w6t? * Then it all Ganie back with & | ; 2

rush. Percy was dead; she should nev- : j ON PmRSO‘
er see him again! p : ; ¥ B ey :

; A great cry burst from her lips—a cry = _
that made the watchers shudder. e . Ty ESTIMATE OF A:O
' DIVINE B

thought, she had gone to bed. ﬂlo“ﬂ
Percy said, “and 1 feel tired out!” " il s .
“You look tired! You have been te color .fld('d from her' face, then rose
The Elae, of course! How is Miss Dur  and settled angrily. o o
rant?" “That is just like Dulcie. You'll be |

“ft his Deem an sbominable day"

!

“Flush, darling, bush? Berta sobbed. '

By BERTHA M., CLAY
Author of *Betwesn Two Loves,” “Which Loved Him

Best,” “The Wedding Ring,” Etc., Etc. .

- hureled. to cateh the twelve o'clock ex-
press, .

“I will go to my uncle," she said. half

wlond, - Slipping down off the bed and

. wearching about ameng the things on

her table for a Hght, ‘He will tell me

ahat 1 ought te do; and, when 1 am |

gtobe, perhaps Ferey will go back te
5 h "

Mhe conld not keep back a rob as she

cwadd B [ wae ke teaving the heart

out of her body to do go, yot she felt-in |

NOME =tinhge way consteained te do it
Quickiy, with panting breath, andg hot,

“Quite well, thanke," flushing a little, {

The other looked at him in surprise |
His coat was wet and his boots muddy.
He had evidently walked a long way.
Where could he have been, if not to
The Blms to see Esther? But Lord
Il.rvey was not & man to trouble him-
self about other people's affaire. He
was far from being in high spirits him-
gelf that evening. The pain at his
hoart—the pain that not all -his pride
or will could subdue-<had cast ite sha-
dow over his face. He looked graver
and sternor than usual, & man austere
to a fault, ae he lifted his hat to Perey
and turned away.

In five minutes more the London train
gteamed into the station.
Stanhope roused himself. The train,
pot a very long ene. appearcd full from
end to end. e opencd the doors of sev:
eral varrdages, and finally got iuto o
smoking compartment, which for a won-
dér, waas empty. But he had not gone

there to smoke. IHe wanted to be alone
* for a while to think, He had been in
a whinl of passion in which thought was
npossible; but now he was covling
down, and there was the future to be
| considered,  T'wo, three stations were
passed Lefore wny oue came to disturd
him; the fourth was & junction. When
the train slackened speed, two gentle-
' men opened the door of his carriage and
-got in, Oune of them was a young man,
‘ gightly lame. e had to be helped wp
the step by his companion, aund, when
he got In, he etoed a moment, as if ia
. pain, befere he could git down.
As ho rested thus, his eyes fell upon
| P'ercy Stanhope's face, and instantly
his own blanched to ghastliness, He
staggered’ and wonld have fallen for
" ward but for his ¢ompanion's arm.
“What e tt, Gue? What ie it?" "the
young man's friend cried: shacply.
Hut the young man could not speak.

metrons hands, she packed up her (hiugs. | e poluted to the quict figure opposite,

throwing them fnte the boxes anyhew. |

A few that she thought that she would |
arant to fake with her at  once, she |
#tuffed into a small bag that she could
earey in her hand. :
At she wag gathering her. ernaments |
togethor, she came across & sot of pearls |
that her wnele had  given her ow her |
Bérthda Kether had admired these
poatle, <he remembered, and she pn!'
them on one side till she had Guished
ber tosh, and dressed hergelf in a dark
&taff droes, her wleter, and a little black
welvet hnt, with o vell tied close abont |
her, . f

fhen she wrote a line=—=just one line—-
with'a pencll en one of  her  visiting |
carde. aud lald it with the pearls h!
their rase, “For Esther on her wedding |
day, Hom Dulele”

That done, she sat down te try to still
the bonting of her heart. which secwed
€0 have tisen up into hee threat, and |
to be choking her with tte pititul palpi
fations

Home one camé and tapped gently on
the potel of her room door. 8he knew
Quite well that it wae Kether, but she
meithet stived nor spoke,  Aftér a while
Bsther passed on to her own room, and
Al war guict mgaing - A few minutes
after (hat, Dulde passed down stairs,
yaseen ‘amd wuheards and out by the
Back gite inte the road,

It wis a still, damp. #tarlese aight,
e ahe walked along, between the Mgh
fodges, with the Wank gray of the =ky
above hor, a very Rorror of nervous
fear ool posscsclon of her. A shiver
of forchoding erept through her velns
8o her heart. No one was eithin sight,
the (i honses that she passed were in |
@arkne s Prery now and again the
bark f u dog would break the silonce,
Dace ne she leanecd to rest for a few
gninutes ngninst g gale, she thought |
, mhe heard vokece and stealthy footetops)
But ot perhape was only her tancy.
But to hor it wae just ae rveal ag the
®hadowy  dliclde the ghostly trees, and
the shinpery dew wet goass beneath hee
feet in the lane 'They were all a part
of the hoproe of the hight the horrer
thut <comed to boe beating in wpon her
Brain. ond foldinkg pound her heart, and
titting  hes

1t wos a long weary walk to the sta-
thon,  Hler fevt (6t like lead, and her
head theobbed  dizeily, When at  last
she reached the foot of the stone steps
teading up to the platform, she had to
vest and get breath before she could
olbnd them. !

She found the station almost descrt:

The one or  two  people walking
about took ne notice of her, and «he
was thankful for it  thankful to be able
0 crecp into a mecond class  carviage
without wmeeting anyone she kuew, or
suyone who konew her. Then the train
Qushed on agata, right inte the heard
of the vight, aud she leaned her head
ageaine the cushion behind her, aud
olosed hor eyes wearlly, i

There were two middle: aged men In
the curvinge who looked like farmers,
woing up wost Hkely to the early mar
ket. ‘they were talking fogether about
an accident that. #t appeared from thelir
r‘«um«kw. had lately happened on the

Be.

Dulcte scarcely understood all thelr
words. ‘Ihey gpoke with the low Kent-
b acceni.and she wae not paying much
heed to them er to their conversation.

“Poor chaap,” one of them sald, “be-
Eke he thought litde of dying when he
started.” -

It come on hhn sudden” the eother
gtruck in.  “And scme sa'ss it ud be
q%g fue we arvl to (He like thaat

Ny, nay, wan, | cann’t think that
mysell: elve why chould we pray every
Bunduy te be  saved from sudden
death .

Betue one had died suddenly, thenm.
Some oue, perhaps. who was happy,and
wanted to live," Dulcie thought. “What

- @ &, gad world it is to be sure!

Fhen she shut her eyes again, and the
throbbing pain in her head, growing

orse with overy jolt of ‘the carrlage

eafencd her ears to the talk going or
about her, ;

“HMow would it have been, .if she hat
Hatenod <listened and understood?

. OHAPTER XVIL~

Whea Dercy Stanhope ‘left Dulde
he had gone divect to the station, He
took_ the shortest way to it across the
eotutry, ko that he reached it fully hali
ab hour befure hie train was due.

This half hour he spent sitting om 3
beach outside the ticket office.
RPusty first-class waiting reom
have stiffied him. lle was
strangely exhausted. both in

¢ Lerd Harvey came scross
there, and stayed to speak

L Ile was trembHng vielently.
{ lately beem very near te death, to sud: { “Rue it sou are awful anxious about

' Of course there was an inquest,

and then dropped dowu in the seat be
hind him,

The train was beginuing to move ou.
/A guard put his head in at the win-

' dow of the cardage at that moment.

“Something  wrong here, guard, This
gentloman has fainted, or else” -drops
ping his volce, and stepping back a lit
tle way~ ‘or clec 'he is— dead.”

“lle is dead, Robert," the youuy man

said,
Ile had

den, awful dedath, himself.and this shock
was too mush for him.  In truth. the
pight of that handsome clay-cold face

might have shaken the nerves of a far l

stronger man, i '
In ancther minute all was counfusion:
Strong hands - earetul and tender in thedr

| strength now- lifted out the quict™ fig- |

ure that had somecthing stark aud chil-
Iy about it. ’‘Ihey carried the burden
#hito one of the waiting roote, and sent
for a doctor, One lived close by, and
wag ot the spot immediately. He clear
od the room at once of all save the

¢ station, master and his wife: but the
| wan who, three-quartere of an. hour be-

fore, had taken his ticket (or londen,
had reached his journey's eud.  Perey
Stavhope was dead, ‘
I'hen the Question arose, “Whe is
he?' No one knew him . petsonally;
many recoguized him ae a froquent passe
ehgor on that Hue. ‘The jguard whe
cold have told' who he was had goue
on with the train, His cardcuse was
empty; there wag no' letters or papers
of any kind to tell who he wug,or whence
he came, and for the time at least all
curiosily respecting  him  was Dbaitted.
Then
it was found that he was the only son
of old Squire Stanhope, of Nelson Place,
which was only a few wiles from the
atation.
their opindon that Jdeath was caused by,
the bursting of oue of the blood vessels
of the bLrain, ; -

“Aud a Ihncky thing for the poor fel-
low and all belonging te him that he
did die.” Dr, Graves sald, confidentially;
to a neighbor preseat,
but one case where the brain gave way
under violent excitement, in a like man-
ner. - That unfortunate man survived it;
but he became an idiot.”

The verdict wae “Death fromm natural
cattses.”  ‘Then Squire Stavhope came
and carried home hie dead son. lle was
an old mau, frail and ailing: for six
mouths or more he had vever left his

roows; but whem he knew that his
“boy” lay dead he got up, as it his
“stoength was ae the etrength of ten,”
and went te dim. That was the tweuty-
first of May. The twenty second was
to have been Percy Stanhope's wedding
day! .

. - L * L 3 . » *
At The Klme all was confusion. Dulk
cle's flight had struck KEsther like a
blow. The firet thing in the morning
she had goune to bér room to see if she
was awake and better. She found the
dooropen; two large boxes packed 'n the
center of the rooms; the drawers and
wardrobe empty. .

Standing ou the threshold, she look-
ed about her in dismay.

“Dulcie!" she called; dut no one ans
wered. Indeed, she could see for herselt
that there was no Duicie there to ans
wer. Everything bad that air of deso-
Mtion and confusion peculiar te a
room or & house that has just been va-
cated. The bed had not been slept in.
The window was open, and the long
lace curtaing hung limp with the heavy
night dewe, On the dressing table she
found the little leather case coutaining
the pearls and poor Dulcie's ome little,
il written, hurried loe—“For Esther om
Im: wedding day, from Dulcie

She kuew then that she had gone
AWay not to come back, and she ship-
ped down her knees bef ¢ the low
table, and burst out crying. She guess-
el at a score of reasons for this sud-

Nm  He thought him stift detrait

~

lieve in her friendship for you now,
yon not? For my own part, I only hope

Then Iercy |

The medical men gave it as”

“1 never knew |

{ We may find that she has gone alone”
' —meaningly—'but T am - very mpeh
| afraid we shan't,”

“Rerta, you'll break my heart some ;

'day! How can you he so suspicious,
and so—so cruel?”

! EKather had sat down, still holding the
little case in her hand. She was trem-

| bling nervously, and the color camé¢ and

_went in her face like a rising and 1all-

! {ng flame.

| *What can have come to her? She

seemed all rght yésterday when she
| Was -goiug out, 1‘ve seldom scen her
| in better spirits. I'm certain she had

no thought of leaving us then. ll:‘we
' you said anything to her. Berta?'=—
raising quick, reseutful eyes,

“1? No, indeed. I've had some
thing better to do than waste my talk
on her. But I'm not blind, if you are,
and I've not liked those long walks she
took lately every day, about the same
time, too. I know Dulcie too well to
belicve that she tovk them alone.”

Esther's lip cured scornfully. It fret-
ted hier almost past her patience to hear
ber sister talk like this. She had
known beforchand that she should get
no sympathy from her, nothing but
doubte and suspicions, and she was
dreadfully yneasy about Dulcie. -

“] wish IPercy would come,” ghe
{ thought, twisting the pearls round and
i round in her fingers. He would know
“ what had lest be done.”

Mrs, Hardinge bad gone back to the
dressing of her bair, though not to her
novel. 9

“Now, don't spoil your looks mourning
y over her, Etty,” she said calmly. ‘“You
will have your hands full to-day, I can
tell-you. The lreakfast 1 shall see to
myself, of course, but you will have
plenty to do, if everything is to be in or
der to-morrow. What time will Percy
be here do you think ¥

“About two o'clock, I expect.”.

“Very well. You must have all your
work dome by then, and for Heaven's
eake look more cheerful. One would
! think .to see you,that it was your bride-
groom  you had lost. in place of youw
bridosmaid! ‘She is quite able to look
after herdelf. Bhe'd never have pack-
ed up hier dresses if she had not meant
to live a little longer!"—sarcastically.

| her. Jasper shall telegraph to her um-

cle when he comes home.: We can do

nothing till then."

To this long speech Esther made no
answer. She went back to her own
! roomn without so much as a look at her
sister,

the o window, where she could feel

! .
. the fresh, keen mwrning breeze blow
| In on her.

What had come to her?
Some vague terror was knocking at her
heart. A horrible sense of the unreality
of all things had seized upon bhar. ' Duk

| cie's flight had, in a way. shakeh the

{ solid ground under her fecet. It had

{ sent the first haunting doubt across the

satisfied self-content of her soul. What

might net happed next? An hour ago
and she ‘was as sure that Duldie was

Now Duicie was gone—faded away out
of her lfe like a ghost. Of whom. of
what could she ever be certain again?
Might not love one day prove as light
i as Friendship? Her head swvam dizzily;

of ghosts,” and ‘‘all things were und
were not!" :
L 3 B. . L ] ; L - L ] -

“Etty,” Mre. MHardinge said, Juoking
{ criticaly across at her sister, “l thought
you had laid aside that old dress long
ago. What. posseased you to put it om
to-night? If Percy had come to dine,
‘a8 he promiscd, 1 should have been ab-
solutely ashamed of you: as it is. you
! may pass in this light. But the dress
{ has quite ‘gone off' in style and color,
I Y?ll look like a last season's ghost in

| It was the veéry dress that  Esther
! Durrant wore that night wheu she wait-
| ed for Percy Stanhope and Hugh Flem-
{ ing. She was waiting for them again
! mow. ‘The drawing-room was much
the same. ‘[here were more cut flowers
’ about, and the windows were. open, for
{ then it was Marcoh, and it was May
now, and that was about all the appar-
| eut difference as far as the room was
" concerned. - The real difference was in
the girl's own heart, and oot in her sun
| roundings.
| Tomorrow would be her wedding day,
and- through all the hopes and dreams
that flutt round ber heart, there
camme and w & vague, restless dis-
' Quiet. . . :
‘ She was still troubled about Duldie,
- t00. Yet this trouble could only “rise
| so0 far und mo farther,” for her great
{ Jove beat it and st else back into
[ brooding calm. Percy was coming. He
would comfort her.. Nay, his very pres
l ence would atone for all. It had been
her whim to wear on this the last night
of her old life, the dress that she knew
he elways adwmired. She even remem-
bered to fastem a red rose in her bosom
such as she had worn that other night.
How things come back! Times and
seasons repeat themselves with almost

we know so well that what has been

ence. And this difference was very
strongly marked to-night, but as yet
Esther did not know it. They had
waited dinuer till they were tired, and
the cock despair. After dinner Jas-
per Mardinge sat down to his evening
paper. Berta was trying to read “Mid-

Esther, not able to read or to reet,
atood before oue of the windows look-
ing out at the. fading light. Honey-
suckle and dog-roses clustered over the
hedges; the air blew sweet over ‘the
clover, and.

There she sat down close before §

near her as she was of her own life. |

she “seemed to mWwove among a woyld ¢

her lips shut close. Her sister’s words
were as flames to tow, and they set her
smouldering fears alight instantly.

,“8.40 is the last train,” Mr. Hardinge
told his wife, without stirring from his
seat. “If they are coming by that,
they will be here in about twenty min-
utes. It is just nine now.” -
_Mrs. Hardinge was secretly excited
| and anxious, but she was mot a woman
to betray her fears. She continued to
hold the book open before her face, bqt
it any ome had been observing her, it
would have been seen that she did not
turn the pages. She was & hard womnan
in her own languid way. She was a
plucky little woman, too, as people had
found to their cost often. But not for
worlds dared she have spoken aloud the
thoughts that had taken hold of her,
seized upon her against her will, that
night. From the first moment of hear-
ing ot Dalcle’s flight, she had connected
it with Percy Stanhope.

YWith rapid intuition she had guessed
at a part of the truth at last. All day
she had been oppressed as if with a fore-
boding, and miserably anxious. She
could not have told why, but she expec-
ted some evil. She felt that Dulcie's

| going away was only the beginning;

something else, something much worse,
perhaps, lurked belrind. And it was fow
this “something” that she was waiting
as she sat in her low chair that night,
with George Elliot's masterpiece in her
hand. and her back turned to Esther.

intolernble. She pushed the window
open and walked across the lawa to the
gate. Her heart was beating stormily;
the flower at her breast rose and fell
with its rapld, heaving throbs. She had
‘not been at the gate five minutes when
she heard a horse’s hoof-beats.

“They are ocoming! O. Percy!” she
cried, with a sob of sudden reliet and
Joy.- .

In her eagerness she opened the gate
and went out into the road.. She could
see & trap coming along rapidly. Then a
suddén shyncss crept over her; she felt
ashamed to be discovercd there, on the
lookout for her lover. Blushing even in
the dark, and though there was no one
to see her. she ran back up the walk.
and, when the trap drew up at the gate,
she was standing on the doorstep.
Only one man was in the trap and it
was not FPercy! Her heart failed her,
yet not with actual fear; rather with
impaticnce. This late arrival was Hugh
Fleming. He wa'ked quickly up to the
_door, but st sight of Esther's white
‘figure on the threéshold, he came to &
‘halt.

*\Where is Percy? What has made you
s0 late? We have been so uneasy about
you.”

““Then you have not heard?”

He answered her question by a ques-
tion, staring hard at her in the unces
‘tain light.

*We have lieard nothing. - What is
itr
‘Then at sight of his set, white face,
a host of fears rushed upon her, and
: she came down the steps and stood omn
. the walk beside him, trembling and pal-
ing, she did not know why or what.

* “Has anything happened? 1Is Percy—
is he——" Her dry lips failed her. all
‘ the breath in her body seemed Sutter

ing out of them.

He toock her hands and wrung them,

. wrung them hard.

My poor girl! But come inte the
house; you must not stand out here.”

The dining-room was the first he came
to; he opened it and walked in.

“Esther, I don’t know how to tell you
what I have been sent here to tell you
to-night. Any other creature could have
done it better, I think. All the way here
I have been prayiug that you might
have heard it from some one elese; but
since no one has told you, I must.”

She stood be - 3
e S R | wants. to die, I almost think.

od fast together, her'dry eyes fixed up-
on his face. The lite seemed frozem in
ler. Only out of those wild, wide-open

Esther was beginning to feel the qn.ie{

" her a soothing

 “You must compose yourself, my dear’
young lady,” the doctor put in, in his
low, even tones, “We shall have you

seriously ill on our hands, if you yield |

to any undue excitement.”
She heard him, perhaps, but she never

heeded; pushing his haud from her .

wrist, she held out her arms to Berta.

“Take me to him! Oh, Berta, let me |

see him, just once, or I shail die!”

The doctor gave Mrs.
warning glance, and shook _his head.
He saw the fever rising in the bright,

pleading eyes; he knew that it would |

be a long time before she could be tak-
en anywhere, if, indeed, »lhe ever lived
to rise off that sick bed.

“Try to rest a little, dear, and then
You are not fit

we will see abeut it. :
to get up yet,” Berta answered evasive-

ly, laying her head on the girl’s flushing, !

beating temples.

But she only moaned - the more pit-
eously. i
" “Take me to him!
him till I have seen his face. Just once,
only once! I am fit to go now! HMHow
could I rest here till I have scen him?”

They did their best to quiet her; but
she could not be quieted.

Doctor Crane went home to prepare
draught.  Her
‘and Berta sat beside her, promising
her to do _anything "and everything
she could desire, 1f she would only
rest for an hour and try to get a little
sleep. So much now depended on quiet,
the doctor had said; but she turned from
them, sobbing in an agony that could
not be appeased. What could words
avail her? What were tenderest  pity,
fondest oare—what was anxthing on
earth to her now? He was dcad, the
man she loved, the man she had wor-
shipped rather. In a little while the
oold earth would cover him from her
sight. In all the years of her life she
shoulid never see his blue cyes, his
blond head, hisz fond, smiling, tender
lips. She should never hear him speak,
she should never feel the close, warm
clasp of his hand on hers; he was gone,
and her life was “left unto her deso-
late.” Why did they talk to her? Why
did they beseech her to be patient?

Who among us is patient when the
fleesh is shrinking, and the perve is laid
bare, and the heart is bleeding inward-
1y ?
writhed till all strength is gone from
us, when the pain is dulled into an ache,
and the wound is healing upon the sur
face, that we grow to be patient or ap-
athetic.

Slowly the daylight broadened, the
pale gray deepened into gold and purple;
while ‘poor Esther lay there broken
and spent  with aenguish. Before noon
she was delirious.  Still' her sorrow
walked with her. She raved and wept
by turns. She would have flung her-
self out of the bed if they had not held
her; and all the time her one cry was
for Percy. The doctor came and look-
ed at her. but he could do nothing. Shé®
would not touch the medicine he had
sent. ~ A :

“I will come back toward evening,”
he said: “Let the room be kept ‘as cool
and quiet as possible. I em afraid it

Oh, don't bury

{ will be a bad case of brain fever.”

And his fears proved coreet. Jasper
Hardinge, who had become very fond
of his sisterin-law, brought one of the
most eminent physicians in London to
see her. But even he couid do no more
than was being done. For six weeks

! she lay, -fighting ceaselessly for her life,

as only the young and strong can fight.
When at last she opened her eyes in
conscivusness, the watchers knew that
there was at least a chance that she
would recover. At first it was a very
faint one. Pale as a spow-drift, worn
to emaciation, she lay with her hollow
eyes full of a pitiful, dumb pain. She
was too weak to speak or to move at
first; and, when she had gained a littie

! strength, she was too listless to ‘use it.

I

eyes the tortured soul looked, hungry. '

Questioning. This look unmanned Hugh
Fleming. If she had cried out, and clung
to him, as other women might have
done, he could have borme it. perhaps,
better. As it was ,she frightened him.
“Etty,” he cried going back in his
deep excitement to the familiar name
of his boyhood, “ for Heaven's sake
try to bear up.
, ed to Percy. He met with an accident
- going back from here last night; he—"
“He is dead!”

weird exactness, and yet all the time |
never can be again, except with Qiffer :

!

Something has happen-

“She is dying before our e¢yes.” Berta
Herdinge said to Hugh Fieming one
day. “After all that we have done to
save her, she will not try to save her-
self. She has lost heart and hepe. She
It was
an unlucky day that ever Percy Stan-
hope darkened these doors.” ;

Hugh Fleming winced. The dead man
had been his friend; it was he who had
first introduced him to The Elms. But
Mrs. Hardingé was not thinking of that,
and he knew that she was not.

“That Dulcie, too,” she went on re-
sentfully. “Only this morning I found
Esther crying about her- . ‘She may
have died,” she said to me, ‘as he did,
with:-no friend near rer. She would
uever have stayed away from me in my
trouble, if she were alive and able to

It vexed me to hear her.”

w8
(g

P i

¥
:

f
ik

i
E

i

- SEE

Hardinge a :

father | .

Ah! it is efterward, when we have |

g5

(Y00 DrOPS]

B ————

THAT THE

FAC-SIMILE
| SIGNATURE

AVegetable cparationforks-
similating théFood and Regula-
| ting the Stomachs and Bowels of

e e e e e
T

-

INFANTS “CHIEDREN |

Promotes DigestionCheerful-
ness and Rest.Contains neither
n, Morphine nor Mineral.

OT NARCOTIC. . IS ON THE

WRAPPER

OF EVERY
BOTTLE OF

Aperfect Remedy for Conslipa-
tion, Sour Stomach.Diarrhoea,
Worms Convulsions, Feverish-
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.

{
|

{

4 s

} ¥ac Simule Signature of
1

{

A el
NEW YORK.
{3y Doses =35 CoNxs

Oastoria Is put up in oms.size bottles c=!z. "It
Blis oct sold {2 brlk, Don't aliow acycne <o sel}
B you anything else om the plea or promise tiat it
X is ‘just es good” end "wiil answer every pus.

4 poce.” L~ Bee &.T you get C-A-8-T-0-BI-A.

Ths fac-
eimily isea
sgzatare é Z Z: 2{ every
ef " 4 wrapper.

e

EXACT COPY CF WRAPPER. i

B

w2 W. W. LOGAN
i - BELLS ,

THE BEST
PIANOS,:ORG_ANS

SEWING MACHINES

" In the market, any make and the chea; st
according to quality. He pays cash for ali
his goods, gets best discounts and can give

- ‘his customers right prices and best terma,

Qi

Mr. Logan is the right man to
- deal with.. You can depend
‘on him every time,

W. W, LOGAN,
: Gengral Agent, Lindsay, 170 Kent St. West,
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‘! Leads 't’ho procession in Furnace Work.

mlono-lum-mpl-'dmwtytoldnulo.qnlo‘“uwohmt"m‘t

Jall, Gurney Hot Water System, Ooai. | Mrs. Wright, Gurney kot alr, wood.(
our own original system, hot hot alr,

hot alzr, wood.
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Give W. G. WOODS the
Avgust 1st, 1895.-1839-ly.

eoatnet of making your life a comfor
B w0 :
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3Are You Raising Horses
i, for Sale?

i you are you can very
greatly enhance their value
by a judicious use of ,

Diex’s Broop PuriFien
Itwillemrich the blood, loosen
the hllle, gloss the coat, raise
amazingly. :

the spirit and put on flesh and muscle
- One package is worth dozen of so-called condition powders.

SO S . - TS S, 28 Conts.

WSS & 8., dghils, Mostal,  DICX & €0., Prorishns.
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