahame ?”

, Constance, appalled by such finished
. Rypocrigy, could do nothing but change
eolor and stare at her.

The marquis laughed.

{ *“Bravo, Ruth!” and he went and
| put his arm round Constance. ‘ That's
! wery nice of you. Isn’t it, Comstance ?
l And now, as you two will want to gossip

for the next half hour, you'd better go
upstairs while I go and dress. Don't
tell her all my faults, Ruth ; she knows
qQuite enough already,” and he walked
off laughing.

“May I come up with you ?” said
Lady Ruth.

“ Certainly,” murmured Constance,
slill overwhelmed by this sudden and
unaccquntable change in Lady Rutk's
manner.

“I'll take my things off here,if I may,”
eaid Lady Ruth, when they had reach-
¢d Constance’s room. “ No, don’t ring
for the maid ; I want to talk to you.
Now, I dare say,” she went on, as she
took off her hat and smoothed her halr,
* that you are rather surprised by the
change in my manner 7’ and she glanc-
ed sharply over her shoulder at Con-
stance, '\who had been regarding her in
silence. .

She colored.

“ Am I to speak quite frankly. Lady
Ruth ?” she asked, with a faint smile.

“ Certainly» I am always frank my-
self : I think it is by far the best plan,”
replied I.ady Ruth, settling ngrsetf in
an easy-chair, and leooking up at Con-
stance watchfully, with her head on one
ride and her eyes half closed, and with
net a trace of shame or embarrassment
on her face, .

4 Well, then, I am,” said Constance,
quietly and distinctly.

* I thought you would be,” remarked
‘“You see, you
rever did understand me. I suppose
you will say that it was my fault if you
did not ?” .

“I thought I understood you very
well,” said Constance, with a gravity
that ought to have brought a blush to
Lady Ruth’s face, but it did not.

“ No, I don’t think you did. Let me
explain. Of course you knew that I
did not view the prospect of your mar-
ryingé the marquis with any pleasure.
Fhat, of course, you understood.”

“ Yes, 1 think I understood that,” as-
sented Constance, dryly. ,

“ And I would have done anything—
I did, indeed, do all I could to prevent
it,” continued Lady Ruth, as calmly
and®easily as if she were discussing
something that had only the very faint-
est interest for eithér of them. “I

come back, eh ? Glad

:rr:‘:ajout of the house an@l out of his
, and I did 1t.”

Constance turned her head aside that
she might hide the indignant flush
which rose to her face from the keen,
sharp eyes.

“ T thought I had won the day. ¥ou
see, I didn’t take chanee, a.ccldeng, into
my calculation. I suppose some people
would call it fate, Arol’s getting the fev-
er just at the moment yoy left. I call
it accident, and a vety tiresome one.”

“Need you tell me all this, Lady
Ruth ? said Constance, unable to keep
silence longer.

“ Yes, I think so. If we are to get on
together—and I intend that we shall—
we'd better, come to a complete and
thorough understanding. To tell you
the truth ; I rather like—well, I admire
wou. You are such a complete deception.
I don’t mean anything offensive.”

“ No 7" said Constance, with delicate
jrony. b

“ No ; I imagined that you were just
the ordinary young girl who eould be
circumvented quite easily ; that was
wkere I made a mistake. I didn’t give
yocu credit for the tenacity of purpose
which you possess. I didn’t quite
comprehend that you were as resolved

upon preventing.you.”

* Lady Ruth—" began Cqnstance, her
eyes beginning to figsh.

Lady Ruth held up her Iand.

“ Don’'t be angry. We agreed that we
would speak frankly, didn’t we ? and,
indeed, I'm paying you a very greai
compliment, if you’d only seeit. By the
way, please call me ‘ Ruth.’ The future
Marchioness of Bnkgpetre is—or will
be—superior in rank § des, we'd bet-
ter be friends, and address each other
as such.” :

*I should prefer to use your title,

Lody » it you do not mingd,” said

coqnt:}::‘ quietly. SRR
Lady Ruth shrugged her shoulders
* As you like, Well, to resume, Hav-
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Sexual Debllity, e ar Eacesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental
Worry, 'se of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcokolic Stimulants, all of
which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's
Phosphodine has been used succeesfully by hundreds of cases that seemed
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 ean be restored to a life of usefulness and happiness.
Price, one package, $1; six packages, §5; by mail free of postage.
One will please, six 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.
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SEEDS, SEEDY

This is about the season of the year that
we generally have 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.

e ———
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Jo . NYXIT.,HY.

VICTORIA PLANING ML

ILLINDSAY.
Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.
Frame, Sash, Doors, Blinds, Mouldings, Turnings, etc., etc.

Call and insﬁect work, and get prices before
Satisfaction guaranteed.

J. P. RYLEY.

Telephone 122. g o —2010-tf.

you buy elsewhere.
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