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able. T hope I've done it fairly well,
rut if I haven’t, I'll try to do so. Frank-
ly, Fm very sorry that I didn’t accept
the inevitable at the start and make the
best of it. I might have known that
Weife would fall in love with you, and,
knowing it, have been perfectly con-
vinced that he would have his way, if
all the world said no.”

Constance remained silent. She had
taken up a piece of work and bent over
it gravely. o

“I suppose you are very happy ?
said Lady Ruth after a pause, during
which she had been watching Con-
stance’s face with keen scrutiny.

Constance looked up for a second.

“Yes, I am very happy,” she said,
thinking as she spoke that she would
be still happier if Lady Ruth would get
up and go down-stairs and leave her in
peace,

*“ Ah, yes, of course. It would be very
edd if you were not. Love is a strange
thing ; I don’t profess to understand it.
You see, I have never been in love my-
self.”

**No ?” said Constance, .

“ No. Because I have never met the
right man, I suppose. My time will
come some day, perhaps ; meanwhile—
wcll, I must amuse myseif with looking
on at the happiness of others. And he
is very happy, too, I suppose ?”

Constance colored.

‘I hope 80,” she replied.

‘“ Ah, yes; yes, he would be. That's
quite natural. But take care, my dear
Constance !”

Constance’s fingers stopped, and she
Jookeq inquiringly at the sharp face.

* Take care!” repeated Lady Ruth.
“1 know him better than you do, my
dear, though I am not in love with him ;
rerhaps just because I am not, and [
vinture to utter a word of warning.”

Constance half rose,

‘“ Shall we go down to the. marchio-
ness 7’ she said, coldly.

Lady Ruth laughed.

‘1 beg your pardon, but that little air
of quiet dignity becomes you so well !
No, let us wait a minute or two till I've
‘got through,” as the Americans say,
and don’t be angry and impatient. I'm
actuated by the most friendly feelings,
I assure you. I really want your course
of true love to run smoothly, and I think
I can help it, if you'll be wise and listea
to me.”

‘I will listen to you for hours—on any
other topic, Lady Ruth,” said Con-
stance,

She laughed. »

‘“Thanks ; but this is the only omne
you and T can talk about,” she said with
covert insolence., * Just hear me out,
and you will see how little cause you
have for anger. I really mean well by
you, and that's why I want to tll you
to proceed with cauticn, my dear.”

‘“ With caution ?”’ echoed Constance,
celdly.

“Yes. I don’'t want you and Wolfe
to quarrel, and I've always noticed that
most lovers’ quarrels are caused by
thcir‘mfsunderstandlng each other. I
suppose, though, you think that you do
understand Wolfe ?”

Constance made no reply.

“I thought so. It would be odd if
you didn’t. But pardon me, my dear
Constance, if I venture to doubt it. Why,
jJust think how short a time you have
known each other! A few weeks, so to
speak. I suppose he has told you all his
past history ?’ and she watched Con-
stance through half-closed eyes.

‘“No ? Well, perhaps he was wise not
tn do so. But you have told him all
yours, my dear, of course 7’

Constance fought to keep the color
frcm rising to her face, and knew she
had not succeeded by the smile that
crept slowly into Lady Ruth’s sharp
eyes,

* Mutual trust ? Well, that’s very
nice, but it’'s dangerous, my dear. Es-
pecially with such a jealous lover as
Woife.”

“Jealous ?” said Constance, the word
escaping her before she knew it.

‘“What! Not found that out yet 7
exclaimed Lady Ruth; with a laugh.
" My dear girl, Wolfe is the most jea-
lous of his sex. He is the kind of man
who must not only wear the rose him-
self, but will not allow any other man
near it ; would lose his head, indeed, if
he thought any one else had even touch-
ed it. Now, I've no doubt that there
has been some one else—" .

Constance flushed, and rose from her
seat, and Lady Ruth laughed.

‘“That blush betrays you, my dear!
‘Why, of course ! You are too good-look-
ing to have gone through the world
without an affaire de cocur! Wolfe
was not the first man to lose his heart,
I know.”

“ Can we not talk of something else,
Rady Ruth ?” said Constance, coldly. .

“ Bear with me a few minutes longer,
my dear,” she replied. * All I want to
say is—don’'t tell Wolfe anything of
these other fittle affairs. Take my ad-
vice and keep them to yourself. Once
rouse his jealousy, and—" She shrugg-
€4 her shoulders, * *Let sleeping dogs
lie,’ is a very maxim—especially
for lovers. Now, I think you ought to
be grateful to mé, but I'm afraid you

aren’t. Never mind, I must console my-|

self with the reflection that I have

Co

coldly. | 5 : 3
iady Ruth got up from the lounge.
«The dear child! Let me go with

you! I should never have left him but

for my father's illness. I hope you'll
like my father, my dear, but I'm afraid
you won’t. You'll be very singular if
you do. He is a martyr to the gout,
poor man ; and everybody belonging to
him is a martyr to him. But he will be
sure to like you ; he always falls in love
with pretty women—an:| generally tells
them so the first time he sees them.
< ou see, he has some of the Brakesl??a.re
piood in him. They are all alike !

And with this amiable speech, she
linked her arm in Constance’'s and
laughed. Constance, feeling as if she
would give anything to be able to draw

her arm away, walked in this fashion
by her side to Arol's room.

He was sitting by the window yawn-
ing over a book,which he prom ptly flung
on to the bed as they appeared.

“ What a timec you have been, Con-
stance !I” he exclaimed, throwing his
arms round her neck. *1I thought you
were never coming. So you've come
back, Cousin Ruth,” he added. putting
up his face to be kissed, but with no
great eagerness.

* Yes, I've come back for an hour or
two. I'm not going to stay, Arol. You
den’t want me now that you have gqt
your ‘dear Constance’ back, do you g

The boy blushed.

“T'm very glad you have come,” Le
said. *“Yes, I've got Constance. You
know,” with an air of the most profound
satisfaction, * that she is going to stay,
that she’s never going to leave me any
more ?”’

“Yes ; I've heard all about it, Arol.”
taid Lady Ruth, smilingly, though her
thin lips looked hard and strained.
“What a good thing it is! And now I
rcally must go and see grandmamma.
1 shall see you before I go, Constance,
dear.”

Constance inclined her head, and La-
dy Ruth, with another peck at Arol's
cizeek, left the room.

Arol was silent for a minute or two,
evidently deep in thought ; then he said,
slowly :

*“ How fond Ruth seems to be of you,
Constance, dear !”

“Yes,” assented Constance,
swkwardly.

““ What mistakes I do make,” he said,
gravely. *“ Now, I always fancied that
she didn't like you, somehow. I don't
know why I fancied it, but I did.”

‘“ Well, you mustn’t fancy it any long-
er,” said Constance, hurriedly. ‘ Where
Is your book ? Shall I read to you,
dear ?” .

And she caught up the book and be-
gan reading at once, to stop any further
remarks.

Lady Ruth went slowly down the
stairs, smiling no longer, but with a lock

rather

. on her face which would have set Arol
" pcndering still more deeply.

Once she paused, and looked round
tne grand old hall, at the tattered flags
suspended from the oaken rafters, at
tiie view ot the park which she could see
frcm the oriel-window, and her thin
iips trembled as she muttered :

‘ She mistress here! Never !”

She went into the drawing-room and
found the marchioness seated in her ac-
customed chair.

‘“ Where have you been, Ruth ?”’ ask-
ed the old lady as Lady Ruth seated
herself beside her. “ It was very good
of you to come over.”

‘““ Oh, I felt that I must come and pay
n:y respects to Wolfe's future wife as
sccn as possible ; and I have been up-
stairs talking to her. I think Wolfe
will have a very handsome wife.”

The marchioness looked slightly dis-
appointed.

‘“Yes, Constance is very beautiful,”
she said, in her gentle way ; “but she is
mcere than that !”

Lady Ruth looked at her with bland
Inquiry.

“@he is so good,” exclaimed the old
lady. *“I never met any one with a
sweeter nature than Constance’s, so un-
selfish and considerate of others. She
has nursed Arol as if he had been her
own child, and there is not a person in
the house who does not love and respect
her. . As for me—well, I feel that I have
fcund a daughter in my old age.”

Lady Ruth’s face seemed to grow
thinner and sharper, and her hands
ciasped each other tightly in her lap.

‘I admire her very much, of course,”
she said, quietly ; “ but I did not think
she was such a paragon, though she al-
ways looked good-tempered.” She
paused a moment, *“ By the way, who is
she, aunt—for I suppose she has told
you all her histoyy ?’ And she shot a
glance sideways at the marchioness.

The old lady shook her head placidly.

*“ She is the daughter of a medical
raan who is dead, as no doubt you know.
Doctor Griffin knew him years ago, and
speaks very highly of him indeed.”

“Oh !” was the curt comment. ‘“ And

does he speak as highly of the daugh-~
L 750 o adh

*He knew little or nothing of Con-

stance,” replied the marchioness.

“ Does any one know anything of her”
asked Lady Ruth. “ Of course,” she
added, sharply, “I am not curious sn
my own account, but one hates to be
-asked natural questions about Wolfe's
future wife that one cannot answer,
and peopie will ask me questions. It
will be very embarrassing to have to
reply—° Really, I don’t know anything
about her, and neither does any one
else’ That will be anything but satis-
factory.”

The marchioness looked at her with
a faint trouble on her serene brow.

“You have a strange way of putting

things, Ruth,” she said. *“ Any one can

fee that Constance is a lady, and that
iz sufficient. Why should people be s»
curidus about her ?” ;i

“I don’t know why.

nstance R
« I must go to Arcl now,” she saa

‘ster,” she said, shortly.

ess say ?" asked the marquis, coming
e moment. :

hlf:d;hnuth ran her eyes over the let-

.« And what does the deﬁ‘ﬂ"ﬂnch- ‘

ter, and handed it to him without‘a..

word. He laughed.
« Quite a characteristic letter, moth-
er,” he sald. * The duchess, hearing of

pur engagement, is going to give a ball—

a little dance she calls it ; I ltnow what
her ‘little dances’ mean “—in our honor.
You are to be sure and g0, because si..
wants to kear from your own lips what
you think of your futurc daughter«in-
law. And there's an invitiation for Ruth,
tco ; she thinks she is still staying with
us. Dear old lady. That’s just like her.
Anything is an excuse for a little dance.
Cunstance will be delighted with ken,”
he added, lover-like,

“It is to be nopea the delight will be
mutual,” said Lady Ruth, smiling.

He looked down at her.

* I can't imagine any cne so dense as
not to appreciate Constance,” he re-
marked. :

“ I'm afraid I shall not be able to go,”
she said. Then suddenly she looked up.
*“ And yet I think I must. But I can go
from home if you will chaperon me in
the room, aunt, dear ; that is, if Con-
stance doesn’t mind sharing you.”

The marchioness smiled. * Of course
you will go, Ruth,” she said, quietly.
*“ What is the date, Wolfe ?”

“The twentieth,” he said, dropping
the Ietter in her lap. ‘It will be a big
affair evidently, for there must be a
gcod many London people staying at
Bzrminster just now ;" and he leaned
against the mantel-shelf with his hands
in his pockets and a faint smile on his
lips.

He was thinking that he had not yet
danced with Constance, and that on the
twentieth he should do so.

CHAPTER XX,

Not even the prospect of a dance at
the Duchess of Barminster’'s cou'd add
to Constance's happiness, and she would
willingly have forgone it ; would glad-
ly have exchanged it for, say, an even-
ing stroll on the terrace with her lover
by her side, her arm within his, listen-

ing to him as he talked, and watching !

the smoke as it floated from the cigar
which, like a wise woman, she not only
permitted him, but insisted upon his
smoking.

There had come to Constance one of
those epochs which the gods in their
mercy sometimes vouchsafe to the sons
and daughters of men—a period of per-
fect happiness—so perfect, that some-
times she seemed to wake with a start
and ask herself what she had done to
deserve such bliss, and whether it were
not too perfect to last.

The marquis’'s love surrounded and
hedged her about like a magic circle.
which shut out everything that was evil
or wearisome. Scarcely a day passed
but he planned something for her de-
lectation. and amusement. He had
bought a beautiful little turn-out with
a pair of ponies for her, and with Arol
she drove about the place in the lovely
autumn weather, the marquis some-
times in the trap with them or riding
the chestnut beside it. And if she was
not driving her ponies she was riding
the mare, which was now her very own,
and of which she was as fond as one be-
comes of an animal which is part and
parcel of one’s love story. .

~Yes, she was perfectly happy, and her

joy was intensified by the consciousness
that it was shared by the man she loved.
The marquis, who rode and*drove beside
the beautiful girl, his future wife, was
indeed - a very different man from
tiie one who had returned home,
prodigal fashion, on that sum-
mer night. There was no . frown
on  his brow now, no sadness
in his voice or eyes ; and often and of-
ten the villagers who saw him pass their
gates declared that he had grown like
the bright, light-hearted youth they re-
meémbered years ago.

Constance could have done without
‘he ball very well, and sighed out the
confesxion in her lover's ear, but he had
laughingly assured her that there was
no escape. :

“The dear old lady has got the affair
up in your honor, my dearest, and go
we must. I think you’ll like her, Con-
stance. She is about as unlike the popu-
lar idea of a duchess as can well be.”

“1I always imagine a duchess as very
fat, very haughty, and very much given
to wearing a feather in her hair,” said
Constance, smiling.

“I know. That is the way the artists
draw them in the papers. Ier Grace of
Barminster is just the opposite. She is
rather thin, the very embodiment of sim-
plicity and good nature, quite un-
proud—"

‘“ What a word !’

“Yes; and rather rollicking than

otherwise ; and as to feathers, I don’t
think she ever wears them excepting
when she goes to Court. By the way,
dearest, she will be delighted to present
you.” 5

Constance gave a little start. Twenty
times a day she was reminded by some
such chance word or incident of the
greatness that had befallen her.

“I don’t know any one more popular
than the duchess,” he said, ‘‘ excepting
it is the duke. He is a very jolly old fel-
low. Goes in for farming and breeding
shorthorns. He has over and cver again
been mistaken for his own bailiff, and
once a Stranger actually did offer him a
sovereign for taking him to fee a prize
bull : it will give you a notion of his
jollity when I tell you that he wasn’t a
bit offended.”

“This is quite a new idea of a duke,"
said Constance, laughing. , : i

“Yes ; it is one of the queerest sights
in the world to see the pair of them go-
ing round the home farm ; the duchess

| in a short skirt and thick boots, .?l
is long,

(

tor 2 demanded the

ed you to I‘D&t‘m ar

morning. . 1 thought we woul o
have a look at the barn old Goodman
wants to have rebuilt.”

with a faint blush,

He looked at her with a male obtuse- |

necs for a minute,

!« Well, I suppose I can come with
vou ?” he s2id, cheerfully.

But that was just what Constance did
not want. She knew that if he were with
her she could not huy what she wanted,
and sihe had quite made up her. mind
what she meant to buy.

The marchioness guessed in a moment
why she wanted to go alone, and came
to her assistance,

“ Go and see Goodman's barn, Wolfe,
dear, and let Constance alone,” she said,
smiling.

“ Oh, very well,” he retorted. “ Why
didn’t you say that you didn't want me ?
I'm too proud to force my society upon
any one,” and as he sauntered out of
the rocom to order his horse, he took her
head in his hands and turned up her
face that he might look into her eyes
and kiss her. :

“You are going to buy your '@ress,
dear ?” said the marchioness,

“ Yes,” replied Constance,

“ And may not I go witk you ?” asked
he old lady, gently,

Constance shook her head.

‘“ No, dear,” she said, blushing.

“Too proud to let your mother give
You a stunid dress for your dance, my
dear ?” asked the old lady, with a smile.

Constance nodded.

_* Yes, that is it, too proud,” she said
in a low voice, putting her arm round
the marchioness’s neek. * Don’t you see,
dear ?” she murmured, falteringly. “ If
I were to go in the dress you would be
gure to buy me, they would say I was
ashamed of my poverty, and that I had
<ome in borrowed plumes.”

*‘You are right,dear—you always are,”
faid the old lady, lovingly. ‘“You shall
€0 and buy what you like. But don't
you think it is rather hard for me ? I
was looking forward to the pleasure of
making my poor little present ? Never
wmind.”

Constance drove the ponies into Ber-
rington, men raising or touching their
hats, and women bowing or courtesying
a3 she passed, but all with a smile of
admiration for the beautiful young lady
whom the great marquis was going to
marry. There was a very decent linen-
draper’s, and Constance, leaving Arol
in the phaeton, went in and asked to
sce some evening-dress material. With
a respect that was almost reverential,
tl.e shopkeeper produced his grandest
and most expensive silks and satins,
but Constance would have none of them,
and to the surprise of the shopkeeper,
surprise which his respect and good
.mannrers did not permit him to show,
she chose a nun’s-veiling in plain white,
and ai a cost of as many pence a yard
as the silks and satins were shillings.
She ordered this to be made up in a
simple fashion, and, at peace with her-
gelf and the world, got into the phae-
ton and drove home,. A

With the truest delicacy the mar-
chioness asked her no questions as to
what she had bought ; and as for the
marquis, with masculine ignorance of
the importance of the subject, he nev%r
gave it a thought,

The night of the twentieth arrived.

“ Don’'t be more than two hours, Con-
slance. I suppose I must give you that,”
he said, as she went up to dress.

But in less than an hour, as he was
sauntering up and down the hall in that
state of perfect contentment which sits
upon the heart of a man who is going
to dine well, and spend the evening with
the woman he loves both well and pas-
sionately, he heard her step upon the
stairs, and, looking round, started.

He had never seen her in festal attire
before ; and the vision of beauty in soft,
white drapery, with a red flower in her
dark hair, took his breath away.

She stood for a moment, her eyes
downcast, a faint color in her face, feel-
ing his eyes upon her. Then she looked
at him shyly under her long lashes, and
with the touch of coquetry which the
best of women possess hidden some-
where about them, gaiqd :

“Well,am I late 2
~And for answer, he still stood looking
up at her, as she stood in the soft light,
a radiant angelic vision,

“ Great heaven !” he murmured, al-
most inaudibly, ‘“ how beautiful you are,
Constance !”

Her face flamed, and she glanced at
Mary, who stood behind her admiringly,
and then at him with Joving reproach.

“ May I touch you ?’ he asked. “ You
look as if you would melt at’ a touch.”

“I told you how beautiful it looked,
miss ! Mary ventured in the'lowest of
whispers.

“ So you like it?” said Constance, with
a shy smile, when they had reached the
security of the dra -100m. | :

“ Like it !”” he returned, looking at her
wistfully, and seeming to drink in the
loveliness of form and face. * My child,
do you know how begutiful you are ?
Why, it is simply perfect ! Why didn’t
you wear it before ? Why did you re-
serve it for this crowd to-night ?”

Constance laughed at him, her whole
frame shaking with pure, honest plea-
sure at his admiration, ;

“1 can’'t go to-day, Wolfe,” she said,

| the stir and excitement.

| Grooms and footmen in magnificient

“ but it has to be done
if you stand star-gazing any longer you
will be bewitched.” :

‘He wrapped her up as carefully as if
a rough touch would spofl her, and they
. started.

1t would have been counted a long
drive by ordinary mortals. Perhaps the
marchioness so considered it, but to the
' two lovers it was all too short ; for while

the old lady dozed he could lean forward

and whisper his love to his darling, and
- eould touch her hand,.and now and a~-
gain raise it to his lips.

They reached Barminster Towers at

last, and for a moment or two Constance
was rather dazzled by the lights and
It was her
first ball for many years, and she hal
never been to one of so grand a kind as
this, :

From an apparently endless line of
windows the brilliant light streamed out
upon the night ; rows of handsome car~
riages stood waliting to put down the
guests in the avenue, lighted by count-
less colored lamps.

ducal livery moved to and fro, and
strains of music floated out through the
great doors thrown open wide.

Witk a slight quiver that was neither
all fear nor excitement, but a little of
both, Constance entered the vast hall,

" made brilliant by the throngs of beauti-
ful women in ball-dresses.

A footman took her cloak and that of
the marchioness, as well as the mar-
quis’s fur coat, and they entered the
ball-rocm.

A sudden stir, followed by a signifi-
cant second or twen of silence, announced
their enirance, and Constance found her-
self stading befcre a tall aristocratic-
looking lady, who held out her hand to
the marchioness and then to Constance
with a pleasant smile. .

A little dazzled by the lights, Con-
stance was rather pale than red when
she entered, but the first words the
duchess spoke brought the color back
to her face.

“1 am very glad to see you, my dear,”
she said with a nod that was more than
friendly. “ Wolfe, why do all the bad
men get the most charming wives ? Do
you know ?”’ and she laughingly tapped
him on the arm. * There, they are all
dying to speak to her! Take her away
now ; but, mind, bring her back to me
directly I have finished receiving. You
may stay with me ; will you, dear ?’’ she
added to the marchioness.

With an expression of almost boyish
pride the marquis led Constance into
the centre of the room, and there being
no dance going on, they were surround-
ed almost instantly.

The knowledge that the woman he had
chosen is universally admired does not
tend to lesson a man’'s love or self-satis-
faction, and Wolfe, Marquis of Brake-
speare, could not fail to have.that know-
ledge that night.

Before half an hour had passed, the
verdict upon Constance had been pro-
nounced. She was not only beautiful,
but charming, and, if she wished or car-
ed for it, there lay before her a soctal
success which should be phenomenal
in its completeness.

Her card would have been filled up to
the brim if she had not kept a dance or
two open for her lover, and the crowd
that gathered round her was so formid-
able that he was obliged for a time per-
force to remain outside and look on at
her triumph.

Presently, however, he managed to
approach her near enough to whisper :

“ Is your head quite turned, you vain
girl, or have you happened to remember
that I am to take you to the duchess ?”’

She looked up, radiant in her loveli-
ness, and put her hand upon his arm.

* Well,” hé said, as they made their
way round the crowded room to where
the duchess sat amidst the dowagers,
‘“are you happy and enjoying . your-
self 2

“ Ah, Wolfe,” she murmured, “ you do
not know how good and kind they all
are! Happy ? Yes ! 3

He laughed, looking™ down at her
proudly.

““ Good and kind—you goose !"”” he re-
torted- “Don’t you see that you have
made a great hit, and that you are what
is called a tremendous success!” He
laughed again. *“1Itisa good thing I am
not jealous. By Ccorge ! I knew I was
going to marry a pretty woman, but I
didn’t think that she was going to bloom
into a society beauty:.

“ Come and sit beside me, my dear,”
said her grace, moving her skirts from
a chair. ‘““Lady Brakespeare has been
telling me all about you. I think Wolfe

a very lucky man—I do indeed.
Duke,” and she turned to a stout, elder-
ly gentleman who was standing near,
surveying the brilliant crowd with an
amiable but rather absent-minded air,
‘ here is a young lady I want to in
duce you to.” :

The duke trotted forward and bowed.

“Eh ?” he sald. ‘“Who? Ah, yes;
‘Wolfe Brakespeare’s sweetheart. Yes,
yes, of course. Hem ! Very glad to see
you, my dear Miss—Miss—"

“Grahame ! Duke, you are getting
deaf,” said the duchess, patting him af-

teﬁt;tonately. :

0, I'm not,” he said, shaking his
head; “it's the music in my ears. So
you are Wolfe's sweetheart. Remember
- When he used to ride over here and

‘noon !

“ Why, it only came home this n‘.t.o:r-1
_“That's why you wanted to, go to:
Beirings i A9 Gy B B e

‘Qastoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It 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 Diarrhoea and Wind Colic. Castoria relieves
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Cass
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend,
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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.

% Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihope 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 forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves."

Dr. J. F. KixcEELOE,
Conway, Ark. | Airew C. S8urrr, Pres.,

The Centanr Company, T{ Murray Street, New York City.

Castoria.

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

known to me.”
H. A, Arcrer, M. D,
111 8o. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y. ;

“ Our physicians in the ckildren's depart. |
ment have spoken highly of their experi- |
ence in their outside practice with Castoris, |
and although we caly have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon it.”

UNrrEp HOSPITAL AND DisPENsARY,
Boston, Mass,

Wood's Phosphoding,—7ze creaz Engiish Remeay.

Is the result of over 35 years treating thousands of cases with all known
drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—a
eombination that will effect a prompt and permanent curein all stagesof
Sexual Debility, Abuse or Ezcesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental
Worry, Excessivé’Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcokolic Stimulants, all of
which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's
B-_| Phosphodine has been used successfully by hundreds of cases that seemed
wimost hopeless—casesthat had 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 is8 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, six guaranteed to cure, Pamphlet free to any address. | e
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont ., Canada. |_After Taking. |

Wood’s Phosphodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists in the Dominion.
. o N

A WOMAN SUICIDED

recently by taking Paris Green, but that

is no reason why you should do without
We have the very
purest poisonous Paris Green, and our

it when you need it.

‘Inseot Powder we guarantee to kill flies,
ants and inseots of every description.
Don’t forget the spot, Higinbotham’s
Drug Store, Lindsay. :

¥ B mYInY.

VIGTORIA PLANING MILL

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

Frame, Sash, Doors, Blinds, Mouldings, Turnings, etc., etc.
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Call and inspect work, and get. prices before you buy elsewhere.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

J. P. RYLEY.

==20I10-tf.




